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ZAHID HAS BEEN FENDING for himself on 
the streets of Lahore since the age of nine. During his 
short life, he has been more scarred emotionally than 
most adults would be in their lifetime. He is used to 
physical pain, which at least goes away after a while 
depending on how severe the beatings have been, but 
is confused about all the hurt, guilt, anger and sad-
ness weighing down his heart every day. 

He had been living with his parents and three sisters 
in a small town near Khanewal until four years ago. 
Because of his father’s illness, his mother had made 
him drop out of school and sent him to a distant cous-
in’s friend’s bicycle repair shop. He was given Rs. 
200 every week, plus one roti for lunch every day. 
The beatings were free. Zahid desperately wanted to 
study again. Although he had not been too bright at 
counting, he enjoyed reading the Urdu qaida. He had 
asked his mother to let him keep studying, begged 
her to not send him to the shop, but she really needed 
those additional 800 rupees. An older boy working at 
the general store next to the shop told him about the 
wonders of Lahore: “A city full of lights and colour, 
and Qinqi rickshaws and all the free food one wants 
at Data Darbar!” The older boy had been there 
many times, or at least that is what he claimed. Zahid 
decided to leave home and catch a route wagon to 
Lahore, to try his luck at a free life without any adults 
imposing their will on him. He asked the older boy 
to help him, pocketed the weekly salary of Rs. 200 
and hopped on a train without paying for the ticket. 
He was nervous and scared but being unhappy in his 
old life, he was looking forward to a new beginning. 

When the train pulled into the Lahore Railway Sta-
tion, the majestic red brick building enthralled Zahid 
to no end. He found a bicycle shop nearby and asked 
for work. The owner told him to get lost. He found a 
tea stall and a customer there asked him if he was on 
his own. He was promised free food and a place to 
sleep, which was all that Zahid wanted at that time. 
The man took him to a dingy serai where he was told 
to wash the dirty plates and given Rs. 10 and a roti at 
nightfall. He ran away from the serai after a month, 
by which time he had been sexually molested by the 

owner at least 10 times. He was “rented out” to the 
travellers who stayed there, almost on a daily basis. 
Zahid is 13 now and has no permanent home, wears 
clothes from the Landa bazaar, takes weekly baths 
in the Canal, goes every Thursday to Data Sahib for 
free food and spends the little that he makes from 
carrying baskets for begums at the Sunday bazaar 
on hashish and cigarettes. He never went back to 
school or to see his family and never got to live out 
his dreams of living the good life.

He is just one of the tens of thousands of street chil-
dren in Pakistan’s urban cities. These children end 
up in big cities due to several key factors. Abuse at 
home by father or older brothers/uncles, marital dis-
cord (especially the presence of stepfathers), physi-
cal punishment by teachers, ill treatment at the re-
ligious madrassahs where boys are commonly sent 
by parents, and child labour are some of the reasons 
that these children decide to leave home and try it 
out on their own. Kids like Zahid - living their lives 
out on the streets, unprotected against the elements 
and without any emotional support to help heal their 
scarred souls - face a multitude of issues. 

They have no safe place to use the toilet, let alone 
a clean one. Baths are few and far between, fevers 
are treated with brightly coloured syrups purchased 
at the roadsides that do not bring down the tempera-
ture but instead an additional stomach ache. The 
lack of awareness and the sexual abuse as well as 
physically unsafe practices (self mutilation through 
razors, roadside dentists, etc.) make them vulnerable 
to blood-borne diseases, including AIDS. Street kids 
are usually malnourished, and unable to cope with 
the added nutritional requirements of their growing 
body during adolescence. The pangs of hunger they 
face are quite often curbed by a narcotic - includ-
ing glue and cough syrups. Charas (Hash) is cheap 
to get hooked on to and easily available. Apart from 
drugs, their cash is spent on supari, alcohol, ciga-
rettes, Internet clubs, mini cinemas, circuses/fairs/
shrines, and buying posters, knives, mirrors, combs 
and other useless stuff. Since the children have no-
where to store the money, they have to spend it on 

HE WAS GIVEN RS. 200 EVERY 
WEEK, PLUS ONE ROTI FOR 
LUNCH EVERY DAY.
THE BEATINGS WERE FREE.
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Rema wears
printed jumpsuit by 

Mehvish Khan
Rs.14,995. Charlotte 
Olympia nude leath-

er slingbacks $905. 
Sara Taseer Shoaib 
ruby and diamond 

heart- shaped studs. 
Price on request. 

Kanwal wears sky 
blue silk jumpsuit 

by Mehvish Khan 
Rs.14,995. Lanvin 

pearl necklace
approx $700. 
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Rema wears pale 
pink top Rs.4,995 
and floral silk pants 
Rs.6,000 both by 
Mehvish Khan.
Christian Louboutin 
suede pumps 
$895. Prada 
Saffiano leather 
top-handle bag 
$1,430. Stella Tauri 
white mother of 
pearl chairs.
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Kanwal wears yellow 
lace jumpsuit by 

Mehvish Khan
Rs.16,000. Christian 

Louboutin leather 
peep-toes 

$865. Chanel 
fuschia classic flap 

bag. Approx
$ 3,000.
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Mahirah wears mint 
green jumpsuit by 
MEHVISH KHAN
Rs. 16,000. 





T
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he first time I met 
Mahirah was at 
Ather Shahzad’s 
Lahore studio, the 
day of the shoot. 
She was supposed 
to fly in a day ear-
lier from Karachi 
for the interview 

but her two-year-old son, Azlan, had fever and she 
didn’t want to leave him until he felt better. So here we 
were trying to cram an outdoor shoot and an in-depth 
interview all in one day. 

I walk in to find she is already there, on time, chatting 
away with Shahzad, her hazel eyes inquisitive and ex-
cited. In distressed jeans and a T-shirt, she looks more 
slender than on television and infinitely more beautiful. 
Over hair and make-up, she starts spilling stories about 
Humsafar, the phenomenally popular drama serial that 
swept the ratings and had us glued to the television ev-
ery Saturday night with boxes of tissues. “While mak-
ing Humsafar, we had absolutely no idea that it would 
become such a huge hit,” she says with a smile. The 
fame and frenzy that followed was like nothing Mahirah 
had experienced before, even though she had worked in 
much larger productions like Shoaib Mansoor’s block-
buster Bol, and Mehreen Jabbar’s drama serial Neeyat. 
“Dude! Neeyat didn’t do so well and I got terrible re-
views. Many people said I can’t act and would never 
work again,” she confesses. 

Swivelling on a chair, Mahirah is brimming with in-
fectious energy. Suddenly, while applying eye shadow, 
Shahzad says, “Mahirah, waisay tum nose job karwa lo. 
You are so beautiful but darling you need to get your 
nose pinched.” He nips her nose with two fingers and 
moves his body away from the mirror she is facing. 
Unfazed, Mahirah giggles and says, “I know. One of 
my directors said, ‘Look Mahirah I should be able to 
shoot you from all angles but yourrrr noseeeee…’,” 
she laughs out loud. Charming and down-to-earth, she 
continues to smile throughout the tiring shoot, trying to 
zone out her phone that never stops ringing. But I catch 
her mind wandering off at different moments through-
out the day. There seems to be a gulf between what is 
happening around her and what is going on in her head.   

Six hours later when we lay deadbeat sunken in sofas, 
she says, “All my life I have been told I am perfect and 
can do no wrong. I have always had this good girl im-
age. One of my closest friend’s said to me recently, ‘I 
don’t get it. You have lived life on your own terms, done 

everything a rebel does but you continue to be labeled 
a good girl.’ I really don’t know what it is but trying to 
live up to such high expectations is scary. If failure was 
mine alone, I wouldn’t care. But I am scared of disap-
pointing my loved ones and those who believe in me. 
With more fame and accolades come more insecurity 
and deliberating every little decision. I never used to 
be like that,” she admits. Mahirah has always lived life 
on her own terms and moving alone to Los Angeles at 
the age of 16 is a testament to that. “The truth is, I fol-
lowed Ali (her husband) to LA where he was studying. I 
liked him since I was 14 and at 15, humari baat pakki ho 
gayi thi. Obviously, we were both too young but when 
he moved, I convinced my parents to let me go study 
Chemical Engineering at a community college. I went 
there alone and then my brother joined me. ”

Her brother Hassaan says, “Mahirah and I shared our 
fondest moments in LA, when I was at high school and 
she was at college. She has always been like a third par-
ent to me and while I was looking for a good time, she 
was looking out for us. She is probably the biggest party 
pooper I’ve ever known.” Life in LA was not as peachy 
as Mahirah had imagined. “I was working two jobs and 
studying so my life was more difficult than most of my 
friends. In the seven years I was there, I never once par-
tied. I didn’t grow up in that sort of environment so I 
was a bit of a prude.” Mahirah tranferred to the Univer-
sity of California, Irvine on a scholarship but when both 
her paternal grandparents passed away the same year, 
she dropped out of college and moved back to Kara-
chi. “It was an impulsive decision but at the time I just 
wanted to run home,” she confesses.

Mahirah admits that her parents spoiled her, perhaps 
because she was born eight years after their marriage. 
“They were ready to adopt when I was born and then 
came my brother Hassaan, a year and four months later. 
We are like twins. He is my ultimate weakness,” she 
says. Mahirah grew up in a joint family and remains  
very close to them. “Growing up, my mother and I were 
inseparable but over the years, my father and I have 
grown closer. These days, Ama and I are constantly 
arguing over Azlan because when I have to travel for 
work, she takes care of him. It’s really tough to leave 
him sometimes but my mother and my in-laws are a 
great help,” she says. 

We start talking about childhood dreams, aspirations 
and the goals we set for ourselves. She says, “When I 
was younger, I had two dreams: to become an amaz-
ing actor and to become a dulhan,” her nose scrunches 
as she laughs uncontrollably. “Now I want to improve 





Mahirah wears 
blue polka 
dot dress, 
MAUSUMMERY 
BY AYESHA 
MANSOOR. 
Outfit designed 
by SUBLIME. 
Polki elephant 
bracelet by 
GOLD. Price on 
request.  
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THE MOST IMPORTANT  THING IN MY LIFE
IS MY RELATIONSHIPS 
WITH THE PEOPLE I LOVE. 
THEY KEEP ME GROUNDED. 
EVERYTHING ELSE FADES AWAY.

my acting and have another baby. Azlan gives me so much 
strength and happiness. I am dying to have a baby girl,” she 
says. Her friend Feeha Jamshed, the fashion designer, confirms 
Mahirah’s early obsession with all things related to weddings. 
She says, “Mahirah and I loved to dance when we were kids. 
In fact, we loved it so much that on weekends, Mahirah would 
host dholkis just so we could dress up in ghararas and dance, 
pretending to be preparing dance numbers for an imaginary 
wedding. After school, we would go to jewellery stores and act 
as if one of us was getting married so we could try on all the 
jewellery in the store.” I am instantly taken back to her days as 
a vivacious VJ on MTV and how much I enjoyed watching her 
show. “MTV Most Wanted was an instant hit with the youth and 
I really enjoyed it because I could be myself,” says Mahirah.

While we are on the subject of being accepted for who we are, 
I ask her how she remained so calm when Shahzad suggested 
she needed a nose job and she replies, “You know, the fashion 
world is always telling me I don’t use my full potential. They 
think I am not sexy enough, the clothes I wear are not reveal-
ing enough and my nose is not perfect enough. But I don’t care 
because I have to be true to myself.”  It is clear that despite her 
sudden success, Mahirah has not lost sight of who she is and 
where she came from. While she is determined to follow her 
passion and is willing to work hard for it, she does not want 
to compromise on her principles. “I want to be an amazing 
actor one day but the most important thing in my life is my 
relationships with the people I love. They keep me grounded. 
Everything else fades away.” She pauses, takes a deep breath 
and says, “But these days, there are just not enough hours in 
the day.” 

It seems as if Mahirah is going through a silent struggle with 
herself. “It’s so ironic that while my career has soared in the 
past year, personally I have been a mess. It was the toughest 
year of my life. Have you heard the phrase, kabhi kisi ko mu-
kammal jahaan nahi milta? I’ve lost two very special people in 
my life and have been struggling to find the balance between 
work and family,” she says with a deep sigh. It strikes me then 
that Mahirah may appear carefree and unruffled on the surface 
but she is paddling like hell underneath. “I have been travelling 
for work so much that I have started to hate hotel rooms. They 
are so lonely. Time spent away from my family has affected my 
closest relationships. I have barely any time anymore to sit with 
my Nani, my parents and my extended family. That is some-
thing I cherish. My husband is afraid that the fame will pull 
me to the dark side like Darth Vader. He loves Star Wars,” she 
says as her voluptuous mouth breaks into a radiant smile. “The 
best of us fall for it but I don’t ever want it to get to my head.” 

After the phenomenal success and acclaim she received from 
Humsafar, it was a difficult decision to choose her next proj-
ect - after all, expectations are sky high and Mahirah is afraid 
of disappointing her fans and critics alike. But she has taken 
a leap of faith and started shooting Shehr-e-Zaat, written by 
Umera Ahmed and directed by the brilliant Sarmad Khoosat 
(the director who brought magic to the sets of Humsafar). “It 
is a non-commercial play and when I read the script, I felt the 
role instantly. I am playing a spoilt brat who has it all. She is su-
perficial, materialistic and just plain badtameez. She can never 
fathom a tragedy and then lo and behold, something that she 
could never imagine happens to her, and from there on, she 
goes on a spiritual journey of self-discovery.” Mahirah plays 
lead as Falak alongside Meekal Zulfiqar who plays Salman. 
Fawad Khan and Mahirah’s flaming onscreen chemistry as 
Asher and Khirad will be a tough act to follow for Salman and 
Falak.

When I speak to Sarmad Khoosat about working with Mahirah 
again, he says, “Mahirah has a child-like quality and a purity 
which is rare. When I first met her I was like, ‘Oh no! This can’t 
be my Khirad’. She had an American accent and terrible Urdu 
grammar and worst of all she told me she wasn’t sure she could 
pull it off.” He chuckles and then continues, “But when I saw 
her on screen, I fell in love with her and wanted to adopt her. 
This may sound strange but what I like most about Mahirah 
is that she is not overconfident like most other actors. It is her 
unsure approach and passion for acting that makes Mahirah so 
novel and so adorable.”  

Sarmad is spot on because the little interaction I have had with 
Mahirah, I feel she underestimates her own talent and is very 
hard on herself. For instance she says, “I hate watching myself 
on TV. I am very self-critical and know I have to improve my 
acting. I know I hold back and need to let go. I am not there 
yet.” Perhaps Mahirah’s humility and desire to constantly keep 
improving is what motivates her to strive harder and perform 
better. 

Mahirah possesses so many seemingly opposing qualities - a 
child-like innocence in one moment and wisdom in the next, 
a startling vulnerability in one instant and then confidence and 
conviction. She exudes a refreshing liveliness and also an in-
trospective intensity. She is fiercely independent and yet ex-
tremely dependent on her family and friends. She is casual and 
easygoing yet driven and ambitious. But the best thing about 
Mahirah is that she does not pretend to know it all or have it all. 
No matter what path she chooses or where she goes, it is clear 
that there is something special about Mahirah. She is a rising 
star and she will continue to soar.
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Asmaa wears 
top and pants by 
KAMIAR ROKNI. 
BOTTEGA VENETA 
knot clutch $ 1,380. 
Bracelets and rings 
by GOLD.
Price on request,

Mahirah wears 
Love Flower 

cotton jacket 
RS. 8,000 
and floral 

palazzo pants 
RS. 6,000, 

both by ZARA 
SHAHJAHAN. 
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Mahirah 
wears printed 
dress by ÉLAN 

RS. 30,000. 
Emerald polki 

earrings by 
GOLD. Price on 

request.  
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Mimi wears white 
crepe tunic embel-
lished with black and 
white sequins by 
MUSE Rs. 15,000.
H&M neclace $20.
Vagabond shoes  
$130.
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Mimi wears The 
Serenity, white 
chiffon dress with 
pearl and silver 
embellishment 
by SUBLIME 
Rs.16,000. 
Shoes by Bianco 
$139.
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Mimi wears 
Nickie Nina
Price upon 

request.
 Trousers by 
Acne $520.
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I
t’s 10:55 am. I am sitting by 
the canteen on a bench with my 
friends, when I notice a tall girl 
strutting around with her pos-
se. She is clearly from another 
school and defi nitely the leader 
of the pack, observing everyone 
and everything with her sharp 
eyes. I fi gure she is one of the 
O-level students sitting exams 
in our school, which was a cen-
tre for administering the GCSEs. 
Her hair is pulled back in a pony-
tail accentuating her delicate fea-
tures. She has a self-assured aura 

about her and once I see her black leather Birkenstocks, I 
know she is cool. It was the summer of 1998 and that was 
the fi rst time I saw Khadijah Shah. Known to many as the 
talented young designer behind the successful fashion la-
bel Élan, to me, Dija is a fi ercely loyal and extremely fun 
friend. Here is an insight into the real Ms. Shah many of 
you may not know.  

I met Khadijah a few years later at Manahil’s house (her 
best friend and my family friend). She had just received her 
A-level result, a staggering 4 As. I was considering differ-
ent colleges and so that became the topic of discussion. She 
was confi dent, opinionated and very per-
suasive. She had just been accepted at The 
University of Michigan, Ann Arbor and 
she insisted I apply there. “Listen! Meher, 
you must apply to Michigan. Do you know 
that it is the Harvard of the Midwest? It 
is one of the original eight Public Ivy uni-
versities and has a beautiful campus,” she exclaimed. She 
spoke with so much conviction that I decided to apply and 
funnily enough, that is where I ended up.  

Ann Arbor was another world, tucked away in the Ameri-
can Midwest, far away from home. Freezing temperatures. 
A magnifi cent campus sprawling on 3,177 acres and the 
most amazing restaurants (no wonder we gained the fresh-
man 15 or was it 50?) We ran into each other on campus 
and as two of 32 Pakistanis at a college of 45,000 students, 
we knew we had to stick together. Ours was an instant 
friendship. We talked endlessly and laughed incessantly. 
We found amusement in the most unusual places like pay-
ing for one ticket and sneaking into three movies, or saving 

money and fl ying off to London for a weekend that would 
turn into weeks. Soon, we ditched our dorms and moved in 
together. Our apartment became the epicentre of hangouts 
and the door was literally always open - since we had lost 
our keys and never bothered to get new ones. Khadijah is 
the kind of friend who will stick up for you and stand by 
you through your toughest hour. She is also a real people’s 
person. She is so warm and welcoming that there came a 
point when friends would invite themselves over, cook in 
our kitchen and fall asleep on our couch. Those years at 
college are a haze of uncontrollable laughter. It is interest-
ing that she doesn’t have a big laugh to match her larger-
than-life personality. Her smile is shy and coy and when 
she laughs, she hunches her shoulders, squints her eyes and 
becomes breathless with laughter. No sound is ever heard. 

At college, I learnt that Khadijah is the second of fi ve sib-
lings and was brought up by her maternal grandparents. 
She talks of her grandparents with love and affection and 
remembers her childhood fondly. “You know Meher, I was 
the centre of my grandparents universe, and extremely 
pampered,” she told me. Her grandfather General Asif 
Nawaz was a four-star general and the 10th Chief of Army 
Staff of the Pakistan Army. “When Nanoo was Chief, he 
would host dinners for heads of state, dignitaries and diplo-
mats. There’d be a long table of seriously important people 
discussing matters of state, and then there’d be me sitting 

in the middle. It was a very enriching environment.” It be-
came clear to me that because of this exposure, she pos-
sessed a keen interest in politics, and it came as no surprise 
when she ran for Social Chair at the Pakistan Students’ As-
sociation annual election. Her speech was so sincere and 
riveting that she won. She was ecstatic. “Not bad huh? The 
fi rst election I ran, I won,” she would joke.

During her A-levels at Lahore College of Arts and Scienc-
es, Khadijah met and fell in love with Jehanzeb who was 
studying at SOAS while we were at Ann Arbor. From time 
to time, she would say, “I feel my heart is in London.” It 
was true. She would skip classes and amuse herself with 
retail therapy. She was always brimming with style, which 

I WAS THE CENTRE OF MY 
GRANDPARENTS UNIVERSE, 
AND EXTREMELY PAMPERED
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went unappreciated at a university where Juicy Couture tracks 
and college sweatshirts were considered the ultimate style state-
ment. Once, she bought a fl uffy sheepskin coat which she would 
use as a multi-purpose blanket and janamaz. She wanted to 
transfer to London not only to be closer to Jae (as she calls him) 
but also because she preferred the British education system, 
which focuses on one main subject as opposed to the vast va-
riety that is taught at an American liberal arts college. On 11th 
September, 2001 when two planes crashed into the twin towers 
changing the world forever, Khadijah woke me up, frantic. She 
was convinced that the next attack would be on our apartment 
building, “Maroo this is the tallest building in the city. I know 
we are next,” she said in a quivering voice. I assured her that no 
one was interested in attacking Ann Arbor but in that moment, 
I knew that she had made up her mind to leave and there was 
nothing I could do to stop her. She transferred to the London 
School of Economics and I bode farewell to my roommate and 
friend. Ann Arbor was never quite the same. Khadijah gradu-
ated from LSE with a degree in International Relations and re-
turned to Pakistan.

While she considered her career options (visiting the World 
Bank and UN websites daily to scout out job opportunities), 
she started spending time at her mother’s design studio - Élan. 
“When I initially started experimenting with different cuts and 
embellishments, I was really just having fun, making things that 
I would like to wear - but very quickly, it drew me in. It’s almost 
like something takes you over and completely mesmerises you. 
I realised I had a knack for designing and that there was huge 
potential for growth. Orders had started pouring in, and the de-
mand increased to such an extent that I had to expand the setup. 
I’m very lucky to have a mother like Ela. Élan was her creative 
outlet, something she liked to do on the side - but she stepped 
aside and let me take over completely,” she says. Under Khadi-
jah, the brand took off exponentially and from a small operation 
with a few employees, it became the powerful design house it 
is today, employing hundreds; touted as one of the best fashion 
labels in the country. 

During the time Élan was growing, so was her relationship and 
Khadijah and Jehanzeb got married. On her rukhsati, Manahil 

and I hugged each other and cried like babies. It was an end of 
an era and we thought everything would change, but we were 
wrong. A year later, Khadijah had Zaydakbar. She tells me that 
the birth of her son was one of the happiest moments of her life. 
“When I held Zaydoo in my arms for the fi rst time, it was so 
overwhelming that I began to cry. I looked up at Jehanzeb and 
saw that he was crying too. It was the loveliest moment because 
having a child together made our bond even stronger. It was the 
climax of our love story, which had been going on for decades.”  
Soon after, I got married and Khadijah and I were expecting at 
the same time. We would compare notes and joke about how 
far we had come from those crazy college escapades. Hakaan, 
her second son, and my daughter Mahirah came a few months 
apart. It is comforting to know that our kids are friends and will 
grow up together.

So much has changed in the last decade, but sometimes it seems 
as if we are the same young girls who met at college. Khadijah 
has recently moved into a beautiful house designed by Shahid 
Abdullah, which is where ‘the hangout’ continues. She says, 
“This house was my father-in-law’s vision and he has been in-
volved with Shahid Abdullah Sahab every step of the way. They 
have done such an amazing job. I love the fact that the house has 
a resort-like feel with water everywhere. The stone and wood 
inside the house makes you feel at peace with the earth and part 
of the landscape.” The decor refl ects her lovely aesthetic sense 
and is done up in her signature eclectic style. 

This spring, Khadijah collaborated with Kamal Textiles to pro-
duce an exclusive lawn collection. Such is the power of her 
brand and her talent as a designer that the response was over-
whelming, with many designs sold out nationwide. She puts her 
heart and so much hard work into each project that it inevitably 
turns to success. Acclaim always follows. This is Élan’s year 
with a Lux Style Awards nomination for achievement in fash-
ion design and rave reviews for her creativity and originality 
at PFDC Sunsilk Fashion Week. Like she says, “I don’t know 
whether being a high achiever is rooted in my childhood but I 
feel that I must excel at whatever I do. Mediocrity is not an op-
tion for me.” 
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I’M VERY LUCKY  TO 
HAVE A MOTHER LIKE ELA. 
ÉLAN  WAS HER CREATIVE OUTLET...
BUT SHE STEPPED ASIDE AND LET ME 
TAKE OVER COMPLETELY.























































J
ust the very thought of Thai cuisine with its 
spices, fl avours and aromas is enough to make 
my mouth water. I recently moved to Lahore and 
was delighted to learn of a new Thai restaurant. 
It’s funny how one tends to get mixed reviews 
from different people about a new restaurant. I 
never go by reviews and prefer to check it out 
for myself.

When my editor Samina and I went to Opium Thai for lunch to try 
out their lunch buffet menu, I was mentally prepared for a mediocre 
experience at best, given that many Thai restaurants have closed 
down due to lack of patronage. I was just happy that I was hun-
gry enough to eat. As we entered the premises, just off MM Alam 
Road, the maitre d’ standing right outside the entrance greeted us 
with a smile confi rming our reservation and showed us in.  

Upon receiving our menus, it came as a big surprise to see that 
one could have a soup, salad, starter, six main course dishes and 
ice cream, all for Rs. 650+tax. With the way restaurants price food 
these days, this deal was enticing. The wait staff was well informed 
as to what each dish was composed of and was ready to give rec-
ommendations. Opium has a different lunch buffet menu, selected 
by the head chef, for each day of the week. In addition to the Garlic 
Fried Rice and Thai Lemongrass Chicken Noodles, one can choose 
from a selection of three chicken dishes, two seafood dishes and 
one beef dish. 

We ordered our soup and salad and soaked in the ambience, with 
neatly arranged tables, comfortable seating and sunlight pouring 
in from the windows. The credit for the décor belongs to interior 
design guru Kamran Sheikh and is befi tting of a Thai eatery, with 
a bamboo-themed design refl ected in the furniture, mirrors and the 
distinctive ceiling - along with tasteful sculp-
tures of Thai origin on the walls. The effect is 
minimalistic. Opium has a Zen like feel that is 
welcoming and most importantly is spotless - a 
quality every restaurant should aspire toward. 

The Thai Chicken Basil and Thai Lemon 
Grass Chicken Noodle soup were both highly 
appetising. We had Chicken Spring Rolls for 
starters, which got gobbled up fast as there 
was only one for each person. The Yum Nuea 
(with sliced beef) and Yum Gai (with sliced 
chicken) salads were basic - with fresh greens, 
onions and tomatoes chopped up in edible 
pieces tossed in a light and refreshing dress-
ing. A little break from the spices was good as 
well - as after this, it was going to be small but 
repeated helpings of the rich and creamy Thai 
Red Curry Chicken. 

We then proceeded to the buffet, which was 
set up with just enough food in the pans to 
make it look appetising. Opium boasts of hav-
ing an induction cooking setup, whereby food 
is cooked/heated, placed on a ceramic surface 
where only the pan receives heat with no fl ame 
or gas involved. My favourite from the buf-
fet was the Thai Caramelised Tamarind Fish, 
which also warranted a second helping. The 
other items such as the Garlic Fish, Chicken 
Cashew Nut, Basil Chicken and Thai Beef 
Oyster were fairly decent and the meal was 

nicely fi nished off with a scoop of praline ice cream with a choice 
of strawberry lime, pineapple basil or lychee pineapple toppings.

Opium Thai has recently introduced a Chinese menu keeping in 
view the prevalent preference for the cuisine. However, in my opin-
ion, the Thai food is defi nitely what one must treat themselves to. 
Having made another visit a week later to try out Opium’s new 
offering, the Hot Pot, just ensured Opium Thai’s spot high on my 
list of places to eat out in Lahore. The Hot Pot was also served at 
the table with induction cooking - no mess and utterly delicious, 
available in Opium’s three signature fl avours: Lemongrass, Basil 
and Tom Yum. The service is excellent and it comes with a smile. 
If you don’t want to spare a lot of cash for dinner, give it a try with 
the lunch buffet deal and you will not be disappointed.
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