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I still remember the day when I came to Lahore from Bhai Bheru in search for a job. Being 

the only son the responsibility of my old mother resided on my shoulders. It was the day 

when the sun shined at its peak scorching the earth with its golden rays. On a day like this 

even the hustle bustle of the famous Anarkali Street had come to a halt. Only those who 

needed to earn money for their families could be seen. Some standing with their dal chawal 

or chai thelas and others lucky enough to own shops with fans spinning at full speed; as if 

they were of any use. Even in this deadly heat I was mesmerized by the entire scene which 

seemed like a dance. I had been looking for work for the last three days without any luck. 

As the sun started to set relieving the street of its burning heat, I could feel my heart beat 

rise in my chest. I was taken aback by the thought of my mother sleeping another day 

without a meal & not complaining. I cried silently sitting on the footpath with my head on 

my knees. The feeling of a hand on my shoulder brought me back from the labyrinth of 

thoughts consuming me. The hand belonged to a plump dark skinned man who looked like 

an apostle judging from the black attire he wore with a white collar and a cross around his 

neck. He asked me the reason for a young boy like me crying and I told him the entire 

story. He suggested me to come with him so he could help me find a job. It turned out that 

the church he worked in needed an outdoor janitor so I started working there. The 

Cathedral Church on Mall Road was a majestic building with architecture so incredible that it 

was difficult to take my eyes off it. I was really happy that I got to work at such an amazing 

place and I was at peace there. Days went by and I became busy with my duties there. The 

golden bell which resided in the bell tower rung three times a day according to the prayer 

timings. During this ceremonious time I found myself lost in the musical vibrations of the 

sacred relic. One day I couldn’t contain my curiosity about the bell tower & found myself 

drawn towards it to see the entire process for myself. I started climbing the spiral staircase 

in a hurry to reach the top. At the end of the staircase I was greeted by a scene so surreal 

that I felt I was dreaming. Light illuminated the room. It was majestic, as if everything the 

light touched turned to gold. The bell resonated deep within my core as my eyes followed 

the pigeons circling it as if to offer their respect. Joshua stood beneath the holy relic, 

expression knowing and eyes filled with childish wonder with a smile which reached the 

corner of his eyes. The Zucchetto he was wearing aligned perfectly with the bell, around 

which the pigeons flew. It was majestic indeed. Judging from his appearance he looked like 

a man in his fifties having black hair with hints of silver strands reaching just below his 

shoulders. Unlike the popes of the church he wore an entirely white rob. His entire being 

served as the reminder of the scene I had just experienced. Joshua had the sole purpose of 

ringing the bell. He and I became good friends. I went to the bell tower everyday to be 

mesmerized by the majestic sight after which me and Joshua would talk for hours. But good 

times don’t remain for long. One day I received a letter from my village neighbors that my 

mother had fallen seriously ill and she might be breathing her last. I packed my bag in a 

hurry and before leaving went to Joshua to pay my regards. He told me not to lose hope 

and assured me that he will pray for my mother to recover. I went back to my village and 

within days my mother got better. It was as if she had never gotten sick. The doctor said it 

was a miracle. Upon returning to work, I ran towards the bell tower to thank Joshua but the 

door was locked. Upon asking another worker I found out that the tower had been closed 

for ages. The bell hadn’t been rung since a long time. Doubt rose within me but I still asked 

about Joshua and was given the answer I feared. “He didn’t exist”. I never saw Joshua after 



that day. My room is inside the church area with a clear view of the bell tower outside my 

window. Sometimes at night I can still hear the bell resonating deep within my very soul. 


