
Preface to Short Stories 
 

 
 

Thirty years ago, during the mid-seventies, when I was studying law in Pakistan, I wrote 
two books of short stories. They were called Ghantian and Ghunghru. Together, they 
may be called The Bells. I was in my twenties and at the time I was introduced to English, 
Urdu, and Punjabi literature. I was also part of the young intellectual community of 
Lahore. We would gather in the American Council located near Fatima Jinnah Medical 
School. Friends would sit in the café below the Council’s library and talk literature, world 
affairs, and politics. Many of these friends later joined the federal government; others 
were engineers most of whom who eventually migrated to America. The Bells emerged 
from intellectual experiences closely associated with the American Council. 
 
The Bells are stories of relationships.  Written in complex metaphorical and hidden 
language, each story traces the origin of a unique relationship that suffers from a 
disconnect between surface and reality. Each story produces a moment of surprise or mild 
shock. The slumber ends and the person is jolted into reality. This moment of kashf 
(revelation) is a bell. The bell rings to awaken the reader from a conventional 
understanding of the relationship narrated in the story. I don’t know to what extent do I 
succeed in ringing this bell for the readers. 
 
Some friends in Pakistan had the original copies. Maybe, some in the US do too. I am not 
sure if they still have them. I myself brought a couple of copies to the United States. I 
was so afraid to lose them that I framed a couple of them and hung them in my house. 
Fearful that they would be lost forever, I requested Martin Wisneski to digitize them and 
preserve them in the Washburn University archives. I thank him for doing this favor to 
me. 
 
Hopefully, someone would take the time to translate them into English. Due to their 
unique metaphorical contents, it is highly unlikely that translations would reproduce the 
frigid passion of these stories. But those who can read Urdu will have more to say about 
the bells. 
 
Liaquat Ali Khan 
Washburn University 
Topeka, Kansas 
June 8, 2006. 
 
P.S. In Pakistan and New York, many friends called me Naz. It was customary to give yourself a name to 
express your poetic self-image. I believe I chose the name Naz when I was six or seven years old and kept 
it during my adult years. I dropped this acquired name when I came to Topeka and officially when I 
became a US citizen.  Many old friends, including Professors John Delaney and Mark Stavsky, still call me 
Naz.  Professor Hisham Ramadan calls me Abu Kashif, a name I now like. 
















































