
Kashmir Arts & Crafts : Silk embroideries with floral patterns
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Our Tradition

Last month we heard about the sad demise of Dr. Baljinnath
Pandita. He was a great Shaiva philosopher, an ardent and caring
teacher and a thorough gentleman besides being an exalted
spiritualist. He was my teacher and naturally his death made
me think about our tradition. The Sanskrit equivalent of the word tradition is
‘Parampara’ which means from one to another or from generation to generation.
Thus tradition is what we have inherited from our ancestors. I could readily think
of two major items that we can justifiably be proud of. These two items are 'Rishi
Parampara' (Ryeshyut in Kashmiri) or the tradition of sainthood and ‘Kashmir
Shaiva Darshan’ or the Trika Philosophy of Kashmir. In fact the two are so
intermingled that no line can be drawn to demarcate their area of influence.

Let us take the latter first. It was the sage Vasugupta who meditated on the
great Shiva and begged of Him to reveal the profound secret. He guided him to a
rock, which when touched by him overturned and there were ‘Shiva-Sutras’ written
on it. These aphorisms became the foundation on which the philosophy of Kashmir
was built up. It developed into three major branches, the ‘Spanda’ or the divine
throb, the ‘Pratyabhijna’ or the cognition and the ‘Tantra’ or the mystical exercises.
This philosophy is basically a non-dualist ideology where the creator and the
creation are considered as one. It is believed that there are thirty-six elements
from the gross element of the earth to the subtlest element of the Parama Shiva.
The seeker has to rise from the gross element to the subtle element and realize
the Divine, which coincides with self-realization. The creation is believed to be the
manifestation of the creator and thus both are real and that there is no illusion
except when the vision is blurred by the sense-objects.

There is a galaxy of the great Shaiva scholars, who have written treatises,
commentaries and original works about this great philosophy including Kallat,
Somananda, Utpal Dev and the genius Abhinavguptapada. The last named is
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Kashmir is famous throughout the world for its Arts & Crafts.
The beautiful products produced mostly in cottage industries
with unique craftsmanship and matchless excellence, are the
most sought-after items on a tourist’s list. Silk embroidery
holds a high place in the textiles of Kashmir in the shape of
shawls and sarees. The embroidery patterns called ‘Kaseeda’
are freely drawn by the craftsman called ‘Naqqash’, generally
from his memory. The finest embroidery on shawls and sarees
has no ‘wrong’ side, which means that it displays the same
fineness of work on both sides.    ww

Know Your
Motherland

Continued on Page 3
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Ed it ors' M a il

Pamposh Enclave, New Delhi
Dear Mr. Maharaj Krishen,
I have gone through the inaugural issue of “har-van”. It is
good and I admire the effort each one has put into this to give
their best.  I wish you have regular flow of valuable articles to
keep the interesting and informative magazine going. It will
be my pleasure to keep you sending some material good
for printing and keep the mission going. I am sending an
article, hope you find this worth printing.

If you like I can regularly send you a quiz comprising of
10 questions and their answers which can be printed in next
issue. Persons attempting the quiz have to mail their answers.
Selection of winners will depend on faster and maximum
correct.  Winners for the  first and second position  will receive
prizes. 

My concept of a magazine is that our young generation
should be attracted to it and before passing it to the elders,
they should scan their portion of the magazine. Otherwise
we are thinking only of the older generation which is much
less in number compared to the young ones.

With regards,
A K Jalla

-------------------------------------------------------------------------
BHU, Varanasi

Mahara namaskar
This is splendid, a job that a person like me would take ages
to do. Many many Congratulations and may Maa Sharada
Bless you.

Raj Nath Bhat
-------------------------------------------------------------------------

Vaishali, Ghaziabad
Dear Raina Sahib,
Namaskar. Going through the second issue of 'här-van' has
given me as much, if not more, pleasure as the first one did
probably because that was a maiden attempt and gave a
novel sudden surprise which was so very welcome. The
standard of the magazine continues to be high and it is a
great pleasure to enjoy the material.
  The entire har-van par ivar, comprising the various
persons sincerely engaged in their own way in bringing out
the publication, deserve our gratitude and heartfelt thanks
for the laudable role they are playing in making the project a

Continued on Page 4

the author  of the monum ental work on
Shaiva philosophy called 'Tantraloka'. In this
philosophy God has been conceived as a
universal Consciousness, which pervades
everything and yet transcends everything,
‘Vishwa-atm ikam  tad-uttirnam hr idayam
parameshatuh. Paradi shakti rupena
sphuranteem samvidum numah’.

As regards the Rishi cult, it is to be noted
that Kashmir has all along been called ‘Rishi-
vaer ’ or the garden of sages. Although the
hidden source of this tradition is the same
Shaiva philosophy, yet the visible source is
Lal Ded, whose ‘Vakhs’ (lit. power of giving
expression to the knowledge) are on the tip
of the tongue of every Kashmiri. She was
followed by Nunda Rishi, whose ‘Shrukhs’
('Shloka' in Sanskrit) are again very popular.
Thereafter we come across the writings of
the Muslim Rishis from Shams Faqir to Ahad
Zargar, whose poetry in native language is
seeped into this non-dualistic philosophy. We
also have devotional songs written by
Param ananda, Kr ishna Joo Razdan,
Prakash Ram and others. These are also
written in the backdrop of the non-dualist
philosophy of Kashmiri thinkers. In Kashmir,
scholars like Dr. Neel Kanth Gurtu have done
a lot of work on this philosophy. Outside
Kashmir also there are some scholars who
have worked on various important texts of
this philosophy. Dr. Pandey in Lucknow, Dr.
Chaturvedi in Jaipur and others have
highlighted the distinguishing features of this
r ich tradition of ours. There is an
Abhinavgupta Centre of Kashmir Shaiva
Darshan at Lucknow. Dr. Chatterjee has
written a history of Kashmir Shaiva
Philosophy. There are, however, still many
areas that require a concerted research so
that the uniqueness of this thought is
prominently brought out. It is time that our
young scholars take up the work from where
scholars like Dr. Baljinnath have left and
thereby enrich our tradition by opening newer
vistas of knowledge.           ]]
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 reality, month after month. Harwan (or har-van), a
village near Shalimar Garden, has many nostalgic
m em ories for m e. In between Srinagar and
Harwan, very close to the Nishat garden, is the
Ashram of Swami Lakshman Joo (whom we call
Ishwar Swarup ji)  where I regularly went, being
closely associated due to close relationships
particularly with Sushri Sharika Devi and Prabha
Devi, Swamiji’s nearmost disciples. Gurudev
Swamiji was our family’s spiritual guide and mentor
and he would often have picnics to Shalimar,
Harwan, etc., with our fam ily and at tim es
some others. At such gatherings, we enjoyed by
getting closer and listening to his gems of spiritual
messages meant to cleanse our spirits; in between
he would also cut meaningful jokes, the real purport
of which needed to be understood after closer
analysis. It is very difficult to pen down the ecstacy
all this created. AH ! how much we miss the golden
times gone by, only sweet memories of which we
cherish now.
  I pray to Almighty to grant long lasting continuity
to your endeavours so that the community gains
immensely from the penetrating contents of 'här-
van'.
  Orzoo and regards,

Kapil Kumar Sopory
--------------------------------------------------------------

Muscat, Oman
Dear Raina Saheb,
Thanks a lot for sending this month’s edition. I
was really looking forward to this. Me and my wife
enjoyed the last edition and were awaiting the
next edition.

God bless us all.
Daleep Kashkari

---------------------------------------------------------------
Hyderabad

Dear Sir,
I am  extrem ely impressed by the quality of
publication in 'här-van'. I am sending you herewith
a short story “Kohl in my Eyes” and two short write-
ups about my two books that have been published.
I request you to kindly publish them in the coming
issue of 'här-van'. If you need any other information,

please write to me. Thanking you and with regards,
Parineeta Khar

--------------------------------------------------------------
Kunjwani, Jammu

Wonderful and exciting! It will not be exagerating to
say “You are genious” to explore in exile.
  'bríjû dàs chhú vanàn låsív tû båsív'

B.K.Dass
--------------------------------------------------------------

Bandra, Mumbai
Raina Sahib,
Namaskar. Thank you for the story “TOTU SUNZ
KATH”, both in Devanagiri and Roman Script. Look
forward to many more.

Avtar K. Misri
--------------------------------------------------------------
Namaskar,
Thanks a lot (for congratulating me for the Microsoft
Award). It is the result of your blessings and Prayers.
New generations owes it all to your generation ...
who sacrificed so much to give us knowledge and
empowerment in this world. I am just an offshoot of
the plant which you people watered from 1990
onwards with care and dedication. It is the result of
every Kashmiri Pandit who m ight have even
contributed Rs 1 to Kashyap Bhawan, wherefrom I
started my career.
With great Regards

Veer Ji Wangoo
--------------------------------------------------------------

Tomal, Bohri, Jammu
Dear Mr. M.K.Raina,
Some days back we had gathered in the K.L.Saigal
Hall of Abhinav Theatre, Jammu to honour Kashmiri
literary icon Shri Arjan dev Majboor. It was a grand
programme organised by J&K Academy of Art,
Culture & Languages. I was glad to know that you
have started a website to record the literary and
other achievements of Kashmiri writers. In fact, my
friend Shri Prem Nath Shaad had downloaded my
pages and asked me to send my previously
published book, a photograph and bio-data to you.
He actually provided me your address and contact
number.

I am sending one of my books (a poem
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Humour

How to recruit right person for a job
Put about 100 bricks in some particular order in a
closed room with an open window. Then send 2 or 3
candidates in the room and close the door. Leave
them alone and come back after 6 hours and then
analyze the situation.

If they are counting the Bricks, put them in the
accounts department.

If they are recounting them, put them in auditing.
If they have messed up the whole place with the

bricks, put them in engineering.
If they are arranging the bricks in some strange

order, put them in planning.
If they are throwing the bricks at each other, put

them in operations.
If they are sleeping, put them in security.
If they have broken the bricks into pieces, put

them in Information Technology.
If they are  s itting  id le , put them in human

resources.
If they say they have tried different combinations,

yet not a brick has been moved, put them in sales.
If they have already left for the day, put them in

marketing.
If they are staring out of the window, put them on

strategic Planning.
And then last but not least. If they are talking to

each other and not a single brick has been moved,
congratulate them and put them in top management.

(Input: Avtar K. Misri, Bandra, Mumbai)

içJçvç&cçWì DççHçÀ FbçÆ[³çç
vçç@çÆ³ço Jççvçmç H³çþ Dççímç Dç@çÆkçÀmç vççcççJçj uççÇ[jò mçòbçÆomç
yç³ççvçmç H³çþ yçnmç ®çuççvç~ Dç@kçw³ç Jççôvç, ’ní, ]®çþ mçç@
kçÀLççn! oHççvç sçÇ, jçlçòçÆkçÀ yç³ççvçò mçól³ç s³ç mçWì̂uç içJçvç&cçWìmç
Lçjò ]®ççcçò]®ç~“ vçç@çÆ³çomç içJç vçò çÆ³ç yçjoçMç kçWÀn~ oçôHçávçmç,
’nlçç ³ççjò, ]®çò kçÀLç mçWìûç içJçvç&cçWìò®ç kçÀLç kçÀjçvç~ yçò
sámç³ç Jçvççvç, içJçvç&cçWì DççHçÀ FbçÆ[³ççnmç lççcç DçççÆmç lçój
Hç@Àìcçò]®ç~“ yççkçÀò³çJç mçççÆjJçò³ç kçÀçôj vçç@çÆ³çoò mçòb çÆ ]pç kçÀçÆLç lçç@³ççÇo~

                                        - (Dç@sJç Jçáscçálç)

collection) entitled 'Poshi Kuj'. I would feel thankful
if you could include me in this project and also
provide me the website so that I could get it
downloaded, and remain in touch with it. I hope to
know much more about this project.

Moti Lal Koul 'Naaz'
-------------------------------------------------------------

lççuççyç çÆlçuççí, pççôcç
DççojvççÇ³ç jÌvçç mçç@yç,
³çôçÆcç çÆnmççyçò nç@jJçvç yçḉWn yçḉWn HçkçÀçvç sá, lççÆcç çÆnmççyçò
JçççÆlç çÆ³ç pçuçoò³ç mçççÆjvçò³ç çÆjmççuçvç mçjmç~ lçánBçÆ]pç kçÀççÆcç
cçb]pç çÆs DçKç kçÀLç y³ççôvçò~ lççô¿ç çÆsJçò kçÀç@çÆMççÆj ]pçyçç@v³ç
cçççÆ³ç yççô©lç mçiç çÆoJççvç lçò kçÀç@çÆMç³ç&vç çÆuçKçç³ç&vç ³ç]pçLç
DçHçÀ]pçç@³ççÇ yçKMççvç~ çÆ³çlçá³ç ³ççílç vçò kçWÀn, lççô¿ç çÆsJçò Òççívç
kçÀócçlççÇ kçÀç@Mçáj Dçoyç çÆlç DççÆmç yçḉWn kçáÀvç JççlçòvççJççvç~ çÆ³ç
kçÀLç svçò yççkçÀò³çvç çÆjmççuçvç cçbæpç~ kçÀç@çÆMççÆjmç mçól³ç KJç³ç
LçJçvç Jçç@u³ç jçí ]pçvç nj ncçíçÆMç lçánòbÐç Mçá¬çÀ içá]pççj~ kçÀç@çÆMç³ç&vç
çÆuçKçç³ç&vç, ³çLç cçb]pç pççoò lçj kçÀç@çÆMççÆj ]pçyçç@v³ç cçb]pç uçíKçvç
Jçç@u³ç Mçç@çÆcçuç çÆs, uçÓkçÀvç yçḉWn kçÀçÆvç HçíMç kçÀjvçò yççHçLç
³çámç kçÀocç lJççÆn lçáuçcçálç sá, mçá sá cçáyççjòkçÀmç uçç³çKç~
nç@jJçvçò çÆkçÀv³ç nô]®çòvç DççÆmç Jççjò Jççjò çÆ³çL³çvç çÆuçKçç³ç&vç
mçól³ç ]pççvç mçHçoòv³ç~ kçÀvçvç sácç iççícçálç çÆ ]pç lççô¿ç çÆsJçò
Òçç@v³ç kçÀç@Mçòj kçÀLç ìçáuçí yçkçÀçJçuççÇ' vççÆJç mçjò uçíKççvç~ çÆ³ç
kçÀj ¿çÓ çÆ³ççÆ³ç Hçjvç Jççu³çvç yçḉWn kçáÀvç?

'Peculiar & Uncommon Kashmiri Words

& Phrases'  Hç@çÆjLç mçHçáo çÆouç KJçMç~ Jççj³ççn çÆ³çcç
uçHçw]pç çÆs mçççÆvç Ðçcççiçò cçb]pçò v³çyçj êçcçòl³ç~ JJçcçío scç çÆ]pç
DççÆcç mçól³ç mçHççÆo uçÓkçÀvç nòbçÆ]pç ]pççvçkçÀç@jçÇ cçb ]pç Jççjò ná³ç&j~

c³çççÆvç lçjHçÀò sá yçôçÆ³ç DççÆkçÀ uççÆì kçáÀvovç mçç@yçmç
lçò lJççÆn JçæçÆs Jçç@çÆuçbçÆpç cçááyççjKç~

çÆJçpç³ç kçÀçÌuç

We invite your views on the contents of 'här-
van'. Kindly write back to enable us to make
the journal more attractive and interesting.
Post your input at:

editorharvan@yahoo.co.in
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HçBçÆ[lç mçç@yçvç v³çáJç cçKçvçò Hççvçmç mçól³ç kçÀçcçvç ªcçmç cçb]pç
lçò ®çHçjç@çÆmçmç DççÆLç Dçvçòvçç@çÆJçvç DçóþîççÆcç pçcçç@]®ç cçb]pçò yççkçÀò³ç
mçç@jçÇ jçn ]pço uç@[kçÀò yçáuçç@çÆJçLç~ Hçlçò Òçá æsvçKç, ’Hççô]pç Hççô]pç
Jç@çÆvçJç, lJççÆn kçw³çççÆ]pç uççíçÆ³çJçò MçcYçÓvççLçmç?“ DççÆcç yçḉWn çÆ]pç
yçôçÆ³ç kçÀçbn cçò ]®ççÆjní Dçç@mç, cçÓlççÇ njkçÀçjvç Jççôvç HçBçÆ[Lç mçç@yçmç,
’Dç@c³ç n]pç kçÀçôj ³çJçò çÆiçboòvçmç cçb]pç ì[~ JJçv³ç ³çôçÆuç DççÆmç Dç]pç
oçôHçámç çÆ]pç ]®çò sáKç ì[uç, Dç@m³ç çÆiçboòvççJççíLç vçò Hççvçmç mçól³ç,
Dç@c³ç n]pç ]®çççÆj vçv³ç³ç vçv³ç³ç u³çkçÀò~ DççÆmç n]pç Kç@]®ç ]®çKç lçò
DççÆmç n]pç uççí³çámç~“ HçBçÆ[Lç mçç@yçvç Òçáæs yççkçÀò³çvç Dçlçáj kçÀjvç
Jççu³çvç çÆ]pç çÆ³ç sç Hççô ]pç? mçççÆjJçò³ç kçÀçôj DççbkçÀçj~ HçBçÆ[Lç mçç@yçvç
Jççôvç çÆ³çcçvç kçÀmçÓjJççjvç, ’lççô¿ç Òçç@çÆjJç ³çôlççÇ, yçò DççmçJçò~“ mçá
içJç ¿ç[ cççMìjò mçòbçÆomç oHçÀlçjmç cçb]pç lçò lççÆlç Òçáæsávç cçKçvçmç,
’]®çò Jçvç mçç@, ]®çô kçw³çççÆ]pç uççíçÆ³çn@³ç çÆ³çcçJç uç@[kçÀJç?“ MJçcYçvç
Ðçálç vçò pçJççyçò³ç, yç@u³ççÆkçÀ içJç lçmç kçÀuçò yJçvç kçáÀvç~ Hçlçò Òçá æsòvçmç,
’]®çô ]®çççÆjLçò çÆlçcçvç u³çkçÀò?“ MJçcYçò ªo lççíçÆlç æsdJçHçò ocç kç@ÀçÆjLç~
¿ç[ cççMìjvç lçò HçBçÆ[Lç mçç@yçvç kçÀçô[ lçj çÆ]pç çÆ³ç sá FbçÆlç³çç@nçÇ
FçqMlç³ççuç Dçbiçí]pççÇ nábo cççcçuçò lçò cçÓuçò lçuçò sá Dçc³çákçÀ çÆ ]pçcçòJççj
MJçcYçÓvççLçò³ç~ lççncç kçÀçcçvç ªcçmç cçb]pç HçÀçÇçÆjLç çÆ³çLç kçÀçôj
HçBçÆ[Lç mçç@yçvç uçç³çvç Jççu³çvç Mçá³ç&vç uççvçò lççvçò lçò mçcçpçç@çÆJçvç,
’lJççÆn HççÆ]pçní Dç@çÆcçmç KçuççHçÀ u³çkçÀò ]®ççjòvçmç H³çþ cçô çÆvççÆMç
MçkçÀç³çLç kçÀjòv³ç, vç çÆkçÀ çÆ³çLçò Hçç@þîç mç@çÆcçLç Dç@çÆcçmç y³çooça
mççvç uçç³çávç~ lJççÆn sáJçò Hç³ç çÆ]pç lçánBçÆ ]pç DççÆcç njkç@À]®ç nábo mç]pçç
nôçÆkçÀ m³çþçn mçKç Dçç@çÆmçLç~ lççô¿ç çÆ³ççÆ³çJç mkçÓÀuçò cçb ]pç³ç Kçç@çÆjpç
kçÀjvçò~ lçánábo cçámlçkçÀçÆyçuç içæçÆs Kçjçyç, lJççÆn uççÆiç JçácyççÆj yççHçLç
Jçìò~ lçánò b]pç uJçkçÀòì JççBmç lçò vççmçcçpççÇ vç]pççÆj lçuç Lç@çÆJçLç sámçJçò
yçò l³çáLç mçKç kçÀocç lçáuçvçò çÆvççÆMç HçLç jçí]pççvç~ Dçcçç Hççô]pç lJççÆn
içæçÆs yççmç uçiçávç çÆ]pç uççíçÆj MçuçKç kçw³ççn içJç?“ HçBçÆ[Lç mçç@yçvç
Dççôvç Hçvçávç ªuçj lçò Jççôvçávç cçKçvçmç, ’éçbiç mçç@ ³çLç ìçþmç
H³çþ~“ Hçlçò Jççôvçávç cçÓlççÇ njkçÀçjmç, ’jþ mçç@ ³çôçÆcçmç KJçj
Lççôo~“ cçÓçÆlç³çvç lçáu³ç cçKçvçmç KJçj Lççôo lçò HçBçÆ[Lç mçç@yçvç
lçáuç ªuçj HçÀôçÆkçÀ ¿ççôj~ JçáçÆvç Dççímç cççMìj çÆpç³çmç ªuçj oyç
Jççuçòvç³ç çÆ]pç cçKçvçvç uççíiç cç@®çuçò, ’nlçò n]pç, cçÓoámç n]pç~
cçç@HçÀçÇ çÆocç n]pç~ JJçv³ç n]pç kçÀjò vçò çÆ³çæs njkçÀLç ]pççbn~“ cççMìj
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çÆpç³çvç Jççíuç ªuçj nòkçÀò, DçcççHççô]pç
KJçjvç çÆvççÆMç Jçç@çÆlçLç jçôìávç DçLçò lçò
uççí³çávç ªuçj cçKçvçmç uJççÆlç KJçjvç~
oj Dçmuç Dççímç HçBçÆ[Lç Dçç@jçÇ çÆcç]pçç]pç~
DçcççHççô]pç, mç]pçç Dççímç nçJçòoçíjò yççHçLç
Ðçávç~ cçKçvçvç, ³çôc³ç Dç@s lçò cJççÆs
®ççÇjò Dççmçò JççÆ®çcç]®çò, $ççíJç ÖçÀKç lçò JççôLç
Dçç@çÆKçLçò³ç DçBnjç³ç kçÀjçvç~ çÆ³çLççÇ çÆnJ³ç ]pçò ]pçò ]®ççíj ]®ççííj oyç
yççkçÀò³çvç mç]pççJççjvç çÆoLç lçò çÆlçcçvç lçbyçín kç@ÀçÆjLç êçJç HçBçÆ[Lç
mçç@yç kçÀçcçvç ªcçò cçb]pçò lçò çÆolçávç ¿ç[ cççMìj mçç@yçmç jHççíì lçò
kç@Àjòvç mçáHçÀç@çÆjMç çÆ]pç cççcçuçò kçÀjJç Kçç@çÆjpç~ MJçcYçvç lçò lç@c³çmçbòÐçJç
iççÆjkçw³çJç çÆlç Ðçálç vçò cççcçuçmç ]pçísj, ]pçç@çÆnj DççÆcç cJçKçò çÆ]pç
MJçcYçvç DçççÆmçní Hçvçávç Dçlçáj Kç@çÆìLç LçJçvçò yççHçLç iççÆjkçw³çvç
HçvçòçÆvç jçÆlçoç@J³ç içæsòvçákçÀ yçouçò³ç kçÀçbn Jçpçn Jççôvçcçálç~

lççÆcç Ünò H³çþò $çç@Jç cçKçòvçvç lçò yçô³çJç kçÀuççmçòkçw³çJç yçìò
uç@[kçÀJç MJçcYçmç mçól³ç kçÀLç yççLç kçÀjòv³ç~ çÆiçbovçákçÀ Dççímç vçò
mçJççuçò³ç~ kçWÀn jôl³ç Hçlçò DçóþîççÆcç nábo Fçqclçnçvç çÆoLç iç@çÆ³ç Mçá³ç&
JçKç JçKç nçF mkçÓÀuçvç~ cçKçvçò lçò MJçcYçò iç@çÆ³ç æsd³çvçò lçò Dç]pç HçôçÆ³ç
DçKç Dç@çÆkçÀmç MçôçÆ³ç Jçònò³ç& yçáçÆLç~ DççÆcç yç´çWn oHçJç çÆlçcç cçç Dçç@m³ç vçò
DçKç Dç@çÆkçÀmç mçcçòKççvç! mçcçòKççvç Dçç@m³ç, DçcççHççô ]pç oÓçÆj oÓçÆj lçò
ÜMçòJç³ç Dçç@m³ç kçÀuçò çÆHçÀçÆjLç ³çç Dç@s yJçvç kçáÀvç æsòçÆvçLç HçvçòçÆvç
HçvçòçÆvç JççÆlç HçkçÀçvç~ Dç]pç mçHçáo nbiçò cçbiçò vçKçò Hçç@þîç mçcçKçávç, lçò
MJçcYçòçÆvç KçuçççÆHçÀ lçJçkçÓÀ oçímlççvçò Hçç@þîç HçíMç çÆ³çvçò mçól³ç iç@çÆ³ç cçKçòvçmç
]pç@cççÇjmç oòvçvç~ mçá içJç m³çþçn vçç@çÆocç~

çÆ³çcçvç Hç@çÆlçc³çvç Mçôvç Jç@çÆj³çvç cçb]pç içJç ]pçcççvçmç çÆ³ç o@H³ççq]pç
çÆlç, lçuçákçÀ H³çþ~ pçjcç@v³ç pçbiç Jççílç Dçbo~ pççHççvçmç $ççíJçáKç
Dçìcç yçcç lçò çÆoJçòvççíJçáKç çÆ[kçÀmçò~ pçjcçvççÇ iç@çÆ³ç ]pçò çÆnmçò, DçcḉçÇkçÀç
yçv³ççíJç DçKç yçívç-Guç-DçkçÀJçç@cççÇ lççkçÀLç, DçkçÀJçççÆcç cçálççÆnoç
DççJç cçvç]pçÓcç kçÀjvçò, çÆnboámlççvç içJç Dçç]pçço, DçcççHççô]pç Üvç
ìákçÀjvç cçb]pç~ Mçnjò iççcç içJç kçÀlçuçò içç@jLç, kç@ÀMççÇçÆj H³çþ kçÀçôj
Hçç@çÆkçÀmlççvçvç kçÀyçç@u³ç yçáçÆLç çÆoLç ncçuçò, cçnçjçpçç njçÇ çÆmçbiç
]®ççôuç nkçÓÀcçLç $çç@çÆJçLç, DçJçç@cççÇ jçpç DççJç lçò lç@L³ç mçól³ç DççJç
yçôyçÓpç, yçìvç nòbçÆo Dççíyçòj³çákçÀ lçò ³ççqKlç³çç©kçÀ çÆmççÆ³ç& içJç uçÓçÆmçLç,
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yçílçjçÇ~ cçKçvçòv³ç iççÆjkçw³ç, JçÓbþ, çÆ³çcç ®çkçÀoçj Dçç@m³ç, lçò çÆ³çcçvç
njoò kçÀòçÆvçLç oòçÆvçLç Dççímç Jç@çÆj³çmç mçábyç oççÆvç lçò Hçpçvç nòb ]pçò
HççÆpç lççÇuç içá³ç&vç H³çþ cçáuçòiççcçò Jççlççvç, HçôçÆ³ç jmç@]pç H³çþ~ içjò
Dççímç uJçkçÀìîçJç yç[îçJç Jçán yçç@]®ç, jmço Dçç@mçòKç Hççbæs Kçç@j
oççÆvç çÆ³çJççvç~ çÆ³ç oççÆvç Dççímç Dçóþîçácç çÆnmçò j³ç uço lçò Dçóþîçácç
çÆnmçò kçÀçÆvç Dççmççvç~ j³ç uço lçò kçÀçÆvç kç@ÀçÆ[Lç Dççímç cçáçÆvçLç
oòçÆvçLç DçLç cçmçç $çô Kçç@j lççôcçáuç vçíjçvç~ çÆ³ç lççôcçáuç Dççímç
çÆ³ççÆLçmç Dç³ççuçmç, ³çôçÆlç Ünmç [ç³ç $çKç lççôcçáuç Dççímç uçôçÆuçmç
H³çJççvç, cçmçç Jçánvç Ünvç HççíMççvç~ ³ççvçí DççÆlç Dççímç MçÓMçmç çÆlç
HçáMç³ç~ HçjòiççÇ Dçç@mç yçç]pçjò yçyçòçÆvç cJçuçò lççôcçáuç cç@u³ç ¿çLç HçÓjò
çÆ³çJççvç kçÀjvçò~ DçJç³ç Dççímç ³ç&Lç KçmçJçávçá³ç MçÓYççJç@çÆlççÆ³ç çÆHçÀHçÀòjvç
uçiççvç çÆ]pç jmço iç@æs Kççjvçò çÆ³çv³ç~ çÆ³ç kçÀç@cç Dçç@mç yçç@³çuççuçmç
cççÆì~ yçç@³çuççuç Dççímç MçÓYççJççÆlççÆ³ç ]p³çáþ êá³ç, uJçb[áj cJçb[áj lçò
y³çkçÀçj~ mçá³ç Dççímç iççÆj®ç yçç]pçj kçÀç@cç kçÀjçvç, lçcççÇ yçnçvçò
Dççímç mçççÆjvçò³ç Dçç@MçòvççJçvç vçÓvç lççÇuç çÆoLç çÆ³çJççvç, Mçá³ç&vç vç]pçj
içá]pçj LçJççvç, DççíjòçÆ®ç ³ççíjòçÆ®ç ìáçÆ[ Kçyçj Dçvççvç, yçílçjçÇ~
Dç@]p³ççÆkçÀmç Dççímç yçç@³çuççuçmç lç@çÆyç³çLç vççmçç]pç~ (lç@çÆyç³çLç Dççôj
vçò Dççmçávç Dççímç nçÇLç~ DçmçuççÇ lçuçò Dçç@m³ç çÆlçcç cçB]p³ç cç]p³ç »[
¿çJççvç HçvçòçÆvçmç Hççvçmç yççíMç Kççjvçò yççHçLç lçò çÆ³ç ]®çívçòvççJçvçò
yççHçLç çÆ ]pç çÆlçcçvç jçômç HççÆkçÀ vçò içj³ç~ Dç]pç çÆlç Dçç@m³ç çÆlçcç
ojkçÀò j@çÆìLç kçÀHçj ]®ççoj Jçájòv³ç ¿çLç HçvçòçÆvçmç kçáÀçÆþmç cçb]pç
[çHçÀ $çç@çÆJçLç~) lçJç³ç H³çJç MçÓYççJç@çÆlççÆ³ç vçôçÆ®ççÆJçmç jmço Kççjvçò
yççHçLç ]pççjò Hççjò kçÀ©vç~

cçKçòvçvç Dççímç ³çánmçá³ç cççj®çmç cçb]pç yççÇ.Smç.mççÇ. nákçÀ
Fçqclçnçvç Ðçálçcçálç~ mçá Dççímç çÆj]pçuìmç Òççjçvç lçò mçólççÇ Dççímç
vçôyçjò kçÀççÆuçpçvç cçb]pç [çkçwìjçÇ, DçBpççÇvçôjçÇ yçílçjçÇ yççHçLç ojKççmç
mççí ]pççvç~ cççíuç çÆlç Dççímçámç vçççÆcçvçíMçvç lçò uççívçò yççHçLç JçLç Jçuç]pç
kçÀjçvç~ DççÆcç cJçKçò Dççímç çÆ³çcçvç Ünvç cçKçvçò cJçkçÀuçá³ç lçò pççoò
içjmçò³ç cçb]pç Dççmççvç~ mçáyçònmç Ün³ç HçjyçLç iç@æçÆsLç Dççímç kçáÀçÆvç
kçáÀçÆvç Ünò ³ççjvç oçímlçvç mçól³ç HçvçòçÆvç ³çç çÆlçnòbçÆo iççÆj mJççÇHç ³çç
lçá©HçÀ çÆiçboçvç~ DççoçLç Dçç@çÆmçmç pççvç, cçç-çÆmçJçççÆ³ç çÆmçûçíþ
®³çvçòçÆkçÀ~

içjò Jçç@çÆlçLç çÆlç Dççímç cçKçvçò mççW®ççvç çÆ]pç MJçcYçò kçÓÀlççn
HçÀjçKççÆouç êçJç~ lç@çÆcçmç ªo vçò c³ççívç cçboçÆs uçç³çKç JçjlççJç
kçÀççÆvç lçuç, yç@u³ççÆkçÀ mçá cç@Mçòjç@çÆJçLç kçÀçô©vç cçô mçól³ç JçæçÆs Jçç@çÆvçbçÆpç
oçímlççvçò JçjlççJç~ oj Dçmuç sámç yçò uççvç@]®ç uçç³çKç~ cçô³ç Dççímç

HçvçòçÆvçmç DçblççkçÀjvçmç cçb]pç ]®çÓj, lçJç³ç HçíÀ³ççxmç yçò MJçcYçávç yçáLç
JçáçÆsLçò³ç iççþò H³çþò JççHçmç~ cçô H³çþ sá MJçcYçmç mçól³ç mkçÓÀuçmç
cçb]pç JçjlççJç yç@[ nç@HçÀ~ cçô HççÆ]pç Dç@çÆcçmç cçç@HçÀçÇ cçbiçòv³ç~

DççÆkçÀ yççÆpç yçlçò K³çLç JççôLç cçKçvçò yçôçÆ³ç kçáÀçÆþmç cçb]pç lçò
jç@l³çyç@kçw³ç Hçç@þîç çÆkçÀlççyç Hçjçvç Hçjçvç iç@³çmç ]pJçuçò~ $çô yçpçí
¿çáJç çÆo]®çòvçmç çÆoovç (uJçkçÀçÆ®ç yçôçÆvç cçÓnvççÇçÆ³ç) ]pççÇj, ’yçÌ³çç pççÇ,
lJççÆn cççnjç sáJçò yJçvçò kçáÀmç lççcç vçço uçç³ççvç~“ cçKçòvçvç çÆo]®ç
kçáÀþîç oççÆj çÆkçÀv³ç vç]pçj lçò DççÆlç Jçásávç Dççbiçòvçmç cçb]pç MJçcYçò~
mçá JççôLç oJççvç oJççvç~ kç@Àjòvç MJçcYçmç mçól³ç omç yçÓm³ç lçò
Kççí©vç Hççvçmç mçól³ç kçáÀþ~ MJçcYçvç Jççôvçámç, ’HççBçÆ]®ç yççÆpç çÆ³ççÆ³ç
iç@vççÇ ncççuç çÆcçMççÇçÆvç H³çþò lççôcçáuç ¿çLç~ lç@c³ç DçççÆmç oçv³çmç
lççHçÀ çÆoLç, æs@çÆìLç lççôlççv³ç mçá cçávçávççíJçcçálç~“ Hçlçò Òçáæsvçmç,
’]®çò kçw³çç sáKç Dç]pç kçÀuç kçÀjçvç~“ çÆ³ç ]pçç@çÆvçLç çÆ]pç cçKçvçò sá
yççÇ.Smç.mççÇ. çÆkçÀmç vç@lççÇpçmç Òççjçvç, oçôHçávçmç, ’lçôçÆuç HçKç JJçuçò
Dç@çÆcçjç kç@Àouç kçáÀvç kçÀjJç ®çkçÀjçn~ HçKç uççiç HçuçJç Jç@u³ç
Jç@u³ç~ cçô çÆs JççÆlç MççuççÇ mìçíjò çÆmççÆJçuç mçHuççF]pç çÆ[Hççì&cçWìmç
cçb]pç Hççb]®çvç o@nvç çÆcçvçìvç kçÀççÆcç jæsç lçò yçôçÆ³ç sá cçô Hçvçávç Dç@çÆmçmìWì
içáuççcç jmçÓuç kçÀç@]p³ç vçôyçjò mç[çÆkçÀ H³çþ JJçoòvççÇ ÒççjòJçávç LççôJçcçálç~“
cçKçòvçvç Jççôvçámç, ’mçá çÆyç®ççíj kçw³çççÆ]pç LççôJçáLçvç JççÆlç H³çþ? mçá
çÆlç iççô æs vçç Hççvçmç mçól³ç Dçvçávç~“ HçuçJç uççiççvç uççiççvç Jççôvçávçmç,
’n³ççí MJçcYçÓvççLçç! ]®çô nyçç sá³ç yççô[ çÆouç~ ]®çô cç@Mçòjç@JçòLç mkçÓÀuçò®ç
c³çç@v³ç lçò yççkçÀò³çvç uç@[kçÀvç nòb ]pç mJç vçç-Mçç³ççvç lçò Jç@nçÆMç³ççvçò
njkçÀLç, ³çôçÆcç yççHçLç cçô m³çþçn vçoçcçLç sô, lçò ³çôçÆcç Kçç@lçjò yçò
sámç³ç Dç]pç ]®çô cçç@HçÀçÇ cçbiççvç~“ MJçcYçò JççôLçámç, ’lççÆcç mççlçò
Dçç@m³ç Dç@m³ç vçç-mçcçòpç lçò ®çç@v³ç lçò yçô³çvç uç@[kçÀvç nòb]pç njkçÀLç
mçHçò]pç Mçá³ç&iççÇ cçb ]pç mççÆj]pço~ DççÆcç yççHçLç Jçáv³çkçw³çmç ®ççívç vçç@çÆocç
Dççmçávç ³çç cçç@HçÀçÇ cçbiçòv³ç ³çç c³ççívç cçvçmç cçb]pç kçÀçÇvçò LçJçávç çÆs
y³ççKç MçáçÆjuç~“

cçKçvçò Kççôlç HçuçJç uçç@çÆiçLç kçÀç@vççÇ H³çþ~ MJçcYçò Kççôlçámç
Hçlçò Hçlçò~ cçKçòvçvç Jççôvç cçççÆpç, ’yçò içæs³ç MççôcYçÓvççLçmç mçól³ç
Dç@çÆcçjç kç@Àouç lççv³ç~“ MJçcYçò DççJç yç´çWn kçáÀvç, kçÀçô©vç MçÓYççJç@çÆlççÆ³ç
lçò Jçvç oôçÆo (JJçvçòcççuç, cçKçvçòçÆvç oôçÆo) vçcçmkçÀçj lçò JççôvçávçKç,
’HççbçÆ]®ç yççÆpç çÆ³ççÆ³ç içvççÇ ncççuç lççôcçáuç ¿çLç~“ MçÓYççJç@lççÇ Jç@æsòmç,
’]®çô nyçç Dççôj]pçÓ lçò Dçç³ç~ DçcççHççô]pç, ]®çò kçÀçôlç êçKç ®çççÆ³ç jçômç?
]®çí $çíMç çÆlç ®çô³çLç vçò~ lççíyççn lççíyççn! ]pçvç ]®ççKç cçámçuçcççvç
içjò~ ³çôçÆcçmç mçç@yçmç çÆlç sávçò kçÀçbn yççMç~“ Hçlçò mçç@yçmç kçáÀvç, ’]®çô
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kçÀçívçç yçônvççíJçòLçvç çÆ³ç ®çççÆ³ç?“ MJçcYçò JççôLçámç, ’Dç@c³ç cççnjç
kçÀ³ççxJç cçô ]pççíj, DçcççHççô]pç HçvçòçÆvç yççbyççÆj lçò DççJçjíjò cçÓpçáyç kçÀçô©mç
cçô þçKç~ Dçoò cççnjç vçcçmkçÀçj~“

MJçcYçò lçò cçKçvçò ÜMçJç³ç êç³ç lçò Jçç@l³ç mç[çÆkçÀ H³çþ~ DççÆlç
kçÀjòvççíJç MJçcYçvç cçKçòvçmç içáuççcç jmçÓuçmç mçól³ç lççí©HçÀ~ vççÆJç
kç@Àouçò DçHçççÆj ìçbiçò Dç[mç H³çþ kçÀçôj mçççÆjJçò³ç ìçbiçò Jççu³çJç
MJçcYçmç lçò kçÀç@]p³ç mçç@yçmç `mçuççcç çÆpçvççyç' kç@ÀçÆjLç mJççiçLç~
ìçbiçò Dç[òkçw³ç cçíþvç Jççôvç ìçbiçò Jççu³çvç, ’n³ççí! kçÀmçÓ sáJçò uçcyçj?
mçá kç@ÀçÆ[JçÓ ìçbiçò~“ DçKç ìçbiçò içJç çÆ³çcçvç yḉçWn kçÀçÆvç Kç[ç~
$çôMçJç³ç Kç@l³ç~ yçḉWn kçÀçÆvç y³çÓþ kçÀç@]p³ç mçç@yç lçò çÆ³çcç ]pçò oçímç
Hçlçò kçÀçÆvç~ ìçbiçò Jçç@uç³ç kçÀçô[ ìçbiçò ]®çÓ³ç& çÆcç mçJçççÆj Òççjòvç³ç~ ìçbiçò
êçJç vçJççyç yçç]pçò³ç& çÆkçÀv³ç MççuççÇ mìçíj kçáÀvç~ JççÆlç Òçáæs uJççÆlç
uJççÆlç cçKçòvçvç MJçcYçmç, ’]®çô kçÓÀlçÓ kçÀçuç iççô³ç vççíkçÀjçÇ kçÀjçvç?“
MJçcYçvç Jççôvçámç, ’mçç[ $çô Jç@jçÇ~“ Hçlçò vçv³ççíJç cçKçòvçmç çÆ]pç
kçÀçÆcç cçpçyçÓjçÇ çÆkçÀv³ç H³çJç MJçcYçmç cçÌçÆìk̂çÀ kç@ÀçÆjLçò³ç Hç©vç $ççJçávç
lçò iççÆj®ç çÆ]pçcçòJçç@jçÇ HçÓjò kçÀjvçò yççHçLç vççíkçÀjçÇ kçÀòv³ç~ MJçcYçávç
H³çlçç HçB0 vçvo uççuç LçHçáuç, ³çámç HçÀlçín kç@Àouç [çkçÀ Kççvçmç
cçb]pç mçyç Hççímì cççmìj Dççímç, içJç nbiçò cçbiçò MJçcYçòçÆvç cçÌçÆì̂kçÀ çÆovçò
Hçlç³ç mJçiç&Jççmç, cçç@pç, ]pçvççvçò, ]pçò kçÀçíçÆj lçò ]pçò vçôçÆ®çJ³ç $çç@çÆJçLç~
çÆ³çJçòvçò®ç Dçç@mçòmç kçÓÀj, Hçocçç@v³ç, ³çmç Kççboj içBçÆ[Lç Dççímç~
lçmç Hçlçò Dççímç MJçcYçò, Hçlçò DçççÆMçlççíMç lçò Hççôlçámç uçuçò~ vçvoò
uççuç çÆpççÆ³ççÆvç mJçiç&Jççmç içæsvçò Hçlçò MçôçÆ³ç jôl³ç æsávç OçvçòJç@çÆlççÆ³ç
(MJçcYçòçÆvç cçççÆpç) mJçiç&òJçç@m³ç yçjLçç mçòbçÆo ÒçççÆJç[Wì HçbÀ[ò, FvMççíjvmç
HççBmçJç, Hççímì DçççÆHçÀmçmç cçb]pç yç®çLç KççlçòçÆkçÀ kçÀ@uççÇuç jkçÀcçò
mçól³ç lçò JJç]pçácç JJç©o kç@ÀçÆjLç HçocçççÆvç Kççboj kç@ÀçÆjLç~ iççí çÆkçÀ
lç@c³çmçòbÐç Jçç@çÆjJ³ç Dçç@m³ç ÒçÓiçmç H³çþ çÆ³ç vJççÆMç nòbçÆo cççu³ççÆvç
Jççlççvç DççímçáKç, Dç@svç cçLççvç, lççncç Dçç@mç kçÀçíçÆj nábo iJç[v³çákçÀ
Jç@jçÇ Dççmçvçò cJçKçò ÒçôLç ÒçÓiçmç H³çþ OçvçJçlççÇ HçvçòçÆvç cçkçÀoÓjò HçôþçÇ
vçíjçvç~ kçWÀæsç DççÆcç çÆkçÀv³ç çq]pç kçÀçíçÆj iççô æs vçò cçvçmç cçb]pç yçyçò jçômç
DççmçvçákçÀ Snmççmç mçvçávç~ Dç@çÆkçÀmç yçôçÆ³çmç ]pççjò Hççjò kç@ÀçÆjLç
uççiçòvççíJçávç MJçcYçò çÆmççÆJçuç mçHuççF&]pç cçnkçÀcçmç cçb]pç kçÀuçkç&À~
[çkçÀ Kççvçmç cçb]pç cçálçj@ncççvçò çÆyçvçònmç H³çþ Dçç@çÆmçmç çÆ®çþçÇ
jmççvçò mçò b]pç vççíkçÀjçÇ çÆoJççvç, ³Jçmçò MJçcYçvç lçò OçvçJç@çÆlççÆ³ç n]®çj
]pçç@çÆvçLç vççcçb]pçÓj kç@Àj~ MJçcYçvç kçÀjòvçç@Jç Hççvçmç oHçwlçjò v³çyçj
HçÀçÇu[mç cçb]pç lçyçoçÇuççÇ lçò yçv³ççíJç iççþ cçávçòMç~ JJçv³ç Dççímç
Dç@c³çmçòbçÆomç lçvçKçònmç lçò cçççÆpç nòbçÆomç cJçb[ò H³çvçMçvçmç H³çþ

içjò ®çuççvç~ Dççcço@vççÇ kçÀç@]®ççn Dçç@mç çÆ]pç mçç@jçÇ Kç®ç&ò vçíjòn@vç?
lççncç lç@L³ç $çákçÀ $çákçÀ $çá Hçç@JççÇ H³çþ Dçç@mç OçvçJç@lççÇ yçÓçÆ]pçLç
MçÓçÆ]®çLç kçw³çcççbiçjçÇ mççvç içjò HçkçÀòvççJççvç~ cçB]p³ç cçB ]p³ç Dççímç yççô[
kçWÀn Kç®ç&ò H³çJççvç, HçocçççÆvç ná bo ÒçÓiç, DçççÆMçlççíMçò mçábo ³çÓçÆvçJççÆmç&ìçÇ
nábo lçò kçÀççÆuçpçákçÀ HçÀçÇmç, uççÆuç nábo cçÌçÆì^kçáÀkçÀ HçÀçÇmç, DçççÆMçlççíMçòv³ç
lçò uççÆuç nòb]pçò çÆkçÀlççyçò kçÀçiç]pç, cççÇuç kçÀuçcç, ]pç@ì Hç@ì yçílçjçÇ~
cçççÆpç Dçç@mç MJçcYçmç H³çþò³ç vç]pçj~ mçá Dççímç jôl³ç lçvçKççn
cçççÆpç çÆoLç çÆlç çÆ³çcçvç Kç®ç&vçò yççHçLç HççBmçákçÀ yçáboòyçmç kçÀjçvç~ mçá
kçÀçÆlç lçò çÆkçÀLçò Dççímç çÆ³ç HççBmçò Dçvççvç, çÆlç Dççímç vçò cçççÆpç Hç³ç~

MççuççÇ mìçíj Jçç@çÆlçLç Jç@L³ç MJçcYçò lçò jçômçáuç ìçbiçò H³çþò
cçKçòvçmç Jç@çÆvçLç çÆ]pç ]®çò Òççj ìçbiçmçò³ç H³çþ, Dç@m³ç çÆ³çcççí³ç o@nvç
çÆcçvçìvç cçb]pç~ jçÆ]®ç KçbçÆpç ìçbiçmç H³çþ çÆyççÆnLç jçí]pçvçò Hçlçò JççôLç
cçKçvçò ìçbiçò H³çþò~ Jççvçò H³çþò ¿ççôlçávç çÆmçûçíþ~ çÆmçûçíþ ®ççívç lçò Hçlçò
jçÆ]®ç KçbçÆpç mç[çÆkçÀ H³çþ Dççíjò ³ççíj kçÀjvçò Hçlçò DççJç lçò y³çÓþ yçôçÆ³ç
ìçbiçmç H³çþ~ ìçbiçò Jçç@u³ç Jççôvç cçKçòvçmç, ’çÆ³ç yççíyç kçw³çç cççnjç
JçççÆlç lJççÆn? yç[ò çÆouçoçj lçò j@³ççÇmç çÆcç]pçç]pç Fvçmççvç sá~
DççÆmç ìçbiçò Jççu³çvç çÆlç sá m³çþçn çÆouçyç@jçÇ kçÀjçvç~“ ³ççÇ Jçvççvç
DçççÆ³ç MJçcYçò lçò kçÀç@]p³ç mçç@yç lçò yççÇþîç HçvçòçÆvç HçvçòçÆvç pçççÆ³ç ìçbiçmç
H³çþ~ ìçbiçò Jçç@u³ç kçÀçô[ ìçbiçò lçò ÒçÓæsávç MJçcYçmç, ’Dç]pç kçÀçôlç
cççnjç iç@æçÆsJç?“ MJçcYçò JççôLçámç, ’HçKç mçç@ kçÀçjuçìvç jímìçíjWì~“
kçÀçjuçìvç Dççímç çÆlçcçvç Ünvç yçb[mç H³çþ çÆmçjçÇvçiç©kçÀ mçççÆjJçò³ç
Kççôlçò LççÆo Hçç³çákçÀ jímìçíjWì çÆ³çJççvç cççvçvçò~ çÆ³ç Dççímç Dçbûçí]pçvç
nòbçÆo JçKlçò H³çþò ®çuççvç Dççcçálç, uçôn]pçç Dççímç Dçc³çákçÀ cçÌ³ççj
Lççôo~ cçKçvçò Dççímç vçò Dç]pç lççcç DçL³ç kçw³ççn, kçáÀçÆvç çÆlç jímìçíjWìmç
]®ççcçálç~ lç@çÆcçmç yç[íçÆ³ç Jçá]pçò Jçá]pçò lçò ¸ççíJç çÆ]pç Dçcçç jímìçíjWì
kçw³çáLç sá Dççmççvç lçò DççÆlç kçw³ççn lçò çÆkçÀLçò Hçç@þîç çÆs uçáKç
K³çJççvç ®çJççvç~ jímìçíjWìòçÆkçÀmç yçjmç H³çþ JççlçòJçávçá³ç kç@Àj
ojyççvçvç HçÀjMççÇ mçuççcç lçò cçá]®ç©vç içáiçÓmç kçÀjJçávç yçj~ yḉçWn
yçḉWn ]®ççJç MJçcYçò cçKçòvçmç HçÀôçÆkçÀmç H³çþ ìççÆþv³ççjò mççvç DçLçò
Lç@çÆJçLç lçò çÆlçcçvç Hçlçò Hçlçò ]®ççJç kçÀç@]p³ç mçç@yç~ MJçcYçòçÆvç Dç]®çJçávçá³ç
DççJç cçççÆ³ç oçj kçÀj kçÀj kçÀjJçávç ®ççkçwuçíì jbiçò Hçþçvç [í̂mçmç
H³çþ JJç]pçòpç mçoò³ç& uçç@çÆiçLç mçoòj Kçç@v³çmççcççvçò Dçmççvç Dçmççvç
Fmlçíkçwyççuçmç, kç@Àjòvç MJçcYçmç mçuççcç, Jççôvçávçmç, ’lçánábo Kççmç
kçíÀçÆyçvç çÆpçvççyç sá Kçç@uççÇ“~

                                               (yçḉín kçáÀvç pçç@jçÇ)
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The paradox of our tim e in
history is that we have taller buildings
but shorter tempers; wider freeways,
but narrower viewpoints.
  We spend more, but have less;
We buy more, but enjoy less; We
have bigger houses and smaller
families, more conveniences, but
less time.
  We have more degrees, but
less sense; more knowledge, but
less judgment; more experts, but yet
more problems; more medicine,
but less wellness.
  We drink too much, smoke too
much, spend too recklessly, laugh
too little, drive too fast, get too angry,
stay up to late, get up too tired, read
too little, watch TV too much, and
pray too seldom.
  We have m ultiplied our
possessions, but reduced our
values. We talk too much, love too
seldom, and hate too often. We’ve
learned how to make a living, but
not a life. We’ve added years to life
not life to years.
  We’ve been all the way to the
moon and back, but have trouble
crossing the street to meet a new
neighbour. We conquered outer
space but not inner space.
  We’ve done larger things, but
not better things. We’ve cleaned up
the air, but polluted the soul. We’ve
conquered the atom, but not our
prejudice. We write more, but learn
less.
  We plan more, but accomplish
less. We’ve learned to rush, but not
to wait. We build more computers
to hold m ore inform ation, to

Viewpoint                     A.K .Jal la

Th e Pa r a d o x  o f  our  Ti me
produce more copies than ever, but
we communicate less and less.
  These are the times of fast
foods and slow digestion, big men
and small character, steep profits
and shallow relationships.
  These are the days of two
incomes but more divorce, fancier
houses, but broken homes.
  These are days of quick trips,
disposable diapers, throwaway
m orality, one night stands
overweight bodies, and pills that do
everything from cheer, to quiet, to
kill. It is a time when there is much
in the show window and nothing in
the stock room.
  Remember, spend some time
with your loved ones, because they
are not going to be around forever.
  Remember, say a kind word to
someone who looks up to you in
awe, because that little person soon
will grow up and leave your side.
  Remember, to give a warm
hug to the one next to you, because
that is the only treasure you can give
with your heart and it doesn’t cost a
cent.
  Remember, to say “I Love you”
to your partner and your loved
ones, but most of all mean it. A kiss
and an embrace will mend hurt
when it comes from deep inside of
you.  Remember, to hold hands and
cherish the moment, for some day,
that person will not be there again.
  Give time to love, give time to
speak, give tim e to share the
precious thoughts in your mind.

Contact author at:
akjalla@gmail.com

Jçç³ç, mJç kçÀçb biçòj!
cççiç DççJç³ç

êçiç JççôLçá³ç³ç kçÀçbiçjd³çç@³ç

HçÀçiçávç DççJç³ç
]pççiçávç ]®ççí³ç³ç kçÀçbiçjd³çç@³ç

çÆ ]®çLçòj DççJç³ç
cçòLçò H³ççô³ç³ç kçÀçbiçjd³çç@³ç

Jç¿çkçÀ DççJç³ç
jçí ]pçKç kçÀlççÇ kçÀçbiçjd³çç@³ç

]pçíþ DççJç³ç
yḉíþ iç@çÆ³çKç³ç kçÀçbiçjd³çç@³ç

nçj DççJç³ç
uççj uç@çÆpç³ç³ç kçÀçbiçjd³çç@³ç

ÞççJçávç DççJç³ç
³ççJçávç mççí³ççx³ç kçÀçbiçjd³çç@³ç

Sketch Courtesy: Kapil Kaul
(KPLink.com)
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‘här-van’ – the net-journal of Project Zaan
Literature in Exile

‘här-van’ intends to list up the literature (English, Hindi, Kashmiri) produced post-exodus by the biradari
and give it due coverage in the issues of ‘här-van’. This will not only contribute to recognition of the work
done by our own biradari members, but will also help the authors reach masses.

We may be underestimating our biradari members by thinking that they don’t bother to spend a fifty
or a hundred on a book by KP. To our knowledge, the case is entirely different. We KP’s don’t mind to
spend for the literature if it is easily available and if there are no hitches in locating the author, printer and
publisher. Nobody wants any hassles for as simple a thing as purchasing a book. But wherefrom and
how? Most of the books carry the names of authors, printers or publishers, but no telephone numbers, or
no e-mail IDs. Sometimes, even the telephone numbers are found changed or not at all working.

In order to take the whole index of books written by KP authors (post-exodus only) right to the
reading desk of the biradari (almost every home has a computer now and majority of them do have
access to internet), we plan to publish the information on the subject in the issues of ‘här-van’ from 15
September 2007 onwards, in the following manner:

1. Name of the Book:
2. Content (Whether Prose, Poetry, Essays, History, Culture, Religion, Stories etc):
3. Language (If Kashmiri, please state whether Nastaliq or Devanagari):
4. No. of pages:
5. Author:
6. Postal address of Author with Tel. and Mob. nos.:
7. Publisher with address & Tel. No.:
8. Copyright holder:
9. E-mail ID of Author:
10. E-mail ID of Publisher:
11. Price of the Book:
12. If already reviewed, by whom?
13. Some excerpts from the Review if possible.

We would also like the authors/publishers to send the scanned photo of the book’s cover and the
author’s photo. A copy of the publication if sent to ‘här-van’, will be thankfully acknowledged and paid
for.

Kindly help us to reach you.
‘här-van’ will provide all logistic support to publicise your works, all free of cost.

M.K.Raina
Call: 9422473459 ~ E-mail: rainamk1@yahoo.co.in

Editorial Office: G-2, Pushp Vihar, Shastri Nagar, Vasai Road (W), Dist. Thane 401 202, Maharashtra, India.
E-mail: editorharvan@yahoo.co.in

The monthly här-van10
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(1)
DççôkçÀoçôn içJç DçKç, JçKç sá³ç Jçáv³çkçw³çvç,

HçKç yçḉWn, yçḉWn HçKç, DçKç içJç F&éçj~
lç@m³ç H³çþ cçvç L³çj, lç@c³çmçábo Ðççvç kçÀj~

mçá³ç sá³ç Dççiçáj, lç@m³ç mçól³ç cçíuçKç~
DççôkçÀoçôn içJç DçKç~

(2)
Ü³ç ]pççvç ]pçvç pJç³ç, Üvç yççÆþvçò³ç cçB ]p³ç
uççjçvç yç´çWn kçáÀvç, Òççjçvç sç kçáÀçÆvç?

cççjçvç æsçuç³ç, æsçjçvç mççôoòjmç
]pççÇJç çÆ³çLçò æsçjçvç HçvçòçÆvçmç Dççiçmç~

HçvçòçÆvçmç Dççiçmç HçcHççíMç uççiçmç
lç@m³ç mçól³ç LçJç KJç³ç~
Ü³ç ]pççvç ]pçvç pJç³ç~

(3)
$ç³ç iç@çÆ³ç çÆ$çkçÀòJç@ì, mçlç çÆ®çlç Dççvçbo
mçá³ç sá³ç mççqcJçlç, mçá³ç Hçjcççvçvo~

lç@m³ç cçbiç Dçç@nçÇ, lç@m³ç HçLç cççôlç içæs
mçá³ç kçÀçmççÇ Dç%ççvçákçÀ DççÆvçiççôì~

HççíMççÇ HçÓ]pçç, HççíMççÇ Þççí ]®çj
$ççJçKç HçLç kçáÀvç mçç@jò³ç ]pç@ì Hç@ì~

$ç³ç iç@çÆ³ç çÆ$çkçÀòJç@ì~
(4)

]®ççíjcç çÆs ]®ççkçáÀuç, Jçç@vççÇ nBÐç Hç@Ðç
cçvçòçÆ®ç DçJçmLçççÆ³ç, ]®ççíj vççÆj iççÆCçMçmç

yçôçÆ³ç vççjç³çCçmç, JççÇo çÆlç ]®ççíj³ç
mçvç DçLç kçÀçÆLç ]®çò³ç~

³çámç yçç@Lç $ççJçKç, mçá³ç HçôçÆ³ç lççkçáÀuç
]®ççíjcç çÆs ]®ççkçáÀuç~
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Hçs, ³ç&Lç, çÆmçjò kçÀLç

(5)
HççB ]®çcç Hççb[Jç

³çBê³ç ¬çÀôçÆ³ç nBÐç
³çBê³ç %ççvçòkçw³ç~ HççbçÆ ]®ç cJçKçò MçcYçÓ~
Hççb ]®ç Hçb®çmlçJç, oçÆ³ç mçòb]pç uççÇuçç,
mç=çÆä mçç@jò³ç, lç@c³çmçò b]pç Kçíuçç~
mçcnçjò JçKlçvç lç@c³çmçá bo lççb[Jç,

HççB®çcç Hççb[Jç~
(6)

Mçô³çcç sá MçvçcJçKç, Mçvç lçjHçÀvç HçíÀj
nç@çÆmçuç vçò çÆyçuçkçáÀuç~

y³çç@çÆuçmç cçb]pç sá³ç HçiçnákçÀ Lççôo kçáÀuç,
æsçjçvç ³çmç sáKç, mçá³ç çÆvççÆMç Hççvçmç~
]pççvçávç mçá³ç Dçoò cçíuççÇ yççô[ mJçKç,

Mçô³çcç sá MçvçcJçKç~
(7)

mçlçcç sô mçLç Jççjò, yçôçÆ³ç iç@çÆ³ç mçlçò jôM³ç,
yççô ]pç jçômç Dç@m³ç Hç@M³ç, mçlçòmçò³ç LçHçÀ kçÀj,

mçHlç MuççíkçÀçÇ iççÇlçç ]®çò³ç Hçj~
çÆJççÆ]pç çÆJççÆ]pç iççÆj iççÆj, kçÀj njò njò nj~

HçvçòçÆvçmç Dççiçmç kçÀj ]pççjò Hççjò,
mçlçcç sô mçLç Jççjò~

(8)
Dçç@þcç çÆs Yçç@jJç, mçá³ç sá³ç ÒççJççvç,

³çôc³ç ]pçvç mççôcç K³çJç~
³ç@]®ç içJç c³ç@]®ç lç³ç ]®ççôj DçnbkçÀçj³ç~

mç@c³çmçò³ç uççíj ³çámç, lçmç svçò uççjò³ç~
ìçíþ mçá³ç cççívç Dçoò, Hçvçòv³çJç lçò içç@jJç,

Dçç@þcç çÆs Yçç@jJç~
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(9)
vçJçcç vçJç oçôjiçç, vçJç oçj $ççôHçòçÆjLç

]pççÇJççí ]pçHçÀ kçÀj,
cçvçmçò³ç cçb]pç sá³ç, lç@c³çmçò³ç LçHçÀ kçÀj~

vçJç ûçn kçÀjvç³ç Dçvçòûçn Hççvç³ç~
kçÀjòKç³ç ]pçHçÀ kçÀj, kçÀjòKç³ç Ðççvç³ç~
JçMç kçÀjlçvç ]®çò³ç cçvçòkçáÀ³ç lççôjiçç,

vçJçcç vçJç oçôjiçç~
(10)

o@ncç çÆs o@¿ç Ün, vççôvç ÒççiççMçç,
kçÀçuçò®ç JçmçcçLç, Hçiçnò®ç DççMçç~
Dççmçávç DçKç lç³ç yççmçávç Jççjçn,
Dççmçávç Jççjçn, yççmçávç kçÀçÇJçuç~

mçá³ç ÒçLç kçáÀçÆvç cçb]pç, lç@m³ç cçb]pç mççí©³ç,
Dçboò Jçboò jçÆ]®ç jçÆ]®ç, mçá³ç cççjçvç æsçôn,

o@ncç çÆs o@¿ç Ün~
(11)

kçÀçn iç@çÆ³ç kçÀçnJç@ì, ³çLç H³çþ HçjKççvç
mJçvç sç çÆkçÀvçò smç mçlç&uç Kççcçò³ç~
³ççÇjò iççôcçálç cçç, ³çLç uççôn uççbiçòjmç!
Òç]pçòvççJççvç sç HçvçòçÆvçmç Hççvçmç?
iççMç sámçç kçWÀn cçvçò®çvç ®çôMcçvç?
içBçÆ[Lç Dç@çÆcçmç cçç Dç%ççvçò®ç Hç@ì?

kçÀçn iç@çÆ³ç kçÀçnJç@ì~
(12)

yçç@Mç nábo Jççn Jççn cJçKçò cçb]pçò vçíjçvç,
Jççlççvç ³çôçÆuç lçLç Hçjcç³ç oçcçmç~
³çôçÆlçvçmç mççí©³ç DçkçáÀ³ç sá yççmççvç

yççmççvç kçw³ççn oHçÀ DçkçáÀ³ç sá Dççmççvç~
lççôlçávçmç Dçç@Kçòj ]pççÇJçò³ç sá Jççlççvç
Jçç@çÆlçLç lççôlçávçmç ]pççÇJçò³ç sá jçJççvç~
jçí]pççvç kçw³ççn yçmç iççMç lçò iççn,

yçç@Mç nábo Jççn Jççn~

(13)
$çáJççn $çççÆn $ççní, HççHçÀ nJç ]®çuçòvç³ç,

MççHçÀ nJç içuçòvç³ç, ]®çKç ]®ççÆuç Jçç@j iççÆuç,
cçán cçç³çç HçôçÆ³ç mçç@jò³ç sçÆuç sçÆuç

DçHç]p³çákçÀ iççôì ]®ççÆuç, Hç]pç©kçÀ jJç HçwJççÆuç~
Dççvçbo ÒççJçKç, ]®ççÆuç Jç@¿ç Jççní,

$çáJççn $çççÆn $ççní~
(14)

]®Jçoçn içJç ]®çívçávç, mçLç lçò DçmçLç kçw³ççn?
Hççô ]pç lçò DçHçá]pç kçw³ççn?

çÆJçÐçç kçw³ççn iç@çÆ³ç, %ççvç çÆJç%ççvç kçw³ççn?
kçÀcç& kçÀjòv³ç kçÀcç, ocç& Jçvççvç kçÀLç?

]pççÇJçmç lçò yçḯçmç cçb ]pç ³çámç oÓ³ç&j, mçá³ç içæçÆs cçívçávç~
]®Jçoçn içJç ]®çívçávç~

(15)
cççJçmç içìò ]pççôuç,

Dç%ççvçákçÀ lçcç, DççÆvç©kçÀ Dççuçcç~
]®çKç, oò³ç, vçHçÀjLç, ]pçiçlçákçÀ ]pççíuççvçò,
cççí jçí]pç cçç]pççvç, ]pççiç ¿çlçò Hç]pçòjmç,

Kçáj sávçò m³ç]pçòjmç~
JçKlçákçÀ ¿ççôj yJçvç, Dç@kçw³ç ]®ççíuç, y³ççKç ]®ççôuç~

cççJçmç içìò ]pççôuç~
(15-Dç)

HçòçÆvçcç çÆs ÒççiççMç, Hç]pç©kçÀ Dççuçcç,
%ççvçákçÀ ]®ççWiççn, çÆJçÐçççÆ³ç nábo vçÓj~

mçlçòkçáÀ³ç DçvçáyçJç, ]®³çlçòkçÀá³ç ¿çmç nçíMç
DççvçboòkçáÀ³ç cçmç, mçá³ç ®çLç cçmç içJç~

cçÓuççoçjò H³çþò Dçç%çç ]®ç@¬çÀmç,
mçç@jçn kç@ÀçÆjLçò³ç Hçç@v³ç Hççvç ]pççívçávç,
Hç]pçjçn cççívçávç, içìò ]pç@çÆuçmçò³ç iççMç

HçòçÆvçcç çÆs ÒççiççMç~

☯☯☯
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Dal Lake, Srinagar

There are numerous big and small lakes in the valley of Kashmir. Dal Lake is one of the two lakes situated in the
Srinagar city, the other being Anchar Lake. Half a kilometer away from the Tourists Reception Centre, this lovely
lake lies to the east of the city at the foot of Zabarwan mountain. The Shankaracharya hill is to its south and Hari
Parbat to its west.

‘Dal’ is a Tibetan word which means ‘Still’. It is believed that in ancient times, there was no lake here and
instead a large meadow known as Watalanmarg existed at the place. Later due to a massive earthquake, water
gushed into the meadow and took the shape of a lake.

Dal Lake was originally 6 kms. long in the north-south direction and 3 kms. wide in the east-west direction.
It was divided by causeways into four parts known as Gagribal, Bod Dal, Lokut Dal and Nagin. Lokut Dal and
Bod Dal each have an island in the centre called Rupa Lank and Sona Lank respectively. The jewel in the ring,
is the smallest but the most lovely part of the Dal Lake, called Nagin. Separated by a causeway and only a short
distance from Hazratbal (Dargah), it has deep blue waters and is encircled by a ring of green trees. This part of
the Dal is famous for water sports.

The Dal is famous not only for its beauty, but also for its vibrance, because it sustains within its periphery, a
life that is unique anywhere in the world. The Hanjis (House boat and Shikara community) have lived for centuries
on the Dal and so complete is their infrastructure on the lake that they never have to step on land. All day to day
facilties are available in tiny wooden shops on the lake near picturesque vegetable gardens and acres of lotus
gardens. Because the Dal Lake is so central to the landscape of Srinagar, many places of tourist interest have
over the ages, been built along its periphery. They include Famous gardens like Nishat, Shalimar, Cheshma
Shahi, Naseem Bagh, Pari Mahal, Jawahar Lal Nehru Botanical Garden etc. Dal Lake is also famous for the
floating gardens, which are an important source of green vegetables. The lake foliage is uprooted and allowed
to float. On this, the soil is implanted, making it a land capable of vegetable cultivation. These gardens can
move from one place to another and a peculiar thing about them is that they can even be stolen.

(Source: Project Zaan)

Know Your Motherland
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A prophet in his own house
[And so they took offense at him. But Jesus said to
them, “A prophet is not without honor except in his
hometown and in his own house.” Matthew 13:57]

I was an intern in the summer of 1962. Internship in
India is a period of practical training after completing
five years of studies for the M.B., B.S. degree. It lasts
12 months and rotates in different disciplines -
Medicine, Surgery, OBGY, Eye, ENT, and Community
Medicine. I had finished my degree from Medical
College Patiala and had sought special permission
from my university to complete my internship in SMHS
Hospital, affiliated to Medical College Srinagar. My
posting was in medicine.

One Sunday morning mother called me to have
a look at my grandfather. He complained of pain in the
abdomen. I knew from my childhood that grandfather
suffered from chronic bronchitis and duodenal ulcer.
He had survived numerous episodes of black motion
(ulcer bleed). Often he would dash me to the grocer
for a packet of baking soda and wash a spoonful down
his gullet with a glass of water whenever he suffered
ulcer pains. That gave him instant relief. But this pain
was different, he explained. It had started early at dawn
and soda bicarb had given no relief. It was intermittent
and crampy, mostly centered below the navel. He had
passed urine but had not moved his bowels. There
was no fever; pulse and BP were within range. I set
about to feel the abdomen but grandfather had worn
his pajama high above the navel level. I tried to loosen
the knot to pull it down so I could have a proper look
but he would not let me. Only after I reassured him that
I would respect his privacy did he let loose the knot just
enough for me to feel the abdomen. It felt soft to my
palpation; there was no tenderness but he kept covering
his groin with his hand. I pulled away his hand gently
only to find a swelling under the pajama!

“This is nothing; it has been there for quite some
time. It comes and goes and never gives trouble. You
need not bother about it. It is my tummy that hurts.”

The words of my surgical registrar rang in my
ears, “Do not ever forget to lok at the hernia sites in

any case of abdominal pain,” and
I jerked the trouser down,
impatiently, almost irreverently. He
was unhappy with me, angry at my
audacity. I felt a tense, slightly
tender, apple-sized swelling. It was
an inguinal hernia. The cough
impulse was missing and I tried in
vain to reduce the swelling by pushing it gently back
into the abdomen. It was certainly obstructed - a surgical
emergency!

This was the first time since I graduated that I had
been asked to examine a patient on my own, and it
happened to be my grandfather. I had to be very sure
about my clinical impression. I opened the text book of
surgery to corroborate the findings.

By now father arrived on the scene - anxious and
worried. I told him  that the situation called for an
em ergency operation. Father looked askance,
incredulous.

“What are you talking about? Surgery in this fragile
old man! Can he take it; can he survive surgery with
that lung problem of his? Can he tolerate anesthesia?”
He shot questions one after the other, like the lawyer
that he was, taking on a professional witness. I felt like
being in the dock. Relevant questions no doubt. I had
not even considered them. Like a typical trainee I had
concerned myself only with the diagnosis and none of
the other details that com e with experience. And,
strangely, I was not behaving or thinking like a grandson
whose grandfather has taken ill, but as a doctor
examining a patient and wanting to get at the bottom of
the clinical situation.

“Are you not making a mistaken diagnosis?  Have
you seen cases like that before as a student?” father
wanted to be certain.

I was silent, for I had seen hernias but never an
obstructed one.

“Even if it is what you say, is there no other way.”
He looked at me, a mixture of the disbelief on a novice
and compassion and faith that only a father is capable
of. The rest of the family that had assembled looked
on, again with a mixed sense of concern about the
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patriarch and empathy with me.
I said I was certain it was a hernia and that it was

obstructed. But there was might be a small chance to
avoid or delay surgery. I would attempt to reduce the
hernia under sedation, though I was not sure about the
procedure for I had never seen it being done during
my student days. At best it would be a temporizing
measure, at worst it would not work, I said.

Since it was a non-surgical intervention, it appealed
to my father and my self-confidence helped generate
some trust. Father was very understanding; he gave
me a free hand. Not many would in that situation, but
he trusted me, looking at my cool reassurance. He
always believed in his children, and here was a great
occasion to give that belief a chance.

I opened the text book of surgery again and studied
the procedure carefully. I gave my grandpa a shot to
sedate him and tried the reduction. He was shy,
restrictive, un-cooperative, again trying to shield the
area with his hands.
It is one thing to have learned all the theory and
graduated with honours, quite another to translate that
knowledge into the nitty-gritty of everyday practice of
medicine. Exactly that is what happened. I started with
deep trepidation - nervous, over-cautious and gauche
- as I attempted the reduction while the whole family
waited outside. The swelling would not budge. I tried a
second time but the hernia was stuck. I stopped, for
any further attempts could precipitate strangulation of
the hernia.

And then, first time since m orning, I sat down
besides my grandfather and looked at his deep-set
brown eyes, his sunken cheeks, and the loose wrinkled
skin on his thin neck. He was like a baby – innocent,
pure and helpless. He looked back all compassion and
affection, even as he was in obvious pain. And I loved
him most that moment. He understood my predicament.

“Why do you worry; I am an old man and have
lived my years. Whatever will be, will be? You did your
best; I think it will settle down soon. Let me get some
rest now.”
“No, I will not let us take it lightly; we cannot sleep over
it.”

I came out and told my father that there was no
way out except surgery. We m ust take him  to the
hospital. As if he had read my thoughts, father asked, “I
know you are right, but would you like to have the opinion

of a surgeon?”
Father suggested Dr. B M Bhan, an upcoming

surgeon, a FRCS from England. He was an Assistant
Professor of surgery in the Medical College. I did not
know him personally, had not even heard about him.

My cousin and I hired a ‘tonga’ to fetch him. I
introduced myself and explained the case. He agreed
to come with us.

It is an event in the neighborhood when a doctor
comes visiting a patient. While Dr Bhan took time to
examine the patient, the neighbors started pouring in
and inquiring. I was like a student again, waiting for the
result - more concerned this moment with whether the
surgeon agreed with me than about the gravity of my
grandfather ’s illness. Dr. Bhan might have sensed my
trepidation.

“Kundan is right; your Dad has an obstructed
hernia. Reduction often fails in this situation. He will need
surgery right away,” he addressed my father, looking
appreciatively at me.

This is a rare moment in the life of a greenhorn in
the profession to be encouraged thus, especially in the
presence of a huge assem bly of relatives and
neighbours. It is a moment of triumph. But now was
also the time for action. Dr. Bhan said he could not
perform surgery for it was not his day admitting day.
Dr. Gulam Rasool, a senior surgeon, was on call that
day, he informed us.

The ‘tonga’ dropped the surgeon back home and
another was hired in which we drove grandfather to the
hospital. Having settled him in the ward, an ambulance
was sent to Dr. Ghulam Rasool with the house surgeon’s
note detailing the salient features. I decided to go along
in order to expedite the proceedings and to give my
own impressions on the case to the surgeon. Dr. Gh.
Rasool was a bespectacled stocky fellow, more like a
pugilist than a surgeon. He went through the case sheet
hurriedly and, without giving it a second thought, wrote
down a note and handed it over to the ambulance
driver, and motioned him to go, eyeing me just once
as he started to turn back inside his house.

“Sir, won’t you come and operate upon this
patient?” I said with great humility.

“I will see him tomorrow; meanwhile I have written
out the instructions.” He had suggested conservative
measures - nothing by mouth, intravenous fluids and
pain killers.
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Now I revealed that I was an intern and the patient
my grandfather. I explained my fears that the hernia
may strangulate if not operated upon in time. Tomorrow
might be too late, I said. And would he not, for the sake
of a fellow professional, come and have a look?

That made him angry. “Don’t teach me surgery,
young man,” he barked, and so did his bulldog. I
thought the canine was waiting for a signal to tear me
to pieces but I was not to be moved. I stood there facing
the surgeon and his dog, firm and undeterred.

“In that case I will report to the head of the
departm ent and request him  to exam ine m y
grandfather,” I said. “I hope you have no objection.”

“I do not care whom you report,” he was really
incensed now, “and what objection should I have, if
someone else wants to take over this case?”

I wished to get away from  there as soon as
possible. How could I trust my grandfather with a person
who seemed uncompassionate and unprofessional?
This was a clear dereliction of duty. He did not like his
Sunday disturbed. (We became friends many years
later when I was a professor in my own right in the
M edical College. He turned out to be an able
administrator of the hospital – a position which was
bestowed upon him after his retirement!)

I asked the ambulance driver to head for Dr.
Khanna‘s residence. Dr. Khanna was the head of
Surgery. I knew him for he had been my professor in
Medical College Patiala and, after retirement last year,
he had accepted the position of HOD in the Medical
College here.

I introduced myself and he recalled at once that I
had been his student. Lean and handsome, he was a
contrast - genial, soft spoken, civilized. He made light
of my disgust with his colleague, and wasted no time to
board the ambulance on way to the hospital.

It was a proud moment for me to introduce my
father to my illustrious professor. His tension eased the
moment he realized that grandfather would now be in
the best hands.
Prof Khanna won over my grandfather with his quiet
manners, his wide smile and his soft touch.

“It will take us half hour to set you on course,” he
said reassuringly.

The patient was moved to the operation theatre
and when I sought the permission of Dr. Khanna to
watch the surgery, he took me off guard, “Of course,

you will wash up and assist me in the surgery, won’t
you?”

I did not dare to admit that I had never assisted an
operation in my life and hardly watched any during my
student days. I had yet to rotate my internship in surgery.
But this was a matter of prestige besides the opportunity
to prove myself.

It was such a smooth affair! Dr. Khanna spoke softly,
almost inaudibly while operating, relating interesting
anecdotes from his vast surgical experience, gently
guiding me and the theatre assistant, never losing his
temper at my clumsiness in handling instruments and,
literally, teaching by the hand. He made us all feel at
such ease that I forgot this was my first operation; I forgot
that the patient under the scalpel was m y dear
grandfather.

It was a clean job, accomplished in half hour as
the surgeon had said. The patient cam e out of
anesthesia and was moved to the ward soon after. The
whole crowd was waiting outside to thank the surgeon,
eyeing me with admiration. Or, that is what I thought.

Grandfather was home after a week in the hospital,
going through an uneventful recovery. It was a grand
homecoming, the neighbours and the relatives had
assembled to receive him – and me!

“It was all because of you,” everyone patted my
back in appreciation.

Till that day I was Kundan but now I transformed
into Doctor Kundanlal, and people started addressing
me as ‘Doctor Sahib’. I was no longer a green horn,
but a physician in my own right who could be trusted. I
had performed a twin ‘miracle’ of sorts - started charity
from home by treating m y own grandfather and
diagnosed my first test case correctly and handled it
well.

I became a prophet with honour in his own house!

Dr. K.L.Chowdhury is  a renowned physician and

neorologist, based at Jammu. He has very kindly, not

only agreed to write parmanently for the ‘Health’ column

of ‘här-van’, but also volunteered to answer health-

related queries from the readers. We invite readers to

send the ir queries  to t he editor ‘här -van’ at

editorharvan@yahoo.co.in to be passed on to Dr.

K.L.Chowdhury, or send them directly to Dr.  Sahib at

kundanleela@yahoo.com
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Samar pan by Sadhak                                                                           Piyaray Raina

Wh a t  i s Ka r mk a nd a ?
[Saddhak is the pen name of Shri Piyaray Raina . Shri Raina is President of Samarpan Public
Charitable Trust (Regd) which among other things is involved with bringing awareness of our cultural
heritage among our youth. He is a regular contributor of religious articles in various community
journals in India and abroad. He is the author of book ‘Socio-Cultural and Religious Traditions of
Kashmiri Pandits’ published in USA. He lives in Atlanta, USA and DLF Gurgaon, India]

Before going into the details of
how the worship is conducted and
the logic behind var ious kriyas
(actions) I feel it will be better to let
the younger generation   know about
how the concept of worship
developed into its present form.

We humans are strange beings
.Our intelligence is far above the
normal intelligence of our fellow
animal beings into which biological
science has classified us together.
To put it in empirical terms  human
brain cavity ,which is the measure
of intelligence is  around 1200 CCs,
that is,  four times the tiger( 300 CCs
),the most swift and ferocious animal
and three times the elephant (400
CCs) the most intelligent animal next
to a human beings.

It is our intelligence which drives
our curiosity to know and understand
the movements of Universe around
us. Our   desires, attachment, fears
etc. are all due to our responses to
our well being which are guided by
our intelligence. Think of a lamb
being dr iven towards slaughter
house with a pack of green grass in
its front. The intelligence of animals
is limited to just for survival on the
day to day basis. We bother about
not only about our well being but for
our several generations down the
line.

Yet our intelligence is far far
limited to understand all that makes

things move in such uniformity and
regularity at macro and micro level.
Look at the structure of the all
pervading Universe, as we
understand it now, and the structure
of the minutest atom  – they both
have same pattern. The electrons
move around the nucleus in the
same way as various Planets move
around Sun and Sun moves around
bigger object in the galaxies.

Our ancients m ade these
observations long back before they
learned how to read and write. In
India our Vedic seers recognized
the cosm ic powers behind the
various cosmic activities as Devas .
These  Devas,33 in number, were
described as custodians of cosmic
order (rta) which is indicated by the
regular alteration of day and night
,the waning and waxing of Moon ,the
flow of river water from upper slopes
to lower slopes .There was no
concept of god then, nor did they
visualize these forces as having any
form. They just described   them as
sentient Beings. Thus Indra Deva
was recognized as the m ost
powerful being that controls all
cosmic activities which bring timely
rain on Earth which in turn made
cultivation of crops possible.
RudraDeva was describes as the
cosm ic power which ensures
regularity of movements of cosmic
bodies such as Sun, Moon, planets

etc. AgniDeva, who provides heat for
growth of crops. VarunaDeva was
recognized as holder of water bodies
such as oceans, rivers, and lakes
etc which are essential for human
survival. Like that VayuDeva for
winds and host of other Devas were
described as custodians for human
survival on planet Earth. The whole
cosmic world was divided into three
regions called lokas:Dhyo loka,
Prithvi loka and Antariksh loka .
Devas live in Dhyo loka which is up
in the sky, our Earth is Prithvi loka
and the region between Earth and
Dhyo loka is Anteriksh loka where
malicious beings called Asuras live.
Females were not given any roles
though they were recognized as
m others, sisters, daughters of
Devas and Asuras.

A liturgy was later on developed
to praise these Devas for their
beneficial acts. Offerings of the farm
produce called bhoga were made
to these Devas through AgniDeva
who was recognized as carrier of
these bhogas to Devas as he lived
simultaneously in all the three lokas:
as Sun in the Dhyo loka, as fire in
the Prithvi loka and as lightening in
the Anteriksh loka. Thus  AgniDeva
was invoked by lighting fire in a pit
at a clean place in the ground and
offerings for Devas were made into
this fire with the recitations of mantras
from Vedas which came to known
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as yagnya (sacrifice) Yajur Veda describes in detail the
methodology for performance of yagnya and other rituals.

Over a period of time, in the post Vedic time around
2500 years back  Vedic philosophy was described in detail
on the basis of Upanishads .It was at this time that god
was recognized as the Supreme  Power controlling not
only Devas but the whole Universe. God was described
as transcendental power which is beyond human
description but for manifestation of Universe god adopted
an immanent aspect. Two different schools of thought
describe manifestation. One school of thought described
god as Brahman (in His transcendental aspect) and as
Ishwara in His immanent aspect.  Ishwara further down
the line is projected as Brahma (in His manifestation
aspect), Vishnu (for m aintenance of Universe) and
Mahesh or Shiva (for dissolution of world at the end of
certain number of years called epoch). This school of
thought came to be known as Vaishnavism. The other
school of thought recognized Parmshiva as the Supreme
Power in His transcendental aspect and Shiva in the
im manent aspect who created Universe through His
energy power Shakti. This school of thought came to be
known as  Shaivism

While Devas had neither form nor temples for worship,
the post Vedic gods were given definite anthropomorphic
forms and temples to live in. The attributes of gods came
to be depicted by iconography. Thus, these gods were
depicted as seated on a lotus (sign of purity), having
number of arms (sign of strength), many heads (sign of
control over directions and so on.  The methodology for
worship, while retaining the original Vedic liturgy and
yagnya concept, developed into diverse ways which in
due course of time adopted regional pattern which came
to be known as Karmkanda.

The karmkandas of various regions of India have been
upgraded from time to time to suit the needs of living
generation. The Karmkanda followed by Kashmiri Pandits
has been written by one learned brahman known as
Lorareshi, perhaps in 17/18 century. It is almost lost now
but our learned priests have retained  relevant portions
of this book which they use for conducting   ritualistic pujas
on various occasions .Time has come to upgrade our
karmkanda to suit modern needs. We need to work on it.

Contact author at: pl_raia@yahoo.com

kçÀç@çÆMç³ç& cçb]pçòu³ç yçç@Lç
(Kashmiri Nursery Rhymes)

ná kçáÀmç yçò kçáÀmç
lçôçÆuç Jçvç ]®çò kçáÀmç

Dççôvçácç yçlçáKç uççôoácç oíçÆiç
Mççuç çÆkçÀ®ç çÆkçÀ®ç Jççbiçòvççí

yçćççÆpç nçjmç Hççív³çd sçôkçáÀcç
yçćççÆpç yçôvçí ìôçÆkçÀmç ìîçkçÀçn
jncççvç [çjmç içájçn H³çççÆ³ç

içá³ç& KçôçÆ³ç yçbiçò
uJçyçj ®çbiçò

KççyççÆj Kççn - pççn
‡‡‡

]pçÓvç cçç@pç ]pçÓvççÇ
Dçbiçvç cçbiçvç ]®çlçòpççÇ

çÆlçcç kçÀmç kçÀvçí
jç@çÆ³çmç kçÀvçí

lç@c³çd kçw³çç çÆolçá³ç
Kçmçávç içáj, Jçmçòv³çd vççJç

içæsçvç lçò iç@³çmç
yJçìvç kçáÀvçá³ç
lç@lççÇ JçáçÆscç

uJçkçÀòì cJçkçÀòì
cççcççÆvç nvçç
lçcççÇ Ðçálçácç
i³çJç ìÓjç

mçá³ç uççôoácç
pçôpççÇjí

pçôpççÇj uç@çÆpçcç vç]®çòvçí
kçÀçJç uç@çÆiçcç yççíuçòvçí

nkçÀò ®ççÇ ®ççÇ
‡‡‡
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Zaan - the liter atur e from ‘Project Zaan’

Pecul ia r  & Un -co mmo n  Ka sh mi r i  Wo r d s & Ph r a ses - 2

àji darshún
(àdí darshún)
Dççp³çd ojMçávç (DçççÆo ojMçávç)
(a ceremony in which a
person inspects the
reflection of his or  her
face in the clarified butter
before it is offered as an
oblation)

ajlàph
DçpçuççHçÀ
(one from a low caste ~
poor)

akºàyí mäsüm
DçkçÀ[ççÆ³ç cçç@mçócç
(one, who inspite of his
good age behaves like a
child)

akh tû zû karàn
DçKç lçò ]pçò kçÀjçvç
(to do something in no
time  ~  without waiting)

akíy nàlû phêran kaºún
DççÆkçÀ³ç vççuçò Hçw³çjvç kçÀ[ávç
(to be very close to one
another ~ bosom friends)

aklû bakal
DçkçÀuçò yçkçÀuç
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(utter surprise ~ loss of
senses)

alàl khàn
Dçuççuç Kççvç
(a rich person or an
imaginary rich person ~ a
prince)

al í tí shàph  tû bal í tí
shàph
DççÆuç çÆlç MççHçÀ lçò yççÆuç çÆlç MççHçÀ
alí tí shràkh tû balí tí
shràkh
DççÆuç çÆlç ÞççKç lçò yççÆuç çÆlç ÞççKç
(cursing a person whether
he is offering a service of
very small value or
whether he is doing
anyth ing of g reat
difficulty and involving
self-sacrifice ~ cursed this
way or that way ~ to be on
the receiving end both
ways ~ between devil and
the deep sea)

älivàkh
Dçç@u³çd JççKç
(a polite greeting ~ a gentle
salutation)

allàh allàh khär salàh
Dçuuççn Dçuuççn Kçç@j mçuççn

(the end of a dispute or a
transaction ~ all is well
that ends well)

alûbäl
Dçuçòyçç@uç
(a fat man, who does not
apply his mind)

alûgåºi tû malûgåºi

Dçuçòiç@[îç lçò cçuçòiç@[îç
(a great man and a base
man ~ high and low ~
everybody)

alûg åº i  tû  m alû gå º i
túlûni

Dçuçòiç@[îç lçò cçuçòiç@[îç lçáuçòv³çd
(to provoke everybody to
create commotion)

alû gaºúr
Dçuçò iç[áj
(a small gourd with the
interior extracted, used by
mendicants as a water
vessel ~ kamandal)

alûgûzàr
Dçuçòiçò ]pççj
(little effect)

(To be cont inued)

For more  Kashmiri l i te rature,
v is it  www.zaan.net
www.mkra ina.com
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Kçáo kçÀçí Hçn®ççvç jí yçboí                                                                      [ç. çÆMçyçvç kç=À<Cç jÌCçç

kçÀMcççÇjçÇ kçÀçÇ DçççÆo kçÀJççÆ³ç$ççÇ - uçuç Ðço
d'ehjh dh vkfn lar dof;=kh yy|n ¼pkSngoha
'krkCnh½ d'ehjh Hkk"kk&lkfgR; dh fo/kk=kh ekuh tkrh
gS aA yys'ojh] yy] yyk] yykfjQk] yynsoh vkfn ukeksa
ls loZfo[;kr bl dof;=kh dks d'ehjh lkfgR; esa ogh
LFkku izkIr gS tks fgUnh esa dchj dks gSA budh dfork
dk Nan ^ok[k* dgykrk gS ftlesa dof;=kh  us
vuqHkofl) Kku ds vkyksd esa vkRe'kq)rk] lnkpkj]
vkSj ekuo&cU/kqRo dk ,slk ikB i<+k;k ftlls d'ehjh
tuekul vkt rd nsnhI;eku gSA

yy|n dk tUe ikaiksj ds fudV fleiqjk xkao esa
,d czkg~e.k fdlku ds ?kj esa gqvk FkkA ;g xkao Jhuxj
ls yxHkx 15 fdyksehVj dh nwjh ij fLFkr gSA rRdkyhu
izFkkuqlkj yy|n dk fookg mldh ckY;koLFkk es a gh
ikaiksj@in~eiqj xzke ds ,d izfl) czkg~e.k ?kjkus esa
gqvkA mlds ifr dk uke lksuif.Mr crk;k tkrk gSA
ckY;dky ls bl vkfn dof;=kh dk eu lkalkfjd
cU/kuksa ds izfr fonzksg djrk jgk ftldh pje ifj.kfr
ckn esa Hkkoizo.k ^okd~&lkfgR;* ds :i esa gqbZA

dchj dh rjg yYy|n us Hkh ^efl&dkxn* dk
iz;ksx ugha fd;kA ;s ok[k izkjEHk esa ekSf[kd ijaijk esa
gh izpfyr jgs rFkk ckn esa bUgs a fyfic) fd;k x;kA
bu ok[kksa dh la[;k nks lkS ds yxHkx gSA lw=kRed 'kSyh
es a fuc) ;s ok[k dof;=kh  dh viwoZ vk/;kfRed
vuqHkwfr;ksa dh vfHkO;atuk cM+s lqUnj <ax ls djrs gSaA

;ksfxuh yy|n fu%lUnsg lalkj dh egkure
vk/;kfRed foHkwfr;ks a esa ls ,d gSa ftlus vius
thoudky esa gh ijefoHkq dk ekxZ [kkst fy;k Fkk vkSj
bZ'oj ds /kke @izdk'kLFkku esa izos'k dj fy;k FkkA og
thoueqDr Fkh rFkk mlds fy, thou viuh lkFkZdrk
,oa eR̀;q viuh Hk;adjrk [kks pqds FksAmlus bZ'oj ls
,dfu"B gksdj izse fd;k Fkk vkSj mls vius esa fLFkr
ik;k Fkk ¼oqNqe iafMr iufu xjs½A

yy|n ds ledkyhu d'ehj ds
izfl) lwQh&lar 'k s[k uw#n~nhu
oyh@uqUn _f"k us dof;=kh ds ckjs
esa tks mn~xkj O;Dr fd, gSa] mu ls
c<+dj ml ije ;ksfxuh ds izfr vkSj
D;k Hkkoiw.kZ J)katfy gks ldrh gS &

^ml in~eiksj@ikaiksj dh yyk us
fnO;ker̀ Nd dj fi;k]
og Fkh gekjh vorkj

izHkq! ogh ojnku eq>s Hkh nsuk*
yy|n ds dqN yksdfiz; inksa dk Hkkokuqokn izLrqr gS&

¼1½
xxu rw] Hkwry Hkh

rw gh fnu iou vkSj jkr]
v?;Z] iq"i] panu] iku

lc&dqN rw] fQj p<+kÅa D;k rkr!
¼2½

izHkq dks <wa<us ?kj ls fudyh eSa
<wa<rs&<wa<rs jkr&fnu x, chr]

rc iafMr@izHkq dks fut ?kj esa gh ik;k
cl] eqgwrZ lk/kuk dk fudy vk;k

esjs ehrA
¼3½

pkgs yksx galsa ;k gt+kjks a cksy dlsa
esjs eu@vkRek dks dHkh [ksn gksxk ugha]
eSa gksÅa vxj lPph HkfDru 'kadj dh
vkbZuk eSyk dHkh /kwy ls gksxk ughaA

¼4½
galrk] Nhadrk] [kkalrk] tEgkbZ ysrk
fuR; Luku rhFkksa Z ij ogh gS djrk]
o"kZ ds o"kZ uXu&fuoZlu og jgrk
og rqe esa gS] rqEgkjs ikl gS jgrkA
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¼5½
ge gh Fks] gksaxs ge gh vkxs Hkh

foxr dkyks a ls pys vk jgs ge gh]
thuk&ejuk gksxk u lekIr f'ko@tho dk

vkuk vkSj tkuk] /keZ lw;Z dk gS ;ghA
¼6½

vfopkjh i<+rs gSa iksfFk;ksasa dks
T;ks a fiatjs esa rksrk jVrk jke&jke]
fn[kykos dks ;s <ksaxh i<+rs gSa xhrk

i<+h gS eS a us xhrk] i<+ jgh gwa vfojkeA
¼7½

xq: us ckr ,d gh dgh
ckgj ls rw Hkhrj D;ksa u xbZ]
cl] ckr ;g g̀n; dks Nw xbZ
vkSj eSa fuoLZ=k ?kweus yxhA

¼8½
i<+s&fy[ks dks Hkw[k ls ejrs ns[kk

ir>j ls th.kZ&'kh.kZ T;ksa bd iRrk]
ew<+ }kjk jlksb, dks fiVrs ns[kk

cl] rHkh ls eu esjk ckgj fudy iM+kA
¼9½

ejsxk dkSu vkSj ekjsaxs fdls\
ekjsxk dkSu ekjsaxs fdls\

HkbZ] gj&gj NksM+ tks ?kj&?kj dgs
cl] ejsxk ogh vkSj ekjsaxs mlsA

¼10½
/kqy x;k eSy tc eu&niZ.k ls

vius esa gh mls fLFkr ik;k]
rc loZ=k fn[kus yxk og] vkSj
O;fDrRo esjk 'kwU; gks x;kA

¼11½
eq[kkd̀fr vfr yqHkkouh]ij g̀n; gS dBksj

rRo dh ckr dHkh mlesa lek;h ugha]
i<+rs vkSj fy[krs gksaB&maxfy;ka f?klha rsjh

exj] eu dh nqbZ dHkh nwj gqbZ ughaA

¼12½
rsjh ykt <drk] 'khr ls Hkh j{kk djrk gS
Lo;a cspkjk r̀.k&ty dk djrk vkgkj]
fQj fn;k fdlus mins'k rq>s js iafMr\

tks vpsru iRFkj ij psru cdjs dks cfy p<+rk gSA
¼13½

yksHk] dke] en] pksj dks ekjk ftlus
bu jkgtuks a dks ekj cuk tks nkl]
bZ'oj lgt esa ik fy;k mlus] vkSj
cka/k fy;k lc esa mlus gh 'oklA

¼14½
tkudj Hkh ew<+] ns[kdj Hkh va/kk

lqudj Hkh xwaxk] cuuk ,dne vutku]
tks tSlk dgs] mldh lqu ysuk

rRofo/k dk] cl] ;gh gS vH;klA
¼15½

ekj ns dke] dzks/k vkSj yksHk dks
ugha rks ekjsaxs ;s gR;kjs iyV ds]
[kkus dks ns bUgsa lqfopkj&la;e

rc gksaxs lc&ds&lc vlgk; ;sA
¼16½

js euq";! D;ksa cV jgk rw jsr dh jLlh\
bl jLlh ls f[kapsxh u rsjh ;g uko]

ukjk;.k us fy[kh rsjs deZ esa tks js[k gS
og Vysxh dHkh ugha] NksM+ ns rw vgaHkkoA

¼17½
dqN uhan es a Hkh gSa tkxs gq,
dqN tkxs gq, Hkh lks tkrs]

dqN Luku djds Hkh vifo=k&ls
dqN x̀gLFkh gksdj Hkh vx̀gh gksrsA

¼18½
f'ko O;kIr gSa Fky&Fky esa

rw fgUnw vkSj eqlyeku esa Hksn u tku]
izcq) gS rks igpku vius vkidks
lkfgc ls ;gh gS rsjh igpkuA

‡ ‡ ‡
Contact author at: skraina@sancharnet.in
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At the outset let me make it clear that I am not a
critic. I did not aspire to be one for fear of inviting the
comment of Alexander Pope that ‘those who fail as
poets become critics’. I am a poet and, therefore, I shall
make my observations about Nadim’s poetry as a poet
only. Pt. Dina Nath Koul ‘Nadim’ was born on March
18, 1916. His father, Pt. Shankar Kaul passed away
when he was only six year old. His revered mother,
Smt. Sukh Mali, who lived another two decades to give
Nadim a firm base for writing poetry full of music and
melody, brought him up. Initially he wrote in Urdu and
Hindi but later he switched over to his mother tongue,
Kashmiri, which augured well for him  and for the
language as well. Nadim struggled from his younger
days and had to give tuitions to students in order to
augment the earnings of his mother from her spinning
wheel. His mother, a lady of great determination, would
sing in the accompaniment of the spinning wheel that
left an indelible mark on his young and fertile mind.

In one of his interviews, Nadim has revealed to
Shri Zafar Ahmad that initially Ghalib as also Iqbal
influenced him. Later he was impressed by the poetry
of Chakbast. In his youth Josh, Ahsan Danish and a
local poet Mastana, who incidentally was an ascetic,
influenced him a lot. Ideologically the writings of Nehru,
Bertrand Russell, Mychovasky, Chekhov and the Neo-
romantic writers of the English Classics affected him.
In the same interview he has referred to his maternal
grand father Pt. Vishnu Bhatt and his mother Smt. Sukh
Mali both of whom used to write poetry in Kashmiri.
This interview brings to light three very important areas
of influence that shaped Nadim’s creativity, Mastana,
Neo-romantic English poets and his mother. Once he
told me that his mother used to sing the poems written
by the great 18th century poetess Arnimal and a poem
composed by a contemporary poet Dina Nath Almast,
which had appeared in an issue of the ‘Pratap’ the
college magazine of Shri Pratap College Srinagar.
Arnimal was not only a poetess of repute but was well
versed in Kashmiri Classical Music. According to the
well known classical singer of Kashmir, Mohammad
Abdullah Tibetbaqal, it was Arnimal who rearranged
the ragas of Kashmiri Sufiana Kalam called Maqam,
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Ly r i c i sm i n  Na d i m's po et r y

which are in vogue even to date. No
wonder that her compositions are
melodious and musical.

Nadim has, it seems, acquired
the delicacy of mysticism from the
poetry of the ascetic poet Mastana,
the scintillating musicality from the
rich lyrics of Arnimal and sensitivity
and emotional finesse from the writings of the Neo-
romantic English poets. He has got the melody from
the songs sung by his revered mother, which must have
been resounding in his ears all the time. I am not
discussing here the ideological influence that he
absorbed from the writings of the great thinkers and
writers mentioned by him, as my only intention is to
highlight the beauty of form and the lyricism in his
com positions and not the richness of thought and
content, which no doubt they have. Any creative art has
two aspects to it, its content and its form. The form
invariably goes after the content and in case the form
is not suitable to the content the poetry becomes weak
and tasteless. An attractive form with a weak or shallow
content may still attract for the sheer music of it soothing
to the ears, as most of present day film songs, but even
a meaningful content loses its effect and charm if the
form is inappropriate. Nadim has been conscious of
this fact and has invariably used a form best suited to
the content of his composition. It is said in Sanskrit
poetics that a tasteful sentence from which we derive
pleasure is poetry, ‘Vakyam rasatmakam kavyam’.
There is no doubt that a musical and lyrical composition
does give us a pleasure in a great measure.

Once during a conversation with me he said that
his mother used to sing Arnimal’s lyrics like ‘Gaen gaen
mo kar ranga yandro, kanaryan ti phalilay malayo bo’,
‘Arni rang gome shrawaen hiye kar yiye darshun me
diye’ and others. He also said that she liked the poem
written by Almast in his college days, ‘Vyesiye tsala hai
tsala hai tsala hai, sur panas mala hai, malith ti tsala
hai vana naey’. Listening to his mother sing such
powerful and musical lyrics brought home to him the
importance of musicality and lyricism in poetry. Even
when he wrote revolutionary poems like ‘Ba gyava na
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az’ he made a rich use of repetition of words and
phrases to give it a musical effect. ‘Ba gyava na, gyava
na, gyava na zanh’. The internal rhyming of the
words made this powerful song attractive and smooth
like a running brook, ‘Gulan ta Bulbulan’ ‘Khumara ho’t
ta mara mo’t’. The effect got redoubled when it came
to be used in pure lyrics like ‘Vegetable vendor’s song,
‘Dal Hanzyeni hund gyavun’, ‘Kyah vanay paetmi
brasvari pyayas, zor aesim na laeth zora drayas, do’da
hyadur trovum pharitalai hai, hai volay hai, volay hai,
volay hai’ or the song ‘My motherland’, ‘Myon Vatan’.
Here he descr ibes the m otherland in this rich
expression and rhym ing sim iles: ‘Gama pyatha
yatskael vo’thmut trela hyath zan mam hyu, Adanuk
badam hyu’. Nadim was accused of using unsuitable
similes at times. He has taken more care about the
musical qualities of his compositions and for this he
has used musical and lyrical rhymes even if the simile
may not have been appropriate. He writes in his famous
sonnet, ‘Zoon khaets tso’t hish, pana pana gaemaets
pompaer po’t hish’. Again in that remarkable poem
describing moles on the face of a damsel he says,
‘Lakhchi chhu lakhchun, taph prazalvun’. Many more
such examples can be quoted where he has preferred
melodious and musical expressions in spite of similes
not fully appropriate.

Arnimal has used internal rhyming with a great
aplomb.

Take for exam ple this couplet of her: ‘Qanda
naabada aerada mutui, phanda karith tsolum kotui,
khanda kaernam lookan thiye, kar yiye darshun me
diye’. Nadim  follows suit in a num ber of his
compositions. As an illustration let us take these
excerpts from one of his poems: ‘Achhidari vonum
vatnaech doluth, Sonahari dopum pazi hubi mehanath,
Vanhari thovum rut naav, divath. Na chha shaha
khasavas, na chha kuni Vosa dros’. In another song
titled ‘The first Bloom’ ‘Adanuk Posh’ he writes, ‘Mo’t
yavun zan po’t aam phirith’, ‘Zan drav buji kuji dedi
kun zenani go’brah tankhahdara hyu’, ‘Mudai gandith
me thali thali vuchhmas, do’pmas naevnai kunsaey
bag’.  He does not give up this beautiful technique even
when he writes a free verse. This gives his free verse
compositions an effective smooth flow of a waterfall or
a mountain brook. Take the case of a poem like ‘The
thief’, ‘Tsoor’. He writes, ‘Doh dyan guzrovum zonum
lo’b myay lo’b’ and ‘Asavun shokhah vasavaen mai’.

Conservative writers have always emphasized the
importance of the meter and the rhyme scheme in
poetry. Nadim was a revolutionary. How could he afford
not to revolt against the rigidity of the rules prescribed
in various treatises on Poetics? He was head on in the
political arena and a forerunner in the fight for the
downtrodden. He was a committed writer who was
opposed to all forms of exploitation, colonization and
subjugation. He could not be cowed down to the
restrictions of the meter and rhyme scheme as such.
That is the reason perhaps that he did not write too
many Ghazals. He wrote a lot in free verse. Yet he
made it sure that the com positions did not lose on
music or melody. Words in melodious arrangement
came to him naturally and that too in a perfect order as
if a fountain of water gushing forth from its source
unhindered. I give here two examples to bring home
this fact. ‘Gulan ta bulbulan ta so’m blan hundui,
khumara ho’t ta mara mo’t, mo’dur mo’dur ta nyandri
ho’t su nagma kanh, bo gyava na az’ and ‘Vushun
vo’zul, vushun vushun, vushun vo’zul, vo’zul vo’zul, yi
khoon myon.jawan chhus tuphan hyu janoon myon’.
He has written a monumental masterpiece in defence
of world peace called ‘Mye chham aash pagahaech’,
‘I have hope for tomorrow’. He read it in the Biscoe
Memorial Hall in a conference of young writers presided
over by the great legendary poet Master Zinda Kaul
and Professor Jay Lal Kaul, the well-known connoisseur
of literature raised his hat and gave him a standing
ovation. The melody of this poem is marvelous, a treat
to listen. ‘Do’has gash huri gul ta gulzar prazalan,
zam inas saesar lagi ta sabzar prazalan, vachhas
manz humis lola phamvar prazalan’ ‘Kazul laganay
me gatshan aechh kazali, diyamtsaeh ta babityend
gatshan me vo’zali, ta dahi vahaer dashahar yi son
saeli’ – ‘Dapan jang chhu vo’thvun pagah gotsh na
sapdun.'

Nadim excels in his diction. His use of words and
phrases is unparalleled. True, the Kashmiri language
cannot be dismissed as a dialect. It has a rich source
in the Vedic Sanskrit from which it has originally been
derived when it was called ‘Lok Bhasha’ or the common
man’s lingua. It is enriched by the vocabulary drawn
from so many languages, Sanskrit, Persian, Urdu,
Hindi, Punjabi and so on. Yet when we read masters of
this language we find that they have heavily borrowed
from  other languages, Sanskrit and Persian in

The monthly här-van23

nç@jJçvç  cçççÆmçkçÀ 23

Printed with FinePrint - purchase at www.fineprint.com



particular. Mehmood Gami, Maqbool Kralawari and
even Mehjoor have used Persian words in abundance.
Paramanand, Krishna Razdan and many others have
drawn from Sanskrit. Nadim has discovered an ocean-
like depth in his mother tongue. He has found vast
scope in ordinary day-to-day usages and has used
them with a remarkable deftness, finesse and artistry.
He writes, ‘Martsa vangan ta vangan chhi byon byon,
mas malaer hiv ruvangan chhi byon byon, navi manz
chhi karan tho’la tho’lay, hay vo’lay hay vo’lay hay’ and
again ‘Taza muji baed chhi hili tshayi zotan, demba
go’gjah vo’zaej beeba khotan, phula vangan ta paerimi
alay hay, hay vo’lay hay, vo’lay hay, vo’lay hay’. No
wonder, therefore, that the song ‘Bo’mbro bo’mbro
shama ranga bo’mbro’ from his fam ous opera,
‘Bombaer ta yambaerzal’ should have become so
popular throughout the country when it was used in a
Hindi film sequence. Arjan Dev Majboor calls him
‘Monarch of Words’ and remarks that ‘when he picks
his words they touch the loftiness of the sky’. His son
Shantiveer has observed that ‘Nadim has superb control
over the phonetics of his language and his lexical
repertoire is phenomenal. His imagery is breathtaking
and his lyricism intimate’. Ravinder Ravi has this to
say: ‘He coined new words, created new imageries and
symbols to enrich Kashmiri language. He extricated
and excavated words, scanned and chiseled them and
used them artistically in his couplets’. In his book
‘Kashmiri Sahitya Ka Itihaas’ Dr. Shashi Shekhar
Toshkhani has stated that ‘Nadim not only exploited
the strength and scope of the language to its full but
also expanded it enormously. He was particular ly
conscious about the musicality of his compositions in
addition to the usage of words. The originality that he
possessed in the matter of symbols and imageries is
unsurpassed and unparalleled’.

Nadim has been a trendsetter. He has for the first
time written free verse, sonnet and opera in Kashmiri
language. He has also used traditional forms of Geet,
Ghazal, Rubai, Vatsun, and Nazm. He used to draw a
plan for his compositions, determine an outline best
suited to the message that he wanted to convey and
then write using choicest words, superb technique and
delicate phrases. He would give new meaning to
ordinary words and play with his vocabulary as a master
artist and craftsman that he was. He had a unique
capacity to accommodate an ocean of idea in a small

pot of verse. Once he told me about a four-liner called
‘Tukh’ written by him that he had originally planned to
write a long poem on that topic. Then he decided to
condense it into a ‘Nazm’ but eventually he settled on a
four-liner. Reading his poems one wonders wherefrom
he gets all these words and expressions and how he
weaves them  into an effective verse. One can site
examples galore but suffice it to give a few of them
here. ‘Vo’thi bagaech kukli koo koo kaer kaer baga
babaer vuzunavane’, or ‘Aechharvalav daenan dits
aesh pheryan do’n, pathar pyayi kagadas pyath
mo’khta lar zan’ or ‘Un sam rajuk pal vurkaevith
chhamba din daerith – Allah ho’ or ‘Samayichi honji
zan lakhchun prazlyav chamnan zan raet sontas sai,
chilai kalanuk tapa do’ha hyu magas basyom hara hyu’
or ‘Tsa nar chhuk alav chhuk, tsa yavanuk jalav chhuk’.

A poet observes what an ordinary person also
observes but he sees through it and perceives the
underlying essence of the object of observation. He
then describes it in the backdrop of the life’s philosophy
that he has evolved over the years. Nadim had an
uncanny capacity to observe and then present it in a
melodious composition. He would, on the one hand,
write a powerful poem like ‘Trivanzah’ lamenting the
plight of the hungry masses in these words: ‘Trivanzah
trivanzah, khyemav kyah, khyemav kyah’. On the other
hand he could take up an insignificant topic like
‘Haersath’ and drive home a message of unfulfilled
aspiration with the help of the symbol of a torn shoe
thrown on a wayside. ‘Boota kho’rah akh vati pyath
pyomut, aesa vahrith tsharan tresh, hoonah akh aav
lamuna ko’rnas, phuchi matsi buthi khanji dyutnas
phesh, dakah dith nyun nali akis kun, treshi hatis ma
az phut tresh?

I have had the privilege of meeting Nadim Ji many
a time, almost every time I went to Kashmir on a holiday.
During my student days also I not only met him quite
often but also participated in many Mushairas along
with him and many contemporary senior poets. In his
later years also I met him at the house of his brother-
in-law Shri J.N.Kaul. In these private meetings and
conversations I had the occasions to recite my own
poems to him. He was a great listener. He would listen
to other poets, young and old, with rapt attention. He
would seldom hasten to clap or applaud but whenever
he heard some poet recite a truly good piece he would
say ‘Vah Vah’ and express his appreciation. He was a
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source of inspiration for many a young and
budding poets. I used to write in Hindi those
days and it was at his instance that I switched
over to Kashm ir i. I know from m y own
experience with him that he would appreciate
musical and melodious compositions written
in chaste Kashmiri with a powerful humanistic
theme. Since he was associated with the
political movement and concerned about
scourges of war, exploitation, slavery and
subjugation, his initial poems did sometime
appear propagandist and bordering on
slogan-ism e.g. ‘Jangbaaz khabardar’, ‘Mye
chum taza yavun’, ‘Ba gyavana az’ etc. With
the passage of time he matured into a serious
poet of great merit and mettle. He wrote
delicate poems on human emotions and
feelings as also values of universal appeal e.g.
Mye chham ash pagahaech’, ‘Dalhanznihund
gyevun’, ‘Lakhchun’, ‘Baran coat, ‘Nabad
tyethvyen’, ‘Adnuk Posh’ etc. In either case,
however, his compositions were musical,
melodious and lyrical. His diction, selection
and usage of words and phrases, the flow in
his poetry and the smoothness verse after
verse, all were superb. It was perhaps the
quality of lyricism in his poetry that prompted
Nadim to write his famous operas, particularly
because he found this medium very powerful
to br ing hom e his m essage for the
emancipation of the downtrodden, spread of
love and brotherhood and to strengthen the
forces fighting for justice and peace. These
operas include ‘Bom ber ta yam berzal’,
‘Heem al Naegrai’, ‘Neeki badi’ ‘Safar ta
Shehjar ’ ‘Madanvar ta Zuvalmaal’ and many
others written for Radio and then staged by
various schools and institutions. Lyricism was
in his blood perhaps because his soul was
attuned to the singing and humming of his
mother. He was ‘Rasa-siddha’, full of music
and melody and his compositions are nectar
to the ears.

Contact author at:
trilokinathdhar@yahoo.com
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Ëo³ç ÞççÇ Yçf mçç
DççÌj cçíjí nj mççbmç cçW
yçmççÇ nÌ $çÝçÆ<ç³ççW kçÀçÇ JççCççÇ
FmççÇ çÆuçS cçáPçí jçíkçÀvçí Jççuççí
pçJççyç oçí, çÆkçÀ kçw³çç kçÀmçÓj nÌ cçíjç?
³çnçÇ vçç, çÆkçÀ cçQ yçí-kçÀmçÓj nÓb
pçJççyç oçí çÆkçÀ kçÀyç lçkçÀ
jçKç - cçíjçÇ ³ççoçW kçÀçÇ
HçodoçÆuçlç nçílççÇ jníiççÇ
cçíjçÇ DççMççDççW kçíÀ GHçJçvç cçW
pçJççyç oçí, pçJççyç oçí

☯☯

kçÀçJ³ç                                                       MçkçáÀvlçuçç cççílççÇ
DçLç kç@ÀMççÇçÆj kçw³çç içJç?

DçLç kç@ÀMççÇçÆj kçw³çç içJç, ]pçvç kçÀçô©vç JççJç
kçÀLç kç@ÀMççÇçÆj kçw³çç içJç, cçápçç@çÆno ]®ççJç

yçìò Dççímç lçvçò H³çþò kçÀjçvç Jç@¿ç lçò Jçç¿ç
H³çB[ lçò Hçájvç KçôçÆ³çn@cç yçôçÆ³ç KçôçÆ³çn@cç pçç³ç

içjò sácç lççÆlç lç³ç, JççÆlç H³ççícç JççJç
DçLç kç@ÀMççÇçÆj kçw³çç içJç, ]pçvç kçÀçô©vç JççJç

kçÀç@Mçáj yçlçò lç³ç nçKç sácç lçíuççvç
vçkçÀuççÇ nçKç sácç ³çôçÆlç cçíuççvç

K³çcçò vç³ç lçò kçÀjò kçw³ççn, vçlçò JJçL³çcç lççJç
DçLç kç@ÀMççÇçÆj kçw³çç içJç, ]pçvç kçÀçô©vç JççJç

Jçán Jç@jçÇ Jçç@çÆlçcç iççÆj êçcçòçÆlçmç
DççÆkçÀ uççÆì Hçvçòvçá³ç içjò içæsònç

[j sácç³ç cççjòvçcç Hççb]®çç@u³ç kçÀçJç
DçLç kç@ÀMççÇçÆj kçw³çç içJç, ]pçvç kçÀçô©vç JççJç

jççÆpç yççiçò Dçç@mçòmç jççÆpç jçí]pççvç
mJçvçò mçábo içjò Dççímçácç Dççmççvç

kçáÀçÆkçÀuçç Dçç@çÆmçLç ]pçvç yçvçí³çmç kçÀçJç
DçLç kç@ÀMççÇçÆj kçw³çç içJç, ]pçvç kçÀçô©vç JççJç

yçìò Dççímç Mçcç&oçj, kç@Àjòn@mç uççj
JççÆlç JççÆlç HçÀçÇçÆjLç içJç yçícççj

JJç]pçòçÆuçmç içáuççuçmç ]pçvç uççôiçácç oçiç
DçLç kç@ÀMççÇçÆj kçw³çç içJç, ]pçvç kçÀçô©vç JççJç
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I  was a sm all gir l, m y
grandmother would order me under
the warm fold of her woolen Pheyran
and bid me to keep my hands on
the willow frame of a Kangri. My little
hands would enjoy the fomenting
warmth, which would singe my skin,
yet cause a delightful touch. She
would never sit idle, darning
som ebody’s socks, repair ing a
potsh  ( the inner lining of the
pheyran, traditional Kashmiri garb)
or cleaning winnowed rice - and
also croon in her old croaking voice,
“Soram Lajyom Dhon Cheshman,
Ekis Gom Zyad Byese Kam”. And
my childish enquiry would interrupt
her song “But Granny ……… your
eyes have no kohl!” What she sang
was “I applied kohl to my eyes, one
got more, the other less”

“Quiet Girl…..let me work; old
women don’t do that, they sing all
the same”.

And before I knew it, I had
grown up, a little truth had dawned
upon me - the kohl made eyes look
beautiful. I could not agree less with
my older cousins in my Matamal
(m aternal grandparents home),
who indulged in decorating my eyes
with a paste of (kajal)  the kohl
ointment which left a minty soothing
sensation in m y eyes. “Tell your
mother to put Kajal in your eyes; they
appear trath hish (sparking like
lightning.)”

“Tell your nieces, don’t let my
daughter look like a soram kukil
(kohl eyed cuckoo)…. she has
much better things to do”, my father
instructed my docile mother with a

rebuke. Yes, he wanted my young
eyes to watch and observe and
store my brain cells with ingenuity.
Kohl was mundane - I, his daughter
was above ordinary. Kohl was not
for the extraordinary; that is what he
thought.

In coming years, it was more
than clear to him that his daughter
was ordinary and very ordinary at
that. I loved ordinary things - like
watching my young mother apply
kohl to her eyes with the tip of her
little finger. The thin smear on her
anem ic lids would light up the
hidden radiance of those not-very-
big eyes. Kohl! The m agical
blackness did the tr ick; it really
transformed the languid drudgery of
a housewife’s face to an enchanting
charmer’s.

And I wished my little girlish
existence attained youth. I was in a
hurry to grow to have the freedom
of decorating my anatomy. Mother
forbade me to touch her narrow
silver Surema dhani (the kohl dust
container) after I had scattered the
greyish black powder over the floor
and messed up her beauty box. And
then in the 70s - my college days -
again kohl took a backseat.
Teenage girls did not apply kohl to
their eyes - it was not in vogue. It
was boorish. In m y academ ic
pursuit and under an
admonishingly strict upbringing, my
fascination for kohl went into
hibernation. M eanwhile m y
mother’s little finger also ceased the
beautifying comm ission. She had
stopped kohling her eyes; at thirty-

four she was a
m idd le - ag e d
wom an. She
had to restrain
the desire to
look anything
other than
commonplace.

My kid sister came of age. I
caught her doing something to her
blue eyes, making a soram laet
(kohl tail)  with the tip of a kohl
needle; she left an arched dash of
kohl at the corner of her eye. And lo
and behold! How it changed the
school kid to a coquettish young
thing. She looked really sm art. I
threatened to let the secret to out our
father. “I will report you to father, you
go to school with all these peacock
colours”. “Father knows!” She
retorted with the obstinacy of a
tenacious kid.  M y m outh was
agape. “He feigns he can’t see”. My
sister had become an artful dodger.
She had freed herself from the
manacle of father’s watchful eyes;
she even faintly painted her lips, I
could notice.

Father ’s advancing years
meant he did not intervene in petty
matters anymore. The stamina to
appear boss and master had left
him. So, when I was in university and
twenty, I became a daredevil. I
kohled m y eyes – it was more a
suggestion of make-up, not exactly
flamboyant. The tail of kohl at the
corner m ade the innocence of
simple round eyes look brilliantly
splendid, strangely confident and
prim. The dreamy eyes had arrived

Shor t Stor y                                                                                               Par ineeta K har
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at the scene of youth and beauty.
M y kohl laden eyes were the
cynosure of many a heart. Heads
turned at m y single glance. The
world was at my feet; my joie de
vivre was reigning over the universe
just with a pair of kohl laden eyes.
One day, I remember being in the
university library, cradling Thomas
Hardy’s “A pair  of blue eyes”.
Somebody remarked from behind
“Look up, let me see if they really
are”. I was annoyed, gave him a
nasty look. He shrieked “A pair of
kohl laden, fuming, blazing eyes”.

Father knew no peace. He
found my kohl laden eyes restive;
he had to arrest the waywardness
of any unforeseen adventure.

From som ewhere cam e a
knight in shining armour and I was
to fly off with him to far off realms.
The passport had a requisite, an
identification column. He had filled
the words “bluish grayish brownish
eyes” at the space provided for
“colour of eyes”.

Later when I asked him about
this uncanny description of m y
eyes, “The kohl gives an indefinite
shade to your eyes, no colour can
be affixed”, was his explanation.

And then I kohled my eyes to
all my hearts desire; with the security
and stability of a married woman and
expectations of a better tomorrow
when no one would prevent me
from the dear indulgence. I tr ied
blackening the upper eyelid at the
roots of the lashes. This was an
im provisation, som ebody had
im parted the all- im portant
knowledge, “Your eyes look dusky
and heavy that way”. Then another
experiment – one’s young eyes
looked mysterious when kohl is

applied near the nictitating
m em brane and at the corner
leaving the central portion without.
Some actresses of the 70s had set
the trend.

My husband had prohibited
me from blackening the eyes of my
children though babies’ eyes are
kohled all over India, perhaps to
ward off the evil eye. He did not want
the carbon stored in their vitreous
humor. “Oh, my vitreous hum or
must be quite heavy with the load” I
realized. But I had to worry less.
Nobody knows how many times did
I shed tears of remorse to wash
away the carbon of disparaging
disappointm ents. The dir t
accum ulated of day-to-day
dissensions, criticisms and cribbing
was often washed away with the kohl.
I was told that providence had
program m ed wom en to act as
buffers between fam ily and per il.
She is capacitated to bake herself
in the hot oven of atonement and
sacr ifice. And even com e out
unscathed; kohl and rouge intact!

The kohl in my eyes reflected
my moods too, at times laughed like
the gaiety of a sun drenched clear
day and at times sorrowed like a
dark moonless night. At times sullen
and at others vivacious. Kohl
lamented and wept over the deaths
of dear ones and also highlighted
m y cheerfulness at m y little
achievements.

M ark Twain in one of his
speeches had said “M ay you
always keep your youth”. Time is
constant, what really goes through
changes is the human being. My
kohl rem ained but m y eyes
developed saggy bags with the
emotional hollowness of middle age.

The empty nest syndrome caused
flooding down of my kohl with
cascades of tears. All my life, being
a pr ig left its mark. The strain of
doing only good, appearing good
and nothing else, talking good even
when my heart ached. My weary
physique appeared altered. Kohl
became a necessity to cover the
grotesque sacks under my eyes,
attributed to Beta blockers. Who has
and who could, preserve the sap of
youth? The eyes were fatigued, the
kohl dull. Failing vision made the
hazy outline of kohl appear dim and
the luster was missing. The mirror
reflected the truth-the kohl line was
a blur. I had to wear glasses to wipe
smudgy blotches of it from puffy lids.

Then a question invaded my
psyche. What was the need of kohl,
why at all? The beloved, for whose
admiring glances kohl served as an
adornment to my eyes, hardly could
appreciate the embellishment now.
I have to look august rather than
glamorous. That was what I read on
the wall.

But, Ah feminine vanity! And the
demand of current times. We live in
an age where Cleopatra would hang
her hand in sham e in terms of
appearance. She is said to have
experimented with magical potions
and lotions to enhance her youth.
In our times men and women alike
have to defy age, sixty must appear
forty and forty must appear twenty.
We have a phrase in Kashmiri “Hari
kiji te vollas karav, sotye lagye
sondar”. Put m ake-up on a
bamboo stick and it will also look
beautiful. What of women, even men
throng parlours and spas to groom
themselves to look presentable.

What if youth has bid its
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goodbye, what if hypertension
makes me hyper, what if my little
fledglings attained wings and flew
away, what if my beloved has to
notice my kohl through his glasses,
I will attempt to make my eyes an
aesthetic delight. My grandmother
had no desire to look ornate but I
do. My generation of middle agers
cam ouflages the strains of
advancing age with a mask of power
pills. I will apply kohl till my brain cells
are active. My grandmother might
have rendered herself a part of the
scenery, my generation of old would
not allow them selves to be
intimidated into insignificance. Let all
remain well, kohl will bedeck my
eyes.

Contact author at:
a_khar@yahoo.com

Faiz is one of my favourite poets and some
of his best work has been produced when he
was in exile. I have taken the liberty of attempting
to translate one of his finest “in exile” poems. My
lack of skill has forced alterations in both structure
and content. In it is a transmigration of “exiles”;
from his to mine.

Pain of Exodus                                        Aalok Aima

Fa i z  - Th e Ka sh mir i  Pa nd it  in  Ex i l e

Faiz -
The Kashmiri Pandit in
Exile
(with apologies to Faiz)
 
Hark, my heart, itinerant soul
It has been so ordained
Now you and I exiled again
 
Town to town our pathways
Our cries rending alleyways
Seeking clues of the tidings bearer
A question for every stranger
What more has befallen my Land
 
Unfamiliar and alien streets
Our days merging into night
Speaking to this one
Speaking to that one
Conversations held with no one
 
How shall I tell you about it
The suffocation of woeful nights
If ‘twere to come into account
My death I would not rue
Deliverance for a wretched state
But how many deaths shall I die

dill-e-munn
musaafir-e-munn

(The original by Faiz Ahmed
Faiz  in exile : London 1978)

 
meray dill meray musaafir

hua phir se hukm saadir
ke vatan badar hoon hum tum

dein gali gali sadaayain
karein rukh nagar nagar ka

ke suraag koi paayain
kisi yaar-e-naamaabar ka

har ek ajanabi se poochein
jo pataa tha apnay ghar ka

sar-e-ku-e-naashanaayaa
hamain din se raat karnaa
kabhi iss say baat karnaa
kabhi uss se baat karnaa

tumhein kya kahoon ke kya hai
shab-e-gham buri balaa hai
hamain ye bhi tha ghanimat

jo koi shumaar hota
hamain kya buraa thaa marna

agar ek baar hota

Contact author at:
cashmeeri@yahoo.com

uçuçò JççKç
kçÀLçç yçÓ ]pçòcç kçÀLçç kç@Àjòcç

kçÀLçççÆ³ç kç@Àjòcç æsç@³ç& mçLç~
MççðçòkçÀçÇ kçÀLçç yçÓ]pçòcç

kçÀLçççÆ³ç yççm³çcç mçlçò®ç JçLç~

☯☯

kçÀcçmçvç vçôboçÆj lç³ç kçÀcçmçvç JçáoçÇ
kçÀcçmçvç v³çMç-yJço yçJçvç~
kçÀcçmçvç uççíuçò vççjò o@oçÇ

kçÀcçmçvç mççmç lç³ç kçÀcçmçvç mJçvç~~
kçÀcçmçvç cçjvçmç yçḉWþ cçÓoçÇ

çÆlçcç Dçç@m³çd mççmç lç³ç mçHçvççÇ mJçvç~~~
☯☯
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The language and the customs
for any community is the symbol of
their culture. It is because of these
traits the individual is identified with
a particular com m unity. We,
Kashmirees, too are identified by
our customs and language. When
ever we see a lady with dejhor, or a
gentle man speaking in Kashmiri
language, we identify ourselves with
them.  It is because if this fact that
these days many of us, who are
concerned about the continuation of
our race, talk about preservation of
our language. Luckily, because of
the aesthetic and sentim ental
values, quite a number of our ladies
do use dejhor and tika. At the same
time, because of the surrounding
conditions, we find it very difficult to
preserve our language.

While I appreciate the
im portance being given to
preservation of our language, but at
the same time, I feel, it is more
im portant for us address the
problem  of our forgetting
Kashmiriyat.. It is because of our
culture and social values that we
were respected by others, and not
because of the language.  Our
respect for elders, concern for
needy, humility in our approach,
respect for education and our zeal
of acquiring knowledge on various
subjects, and many other similar
characteristic of our community had
placed our comm unity on higher
pedestal. Our name ‘Batta’ itself has
come from word Bhatt meaning
knowledgeable person. People
around us respected our community

because of these qualities, and not
because of our language. If we
forget all these, and retain language
only, it is needless to say, we will
loose that edge over others and in
turn loose the respect that others
have for us.

When ever we remember our
past, even we our selves feel proud
of our culture. We cherish the
memories of our culture, our value
system, our way of living and all that
we would practice. But, with the
passage of time, we are forgetting
all these, and are behaving in many
ways worse than others.

It is needless to say, if we
continue like this, and forget our
kashmiriat, over a period of time we
too will be treated like any other
community. We will loose the charm
of being treated as respectable
community. It is sad that, this trend
has already set in. Most of us have
already recognized this fact. When
ever we meet, we condemn our
community. ‘He yim bhatta’ is the
beginning of every sentence
‘divathh maharah chhih vichimuch
yiman bhatan’ is the end. As if we
are not part of it.  The irony is that,
rather than finding out the ways of
improving the situation, we just stop
at condemning ourselves and take
pride in doing that.  It has gone into
our psyche that this situation can just
not be improved and we deserve
condemnation only.

Today we are condemning our
com munity; time is not far when
others will. Those communities, who
are in close contact with us, like

Dogris and Sikhs from Kashmir,
have already started observing our
shortcoming. It is not far when others
too will join them.

The biggest eye sore at present
in the community are children failing
in their exams and increasing trend
of divorce. These were the two
aspects where we as community
were always proud of. In our
community divorce was unheard of.
To encourage our children to do well
in their studies, the relative would
visit them with gift and sweets, when
they would pass in exams. But with
the passage of time we are forgetting
all this.

Let us study the problem of
divorce and find how in the past our
elders would prevent it.
The other day when I was involved
in one such case I was amused to
learn the simple ways our elders
had evolved to take care of such
problems. One gentleman made a
statement that ‘we were barred from
going close to the village where a
divorce had taken place. It was
considered a cursed village, and the
people would desist from  even
going close to such villages’.  This
is typical part of kashmiriyat. Divorce
among Hindu was unheard off. If at
it would take place, it was among
Muslims only.  It shows, in Kashmir,
even amongst Muslims divorce was
not appreciated

If we analyze this custom, it was
a pressure tactic from the society to
force the couple, their parents, their
relatives and village heads to put all
the effort to prevent any divorce. In

The monthly här-van31

Introspection                                                                                                         C.L.Razdan

Our  Her i t a ge

nç@jJçvç  cçççÆmçkçÀ 31

Printed with FinePrint - purchase at www.fineprint.com



north India, the tradition of ‘Hukka Pani Band’ was another similar
form of pressuring an individual to honour the customs of the
society.

In addition to it, girl side people would go out of their way to
please the boy side people. The statement ‘koriwol chhus’ would
mean just that. These were the social ways to ensure that girls
are accepted in their in laws. Girls carrying ‘atagath’ and gifts for
in-laws when ever they would visit ‘malyun’, inviting in-laws in the
family functions and giving special respect to them, were some
of the additional ways of ensuring just this. Tradition of respecting
a Zamtur by the complete Mohalla was a part of the same. Giving
husband the status of God and treating wife as part of himself
‘Ardangini’ were the teaching given to children to ensure pleasant
married lives of our children. It is sad that even our own children,
who are likely beneficiary of such custom s; make fun of the
statement, whenever they are suggested to treat husband as God
and wife as ardangini, by their well wishers.

I think we all have forgotten these customs, in other words
have forgotten our Kashmriyat. As a service to the community,
can any one, especially who plead for preservation of our
language, apprise the youngsters as well as our  elders of our
customs through their write ups in our magazines or in the form
of short stories for children or by adopting any other means, and
try to revive them. This way we will not only preserve our culture
but also solve the many burning problems of the society. Kindly
think. This, in my opinion, will serve our community better than
the service provided by kind of articles we read these days in our
magazines.

In order to solve the present burning problem of divorce in
our community, can our elders in com munity adopt similar
strategies that will force the couple, their parents and the relative
to desist from going ahead with the divorce and save the
community from this evil? In addition to can our daughter ’s parent
adopt more humble approach while dealing with their daughter ’s
in-laws? Will they accept it as their most important duty to keep
pleasing their ‘samdis’ especially till the daughter in laws are
treated like daughters in their in-laws? These have been our
traditions. To serve your selves and your daughters, please
preserve them and don’t forget them.

Let us not just talk with disgust about the unpleasant trends
setting in our community. Let us do something about it. Let us
adopt our long tried out customs. In other words let us revive our
kashmiriyat. This is only way we will solve our social problems
and will retain our respectable status.
(Writer is President, Kashmiri Hindu Sabha, Pune, and can be contacted
at:  kppune@gmail.com
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vçKçò vçKçò Dçç@çÆmçLç çÆs Jççjçn oÓj~
®çôMcçJç Jçás, çÆouçvç çÆouçyçj ]pççívç
yçò vççí ]pçjò cçovççí oÓ³ç&j ®ççívç~~

]]]

The monthly här-van32

nç@jJçvç  cçççÆmçkç 32

Printed with FinePrint - purchase at www.fineprint.com



ß ÒçLçcçb MçÌuçHçá$ççÇ çÆÜlççÇ³çb yçḯç®çççÆjCççÇ~
lç=lççÇ³ç ®çvêIçvìíçÆlç kçÓÀ<cççC[íçÆlç®çlçáLç&kçÀcçd

Hç_®çcçb mkçÀvocççlçíçÆlç <çäb kçÀçl³çç³çvççÇçÆlç ®ç~
mçHlçcçb kçÀçuççjç$ççÇçÆlç cçnçiççÌjçÇçÆlç ®ççäcçcçd~
vçJçcçcçd çÆmççÆ×oç$ççÇ ®ç vçJçoáiçç& ÒçkçÀçÇçÆlç&lçç:~

ß Jçío DççÌj Dççiçcç Mççðç nÌ
ncççjçÇ HçÓ_pççÇ
çÆpçmçcçW vçJç oáiçç& kçÀç nÌ ...
SkçÀ Mççéçlç DççÆYçvçvovç
MçÌuçHçá$ççÇ Hç=LçJççÇ lçÊJç nÌ Fmç mç=çÆä kçÀç
çÆpçmçcçW çÆvççÆnlç nÌ çÆvççÆKçuç mçbmççj
FmççÇ çÆoJ³ç pçiçlçd kçÀç~
çÆoJ³ç ¢çÆä
yçḯç®çççÆjCççÇ HçÓCç& yçḯç kçÀçÇ çÆmLççÆlç ...
nÌ çÆvçcçç&lçç yçḯç kçÀçÇ
®çÌlçv³ç DçJçmLçç nÌ,
Fmç yçḯççC[ kçÀçÇ !
pççí JççmlçJç cçW DççÆYçvçí$ççÇ nÌ
Fmç mç=çÆä kçÀçÇ ...
çÆ®ççÆÊç yçvç kçÀj
vçcçvç kçÀjlçí GmççÇ oíJç kçÀçí
çÆpçmçí oáiçç& kçíÀ vççcç mçí HçÓpçlçí nQ
YçJççvççÇ YççÇ ©êçCççÇ YççÇ JçnçÇ nÌ
kçÀçuççÇ YççÇ kçÀçuççlççÇlç Dçvçvlç YççÇ
vçJç jç$ççW cçW HçÓpçlçí nQ
oíJççÇ kçÀçí
cççÆn<ççmçáj-cço&vççÇ kçíÀ DççÆ®çvl³ç ªHç cçW
®çvêIçvìç MççÇlçuçlçç nÌ
Fmç YçJ³ç mJçªHç cçW
kçÓÀ<cççC[ç oíJççÇ yççÇpç kçÀçÇ
nÌ vçJç çÆvçcçç&Cç kçÀçÇ HçÓCç&lçç,
Mççqkçwlç YççÇ Mççqkçwlçcççvç YççÇ
mçblçáçÆuçlç mJçªHç cçW~

pçnçb mçí mççÌj cçC[uç kçÀç ÒçkçÀçMç
çÆvçKçjlçç nÌ ®ççjçW çÆoMççDççW
GÊçj çÆoMçç cçW
nÌ mkçÀvocççlçç ...
kçáÀcççj kçÀççÆlç&kçíÀ³ç kçÀçÇ pçvçvççÇ
JçnçÇ nÌ HçJç&lç-Hçá$ççÇ HççJç&lççÇ
mçlççÇ YççÇ JçnçÇ nÌ, Gcçç YççÇ~
kçÀçl³çç³çvççÇ HçÓCç& ³ççíiç kçÀçÇ DçJçmLçç nÌ
DçvlççÆvççÆn&lç pççvçí kçÀçÇ
YçJ³ç oMç&vç kçÀjvçí kçÀçÇ
nÌ JçnçÇ JçÌ<CçJççÇ çÆvçl³ç ...
çÆMçJç kçíÀ DçlçáçÆuçlç vç=l³ç cçW
iççÌj éçílç JçCçç& oíJççÇ nÌ
cçnç iççÌjçÇ ...
GmççÇ cçW çÆvççÆnlç nÌ,
çÆnjC³çiçYç& DçvlçOJç&çÆvç cçW~
MçyoçjçíHçCç cçW yḉïç ªHç mçí~
DçççÆvlçcçd DçJçmLçç nÌ ...
çÆvçl³ç pççiçjCç kçÀçÇ
JçnçÇ nÌ Dçvçvlç Mççqkçwlç
çÆmççÆ× kçÀçí oívçí JççuççÇ
çÆmççÆ× Oçç$ççÇ~
³çnçÇ vççcç çÆo³çí nQ yḉïçç pççÇ vçí ...
Gmç jç$ççÇ mçÓkçwlç cçW,
çÆpçmçí ³ççíiç çÆvçêç cçW mcçjCç çÆkçÀ³çç,
yçḯçç pççÇ vçí
çÆJç<Cçá kçíÀ vçççÆYç kçÀcçuç kçíÀ THçj~
Dççpç ³çnçÇ çÆoJ³ç oíJççÇ ncç mçYççÇ kçÀçÇ
j#çç kçÀjí Dçmçáj pçççÆlç mçí
pççí oçvçJç YççÇ nQ oÌl³ç YççÇ
cççvçJç kçíÀ ªHç cçW~
ÞççÇ oáiçç& oíJ³çÌ vçcç:, ß ÛçR

Contact au thor at: rainachamanlal@yahoo.com
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mççÇ.[çÇ: ÞççÇcçtiçJçÃçÇlçç
kçÀMcççÇjçÇ HçÐççvçáJçço Jç ÒçmlçáçÆlç: ÞççÇcçlççÇ mçvlççí<ç Mççn ̀ vççoçvç'
mçbiççÇlç çÆvçoxMçvç: JçnçÇo pççÇuççvççÇ
cçÓu³ç: 101 ©Hç³çí
mçcççÇ#çç Jç HççÆj®ç³ç: ÒççíHçíÀmçj ([ç.) YçÓ<çCç uççuç kçÀçÌuç

çÆJçmLççHçvç kçíÀ Hç½ççlç kçÀMcççÇjçÇ kçÀçJ³ç-mçpç&vçç cçW Òçyçá× cççÆnuççDççW
kçÀç cçnÊJçHçÓCç& ³ççíiçoçvç jnç nÌ~ ÞççÇcçlççÇ çÆyçcçuçç jÌCçç (jôM³ç cççu³çávç
c³ççívç; J³çLç cçç sô Mççô bçÆiçLç), ÞççÇcçlççÇ çÆiççÆjpçç kçÀçÌuç (içáª o#çCçç;
lçáuçmççÇ lçHçm³çç), ÞççÇcçlççÇ ®çbêç [çmççÇ (®çvê JççKç, Hç]pçjákçÀ vçço),
ÞççÇcçlççÇ cççíçÆnvççÇ kçÀçÌuç (Mçánáuç vççj), ÞççÇcçlççÇ ÒçYçç jÌCçç (JççJçuçòv³ç),
ÞççÇcçlççÇ jçpç oáuççjçÇ kçÀouçyçápçÓ (cçvç HçcHççíMç; Dççlcç]pççvç), ÞççÇcçlççÇ
mçávççÇlçç jÌCçç (çÆjçÆnpç³çço; mççôb]pçuç; Hççôlç ]pçÓçÆvç JççÆLçlç; cçvç mçjò
]®³çÓvçácç), ÞççÇcçlççÇ pç³çç çÆmçyçÓ jÌCçç (cççbçÆ$çkçÀ YçpçvçoçÇçÆHçkçÀç) SJçb
ÞççÇcçlççÇ mçvlççí<ç Mççn vççoçvç (HççíçÆMç iççôbo) kçÀç ³ççíiçoçvç yççqkçwlç
kçÀçJ³ç, vçF& kçÀçÆJçlçç SJçb ç̀ÆJçmLççHçvç kçÀçÇ kçÀçÆJçlçç' kçíÀ #çí$ç cçW
çÆJç®ççjCççÇ³ç jnç nÌ~

ÞççÇcçlççÇ mçvlççí<ç Mççn ̀ vççoçvç' (pçvcç mçvçd 1946 F&0)
içbpççÇJççjç, Dçvçvlç vççiç, kçÀMcççÇj kçÀçÇ cçÓuç çÆvçJçççÆmçvç nÌ~ pçccçÓ-
kçÀMcççÇj jçp³ç kçíÀ çÆMç#çç çÆJçYççiç cçW DçO³çççÆHçkçÀç jnçÇ nÌ DççÌj
mvççlçkçÀçívlçj mlçj lçkçÀ çÆMççÆ#çlç nQ~ uçíçÆkçÀvç cçnÊJçHçÓCç& yççlç ³çn
nÌ çÆkçÀ mçvlççí<ç pççÇ Yççqkçwlç mççOçvçç cçW Dççpç YççÇ uççÇvç nÌ~ Hçnuçí
ÒççÆmç× mçvlç mJççcççÇ njí kç=À<Cç cçnçjçpç mçí oçÇçÆ#çlç náF¥ DççÌj
lçlHç½ççlç uççíuççyç, kçÀMcççÇj kçíÀ ®çb[çÇûççcç iççBJç cçW çÆmLçlç ®çb[çÇ oíJççÇ
cççÆvoj kçíÀ mççOçá cçnçjçpç mJççcççÇ jcçíMççvçvo ®çÌlçv³ç mçí içáªoçÇ#çç
uçíkçÀj kç=ÀlççLç& náF¥~ Jçn kçíÀJçuç SkçÀ Yççqkçwlç kçÀJççÆ³ç$ççÇ nçÇ vçnçR nÌ
yççÆukçÀ mçcçmççcççLç&kçÀ ³çáiç mçí ÒçíçÆjlç nçíkçÀj GvnçWvçí çÆJç®ççjçíÊçípçkçÀ
kçÀçÆJçlçç³çW YççÇ çÆuçKççÇ nQ lçLçç çÆJçmLççHçvç kçÀçÇ ³ççlçvçç mçí HççÇæçÆ[lç
cççvçJç-cçÓu³ççW kçíÀ çÆyçKçjçJç kçÀçí YççÇ DçHçvççÇ kçÀçJ³ç j®çvççDççW kçíÀ
cççO³çcç mçí JççCççÇ Òçoçvç kçÀçÇ~ `HççíçÆMç iççôbo' MççÇ<ç&kçÀ mçí Fvç kçÀç
®ççÆ®ç&lç kçÀçJ³ç mçbûçn mçvçd 2005 F&0 cçW pçccçÓ mçí ÒçkçÀççÆMçlç náDçç~

mçvlççí<ç pççÇ kçíÀ ÒçcçáKç DççjçO³ç ÞççÇ kç=À<Cç nQ~ DççÆOçkçÀçbMç
Yççqkçwlç j®çvççSB GvnçWvçí kç=À<Cç Òçícç kçíÀ cççOçá³ç& jmç mçí çÆmçkçwlç nçíkçÀj

kçÀMcççÇjçÇ ÞççÇcçtiçJçÃçÇlçç : SkçÀ HççÆj®ç³ç
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nçÇ çÆuçKççÇ nQ~
DçvçáJçço kçíÀ #çí$ç cçW mçvlççí<ç pççÇ vçí HçÓCç& çÆvçÿç DççÌj mçbkçÀuHç

kçíÀ mççLç ÒçJçíMç çÆkçÀ³çç~ ÞççÇcçtiçJçÃçÇlçç kçíÀ 700 MuççíkçÀçW kçÀç
kçÀMcççÇjçÇ Yçç<çç cçW HçÐççvçáJçço Òçmlçálç kçÀjkçíÀ DççHç vçí HçvççÇ DçodYçálç
j®çvçç #çcçlçç kçÀç HççÆj®ç³ç çÆo³çç nÌ~ cçíjç çÆJçéççmç nÌ çÆkçÀ mçHçÀuçlçç
HçÓJç&kçÀ DçvçáJçço kçÀç³ç& kçÀjvçç cçÓuç kçÀçJ³ç mçpç&vçç mçí kçÀnçR DççÆOçkçÀ
pççvçuçíJçç SJçb kçÀçÆþvç nÌ~ cçQ mJç³çb Fmç HçLç mçí içá]pçjç nÓb~ DçHçvçí
çÆvçpççÇ DçvçáYçJç kçíÀ DççOççj Hçj cçQ Fmç çÆvç<kçÀ<ç& Hçj Hçnáb®çç nÓb çÆkçÀ
SkçÀ DçvçáJççokçÀ kçíÀ Hççmç Òçç®ççÇvç SJçb DççOçáçÆvçkçÀ Yçç<ççDççíb kçÀç Yçç<çç-
JçÌ%çççÆvçkçÀ yççíOç SJçb Hç³çç&³ç mçÓ®çkçÀ Mçyo lç³ç kçÀjvçí kçÀçÇ çÆJççÆMçä
#çcçlçç nçívççÇ ®çççÆn³çí~ Ëo³ç kçÀçÇ mçjmçlçç DççÌj DçvçáYçÓçÆlç kçÀçÇ
cçççÆcç&kçÀlçç mçí DççÆOçkçÀ DççJçM³çkçÀ nÌ MçyoçW kçÀçÇ Dçvlçjçlcçç kçÀçÇ
Hçn®ççvç~ Òçl³çíkçÀ kçÀçÆJç DçvçáJççokçÀ vçnçR nçí mçkçÀlçç Hçj Òçl³ççkçÀ
DçvçáJççokçÀ kçíÀ Hççmç çÆJçJçíkçÀ MççÇuç cççÆmlç<kçÀ kçíÀ mççLç mççLç cççOçá³ç&
çÆmçkçwlç Ëo³ç kçÀç nçívçç çÆvçlççvlççJçM³çkçÀ nÌ~ DçvçÓçÆolç j®çvçç cçW
JçnçÇ mççÌiçbO³ç DççÌj cççOçá³ç& jmç ÒçJçççÆnlç nçívçç ®çççÆn³çí pççí cçÓuç
j®çvçç kçÀç ÒçcçáKç DççkçÀ<ç&Cç nçílçç nÌ~

mçvlççí<ç Mççn ̀ vççoçvç' kçíÀ J³ççqkçwlçlJç cçW ncçW lççÇvç çÆJçMçí<çlççSB
SkçÀ mççLç oíKçvçí kçÀçí çÆcçuçlççÇ nQ~ ³çí çÆJçMçí<çlççSB SkçÀ mççLç yçnáOçç
Òçl³çíkçÀ kçÀçÆJç/kçÀJççÆ³ç$ççÇ cçW vçnçR HççF pççlççÇ nQ~ çÆJçMçí<çlççSB Fmç
ÒçkçÀçj nQ:
1) mçvlççí<ç pççÇ SkçÀ kçÀJççÆ³ç$ççÇ nÌ lçLçç SkçÀ kçáÀMçuç çÆcçuçç
DçvçáJççokçÀ~
2) mçvlççí<ç pççÇ SkçÀ uççíkçÀ içççÆ³çkçÀç nÌ~
3) mçvlççí<ç pççÇ SkçÀ mççOçvçç jlç F&Mç GHçççÆmçkçÀç nÌ~
Fmç ÒçkçÀçj mçpç&vç, içç³çvç lçLçç DççlcççÆvçJçíovç kçÀç DçodYçálç mçbiçcç
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ncçW GvçkçíÀ J³ççqkçwlçlJç cçW oíKçvçí kçÀçí çÆcçuçlçç nÌ~ GvnçW vçí Jç<ççX
lçHçm³çç kçÀçÇ, çÆvçjvlçj Òç³ççíiç kçÀjlççÇ jnçÇ~ DçHçvçí J³ççqkçwlçiçlç pççÇJçvç
kçÀçí nçÇ SkçÀ Òç³ççíiç Mççuçç kçÀç ªHç oíkçÀj Jçn iççÇlçç pççÇ kçíÀ SkçÀ SkçÀ
MuççíkçÀ kçÀçí pçvçcççvçmç/uççíkçÀcççvçmç cçW Glççjvçí kçíÀ nílçá mççOçvçç
jlç jnçÇ~ mçççÆnl³ç uçíKçvç YççÇ Jçmlçálç: SkçÀ kçÀçÆþvç mççOçvçç n
DççÌj Jç<ççX kçíÀ çÆvçjvlçj Òç³ççmç mçí nçÇ kçÀnçR GHçuççqyOç kçíÀ cççÌçqkçwlçkçÀ
kçÀCç nçLç uçiç pççlçí nQ~ DçHçvçí pççÇJçvç kçíÀ DçbçÆlçcç Jç<ç& cçW  ̀ iççíoçvç'
(1936 F&0) çÆuçKç kçÀj Òçícç ®çvo Dçcçj nçí iç³çí~ lçyç lçkçÀ
GvnçWvçí omç mçí DççÆOçkçÀ GHçv³ççmç çÆuçKçí Lçí uçíçÆkçÀvç 1936 F&0
cçW çÆKçuçç Hçá<Hç nçÇ mçJç&$ç cçnkçÀ Gþç~

DçvçáJçço kçÀç³ç& kçÀçÇ mçcçççqHlç Hçj uççíkçÀ içççÆ³çkçÀç nçívçí kçíÀ
vççlçí mçvlççí<ç pççÇ vçí 700 DçvçÓçÆolç MuççíkçÀçW kçÀçí HççB®ç kçÌÀmìçW cçW
çÆjkçÀç[& kçÀjJçç³çç~ ³çn kçÀçíF& mççOççjCç yççlç vçnçR nÌ~ Fmç kçÀç³ç&
kçÀçí HçÓjç kçÀjvçí cçW YççÇ GvnW SkçÀ Jç<ç& mçí DççÆOçkçÀ mçcç³ç uçiçç~ ³çnçB
cçQ Fmç yççlç kçÀçí mHçä kçÀjvçç ®ççnlçç nÓb çÆkçÀ mçvlççí<ç pççÇ kçÀMcççÇj
IççìçÇ kçÀçÇ SkçÀ ®ççÆ®ç&lç uççíkçÀ içççÆ³çkçÀç nQ~ kçÀJççÆ³ç$ççÇ kçÀçÇ SkçÀ ÒççÆmç×
kç=À<Cç uççÇuçç nÌ -

mJçvçò HççíMç J³çvçò HççíMç uççiç³ç Mçíjí
KçmçÓ c³çççÆvç níjí njí kçÀ=<Cççí~

çÆnvoçÇ DçvçáJçço: (mJçvçò Hçá<Hç SJçb J³çvçò Hçá<Hç MççÇ<ç& Hçj çÆvçsçJçj kçÀj
oÓBiççÇ~ kç=À<Cç! cçíjçÇ (oín-ªHççÇ) mççÇ{çÇ mçí ®ç{ kçÀj lççí Dçç pççvçç~

kçÀMcççÇjçÇ Yçç<çç cçW J³çvçò HççíMç SJçb mJçvçò HççíMç vççcçJçç®çkçÀ
Mçyo çÆJççÆMçä mLççvççÇ³ç HçÓÀuççW kçíÀ çÆuç³çí Òç³ççíiç cçW uçç³çí pççlçí nQ~
J³çvçò SkçÀ mçJçç&çÆmçlç pç[çÇ nÌ, HçÓÀuç vçnçR~ çÆMçJç HçÓpçç cçW Fmç kçÀç
çÆJçMçí<ç cçnlJç nÌ~ çÆpçvçnçW vçí Fmç uççÇuçç kçÀçí mçvlççí<ç pççÇ kçíÀ cççOçá³ç&
çÆmçkçwlç kçbÀþ mçí vçnçR mçávçç nÌ, Jçí kçÀMcççÇjçÇ uççíkçÀ içç³çvç kçíÀ Dççvçvo
mçí JçbçÆ®çlç jn iç³çí nQ~

ÞççÇcçtiçJçÃçÇlçç 18 DçO³çç³ççW cçW çÆJçYçkçwlç nÌ~ 18JççR DçO³çç³ç
cçW mçyç mçí DççÆOçkçÀ MuççíkçÀ (78) nQ DççÌj 12JççR lçLçç 15JççR
DçO³çç³ç cçW mçyç mçí kçÀcç MuççíkçÀ (20) nQ~ ̀ vççoçvç' pççÇ vçí HçÓCç&
mçcçHç&Cç YççJç mçí YçiçJçÃçÇlçç kçíÀ Òçl³çíkçÀ MuççíkçÀ kçÀçí çÆJççÆMçä uç³ç
kçíÀ mççLç Òçmlçálç çÆkçÀ³çç nÌ DççÌj Gvç kçÀçÇ ÒçmlçáçÆlç çÆvçmmçvoín cçççÆcç&kçÀ
SJçb Ëo³ç mHçMçça nÌ~ mçávçlçí mçávçlçí cçvç nçÇ cçvç Dççlcççvçvo kçÀçÇ
uçnjW lçjbçÆiçlç nçí GþlççÇ nQ DççÌj DçO³ççlcççYççmç kçíÀ ÐçáçÆlç kçÀCççW mçí
cççvçmç kçíÀ içnvç ÒçkçÀçíÿ ®çcçlkç=Àlç nçí Gþlçí nQ~

`MuççíkçÀ' cçÓuçlç: mçbmkç=Àlç kçÀç DçvçáäáHç svo nÌ pççí kçáÀuç

çÆcçuçç kçÀj 32 Dç#çjçW mçí yçvçlçç nÌ DççÌj Òçl³çíkçÀ ®çjCç/Hçço cçW 8
JçCç& nçílçí nQ~ DçvçáJçço cçW mçvlççí<ç pççÇ vçí MuççíkçÀ kçíÀ Fmç MççðççÇ³ç
yçvOçvç kçÀçÇ Dççíj çÆJçMçí<ç O³ççvç vçnçR çÆo³çç nÌ~ cçQ mçcçPçlçç nÓb çÆkçÀ
Símçç kçÀjvçç Gvç kçíÀ çÆuç³çí mçcYçJç YççÇ vçnçR Lçç kçw³ççWçÆkçÀ Òçl³çíkçÀ
Yçç<çç kçÀçÇ mçbj®çvçç çÆJççÆMçä Yçç<çç JçÌ%çççÆvçkçÀ çÆvç³çcççW kçíÀ DççOççj
Hçj nçílççÇ nÌ DççÌj nj Yçç<çç kçÀçÇ mçbj®çvçç SkçÀ mçcççvç vçnçR nçílççÇ nÌ~

HççB®ç kçÌÀmìçW kçíÀ DççÆlççÆjkçwlç mçvlççí<ç pççÇ vçí Scç.HççÇ.3 SkçÀ
mççÇ.[çÇ. YççÇ lç³ççj kçÀçÇ nÌ çÆpçmç cçW uçiççlççj HççB®ç IçCìí kçÀçÇ mçcç³ççJççÆOç
cçW 18 DçO³çç³ççW kçÀç mçmJçj iççÇlçç Hççþ kçÀMcççÇjçÇ Yçç<çç cçW çÆjkçÀç[&
çÆkçÀ³çç ³çç nÌ~ Fvç HççB®ç kçÌÀmìçW SJçb SkçÀ mççÇ.[çÇ. kçÀçÇ çÆjkçÀççÆ[¥iç
`kçÀMcççÇj Dçç@çÆ[³ççí JççÇçÆ[³ççí mçWìj', ]pççÇjçí çÆyḉpç, ÞççÇvçiçj cçW kçÀçÇ
içF& nÌ~ ÞççÇ JçnçÇo pççÇuççvççÇ Fmç kçíÀ mçbiççÇlç çÆvçoxMçkçÀ nQ lçç ÞççÇ
pçç@vççÇ çÆmçbn Fmç kçíÀ çÆjkçÀççÆ[¥iç FbpççÇçÆvç³çj nQ~ kçáÀs nçÇ çÆovççW cçW
Fmç DçvçáJçço kçÀç³ç& kçÀçí mçvlççí<ç pççÇ HçámlçkçÀçkçÀçj cçW ÒçkçÀççÆMçlç
kçÀj jnçÇ nÌ pççí cçíjí çÆJç®ççjçvçámççj mçççÆnçql³çkçÀ çÆJçMçuçí<çCç SJçb
Dççuççí®çvççlcçkçÀ DçO³ç³çvç kçíÀ çÆuç³çí çÆvçlççvlççJçM³çkçÀ nÌ~

³çnçB Fmç yççlç kçÀçí YççÇ mHçä kçÀjvçç DççJçM³çkçÀ nçíiçç çÆkçÀ
ÞççÇcçlççÇ mçblççí<ç ̀ vççoçvç' HçnuççÇ kçÀMcççÇjçÇ cççÆnuçç nÌ çÆpçvnçWvçí DçHçvççÇ
mçpç&vççlcçkçÀ ÒççÆlçYçç kçÀç HççÆj®ç³ç oílçí náS ÞççÇcçtiçJçÃçÇlçç kçÀç
HçÐççvçáJçço çÆkçÀ³çç nÌ lçLçç Gmçí mJç³çb içç kçÀj kçÌÀmìçW cçW çÆjkçÀç[&
çÆkçÀ³çç nÌ~ ³çn yçlççvçç YççÇ DççJçM³çkçÀ nÌ çÆkçÀ ÞççÇcçtiçJçÃçÇlçç kçÀç
kçÀMcççÇjçÇ HçÐççvçáJçço kçÀF& cçnçvçáYççJççW vçí çÆkçÀ³çç nÌ~ mçvçd 1962
F&0 cçW HçÀlçínHçáj, çÆ]pçuçç Dçvçvlçvççiç, kçÀMcççÇj kçíÀ cçÓuç çÆvçJççmççÇ
mJçiçça³ç HççÆC[lç cççvç Yçf ̀ cççvç' vçí iççÇlçç pççÇ kçÀçí kçÀMcççÇjçÇ HçÐç cçW
ªHççvlççÆjlç çÆkçÀ³çç nÌ~ Fmç j®çvçç kçÀçÇ YçÓçÆcçkçÀç iççímççvççÇ içáb[,
Dçvçvlçvççiç kçÀMcççÇj kçíÀ cçnçvç mçvlç mJççcççÇ Dççlcççjçcç pççÇ vçí
çÆuçKççÇ nÌ~ mçFmç kçíÀ Hç½ççlç `kçÀç@Mçòj iççÇlçç' MççÇ<ç&kçÀ mçí HççÆC[lç
kç=À<Cç pçÓ Oçj vçí, pççí jçp³ç mçjkçÀçj kçíÀ SkçÀ mçíJçççÆvçJç=Êç JççÆjÿ
DççÆOçkçÀçj LçÌ (çÆvçoxMçkçÀ, KççÐç çÆJçYççiç), kçÀMcççÇjçÇ cçW YçiçJçÃçÇlçç
kçÀç HçÐççvçáJçço kçÀjkçíÀ vçF& çÆouuççÇ mçí ÒçkçÀççÆMçlç kçÀjJçç³çç~ Fmç
HçámlçkçÀ kçÀçÇ YçÓçÆcçkçÀç mJçiçça³ç pççvçkçÀçÇ vççLç ̀ kçÀcçuç' vçí çÆuçKççÇ nÌ~
Fmç kçíÀ Hç½ççlç k̀çÀç@çÆMçj YçiçJçlç iççÇlçç' MççÇ<ç&kçÀ mçí HççÆC[lç Òçícç
vççLç kçÀçÌuç ̀ DçHç&Cç', çÆvçJççmççÇ yçáiççcç, kçÀçíuçiççcç, kçÀMcççÇj vçí mçvçd
1995 F&0 cçW DçvçáJçço kçÀç³ç& HçÓjç çÆkçÀ³çç DççÌj 2000 F&0 kçíÀ
Dççmç Hççmç ̀ çÆJçlçmlçç ÒçkçÀçMçvç', pçccçÓ mçí Fmç j®çvçç kçÀç ÒçkçÀçMçvç
náDçç nÌ~

The monthly här-van35

nç@jJçvç  cçççÆmçkçÀ 35

Printed with FinePrint - purchase at www.fineprint.com



mJçiçç a³ ç Hç çÆC[lç mçJ çç&v çvo kçÀç Ìu ç `Òç ícç ç Ç'  vç í Yçç Ç
ÞççÇcçtiçJçÃçÇlçç kçÀç kçÀMcççÇjçÇ HçÐççvçáJçço çÆkçÀ³çç Lçç~ ÒçícççÇ pççÇ
DçHçvçí pçJççvç yçíìí kçíÀ mççLç DççlçbkçÀJçço kçÀçÇ YçWì ®ç{ iç³çí~ çÆvçcç&cçlçç
kçíÀ mççLç yççHç-yçíìí kçÀçí kçÀluç çÆkçÀ³çç iç³çç~ j®çvçç kçÀçÇ HççC[áçÆuççÆHç
pççvçí kçÀnçb jn içF&~ Gvç kçíÀ mçáHçá$ç ÞççÇ jçpçWê ÒçícççÇ Fmç çÆoMçç cçW
Òç³çlvçMççÇuç nÌb~ DççMçç nÌ çÆkçÀ GvnW HççC[áçÆuççÆHç ÒççHlç nçíiççÇ DççÌj
³çn j®çvçç ncç lçkçÀ Hçnáb®çíiççÇ~

2007 F&0 cçW mçblççíMç pççÇ vçí Hçávç: ÞççÇ nçÆj kçíÀ çÆ®çvlçvç
ÒçOççvç iççÆjcççcç³ç Jç®çvççcç=lç kçÀçí kçÀMcççÇjçÇ Yçç<çç cçíb Mçyo yç× kçÀjkçíÀ
vç kçíÀJçuç kçÀMcççÇjçÇ Yçç<çç kçÀçí iççÌjJçççÆvJçlç çÆkçÀ³çç DççÆHçlçá DçHçvççÇ
j®çvççlcçkçÀ ÒççÆlçYçç DççÌj cççOçá³ç& çÆmçkçwlç JççCççÇ mçí pçvç cççvçmç cçW
Dççvçvo ðççílççÆmJçvççÇ YççÇ ÒçJçççÆnlç kçÀçÇ~ HçámlçkçÀ pçyç ÒçkçÀççÆMçlç
nçíiççÇ lççí mçvlççí<ç pççÇ mçpç&vççlcçkçÀ ÒççÆlçYçç Hçj Dççuççí®çvççlcçkçÀ
¢çÆä mçí çÆJç®ççj çÆkçÀ³çç pçç³çíiçç~ ³çnçB kçíÀJçuç SkçÀ GOççnjCç Òçmlçálç
kçÀjkçíÀ cçQ cçÓuç mçbmkç=Àlç MuççíkçÀ kçíÀ mççLç kçÀMcççÇjçÇ DçvçáJçço kçÀç
SkçÀ DççkçÀ<ç&kçÀ mççÌvo³ç& çÆyçbyç Òçmlçálç kçÀjvçí kçÀç Òç³ççmç kçÀªbiçç -
ÞççÇcçtiçJçÃçÇlçç - DçO³çç³ç 2, MuççíkçÀ 37:

nlççí Jçç ÒççHm³ççÆmç mJçiç¥
çÆpçlJçç Jçç Yççí#³çmçí cçnçÇcçd~

lçmcççoáçÆÊçÿ kçÀçÌvlçí³ç
³çá×ç³ç kç=Àlç çÆvç½ç³ç: ~~

kçÀMcççÇjçÇ DçvçáJçço - mçvlççí<ç Mççn `vççoçvç':
cçjKçÌ ³ççôomç cçb ]pç mJçiç&mç ]®çò JççlçKç
yçÓiçKç jçpç l³ççÆuç ³ççôo ]®çò ]pçívçKç~

³ççôo Dç]pç&vçò ³ççôoákçÀ mçbkçÀuçHç ]®çò kçÀjKç
JççôLç Lççôo lçò ³ççôo kçÀj çÆ³çvçò vçíjKç~~

çÆnvoçÇ HçÐççvçáJçço (uçíKçkçÀ) :
³ççÆo ³çá× cçW cçj pççDççíiçí, mJçiç& HçnáB®ççíiçí

³ççÆo çÆJçpç³ççÇ nçWiçí, jçpç Yççíiççíiçí
lççí Dçpç&ávç! HçÓCç& mçbkçÀuHç-yç× nçí kçÀj

Kç[í nçí pççDççí DççÌj ³çá× uç[çí çÆvç½ç³ç kçíÀ mççLç~
GçÆvçmmçboín ÞççÇcçlççÇ mçvçlççí<ç Mççn ̀ vççoçvç' kçÀç ³çn Òç³çç mlçál³ç
nÌ~

Learn Kashmiri.
It is your mother-tongue.

uççuçmç Jçvçlç³ç sámç mçJççuç
... jmçÓuç cççÇj ...

uççuçmç Jçvçlç³ç sámç mçJççuç~ mççuçmç DçvçlçvççÇ yçç@çÆuç³çí~~

cçoò smç Dç]pç sácç kçÀcççuç, Dçoò vç³ç jçí]p³çcç kçÀç@çÆuç³çí~
Jçoò vçç jçíJçácç pçcççuç, mççuçmç DçvçlçvççÇ yçç@çÆuç³çí~~

®ççjoçvç lç³ç kçÀçBþò cççuç, lçmç çÆkçÀl³çd çÆscç kçÀvçò Jçç@çÆuç³çí~
kçÀvçò Hç@Àu³çd yçbiçç@u³çd sçuç, mççuçmç DçvçlçvççÇ yçç@çÆuç³çí~~

KçÓyç jçí³ç cççn çÆcçmççuç, Dçyçjçí çÆsmç ]pçò çÆnuçç@çÆuç³çí~
ªyçª [íMçávç cçnçuç, mççuçmç DçvçlçvççÇ yçç@çÆuç³çí~~

Dç@çÆuçHçÀmç kçÀçôjvçcç oçuç, ]pçáuHçÀvç kçw³ççn çÆsmç ]pçç@çÆuç³çí~
GuHçÀlçò Jççôuçávçcç vççuç, mççuçmç DçvçlçvççÇ yçç@çÆuç³çí~~

[çÇçÆMçLç lç@c³çd mçábo Kççuç, oçiç ¿çLç ]pçÓvç iç@çÆ³ç Kçç@çÆuç³çí~
mçÓ©mç námvçákçÀ Kç³ççuç, mççuçmç DçvçlçvççÇ yçç@çÆuç³çí~~

cçmç Kçç@m³çd cççuççcççuç, yç@³ç&vçmç kç@Àc³çd kçÀuçòJçç@çÆuç³çí~
®çôMcçò smç jMkçíÀ iç]pççuç, mççuçmç DçvçlçvççÇ yçç@çÆuç³çí~~

cççônò lççÇj Dç@sj Jççuç, çÆpçiçjç kç@À³ç&vçcç Dçç@çÆuç³çí~
Jçvçònmç yççíçÆ ]pç vçç nçuç, mççuçmç DçvçlçvççÇ yçç@çÆuç³çí~~

jçíMçvç sámç c³ççívç nçuç, jçíMçvç kçÀJçò sácç yçç@çÆuç³çí~
HççíMçvç kçÀjòmç³ç cççuç, mççuçmç DçvçlçvççÇ yçç@çÆuç³çí~~

vçíjçvç sámç vçò cçuççuç, HçíÀjçvç sácç yçç@u³çd yçç@çÆuç³çí~
jmçÓuç sámç çÆoJççvç vççuç, mççuçmç DçvçlçvççÇ yçç@çÆuç³çí~~

]]]
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Mçyo nçÇ Mççqkçwlç nÌ
çÆMçJç kçÀçÇ mçbçÆJçlçd mJçªçÆHççÆCç Mççqkçwlç~
F&éçj kçÀç mJçªHç nÌ Mçyo~
Mçyo kçÀç DçççÆo ñççílç nÌ ÒçCçJç -
JçnçÇ ß nÌ .. .. ..
çÆpçmçí Jçío kçÀçÇ JççCççÇ vçí mçcçíìç nÌ,
DçHçvççÇ ÞçáçÆlç³ççW kçíÀ Dççb®çuç cçW~
cçv$ç kçÀçÇ Dççlcçç cçW .. .. ..
lçv$ç kçíÀ Dçvçáÿçvç cçW
³çv$ç kçÀçÇ mç=pçvç MççÇuçlçç cçW
DçCçáÒçççÆCçlç nÌ Mçyo~
éççéçlçYççJç cçí .. .. ..
svo cçW lçLçç Hço cçW
Jççkçw³ç - çÆJçv³ççmç cçW
mççÆvOç cçW DççÌj mçcççmç cçW
nÌ Mçyo~
Dççlcçvçí³çHço DççÌj HçjmcçÌHço kçÀçÇ
YçJ³çlçç cçW
içáçqcHçÀlç çÆkçÀ³çç
çç®çç³ç& DççÆYçvçJçiçáHlç vçí
Mçyo kçÀçÇ J³ççK³çç .. .. ..
lçlmçcç DççÌj lçtJç cçW nÌ Mçyo~
çÆpç%ççmçá kçÀçÇ lç=<Cçç cçW .. .. ..
cçO³çcçç DççÌj ÒççÆlçHçoç cçW iççÆYç&lç nÌ
³çn Mçyo-mçbçÆJçlçd~

çÆvç©kçwlç vçí Mçyo kçÀç DçLç&
ÒççÆlçHçççÆolç çÆkçÀ³çç;
OJççÆvç kçíÀ DçvçámçbOççvç Hçj
Yçlç&=nçÆj kçÀç OJçv³ççuççíkçÀ
SkçÀ çÆmç×çvlç nçÇ vçnçR nÌ
kçíÀJçuç;
Hçjvlçá nÌ SkçÀ Mçyo mlçcYç~
DççjçínCç çÆJç%ççvç YççÇ nÌ
mHçvo YççÇ nÌ ³çn Mçyo~

mçbçÆJçlç mJçªçÆHççÆCç Mççqkçwlç mçí
HççÆjHçÓçÆjlç YççÇ ³çn Mçyo~
çÆpçmçí mHçvokçÀççÆjkçÀç cçW çÆHçjçí³çç iç³çç
lçYççÇ
JçÌçÆokçÀ JççkçdÀ kçíÀ DççOççj Hçj~
Dçvlçcç&áKç kçÀç DçJçmçço uçíkçÀj!
kçÀçÆJç kçÀç DççkçÀ<ç&Cç HççkçÀj
çÆJçuç#çCç nÌ MçyoçÆJç%ççvç!

Mçyo mçí nçÇ MççqkçwlçHççlç mçcYçJç nçílçç nÌ
yçvçkçÀj cç=oáuç mHçáÀçÆjlç Jç®çvç ..
lçYççÇ Gmç oçMç&çÆvçkçÀ kçÀçÆJçlçç cçW
mçávojlçç YççÇ PçuçkçÀlççÇ nÌ
Dç#çj-Dç#çj~
MçÌJç Mççðç kçíÀ cçvLçvç cçW
kçÀçÆJçlçç Ëo³ç kçÀç mHçvovç nÌ
G®®çlçj cççvçmç kçíÀ Hçìuç Hçj~
DçvçáYçJç kçíÀ DççOççj Hçj .. ..
kçÀMcççÇj MçÌJç-Dçç®çç³ççX vçí
DçHçvçí kç=ÀçÆlçlJç cçW
Gvcçí<ç cçW çÆvçcçí<ç cçW
uç³ç nçíkçÀj
uçuuçíéçjçÇ vçí JççKç cçW
ÒçHçáÀçÆuuçlç çÆkçÀ³çç .. ..
³çnçÇ cçíjçÇ DçvlçOJç&çÆvç nÌ~
Dçvlçvçç&o yçvç kçÀj
çÆpçmçí Dç#çj%ççvç kçÀnlçí nQ
Hçjç-ÒççJçíçÆMçkçÀç kçíÀ ªHç cçW~
kçÀçÆJç kçíÀ cçvç kçÀçí ÒçmçççÆjlç kçÀjvçí kçíÀ çÆuç³çí
MçÌJççÇ çÆJçuç#çCç Mççqkçwlç yçvç kçÀj
JçnçÇ Mççqkçwlç lçácnçjçÇ DççÌj cçíjçÇ YççÇ nÌ
HçÓCç&lç: MçyoMççqkçwlç yçvç kçÀj~

kçÀçÆJçlçç                                                                      p ç³ çç ç Æmçy ç Ó j Ìvçç

   Mçyo nçÇ Mçyo mçJç&$ç

Experience is  that
marvellous thing that enable
you recognise a mistake
when you make it again.

When in charge,ponder.
When in doubt, mumble.
When in trouble, delegate.

A Conclusion is simply the
place where someone got
tired of thinking.

Money can’t buy happiness
but it can certainly rent it for
a couple of hours.

If your wife wants to learn
to drive, don’t stand in her
way.

Time flies when you don’t
know what you are doing.

He who laughs last,  didn’t
get the joke.

Why be difficult when with
a bit of effort you can be
impossible.

Sign  P osts
W i th ou t  Com m en ts
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“…He is just barking, it is his
nature….”.  A dog owner recently
said this to me in all innocence, in
response to the indignant look I gave
her when her yapping cur
interrupted the  peace of m y
morning run by bounding after me.
How right she is, I thought, once I
had given vent to my own nature by
uttering a  few energetic curses. 
Notwithstanding the refrain that
genuine rudeness is better than
mendacious politeness. But only
question is that whether this thought
is so noble as to prefer the incivility
of the other person over a lie, or
whether it is meant to rather behave
uncouthly by the person concerned.
If the latter is intended, it would be
less vir tuous, but all the m ore
correct. There are actually scientific
studies which show that when service
providers rem ain polite under all
circum stances, this leads, not
infrequently, to coming down with the
dreaded  burn-out syndrom e. In
short, politeness is not just a
deformation of our intrinsic beautiful
natures, it actually makes us ill. And
if such com pulsively repetitive
offence is from an elderly person,
blame everyone but the elder.

What would happen if we tried
ignoring the rules of etiquette for a
while ?  Well, as per the forbidding
prospect – A person who always
says the truth as it is, could hardly
walk down the street without being
attacked as the enemy of all. Another
pragmatic view of good manners 
could be considering politeness to
an air-cushion, which may not have

anything in it, but it does soften the
blows of life.

Perhaps the difficulty lies in the
fact that we are so used to thinking
in pairs of opposites. We say,
politeness versus naturalness,
politeness versus honesty. But may
be courteous behavior  represents 
a  kind of fundamental respect for
the other person. Moreover, it can
act as a kind of de-escalation
programme. Otherwise, all too often
one frank word leads to another until
finally a veritable war gets underway.I
seriously doubt whether the two
parties engaged in this are still
interested in conveying the truth at
that point. Another questionable
postulation is the matter of rudeness
being intrinsic to our natures. When
I stop to think about all the things in
my nature – me, whom I consider
to be relatively harmless individual
– I really would not like to know the
unpleasant surprises hidden in the
makeup of other people.

Finally, that which is not  true
now, can become so at a later point
in tim e. Atleast that is m y own
reaction when someone consistently
envelopes me in  a nice talk. It didn’t
m atter how exhausted I felt ,for
example when my neighbour ‘s
child drove m e crazy with his
admittedly entirely normal lusty play
in my living room, bedrooms etc.
M y neighbour ’s indefatigable
politeness was im possible to
withstand. Such courteous behavior
makes you helpless.  First you are
disarmed and feel deflated. Then
you  might honour yourself with the

Reaching Out     S.P.Kachru

Just  Po l i t e Lies?
sam e candour
and realize that
your position is
infact open to
c r i t i c a l
q u e s t i o n i n g .
Consequently, you
discover that the other person is
actually quite genuinely nice. That
would then be worth the try - or would
it ?

Contact author at:
spkachru@rediffmail.com

A Request
to Writers

We accept write-
ups on any topic

concerning Kash-
mir & Kashmiris in

English, Hindi &
Kashmiri. The

write-ups should
be original and

exclusive to ‘här-
van’ except for
News, Views &

Reviews. No con-
troversial topics

please!

Kindly e-mail your
articles to us at

editorharvan@yahoo.co.in
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çÆkçÀlçççÆyç nábo vççJç : HççíçÆMçkçáÀpç (vçmlççuççÇkçÀ çÆuççÆHç)
çÆJç<ç³ç : kçÀçJ³ç
uçíKçvç Jççíuç : cççílççÇ uççuç kçÀçÌuç `vçç]pç’

(HçÀçívç: 9419663913)
sçHçvç mçvç : 2001 F&.
KJçMç vçJççÇmç : HççÇ.Svç.kçÀçÌuç `mçççÆ³çuç'
cJçuç : 200 Jç&HççÆ³ç
çÆkçÀlççyç cçíuçvçákçÀ Hçlççn :
1) 95, vçínª DçHççì&cçWì, kçÀçuçkçÀçpççÇ,
vç³ççÇ çÆouuççÇ 110019.
2) ÞççÇ Scç.Suç.jÌCçç, cçkçÀçvç vç0 32, Go³çJççuçç,
uçívç vç0. 2, pçccçÓ 180002.

‡ ‡ ‡
çÆuçKçç@³ç& mçòb]pç ]pççvç :
kçÀuçcççÇ vççJç : vçç]pç
çÆyç]pçç@lççÇ jçí]pçvç pçç³ç : jÌvççJççjçÇ, ÞççÇvçiçj, kçÀMcççÇj
nçuç : uç#çcççÇ çÆJçnçj, lççícççuç, yççínjçÇ,

lççuççyç çÆlçuuççí, pçccçÓ.
pçç lçç@jçÇKç : 27.09.1936

‡ ‡ ‡
çÆkçÀlçççÆyç cçb]pçòkçw³ç kçWÀn Mççn Hççjò:

DçmççÇ Fvçmçç@v³ç kçÀoòjvç iJç[ sá yççôjcçálç
çÆncççuçákçÀ ¿çÓ Lç]pçj mççv³çvç ³çjçovç
jJççoç@jçÇ lçò uççíuçòkçw³ç MççíuçòJçòv³ç jbiç

çÆs ]pçç@]®çuç HççíMç içáuçoçvçmç mçpççJççvç

sá cçboòjJç, cççqmpçoJç, çÆiçjpçJç m³çþçn Lççôo
Jçlçvç

³çLç cçb]pç çÆlç Dç@m³ç mçç@jçÇ ÒçLççvç Dçç³ç
Jçlçvç

³çLç cçb]pç çÆlç Dç@m³ç mçç@jçÇ cçjçvç Dçç³ç
‡ ‡ ‡

]®çô çÆvçMç sç kçWÀn Kç@çÆìLç mççí©³ç ]®çô sá³ç Jççôvç
yçò sámç ³çLç yççÇjò yççjmç cçb]pç kçáÀvçá³ç ]pççôvç
cçô scç yçmç ®çç@v³ç mçLç ®çç@vççÇ jHçÀçkçÀlç

Jçlçvç nábo Jççôvç çÆolçcç, vçlçò sámç HçkçÀçvç Dççôvç

Books ... Books ... Books
Post Exodus Publications of KP writers

çÆkçÀlçççÆyç nábo vççJç : HççíçÆMç iççôbo (oíJçvççiçjçÇ Jç
vçmlççuççÇkçÀ)

çÆJç<ç³ç : uççÇuçççÆ³ç lçò Jç]®çvç
uçíKçvç Jççpçôv³ç : mçblççíMç Mççn `vççoçvç'
sçHçvç mçvç : sávçò çÆoLç kçWÀn
cJçuç : sávçò çÆoLç kçWÀn
KJçMç vçJççÇmç : yçêçÇ vççLç DççÆYçuççMç
[çÇ.ìçÇ.HççÇ.: çÆjvkçÓÀ kçÀçÌuç, pçccçÓ

(2595136)
çÆkçÀlççyç cçíuçvçákçÀ Hçlççn :
1) cçkçÀçvç vç0 162/Dç, pçJççnj vçiçj, lççuççyç çÆlçuuççí,
pçccçÓ 180002.
2) oáiçç& çÆÒçbçÆìbiç Òçímç, Jçí³çj nçGmç, pçccçÓ~
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3) ®çb[çÇ DççÞçcç, GocçHçáj~
4) çÆkçÀlççyç Içj, cççÌuççvçç Dçç]pçço jçí[, ÞççÇvçiçj~
5) çÆkçÀlççyç Içj, kçíÀvççuç jçí[, pçccçÓ~

‡ ‡ ‡
çÆuçKçç@³ç& mçòb]pç ]pççvç :
kçÀuçcççÇ vççJç : vççoçvç
cçç@u³ç mçábo vççJç : Hçb0 vçbo uççuç Mççn
cçççÆpç nábo vççJç : ÞççÇcçlççÇ MççíYççJçlççÇ
cçnçjç]pçò mçábo vççJç : ÞççÇ cçnçjçkçÀ kç=À<Cç yçcyçª
çÆyç]pçç@lççÇ jçí]pçvç pçç³ç : içbpççÇJççjç, Dçvçvlçvççiç, kçÀMcççÇj
nçuç : cççínuçç içápçjçuç, uçívç 1,

kçíÀcHç jçí[, lççuççyç çÆlçuuççí, pçccçÓ
‡ ‡ ‡

çÆkçÀlçççÆyç cçb]pçòkçw³ç kçWÀn Jç]®çvç :
smç kç@ÀMççÇçÆj ]pççcçò]®ç, smç kçÀç@Mçòj kçÓÀj

Kçlçç jçômç Dçç@mçòmç, kç@À[òvçmç oÓj
oçJçmç uçç@çÆpçvçmç [íjò JççJçmç lç³ç
Jçvçlç³ç kçÀmç Jçvçò yçò Hçvçávç nçuç

‡ ‡ ‡
içáu³ç içB[îçLçò³ç cçBi³çlçJç yçiçòJçvçmç
ÐçJçò jçôì kçÀçÆj lççÆlççÆkçÀmç lçÓHçÀçvçmç

kçÀçÆj Dçmçájvç #ç³ç yççíçÆ]pç mççívç Hç@ÀçÆj³çço
DççÆmç HççvçòJçç@v³ç kçÀçílççn Dççímç FçÆlçnço

çÆkçÀlçççÆyç nábo vççJç : ³çLç JççJçò nççÆuç cçb ]pç (vçmlççuççÇkçÀ çÆuççÆHç)
çÆJç<ç³ç : kçÀçJ³ç
uçíKçvç Jççíuç : cççílççÇ uççuç `cçmçªHçÀ'

sçHçvç mçvç : 2003 F&.
KJçMç vçJççÇmç : cçmçªHçÀ
cJçuç : 100 Jç&HççÆ³ç
çÆkçÀlççyç cçíuçvçákçÀ Hçlççn :
1) cçkçÀçvç vç0. 124, içuççÇ vç0 9, içá[ç yçjvççF&,
yçvç lççuççyç, pçccçÓ~
2) vççiçjço DçoyççÇ mçbiçcç, pçccçÓ~
3) çÆkçÀlççyç Içj, cççÌuççvçç Dçç]pçço jçí[, ÞççÇvçiçj, kçÀMcççÇj~
4) çÆkçÀlççyç Içj, kçÀvççuç jçí[, pçccçÓ~

‡ ‡ ‡
çÆuçKçç@³ç& mçòb]pç ]pççvç :
kçÀuçcççÇ vççJç : cçmçªHçÀ
çÆyç]pçç@lççÇ jçí]pçvç pçç³ç : sávçò çÆoLç kçWÀn
nçuç : cçkçÀçvç vç0. 124, içuççÇ vç0. 9,

içá[ç yçjvççF&, yçvç lççuççyç, pçccçÓ
pçç lçç@jçÇKç : sávçò çÆoLç kçWÀn

‡ ‡ ‡

’cççílççÇ uççuç cçmçªHçÀ çÆlç sá Mçç@çÆ³çj lçò KJçMç vçJççÇmç~ cçiçj
Mçç@çÆ³çj kçw³çáLç ¿çÓ? yçò iççímç, Hç]pçj yçÓçÆ]pçJç, Dç@c³ç mçábo kçÀuççcçò
Hç@çÆjLç n³ç yçábiçò~ ³çÓlç vç@HçÀçÇmç lçò HJçKlçò Mçç@çÆ³çj Jçáv³çákçÀ lççcç
mççv³çJç vç]pçjJç çÆvççÆMç ]®çÓçÆj, çÆ³ç sá lçç@pçáyç lçò nç@jLç~ .....“

- DçcççÇvç kçÀç@çÆcçuç
‡ ‡ ‡

çÆkçÀlçççÆyç cçb]pçòkçw³ç kçWÀn Mççj :
uçJçò HçôçÆ³ç mçáyçn³ç ìÓ³ç&vç, Hç@Àu³ç Mççoçyç mçHçòÐç
mççWçÆ®ç mçjvç lçuçJççmç lçáuçáKç çÆiçjoçyç mçHçòÐç

Dçvçn@³ç& pç]pçòyçvç MçÓçÆjMç, mJçjcç@u³ç mççWLç Dç@svç
n©HçÀ n©HçÀ Hççôj ³ççcç kçÀLçvç mçbiçuççyç mçHçòÐç

‡ ‡ ‡
çÆkçÀçÆnv³ç l³çáLç içJç vçò kçÀLç H³çþ çÆouç çÆ³ç Mççí³ççxJç
Hç@çÆomç H³çþ Hççôo Lç@çÆJçLç yçá́b]pç DçKç vçò þ@n³ççxJç

çÆcç]pçç]pçmç [çôuç Hçvçávç Dççnbiç Jç@çÆìvç vçôìîç
³çjço³ç içJç yçouç DçHçÀmççvçò [çíu³ççíJç

‡ ‡ ‡
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Until class V, I was a student of Habba Kadal
Mission School. So I had the privilege of being the
student of Rev. Biscoe. The motto of our school,
written on our emblem was “In All Things Be Men”.
One must be master of one’s trade....no matter if it
is a doctor or a teacher or an engineer or a koker

choor. Being the student of Rev. Biscoe, I always remembered the
motto. I flourished in all my trades whether it was a full time job as
koker choor or as a teacher thereafter. I did not make a poor student
of the greatest teacher. I continued with the former trade until I could
run faster than the prey. So there was no question of having been
caught red handed. The only agony was that there was none in the
family to inherit the trade.

I have tremendous faith in God. Being optimistic, I was sure
that one day a legal heir to the trade will appear. The proverb ‘God
helps those who help themselves’ was the only ray of hope.
In our neighbourhood at Zainakot Srinagar, our Muslim neighbours
used to let loose their poultry to spoil the standing vegetable crop of
our kitchen garden. We were disgusted with the nuisance. No plea
worked. By this time I had become an honourable citizen with a
kenthlangot round my neck. Hens around were looking at me with
a sarcastic smile. Though Principal of an Educational Institution, I
wished I could run faster than the hen to teach them a lesson. As it
is ,all wishes don’t get fulfilled. Despite intake of rich diet, I could not
recover the speed.

One fine morning, you can’t imagine when I discovered my
legal and natural heir to my trade in my sixth class daughter who is
a senior scientist this time at BARC Mumbai (kmr@mtnl.net.in) . In
view of my dead speed, the hens around had become bold enough
to visit even our attached bathroom at the second floor. My legal
heir imprisoned the prey. Next morning, the hen was handed over
to Javed, cleaner of one of our buses, and asked to slaughter the
bird. Javed went to our neighbour Ali Dar for the job. Ali Dar
questioned Javed:”This is my hen. Wherefrom did you get it?” Javed
replied:”Are you mad? She belongs to Dass. They are so affluent.Do
you think,they will take your hen? God has given them enough to
feed poor people like you.” Ali Dar silently read kalima and
slaughtered the hen who had a few days before given a sarcastic
smile at me. I was happy to discover legal heir to my trade. I had
faith in Him and he fulfilled my desire.

'Bríjû Dàs chhú vanàn låsív tû båsív'
Contact author at: kunjwani@sancharnet.in

The Other  Face of a Teacher                                                                            B.K .Dass

Ha ve Fa it h  in  Him      Fr ien d s Tur ned  Do Do

“Life has become monotonous. Know
not why”? Expresses Brijdass to one of his
friends.

The friend, abroad, gives the solution:
“I am sure you must have known it by now,
life by itself has no meaning and purpose:
we give meaning and purpose to it. Try it
tonight, but better after the Navratras:
arrange a small party of your friends in
the soft lights of an evening, play some
ghazals, talk about good things of life over
sips of whisky or whatever dr inks you
prefer, and then see how the evening
flowers into a beautiful thing. True, you
may not be able to do it every evening.
On other days, you can pass your time in
reading, writing, thinking, listening to
music. There are many ways to make life
interesting. Wishing you all the best in the
days to come.”
Brijdass: “Your solution to the problem is
impracticable. Only my basic character will
one day come out triumphant like that of
the hero of a Hindi Movie.

In the present scenario, you m ay
discover a dodo, but not a friend. Gone
are the days when one would find one’s
friends around in sun and shower. All are
dispersed and lost in exile. They are
continent apart, some physically and
some mentally. Friends used to be next
door. M y invitation to fr iends is being
postponed beyond the date yet to be fixed
by consensus. I had even promised fuel
to their vehicles but all in vain. Meeting
almost all friends every evening at Habba
Kadal or Kanya Kadal has remained only
a sweet dream shelved in the archives of
mental memory.

Each age group had a meeting place.
Grandfathers’ ‘bathek’(Pt. Jia Lal Tikoo’s
saffron shop at Kralkhod) was the seat of
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great saints and intellectuals. It had become a
seat of learning. Legendry figures like Master
Zind Koul, Prof. Toshkhani, Pt. Jia Lal Nazir, Pt.
Sarwanand Charagi and the like used to honour
the ‘bathek’. It has left behind a monumental
imprint. A little ahead across the river Jehlum,
at Habba Kadal, was the ‘bathek’ of late Shri
Gopi Nath Parimoo. It was an assembly of all
political parties, Parimoo playing for Chaterji.
Prof. (Dr.) Suraj Hashia’s ‘bathek’ was serving
as the meeting place at LOC dividing Karan
Nagar from  the slum Chota Bazar for the
youngsters.

Mr. TIME has thrown us to a deserted place
which lacks the facility of a Coffee House, a
common feature of all civilized cities. Jammu
is the place of Prof Bhim Singh, who has never
been to a class and still prefixes Professor to
his name. Recall, how intellectuals and so called
intellectuals would park their bicycles along the
footpath and gossip for hours together over a
cup of coffee in the India Coffee House Regal
Chowk, Srinagar. Those days only a few had a
scooter. Scooters were not available in the open
market. Police & Secretariat employees had a
fixed quota on priority. Most of them would sell
the same on premium. A few could afford to
purchase it in the black market. Today your
bicycle in such unclaim ed situation will be
suspected as a bomb and invite attention of all
the armed forces and the bomb squared unit.
NDTV, Aaj Tak, Barkha Datt will not miss the
opportunity to make news.

My house had become a temporary Home
for a fortnight. Both my daughters along with my
grand daughter Bulbul Sherien Jalali +2 had
joined me. They left on first April, feeling that
they have set the house in order, little knowing
that the only inmate has been left upset. Until
their arrival, I had a smooth living, unconscious
of the difference between the Home and the
House. Their company had given me a feel of
homely atmosphere. Soon, I shall overcome
the situation and be a normal boy.

‘Bríjû Dàs chhú vanàn låsív tû båsív’.
Contact author at:

kunjwani@sancharnet.in

kçÀMcççÇjçÇ jçF&c]pç ÖçÀçcç çÆ[mìWì [çFmHççíjç
[ç. yççÇ.kçíÀ.cççí]pçç

lçyçjoçjç mçyçòj kçÀj - 1

iççcçmç Dç@çÆkçÀmç Dççímç DçKç lçyçjoçj
HçÀçuçòJççvç mçáyçò Mççcç Dççímç çÆ]pçv³ç Kççj
pçbiçòuçmç içæsçvç Dççímç MççÇvçmç lççHçmç

Mççcçmç lçáuççvç Dççímç Lç@çÆkçÀLç yçç@j Kççj
cçMçkçÀLç Dç@c³çmçòb]pç çÆcçmççuçç Dçç@mç

]pçôçÆJç H³çþ vçò çÆMçkçÀJçòò ]pççbn, Dççímç mçyçòjoçj
kçáÀvç lçò kçÀçÇJçuç kçÀ[çvç Dççímç Ünç

Dççuçòcçmç çÆvççÆMç içç@çÆHçÀuç, HçvçòçÆvç kçÀççÆcç çÆ]pçcçòJççj

iççcçç Dç@c³çmçábo mJçboj lçò Mççboçj
pJç³ç HçkçÀçvç cçb]pç yççiç, vçHççvç Jç&HçÀòoçj
yççuçò lçuçò çÆ³ç yç@mlççÇ mçávçmççvç Dçç@mç

 æsdJçHçò DççÆlç ³ççÇ]®çç lçò pJç³ç ûç]pççvç pççboçj
cç³çmçj DççÆlç Dççyçí n³ççlç lçò yççíçÆvç Mçônpççj

Dç@svç iççMç Dçvççvç HççíMç DççÆlç jbiçoçj
nLç MçLç içjò DçBÐç Hç@K³ç jçí]pççvç

iJçjyçLç içjò içjò, uçÓKç Dçç@m³ç ÐççvçLçoçj
]pççcçálç çÆ³ç Dç@L³ç cççnçíuçmç cçb ]pç Dççímç

yç[îççícçálç çÆkçÀLçòHçç@þîç ûççÇçÆmlççÆvç iççÆj Dççímç
cçççÆpç oiç Hçícçò]®ç Üoò Mçáj ³çôçÆuç Dççímç

KJçjòvç@v³ç o³ççxcçálç cçç@u³ç mçábo HçÀçn Dççímç
Jçáscçálç cçççÆpç uççíuç vç uJçkçÀò®ççj Dççímç

yç[îççícçálç ³çkçÀocç ]p³çvçò H³çþò pçJççvç Dççímç
kçáÀvç lçò kçÀçÇJçuç çÆ³ç Ünç kçÀ[çvç Dççímç

uççíuçç vçò kçÀçbn Jçáscçálç, kçÀçÇJçuçlçççÆ³ç Dççímç
(yçḉWn kçáÀvç pçç@jçÇ)

Contact author at: bk_moza@yahoo.co.in

The monthly här-van42

nç@jJçvç  cçççÆmçkçÀ 42

Printed with FinePrint - purchase at www.fineprint.com



The monthly här-van43

When I was very young, young
and not so young, I would observe
my Grand Father while saying his
morning prayers and reaching the
Gayatri Mantra part, seated crossed
legged with left hand resting on his
left knee thumb touching index
finger, the right hand with thumb and
index finger touching, the other
three fingers extended, would sweep
his body from above his head right
round to the groins and back again
to the top of the head, every now and
then pressing here and there ever
so lightly in a sequential order. It
made m e curious and I always
meant to ask him what exactly he
was doing.

To me my Grand Father always
seemed an Old man ever since I
can remember and never aged with
time. In 1948 we migrated leaving
behind our Grand Parents in
Kashmir. I always meant to ask him
what exactly he did when reciting the
Gayatr i M antra but out of
foolishness put it off for tomorrow
which never came. Time went by
and years flew and yet I never asked
him till he breathed his last in 1969
at grand old age of 92. It never
occurred to me that like all others
he too would one day become a
memory. My Grand Father was a
self taught man. He knew Sanskrit,
Persian, Urdu, Hindi, English and
above all Sharda. He knew all
Prayers and Rituals to the ‘T’. Our
com m unity Guruji would get
nervous if he had to perform any
Puja and my Grand Father was
around.

In spite of being so
knowledgeable he never taught us
anything about religion. No
Ramayan or Mahabharat stories.
The only thing I distinctly remember
is encouraging us to attend evening
Arti at Ramchandrun Mandir  at
Sathu Barbar Shah which was a
stones throw from our home. This
was of course before we left Kashmir
for good.

After his passing away I often
asked myself did he leave me with
only m em ories? And slowly I
realized that he did teach me a lot
though very subtly. Whenever he
was with us and I be around he
would invariably ask me to clip his
nails or encourage me to get my hair
cut irrespective of the day of the
week. He would make us wear new
clothes as and when we wished.
Ladies were encouraged to wash
their hair as and when required. No
restrictions of any kind. I once asked
him wasn’t all this against normal
traditions. He smiled and said one
must change with times, situation
and needs. There were many other
similar superstitions he helped us
to get rid of and I am so grateful to
him.

But the best imprint he left on
my impressionable mind was when
he finally shifted to Bombay in 1962.
When on his first morning he was
offered the usual Kahwa in a Khos
he sent it back and said “From this
day I shall be served tea in a cup as
all others. No restraint in using Garlic
and Onions in the food. Just treat
me as one of the family members.

Since I have
left Kashm ir
for good “it is I
who will
change to the
present and
not the rest of
you to the
past.” I do not believe four decades
ago any person at the age of 85
could have been more generous
to his kin. I think that was the
greatness of his love and
consideration for us.

M any years went by. The
subconscious had been seeking
the answer to what Grand Father did
when reciting Gayatri Mantra. And
it happened of all the places in
Brazil. In 1986 I was at the Indian
Embassy in Brasilia renewing my
Passport and while waiting at the
reception I spotted the “TAJ
MAGAZINE” which answered my
curiosity. Below picture tells us the
various points in the human body
where the sounds of the Gayatri
Mantra should vibrate.

Recalling Memories                                                                                Avtar . K . M isr i

My  Gr a nd f a t h er  & Ga ya t r i -Ma nt r a
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c³çç@çÆvçmç DçcççvçLç çÆovçmç mçólççÇ iç@çÆ³ç nìò
kçÀìò pçJççvç pççíjçn cçô yçḉWn kçÀçÆvç Hçç@oò~ çÆ³çcç
Dççmçòn@vç vççÆJç ]pçcççvçòkçw³ç ³çcçoóLç~ yçáLç
DççímçákçÀ Òççôvç lçò nô biç çÆlç Dçç@çÆmçKç vçò kçWÀn~

Dç@çÆkçÀmç Dççímç kçwuççÇvç MçíJç lçò yçô³ç Dççímç ÖçÀôb®ç kçÀì LççôJçcçálç~
yçò Dççímçámç JçáçÆvç ³çánábo kçÀo lçò yçç[Jçò³ç mçjò kçÀjçvç çÆ]pç

çÆ³çcçJç kç@Àj cçô vç³ç&vç Üvç LçHçÀ lçò lçáuçòn@mç Lççôo~ DççÆcç Hçlçò lçáuç
çÆ³çcçJç DççkçÀçMçmç kçáÀvç kçÀocç~ yçò iççímç nç@jçvç lçò HçjíMççvç~ cçô
Dççímç vçò ]pççbn ]pç@cççÇ çÆvç H³çþ m³ççôo HçkçáÀvç lçiççvç cçiçj çÆ³çcçvç mçól³ç
mçól³ç ¿ççôlçávçmç yçò çÆlç nJçònmç cçb ]pç Jçá[Jç kç@ÀçÆjLç HçkçáÀvç~ ³ççôoJç³ç
c³çççÆvç vççÆj ]pçbiçò Dççmçò vçò çÆnuççvç kçWÀn, cçiçj yçò Dççímçámç jçÆ]pç
jçômlçá³ç ]pçvç nJçç@³ççÇ HçÀçípçòçÆkçÀmç pçbiççÇ pçnç]pçòkçw³ç Hçç@þîç HçkçÀçvç~
cçô ]pççívç çÆ]pç cçô sá çÆ]pçboòiççÇ çÆvççÆMç DçLçò sçôuçcçálç, cçiçj çÆouçákçÀ
lçcççn, mçá Dççímçácç ]pçvç JçáçÆvç çÆlç kçÀuçò kç@ÀçÆ[Lç~ cçô çÆo]®ç yJçvç kçáÀvç
Jççjò vç]pçj~ Mççncççj Dççímç KJç[mç cçb ]pç JçáçÆvç çÆlç Dçç@j kç@ÀçÆjLç
çÆyççÆnLç~ Mçç³ço Dççímç lçmç JçáçÆvç çÆlç çÆ³ç ÖçÀþ çÆ]pç yçò cçç çÆ³çcçò JççHçmç
lçò Kç]pççvçmç kçÀjò kçÀyç]pçò~

oáçÆvççÆ³çnç DçKç kç@ÀçÆ[Lç Jçç@l³ç Dç@m³ç kçÀLç lççcç pçççÆ³ç~
cçiçj cçç@HçÀçÇ çÆo]p³ççícç! ³çôçÆlç kçÀçÆlç Dççímç oáçÆvç³ççn? mçá Dççímç vçç cçô
cç@çÆjLç HçLç kçáÀvç $ççíJçcçálç~ Dçç, o@çÆHçJç Dçmçcççvçç DçKç kç@ÀçÆ[Lç
JççlçòvççíJçònmç yçò ³çcç oólçJç Dç@çÆkçÀmç pçççÆ³ç~ kçwuççÇvç MçíJç ³çcç oólçvç
kçÀçô[ Hçlçuççívçò ®çboò cçb]pçò DçKç ®ççÇ]pç lçò jçôìávç Dçç@mçmç yçḉWþò kçÀçÆvç~
çÆ³ç ®ççÇ]pç Dççímç l³çáLçá³ç ³çáLç mçç@çÆvçmç oáçÆvççÆ³çnmç cçb]pç ìíuçíHçÀçívç
Dççmççvç Dççímç~ jbiç [biç Dççímçámç pççvç~ Mçç³ço DçççÆmçní çÆ³ç çÆlç
ìíuçíHçÀçívçò³ç, cçiçj lççj Dçç@mçòmç vçò kçWÀn~ DççÆmç Dççímç yçÓ]pçcçálç çÆ]pç
J³çuçç³çlçmç cçb]pç çÆs lçççÆj Jçjç@³ççÇ ìíuçíHçÀçívç Dççmççvç~ Mçç³ço cçç
DçççÆmçní Dç@c³ç pçJççvçvç çÆlç lçlççÇ H³çþò DçvçòvççíJçcçálç~ Kçç@j cçô kçw³çç
DçLç mçvçávç? cçô Dççímç ]]pç@cççÇçÆvç H³çþ HçvçòçÆvçmç içjmç cçb ]pç HçÀçívç
uççiçvçákçÀ Dçjcççvçò³ç ªocçálç~ c³çç@v³ç cçç@u³ç Dççímç ìíuçíHçÀçívç
cçnkçÀcçmç cçb]pç o@n Jç@jçÇ yçḉWþ Hççbæs nLç Jç&HççÆ³ç yç@çÆjLç HçÀçívç yçákçÀ
kçÀçôjcçálç~ cçiçj mçá kçÀçÆlç HçÀçívç? ³çôçÆuç yçò DçHçÀmçjvç Hç=æsçÆvç iççímç,
oçôHçáncç, ’nlçç ³ççjò ]®çò cçç sáKç Hççiçuç iççícçálç! ³çôçÆlç çÆs Jçán Jç@jçÇ
yḉÓbçÆþcç ̀ Dççívç ³ççíJçj ìíuçíHçÀçívç' Jçç@u³ç ]pçò ]pçò mççmç yç@çÆjLç çÆlç ³çHççjçÇ~
]®çò kçÀLç æsçb[çvç Hççb]®çvç nlçvç H³çþ HçÀçívç?“ cçô HçÀçí³ç&Jç vçò pçJççyçò³ç~
JJçv³ç kçÀjíçÆ³ç Hç@ÀkçÀçÇjvç cçô ³çç@jçÇ lçò cçô mççW®ççíJç çÆ ]pç yçò ¿çcçò lçlçkçÀçuç

çÆmçuççÆmçuçòJççj - kçw³ççn kçw³ççn Jçvçò?                                                                    cç.kçÀ.jÌvçç
mJçiç& lçò vç©kçÀ

mçkçÀçÇçÆcç cçb]pçò³ç JJçv³ç êçôçÆiç cJçuçò HçÀçívç, cçiçj çÆ]pçboòiççÇ Ðçálç vçò mççLç
kçWÀn~ njiççn cçô kçwJçojLç Kç]pççvçò uç@çÆyçLç çÆvçvçákçÀ JçKç çÆoçÆ³çní,
ÐçJç yçò çÆlç HçvçòçÆvç oççÆj H³çþ çÆyççÆnLç lçò HçÀçívç DçLçmç cçb ]pç j@çÆìLç
cçKçvç uççuçmç DççuçJç uçççÆ³çnç@, ³çáLç lçmç nôçÆjcç Mççn ¿ççôj lçò
yç@çÆvçcç Mççn yJçvç içæçÆsní! cçiçj mçá kçÀçÆlç~ ]®ççÆkçÀ yçò çÆMçkçÀmç uço~
Jçvçò kçÀmç?

cçô $ççíJç ]p³çÓþ JJçMç lçò $çç@Jçòcç yçôçÆ³ç ³çcç oólçò mçòbçÆomç lçççÆj
jçômlçá³ç HçÀçívçmç kçáÀvç vç]pçj~ mçá Dççímç kçÀmç lççcç mçól³ç kçÀLç kçÀjçvç~
cçb]pçò cçb ]pçò cçô kçáÀvç vç]pçjçn $çç@çÆJçLç kçÀuçò çÆnuççJççvç lçò cçb ]pçò Dçmçvç
Kçbiççuçò $ççJççvç~ y³ççKç ³çcç oóLç Dççímç JçáçÆvç çÆlç cçô DçLçmç LçHçÀ
kç@ÀçÆjLç~

kçÀô bn kçÀçuç iç@æçÆsLçò³ç $ççíJç ³çcç oólçvç HçÀçívç ®çbomç lçò Hç=æsávç
cçô vççJç~ cçô Jççôvçámç, ’yçç³çç, ]pç@cççÇçÆvç H³çþ Dçç@m³ç cçô uçÓKç uççíuçò
mççvç Jçvççvç `mççnyçò'~ vçlçò njiççn Hç]pçj yççí]pçKç, DçmçuççÇ vççJç
Dççímçácç kç=À<Cçoçmç~ kç=À<Cçò mçábo oçmç kçÀcç lçò Hçvçávç ]p³ççoò~“ kçwuççÇvç
MçíJç ³çcç oólçvç kç@Àj cçô yçáçÆLçmç kçáÀvç vç]pçjçn~ JççHçmç Ðçálçávç vçò
pçJççyççn kçÀçbn~ Dç@m³ç ªÐç HçkçÀçvç, ³çç Jç@v³çlçJç Jçá[çvç~ yçáçÆLç
Dççímç mçKç Dççôyçáj~ cçô HçôçÆ³ç yçoòvçmç þB[çÇ~ cçô nô]®çç@çÆ³ç ³çcç oólçvç
mçól³ç yçôçÆ³ç kçÀLç kçÀjòv³ç cçiçj çÆlçcç Dçç@m³ç ÜvçòJç³ç cçvçnÓmç yçuçççÆ³ç~
c³çççÆvç kçÀçÆLç Ðçálç vçò çÆlçcçJç kçÀvç kçWÀn~ cçô HçôçÆ³ç ©mçJçç iç@æçÆsLç
æsdJçHç³ç kçÀjòv³ç~

Dççôyçjò cçb]pçò ³çôçÆuç Dç@m³ç v³çyçj êççÆ³ç, cçô Jçás yçáçÆLç DçKç
yççô[ oíJççjò~ oíJççjmç Dçç@m³ç ]pçò ojJçç]pçò~ Dç@çÆkçÀmç H³çþò kçÀçÆvç
Dççímç uççÇçÆKçLç mJçiç& lçò yçôçÆ³çmç H³çþò kçÀçÆvç vç©kçÀ~ cçô ¿ç]®çç@çÆ³ç yç[ò
kçáÀoçcçò mççvç mJçiç&mç kçáÀvç Hç@Ðç $ççJçòv³ç çq]pç ³çcç oólçJç Hçw³çáj ]pçyçjomlççÇ
c³ççívç ®ççWþ vçjkçÀmç kçáÀvç~ cçô cççv³ççíJç vçò kçáÀçÆvç JççÆlç cçiçj ®çu³ççícç
vçò kçWÀn~ cçô Dççímç vçò ]pçvç vç³ç&vç ]pçbiçvç lççkçÀLçò³ç~ Dçboj Dç]®ççvç
Dç]®ççvçò³ç içJç cçô Dç@svç DççÆvç iççôì~ cçô çÆ³ç vçjkçÀmç cçálççÆuçkçÀ yçÓ]pçcçálç
Dççímç, yçjçyçj Dççímç lççÇ~ pçççÆ³ç pçççÆ³ç Dççímç vççj o]pççvç lçò ³çcçò
kçWÀkçÀj vççjmç yḉçWþò kçÀçÆvç vç]®ççvç lçò vçicçò kçÀjçvç~ Mçç³ço Dççmçònvç
kçwJçkçÀcçça DçLç vççjmç cçb]pç o]pççvç~ kçáÀçÆvç kçáÀçÆvç pçççÆ³ç Dçç@m³ç Fvçmççvç
kçáÀu³çvç DçuçÓbo $çç@çÆJçLç~ Dç@çÆkçÀmç pçççÆ³ç Dççímç uçÓkçÀò DçjmççLççn
mç@çÆcçLç~ çÆlçcçJç Dççímç mçKç Mççíj uççíiçcçálç~ ocç& jç]pçò Dççímç Hçb[çuçmç
H³çþ çÆyççÆnLç çÆlçcçvç mç]pççn yççí]pçòvççJççvç~ yçò ³çôçÆuç çÆlçcçvç vç]pçoçÇKç
Jççílçámç, cçô H³çJç ]pçvç lçò Dçmçcççvç kçÀuçmç H³çþ~ cçô Jçás DççÆlç çÆlçcç
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çÆlçcç vçHçÀj, çÆ³çcç ]pç@cççÇçÆvç H³çþ m³çþçn oçvç lçò HJçv³ç kçÀjçvç
Dçç@m³ç~ çÆ³çcçvç nábo DçKç oMç& ávç kçÀjvçò yççHçLç uçÓKç mççmçò yççôo
Kç®çç&vç Dçç@m³ç lçò cççÇuçò Jççoò HçkçÀçvç Dçç@m³ç~ ’içJç mçá Dççímç mççí©³ç
DçHç]pçá³ç!“, cçô Jççôvç Hççvçmç mçól³ç~ cçiçj c³çççÆvç mççW®çòvçò®ç DççJçç]pç
çÆlç Dçç@mç yççÆ[ içæsçvç~ ÖçÀôb®ç kçÀìò Jçç@çÆuçmç ³çcç oólçmç iç@çÆ³ç c³çç@v³ç
kçÀLç yçÓçÆ ]pçLç kçÀvç Kç[ç~ ³ççôoJç³ç lçmç çÆHçÀkçÀjçÇ Dççímç vçò kçWÀn
lççôjcçálç, cçiçj lççíçÆlç oçôHçávç, ’Dç]pç kçÀLç sáKç vççjmç vççÆj çÆoJççvç?
lççÆlç kçw³çççÆ]pç mçÓb®çáLç vçò?“ cçô oçôHçámç, ’yçç³çç! yçò sámç vçò çÆlç
mççW®ççvç çÆ³ç ]®çò mççW®ççvç sáKç~ yçò sámç nç@jçvç içæsçvç çÆ]pç çÆ³çcçJç
]pç@cççÇçÆvç H³çþ jòl³ç kçÀcç& kç@À³ç&, çÆlçcçJç cçb]pçò çÆlç çÆs Jççj³ççn cçô ³çôçÆlç
vç]pççÆj içæsçvç~“ ³çcç oóLç Dççímç Mçç³ço ]pççvçvç Jççíuç~ oçôHçávç,
’çÆlç svçò kçÀLç~ DçmçuççÇ lçuç çÆs ]pç@cççÇçÆvç nò bÐç uçÓKç Dççmççvç
kçw³ççnlççcç, lçò yççmççvç kçw³ççnlççcç~“ cçô c³çÓuç HçvçòçÆvç mçJççuçákçÀ
pçJççyç~ Hççvçmç cçálççÆuçkçÀ Dççímç vçò cçô MçKçò³ç kçÀçbn~ yçò Dççímçámç
çÆmççÆjHçÀ lçò çÆmççÆjHçÀ vçjkçÀò Kçç@lçòj³ç ]pççcçálç~ njiççn cçô kçáÀçÆvç mççlçò
kçÀçbn ©lç kçÀcç& kçÀçôjcçálç çÆlç Dççímç, mçá Dççímç cçô lçcççÇ mççlçò oáçÆvççÆ³çnmç
çÆvçMç kçÀòçÆvçLç K³ççícçálç~ mçá Dççímç vçò kçÀçbn l³çáLç vçHçÀj ³çámç yçò
]pççvçòn@vç lçò ³çmç vçò cçô HçvçòçÆvç jòçÆ]®ç kçÀççÆcç nò b]pç kçÀLç kçÀvç Hçç@J³ç
Hçç@J³ç DçççÆmçní Jç@çÆvçcçò]®ç~ cçiçj yçò Dççímçámç mççW®ççvç çÆ³çcçvç vçHçÀjvç
ná bo, çÆ³çcçvç ]pç@cççÇçÆvç H³çþ m³çþçn vççJç Dççímç lçò çÆ³çcç jòl³çvç vçHçÀjvç
cçb]pç Mçácççj Dçç@m³ç mçHçoçvç~ c³ççv³çvç vç]pçjvç lçuçò³ç Dçç@m³ç
Jçáv³çkçw³çvç kçÀcç Dç]pç kçÀcç DçKç ojpçvç çÆlçL³ç vçHçÀj ocç& jç]pçmç
]pççjò Hççjò kçÀjvçmç uç@i³çcçòl³ç~ cçiçj pççvç içJç, çÆlçcçvç HçôçÆ³ç vçò cçô
kçáÀvç vç]pçj, vçlçò içæçÆsnôKç Jççj³ç ©mçJçç@³ççÇ lçò cçô Kçmçòn@vç yç@u³ç
HççHçÀ~

c³çççÆvç Kçç@lçjò Dççímç Mçç³ço kçwJçojlçvç ©lçá³ç mçÓb®çcçálç~  cçô
Dçç@mç mJçjiçò®ç yçáçÆkçbÀiç kç@Àjcçò ]®ç lçò lçc³çákçÀ j@mççÇoò Dççímç cçô JçáçÆvç çÆlç
®çbomç cçb]pç~ cçô sá[çíJç Hçvçávç DçLçò pçJççvçò mçòbçÆo DçLçò cçb]pçò lçò
y³çÓþámç Dç@çÆkçÀmç kçÀçÆvç Hçuçmç H³çþ~ iççmçò êcçávç cçç Dççímç DççÆlç
kçáÀçÆvç çÆ ]pç lçLç H³çþò yçôncçònç@! ÖçÀôb®ç kçÀìò Jçç@u³ç $çç@Jç cçô kçáÀvç oçíuçò
vç]pçjçn, lçò Hç= æsávçcç, ’kçw³çç mçç@ çÆ³çlççÇ mçól³ç LççôkçÀòKçò? JçáçÆvç svçò
kçÀLçò³ç~“ cçô Jççôvçámç JççHçmç, ’vç mçç@, mJç o@uççÇuç svçò kçWÀn~
DçmçuççÇ kçÀLç sô çÆ³ç çÆ ]pç cçô çÆs mJçjiçò®ç yçáçÆkçbÀiç ]pç@cççÇçÆvç H³çþò³ç
kç@Àjcçò]®ç~ Hçæs vç³ç çÆyçnçÇ, jmççÇoò nçJç³ç~“ ³çcç oólçmç yççÇþ vçò
Hçæsò³ç~ oçôHçávç, ’ní ³ççjò, ]®çô çÆnçÆJçmç çÆMçkçÀmç uçomç kçÀHçç@³ç& iç@çÆ³ç
mJçjiçò®ç yçáçÆkçbÀiç? mJçjiçòçÆ®ç çÆìkçÀìò sç Dççmççvç JççÆlç Hçícç]®çò çÆ]pç
]®çô lçápçòLç DçKç Hççvçmç çÆkçÀ]®ç~ lçuçò yçç nçJç?“

cçô kçÀçô[ ®çboò cçb]pçò kçÀçkçáÀo lçò nçíJçácçmç~ kçÀçkçÀòomç Dççímç

ìçkçÀçjò Hçç@þîç ocç& jç]pçò mçòbçÆomç oóLçò mçábo omçKçlç~ pçJççvçmç
HçÀçÇj yçáçÆLçmç uçôoçÆj æsþ~ kçÀçkçáÀo nçíJçávç HçvçòçÆvçmç mçç@çÆLç³çmç~
lççÆcç Hçlçò kç@ÀjòKç kçw³ççnlççcç kçÀLç HççvçòJç@v³ç kçÀLç lççcç yçouçò³ç
yççíçÆuç cçb]pç~ Mçç³ço DçççÆmçní çÆ³ç mçbmkç=Àlç~ cçô DççJç vçò kçWÀn mçcçòpç~
DççÆmç kçÀj Dççímç mçbmkç=Àlç Hççôjcçálç? YçiçJçlç iççÇlçççÆ³ç nò bÐç çÆlç Dçç@m³ç
DççÆmç iJç[çÆvçkçw³ç Hççb ]®ç ³çç mçLç MuçÓkçÀ lçiççvç Hçjòv³ç, çÆlçkçw³çççÆ]pç
çÆlçcç Dçç@m³ç ]pçyçç@vççÇ ³çço~ vçlçò kçÀçÆlç Dç@m³ç lçò kçÀçÆlç mçbmkç=Àlç!
cççíuç cçç@pç çÆlç Dçç@m³ç çÆoJççvç DçbûççÇ ]p³ç Hçjvçmçò³ç H³çþ ]pççíj~
oHççvç Dçç@m³ç Hçlçò kçÀLç uççÆiçJçò mçbmkç=Àlç?

yçò ªoámç kçÀìò ®çôMcçJç çÆlçcçvç ÜvçJçòv³ç ³çcç oólçvç kçáÀvç
Jçásçvç~ HçÀçívçò Jçç@u³ç ³çcç oólçvç kç@Àj cçô vççÆj LçHçÀ lçò oçôHçávçcç, ’ní
yçç³çç! mçç@v³ç s³ç vçò kçÀçbn içuçlççÇ~ DççÆmç çÆ³ç JççôvçáKç, lççÇ kçÀçôj~
JJçuçò náçÆcçmç ocç& jç]pçmç nçJçJç çÆ³ç kçÀçkçáÀo lçò Hç=æsçímç çÆ]pç JJçv³ç
kçw³çç sá kçÀ©vç?“ cçô jçôì ojkçÀò~ oçôHçácçmç yçmç, ³çôçÆcç DçuççJçò
HçkçÀ³ç vçò yçò DçKç kçÀocç çÆlç~ lJççÆn sáJçò içæsávç lçò iç@æçÆsJç~ yçò ÒççjçíJçò
³çôlççÇ~“ çÆlçcçJç Ðçálç cçô Fpçç]pçLç HçLçj yçônvçmç lçò Hççvçò iç@çÆ³ç ocç&
jç]pçmç çÆvçMç~ yçò ªoámç ³ççÇçÆlçmç kçÀçuçmç Dççíjò ³ççíj Jçásçvç~ çÆ³ç
DçbÐç Hç@K³ç mçHçoçvç Dççímç, çÆlç Jçásvçò mçólççÇ Dççímç onMçLç içæsçvç~
cçô Jççôvç kç=À<Cçò yçiçJççvçmç kçáÀvç, ’JJçv³ç j@çÆs]p³çcç ³çôçÆlç ³ççíj~ Dçç@Kçòj
³çáLç sámç lçò l³çáLç, cçiçj c³çç@çÆvçmç vççJçmç mçól³ç sávçç ®ççívç vççJç
çÆlç~ njiççn cçô kçWÀn Jçáuìò içæçÆs, lççÆcç mçól³ç içæsçÇ vçç ]®çô çÆlç yçovçç@cççÇ~
uçÓkçÀ Jçvçvç vçç kç=À<Cçò yççô©Kç vçjkçÀmç~“

Mçç³ço yçÓ ]pç c³çç@v³ç J³çvçLç kç=À<Cçò yçiçJççvçvç~ ÜvçòJç³ç ³çcç
oóLç DçççÆ³ç DçmçJçòçÆvç yçáçÆLç JççHçmç lçò oçôHçáncç, ’ní yçç³çç! v³çmçòyç
cçáçqMkçÀuç iççô³ç nuç~ cçiçj ]®çô s³ç MççÇLç Jç&HççÆ³ç JçáçÆvç yçkçÀç³ççn~
çÆlçcçò kçÀçÆlç DçvçKç? njiççn MççÇLç Jç&HççÆ³ç Dç@]p³ç yçjKç lçò Dç@]p³ç
çÆvçcççíLç mJçjiçmç~ vçlçò sá³ç ³çôlççÇ y³çánávç~“ cçô Dççímç vçò ®çbomç
HççBmççn kçÀçbn~ cçô oçôHç çÆlçcçvç Dççjò nçÆlç yçáçÆLç, ’yçuçççÆ³ç uçiççíJçò,
çÆoçÆ³çJç vçç lççcçLç JJç]pçácç~ yçò çÆocççíJçò Hçlçò JççHçmç~ mJçjiçmç cçb]pç
DçççÆmç cçô kçÀçbn vçlçò kçÀçbn Hçvçávç HççBmçò Jççíuç!“ çÆlçcç Jç@L³ç oj
pçJççyç, ’DççÆmç kçÀçÆlç iç@çÆ³ç nçjò Hçç@oò? ³çôçÆlç sç kçÀçBçÆmç lçvçKççn
cçíuççvç JçKlçmç H³çþ? Dçiçj çÆyçnçÇ, $çô ³ç&Lç iç@çÆ³ç lçvçKççn çÆvçvçòmçò³ç~
lJççÆn sJçò Hçlççn Dç@m³ç çÆs ³çôçÆlç Dçç@Mç kçÀjçvç~ ]pçççÆvç nç ³ççjò
mççívç Hççvç, çÆkçÀLçò kç@Àv³ç çÆs Dç@m³ç Ün Ün kçÀ[çvç~“ yçò iççímç çÆ³ç
o@uççÇuç yçÓçÆ]pçLç nç@jçvç~ oçôHçácçKç, ’kçw³çççÆ ]pç, ³çôçÆlç sávçç yçpçþ
Jçpçþ çÆkçÀnçÇv³ç Dççmççvç? çÆlçcç HççBmçò kçÀçôlç çÆs içæsçvç?“ çÆlçcçJç
$ççíJç JJçMç~ oçôHçáKç, ’Dççmççvç kçw³çççÆ]pç sávçò? Dççmççvç sá, cçiçj
mçá mççí©³ç sá çÆoJçlççnvç nòbçÆomç ìçÇ.S. lçò [çÇ.S. nmç H³çþ Kç®ç&
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içæsçvç~“
’ìçÇ.S. lçò [çÇ.S.!! kçw³çáLç ìçÇ.S. lçò [çÇ.S.?“ yçò iççímç

nç@jçvç~ çÆlçcçJç Jççôvç J³çmlçç@çÆjLç, ’çÆlçcç çÆsvçç kçÀçuçò Hçiççn uççJç
uçMkçÀj ¿çLç Hç=LçJççÇ uçÓkçÀ lçò Hççlççuç uçÓkçÀ içæsçvç~ lççÆlç çÆsvçò çÆlçcç
]p³ççoò Ünvç y³çnçvç kçWÀn, cçiçj lççôlç lççcç ³çámç ]p³çÓþ HçÀç@mçuççn
sá, çÆlçcç çÆs lçcççÇ çÆnmççyçò ®ççpç& kçÀjçvç~ JJçv³ç n³ç yççÆ®ç lçò yççÆ®ç
kçw³ççn? Dç@m³ç çÆlç çÆs æsdJçHçò ocç kç@ÀçÆjLç mççí©³ç yçjoçMç kçÀjçvç~
kçÀjJç çÆlç kçw³ççn? ³çôçÆlç cçç sá lçánòbÐç Hçç@þîç nçF& kçÀçíì& lçò mçáÒççÇcç
kçÀçíì&? çÆ³ç çÆoJçlçç Hççvçò JççÆvç, çÆlç sá HçÀçF&vçuç lçò Dçìuç~“

çÆ³çcçò o@uççÇuçò yçÓçÆ]pçLç ]®çççÆ³ç cçô lçój~ cçô mçÓb®ç, DççÆcç çÆnmççyçò
sá ]pç@cççÇçÆvç H³çþ pçvçLç~ njiççn kçÀçbn vçHçÀj ³çôçÆlç H³çþò nálç lççcç
çÆlç ¬çÀkçÀò çÆoJççvç çÆoJççvç HççÆkçÀ, o@nvç pçç³çvç Hç= æsòvçmç JççÆlç HçkçÀòJçòv³ç
çq]pç yçç³çç kçáÀmç lçkçÀuççÇHçÀ sá³ç? ³çôçÆlç sá çÆ³ç yçouçò³ç lççJçvç~
DççÆmç cçç sá ³çáLç kçÀòmççn ]pççbn Jçáscçálç! njiççn ]pç@cççÇçÆvç H³çþ
Dç@çÆkçÀmç Ünmç çÆlç kçÀçBçÆmç lçvçKççn yçbo kçÀjvç, nçF& kçÓÀìçÇ lççcç
kçÀ³ç&Kç uççj~

cçiçj Jçáv³çkçw³çmç Dççímç vçò DçLç cçmçòuçmç H³çþ yçnmç kçÀ©vç
cçávçç@çÆmçyç~ Jçáv³çkçw³çmç Dççímç mçJççuç MççÇlçvç Jç&Hçò³çvç nábo~ cçô Jççôvç
HçÀçívçò Jçç@çÆuçmç ³çcç oólçmç, ³çámç Ü³çJç cçb]pçò mççÇçÆvç³çj Dççímç yççmççvç,
’yçç³çç, cçô cççvçlçò ]®çò Hçvçávç uJçkçáÀì yççí³ç~ sávçç mçuççn, cçô çÆvçKç
JççHçmç lçLç yçáj]pçò kçáÀçÆuçmç çÆvçMç~ Kçyçj Mççncççj cçç DçççÆmç ]®ççôuçácçálç,
yçò çÆocçònç@ Kç]pççvçmç LçHçÀ~ njiççn yçjço@jçÇ kç@ÀçÆjJç, v³çmçòyç içJç
lçánábo lçò v³çmçòyç içJç c³ççívç~ lJççÆn njiççn çÆ³ç ÖçÀþ sá çÆ ]pç yçò cçç
]®çuçò, nlçòmçç@ cçô Lç@J³çlçJç ]pçbiçvç içb[ kç@ÀçÆjLç~“ cçiçj DççÆcç mçól³ç
DçboíçÆ³ç vçò kçÀç@cç kçWÀn~ çÆlçcçJç Jççôvç çÆ]pç DççÆkçÀ uççÆì HçjuçÓkçÀmç cçb]pç
çÆ³çLç sávçò JççHçmç içæsòvçákçÀ mçJççuçò³ç JJçLççvç~ cçô j@ìîç çÆlçcçvç
KJçj çÆ]pç kçÀçbn mç@yççÇuçç mçÓb®çlçJç c³çççÆvç Kçç@lçjò~ Dçç@Kçòj c³çççÆvç
Jçán Jç&HççÆ³ç, çÆ³çcçò cçô yçáçÆkçbÀkçÀ kçÀjòvçmç çÆo]®çò, cçç içæsvç çÆyçuçkçáÀuçnò³ç
Hç@Àkçw³ç?“

HçÀçívçò Jçç@u³ç kçÀçôj yçôçÆ³çmç mçç@çÆLç³çmç mçól³ç cçMçJçjò~ lççÆcç
Hçlçò kçÀçô[ávç ®çboò cçb ]pçò yçôçÆ³ç HçÀçívç lçò kç@Àjòvç kçÀmç lççcç mçól³ç kçÀLç~
yçáçÆLç lçuçò Dççímç yççmççvç çÆ ]pç kçÀç@cç sô Dçbovç Jççpçôv³ç~ kçWÀn kçÀçuç
kçÀLç kçÀjvçò Hçlçò LççôJç lç@c³ç HçÀçívç yçôçÆ³ç ®çbomç lçò Jççôvçávç, ’ní DçKç
mç@yççÇuç s³ç~ njiççn ]®çô ]pççbn kçÀççÆuç kçÀçBçÆmç yçísòJçòçÆvçmç ³çç kçÀçBçÆmç
Hç@ÀkçÀçÇjmç kçÀçbn HççBmçò sá³ç Ðçálçcçálç, mçá çÆ³ç³ççÇ cçápçjçn~“ cçô H³çJç
³çço, cçô Dççímç lç@m³ç Hç@ÀkçÀçÇjmç vçHçò vçHçò kçÀjJçávç n@l³çávç Ðçálçcçálç,
³çôc³ç cçô Kç]pççvçákçÀ Hç³ç Dççímç Jççôvçcçálç~ lçò çÆ³çn@³ç DçKç kçÀLç Dçç@mç
vçò cçô kçÀçBçÆmç Jç@v³çcçò]®ç çÆlçkçw³çççÆ]pç yçò cçç Dççímçámç ³çæsçvç çÆ]pç kçÀçbn

içæçÆs Kç]pççvçòçÆkçÀmç jç]pçmç Jçç@kçÀòHçÀ içæsávç~ cçô JççôvçácçKç, ’Dçç,
Ðçálçácçálç kçw³çççÆ]pç sácç vçò! HçÀuçç@v³ç Hç@ÀkçÀçÇjmç cçô HçÓjò nLç Jç&HççÆ³ç
Ðçálçácçálç~ JJçv³ç içJç ]®çò Jçvçòncç j@mççÇoò nçJçávç, mçá cçç sácç!“

pçJççvçvç kç@Àj yçôçÆ³ç HçÀçívçmç H³çþ kçÀLç, lçò çÆnuççíJçávç kçÀuçò~
oçôHçávç, ’kçÀòmçcçlçò Jççíuç sáKç~ ³ççôn³ç DçKç ©lç kçÀcç& sá³ç vçò ]®çô
kçÀçBçÆmç çÆvçMç Jççôvçcçálç lçò Dçc³çákçÀ HçÀuç c³çÓuçá³ç Jçáv³çkçw³çmç~ JJçuçò
HçKç mJçjiçò uçÓkçÀmç kçáÀvç~“

Dç@m³ç nôçÆlçvç mJçiç&ò uçÓkçÀmç kçáÀvç vçíjòv³ç çq]pç Hç@l³ç çÆkçÀv³ç
JççôLç ná³ç~ vçjkçÀò cçb]pçò Hçô çÆ³ç çÆkçÀLçò lççcç Hçç@þîç c³ççv³çvç kçWÀ]®çvç
]pçç@v³çkçÀçjvç cçô H³çþ vç]pçj~ çÆlçcç DçççÆ³ç oçíjçvç oçíjçvç lçò kç@ÀjòKç
cçô KJçjvç LçHçÀ~ oçôHçáncç, ’yçuçççÆ³ç uçiççí³ç~ Dç@m³ç çÆs ³çôçÆlç kçáÀv³ç
cç@MççÇçÆo nòbÐç çÆpçvç nçÇ içç@cçòl³ç~ kçáÀçÆvç sávçò çÆouç uçiççvç~ ]®çò³ç ³ççílç
¿çkçÀKç DççÆmç çÆouççmçò cçoçjò çÆoLç~ cçlçò içæslçò mJçiç&mç kçWÀn~
DççÆmç mçól³ç jçí]pç lçò ³çôl³ç~ Dç@m³ç Dçç@m³ç vçç ]]pç@cççÇçÆvç H³çþ ®çç@çÆvçmç
ÒçLç Hç@çÆ]pçmç DçHççÆ]pçmç mççLç çÆoJççvç! Jçáv³çkçw³çmç kçÀLç sáKç DççÆmç
JçáçÆsLç kçÀuçò çÆHçÀjçvç?“ çÆ³çcçvç cçb]pç Dççímç içÓkçÀuçò çÆlç, ³çôçÆcçmç cçô
çÆ]pçboò Hççvçmç nmçcçlçòv³ç JçmçcçLç lççcç Kçôcçò]®ç Dçç@mç~ mçá Dççímç
]p³çço³ç Hçnçvç j]pçvç Kçmççvç~

cçô mçÓb®ç njiççn yçò çÆ³çnBçÆ ]pç kçÀçÆLç kçÀvç LçJçòò, yçò içæsò ³çôçÆcç
cççíkçÀò çÆvççÆMç DçLçò s@çÆuçLç~ kç@À¿çlççcç kç@À¿çlççcç yçvçíçÆ³ç cçô mçJçiç&mç
içæsvçò®ç mç@yççÇuç çÆ]pç çÆ³çcçò çÆMçkçÀmç uço iç@çÆ³ç yçÓo~ nlçç ³ççjò yçò kçw³çç
oçjçíJçò kçWÀn? ]pç@cççÇçÆvç nábo çÆnmççyç cJçkçÀu³ççíJç ]pç@cççÇçÆvç H³çþò³ç~
iç@æ çÆsJçÓ ³ççjò, lççô¿ç Hççvçmç lçò yçò Hççvçmç~ cçô Jççôvç çÆlçcçvç Dççjò nçÆlç
yçáçÆLç, ’ní ³ççjò yçò ]pççvççíJçò³ç vçò lççô¿ç~ cçô kçÀLç çÆsJçò Dçvççvç Dçç@³ç&
kçÀçÆìv³ç lçç@³ç& kç@Àìîç Jçç@çÆuçLç~ iç@æçÆsJç kç@ÀçÆjJç Hçvçòv³ç kçÀç@cç~“ cçô
kçÀçôj ³çcç oólçvç FMççjò çÆ]pç Hç@çÆkçÀJç pçuç pçuç mJçiç& ò uçÓkçÀmç kçáÀvç~
çÆlçcçJç j@ì cçô vç@j lçò nô]®çòKç Jçá[Jç kçÀjòv³ç~ cçiçj ]®ççÆkçÀ c³ççívç
kçÀòmcçLç Kçjçyç~ ³çáçÆLçá³ç yçò ¿ççôj kçáÀvç ¿ççôlçávçmç Kçmçávç, içÓkçÀòuçvç
kç@Àj cçô ]pçbçÆiç LçHçÀ lçò Ðçálçávçcç êmçò~ yçò Dççmç ³ççMççn kç@ÀçÆjLç
kçÀçÆvççÆJçmç oíJççjmç H³çþ uçççÆ³çvçò lçò HçÀçôìácç kçÀuçò~

Dç@L³ç mçól³ç iççímç yçò vçôboçÆj náMççj~ cçô Jçás Hçvçòv³ç cçç@pç
c³çççÆvç ]pçbçÆiç LçHçÀ kç@ÀçÆjLç êmçò çÆoJççvç lçò Jçvççvç, ’JJçLçÓ JJçv³ç~
HçjyçLç sá³ç vçç içæsávç! ]®çíj iççô³ç~ çÆ³çcçvç ³ççjvç Jççílçá³ç Dçç@çÆo
H³çþò Òççjçvç~“

(yç´çWn kçáÀvç pçç@jçÇ)

Contact author at: rainamk1@yahoo.co.in
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AIKS Salutes Martyrs
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A prayer meeting and a candle light vigil at India Gate in memory of Major K.P. Vinay and Major
Dinesh Raghuraman who sacrificed their most precious lives for the nation in Tangamarg Sector

of Kashmir.
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 Collaged Painting No. 3
VETHAVOTTUR

About this Painting:

O Mother Vitasta! I am unable to visit you but seek
your blessings. You are always in my heart. I have
collected the invitation cards from all sides, and given
an invitation to you, to grace us, where ever we would
be. I have glued this “Collage” with the emotional
love of my tears, and put a grand decoration around
your YANTRA, which is the virgin form of Sati - the
Divine Mother.

 Chaman Lal Raina, Miami, USA.

ART IN EXILE

J³çLçòJççôlçáj
kçÀç@Mçáj YççJççvçáJçço : pç³çç çÆmçyçÓ
ÞççÇ J³çlçmlçç sKç Hççvçò cççlçç mç@lççÇ
Hçço ®çç@v³ç çÆs m³çþçcJçKlçò s@lççÇ
Hççív³ç ®ççívç mççHçÀ MçHçÀçHçÀ v³çjcçuç

J³çlçmlçç cçnçlc³ç sá ßkçÀçj kçÀçÇJçuç
i³ççvçákçÀ Dççiçáj ®ççívç DçKç DçKç ³ççjyçuç

vçbokçÀçÇéç©vç Jççmç ³çôçÆlç Jçvççvç lçLç mçácyçuç
sô çÆmççÆjHçÀ ®çç@v³ç ®çílçvçç mçç@v³ç Dççjçovçç

kçÀj mç@yççÇuç Hççvç³ç, kç@ÀMççÇçÆj kçÀjçí³ç mççovçç
®çç@v³ç mççôHçávç JçáçÆsLç lJçlçç smç yçò ®çç@v³ç kçÀjçvç

cçcçlçççÆ³ç nábo JççKç J³çLçò $çáJçáMç H³çþ `pç³çç' mççí]pççvç
‡ ‡ ‡

ELEVATED
Dr Satish Ganjoo, Professor of History
and eminent author, has taken over as
Head of the Post Graduate Department
of History, Ramgarhia College (GNDU),
Phagwara (Pb). He has authored and
edited about 12 books on diverse topics
of history, politics, international relations and Islamic Studies.
These books are widely referenced source for doctoral
studies, books and articles. Before migration, he served as
Senior Faculty Member at Govt Degree College, Baramulla;
CASET Post Graduate Evening College, Srinagar: and,
Centre of Central Asian Studies, University of Kashmir. Dr
Ganjoo joined Ramgarhia Collegew, Phagwara, in 1990.
Besides teaching post graduate students, he is also
supervising the M Phil/ Ph D scholars. Different NGOs have
honoured him for his excellent contribution in academics,
research and teaching.

AWARDED
Shri Veer Ji Wangoo (who started his
career from Mumbai) has been selected
by the Microsoft Corporation for the 2008
Microsoft MVP Award in appreciation of his
extraordinary efforts in Windows Server
System  - SQL Server technical
communities during the past year.

This is what Microsoft has to say about Shri Wangoo:
"As the independent voice of users worldwide, your influence
on technical communities is felt in many ways—enhancing
people’s lives and contributing to our industry’s success. We’re
deeply grateful to you for sharing your feedback, comments,
answers, and expertise with technical comm unities. In
recognition of your commitment, Microsoft is pleased to honor
you with the Most Valuable Professional Award. Thank you
for empowering the comm unity with your outstanding
leadership! "

Steven A. Ballmer
Chief Executive Officer, Microsoft Corporation

☯v☯
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