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raagaash is a platform

which brings together
writers and readers, those
who are interested in
literature in its various
forms, prose, poetry,
c r i t i c i sm, anecdo tes ,
humour. We are glad that
this platform is used and
liked by Kashmiris of all
hues, both within the valley
and outside. We are
delighted to record that this platform has been
receiving affection and appreciation from all
corners. Even so our endeavour will be to
improve the magazine both in content and
presentation, for which your suggestions are
solicited.

We were sorry to know about the sad
demise of two very prolific and popular writers,
late Shri Autar Krishna Rehbar and late Shri
Hriday Koul Bharati. Both were prose writers
who made a niche in story writing and drama
writing. Their dramas and serials aired on Radio
Kashmir and Door Darshan, Srinagar, were very
popular and well received. The void created by
their leaving this world is hard to fill. Both had a
special style of writing of their own for which they
received various awards. May their souls rest in
peace. We offer our condolence to their
bereaved families.
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ÞçáKç - MçíKç vçÓj-Go-oçÇvç JçuççÇ

kçWÀ]®çvç kçÀyçj s³ç HççíMç ]pçvç Mçíjí
kçWÀ]®çvç kçÀyçj s³ç çÆmç³ççn ®ççn~

kçWÀn iç@u³çd mçç¿çyçe mçeb]pçí JççÇjí
kçWÀn iç@³ç ]pçíjí DççÆkçÀ içácçjçn~~

JççKç - uçuç Ðço

vçç@çÆYçmLççvçmç çÆ]®çlç ]pçuçeJçevççÇ
yç´ïçmLççvçmç çÆMççÆMç©vç cJçKç~

yç´ïççb[mç s³ç vço Jç@nJçevççÇ
lçJç³ç lçá©vç nán, nçn içJç lççôlç~~
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mçá kçáÀmç DçKççn ³çôçÆcçmç vçe çÆouçmç cçb]pç JJçLççvç lçcççn~
mçá kçáÀmç vçe ³çæsçvç MççíkçÀe HçáÀuççÆ³ç çÆouç Dçvçávç yçpççn~~
çÆ³ç kç@Àc³ç mçç@ oçôhçá³ç Ün kçÀ[ávç sá JJçv³ç çÆouççJçjçÇ~

Jçvçámç Jçvççvç çÆs Dç@L³ç JJçb u³çKçvç Jçç@u³ç FjçÆlçkçÀçn~~
cçô Dççímç oçÇocççvç lçmçá bo mçá jdJç³ç lçe jôJçç³çLç~
mçá Dççímç lçMçvçe lççíç Ælç Jçv³çcç Jççn lçe cçjnyçç~~

ÒçLç kçÀçBçÆmç Fvçmççvçmç Dçboj iççôMç çÆoLç sá DçKç n³çJççvç~
³çámç çÆæshç kç@ÀçÆjLç vçíjçvç cçlççvç kçáÀçÆvç çÆJççÆ]pç kçÀjçvç ©mçJçç~~

yçí Dççj kçÀuçb[j çÆlç cçáo³ç içBçÆ[Lç KçMçcçe nçôlç~
DçBoe³ç& lçuççílçácçvç çÆlç yç´á b ]pç lçe hç@nj kç@À³ç& kçÀ]pçç~~
Jçá[çvç yçe sámç kçÀjçje jçômç hç@Lçe³ç& hçkçÀçvç æ®çe KJçMç~
çÆocç³ç yçe JçáHçÀ hçvçev³ç çÆolçcç mkçÓÀvç DçKç yç´áb]pçç~~

pççÌnj ohççvç kçÀçÆlç lççcç hçlçe nôvçe DççJç pçmçjmç cçb]pç~
vç@ Jçás cçô lçvçe mçá ]pççbn lçe vç³ç sá kçÀçbn Dçlççn hçlççn~~

iç]pçuç
jlçvç uççuç pççÌnj
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Iwas an intern in the summer of 1962.
After graduating from Medical College
Patiala, I had sought special permission
from the university to complete my twelve
month internship at the SMHS Hospital
affiliated to the Srinagar Medical College.
My internship started with Internal
Medicine.

One Sunday morning, mother called
me to examine grandfather. She had
found him crouched up in bed when she
walked into his room for her customary
morning greeting. He complained of pain
in the abdomen.

I knew from my childhood that
grandfather suffered from chronic
bronchitis and duodenal ulcer. He had
survived numerous episodes of ulcer
bleed. He would often rush me to the
grocer for a packet of baking soda and
would wash a spoonful down his gullet
with a glass of water whenever he suffered
ulcer pains. That gave him instant relief.
But this pain was different, he explained. It
had started early at dawn and soda bicarb
had given no relief. It was centred below
the navel, intermittent and crampy. There
was no nausea or vomiting. He had not
moved his bowels.

I had always remembered him as
looking thin, weak and old. Now, when I
looked at him as a patient for the first time,
he seemed quite emaciated and it made
me at once sad. But I set aside my

emotions, got down
to business and
started examining
him.

There was no
fever. Pulse and
blood pressure were
within normal range.
He was breathing
quietly. He did not complain much. He
even made light of his symptoms, but from
the expression on his face he was visibly in
pain.

Grandfather had worn his pyjama
high above the navel. I tried to loosen the
knot to pull it down for a proper look at his
abdomen, but he would not let me. Only
after I reassured him that I would respect
his privacy did he let me release the string
just enough to let me check him up.

The abdomen was flat. It was tense,
but there was no tenderness anywhere. I
noticed that he placed his hand all along
on his right groin. I gently pulled away his
hand to discover a swelling under the
pyjama.

“This is nothing; it has been there for
quite some time. It comes and goes and
gives me no trouble. It is my tummy that
hurts,” grandfather tried to explain it away
in his feeble husky voice as he tied the
pyjama string hastily back with his skinny
fingers.

The words of my professor of

My Medical Journey : Dr K.L.Chowdhury

Medical Practice Begins At Home
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surgery rang in my ears, “Do not ever
forget to look at the hernia sites in any
case of abdominal pain,” and I jerked the
trouser down, impatiently, almost
irreverently, for a thorough examination.
He was embarrassed at the exposure,
annoyed with me for my audacity.

I felt a tense, slightly tender, apple-
sized swelling in the groin. It was an
inguinal hernia. I asked him to cough to
find out if the impulse would transmit to the
swelling, but it did not. I tried in vain to
reduce the swelling by pushing it gently
back into the abdomen, much against
grandfather's remonstrations.

The absent cough impulse and the
failure to push back the hernia contents
into the abdomen were signs of an
obstructed hernia. It was a surgical
emergency!

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

By now, father had arrived on the
scene – anxious and tense. I explained the
situation and the need for urgent surgery.
Father looked incredulous.

“What are you talking about?
Surgery on this fragile old man! Can he
take it; can he survive surgery with that
lung problem of his? Can he tolerate
anaesthesia?” He shot questions one
after the other, like the lawyer he was, as if

taking on a professional witness. I felt like
being in the dock. Relevant questions, no
doubt. I had not even considered them.
Like a typical trainee, I had concerned
myself only with the diagnosis and none of
the finer details that come with experience.
And, strangely, I was not behaving or
thinking l ike a grandson whose
grandfather had taken ill, but as a doctor
examining a patient and wanting to get to
the bottom of the clinical situation.

“Are you sure about your diagnosis?
Have you seen cases like that before as a
student?” Father looked at me quizzically. I
had seen hernias but never an obstructed
one.

“Even if it is what you say, is there no
other way.” He looked at me, a mixture of
cynicism about a novice and compassion
for a son that only a parent is capable of.
The rest of the family that had assembled
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looked on, again with a mixed sense of
concern about the patriarch and empathy
for me.

I said I was certain we were dealing
with an inguinal hernia, and that it had
obstructed. However, there was a small
chance we might avoid or delay surgery. I
would attempt to reduce the hernia under
sedation, though I was not sure about the
procedure for I had never seen it being
done during my student days. At best, it
would be a temporizing measure; at worst,
it would not work, I said.

Father was very understanding. The
possibility of a non-surgical intervention
appealed to him. He gave me a free hand.
Not many would in that situation, but he
trusted me, looking at my cool assurance.
He always believed in his children, and
here was a great occasion to test out his
belief.

I consulted my surgery text book
again, went over the procedure for hernia
reduction in detail, and got back to
grandfather. He was shy, restrictive, un-
cooperative, trying to conceal the groin
with his hands while I proceeded with the
manoeuvre.

It is one thing to have learned all the
theory and graduated with honours, quite
another to translate that knowledge into
the nitty-gritty of the everyday practice of
medicine. I started with deep trepidation -
nervous, over-cautious and gauche - as I
attempted the reduction, while the whole
family waited with bated breaths. The
swelling would not budge. I tried a second
time, but the hernia was stuck. I stopped,

fearing that any further attempts might
cause strangulation of the hernia. That
would be catastrophic.

And then, for the first time that
morning, I sat down beside my
grandfather and looked at his deep-set
brown eyes, his sunken cheeks, the deep
furrows in his brow and the loose wrinkled
skin on his thin neck. He was like a baby –
pure, innocent, helpless. He looked back
at me, all compassion and affection.

“Why do you worry so much? I am an
old man; I have lived my years. Whatever
will be will be. You tried your best. I think
the pain will settle down soon. Let me get
some rest now.”

Even as he was in pain, he fully
understood my predicament. I loved him
most that instant.

“No, grandfather, I will not let us take
it lightly; we cannot sleep over it.”

I came out of grandfather's room and
informed the anxious gathering that there
was no way out except a surgical
reduction and repair of the hernia. We
must take him to the hospital.

As if he had read my thoughts, father
asked, “I know you are right, but would you
like to have the opinion of a surgeon about
the feasibility of surgery before we shift
him to the hospital?”

“Certainly, yes,” I replied.
Father suggested Dr. BMB, an up-

and-coming surgeon, a FRCS from
England. He was an assistant professor of
surgery at the Srinagar Medical College. I
did not know him personally; had not even
heard of him, for I was still new in the
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profession.
My cousin and I hired a tonga to fetch

him from his residence. I introduced
myself and explained the case. He agreed
to visit grandfather.

It used to be an event in the
neighbourhood when a doctor came
visiting a patient. While Dr. BMB took time
to examine the patient, the neighbours
started pouring in, inquiring. I was like a
student again, waiting for the result. At the
moment, I was more concerned whether
the surgeon agreed with me than about
my grandfather's illness.

The doctor might have sensed my
trepidation. Looking appreciatively at me,
he addressed father, “Your son is right; we
are dealing with an obstructed hernia.
Manual reduction often fails in this
situation. It calls for surgery.”

It must be a rare moment in the life of
a novice in the profession to get the
backing of a senior, especially in the
presence of a huge assembly of relatives
and neighbours. But now was also the
time for action. Dr. BMB said he could not
perform surgery for it was not his
admission day. Dr. GRM, a senior
surgeon, was on call, he informed us.

We moved grandfather to the
hospital. Having settled him in the ward,
an ambulance was sent to Dr. GRM with
the surgical resident's note detailing the
salient features. I decided to go along in
order to expedite the proceedings and to
provide my own impressions on the case
to the surgeon.

Dr. GRM came out on the veranda, a

bespectacled stocky fellow looking more a
pugilist than a surgeon. He went through
the case sheet hurriedly and, without
giving it a second thought, wrote a note,
handed it over to the ambulance driver and
motioned him to go, eyeing me just once
as he started to go back inside his house.

“Sir, won't you come and operate
upon this patient?” I asked with humility.

“I will see him tomorrow; meanwhile I
have written out the instructions.”

He had suggested conservative
measures - a nothing by mouth,
intravenous fluids and pain killers.

I revealed that I was an intern, that
the patient was my grandfather, that I had
attempted reduction without success. I
laid bare my fears that the hernia may
strangulate if not operated upon in time.
Tomorrow might be too late, I said. And
would he not, for the sake of a fellow
professional, come and have a look at the
patient?

“Don't teach me surgery, young
man,” he barked, and so did his bulldog. I
thought the canine was waiting for a signal
to tear me to pieces but I was unmoved. I
stood firm, facing the surgeon and his dog.

“In that case, sir, I hope you have no
objection if I seek the department head
and request him to examine my
grandfather,” I said.

He was incensed at my audacity. “I
do not care whose advice you seek, nor if
someone else wants to take over this
case.”

I wished to get away from there as
soon as possible. I asked the ambulance
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driver to head for Prof. Khanna's
residence. I knew him; he had been my
professor at Medical College Patiala. The
previous year, after retirement, he had
accepted the position at the Srinagar
Medical College.

I introduced myself to Prof. Khanna.
It did not take him long to place me as his
ex-student. Lean and handsome, gracious
and soft spoken, he made light of my
disappointment with his colleague, and
wasted no time to board the ambulance on
way to the hospital.

It was a proud moment for me to
introduce my father to the illustrious
professor. His tension eased the moment
he realized that grandfather would be in
the best hands.

Prof. Khanna won over grandfather
with his sober demeanour, his wide grin
and his soft touch. “It will take us an hour to
set you on course,” he said reassuringly
after he finished examining him.

Grandfather was moved to the
operation theatre. When I sought
permission to watch the operation, Prof.
Khanna surprised me. “Of course, you will
wash up and assist, won't you?”

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

Surgery was a smooth affair. Prof.
Khanna spoke softly, almost inaudibly,
while operating, relating interesting
anecdotes from his vast surgical

experience, gently guiding me and the
theatre assistant, never losing his temper
at my clumsiness in handling instruments
and, literally, teaching by the hand. He
made us all feel at such ease that I forgot
this was my first operation. I forgot that the
patient under the scalpel was my dear
grandfather.

It was a clean job, accomplished in
fifty minutes. Grandfather came out of
anaesthesia and was moved to the ward.

The whole crowd of relatives and
neighbours was waiting in the corridor to
thank the surgeon, eyeing me with
admiration. Or, that is what I thought.

R e c o v e r y w a s u n e v e n t f u l .
Grandfather returned to a grand
homecoming. Neighbours and relatives
had assembled to receive him.And me!

“It was all because of you,” everyone
patted my back in appreciation. They were
proud that I had diagnosed my first test
case correctly, assisted in surgery for the

Continued on Page 28
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Saints & Sages - B.L.Razdan

Mahatma Pt. Jagannath Bhan

Born on 8th March, 1929 on the day of

Mahashivratri, Pandit Jagannath Bhan is
the eldest living descedent of the spiritual
lineage of the renowned saint-poet of
Kashmir Swami Krishna Joo Razdan. His
father, Pandit Srikanth Bhan was a native
of Manigam, Gandherbal. Orphaned at a
young age, Bhan Sahib was brought up by
his maternal grandfather Shri Samsar
Chand Gurtu at Srinagar, where he was
born as well. He came in contact with
Mahatma Kanth Kak Sharabhi, the

principal disciple of
Swami Krishen Joo
R a z d a n , a n d
adopted Bhakti Marg
a s a p a t h o f
liberation. Like his
preceptors, he too
was a house-holder
and had joined the J&K P o l i c e . H e
was married to Mrs. Somawati, who, like
him, was also an employee of the J&K
Government.

Swami Jagannath Bhan is also a
Kashmiri Bhakti poet in his own right and
has already published two volumes of his
poetry so far. He is an ardent believer in
charity and welfare of others. In order to
perpetuate the spiritual legacy of Swami
Krishna Joo Razdan, he founded an
Ashram at Ganga Nagar, Bantalab,
Jammu, where he gives spiritual
discourses and guidance to his disciples.

A poem of the Mahatma is
reproduced here.

Largely, because of his simple
nature and modest conduct, he is not so
well known in the community circles as he
should have been. His works are being
consolidated in a single volume even as
these have been already published in
three small separate volumes.

Continued on next Page
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içç@çÆHçÀuç hççvççí hççvçmç æ®çe mçvçlççí

içç@çÆHçÀuç hççvççí hççvçmç æ®çe mçvçlççí
hççvççí Jçvçlççí kçÀçÆlç æ®çe³ç DççKç

cçççÆpç ]pçç³ççíKç vçôLçe vççôvç Dçç³ççíKç
Kçç@uççÇ DçLçJçe³ç æ®çe Jççhçmç êçKç
JçáçÆvç sá Dççovç mççÇjmç mçvçlççí
hççvççí Jçvçlççí kçÀçÆlç æ®çe³ç DççKç

Dç]pç lççcç kçÀóæ®çvç cççpçvç æ®çe ]pçç³ççíKç
Dçç³ççíKç kç@ÀçÆjLç vççí ]pççbn DççÆcç®ç ]pççvç
içç@çÆHçÀuç æ®çe ªoKççí kçÀçívçe sáKç mçvçlççí

hççvççí Jçvçlççí kçÀçÆlç æ®çe³ç DççKç

içYç& Òçvç kçÀçôjcçálç ªoe³ç vçe ³ççoe³ç
içYç& êçKç ³ççv³ç lççcç cç@çÆMç©Lç æ®çô
içYç& Òçvç kçÀçívçe sáKç ³çço kçÀjvç lççí

hççvççí Jçvçlççí kçÀçÆlç æ®çe³ç DççKç

hççBæ®ç ³çáiç ³çávç içæsávçLççíJçáLç vçe ³ççoe³ç
hççBæ®ç ³çáiç vçíçÆlç kçÀcç&Lç@çÆJçLç vçe ³çço

kçÀcç& jçômç ³çôçÆlç kçÀçÆlç lççj sá³ç yçvçlççí
hççvççí Jçvçlççí kçÀçÆlç æ®çe³ç DççKç

Dç%ççvç sá içìekçÀçj DçLç cçb]pç çÆs ³ççÇj³ç
HçíÀje DççÆmç Dççôvçcçálç cçç³çççÆ³ç sá

%ççvçn içççÆMç cçç³ççF çÆvççÆMç içæs³ç æs³çvçlççí
hççvççí Jçvçlççí kçÀçÆlç æ®çe³ç DççKç

o³ç vççJç mçácçjvç mçáj lççí mçá³ç sá mçÓ
yçe³ç cçÓo lççÆlç ªo mçá³ç sá mçÓ

kçãÀøCçe mçácçjvçn jçômç kçÀçÆlç çÆ³ç çÆyçvvçlççí
hççvççí Jçvçlççí kçÀçÆlç æ®çe³ç DççKç

Yççqkçwlç kçãÀøCçn çÆocç sámç æ®çô MçjCç lççí
MçCç& sámç³ç æ®çô YççJçvçç³ç mççvç

njcçáKç cçô oMç&vç mçç#ççlç yçvçlççí
hççvççí Jçvçlççí kçÀçÆlç æ®çe³ç DççKç

MçCç& içæsávç içJç yç[e yççô[ yçuç lççí
kçÀjlççí kçãÀøCç vççJç kçáÀ³ç æ®çe DçY³ççmç
cçuç çÆJç#çíhç DççJçjvç içæs³ç ®çuçvçlççí

hççvççí Jçvçlççí kçÀçÆlç æ®çe³ç DççKç

cçç³çç³ç vççj³ç kçÀmç kçw³çç yçVçlççí
vççjmç i³çJç çÆo³çávç kçÀçÆlç içJç pççvç
cçç³çç³ç vççje cçb]pçe Mçáà Mççblç yçvçlççí

hççvççí Jçvçlççí kçÀçÆlç æ®çe³ç DççKç

Continued on next Page
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Jçás Jçás hçç³çmç kçÀçívçe Dç@m³ç h³çJçvçlççí
Jçvçlççí nç@çÆmçuç kçw³çç DççÆmç DççJç

Dçblçn kçÀCç& cçuç kçÀçívçe Dç@m³ç suçvç lççí
hççvççí Jçvçlççí kçÀçÆlç æ®çe³ç DççKç

J³çJçnçj kçw³çççÆ]pç Dç@m³ç kçÀjçvç sçÇ sávlççí
Dçhç]p³çákçÀ kçw³çççÆ]pç DççÆmç yçvççíJç J³çJçnçj

Yççqkçwlç kçÀçívçe Dçm³ç s³ç nç@çÆmçuç kçÀjvç lççí
hççvççí Jçvçlççí kçÀçÆlç æ®çe³ç DççKç

JççmçoçÇJç YçiçJççvçe Jçv³ç içæs mçvçávçlççí
kçÀjlççí æ®çe iççÇlçç³ç Jçço³ç ³çço

DççÆmç DçoçÇvçvç çÆo hççhçvç s³çvlççí
hççvççí Jçvçlççí kçÀçÆlç æ®çe³ç DççKç

o³ç mçeb]pç o³ç içæ®ç pçæ[ içs³ç yç³çávlççí
vççôvç vçíçÆj hççvç³ç Dççlcç ÒçkçÀçMç

ÞççÇ kçãÀøCç vççJçmç sá³ç çÆ³ç içáCç lççí
hççvççí Jçvçlççí kçÀçÆlç æ®çe³ç DççKç

vçôLçej æ®çe cçeæ®çjçJç sá³ç mçá³ç vççôvç lççí
çÆvçøkçÀçcçn kçÀcç&Jç³ç mçá nç@çÆmçuç DççJç
cçç³çç $çç@çÆJçLç æ®çe mçç@v³çç@m³ç yçvç lççí

hççvççí Jçvçlççí kçÀçÆlç æ®çe³ç DççKç

çÆ$çiçáCç cçç³çç mçojçn sá HçÀçôuçcçálç
Jççôuçcçálç DççÆmç sávç nôçÆj yJçvçe vççuç

çÆvçøkçÀçcçn YçiçlççÇ uççÆiç DçLç sívlççí
hççvççí Jçvçlççí kçÀçÆlç æ®çe³ç DççKç

Dçmççj sá mçcmççj yçç@]pççÇiçjvlççí
mçÊçmçe³ç mçól³ç hççÆ]pç LççJç,v³ç ]pççvç
Yççvççí cçvn JçççÆpç DççWkçÀçj Kçvçlççí

hççvççí Jçvçlççí kçÀçÆlç æ®çe³ç DççKç



Expeditions & Explorations - Namrata Wakhloo

Twin Lakes of Mansar & Surinsar

Last winter, we had planned a trip to

Vaishno Devi, in Katra, near Jammu. We
had a spare day with us so we had thought
of spending a night at Patnitop, which is a
popular hill station and around 85 km from
Katra, in Udhampur district. It so
happened that, the day we were to go to
Patnitop (6640 ft above MSL), it started
snowing there heavily. And as luck would
have it, our car was not allowed beyond
Udhampur. We had no choice but to turn
back. Not wanting to waste our day in
disappointment, we checked with the
driver on any other place in the vicinity,
worth a visit. He recommended the two
lakes, Mansar and Surinsar.

About 14 km from Udhampur, we
discovered this beautiful lake in the quaint
little town of Mansar. We had booked
accommodation very close to and

overlooking the lake,
which looked very
pretty in Twilight. The
Lake has a length of
more than a mile and
is half-a-mi le in
width, surrounded by
hills covered with
lush green t ree
cover. Being winter, it had started getting
very cold.

We thought of taking a brief stroll
along the lake and then take one of the
lanes which led to the tiny village market.
There were a few dhabas (shacks) selling
tea and food, some vendors selling fresh
fruit and vegetables, plus a couple of
Mithai (sweetmeats) sellers. We had our
dinner and walked back to the guest
house.
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It was so peaceful to stand on one of
the decks on the lake and watch dusk fall
over it. The lake was full of fish which were
busy leaping in and out of the water to grab
something to eat.

About to retire for the night, I walked
past an old signboard standing in the
lawns, which described the legend behind
the lakes, albeit, the writing almost having
faded away. I was intrigued to find that the
story of the twin lakes went back to the
days of the Mahabharata!

The lore goes as such: Babar Vahan,
son of Arjun and Ulupi (daughter of the
king of the Nagas or serpents), ruled this
area. After the war of the Mahabharata,
Arjun performed the Ashwamegh Yagya to
prove his supremacy over the land. The

horse used in the Yagya was captured by
Babar Vahan at a nearby village called
Khoon and Arjun was killed by Babar
Vahan. Thrilled with his victory, Babar
Vahan presented Arjun's head to his
mother Ulupi. It was only when she
revealed to him that he had unknowingly
killed his father, did Babar Vahan
understand the blunder he had
committed. The only way now to bring
Arjun back to life was through the powers
of the special Mani (precious gem) from
the six-headed serpent king, Sheshnag.
Hence, Babar Vahan, using his arrow,
made a Surang (tunnel) in Surangsar
(now called Surinsar). After defeating
Sheshnag and procuring the Mani, he
came out at Manisar (now called Mansar).
Mansar and Surinsar therefore are holy
sites. Mansar is surrounded by ancient
temples, which are frequented by
devotees. Some Hindus perform the
Mundan ceremony (first tonsuring of a
child's head) here.

Apart from its religious importance,
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the lake seemed to be a popular tourist
spot, which one could make out looking at
the boating decks and several eateries
along the lake. However, being a bitter
cold day, there were not many visitors
around. The lake has a well-paved walk
way around its circumference, with
projected decks to enjoy the flora and
fauna around. Or simply watch the fish
dancing away!

Next morning, after a hot breakfast at
one of the tea stalls, we left for Surinsar,
which is at a distance of around 30 km
from here.

The drive is through a beautiful
mountain side with thick pine trees. There
is the Surinsar-Mansar wild life sanctuary
that you pass through where one can spot

deer, blue-bull and water birds like cranes
and ducks.

Surinsar is quite similar to Mansar,
vast and surrounded by lush green Trikuta
hills. The lake covers about a space of
about 1.5 sq miles and is lined with thick
pine trees. There is a beautiful island in the
centre of it. Adequate private and
government accommodation is available
at both the places.

So, next time you plan a visit to
Jammu or Katra, do build in Mansar and
Surinsar in your itinerary.

How to reach: The best way would be
to take a train upto Jammu or
Udhampur/Katra and a taxi/bus from
there. Or a flight to Jammu and a taxi
thereon.

Contact author at :
namrata.wakhloo@gmail.com
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ncçáo [ç. MççÌkçÀlç çÆMçHçÀç
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çÆ³ç nJçç KçáoççÆ³ç sá ®ççívç Ðçálç
lçe Mçánáuç çÆ³ç mçççÆ³ç sá ®ççívç Ðçálç
sá ³çálçá³ç vçe, ûçôMcçe æ®çbpçvç Dçboj
mççôæ®ç JççJçe ûçççÆ³ç sá ®ççívç Ðçálç

yçe JçáHçÀçvç m³çþçn, yçe JçáHçÀçvç çÆ³ç kçw³ççn
yçe L³çkçÀçb m³çþçn, yçe L³çkçÀçb çÆ³ç kçw³ççn

vçe cçô ]pçáJç hçvçávç, vçe yçovç hçvçávç
çÆ³ç cçô sácç KçáoççÆ³ç sá ®ççívç Ðçálç

cçô cJçsvç Dçboj sá LççôJçcçálç çÆ³ç yçbo
mçá cçô ®çççÆvç F]pçvçe LççôJçcçálç sá yçbo
yçe hçkçÀçvç ³çkçáÀvç lçe Jçásçvç ³çkçáÀvç
mçá çÆlç hçççÆ³ç hçççÆ³ç sá ®ççívç Ðçálç
çÆ³ç cç@çÆMçLç cçbiçávç cçô KçáoççÆ³ç içJç
çÆlç cç@çÆMçLç iççôJçá³ç vçe Dçlçç kçÀ©vç
çÆ³ç cçbiççb yçe sámç lçe cçbiçávç çÆlç ]pççbn
sá içæsçvç vçe ]pçççÆ³ç sá ®ççívç Ðçálç

çÆ³ç sá ®ççívç Ðçálç çÆ]pç kçÀuçcç uçôKççvç
sá ncçáo lçe ]p³çJç sô ncçáo hçjçvç
çÆ³ç çÆouçô çÆMçHçÀç çÆlç Jççôb ncçoe®çí
sá Dçboj mçjççÆ³ç sá ®ççívç Ðçálç
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Reaching for the Sky : Javaid Trali

Air Commodore Hilal Ahmad Rather

Air Commodore Hilal Ahmad Rather
has proven: Reaching for the sky, literally
and figuratively.

Cesar Pelli once said, ”The desire to
reach for the sky runs very deep in the
human psyche.” That was a motivational
saying meant to inspire people for setting
and achieving high goals, but Pelli took it
literally and built some of the tallest
buildings in the world as an architect.

In recent years, some Kashmiris
have also literally reached for the sky by
giving wings to their goals
a n d h a v e b e c o m e
commercial pilots. They
include ,

, ,
, and

. But Hilal
Ahmad Rather, who hails
from south Kashmir 's
Anantnag district, had
manifested the desire to
reach the sky way back in
' 8 8 w h e n h e w a s
commissioned in Indian Air
Force (IAF) as a fighter pilot.
He became flight lieutenant
in 1993, wing commander in 2004, group
captain in 2016 and Air Commodore in
2019. Rather, a recipient of Vayu Sena
Medal and Vishisht Seva Medal, has a
record of 3,000 accident-free flying hours
on mirage-2000, MIG-21 and Kiran
aircraft.

Sami Ara Surury
Kaneez Fatima Iram Habib
Captain Tanvi Raina
Ayesha Aziz
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He is presently
India's Air Attaché to
France and became
the country's first
pilot to see off the
batch of Rafale jets
from France to India
on July 27. Rather,
he played a crucial
role in the early
delivery of the Rafales. Hew a s
prev ious l y assoc ia ted w i th the

weaponization of the Rafale
jets according to the Indian
requirements.

Rather is certainly the
man of the moment but there
are many others like him in
K a s h m i r w h o s e
achievements and success
stories have not been
discovered to this day. The
achievements of Rather
w o u l d h a v e b e e n
overlooked too, but the war-
like situation with China
along the LAC in Eastern
Ladakh and the controversy

surrounding the Rafale deal created the
conditions for his notability as he became
an “incidental beneficiary” of the
widespread admiration.

The success story of Air Commodore Hilal

Taking cue from the success story of
Air Commodore Hilal Ahmad Rather:
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Ahmad Rather offers a great opportunity
to set a precedent to identify and highlight
the success stories in Kashmir so that all
those successful Kashmiris, whose
achievements are inspiring but unheard
of, are introduced to their fellow citizens.
Unfortunately, the turbulent situation in
Kashmir continues to remain an ideal
excuse for the national media to highlight
and even synthetically magnify the
notoriety of a handful of Kashmiris and
this leads to the 'othering' and
'demonization' of the entire community. In
Kashmir, a certain political class waxes
lyrics to further their political goals and
that of their handlers.

In such a situation, the people who
deserve public attention are never able to
grab it. It is to be noted that the information
that goes into the public domain is
regulated meticulously for creating a
desired impact, and both New Delhi and
Islamabad, have been playing this game
to their advantage. So while singing
praises for the militants suits Pakistan –
for it ensures a constant stream of
radicalized Kashmiri youth ready to lay
down their lives at its (Pakistan's)
prodding and for its cause – demonizing
the same people in mainland India makes
for a handy tool to paint the entire
Kashmiri population in “political green” to
facilitate and justify their 'othering'.

Whi le hours of pr ime t ime
discussions are dedicated to talk about
the likes of Burhan Wani, Zakir Musa,
Reyaz Naikoo or for that matter their
patrons in the political circles – the likes of
Syed Ali Shah Geelani – absolutely no, or

even at the very best, only a drizzle of
information reaches the general public
about the Kashmiri achievers, residing in
India and foreign lands. It is to be further
noted that there are a good number of
Kashmiris who have risen to dizzying
heights of success by the sheer grit of their
hard-work and determination.

In mainland India, some Kashmiris
have done exceptionally well in the
corporate world, in central services like
the IAS, IPS, IFS, IBS, in media, in IT, and
so many other diverse fields. In Europe, in
the Americas, in China and Japan, and
Singapore, in Malaysia, in Australia and
across the globe, many Kashmiris have
exceptional achievements under their
belts, but their stories remain untold –
perhaps because they do not translate
into media rating points and do not make
for a political statement for the varied
actors in Kashmir's political amphitheater.

What the mainstream media, and
even the governments must realize is that
political narratives (and beliefs) are not
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(and cannot be) changed by conducting
p ropaganda campa igns bu t by
showcasing the achievements of those
who have rejected the path of violence
that they understood as leading to only
victimhood, and embraced the path of
success as a conscious choice.

What if the next captain of Indian
cricket is from Kashmir? What if someone
from Kashmir makes it to the European
premier league football? One can go on
and on, counting such possibilities and
their positive impact on the psyche of
Kashmiris but for making them a reality,
the government has to create an enabling

atmosphere in Kashmir, and do some
handholding of the Valley's talent pool to
channelize it in a constructive manner to
usher a positive change.

A beginning has already been made
by the Initiative for Competition Promotion
in Jammu and Kashmir (ICPJK), a Trust,
which is engaged in preparing students for
Civil Services exams. Set up under the
patronage of A G Mir (IPS, currently J&K's
ADGP law and order), ICPJK since its
inception in 2008, has thus far trained
hundreds of students for civil services; with
over 200 of its trainees already having
made it to the IAS and KAS, including of
course Dr. Shah Faesal, who topped the
IAS selection in 2010.

While Rafale has introduced Air
Commodore Hilal Ahmad Rather into the
popular imagination of the Kashmir's
young population, this opportunity is
waiting for a build-up and cannot be
wasted. Let the government try and invest
some careful thought into channelizing the
energy and potential of Kashmiri youth.
Now is the time to welcome them and hone
their skills. Believe it or not, every second
person in Kashmir has the potential to
become a fighter pilot, a world-class
scientist, an excellent academician, a
brilliant doctor, a creative engineer, an
outstanding sportsperson, a skilled worker
et al., All government needs to do is to
create favorable conditions for this
potential to thrive.

Conclusion:

Contact author at :
tralijavaid@gmail.com
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Dç]pç jçí]pçÓ mççvçí, çÆouçyçj c³ççvçí

cçnpçÓj

Dç]pç jçí]pçÓ mççvçí, çÆouçyçí c³ççvçí
yççí]pç vçáboe yççvçí, çÆouçyçj c³ççvçí

Kççvç hçç@jç@çÆJçcç, Kçç@m³ç yçjevçç@çÆJçcç
nçJçmçe ®ççvçí, çÆouçyçj c³ççvçí

jçô³çí vçç]pç nçíJçáLç, çÆouç lçcyçeuççíJçáLç
uçç@uç çÆcçjpççvçí, çÆouçyçj c³ççvçí

hççíMç pççcçe nçJççvç, yçáuçyçáuçvç yççJççvç
uççíuçákçÀ cççvçí, çÆouçyçj c³ççvçí

mççLçç æ®çe jçí]pçlççí, çÆJçuçe ]pççj yççí]pçlççí
çÆMçuçe hçocççvçí, çÆouçyçj c³ççvçí

yçáuçyçáuçe mçábo Dç]pççyç, uççíuçákçÀ F]pçlçejçyç
içáuç kçw³çç ]pççvçí, çÆouçyçj c³ççvçí

uççíuçe nçôlç c³ççívç hççvç, ³ççôo iççÆæs Òççvççvç
uççíuç cçç Òççvçíí, çÆouçyçj c³ççvçí

Mçyçvçcçvç cJçKlçe nçj, JçíçÆj ®çççÆvç kçÀçôj lçÌ³ççj
kç@ÀçÆcç Mççíæ®çe Mççvçí, çÆouçyçje c³ççvçí

oÓ³ç&j æ®ççuçávç, vççje hççvç iççuçávç
sácç [îçkçÀe uççvçí, çÆouçyçje c³ççvçí

kçáÀmç mçç]pççí mççcççvç, Òççjçvç Òççjçvç
uççíuç cçç Òççvçí, çÆouçyçje c³ççvçí

mçól³ç ¿çLç cçnpçÓj, cçô çÆlç kçÀçôj Jççoe hçÓj
êç³çmç ¬çÀçvçí, çÆouçyçje c³ççvçí
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Kundanspeak - T.N.Dhar ‘Kundan’
Expiation

We are all humans. We think, we
express ourselves and we act. In all these
three domains we are sometimes right
and sometimes wrong. Actually, the seed
of everything is in our mind, which is the
store house of thoughts and workshop of
thinking.

Whenever we express ourselves by
word of mouth or in writing, it is the
outcome of our thought process.
Thereafter the same translates into action.
So, the good or bad starts from our mind.
This mind is in turn affected by the
emotions and feelings emanating from our
heart and discretion and discrimination
dictated by our intellect. We are, in due
course, rewarded for whatever good we
think, utter and do.

Similarly, we are punished for the
bad thought, utterance and deed. This bad
we do sometimes knowingly and
sometimes unknowingly. Having done it
knowingly, we realise it sometime in future
that we ought not have done that, but there
is no way to undo it except to feel sorry for
it. In case it has happened unknowingly,
as soon as we realise the mistake of
having thought, uttered or done
something undesirable, we feel the need
for atonement or expiation.

We may regret having done
something wrong but only regretting is not
enough. Either we atone for it, which

means to make up or
we expiate meaning to
make amends for the
w r o n g t h o u g h t ,
expression or deed. In
Indian language the
word for these two
terms is '
which is made up of
two words, ' or
a sin and ' or
reflection of. So, we reflect on the sin we
h a v e c o m m i t t e d k n o w i n g l y o r
unknowingly and then make amends for
the same.

In Christianity, there is the practice of
confession, having realised that a sin has
been committed, the person goes to a
church and makes a confession in secret
before a padre.

Realising a sin or something wrong
committed and reflecting on it are not
sufficient. Nor does the action end at
making amends for the same. These
things are justified and appreciated as far
as they go but something else, in fact,
much more is needed, desirable and
expected.

There must be a resolve that we will
not commit the same mistake of
wrongdoing again. A lesson is to be learnt
and followed throughout in our future lives.
We atone for the wrong done and make

Prayaschit',

Prayah',
Chit',
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good the mistake at one time, but we
should correct ourselves once for all so
that similar folly is not repeated knowingly
or unknowingly ever in future. There is a
prayer prescribed in our scriptures and
adopted by us traditionally. We pray
before the Divine, '

May my mind be full of
noble and pious thoughts and resolutions'.
Obviously, when the mind has noble
thoughts and pious resolve, our words and
deeds will follow suit and whatever we say
and whatever we do shall be pious, noble
and beneficial for all. Then and then alone
shall expiation be justified, fruitful and
purposeful.

It is a matter of common knowledge
that bad things have an attraction. These
give some pleasure too, however short
lived that may be. Had it not been so,
nobody would tread on the wrong path.
But we must realise and understand that
piety, purity, truth and nobility may be
initially hard to practice but eventually in
the long run these give us satisfaction,
pleasure and lasting peace. Treading on
this pious path we have not to atone for
anything, nor expiate nor regret. We live a
life of contentment and peace with no fear
or fright to disturb our mind.

There is a religious connotation too
to expiation. People go to important
places of worship, shrines of sages and
savants, pray there and take a vow that
they will not repeat the wrong that they had
committed in the past. They take a dip in
the holy rivers and again make a promise

Tanme manah shiva
sankalpam-astu –

to live a life of piety and truth. Some people
even perform some rituals of
sacrificial fire. They offer oblations to the
sacred fire while the priests chant '

Thereafter they offer money and
clothes to the priests and thereby atone for
the sins committed. All these acts are
relevant and useful only if the attitude on
the part of the sinner is, 'thus far and no
further'. In other words, there should be a
determination that whatever wrong and
sinful has happened should be a matter of
the past and there should be a resolve and
a commitment that this wrong and sinful
act shall not be repeated under any
circumstances.

Man is so weak that quite often he
falls prey to the attraction inherent in a
wrongdoing or a sinful act. Eventually,
when he faces the consequences, he
regrets and feels sorry for his actions.
Even so, he is strong enough to take a bold
step too. Once he makes up his mind,
once he resolves and once he is
determined to tread on the right path, no
attraction can divert his attention.All that is
needed is a resolve and a sincere
commitment. After all life itself is a big
workshop and a practical school of
learning.

We learn from others, both elders
and youngsters. We learn from their
mistakes too and surely from their
achievements and noble deeds. If we are
eager to learn and determined to correct
ourselves, we must keep our eyes and
ears open to observe and to listen.

'yajnas',

Veda
mantras'.
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Thereafter, we may draw our own
conclusions and learn a lesson or two. Our
thought process keeps on changing and
noble thoughts get stored in our minds.
These noble thoughts in turn affect our
words and deeds and ennoble them with
the result that we are counted among good
people.

Expiation, atonement and taking a
vow are good and desirable only if our
determination to refrain from committing
the past sins and wrong deeds is firm and
unchangeable. After all God has given us
intellect that places us at the highest step
on the ladder of creation. This intellect
enables us to discriminate between good
and bad, desirable and undesirable,
beneficial and harmful as also transient
and permanent. We must make a liberal
use of this intellect in what to think and
what not to think, what to say and what to
avoid saying and, above all, what to do
and what to refrain from doing. If we are
always guided by the discriminating
intellect in thought, word and deed, there
will be no need for atonement or expiation.
There will be no wrongdoing and,
therefore, no rectification, no sin
committed no atonement and nothing for
which we may have to regret or feel
ashamed. Yet, since to err is human,
expiation will be there for us to do course
correction in the journey of our lives.

Expiation becomes necessary in
every walk of life, in every field and in
every profession. Take the case of
politicians. These days we often see many

of them changing political parties with
divergent ideologies, simply for self-
aggrandizement, to get a plum post or to
get a position of power, which may not be
available to them in their original political
set up because of other better contenders.
Come to think of poets and writers. In
times of yore they used to thrive, get
honour, recognition and benefits, simply
by writing in praise of kings and rulers,
who provided them shelter. They wrote
eulogies in their praise unmindful of
whether they were noble or tyrants,
whether they deserved these praises
(called ) or not.

These days also we find people
writing in praise of those sections of the
society who wield power and who can, in
turn, provide them benefits in cash or kind
or positions of profit and prominence.
Similarly, in other workplaces, offices,
establishments and companies too we
find people who indulge in the acts of false
praising in order to get favours. These
people do not ever think of expiation
although expiation is their primary duty
along with a vow not to sell their
conscience. If they are humans with a
sense of responsibility, if they know the
value of ethics and morality, sincerity and
truth they shall and they must expiate and,
thereafter learn to be honest and fearless.
Thereby there will be no occasion for them
to expiate, atone or feel regret.

Qaseeda

Contact author at :
trilokinathdhar@yahoo.com
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Reflections - Parineeta Khar

Redemption Beckons

Making Sense of the Lockdown

Some days back, I had the privilege of

listening to a talk through Zoom ; thanks to
modern technology, by a prominent
Kashmiri writer. The present day much
used term QUARANTINE , he remarked ,
was observed by our ancient spiritual
masters and scholars to reach and cross
the realms of transcendental peace. The
Shaivite guru Abinav Gupt of Kashmir had
entered a cave near Beerva with his
numerous disciples, perhaps not to
appear again. Even Rupa Bhawani seems
to have a t t a i ned the sp i r i t ua l
enlightenment after emerging out of her
quarantine away from the hustle, far from
the crowd of relatives and acquaintances.
They attained the spiritual bliss in their
isolation; but we the ordinary mortals
shudder to go through the tedious process
of retreat, away from the familiar faces and
locale and risk getting lost in the strange
labyrinth of white corridors among white
coats.

Or, for that matter, for a mere mortal
being confined to the four walls of
numbered rooms or being HOME
QUARANTINED is no different from being
imprisoned in a jail. We are no Abinav
Gupts above the ordinary, with little
ordinary needs. We need food,
maintenance of the house and assistance
to carry on the day-to-day existence. In
confinement we may heal our body and

soul, but more than
a t t a i n i n g a
sainthood, most of
us may end up
coming out insane
a n d e v e n
imbalanced.

I t s t r ikes a
thinking mind; the
lock down is more like Parikshit's bane.
Parikshit, who was of Pandav bloodline,
had been cursed by the son of a sage,
whom the former had slighted in ignorance
and arrogance by throwing a serpent
round the neck of the sage, who was in
deep meditation and could not attend to
Parikshit. Parikshit was cursed to be bitten
by the same serpent within seven days.
The serpent turned out to be Takhshak
who had his own scores to settle with
Pandavas.

Parikshit tried every way in his power
to evade death, disguised himself and
even got a lofty palace constructed where
Takhshak's venomous fangs could not
reach. In lock down, are not we helpless
mortals trying everything to beat this
Takhshak of uncertainty and even death?
The mankind as a whole has been
garlanded by this Takhshak called COVID-
19, hiding and fortifying itself in the shape
of vaccines and medicines, like remdesivir
etc. to escape the fatal bite.
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Parikshit had committed sacrilege
but what did we do? Let us delve deep
inside our souls and search for an answer,
why and who cursed the mankind and why
do we have this Corona Takhshak like
Albatross round our necks challenging our
very existence. Was it our arrogant
aspirations to question the force that plans
our destinies? The mankind is intoxicated
by its scientific achievements but we are
rendered helpless, our senses and hands
fettered by this invisible enemy.

The glamorous beings, painted lips,
vain beauties hiding behind masks we
don't and can't hug the loved ones, can't
even travel to see and touch them. Every
one to himself or herself, sieving the air we
breathe, beating the thalis, burning the
candles, chanting hymns to run away from
the Takhshak which is on prowl after us.
We tried to keep breathing the pranvayu-
the air of vitality.

Parikshit arranged, through the
recital of Bhagwat Puraan by Sukh deva,
to let him attain gyanaa - the conscious
knowledge to spend the rest of his days.
Let us find a Sukh Deva who guides us to
use the lock down to slowdown the pace of
our restless, mad competition. Let us sit
and reflect and see inwards. May be the
Corona shaped Takhshak is a subterfuge
provided by the nature to relinquish the
sacr i leges we have commi t ted.
Somebody said that Karma has no menu
card; we are served what we deserve.
Don't we have too much greed, vanity,
contempt, jealousy, malice and arrogance
of power and position? Our Karma has

garlanded the whole mankind and we
have the curse to suffer like Parikshit. The
lock down could be a penance to listen to
our inner voices, to reckon what went
wrong. Why are the beautiful faces hiding
behind the ugly veils of obscurity, the fine
diners resorting to learning of recipes. The
crores invested in food and beauty
industry have gone to dogs. Ferraris and
BMWs collecting dust, masters scared to
touch the ignition keys - Takhshak may be
waiting to bite. The glimpses of loved ones
are virtual, the chubby cheeks waiting to
be caressed. So near - yet so far to wipe
the tears from those round baby eyes,
even to kiss the pink baby feet. The human
being is busy looking after personal
wellbeing, often looking the other way
when the needy relative calls for help.
Takhshak may be waiting with open fangs
to finish our own being. Parikshit was
doomed to die, however lofty the palace
he hid in were. But Parikshit died an
emancipated man, a gyani- a man of
awareness and realization and he
succeeded. The inevitable happened -
Takhshak entered an apple as a worm,
grew in size when the apple was cut,
became a formidable serpent and finished
his job. Parikshit died a realized man at
peace with himself.

That was the beginning of the Kalyug
- the dark ages. We are perhaps in the era
which is the beginning of the end of dark
ages; perhaps we have already engulfed
ourselves in the hallo of Satyug - the age of
truth and trust. In the lockdown we found
the roads abandoned and desolate.
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Ironically, the flora and fauna flourished.
The expanse of earth generously
blooming full of green trees. The flowers
proclaiming their joy in amazing hues of
red, pink and white, perhaps mocking at
us. The birds flew in the skies in peaceful
relish continuing even mating oblivious to
our being behind our grilled balconies
because the creation had to be caused.
Corona may be the agitating hindrance to
human wellbeing, but the life was going
on. The mankind rendered insignificant.

Abinav Gupt used the Quarantine to
attain the spiritual truth. Rupa Bhawani
came out of her lockdown, enlightened as
Alakishwari to be worshiped by masses.
We will eulogize lockdown as a path
bearer and will come out ennobled,
mellowed, sobered and trusting human
beings. Mankind has gone through wars,
plagues and pandemics - this one has
given us the opportunity to be the potent
influence to usher in a fresh age of content
where priorities will change. Relationships
will matter. What would we not give,
perhaps all our riches and wealth to hug a
long lost dear one separated from ages.
Lockdown came as Sukh Deva to guide us
out of a state of denigration. Someday,
somebody will redeem us from the dark
night of fear, uncertainties and disparities
and let us open our eyes to a gleaming
morning of hope where the mankind is not
vulnerable and helpless. This is an age
where Darwin is proved right- struggle as
much as we do, the fittest will survive. And
let us pray that we get a valiant
Janmejaya, who takes upon himself the

sacred and profane cause to burn all
corona Takhshaks in the scientific yagna,
to finish off the calamity once for all and we
stand vindicated.

Contact Author at :
a_khar@yahoo.com

My Medical Journey ... From Page 09

first time, treated my own grandfather with
assurance, and handled everything
creditably.

Until that day I was just Kundan Lal,
but after grandfather's uneventful
recovery, I suddenly transformed into
Doctor K L Chowdhury. People started
addressing me as 'Doctor Sahib'. I was no
longer a green horn, but a physician in my
own right, a doctor who could be trusted.

:
Inguinal hernia is a protrusion of the
abdominal cavity contents through the
inguinal canal near the groin down into
the scrotum. The abdominal contents
herniate through a weak spot in the
abdominal wall, and cause a bulge near
the groin. With the passage of time the
hernia progresses and the abdominal
contents such as the fat and intestines
may descend into the sac and run the risk
of being pinched within the hernia, causing
intestinal obstruction.

Strangulation of the hernia occurs if
the blood supply of the herniating contents
also gets pinched, a dangerous situation
that may lead to gangrene of the
intestines.

Notes

��
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kçÀLçvç Jçuçeiççôlç, lçnvç cçb]pç æsççÆ³ç LççíJçáLç
Jçlçvç nábo vçíyç æ®çô çÆHçÀje pçççÆ³ç LççíJçáLç

kçÀçô©Lç n³ç çÆpçlçvçe Dçbo cçç uççôiç Dç³ççcçvç
L³çkçáÀvç uçç³çkçÀ çÆlç kçáÀmç mçjcçççÆ³ç LççíJçáLç

hçvçávç hççôlçáj lçiçvç sá³ç hçççÆo KççíuçáLç
Ün³ç çÆJççÆ]pç c³çççÆvç Dç@l³ç mçjhçççÆ³ç LççíJçáLç
kçÀLçuç içJç kçÀçôuç Jçvçevçmç Jççj cJçkçÀeu³çJç

çÆnlçuç ]pççiçvç Mçnvç yçí-JçççÆ³ç LççíJçáLç
vç]pççkç@Àæ®ç [çíþ h³çJç, mçáyçn³ç Jçsmç cçb]pç
çÆMçnáuç MççcçákçÀ Kç@çÆìLç kç@ÀçÆcç jççÆ³ç LççíJçáLç

Dçboçcçe³ç jçíJç jbiç lçô³ç [çôuç Mçyççyçmç
iç]pçuç cçmçªHçÀe lçneb]pçí jççÆ³ç LççíJçáLç

��

iç]pçuç
cççílççÇ uççuç cçmçªHçÀ



Environment & Life - Prof. B.L.Kaul

Social Organisation in the Rhesus Monkey

The Rhesus is the most common

monkey of northern India. Seated a male
Rhesus is about 2 to 2½ feet high Females
are smaller and slighter in build. In the
Himalayas they live from 1000 feet to 8000
feet above the sea level. Protection
against cold is provided by a heavier winter
coat. They are good swimmers.

Large troops (a troop is usually a
group of 12 to 25 monkeys) live near or in
villages and towns, in groves, around
tanks and temples. In the forests, they
usually keep to the outskirts rarely
penetrating into the depth. They have a
decided preference for open country. It is a
common sight these monkeys mingling
with the humans in crowded places like
temples, railway platforms and highways
accepting food from pilgrims and
passengers or stealing it when they can. To
raid fields and gardens on a morning or

evening is thei r
common practice.
Religious sentiment,
however, does not
p e r m i t c h e c k .
Cont ra ry to the
popular belief that
monkeys eat a purely
v e g e t a r i a n d i e t
observations have
revealed that in
addition to ground plants, flowers and
fruits they also consume insects, grubs,
spiders and even lizards and frogs. They
eat much and fast and store the food in
large pouches in their cheeks. This is so
because in the wild they are under
constant threat from predators and try to
consume as much food as possible to
swallow it leisurely later on.

Prior to late seventies when export of
Rhesus monkeys was banned they
were captured on a large scale for
export to western countries for
laboratory experiments resulting in
depopulation of many areas. The
population has again grown and we
are witnessing an unprecedented
interference by them in many towns
of northern India.
As stated earlier monkeys live in
groups called troops. They are
socially organized animals and
communicate vocally to express
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different emotions such pleasure, anger
or fear. They have particular calls to bring
the members of a troop together and
distinctive cries of caution and warning.
Apart from vocal utterances the whole
range of emotions may be frequently read
in the facial exprssion of a monkey.
Another important means of inter-
communication is their habit of fur-picking.
It is not, as popularly believed, a hunt for
lice or fleas. What is got of this diligent
search is usually nothing more then
fragments of skin, salt secretions and
other foreign matter. From the gentle
stimulus it provides fur-picking is, a form of
love or courtship. Its repeated indulgence
suggests that it is a powerful bond and a
means of social communion between
members of a troop. The dominant
members receive more attention as an
expression of loyalty from their juniors.

Earlier it was thought that the chief
bond which keeps together a troop of
monkeys is persistent sex attraction.

However, recent studies have shown that
it is based on infant-mother relationship.
Attachment to the mother creates suitable
conditions for social learning within the
intensely social group where the mother
and her young are points of interest to the
other members of the group.

The intricate social set-up provides
the monkeys maximum advantage in their
environment for protection from danger,
living room, food and species continuity. It
also increases the chances of survival by
making available several instead of one
pair of eyes and ears to detect the
approach of danger. There is shared
knowledge of sources of food, and water
and safe sleeping places.

The mechanics of social organization
follows a certain basic pattern and a
system of pyramidal dominance which
knits the whole troop together. Social
organization within a group is based on the
principles of male dominance and at the
top there is a dominant male followed by a

linear hierarchy among males. Each
social unit occupies its own territory
in the habitat. In a population for
several troops living in one area,
each has its home range containing
all its requirements of food and
shelter. Conflict is more frequent
among troops of rhesus monkeys
living in urban areas, owing to the
restricted availability of suitable
habitat and the tension of living in a
hostile environment. However,
troops of these monkeys living in
such circumscribed environments
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have an order inter-troop domination, and
a fight is avoided by the subordinate group
as far as possible. In a study made on the
social organization of a troop of rhesus
monkeys it was found that there were
smaller cohesive units within them. In this
troop there was a central dominant group
of two males of equal social status.

The leading dominant male,
according to the linear hierarchy, ranked
higher than the central group males
individually, but was jointly dominated by
them. The females of the troop lived in
these two sub-groups. The members of
young but adult males of lower social
status formed a third subgroup and all
united in defence of the territory and of
members of the troop. When the dominant
male or leader grows old he is challenged
and replaced by another male next in the
hierarchy. The old monkey either accepts
a subordinate position or leaves the troop
to lead a lonely existence.

The rhesus monkeys mate generally
from October to December. Gestation
lasts 164 days. Offsprings of the same
female i.e. brother and sister do not mate
with one another. A female usually gives
birth to a single young. Occasionally twins
are also born. The inter-birth interval is
between 12 and 24 month. The major birth
season is March to June. From the
moment of its birth the baby monkey clings
to its mother's body sucking her teats,
clutching with its tiny hands and feet the
fur of her abdomen, maintaining its hold
even when she is jumping about. When
she sits down the mother may hold the

baby to her with her arm. There is a greater
bond between brothers and sisters. The
older daughters help the mother in
bringing up her baby. The young ones
attain youth in 3 to 5 years. Rhesus
monkeys usually have a life span of about
20 years.

The monkey problem in cities and
towns is basically a result of human
interference in nature. Large tracts of
natural habitat of the wild animals
including monkey have been denuded and
degraded rendering these helpless
creatures homeless. While the other wild
animals have withdrawn to deeper areas in
the forests the monkeys have invaded the
villages, towns or cities begging for food or
stealing it. The unnatural food being doled
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out to them in the form of bread crumbs
and cooked food is proving counter
productive. These food stuffs do not
provide them the much needed proteins
and micro nutrients which the wild berries
and other plant materials, insects or
spiders provide them in nature.

Having taken to begging and
stealing rhesus monkeys do not even
make an attempt to go into the wild. They
are a common sight and a source of
nuisance near temples in cities and
towns. As a part of the strategy to combat
the monkey menace and to conserve
them the following measures are
suggested:-
1. Restore of natural habitat by planting
trees in degraded forest areas including
the stretches around towns.
2. Stop giving food to monkeys. This will
force them to go back to the wild when
faced with hunger.
3. Catching and trapping monkeys without
harm and transporting them into deep
protected forest areas where they should
be set free. Care should be taken that
members of a troop are trapped together
and freed together so that their social
fabric remains in tact.
4. Stop making inroads into forest areas
and as far as possible preventing villagers
from taking their cattle into forests for
grazing.
5. Avoid road construction and laying of
electric wires cables through forest areas
inhabited by rhesus monkeys.

Contact author at : blkaul@gmail.com
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In the early seventeenth century, a
Kashmiri Pandit named Madhav Joo Dhar
lived in Srinagar. Madhav Joo was of a
deeply rel ig ious and phi losophy
temperament, and his daily life was
conducted in an impecca

reme Being
(Ishwara) in the form of the Divine Mother
Sharika (Durga).

In Srinagar, there is a hill known as
Hari Parvat or Sharika Parvat where the
Goddess Sharika is worshipped since
ancient times. Legend relates that long

bly religious
spirit. He worshipped the Sup

Saints & Sages - Autar Krishan Trisal

Mata Roopa Bhawani

ago some demon
troubled the local
people, who prayed to
Goddess Durga for
protection. She took
the form of a Sharika
(Maina) bird and
dropped a large chunk
o f ea r t h on the
entrance to the cave of the demons to seal
them inside the hill. She then took Her
abode on the hill to ensure that they did not
escape. This gave the name Sharika
Parvat to the hill. The Goddess is
represented there by the Sri Chakra (a
regular geometrical mystical pattern) in
sandy rock, which is anointed with red lead
(Sindur). The deity is also called
Chakreshwari. Regular worship has been
offered at this shrine for centuries.

To this shrine of the Divine Mother
Sharika, Madhav Joo came every day to
worship in the auspicious hour of Brahma
Muhurta (pre-dawn). He would chant Her
Holy Name, with his face glowing with
devotion and his entire being absorbed in
Her worship. For hours he would be so
transported, the fire of devotion lighting up
his entire being with Divine radiance. Thus
did this devotee of the Divine Mother
passed his days.

It is said that on the first day of the
Navaratri (the nine days dedicated to the
worship of the Divine Mother Durga) in the
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month of Ashwin, in the year
1620, Madhav Joo arrived for
w o r s h i p a t m i d n i g h t , t o
uninterruptedly worship on this
most auspicious occasion. He
commenced his worship and,
with all reverence and attentive
detail, he glorified the Supreme
Goddess, his heart filled with
adoration. When his worship was
complete, the Divine Mother is
said to have appeared before him
in the form of a radiant girl child.

On seeing this divine child, Madhav
was so filled with intense joy and bliss that
he lost all consciousness of his external
surroundings, and tears of joy and
devotion flowed from his eyes. He
understood that the mother of the
Universe, Mahamaya, was Herself in front
of him in the form of this child,

There upon he worshipped the girl,
picking flowers at Her feet and incense
before Her. With fatherly love he offered
Her sweets. The Mother was pleased with
the simplicity and love of Her devotee, and
granted him a boon. Madhav requested
Mother, 'Since you have appeared before
me in the form of a child, take birth in my
house as my daughter. The Divine Mother
granted the boon and vanished. So goes
the legend of the birth of Roopa Bhavani.

In the following year i.e. 1621, in the
early morning on Poornima (full moon) in
the month of Jyeshtha, a daughter was
born to Madhav Joo's wife. He named his
daughter Alakshyeshvari, which means
one who is impercep t ib le and

indescribable, it refers to the Goddess in
the formless non-dual aspect.

In her father's house, Alakheshvari’s
years of childhood were passed in the
company of devotees. Madhav Joo was
held in high esteem and spiritual seekers
came from far away provinces to meet
him. Alakshyeshvar 's spi r i tual i ty
blossomed early in these favourable
conditions. As she grew older the spiritual
t e n d e n c i e s w i t h i n h e r b e c a m e
increasingly manifest. Her father, Madhav
Joo, himself became her guru and gave
her spiritual initiation. Nevertheless, in
accordance with the prevailing customs of
the time, her father arranged her marriage
to a young man of the nearby Sapru family.
However, Alakshyeshvar's married life
was unhappy. Her husband Hiranand
Sapru, totally lacked all understanding of
Alakshyeshvari's spiritual nature, and her
mother-in-law, Somp Kunj, had a cruel
disposition. Alakshyeshvar's life in this
house was difficult and joyless. Her
mother-in-law was always finding fault
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w i t h h e r . O n c e s h e a c c u s e d
Alakshyeshvari of going out at midnight,
and made Hiranand suspicious of his
wife's fidelity.

The truth was that at midnight
Alakshyeshvari would go to perform her
sadhana (spiritual practice) at the shrine
of Mother Sharika on Hari Parvat. One day
Hiranand followed her to see where she
went at night. Alakshyeshvari knew this.
When she had nearly reached the shrine,
she turned around and asked Hiranand to
join her. However, as he was steeped in
ignorance, he is said to have beheld a vast
expanse of water, impossible to cross,
b e t w e e n h i m s e l f a n d h e r a n d
disheartened, he was forced to return
home.

Yet another incident is related of her
life in her in-laws' home. One day, on the
occasion of some festival, Madhav sent
his daughter a pot of rice pudding (kheer).
Alakshyeshvari's mother-in-law, on
seeing the kheer spoke sarcastically.
‘What will I do with this small pot of kheer?
I have so many relatives, this is hardly
sufficient for them.’ Alakshyeshvari
replied, 'Please give this kheer to as many
persons as you like, but don't look inside
the pot'. Somp Kunj began to ladle out the
kheer and gave it to everyone she knew.
But the supply of kheer seemed endless!
Finally, furious with anger, Somp Kunj
looked inside the pot to find just a few
grains sticking to its sides

T h e n e x t d a y a t d a w n ,
Alakshyeshvari cleaned the pot, and
placed it in the flowing current of the

Vitasta river, speaking this 'My father is
doing his morning prayers (Sandhya) at
the Diddmar Ghat. Go and stop there.’
The pot floated down the Vitasta river and
stopped exactly where Madhav Joo was
doing his Sandhya. Madhav picked up the
pot and took it home.

Even after seeing such miraculous
incidents, not just once, but many times
Somp Kunj stubbornly refused to change
her ways towardsAlakshyeshva. Hiranand
also remained foolish and ignorant.
Finally, when living there became
unbearable, Alakheshvari left her
husband's house never to return. It is said
that this Sapru family's fortunes rapidly
declined thereafter.

Alakshyeshvari renounced her
father's home as well, and decided to seek
the eternal abode of the Supreme Being.
She wanted to become absorbed in
sadhana. Seeking a solitary retreat, she
selected a location to the north-east of
Srinagar, known by its ancient name
Jyestha Rudra. Here she did intense
tapasya (austerities) for twelve and a half
years, and began to glow with the fire of
spirituality. At this point, people, attracted
by her spiritual radiance, began to come to
her in such large numbers that she
decided to leave the place for a more
solitary retreat

She moved to a village Mani Gam, in
north Kashmir, on the banks of the Ganges
in the foothills of the Himalayas. On festival
days many people would gather at Mani
Gam for a dip in the sacred waters. In
t h e s e b e a u t i f u l s u r r o u n d i n g s
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Alakshyeshvari chose to do her sadhana.
On a forested hill-top, far from the village,
she made a hermitage for herself. For a
long time she remained in solitude, deep
in spiritual practices.

It is said that none of the villagers at
Mani Gam knew of Alakshyeshvar's
existence, until a certain miraculous
incident revealed her presence to them.

A cowherd boy used to take his cows
to graze at a place which, unknown to him,
was close to where Alakshyeshvari was
absorbed in meditation. The boy noticed
that a beautiful white cow left the herd
every day at noon, and later returned on
her own accord. One day he decided to
follow the cow to see where she went.

in the forest. There he saw a
beautiful woman dressed in ochre robes
seated in meditation, her long hair flowing
loosely, her fac h a heavenly
lustre and her eyes filled with a divine light.
The cow, as though under a spell, stopped
before the radiant ascetic. The ascetic

Following the cow, he reached a
clearing

e shining wit

woman got up and lovingly caressed the
cow. The cow of her own accord poured its
milk into the ascetic's bowl until

his
astonishment that she gave even more
milk than usual.

T h e c o w h e r d c o n f i d e d h i s
experiences to Lal Chandra, the village
head. La

alf years of spiritual practice
in that hermitage.

We will from here refer to her as
Bhavani or Bhagavati (the Goddess). This
is keeping with the common belief in
Kashmir that Alakshyeshvari was an
incarnation of the Goddess Durga.

Lal Chandra told the villagers about
Bhavani and the miraculous happening
attributed to her. But when she began to
receive a great deal of public attention,
she left the village, preferring to continue
her spiritual practices in solitude. She
went to dwell in a hut on the banks of the
Shahkol river. Even there she attracted
devotees.

Once, a spiritual seeker fascinated
by her aura of spirituality asked her, ‘What
is your name?' Bhavani replied, 'My name
is Roopa (one who has realized her own
True Self)’. The seeker further questioned
her, ‘Why do you wear this ochre dress?’
Bhagavati replied, ‘This ochre represents
the state of being in which the individual

it was full.
On seeing this wonderful scene, the

cowherd boy lost consciousness. When
he milked the white cow he found to

l was filed with reverence and
devotion. He located Alakshyeshvari, and
went daily to serve her in whichever way
he could. By this time she had completed
twelve and a h
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soul has taken the colour of the Supreme
Being.’

Bhavani lived for many years on the
banks of the Shahkol, absorbed in
meditation. Finally, when large numbers of
devotees again began to flock around her,
she once more moved away to a quieter
spot in the village of Vaskora. Legend says
that the Naga (snake) Vasuki, did his
tapasya in Vaskora to attain the Grace of
Shiva. When his sadhana bore fruit, he
as

ou as a necklace.’ Bhagavati
greatly liked this spot and began to dwell
there.

Bhavani's grace now began to
shower on her numerous devotees. Many
miracles are attributed to her. There was a
young boy, blind from birth, who served
her with great devotion. Bhavani's
compassionate heart was moved by his
sad condition gave him a stick and
asked him to dig the earth with it. He
immediately obeyed her, many devotees
gathered nearby watching. Soon water
began to appear from the hole that was
dug. Bhavani said to the young boy, ‘Wash
your eyes with the water that has come
forth.’ As the boy did so, his sight was
restored and the crowd of devotees were
amazed. Bhavani had a brother, Lal Joo,
who was very devoted to her and took her
as his guru. Lal's son, Bal, began to stay
with her in her service. Once, Lal
requested Bhavani to educate his illiterate
son. Bhavani gave the boy a pen and
some paper and ordered him to write.
Thereupon, miraculously, the boy began

ked Lord Shiva for a boon ‘May I always
adorn y

. She
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to write fluently like a highly educated
person. The devotees were overwhelmed
by this transformation. In Vaskora,
Bhavani began to give spiritual instruction
to Bal Joo Dar and uttoo in the
form of poetical verses, calle ne
hundred and forty-five of her Vakhs have
been transmitted to us.

Bhavani returned to Srinagar on the
entreaties of her numerous devotees, and
began to live in Safakadal. Many years
had elapsed, and Bhavani now yearned to
be released from her earthly body. On the
Saptami Tithi, in the month of Magha, in
the year 1721, Bhavani's soul took flight
forever. The legend relates how her
devotees, filled with grief, carried her body
towards the cremation ground. On the way
they met the village head who, on seeing
the funeral procession, asked whom they
were carrying. On hearing that it was Roop
Bhavani, he was very startled, for he had
just seen Bhavani walking down the road
by which he came. The devotees looked
inside the coffin and found nothing there
but some alak (locks-of hair) and some
flowers. The alak are even today
worshipped with great reverence.

Although she is not with us now,
Roopa Bhavani's Vakhs are so vibrant
with her presence that on reading them
one feels that she is very near, giving
knowledge to her children with powerful
words of renunciation, and dispelling
ignorance with the weapon of Eternal
Truth. May she guide us on the true path of
knowledge, towards the Divine Light.

Adnan M
d Vakhs. O

��
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Short Story - Robin Chowdhury

Visitors in the time of a Pandemic

The story I am about to tell will seem
curious to you and will raise many
questions in your mind. When these
events took place, I was excited and
thrilled in a way and to an extent that is
difficult to describe. One is never in total
control and so the details were surprising
and the element of uncertainty was part of
it all. On the whole, however, it seemed to
me like a promise fulfilled. Only later did
questions arise in my mind as to the type of
reality and its significance.

In the main, I had some visitors, and
as they appeared, there was no doubt that
they were expected. The manner and
sequence of their appearance was,
however, charming and casual and not at
all burdened with formality of any kind.
They seemed to know what I was thinking
even as I had yet to speak. Their
expressions and postures conveyed the
answers to my unspoken thoughts. And
a l t h o u g h w e r e c o g n i s e d a n d
acknowledged each other, what was the
status of our identities as each of us
progressed through life? Were they of a
different time? Was there a purpose of
their visit? How much did they understand
our place and our times? They seemed to
ignore our technology and gadgets as
irrelevant. There was no awareness or
curiosity about how our lives had been
changed, for better or for worse. Indeed, it

may be they had better
ways of communicating.
Whatever the reason,
they also ignored the
fact of the pandemic that
continues to cause so
much havoc all over the
world, our world. Why
was this so? However, I would like to
emphasise that, at the time of these
events, I had no such doubts or questions.
I was happy and had no need for external
information or for any device to obtain it. It
was pure human to human communication
at its simplest and best.

Let me tell you what I was doing that
day before these events unfolded. After
my retirement, I patiently developed a
routine for morning walks at different
locations in Figtree and Wollongong.
Some locations provide a very quiet and
calm environment. Sounds of birds and
insects only highlight the peaceful
surroundings and allow a free flow of
thoughts whether one is just seated on a
bench or walking.

On sunny mornings, one is tempted
to drive to the beach and park the car in a
designated area before starting the
enjoyable activities of a morning out. One
is drawn towards the vast expanse of the
sea. The surface of the ocean shimmers
as the play of restless waves holds the
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attention. It is rewarding to observe even
for a short time. After this short
indulgence, I do simple exercises and
then take a brisk walk. I may make some
overseas phone calls to close relatives on
some occasions or write some text
messages or listen to some news. This
only highlights the extent to which we are
addicted to our devices, almost enslaved
by them.

When I free myself from that, leave
the phone in the car or switch it off, I can
devote myself to some reflection. This is
the most important benefit of going out of
the house to an area closer to nature and
free from urban noise at least in the early
morning. Some long forgotten events,
however insignificant may surface at such
times. Acquaintances and friends from a
distant past may come into focus as part of
these past events, however minor or
insignificant. I have lived for significant
periods of time in several countries and
have visited many others for brief periods.
Along the way, I have encountered
situations and people some of whom
have, no doubt, left deep impressions on
me. Yet, the only people with whom I
communicate consciously are a small
bunch of kith and kin and some friends.
And indeed we have a lot of memories to
share, much to cherish and be grateful for.

One wonders whether there is some
interaction going on with all those others.
How do we communicate with those times
and people who are not even on the
radar? Perhaps such communication
does happen in subtle ways. Does the

subconscious mind have its own
equivalent of electronic communication? If
only we knew. Would we then explore
further and be tempted to unlock those
secrets?

The Covid-19 pandemic has
profoundly affected life all over the world
since January 2020. Australia, like other
countries, announced strict restrictions on
travel and on ordinary activities of people.
Lockdown was enforced in some cities or
particular areas in a city which were
considered to be hot spots of infection.
Social life has been severely curtailed and
there has been a dramatically adverse
impact on the national economy. I did
severely curtail my walking for some
weeks. After several weeks, the
restrictions in our region were relaxed to
an extent that I could continue my walks
again.

Never the less , the Cov id -19
pandemic continues to affect everyone
and dealing with this continuing adversity
has become part of individual and
community expectations. Life has become
monotonous and dull and get-togethers
are discouraged. The probability of visitors
to home for social purposes is extremely
low.

On this particular day, on reaching
home, I was looking forward to nothing
more than carrying out home chores and
indulging in recreations like watching
news or reading. The street in front of our
house was quiet as is usual for a late
morning on a week day. Although it was a
clear day, the light seemed very soft,
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gentle and subdued. No sign of the sun's
rays. One might as well have been in a
densely forested estate. I came out of the
front door and stood there for a moment
looking towards the street.

In the soft light I saw a person
coming along the driveway towards me.
Immediately I recognised Roshan and
thought: “That is so nice; he has at last
accepted my request and is here, saying
so in person”.

However, you must know that I had
no awareness of this visitor or my
invitations to him before I stepped out of
my front door. What I am now telling you is
of my awareness and thought process in
the immediate aftermath of seeing a
person walking along the driveway
towards me. “This is my second or third
request to him” I mused, “and now he is
here”.

Now I must again tell you further of
my thought process at the time.
Unbeknown to my invitee, I had wanted to
get him to come because of my perception
that he had a hard life in material terms.
His life was blighted by lack of money and
means and I had no doubt that it was the
reality and not just my assumption.

So he would stay with me. He would
help manage things effortlessly without
realising he was doing so. We would
navigate our existence together. He would
not have any material hardship. However,
it would be grossly insulting for him to even
suspect that he had been encouraged to
come because he was considered to be in
dire need. He would continue to live here

and need never know my motivation nor
would anyone else know. By his gestures,
my friend acknowledges me and my joy at
seeing him and appears to say, “Relax, I
will be fine”

As I was rationalising these thoughts
I saw another person coming along the
drive towards me. I said to myself, “Ah, my
friend Vibushan has come too just as I
wanted him to. That is so good.”

I must tell you, however, that before
these events, I had no such awareness of
expecting him to come or even having
invited him. I am only telling you of what I
thought in those precious moments of the
encounter.

I immediately thought of alerting him
that, in his conversations with Roshan, he
should somewhat cautious as to any
enquiries from Roshan. I seemed to
message him and say, “Please, feel free
and enjoy the company of all including
Roshan. But if you find out or suspect the
real reason why I have invited Roshan, do
not share it with him”. With a gesture and a
nod, he conveyed that my message had
been received and that I need not worry. It
was almost as if he considered my request
superfluous. The two of them were in
effortless interaction and conversation and
seemed to be intimate. Perhaps I was
wrong in assuming they were relative
strangers to each other.

At this instant two more things
happened almost simultaneously. A third
person also came along the drive. This
was Rajinder and I was as happy to see
him as the others. At that moment I felt that
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he too was invited by me and expected.As
he joined the other two and they interacted
effortlessly, I noticed a huge shape, like a
billboard or a sculpture being brought up. It
seemed impressive and obviously
expensive and it was placed, with
confidence at a specific location, a focal
point at the front of the house. The location
was directly in front and to my right, some
7 meters away. And I exclaimed almost
aloud. “What is this extravagance,
procuring a huge art object, an impressive
paining of that size and importance for this
occasion”. As quickly as I had thought this
and perhaps said it aloud, I rationalised
that it was ok. I should not make a fuss and
I had some idea, perhaps just a guess,
which would have done this. Thinking of it
now, I wonder if it was indeed
accompanying the visitors, part of their
plan, appro or even a gift. The three
visitors did not seem to be perturbed by it
nor did they seem to sense a change in my
expression or demeanour to surprise and
then to acceptance.

Even as this huge object was being
installed, there was a flurry of activity and
several panels of similar size were being
moved along and up the driveway and
placed end to end as panels with edges
touching each other and joining up with the
art object at the dominant corner. Thus
these panels formed the perimeter of a
marquee without a roof, separating the
space from any view from the road
beyond.

It was as if privacy was being
ensured for the meeting involving all of us.

And I was thinking, “Is this going to be a
bigger gathering? Are a lot more people
invited this day? Is it going to be a big party,
after all?” As time passed, so to speak,
since time was virtually at a standstill, I
observed no one else. Our conversations
had started, if you can characterise the
silent communications as such. It was an
animated, thoughtful group but there was
earnestness in the air to moderate the joy
that I felt and assumed that others did too. I
wondered how my three guests, of similar
age to mine, appeared to be youthful
adults in good physical and mental health
with no signs of ageing. Through some
kind of thought transference perhaps, my
question was heard and answered by one
and all during our conversations. The
answer was given and received in a subtle
way as we talked of the times when we
were of the age represented in the make-
up of the guests. I was put at ease
because, for the moment, I too belonged
to the younger age group as I was already
feeling that way.

Dear reader, I think you will realise
that much remained mysterious to me
during these events and yet I felt
comfortable and joyous. It goes without
saying that we exchanged some notes
about past times and how life developed
for each of us. Those details are too
numerous and long to form part of this
short story. It is hard to recall the full details
of this engaging get-together as I was
excited throughout and in a state of high
emotion even as I was puzzling about
various aspects of the events. Yet, I can
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state some snippets of our interaction.
Roshan said, “I hope you will be

happy and comfortable for me to call you
Robin. I knew you by a couple of
affectionate names used by the close
family and friends. However, much time
has passed for you and you have been
known as Robin for many years although I
also know you still feel honoured to be
addressed in affectionate terms by kith
and kin and close friends.”

He continued, “You have correctly
called me by the name I had when we were
together. You expected to see me as my
older self but a choice of the happiest
period of our association was made. We
were close and carefree and, if we had to
meet, best to enjoy that stage of life. You
are right to wonder about me arriving here
as if I am a young man. Moreover, you still
dwell in your mind on the difficulties and
troubles we faced as we got older and you
even wonder if anything could have been
done to avoid those hardships. Well, we
were tested hard, confronted obstacles
and many awkward and even tragic
things happened as we passed through
other stages of life. Some of us
encountered serious health issues and
reached the end-game sooner than
others. What you are seeing today, in this
encounter should tell you that a life is lived
to a finite end but that there can be renewal
too”. Well, to be honest, I am not a
credulous person but I still enjoyed this
type of talk without question.

Vibushan followed a similar thread of
conversation. He said “Robin, I recall the

good times as well as you do. Perhaps
some details are clearer to me. We had
some amazing times together. From
chance acquaintance to friendship we
explored intellectual concepts, talked of
reading, poetry, books and even politics
and ideology. I know you were somewhat
sceptical of my dalliance with political
ideas such as socialism.”

”Indeed, those aspirations of mine
did not count for much. You saw me in my
difficult days even in youth. It was then that
circumstances separated us for the first
time. You are right to assume that we had
the first break in our friendship and, in any
case, it was unrealistic to maintain a long
distance connection. However, you should
not feel guilty about any of that. There were
some happy years also when you were
away overseas although that phase of my
life was also not to last.

You have indeed heard that, in my
senior years also, I suffered in various
ways and got estranged from reality a
couple of times. In the concluding phases
of that life, I was away from my beloved
Kashmir valley. Many years later you tried
to find out what happened to me and you
were not successful. It is difficult for me tell
you about all that now. You will appreciate
that I come here today as the happy,
youthful person of the early years so that
you will again feel the joy of a budding
friendship revisited.

Rajinder listened to these statements
with fascination. He was also present in his
youthful self. We got to know each other in
younger days and a promising association
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developed. We regarded each other as
friends. However, our paths diverged. We
went in different directions. Moreover, our
connection was not of an emotional
nature. From time to time one or the other
w o u l d i n i t i a t e a d i a l o g u e v i a
correspondence. Consequently I had
been thinking of him during my retirement
years and especially the last couple of
years. There was no unfinished business
between us and his presence on this
occasion provided some balance from the
richness and depth of emotions that
permeated the other conversations.

The events that I have described
ended as abruptly as they started. Ever
since then I have been trying to make
sense of everything and much that I have
expressed is due to those efforts over
weeks. Dear reader, I am unable to tell you
much more except to admit that this is not
a problem requiring a solution. It is, in fact,
the other way round. I have started to
understand this in terms of future
incarnations of friends from my past.
However, there is much more to explore.

Author lives in Australia
Contact him at : robin@uow.edu.au
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Grandma's Stories

oçoçÇ cççB kçÀçÇ kçÀnççÆvç³ççb - vçççÆvç neb]pçe kçÀLçe

Content Source: käshír talmíh & käshír lúkû kathû ~ Publications of
J&K Academy of Art, Culture & Languages. Transliteration & Re-
written for Children by M.K.Raina]

Folk Tales of Kashmir

Golden Fish & the Fisherman

It was Kishmish's birthday today, English
birthday to be precise. Her birthday as per
Kashmiri Pandits' Panchang fell five days
back. Kashmiri Pandits consider the
Panchang birthday as the real one. It
coincides with the lunar calendar. They
prepare tåhår (yellow rice) on this day and
after pooja, give a part of it to birds and
dogs. But the one as per English calendar
is celebrated at a bigger scale as per
modern trend and the wishes of the
children. They receive lots of good wishes
and gifts from their friends on the day.
Usually, evenings are reserved for
ceremonies like cake-cutting and dinner
party and dance and music.

So children were late. Grandma was
also there, busy at the party, embracing
and hugging all children including those
who were invited for the celebrations and
the dinner. Return gifts were distributed by
her only.

It was about
9.00 O'Clock in the
night when they got
free and assembled
for Grandma's story.

G r a n d m a
started.

Once upon a time there was a
fisherman. He was very poor and hardly
managed two square meals for him and his
wife. He had no children. His wife was rude
and ill-mannered. She would abuse him off
and on, for not earning much and for not
providing her luxuries other women in the
neighbourhood were enjoying. Fisherman
would listen to all this but not utter a single
word. He was scared of his wife.

”Oh, was she so bad?" Babloo
asked Grandma.

Yes, she was. That is why there was

,Dapaan
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no peace between the two", said
Grandma.

Fisherman would go for fishing every
day, with the net on
his head and the
basin under arm,
toil for the day and
earn a little. His wife
used to go to her
neighbours' place
to pound grains or
get them water from
the stream and earn
a little. They had a small hut to live in,
without any furnishing or furniture. The
total property they had in the hut was a
small stone mortar, a winnowing basket, a
sieve and a wooden mortar. Time passed
and both of them started getting older.

have not seen a mortar made of
wood. Where can I see that?" Said

M a h i m a t o
Grandma.

I h a v e a
photograph in my
album. I will show
you tomorrow.
Remind me", said
Grandma.

One day, the fisherman went to a big
river to catch fish. He cast his net over and
over again but without success. He could
not catch a single fish. He started weeping.
He was scared of going home empty
handed, for the fear of his wife. In the
meantime, dark clouds overcast the sky
and there was thunder with lightening.

Fisherman cast his net a last time to

"

"

I

try his luck. As he
collected the net,
he found a big
golden fish in it. As
soon as he took the
fish in his hands, it
started talking like a
human.

Fish said to
fisherman, "O' you noblem a n , d o n ' t
catch me. Let me go back into the river."
Fisherman was surprised. He had never
seen a fish talking like a human being. He
said, "I have been here since morning. I
have not caught a single fish. How can I let
you go? What will I carry back home?
Moreover, you are golden. I will present
you to the king and I am sure, he will
reward me well.

Fish said, "If you leave me, I promise
to give you whatever you demand. I am the
queen of all rivers. Fish of all rivers are my
subjects." Fisherman thought for a while.
He pitied the poor fish and dropped her
back into the river. He reached home
empty handed. His wife was waiting for
him. He narrated his story to her. She was
furious. She said, "You are a fool. You are
good for nothing. Who lets a fish go like
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that, that too a golden fish? She has lied.
She has made a fool of you by telling you a
false story. Have you ever heard of any
queen fish in the river? If she was really a
queen and if you believe her, why didn't
you ask her for some food for the dinner?"

Next day, the fisherman left for the
river again. He wanted to test the queen
fish. He called the queen fish loudly.
Queen fish appeared before him and said,
"I am here. What can I do for you?”

Fisherman was excited. He said,
"Send me food for seven days." Fish
dived back into the river.

On reaching home, fisherman saw a
number of cauldrons containing varieties
of food ready to be served. Food was
sufficient for seven days. Both fisherman
and his wife stopped going to work any
more and enjoyed the feasts.

After seven days, fisherman's wife
said to him, "Go and ask the river queen
for a bungalow, one like the king has. We
have never had a good place to live in.”

Fisherman went to the river bank and

called the golden fish. She appeared and
said, "Tell me nobleman, what do you
want?" Fisherman said, "My wife wants for
a bungalow." Fish vanished into the
waters.

On reaching home, fisherman saw a
decent bungalow in place of his hut. His

wife was standing at the window. As
soon as she saw the fisherman, she
shouted at him, "You fool, you asked for a
bungalow like that of king's but forgot to
ask for royal costumes and jewellery? Go
and get it now.”

Fisherman returned to river bank.
Called the fish and said to her, "My wife
wants royal costumes and jewellery." Fish
vanished again.

Fisherman reached his home and
found his wife royally
d r e s s e d . N e x t
morning she said to
him, "Ask your queen
f ish to send us
servants and enough
money." Fisherman
obeyed, went to the
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river bank, called the fish and told her
about his wife's fresh demand.

On reaching home, he saw scores of
servants busy in different chores. His wife

w a s s i t t i n g o n a
p e d e s t a l , i s s u i n g
orders. As soon as she
saw her husband, she
called a servant and
ordered him to take the
fisherman to cowshed
and keep him tied there.

Ser vant obeyed.
Next morning, fisherman's wife

called a servant and
asked him to produce
the fisherman before
her. When he came,
she ordered him to
ask the fish queen to
make her the boss of
all fish. Fisherman did
not agree. She called her servants and got
him beaten up. He left for the river bank,
half dead.

On reaching the bank, he called the
golden fish. She appeared. He said, "My
wife has become terribly greedy. She now
wants you and all your fish to be under her
command." Fish vanished.

There were
c l o u d s a g a i n .
T h e r e w a s
l ightening and
t h e r e w e r e
t h u n d e r s . I t
started raining.
Fisherman walked

fast to reach his home. When he reached
there, he was taken aback. There was no

bungalow and no royal decor. His old hut
was there and his wife was sweeping the
floor.

”Oh my God! It
m e a n s t h i s p o o r
fisherman also suffered
because of that wicked
lady. I pity him", said
Kalhan.

“ I t a l w a y s
happens. If there is a
bad person in your
company, everybody will suffer. In
friendship too, you must be careful to
choose your friends", said Grandma.

It was late and younger ones were
sleepy. Their parents took them to their
rooms.

��
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From the Pages of Ancient History - M.K.Parimoo

Haarvan and its Archaeological Monuments

Shadaar Hadavan is the ancient name
of Present day Haarvan. In Sanskrit,
Shadaar Hadavan means either the forest
of six sages or Huge deposits of snow.
Haarvan is towards North-east of Srinagar
(Kashmir), 4.28 kms.from Shalimar. Some
Sanskrit historians have named it Nandini
Kshetra, where as historian Abu Fazal
calls it 'Phaag'.

According to Kalhana Pandit, "There
was a Bodhisattav named Nagarjuna
living in this country at Shadaar Hadavan".
Nagarjuna was a Buddhist monk -
philosopher and a proponent of
Mahayana school of thought. Mahayana
in Sanskrit means 'Greater Vehicle'.
Mahayana school of thought emphasized
the idea of Boddhi Sattav i.e. one who

seeks to become a
Buddha. In several
o f h i s w o r k s ,
N a g a r j u n a
d e f e n d e d t h e
Mahayana Sutras
as 'The Authentic
Word of Buddha."
He also articulated
the doct r ine of
emptiness (Shuniyata in Hindi).

At present, Haarvan is famous
because of its water reservoir, but
historically it has tremendous importance
because of those archaeological
monuments which have been found at an
elevated site on the Zabarvan foot hills on
the right side of the road, some distance

away above 'Shah Kol' on its left
bank. According to Prof. (Dr.)
M.A.Stein, "No signs of any
archaeological remains could be
found any where in the area".
Towards the last quarter of 19th
century, some signs of the
archaeological remains of
Kushaan Period were thought
upon, and in the first quarter of
20th century, some labourers
were engaged for excavating
archaeological remains. After
some time, some tiles were
retrieved, which verified the idea
of archaeological remains in the
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area. All the archaeological excavations
were got carried out under the supervision
o f the then Super in tenden t o f
Archaeological Department of J & K Govt,
Pt. R.C.Kak between 1919 and 1929 A.D.

Shri Kak has written about the
Haarvan's archaeological remains in his
book. According to Dr. Henrich,
Nagarjuna was living during Kanishika's
time and Kalhana Pandit also makes the
mention of Nagarjuna during Kushaan
Rule. Thus it is clear that Nagarjuna must
have given his philosophy during
Kushaan period.

Keeping Nagarjuna's stay at
Haarvan in view, we can say that some
archaeological remains must have been
known during Nagarjuna's time, because
these archaeological remains belong to
250 B.C. Moreover, the construction work
started by Kushaans continued even after
the Kushaan rule in Kashmir. While
excavating some archaeological remains
at Haarvan Kashmir, some coins were
also found at the site.

The existence of archeological
remains of Kushaan period at Haarvan
reveal that during Kanishka's regime,
Kushaan (also called UCHI) government
was extended from Central Asia to the
Bay of Bengal, with the result that the
East got connected to the West by trade
route, resulting in the exchange of trade
as well as culture, thus giving a philip to
the trade. It is testified by the moulds of
different size excavated at Haarvan. The
moulds were used to shape the clay bricks
which were also baked so as to export
them from India. In addition to these

bricks, tiles were also excavated from
Haarvan. Images of human beings
resembling with the inhabitants of
Kashgar and Yaarqand were found on
those tiles. Some human figures were
shown with Turkish caps on their heads &
also wearing trousers, as described by an
architect Percy Brown in his book 'Indian
Architecture'. He also writes, "No doubt,
the baked brick tiles shaped through
moulds & excavated at Haarvan Kashmir
are no doubt beautiful and matchless, but
skill of craftsmen has not shown any
further improvement. However, the idols
and other images engraved on the brick
tiles depict the culture of certain ancient
civilizations. In addition to these we also
find certain other things produced locally
including various articles of diverse
designs prevalent in ancient Greece and
Persia. Some of the excavated brick tiles
had the images of Indian elephants, lion
and also some images of male as well as
female dancers of different races as
revealed through their costumes.
Numerals are also engraved on these
brick tiles. Recently the numerals have
been deciphered are Kharoshti numerals.
The Kharoshti numerals were in vogue
300 years B.C. in North Western India and
during Kushaan period, counting was
done with the help of these Kharoshti
numerals only."

Kharoshti script was an ancient
Indian script used in Gandhara. Gandhara
(Mahajanpada) is the name of an ancient
kingdom of India located (now) in Northern
Pakistan and also parts of Eastern
Afghanistan.
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The Nature
Paintings by Mona Jain, Indore

Maharaja’s Guards

The official Belt-buckle of the
Security at

Maharaja Hari Singh’s Palace.

Courtesy : Riyaansh Raina
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Pandit Vishi Nath Kampasi (1853-1938). First Kashmiri
photographer. Started his studio in Srinagar in 1880s. Sold his
wife's Dejhour to buy his first camera from a foreign tourist.

Courtesy : Autar Krishen Trisal
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Mails/Messages regarding Project
Z a a n ’ s ‘ I n f o r m a t i o n D i g e s t
Consolidated’for Children.

���

���

Dear Editor,
This is with reference to
the ‘Information Digest
Consolidated’ recently
released under Project
Zaan. A commendable
effort by a tireless man
trying very hard to
p r o m o t e K a s h m i r i
language and traditions. My salute to your
efforts.
Sanjay Dhar
President KPA, Mumbai

Dear Sir,

Lalit Zutshi
Kharghar, Navi Mumbai

Dear Sir,

Sunil Kaul

Kharghar, Mumbai

Dear Raina Sahib,

Exto l th is p iece of
information (Information
Digest Consolidated) and
I understand lot of hard
work would have gone in
comp i l a t i on o f t h i s
document. Well received
this sea of information for
our Gen-next. I would
urge to throw some more light on Kashmiri
Pandit saints.

Th is is absolu te ly
incredible, dedicated
and passionate work.
This is a treasure
without having an iota of
doubt. Kudos and hats
off to you Mahra.

Thanks a ton for sharing
this. This without any
doubt is going down in
ev ident h is tory in
f l o u r i s h i n g o u r
upcoming generation
as well as others and
elders to guide. Your

���

���
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contributions are remarkable and I have
no words to aver. Humble regards.

P r o j e c t Z a a n
Information Digest is a
wonderfully prepared
c o m p e n d i u m o f
profound information. A
lot of efforts and labour
have been invested in its
making. I t wi l l be
immensely helpful and
u s e f u l t o y o u n g e r g e n e r a t i o n .
Congratulations and thanks for sharing
and making it available to all.

Lt Commander Vivek Tingloo
Delhi

Dear Raina Sahib,

UpenderAmbardar

Jammu

���

���

���

Dear Sir,

Ashok Raina

Bohri, Jammu

Really a great work done
in publishing Project Zaan
Information Digest. I just
glanced through, though I
will read it in detail. It is a
beautiful refresher for all
adults and a priceless
information source for KP
kids to know their roots. Thankyou Raina
Sahib. Naman to your dedication.

I have gone through the
Digest.I compliment
you for bringing out an
informative issue in
Digest series. It has
come out well. God
bless. In case you plan
to bring out more
editions of the same,
p l e a s e c o n s i d e r t h e f o l l o w i n g
suggestions:

Page 2 : I recently chanced upon a link,
which if referenced here wi

Map which
doesn't confuse people between Sindh
and Indus may be posted.
Page 39 : Give Akhrot kul more width to
project akhrot suitably.The tree on the left
can be reduced in width.
Page 68: The abrupt jump from 1470 to
Dogras is a little jarring.We can at least
mention the various periods and then
describe formation of J&K.
1320-1588 Sultans ; 1588-1753 Mughals;
1753-1819 Afgans; 1819-1846 Sikhs;
1846-1947 Dogras
Page 85: Sufis & Reshis could be
elaborated: This has always been
misunderstood. Sufis in Kashmir were
Mystics also on proselytisation. Reshi's
were Mystics totally engaged in God
communion.
Page 126: We must give space to mention

Dear Raina Sahib,

ll give a good
addition. https://youtu.be/vEX5h83AVL0
Page 16 : If possible the
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all scripts while noting that as of now only
Nastaliq is officially recognised. Sharada,
Devanagri, Roman, Urdu, Sanskrit are
scripts where our cultural fund is lodged.
Page 142: Suggest mention names of
famous women of Kashmir.
Regards,
Ashok Dullu
Baroda

���

���

Dear Sir,

Desh Chander Kaul

Dear Shri Raina Sahib,

No mention of Guru
Tegh Bahadur in this
entire project of Zaan,
why? I have shared my
concern with many
Kashmir i Pandi ts .
They find your mistake
as unfortunate but
vested. How can you ignore t h e
sacrifices of Sikh Gurus for saving
Pandits? Please come clean on this.

Thank you for creating
such n ice read ing
material for Kashmiri
Pandit children who
w e r e n o t b o r n i n
Kashmir or who did not
stay for long in Kashmir
and don’t know much
about the land of their
ancestors. Digest will definitely prove a
mini-encyclopedia for them and their

parents too. I have uploaded the Digest on
our website for wider circulation.

Excellent information
for not only children
but for those also who
are interested in our
history and culture.
We can not forget our
mother land . You
have done a great
service to the whole
community. Thank
you so much.

The posterity and the present generation
will remain indebted to you Raina Sahib.

In fo rmat ion Diges t
Consolidated is an
excel lent work, no
w o r d s t o e x p r e s s
gratitude for the work
you are doing. We are
proud of you.

Wonderful work. Great efforts.

Zitni Dhar, Singapore
https://kashmirasitis.com

Surendra Dhar
New Delhi

Pawanlata Kaul

Dear Raina Sahib,

Neena Kher, Mumbai

Romesh Nadir, USA
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Letters to Editor

Excellent work. Should be in every J&K
home, including Ladakh.

Thanks no, appreciation no, unexpected
no, hard work no, dedication no, persistent
love's labour no, then what? A
combination of all these and even more.
That is what I felt after
going through the Project
Zaan information digest
written, compiled, editted
and released by you.

Project Zan has
been the best thing that
ever happened to KP
community around the
world and specially to
those in Mumbai and its neighbouring
townships. You have proved to be the
thread that held and continues to hold the
rosary of all that is Kashmiri, it's history,
language, music, food, religion, rituals,
people etc. together

The 150 page document may look
big at the first site. But going through it and
appreciating the width of the canvas that
you have covered with all the pictures and
details on it, the number gets justified. l
was looking for an index at the start, which
i missed. Search would have been easier.

My late father, Shree J.N.Kachroo,
would be smiling from wherever he be
t o d a y. N o t b e c a u s e y o u h a v e
acknowledged his contributions to the

Surender Tikoo
Pune

Dear Raina Sahib,
���

Project but because for him it is
competition of a task started long back. A
student finishing what a teacher had
started jointly with him and other
emancipated peers.

Thank you Raina Sahib for this
informative reference Digest, which
should find a place in every KP home.
Keep doing the good work.

Excellent. You have done
a great serv ice to
educate the community
about our land, culture
and history. Thank you so
much Sir.

Superb work Raina
Sahab. In format ion
Digest Consolidated is
really a Gaagar mein
Saagar. Qadman madad
tû sehte badan tohi.

Great work Raina Sahib. Such a treasure
trove for our young and generation next.

Suriender Kachroo
Mumbai

Nancy Bhat Munshi

Bharat Pandit
Mumbai

Anil Tickoo
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