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At the outset we wish all our

readers a
.

We pray and hope that the
new year brings peace and
prosperity to our motherland.

Restrictions on internet
in Jammu & Kashmir have
seriously effected not only the
business and education but also other
professions dependent on the transfer of data for
dissemination of information. Most of the new
start-ups, it is reported, have faced closure due
to restrictions on e-mails and other aspects of
information technology. We have also suffered in
our own way as the Praagaash did not reach its
readers in the state where it has majority of
readers, since September 2019 issue. We hope
the government takes a pragmatic view of the
situation and lifts the curbs on the new year day
itself.

We are giving a break to the story of Katha
Sarit Sagar from the February issue, having
finished the Volume 1 of Somdev Pandit’s classic
with this issue. We will be starting a new series
titled ‘Preserving Culture - Our Customs, Rites &
Rituals’ from next month. We request Kashmiris
residing in any part of the world to write on the
subject covering the customs, rites & rituals of
both Kashmiri Muslims and Kashmiri Pandits, in
English. Let us all do our bit to preserve our
Culture and Language.

Very Happy and
Prosperous New Year 2020
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This is the special kind of Kashmiri firepot called
. It is generally given to brides

for warming at their in-laws place on wedding. It
is also used for ceremonial burning of ‘isband’
(niger) on auspicious days. This Kangdi is a
speciality from village Chrar-e-Sharief.

‘shìshû kàngûr’
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The Life & Legend of

Habba Khatoon

Vargis Khan

When you think of visiting Gurez

Valley and search for a list of tourist
attractions there, the name that will
come up the most is that of the peak
of Habba Khatoon. But when you visit
Gurez, you realize that it is not
actually a tourist attraction at all. It is
just another among the thousands of
other Himalayan peaks all around.
There is nothing different about it;
and there will be times when you may
even get confused about which one is
the Habba Khatoon peak. It is just a
gigantic mountain; a huge assembly

o f r o c k
standing tall
a n d
overlooking Dawar, the central
township of Gurez.

So what is it that makes it so
special then? Nothing at all to be
honest. There is not even anything
beautiful about it. But then it is not the
mountain that is famous. It is the
person that it has been named after
that is an important part of Kashmiri
history. It is Habba Khatoon the

woman that people know and talk
about, not Habba Khatoon the
mountain. She is the one that
people of Gurez so fondly
remember. The mountain is just
their way of making sure that she
remains planted firm in their
memories; that she remains
spoken of. And that the name is
not forgotten over a period of
time.

So who was Habba Khatoon?
She was a 16th century Kashmiri
poetess who is also known as
'Nightingale of Kashmir'. She was
born in 1551 (or 1554) in the
small village of Chandhara near
Pampore; and in her childhood
was named as Zoon (the Moon)
because of her immense beauty.

There are several stories
related to her and she is a popular

Habba Khatoon
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figure in Kashmiri literary history. Her
life was a difficult one and it is said
that the influence she has exerted
over the popular imagination had
much to do with the difficulties she
herself faced in her life. She was born
a peasant girl and lived in poverty
with very little education. Her first
marriage was to a local peasant boy
in an early age which ended in a
divorce soon after. Her husband, an
illiterate peasant, could not really
understand her and after a few years
of a troubled married life, left her. It
was after this divorce that Zoon
started to write and sing songs in
Kashmiri.

It is said that Yusuf Shah Chak, who
later on went to become the ruler of
Kashmir, was out hunting one day
when he heard Zoon singing under a
Chinar tree. Upon hearing her
melancholic melodies, he stopped
and went looking for the woman
singing in such beautiful voice. He
found Zoon sitting under a tree and
was stunned by her beauty. It was love
at first sight for both of them and they
decided to get married soon after.
After marriage, she changed her
name to Habba Khatoon.

For a while everything was all
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The place in the picture above is the amazingly beautiful Gurez valley. The
peak in the center is Habba Khatoon; the houses on the right is the town of
Dawar; and the stream of water is Kishen Ganga River. It flows through the
Gurez valley before finally merging into Jhelum River near Muzaffarabad in
Pakistan. In Pakistan it is known as the Neelum River and forms the beautiful
Neelum Valley.
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romantic and dreamy.
Yo u s u f S h a h C h a k
became the king of
Kashmir and Habba
Khatoon was the queen.
But then came Akbar and
his conquest of Kashmir.
Chaks were a tribe of
fighters from Gurez Valley
who continued to rule
Kashmir until 1589 AD,
when it was annexed to
Mughal Empire. They
were formidable fighters
of huge structure and had
successfully resisted the
attempts of Babur and
Himayun to conquer Kashmir. When
Akbar became the king, Chaks still
remained to be a problem for
Mughals when they defeated Akbar's
Army twice. This made the Mughal
emperor realize that taking Kashmir
by force may not be the best way out;
hence he invited Yousuf to Delhi for a
peaceful resolution.

d not like this idea
even a bit. She is said to have a
considerable control over her
husband, the king. Sensing Akbar's
offer as a bait, she tried to stop Yousuf
the best she could. The king on the
other hand knew that their Army will
not be able to stand a third attack
from Akbar. They have been fighting
Mughals for a while but this is as far
as it could have gone. Another attack
by Akbar's Army would have resulted
in a massacre of his own people in the
battlefield. He himself knew that he
was walking into a trap; but had little
choice other than to comply with
Akbar's offer and hence went to Delhi
for talks.

Habba Khatoon di

As Habba Khatoon feared, Yousuf
was captured on his arrival in Delhi
and imprisoned in Bengal. He was
later shifted to Bihar where he died
and where his grave remains. Three
years later,Akbar conquered Kashmir
and annexed it to Mughal empire with
little to no resistance.

The day Yousuf left for Delhi was the
last that Habba Khatoon saw of her
husband.Afew days later, the news of
Yousuf's capture came and she never
got to be with the love of her life again.
This broke her completely and she
took up an ascetic life. All her poems
and songs were in memory of her
estranged husband; and are so full of
sorrow that it will break your heart.
She moved back to Gurez valley and
spent most of her remaining life here.
She died in 1609 near Athwajan (on
Jammu-Srinagar national highway)
where her tomb is located till date.

And that was the story of Habba
Khatoon. She was a remarkable

The Poetess & TheAscetic

Image :
newagekashmir.com
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poetess and is accredited for
introducing ‘lol’ to Kashmiri poetry.
The word ‘lol’ is equivalent to the
English 'lyric', conveying a brief
thought. Her lyrics on love and
romance still captivate the Kashmiri
people. The mighty development in
Kashmiri literature during 1500 –
1800 AD is accredited to the works of
Habba Khatoon along with several
other great poets and poetesses.

There also exists a different version of
the story of how she came to be
known as Habba Khatoon. It is said
that Habba was actually the name of
the boy she got married to first; and
upon suggestion of a ‘peer’, got her
name changed to Habba Khatoon,
after her husband. But since she
spent most of her time in poetry and
singing, Habba started to mistreat
her. Yousuf who was then the
emperor of Kashmir noticed this
village girl once. Taken by her beauty,
he got her divorced and then married
her.

There was also a movie
planned on her life starring Dimple
Kapadia in leading role but it was
never filmed.

So when you are standing in Dawar in
Gurez valley and you look up to this
huge and enormous mountain, do not
just see a pile of rocks. Remember
the woman that it has been named
after. Habba Khatoon, a poetess, a
queen and most of all, a woman who
lived her entire life wandering the
valleys of Kashmir in memory of her
lover. It is in fact said that she still

Alternate Version

Conclusion

wanders around this mountain here in
Gurez valley, still searching for the
one she so deeply loved.

http://vargiskhan.com/log/habba-
khatoon/

uç@pç HçáÀuç³ç Dçbo Jçvçvç

uç@pç HçáÀuç³ç kçwJçuçe mçjvç
JJçLçÓ vççÇ³ç&vç KçmçeJççí

Hç@Àpç ³ççímçcç içáuçMçvçvç

uç@pç HçáÀuç³ç oÓj iççcçvç
JJçLçÓ cççu³çávç içæseJççí

Hç@Àpç kçÀçímçcç lççÆlç vç³çvç

æ®çô kçÀvçvç iççô³ç vçç c³ççívç

æ®çô kçÀvçvç iççô³ç vçç c³ççívç

æ®çô kçÀvçvç iççô³ç vçç c³ççívç
��
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My Medical Journey - Dr. K.L.Chowdhury

What Difference Does Dress Make?

D

From 'More poems in exile' by the author

oes it matter what dress I wear
So long it is clean

and my conscience clear?

What a doctor needs is a soft touch
A sweet tongue, a patient ear

A strong intuition, a quick insight
And an eye that sees far and near.

Hippocratic Oath is my moral code
Medical texts my scripture
The patient my laboratory

The hospital my house of prayer.

Barbarshah Bridge and Barbarshah
Road are the life line between the ancient and
the modern city of Srinagar. They link Sathu
and the rest of downtown with Regal Chowk,
Residency Road, and Amira Kadal - the
bustling 'civil lines' and heartthrobs of the city.
It was into a cul-de-sac from Barbarshah
Road that we moved house from Rajveri
Kadal in 1962. The site was just ideal for a

h o m e , b e i n g t h e
junction between the
old and new city and,
yet, a retreat flanked as
we were on two sides
by the sprawling lawns
of SP College from
where with the foliage
o f h u g e C h i n a r s
overflowed to our backyard. Across the road is
the famous Ramji temple and, further away,
near the bridge, the mosque from where the
morning bells and the call of the muezzin,
respectively, would float gently into my
bedroom in perfect accord and harmony.

Barbarshah Road was also called the
'love lane' not because lovers would pass by
hand in hand like they do now-a-days, but
because it brought streams of students from
the old city to the two premier institutions of
Kashmir, the S.P.College and the Govt.
College for women. They buzzed on the street
in the morning when the institutions opened
and in the evening when they closed. Girls
walked in their own groups and so did the boys,
desiring and eyeing each other discretely but
hardly ever speaking or walking together.
There was love in their hearts - unexpressed

and unrequited - not that an
o c c a s i o n a l e v e - t e a s i n g
incident did not occur.

I graduated the same year
as we moved to Barbarshah
R o a d a n d b e g a n m y
professional career from there.
Being centrally placed, I was
quite accessible to patients. I
started with my own relatives
and friends who put implicit
faith in me and it was they who,

S.P.College Srinagar

Praagaash07
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by word of mouth, were instrumental in
building my practice. Charity begins at home
and so did my practice of medicine on my own
people.

It was the winter of 1979. By then I was an
Assistant Professor of Medicine in Medical
College Srinagar and fully established in
practice. It was snowing lightly on a morning. I
was home, enjoying my winter break of six
weeks from the Medical College and sipping a
cup of tea when an uncle of my mother
stepped in, panting and puffing. He was a
patient of chronic bronchitis and asthma. He
dusted the snow off his umbrella, left it in a
corner on the verandah and sat on a chair by
m y s i d e , v i s i b l y
breathless. It took him
time to collect his breath,
inhaling it with all the effort
of his chest, neck and
shoulder muscles and
exhaling it in white
streams from his pouted
mouth, blowing out his
cheeks and flaring his
nos t r i l s w i t h eve ry
respiratory excursion.
Though he lived across
the bridge in Sathu

Payeen, less than a half mile away, he
should not have come out in snow. I told him
so.

I have not come for myself; I am doing
fine with the medicines you have
prescribed.” He managed to speak through
pauses and breaks. “But, I would like you to
come with me right away.”

I did not like to be disturbed on this
halcyon morning, the dulcet grey sky
sending down swarms of snow flakes which
danced and landed softly, noiselessly on
every conceivable object from rooftops to
trees, to bushes, to lawns, to fences, to
walls, to eaves, to verandahs, to porches, to
window panes – slowly changing the

landscape into a fairyland. I wondered what
had brought my phlegmatic, asthmatic
granduncle early in the morning if it was not
concerning himself.

Please, pick your bag and come along,”
he said in a plaintive, yet confidant tone.

He knew that I did not like to go for home
visits. But this must be a desperate situation
and it was difficult to say no to him for, Gopi
Nath Khan, as was his name, was a fond
cousin of my mother. She would often recall
wonderful memories of her childhood spent in
his house. When she lost her mother young,
Gopi Nath and his wife stepped in to fill the

“

“

Ramji Temple at
Sathu Barbarshah

Govt. Medical College, Srinagar
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void. Being older, he was more like a father
than a brother to her and she revered him. If
he asked a little favor I had no heart to deny
him, neither the nerve, even as he asked it on
that snowy morning when I was looking
across the window re-living the snowy
memories of my own childhood. I was
planning a snowman with the help of my little
daughters who were also home for the winter
break.

Where are we going in this snow?” I
ventured to ask.

I will tell you on the way. Come along as

you are; you do not need to change your
dress.”

I was wearing my Pheron, a Kangri
keeping me warm under its broad span. I did
not mind his suggestion to visit the patient in
the casual dress I was wearing; I was in a
hurry to go out in the snow and leave
footprints on the virgin white path before the
morning strollers spoilt it. I picked my bag in
one hand and umbrella in the other and we
both set out.

You are going to examine Nila Kanth.

You know him; he has been ill for quite some
time. A couple of doctors have visited him and
prescribed medicines but he is making no
headway. He asked me yesterday to bring the

“

“

“

best doctor of the town to examine him and I
could not think of anyone better than you.”

Nilkanth was an old bachelor living a
reclusive life in the outhouse of Gopi Nath. He
had nobody to call his own. His sister, Rajreni,
who was Gopi Nath's aunty, had invited him to
live with her in the outhouse after her
husband's demise. Rajreni lived only a few
years after that and Nila Kanth was left on his
own. A court case was hanging fire for many
years between Gopi Nath and Nila Kanth
regarding the outhouse to which Nila Kanth
now claimed ownership. But that did not stand
between the two when he took ill and was not
able to fend for himself. Gopi Nath and his
family took upon themselves the moral
responsibility to feed him and look after him.
They brought doctors and medicines.

We walked along the snowy path up the
Barbarshah Road. I made a bow near the
portals of the temple, invoking lord Ram to
grant me the healing touch. The canal under
the Barbarshah Bridge was a pretty ribbon
adorned on either side with Dongas with white
sloping roofs. Snow flakes came down in
swarms dissolving in placid water of the canal
like lovesick creatures on a fatal tryst. The
street shops were still closed. It was a difficult
walk because of my companion with whom I
labored to keep my pace slow. Speaking with
me, while we walked, made it more laborious
for him.

Some years back you advised me to

move to the plains during the winter months
because of my asthma. Since then I have been
going to Jammu every winter from December
to March. It is already 16 of December this
year but Nila Kanth is holding me back. We
cannot leave him behind to die. Please do
something to revive him enough to be able to
travel with us to Jammu. If I do not move to the
plains I may not last the winter.”

Nila Kanth was crouched in a bed on the
floor, almost invisible under a huge quilt and

“

th
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three blankets, a skullcap worn down on the
face to just allow a glimpse of his slit eyes that
were glued with exudate, fish mouth that was
bluish from cyanosis and nostrils that flared in
and out with respiration. I took my place by his
right side. On the left, Gopi Nath, removing a
Kangri from under the layers of his coverings,
spoke in his ear: “Nila Kanth, I got you the best
doctor. Now tell him all your problems.”

Nilakanth lifted his bent head with
difficulty and we supported him with cushions
behind his back. He was barely audible; his
words came out slowly, haltingly with a nasal
twang from an un-repaired cleft palate. That
might have been one of the reasons for his
lifelong bachelorhood, even when his menial
job would qualiy him for a spouse. He was
short in stature, bent in his back, hard of
hearing and breathing hard from the mere
effort of speaking. He strained to open his
eyes into a narrow chink, peering at me and
trying to speak from behind a grizzled beard
and emitting foul odor, the yellow of turmeric
from a previous dinner staining the angles of
his mouth. He complained of fullness and loss
of appetite, breathlessness and loss of sleep,
rest lessness and loss of strength.
Examination revealed that he suffered from
an advanced heart failure from hypertension
complicated by chronic bronchitis, asthma
and anemia. His legs were swollen, pressure
sores forming under his heels and buttocks.

I wrote out a prescription and asked my
leave. The return walk home at my usual brisk
pace was a treat; it took me just seven
minutes. I forgot about the patient as I got
down rolling snowballs to fashion a snowman
out of them with the help of my children.

Next morning was clear. A bright sunrise,
piercing through the mesh of Chinars, started
flirting with the snow, thawing it with the
warmth of love, dripping it from the roofs,
raising little spouts as drops fell down in small
puddles on the ground below the eaves. I was
lighting a fire in the saw-dust heating stove in

our family room when Gopi Nath Khan
announced himself again with his guttural
cough and a gruffly good morning.

I am so sorry to bother you again, but

you will have to do an encore.”

But why?” I was puzzled and irritated.

You know, I made a mistake asking you

to visit Nila Kanth in your pheron yesterday.
After you left, we got the medicines from the
pharmacy but he refused to take them. “I have
not heard of a physician in a pheron”, he was
sarcastic as he fished out the pass book of his
post-office savings account from his shirt
pocket and tossed it at me. “What use my
savings if they can't fetch me a good doctor?”
Please save me from a difficult situation; I will
feel guilty if he dies unattended and uncared.”

Oh, I thought he seemed too ill to notice

my dress and bearing. In any case, does it
matter what dress I wear? And, if I visit him
again, don't you think he will recognize me?
Please try some one else?” I suggested some
names.

Yes, it now seems to me that it does

matter what dress you wear. I beg you to visit
him again; for my sake. You will have to put on
your jacket and trousers, sport a necktie, and
don a hat. Please do it for me; I will never ask
you again.” He was very earnest.

I had no choice. I changed into a
professional outfit and went visiting again. Nila

“

“

“

“

“
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Kanth was told that I was a foreign-trained
doctor who had worked wonders with
patients. He got animated. Collecting his last
shreds of energy, he waxed satirical in his dry,
quivering, halting, nasal voice, about how a
novice had visited him the pervious day and
how he had flatly refused to accept the drugs
for he valued his life more than money and
would not be mismanaged by a quack in a
pheron masquerading as a physician. He did
not elaborate on his problem but spoke about
Dr. New and Dr. Wasper, two missionary
doctors who revolutionized the practice of
medicine in Kashmir, Dr. Gwashalal Koul who
introduced quixotic forms of therapy, even
one time giving a good thrashing to a patient
as an antidote to poisoning, and Dr. Alijan, the
living legend and a household name.

After a brief examination of the patient I
rewrote the previous day's prescription. Gopi
Nath Khan walked with me back to my home,
much against my admonition. He was a
bespectacled sick old man, baldish and
slightly built, wasted in the cheeks and
temples, stopped from advanced respiratory
illness, barely managing to walk and talk
simultaneously. But he had questions to ask.

I know he is quite ill and will take time to

rally and recover. Yet, there is no way I can
postpone my departure to Jammu. I am
already late by two weeks and feel the
pressure in my chest after yesterday's snow
fall. Can I stand the frost and the cold winds
that will follow? I want to take him along with
us? That is our only option. Do you think he
will make the journey?”

No, he won't. I do not think he will cross
the Banihal tunnel,” I said in a reflex even
before he had completed his question. It was
not a considered opinion; it just came out in a
flash. This was not the first time I surprised
someone with a fatal prognosis, without a
second thought, when asked how long a
patient would survive a terminal illness. One

“

“

time, a patient of heart block was admitted with
me. He would go into repeated cardiac
standstill and we revived him every time. He
stabilized and his attendants thought it was
time to take him home since he had had no
attacks for a full week. The patient lived nearby
at Nawab Bazar and they would bring him back
if the attacks recurred, they said. I could not
persuade them to stay on and when it was time
to take leave they thanked me for all I had
done. I made a passing remark: I hope he
crosses the Nawab Bazar Bridge alive. The
bridge was only a half furlong from the hospital.
We were still with our ward round when they
brought him back hardly after twenty minutes.
He had sustained another cardiac arrest while
crossing the bridge and they had returned
midway from the bridge. But it was too late!

A second time, my brother-in-law brought
with him his landlord from Shopian where he
was posted as an agricultural assistant. I
diagnosed terminal cancer of stomach and
asked my brother-in-law to take him back for it
was no use wasting time and effort when he
should be spending his last days with family.

I live in the room directly below him and
he groans with pain for the whole night. I can't
sleep a wink. Can you do something to relieve
his pain, please?”

I will write an analgesics but he won't

“

“
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have to suffer long.”

How long?” he asked

Three weeks.” It was not a calculated
answer, nor a prophecy, just a flash. The
words come out even before they were
formed in my mind.

It was exactly twenty one days later that
the patient departed for the other world where
there is no pain, no loss of sleep.

There have been many incidents of this
unintended, reflex prophesying. And yet,
there are numerous occasions I retort back
that I am no soothsayer, or astrologer, when
asked how long a patient is going to take to
complete his mortal journey.

This time, however, Gopi Nath Khan did
not heed my pun. Armed with my prescription
and spurred on by a marginal improvement in
his patient, he boarded a bus to Jammu along
with his wife, his son and his patient. The
overdressed patient was laid down on two
seats booked for him, and draped from foot to
face with a heavy blanket, warmed with a
Kangri. The driver, who raised a minor
objection to carrying a sick patient, was told
that he was not as sick as he was weak. The
fellow passengers asked questions which
were duly replied about the nature of his
illness, the treating doctor, the drugs, the food

“

“

he could take and the reason they were
traveling. A good bonhomie was established
and the bus trundled and labored along the
road disfigured by ditches and potholes. The
temperature had dropped to 10 degrees
Celsius and it got colder as they reached
Anantnag and on to Qazigund. Gopi Nath and
his family spoon-fed their patient every hour
with warm tea from the thermos, speaking loud
in his ear every time. The passengers showed
lot of concern and sympathy. Soon the bus
negotiated the curves to gain the heights of
Lower and Upper Munda and reached the
tunnel. This was the end of the valley. Gopi
Nath was happy that they would cross the
tunnel in another ten minutes to be on the other
side on their way to Jammu.

The tunnel was dark, the temperature
dropped another degree and the bus took a
somber look. My parting words suddenly rang
an eerie note in Gopi Nath's ears. No, I had just
spoken at the cusp of the moment and could
not be serious, he reassured himself. Besides,
the journey had been quite uneventful till now.
He collected his thoughts and asked his son to
keep a watch on Nila Kanth as they trundled
along.

As the bus reached near the middle of the
tunnel there was a sudden gasp from the
patient. Gopi Nath's son, who was occupying

the seat near him, bent down
to see. Nila Kanth had stopped
breathing. He put his fingers
on his pulse but could not feel
any flow of blood. He became
nervous and whispered in the
ear of his father, sitting across
the isle. Gopi Nath's heart
g a v e a t h u d . H e h a d
blundered. He had not
accepted medical advice. He
was responsible for this
catastrophe. The passengers
would get very upset and
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angry. The driver would get mad; he had made
inquiries at the time of their boarding and now
might force them to disembark. All these
thoughts rushed and he thought out a plan. He
counseled caution and silence and
admonished his son against breaking this
news to any passenger and to play the farce of
speaking in the ear of the dead person from
time to time.

Soon light appeared at the other end of
the tunnel and they were on the road again. It
was bright outside like Nila Kanth going to a
world of new light! The passengers asked the
welfare of the patient. Gopi Nath's son spoke
in the ear of the dead body.

Why does he not make any sound?” one of
the passengers asked.

He is fast asleep; I think we should not

disturb him,” the son replied.
But Gopi Nath's wife sensed trouble

looking at the pale and frightened faces of her
son and husband. Gopi Nath told her to shut
up and not create a ruckus. She could wail and
weep after they reached their destination. Till
then no tears, no sobbing, no crying, no
browbeating. The lady choked herself with
grief but did not utter a sound. The bus kept
moving.

It was all a charade from there onwards.
They kept on mumbling nothings in the
patient's ear, 'would you care for some milk,
would you like to eat a biscuit, what about
some orange juice?' and so on, and then to the
passengers, 'he says he has no appetite and
would like to be left alone.'

When it was lunchtime, the passengers
wondered why none of the family ate
anything. In Hindu custom, you do not eat till
the last rites of the dead are performed.

We are full from a heavy breakfast. Bus

travel makes us sick, so we keep to tea and
water. The patient is not hungry. He felt very
cold and wants to sleep undisturbed.”

But the proximity of a dead body and

“

“

“

choked emotions got the better of the family
and they decided to get down at Udhampur
where they had a relative who could be
depended upon to help in the cremation. By
the time they reached Jammu, another 90
kilometers away, it would be dusk and they
would not be able to perform the last rites till
the next day.

When the bus halted for a break in
Udhampur, they announced the sudden
demise of their patient. Lady Gopi Nath
started beating her chest, crying aloud,
weeping for the departed. Gopi Nath and son
maintained their composure and asked the
driver to deliver their baggage. The
passengers were awe struck; they sensed that
death had taken place much earlier but
empathized. The driver and his conductor
remarked that next time they would not be
duped into allowing a dying passenger on
board.

Cremation took place the same day with
the help of their relative in Udhampur. After a
couple of days the ashes were immersed in the
stream that flows in the town and the family
moved on to Jammu to spend the winter there.

My change of dress to a formal wear did
not matter in the final outcome of the patient!

Doctor can be contacted at:
kundanleela@yahoo.com
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Profile

Global Architect - Tony Ashai

Our Shining Stars - M.K.Raina

It was just another handle for me on
Twitter. It wanted to know, not particularly
from me but from the Twitterati what books
to refer in order to know the happenings in
Kashmir in 1990. I did not know @tonyashai
then but being myself an avid reader, I
provided him names of some books written
by respectable authors. After that, we
continued to share more info on the subject
and other general topics related to Kashmir
and Kashmiris. That was all. I did not care to
know more about the person by visiting his
TL either. During my conversation with Dr.
G.N.Qasba, a friend of mine in Srinagar,
mention of this handle incited him to retort
"Don't you know him?"

“No, I don't." I said, "Can you tell me?"
“Please visit Google, you will know" he

said.
I visited Google. It was a great surprise

for me. Soon I
was redirected to
a web page at
Kashmir Life.
And it took me
some time to
read it all and
know the person named Tony Ashai.

“From an introvert Kashmiri boy to a
global architect, Tony Ashai is behind the
breathtaking mansions housing who's who of
the world” is how Saima Bhat had described
this Kashmiri-American architect at
kashmirlife.net.

Quoting from the above webpage, this
award winning architect from Kashmir is a
brand in himself. He has set a new
benchmark in designing residential and
luxury apartments, resorts, malls, five-star
hotels and tower developments worldwide.

In 1985, Tony Ashai (original
name Aziz Ashai) graduated as an
Architect from Chandigarh. He soon
travelled to Italy, France, UK and then
to USA. While sketching at a local
monument, Robert Shibley, the dean of
the School of Architecture spotted him.
Prof Shibley was impressed with his
talent and realistic rendering. Later, he
gave him opportunity to earn a Masters
Degree in Architecture from the State
University of New York at Buffalo. A
year later, Ashai was in Europe,
scrupulously studying human behavior
in urban spaces for six months. Among
the few other skills he learned during
his European sojourn were the nature
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of urban space, and its relationship to
human psychology. He was given the name
of Tony because of his resemblence to
gangster Tony Montana, a reel character
played by the famous actor Al Pacino. Later
he adopted this name officially, though he
was no gangster substance.

Between 1989 and 1992, Tony worked
on the renovation of the Chrysler Building for
the architectural firm of James Barclay and
Associates in Manhattan. By 1993, he
formed his own architectural design firm,
Ashai & Associates’ in Torrance, California.
In an effort to ensure that his designs would
be completed as he envision them, Tony in
1995 es tab l i shed a cons t ruc t ion
management firm ‘Ashai Construction &
Development’ and a new design firm ‘Ashai
Design Corporation’.

To begin with, Ashai Design designed
high-end luxury environments enhancing
the lifestyle of the rich and famous.
Celebrities like AC Green, David Beckham,
Chuck Noski, former vice-chairman of AT&T
Corporation, reside in Ashai designed

homes. His houses have also featured in the
popularAmerican television series The OC.

In 2006, Ashai Design Corporation
expanded globally, securing large scale
design projects in Pakistan, India and Dubai
where he owns his offices too. Tony has
already designed Dubai Lifestyle City and
five eponymous Ashai towers. He believes
his artistic streaks could be genetic, feels his
roots in Kashmir, a region famous for its art
and culture, are behind his creative work. He
intends to expand his operations in Kashmir
by designing a model colony in Srinagar's
Rawalpora very soon.

Having gone through this info on net, I
decided to interview the Architect for the
pages of e-journal Praagaash and try to
know more about the celebrity. He was very
kind and readily accepted. I reproduce the
interview hereunder :
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Praagaash:

Tony

Praagaash:

Tony:

It was so nice to read about you
at Kashmir Life. Can you tell us more about
your childhood days and your family?

: I was born in Fateh Kadal, Srinagar in
1964 in a house on the banks of Jehlum
river. My father Mr. Nazir Ashai was an
engineer and my grandfather didn't work as
our family was land lord. We lived in a Joint
Family with my uncle, Dr. Farooq Ashai and
his family. We lived there till I was 6 years old
and then moved to Raj Bagh area where I
spent most of my childhood. I went to Burn
Hall school till 10 grade and then SP college
for 11 Grade. Even in Rajbagh we lived in a
joint family. I was very close to my uncle who
was killed in 1993 at a check point in
Rambagh bridge.

Dr. FarooqAshai, you mean the
famous orthopaedic surgeon of Srinagar of
yesteryears who was instrumental in
establishing Bone & Joint Hospital?

Yes. He was a renowned surgeon and

a kind man. God bless his soul.
How did you reach US and how

did your parents encourage you?
I was hardly 20 years old when I came

to the US. I remember landing in NY City and
taking the bus to Grand Central Station. It
was a whole new world for me. I did not know
anyone in NY. Somehow survived by doing
odd jobs but I always used to sketch. One
day while sketching, a gentleman
approached me and turned out he was the
Dean of State Univ of NY. He was so
impressed with my sketches that he offered
me admission in Architecture program with
scholarship. Then I fully immersed myself in
education and did my Masters inArchitecture
and Urban Design. Those days I used to
watch discovery channel and when I
watched a series on US constitution, I fell in
love with US and for what it stands for.
Freedom, Liberty and Justice.

My Parents were in Kashmir and those
days we didn't have connectivity so I kind of
was out of touch with my old world.

What difficulties did you
experience in the initial stages when in US?

Praagaash:

Tony:

Praagaash:
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Tony:

Praagaash

Tony

Praagaash:

I was too young and it was all a
learning experience for me rather than a
struggle. Initially the cultural change was a
shock. I really had to reprogram my brain. In
Kashmir, we don't mind saying a lie
ocassionally if necessary, but here I had to
re-train myself not to lie. Since I was alone
away from the family, I had to learn to survive
by working hard. I remember walking for
miles in cold freezing weather because I
didn't have money to pay for subway. And
NY weather can be really cold.

: Who were the people you think
had some role in your progress and how did
they help you?

: Robert Shibley, the Dean of School of
Architecture SUNY University was the man
who literally discovered me on the streets of
NY, mentored me, paid for my eduction thru
scholarship and helped me in so many
ways. He is definitely the man who played a
major role in my life. Of course when I
started working, people always helped me,
showed me the way and I never felt
discriminated in the US. One of the
greatness of America is if you work hard and
are truthful you will succeed in anything.

How did the Kashmiri

community deal with you when
you were in the struggling
process?

Honestly, for first twelve
years of my life in the US, I
never mixed with Kashmiris.
However Indian and Pakistani
community did help me in the
beginning of my career. After
working for a firm for three
years, I took my Board Exams
and got a license to practice
and my first client was an
Indian doctor for whom I
designed a house in LA. Then
after that there was a line of

cl ients from Indian and Pakistani
communities. I will forever be grateful to my

Tony:

Jç<ç& 5 : DçbkçÀ 1 ~ pçvçJçjçÇ 2020



Praagaash19

`Òççípçíkçwì ]pççvç' kçÀçÇ vçíì-HççÆ$çkçÀçÒççiççMç

ÒççiççMç 19January 2020 ~ pçvçJçjçÇ 2020

Indian and Pakistani friends.
: Kindly tell us something about

your achievements and future plans.
: I feel that I have not achieved

anything yet and there is so much to do. I am
one of those lucky guys who make friends
with everyone. I worked on homes for some
famous people in Los Angeles, I have
designed cities like Dubai Lifestyle City in
Dubai and Lake City in Lahore. I have
worked with famous people like Shah Rukh
Khan and current PM of Pakistan Imran
Khan and both of them have become
friends.

My future plans are to continue my
creative work in design and some day
educate young architects.

Can you tell us about your

Praagaash

Tony

Praagaash:

family?
I am blessed with two children. My

daughter Simmone is an attorney in Los
Angeles who recently got married and my
son Billy who started as an artist but ended
up in USC architecture program. He will
graduate in 2020 with Masters in
Architecture.

: Any incident you think proved a
turning point in your life?

Yes in 2008, I was living large. Had a
self designed mansion overlooking Pacific
Ocean, all the cars and the things that come
with good life. I had a huge design firm, a
construction company, a real estate
company with offices in Los Angles and
Dubai when the whole world economy
crashed. It got so bad, I became bankrupt
and that was the turning point in my life. At
that point I decided that I want to make the
money again but this time I want to spend it
on things that don't benefit me personally. I
have been happier since.

Do you and your family
understand and speak Kashmiri? Do you
agree that Kashmiris anywhere in the world
need to preserve their language and culture?

Yes, we all speak Kashmiri and it
should be preserved because it is a beautiful
language. We also need to preserve our
culture and our age-old bonds.

Thank you so much Sir. Kindly
do read Praagaash and also share it with
your friends and relatives. This is the journal
dedicated to Kashmiri language and culture.
You are also welcome to write for it.

Sure Sir, thanks.

Tony:

Praagaash

Tony:

Praagaash:

Tony:

Praagaash:

Tony:

Tony Ashai can be reached at:
tonyashai13@gmail.com
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I have loved travelling for the longest time

now. In fact, that's the only activity I look
forward to, in my leisure time. My motivation
to see new places and experience different
cultures runs pretty high and I have decided to
tick-off the items on my bucket list slowly but
steadily in the years to come. I wasn't much of
a history fan in school, however, for the last
couple of decades, I have developed this
keenness to explore our collective past, our
roots and how various civilizations evolved.
Places with abundant natural beauty also
interest me a lot. A few years back, aboard a
Jet Airways flight, I was flipping through their
in-flight magazine, Jet Wings. It had an article
on the Silk Road, talking especially, about the
cities of Samarkand and Bukhara. While in

school, I had
read a lot about
th i s h i s to r i c
trading route
between China
a n d t h e
Mediterranean
but had never
p a i d m u c h
attention to its
richness in terms of art and architecture.

Today, I take this opportunity, to talk to
you about my recent travel to Uzbekistan. You
may ask, why that subject in a magazine
related to Kashmir. After my 8-day trip to that
country, all I can tell you is that, I have not seen
such a strong presence of Kashmir (or vice
versa) in any other country. Not the landscape
as much, as the culture, language, food and
music. It's hard not to notice that most of what
we see in Kashmir in terms of the practices of
art and culture has come from CentralAsia.

So, in the next few pages, I would tell you
about my

The first thing, that caught my attention,
especially in the cities of Tashkent and
Samarkand, was the ubiquitous maple,
Chinar. There are parks and avenues lined
with the trees that symbolize Kashmir. In
Uzbekistan too, it's called . In fact, you
just need to replace their “o” with our “a” in
most words for them to make sense to us.

Uzbek, the language that Uzbeks speak
has Turkic origin but contains many Persian
words and I was amazed at the similarity it had
with Kashmiri as our language also has a lot of
Persian. Some examples that I found…..

in Uzbek means a Road and in
Kashmiri also it's Kocha. For Everyday they
use just like in Kashmiri. Time is

'Kashmir' experience in
Uzbekistan.

Chinor

Kocha-Si

Har Kuni
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Chinor tree, Tashkent
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called . Destination is . Then
(Khair) is Bye Bye, means Yes,

means To Stop and is Thank You.
One day, while buying Uzbek sweets

Vaqti Manzil
Xayr Ha Bas

Rehmat

from a lady outside Chor Minor in Bukhara,
she recommended a very popular sweet called

The moment she pulled out some for
me, I realized it was nothing but we know as
Nabad, crystalline sugar!

The embroidery is very popular
across Uzbekistan. They make embroidered
bed linen, curtains, table linen etc with either a
needle (Suzan) or hook (Aari) with motifs like

Navat.

Suzani
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Sign boards in Samarkand

Navat

Suzani Work
Bukhara
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flowers, leaves and fruits. Suzan is Persian for
needle and Sozani or needle work is one of
the most famous handicrafts of Kashmir that
traces its origin to CentralAsia.

Do you remember the popular Karakuli
cap that many people in Kashmir wear? I first

f o u n d w h o l e
fleece

being sold in the
Chorsu Bazaar
i n Ta s h k e n t .
Thereafter, saw
a lot of caps
made from it
a v a i l a b l e i n
Khiva market.

Talking about
art and craft,
another striking
similarity that
reminded me of

Karakul

home was the Papier Mache'. While roaming in
the bazaars there, I saw artisans sitting at
shops and painting beautiful miniatures or
Papier Mache' boxes. A lot of artisans sitting at
the shops would be busy carving exquisite
wooden articles.

Uzbeks bake a lot of bread in a clay oven just
like ours. They call it and the bread is
called . They make round breads of
different sizes and thickness which are so
much like the Kashmiri Lavasa or Gyev Tsot.
They even have a layered bread they call

which, however, is slightly different
from ours.

Uzbeks have a lot of green tea that they
too call Chai. They have it with meals and at
any time of the day. I was once in a
departmental store buying something and I
saw the local tea being sold. It was absolutely

Papier Mache articles

Tondur
Non

Katlam
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ÒççiççMç

Karakul Caps, hivaK

An artisan working in a bazaar
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like our Kehwa leaves. I did get some home!
Look at the blue & white crockery

everyone uses there. Doesn't it resemble the
Pyal'e Kashmiris use to drink chai?

in Uzbek and Tilakari in
Kashmiri are similar - the art of gold leaf work
on surfaces of wood, stone or metal. There's a
Madrassa in Samrakand called Tilokari and its
all in golden hues inside!

Silk and wool carpets, that resemble
Kashmiri carpets in the weaving style and
design motifs are made in Samarkand but
available in Bukhara too.

A very interesting observation was that,
in many monuments, in Uzbekistan, I found
use of whole tree trunks as columns to support
the Ayvan (Uzbek for Verandah) or the ceiling.
Most mosques and shrines use them. The
columns are beautifully carved and painted in
some cases. The first time I had seen columns
like that being used in buildings was in
downtown Srinagar, in the Jama Masjid. I
believe, it has 378 such wooden pillars in the
main prayer hall.

Almost all palaces and shrines have
intricately designed wooden ceilings,
resembling the Kashmiri Khutamband Talav.

Tilokari

In retrospect, I remember, during
discussions with my Kashmiri friends and
family, I would often get to hear how our
ancestors would travel between Samarkand
and Kashmir on horseback. It was quite
common then.

Papier Mache
articles

Non in KhivaNon in Khiva

Non in Samarkand
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(A Kashmiri friend, had once mentioned
to me, how his grandfather got married there
and while on his way back to Kashmir, the new
bride, backed out and lamented to go back
home! So, he returned alone :)

Then there is this another Kashmiri

Non in Tashkent

Green Tea

Chai in local crockery
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school friend, who I remember having spoken
about how her family from her mother's side
was originally from Bukhara. And I found the
bloodline. While in Bukhara, I got an
opportunity to visit the shrine of the Sufi saint

, who is
supposed to have brought the Naqshband
order of Sufism to Kashmir. His progeny, a
part of which is that friend, still lives in
Kashmir. In fact, last year I visited the shrine
dedicated to the Sufi saint in downtown
Srinagar.

I would love to return to other countries
like Tajikistan on the Silk Road to discover
more about the connection that Central Asia
shares with our homeland Kashmir!

Baha-ud-Din Naqshband

Author can be contacted at:
n.wakhloo@benetton.co.in

Tilokari Madrassa, Samarkand

Bolo Hauz Mosque, Bukhara
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Jumma Mosque in Khiva
with 213 columns

A Ceiling in the
Bukhara Ark (Citadel)

Baha-ud-Din Naqshband Shrine
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An Uzbek family, Bukhara

Quince/Bamtsoonth that I found
in my hotel garden in Bukhara

Xair /
Khair
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From the Pages of Ancient History - M.K.Parimoo

Srinagar in its Historical Perspective

As far as the historical evidences of
various historians such as Kalhana Pandit,
G.M.D.Hassan, R.K.Parimoo, R.C.Kak,
Tyndale Biscoe etc. are concerned, King
Ashoka of Mauryan Dynasty got established
a resplendent city called Srinagari towards the
South hills of Zabarwan running along the
right bank of the river Vitasta called Vyeth in
Kashmiri and Jehlum in urdu in the 3rd
Century B.C. (264-268) Years. Prof. (Dr.)
M.A.Stein says that Srinagar city was got
established in the 3rd century B.C. by the
great grand son of Shakuni named Ashoka
who was the son of Sachinaara's grand uncle.
According to Stein the ancient city of Srinagar
was established near Pandrethan as the area
was resplendent with wealth.

According to the historians mentioned
above, some other kings who followedAshoka
got established capital of Kashmir at various
places such as Pandrethan, Pravarpur,
Lakshmi Nagar, Nowshera, Allauddin Pura &
Naga Naagar with the result that Srinagar the
capital city of Kashmir got extended upto an
area of 214 sq. kilometres .

As far as the topographical and
geographical position of Srinagar is
concerned, it has got Zabarwan hills in the

Northeast starting from
Haarwan . The ancient
name of Haarwan is
S h a d a a r H a d w a n
meaning the forest
abode of six saints.
Towards the South of
Srinagar is Paanta
Chhoakh. Its other side
towards the West is
Chadoora and in the Northwest, there is
Bemina. Srinagar has its boundaries touching
Aanchaar lake and Gulab Bagh also. The river
Vitasta (Vyeth) runs through the city of
Srinagar and in addition to that there had been
Doodh Ganga & some branches of Naalai
Maer also running in the city of Srinagar.
During the ancient past, the only reliable
means of transport in the city of Srinagar has
been the water transport. Moreover, the city
of Srinagar is located centrally with respect to
different towns of the Valley from ancient
times.

In the historical records, Srinagar has
been given various names such as Hemaavat,
Srinagari, Pravarpur and Pravarsenpur.
However, most of the historical records do
confirm that Srinagar has been established in
the sixties of the 3rd century B.C. during the
reign of the King Ashoka of Mauryan Dynasty.
The original name coined by Maharaja
Ashoka for Srinagar was Srinagari meaning
beautiful, fortunate and prosperous. After the
reign of the King Ashoka, Srinagri remained
the capital of the then Kashmir for about eight
centuries and during that epoch certain
Vihaars were constructed at Gopadari
(present Gupkar area), Paantachhowkh,
Wular area and also areas along the banks of
Dal lake up to Shadaar Hadwan (present day
Haarvan ).
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During the reign of Gopaditya, the then
king of Kashmir , some Brahmins had arrived
in the valley from Aaryavrat (the then Northern
India). For those Brahmins, the king had got
constructed certain Viharas to accommodate
them and those Viharas were called Brahmin
Aagar-e-Haar. The Chinese traveller Hieun
Tsang (631-33 years B.C) witnesses the
existence of those Vihaars from Pandrethan
along the foot hills of Zabarwan up to Shadaar
Hadwan(present day Haarwan).

As written by various historians , the
population of Srinagar city had increased
beyond its natural resources during early sixth
Century A.D. resulting in the shifting of the
capital of Kashmir to Shaarteeka in the vicinity
of Haari Parbat by the then king of Kashmir
Pravarsen of Gonanda Dynasty because he
had sensed the difficulties being faced by the
populace in the then Srinagar city. However
the exact topography of Shaarteeka in some
historical records is not known, but some
archaeologists guess that Shaarteeka must
have been in the south of Haari Parbat. King
Pravarsen named new shifted capital
‘Pravarsenpur’ or ‘Pravarpur’, but common
men couldn't remember the newly coined
name, they called it Srinagar or the capital.
The Sirinagri city established by the king
Ashoka became famous as ‘Puraan
Adhishthaan’ meaning the old capital. Puraan
Adhishthaan is the Sanskritised Kashmiri
name of present Pandrethan. According to
some researchers and historians, people
those days used to speak either Sankritised
Kashmiri or Sanskrit in their day today life as is
evident from the Vaakhs of a famous Kashmiri
scholar Shitikantha of tenth century who gave
us ‘Mahaanay Prakaash’.

In Nilmata Purana, Katha Sarit Saagar
and Kalhana's Rajatarangini, there is a
mention about the existence of Mukshika
Swamin temple in present Maisuma area,
Jushakpur, Amrit Bhavan and Soura with a
number of temples and Vihaars etc. Moreover
flood has been recorded in various historical

books , caused by the river Vitasta in the city of
Pravarpur. The king got constructed a huge
bund along the right bank of the Vitasta river
from the Northeast of Haari Parvat up to the
Aanchar Lake. Thus the huge area
surrounding Haari Parvat became the central
portion of Pravarpur.Atemple of Mahakali was
got constructed on the right bank of Vitasta
river by the king Pravarsen between Fateh
Kadal and Zaina kadal at a site in the vicinity of
which later a shine of Shahi Hamdaan was got
constructed during 14th century A.D.
Pandrethan was also populated even up to
twelfth century A.D. but later on, politically it
started losing its importance.

During the end of the sixth centuryA.D.,
King Lalitaditya Muktapida ruled over Kashmir
for 36 years from 695 to 731 A.D. During his
regime, King Lalitaditya shifted the capital of
Kashmir from Pravarpur to Paraspur.
According to some historians, the king had
made this shift for some of his personal
reasons and that is what must have caused
the diminition in the popularity of Pandrethan.
Moreover there had been a sect of population
called Damars, who believed more in political
disturbances, were got shifted from Khrew by
the king Lalitaditya and were thrown out of
Kashmir with their illicit landed property
confiscated by the then government.

During the regime of the king Jayapida
from th year 751 to 785 A.D., the capital city of
Kashmir was shifted to Inderkoot. During the
regime of the king Awantivarman, the capital
of Kashmir was shifted toAwantipura.

In order to subside the devastating
influence of the flood caused by the river
Vitasta during the heavy rainy season in
Kashmir, an engineer Sooya changed the
course of Vitasta during the sixth decade of
the ninth century A.D and thus populace
started migrating from Paraspur leaving it
unpopulated. (To be continued)

��

Contact author at:
parimoo.mk@gmail.com
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içuçlççÇ
%ççvç çÆJç%ççvç - çÆ$çuççíkçÀçÇvççLç Oçj kçÀávovç

Dç]pç kçÀjJç Dç@m³ç içuçlççÇ h³çþ kçÀLç yççLç~ iççô[vç
JçesJç çÆ]pç içuçlççÇ kçÀLç çÆs Jçvççvç~ çÆ³ç vçe kçÀ©vç hççÆ]pç çÆlç
Dçiçj kçÀçôj lçe iç@çÆ³ç içuçlççÇ~ çÆ³çvçe Jçvçávç MçÓçÆyç çÆlç ³ççôoJç³ç
Jççôvç lçe iç@çÆ³ç içuçlççÇ~ çÆ³ç mççW®çávç mçnçÇ sávçe çÆlç Dçiçj mçÓb®ç
lçLç çÆlç JççôvçákçÀ içuçlççÇ~ çÆ³ç Dççímç çÆlç Dçiçj DççÆmç DççJç vçe
yççí]pçvçe lçe DççÆmç yççm³çJç yçouç³ç kçWÀn mJç çÆlç iç@çÆ³ç
içuçlççÇ~ kçÀçBçÆmç Jççôvç kçWÀn ³çç kçÀçôj kçWÀn cçiçj DççÆmç DççJç
vçe çÆlç mçcçpçmç cçb]pç lçe lçLç kçÀçô[ yçouç cççvçí, mçáçÆlç içJç
içuçlç~ cççôKçmçj yçÓ]p³çlçJç çÆ³ç kçWÀn DçmççÆuç³çlçe çÆvçMç
y³ççôvç DçççÆmç lçLç çÆs içuçlççÇ Jçvççvç~

mçççÆvç o@m³ç çÆs içuçlççÇ içæsçvç çÆlç lçe yçç]pçí çÆs
Dç@m³ç içuçlççÇ kçÀjçvç çÆlç, ]pçç@çÆvçLç ³çç Dçvç]pçç@v³ç cçb]pç~
oçôMçJçev³ç mçÓjlçvç cçb]pç sá DççÆmç içuçlççÇ kç@ÀçÆjLç hçslççJçe
içæsçvç çÆlçkçw³çççÆ]pç ÒçLçkçáÀçÆvç içuçlççÇ návo vçlççÇçÆpç sá
Dççmççvç yçáje, Dçbpççcç sá Dççmççvç Kçjçyç~ uççôkçÀe®ççjmç
cçb]pç çÆs Dç@m³ç æ®ççìençuç içæsçvç, kçÀçuçípç içæsçvç ³çç
ì^íçÆvçbiç kçÀjçvç~ DççÆlç çÆs Dç@m³ç hçjvçmç cçb]pç uçíKçvçmç
cçb]pç lçe FcççÆlçnçvçmç cçb]pç içuçlççÇ kçÀjçvç~ vçlççÇçÆpç sá
vçíjçvç DççÆmç çÆs çÆ³çJççvç kçÀcç vçcyçj lçe içæsçvç çÆs HçíÀuç~
yç@çÆ[Lç çÆs Dç@m³ç ³çç kçÀjçvç vççíkçÀjçÇ ³çç kçÀçbn kçÀçjeyççj~
vççíkçÀjçÇ cçb]pç³ç içuçlççÇ kç@Àj ³çç iç@çÆ³ç vççíkçÀjçÇ çÆvççÆMç ³çç
cççÇp³çvçe lçjkçÀçÇ~ kçÀçjeyççje®³ç içuçlççÇ cçç@çÆvçJç iççì³ç
iççìe, mçÓoákçÀ Dççímç mJçKçe³ç Dçmç@uç çÆlç iççÆæs DçLçe~ hçLç
Dçiçj yçáçÆ[Lç kç@Àj içuçlççÇ mçç@jçÇ Jçvçvç, yçá[e sá iççícçálç
yç´íþ~ vç smç Dçkç@Àuç vç smç MçÓyç~ uçín]pçç sá h³çJççvç
mççjçÇ JçácyççÆj ¿çmçe jçí]pçávç ³çáLçvçe mçççÆvç o@m³ç kçÀçbn

içuçlççÇ iççÆæs~ içjmç cçb]pç
iççÆæs içuçlççÇ vç sá Kçj
jç@]p³ç vç KçjJççíuç~ cç@nuçmç
cçb]pç iç@çÆ³ç içuçlççÇ lçe kçÀ[vç
kçÀçÆvç kç@Àv³ç lçe æsevçvç LççôkçÀe~
mçcççpçmç cçb]pç iç@çÆ³ç içuçlççÇ
lçe çÆs yçovçç@cççÇ~ DçcççÇ sá Jççômlççovç Jççôvçcçálç, yçyççí ¿çmçe
jçí]pç, çÆ³ç kçWÀn kçÀjKç mçÓbçÆ®çLç kç@ÀjçÆ]pç, çÆ³ç kçWÀn mJçjKç
mçÓbçÆ®çLç mJç³ç&çÆ]pç, ³ççômçe kçÀLç kçÀjKç mçÓbçÆ®çLç kç@ÀjçÆ]pç
³çáLçvçe hçlçe hçslççJçávç h³çô³ççÇ~

kçáÀçÆvç Jçkçwlçe sá cçvçáMç Dçvç]pçç@çÆvçmç cçb]pç içuçlççÇ
kçÀjçvç~ cçlçuçyç lçmç sávçe çÆ³ç hç³ç Dççmççvç çÆ]pç çÆ³ç yçe
kçÀjçvç sámç ³çç Jçvççvç sámç çÆ³ç nç sá içuçlç lçe Dçhçá]pç~
DççÆcç®³ç yçáçÆvç³çço çÆs Dççmççvç içuçlç HçÀ@ncççÇ~ çÆlç ]pçvç
içJç Dç@çÆcçmç Fvmççvçmç sávçe hççÆ]pç çÆkçÀv³ç hçlçç Dççmççvç
DçmççÆuç³çlç kçw³ççn çÆs~ Dç@cç³ç sá Dççmççvç yçjçímçe
kçÀçôjcçálç kçÀçBçÆmç h³çþ ³çç kçWÀn Jçáscçálç çÆ³ç Dç@çÆcçmç
yç]pçç@çÆnj mçnçÇ sá yççm³ççícçálç Dççmççvç~ çÆ³ç yçÓ]p³çlçJç çÆ]pç
³çç çÆs çÆ³ç Dç@c³çmçB]pç kçÀcç DçkçÀuççÇ ³çç noe Kççôlçe ]p³ççoe
m³ç]pçj ³çámç Dç@çÆcçmç içuçlçmç çÆlç þçÇkçÀ mçcçpçvçmç h³çþ
sá cçpçyçÓj kçÀjçvç~ DçcççÇ sá içuçlççÇ kçÀjçvç ³çç içuçLç
kçÀLç Jçvççvç yçôMçÓbkçw³ç hçç@þîç~ çÆ³ççÆLçmç Fvmççvçmç sá
Dçcççhççô]pç DçKç MçjHçÀ~ çÆ³ç sávçe Dççmççvç çÆMçþe~ ³çáLçá³ç
Dç@çÆcçmç sá hçvçeçÆvç içuçlççÇ návo Snmççmç içæsçvç çÆ³ç sá yç
³çkçÀocç hçvçev³ç içuçlççÇ cççvççvç lçe lçLç mçáoçjvç@kçw³ç
mçyççÇuç, mççW®ççvç~
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DçbûççÇ]p³ç hçç@þîç çÆs DçKç kçÀnçJçLç~ ohççvç içuçlççÇ
kçÀjev³ç çÆs Fvmçç@vççÇ çÆHçÀlçjLç lçe lçLç cçç@HçÀçÇ çÆov³ç iç@çÆ³ç
çÆoJçlçç@³ççÇ~ içJç ]pçvç Dçiçj Dç@m³ç hçvçávç yçpçj nçJçJç lçe
içuçlççÇ kçÀjvç Jçç@çÆuçmç kçÀjJç cççHçÀ DççÆmç sá çÆoJçlççn
mçávo ojçÆpç cçíuççvç~ Dççcç çÆ]pçvoiççÇ cçb]pç sá çÆ³ççÆlç uçyçvçe
çÆ³çJççvç çÆ]]pç Fvmççvç sá içuççÆlç³çJç mçólççÇ nôsçvç~ içuçlççÇ
kç@ÀçÆjLç içuçlççÇ návo Snmççmç mçhçvçávç lççÆcç hçlçe lçLç
mçáoçj kçÀ©vç içJç iççìepççj~ cçámçuçcççvç çÆs içuçlççÇ návo
Snmççmç mçhççÆoLç oáyççje mJç içuçlççÇ vç kçÀjvçákçÀ lççíyçe
kçÀjçvç~ F&mçç@³ç çÆs çÆiçjpçmç cçb]pç iç@çÆæsLç hççoçÆjmç yç´çWn
kçÀçÆvç içuçlççÇ kçÀyçÓuç kçÀjçvç lçe oáyççje lçLç vç oçínjçJçvçákçÀ
kçÀmço kçÀjçvç~ çÆnvoÓ Oçcç&mç cçb]pç sá Òçç³ççÆM®çlçákçÀ
çÆJçOççvç~ cçiçj DççÆcç hçlçe iççÆæs vçe Dç@çÆcçmç içuçlççÇ návo
Òçç³ççÆM®çlç kçÀjvç Jçç@çÆuçmç mJç içuçlççÇ oáyççje kçÀjvçákçÀ
Kç³ççuç çÆlç ³çávç~ vçlçe iççÆæs mççí©³ç kçWÀn kçwJççÆuç~

Fvmççvçmç Dçiçj hç@]p³ç hçç@þîç içuççÆlç³ççÌ çÆvççÆMç
yç®çevçákçÀ Fjçoe DçççÆmç l³ççÆuç hççÆkçÀ mçá yçjçyçj ¿çmçe mççvç~
iççô[v³çLç iççÆæs lç@çÆcçmç Dççmçávç yççí]pçe Mççí]pç çÆ]pç kç@ÀçÆcçmç
mçól³ç çÆkçÀLçe kç@Àv³ç hççÆ]pç yçjlççJç kçÀ©vç, kç@ÀçÆcçmç mçól³ç

çÆkçÀLçe hçç@þîç hççÆ]pç hçíMç ³çávç çÆ]pçþîçvç mçól³ç Dçoyçe
mççvç, yçjçyçj kçw³çvç mçól³ç lçcççÇ]pçe lçe Òç³çcçe mççvç,
kçÀçBm³çvç mçól³ç uççíuçe mççvç, içjçÇyçmç mçól³ç ncçojoçÇ lçe
æ®çáçÆkçÀ mççvç~ hçvçev³çvç hçvçevç hçç@þîç, Jççôhçjvç çÆvççÆMç nvçç
oÓ³ç&j Lç@çÆJçLç~ l³ççÆuç sávçe içuçlççÇ içæsvçákçÀ kçÀçbn FcçkçÀçvç
jçí]pççvç~ hççvçe çÆlç sá jçí]pççvç KJçMç lçe y³ççKç çÆlç~ çÆouçákçÀ
mçkçÓÀvç lçe cçvçákçÀ kçÀjçj sá cçíuççvç lçe cçvçáMç sá yçí çÆHçÀçÆkçÀj
lçe yçí içcç jçí]pççvç~ hçLçkçáÀvç içá]pçjícçeçÆlçmç mçcçe³çmç sá
cçvçáMç mççcç ¿çJççvç~ lççÆcç hçlçe sá Jçesçvç lçuçç cçô kçÀl³çLç
kçÀçômçe içuçlççÇ kç@Àj ³çç Dçuçeiçç@yçe mçhçvçíçÆ³ç~ lçc³çákçÀ sá

–

lçoçí©kçÀ kçÀjçvç lçe yç´çWn kçáÀvç sá jçí]pççvç ]p³ççoe hçnçvç
náçÆMç³ççj ³çáLçvçe mJç³ç içuçlççÇ y³çôçÆ³ç mçj]pço mçhççÆo~
içuçlççÇ kç@ÀçÆjLç içuçlççÇ cççvçev³ç çÆlç sá yçpçj~ DççÆcç mçól³ç
sávçe kçÀo æsçôìçvç yç@çÆukçÀ sá kçÀo nájçvçe³ç~ Jçç³çç&n çÆs
Dççmççvç çÆMçþe, çÆ]pçoçÇ lçe [çÇþ~ çÆlçcçvç çÆs hçvçev³ç içuçlççÇ
cççvçev³ç yçççÆjiçjçb içæsçvç ³çç sáKç nçqlkçÀ ³ç]pçlç yççmççvç~
içuçlççÇ kç@ÀçÆjLç çÆs çÆlçcç Jçvççvç DççÆmç kç@Àjvçe kçÀnBv³ç
içuçlççÇ, cçìçÇ çÆsvçe ¿çJççvç~ vçlççÇçÆpç sá vçíjçvç çÆ]pç DçKç
içuçlççÇ kç@ÀçÆjLç çÆs çÆlçcç Jççôv³ç y³ççKç içuçlççÇ kçÀjçvç~
DçLç çÆs Jçvççvç nþ-ocçça~ y³ççKç sá çÆ³çL³çvç uçákçÀvç
çÆvçMç uççôyçe³ç ¿çJççvç lçe çÆ³çcçvç çÆ³ç yçÓçÆ]pçLç çÆlç o@çÆhçJç
vçHçÀjLç kçÀjçvç~ Dçiçj³ç içuçlççÇ cççvçenvç y³ççKç JççÆvçní,
ní Jçes mç@ kçÀçílççn MçjçÇHçÀ sá çÆ³ç, kçÀç@æ®ççn vçjcççÇ smç,
hççvç³ç cççívçávç çÆ]pç Dççnvçmç@ iç@³çcç içuçlççÇ~ Dçç@Kçej çÆ³ççÆlç
sá Fvmççvçe³ç ~ içæsçvç yçç]pçí içuçlççÇ~ lçLç kçw³ççn kçÀçÆj
kçÀçbn? çÆ³çLçe kç@Àv³ç iççÆæs ní cççcçuçe jHçÀç oHçÀç~ kçÀLç
]pçíþínvçe~

Dç@m³ç çÆs Dç@çÆkçÀmç mçY³ç mçcççpçmç cçb]pç jçí]pççvç~
uçín]pçç sá DççÆmç uçç@çÆ]pçcç çÆ]pç Dç@m³ç kçÀjJç kçÀçívçÓvçákçÀ
hççuçvç~ Dçiçj³ç DççÆmç kçÀçívçÓvçe®³ç KçuççHçÀJçj]pççÇ kç@Àj çÆ³ç
çÆs mJç içuçlççÇ ³çLç mç]pçç sá cçíuççvç~ hçáuççÇmç sá j@çÆìLç
çÆvçJççvç lçe DçoçuçLç çÆs mç]pçç çÆoJççvç~ çÆcçmççuçí uççFmçbçÆmç
jçômç içç@[îç ®çuççJçev³ç, æ®çÓj kçÀj@v³ç, jMçJçlç jìávç, cççj
hççÇì kçÀj@v³ç yçílçjçÇ~ çÆ³çcçvç içuççÆlç³çvç çÆs Jçvççvç pçá©cç
lçcççÇ sá çÆ³çcçJç yççhçLç ³çç mç]pçç cçíuççvç ³çç pçájcççvçe
³ççÆJççvç kçÀjvçe~ DççÆcç iç@çÆæsLç çÆs Dççmççvç çÆlçcçe içuçlççÇçÆ³ç
çÆ³çcçe yç]pçç@çÆnj kçÀçívçÓvçeçÆkçÀmç oç@çÆ³çjmç cçb]pç svçe çÆ³çJççvç
cçiçj Oçcç&e çÆuçnç]pçe, Fvçmçç@çÆvç³çlçekçw³çJç DçmçÓuçJç çÆkçÀv³ç
³çç mçcçç@pççÇ lçkçÀç]pçJç çÆkçÀv³ç çÆs çÆ³çJççvç içuçlççÇ cççvçevçe~
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çÆ³çcçvç içuççÆlç³çvç cçlçe Dçç@m³çlçvç kçÀçívçÓvççÇ mç]pçç ³çç
mçjkçÀç@³ç& hçájmççvç cçiçj lççíçÆlç çÆs çÆ³çcçe içuççÆlççÆ³ç cççvçevçe
çÆ³çJççvç, yçáje vç]pççÆj Jçesvçe çÆ³çJççvç lçe mçcççpçmç cçb]pç
ÒççÆlçnlç kçÀjçvç~ çÆ³çcçvç içuççÆlç³çvç çÆvççÆMç hçjní]pç ³çámç
kçÀçÆj lçmçávo ojçÆpç sá Lççôo, lçmç sá ³ç]pçlç lç ecççvç lçe
DççíçÆyçj³ç çÆ³çJççvç çÆovçe~

DçcççÇ çÆs çÆ]pçþîç DççÆmç lçuçkçÀçÇvç kçÀjçvç çÆ]pç
ncçíçÆMç iççÆæs DçmçÓuçvç h³çþ hçkçáÀvç, hç]pçj JçjlççJçávç lçe
©lçá³ç kçÀ©vç ÒçLç kçÀçBçÆmç~ ³ççômçe kçÀç@cç DçmçÓuçe v³çyçj
DçççÆmç, ³ççômçe kçÀLç DçmçÓuçmç KçuççHçÀ DçççÆmç lçe ³çámç mççW®ç
DçmçÓuçJç y³ççôvç DçççÆmç çÆlçcç çÆs DççÆmç DççÆLç içuçlççÇ
kçÀjvççJççvç~ hçvçev³çJç içuççÆlç³çJç çÆs Dç@m³ç nôsçvçe³ç Dçcçç
hççô]pç y³çô³çvç nB]pçJç içuççÆlç³çJç lçe y³çô³çvç nBçÆo lççíj lçjçÇkçÀe
mçól³ç çÆlç çÆs Dç@m³ç m³çþç kçWÀn nôsçvç, pççvç kçw³ççn sá lçe
vççkçÀçje kçw³ççn içJç, içuçLç kçw³ççn sá lçe þçÇkçÀ kçÀLç çÆs
Jçvççvç~ Fvmççvçmç sá hç³çJççvç náçÆMç³ççj jçí]pçávç çÆlçkçw³çççÆ]pç
JçáçÆcyç´ sámç nôsávçá³ç nôsávç~ çÆ]pçvoiççÇ cçb]pç sávçe kçÀçbn mçcç³ç
l³çáLç çÆ³çJççvç ³çôçÆuç kçÀçbn ¿ççÆkçÀ Jç@çÆvçLç çÆ]pç cçô kçw³ççn ¿ççôs
mççí©³ç, Jççôv³ç sácçvçe kçWÀnçÆlç nôsvçákçÀ nçpçLç~ nôsçvç sá
jçí]pçávç, içuççÆlç³çvç nB]pç hçç@j]pççvç çÆs ÒççJçev³ç lçe hçvçávç
çÆkçÀjoçj sá ÞçÓæ®ç lçe hççÆJçLçj LçJçevçe®³ç kçÓÀçÆMçMç kçÀjev³ç~
l³çôuççÇ çÆs vçíkçÀvçç@cççÇ lçe ³ç]pçLç~~

��
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Editor’s Note

Views expressed in the signed
articles are not

necessarily those of
or .Project Zaan Praagaash

Articles can be e-mailed to
rainamk1@yahoo.co.in

We invite writers to write for
Praagaash.

Write ups can be in Kashmiri,
Hindi, Urdu or English,

concerning Kashmir, its Land
and People, History,

Historical and Religious places,
Festivals, Rites and Rituals,

Kashmiri Language and
Culture, Science, Medical

Science, Health, Adventure,
Exploration,

Achievements by our
Children are also welcome.

Content disrespecting any
individual or groups or inciting
hatred between the sections of
the society will not be accepted.

Fiction, Poetry,
Humour etc.
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Content Source: Kashir Talmih & Kashir Luka Katha ~ Publications of J&K Academy of Art,
Culture & Languages. Transliteration & Re-written for Children by M.K.Raina

cçvçáì lçe hççb]pçáJç

Image: 1mobile.com
Image : 1mobile.com

jçLç Dçç@mç kçÀçkçÀv³ç çÆpçiççÆj
yççí]pçevçç@Jçcçeæ®ç þþe iç@³ç& mçeb]pç
kçÀLç~ Dç@]p³ççÆ®ç kçÀçÆLç Dççímç
vççJç cçvçáì lçe hççb]pçáJç~ çÆ³ç
kçÀLç Dçç@mç yç´çWþ kçÀçkçÀv³ç
çÆpçiççÆj DçbûççÇ]p³çmç cçb]pç
yççí]pçevçç@Jçcçeæ®ç cçiçj Mçá³ç&vç
Dççímç kçÀç@çÆMççÆjmç cçb]pç
yççí]pçevçákçÀ MççíkçÀ~ kçÀçkçÀv³ç
çÆpçiçej çÆlç Dçç@mç lçÌ³ççje³ç~
oçôhçávçKç `çÆyççÆnJç mçç@ mçç@jçÇ
æsdJçhçe kç@ÀçÆjLç lçe yçÓçÆ]pçJç
Dç@çÆ]pç®ç kçÀLç~ kçÀçÆLç sá vççJç

~cçvçáì lçe hççb]pçáJç ’

çÆ³ç Dçç@mç yçá[e cçç@pççn DçKç~ vçôçÆ®çJ³ç Dçç@çÆmçmç ]pçe~
yç@çÆ[mç Dççímç Hççb]pçáJç vççJç lçe uJçkçÀçÆìmç cçvçáì~ Hççb]pçáJç
Dççímç ]pç@cççÇvç çÆ]pçjçlçe®ç kçÀç@cç kçÀjçvç lçe cçvçáì Dççímç
mkçÓÀuçmç cçb]pç Hçjçvç~ iç©kçÀ uççôn uçbiçj ®çuççJçvçe çÆkçÀv³ç
Dçç@mç Hççb]pçeçÆJçmç mçKç cçônvçlç H³çJççvç kçÀjev³ç~ DçJçe
cJçKçe Dçç@mçemç yçá[e cçç@pç Ün³ç yçlçe cçôb[îç nvç pççvç
hçç@þîç çÆoJççvç~ cçvççÆìmç Dçç@mç ]pç[e³ç vçKçe Jççuççvç~

Grandma’s Stories

cçççÆpç nábo çÆ³ç Jç@lççÇje JçáçÆsLç Dççímç cçvçáì DçBojçÇ o]pççvç lçe
cçççÆpç nábo ]pçe Dç@s kçÀjvçmç H³çþ Hççb]pçeçÆJçmç vçHçÀjlç
kçÀjçvç~ mççW®ççvç Dççímç Dç@m³ç çÆs ÜMçeJç³ç DçkçíÀ [çqcyç
]pççcçel³ç, Dçcçç ³ççÇ]®ç HçÀkç&À kçw³çççÆ]pç~ cçiçj Jç@çÆvçLç Dççímç vçe
kçÀôbn ¿çkçÀçvç~

`DçkçíÀ [çqcyç ]pççcçel³ç kçw³ççn içJç? Òçáæsámç
çEhçkçÀçÇ~

'

ÒççiççMç 36January 2020 ~ pçvçJçjçÇ 2020

Jç<ç& 5 : DçbkçÀ 1 ~ pçvçJçjçÇ 2020



Praagaash37

`Òççípçíkçwì ]pççvç' kçÀçÇ vçíì-HççÆ$çkçÀçÒççiççMç Jç<ç& 4 : DçbkçÀ 11 ~ vçJçcyçj 2019ÒççiççMç

Praagaash

`Òççípçíkçwì ]pççvç' kçÀçÇ vçíì-HççÆ$çkçÀç

Grandma’s Stories

`çÆlç içJç Dç@kçw³çmçe³ç cçççÆpç ]pççcçel³ç~

oHççvç Üne DççÆkçÀ Dçç@mç yçá[e cçççÆpç HçvçeçÆvç Dççolçe
cçálçç@çÆyçkçÀ Hççb]pçeçÆJçmç çÆkçÀ]®ç yçlçe cçôçÆ®ç ]pçe ]®ççíj yçáMçkçÀçyçmç
cçb]pç MççÇçÆjLç LççÆJçcç]®çe lçe Hççvçe Dçç@mç ³çBoej kçÀlççvç~ cçvçáì
DççJç cçojmçe H³çþe kçÀçípç K³çvçe yççHçLç~

`kçÀçípç kçw³ççn içJç?

hçvçávç yçlçe K³çvçe Hçlçe lçáuç cçvçeìîç Hççb]pçeJ³ç mçebçÆo
çÆnmçe H³çþekçw³ç yçlçe uçákçÀcçe DçKç ]pçe çÆlç~ çÆ³ç JçáçÆsLç
kçÀçô©mç cçççÆpç mçKç KçMçcç lçe uç@çÆpçmç JJçnJçeçÆvç~
cçvççÆìmç Kç@]®ç ]®çKç lçe lçáçÆpçvç Hççb]pçeJ³ç mçebçÆo çÆnmçe cçb]pçe
yçôçÆ³ç DçKç yçlçe c³ç@ì lçe ]pççíj ]pçyçjomlççÇ kç@ÀçÆjLç yç@jevç
cçççÆpç içáHçvçmç vçÓvç çÆovçekçw³ç Hçç@þ³ç Dçç@mçmç~ lçmç içJç
n@çÆìmç içb[ lçe ]®ççôuçámç Jçásçvç Jçásçvç ]pçáJç vççÇçÆjLç~
cçvçeìîç ³çôçÆuç çÆ³ç JçMHçÀe içæsçvç Jçás, mçá içJç oJççvç lçe
oçíjçvç yçç@çÆ³çmç çÆvçMç Kçnmç H³çþ~ oÓjí uçç@çÆ³çvçmç ¬çÀKç,
n³ççí kçÀçkçÀç cçç@pç nç çÆs cçÓcçe]®ç~ mçá JççôLçámç çÆkçÀLçç
Hçç@þîç? oçôHçávçmç yçe nç iç@³ççímç içje kçÀçípç K³çvçe yççHçLç,
Dçoe mJç Jçásácç ³çBêmçe³ç H³çþ cçÓcçe]®ç~

Hççb]pçáJç DççJç çÆ³ç yçÓçÆ]pçLç DçLçe cçÓjçvç cçÓjçvç içje lçe
DççÆlç JçáçÆsvç cçç@pç Hç@]p³ç Hçç@þîç nkçÀe yçuç Jçç@]®çcçe®ç~
Jçoávççn çÆjJçávççn kç@ÀçÆjLç uççôiç lçmçebçÆo kçÀHçÀvç oHçÀvç
kçÀjvçákçÀ mçb]pç kçÀjçÆvç~ cçvççÆìmç çÆoçÆlçvç kçWÀn HççWmçe yçç]pçje
cçççÆpç kçw³çálç kçÀHçÀvç lçe ]®çÓ³ç&ácç kçÀjvçe Kçç@lçje lççÇuçe cJç³çç
Dçvçvçe yççHçLç~ cçvçáì êçJç yçç]pçj lçe Dççôvçávç kçÀHçÀvç lçe
lççÇuç~ JççÆlç Jçásávç Dç@çÆkçÀmç pçççÆ³ç ÖçÀmlçe kçáÀuç JççJçe okçÀJç

' Jççôvçámç
kçÀçkçÀv³ç çÆpçiççÆj, `yçÓçÆ]pçJç yç´çWn kçáÀvç'~

' jçpçÓnvç Òçáæsámç~
`kçÀçípç içJç mçáyçnákçÀ yçlçe~ kçÀçuç içJç jçlçákçÀ~'

Jççôvçámç kçÀçkçÀv³ç çÆpçiççÆj~

mçól³ç Dççíje ³ççíj içæsçvç~ oçôHçávç yçyçe mçebçÆomç ÖçÀmlçmç çÆs
mçKç lçój uç@pçcçe]®ç, lçe DçLç Jççôuçávç cçççÆpç nábo kçÀHçÀvç~
yç´çWn kçáÀvç Hç@çÆkçÀLç Jçásávç ÖçÀçìe oçj ]pç@cççÇvçe Kçílççn DçKç~
oçôHçávç yçyçe mçebçÆ]pç ³çLç KçíçÆlç sô Hççívçe içç@cçe]®ç~ lçe çÆ³ç lççÇuçe
[yçenvç $çç@Jçevç Dç@L³ç cçb]pç çÆHçÀçÆjLç lçe Jççílç içje Kçç@uççÇ
DçLçJç~

`n³ç ní, çÆ³ç kçÀçôj lç@c³ç mçKç içuçLç~

Hççb]pçáJç JççôLçámç, `kçÀHçÀvçe lçe lççÇuç DççôvçáLçç?
`DçJçe Dççôvçácç , cçvçáì JççôLçámç lççíje~

Hççb]pçeJ³ç Jççôvçámç, `kçÀçÆlç LççíJçáLç?
mçá JççôLçámç oj pçJççyç, `kçÀçkçÀç! sáKç vçç

yççí]pççvç, yçyçe mçebçÆomç ÖçÀmlçmç Dçç@mç lçój uç@pçcçe]®ç lçe mçá
kçÀHçÀvçe kçÀHçáj Jççôuçácç lç@L³ç lçe lççÇuçe nvç $çç@Jçecç yçyçe mçebçÆ]pç
KçíçÆlç cçb]pç~

Hççb]pçáJç JççôLçámç, `]®çe sáKç ]®ççÆkçÀ Jçç@jçvç
cJçiçáuç~

uçç®ççj mçHççÆoLç êçJç hççb]pçáJç yçç]pçj lçe Dççôvçávç
oJççvç lçe oçíjçvç cçç@pç oHçÀvç kçÀjvçe Kçç@lçje kçÀHçÀvç yçíçÆ$ç~
cçççÆpç nebçÆo ]®çÓ³ç&çÆcç Hçlçe uççôiç Hççb]pçáJç yçôçÆ³ç içje çÆkçÀmç uççôn
uçbiçjmç lçe ]pç@cççÇvç çÆ]pçjçlçmç mçól³ç lçe cçvçáì ªo cçojmçe
içæsçvç~ Dçcçç cçççÆpç nebçÆo mçççÆ³ç JJçLçvçe Hçlçe Dçç@m³ç yçç@³ç
yççjev³ç mçáyçnmç Mççcçmç HççvçeJçç@v³ç þç@mçuçe çÆcçuçeJççvç lçe
mJç yçjço@jçÇ çÆlç ª]pçeKç vçe kçôbÀn ³Jçmçe cçççÆpç LççÇ Dçç@mçeKç~
Dçç@Kçej Jççílç mçá çÆlç Ün ³çôçÆuç yçç@³ç yççjev³ç DçKç Dç@çÆkçÀmç
çÆvççÆMç y³ççôvç êççÆ³ç~ iç©kçÀ çÆ³ç oçMlç vçoçMlç DççímçáKç,

' Jççôvç
kçÀunvçvç~

`Dçç, içuçLçe³ç kçÀçô©vç~ yçÓçÆ]pçJç hçlçe kçw³ççn içJç~'
Jççôvçámç kçÀçkçÀv³ç çÆpçiççÆj~

'
'

'

'

'
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Grandma’s Stories

lçLç kçÀçô©Kç çÆnmçe lçe oçbo pççíjçn çÆlç Dçç@çÆmçKç~ çÆ³çcçJç
cçb]pç DççJç DçKç Dç@çÆkçÀmç çÆnmçe lçe y³ççKç oçôçÆ³ççÆcçmç~

cçvççÆìmç Dççímç Üne DççÆkçÀ HçvçeçÆvçmç oçbomç vçÓvç
Ðçávç~ Hç]çb]pçeçÆJçmç Jççôvçávç, `kçÀçkçÀç! içáHçvçmç kçÀçílççn vçÓvç
içæçÆs Ðçávç~ mçá JççôLçámç lççíje `içæs çÆolçmç vçÓvçe cçvçáìçn~
mçá JççôLç lçe Hç@]p³ç Hçç@þîç çÆolçávç HçvçeçÆvçmç oçbomç vçÓvçe DççÆpç
HçççÆJç yçouçe vçÓvçe cçvçáì~ vç@lççÇpçe êçJç çÆ³ç çÆ]pç oçbo içJç
cç@çÆjLç~ DççÆcç vJçkçÀmççvçe mçól³ç Jççílç cçvççÆìmç mçKç
mçocçe~ Dçcçç kçÀçÆjní kçw³ççn? kçÀçj Dççímç Hççvç³ç kç@ÀçÆjLç
iççícçálç~ cçiçj yçç@³ç mçábo yç[îççímç nmço~ oçôHçávç Dç@cççÇ
cççjvççíJçámç oçbo~

`cçiçj çÆ³ç kçÀçôj hççb]pçáJ³ç hç@]p³ç hçç@þîç içuçLç~

`içuçLçe³ç kçÀçô©vç, Dçoe kçw³ççn kçÀçô©vç~
cçvçeìîç JççuçevççíJçávç

cçÓçÆ®çmç DççÆLç oçbomç cçemçuçe lçe LççíJçávç kçÀç@vççÇ H³çþ
mçcyçç@çÆuçLç~ ³çôçÆuç çÆ³ç cçemçuçe Jççje Hçç@þîç ]®ç@çÆcçLç KJçMkçÀ
mçHçáo, DççÆkçÀ Ün v³çÓvç Mçnj kçÀevçeçÆvç~ Dçcçç lççÆlç Dççmç vçe
DçLç kçÀçbn Kç@jçÇoçj~ Mçnje H³çþe JççHçmç çÆ³çJççvç çÆ³çJççvç
uç@çÆpçmç Dç@çÆkçÀmç çÆlçæçÆs pçççÆ³ç jçLç, ³çôçÆlç Dççyçç@oçÇ
Dçç@mçe³ç vçe~ jçLç içá]pççjvçe Kçç@lçje Kççôlç DçJçe çÆkçÀv³ç
Dç@çÆkçÀmç kçáÀçÆuçmç H³çþ lçe oçboe mçábo ®çcçje çÆlç Kççí©vç
T³ç&~ KJçoççÆ³ç mçábo kçÀçj, Dçcçí JççÆlç DçççÆ³ç Dç[ jçLç
iç@æçÆsLç ]®çÓj ]pçe ]®ççíj~ çÆlçcçJç Dçç@mç kçÀmç lççcç Dççmçvç
Jçç@çÆuçmç mçvç çÆo]®çcçe]®ç lçe çÆ³çcçe Jç&HççÆ³ç DççÆvçcç]®çe DççmçKç,
çÆlçcçe yçç@içjçJççÆvç yççÇþîç Dç@L³ç kçáÀçÆuçmç lçuç~ Jç&HççÆ³ç
yçç@içjçJçvçe yç´çWþá³ç JJçLçáKç DçKç ]®çÓj çÆ]pç iJç[e lçáçÆuçJç mçç@
yçç³çJç ñççôçÆo Kççlçe H³çþe kçÀçnvçç@J³ç mçeb]pçe kçÀçn Jç&HççÆ³ç lçe

' '

'
Jççôvç jçpçÓnvç~

' Jççôvçámç
kçÀçkçÀv³ç çÆpçiççÆj `yçÓçÆ]pçJç hçlçe~'

Dçoe kç@ÀçÆjJç lçkçÀmççÇcç, vçlçe nyçç HçôçÆ³çJçe Dçmçcçç@vççÇ $çþ~
y³ççKç JççôLçámç, `jçôìevçKçe ]®çe kçÀçnvçç@J³ç~ iJç[e çÆolçe
Jç&HççÆ³ç yçç@içjçJçvçe, Dçoe JçásJç~

cçvçáì Dççímç mççí©³ç lçcççMçe kçáÀçÆuçmç H³çþ
çÆyççÆnLç Jçásçvç~ lçmç çÆo]®ç yçKlçvç ]pççÇj lçe ³ççMççn
kç@ÀçÆjLç Ðçálçávç ]®çÓjvç H³çþ oçboe mçábo nçôKç Mççíje ¿çÓ Kçuçáj
oç@çÆjLç~ DççÆcççÆkçÀ Kçej Kçeje mçól³ç iç@çÆ³ç ]®çÓjvç JççJçev³ç
Jççlçuç lçe cJççÆs Jç@çÆìLç $çç@JçeKç oJç~ DçLç ]®çuçe uçççÆj
cçb]pç nôkçw³ç vçe çÆlçcç DçKç çÆJççÆjv³ç çÆlç lçáçÆuçLç~

`Dçuçá³ç, hçlçe kçw³ççn kçÀçôj cçvçeìîç?

cçvçáì JççôLç kçáÀçÆuç H³çþ HçáÀjmç@]®ç mççvç yJçvç lçe
mççjô³ç Jç&HççÆ³ç Jç@çÆìLç êçJç içje kçáÀvç~ yçôçÆ³ç Ün mçáyçnmç
Jççílç lççíMççvç lççíMççvç içje lçe Hççb]pçáJç JççôLçámç, `kçÀônçí,
kçáÀvçLçç oçboe mçábo Kçuçáj? cçvçáì JççôLçámç, `kçÀçkçÀç!
sáKç vçç Jçásçvç Jç&Hçe³ç³ç Jç&HçeçÆ³ç~ oçuçe $çkçÀmç nç Jç&HççÆ³ç
$çKç çÆ³çJççvç~

çÆ³ç yçÓçÆ]pçLç uççôiç Hççb]pçeçÆJçmç Dçç@mçmç Dççyç
çÆ³ççÆvç~ DççMççÆvç mçól³ç cçMçJçje kç@ÀçÆjLç JççôLç mçá lçe æsávçávç
iççvçmç cçb]pç oçbo cçç@çÆjLç~ Ün Hççbæs Dçç@þ iç@æçÆsLç lçáuç
lç@c³ç çÆlç oçboe mçábo Kçuçáj lçe êçJç Mçnj kçáÀvç kçÀevçvçe
yççHçLç~ Mçnj Jçç@çÆlçLç Hçw³çÓj mçáyçe H³çþe Mççcç lççcç nìçÆj
nìçÆj, Dçcçç mçá kçÀçÆlç oçuçe $çkçÀmç Jç&HççÆ³ç $çKç? kç@À¿ç
lççcç Dççmç kçWÀn HççWmçe lçe Jççílç oJççvç oJççvç içje~ DççMçôv³ç
Jç@æsemç, `DççÆvçLçç Jç&HççÆ³ç? 'DçJçe cçvçeìîç mçábo kçÀuçe~
Dç@c³ç lççJçvç ]pçovç n³ç yçe KJçje kçÓÀçÆì DçHççíj lççí©mç~ çÆ³ç
sç mçôÐçJç HçÐçJç?

Hççb]pçáJç Dççímç DççÆcç Hçlçe kçÀJçmç çÆ]pç kçÀj çÆ³ç³çcç

'

'

'

'

' Òçáæsámç
yçyçuçÓnvç~

'
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cççíkçÀe, Dç@çÆcçmç lççJçvç ìç@çÆkçÀmç ¿çcçe HçÓje kçÀmççmç lçe
¿çJççvç çÆoJççvç Ðçálçávç DççÆkçÀ Üne cçvçeìîç mçebçÆ]pç Hç@nçÆj
jçLç kçw³çálç vççj~ cçvççÆìmç çÆ³ç kçWÀæsç oçMlç vçoçMlç Dççímç
içjmç cçb]pç, lçLç iççímç Jçásçvç Jçásçvç mçÓj~ cçvçáì çÆlç
Dççímç ³ççíje m³çþene³ç Hççô©Mç~ HçvçeçÆvç Hç@nçÆj nábo cçuçyçe
mççHçÀ kçÀjçvç kçÀjçvç mççôbyçe³ç& lç@c³ç ]®çeçÆvç þíuçe DçKç ]pçe lçe
DççÆkçÀ Ün êçJç Mçnj kçáÀvç DçKç ]®çeçÆvç þíuçç kçÀevççÆvç
HççyçLç~ Dçcçç DççÆcçkçw³çvç ]®Jçvç kçÓÀvçvç LçJ³çvç ]®ççíj
Jç&HççÆ³ç~

`çÆ³çcçe Jç&hççÆ³ç kçw³çççÆ]pç LçJ³çvç DçLç cçb]pç?

Mçnjmç Dçboj Jçç@çÆlçLç içJç cçvçáì Dç@çÆkçÀmç
Jçç@çÆvçmç çÆvçMç~ oçôHçávçmç `ní yçç³ççn! lççcçLç LççJçenç yçe çÆ³ç
]®çeçÆvç þíuçe ³çLç ®çç@çÆvçmç Jççvçmç H³çþ~ mçá JççôLçámç, `Dçoe
npç&e kçw³ççn sá? LççJç náLç Lçjmç H³çþ~

]®çeçÆvç þíuçe Lçjmç H³çþ Lç@çÆJçLç êçJç cçvçáì
DççíkçáÀvç ³ççíkçáÀvç JçKlç kçÀìçJççÆvç lçe kçWÀn JçKlç iç@æçÆsLç
DççJç JççHçmç lçe lçáuçávç Jççvçe H³çþe Hçvçávç þíuçe~ Dçc³çákçÀ
iççôuç cçe]®çjç@çÆJçLç JççnjçíJçávç Dçç@mç çÆ]pç `nç KJçoç³ççí!
³çôc³ç Jççvçe Jçç@u³ç nç sávçmç uçÓçÆìLç $ççíJçcçálç~ Dç@c³ç nç
sávçcç Jç&HççÆ³ç þíuçmç ]®çeçÆvç þíuçe LççíJçcçálç~

cçvçeìîç mçebçÆo Dçç@mç JççnjçJçvçe mçól³ç iç@³ç Jçásçvç
Jçásçvç uçáKç pçcççn~ cçvçáì sá yçáçÆLç yçáçÆLç çÆoJççvç, Hççvç
cççjçvç lçe HçuçJç ]®çìçvç çÆ]pç Jççvçe Jçç@u³ç nç uçÓìevçmç~
Dç@c³ç nç yçônvççíJçámç mçÓjmç H³çþ~ uçÓKç çÆsvçe JJçb lçmç
æsdJçHçe kçÀjvççJçevçmç HççíMççvç~ Jççvçe Jççíuç çÆyç®ççíj içJç ocç
HçáÀìîç~ mçá sá vç DçHçá]pç ¿çkçÀçvç Jç@çÆvçLç lçe vç Hççô]pç~ lçmç

' Òçáæsámç
çÆkçÀMççÆcççÆMç~

`yççí]pççvç iç@çÆæsJç, hççvç³ç uççÆiçJçe hçlççn~ Jççôvçámç
kçÀçkçÀv³ç çÆpçiççÆj~

'
'

'

sávçe çÆkçÀçÆnv³ç lçiççvç Jçvçávç~ `kçw³çç mçç@ ní Jççvçe Jççu³çç! ³ççÇ
JçççÆlçní? uçÓkçÀJç oçôHç lçmç yç-³çkçÀ ]pçyççvç~ Dçcçç mçá
sáKç lççíje Dçyçev³ç kçÀmçcç yçyçev³ç kçÀmçcç nç@çÆJçLç Jçvççvç
çÆ]pç çÆ³ç nKçáj nmçç@ sá ñçÓbìá³ç ìj Jçvççvç~ DçLç çÆs Jçvççvç
Dççj ³çávç içJç vççj Jçmçávç~ DçKç Ðçálçácçmç Jççvçe Lçjmç
H³çþ þíuçe LççJçvçe, yçôçÆ³ç sácç ]®çÓje nçbæs uççiççvç~
oákçÀçvçoçjmç Dççímç vçe kçÀçbn DçKççn çÆlç Hçæs kçÀjçvç~
mçç@jçÇ Dçç@çÆmçmç Jçvççvç, DçHçá]pç n³ç çÆ³ç lççJçvç ]pço JççÆvç
çÆlç lçe kçÀçílççn? Dçç@Kçej kçÀçôj çÆ]pçþîçJç çÆ]pçþîçJç HçÀç@mçuçe
çÆ]pç Dçiçj þíuçe cçb]pçe ]®çeçÆvç çÆHçÀçÆjLç kçÀçbn Jç&Hç³ç vçíçÆj, lçôçÆuç
sá ³çôçÆcçmç ]®çeçÆvç Jçç@u³ç mçábo Hççô]pç~ Dçiçj Jç&Hç³ç éçHç³ç vçíçÆj
vçe, lçôçÆuç sá çÆ³ç DçHçá]pç lçe Hçç@Lçej~ oHççvç ³çáLçá³ç cçvçeìîç
mçábo ]®çeçÆvç þíuçe oevçvçe DççJç, lççÆcç DçBoje êççÆ³ç ]®ççíj
Jç&HççÆ³ç~ çÆ³ç JçáçÆsLç çÆo]®ç cçvçeìîç ¬çÀKç, `JçáçÆsJç mçç@
yçç³çJç, yçe cçç Dççímçámç kçÀçbn Hçç@Lçej ®ççjçvç~

Jççvçe Jççíuç sá ³ççÇ [çÇçÆMçLç ]pçnj ]®ççHççvç çÆ]pç ³çôc³ç
nKçjvç JçáslçJç kçáÀmç mJç©HçÀ çÆHçuçvççíJçácç uççíçÆj Hçôþîç?
DççÆcç Hçlçe Ðçálç çÆ]pçþîçJç HçÀç@mçuçe çÆ]pç Jççvçe Jçç@u³ç sá Hç@]p³ç
Hçç@þîç Jç&HççÆ³ç þíuçmç ]®çeçÆvç þíuçe yç@çÆjLç LççôJçcçálç~ çÆ³ç
æsdJçcyç Jçjlçç@çÆJçLç Dççôvç cçvçeìîç Mçnje H³çþe Jç&HççÆ³ç þíuçe~
içje Jçç@çÆlçLç Hç=æsávçmç Hççb]pçáJ³ç, `JçvçÓ ¿ççí cçvçìîçç! kçw³ççônçí
kçÀçô©Lç ]®çev³çvç? mçá JççôLçámç oj pçJççyç,`çÆkçÀçÆnv³ç cçe
Hç=æs kçÀçkçÀç~ yçmç ]®çeçÆvç þíuçmç Jç&HççÆ³ç þíuçe çÆ³çJççvç~ ³çmç
çÆvççÆMç ]®çeçÆvç Dççmçvç, Jçásçvç Jçásçvç mçHççÆo nç@LççÇ~

`n³ç ní? çÆ³ç cçvçáì çÆlç sávçe m³ççôo kçôbÀn~ Dç@çÆcçmç
kçÀLç Dççímç çÆ³ç Hçw³ççj kçÀ©vç~

çÆ³ç Jçásvçe Hçlçe ¿ççôlçávç Hççb]pçáçÆJçmç Dçç@mçmç Dççyç ³çávç~ lçe
kçWÀn Ün iç@æçÆsLç Ðçálç lç@c³ç HçvçeçÆvç DççMççÆvç mçól³ç mçuççn

'

'

'

'

' Jççôvç çÆyçuuçÓnvç~
`yçÓçÆ]pçJç hçlçe kçw³ççn içJç~' Jççôvç kçÀçkçÀv³ç çÆpçiççÆj~
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cçMçJçje kç@ÀçÆjLç HçvçeçÆvç uççÆj vççj~ mçLç Dçç@þ Ün içá]pçjvçe
Hçlçe êçJç mçá çÆlç ]®çeçÆvç þíuçe nvçç ¿çLç ~ Dçcçç mçá kçÀçÆlç ]®çeçÆvç
þíuçmç Jç&HççÆ³ç þíuçe ³çávç? Hççb]pçáJç Jççílç m³çþene³ç cççí³çÓmç
iç@æçÆsLç içje JççHçmç lçe yçç@³ç mçebçÆ]pç ®ççuçç@kçÀçÇ lçe HçvçeçÆvç
yçíJçkçÓÀHçÀçÇ H³çþ Dççímç oe³ççvç~ mççW®ççn kçÀçô©vç,`³çôçÆcçmç
cçvççÆìmç lççJçvç ìç@çÆkçÀmç çÆkçÀLçe Hçç@þîç ¿çcçe kçÀmççmç~
kçÀçbn Dçvçcççvççn sámç vçe çÆ³çJççvç çÆ]pç çÆkçÀLçe Hçç@þîç çÆocçmç
JçìeKçÓj~

kçWÀn kçÀçuççn iç@æçÆsLç JççôLç hççb]pçáJç cçvççÆìmç kçáÀvç
`®çe kçÀóçÆlçmç kçÀçuçmç yçônKç vçíLçje Jçjç@³ç~ KJçoç³çvç n³ç
sávç³ç Jçáv³çdkçw³çvç Ün Ðçálçcçálç~ yçônlçj jçíçÆ]pç JJçb ®çççÆvç
Kçç@lçje vçíLçej kçÀ©vç~ cçô nç scç³ç Dç@çÆkçÀmç iççcçmç cçb]pç
kçÀçíçÆj nvçç çÆ³çn³ç pçvçlçe®ç nÓj çÆnMç JçáçÆsLç Lç@Jçcçe]®ç~

cçvçáì ³JçoJç³ç Kççboj kçÀjvçe yççHçLç JçáçÆvç j]pççcçbo
Dççímç vçe, Dçcçç Hççb]pçáJ³ç Jççíuç vçççÆJç lçe cçvçáì JççôLçámç, `Dçoe
mçç@, ³çôçÆuç ]®çe ³ççÇ ³çæsçvç sáKç, lçôçÆuç kçÀjJç lççÇ~ Dçç@Kçej
kçÀçô©Kç vçíLçej kçÀjvçe yççHçLç DçKç Ünç cçákçÀj&~ cçvççÆìmç
DççJç cçnçjç]pçe HççôMççKççn uççiçvçe lçe lççÆcç ]pçcççvçeçÆkçÀ
³ç&Jççpçe cçálçç@çÆyçkçÀ DççJç Dç@c³çdmçebçÆo Kçç@lçje ]pççBHççvççn çÆlç
Mçíjvçe Hçç@jvçe~

mçáyçn mçHçoevçe yç´çWþá³ç yççô©Kç cçvçáì ]pççBHççvçmç lçe
êççÆ³ç cçnçjôv³ç Dçvçvçe yççHçLç Dç@c³ç mçábo nçíJçáj kçáÀvç~
Jççlççvç Jççlççvç Jçç@l³ç çÆ³çcç Dç@çÆkçÀmç cçç@oçvçmç Dçboj~
kçÀnçj lçe Hççb]pçáJç Dçç@m³ç Hç@kçw³ç Hç@kçw³ç Lç@kçw³çcçel³ç~
uçônç]pçç LççôJçáKç ]pççBHççvçe HçLçj lçe Dç@çÆkçÀLç kçáÀvç uç@i³ç
]®ççôì KçôçÆvç~ DçLç cçç@oçvçmç cçb]pç Dççímç Hççônuççn DçKç
Hçvçávç lççÇ³ç& jbyçe ¿çLç iççmçe K³ççJççvç~ cçvçeìîç kç@Àjvçmç
¬çÀKç lçe mçá DççJç [çíçÆuç vç@]pçoçÇKç~ lçe Jççôvçávçmç cçvçeìîç
çÆ]pç `ní yçç³çç, cçô sá yççí³ç Hççb]pçáJç pçyçjvç Kççboj kçÀ©vç

'

'

'

³çæsçvç~ yçe sámç vçe JçáçÆvç Kççbojmç uçç³çkçÀ~ yççí]pçKç vçç
kçÀLççn, ]®çe yçônKç ³çLç [çíçÆuç cçb]pç c³çç@v³ç cçnçjç]pçe HçuçJç
uçç@çÆiçLç~ nbiçe cçbiçe yçvççÇ mJçiç&e nÓj çÆnMç ]pçvççvçe~ Hç@nçÆuçmç
DççJç oççÆj çÆkçÀv³ç DçB]pç~ `Dçcçç c³ççv³çvç çÆ³çcçvç lççÇjvç
kçw³ççn yççÆvç? Hç@n@u³ç Jççôvçávçmç~ cçvçáì JççôLçámç, `nç çÆ³ç
iç@çÆ³ç c³çç@v³ç kçÀç@cç~ yçe JççlçevççJç³ç lççÇ³ç& jbyçe içje Hççvç³ç~ ]®çe
cçe yçj içcç~

`n³ç ní! hç@n@u³ç cççívçevçmçe cçnçjç]pçe yçvçávç?
Òçáæsámç çEhçkçÀçÇ~

`Dçç cççívçevçmç~

çÆ³ç yçÓçÆ]pçLç kç@À[îç Hç@n@u³ç Hçvçev³ç pçboe HçuçJç lçe
$çç@çÆJçvç cçnçjç]pçe HçuçJç vçç@u³ç~ cçvçáì êçJç [çíçÆuç cçb]pçe
Hç@n@u³ç mçebÐç HçuçJç uçç@çÆiçLç lçe uççôiç lççÇjvç yçôçÆ³çmç Dçbomç
kçáÀvç ]pççÇj çÆoçÆvç~

lççcçLç cJçkçÀu³çççÆ³ç kçÀnçj lçe Hççb]pçáJç yçlçe K³çLç
lçe cçnçjç]pçe [Óu³ç ¿çLç êççÆ³ç HçvçeçÆvçmç cçBçÆ]pçuçmç kçáÀvç~
HçkçÀçvç HçkçÀçvç Jçç@l³ç Dç@çÆkçÀmç o@çÆj³ççJçmç H³çþ lçe çÆolçáKç
cçnçjç]pçe [Óu³ç ¿çLç ³ççMççn kç@ÀçÆjLç Dççyçmç Dçboj
oç@çÆjLç~ Hççb]pçáJç sá HçvçeçÆvç pçççÆ³ç lççíMççvç çÆ]pç yç@[
yçuçç³ççn ]®ç@pç~ Dçcçç lçmç kçw³ççn Hç³ç çÆ]pç yçuçç³ç sô lç@m³ç
çÆkçÀ]®ç vç]®ççvç~

Mççcç JçKlçmç yçç@i³ç Jççílç cçvçáì lççÇ³ç& jbyççn ¿çLç
içje~ çÆ³ç JçáçÆsLç H³çJç Hççb]pçáJç Dçmçcççvçe çÆ]pç yççj-Fuçç@nçÇ,
çÆ³ç kçw³ççn sámç Jçásçvç~ mççW®ççvç sá çÆ³ç lççJçvç ]pço n³ç
DççÆmç o@çÆj³ççJçmç Dçboj HçÀçìeJ³ççíJç, cçiçj çÆ³ç sá lççíje çÆlç
JççHçmç Dççcçálç~ mçá çÆlç lççÇ³ç& jbyçe ¿çLç~ yççí³ç JççôLçámç,
`cçvçìîçç! çÆ³çcç lççÇ³ç& kçÀl³çÓ Dç@çÆvçLç? mçá JççôLçámç, `n³ççí
kçÀçkçÀç! lççÆlç nç çÆs o@çÆsv³ç çÆlç lççÇ³ç& lçe KççíJçe³ç& çÆlç lççÇ³ç&~

'

'

'

'

' Jççôvçámç kçÀçkçÀv³ç çÆpçiççÆj~ yçÓçÆ]pçJç
hçlçe kçw³ççn içJç?
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nôçÆj çÆlç lççÇ³ç& lçe yJçvçe çÆlç lççÇ³ç&~ Dçoe lççíj³ç nç
Kççí©cç çÆ³ç lççÇ³ç& jbyçe~ kçÀçBçÆmç Dçiçj vç@j DçççÆmç, mçá
nç DççÆvç ³çôçÆcç Kççôlçe çÆlç Üiçvçe cççuç~ çÆ³ç yçÓçÆ]pçLç
êçJç Hççb]pçáJç çÆlç kçWÀn Ün iç@æçÆsLç Hçvçev³ç n@nje
uççuçe pççíjçn ¿çLç o@çÆj³ççJçmç kçáÀvç~ lççôlç Jçç@çÆlçLç
JççôvçávçKç Hççb]pçáJ³ç, ³çôçÆcç çÆJççÆ]pç yçe DçLçJç mçól³ç
Dççyçe cçb]pçe FMççje nçJççíJçe, ³çkçÀocç $çç@J³ç ]p³çJçe
lççô¿ç çÆlç JJçþ~

oHççvç ³çáLçá³ç Hççb]pçáJ³ç Dççyçmç Dçboj JJçþ
$çç@Jç, mçá uççôiç HçÀìçÆvç lçe yç®ççJçe Kçç@lçje uççôiç
DçLçJç mçól³ç nçJççÆvç kçÀçíþmç yç®çç@J³çdlçJç~ Dçcçç
n@njvç lççô©mç çÆHçÀkçÀçÆj çÆ]pç çÆ³ç sá Jçvççvç Jç@çÆuçJç
Jç@çÆmçJç lççô¿ç çÆlç~ Jçásçvç Jçásçvç uçççÆ³ç çÆlçcçJç çÆlç
DçKç Dç@çÆkçÀmç Hçlçe JJçìe lçe Hç@Àìîç mçç@jçÇ DççÆkçÀ
DççÆkçÀ~ Dçoe kçw³ççn, çÆlçcç iç@çÆ³ç lççíj lçe Dç@m³ç
DçççÆ³ç ³ççíj~

çÆ³ç Jç@çÆvçLç cJçkçÀeuçç@Jç kçÀçkçÀv³ç
çÆpçiççÆj kçÀLç lçe Mçá³ç& êççÆ³ç Mççbôiçvçe®ç mçKçj
kçÀjçÆvç~

'

��

nvçç mçÓbçÆ®çJç!!
Mçá³ç&vç kçÀLç sá jçn Kçç©vç?
lççô¿ç çÆsJçe çÆlçcçvç mçól³ç kçÀç@çÆMç³ç&
hçç@þîç kçÀLç kçÀjçvç?
Mçá³ç&vç mçólççÇ ³ççílç kçw³çç? lççô¿ç çÆsJçe
hçvçeçÆvç JççBçÆmç nebÐçvç mçól³ç çÆlç
kçÀç@çÆMç³ç& hçç@þîç kçÀLç kçÀjçvç~
nvçç mçÓbçÆ®çJç!
kçÀç@Mçej ]pçyççvç çÆkçÀLçe hçç@þîç
jçíçÆ]pç çÆ]pçboe?
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pççvççvççí JJçuççí njoe hççíMç

içje kçw³çççÆ]pç jç@Jçe³ç JçLç
kçÀçJçe kçáÀu³çvç kçÀjçvç sáKç içLç
cçô hççíçÆMç Mçyçvçcç ]pççíuçácç æ®çô³ç hçLç
pççvççvççí JJçuççí

æ®çe vçæ®ççvç sáKç yççôbyçájçí iççMçe ®ç@Bêvç
cçô ]pç@³ççÇHçÀ çÆpçiçejmç iç@³çcç DççÆvçiçì
pççvççvççí JJçuççí

DççÆLç vççí çÆ³çJççvç sácç uJçkçÀe®ççj
kçÀçílçj içç@bçÆì kçÀjçvç çÆscç uççj
cçô Fvçmççvçmç kçÀçmçÓ MçÌlççvç pçLç
pççvççvççí JJçuççí

sácç jiçvç oJççvç yçnç©kçÀ Mççn
sácç Dççbiçevçmç pç@çÆjLç i³ççvçákçÀ ®ççn
cçiçj - ³Jçmçe æsçb[çvç sáKç ³çôlççÇ s³ç kçÀLç
pççvççvççí JJçuççí

vçe v³çcçççÆ]pç kçÀçbn Dçmçj
vçe kçÀçÆj pççío kçÀçbn cçb$ç
çÆ]pçvç Dççoecçvç DçKç Dç@kçw³çmçeb]pç mçLç

pççvççvççí JJçuççí
�� ��

Harda Posh is a budding Kashmiri poet from the Valley

��
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yçe iççMç HçwJçuçevç³ç içáuççyç LççÆj lçuç j@çÆìLç ³ççôn³ç içcç yçe oje vçe lççhçmç
æ®çe sáKç lçe DçKçlççyç kçÀç@pç JçKlçákçÀ yçe smç lçe Mçyçvçcç yçe oje vçe lççhçmç

cçe lçáuç cçô kçáÀvç Dç@s cçe kçÀj mçJççuç³ç, cçô s³ç vçe ¿çcçLçe³ç çÆ³ç oçío æ®ççuç³ç
cçô uççíuçe vç]pçejJç cçe Jçás Kçáoçjç, yçe J³çiçuçe ³çkçÀocç yçe oje vçe lççhçmç

æ®çe Mççcç mçhççÆoLç cçô vçço uçç³çácç, kçÀj³ç JçpçÓomç yçe hççíçÆMç JçMç&ávç
cçl³ççí Jçbo³ç ]pçáJç æ®çe cçb]pç oáhçnjmç cçô cççí mçcçKçlçcç yçe oje vçe lççhçmç

mçá içççÆMç lçç©Kç JçáçÆsLç cçô jçlçmç Dçmççvç lçe Dçç@Kçej Jçáoç@m³ç mçhçoçvç
sá mçnje yç´çWþá³ç lç@çÆcçmç Jçvççvç kçáÀmç çÆ]pç çÆcççqmuç Mçyçvçcç yçe oje vçe lççhçmç

çÆ³ç Dççôyçje Dçmçcççvç kçÀLç Dç]pç cçônjyççvç çÆ]pç yçbpçejvç lççb sá ªo $ççJççvç
Kçyçj sô Òçç@v³ç vç]pçj kç@ÀçÆcçmç hçôçÆ³ç, çÆ³ç kçÀmç sá cççlçcç yçe oje vçe lççhçmç

cçô hççvçe DçBçÆêcç mçá yçj cçáæ®çjlçcç, Lç@çÆ®çmç, yç´áb]pçç DçKç cçô æ®çÓçÆj LçJçlçcç
vçe JJçv³ç yçe uçuçÐço, vçe JJçv³ç yçe cççÇjç, vçe JJçv³ç yçe cççÆj³çcç, yçe oje vçe lççhçmç

�
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Visiting Motherland - Deepanker Kaul

Home - The Pain in Survival

As I wander through the ruins that I once
called home I can't help but feel the obvious
despair and hopelessness. Everything that I
once called home is lost and home has lost its
warmth.

For me the mere mention of home
brought to my mind the images of me entering
the home. It's an old house, really old
something like 150 years old. Many heritage
enthusiastic organisations have declared it as
a heritage site and offered to renovate the
parts of it.

Of course, my parents declined the offer,
their argument:

I always liked this pride of theirs,
it made me think of them as the strong people
who will never bow whatever be the
circumstances.

I mean these are the people who
survived the terror infested decade of the
1990s. They survived the hostile environment
that followed and yet brought up me without

“It's our home and if we feel
need to renovate something, we will renovate
it on our own.”

[Dedicated to all the victims and survivors of the 2014 Kashmir Floods]

making me realize what
they had went through.

As I made my
way past the giant
gates, I look around the
elegant but deserted
buildings that were all
a round my home.
T h e s e w e r e a l l
inhabited by people of
multiple ethnicity and backgrounds before
they left following the events of 1990s.

These deserted homes acted like the
perfect playing spots in my childhood. In my
adolescent years they were used as hiding
spots for scaring my friends who would visit
me for the first time. Over the last few years I
visited these houses once in a while,
remembering the old times spent in these very
places.

I reach the doors of the structure I call
my home and walk through the dimly lit
corridors which lead to a veranda facing the

garden. The garden is a beautiful collection
of flowering plants, a square patch of grass
with flower beds all around it and another
patch of land beyond that what might be
called a kitchen garden.

There is coriander, mint, strawberry
plants, a tomato shrub, roses of four
different colours and a lot of other flowers
and vegetables. It's icy cold winter and
freezing winds are blowing against my
face. I take off my shoes and enter the
room. There I see my mother putting wood
in the fireplace ( ). The room feels
warm and welcoming.

As I take off my jacket I look around and
see the pictures of Hindu Gods and

Bhukhari

This was my home once

Jç<ç& 5 : DçbkçÀ 1 ~ pçvçJçjçÇ 2020
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Goddesses that adore the walls. My mother
always insisted on a very strong presence of
God and therefore every deity that she prayed
to found a place on the walls. Lying here and
there in the room are the jackets and various
other pieces of clothing that my younger
brother has thrown around and does not seem
to care to pick up.

My thoughts are disrupted with a soft
'thud' of the door banging against the woolen
carpets that cover every inch of the house.
There is my mom, standing with a cup of warm
tea and complaining about how Vinny never
cares about the mess he creates and how bad
it looks in case some guests arrive. I listen to
her intently, mildly smiling because this is what
is home, or what used to be my home. Now it's
just a memory that remains in my head waiting
to be forgotten.

It all changed this time. This year when I
returned home for my winter vacations the
home was not what it used to be. It was a
building in ruins in which some people were
living or rather managing to live.

As I walked past the home towards the
gate, I realized the boundary walls have fallen
and now have been substituted by makeshift
walls made up of tin sheets stuck together. I
entered the premises and looked to my left
and I saw that the
deserted houses have
fallen down and have
been reduced to mere
rubble and debris.

I quickly walk past
these structures as I feel
a chill go down my spine.
I'm feeling cold and after
a very long time, I am
feeling scared. I enter
the home and today the
dimly lit corridor is totally
dark. The walls of the
corridor have been

scrapped off leaving huge patches of exposed
brickwork as islands of devastation among the
rest of the walls which have retained their
original blue colour but still having being
tarnished by the muddy waters of the flood
that has as a part of its cruel joke, left marks of
rising flood waters on every wall in every room
reminding of its omnipotent destruction.

I turned left, taking a small detour, to
visit my parents' room, which also used to
double up as my father's study, housing a
significant portion of his book collection. I had
an inkling of what I was to see but some part of
me refused to believe that such a timeless
collection could just be destroyed in the matter
of a few minutes. (It had books ranging across
the millennia, with authors from both sides of
the cold war and topics as diverse as Chinese
and Soviet folk literature placed next to
mammoth texts of Biology and Botany placed
besides Upanishads and Holy Bible).

Fighting all these thoughts I made my
way into the room through a door which under
normal circumstances would have been
bolted at all costs on account of privacy but
today it no longer mattered. The giant book
rack embedded into the walls was devoid of its
ornaments. With its white paint stained from
the inside, it presented the dismayed look of a

Image : Greater Kashmir
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widow left behind and
forgotten as a utility that had
lost its significance and
would now lay in a dark
room somewhere hidden
from the daily gaze lest it
spreads its sadness to
others.

D e s t r u c t i o n i s
obvious in the fight of
survival, but some wounds
are just unbearable to live
with. Shocked in some
unique way which I still
cannot describe (I was
happy that my parents were
safe and had their house to live in, as opposed
to thousands who lost even that but now it felt
like a pain that I had not confronted earlier.)
They saved their lives, but the flood swept with
it a part of their lives.
The elaborate pictures of deities that used to
adore the walls were still there but the rotting
waters just like a witch's cauldron, a mixture of
deadly acids and whatnot, had destroyed
them. It had failed to unseat the images of the
deities but had managed to wreck the walls,
making them inflate and smell like the evil
potion that the flood water was.

The living room was devoid of life with
just hints and outlines of what it had been.
Windowpanes had been smashed, the
windows themselves had been inflated by the
nature's waterboarding so badly that they no
longer fit their frame. It was not just people
whose soul had been torn apart, the houses
had their fair share of scars as well.

I stepped into the garden to get a more
holistic view of the house. Damaged at the
base, it still retained its glory in places
untouched by the monster. It stood alone
among the ruins of other deserted structures
that used to stand by it like a group of careless
boys unhindered by the slaps of time.

But today it looked like an old man with

scars all over its body, who lost his friends to
the same tragedies of life that they would
laugh at dismissively. It had won the battle of
survival, but perhaps the war of life would
carry on.

Soon mother noticed me walking in the
garden with my bags on my shoulders and
came out to greet me. She accompanied me to
the makeshift bedroom that they had been
using this winter. I made my way through the
long corridor and a veranda to a room we
seldom used. It was more of a storeroom
owing to how relegated it was.

I take off my shoes and remove the
curtains that have been set up to restrict cold
winter air outside. That's strange. It never
used to be the case earlier, home used to be
warm enough to negate the effects of the
winters just in a few seconds. Nevertheless, I
pull the woolen curtains aside and enter.

A sense of dismay runs all over me.
Everything is disorganized, or to put it simply,
everything is piled up. The room is quite cold
and presents an unwelcoming look. Carpets
have been rolled up besides the cupboard that
seems to burst with belongings that would
ideally have been distributed in several rooms.
The furniture is non-existent, and everything
seems to be put on one-another just to make

Image : NewsClick
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space for everything.
Souvenirs that survived are now

gathering dust in a corner, probably thanking
their stars that they did not meet the fate of the
books. These family heirlooms that would
otherwise be spread all across the home with
each and every piece marking its territory and
distinguishing the history of its owner from
among the three generations that would once
live there as one big family of uncles and aunts
and parents and siblings, were now huddled
together. Three generations of a family had
been restricted to one tiny shelf now. I guess
the history can wait, for it rejoices in being told
from the depths of misery.

I tried settling down on the mattresses
that were lying in the corner of a room in
absence of the beds that were washed in the
floods, but somehow it did not feel real. The
comfort and the warmth that the mere thought
of home would bring is lacking in the very
confines of the home. There is no
this year. Winters in Kashmir are incomplete
without & This winter may
well be the coldest one ever.

Bhukhari

Bhukhari Kangri.

(medium.com/deepanker)

��
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Environment & Life - Prof B.L.Kaul

Man On The Earth

Literally evolution (derived from the Greek

word evolvo) means to unfold. Biologists
define it as a process of continuous and
gradual change. It may also be defined as a
process by which all existing complex living
forms have come into existence from earlier
simple ones that arrived on the earth long
back. The life when it first came upon this earth
was doubtless simple as is evidenced by their
fossil remains. As the years rolled by life

b e c a m e more and more complex till it
ultimately culminated in the modern man.

That evolution has actually taken place
is supported by certain evidences or proofs,
the chief among them being the evidence from
fossils. The fossils are remains of hard parts
like bones, shells etc. of the animals and
plants that lived on this earth once upon a
time. Evolution of man is also supported by the
discovery of fossils.

The fossil record that reveals evolution
of man is incomplete, but it proves beyond
doubt that monkeys, apes and human beings
have originated from a common ancestor. The
modern man, like animals and plants of today
is the result of gradual change or evolution.
The belief held by many people that man has

d e s c e n d e d f r o m
monkeys, is not true.
Actual ly monkeys,
apes and man have
descended from a
common ancestor.
They belong to a single
group of mammals
called Primates. It is
presumed that the
readers know that mammals are all those

animals that possess hair or fur have
external ears and give birth to and suckle
their young ones. The primates also
possess these characters and are
therefore mammals.

The primates originated in the beginning
of the geological time called tertiary
period about 65 million years ago from a
group of insect eating animals called tree
shrews. These animals lived on trees
and gave rise to the primitive primates

such as lemurs, lorises and tarsiers. The life
on the trees required and led to three
important changes namely:
1. Grasping hands and feet for holding the

-

Early Humans
Image : Early Earth
Central

Image : Getty Images
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branches of trees firmly,
2. Binocular or stereoscopic vision for
judgement of distance and
3. Large brain for proper co-ordination of
movements. Enlargement of brain also made
primates intelligent and alert.

Among the primitive primates, the
tarsiers are nearer and may have been
ancestral to the higher primates called
anthropoids i.e. monkeys and apes (such as
chimpanzee, gorilla). The new world and old
world monkeys and hominoids i.e. apes and
man arose independently from tarsioid stock.
The monkeys branched off very early and
stayed on the trees and their descendents
became specialized for arboreal life (i.e. life on
trees). The ancestors of apes and man left the
trees to become ground dwellers because of
the increased competition on the trees and the
reduction of forests due to glaciation.
These hominoid ancestors evolved
during the miocene epoch 25 million
years ago along two lines. The
descendants of one line evolved into
apes. They continued to live for most of
the time on the trees, only occasionally
visiting the ground. The descendants of
the other line evolved into man. They
developed the requirements of ground
life, for instance, erect posture, longer
hind limbs, bipedal locomotion i.e.
movement on hind limbs only, freedom

of fore limbs for other purposes with the
help of opposable thumb, perfection of
binocular vision and lack of a tail. The
cerebral cortex of the brain became large
and this provided the power of reasoning
and remembering incidents. All these
changes occurred in the prehistoric man
in one million years.

The earliest fossil believed to represent
the common ancestor of today's
monkeys, apes and man is called
Parapithecus. The oldest fossil indicating
the common ancestor of apes and man is

known as Proconsul africanus. It was
discovered form the early miocene in South
Africa. Structurally it was intermediate
between apes and man.

The earliest fossils of the prehistoric
ape-man are Ramapithecus and Sivapithecus
discovered from Shiwalik hills in India. They
lived about 14 million years ago and were
about the size of modern chimpanzee but
were quite agile. They were, however, not
specialized for arboreal life.

Australopithecus commonly called
African ape-man is known from Africa. He had
human as well as ape features. The skull was
smaller than that of modern man with a brain
volume of 450-700 C. C. The forehead was
more man-like than that of the living apes.
Teeth were more man-like. He walked in erect

Image : Ancient Origins
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or semi erect posture, lived mostly on land and
made simple stone tools. He existed for about
a million years.

Before the arrival of the modern man
Homo sapiens (wise humans) on the scene
the earth was inhabited by Homo erectus
(erect humans) who lived about 150,000
years ago. The fossils of this man were
recovered from Java (Pithecanthropus
erectus), China (Sinanthropus pekinenesis)
and Heidelburg in Germany (Homo
heidelburgensis) respectively. Homo erectus
was spread over the whole of Africa, Europe
andAsia,

About 20,000 years to 25,000 years ago
there lived many human species including
Homo neanderthalensis. He was short
statured (about 5 ft. in height), had strong
shoulders and arms, powerful hands, large
skull and brain capacity about the same as of
modern man i.e. 1500 C.C. He differed from
the modern man in having semi erect posture,
relatively flat cranium, receding forehead and
thin large orbit. He lived in caves and had
definite burial customs. This man dominated

the scene in Europe between glacial periods
and spread toAsia andAfrica.

These human forms were driven to
extinction by the modern man (Homo sapiens)
towards the end of the last ice age about
25,000 years ago. When and how the modern
man originated in not known. The early
modern man is called the Cro-magnon man.
He is the extinct representative of the present
day living man. He was about 6ft. tall with
sturdy body and brain capacity (about 1650 C.
C) as large as in the modern man. He had high
fore-head, prominent chin and inconspicuous
brow-ridges, He developed superior culture,
made sophisticated tools and knew the use of
fire. He has left artistic paintings and carvings
in the caves. However, it is not known whether
the cro-magnon man was the direct ancestor
of the present day man or just an off shoot of
the main branch,

The modern man has superior brain
power but inferior body power than his
ancestors. He lacks effective biting
mechanism and efficient protective covering.
His intelligence compensates for these
disadvantages though and has enabled him to
adapt to and control his environment. This has
made him the most dominant creature on the
earth today. He has developed language,
communication, culture and civilization which
make him unique in the animal kingdom.

Contact author at:

blkaul@gmail.com
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Rajinder Premi

Shri M.K.Kaw - An Apostle of Humanity
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Some are born with God given extra
ordinary abilities, creative acumen & talent,
who by virtue of such sublime qualities give
the world new directions. These people look &
behave as ordinary citizens, but their intellect
& sensibilities make them towering to carve
out a niche for themselves and make an
everlasting impact, thus leave behind a great
legacy. M K Kaw was one such.

Past few months have not been quite
good for the community,
as we have lost many of
our shinning stars and
stalwarts, like S/sh. Dr. M
K Teng, A N Kaul 'Sahib',
Dr. T N Ganjoo,AK Kaul, C
L Chrengoo, M K Kaw and
A K Diwani. Here I pay my
humble and respectful
homage and Tribute to all
of them. But this time I will
be only talking & writing
about M K Kaw a great
luminary and legendary
personality, with whom I
was associated for the
past two decades and was
also privileged to work
very closely with him as
secretary inAll India Kashmiri Samaj, when he
was the President there for two consecutive
terms w.e.f. March 2003 to March 2009.

Shri Kaw was born on 10.11.1941 in
Srinagar Kashmir. At the age of ten he passed
his matriculation in 1952 & joined IAS in 1964
and was allotted to the Himachal Pradesh
Cadre where he held important posts
including that of the Principal Secretary to CM,

Education Secretary
and also Finance
Secretary. He also
spent fifteen years in
the center and held the
important positions that
o f t h e M e m b e r

Secretary of the 5 Pay
C o m m i s s i o n ,
Secretary Ministry of Civil Aviation and also

Secretary MHRD, Deptt of
Hr. Education. Finally Kaw
Sahib retired from IAS Govt
Service in 2001. Kaw Sahib
had been very active in
social causes. After his
retirement Kaw Sahab
worked as Dean of Shri
Sathya Sai International
Centre for Human Values,
New Delhi, Chairman,
Board of Governers of NIIT,
Srinagar, Kashmir and also
worked as chairman of the
c o m m i t t e e o n r e -
organisation of the DGCA.
He was also a member of
core group of the Centre for

Governance.

Shri Kaw had immense love and
affection for his community of Kashmiri
Pandits, their language, Literature andArt also
he got elected President of Kashmir Education
Culture Science Society (KECSS) twice and
also the President of Apex Organization of
Kashmiri Pandits, All India Kashmiri Samaj
(AIK.Kaw sahib has written poetry in English

th
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a n d H i n d i . H e
dabbled in other
forms of Literature
also. He was not only
a poet, but also an
author, administrator,
social activist, leader,
c o l u m n i s t a n d
playwrite also.
He was very
a c t i v e i n
literary, social
a n d
c o m m u n i t y
a f fa i r s and

was also a prolific writer. He has
authored many works, some hot selling
also besides many works of Poetry. He
has also penned down short stories,
plays, a novel and a book on spirituality.

Shr i Kaw gained l i terary
recognition with 'Bureaucracy Gets
Crazier- IAS unmasked', which
attained the status of a classic. This
book was published in 1993 and
became an instant best seller as it was
sold out in 30 days. This book has also been
translated into Hindi and Punjabi. A revised
and updated version was brought out in 2012,
which also was a best seller. This book is

intimate inside look at the state of Indian
Administrative Service, with nothing held
back.

Kaw Sahib published his autobiography
under the title 'An Outsider Everywhere' in
2012. ‘Kaw Caw, Silly Point' is yet another
famous book which he has authored in 2014.
He wrote two monthly columns 'Kaw Caw' for

the journal 'Naad' of AIKS and Silly Point for
the magazine G-files, the prestigious journal
of governance.

Shri Kaw has given me those books as
his favourite gifts with his autographs
recording the dates given. My last meeting
with him was at his rented residence on
15.09.2019 some days before his death.

M K Kaw was the President of AIKS from
3/2003 to 3/2009. It was the golden period of
AIKS. Main achievements under his
stewardship are elaborated hereunder :

One of the first step during this period
was the adoption of new and detailed
Constitution for AIKS, which was printed and

Achievements :
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widely circulated.
· AIKS formulated a National Policy on
Kashmir, which was published in a booklet
form, which clearly states that the policy
should base itself on the resolution of the
Parliament of India that entire J&K belongs to
India and the only issue remaining was to take
back PoK.
· Another document which is of the
criticalf importance is the strategy paper on

the eventual return of KPs to the Valley.
This has been drafted after detailed
marathon discussion with various affiliates
of AIKS and other prominent leaders of the
communi ty. The document l i s ts
preconditions for the return and also
indicates the milestones of our journey
back. Both these documents were
submitted to Hon'ble Prime Minister, Home
minister and other functionaries of the
Government of India.
· Our meeting with the PM in September
2004 lead to the setting up of inter-
ministerial committee headed by Smt.
Sushma Chaudhary. This committee
s u b m i t t e d i t s r e p o r t w i t h 2 4

recommendations, out of which 18 were
approved by the PM in May 2005. This
initiative was mainly responsible for the
construction of 5242 TRT flats at Jammu,
Nagrota and Jagti township.
· In view ofAIKS final decision to file a writ
petition, on my continued persuasion, was the
most appreciated step. This petition filed by
President AIKS, Rajinder Premi & President
AIKPC in October 2006 was admitted by the

Hon'ble Supreme Court and
notices were issued to both the
Central and State Government.
It was only by the impact of this
writ petition, that the then PM
announced a package for
Kashmiri Migrants in May 2008.
This package was filed in the
supreme court as Central
Govt's defense reply as
rejoinder. As a result of this
package, 15000 jobs were
advertised and few thousands
joined in the valley.
·AIKS was recognized as the
a p e x o f t h e P a n d i t s
organisations by inviting it to
t h e P M s r o u n d t a b l e
conference in 2005.
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On Cultural Front :
AIKS issued a booklet on the social reforms
needed by the community which was widely
circulated. Many attempts were made to
preserve and protect the Kashmiri language
and culture. Those include taking up strongly,
with the CM Delhi to set-up a Kashmiri
Academy in Delhi. The matter relating to use of
Devanagari as an additional alternative script
for Kashmiri was also vigorously taken up by
AIKS with the Central Govt.

In order to ensure that Kashmiri boys
and girls marry within the community, a free
matrimonial service was started in Naad.

Another mi les tone dur ing the
Presidentship of Mr. Kaw has been that AIKS
in October 2005 decided to float a quarterly
Literary Nagri Kashmiri Magazine 'Vaakh'
which has been the first literary magazine in
Devnagri script.

AIKS made an attempt to assume the
management of the KP Shrines and Temples
in the valley through the passing of a Temples
and Shrines Bill. The original and Ist draft
prepared by AIKS was adopted by the
National Conference and presented as a
private member Bill (Mr. Abdul Raheem

Rather) in the J&K Legislative
Assembly in Feb 2007. Although this
legislation has not been passed so far,
there is a considerable support for it.

AIKS attempted to involve corporate
leaders in the overall problems of the
community. An important initiative in
this regard included holding of a
corporate conclave in March 2005. We
also started the AIKS helpline in the
monthly magazine Naad, where
advertisement for jobs and the
particulars of those seeking jobs were
published free of cost.

In October 2018 the AIKS entered into
an agreement with Koshur Sumchar for the
management of two Shakti Nagar plots
allotted to Koshur-Sumchar. A Bhoomi
poojan, alongwith a Hawan was performed on
the plot and the building plan for the Ist phase
of the project for the girls hostel got approved
from MCD. AIKS paid for the entire cost of the
approval.

Shr i M.K.Kaw wi l l a lways be
remembered by the entire community for his
selfless services to the community particularly
by the younger generation, students, whom
he gave the best of the gifts, Education. As
secretary to the Government of India, Dept. of
Higher Education, Ministry of HRD, Mr. Kaw
did the first thing of reserving the couple of
seats in each stream of Engineering,
Management, Pharmacy and other allied
supernumerary seats over and above the
normal intake for Kashmiri Migrants all over
the country in 2001.

Kaw Sahib was a real Karma Yogi - God
give him Moksha.

Contact author at:
premirajinder@gmail.com
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çÆ³çLçe çÆlçLçe $ççíJç kçÀçuçe Dççôyçejvç
c³çççÆvç vçyçákçÀ Dç]Kçlççyç
hçvçev³çJç hçbpçJç lçuçe ³çôçÆuç
mççW®ççvç sámç ...!!!

çÓçÆvç çÆyç®çççÆj kçw³çç yççÆvç?
mJç sôvçç çÆmç³çç-mçj
iJç[³ç okçÀe ]pço lçe oçiçe uço
mççW®ççvç sámç
kçáÀçÆvç ]pççÆvç ]pçÓçÆvç çÆyç®çççÆj kçw³çç yççÆvç?

]p

Dçiçj Dç]Kçlççyç uççímççvç DçççÆmçní vçe
æ®çÓj cçç Dççmçenvç mçvç çÆoçÆvç vçíjçvç

çÓvç vç³ç DçççÆmçní içnçvç jçlçmç
oç³ç&vç h³çþ cçç Dççmçenvç ®çôMcçe
uçiççvç ojmç
DççMçekçÀvç lçe cççMççí]kçÀmç
yçbovç lçe jnyçjvç
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çÆmç³çç mçj
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oçôçÆ³ççÆcç Ün³ç lççôj cçníéçj vççLçmç
çÆHçÀçÆkçÀçÆj çÆ]pç cçb]pçÓj Dçncço kçÀLç H³çþ Dççímç
o]pççvç~ lç@c³ç Dçç@mç oj Dçmuç DçLç pçççÆ³ç
H³çþ Hçvçávç yççí³ç uççiçvçe®ç JJçcçío Lç@Jçcçe]®ç,
cçiçj lçmçebçÆo kçÀçbn kçÀocç lçáuçvçe yç´çWþá³ç H³çJç
cçníéçj vççLç Jçç@çÆlçLç~ cçb]pçÓj DçncçoeçÆvç
JJçcçí]pç iç@çÆ³ç suçe lçe HçÀuçe~

cçb]pçÓj Dçncçoev³ç çÆ³ç kçÀLç vçvçíçÆ³ç cçníéçj
vççLçmç içáuçe cççÇjmç çÆvççÆMç~ içáuçe cççÇj Dççímç
DççÆcç oHçÀlç©kçÀ ®çHçjç@m³ç lçe mçá Dççímç ÒçLç
kçÀçBçÆmç nebçÆ]pç kçÀçÆLç nábo jç]pçoçj~ Hç]pçj Dççímç
çÆ³ç çÆ]pç mçá Dççímç oHçÀlçje®çJç kçÀLçJç DçuççJçe çÆlç
JçççÆj³ççnmç Jçç@kçÀeHçÀ~ mççnyçe mçebçÆ]pç uJçkçÀçÆ®ç
mçç@pç kçÀçÆlç kçÀçô©Kç Kççboj lçe yç@MççÇj mçç@yçmç
kçw³çç kçw³çç Jççílç vçôçÆ®çJ³ç mçebçÆ]pç çÆvçMçççÆvç H³çþ,
mçuççcç HççÇj kçw³çççÆ]pç kçÀçôj cçç@u³ç pççoçoe çÆvççÆMç
yçí oKuç lçe nçÇje yççvç kçÀLç H³çþ êçJç iççÆj
y³ççôvç, DççÆcç mçççÆjçÆ®ç³ç Kçyçj Dçç@mç içáuçe
cççÇjmç HçÓçÆj HçÓj~ oHçÀlç©kçÀ yççô[ DçHçÀmçj
Dçç@m³çlçvç ³çç uJçkçáÀì cçáuçç@çÆ]pçcç, içáuçe cççÇj
Dççímç kçÀáçÆvç vçlçe kçÀáçÆvç yççÆ[ Üne çÆkçÀ nçÇlçe ÒçLç
kçÀçBçÆmç nábo içje Jççlççvç lçe Hçvçávç Hççvç l³çánábo
ìçíþ yçvççJççvç~ DççÆcç çÆkçÀv³ç Dççímç lçmç ÒçLç
iç©kçÀ mççôvç JJçiçávç çÆlç Hç³ç uçiççvç~ cçiçj içáuçe
cççÇjmç Dççímç DçKç JçmHçÀ çÆlç~ mçá Dççímç ÒçLç

Dç@kçw³ç mçebçÆomç oç@çÆomç
oçÆiç cçb]pç Mç@jçÇkçÀ mçHçoçvç
lçe nçpçlçe JçKlçe ÒçLç
Dç@çÆkçÀmç DçkçÀçj yçkçÀçj
çÆ³çJççvç~

cçníéçj vççLçmç H³çJç
vçe ]p³ççoe kçÀçuçmç Òçç©vç kçWÀn~ ]Ü³ççÇ Jçene³ç&
yçv³çJç mçá pçÓçÆvç³çj kçÀeuç@kç&À~ Òçç@v³ç pçç³ç
yçouçíçÆ³ç~ vççÆJç pçççÆ³ç DççJç vççôJç cçí]pç lçe vç@Jç
kçáÀjmççÇ uççiçvçe~ cçníéçj vççLçmç yç[îçJç Jç&lçyçe,
nçuççbçÆkçÀ DççÆcç çÆJççÆ]pç H³çJç lçmç mççnyçmç mççvç
oHçÀlçjekçw³çvç mçççÆjvçe³ç cçáuçç@çÆ]pçcçvç nebçÆo
Kçç@lçje yçlçe [biçákçÀ FçÆvlç]pççcç çÆlç kçÀ©vç~
DççÆcç Hçlçe ªo vçe kçÀçbn Mçácççje³ç çÆ]pç lç@c³ç kç@À]®ç
cçí]pç lçe kç@À]®ç kçÀájmççÇçÆ³ç yçouçççÆJç~

Dçç@Kçejmç Jççílç Jççje kçÀçje mçá JçKç ³çôçÆuç
cçníéçj vççLç Hççvçe ¿ç[ kçÀuçkç&Àe mçebçÆ]pç kçáÀjmççÇ
H³çþ y³çÓþ~ DççÆcç Ün Dççímç vçe cçníéçj vççLçe³ç
³ççílç KJçMç kçWÀn, yç@u³ççÆkçÀ Dççímç oHçÀlç©kçÀ
oHçÀlçj KJçMç~ Òççívç ¿ç[ kçÀeuç@kç&À çÆ]pçboe uççuç
Dççímç çÆjìç³çj iççícçálç lçe lçmçebçÆ]pç pçççÆ³ç ³çámç
vççôJç vçHçÀj çÆ³çvçe Jççíuç Dççímç, lç@c³ç Dçç@mç
Hçvçev³ç lçyçoçÇuççÇ kçÌÀvmçuç kçÀjvçç@Jçcçe]®ç~ oHççvç
cçníéçj vççLçev³ç Hçç@þîç Dççímç vçe lçmç çÆlç Hçvçávç
DçHçÀmçj $ççJçvçe Kçç@lçje lçÌ³ççj~ ]®Jçvç ³ç&lçvç
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pçç³ç Kçç@uççÇ jçí]pçvçe Hçlçe DççJç cçníéçj vççLç,
³çámç kçÀuçkç&Àvç cçb]pç mçççÆjJçe³ç Kççôlçe mççÇçÆvç³çj
Dççímç, Dççj]pççÇ lççíj DçLç pçççÆ³ç uççiçvçe~
DçkçÀçÇ Jçene³ç& içJç mçá Dç@L³ç pçççÆ³ç kçÀvçHç@Àcç&~
DççÆcç Hçlçe yç[îçJç cçníéçj vççLçmç Jççj³ç ³ç]pçLç
lçe JJçv³ç yçv³çJç mçá cçníéçj vççLçeçÆvç yçouçe cççÆn
kçÀçkçÀ~

cçáuçç@çÆ]pçcçvç ³çôçÆuç ³çôçÆuç lçyçoçÇuççÇ Dçç@mç
içæsçvç, Dçç[&j Dççímç çÆlçcçvç cççÆn kçÀçkçÀeçÆvç
DçLç³ç cçíuççvç~ ÒçLç Jç@çÆjçÆ³ç Dçç@m³ç kçÀôbn Òçç@v³ç
vçíjçvç lçe vç@J³ç çÆ³çJççvç~ cçiçj cççÆn kçÀçkçÀmç
Dççímç Dç]pç çÆlç mçá Ün Jççje Hçç@þîç ³çço ³çôçÆuç
mçççÆuçûççcçmç lçyçoçÇuççÇ iç@çÆ³ç~ DçLç kçÀemçmç
iç@çÆ³ç JJçv³ç Dçç@þ Jç@jçÇ cçiçj lççÆcç JçKlçákçÀ
mççÇvç Dççímç Dç]pç çÆlç cççÆn kçÀçkçÀmç yçjçyçj
Dç@svç lçuç~

mçççÆuçûççcç Dççímç ®çHçjç@m³ç lçe mçá Dççímç
cçìvçákçÀ jçí]pçvç Jççíuç~ Kççmç Hççôjcçálç vç
Dççmçvçe çÆkçÀv³ç Dççímç vçe lçmç Dçbiçvç
Dçç@MçvççJçvç cçb]pç ]p³ççoe ³ç]pçLç~ mçççÆuçûççcçmç
Dççímç vçe yççí³ççn yçôv³ççn kçÀçbn lçe cççíuç Dççímçámç
uJçkçÀe®ççj³ç içá]pçjd³ççícçálç~ lçmçebÐç kçbôÀn
Dçç@MçevççJç Dçç@m³ç HççBmçe jBi³ç pççvç, cçiçj
mçççÆuçûççcçmç cçoo kçÀjvçmç cçb]pç ¿ççôlç
mçççÆjJçe³ç uççôyç~ lçmçeb]pç cçç@pç kçÀçkçÀv³ç çÆpçiçej
ª]pç çÆyç®çç@j uçÓkçÀvç nebÐç HçuçJç ouçJç mçáçÆJçLç
içá]pççje kçÀjçvç~ vçlççÇpçe êçJç çÆ]pç mçççÆuçûççcç
ªo çÆcç[uç HçíÀuçe³ç~ vççíkçÀjçÇ uç@çÆiçLçe³ç
kçÀjevçç@Jç lç@c³ç Dç@çÆkçÀmç yçôçÆ³çmç ]pççje Hççje
kç@ÀçÆjLç çÆmçjçÇvçiçj lçyçoçÇuççÇ, çÆlçkçw³çççÆ]pç mçá

Dççímç vçe ³çæsçvç HçvçeçÆvçmç DçuççkçÀmç cçb]pç
jçí]pçávç~ cççÆn kçÀçkçÀeçÆvçmç oHçÀlçjmç cçb]pç
Jçç@çÆlçLç c³çÓuç lçmç m³çþçn Hççvçev³ççj~ jçí]pçvçe
Kçç@lçje Dçç@mçemç mçjkçÀç@³ç& pçç³ç~ DçKçlçá³ç
kçÀjevççíJçámç DççÆlçkçw³ç Dç@kçw³ç cçáuçç@çÆ]pçcçvç
HçvçeçÆvçmçe³ç iççcçmç cçb]pç Dç@çÆkçÀmç kçÀçíçÆj mçól³çd
vçíLçej çÆlç~ mçççÆuçûççcç Dççímç yç[e KJçMç~ cçç@pç
çÆlç Dçç@mçemç KJçMç lçe ]pçvççvçe çÆlç~ mçççÆuçûççcçmç
³çôçÆuç çÆvçkçÀe ]pççJç, HçÓje oHçÀlçj Jççílç lçmç
cçáyççjkçÀmç~ cççÆn kçÀçkçÀ Dççímç yç´çWþ yç´çWþ~ ³çvçe
mçá ¿ç[ kçÀeuç@kç&À yçv³çJç, lçvçe Dçç@m³ç lçmç
mçç@jçÇ cçáuçç@çÆ]pçcç Hçvçev³ç mçblççvç çÆnJççÇ yççmççvç~

JçKlçe lçe mççlçe cçálçç@çÆyçkçÀ Dçç@m³ç
mçççÆuçûççcçeçÆvçmç çÆvçkçÀmç Lç@Ðç ûçeneÐç~ içáª
çÆpç³çvç Jççôvç ]p³çvçe JçKlç Jçáç ÆsLçe³ç
mçççÆuçûççcçmç çÆ]pç lçmçebÐç Ün çÆs pçuçoe³ç HçíÀjvç
Jçç@u³ç~ mçççÆuçûççcç lçe lçmçebÐç iççÆjkçw³ç Dçç@m³ç vçe
J³ç]®ççvç kçáÀçÆvç~ cçiçj çÆ³ç KçáMççÇ ª]pç vçe ]p³ççoe
kçÀçuçmç kçÀôbn~ mçççÆuçûççcçmç kç@ÀjeKç JççHçmç
cçìvç lçyçoçÇuççÇ~ çÆ³ç kçÀLç yçÓçÆ]pçLçe³ç ]pçjÐçJç
lçmç yçáLç~ lçmç Dççímç vçe Hççvçmç JççHçmç içæsvçmç
cçb]pç l³çÓlç Dççô]pçáj kçbôÀn, ³çÓlç kçÀçkçÀv³ç çÆpçiççÆj
Dççímç~ mJç Dçç@mç vçe kçáÀçÆvç mçÓjlçmç cçb]pç JççHçmç
içæsvçmç lçÌ³ççj~ lçmç Dççímç mçá JçKç HçÀçÇ³ç& HçÀçÇ³ç&
H³çJççvç ³çço ³çôçÆuç lçmçebÐç Hçvçev³ç Dçbiç
Dçç@MçevççJç çÆlç mçççÆuçûççcçmç çÆvççÆ®ç vç]pççÆj
Jçásçvç Dçç@m³ç~

mçççÆuçûççcçmç lçe lçmçebÐçvç iççÆjkçw³çvç ³Jçmçe
KçáMççÇ çÆvçkçÀe ]p³çLç mçHçe]pç, mJç cJçkçÀeuçíçÆ³ç~ no
Dççímç çÆ³ç çÆ]pç lçmçábo lçyçoçÇuççÇ nábo Dçç[&j çÆlç

Jç<ç& 5 : DçbkçÀ 1 ~ pçvçJçjçÇ 2020
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Dççímç yççÆ[ oHçÀlçje lçcççÇ Ün êçcçálç, ³çôçÆcç Ün
çÆvçkçÀe ]pççcçálç Dççímç~ mçççÆuçûççcçmç Dççmçe Jçovç
yççkçÀe çÆ³çJççvç~ lçmç içJç HçÓje ³çkçÀçÇvç çÆ]pç çÆvçkçÀe
DçççÆmçní cçÓçÆuç H³çþ ]pççcçálç, cçiçj içáª pççÇ³çvç
Jççôvç lçmç ]pçç@çÆvçLç cçç@çÆvçLç DçHçá]pç~ kçÀçkçÀv³ç
çqpçiçej Dçç@mç oyçe uçç@j çÆnMç Hçícçe]®ç~ cççÆn
kçÀçkçÀeçÆvç kçÓÀçÆMçMç kçÀjvçe yççJçpçÓo çÆlç ¿ççôkçÀ vçe
mçççÆuçûççcçávç Dçç[&j kçÌÀvmçuç iç@çÆæsLç~ Dçç@Kçej
H³çJç lçmç DçKç ³ç&Lç iç@æçÆsLçe³ç cçìvç vçí©vç~
cçiçj vçíjvçe JçKlçe Dçç@mç vçe lçmç kçÀçkçÀv³ç
çqpçiçej mçól³ç kçbôÀn~ lççÆcç çÆyç®çççÆj JççÆ®ç vçíjvçe
yç´çWþá³ç Dç@s~ oHççvç lçmç içJç nôn~ cççÆn
kçÀçkçÀmç Dççímç HçÓje Hçç@þîç ³çço çÆ]pç vçíjçvç
vçíjçvç ³çôçÆuç lç@c³ç mçççÆuçûççcçmç vççuçecççôlç
kçÀçôj, lç@c³ç ¿ççôlç ìábçÆiç Jçoávç~ kçÀWæsç Òçç@v³ç
pçç³ç $ççJçvçe çÆkçÀv³ç lçe kçÀWæsç cçç@pç cçjvçe
çÆkçÀv³ç~ cççÆn kçÀçkçÀmç çÆlç DççJç Hççvçmç DççôMç~

cççÆn kçÀçkçÀvç ³çôçÆuç vçe JçççÆj³ççnmç kçÀçuçmç
kçÀuç³ç Lççôo lçáuç, ³çÓmçáHçÀ mçç@yçvç çÆæo®ç lçmç
]pççÇj~ cççÆn kçÀçkçÀmç Dççímç vçe JçáçÆvç çÆlç ¿çmç
yçjçyçj~ cçáuçç@çÆ]pçcçJç Ðçálçán@mç çÆouççmçe, þçÇkçÀ
çÆlçLç³ç Hçç@þîç, çÆ³çLçe Hçç@þîç mçá lçyçoçÇuççÇ
içæsvç Jççu³çvç çÆoJççvç Dççímç~ cççÆn kçÀçkçÀvç
$ççíJç ]p³çÓþ JJçMç~ Dçç@vçKç kçÀçô©vç oçÆpç mçól³çd
mççHçÀ~ HçvçeçÆvçmç Hççvçmç sávçe uJç]®çj Ðçávç, çÆ³ç
mçÓbçÆ®çLç LççôJç lç@c³ç lçyçoçÇuççÇ nábo Dçç[&j
kçÀçíþeçÆkçÀmç DçBoeçÆjçÆcçmç ®çbomç lçe ¿ç@]®çevç DçKç
HçÀçFuç Hçjev³ç~ cçiçj cçvç Dççímçámç vçe
³ççíjeçÆkçÀmç Dççuçecçmç mçól³ç kçbôÀn~ yççkçÀ³ç

���

cçáuçç@çÆ]pçcç iç@çÆ³ç JççHçmç HçvçeçÆvç HçvçeçÆvç pçççÆ³ç
H³çþ~

Dç@çÆkçÀmçe³ç Ünmç cçb]pç uç@pç cççÆn
kçÀçkçÀev³çvç Dçbiçvç Dçç@MçevççJçvç Hçlççn çÆ]pç lçmç
çÆs lçyçoçÇuççÇ içç@cçe]®ç~ cçiçj Dçç[&j Jçásvçe
Jçjç@³ç DççJç vçe çqlçcçvç çÆlç ³çkçÀçÇvç~ DççLçJçççÆj
o@³ç Ünmç ªo lçmçebçÆomç içjmç cçb]pç kçÀç@HçÀçÇ
DççJç içJç~ ]®ççÇ³ç& Mççcçmç DççJç cççÆn kçÀçkçáÀvç
yççô[ n@n@j içÓkçÀuç vççLç~ lçmçebçÆo çÆ³çvçe mçól³ç
yç[íçÆ³ç cççÆn kçÀçkçÀmç ¿çcçLç~ çÆlçkçw³çççÆ]pç içÓkçÀuç
vççLçmç Dççímç DçKç Hççvçmç çÆlç kçÀç@HçÀçÇ j@mçÓKç,
lçe yçôçÆ³ç Dççímç mçá Hççvçe vççíkçÀjçÇ nebçÆomç
çÆmçuççÆmçuçmç cçb]pç JçççÆj³ççnmç kçÀçuçmç JçjecçáçÆuç
ªoecçálç~

cççÆn kçÀçkçáÀvç vçô®çáJç çÆMçyçvç pççÇ lçe vJçMç
DççMçç pççÇ Dçç@m³ç çÆ³ç Dçç[&j JçáçÆsLç kçWÀæsç
KJçMç lçe kçWÀæsç JJçoç@m³ç~ KJçMç DççÆcç çÆkçÀv³ç
çÆ]pç HçvçeçÆvç J³çmlççje cçálçç@çÆyçkçÀ kçÀjen@vç JJçv³ç
Hçvçávç içjeyççj, çÆlçkçw³çççÆ]pç DççMçç pççÇ Dçç@mç vçe
nçÆMç neb]pç JJçLçe ]®çB[ lçe yçône ]®çB[ Hçmçbo~
JJçoç@m³ç DççÆcç çÆkçÀv³ç çq]pç içje®ç Dççcço@vççÇ
iççÆæsní m³çþçn kçÀcç, çÆlçkçw³çççÆ]pç Jçjcçáuç
Jç@çÆmçLç Dççímç vçe ]pçªjçÇ çÆ]pç cççÆn kçÀçkçÀ çÆoçÆ³çní
içj Kçj®çmç kçw³çálç kçÀçbn HççBmçe~ çÆMçyçvç pççÇ³çmç
Dççímç Hçvçávç v³çmçeyç lçvçKççn HçvçeçÆvçmç
FvçMççíjvmçmç lçe Mçá³ç&vç nebçÆ]pç Hç[ççÆ³ç H³çþe³ç
Kç®ç& içæsçvç~

(¬çÀcçMç:)
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DçmçJç vç³ç lçe uçmçJç çÆkçÀLçe

yçjoçMlç

FvçkçÀcç ìÌkçwmç

SkçÀ mçníuççÇ vçí oÓmçjçÇ mçí kçÀnç, `Jçn nj mçcç³ç
cçíjí HççÇsí uçiçç jnlçç nÌ~ Içj kçíÀ YççÇ ®çkçwkçÀj
uçiççlçç nÌ DççÌj DçççÆHçÀmç kçíÀ YççÇ~ sáfçÇ Jççuçí çÆovç
lççí ]p³ççoç nçÇ HçjíMççvç kçÀjlçç nÌ~ yçnálç lçbiç Dçç
içF& nÓb~ Gmç çÆovç cçQ MçççÆHçbiç kçíÀ çÆuç³çí pçç jnçÇ LççÇ
lççí jçmlçí cçW nçÇ cçáPçí Içíj çÆuç³çç DççÌj çÆiç[çÆiç[çvçí
uçiçç~ yçjoçMlç kçÀçÇ YççÇ SkçÀ no nçílççÇ nÌ~

DçççÆKçj Jçn lçácç mçí ®ççnlçç kçw³çç nÌ?
kçÀn oílççÇ çÆkçÀ lçácnçjçÇ cçbiçvççÇ nçí ®çákçÀçÇ nÌ~
mçníuççÇ vçí mçnçvçáYçÓçÆlç ÒçkçÀì kçÀçÇ~

kçÀnlçç nÌ FvMççíjívmç kçÀjJçç uççí~

'

'

’

DççHçkçÀç ³çn mçÓì HçÀì ®çákçÀç nÌ, HçQÀkçÀ kçw³ççW
vçnçR oílçí', jcçíMç mçí GmçkçíÀ oçímlç vçí HçÓsç~
HçQÀkçÀ kçÌÀmçí oÓb~ FvçkçÀcç ìÌkçwmç cçW kçÀìçÌlççÇ kçÀjçvçí
kçíÀ çÆuç³çí lççí Fmçí nçÇ Hçnvç kçÀj pççlçç nÓb', jcçíMç
yççíuçç~

`

`

`

`

��

��
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kçÀLçç mççÆjlç mççiçj
cçÓuç uçíKçkçÀ : mççícç oíJç hçBçÆ[lç

Dçbûçí]pççÇ DçvçáJçço : mççÇ. S®ç. ìçvççÇ
kçÀMcççÇjçÇ DçvçáJçço (vçmlççuççÇkçÀ) : [ç, Dçcçj cççuçcççínçÇ

(pçí Sv[ kçíÀ DçkçÀÌ[cççÇ DççHçÀ Dççì&, kçÀu®çj Sv[ uçQçÆiJçpmç)

oíJçvççiçjçÇ-kçÀMcççÇjçÇ ªhç : cç. kçÀ. jÌvçç, cçácyçF&
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kçÀLçç mççÆjlç mççiçj - 12
cçÓuç uçíKçkçÀ : mççícç oíJç hçBçÆ[lç DçbûççÇ]p³ç DçvçáJçço : mççÇ.S®ç.ìçJçvççÇ

kçÀç@Mçáj DçvçáJçço (vçmlççuççÇkçÀ) : [ç. Dçcçj cççuçcççínçÇ oíJçvççiçjçÇ jóHçÀ : cç.kçÀ.jÌvçç
���

���

yç´nmlç kçÀLçççÆ³ç Dççmçe mçLç uçbçÆpç lçe içávçç[îçvç kç@Àj
çÆ³ç oçmlççvç lç@L³ç hçMçç@æ®ç ]pçyçç@v³ç cçb]pç mçlçvç Jç@çÆj³çvç
mçLç uçs MçáuçÓkçÀvç cçb]pç vç]pçcç~ içávçç[îç Dççímç Dç]pççÇcç
Mçç@çÆ³çj lçe lç@c³ç uççÇs çÆ³ç oçmlççvç cççÇuç vçe Dççmçvçe
çÆkçÀv³ç hçvçeçÆvç KçÓvçe mçól³ç pçbiçeuçvç cçb]pç ³çáLç çÆJçÐççoj
DçLç æ®çÓçÆj çÆvçvç vçe~ çÆJçÐççoj, çÆmçà lçe vççÇcç çÆoJçlçç DçççÆ³ç
çÆ³ç oçmlççvç yççí]pçeçÆvç lçe lçLç pçççÆ³ç Dççímç DççkçÀçMçmç cçb]pç
s@Lçej yççmççvç ³çLç pçççÆ³ç kçÀçvçeYçÓlççÇ çÆ³ç oçmlççvç
yççí]pçevççJççvç Dççímç~ ³çôçÆuç kçÀçvçeYçÓlççÇ³çvç içávçç[îç çÆ³ç
oçmlççvç vç]pçecççJççvç Jçás, mçá cJçkçÀeu³ççJç Mççhçe lçuçe lçe
içJç hçvçeçÆvç Dçmuç pçççÆ³ç~ çÆ³çcç çÆlç çÆhçMççæ®ç lçmç hçvçeçÆvç
HçíÀje LççíçÆj cçb]pç mçól³ç Dçç@m³ç, çÆlçcç çÆlç iç@çÆ³ç mJçiç&mç
çÆlçkçw³çççÆ]pç çÆlçcçJç çÆlç Dçç@mç çÆ³ç Funç@cççÇ oçmlççvç
yçÓ]pçcçeæ®ç~ DççÆcç hçlçe uççôiç mçá cçnçvç kçÀçÆJç içávçç[îç
mççW®çeçÆvç `cçô hççÆ]pç yçãnlçkçÀLçç yçálçjç@æ®ç h³çþ vçíMçevççJçev³ç
çÆlçkçw³çççÆ]pç hççJç&lççÇ sá ³ççôn³ç Mçlç& c³çç@çÆvçmç cJçkçÀeuçevçmç
LççôJçcçálç~ cçiçj çÆ³ç çÆkçÀLçe hçç@þîç vçíMçevççJçe yçe? kçáÀmç
yççí]pçevççJçvç?' lç@çÆcçmç Dçç@m³ç ]pçe MçôM³ç mçól³ç~ Dç@çÆkçÀmç
Dççímç içávççoçÇJç vççJç lçe yçôçÆ³çmç vçboçÇoçÇJç~ çÆlçcçJç Jççôvç lçmç
`jç]pçe mçlJççnvçe³ç ³ççílç sá mçá cçnç hçá©Mç ³çmç çÆ³ç
oçmlççvç yççí]pçevççJçev³ç hççÆ]pç~ lçmç sá ]pççí]kçÀ lçe mçá
JççlçevçççÆJç çÆ³ç oçmlççvç oÓj oÓj lççcç çÆ³çLçe hçç@þîç JççJç
cçáMkçÀ s@kçÀejçJççvç sá~' içávçç[îçvç JççôvçáKç `lççÇ kç@ÀçÆjJç~'
çÆ³ç Jç@çÆvçLç çÆoæ®ç lç@c³ç çÆkçÀlççyç çÆlçcçvç lçe oçôhçávçKç jç]pçe



mçlJççnvçmç çÆvçMç içæsávç~ hççvçe çÆlç Jççílç ÒççÆlçMþçvç cçiçj
Dçboj Dçæ®çvçe yçpçççÆ³ç y³çÓþ lçLç yççiçmç cçb]pç ³çámç YçiçJçlççÇ
nebçÆ]pç o³çççÆ³ç yçv³ççícçálç Dççímç lçe DççÆlç ªo hçvçev³çvç
Mçç@çÆiço&vç Òççjçvç~ MçôM³ç iç@çÆ³ç lçe nç@JçeKç jç]pçe mçlJççnvçmç
lçe oçôhçánmç çÆ]pç çÆ³ç Dçç@mç içávçç[îç mçeb]pç lçKçuççÇkçÀ~ ³çôçÆuç
jç]pçvç çÆ³ç çÆhçMçç@æ®ç ]pçyççvç yçÓ]pç lçe çÆlçcç çÆlç çÆhçMçç@æ®ç Mççqkçwuç
JçáçÆsvç, lçmç içJç hçvçeçÆvçmç Dç@çÆuçcçmç h³çþ çÆkçÀyçej, lçe JççÆlç
[@çÆuçLç JççôvçávçKç ]pçcç kç@ÀçÆjLç `mçLç uçs MçáuçÓkçÀvç sá
m³çþçn Jç]pçvç~ cçiçj çÆhçMçç®ç ]pçyççvç sô JçnMççÇ³çvç neb]pç
yçÓu³ç~ h³çþe sô çÆ³ç KçÓvçe mçól³ç uççÇçÆKçLç~ vççÇçÆjJç, cçô sô vçe
DçLç mçól³ç kçÀçbn çÆouç®çmhççÇ~' çÆlçcç êççÆ³ç lçcççÇ JççÆlç
çÆkçÀlççyç ¿çLç Jççhçmç ³çôçÆcç JççÆlç Dççcçel³ç Dçç@m³ç lçe Jç@çÆvçKç
içávçç[îçmç mçç@je³ç o@uççÇuç~ çÆ³ç yçÓçÆ]pçLç içJç lçmç mçKç
cçnmçÓmç~ kçÀmç iççÆæs vçe cçnmçÓmç ³çôçÆuç lçmç kçÀçbn ]pççvçvç
Jççíuç yç@u³ç y³çJçç@jçÇ lçe yçí ³ç]pçlççÇ kçÀçÆj? mçá içJç hçvçev³ç
æ®ççþ ¿çLç Dç@çÆkçÀmç vç]pçoçÇkçÀçÇ Jçá[ej h³çþ~ Dç@çÆkçÀmç
KçuçJçKç cçiçj MçÓçÆyçoçj pçççÆ³ç ]pçç@çÆpçvç oÓv³ç lçe DçKç
DçKç Jç©Kç uççôiç ÒçLç oÓçÆvç cçb]pç $ççJççÆvç~ lç@c³çmçeb]pç
DççJçç]pç yçÓçÆ]pçLç DçççÆ³ç mçç@jçÇ ®ç@çEjoe lçe hç@çEjoe æ®ç@çÆmçLç lçe
lç@c³çmçebÐç æ®ççþ uç@i³ç JçoçÆvç~ DçKç o@uççÇuç ³Jçmçe DçKç
uçs MçáuçÓkçÀvç h³çþ cçáMlççÆcçuç Dçç@mç, Lçç@Jç lç@c³ç hçLç
kçáÀvç~ çÆ³ç Dçç@mç vçjJççnvç oÊçev³ç oçmlççvç ³Jçmçe lç@c³ç
hçvçev³çvç æ®ççìvç nebçÆo Kçç@lçje hçvçávç çÆvçMççvçe ]pçç@çÆvçLç hçLç
kçáÀvç Lçç@Jç, çÆlçkçw³çççÆ]pç çÆlçcçvç Dçç@mç çÆ³ç ]p³ççoe KJçMç
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kçÀjçvç~ ³çôçÆuç mçá çÆ³ç Funç@cççÇ oçmlççvç JçjkçÀe JçjkçÀe
hç@çÆjLç ]pççuççvç Dççímç, mçç@jçÇ nçbiçuç, ªm³ç lçe nçhçlç,
cççBçÆMç kç@Àìîç lçe yççkçÀe³ç pçbiçuççÇ pççvçJçj DçççÆ³ç lççíj
hçvçeçÆvç iJçHçÀe $çç@çÆJçLç lçe Dç@çÆkçÀmç oç@çÆ³çje çÆkçÀmç mçÓjelçmç
cçb]pç yççÇþîç lçmç DçBÐç DçBÐç çÆ³ç oçmlççvç yççí]pçeçÆvç~ Dç@sJç
DççímçáKç DççôMç Jçmççvç lçe Lççôo JJçLçevçmç DççímçáKç vçe JJçboe
çÆ³çJççvç~

Dç@L³ç oçíjçvç içJç jç]pçe mçlJççnvç y³çcççj lçe
n@kçÀçÇcçJç Jççôvç çÆ]pç mçá Dççímç mçá cççcçmç K³çvçe çÆkçÀv³ç y³çcççj
mçhçáocçálç ³çLç cçb]pç içe]pçç@çÆ³ç³çlç çÆyçuçkçáÀuç Dçç@mç vçe~ ³çôçÆuç
Jçç]pçvç y³çJçç@jçÇ mçhçe]pç, çÆlçcçJç Jççôvç `³çámç cçç]pç çÆMçkçÀç@³ç&
Dçvççvç çÆs, çÆlçcç çÆs mçá³ç jvççvç~' ³çôçÆuç çÆMçkçÀç³ç&vç mç]pçç
çÆovçe DççJç, çÆlçcçJç Jççôvç `vçKç³ç sá DçKç yç´ïçvç Dç@çÆkçÀmç
Jçá[ej h³çþ kçwJçmçelççcç çÆkçÀlççyç Jçkç&Àe Jçkç&Àe hç@çÆjLç ]pççuççvç
lçe mçç@jçÇ hç@Mç çÆs lçmç DçBÐç hç@K³ç çÆyççÆnLç yççí]pççvç~ çÆlçcçJç
sá K³ççôvç lçe ®³ççôvç $ççíJçcçálç lçe vçe çÆs Dççíje ³ççíj HçíÀjçvç~
DçJç³ç sávçe JJçv³ç lç@nebçÆomç cçç]pçmç cç]pçe lçe içe]pçç@çÆ³ç³çlç
çÆlçkçw³çççÆ]pç HçÀçkçÀe HçÀj sá çÆlçcçvç Dç@[îççÆpç ¬çbÀ]pçe³ç ³ççílç
cJçæ®³ççícçálç~

³çôôçÆuç jç]pçvç çÆ³ç yçÓ]pç, lç@c³ç Jççôvç çÆMçkçÀç³ç&vç DçLç
pçççÆ³ç JçLç nçJçvçe Kçç@lçje lçe nç@jç@vççÇ mççvç êçJç hççvç³ç
Dç@çÆcçmç MçKmçmç JçásçÆvç~ içávçç[îçmç Dççímç pçbiçeuçmç cçb]pç
jçí]pçvçe cçÓpçÓyç cçmç ]pçíþîççcçálç lçe DçLç Dççmçmç jW®çe
içç@cçæ®çe~ çÆ³ç Dççímç lççÆcç MççhçákçÀ oán yççmççvç ³çámç lçmç
JJçv³ç cJçkçÀeuçvçmç lçÌ³ççj Dççímç~ JçoeJçv³çvç hçMçvç
oçÆcç&³ççvç hçj]pçevççíJç jç]pçvç içávçç[îç lçe kçÀçô©vçmç
vçcçmçkçÀçj~ hçlçe Òçeæsevçmç mçç@je³ç o@uççÇuç~ lç@c³ç yçáçÆocççvç
yç´ïçvçvç Jç@çÆvçmç çÆhçMçç@æ®ç ]pçyçç@v³ç cçb]pç hçvçev³ç mçç@je³ç

o@uççÇuç lçe çÆlçcçvç nçuççlçvç neb]pç kç@Àjevç JçKçvç³ç çÆ³çcçJç
cçÓpçÓyç çÆ³ç Funç@cççÇ o@uççÇuç yçálçjç@æ®ç h³çþ Jç@æscçeæ®ç Dçç@mç~
jç]pçmç lççôiç yççí]pçávç çÆ]pç içávçç[îç sá içvçe mçábo DççÌlççj lçe
h³ççímç hçjvç lçe Jç@çÆvçvçmç mJç Dçmçcçç@vççÇ o@uççÇuç
yççí]pçevççJçvçe Kçç@lçje ³Jçmçe MçJçe mçebçÆo cJçKçe êçcçeæ®ç Dçç@mç~
çÆ³ç yçÓçÆ]pçLç Jççôvç içávçç[îçvç jç]pçe mçlJççnvçmç, `jç]pçe, cçô
]pçççÆpç Mçô o@uççÇuçe çÆ³çcç Mçvç uçsvç MçáuçÓkçÀvç h³çþ
cçáMlççÆcçuç Dççmçe~ JJçv³ç sô Dç@çÆkçÀmç uçsvç MçáuçÓkçÀvç neb]pç
çÆ³ç oçmlççvç~ çÆ³ç çÆvç æ®çe lçe c³çç@v³ç çÆ³çcç ]pçe æ®ççþ kçÀjvç æ®çô
çÆvçMç DççÆcç®ç JçKçvç³ç~'

çÆ³ç Jç@çÆvçLç êçJç içávçç[îç jç]pçmç Fpçç]pçLç ¿çLç
lçe hçvçeçÆvç ³çÓiçe yçuçe $ççíJçávç Dç@çÆkçÀmç pçççÆ³ç hçvçávç MçjçÇj lçe
Mççhçe lçuçe cJçkçÀeçÆuçLç Jççílç hçvçeçÆvç Dçmuç pçççÆ³ç~ jç]pçvç
lçápç mJç o@uççÇuç ³çLç yç´nlç kçÀLçç vççJç sá, lçe ³çLç cçb]pç
vçJçç&nvç oÊçev³çvç kçÀçjvççcçvç neb]pç JçKçevç³ç sô lçe içJç
hçvçeçÆvçmç ojyççjmç cçb]pç~ DççÆlç Ðçálç lç@c³ç içávçç[îç
mçebÐçvç æ®ççìvç Kç]pççvçe, pçç@iççÇj, mJçvç JçmcçLç, n@m³ç,
içá³ç& lçe uççuç~ çÆlçnebçÆo cçolçe DççÆcç çÆkçÀlçççÆyç nábo nlç&j
çÆæ®çlççÆjLç kç@Àj mçlJççnvçvç kçÀLçç hççÇþe®ç lçKçuççÇkçÀ ³çáLç
mçç@jçÇ ]pçç@çÆvçLç ¿çkçÀvç çÆ]pç çÆ³ç oçmlççvç çÆkçÀLçe kç@Àv³ç
DçççÆ³ç çÆhçMçç@æ®ç ]pçyçç@v³ç cçb]pç uçíKçvçe~ DçLç o@uççÇçÆuç cçb]pç
Dçç@mç mJç jbiççjBiççÇ çÆ]pç uçákçÀvç iç@çÆ³ç DçLç mçól³ç mJç
çÆouç®çmhççÇ çÆ]pç çÆlçcçvç iç@çÆ³ç çÆoJçlççnvç neb]pç o@uççÇuç
cç@çÆMçLç lçe çÆ³ç o@uççÇuç iç@çÆ³ç $çôvç YçJçevçvç cçb]pç cçMçnÓj~

��
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[Thus ends the Book 1 of Katha Sarit
Sagar, corresponding to C.H.Tawney

Volume 1, Chapter 8]
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The Sulonia Honour Society of Smt
Sulochanadevi Singhania School
conferred its Membership on

, grandson of Shri M.K.Kar of
Mulund, for excellence in 8th
Standard.

Rishit
Kar

Congratulations Rishit. Proud of you.

Sachita Kaul,
daughter of Mrs
Sheetal & Mr
Sandeep Kaul of
Ropar, Punjab got
Yellow Belt in
Shotokan Karate.

Congratulations Sachita. Proud of you.
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Trisha Hali

Trisha

, daughter of
Smt Sheetal & Shri Raju
Hali of Jammu got 3rd
Position in Girls’Athletics
at the Summer School
Olympiad 2019.
also won 2nd Prize in
Painting Competition at
Bhagwan Gopinath Ji
Trust, Jammu.

Congratulations Trisha. Proud of you.

Simran Karkera, daughter of Smt.
Soni Pandit Karkera of Vasai was
awarded the Certificate of Merit from
Narsee Monjee College Alumni
Association for her performance at
the HSC Board examination 2019.

Congratulations Simran. Proud of you.
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Photo Feature - Rare Photos
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Kashmir Regetta Circa Mid 1950s
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Beautiful Vale
Machhil area in Kupwara

Photo Courtesy:
Lt. Col. Kapil Bhat
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Letters to the Editor

Namaskar with folded hands,
Many many thanks to you for the Praagaash,

December 2019. I take this privilege to say ‘full

marks to your distinguished goodself for your all

round brilliance, for the enormous efforts in

building and collating the material across the

spectrum.’ It is, for me amazing to find this stuff

in three languages.
Having browsed through once which

reveals a lot of ourselves, I have to continue to

put efforts to read through, the Urdu and

Kashmiri part for proper understanding due to

my own limitation. We came to the then Bombay

in May 1984 from Kochi and had very little

Interphase with our community (It was then

perhaps a few hundred families). However we

used to mingle during annual Havan at Kashyap

Bhavan and partook in developing the

Community Center ie Sharda Sadan at

Kharghar like many other community members.

We have now grown to perhaps 5/6

thousand families and have to put sustained

efforts to enhance interphase through frequent

MILNIS say once a quarter in different areas

having regard to Logistics and interaction in

smaller groups. Interaction in larger group could

be the Annual mega event at Andheri or

Kharghar.
Obviously I am not competent to offer a

Critique at this stage. Request you to continue

theAdmirable good work.
Best Regards,
V. K. Raina
Mumbai

���

Dear Editor,
A nice feeling to see my achievements being

featured in Praagaash. And Mr. Raina, thanks a

lot for doing this. It is so good when my own

people - fabulous Kashmiris applaud me. I am
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so proud to be a Kashmiri, a

wonde r f u l commun i t y.

Thanks again.
Pushpa Koshal,
Mumbai

���

���

Respected Raina Sahib,

Dr Ghulam Nabi Qasba

I always look forward to

t h e n e x t i s s u e o f

‘Praagaash’, which at

least brings together the

Kashmiri writers of this

region by way of sharing

their personal experiences

or by writing scholarly

articles which take us to

our sweet nostalgic past. I

would recommend that young boys and girls

must be encouraged to write for ‘Praagaash’

so that they pour out, to understand the

composite culture, language, food, seasons,

fun and flowers of Kashmir.

I wish ‘Pragaash’ all the very best and

health and happiness to you, for the efforts to

bring in Kashmiri community together once

again, in the cause of their culture, literature

and language.
With due regards

Former ly Vice Chairman, Sr inagar

DevelopmentAuthority
Formerly Managing Director, J&K Tourism

Development Corporation

Srinagar / Jammu

Dear Sir,
I am very much interested in learning Kashmiri
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language, from basics. I had tried to reach you

earlier also about how to learn Kashmiri for a

non-native. I also eagerly wait for your monthly

magazine 'Praagaash', though I can hardly

understand anything except English articles.

If you are starting a Kashmiri language

class for non-Kashmiris, kindly add me too.

Thank you Sir for all your efforts,
Sandeep Kumar
sndpsrvstv261092@gmail.com

���

���

Namaskar Raina Sahib,

Bharat Pandit
Mumbai

Praagaash chhu mahra

nafees, as usual. I went

through the magazine, it is

looking good and a fair mix of

a l l r e l a t e d t o p i c s .

Relentlessly you have been

doing this great service to

literature. More power to you.

God bless.

Dear Raina Sahib,
Namaskar, I am sending
my article ‘In Praise of
S a n s k r i t , a L i v i n g
Repos i to ry o f Indo-
European Vocabulary and
Grammar’ for publication
in Praagaash, if u find it
suitable.

am trying to send
you articles in Devanagari
on Naran Nag as promised sometime ago, in
due course.
Regards.

I

Dr P.L.Ganju
Vadodara, Gujarat

���
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