NAZARIYA

Introduction

Perspective is the way you see something. If you think that
toys corrupt children's minds, then from your perspective a toy
shopisanevil place.

Perspective has a Latin root meaning "look through" or
"perceive," and all the meanings of perspective have something to
do with looking. If you observe the world from a dog's perspective,
you see through the dog's eyes. When drawing, your perspective
gives the drawing an appearance of depth or distance.

Your perspective towards life defines your life. You positive
attitude in life makes your life brighter and worth living. Even in the
worse situations, if we see the better side of life and be positive,
then we get the confidence to fight toughest battles in life.

Questions
1. Why do people have different perspectives?
2. Canthere be adifferenceinthe perceptions of the same event?

3. Istherearight or wrong perspective?

1. Interpretation Is Everything

| was walking down the street the other day looking for a
new client's office and | was having trouble finding it. | really didn't
know that end of town very well so | was concentrating more on
the numbers on the buildings than where | was going.

As | turnedthe corner—hopingthat | was headed in the right
direction—I heard a loud clattering sound and looked up. Out of
the corner of my eye | saw a huge man on a bicycle careening down
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the sidewalk, arms and legs flailing. He was obviously unable to
steer, letalone stop.

Immediately realizing the danger, | dropped my briefcase
and dived into the nearby bushes, narrowly escaping an accident
with an overweight hit-and-run cyclist.

| popped out of the shrubbery, branches in my hair, and
looked down the sidewalk. He was gone.

What a jerk! What was he doing on the sidewalk with that
bike? And anyway, what was he doing on a bicycle in the first place,
when he clearly wasn't able to ride one. He should be off learning
somewhere else.

He could have killed me! How unbelievably dangerous?
What on earth did he think we have streets for? Sidewalks are for
pedestrians, not bikes — especially not for out of control ones.
What if an old lady had been in his way? She would have had no
chance atall. Imagine.

And look at my clothes. | was a mess. My jacket was torn, my
knees were scrubbed, my hands were dirty and | broke one of my
heels off. Damn shoes were expensive too. | couldn't possibly go to
my appointment like this. | was really pissed off, and rightly so. The
cyclist was clearly at fault.

| pulled out my telephone, which probably was broken,
although it looked okay and cancelled my appointment. | found my
briefcase lying in the dirt next to the bushes. The leather was
scratched and all my papers had fallen out. The laptop was
probably ruined, but | decided to check that later. | gathered all my
things, took the broken shoe off and limped back to my car.
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2. One more time

| was walking down the street the other day looking for a
new client's office and | was having trouble finding it. | really didn't
know that end of town very well so | was concentrating more on
the numbers on the buildings than where | was going.

As | turnedthe corner—hoping that | was headed in the right
direction—I heard a loud clattering sound and looked up. Out of
the corner of my eye | saw a huge man on a bicycle careening down
the sidewalk, arms and legs flailing. He was obviously unable to
steer, letalone stop.

Immediately realizing the danger, | dropped my briefcase
and dived into the nearby bushes, narrowly escaping an accident
with an overweight hit-and-run cyclist.

| popped out of the shrubbery, branches in my hair, and
looked down the sidewalk. He was gone.

Wow. That guy could have killed me. | couldn't believe it. My
response time was unbelievable. Imagine. | was in those bushes
within a fraction of a second. Incredible.With high heels on? Oops.
Make that high heel — one of them didn't survive. | broke the heel
off of the other shoe so | could walk straight. Thank goodness |
bought expensive shoes—they even looked good without heels.

| was impressed. My years of working with horses had
definitely paid off; | could really get out of the way fast. | gave
myself an emotional pat on the back. I'd like to see my son move
like that, the elegant way | dove into those shrubs. | brushed the
dirt off my pants, pleased | had worn brown.

Most people | know would have been flattened. They
wouldn't have had a chance. | snickered smugly and plucked the
leaves from my hair.

Feeling ever so athletic, | gathered all my scattered papers,
shoved my laptop back into my briefcase and checked the address.
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Yep, this was the right building. Wasn't even late. | wiped my hands
onthelining of my jacket and rang the buzzer.

Look out world, herel come.

Same bike. Same bush. Different day. Different meaning.

3. Broken Dreams

Andrea approaches the man with a bright, forced smile,
showing more teeth than emotion. “May | please have your
order?”

The chandelier bounces light off her blank page, one she
dreads tofill, asit's an abundance of more work over a preexisting
mountain. As if college exams aren't difficult enough without a
part-time job, she is forced to adopt three —all for supporting an
older, unemployed excuse of a brother.

When the old man doesn't reply, his fingers interlaced and
eyes sinking into the marble dining table, Andrea's feet begin
tapping. With forced patience, she repeats, “Sir, would you like to
order something?”

The man looks up, his eyes a glassy brown. A voice that
sounds distant, he says, “Yes, please. | would like two servings of
the meatball pasta, please.”

Instantly, her tapping stops. The unnatural smile, one
without atinge of warmth, reappears. “Right away, Sir.”

“Two servings of meatball pasta, Sir,” the waitress says,
placing two platters filled with food on the table. Her name-tag
reads “Andrea.” It's a popular name, of course, but seeingitin print
isunsettling.

The elderly man stares at her smile, brighter than the
restaurants' charismatic chandeliers, and excessive happiness for
him to comprehend. It seems that, despitehis own life collapsing
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into irrepairable ruins, the world moves on without a glitch. Could
asmilethat genuine appear on his own face?

He watches Andrea glide back to the kitchen, as if
completely forgetting his presence. Tomorrow, she won't
remember who she served, but happiness felt twirling from
juxtapose tables would linger. It's the moon in a world full of
darkness, asingle candle in an electric shutdown; the kind of warm
sensation that's miles away from his own shattered heart.

“Edgar, you may call me Isabelle for today,” his wife had once
said, in this exact restaurant. Back then, the place merely opened,
and contrasted to the current immense popularity. Besides the
cook and the waitress, they were the only customers. “I need to
perceive the world through her eyes.”

They sat one summers' evening, a plate of meatball pasta
filling both their plates, and discussed their next upcoming film.

“Butin orderto be the best Isabelle Smith possible, | need to
begin eating like her,” she says. “How does she eat?”

“She doesn't,” he replied, grinning. “She is a workaholic with
nosparetime, letalone to consume food.”

“But she gets admitted to hospital for it, and then...” Her
voice trailed off, and the exasperation in her loud sigh said more
than words. “Do you really think we'll make it big? Are we just
dreaming, Edgar?”

“No, We are not dreaming. You just wait.”

“If you say so,” she said with a reluctant smile, touching her
pastaforthefirst time.

The pasta onthe otherside of the table remains untouched.

Johnathan's own life was determined the minute he was
born; run an accounting office and become his father's successor.
No choice or voice, just an unsaid contract determined from the
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minute of his birth. But a glance at Edgar, free and lively, persuaded
him to create dreams and fulfil them. Inspired, Johnathan dropped
out of high school last year, shocking all his family members, and
began dreaming.

It started as a dream and ended in a busy, happy place. A
restaurant of his own. He was no longer attached to the shackles
constricting him to the accounting office. Edgar must've
recognised this great accomplishment as well, because when he
entered through the double-doors, the first thing he said was,
“Congratulations for coming so far.”

A plate of pasta lies untouched on Edgar's table. He begins
walking out the door and towards his own home. This is the very
least | can do, thinks Johnathan, as he balances the plate of pasta
on his hand and, as elegantly as possible, races towards the slow-
paced elderly man.

“Take thishome to Andrea,” he said.
Edgar's lips tremble. “l would if | could.”

This should've been a sign to back away, notice the edge in
Edgar's voice, but Johnathan persists. “Did you have a fight? If so,
pasta should—"

“Pasta can't fix anything. While | selfishly chased my own
dreams, | didn't notice her getting sicker. | just kept going. But now
I've done it. She's gone. | don't want to be a renowned director
anymore. | just want her back.”

Johnathan always imagined a grown man crying to be
pathetic. But witnessing it in real life felt painful, like a needle
piercing his skin at different angles. And, despite having a
reputation for always talking, not a single word could comfort
Edgarin his most fragile state.

Then again, maybe that's the downfall of words; their
capacityis limited, broken, and fail when needed most.
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Quotes

#%&  “Humans see what they want to see.

- Rick Riordan, The Lightning Thief

2 “Songs are as sad as the listener.”

- Jonathan Safran Foer,

“Everything that irritates us about others can lead us to an
understanding of ourselves.”

-C.G. Jung

“It isn't what happens to us that causes us to suffer; it's
what we say to ourselves about what happens.”

- Pema Chodron

Resolution
Let usresolve torespect other people's perceptive.

Let us not judge people without understanding their
perceptive.
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