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At the end of a tired day, after finishing the family dinner, I indulge in my favorite daily session that 
helps me to relax and unwind. No! It is not watching the raunchy and sensuous Indian music videos of 
remix songs, or the 1000th episode of the latest Pakistani soaps. I have already seen my share of these. 
As part of the evolutionary process I have found something stronger, better and far more fun. As Faiz 
has alluded to, ‘Raahatein aur bhi hain wasl ki raahat kay siwaa’. For me this new raahat comes from 
joining the mehfil of my global circle of friends whom I affectionately call as Petarians. In the real 
world I have never met most of them, but in the virtual world, I would not trust anyone more than this 
band of brothers.  
 
As the sun begins to go down and sets the horizon on fire with fascinating colors, I am ready and 
yearning for my post dinner cup of hot chai with a visit to the Petarians mehfil. My computer monitor 
provides me the windows (no pun intended) to this virtual mehfil. After turning on the computer, I utter 
the words, ‘beam me up Scotty’ and like using a time machine, I am suddenly transferred from my 
computer desk to the company of my friends. There is enough here to set alight all of the 14 tabaqs of 
the brain, set the pulses racing and put the heart in over drive. One must learn to take it easy in this 
world. There are liberals, conservatives, serious, mischievous, highly opinionated, and the balanced. 
All aspects of the opinion spectrum from the extreme to the sublime are well represented. Old friends 
re-unite, rivals re-discover, memories are rekindled, hot issues intensely debated to no end while many 
are helped and positive programs are started. This is the closest we can come to that golden time of our 
life without actually leaving our house. It is not the real thing, but still is good enough like a watered 
down version. Well this is my own 1 ½ megabyte ki masjid.  
 
Few days ago, I logged into this bazm-e-yaraan, and saw a direct message from Kazi Bhai. I was 
ordered to write an article for the Petaro Golden Jubilee. ‘Bhai Jaan, aapka hukm sur aankhon par’, 
was my obvious response. As a traditionalist I believe that all orders from senior bhaijaans must be 
obeyed. This is an important ingredient of the Petaro Code of Honor and there is no expiration date for 
this Code. Privately I thought to myself that Kazi Bhai is killing me, I have no time in my busy 
schedule to write an article. Then the next thought came from the Petarian side of my mind that said, 
‘Wasif, you are such an Idiot! You are so fortunate and privileged to have been asked to write an 
article for this historic souvenir. Get your priorities straight. Is it too big of a sacrifice to give up 
watching Aishwariya dancing to Crazy Kiya Rey in Dhoom II, on the big screen this weekend, or stay 
home to write this article? Guess what! As crazy it may sound, we have just celebrated the Eid-ul-baqr, 
it is time to sacrifice, and I will make this sacrifice. As a positive side effect of this sacrifice, maybe 
my wife will finally realize why I waste so much time at the computer every day?’ All kidding aside, it 
would be an honor if my article is published in the Golden Jubilee souvenir.  
 
So here I am trying to write an article, at a loss of words, and wondering what to write. There are so 
many random thoughts in the mind, but can not find the suitable words to dress these thoughts in the 
proper attire. I start by asking a question. How many times a loyal Petarian should visit Petaro after he 
passes out from CCP? Should it be once a year, once every 5 years, once every 10 years, or once every 
20 years? Keep on going because in my case it is just once in about 28 years. I passed out in 1979 and 
have visited the campus just one pathetic time. A sense of guilt starts creeping over me. OK, I will 
make up for this shameful neglect. Besides, why do we need to visit often, we can still be loyal 



Petarians. Regardless of how much I contribute to Petaro, I can barely scratch the surface of the debt 
that I owe to Petaro. I shudder to think of how much interest has been accumulated all these years 
because of non-payments.  
 
So what do I owe Petaro? What did it do for me? Let’s start to measure. I was a young, naïve 13 year 
old kid, who had never done anything to take care of myself. That was the job of my parents. In 1974 I 
started the admission process, after I saw some of my school mates completing the admission forms. 
Luckily I got accepted at CCP. I wanted to go and experience this new life and full kudos to my 
parents, who trusted my judgment and decide to send me away to a place that none of us knew exactly 
what to expect. It was like going into a black hole. Honestly I don’t have the courage to send my son 
away from home for the next 5 years. The first few weeks were hellish and most of the time was spent 
performing various acts of dancing and singing in front of the seniors as if we were auditioning for The 
American Idol. The prefects, appointment holders, and PO s seemed to be the custodians of the axis of 
evil. Very quickly we learned to take care of our personal belongings and maintenance of our space. 
We learnt right away how to sew buttons, water polish the shoes so it can act as a mirror, secretly hide 
our food and the tiny radio, remove every spec of dirt from our closet and keep our uniform in tip top 
shape. The extremely painful Road Walk & Run started to gradually become less tiresome as time 
passed. I remember talking to my parents on the phone after the first 2 weeks, pleading to get me out of 
there and relieve me of the misery as tears rolled down my cheek. They advised me to hang on and 
give it a little bit of more time. Boy, am I glad they did not listen to me at that time? I think it is pivotal 
to one’s character to go through the grind and struggles of the junior most class for the success of the 
overall system, where discipline is the most fundamental ingredient. It engrains in our mind the respect 
for seniors, teachers and the administrative staff and makes us strong. This respect stays with us the 
rest of the life. 
 
As I began to adjust with the Petaro life, I started to discover the place. The campus itself was 
astonishing. An oasis in the middle of nowhere, it offered us all activities that we aspired for. Where 
else in the country you could go to a single place that housed so many facilities as diverse as a full size 
swimming pool, squash courts, numerous playing fields for track, basketball, hockey, football, cricket 
(with nets), tennis court, shooting range with real ammunition, riding club with real horses, sailing club 
with real boats in real water (Indus River), aero modeling, radio club, photography with dark room, 
chemical club, music club, parade band, gymnastics, movie theater with one or two movies each week 
and the list goes on and on. If you were interested in a hobby, chances are that Petaro already had a 
club for it. We always stayed current with all of the latest Pakistani and English movies. All of this 
more than made up for the simple food (I am being kind) that we had to endure during our time over 
there. 
 
At a personal level I started to discover the people around me. It started from my room mates and 
classmates, whom I will be spending the next five years. Things just kept getting better and changed 
significantly after the first year. At that point you are not the junior most class anymore. Now it was 
time to give and not receive any more, i.e., dishing out grief to others. 
 
 The first thing we get at Petaro is our own personal “Kit Number”. This number gives us an identity 
which is at times more recognizable than our name, and distinguishes us from the regular folks. In this 
day and age of internet, logins, usernames, passwords and emails how could we survive without our kit 
number? This will appear in various combinations in our email address, usernames and passwords for 



all the websites that we have to login. How could we manage all these accounts without our kit 
number?  
 
The level of education and the opportunity to get educated is unparalleled anywhere in Pakistan. This 
was primarily due to the dedication of the teachers. It appeared that the sole purpose of our teachers 
was to impart the best education and the values among the cadets. They fully realized their 
responsibilities and did their best to do justice to the task assigned to them. The results were evident as 
the Petarians always secured most of the top positions in the board exams. I remember having late 
night tutoring sessions with my class mates to get them ready for the test next day. The system was 
designed to bring the maximum out of all. Someone who would struggle to clear the Matric in the 
outside world, would pass out after clearing the Intermediate with acceptable grades through the Petaro 
system. Additionally the spirit of competition was solidified amongst all by extra curricular and 
sporting competitions all class levels between different houses. Whether it was a fiery debating session 
or a hotly contested hockey game, it was always a team effort between the participants and the 
cheering squads. Can you hear the shouts echoing in your head, Buck up, Buck up, Liaquat House, 
Liaquat House! 
 
For my cultural enrichment, first time in my life, I was exposed to Sindhis, who would speak Sindhi all 
the time. Being born and raised in Karachi, the only Sindhi exposure I had was in the PTV dramas, and 
one very friendly Sindhi neighbor family. But in Petaro, at times we were totally immersed in the 
Sindhi experience. It was a joyful experience to meet and befriend so many Sindhis who had come 
from all corners of Sindh. By the time we were in 12th class, I had many Sindhi friends from various 
places in Sindh and this was a matter of pride for me. They would come to Petaro from small villages, 
with hard word and dedication, pass out with full honors and move on to very rewarding careers in all 
fields of life. Their sense of humor was out of this world, and some of the animated jokes I heard still 
bring laughter to me when I think about it. 
 
Now comes the best aspect of life in Petaro. Imagine living together with a group of people for a 
period of 5 years. These are your brothers in arms. Away from home these are your “everything”, your 
fathers, your mothers and your siblings. You know each other like the palm of your hand. You know 
each other’s likes, dislikes, moods, abilities and trustworthiness. You conspire to do everything 
together including committing crimes, breaking the rules, suffering the punishments, preparing for the 
exams, bunking trips to “Sheraton” or Jamshoro on top of a colorful freight truck, watching movies in 
a theater in Hyderabad without parental guidance or feasting on Karahi gosht at the truckstops of 
Jamshoro. You just don’t do it once or twice. You continually do it for a period of 5 years. What better 
way to start the adolescence than being with your friends all the time and away from the watchful eyes 
of the parents. Would you have it any other way? Can anyone be so lucky? Alas, but nothing is perfect. 
There were still the teachers and the Petty Officers to spoil the otherwise perfect party. Never again in 
life, could we develop the kind of life-long friendships that we made in Petaro. Even though we passed 
out and moved on to pursue our individual careers, the friendships remain as strong as ever. Next to 
this friendship is the camaraderie among all living beings in this planet who call themselves Petarians. 
Four Petarians from as many decades would get together for lunch as total strangers and be there for 
hours in total comfort and develop perfect chemistry, something the regular folks would never 
understand.   
 



Without exception, the 5 best years of life for every Petarian are the 5 years which he spent at Petaro. 
The dictionary defines Alma Mater as an educational institution where one has studied and usually one 
graduates from. The literal meaning from the Latin is “Nourishing Mother”. Many claim certain 
educational institutions to be their Alma Mater in the generic sense of the word. However, it could 
only be applied to a place like Petaro as the true “Nourishing Mother”. My biological mother trusted 
that Petaro will act as my nourishing mother for the next 5 years. It would take us into its waiting arms 
and nurture us, raise us and provide genuine care. It would provide the best possible nourishment both 
physically and intellectually. And that it did while exceeding my mother’s expectations. Petaro, the 
Alma Mater, the Nourishing Mother is a system that a very few chosen ones have been entrusted to. It 
is not just a set of buildings and the facilities, but mainly it is the supporting cast, the totally selfless 
group of Teachers, Petty Officers, Administrative Staff, Principal, Maintenance Staff, and the outlying 
villagers. When we get qualified and pursue our careers, we always look for the best job with the 
maximum salary. We start with one job, get a better offer, move to the next and continue to make these 
moves while advancing our careers. When I think of the teachers of Petaro, I see a fatherly figure, 
whose sole purpose in life appeared to be to take us in their fold, nurture us, make us grow from young 
boys to young men and then watch us leave. They were the heart and soul of this Nourishing Mother 
system. I never sensed from them the keen desire to pursue a monetary rewarding career, but their 
satisfaction came from watching us grow properly. Therefore, Petaro was our nourishing maan 
(mother) for 5 years when we were away from our biological maan. One day the time came, when we 
had to leave. We said good bye to our nourishing maan and at the same time forsake our nourishing 
maan forever. It never occurred to us that the supporting cast also had their own families to take care 
of, their children to educate, daughters to wed and save for the retirement for old age. Collectively we 
the Petarians, rule our country and are found in the top echelons of every department be it the 
Government or the Private sector. We are making millions for ourselves. Our nourishing maan instilled 
in us the capabilities to get to this point, but what did we do in return? The answer is a Big Fat 
NOTHING. Can any maan endure the agony of nurturing her children and then watch them leave 
forever, one after the other. Where are all those teachers who worked there for the last 50 years? Are 
they happy? Were they adequately compensated for their valuable services? Why can’t we unite to 
give back a little from where we have gotten everything? How can we be so selfish to those who have 
been totally selfless? What an irony!  
 
A journey of a thousand miles begins with a single step. Today let’s make a promise to our self that we 
will not abandon our Alma Mater, our Nourishing Maan. It is the time of the Golden Jubilee. For 50 
years our maan has suffered. Let the next 50 years be a time to rejoice for the maan. Maan, I am 
coming and I promise never to forsake you again. Maan, please forgive me. Maan Tujhe Salam! 


