How Many Daughters Must Die? 
Because we are conditioned to. From our homes to our media, from our courtrooms to our dinner tables, patriarchy is not just tolerated—it’s glorified. 
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On her birthday, Sana Yousaf, a 17-year-old TikTok influencer, was shot dead in her home in Islamabad. Her crime? Daring to be visible. A few months earlier, Sarina Anwar, a 28-year-old domestic abuse survivor from Lahore, was burned alive by her husband. Noor Mukadam’s brutal murder still echoes in our national psyche, but hundreds more have died since her. We name a few. We forget most. Violence against women in Pakistan is not episodic—it’s epidemic. This is not just a women’s issue. This is a national sickness. And we have been nurturing it for decades.
Women in this country are being silenced, dismembered, raped, shamed, buried alive, and burned in the name of honor, obedience, and male insecurity. And while we grieve for them individually, we fail them collectively. Each case is discussed briefly, emotionally, and then swiftly buried beneath another political distraction or celebrity scandal.
Why do we look away? Why do we yawn when we hear another woman was raped and murdered? Why does the news of a woman being bludgeoned by her father or burned by her in-laws not haunt us? Because we are used to it. Violence against women has become a dull hum in our lives—a background noise we’re told to ignore.
Because we are conditioned to. From our homes to our media, from our courtrooms to our dinner tables, patriarchy is not just tolerated—it’s glorified. Pakistani dramas routinely glorify abusive husbands and demonize women who demand respect. The woman who stays and suffers is portrayed as noble. The woman who walks away is punished, vilified, or written off. We don’t just normalize abuse—we romanticize it.
The media has a devastating role to play in this sickness. In the name of ratings, channels sensationalize murders, blur the faces of rapists but leave the victims exposed, and give airtime to monsters to justify their crimes. We do not humanize the women lost. We turn them into headlines, then hashtags, then memories.
And let’s not pretend this is about “our culture.” Culture does not demand cruelty. This is about power. This is about a violent, desperate need to control women’s bodies, voices, and choices. It is about a justice system that fails victims and protects perpetrators. It is about a country that claims to honor its mothers and daughters while turning a blind eye when they are beaten or buried.
When women go to the police, they are mocked. When they go to the courts, they are asked what they were wearing. When they go to their families, they are told to be patient. We tell women to be quiet, be respectful, be careful—but we never tell men to stop hurting them.
And what happens when survivors do live? They carry the scars. Not just of the violence—but of the shame. Shame that society heaps on them instead of their abusers. Shame that comes with being blamed, dismissed, whispered about. We shame them for staying. We shame them for leaving. We shame them for speaking. We shame them for being.
Enough.
We must name this crisis. We must treat it as a national emergency. And we must stop tolerating a society where a woman’s life is worth less than a man’s ego.
We must remember women like Qandeel Baloch—murdered for being bold. We must remember the countless women who never made headlines because their stories didn’t “trend.” We must remember the little girls being forced into marriage in Sindh, the acid attack survivors in Balochistan, and the transgender women raped in silence across Pakistan.
The solutions are not mysterious. They require moral courage. We need legal reforms that criminalize domestic violence across all provinces, without loopholes or excuses. We need a feminist curriculum in schools that teaches consent, equality, and emotional literacy. We need police forces that are sensitized and trained to protect—not intimidate. We need journalists who refuse to trivialize trauma for TRPs. We need drama writers who stop peddling pain as virtue.
And above all, we need men to do the work. Not performative allyship. Not hashtags. Real work. We need fathers to teach their sons that strength is not violence. We need brothers who protect with respect, not ownership. We need husbands who uplift, not destroy. Every man who laughs at a rape joke, defends toxic masculinity, or excuses a cousin’s temper is part of the problem.
To the mothers raising boys: raise them to be safe spaces, not
ticking bombs.
To the fathers who say they love their daughters: Demand a world that doesn’t kill them.
We must protect shelters for abused women. We must fund mental health support. We must prosecute abusers fully, even when they are powerful, even when they are familiar—especially when they are familiar.
We cannot bring back Noor, Sana, Sarina, or the thousands whose names we never knew. But we can demand a world where their deaths are not inevitable, where their lives matter, where women don’t have to be brave just to exist.
This isn’t just about laws. It’s about survival. It’s about reclaiming what it means to be a woman in a country that still treats womanhood as a sin.
Pakistan will not heal until its daughters are safe. And its daughters will never be safe until its men are held accountable. We are running out of time, and we are running out of daughters.
Dr. Anam Arsalan Sheikh
The writer is based in Karachi and Sukkur with an interest in politics and human rights.

