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End of an Era - Atal Bihari Vajpayee

Bharat Ratna ShriAtal

Bihari Bajpayee, former
Prime Minister of India
breathed his last at the
AIIMS on 16 August
2018 at 05.05 PM. He
was 93. His mortal
remains were cremated
at Smriti Sthal with state
funeral and full military
honours. GoI announced a 7-day mourning on his
death. ABV served

He is survived by his
adopted daughter Namita Kaul Bhattacharya who
also lit his funeral pyre.

Month of August has been very hectic for all of us at
Zaan, preparing for the ZaanFest-2 which was
recently concluded at Sharda Sadan, Kharghar. This
time we had an additional feature of including fresh
talent in singing, mostly girls who were raw but had
passion for singing and being part of the Zaan
movement. We are greatly thankful to Rita Ji Kaul,
who not only spared her valuable time to train them
but taught them like her own children. The children not
only gave a superb show at the festival but proved
that Rita Ji's labour had not gone waste. Zaan

as the Prime Minister of India,
first for a term of 13 days in 1996, for a period of
eleven months from 1998 to 1999, and then for a
full term from 1999 to 2004.

We at Zaan and Praagaash, as also the
Kashmiri Pandit community in general deeply
mourn the death of the great leader of India who
was not only respected and loved by his own
partymen but by all across the political and social
spectrums of India.

���

Zaan : Miles to go

Zaan is supported by Kashmiri Pandits’ Association, Mumbai.

Continued on Page 26
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Saundarya Lahiri
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The is the poetic

expression of the . It touches
every level of existence and evolution in the
inner recesses of one's heart, who
understands the beauty of Divine. Always that
nameless is given the name of

, etc. to the Divine
Mother, the very source of all the Devatas.

The Saundarya Lahiri is the magnum-
opus about the Shakti-tradition of Indian
spiritual philosophy, authored by

, the great Commentator of the
Brahma Sutra. is the
synthesis of Kashmir and the
Southern thought of the Divine mother,
revered as Shri Lalita. A realization about the
'Motherhood of God' is vivid in the Saundarya-
Lahiri. Absolute is not abstract alone, it is both
static and dynamic. It is 'Poorna'- the complete
and whole. The word 'Saundarya' means
aesthetic and Lahiri means wavelet.

Saundarya Lahiri

Shri Chakra

Matri mayi
Devi, Amba, Ambhka

Adi-
Shankara

Saundarya Lahiri
Agamas

T h e r e f o r e , t h e w o r d
means

Wavelets of the Divine Beauty.
The Divine mother with

thousands of epithets, is
complete and whole. The
'Poorna' is the attribute of the
M o t h e r - c r e a t r i x w h i c h
resembles the full moon in the manifest
cosmos, as adored in the Lalita Sahsranama.
She is i. The
'Poorna' is be adored, seen and understood in
its full bloom. That is why the 'Poorna-Prakrti'
is adored in the Shakta Sahsranamas of
Kashmir as well

Through , at the
conclusion of the , the mighty
self of the cosmic act and adoration is
considered to be done, for that event. it falls
silent, but not asleep. It is wakeful and
receptive to the vibrations of the higher and
wider consciousnes.

is the essence of the Shakti
Sahsranamas. That is why, is
shared by children, young and old, men ,
women, Brahmana and Yajmana all alike to
show the oneness of the universal spirit within.
Agni is the living consciousness in an
Agnihotra.It is the living moment of mutual
ascent of the man and descent of the Divine.

Saundarya Lahiri

PoorNaand PoorNeshvar

POORNA-AHUTI
Homas/Yajnas

Poorna Ahuti
ATHI-PHOL

ATHI PHOL is purely Kashmiri concept.A
clear view is seen in the Bhawani, Shri
Ragnya, Shri Jwala, Shri Tripura- Sundari
Sahsranamas of Kashmir. Tripura-Sundari
is the central nerve of the Divine force of
the manifestation in purest form of beauty
in existence and in transcendence.
PARAM SUNDARYAI SHRI RAAGNYAI
N A M A H a n d

`]pççvç' kçÀçÇ vçíì-HççÆ$çkçÀç
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SHRI BAALA TRIPURA SUNDARYAI
NAMAH,

A d i
S h a n k a r a

are the
sacred adorations
t o t h e D i v i n e
Mother, evolved by
our great saints of
K a s h m i r .

h a s
deve loped th is
'Lahiri- Wavelet' in
the aesthetic form
to be adored by the
devotees, af ter
visiting Kashmir.
S a u n d a r y a i s
a p p a r e n t i n
manifestiation but
hidden in the Yoga.

Many translations and commentaries have
been written and authored by the devotees, till
this date on this wonderful devotional text of

. It has great appeal in the minds
of the Shakta devotees. Fine expressions of
adorations are found in this sacred text. The
Murti of Devis have been influenced by the

, and the art work related to
spirituality is also seen to be influenced by the
miniature and other paintings of Kashmir.
Kashmir has been gifted with the Saints and
Sages, Yogis and Poets, Philosophers and
literary critics but the central theme of all such
works is in the recognition of Self, known as
the of the Kashmir Trika
Philosophy.

Swami Ram Ji the Great Shaiva Acharya,
would teach the Saundarya Lahiri and the
Panchastavi in his Ashram at Fateh Kadal,
known as the Trika Ashram of Kashmir.The
hidden centres of celestial force open like
divine flames to reach to the heavenly
spheres, while listening to the mystic
experience of that great saint of Kashmir.
Saundarya Lahiri teaches the beauty of Shri

Adi Shankara

Saundarya Lahiri

Pratybignya

C h a k r a ,
through the
Oneness of
S h i v a a n d
Shakti.

Shiva is
transcendent,
while Shakti is
apparent in
the form of
p h y s i c a l
e x i s t e n c e .
The higher
r e a l i z a t i o n
s e e s t h e
'Beauty Par-
excellence' in the benign face of the 'Divine
mother'. Therefore, Markandeya Rishi
visualized the Divine Mother, in the
womanhood, and prayed:

O Devi!All the branches of knowledge are your
aspects, so are all women in the world. O
Ambika - the universal Mother,by You alone
this universe is enveloped by Thine grace!
What praise thus can be for you in the nature of
being of Para Vak - the transcendental speech
and beyond the words of Stuti/ laudation.

Shri Chakra is Shri YANTRA. We are
blessed that we have the

at the Hari Parbat.

“Vidya Samasta Tavadevi bhedah
Str iyaa Samasta Sakala Jagatsu
T v a y i e k a y a p u r i t a m a b b a y e t a d
Kaa teStut i s tavya paraparokt i ' '
(Durga Sapteshati Chapter 11 Shloka 6)

SVAYAMBHU
CHAKRESHWAR The
S h l o k a r e a d s a s ;
SHRI SHAARIKAY SHARANYE TVAAM
M AY I D A A S E K R I PA A M K U R U - - -
RINAM ROGAM BHAYAM SHOKAM
RIPU NAASHAYASATVARAM.

To be continued

Contact author at

rainachamanlal@yahoo.com
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My Medical Journey - Dr. K.L.Chowdhury

A Short Stint At Pahalgam

Pahalgam : Photo tourism-of-india.com

I was the Medical Officer of Primary Health
Centre, Pahalgam. It was the only rural
posting ever in my career, just for three
months from June to August 1964. Yet, that
short stint was memorable for many reasons.
You couldn't have asked for a better season to
be there. Pahalgam was magical, romantic
and sublime – the mountains awe-inspiring,
the green pastures soothing to the eyes, and
the pine woods a climber's delight.

But there are two other attributes to
Pahalgam that you don't often see elsewhere.
One: the captivating Lidder that forms right in
the heart of Pahalgam from the confluence of
two freshwater streams one each from the
Kolhoi Glacier and the Sheshnag Lake. The
river beckons you even before you have
entered Pahalgam, and then you never tire
listening to its eternal song that backdrops
your ex is tence and reaches your
subconscious even in your dreams. Two: the
beautiful blue sky and the clouds - languid and
tantalizing; a poet's inspiration that takes you
to Kalidasa's immortal lyric, Meghaduta.

There is a third attribute as well,
especially for the devout – the towering
proximity of the divine ice lingam inside the
Amarnath cave and the most bewitching
scenes and spots on the way – Chandanwari,

Sheshnag, and Panchtarni –
a trekker's paradise, no
doubt.

I would never tire sitting
by the riverside, or looking
across the window, or in the
open, at the sky, watching the
clouds in their inf ini te
variations, their confluences
and drifts, as they materialized from behind
the peaks and lingered onto the hills and
disappeared as quickly, leaving you
wondering at their whims and moods.

My short stay at Pahalgam was eventful. One
event is worth recalling. But, before that, a
word about my daily routine: The day started
with a morning walk into the woods or across
the green fields to the historic Shiva temple of
Mamleshwara, or up in the villages. Then, a
quick breakfast, and an open-air clinic in the
sprawling hospital lawns as the Lidder flowed
by and the mountains looked on. Sometimes I
wondered how people could fall ill in such
divine ambience.

At around 1 PM, I walked across the street
to my residence for lunch, returning in twenty
minutes for the afternoon clinic that lasted until
4 PM. Some patients needed active

���
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intervention - suturing a cut or wound, draining
an abscess or haematoma, setting a fracture
or sprain, or some other minor surgical
procedure.

The evening was entirely my own. I
would spend it in walks or at the club playing
golfing green, or on the bank of the Lidder
upstream, or reading. Occasionally, I got to
visit a sick tourist in a hotel.

One time, the Civil Surgeon, Anantnag (my
health centre was under his jurisdiction) sent
me a message that Dr Naidu, Director Health,
would be visiting Pahalgam. He gave me no
idea about the timing of the visit, nor if it was
official or private. We had no
phone connections then, and
no way to find out the details.
Since it was a working day, I
asked my staff to spruce up
the hospital.

We conducted the
morning clinic. I ordered my
lunch to the hospital just in
case the Director drops in
during that period. We
finished the second session
by four, but there was no sign
of the Director.

Exactly at 4:15, I left for
my residential quarter. My
medical assistant and the
orderlies were surprised. “Sir,
the Director may come any time; don't you
think we should wait for him?” asked Bushan
Lal, the medical assistant.

“Look, our duty hours are done. We don't
need to wait here. He might have cancelled his
visit otherwise he should have been here
already. If he does come, he can send for me. I
will wait at my residence.”

“Sir, should we close the hospital?” he
asked.

“I think we should. If he comes, and if he
wants to inspect the hospital, you can open it
for him and inform me.”

Bushan Lal lived in his official quarter
within the hospital premises. So there was no
way he would miss the Director. But I could

���

sense his trepidation when I left.
Around 7:30 PM, Bushan Lal came

running to inform me that the Director had
arrived along with his family. He had received
him at the hospital gate and asked if he should
open the hospital. The Director said it was not
necessary and asked the driver to proceed to
the Club.

“Did he look for me?” I asked.
“Yes, sir. He inquired about you. I said

you were at your residence, and that we were
all eagerly waiting for him.”

“Did he ask you to inform me?”
“He said nothing, but I feel he may be

expecting you.”
I decided not to see the

Director. It was evident that
he was on a private visit. He
had not asked to see me, nor
was I bound to meet him after
duty hours.

The next morning I went
to the hospital as usual and
got down to examining the
patients. Bushan Lal kept an
eye on the road. At about
12:30 he saw the Director's
official vehicle driving out of
Pahalgam, back to Srinagar.
He did not oblige us with his
visit. My staff was dismayed,
e v e n a f r a i d o f t h e
consequences. I tried to

mollify them, but that didn't help much. We
carried on with our work.

I forgot about the incident except that the
Secretary Club came to see me in the evening
to express his surprise that I had not met the
Director when all the officials were there to see
him. Everyone wondered why I was missing. I
should have been the main person with him,
he said.

“My job is to do my duty. Beyond that, I am
a master of my time. I didn't need to see him if
he didn't care to ask for me.” He was
flabbergasted.

That same evening, the Civil Surgeon
sent me a message that I should not leave
station without his permission. On the

`]pççvç' kçÀçÇ vçíì-HççÆ$çkçÀç
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following Saturday, I had to go home to see my
ailing grandfather. I eschewed the Civil
Surgeon's message and left for Srinagar but
decided to stop on the way at Anantnag to
hand over my leave application personally to
him.

“Sorry, Dr Chowdhury, I can't grant you
any leave,” he said tersely.

“But you can't stop me, sir.”
“These are the Director's orders.”
“I wonder why?”
“There are complaints against you that

you are arrogant with the patients and that you
left the station on two consecutive Sundays.”

“Sir, arrogance is a trumped up charge.As
to Sundays, I committed no breach by
traveling home on two Sundays. I believe
Sunday is an off day for all government
employees. ”

“That is unacceptable especially since
any State or Central dignitary might visit
Pahalgam and need your services.”

“It is a hypothetical question. What
facilities do we have here for such dire
emergencies? Pahalgam is just two hours
from Srinagar.”

“I am sorry, this is an order.”
“But I must see my grandfather. He is not

well. Tomorrow is my off day and I will be back
on Monday before ten.”

“Dr Chowdhury, you are too young and
inexperienced with the guiles of officialdom.
Why take unnecessary cudgels with the
higher ups.”

“I did nothing of the sort.”
“You didn't receive the Director despite

my advance information about
his visit.”

Finally, he came to the point.
I explained the whole episode. Of
course, he must have known it
already.

“But you should have waited
for him at the hospital.”

“I am glad I didn't, because
he arrived three and half hours
after the scheduled closure of the
hospital. That is a lot of time to
waste. I am sorry, I can't do that.”

“But this is government duty.”
“Yes, but not slavery.”
“It is slavery. You will get used to it by and

by.”
“Not my cup of tea.”
“You will suffer; then you will remember

my words.” he warned me.
“I will face it, but not deviate from my

principles. I am committed to the Hippocratic
Oath and the service rules. None of that
enjoins me to wait on my superiors during or
after my duty hours. I will give them their due
respect, nothing less, nothing more.” I said
and took the bus to Srinagar.

I got the first taste of my insubordination, as
one might call it, when I met the Director in his
office a month later to obtain his permission for
higher studies. I had received a letter of
admission for MD Medicine at Delhi.

The Director refused outright. I knew that
nearly a dozen doctors had already been
granted no-objection. I named some of them.

“Sorry, I can't permit you. We need you at
Pahalgam. This is a busy tourist season.”

“How can you pick and choose? Is there a
personal grudge against me for something I
don't know?”

He looked away from me and said, “Sorry,
but you can't go for MD.”

“I will go anyways.” I said defiantly and
left. The rest is history, as they say. I did go for
my MD. I was suspended from service and
later, dismissed. On my return in 1966, I was
reappointed. I lost my seniority in service but it
didn't matter, for I got into the Medical College

and remained there in various
positions until forced into exodus
in 1990. I remembered the words
of the Civil Surgeon all through
my career but never reconciled
with his advice. In the process I
d i d s u f f e r , b u t n e v e r
compromised my integrity or
independence.

���

Contact Dr at:

kundanleela@yahoo.com
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Our Bright Stars - Team Praagaash

Anil Raina - Youngest Lt. Commander
Lieutenant Commander Anil

Raina, son of Chander
Prakash Raina of Miran
Sahib, became the first officer
from Jammu to lead a Naval
contingent during a Republic
Day Parade. He is the first
o f f i c e r f r o m M a r i n e
Commandos to lead a Naval
Contingent in 2016. He says,
“It was my dream to walk on
Rajpath while commanding
the e l i t e I nd i an Navy
contingent. It is a matter of pride for any soldier
who gets a chance to walk on Rajpath amid
claps and cheers from the huge sea of people
on both sides of Rajpath.” He is presently
posted at Indian Naval Academy Ezhimala,
Kerala as Squadron Commander.

Born in a lower middle-class family, with
the father as a shopkeeper and mother a
housewife, Anil joined Navy as Recruit after
matriculation to support the family even as he
was school topper in class 10th in 1999. Raina
not only got recruited to the Navy but also
climbed up to the rank of a Lieutenant.

His father, Chander Prakash Raina runs
a grocery shop in the Ranbir Singh Pura area
of the Miran Sahib village from last 40 years.
Even though he has about 16 kanals of land

still he runs a shop to meet the
household expenses. And
while his son, Anil Raina was
studying, he used to help his
father in the shop. Chander
Prakash always supported
the dreams of his son. He
always wanted his son to
become an officer and make
his country proud.

Lieutenant Anil Raina
still remembers how his
parents helped him and paid

for his studies till 10 and the way they
supported him to get recruited as a sailor in the
Indian Navy. He says he cannot forget the
sacrifices made by his parents and the whole
journey from the rank of a Sailor to Lieutenant
Commander. He proudly admits that his father

is a farmer. He still remembers the day when
they had no money to buy food and owing to
the poor conditions of the house he used to
study under streetlights.

While working in Navy, he completed
Plus 2 in Correspondence and by his hard
work, got selected in Commission Exam in
Navy in 2001. He joined Navy Academy Goa
in 2002 with Plus Two NDA/Naval Academy
Entry Cadets.

th

`]pççvç' kçÀçÇ vçíì-HççÆ$çkçÀç
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During the three-year training at Naval
Academy, Anil achieved various special
awards and feats. He became the second
Cadet in the history of Naval Academy to win
Best Tenderfoot and Best Typhoon Awards in
the rigorous Jungle Training camps (Camp
Tenderfoot happens in the first year and Camp
typhoon happens in the second year; Only
one cadet is selected as the best cadet of the
whole camp).

He was also awarded +2 (Plus Two)
grading in Parade Training, the highest
grading that a cadet can achieve in his whole
training of three years. Only one or two cadets
in a course get this. He won Award of Best
Master of ceremony for five times during Inter
Squadron Dramatics Competition and
remained as Chief Editor of Naval Academy's
prestigious Magazine 'AHOY' for three term.
He Passed out with the Chief of Naval Staff
Trophy for Best Cadet in Seamanship in 2005.
Anil represented his Squadron in Inter
Squadron Water Polo, Football, Hockey,
Volleyball and X-Country Running. He passed
out with the Degree of B Sc in Naval Sciences
from Goa University.

He commanded the Passing Out Parade
of Sea Cadets On Board Naval Ship INS TIR in
December 2005 and passed out as a
Midshipman.

Anil Raina got commissioned in July
2006, after completion of total four years of
training. He volunteered to join combat diving
course of ten months at Navy Diving School
Kochi, Kerala. He got selected for the course

and passed out with the trophy of Best Diver of
the course in November 2007. He became first
Combat Diving Officer in Navy from J&K.
Thereafter, he volunteered to join Navy
special forces, Marine Commandos
(MARCOS) and got selected for the course in
2008. Passed out in January 2009 with the
award of Best Commando in physicals and
became the first officer in Marine Commandos
from J&K. He was awarded On the Spot
Commendation by Commander-in-Chief
Eastern Naval Command for counter-terrorist
operations in Kashmir in 2013. In 2015, he
was awarded On the Spot Commendation by
Commander-in-Chief Southern Naval
Command for professional excellence.

He said that earlier there were not many
options for counseling but now he feels great
when he gets the opportunity to guide young
people and inspire them to join Indian Defence
forces.

Lt Cdr Raina has also been awarded Nao
Sena Medal (Gallantry) for successfully
planned operation at the Wular Lake as team
leader of Naval Marine Commandos in
Operation Rakshak on 7 January 2018 that
resulted in apprehension of two hard core
Hizbul Mujahidin terrorists and an overground
worker.

Sources:
indianspecialforces.com

ssbcrack.com
and Aditya Raj Kaul
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rdinary Perception – laukika (Outer

perception through sense contact with
objects): It is the direct knowledge which
arises from the contact of senses (indriyas)
with the objects (padharthas). The knowledge
thus, obtained, is generally indeterminate
knowledge (nirvakalpa pratyaksha) which one
gains at first instance by a casual look at an
object, as for example a table. Determinate
knowledge (savikalpa ptatyaksha) on the
other hand, is the one that is gained by having
a second look, to gain the full content of
knowledge, as for example other attributes of
table, such as its size, quality of wood used, its
structure, colour etc. By this definition
nirvikalpa precedes savikalpa.
2 ) E x t r a o r d i n a r y P e r c e p t i o n –
alaukika/intuition (Inner perception gained
through mind Extra ordinary perception is the
one, which one gets directly from mind, about
non objects. As for example people die, ice is
cold intuition b) Inference
(Anumana) Common
experience in the daily
lives of people may be
d e s c r i b e d a s
Inference. Practical
s u c c e s s i n l i f e
depends upon the
ability of the individual
to draw the correct
inference. As for example, when we s e e
smoke, we immediately draw the inference
that it is coming from fire, somewhere. The
Inference is that knowledge, which is
preceded by perception. All perceptible
knowledge is expressed in the form of
judgment. It is described as reasoning for

O
another.' It is intended to draw

attention to the point under

consideration. There are five

constituents of inference: 1)

proposition or statement

(pratijna), 2) reason (hetu), 3)

example (uddharna), 4)

universal propositionor application (upanaya)

and 5) conc lus ion (n igamana) . 1 .

Proposition/statement is the declaration what

is to be established, as for example there is fire

in the forest. 2. The reason is the means for

establishing, what is to be established. 3.

Example is a familiar instance, which is known

to possess the property to be established, and

which implies that this property is invariably

contained in the reason given. Example forms

an important part of inference in nyaya logic. 4.

Application is the reaffirmation that the object

inferred is 'so' or 'not so' as proposed 5.

Conclusion is restating of the proposition after

reason has been established. A typical

example may be cites as follow: i. The far away

mountain has f i re

(proposition) ii. For it

has smoke (reason)

ii i . Whatever has

smoke it is due to fire.

has e.g. a hearth in

kitchen (example) iv.

T h e f a r a w a y

mountain has smoke,

s u c h a s i s i n v a r i a b l y

accompanied with fire in the kitchen

(application) v. Therefore far away mountain

has fire. (Conclusion) c) Comparison/Analogy

(Upāmana) It is the knowledge of an object,

gained through its similarity to another object,

previously well known. The similarity should

Samarpan - Piyaray Raina Saddhak

Aatmbodhan - The Quest for Excellence (2)
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Ta r k a i s a p r o c e s s o f
q u e s t i o n i n g a n d c r o s s
questioning within the mind that
leads to a particular conclusion.
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be essential, not superficial. As for example,

we tell a child that Moon is like a ball, with

which he is very familiar. d) Verbal

Knowledge/Testimony (Shabda) It is defined

a s a testimony of a t rus twor thy

p e r s o n (āpta), one that knows

the truth and communicates it correctly. Words

could be about perceptible objects, for

example testimony in courts by a witness,

diagnosis by a doctor about disease; or it could

be about super sensible realities, such as a

physicist'

rom

s statement about atoms, nutritionist

about vitamins or seers instructions about

virtues. Nyaya system recognizes potency

(shakti) of word as its capacity to convey its

correct, proper functioning, as word or its use

in a sentence. B) Invalid Knowledge

(Apramana)/Fallacy Invalid or erroneous

knowledge may be the result of wrong

conclusion. It is through five senses: touch,

state, colour, sight and sound we cognize

objects when they feed necessary information

to mind. But it may not be the correct

information. As for example the person

observing the object, may observe the object

through a jaundiced eye and thus, convey to

mind wrong information that the white conch

that he observed, is yellow; or that one may

observe a colour-less glass bowl as red, due to

the presence of a red rose near it. To safe

guard the valid knowledge pramana f

erroneous knowledge apramana, the theory of

validity (prartah-praamānya-Veda), proposes

many safeguards. A few may be cited as

under: i. Doubts (samshaya) Doubt arises as a

result of conflicting judgment, about the

precise judgment of an object. It may be due to

the error in recognition of properties, common

to many objects, as for example, a rope for a

snake (in insufficient light); or properties,

common to many objects, as for example,

silver and pearl-shell (which also looks like

silver in insufficient light); or from conflicting

testimony, as for example, testimony by a

witness. ii. Aim/purpose (proyojna) One has to

have correct aim/purpose for perceiving the

object for its validity. If one does not have

clarity of mind about desirable, or undesirable

object (proyojna), one may not have the

correct knowledge. A player in the game must

have a clear aim for winning the match. iii.

Example (drishtanta) To establish an

argument both parties may use example to

prove their view point. Relevant examples

may be cited by both the opposing sides,

having equal force. Lawyers on both sides of

plaintiffs, cite example in favour of their

argument to confuse the judge. iv. Doctrine

(siddhanta) A doctrine is an axiomatic

postulate accepted as an undisputed truth and

foundation of that philosophy. It may not have

universal acceptance. As for example, the

doctrines of various religions may or may not

have universal acceptance. v. Hypothetical

arguments (tarka) The mind always keeps

jabbing, that creates confusion, and raising a

smoke screen, for differentiating between

A doctrine is an axiomatic
postulate accepted as an
u n d i s p u t e d t r u t h a n d
foundation of that philosophy. It
may not have universa l
acceptance.

While idols which receive
worship may be like statues, but
all statues are not idols.
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valid and invalid knowledge. Tarka is a

process of questioning and cross questioning

within the mind that leads to a particular

conclusion. As for example, if one observes

cow-dung cakes on a wall, put by people in the

villages, for its use as fuel, when dried.

Hypothetical quest ioning and cross

questioning may involve reasoning like: a.

Argument – The cow climbed the wall to put

the dung on it. b. Counter argument – No, no,

cow could not have gone up the wall, as per

common sense. c. Valid argument – Cow-

dung must have been put on the wall by a

person with some purpose. vi. Discussion

(badha) Discussion about a subject between

two parties, proponents and opponents, leads

to valid knowledge provided both sides are

honest and their arguments are free from

prejudices. As for example, parliamentary

discussions when a bill is introduced which

after discussions is passes or rejected. vii.

Wrangling (jalpa) Wrangling is form of

discussion, when opposing parties, use

dishonest means, to prove their point. Both

parties produce huge amount of arguments to

prove their point. As for example, lawyers

arguments in the courts. viii. Unfair

interpretation (chala) A statement made

deliberately by a person to befool someone or

many, by purposely misquot ing or

misinterpreting the word or a phrase of the

opponent and thus, denying the truth. As

example, statements of politicians followed by

denials when confronted with truth. ix False

analogy.(jati). Situation in which conclusion is

based on false analogy. As for example, all

statues are idols. While idols which receive

worship may be like statues, but all statues are

not idols.

Contact author at: pl_raina@yahoo.com

Habba Khatoon Peak at
Gurez, Kashmir

It is believed that Habba Khatoon came to
this place in search of her husband after
he was taken to Delhi by Akbar. This is on
the old Silk Route to Gilgit. Kishenganga
river can be seen in the foreground.

Photo & Text : Suriender Kachroo
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Saints & Sages - Smt Vijay Bhan

Sharika Devi - A Saint & Yogini

Great saints are often hidden quiet and

discreet. Deviji Sharika was a quiet presence
near her great Master

, immersing herself in his service.

umed a
humble role never showing of the spiritual
state of her knowledge. But, in her discreet
way she was important advisor to devotees,
mainly females.

Only a soul like her
who was purified by the
constant contact with the
Lord could act in this way,
gu id ing inexper ienced
disciples who all were in the
o c e a n o f K a r m a .
Sometimes, she would
intervene as a mediator.
Master could never refuse
h e r h u m b l e b u t f i r m
requests. Sometimes, I used
to be in state of desperation,
as, the master had rejected
me many times. Her one
word was reassurance. "He
is testing your firmness", she always stated. If
for any reason I did not get Prasad she would
make it up by giving me prasad and I knew it
was he who was giving through her. A few
times I was fortunate to see her glory
‘Prakash’ (inner illumination). She was then
bathing in the same light as her master. A light
which was flowing from within and flowing all
over her body. She then showed me how
totally she was established in her nature
‘Swaroopa’, in a quiet and firm clarity. She
once told me in a serious mood that people
would come here for all kinds of purposes,

Swami Laxman Ju, a
world renowned Saint of Kashmir valley, the
lost paradise

Although she was Prakash (illumination
of inner moon) herself, yet she ass

sometimes selfish motives.
But some do come for God.
This was her experience of
many years at the feet of the
master. I often felt, as if,
somebody wants to give gold
and the receiver only asks for
potatoes. She herself had
such gold to give but who was ready to receive
it? Sometimes she used to say it is the nature

of the river to give freshness
and purity for those who
came to give freshness. Her
eyes were saying everything
swimming up a life at the feet
of the Lord they were telling
that she had reached the
heights of samvesha. They
were telling that it requires
love , gen t l eness and
firmness and a devotion that
is undisturbed by an inner or
outer shakings.

She had taken bath in a
sea of bliss. She told her
master what else was real to
say or to do. Kashmir is

gone. Everything was clear in her light of the
absolute.

Her master’s voice was like this at the
time of her niravana, “Go to the abode of Shiva
where you belonged. I will also come after six
months”. And after completion of six months,
Swamiji achievd nirvana in Delhi.

Salute to these purities of Kashmir valley.

[Sharika Devi Photo : Courtesy ‘Sharika Devi’ A
Yogini of Kashmir, edited by Neerja Mattoo]

Contact author at: vijay.bhan.zutshi@gmail.com
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Destination Chinkral Mohalla - Our Lost Abode
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Blessed are those who live in the land of their birth.
They are doubly blessed if that is a paradise on earth

Photo: kashmirtourmart

The mayhem of 1989-90 in Kashmir, in which

hundreds of innocent Kashmiri Pandits,
including many of their elite, were killed in cold
blood and lacs of their fellow compatriots
(almost the entire community) were hounded
out of their homes by the local terrorists, was
unprecedented in the history of Kashmir.
Besides, it demolished the myth of
Kashmiriyat, glamorized by the National
Conference leaders after coming to power in
Kashmir. It also posed a challenge to the
secular credentials of the Indian Republic.
After 1989-90, the mayhem continued for
some more years, when the militants
committed sporadic mass genocides of the
Pandits in the far flung areas of the Valley.
However, in spite of their unfortunate
banishment from their ancestral home, the
Pandits in exile still yearn to visit their
homeland as soon as peace returns there, just
to pray to their deities in their erstwhile temples
and shrines. At this stage, their living in the
Valley as an ethnic, religious community is out
of question, even as some odd retired couples
choose to pass their time in seclusion there, to
avoid the harsh weather of plains.

A f t e r t h e
in i t ia t ion o f the
bi lateral pol i t ical
dialogue between
India and Pakistan
and the Hurriyat
Conference (the last
claiming to represent
the people of the
Valley), there was a
c h a n g e i n t h e
strategy of the jihadi

violence. While
they continued
to target the
Indian security
f o r c e s , t h e
r e m a i n i n g
Pandits in the
Va l ley were
now mercifully
s p a r e d ,
bringing a semblance of peace there. The
Indian tourists once again began to flock to the
valley in droves and the Pandits did not lag far
behind.

In 2005, when the conditions in the Valley
appeared to have stabilized, I also decided to
visit my erstwhile homeland before the
conditions there again took a bad turn. I led a
fairly large group of my family members,
including my grandchildren, to see how
Kashmir looked without its Pandit population. I
was also keen to see Chinkral Mohalla (CM),
in its new avatar. I had lived here with my
parents up to my graduation before leaving for
my MSc, in 1953. I returned in 1955 with a first
class degree to explore my chances of
employment in my own homeland but all in

vain. So I left the
Valley for good in
s e a r c h o f m y
livelihood. My three
elder brothers had
already migrated out
of the Valley, one by
one, by that time.
T h u s , w e w e r e
separated from one
another, our parents
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and siblings and our motherland, thanks to the
new ruling dispensation in the State at the end
of the Dogra Raj

My grandchildren, who were born and
brought up outside Kashmir were highly
excited at the prospect of visiting this 'paradise
on earth'. I was also keen to take them to CM
and let them have a glimpse of our erstwhile
ancestral house, in which our forefathers had
lived for many generations. Our visit to CM
was a sort of pilgrimage to pay our homage to
our ancestors who had lived there for many
generations. It had also an emotional angle
attached to it. In 1989, CM, otherwise a
nondescript locality, had suddenly sprung to
lime light with the martyrdom of one of its rising
sons, Pt Tika Lal Taploo, in his own lane of this
mohalla, on the 14th
of September, 1989,
now a memorable
day for the KPs.

I unde rs tand
that, five generations
ago, our forefather
had shifted from
Rainawari to CM and
built his house there.
He lived in it till it was
gutted in the great fire
of Srinagar in 1892.
His son, our great
grandfather, who was
a builder (called by the appellation Tamir,
rather than Ganju), had raised a new house on
its debris. After him, our family lived in this
house for three more generations. Ours was
the latest one that lived in Kashmir, that too
only for a short time, before migrating out. At
our behest, only my younger brother (BN)
remained behind with our parents. He had a
civil engineering degree from BHU and had
served with the Indian company that built the
Jawahar Tunnel in collaboration with a leading
German firm, commissioned by Government
of India. He sought employment with the state

government and, fortunately, succeeded.
Thus, he lived with our parents and youngest
brother at CM, for some more time. Soon, our
youngest brother (JL) also left Kashmir for
good, for his higher education. When our
parents had departed, BN shifted to Natipora
but was hardly posted in Srinagar. After his
retirement, he could not go back to Kashmir to
live in his own house at Natipora, because of
the Kashmir mayhem in 1989. It was sold out
soon after in a distress sale.

Our grandfather had performed our
yajnopavit in CM in 1935, with great pomp and
show and our father married all of us, brothers,
there, before saying sayonara, lest we brought
home non-Kashmiri brides from outside, just
to seek blessings.

While eking out
our living in 'exile', we
regularly visited our
homeland to see our
p a r e n t s a n d
participate in our
family functions. Last
we visited the Valley
consecut ively for
three years, in 1986
to undertake my first
ever yatra to the holy
cave of Amarnath, in
1987 to celebrate the
marriage of our son,

and in 1988 to participate in the marriage
function of a close relative. Each time we
visited the Valley, its breath taking scenes got
etched on the slate of our consciousness
deeper and deeper but what happened in the
next two years is history. Kashmir was now a
forbidden land for us.

The day finally dawned on us to visit Kashmir
again after 17 years. In Jammu we first prayed
at the shrine of Mata Vaishnov Devi at Katra,
for our safe journey and redemption of the
Valley from the strangle-hold of the terrorists.

Visiting Kashmir after the mayhem:
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We went by road to enjoy the scenic beauty of
the journey. After a few hours, we were
meandering through the sylvan Banihal Road
to emerge out of the Jawahar Tunnel
overlooking the Valley, in the dusky,
shimmering moonlight. The nip in the air was
already perceptible, which was soothing to our
parched bodies and the aching souls. When
we wheeled on deeper into the Valley and
passed through the newly formed boughs and
arches of the young chinars and willows and
the long groves of the lofty swaying poplars,
we imagined that the mother earth had worked
diligently in our absence, to welcome us back
into her bosom. We arrived in Srinagar late in
the evening and alighted at the Nehru Park
point to be lost in the seething crowd of the
pleasure-loving local people and the tourists,
as yet another batch of the Indians
from 'abroad'. The night-scene of
Dal Lake with its illuminated
house boats, with Hari Parbat in
the back ground, reflected in its
waters was mesmerizing. We
stayed at Shankar Bhavan
overlooking Nehru Park.

The next day, on the 17th of May,
we woke up with the breaking of
dawn over the valley and watched
the bewitching scene of the Dal in
its morning glory, with a range of

Visiting Chinkral Mohalla:

mountains in its backdrop,
which were also reflected in its
still waters, as if they were
painted there. Then we went out
for a morning walk up the
boulevard, with the lofty poplars
o n t h e r i g h t , s w a y i n g
majestically, in unison. For that
day, the first thing on our agenda
was to visit Chinkral Mohalla.
We hired a few 3-wheelers at
the Gagribal point, turned right
at Dal Gate and drove along the

embankment of the Tsoont kol, through
Bishamber Nagar, Barbarshah, Sathu and
Kralkhud, alighting at the Habba Kadal chowk
just to look around the area whose Pandit
population had suffered immensely during the
last terrorist onslaught. The area wore a
gloomy look and appeared to have lost its old-
time charm and glamour. We walked down the
main road, lazily, up to Chinkral Mohalla (CM),
in a mini-procession, casting painful glances
at the erstwhile shops and residences of the
banished Pandits.

(To be continued)

Contact author at:
piyarelalganju@gmail.com
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My home, a three-floored house, at village

Fohar in Anantnag District was constructed in the

thirties of the last century by my late grand-father

who drowned at a young age in a river in

Martand-Achabal region. My father late

Jagarnath was born later. My grandmother, the

young widow, brought up my father very tenderly.

The family had sufficient arable land whose

produce fed them comfortably. All the arable land

was tilled by six families of tillers. My father after

completing schooling joined 'Cooperatives' at

Anantnag. This enabled him to take care of his

mother as well as the cattle and kitchen-garden.

Our house faced west, and it was situated at the

bank of the village river that brings water from

the gigantic Sheshnag via the majestic Lidder

[lambudari]. The Shiva temple Bhuteshwar, facing

west, is situated on the opposite bank of the

village river. My mother was a regular visitor to

the temple. My father used to worship there on

Sundays only when he would be home.

I and my three siblings grew up in that house

till we graduated to move out for higher

education or jobs. Three of us graduated from

Government College Anantnag, while our sister

graduated from Government College for Women,

Anantnag. After graduation, I joined Kurukshetra

University in Haryana wherefrom I earned M.A.

and Ph.D. in Linguistics and M.A. and Ph.D. in

Hindi literature. My siblings

got jobs after graduation and

they were posted at Srinagar. I

used to travel to my 'home'

every now and then. In the

winter of 1989-90, there was

catastrophic turmoil across

the Kashmir valley, and my

parents, siblings, and their

families ran out to save life

and limb from the danger that

The Story of My House - Prof R.N.Bhat

The Home That Was
caused displacement of nearly

half a million persons of all ages,

professions, and backgrounds

out of their cozy homes and

hearths.

I went to my village in

2008, nineteen years after our

displacement. I reached there

in the afternoon. I met my childhood friend GA Dar

who has built a beautiful house on the main village

road. He retired from the post of District Treasury

Officer. He was the first Muslim graduate of our

village. The village road connects the two

Pahalgam roads viz Anantnag-Pahalgam Road and

Bijbehara-Pahalgam Road.

Later, I went to the lone Hindu family that

continues to reside in the village. My 'home' is no

longer in existence. A three-four feet high heap of

clay is what my 'home' has turned into. I imagined

the windows on the first floor where we used to go

to bed, the open and elongated windows at the

second floor where we used to spend summer

months in happiness and joy. I was informed that

the 'house' was reduced to clay in a fire caused by

electric short circuit. However, no 'report' was

made of it!

I entered the Bhuteshwar temple on the

opposite bank of the village river. The Shiva Murti

seemed to have reduced its height! Absurd, I told

myself. The village river is

no longer broad and clean. I

did not like to have a bath

with that muddy water! I

went away from that place

the next morning and

returned to Jammu a day

later.

Contact author at:

rnbhat2k2@gmail.comRepresentational Photo: Courtesy openthemagazine.com
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uççíkçÀvççLçvç kçÀuççkçÀçj nÌ, kçÀuçççÆJçà nÌ~

sçíìçÇ sçíìçÇ lççÇçÆuç³ççW mçí yçæ[í yçæ[í
pçuçhççílççW kçíÀ vçcçÓvçí yçvççlçç nÌ~
GvnW jbiççW cçW jbiçlçç nÌ, yçbOçvçJççj mçí mçpççlçç nÌ~
kçáÀMçuç nçLççW mçí yçvççlçç nÌ, Dççlçáj vç³çvççW mçí oíKçlçç nÌ~
yçæ[í ®ççJç mçí, MççÌkçÀ mçí DççÌj içJç& mçí
Òçmlçálç kçÀjlçç nÌ ûççnkçÀ kçíÀ mççcçvçí
DçhçvççÇ GlkçãÀ÷ kçÀuçç kçÀçí~
kçÀçíF& hççjKççÇ GçÆ®çlç oçcç oí pççlçç nÌ DççÌj
uçí pççlçç nÌ DçcçÓu³ç Fmç Ghçnçj kçÀçí~
uççíkçÀvççLçvç çÆHçÀj uçiç pççlçç nÌ Dçhçvçí kçÀçcç cçW,
vç³çí vçcçÓvçí kçíÀ çÆvçcçç&Cç cçW~
Fmç kçÀçcç cçW GmçkçÀçÇ hçlvççÇ kçÀç YççÇ yçnálç ³ççíiçoçvç nÌ,
lççÇçÆuç³ççb ®çávçvçí kçÀç, jbiç Iççíuçvçí kçÀç,
mçpççJçì kçÀç mççcççvç pçáìçvçí kçÀç~
³çÓb lççí GmçkçÀç mççcçvçí yçÌþvçç nçÇ
Dçhçvçí Dççhç cçW ³ççíiçoçvç nÌ~
kçÀuçç cçW lçuuççÇvç nçípççlçç nÌ uççíkçÀvççLçvç Gmçí oíKç,
SkçÀçûçlçç çÆcçuç pççlççÇ nÌ Gmçí~
JçnçÇ GmçkçÀçÇ ÒçíjCçç nÌ, ³çç$çç-hçLç kçÀç oçÇhçkçÀ nÌ~

kçÀçJ³ç - çÆ$çuççíkçÀçÇ vççLç Oçj `kçáÀvovç'
ÒçíjCçç
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Dç®ççvçkçÀ SkçÀ çÆovç
GmçkçÀçÇ hçlvççÇ hçjuççíkçÀ çÆmçOççj içF&~
uççíkçÀvççLçvç Goçmç nçí iç³çç~
GmçkçÀç kçÀçcç cçW cçvç vçnçR uçiçlçç,
Gmç mçí GmçkçÀçÇ kçÀuçç çÆsvç içF&, kçÀçÌMçuç çÆsvç iç³çç~
Jçn kçÀuhçvçç-MçÓv³ç nçí iç³çç DççÌj Glmççn çÆJçnçÇvç~
Jçn vç lççÇuççÇ Gþç hççlçç, vç pççíæ[ hççlçç~
Hçj Jçn DçOççÇj náDçç
kçÀuçç kçÀçí hçávçpççÇ&çÆJçlç kçÀjvçí kçíÀ çÆuçS~
Gmçí DçhçvççÇ hçlvççÇ ®çççÆn³çí, ÒçíjCçç mJçªhç~
Gmçí DçhçvççÇ kçÀuçç ®çççÆnS, hççqlvç-Òçícç kçÀç ÒççÆlçHçÀuç~
Jçn DçhçvççÇ kçÀuçç cçW
GmççÇ kçÀç ÒççÆlççÆyçcyç oíKçvçç ®ççnlçç Lçç~
kçÀçMç GmçkçíÀ hççmç GmçkçÀç kçÀçíF& çÆ®ç$ç nçÇ nçílçç~

Pho sy: dailyecho.co.ukto courte
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yçQiçvç kçÀç vççÌkçÀj vçnçR nÓb

içJççn

yçQiçvç kçÀçÇ mçy]pççÇ kçÀçÇ DçkçÀyçj yççoMççn ÒçMçbmçç kçÀj
jní Lçí~ yççÇjyçuç YççÇ yççoMççn kçÀçÇ nçb cçW nçb çÆcçuçç jní
Lçí~ mççLç nçÇ DçHçvççÇ lçjHçÀ mçí YççÇ oçí ®ççj Mçyo
yçQiçvç kçÀçÇ ÒçMçbmçç cçW kçÀn iç³çí~

SkçÀ çÆovç yççoMççn kçíÀ cçvç cçW Dçç³çç çÆkçÀ oíKçW
yççÇjyçuç DçHçvççÇ yççlç kçÀçí kçÀnçb lçkçÀ çÆvçYççlçí nQ~ ³çn
mççí®ç kçÀj yççoMççn yçQiçvç kçÀçÇ çÆvçboç kçÀjvçí uçiçí~
Gmç çÆovç YççÇ yççÇjyçuç vçí yççoMççn kçÀçÇ yççlç kçÀç
mçcçLç&vç çÆkçÀ³çç lçLçç yçQiçvç kçíÀ oáiç&áCç YççÇ yçlçç³çí~
yççoMççn kçÀçí ³çn mçávç kçÀj lççppçáyç náDçç DççÌj
yççíuçí, `lçácnçjçÇ yççlç kçÀç ³çkçÀçÇvç vçnçR~ kçÀYççÇ ÒçMçbmçç
kçÀjlçí nçí lççí kçÀYççÇ çEvçoç kçÀjlçí nçí~ pçyç cçQ vçí yçQiçvç
kçÀçÇ lççjçÇHçÀ kçÀçÇ lççí lçácç vçí YççÇ Símçç nçÇ çÆkçÀ³çç~ DççÌj
Dçyç cçQ çEvçoç kçÀj jnç nÓb lççí lçácç YççÇ Símçç nçÇ kçÀj jní
nçí~ Símçç kçw³ççW?' `yççÇjyçuç vçí vçcç´lçç HçÓJç&kçÀ kçÀnç,
`Dççuçcç Hçvççn~ cçQ DççHç kçÀç vççÌkçÀj nÓb, yçQiçvç kçÀç
vçnçR~' ³çn mçávç kçÀj yççoMççn KçáMç náDçç~

iççbJç kçíÀ Pçiç[í cçW SkçÀ DçcççÇj çÆkçÀmççvç vçí içámmçí cçW
DççkçÀj SkçÀ içjçÇyç çÆkçÀmççvç kçÀçí iççíuççÇ cççj oçÇ~ Gmçí
cç=lç oíKç kçÀj DçcççÇj çÆkçÀmççvç vçí DçHçvçí JçkçÀçÇuç kçÀçí
lççj oíkçÀj yçáuçç çÆuç³çç, `kçíÀmç uç[vçí kçíÀ çÆuç³çí Hçnuçí
mçí lçÌ³ççjçÇ kçÀjkçíÀ jKç uççí~ cç]pçoÓjçÇ cçábn cççbiççÇ
çÆcçuçíiççÇ~

JçkçÀçÇuç vçí YççÇ lççj oíkçÀj pçJççyç Yçípçç, `jçlç kçÀçÇ
içç[çÇ mçí Dçç jnç nÓb~ DçHçvçí mççLç oçí ®çMcç oçÇo
içJççn YççÇ uçç jnç nÓb~

'

'

���

���

nBmçvçç cçvçç nÌhçj kçÀçíF& çÆ®ç$ç YççÇ kçÀnçb Lçç GmçkçíÀ hççmç,
kçíÀJçuç mcçãçÆlç LççÇ~
kçÀjí lççí kçw³çç kçÀjí?
Dç®ççvçkçÀ Gmçí ³çço Dçç³çç,
kçáÀs Jçøç& hçÓJç& hççmçkçíÀ vçiçj kçíÀ SkçÀ mçcçç®ççj hç$ç cçW
GmçkçÀçÇ kçÀuçç kçÀç çÆJçJçjCç shçç Lçç,
mççLç shçç Lçç GmçkçÀç çÆ®ç$ç,
hçã÷-YçÓçÆcç cçW Kçæ[çÇ LççÇ GmçkçÀçÇ kçÀuç$ç~
Jçn lçájblç Gþç DççÌj ®çuç çÆo³çç vçiçj kçÀçÇ DççÌj~
Jçnçb hçnáb®ç Gmçvçí mçchççokçÀ kçíÀ mççcçvçí içánçj uçiççF&,
Jçn çÆ]içæ[çÆiçæ[ç³çç~
mçchççokçÀ mçËo³ç Lçí~
GmçkçÀçÇ J³çLçç kçÀLçç mçávç êçÆJçlç nçí iç³çí~
yçæ[çÇ KççípçkçÀj çÆ®ç$ç çÆvçkçÀçuçç DççÌj Gmçí mççWhçç~
çÆ®ç$ç uçíkçÀj uççíkçÀvççLçvç ÒçmçVç-çÆ®çllç Içj uççÌìç~
Gmçí kçÀcçjí kçÀçÇ oçÇJççj hçj ìçbiç çÆo³çç,
DççÌj pçáì iç³çç kçÀuçç kçíÀ çÆvçcçç&Cç cçW~

Jçn kçÀuçç cçW mçbuçivç DççÌj
GmçkçÀçÇ çÆ®ç$ç-çÆuççÆKçlç hçlvççÇ Gmçí çÆvçnçjvçí cçQ lçuuççÇvç~
SkçÀ Dçtálç mçcççb yçbOç iç³çç Gmç kçÀcçjí cçW,
çÆoJ³ç Òçícç kçÀçÇ s$ç sç³çç cçW oçí ÒçícççÇ,
SkçÀ kçÀuççkçÀçj DççÌj oÓmçjçÇ GmçkçÀçÇ ÒçíjCçç~~

Contact author at: trilokinathdhar@yahoo.com
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On one auspicious day in the summer of

1956, our village Hushroo in Budgam district of
Kashmir got a God's gift, Guru Maharaj
Swami Nand Lal Ji came to stay here
permanently after persistent requests of His
devotees.

The scenic surroundings and an aura of
spiritual serenity of the place made an ideal
abode for Him. The residents of the village
decided to construct a suitable dwelling hut for
the convenience of Swamiji and his followers
visiting him from far and wide. Word about his
arrival spread across the surrounding villages
and the construction work began in right
earnest.

It was the time of my summer vacation at
school; I was fortunate to be included in the
team for construction that
some v i l l age e lde rs
including my father were
a s k e d t o m a n a g e
effectively. My bosom
friend, Piaray Lal Kaul
hailing from Hushroo had a
tremendous dedication for
construction work of the
ashram. The idea about
t h i s w a s b a s i c a l l y
conceived by his father, Pt.
Shivji Kaul about whom it
was said that he was a
noble man, an ascetic with
a serene look on his face; that he had reached
a deep state of meditation and had realised the
knowledge of truth by following strictness and
severe asceticism. He was known to have
realised the nature and acquired powers to
eliminate the human suffering by suggesting
necessary steps.

I was in the eighth standard then. Guruji
was happy with my dedication and swiftness
as a boy going in front for everything. He was

Saints & Sages - Rattan Lal Bhat

Guru’s Blessings
kind to give me and my
friend sugar crystals at the
end of day before we used
to leave work for home.

Guruji sat under the
shade of a gorgeous chinar
t ree wi th lush green
surroundings in the foot of a
hill-ock. Nearby flowed a stream of crystal
clean water. The spot made a splendid sight.
Water trickled from the hill side green surface
and flowed in a thin stream jumping over
pebbles producing gentle sound amid
fluttering of birds around their nests in the
trees. The sight made me think that God might
have first touched this spot to produce that
heavenly ambience when He conceived life on

the earth.
In front of Swamiji sat a

number of devotees on
mats spread on the ground.
They chanted bhajans and
sang devotional songs to
sweet music played by the
singers on harmonium and
rabab. Those assigned
duty at the construction site
had jobs specified for each
under the guidance of
experienced men. A portion
of land in one far corner
w a s e a r m a r k e d f o r

excavation of clay to be used for making
bricks. On the other side, carpenters were at
work fabricating doors, windows, etc. A group
of female followers worked in other spheres
such as kitchen, housekeeping, maintenance
etc. The guru's presence rejoiced everybody's
heart. It was His warm, kind feeling the
disciples plunged in and strove with to see a
grand hut come up in a short time. We had His
blessings, and our devotion made our dream

`]pççvç' kçÀçÇ vçíì-HççÆ$çkçÀç
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come true. Those on construction job said that
they had no fatigue at the end of the day;
instead they gained energy rather doubled.

After the vacation the schools opened.
My visits to the place continued as before. I
skipped week-end periods to visit the ashram,
pay respects to guru maharaj to my heart's
content and pray to him in deep confidence:
"Bhagwan, I love you with all my heart, heart
and soul."

My brother bought for me a new bicycle. I
used it to commute between my home and the
ashram to be able to spend more time with the
guruji for inner peace. I felt wellness of heart
and mind guiding me in many ways
thereafter.Swamiji showered a rain of
opportunities on me in the course of my life
ahead. In front of him I always sat in
meditation when there was nothing important
or urgent to be done at the Ashram. He was
impressed by my swiftness and devotion.
Days and years passed. From school to
college and then on to the stage thereafter I
had grown up to be a bread-winner for the
family and get married at age 19. Jobs came
handy. I trained as a Turner at SISI, Govt. of
India for nine months; worked as a civil
Draftsman in the State Engg. deptt. for over a
year ( got part-time job as Tutor for children of
an effulgent bureaucrat's family), then as an
Assistant in the Civil Secretariat after a highly
competitive examination for government

posts through a newly constituted Staff
Selection Board; and moved to Govt. of India
service after 1-1/2 years in J&K state job. The
opening got me appx. 300% hike in salary after
Swamiji asked me repeatedly to " express your
wish and get salary you need to support your
aged parents as well." Here, began my quest
for truth. I hadn't realised that the welfare of
parents was my priority. I had it in my
perception that abundance of all material
things was for my individual consumption only.
Four years from here I tried yet another
change of service to an autonomous financial
institution in the State of J&K set up under
Central Act. The change paved way for a
brighter future, for I got opportunities to
undergo special training courses at leading
Bankers colleges at Delhi, Pune and Mumbai
and to sharpen the professional skills required
for the job in consequence whereof I got higher
and better ranks every second year in the
organisation.

Guru's blessing is one precious thing
being embraced by fortunate lovers of God. I
am a firm believer in guru's blessing that
comes to people bearing positive attitude and
good intentions while dealing with others. Our
efforts are supported by unique, invisible push
in the form of His blessings. All, in short, is the
effect of guru's blesssings because the
teachings of our guru are the established
rules of the Nature. Day in and day out I saw
miracles happen. People came to Swamiji for
solution of new and newer problems - some
sick for decades, rejected and having been
turned away from hospitals prostrating
themselves before the supreme master here
for compassion and help; some suffering on
account of losses for one reason or the other,
parties pleading before the lord for justice to
prevail and a variety of claims and counter
claims bearing blows and wounds of human
suffering for divine remedy.

(To be continued)
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kçÀnçvççÇ - çÆ$çuççíkçÀçÇ vççLç Oçj `kçáÀvovç'
cçáçÆiç&³ççB

cçQ ÞççÇvçiçj kçíÀ SkçÀ sçíìí mçí cçánuuçí cçQ jnlçç Lçç~ Fmç
cçánuuçí cçW cçáçÆMkçÀuç mçí omç hçbên nçÇ Içj Lçí~ hçjvlçá
Dççhçmç kçÀç cçíuç çÆcçuççhç mçYççÇ cçánuuçí JççuççW cçW yçnálç
Dç®sç Lçç~ oá:Kç oo& cçW SkçÀ oÓmçjí kçÀç mççLç oívçç, SkçÀ
oÓmçjí kçÀçÇ KçáMççÇ cçW mççÆccççÆuçlç nçívçç DççÌj SkçÀ oÓmçjí kçÀí
kçÀçcç Dççvçç ³çnçb kçíÀ uççíiççW kçÀç ®çuçvç Lçç~ uççíiç Dççhçmç
kçÀçÇ çÆ®çvlçç YççÇ kçÀjlçí Lçí DççÌj mçnç³çlçç kçÀjvçí kçÀçí lçlhçj
YççÇ jnlçí Lçí~ Fmç cçánuuçí cçW mççjí JççmççÇ kçÀMcççÇjçÇ hçbçÆ[lç

Lçí hçjvlçá Lçí Yççvlç Yççvlç kçíÀ Lçí lççí Jçí YççÇ cçvçáø³ç nçÇ~
cçvçáø³ç lççí ÒçkçãÀçÆlç mçí nçÇ Dçuçiç Dçuçiç mJçYççJç kçíÀ nçílçí
nQ~ Òçl³çíkçÀ Içj kçíÀ mççLç SkçÀ sçíìç GÐççvç YççÇ Lçç hçjvlçá
mçççÆnyç JççuççW kçÀç yçiççÇ®çç DççÌjçW mçí kçáÀs yçæ[ç Lçç~ FmçcçW
DçbiçÓj kçÀçÇ SkçÀ yçæ[çÇ yçíuç LççÇ pççí SkçÀ sppçí hçj slç
pçÌmççÇ HçÌÀuççÇ LççÇ, omç yççjn mçHçíÀoí kçíÀ hçíæ[ YççÇ Lçí DççÌj
çÆ®çvççj kçÀç yçãnlç kçÀç³ç SkçÀ Jçã#ç YççÇ~ cçánuuçí Jççuçí mçYççÇ
vçíkçÀ DççÌj mççÇOçí mççoí Lçí hçjvlçá oçí Içj kçáÀs çÆvçjçuçí,
oÓmçjçW mçí çÆYçvvç Lçí~ ³çí uççíiç içç³çW YççÇ jKçlçí Lçí DççÌj
cçáçÆiç&³ççb YççÇ hççuçlçí Lçí~ içç³ç jKçvçç lççí þçÇkçÀ Lçç hçjvlçá

–

cçáiçça hççuçvçç Fmç mçcççpç cçW kçáÀs
Dçmççcççv³ç Lçç pççí uççÇkçÀ mçí kçáÀs
yççnj kçÀçÇ yççlç LççÇ~ SkçÀ Içj
JççmçáoíJç kçÀç Lçç DççÌj oÓmçjç
uçmmç kçÀçÌuç kçÀç~

JççmçáoíJç JççuççW kçÀí hççmç
SkçÀ Ëøì hçáøì cçáiçça LççÇ, kçÀçuçí
hçbKççW JççuççÇ~ ³çn opç&vççW Dçb[í oílççÇ LççÇ~ Içj Jççuçí KçÓyç
Dçb[í Kççlçí Lçí, kçÀYççÇ Gyççuç kçÀj, kçÀYççÇ Dçç@cçuçíì
yçvççkçÀj DççÌj kçÀYççÇ Dçb[çW kçÀçÇ mçy]pççÇ hçkçÀç kçÀj~ çÆJçMçíøç
kçÀj Içj kçíÀ sçíìí ³çn mçy]pççÇ ®çìkçÀçjí uçíkçÀj Kççlçí Lçí~
DççÌj YççÇ cçáçÆiç&³ççb LççR hçj ³çn LççÇ çÆJçMçíøç~ Fmçí uçç[ mçí
Dçb[í JççuççÇ kçÀnkçÀj FbçÆiçlç çÆkçÀ³çç pççlçç Lçç~ oÓmçjçÇ DççÌj
uçmmç kçÀçÌuç kçíÀ ³çnçb {íj mççjçÇ cçáçÆiç&³ççb LççR~ Jçí YççÇ Dçb[í
oílççÇ LççR DççÌj Gvç hçj yçÌþkçÀj ®çÓ]pçí Glhçvvç kçÀjlççÇ LççR~
çÆJçMçíøç kçÀj FvçcçW SkçÀ uççuç hçbKççW JççuççÇ cçáiçça LççÇ çÆpçmçkçíÀ
mçyç mçí DççÆOçkçÀ ®çÓ]pçí Lçí~ Fmçí uçç[ mçí ®çÓ]pçíJççuççÇ
kçÀnkçÀj FbçÆiçlç çÆkçÀ³çç pççlçç Lçç~ ³çn yç[çÇ vçKçjí JççuççÇ

LççÇ DççÌj Fmçí Dçhçvçí ®çÓ]pççW hçj vçç]pç
Lçç~ ³çn mJçççÆYçcççvççÇ YççÇ yçnálç LççÇ
DççÌj FmççÇ çÆuçS ªþlççÇ YççÇ yçnálç
LççÇ~ kçÀYççÇ kçÀYççÇ FmçkçÀç oÓmçjçÇ
cçáçÆiç&³ççW kçíÀ mççLç Pçiçæ[ç ³çç cçvç
cçáìçJç nçílçç lççí ³çn mçççÆnyççW kçíÀ yç[í
yçç]içcçW Dçhçvçí ®çÓ]pççW kçÀçí uçíkçÀj çÆshç
pçç³çç kçÀjlççÇ LççÇ~ Òçç³ç: DçbiçÓj kçÀçÇ
yçíuç kçíÀ vççÇ®çí içácç mçácç yçÌþlççÇ DççÌj
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pçyç lçkçÀ oÓmçjçÇ cçáçÆiç&³ççb cçáiçx DççkçÀj cçvçç vç uçW JçççÆhçmç
vçnçR DççlççÇ~

Dçb[çW JççuççÇ cçáiçça kçÀYççÇ ®çÓ]pççWJççuççÇ cçáiçça mçí çÆcçuçlççÇ
lççí HçáÀokçÀ pççlççÇ~ ³çn oMçç&lççÇ çÆkçÀ cçQ çÆkçÀlçvççÇ mJçlçb$ç nÓb
hçjvlçá Jçn YççÇ Dçhçvçí ®çÓ]pççW kçÀç DççÆYçcççvç þçþ mçí
oMçç&lççÇ~ içJç& mçí DçhçvççÇ cçáb[çÇ çÆnuççlççÇ ~ çÆHçÀj oíj lçkçÀ
oçívççW kçáÀì kçáÀì kçÀjlççÇ, jçcç pççvçí SkçÀ oÓmçjí kçÀçí kçw³çç
kçÀnlççÇ LççR~ Mçç³ço SkçÀ DçhçvççÇ çÆvçjbkçáÀMçlçç kçÀç yçKççvç
kçÀjlççÇ DççÌj oÓmçjçÇ içJç& kçÀjlççÇ opç&vççW ®çÓ]pççW kçÀçÇ cççB nçívçí
kçÀç~ kçÀçíF& Içj Jççuçí FvnW ®ççJçuç ³çç kçáÀs DççÌj Kççvçí kçíÀ
çÆuçS [çuç oílçí Lçí çÆpçmçí ³çí vçç®ç vçç®ç kçÀj Kççlçí Lçí DççÌj
Dççhçmç cçW vç pççvçí kçw³çç yççÆlç³ççlçí Lçí~ ³çÓb lççí mçYççÇ cçáçÆiç&³ççb
Dçhçvçí Dçhçvçí Içj cçWW kçÀcçjí cçW çÆyçsçÇ Iççmç hçj Dçb[í oílççR
hçj kçÀYççÇ kçÀYççj ³ççÆo çÆkçÀmççÇ DççÌj Içj cçW oí oílççR lççí Jçí
uççíiç Dçb[í uççkçÀj GvçkçÀçí oí pççlçí~ JççmçáoíJç kçÀnç kçÀjlçí
Lçí, `DçhçvççÇ cçáiçça nçÇ Kçjçyç vç nçí lççí oÓmçjçW kçíÀ Içj Dçb[í
kçw³ççW oí Dçç³çí? ³çn lççí ncççjí hç[çíçÆmç³ççW kçÀçÇ MçjçHçÀlç nÌ
çÆkçÀ Jçn DççkçÀj Dçb[í ncçW mççQhç oílçí nQ vçnçR lççí DççpçkçÀuç
kçíÀ pçÌmçí nçuççlç nQ kçÀçÌvç F&cççvçoçj nçílçç nÌ~ Jçí kçw³çç mJç³çb
Dçb[çW kçÀç mçíJçvç vçnçR kçÀj mçkçÀlçí Lçí? ncçW hçlçç YççÇ vçnçR
®çuç hççlçç~ ncç ³çnçÇ mççí®çlçí çÆkçÀ cçáiçça vçí Dçb[í oívçç yçbo
kçÀj çÆo³çç nÌ~`

Fvç oçWvççíb IçjçW kçíÀ hççmç cçáiçx YççÇ Lçí~ Jçí Òççlç: yççbiç
oílçí DççÌj mççjí cçánuuçí kçÀçí pçiçç oílçí Lçí~ oíj mçí Gþvçí
JççuççW kçÀçí yçnálç yçájç uçiçlçç hçj kçÀjlçí lççí kçw³çç kçÀjlçí,
hç[çÌmç Símçç Lçç DççÌj jnvçç ³çnçR Lçç~ JçÌmçí cçánuuçí cçW SkçÀ
çÆþþçíuççÇ Òç®ççÆuçlç LççÇ~ pçÌmçí nçÇ yççbiç mçávççF& oílççÇ uççíiç
hçÓslçí çÆkçÀ cçáiçç& çÆkçÀmç Içj kçÀç Lçç, JççmçáoíJç kçÀç ³çç uçmmç
kçÀçÌuç kçÀç? DççÌj çÆHçÀj mçyç þnçkçíÀ uçiçç kçÀj nbmç hç[lçí~
SkçÀ çÆovçkçÀçÇ yççlç nÌ cçáPçí kçÀnçR pççvçç Lçç~ cçáiçx kçÀçÇ yççbiç vçí

cçáPçí pçiçç³çç~ cçQ GþkçÀj lçÌ³³ççj náDçç~ kçÀhç[í hçnvçí
DççÌj çÆvçkçÀuç Dçç³çç Içj mçí~ içuççÇ cçW kçw³çç oíKçlçç nÓb çÆkçÀ
SkçÀ cçáiçç& ®çÓ]pçíJççuççÇ cçáiçça mçí GuçPç hç[ç nÌ, KçÓyç lçÓ lçÓ cçQ
cçQ nçí jnçÇ LççÇ~ ]pççíj kçÀçÇ ìákçÀ ìákçÀ mçí mhçøì Lçç çÆkçÀ cçáiçça
yçnálç vççjç]pç nÌ DççÌj GmçkçíÀ Dçnb kçÀçí þímç uçiççÇ nÌ~
uçiçlçç Lçç cçáiçç& uçmmç kçÀçÌuç kçÀç Lçç, Gmçvçí yççbiç oíkçÀj
®çÓ]pçíJççuççÇ cçáiçça kçíÀ Dççjçcç cçW çÆJçIvç [çuçç nçíiçç~ pçYççÇ
Jçn yççÌKçuççF& LççÇ DççÌj uç[vçí hçj Glçj DççF& LççÇ~ kçÀnvçí
uçiççÇ LççÇ çÆkçÀ lçÓvçí cçíjçÇ YççÇ vççRo Kçjçyç kçÀçÇ DççÌj cçíjí yç®®ççW
kçÀçÇ YççÇ~ LççÇ lççí ®çÓ]pçíJççuççÇ cçáiçça, mçnvç kçÌÀmçí kçÀjlççÇ ?
Jçn GþçÇ DççÌj mçYççÇ ®çÓ]pççW kçÀçí uçíkçÀj mçççÆnyççW kçíÀ yççiç cçW
pççkçÀj çÆshç içF&~ cçáiçç& hçjíMççvç, kçÀjí lççí kçw³çç kçÀjí~
{Ób{vçí uçiçç Gmçí, mççjç cçánuuçç sçvç cççjç hçj GmçkçÀç
kçÀnçR Dçlçç hçlçç vçnçR çÆcçuçç~ Jçn kçÀnçb çÆcçuçlççÇ~ Jçn lççí
kçÀçíhç YçJçvç cçW içF& LççÇ~ cçQvçí DçhçvççÇ Dççíj mçí FMççjçW nçÇ
FMççjçW Gmçí yçlççvçí kçÀç Òç³ççmç çÆkçÀ³çç çÆkçÀ Jçn mçççÆnyççW kçíÀ
yççiç cçW çÆshççÇ nÌ hçjvlçá Gmç cçÓKç& kçÀçí cçíjí FMççjí mçcçPç
Dçç³çW lçyç vçç?
cçáiçç& Gvcçllç náDçç~ hççiçuççíb kçÀçÇ YçççÆvlç SkçÀ içuççÇ mçí
oÓmçjçÇ içuççÇ, SkçÀ Òççbiçvç mçí oÓmçjí Òççbiçvç, Fmç yçiççÇ®çí mçí
Gmç yçiççÇ®çí IçÓcçlçç jnç, DçhçvççÇ çÆÒç³ç ®çÓ]pçíJççuççÇ cçáiçça kçÀçí
Kççípçlçç jnç, {Ób{lçç jnç~ Kççvçç hççÇvçç Gmç yçí®ççjí kçÀç
sÓì iç³çç~ mçÓ³çç&mlç nçívçí Jççuçç Lçç~ cçQ mçççÆnyççW kçíÀ Içj
Dçhçvçí mçnhççþçÇ mçí çÆcçuçvçí iç³çç~ ncç oçívççW Içj kçíÀ yçjçcoí

`]pççvç' kçÀçÇ vçíì-HççÆ$çkçÀç
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®çÓ]pçí FmçkçíÀ mççLç nÓb lççí FmçkçíÀ içJç& kçÀç hççjç yçnálç Tb®çç
nçílçç nÌ~ çÆHçÀj cçáiçça YççÇ lççí çÆkçÀmçkçÀçÇ nÌ? ³çn kçÀnlçí ná³çí
GvçkçíÀ cççLçí hçj YççÇ içJç& kçÀçÇ uçkçÀçÇjW çÆKçuç GþçR~

kçáÀs çÆovç yççÇlçí cçáPçí JççmçáoíJç kçíÀ Içj pççvçç hçæ[ç~
GOçj FOçj kçÀçÇ yççlçW nçí jnçÇ LççR çÆkçÀ Fmç Içìvçç kçÀç YççÇ
ÒçmçbiçJçMç cçQvçí JçCç&vç çÆkçÀ³çç~ cçQvçí çÆJçmlççj mçí uçmmç kçÀçÌuç
kçÀçÇ cçáiçça kçÀç mççjç Jçãlççvlç GvnW mçávçç³çç~ Jçí lççÆvçkçÀ
içcYççÇj nçí iç³çí~ GvnçWvçí mççjçÇ yççlçW çÆHçÀj mçí çÆJçmlççj cçW
cçíjí mçí mçávççÇ DççÌj kçáÀs mççí®ç cçW hçæ[ iç³çí~ çÆHçÀj mçnmçç
JççmçáoíJç pççÇ vçí Içj kçíÀ mçYççÇ mçom³ççW kçÀçí lçlkçÀçuç
yçáuçç³çç DççÌj uçiçí kçÀnvçí, `mçávççí! Dççpç mçí Dçb[í Kççvçç
çÆyçukçáÀuç yçbo~ kçÀçíF& Dçb[çW kçÀç mçíJçvç vçnçR kçÀjíiçç~ ncççjçÇ
cçáiçça YççÇ Dçb[í mçWkçÀ kçÀj ®çÓ]pçí hçÌoç kçÀjíiççÇ~ mçcçPçí! Jçn
YççÇ MççÇIç´ nçÇ ®çÓ]pçí JççuççÇ kçÀnuçç³çíiççÇ DççÌj ®çuçíiççÇ Mççvç mçí
cçìkçÀ cçìkçÀ kçÀj~ nvcççjçÇ cçáiçça çÆkçÀmççÇ ÒçkçÀçj mçí YççÇ
uçmmç kçÀçÌuç kçÀçÇ cçáiçça kçÀçÇ lçáuçvçç cçW hççÇsí vç jnvçí hçç³çí~
oíKçlçí jnvçç cçnçÇvçí oçí cçnçÇvçí cçW nçÇ ³çn YççÇ ®çÓ]pçíJççuççÇ
kçÀnuçç³çíiççÇ, DççÌj FmçcçW YççÇ mJçççÆYçcççvç pçiçíiçç~

³çn mçyç oíKç mçávç kçÀj cçQ çÆHçÀj nbmçç~ mççí®çç, `Jççn
jí cççvçJç lçíjí jbiç æ{biç çÆvçjçuçí~ Dççpç lçácnçjçÇ F&øçç& DççÌj
mhçOçç& kçÀç ³çn ªhç YççÇ oíKçvçç Lçç~'

Contact author at: trilokinathdhar@yahoo.com

hçj yçÌþí yççlçW kçÀj jní Lçí çÆkçÀ DçkçÀmcççlç cçíjçÇ ¢çÆä yççiç
kçÀçÇ Dççíj içF&~ kçw³çç oíKçlçç nÓb çÆkçÀ cçáiçç& Jçnçb Dçvoj Dçç³çç
Lçç Dççíj DçhçvççÇ çÆÒç³ç cçáiççÇ& kçÀçí oíKç kçÀj Gsuç hçæ[ç~
Dçyç uçiçç Jçn Gmçí cçvççvçí, Dçvçávç³ç çÆJçvç³ç kçÀjvçí~ Símçç
uçiçç çÆkçÀ yçæ[çÇ cçáçÆMkçÀuç mçí Jçn cççvç iç³ççÇ~ pççvçí kçw³çç
ÒçuççíYçvç oívçí hçæ[í Gmçí? lçyç pççkçíÀ Gmçvçí Içj uççÌìvçç
mJççÇkçÀçjç DççÌj Içj kçÀçÇ Dççíj ®çuç hçæ[çÇ~ Jçn ¢M³ç oíKçvçí
Jççuçç Lçç~ Dççiçí Dççiçí ®çÓ]pççWJççuççÇ cçáiçça, GmçkçíÀ hççÇsí
mçYççÇ ®çÓ]pççW kçÀçÇ HçÀçÌpç DççÌj Dçvlç cçW LçkçÀç nçjç uçáæ{kçÀlçç
náDçç yçí®ççjç cçáiçç&~ ®çÓ]pçíJççuççÇ kçÀçÇ Mççvç kçÀçÇ pççÇlç náF& LççÇ

DççÌj ÒçícççÇ cçáiçç& nçj iç³çç Lçç~ cçíjç çÆcç$ç DççÌj cçQ KçÓyç
nbmçí, mççí®çç vçç]pçvççÇvçW pçnçb lçnçb SímççÇ nçÇ nçílççÇ nÌb~

Dçiçuçí çÆovç cçíjç uçmmç kçÀçÌuç kçíÀ Içj pççvçç náDçç~
Jçnçb pççkçÀj cçQvçí iç³çí kçÀuç kçÀçÇ mççjçÇ iççLçç GvçkçÀçí
mçávççF&~ Jçí Òçmçvvç ná³çí DççÌj GvçkçÀç Dçnb YççÇ mççlçJçW
DççkçÀçMç hçj pçç hçnáv®çç~ kçÀçÌuç mççnyç kçÀnvçí uçiçí,
`DçpççÇ cçQ kçw³çç yçlççTb, ³çn ncççjçÇ uçç[çí cçáiçça nÌ nçÇ SímççÇ
DççÆYçcççvççÇ Tb®ççÇ vççkçÀ JççuççÇ~ Fmçí ®çÓ]pççW kçÀç Flçvçç
DççÆYçcççvç nÌ çÆkçÀ Dçhçvçí kçÀçí çÆkçÀmççÇ mçí kçÀcç lççí DççbkçÀlççÇ nçÇ
vçnçR~ JçÌmçí YççÇ ³çn çÆmçj GþçkçÀj ®çuçlççÇ nÌ hçjvlçá pçyç

ÞççÇªhçYçJççvççÇ jnm³ççíhçoíMç:
kçÀçÆj mçÓ³ç& Go³ç æ®ççÆuç içìekçÀçj³ç

mçn]pç çÆJçæ®ççj lçLç mççjyçÓo

The darkness of ignorance will vanish
and the Sun of knowledge will lead us to
‘Sahaj Vichar’ - the innate reflection of
the Immutable and the essence of
Divine knowledge.
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From the Pages of History

Persecution of

Kashmiri Hindus - II

One of the big tasks completed by Malik Kaji

Chak and one of the major commands of Amir
Shams-ud-Din Muhammad Iraqi carried out
by him was the massacre of infidels and
polytheists of this land. It happened like this:

During the government of Malik Musa
Raina (1501-1510? AD) all the depraved
heretics of this land had been converted to
Islam. But with the help of some of the chiefs
of this land, some of them had reverted to the
customs of the infidels and polytheists. These
apostates had resumed idolatory. Some of the
infidels related that during the hours of
offering prayers and worshipping of idols, they
would place a copy of the holy Quran under
their haunches to make a seat to sit upon.
Thus idol worshipping proceeded even while
they sat on the divine book. When the news
and details of these doing were brought to
Amir Shans-ud-Din Muhammad Iraqi, he
summoned Malik Kaji Chak to him.
Accompanied by Malik Ali and Khwaja
Ahmad , h i s two counse l l o r s and
administrators, Malik Kaji Chak presented
himself before the venerable Amir Shams-ud-
Din Iraqi, who declared to them, "This
community of idolators has, after embracing
and submitting to the Islamic faith, now gone
back to difiance and apostasy. If you find
yourself unable to inflict punishment upon
them in accordance with the provisions of
Sharia and take disciplinary action against
them, it will become necessary and incumbent
upon me to proceed on a self-imposed exile
and in that case you shall not stand in my way
at the time of departure. Since Malik Kaji
Chak, prior to his assumption of power and
authority had promised him that he would
never deviate from or disregard his wishes

Zaan Archives

As told in Baharistan-e-Shahi
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and injunctions, therefore in deferance to his
wishes, he held consultations with his
counsellors and administrative officers and
decided upon carrying out a wholesale
massacre of the infidels. Their massacre was
scheduled for the days of the approaching
'Ashura'. Thus in the year 1518 AD during the
Ashura, about seven to eight thousand infidels
were put to death. Those killed were the
leading personalities of the community of
infidels at that time, men of substance and
government functionaries. Each of them
wielded influence and sway over a hundred
families of other infidels and heretics. Thus the
entire community of infidels and polytheists in
Kashmir was coerced into conversion to Islam
at the point of the sword. This is one of the
major achievements of Malik Kaji Chak.

Baharistan-e-Shahi
bears testimony to the fact that during the
times of Malik Musa Raina, almost entire
community of Kashmiri Pandits was murdered
or converted. And those left behind by chance
or by luck, were coerced into conversion to
Islam at the point of sword. It is but natural that
those who did not agree to convert must have
been murdered brutally, thus finishing an
entire race of Pandits. May be, it was here that
only 11 families of Kashmiri Pandits survived
the onslaught and managed to keep
themselves alive, giving birth to the proverbial
saying

Editor Praagaash adds:

‘Kaeshiri rudie kahay garae’.

��

Six Diacrital Marks of Kashmiri Script

Dç@, Dçe, Dçó, Dçç@, Sô, Dççô

`]pççvç' kçÀçÇ vçíì-HççÆ$çkçÀç
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D sishe
&

Recipes

Urmila Dhar Zutshi

Dishes & Recipes

will be a

regular feature

in Praagaash.

Your contribution is welcome.
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Back then in our Kashmir

homes, Vahraat or the rainy
season meant stomach
ailments, infections, tummy
upsets, and the ladies of the
house would swing into
action. Green leafy Lissa

would be bought from the bazaar, or those
lucky enough to have a vegetable garden in
their backyard, plucked them fresh. All the
children were given Lissa baths to protect
them from catching the bug.

Lissa was also cooked into a kind of
vegetable to be had along with Yaajis made
out of rice flour with walnuts in them. They
were an amazing monsoon treat. I give below
the method of making them the way my
mother prepared them. Wish you Happy
Vahraat…Yaajis taste just as good during our
Mumbai Monsoons.

Rice flour 1 kg
Walnuts 250 g
Zeera (cummin seeds) 1 tbsp
Mustard oil 200 to 300 ml
Salt to taste

· Soak walnuts in water for a couple of
hours, peel off as much skin as possible and

YAAJI
INGREDIENTS:

METHOD:

Vahraat Yaaji break into small bits

Mix all the ingredients
together, along with a table
spoon full of oil and form a
soft but firm dough

Grease your palms,
take a handful of dough and
make thick cups, size of Khos, and thickness
of about 4 – 5 mm.

Ideally these are best cooked in an
earthen ware pot or “ledge” as we used to
back home in Srinagar. However a thick
bottomed patila or even your pressure cooker
will do.

Preheat the pan, add the oil and allow to
reach smoking point

Switch off the heat for a while, add one
cup of water. The idea is to steam the yaajis
like idlis, but with oil to make them crisp

Place the cups upside down in the oil and
arrange them in a
circle. Cover with a
tight lid. If using
pressure cooker, just
fit the lid without the
pressure valve

Switch on the
heat on high till the
oil and water come to
a b o i l
L o w e r
heat and
cook for

`]pççvç' kçÀçÇ vçíì-HççÆ$çkçÀç
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about 20 to 30 minutes.
You need to check after about ten

minutes and turn around the Yaajis so that
they cook evenly. Repeat this after another ten
minutes. Continue cooking on low flame till the
water dries up and the yaajis are done

Yaajis are usually had with a sour green
leafy vegetable called Lissa, available in
Kashmir. But since that is not available to us
we can have them with Palak or Spinach,
cooked spicy and a little sour.

From Page 01Editorial

considers Rita Ji as one of the torch bearers of
the movement and we are sure, with her
support, we will walk miles and miles before
we sleep. A report on the Zaan Festival
appears separately in the interior pages along
with the photographic glimpses which we are
sure readers will enjoy.

We started a couple of new columns in the
Augusat issue of Praagraash, columns which
would keep our traditions, our history and our
language alive and educate our young
generations all about us and our past. One
such column is 'Great People to Remember'.
In spite of our invitations and reaching people
through various modes of communication, we
have not been able to get much material on
this topic though we are aware of many great

Contact author at: urmilaz@gmail.com

personalities of our community whose
contribution to the society was immense. We
again appeal to our readers to contribute to the
column and let our youngsters know about
those heroes of our community whether they
were sung or remained unsung. Let us bring
them to the fore.

Then again we have a page 'Your Own
Page' reserved for people including children
who have achieved or done something worth
sharing with the community. We are not
getting much feedback on this. We request
people to come forward with their
achievements and achiements of their
children along with photographs if any, to
enable us to share it with our biradari. We will
also publish small poems or stories written by
children, their meritorious class results,
participation in extra curricular activities at
their institutions, paintings, artwork and all that
counts to encourage them and other children.
Kindly do not shy. Your Own Page is waiting for
you.

A good news from Indonesia. Our own
Ankita Raina (25) won the Bronze in Women’s
Singles at Asian Games 2018 in Indonesia.
Congratulation from Zaan & Praagaash.

Kashmiri Pandits’Association, Mumbai is
presenting the Cultural Programme HARUD
at Rang Sharda, Bandra West, Mumbai on 8
September 2018 in association with the
theatre group VOMEDH from Jammu. It is our
duty as members of the KP community to
encourage the young artistes and provide
financial and moral support to both KPA and
Vomedh. Let us all be there.

Last but not least, Praagaash has
appointed Lokeshi Pandita of Airoli as a
TraineeAsst. Editor. Congratulations Lokeshi.

Contact editor at: rainamk1@yahoo.co.in

`]pççvç' kçÀçÇ vçíì-HççÆ$çkçÀç
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AnshulAima Kaul is a young poet, furthering

her stature as a prolific writer on recent
release of the collection of her poems named
'Patte - Zindagi Ek Safar'. The book carries 61
poems written in Hindi and attracting attention
of stalwarts of the literature including that of
Dr. Agnishekhar and Dr. R.L.Shant. We have
not read all the poems contained in the book
but have gone through some which we
reproduce on these pages. These poems are
a pointer surely, to the
capabilities of a young writer.
We wish her a bright future.

Anshul Aima had her
primary education in Army
School, Udhampur and later
did her 12th from Nagmani
School, Jammu. She did her
B.E. in Electronics and
Communication from Govt.
College of Engineering,
Jammu. She started her job
with Infosys Technologies,
Chandigarh and Pune. Anshul
later joined Tech Mahindra and
was there for six years as
senior solution designer
before she joined Infosys
Pune again where she is
w o r k i n g a s a s e n i o r
consultant. She has travelled to US and UK on
various official assignments.

Anshul Kaul, daughter of ProfAshokAima
of Borivali, Mumbai is married to Mr. Remu
Kaul. She lives at Pune and has a four year old
daughter Reansha. Anshul has also done
postgraduate d ip loma in customer
relationships management from Symbiosis,
Pune.

Anshul started writing poetry at the age of
8 years. Her poems in English were published

Our Shining Stars - Team Praagaash

The Rising Poetess - Anshul Aima Kaul

in Daily Excelsior, Jammu,
DAV Young World, Punjab,
Poets Today, Kolkata which
is an international journal of
English poetry, and so on.
Poets Foundation, Kolkata
awarded her for her English
poetry at an impressive
functiuon held at Jammu
University. Poets Foundation also published

her book of poems MOODS,
displayed at the World Book
Exhibition, Kolkata.

Anshul's Hindi poetry
has been published in Shiraza
of J&KAcademy ofArt, Culture
& Languages. Her English
poems have been translated
into Hindi and Kashmiri by Dr.
Agnishekhar, Dr. Premi
R o m a n i a n d P r o f .
O . N . C h r a n g o o . D r .
Agnishekhar has this to say
about her "Anshul Aima is a
sensitive, brilliant and rising
poetess. She had attracted
people's attention from her
very first collection of poems. It
is hoped, she will be a class
apart from the trend prevalent

here."
Three poems from her 'Patte - Zindagi Ek

Safar':

kçÀçÆJçlçç DçOçÓjçÇ vç jn pççS
®ççjçW lçjHçÀ Mççíj cç®çç nÌ
Dççiç HçÀÌuççÇ nÌ ®ççjçW Dççíj
jçílçç yç®®çç kçÀçBhç jnç nÌ
uççíiç çÆmçcçìí yçÌþí IçjçW cçW

`]pççvç' kçÀçÇ vçíì-HççÆ$çkçÀç
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cçQ pçuoçÇ mçí Içj hçnáB®ç pççTB
kçÀçÆJçlçç DçOçÓjçÇ vç jn pççS~

vçYç nÌ OçáBS mçí kçÀçuçç
mç[kçÀ KçÓvç mçí uççuç jbiççÇ
kçÀçíF& cçíjçÇ DççJçç]pç vçnçÇ mçávçlçç
mçVççìí cçW nj kçÀçíF& [jç náDçç
Içj kçÀçí DççJçç]pç oílççÇ nÓB
kçÀçÆJçlçç DçOçÓjçÇ vç jn pççS~

KçÓvç çÆkçÀmççÇ kçÀç yçn iç³çç
Içj çÆkçÀmççÇ kçÀç pçuç iç³çç
kçÀçbhç Gþç çÆouç cçíjç
uç[kçÀçÇ kçÀç mçánçiç Gpçæ[ iç³çç
Fmç IççJç kçÀçí Içj cçW YçªbiççÇ
kçÀçÆJçlçç DçOçÓjçÇ vç jn pççS~

cçvçáø³ç cçvçáø³ç kçÀçÇ pççvç kçÀç oáMcçvç
pççÇJçvç cçãl³çá yçvç jnç nÌ
mçyçkçÀçÇ DççBKççí kçÀçí vçcç kçÀjkçíÀ
vçYç cçW kçÀçuçç mçç³çç sç jnç nÌ
kçÀuç çÆuçKççÇ LççÇ kçÀçÆJçlçç cçQvçí
Dççpç Gmçí hçÓjç kçÀjvçç nÌ
cçj vç pççTB Içj hçnáB®çvçí mçí hçnuçí
cçíjçÇ kçÀçÆJçlçç
kçÀçÆJçlçç DçOçÓjçÇ vç jn pççS~

kçÀyç yçÓbo çÆiçjí
cçQ vçç®çÓb
³çÓb lççí
jçíkçÀ vçnçR kçÀçíF&

yçççÆjMç kçÀçÇ yçÓboí

ìçíkçÀ vçnçR
Dççpç YççÇ vçç®ç mçkçÀlççÇ nÓB
iççíuç iççíuç PçÓcç PçÓcç kçÀj
vçãl³ç kçÀç Dççvçvo Gþç mçkçÀlççÇ nÓB
hçbKç KçáMççÇ mçí yçvççkçÀj
cççíj kçÀçÇ lçjn hçbKç HçÌÀuçç mçkçÀlççÇ nÓB
kçÀocççW cçW HçáÀjlççÇ YçjkçÀj
nJçç kçíÀ mççLç Dççmçcççvç mçí yççlçW kçÀj mçkçÀlççÇ nÓB, hçj
pçyç yçÓboW çÆiçjWiççÇ
cçQ vçç®çÓBiççÇ~

nj hçmççÇvçí kçÀçí yçÓBoçW vçí yçnç çÆo³çç
yçÓBoçW vçí cçáPçí çÆYçiççí çÆo³çç
SkçÀ yçÓBo hçj yçÓBo hç[çÇ
yçÓBoçW kçÀçÇ uçºçÇ yçvççÇ
yçÓboçW kçÀçÇ cççuçç hçnvçí
cçQ PçÓcç PçÓcç kçÀj jçí hç[çÇ
cçQ vçç®ç jnçÇ
Dçyç yçÓBo yçjmççÇ
cçÌb vçç®ç jnçÇ~

DççBKçW KçáuççÇ nQ cçíjçÇ
çÆovç [uçlçí jçlç nçílçí
oíKçlççÇ nÓB
hçj oíKç mçkçÀlççÇ nÓB kçíÀJçuç
DççKçjçÇ Içj hçj cçá[lççÇ mçæ[kçÀ lçkçÀ~

çÆ®ççÆ[³ççB oíKçlççÇ nÓB
G[çvç kçíÀ çÆuçS lçÌ³ççj
hçj cçQ mçç#ççÇ vçnçÇ yçvç hççlççÇ

DççBKçW nQ hçj vç]pçj

`]pççvç' kçÀçÇ vçíì-HççÆ$çkçÀç
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yçbo kç@Àjevçmç yçe yççMçí, ]pçiçlçeçÆ®ç Jççuçe JççMçí~
cJçkçÀeuç³ç ®çççÆvç DççMçí, çÆMçJçvççLçe DççÆJçvççMçí~~

yççJçe mçól³çd çÆvççÆMç çÆ³çcçe³ççí, njecJçKçe Jç@v³çd çÆocçe³ççí~
cçán iççÆì nebçÆo iççMçí, çÆMçJçvççLçe DççÆJçvççMçí~~

kçÀç@uççmç kçÀçône æsçjLç, oçjvçççÆ³ç Ðççvçe oçjLç~
mçLç ]®³çLç DççkçÀçMçí, çÆMçJçvççLçe DççÆJçvççMçí~~
lççj çÆocç cçáçÆn JççJçmç, cçç³çççÆ³ç o@çÆj³ççJçmç~
kçÀ[ ÜKçe vçççÆJç HççMçí, çÆMçJçvççLçe DççÆJçvççMçí~~

mçcçmççje kçíÀ mçj³ç yççí, nje vççJçe mçól³çd lçj³ç yççí~
kçÀçmç mçbkçÀì ]®³çLç ÒçkçÀçMçí, çÆMçJçvççLçe DççÆJçvççMçí~~

]pçHçò Mçyçvçcç oçjí, HççÆHç y³ççíuç lçHçe Jççjí~
kçÀçbn HçÀçôuç içæçÆs vçe nçMçí, çÆMçJçvççLçe DççÆJçvççMçí~~

ní YççíuççvççLçe mçço³ç, DççJççnvçe vçço³ç~
mçççÆvç yççí]pç Mçá³ç& yççMçí, çÆMçJçvççLçe DççÆJçvççMçí~~

kç=ÀøCçmç Dççbs ®çç@vççÇ, yçK®çámç HççHç Òçç@vççÇ~
MççHçvç kçÀj lçe vççMçí, çÆMçJçvççLçe DççÆJçvççMçí~~

��

GmçkçÀçÇ ³çç$çç kçÀçÇ
DççBKç oíKçvçç ®ççnlççÇ nÌ
vç]pçj mççLç vçnçÇ oílççÇ~

mçÓKçç hççÇuçç hçÊçç oíKçlççÇ nÓB
]pçcççÇvç hçj hç[ç náDçç
Dççmçcççvç cçW mçHçÀj kçÀjvçí uçiçç
nJçç kçíÀ vçS PççWkçíÀ kçíÀ mççLç
hçj cçQ vçç pççvç hççTBiççÇ GmçkçÀçÇ cçbçÆ]pçuç
DççBKçí oíKçvçç ®ççnlççÇ nÌ
vç]pçj mççLç vçnçÇ oílççÇ

oíKçlççÇ nÓB yçnlççÇ vççÆo³çç
çÆvçlç [çíuçlççÇ
çÆkçÀvççjçW kçíÀ mçbiç, mçbiç
hçj cçQ pççÇ vç hççTBiççÇ GmçkçÀç çÆcçuçvç
mçcçábê kçíÀ mççLç
DççBKçí oíKçvçç ®ççnlççÇ nQ
vç]pçj mççLç vçnçÇ oílççÇ

`]pççvç' kçÀçÇ vçíì-HççÆ$çkçÀç



ÒççiççMç

Comic Tales for Children
Based on the Folk Stories of Kashmir

Concept & Creation

Deepak Durgaprasad Bhatt
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Contact Artiste at: deep_bhat@hotmail.com
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Comic Tales for Children
Created by

Deepak Durgaprasad Bhatt

Authored by : Braj B. Kachru Comic created by: Deepak Durgaprasad
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Mahadev Bishta - The Thief

Comic Tales for Children
Created by

Deepak Durgaprasad Bhatt

Next time : King & the Shephered
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kçÀnçR kçÀçíF& DççocççÇ MçnlçÓlç kçíÀ hçÊçí kçÀçìlçç ³çç
MçnlçÓlç kçÀç Jçã#ç kçÀçìlçí ná³çí çÆcçuçlçç, Gmçmçí ]pççíj
]pçyçjomlççÇ kçÀjkçíÀ hçÌmçç JçmçÓuç kçÀjlçç~ pççí hçÌmçí vçnçR
oílçç, GmçkçíÀ Thçj kçíÀmç ®çuççvçí kçÀçÇ OçcçkçÀçÇ oílçç~ hçnuçí
hçnuçí Jçã#ççW kçíÀ mççLç sí[ sç[ kçÀjvçí JççuççW kçÀçí hçkçÀ[vçí
kçíÀ çÆuç³çí içMlç YççÇ uçiçç³çç kçÀjlçç Lçç hçj mçcç³ç ®çuçlçí
Jçn mçyç sçí[ çÆo³çç~ Dçyç lççí uççíiç mççÇOçí GmçkçíÀ Içj hçj
nçÇ Dçç pççlçí DççÌj çÆnmççyç çÆkçÀlççyç kçÀjkçíÀ ®çuçí pççlçí~ nçB,
nj çÆovç Mççcç kçÀçí iççBJç kçíÀ yç®®ççW kçíÀ mççLç
yçÌþvçç DççÌj GvnW Mçnj kçÀç mç®ç PçÓì
mçávççvçç Jçn kçÀYççÇ vçnçR YçÓuçlçç~ Jçn
kçÀnlçç, ``Mçnj cçW nj SkçÀ kçíÀ hççmç cççíìj
nÌ~ çÆpçmç kçíÀ hççmç cççíìj vçnçR Jçn lççbiçí hçj
®çæ{lçç nÌ~ hçj lççbiçí hçj ®çæ{vçí JççuççW kçÀçí
uççíiç n]kçÀçjlç kçÀçÇ vç]pçj mçí oíKçlçí nQ~
Mçnj cçW omç omç cçBçÆ]pçuçç cçkçÀçvç nçílçí nQ~
yçnálç mççjí cçkçÀçvççW cçW cççíìj lççÇmçjçÇ cçBçÆ]pçuç lçkçÀ pççlçí
nÌ~ Mçnj kçíÀ oçí kçÀçuçípççW cçW çÆJçuçç³çlç mçí Dçç³çí uç[kçíÀ YççÇ
hçæ{lçí nQ~ Mçnj cçW yççjn Dçmhçlççuç nQ~ mçyç mçí yç[í
Dçmhçlççuç cçW hççB®ç mççÌ kçÀcçjí nQ~ SkçÀ SkçÀ kçÀcçjí cçW oçí oçí
mççÌ yççÇcççjçW kçíÀ jnvçí kçÀçÇ pçiçn nÌ~'' ]kçÀççÆoj vçí hçÓsç,
``Dçyç kçÀçÇ yççj lçácç Mçnj pççDççíiçí lççí ncçW YççÇ Içácççvçí kçíÀ
çÆuç³çí uçí pççvçç~'' pççÇuççvççÇ vçí pçJççyç çÆo³çç, ``lçácnW
Mçnj cçW Lççí[í nçÇ ®çuçvçç Dçç³çíiçç~ oíKçlçí oíKçlçí içç[çÇ kçíÀ
vççÇ®çí Dçç pççDççíiçí~''

pççÇuççvççÇ SkçÀ yççj Dçhçvçí çÆhçlçç
kçíÀ mççLç hçþçvçkçÀçíì iç³çç Lçç~ JçnçR
Gmçvçí jíuçiççæ[çÇ oíKççÇ LççÇ~
jíuçiççæ[çÇ cçW mç]HçÀj lççí vçnçR çÆkçÀ³çç
hçj Gmç kçíÀ çÆ[yyççW kçÀçí Dçboj mçí DççÌj
yççnj mçí YçjhçÓj oíKç çÆuç³çç Lçç~
hçnuççÇ yççj jíuçiççæ[çÇ kçíÀ çÆ[yyçí kçíÀ Dçboj pççkçÀj GmçkçÀçÇ
®ççÇKç çÆvçkçÀuç içF& LççÇ, ``cçíjí Kçáoç! jíuçiççæ[çÇ kçíÀ Dçboj

nçÇ yççLç ªcç DççÌj mçb[çmç!'' hçj Dççpç
SímççÇ yççlç vçnçR LççÇ~ Gmçvçí jíuçiççæ[çÇ DççÌj
GmçkçíÀ mç]HçÀj kçíÀ yççjí cçW pççí pççí çÆkçÀmmçí
kçÀnççÆvç³ççB mçávççÇ LççR, Jçn mçyç kçáÀs Jçn
iççBJç kçíÀ yç®®ççW kçÀçí Fmç Dçboç]pç cçW mçávççlçç
pçÌmçí GmçkçíÀ mççcçvçí náDçç nçí~ jcçíMç vçí
hçÓsç, ``lçácç çÆkçÀlçvççÇ yççj jíuçiççæ[çÇ cçW
mç]HçÀj kçÀj ®çákçíÀ nçí~'' pççÇuççvççÇ vçí

pçJççyç çÆo³çç, ``DçvçíkçÀ yççj~ cçíjç nj oÓmçjç çÆovç
jíuçiççæ[çÇ cçW nçÇ içá]pçjlçç Lçç~'' ³çn yççlç çÆkçÀmççÇ no lçkçÀ
þçÇkçÀ YççÇ LççÇ~ pçyç lçkçÀ Jçn Dçhçvçí çÆhçlçç kçíÀ mççLç
hçþçvçkçÀçíì cçW jnç, Jçn lç]kçÀjçÇyçvç nj çÆovç jíuçiççæ[çÇ kçíÀ
Dçboj Içámç kçÀj çÆKç[kçÀçÇ hçj yçÌþ pççlçç DççÌj oÓmçjçÇ
lçjHçÀ mçí ®çuçvçí JççuççÇ jíuçiçççÆæ[³ççW kçÀçí oíKçlçç~ pççÇuççvççÇ
kçíÀ çÆyçvçç çÆìkçÀì mìíMçvç kçíÀ Dçboj pççvçí kçÀçÇ Jçpçn mçí
GmçkçíÀ çÆhçlçç kçÀçí kçÀF& yççj pçácç&çvçç YççÇ Yçjvçç hçæ[ç Lçç~

pççÇuççvççÇ yç®®ççW kçÀçí SkçÀ kçíÀ yçço SkçÀ kçÀnçvççÇ

`]pççvç' kçÀçÇ vçíì-HççÆ$çkçÀç
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mçávççlçç~ ``SkçÀ çÆovç iççBJç kçÀç SkçÀ DççocççÇ mçÓì yçÓì
hçnvç kçÀj jíuçiçç[çÇ cçW yçÌþç Lçç~ cçíjí mççcçvçí nçÇ GmçkçÀçÇ
mççÇì LççÇ~ çÆKç[kçÀçÇ kçíÀ yççnj mçí Gmçí çÆkçÀmççÇ þiç vçí
DççJçç]pç oçÇ~ p³ççWnçÇ Gmçvçí çÆKçæ[kçÀçÇ mçí yççnj oíKçç,
hççÇsí mçí SkçÀ DççÌj þiç vçí GmçkçÀçÇ pçíyç mçí yçìáDçç Gæ[ç
çÆuç³çç~ iççBJç Jççuçç yçnálç jçí³çç hçj kçw³çç kçÀj mçkçÀlçç
Lçç~'' lçççÆj]kçÀ vçí hçÓsç, ``lçácnW kçÌÀmçí hçlçç ®çuçç çÆkçÀ Jçn
iççBJç kçÀç jnvçí Jççuçç Lçç~'' pççÇuççvççÇ kçÀçí lçççÆj]kçÀ kçÀç
mçJççuç kçÀjvçç Dç®sç vçnçR uçiçç~ Gmçvçí kçÀnç, ``lççí
Mçnj kçÀç Lçç kçw³çç? Dçjí, Mçnj Jççuçç nçílçç lççí JçnçR
GmçkçÀç mçj HçÀçíæ[ oílçç~ Mçnj Jççuçí kçÀçÇ DççþçW FbçÆê³ççB
mçlçkç&À jnlççÇ nQ~'' ]kçÀççÆoj mççí®ç cçW hçæ[ iç³çç çÆkçÀ Mçnj
Jççuçí kçÀçÇ Dççþ FbçÆê³ççB kçÀnçB kçÀnçB nçílççÇ nQ~ hçj hçÓsvçí kçÀçÇ
çÆnccçlç vç náF&~

pççÇuççvççÇ kçÀnlçç iç³çç, ``SkçÀ yççj DççÌj cçíjí mççLç
SkçÀ uçæ[kçÀç mç]HçÀj kçÀj jnç Lçç~ Jçn yççnj kçÀnçR
[çkçwìjçÇ kçÀçÇ ì^íçÆvçbiç uçí jnç Lçç~ Gmçvçí HçÀçÇmç kçíÀ hççB®ç mççÌ
©hç³çí Dçhçvçí lççÆkçÀ³çí kçíÀ Kççíuç cçW çÆshçç kçÀj jKçí Lçí~
mçáyçn pçyç Jçn vççRo mçí pççiçç, oíKçç lççÆkçÀ³çç cççÌpçÓo nÌ
hçj hçÌmçí içç³çyç nQ~'' kçÀççÆoj vçí hçÓsç, ``Jçn uç[kçÀç
Mçnj kçÀç Lçç ³çç iççBJç kçÀç?'' pççÇuççvççÇ kçíÀ kçáÀs kçÀnvçí mçí
hçnuçí nçÇ jcçíMç yççíuç Gþç, ``[çkçwìjçÇ hçæ{ jnç Lçç lççí
Mçnj kçÀç nçÇ jnç nçíiçç vçç!'' pççÇuççvççÇ ®çáhç jnç~ GmçkçíÀ
içuçí mçí DççJçç]pç nçÇ vçnçR çÆvçkçÀuççÇ~ GmçkçÀçí ®çáhç oíKç
uç[kçÀçW vçí kçÀnç, ``SkçÀ DççÌj kçÀnçvççÇ mçávççDççí~''
pççÇuççvççÇ vçí GbiççÆuç³ççW mçí jiç[ kçÀj oçívççW DççBKçW mççHçÀ
kçÀçÇ~ hççvççÇ çÆhç³çç DççÌj içuçç mççHçÀ kçÀjkçíÀ yççíuçç, ``Dç®sç
mçávççí~ hçj kçÀçíF& mçJççuç vçnçR kçÀjíiçç~'' uçæ[kçÀçW vçí

GmçkçÀçÇ yççlç cççvç uççÇ~ pççÇuççvççÇ vçí yççíuçvçç Mçáª çÆkçÀ³çç,
``SkçÀ yççj SkçÀ hçbpççyççÇ cçíjí mççLç mçHçÀj kçÀj jnç Lçç~
Jçn pçÓlçí Glççjí çÆyçvçç nçÇ mççí iç³çç~ hçÓsvçí hçj Gmçvçí
yçlçç³çç, ``pçÓlçí kçÀçÇcçlççÇ nQ~ kçÀçíF& GþçkçÀj vç uçí pçç³çí,
FmççÆuç³çí hçnvç kçÀj nçÇ mççílçç nÓB~'' mçáyçn pçyç GmçkçÀçÇ
DççBKç KçáuççÇ lççí kçw³çç oíKçç çÆkçÀ pçÓlçí lççí hççBJç cçW nçÇ nQ, hçj
GmçkçíÀ lçuçJçí çÆkçÀmççÇ vçí kçÀçì çÆuç³çí nQ~ hçbpççyççÇ sçlççÇ
hççÇìvçí uçiçç~ yçço cçW hçlçç ®çuçç çÆkçÀ Gmçvçí pçÓlççW kçíÀ Dçboj
mççívçç çÆshçç kçÀj jKçç Lçç~'' kçÀnçvççÇ mçávç kçÀj uçæ[kçíÀ
mçkçÀlçí cçW Dçç iç³çí~ mçánÌuç vçí pççÇuççvççÇ mçí hçÓsç, ``lçácnW
jíuçiççæ[çÇ cçW æ[j vçnçR uçiçlçç Lçç?'' pççÇuççvççÇ vçí kçÀnç,
``ncç mççlç mçcçboj kçÀç hççvççÇ hççÇ kçÀj Dçç³çí nQ~ ncçW kçÌÀmçç
[j?''

s: cçnçÇvçí yççÇlç iç³çí~ SkçÀ çÆovç pçcççuç mççnyç kçíÀ
YçlççÇpçí DçMHçÀç]kçÀ mççnyç GvçkçíÀ Içj hçj Dçç³çí~ Jçn
Dçmçuç cçW çÆouuççÇ cçW jnlçí Lçí DççÌj IçÓcçvçí kçíÀ çÆuç³çí kçÀMcççÇj
Dçç³çí ná³çí Lçí~ DçMHçÀç]kçÀ mççnyç kçÀçÇ çÆouuççÇ cçW kçÀMcççÇjçÇ
MççuççW kçÀçÇ oákçÀçvç LççÇ~ pçcççuç mççnyç DççÌj Mç]HçÀçÇkçÀç mçí

`]pççvç' kçÀçÇ vçíì-HççÆ$çkçÀç
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pççÇuççvççÇ kçÀçÇ lççjçÇ]HçWÀ mçávç kçÀj Jçn yçnálç KçáMç náS DççÌj
Gmçvçí pççÇuççvççÇ kçÀçí Dçhçvçí hççmç çÆouuççÇ uçí pççvçí kçÀçÇ
F®sç pçlççF&~ pçyç DçMHçÀç]kçÀ mççnyç vçí pççÇuççvççÇ kçíÀ
cççlçç çÆhçlçç mçí Fmç yççjí cçW yççlç kçÀçÇ lççí Jçn jç]pççÇ nçí iç³çí~
]HçÌÀmçuçç náDçç çÆkçÀ jcç]pççvç kçÀç cçnçÇvçç çÆvçkçÀuçlçí nçÇ Jçn
pççÇuççvççÇ kçÀçí lççj Yçípç kçÀj Dçhçvçí hççmç yçáuçç uçWiçí~

çÆouuççÇ pççvçí kçÀçÇ yççlç mçávç kçÀj pççÇuççvççÇ kçÀçÇ vççRo
G[ içF&~ Gmçí SkçÀ SkçÀ çÆovç SkçÀ SkçÀ cçnçÇvçí kçíÀ yçjçyçj
uçiçvçí uçiçç~ ``Kçáoç vçpççlç oí~ Dçyç Jçn yçí]kçÀjçj nÌ
pççvçí kçíÀ çÆuç³çí! vçnçR lççí ³çnçB kçÀçÇ vççÌkçÀjçÇ YççÇ yçnálç Dç®sçÇ
LççÇ~ çÆHçÀj ³çn lççí yçnálç cçínvçlç kçÀjvçí Jççuçç uçæ[kçÀç nÌ,
Símçç JçÌmçç vçnçR nÌ vçç?'' Mç]HçÀçÇkçÀç oáuççjçÇ kçÀçí mçávçç jnçÇ
LççÇ~ pçyç mçí mçuççÇcçç kçíÀ mççLç Mç]HçÀçÇkçÀç kçÀçÇ lçÓ lçÓ cçQ cçQ náF&&
LççÇ, lçyç mçí Jçn ]p³ççoçlçj oáuççjçÇ kçíÀ hççmç nçÇ DççlççÇ LççÇ~
hçj oáuççjçÇ kçíÀ mççcçvçí Gmç kçÀçÇ ]p³ççoç vçnçR ®çuçlççÇ LççÇ~
Jçn DçO³çççÆhçkçÀç LççÇ vçç, Mç]HçÀçÇkçÀç kçíÀ içuçlç Dçbûçí]pççÇ
MçyoçW kçÀçí lçájblç hçkçÀæ[ uçílççÇ LççÇ~

DçççÆ]Kçj Jçn çÆovç Dçç nçÇ iç³çç~ pççÇuççvççÇ kçÀçí
çÆouuççÇ Dççvçí kçÀç lççj çÆcçuç iç³çç~ Jçn KçáMççÇ mçí HçÓÀuçí vç
mçcçç³çç~ ``lççÇvç çÆovç yçço nçÇ çÆvçkçÀuçvçç nÌ lççí kçÀuç nçÇ
Mçnj pççvçç nçíiçç~'' iççBJç kçíÀ yç®®çí GmçkçíÀ pççvçí mçí yçnálç
oáKççÇ Lçí~ ³çÐççÆhç pççÇuççvççÇ GvnW nj çÆovç HçÀìkçÀçjlçç
DççÌj lççvçí oílçç Lçç, çÆHçÀj YççÇ Jçn Gmçmçí yçnálç h³ççj
kçÀjlçí Lçí~ Dçiçuçí çÆovç pçyç pççÇuççvççÇ Mçnj pççvçí kçíÀ çÆuç³çí
lççBiçí hçj mçJççj náDçç lççí yç®®çí HçÓÀì HçÓÀì kçÀj jçívçí uçiçí~
pççÇuççvççÇ hçj Fmç kçÀç kçÀçíF& Dçmçj vç náDçç~ Jçn Kç³ççuççW
cçW çÆouuççÇ hçnáB®ç ®çákçÀç Lçç~ Mç]HçÀçÇkçÀç vçí Gmçmçí kçÀnç,
``cçíjí yç®®çí, mç]HçÀj cçW mççJçOççvç jnvçç~ Kçáoç vçpççlç oí
Fvç uçáìíjçW mçí~ Jçn lççí kçÀnçR YççÇ DççkçÀj uçÓì uçílçí nQ~''

pççÇuççvççÇ vçí lççBiçíJççuçí kçÀçí ®çuçvçí kçÀç FMççjç çÆkçÀ³çç DççÌj
Mç]HçÀçÇkçÀç mçí yççíuçç, ``ncççjç kçw³çç çÆyçiçç[ uçWiçí? ncç lççí
Mçnj Jççuçí nQ~''

lçmçjíí çÆovç pççÇuççvççÇ yçmç mçí hçþçvçkçÀçíì hçnáB®çç~
çÆìkçÀì çÆuç³çç DççÌj jíuçiççæ[çÇ cçW yçÌþ iç³çç~ Gmç kçÀçÇ mççÇì

çÆKçæ[kçÀçÇ kçíÀ hççmç LççÇ hçj JçnçB SkçÀ vçJç³çáJçkçÀ yçÌþç náDçç
Lçç~ pççÇuççvççÇ kçÀçí oíKçlçí nçÇ Jçn Gþ Kç[ç náDçç DççÌj
oÓmçjçÇ pçiçn pççkçÀj yçÌþ iç³çç~ pççÇuççvççÇ vçí Dçhçvçç ì^bkçÀ
DççÌj yçÌiç Thçj kçÀçÇ yçLç& hçj jKçç DççÌj mççÇì hçj yçÌþ
iç³çç~ SkçÀ LçÌuççÇ LççÇ pççí Gmçvçí Dçhçvçí nçLç cçW jKççÇ~
oÓmçjçÇ lçjHçÀ SkçÀ oçæ{çÇ Jççuçç yçÌþç Lçç pççí pççÇuççvççÇ kçíÀ
ì^bkçÀ kçÀçí lçkçÀ jnç Lçç~ ³çÐççÆhç Gmçvçí pççÇuççvççÇ mçí kçÀçíF&
yççlç vçnçR kçÀçÇ hçj pççÇuççvççÇ vçí GmçkçÀçí oíKçkçÀj nçÇ
hçn®ççvç çÆuç³çç~ GmçkçíÀ cçálçççÆyç]kçÀ oçæ{çÇ Jççuçç ®ççíj Lçç
DççÌj Gmçmçí mçcYçuç kçÀj jnvçí kçÀçÇ ]pçªjlç LççÇ~
pççÇuççvççÇ GmçkçíÀ yççjí cçW mççí®ç nçÇ jnç Lçç çÆkçÀ oçæ{çÇ Jççuçí
vçí hçÓsç, ``kçÀçÆn³çí! kçÀnçB lçkçÀ pççvçç nÌ?''

(¬çÀcçMç:)
Contact author at: rainamk1@yahoo.co.in

`]pççvç' kçÀçÇ vçíì-HççÆ$çkçÀç



ÒççiççMç `]pççvç' kçÀçÇ vçíì-HççÆ$çkçÀç

ÒççiççMç September 2018 ~ çÆmçlçbyçj 2018 36

Praagaash36

Jç<ç& 3 : DçbkçÀ 3 çÆmçlçbyçj 2018~

My Life My Passion - Rita Kaul

My Journey as a Musician

One evening as I relaxed in my terrace

garden in Mumbai, reminiscing with a hot cup
of kahwah tea, my
thoughts flew back to my
childhood. In my mind's
eye, I saw myself as a
cherubic six year old
child, fondly called 'Dolly'
by my family, being told
to sing by my aunt
Shanta Kaul whom I
lovingly addressed as
Jigjaan.

To Jigjaan goes the credit of my early
preamble into the world of music. She would
make sure I sang every single day without
fail. Each song was chosen by her - someday
it would be a song sung by Lataji and some
day it was Ashaji. Even the verses to be sung
were selected by her, and she decided how
much time I could allot to each song.

Apart from a discipline of sorts, Jigjaan
also imparted to me a great self confidence.
She taught me to take pride in singing to the
extent that I felt no hesitation in singing any
song at any given time, anywhere, without
reserve. One of my great favourites at that
time was
In this almost magical manner, I was as if
mesmerized, gradually drawn towards
music.

My mother being a Sitar player, music was
in my genes; apart from being a doctor, my
father who was also a stage artist recognized
this streak of talent in me. By the time I was 8
yrs old, I was put under the able teacher Shri
Sambhunath Sapori. It was under his

'In aankhon ka rang ho gaya gulabi'.

guidance that my actual training began and I
understood the nuances of music, at the
young age of 15 years.

I passed the radio audition test in
Kashmir, thanks to the immense praise and
appreciation of my guru. Passed B.Music
from Allahabad Prayag Sangeet Samiti in
flying colours. Sang more than 250 original
composed Kashmiri and Hindi songs on radio
and television since the age of 15.

I am forever grateful to my father and
Jigjaan who not only encouraged me to
perform in remote areas on the Kashmir
border, but also to start teaching, when I was
still just 15. My students comprised of doctors
and engineers, who I often admonished for
not having done their practice. Very soon I
began to be known as the 'Koel of Kashmir'
and gained fame as a singer of repute.

I joined Srinagar University to study
Masters in Political Science. It would be
remiss on my part if I did not mention my
friends and batchmates. Ragging in college
campus was very much
in vogue though perhaps
not in the violent form it is
prevalent these days.
However I was fortunate
to have made great
friends, who protected
me and put a stop to the
constant bullying of the
boys.

In 1971 I was the
leading voice in the Nationally Acclaimed
Opera 'Shuhul Kul', written and directed by
late Padmashri Dinanath Nadim. This

Rita Kaul Special
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musical drama took me to a different high
altogether, while performing as 'Poshnool', a
rare brid in Kashmir, who sings in a heavenly
manner.

Mrs. Indira Gandhi happened to be
present in Kashmir to watch this opera and
was s imp l y ove rwhe lmed by the
performance. She specially sent for me to
sing before her. She would tell everyone that I
resembled her grandmother. On another
occasion, she introduced me to her aunts
telling them to note the striking resemblance
between their mother and me.

In Delhi at the end of one of my
performance, she gave me a standing ovation
which truly touched my heart. I felt honored to
be felicitated by the then Prime Minister of our
country.

In 1975 I got married to Mr. Moti Kaul and
came to live in Bombay. My husband has
been my biggest source of inspiration and
strength since my marriage. Whatever I am
today I owe to Motiji. He gave me immense
support and encouragement in my music
career. I am indebted to all my gurus namely
Shri Yashwant Joshi, Late Shri Dhruv Ghosh
and present singer composer and music
director Shri Mohinderjit.

In Mumbai I
sang regularly on
Radio, Television
and on s tage
performances. I
sang many jingles
and background
s o n g s f o r
d o c u m e n t a r y
films. In the last 3
d e c a d e s m y
creative abilities
t o o k u p t h e
c h a l l e n g e o f
music direction.

'Azadak Ka Insaaf' was one of the musical
plays where I assisted the music director. This
play was performed at different places in
India.

In the year 1995 on our holiday trip to
London, Washington and Canada, I had the
pleasure to perform before my Kashmiri
brethren. These were also the trying times
when our entire race was thrown out of the
valley. In the early days of this crisis, with a lot
of anguish in my heart, I sang all the exodus
songs to an exclusively Kashmiri and Indian
audience living abroad. The songs were my
very own composition and evoked fervour of
patriotism.

In Mumbai I concentrated on teaching
and grooming children in music, including my
two sons Sumit and Sohail. I worked as the
head of the department of music section in a
well known school, Utpal Shanghvi Institute.
During my stint with them, I was instrumental
in conductingAnnual Day functions with great
success. Recently I composed and

conducted a Qawwali for them, on their 25
Silver Jubilee.

In 1991, I suffered a personal tragedy. I
lost my brother Vinod in an accident, an
untimely death that completely shattered my

th

Rita Kaul with her husband Mr. Moti Kaul
and sons Sumit & Suhail
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world. It took me a
while to recover from
this shock. In the
m e m o r y o f m y
d e a r e s t b r o t h e r
Vinod, I set up an
institution, Vinod Sur
Shringaar, my very
o w n m u s i c
a c a d e m y ,
established in the
year 1996.

Vinod Sur Shringaar has been imparting
extensive training and performance exposure
to hundreds of students. The institute also
prepares the students for diploma courses. In
the dance ballet Ramayana I was lucky to
have conducted the complete music. This
dance ballet was held by Sur Jhankar Dance
Academy. I have always been passionate
about music and training children in music
has always been my ultimate goal in life. I
most humbly mention about Armaan Malik, a
true star in the present music world who has
also had his training with me at Vinod Sur
Shringaar. Armaan is forever in praise of this
institute and his Guru.

It has been a long journey and I believe
my life is a blessed one. I have chosen a field
that has brought me close to my spiritual self.
Music has drawn me close to God and has
had a tremendous and extremely significant

effect on my life. Music as we all know has no
language and has healing powers. I always
try to instill these factors in the minds of my
much loved students. Having been given this
divine gift, I try to stir the souls of my students
and create a unified melody of oneness. I
pray to the Almighty that he gives me the
strength and goodwill to transform human
lives in this manner to the very end of my
days. (Contd on next page)��

TV grab of the VSS girls (all non-Kashmiri)
singing Kashmiri Folk songs at Bhaktivedanta
on 28 December 2015.
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What others say about Rita Kaul:
S.P.Kachru : Ex President, KPAMumbai
Mrs. Reeta Kaul : Recollecting & Reviving
Kashmiri Music
Simply addressing Reeta ji as
a gifted composer, dedicated
musicologist, distinguished
performing artist etc. may
only serve as appendages to
her comprehensive persona
of an elitist GURU, bearing
mellifluous voice & masterly
grace. Her outstanding contribution through
Guru Shishya parampara, in pursuance &
propagation of Indian classical as also
Kashmiri music, has thrown up an impressive
bevy of celebrated vocal artists, who have
trained under her creative tutelage over last
decades.

Reetaji's engaging bond with Kashmiri
Music and overwhelming creative urge to
preserve Kashmiri music and melody has
yielded her mentorship, undertaking
painstaking efforts, in grooming and training
young boys and girls to learn & then perform
impressively at Kashmiri Musical events. At
Vinod Sur Shringaar Academy, It is gratifying
to observe Reetaji patiently inspiring &
motivating the students with ascent & descent
of notes, elaborating & improvising notes of
the melody for the upcoming ZaanFest-II
event, due for performance on 25th August,
2018 at Sharda Sadan, Kharghar.

We feel extremely indebted to Reeta ji for
once again volunteering to train the current
batch of our amateur performers and thank
her immensely for the favour of her kind
indulgence.

���

What others say about Rita Kaul:
Rajen Kaul : Ex President, KPAMumbai
Reeta Kaul :AnAccomplished Music Guru
Although my wife Renu knew
Rita ji from her school &
college days in Srinagar, I
got to know her closely from
1992 after we shifted to
Mumbai from Baroda. Since
then we have been close
family friends with Rita ji &
Moti ji.

Rita ji a PG from J&K University having
deep passion for music acquired a Degree in
Music as also was coached in classic music by
eminent Music Gurus. She has performed as a
Radio & TV artiste having orchestered much
acclaimed music & dance performances in
India & abroad.

22 years ago she set up her own Music
Academy Vinod Sur Shringaar to persue her
passion of teaching young kids music many of
who have graduated to become famous
singers in Bollywood & elsewhere.

Apart from being an accomplished Music
Guru, I have always known her as a very good
human being who goes out of way to help &
mentor poor & needy young members of our
Society. ���

(Contd on next page)

Give Zaan a Big Hand
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Armaan Malik, the famous singer says this
about his Music Guru Ritaji Kaul:

On winning the prestigious
Dadasaheb Phalke Award for the
Most Popular Singer of the year
2016:

They say - The journey of a

thousand miles begins with the

very first step. I am glad to

say that the first step I took

embarking on my musical

journey, was at Vinod Sur

Shringaar. It has been my

home, my place of prayer and a place where I

could get lost in my music. Smt. Rita Kaul, the

founding guru of the Vinod Sur Shringaar

Academy has been instrumental in developing

my early musicality and has hugely

contributed in making me the singer I

am today. It is not only music that is

imparted here but the values that are

important in life to become a better

human being. I really appreciate your

guidance and I am so glad that Rita

Ma’am & Vinod Sur Shringaar have

been a part of my life.

This year has been a crazy journey for

me and every award that I have received has been

incentive to work even harder and better. It feels

surreal to know that people

out there know me, know my

songs and give me so much

love. Would like to dedicate

this award specially to my

musical gurus and teachers

R i ta Kau l & Qad i r

Mustafa.

With Santoor Maestro Bhajan Sopori

Dr. Pran Nath Kaul being felicitated by
his daughter Rita Kaul at a function in
2006 where Shri Khayyam Ji was chief
guest. Apart from being a medical
doctor, Kaul Sahib was also a well
known theatre artist.

Smt. Aruna Kaul, mother of Rita Kaul
being felicitated by Smita Thackerayji
at a function in 2005. Smitha was the
chief guest.

(Contd on next page)
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What others say about Rita Kaul:
Dr. K.L.Chowdhury:
Rita Kaul - The Unpretentious Songstress
My first day as a doctor
began with the outpatients at
SMHS hospital, Srinagar.
There was a large working
table with three chairs on the
three sides for doctors.
Sitting in the middle was a
lean, slightly older ebullient
person with a boyish face
and a sharp voice, a lush black growth on his
head rather standing out. I introduced myself.
He gave me a wide welcoming smile, shook
my hands warmly, and offered me a chair.
Patients started pouring in. I was a bit nervous
so I watched him for a while for I had no idea of
the protocol. But he made it easy for me as he
got down to work, chatting with patients,
bonding with them, cutting jokes and
recounting interesting anecdotes. He guided
me through that first day and that was enough
t o s e t m e o n c o u r s e .

The doctor was Pran Nath Kaul, an eye
specialist, who was as much at ease with the
eyes as with the psyche of his patients.
Needless to say that we became friends and
continued to remain in touch even after he
retired from service until exile threw us into far
away cl imes and sundered human
relationships.

But exile has its blessings
t o o . I t t h r e w u p n e w
acquaintances, gave new
friends and opened the doors
for new opportunities beyond
the pale of my profession. That
is how I met another amazing
person, who is not just a friend
but like a younger brother.
Name- Moti Kaul. Who doesn't
know him in the KP Diaspora?

I have never been a great
connoisseur of Kashmiri music,

but back in the valley, I would listen to
Kashmiri songs by accident, so to speak,
when switching on the TV; there used to be
only one channel. I was familiar with the
names of established singers, but then a new
voice floated into our ears – a lilting voice that
was unique, a style of singing that was
original, and a selection of songs that was
sublime. Who was this new star in the musical
firmament, I wondered?

The name was Rita Kaul. Soon, I was
happy to learn that she was my worthy friend,
Dr Pran Nath Kaul's daughter. Her haunting
songs continued to pour in from time to time
until exile swept us off our easy cushions and
we forgot all about songs and music and even
forgot what it was to laugh for some time.
But art, like exile, has a way of uniting people.
And here is the interesting turn in my story in
which Rita Kaul completes this triangle of
three Kauls, for I came to know that she is not
just the worthy daughter of the witty Dr Pran
Nath Kaul, but also the life partner of the
illustrious Moti Kaul.

But that may not be the best introduction
to Rita, for she has a distinct identity of her
own, a stronger and abiding one that I
discovered only when I met her in person.
Strange that Moti Ji never spoke much about
his wife. Like her, he is so unostentatious; he
doesn't wear the badges of honour on his
sleeve, either his own or of his celebrated wife.

I had to wait for a rare chance to
know her in person. Moti Ji
hardly ever misses to meet me
when he visits Jammu. Nearly
two years back, for a change, he
came along with Rita to see me.
Lo, we had a lovely evening
together and it was great to
know this graceful person, soft-
spoken and demure, and so
unpretentious that I began to
wonder if it was really she that
has the seven notes at her
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command, that she juggles around in a
masterly finesse to create a cadence so
distinctly her own. It was only when they left
that I searched the web to know more about
h e r c r e a t i v e p o t e n t i a l a n d h e r
accomplishments, the concerts she
organized, the dance and drama themes she
composed, her performances in India and
overseas, her albums and compositions and
the awards she has won, especially the
Inspiration Award for Women. But it is her
greater contribution as a guru for a whole
generation of music students whom she
mentors at her own academy that fascinated
me most. It is not just the legacy of her voice
that Rita Kaul is leaving behind for posterity,
but her passion for keeping the flame burning.

Rita Kaul comes
o u t a s t h e
quintessential KP
w o m a n w h o
walks side by side
with men, often
overtaking them,
in the pursuit of
excellence. She is
truly remarkable.

����

What others say about Rita Kaul:
Neema Bamzai Kher, VP KPAMumbai
Rita Kaul -AGreat Human Being
Ritaji is known to me from the
time she came to Mumbai
after getting married to Mr
Moti Kaul. I Knew Motiji
personally from the time we
were in youth group and he
was a VJTI student. We used
to have our meetings in the
VJTI hostel room. After their
marriage, Motiji and Ritaji shifted to Swami
Vivekand Society at Matunga (West). Ritaji
was a very good singer and she had taken her
degree in music. I got to know her more
closely when KPA have had yearly cultural
programmes. This was during the years 1976
onwards when Ritaji would take entire
responsibility of the programme. Under her
management and with total support from
Motiji, the programmes used to be greatly
successful. Motiji himself was a great lover of
music. We the youth group were regulars at
their place. Chand, Alok, Ashok, Bhushan,
Vimal, Rajni, Bitu, Sunita, myself and many
others were in the group. Ritaji would always
welcome us with smiling face. I have never
ever at that time (and even now) seen her
angry o ile teaching.

It was a routine for all of us to meet at
Ritaji's place for rehearsals on Sundays for
two months preceeding the cultural

r frowning wh
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programme dates. It used to be great fun and
we used to wait eagerly for these kind of
opportunities. Ritaji was very strict in
enforcing discipline during our rehearsals and
if we ever made a mistake, she wud never
ever get angry. We
would only make out by
seeing her face that she
was not satisfied. She
would never give up till
we were perfect. Ritaju
used to serve us tea and
lunch during rehearsals
w h i c h w e a l w a y s
relished. There were
many boys in the group
who used to come from far off places and it
would always be a pleasure for Ritaji to serve
meals not only to them but to all of us with a
smiling face. She was and continues to be a
very good cook.

Once it so happened, it was one week
before the cultural programme and we were to
do final reharsal. As usual Ritaji was ready
with her cooking. She had prepared
on that day, being the final day before the
programme. We went for the reahearsal
though only ten of us turned up. Towards end
of the rehearsals, more people turned up and

roganjosh

we were 25 now. Just before the time of lunch,
Ritaji asked us to be busy with our practice and
went into the kitchen, seemingly disturbed,
because there were 25 to be fed now in place
of 10. I realised it and joined her in the kitchen.
We cooked some more rice and mixed all rice
with the mutton and made it into mutton pulao
which turned out to be so delicious. Everybody
enjoyed it without getting an inkling of Ritaji's
concern. No need to tell here that

proved to be very lucky as the
programme was a big hit.

Music is everything to Ritaji. It is her life.
When Sumit was born to her, we had a big
party and even on his first birthday we had a
big party where all the youth group was
present. Kaul's house was an for us. She
has done so many programmes where she
has had non-Kashmiri children singing

Kashmiri songs which
were always big hits. It
may be mentioned here
that whenever KPA
approached her for
d o i n g c u l t u r a l
pogrammes, she never
said 'No'. She was
always willing to help,
and that is what she is
still doing.
R i t a j i y o u a r e a

sweetheart, a great human being. We all love
you.

Roganjosh-
batta

adda

(Contd on next page)
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Clockwise from top left:
1) Samman Patra from

Bhartiya Vikas Sansthan, Mumbai.
2) With the then PM Late Smt Indira Gandhi

(Arare photograph)

4) Final Show - 20thAnniversary of Vinod Sur Shringaar
5) Rehearsals for 20thAnniversary of Vinod Sur Shringaar
6) Some moments of rest

3) With legends of the Kashmiri music
Raj Begum, NasimAkhtar, Zoona Begum (Arare photograph again)

(Contd on next page)

`]pççvç' kçÀçÇ vçíì-HççÆ$çkçÀç



ÒççiççMç

ÒççiççMç September 2018 ~ çÆmçlçbyçj 2018 45

Praagaash45

Jç<ç& 3 : DçbkçÀ 3 çÆmçlçbyçj 2018~

Rita Kaul readying fresh talent for ZaanFest-II at
Vinod Sur Shringaar
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Supported by

Presented

at Sharda Sadan, Kharghar,

Navi Mumbai

on

25 August 2018

Report & Glimpses
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ZaanFest-II, second in the series of revived Zaan festivals was held at

Sharda Sadan, Kharghar on 25 August 2018, first was held at Kashyap

Bhawan on 26 May 2018. The purpose of the Zaan festivals is to keep the

movement of Zaan alive and to lay focus on our culture and our language

which is at the verge of distinction. Shri Bharat Pandit anchored the

programme in his own immaculate style.

This ZaanFest have had many interesting events like a talk in Kashmiri;r e c i t i n g

story in Kashmiri; Ladi Shah, the traditional folk genre of ballad songs sung by wandering

minstrels in Kashmir; young girls and boys trained by Smt. Rita Kaul Ji exclusively for this

festival singing Kashmiri Bhajans and songs; open Kashmiri Quiz etc. Programme started

at 4.30 PM. It was inaugurated with the traditional lighting of Lamp (Diya) by Smt. Rita

Kaul, Shri Moti Kaul (ex President KPA), Shri Sanjay Dhar (President KPA), Smt Asha

Wazir and Shri M.K.Raina.

Dr Sanjay Dhar was felicitated and presented a bouquet by Shri S.P.Kachru on the

occasion. Dr Dhar spoke about the importance of keeping our language alive and gave

stress on continuation of the Zaan movement. He promised full support of the KPA and

Mumbai biradari to the Zaan organisers in general and Shri M.K.Raina in particular. This

was followed by the felicitation of Smt. Ritaji Kaul who was presented a shawl and a

bouquet by Shri M.K.Raina to the standing ovation of the audience. Smt. Kaul spoke for a

while and shared her views on preservation of Kashmiri language with the audience and

offered all support for anything that benefitted the community.

Next, Mr. Moti Kaul, the renowned social worker and ex President of the KPA was

felicitated by Shri S.P.Kachru. Shri Kaul spoke about the Zaan programme and

contribution of Shri M.K.Raina in the propagation of Kashmiri language, and about the

importance of Sharda Sadan, a great asset created by the Mumbai biradari.

Shri S.P.Kachru gave an introduction of the Zaan movement and its history since its

inception in 1998. He laid stress on the need to speak Kashmiri in our homes so that our

younger generation picks up the language.

Smt Neena Kher, a member of the Zaan Steering Committee and Vice President of

the KPAfelicitated Shri Chand Dhar, the celebrated TV and film actor. Shri Dhar also spoke

of the necessity to inculcate interest of the Kashmiri language in our youngsters.

Events started with the singing of a Bhajan ' ' by all the

fresh singers namely Manju Bhat, Shweta Raina, Shalin Pandita, Shehjar Raina (8

years), Karishma Kasid (19 years), Hiya Pandita (8 Years) and Alok Bhat. They all sang

very well in presence of their Guru Ritaji, inviting great applause from the audience. They

proved that their short duration training had not gone waste.

Paadi Kamalan Tal Ba Aayisay

(Continued on next page)

ZaanFest-II
Report by Lokeshi Pandita ,Asst. Editor (Trainee) Praagaash
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Shri M.K.Raina started his class with the explanation regarding 6 Diacritical Marks

introduced in the Standardised Devanagari-Kashmiri Script, followed by their usage in

Kashmiri words. His lessons were well taken by the audience who remained glued to the

blackboard (white here). This was followed by the song ' ' sung by

Manju Bhat and Shehjar Raina. Sanjay Pandita sang the folk song Ladishah specially

written by Sunita Raina Pandit for the occasion which was followed by the Leela

sung by Shweta Raina.

An open Zaan Kashmiri Quiz was conducted by Shri M.K.Raina to which there was

huge response from the audience. 15 Prizes where given away to those who answered

the questions correctly.

, a famous song originally sung by Raj Begum and Naseem

Akhtar at Radio Kashmir, Srinagar was sung here by Shalin Pandita in her melodious

voice. This was followed by Sumeet Patwari performing on Guitar with two Kashmiri

songs. Not born and not having ever lived in Kashmir, Sumeet does not speak Kashmiri

but his interest in learning Kashmiri language is enormous. He has mastered the art of

writing text of songs in Devanagari-Kashmiri script and then recite them with almost

correct pronunciation.

Lokeshi Pandita (16 years) recited Amar Shaheed Sarwanand Koul Premi's

Kashmiri short story , followed by a talk in Kashmiri by Shri P.K.Kaul. He

spoke on Moksha and Lalla Ded's poetry.

Karishma Kasid sang ' in chorus along with other singers. Shalin

Pandita and Alok Bhat dramatised Shri M.K.Raina's humorous song 'Dalvanzuv' to the

grand entertainment of the audience.

Programme came to an end with the Prize Distribution ceremony and presentation

of gift prizes to the performers on the show. This part of the programme was anchored by

Shri Chand Dhar. His presence added grace to the occasion. Champions Trophy in the

Spoken Kashmiri category was awarded to Mrs. Manju Kasid of Kharghar and the Runner

Up Trophy to Mrs. Vijay Dhar of Colaba. Eighty years old Jaya Kaul of Vadodara bagged

the Spoken Kashmiri Motivational Trophy. Jayaji has proved it amply at the Zaan

WhatsApp classes that age stands no bar for learning and expanding field of one's

knowledge. Ritaji Kaul presented gift prizes to the singers.

In between, Shri Rakesh Roshan Bhat, Shri M.K.Kar, Shri Bharat Pandit and Dr.

Sanjay Dhar informed the audience about the forthcoming HARUD show at Rang Sharda,

Bandra and emphasised on their participation. Shri Rakesh Roshan Bhat also spoke

about the Vomedh Theatre Group of Jammu which is presenting the show.

Sharda Sadan Hall was jam packed. Shri Chand Bhat covered the whole

programme with his photographic skills. Members of the Steering Committee of Zaan,

especially Annpurna Raina, Renu Pandita, Manju Kasid and Rakesh Watal toiled very

hard to make it a grand show.

Harmukh Bartal Aasay

'Tsa

Deevi Kaastam Me Gam'

’Rum Gayem Sheeshas'

'Suh ta Khargosh'

'Dimayo Dilasa

��
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Glimpses of ZaanFest-II
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Glimpses of ZaanFest-II
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Glimpses of ZaanFest-II
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Painting of
Lokeshi Pandita
(Age 16 Years)

D/o Renu & Sanjay
Pandita

Airoli, Navi Mumbai

Painting of
Rishit Kar

(drawn when in
7th Standard)
S/o Deepa &
Vinay Kar &
grandson of
Shri M.K.Kar,

Mulund
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Famous spring Vichar Nag

Vicharnaag Plaque:

Vicharnag

which was an annual place
where our community elders deliberated every year.

One NRI couple Mrs. Jaya and Mr.
M.K.Razdan have donated to help clean up the area as it has
become a marshy land. Spring looked good but inside the
temple needed more repairs. It was an emotional experience.

is also said to be the ancestral place of Anupam
Kher. His great grandfather belonged to this place.

Photographs and Text: Surinder Tikoo @surintiku

Year 1921
Photograph:

Ganpatyar Mandir -
Bhushal Lal Bhat @bhushanlalb

KP woman

Vish Nath
Compasi

Year 1922

Photo

Praagaash
Courtesy:

Bhushan
Lal Bhat
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Letters to Editor

Namaskar,
'The

Saga of Survival'

C.L.Gadoo

I am working on an e-book
in different

style and with different content. I
want to express my gratitude to
my community members who
shared at a very crucial time the
pain and anguish of our
displaced brethren who left the valley, to
uphold the Dharma and honour of our
womenfolk. At that critical juncture, when hell
was let loose in the valley, we stood like a rock
together. I was then President, Kashmiri
Samiti, Delhi, the focal point for our struggle
for survival. It was a unique experience to find
extra ordinary spirit and zeal of our community
members to find them all out, in helping mood,
when nobody even not the Government took
cognizance of our miseries. We condemned
the genocide and ethnic cleansing of Kashmiri
Hindus. To protest, we came out in thousands
on roads and rest is the history!

I am sending you the Chapter I (Saga 1 &
Saga 2) for your comments. Please do
respond with your comments. Thanks.

New Delhi
cl.gadoo@gmail.com

���

���

Dear Raina Saheb,

Kuldeep Kumar Kaul

I have gone through the write up
‘Great People to Remember’
just now. I find it best possible
summary narration of great
personality like Pt Saligram Kaul
(my father) in the limited space.

Thanks and God bless you
for your sincere efforts!

Bhopal, MP
kuldeepvijay1@gmail.com

Dear Raina Sahib,

Vijay Bhan

Wonderful design, a Prakash to
our Kashmiri community what a
l i terature is out by our
intellectuals. You have been
working since long and it has
amazing information. May
Saraswati Mata bless you. I am
also working in the field of music with whatever
capacity is there.

Nerul, Navi Mumbai
���

�

�

�

Brilliant attempt and effort. It is very easy for
people l ike me to make
comments here and there but it
takes a solid amount of grit,
dedication, determination toil to
produce something like this. And
Mr. Raina has shown all of that
on the ground, not in the air. I
sincerely hope and pray the global KP
community will support this publication to keep
it sustained. Unless supported, the publication
will not sustain and we will have no one to
blame except ourselves for that.

I do not qualify to comment on the quality
of the content and shall leave that to the
readers and the experts amongst us.
On the layout and presentation, surely a great
job done in absence of professional design
help. Some minor points that come to my
novice mind are:

The Pages are text heavy. These days, the
attention span of a PDF page is less than
seven seconds. Thus the content should be
converted to easy to understand graphics than
lengthy text.

The colour combination looks a bit too loud
at places and could be more subtle.

The photo on page 40 is a historical treasure
and should be greatly appreciated and
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credited.
More as I read through over the month.

Once again and before I close, I stand up and
salute this brilliant effort.

Powai, Mumbai

You r e f f o r t s a re h igh l y
appreciable. The cover page is
very well drafted with Zaan Ded
and the Vasmath. Read the
stories of migration and it
brought back those horrid
memories.

Marol, Mumbai

Sorry, I didnt go through the first
issue of Praagaash. This one is
a journal of class. Nicely
arranged articles that cater to
diverse category of readers with
interesting content to hold
attention. Well done Mahara.

For an editor, it is always a challenge to go
one step ahead while preparing next edition
and maintain same or even better standards.
But Raina Saheb has a magical wand to
produce a new flick every time. God bless you
Sir.

Anushakti Nagar, Mumbai

Namaskar. I am a humble member of the
community and would like to appreciate you
on celebrating Zaan. I also appreciate the way
the community members try to come together
in spite of their busy schedule.
But there are certain things which I feel I need
to share here. I have observed that since our
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Ravinder Bhan

Anju Watal

Namaskar Mahara,

Sunil Ranjan Kaul

Respected Sir,

exodus from Kashmir the community
members have been involved in lot of activites
in different cities to bring the members of the
community together. But I think that in spite of
being a community of great thinkers, we have
not done anything constructive for the
betterment of our community. I am not an
atheist but I think instead of limiting ourselves
to celebrating Hawans and other such
celebrations, why nobody in our community
did ever think of coming together to establish
educational institutions wherein our children
can get quality education as well as jobs. If you
will see most of the communities like
Catholics, Parsis, Jains have their own
colleges. Raising funds would be difficult but
not impossible.......

Other than that, I feel since we are spread
in different cities of the country, (we) should
fight for domicile exemption so that our
children can opt for courses other than
Engineering.

sanjogtakoul@yahoo.in

Congrats on the second issue of
great and robust Praagaash.
Your captainship is bringing
glory to the magazine. I am
impressed by your innovative
columns, journalism in graceful
attire. The magazine is wedded
to Kashmiri culture of which most of us KPs are
ignorant. You are making laudable effort and
we are all with you. Congrats once again.

Borivli, Mumbai

As an activist, I not only appreciate your
contribution but also value all what you do for
community's preservation of culture, language

Sanjogta Koul

Dear Raina Sahib,

Prof.AshokAima

Namaskar,
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Letters to Editor

and literature, which is not
everybody's cup of tea. Your
yoeman's services are to be
written in golden words. In a
cosmopolitan city of Mumbai,
these type of activities are highly
desirable to let our progeny be
aware of our strength. We may at times be
dejected but we have to continue our efforts.
Nishkam seva never goes unrewarded.

New Delhi.

Thanks for the August 2018
issue of Pragaash that arrived a
day ahead of schedule. I wish
we all were to emulate your
promptness.

Once again this issue has
all that you have promised –
poetry, paintings, stories, history, archives,
personalities, letters and other write-ups.

I am glad there is another write-up on The
by Sh Kamal Hak I hope

there will be more in the future issues of
Pragaash. My idea of collecting these stories
is to make the houses talk our stories; present
a slice of our lives, a glimpse into what our life
was like in Kashmir. More importantly, I would
like a description of what happened to the
houses after we were forced into exodus. We
know, by the end of 1990 alone around 2500
houses were gutted, mostly belonging to our
community. Others were illegally occupied,
vandalized, looted, or bought for a song. In
these transactions, there was a sinister
conspiracy at work between the militants, the
buyers and the municipal/revenue officials.
The taking over of whole KP
(neighborhoods)in several towns and villages,
ostensibly for the widening of roads, or for
creating space for bus stands, parks, public

Rajinder Premi

Dear Maharaj Krishen,
���

Story of my House

mohallas
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playgrounds, etc. is one example of state-
sponsored annexation of our properties.
Collectively these stories will go down as
another major document about the ethnic
cleansing that we have suffered and still do.
The blasting of Bamiyan Buddhas in
Afghanistan created international outrage, but
there are scores of our own historic Shivas
(temples) under attack in Kashmir, and yet no
one seems to care. For more than a decade,
we have been crusading for a Temple and
Shrines Bill for the protection and preservation
of our religious institutions (we have
documented more than 400) but we have met
strong opposition not just from our known
adversaries but even from those within the
Hindu fold.

I know there are some of our friends out
there who laugh at what seems to them a futile
exercise, even to reminisce on the past. They
ask us to move on, and forget about what was
and is now practically lost for ever. But in the
journey of life, one needs to pause at times to
look back at the road traveled, in order to carve
the path ahead.

A word about the cover page of
Pragaash. While the picture of Zaan Ded is
striking, I wonder why she is not wearing the
traditional gear – the pheran, taranga and
pooch (headgear), cummerbund (lungi) and
the footwear (khraw).

Before I forget, I loved reading
Antarmukh, the Hindi poem on introspection/
reflection by Shri T N Dhar (Kundan), as also
his Kashmiri essay , which
recreated the times of the all-time greats of
Kashmiri poetry with whom he had the good
fortune for poetic deliberations.
Cheers,

kundanleela@yahoo.com

Pevan Chum Yaad

K.L.Chowdhury
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Dear Raina Sahib,

B.N.Betab

Prof. Rajnath Bhat

Hand folded Namaskar. Nice and
soo th i ng to know abou t
Praagaash. Please accept my
congratulations for the welcome
return.

Writing for the magazine
would be my privilege. Regards,

Jammu

C u l t u r e i s a
multifaceted vehicle of life and
living. One can be ill-cultured but
civilized. On the contrary, one
can be cultured but uncivilized. Some aspects
of culture are determined by weather, terrain,
attire, cuisine of the place/region one belongs
to. Regional shift will naturally warrant a shift
in attire, cuisine etc. Let us look at 'pheran' and
'kangri' that are essential in Kashmir region.
One cannot wear such attire nor make use of a
brazier in the plains. Therefore such items as
become inessential in a new setting ought to
be buried happily. Let us learn from our recent
History that we have adopted the western
attire in toto. In the 30s of the last century,
Hindu women in Kashmir were persuaded to
switch over to wearing Saree. The education
of little girls was taken up very enthusiastically.
One cannot go against such progressive
reforms. Change is integral to life. Let there be
light, knowledge and sincerity aplenty all
around.

BHU Varanasi
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Dear Editor,
This is in continuation to my write-
up ‘Preservation and Survival’
under your column Mission
S u r v i v a l .
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E d i t o r ’ s N o t e

Views expressed in the signed articles

are not necessarily those of

or

We invite writers to write for

Praagaash. Write ups can be in

Kashmiri, Hindi or English on

subjects related to Kashmir,

Kashmiris and Kashmiri language.

Write ups on subjects of common

interest, Humour, Science, Medical

Science, Health, achievements by our

Children, Young & Old are also

welcome.

Articles can be e-mailed to

While e-mailing articles in

Hindi/Kashmiri, kindly attach the

font used.

Zaan

Praagaash.

projectzaan@gmail.com



Vomedh Theatre Group’s
acclaimed Hindi play

(Based on Legendary Pt. Birbal Dhar)

Book Release of
Australia based KP Writer

at

Ek Aur Birbal

Live Kashmiri Music

Rang Sharda
Bandra (W), Mumbai

Shri Bill Koul

Donor Passes of :

Rs. 1000.00
Rs. 500.00

Rs. 300.00

Contact:

Ashish 9619028006
Rajesh 9819339114

available.


