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This is the 4th issue of the magazine
and I am glad that we are

adhering strictly to the schedule of
releasing it on the fist day of the
month. Let me thank our writers who
have always been prompt in sending
their write-ups, making it easier for us
to release the issue in time. We are
also thankful to our readers who feed
us with their input, enabling us to
improve the quality of the magazine and give them
what they want to read.

Recently, a cultural event named was
organised at Rang Sharda, Bandra by the Kashmiri
Pandits' Association, Mumbai in association with the
Vomedh Theatre Group of Jammu. Programme was
well presented and artistes of Vomedh Theatre did a
wonderful job in playing the drama 'Ek Aur Birbal'. This
drama reminds us of the period when Kashmiri Pandits
were subjected to inhuman treatment and persecution
by the rulers, especially Afghan rulers who left no
stone unturned to annihillate the community. History
can neither be erased nor forgotten. We need to
educate our youngsters about our past and this drama
was a step in that direction. Our thanks to Rakesh
Roshan Bhat, the playwright and his brother Rohit
Bhat who directed the play, for reminding us of our
history. We also saw a young non-Kashmiri singer
Archana Kamath from Goa singing Kashmiri song in
her melodious voice. We need to encourage such
talents. May be because of this our younger
generation is tempted to learn and speak Kashmiri
more enthusiastically. Well sung Archana and keep it
up. Kudos also to young singer Ashish Bhat who
mesmerised the audience with his melody.

It is encouraging to see people enrolling for
learning Kashmiri on Zaan WhatsApp classes.
Currently five classes are running and more students
are expected to join in the days ahead. We need to
congratulate the parents who exhort their children to
learn Kashmiri whatever way possible.

Praagaash
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vçcçmlçí Mççjoí oíçÆJç kçÀçMcççÇjhçájJçççÆmççÆvç ~
lJççcçnb ÒççLç&³çí çÆvçl³çb çÆJçÐççoçvçb ®ç oíçÆn cçí ~~1~~

³çç Þçàç OççjCçç cçíIçç JççioíJççÇ çÆJççÆOçJçuuçYçç ~
YçÊçÀçÆpç»çûçmçovçç MçcçççÆoiçáCçoççÆ³çvççÇ ~~2~~

vçcçççÆcç ³çççÆcçvççR vççLçuçíKççuç*dkçãÀlçkçáÀvlçuççcçd ~
YçJççvççR YçJçmçvlççhççÆvçJçç&hçCçmçáOççvçoçÇcçd ~~3~~

YçêkçÀçu³çÌ vçcççí çÆvçl³çb mçjmJçl³çÌ vçcççí vçcç: ~
JçíoJçíoç²JçíoçvlççÆJçÐççmLççvçíY³ç SJç ®ç ~~4~~

Obeisance to Thee, O effulgent Sharada,
worshipped in the City of Kashmir, I always
beseech Thee to vouchsafe to me Pure
Knowledge.

You are faith, memory, intelligence, the
divinity of speech, the Spouse of Creator,
Brahma. You grace the devotees speech,
You are the bestower of inner peace, and
all other excellences.

I bow down to Bhavani who is decorated
with ear ornament studded with the flash of
lightning, who is a river of nectar that cures
the torments of worldly life.

Constant Salutations to Thee, O Mother

Beneficent! You are the stay of Veda and
the auxiliary branches of Veda, of the
Vedanta and all other forms of learning.
Salutations to You, O Goddess of Learning.

O Mother, You are the personification of
Brahman. You are the Supreme Spirit, the
light Divine, the Eternal Being. You are the
Presiding Deity in all branches of learning.
Salutations to You, O Goddess of Learning.

But for You the whole world would appear
lifeless. You are the Presiding Deity of
Knowledge. Salutations to You, O Goddess
of Learning.

But for You the whole world would appear
dumb and demented. You are the Presiding
Deity of Speech. Salutations to You, O

Goddess of Speech.

yç´ïçmJçªhçç hçjcçç p³ççíçÆlçªhçç mçvççlçvççÇ ~
mçJç&çÆJçÐçççÆOçoíJççÇ ³çç lçm³çÌ JççCç³çÌ vçcççí vçcç: ~~5~~

³ç³çç çÆJçvçç pçiçlmçJç¥ MçéçppççÇJçvcçãlçb YçJçílçd ~
%ççvçççÆOçoíJççÇ ³çç lçm³çÌ mçjmJçl³çÌ vçcççí vçcç: ~~6~~

³ç³çç çÆJçvçç pçiçlmçJç¥ cçÓkçÀcçávcçÊçJçlmçoç ~
³çç oíJççÇ JççiççÆOçøþç$ççÇ lçm³çÌ JççC³çÌ vçcççí vçcç: ~~7~~

��

Mççjoç mlççí$çcçd - Sharada Stotram

Sharada Stotram
written by Sunil
Mahanoor i on
printed paper.

Photo Courtesy:
Core Sharada
Team

Sharada Devi in
Kashmiri attire :
P a i n t i n g b y
Bhushan Kaul.

Photo Courtesy:
Dilip Langoo
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Our Cultural Heritage - T.N.Dhar ‘Kundan’

Kashmir - The Cradle of Cultures
Kashmir is undergoing an unr ecedented
turmoil for almost three decades now. It is time
that we should be sitting back and reflecting on
the rich and unique culture of Kashmir, the
land of our birth.

T.S.Eliot has defined culture as 'the way
of life of a particular people living together in
one place; that which makes life worth living;
that which makes it a society – it includes Arts,
Manners, Religion and Ideas.' After the mid
twentieth century, culture has come to mean
the affirmation of a specific identity – national,
ethnic, regional rather than the transcendence
of it. All these definitions make culture overlap
civilization. In order to differentiate between
the two, we can safely say that culture is the
way we think and civilization the way we live.
The former has a definite and telling effect on
the latter and the two together give us our
distinct identity. In effect culture of a society
manifests itself in the shape of its civilization.

If there is a single terminology that sums
up the entire gamut of our culture as
Kashmiris, it is the name given to
our land. literally means a
garden of sages. This land has produced an
innumerable number of saints and savants,
sages and Sufis, who have always stood for
the durable principles of truth, freedom,
wisdom, humility, simplicity, compassion,
contemplation, worship and the like. The
common Kashmiri has adopted these qualities
and infused them in his thinking and actions. If
I borrow the idiom of Mary Pat Fisher I would
say that the map of our Kashmir couldn't be
colour-coded as to its Hindu, Muslim, Buddhist
identity; each of its parts is marbled with the
colours and textures of the whole. We have
had Buddhist view of life and cosmos thrive in
this land for many many years in the past. We
have had a distinct non-dualistic ideology
called the ' ' Philosophy shape the

p

'
'

Ryeshi Vaer'
Ryeshi Vaer'

Trika

metaphysical thinking of this
land. We have had the Vedic
rituals of the Sanatana
Dharma as the basis of our
very existence. There used to
be an admixture of ' '
and ' ' in our way of
worshipping and then, with
the advent of Islam in fourteenth century we
witnessed the Sufi order in this land. All these
in course of time got merged and produced a
blend of cultures, which is humanistic, pious
and pure, yet very simple and straightforward.
It has taught us to turn from the fragmentary to
the 'total', from the superficial to the profound,
and from the mundane material to the spiritual.
Religion has never been an obstacle to this
unique cultural blend.

Professor Timothy Miller, a specialist in
new religious movements, has rightly
observed that, 'Human culture is always
evolving and reinventing its own past and
present.' We call our way of life 'Sanatana
Dharma' or the Eternal Law of Do's and Don'ts
of life. Our belief is that God, Universe and the
Vedas are eternal and co-existent. Strict
adherence to the prescribed norms ensures
cosmic harmony, order in the society and the
welfare of mankind. Due to this belief Hindus,
the original inhabitants of this land, were
neither interested in recording their history nor
inclined to force their way of thinking on any
one. The basic ideology has been twofold.
One,
the Truth is one and the learned describe it in
many different ways' and the second,

– let noble and
beneficial thoughts come to us from all sides of
the world'. This eternal way of life, this age-old
culture of ours is said to be five millennia old on
the basis of the ' adopted by
us from time immemorial. Ours is perhaps the

Shakta
Tantra

Ekam Sat Viprah bahudhah vadanti

Aano
bhadra kratavo yantu vishvatah

Saptarishi Samvat'

' –

'
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only almanac in the country, that gives this
' and the running year is 5089.

The only recorded History in India, the
' has been written by a
Kashmirian, Kalhana. Yet ironically we do not
have any record of our cultural heritage and
historical events of the prior period and,
therefore, we are unable to paint an authentic
picture of the life and faith of our ancestors
who lived in this pious land.As in the rest of the
country, we have to draw upon legends, fables
and other types of literature, verbal or written,
in order to visualize the picture of our ancient
heritage. It is very significant that in the Indian
tradition the two great epics, 'Ramayana' and
'Mahabharata' along with the 'Puranas' form
the corpus of our history, from which we have
to figure out what our past has been like.
Kashmir also has its own 'Purana' called the
'Nilamat Purana', which throws some light on
our heritage. This 'Purana' vouches for the fact
that after the water was drained from the vast
area of Sati Sar, sages were invited to settle in
the valley and do their penance in the calm
and peaceful environment of this sacred valley
surrounded by the Western Himalayan
ranges. The aborigines, Nagas, Pishachas,
Shvapakas etc. were assimilated and became
extinct as tribes in course of time. During this
period the rituals and the injunctions of the
Vedas only were followed. The inhabitants
today in effect are, therefore, the progeny of
the sages who settled here for penance and
eventual emancipation with a sprinkling of
immigrant population.

The fact that an important congregation
of Buddhists was held in Kashmir, during the
reign of the King Kanishka, shows that this
ideology had found favour with the peace
loving citizens of Kashmir in course of time. It
is from here that the ideology travelled as far
as Japan via Tibet and China. In Kashmir,
however, a strong non-dualistic philosophy,
called Kashmir Shaiva Darshan, drove out this
ideology but not before it had left an indelible

Samvat'

Raja Tarangini'

mark on our culture. There are a number of
places, which are named after the 'Bauddha
Viharas' and are called in local language as
' '. In Srinagar itself we have a locality
named as ' ' a corruption from 'Buddha
Giri' or the Buddha's hillock. These together
with the non-violent passivity of Kashmiris and
their life style imbued with the tenets of
Buddhism stand testimony to the fact that this
ideology had sway on our thinking for a long
time. It was the effect of this philosophy that
spirituality and divinity was manifest in the life
style of the common man. Although Sikander
but-shikan, who ruled from 1389 to 1413,
destroyed many Hindu holy places and
temples yet the ruins of temples at many
places including that of Martand Temple stand
testimony to the Sun worship also being
prevalent here. There is a hill feature named
as ' a corrupt form of Sanskrit
' meaning the cave of the Sun.
This corroborates the fact further.

Towards the end of the thirteenth
century and the beginning of the fourteenth
century Islam came to Kashmir. On the one
hand the invaders came to conquer and rule
the land and on the other hand this place
attracted the Muslim Sufis also. They had
been victims of persecution in their countries
of origin. These Sufis believed in ' ' or
spiritual retreat and propagated going from the
outer exoteric to the inner esoteric. This way of
thinking coincided with the prevailing tradition
of seeking to refine deeper realization of the
Divine within one's consciousness rather than
engaging in critical theological discussions.
Thus came into existence a synthesized
cultural framework that we proudly call 'The
Rishi Cult'. Glimpses of this blended culture
could be seen in the day-to-day life of an
ordinary Kashmiri. There are innumerable holy
places and shrines where both Hindus and
Muslims would go to offer prayers. Hindus and
Muslims revered Lal Ded and Peer Pandit
Padshah, and other Hindu sages equally. Both

Yar
Bodager

Aeta-gaej'
Aaditya Guha'

Khalwa
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the communities likewise held Nunda Rishi,
Bata Mol Sahib, Dastagir Sahib and other
Muslim saints in high esteem. Muslim
boatmen would not consume meat and
prohibited items like onion and garlic when
they had to ferry pilgrims to the holy shrine of
Rajna Bhawani at Tula Mula.

To sum up we can safely say that the
origin of the cultural stream of Kashmir is
Vedic. It has absorbed the influences from
Buddhism. It has been shaped by the Trika
philosophy of Kashmir Shaivism and it has
drawn from the Muslim Sufism and in turn
influenced it deeply. The enormous literature
that has been produced by the sages and
savants of this land portrays a picture of
' ' or Knowledge dressed in ' ' or
Devotion. The message has all along been
one of humanism, simple living, high thinking,
altruism, contentment, purity and piety. As
regards the festivals and the rituals, these are
primarily religious in character and therefore,
different in different religious groups. But there
are some commonalities. Distribution of
' ', the cooked yellow rice on festive
occasions is common between Hindus and
Muslims. Nightlong singing of hymns in praise
of the Divine is another common feature. The
annual ' ' or commemorative days of
various saints are also celebrated jointly by all
the ethnic groups with due reverence. The
Hindus of the valley are called Kashmiri
Pandits or ' ' meaning in Sanskrit the
learned and honoured people. The important
festival that has become their identity is the
celebration of Shiva Ratri in the month of
February. Unlike elsewhere in the country,
here the festivities are fortnight-long and this
festival has the same importance for us as the
Ganesh Puja has for Maharashtrians and the
Durga Puja has for the Bengalis.

When religions travel to new pastures
they adopt many new things both ideologically
and in order to gain acceptance among the
local inhabitants. The Muslim Sufis of Kashmir

Jnana Bhakti

Tahar

Urs

Bhattas

could not also remain unaffected by the
influence of the local tradition of theology,
ideology and philosophy, which was powerful
enough to be resisted. Even though they
continued to hold the Prophet and the holy
Qura'n in high esteem, they absorbed the
major tenets of the Hindu philosophy in their
own spiritual practices and prescriptions. This
became a very strong cementing factor
between the Hindus and the Muslims. The
lead had come from Lal Ded. Sufi poets have
trodden on the same path and have earned
respect, reverence and love from both the
communities. Muslim singers sing Bhajans
and hymns in praise of Hindu deities. Every
classical singer sings the of Lal Ded in
the beginning before starting the Raga proper.
The great names among Sufi poets like
Shams Faqir, Shah Gafoor, Nyama Sa'b,Asad
Parray, Ahad Zargar and host of others, have
composed poems expounding ' or
non-dualism, in a truly Hindu tradition. The
Hindu poets like Paramananda, Prakash
Ram, Krishna Razdan, Master Ji and others
have excelled in devotional poems.

Post 1990 period has been a period of
turmoil, which brought shame to the
composite culture of the valley. Religious
extremism and fundamentalism overran the
tolerant cult that had kept the two
communities together till then. The Hindus had
to run for their life and honour. They were
hounded out and forced to migrate to Jammu,
Delhi and other parts of the country to escape
the wrath of the foreign provoked and
controlled militancy. One has only to hope that
good sense will prevail and the culture of
mutual respect and harmony, brotherhood
and acceptance of diverse faiths will once
again thrive in this lovely 'Garden of Sages'.
The valley that is known by the name of
Kashmir has been referred to in the history,
literature, memoirs and scriptures by so many
other names too, Kashyapmar, Kashparera,

Vakhs

Advaita'

'Rishi'

Continued on Page 19
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Adventures - Ajay Dhar

My Polar Adventure - 1

I was posted at Magnetic Observatory, High
Altitude Research Laboratory (HARL)
Campus, Gulmarg, Kashmir in September
1981. Around 1700 hr, I stepped out of my
laboratory after finishing the observations and
saw a group of nearly 15 people approaching
the laboratory. I thought that they must be
some tourists/students interested in visiting
the laboratory, as we regularly used to have a
number of students visiting the laboratory. As
they came closer to laboratory, I could
immediately recognize one of my colleagues
from Mumbai in the group. I was surprised as I
had not received any information from
Mumbai (HQ) about his arrival. I greeted the
group and enquired
the reason for being
in Gulmarg. My
colleague told me
that this group of
s c i e n t i s t s i s
proceeding on some
expedition and are
to undergo snow/ice
a c c l i m a t i z a t i o n
training at High
Altitude Warfare
School (HAWS) of
theArmy at Gulmarg
a n d S o n m a r g .
HAWS was situated
n e x t t o o u r
l a b o r a t o r y a t
G u l m a r g . T h e
commandan t o f
HAWS, Col. N Kumar, a famous mountaineer
was well known to me and I used to follow his
mountaineering skills closely. The words of
my colleague that they are proceeding on
some expedition were still buzzing in my head
as he was not of any adventurous nature.
While at Gulmarg, I became an avid Skier,

mountaineer and used to act
as a guest instructor for
skiers.

The Commandant
HAWS was hosting a dinner
for this group before their
departure for Sonmarg.
When Col. Kumar came to
know that one of the group
members is a colleague of
mine, he asked me to join the group for dinner.
During the dinner, Col. Kumar asked me
whether I was aware of the reasons for the
group's arrival at HAWS. I shook my head in
negative and told him that my colleague only

revealed that they
are proceeding on
some expedition. It
is then he told me
that this group will
be part of the first
Indian Expedition to
Antarctica and the
m e m b e r s h a v e
been asked not to
reveal it to anyone.
A N TA R C T I C A ,
'WOW', was how I
exclaimed. At that
time, I knew very
l i t t l e a b o u t
Antarctica other
than it being a cold
and snow bound far
off continent right at

the bottom of the earth. The next thought
which came to my mind was, 'why are they
going to Antarctica'? I kept this thought to
myself and sat down to enjoy my dinner with
the group. The group left for Sonmarg for their
snow/ice acclimatization training in a couple of
days.

Figure: The territorial claims of different nations and
location of various stations on the continent.



ÒççiççMç
Praagaash07

Jç<ç& 3 : DçbkçÀ 4 DçkçwlçÓyçj 2018~

ÒççiççMç October 2018 ~ DçkçwlçÓyçj 2018 07

`]pççvç' kçÀçÇ vçíì-HççÆ$çkçÀç

‘Antarctic Expedition’, I kept on thinking
about it after their departure from Gulmarg and
kept wondering whether I can be a part of it in
future. Whether this will be the sole expedition
or there will be more to follow. I seemed to be
more excited about it than the participants. I
was also wondering why there is no news
about this expedition in news papers or any
message from my HQ in Mumbai. A few
months passed and on 18 January 1982, the
news was splashed in all the papers and news
channels that first Indian Scientific Expedition
to Antarctica has safely landed in Antarctica
and will be carrying out various scientific
investigations over the next three weeks. The
expedition led by Dr. S Z Qasim consisted of
21 members drawn from various scientific
Institutions and the defense services. The
team had left Mormugao harbor, Goa on 6
December 1981 onboard a chartered
Norwegian ice-breaker 'M V Polar Circle'. This
team of 21 members was selected after a
thorough medical (physical and mental)
examination. This team carried out scientific
experiments in meteorology, geomagnetism,
radio-wave propagation, geology, glaciology,
Oceanography, chemistry and microbiology of
the Antarctic ice and the study of freshwater
lakes during their stay there. The
oceanography studies included physical,
chemical, biological and geophysical
observations of the southern ocean adjoining
Indian Ocean. India and Antarctica are
separated by a wide mass of water with just a
few islands in between. In other words, there is
a continuous sheet of water connecting India
and Antarctica with no sizeable landmass in
between. It is thus desirable that some of the
scientific disciplines are probed from the
Indian point of view and that happened to be
the primary objective of the expedition.

Indian Antarctic programme started
because of the interest of the then Prime
Minister late Smt. Indira Gandhi. The main
reason was geopolitical, as Antarctica at that

time was the monopoly of the rich and
developed countries. India and various other
developing countries were determined that
this monopoly must be broken. India being
one of the leading countries in terms of
scientific and technical manpower was
requested by other developing countries to

break this monopoly and send an expedition
to Antarctica. The other reason was the
development of polar science which was non-
existent at that time in the country.

Antarctica is the only continent to be
named well before it was actually discovered.
The ancient Greeks, beginning with
Pythagoras in about 530 BC, believed the
earth to be round. Aristotle supported and
refined the idea, suggesting that the symmetry
of a sphere demanded that the earth's
northern region should be balanced by a
landmass in the southern region. Without it,
the top-heavy globe might tumble over. This
idea of earthly balance gave rise to the name
we give the southern continent today:
Antarktos, or 'opposite Arktos', the
constellation in the northern sky (or in other
words “Ant-Arctic” or opposite of “Arctic”). It
was a lucky guess as the Greeks never went
there. However, it was not until late 15
century that further progress was made

th
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regarding this continent.
Captain James Cook crossed the

Antarctic Circle in January 1773 and
circumnavigated Antarctic continent. Though
the land was not sighted, he saw deposits of
rock in icebergs, which confirmed that a
southern continent exists. The first confirmed
sighting of the continent is commonly
accepted to have occurred in 1820 by the
Russian expedition of Mikhail Lazarev and
Fabian Gottlieb von Bellingshausen.
Bellingshausen made the first sighting of the
continent on Jan 27, 1820, reaching 69° 21'S,
2° 14'W. He described the continent as a vast
‘ice field covered with small hillocks.’ The
continent, however, remained largely
neglected for the rest of the 19th century

because of its hostile environment, lack of
resources, and isolation. The dispute over
exactly who and when first set eyes on
Antarctica continued for some considerable
time, as British naval officers, William Smith
and Edward Bransfield are reported to have
sighted Antarctica on 30 Jan 1820. The
American sealer Nathaniel Palmer sighted the
continent on Nov 16, 1820. This was the first
time a landmass was truly "discovered". All
these sightings are of the Antarctic Peninsula.
However, the status of Antarctic continent was

established in 1840's after separate British,
French andAmerican expeditions sailed along
continuous coastline. Between late 1800's to
early 20th century, many an expeditions were
led largely by sealers and whalers to all parts
of Antarctica. They mostly concentrated on
marine exploration and exploration of the sub
Antarctic islands.

Once the continent was discovered, a
race began to reach the South Pole. The first
attempt to find a route from the Antarctic
coastline to the South Pole was made by
British explorer Robert Falcon Scott
accompanied by Ernest Shackleton and
Edward Wilson in 1901–04. They had to return
due to ill health and sub zero temperatures.
Scott made another attempt in 01 November
1911 and started for the Pole along with his
team. Norwegian, Roald Amundsen and his
party started for the Pole on 18 October 1911
and managed to beat Scott in the race to pole
and reached there on 14 December 1911,
becoming the first human to reach South Pole.
Amundsen raised the flag of Norway at the
South Pole. Amundsen and his crew returned
to their base camp on 25 January 1912, 99
days and roughly 1400 nautical miles after
their departure. Robert Falcon Scott and four
other men reached the South Pole on January
17, 1912, thirty-four days after Amundsen and
were dejected to find Norwegian flag hoisted
there. On the return trip, Scott and all his
companions died of exhaustion, starvation
and extreme cold.

Antarctica as a huge landmass attracted
the Global powers and various other
countries. Exploration of Antarctica and
southern Oceans started in early 18 century
mostly for fish, seal furs and whales. By 19
century, the continent was claimed and divided
by seven countries. During the International
Geophysical Year (1957-58), twelve countries
which included the Soviet Union (now Russia),
the United Kingdom, Argentina, Chile,
Australia, South Africa, Belgium, Japan,

th
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Norway, France New Zealand and the United
States signed a treaty on 01 Dec 1959, called

. The treaty came
into force on 23 June 1961. The treaty decided
to freeze all territorial claims and lays down
that Antarctica is to be used for peaceful
scientific purpose only. It provides for
cooperation and exchange of scientific
information and protection of vulnerable
natural environment. Antarctica is a no man's
land and has no government. All new claims
on Antarctica have been suspended since
1959 and the continent is considered
politically neutral. Antarctica is defined as all
land and ice shelves south of 60° S for the
purposes of the Treaty System. It sets aside
Antarctica as a scientif ic preserve,
established freedom of scientific investigation
and environmental protection, and banned
military activity on the continent. As of date,
forty-six countries have signed the treaty. The
primary purpose of the Antarctic Treaty is to
ensure ‘in the interests of all mankind that
Antarctica shall continue forever to be used
exclusively for peaceful purposes and shall
not become the scene or object of
international discord.’ To this end it prohibits
military and mineral mining activity; prohibits
nuclear explosions and the disposal of nuclear
waste; promotes scientific research and the
exchange of data; protects the continent's
ecozone; and holds all territorial claims in

Antarctic Treaty System

abeyance.
Antarctica is Earth's southernmost

continent, situated in the underlying the South
Pole, and is surrounded by the Southern
Ocean. Alternatively, the southern Pacific,
Atlantic and Indian Oceans form the southern
ocean. It is the fifth-largest continent after
Asia, Africa, North America, and South
America, with an area of roughly 14.2 million
km². About 98% of Antarctica is covered by
ice, which averages at least 3.5 km in
thickness. The continent stores around 70 %
of the world's fresh water reserves in frozen
form.

Antarctica, the worlds windiest, coldest,
stormiest and the driest continent, has the
highest average elevation of all the continents.
It is considered a white desert as it receives
very little annual precipitation, restricted
mostly along the coast and very little inland. It
has no permanent residents, but a number of
countries maintain permanent manned
research stations throughout the continent.
The number of people conducting and

supporting scientific research and other
logistic operations on the continent and its
nearby islands varies from about 2,500 in
winter to about 10,000 in the summer. Only,
cold-adapted plants and animals survive
which include penguins, seals and many types
of algae. (To be continued)

Contact author at: ajaydhar56@gmail.com
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[Continued from the previous issue]

The translation runs as:

O Divine Mother Sharika! I take refuge under
you. Do please bless me through your grace.
Make me free of all the debts, of all the
ailments, sorrow and grief, and save us from
enemies. (These enemies are /abuse of
physical indriyas, (anger),
(greed), (delusion) having grown
through false ego, while falling in the wrong
path ofAvidya)

In the Upanishadic and Puranic
theology, natural forces were divinised to help
man understand the Immutable - the primal
source of creation, preservation and
dissolution of the universe. This provided a
psychic opening for a vision of the unity of
man, God and universe. The Vedic gods are
cosmological in character and represent
man's aspiration to be in tune with the divine.

Kama
Krodha Lobha

Moha

Agni, Vayu, Ashvinis, Surya,
Mitra, Varuna, Shri, Bhu,
Prithvi etc. of the ancient
Vedic texts are gods who
represent various moods
and modes of nature and
play definite roles in the
cosmic drama to keep the rhythm of the
universe vibrant. And, it is this rythm that is
represented by Mandals and Chakras referred
to as 'Zageshwar' in Kashmiri religious
terminology. It is the union of Yogi and Yoginis
within the Chakreshwara. is the
Apbramsha of - the living
presence of the Divine.

Seers attributed names and forms to
these cosmic forces, and gave them specific
traits as aspects of divinity through concepts.
They visualized them through the concepts of
Bindu or the dot, Trikona or the triangle, Vritta
or the circle, Bhupura or the doorway, Padma -
the lotus petals or the symbols
representing . The different
devtas and devis, male and female deities,
were allotted their or the vehicles in
the form of animals and birds giving definite
m e a n i n g s t o t h e i r s y m b o l o g y .

Thus Surya, the sun god, has his celestial
chariot drawn by seven horses, each horse
symbolizing a definite ray. In the same manner

adityas are symbolic of the twelve
months of the year. 'Aditya' means the son of
Aditi - the universal energy. She represents
the aspect or the 'nature mother', while

is termed as the 'father sky'. The Surya
Mandala drawn and worshiped by Kashmiri
Pand i t lad ies on Ashadha

reminds of the hoary past when the
Vedic deity was worshipped in the compounds

Zageshwara
Jagriteshwara

Kundalini
Shiva-Shakti

Vahanas

Dwadasha

prakriti
Akash

Shuk la
Saptami

`]pççvç' kçÀçÇ vçíì-HççÆ$çkçÀç
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and kitchens in Kashmiri homes and offerings
of rice were placed on the or the
circular drawing representing the cosmic
world .

The
and

too are symbolic, each
representing the cosmic principle in one or
other form. While , the progenitor,
represents temporal existence,
and symbolises lustre and
Kundalini symbolises the vital breath.

Shri Chakra is the most sacred symbol in
the Kashmiri tradition. The Mool
trikona or the central triangle of the diagram is
the Yoni with lajjabija and Hrim is its symbol.
The triangle is equilateral and its point of
concurrence is Bindu -- the absolute reality
without any dimension. Its symbolic meaning
is made explicit in the following shloka:

happens to be the ,
eternally pleasing Shiva absorbing in it is
mystic diagram. , the
supreme sovereign mother creatrix who is
Tarpana para is transcendental in pleasing
nature. Bindu represents the dot of our
consciousness which gets materialized
through Saguna-sadhana of Shri Sharika
manifest in the . The lines of

Mandala

Sapta Rishis: Vashistha, Kashyapa,
Atri, Jamadagni, Gautama, Vishwamitra
Bhardwaja

Kashyapa
Bhardwaja

Jamad agni

Shakta

Shri Chakra Priya bindu

Shri Rajrajeshwari

Chakreshwara

Shri Chakra priya bindu tarpana Shri
Rajrajeshwari

para

this are the 'wave beats' of the divine and
every triangle, lotus petal and circle is the
abode of (the alphabet) or

are worshipped at the time
of jatakarma, devaguna and Shakta rituals
related to homas of

and .
is a diagram signifying hope

and aspiration. According to those who
practice Shakti puja, symbolises
the ‘One by whom all devatas live.’ Infinite rays
of light emanating from the chakra are
received by devotees who worship it with the
Kadi mantra of fifteen syllables where the
'bindu' represents the immortal face of Shri
Sharika - the Mother of all bija mantras.

A sound is heard. Timelessness is
experienced. The spirit feels the pulsation of
the Divine Mother's presence. Each Matrika
thinks of its own will,where the cyclic path
makes the Mantra manifest in the
Navarna/nine syllabled of , and

/fifteen syllabled of Shri
or of the Bala

Tripura.
Kashmiri Pandits used to worship the

Shri Chakra on meru made of crystal in their
Thakurdwaras or puja rooms which would be
situated generally in the or
the second storey of their homes in
accordance with Vastukala/ architecture and

or the principles of Shakti
worship. Some used to worship it on a properly
engraved copper plate and some on bhoj
patra or the birch-bark leaf. Worshipping Shri
Chakra is an essential religious practice of the
Kashmiri Pandits. This Maha Mantra used to
be read by the devotees, while doing
Parikrama of the

Varnamala
Matrikas. Matrikas

Shri Jwala, Sharika,
Rajnya, Bala, Bhadrakali Tripura Sundari

Shri Chakra

Shri Chakra

Shri Chandi
Panchadashakshari
TripuraSundari Shodash

Madhya koshtha

Shakti Siddhanta

CHAKRESHWARA.

Contact author at

rainachamanlal@yahoo.com
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Our Bright Stars - Neeraj Santoshi Khar

Subhash Kak - A Renaissance Figure

Subhash Kak - why this poet-scientist

reminds me of Sha iv i te Master
Abhinavagupta?
Many winters ago, one fine day Panun
Kashmir leader Ajay Chrungoo called me.
They were coming up with a special edition of
Kashmir Sentinel and wanted me to contribute
an article for it. I chose to write about Subhash
Kak, a Regents Professor of Computer
Science at Oklahoma State University in
Stillwater at present whom I
loved as a poet, as a scientist
and as an Indic scholar. It was a
long piece but Kashmir Sentinel
published every word of it.

Today I am ecstatic that
Subhash Kak has been made
part of the prestigious 21-
member committee to advise
Prime Minister Narendra Modi
on science, technology and
innovations. I want to share an
updated version of that write-up
that I had written long back; the
only way I can express my joy
and gratitude to Subhash Kak ji:

My first brush with the
world of Subhash Kak was
many years ago when I read his haiku poems
in Hindi section of Koshur Samachar. They
had the fragrance of Zen poems and
reminded me of the poetry of Zen masters like
Basho and Issa that I had read long back. I can
still remember some of the poems, the
imagery they evoked of a Kashmir that we no
longer have in our lives.

It was later that I came to know that this
1947 born Kashmiri Pandit, living in America
not only wrote soulful verse, he was a rare

combination of a poet, a
scientist and a scholar.
He has made significant
contributions in the fields as
diverse as cryptography,
random sequences, artificial
i n t e l l i g e n c e , q u a n t u m
mechanics, informat ion
theory, mathematics, Indic Studies,
mythology, astronomy, linguistics and so on. A

modern Abhinavagupta to me.
L i k e i n t h e c a s e o f
Abhinavgupta, it is difficult to
categorise him and fully
understand the depth of the
large body of his work in varied
domains.

Besides authoring over 200
journal papers, numerous
essays, over half a dozen poetry
books, over fifteen books of
non-f ict ion, his scient i f ic
contributions include one of the
earliest patents on speech
scrambling and a patent on
instantaneously trained “neural
networks”, which has found
applications in time-series

prediction and has also been used in the
design of a meta-search engine. Kak has
worked on models of the brain from a pattern
processing point of view. His work on
instantaneously trained neural networks
(INNs) is known in the world of science as “Kak
neural networks”. He is also known for
proposing a hierarchy of languages for
communication in biological systems which, in
order of increasing complexity, are
associative, reorganizational, and quantum.

What fascinated me more was that this

[On 28 August 2018, Shri Subhash Kak, a KP computer scientist was appointed member of
Indian Prime Minister’s Science, Technology and InnovationAdvisory Council]
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scientist-poet - scholar had made original
contributions to the understanding our ancient
ethos, which forced many historians to have a
rethink on our ancient history. His researches
have explored the connectedness of Vedic
and Vedantic ideas with the latest insights of
modern physics and neurosciences. He made
it known to the world that in certain fields like
grammar and consciousness studies, our
forefathers had made astonishing advances,
which are yet to be understood fully by people
in the 21st century.

It has been a puzzle to me why the so-
called Pandit intelligentsia does not talk much
about his work or invite him here for lectures
and honour this great
son of the soil. Maybe
most of them are “busy
in their politics, saving
culture by regularly
popping out press
statements, holding
meetings and sharing
regurgitated stuff on
social media”.

I must share with
readers how I originally
d i s c o v e r e d ‘ t h e
wonderful world of Subhash Kak’. Many years
ago, before having known much about
Subhash Kak, I read some leaves from the
autobiographical book Autumn Leaves
penned by his father Ram Nath Kak, who had
served at various places in Kashmir as a
senior veterinary officer.

I immensely liked its cover that features
golden brown leaves of Chinar in autumn,
which reminded me of their husky smell and
the smell-associated childhood memories of
Kashmir. Reading the book, I felt as if a
grandfatherly figure was telling his grandson in
exile about his varied experiences of life,
journeys to far off places in Kashmir and his
own take on various events.

In the concluding part of the book, Ram
Nath Kak mentions about his son, Subhash

Kak whose interest in ancient India and
research had made him feel a proud Kashmiri
Pandit, for having continued the intellectual
pursuits and quest for truth like in case our
anc ient seers l ike Abhinavagupta,
Anandavardhana, for exploring ancient ideas
with the cutting edge researches in modern
science. Like Abhinavagupta, his quest took
him to explore diverse domains; from poetic
aesthetics to reinterpreting ancient texts

Later when I got a net connection, I
searched more about him on the internet and
found a wealth of information about him and
his work. I downloaded most of his researches

papers, which total over
400 pages on my PC
and is almost a treasure
house on anc ient
wisdom for me.

Subhash Kak ,
born on March 26,
1947, in Srinagar, was
educated in several
schools in Jammu,
Kashmir and Ladakh,
and obtained a degree
i n E l e c t r i c a l
Engineering from the

Jammu and Kashmir University in 1967, after
which, he joined IIT Delhi and completed his
PhD in 1970 on in fo rmat ion and
communications engineering. He has
researched on cryptography, random
sequences, coding, artificial intelligence, and
neural networks.

After working for a major period from
1970 to 1979, at IIT Delhi, with brief stints at
Imperial College, University of London, Bell
Laborator ies, and Tata Inst i tute of
Fundamental Research, he finally moved to
the Louisiana State University in 1979, where
he was the Donald C. and Elaine T. Delaune
Distinguished Professor of Electrical and
Computer Engineering. Later in 2007, he
joined the Computer Science department at
Oklahoma State University–Stillwater.

Photo:symaprasadcollege.in
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Over the years, he became interested in
the history of ancient science in India, early
mathematics and linguistics. This practising
electrical engineer once wanted to be a writer
in his school days, but it was his mother that
persuaded him to join an engineering college.
Later he had no regret on this unfoldment of
destiny. On the contrary, he found that literary
and scientific arenas were not all that different.
To me, he truly represents the essence of a
scientist and a mystic put together or a stage
where there is not much difference between a
scientist and a mystic. To me, he is a modern
Abhinavagupta of
sorts.

Kak's interest in
a n c i e n t s c i e n c e
developed when he
delved into Panini's
2 5 0 0 - y e a r - o l d
grammar, a work of
astonishing subtlety
and depth. In an
in te rv iew to The
H i n d u , o n w h a t
sparked his interest in
Indic Studies, he says,
“I think it was triggered
by an essay by a Western linguist who claimed
that Panini's 2400-year old grammar of
Sanskrit had anticipated the abstract form of
the modern computer. ..When I was young, my
father had spoken to me about Panini but I did
not pay any attention. When I began a
systematic study of Indian texts, the journey
took me to not only to mathematics and
astronomy but also to texts on art and
architecture, philosophy and Puranic
encyclopedias, music and literature..”

His study of the ancient texts made
things clear to him and he announced to the
world that the “paradigm in which ancient
Indian history had been examined was
wrong”. His findings on ancient India has given
“a centrality to India in world history”.

His famous book with George

Feuerstein and David Frawley, In Search of
the Cradle of Civilization, emphasizes that
India was the cradle of the very first
civilization, not Sumer in Iraq or other
civilization. He claims that India has had
cultural continuity for at least 10,000 years
and it was in India first that artistic, scientific,
philosophical and religious impulses arose,
giving India a sort of centrality in the history of
mankind.

One of his most famous assertions is
the suggestion that the modern computer
science term for context-free languages, the

Backus-Naur Form,
s h o u l d m o r e
accurately be called
the Panini-Backus.
Panini's 6th century
BC grammar, which
provides 4,000 rules is
acknowledged to be
one of the greatest
i n t e l l e c t u a l
achievements of all
time

In his famous
research paper on
“Panini's Grammar

and Computer Science”, Subhash Kak says
that his analysis was meant to highlight
several formal features of Panini's grammar
that have direct parallels in computer science.
“What might be other features of the grammar
that have not yet been rediscovered in
computer science remains to be seen”, he
says.

Kak points out that the great variety of
language mirrors, in many ways, the
complexity of nature. “What is remarkable is
that Panini set out to describe the entire
grammar in terms of a finite number of rules.
Frits Staal (1988) has shown that the grammar
of Panini represents a universal grammatical
and computing system. From this perspective
it anticipates the logical framework of modern
computers”, he says. (To be continued)

Photo:yu.edu
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Praagaash

Do You Know?
ncççjí mçççÆnl³çkçÀçj - çÆJçøCçá kçÀçÌuç

kçÀçÆJç çÆJç<Cçá kçÀçÌuç kçÀç DçmçuççÇ vççcç çÆJç<çcyçj vççLç Lçç~

Jçn JçômçÓ, lçnmççÇuç kçáÀuçiççcç kçíÀ jnvçí Jççuçí Lçí DççÌj Jçnçb
kçíÀ nçÇ SkçÀ mkçÓÀuç cçW DçO³ççHçkçÀ Lçí~ Jçn HçÀçjmççÇ DççÌj
kçÀMcççÇjçÇ ]pçyççvç cçW kçÀçÆJçlçç çÆuçKçlçí Lçí, Dççíj DçjyççÇ
]pçyççvç YççÇ pççvçlçí Lçí~ HçÀçjmççÇ cçW Gvç kçÀç kçÀçJ³ç mçbûçn
oçÇJççvçí DçvçççÆouç kçíÀ vççcç mçí cçMçnÓj nÌ~ kçÀMcççÇjçÇ cçW YççÇ
yçnálç mççÇ uççÇuçç³çW çÆuçKççÇ nQ DççÌj JççucççÇçÆkçÀ kçíÀ jçcçç³çCç
kçÀç kçÀMcççÇjçÇ ]pçyççvç cçW kçÀçÆJçlçç kçÀç ªHç oíkçÀj DçvçáJçço
çÆkçÀ³çç nÌ~ ³çn çÆkçÀlççyç ÒçlççHç jçcçç³çCç kçíÀ vççcç mçí
ÒççÆmç× nÌ~ Fmç çÆkçÀlççyç cçW kçÀçíF& lççÇmç n]pççj Hço nQ~ kçÀçÌuç
mçççÆnyç kçÀçÇ ]p³ççoç lçj kçÀçÆJçlççSb OçççÆcç&kçÀ nQ~

kçÀçÌuç jçcç Yçkçwlç Lçí DççÌj GvnçWvçí çÆJç]®ççjvççiç,
ÞççÇvçiçj kçíÀ HççÆC[lç vççjç³çvç pçÓ Oçj mçí ªnçvççÇ lççuççÇcç
HççF& LççÇ~ nj jçí]pç mçáyçn ®ççj yçpçí vççRo mçí Gþ kçÀj mvççvç
DççÌj mçbO³çç kçíÀ yçço YçiçJçÃiççÇlçç kçíÀ Dçþçjn DçO³çç³ç
Hç{vçç Gvç kçÀç çÆvç³çcç Lçç~ kçÀçÌuç mçççÆnyç kçíÀ ®ççj yç®®çí
Lçí~ Gvç kçÀçÇ HçlvççÇ kçÀç sçíìçÇ Dçç³çá cçW nçÇ oínçblç náDçç Lçç~

çÆJç<Cçá

çÆJç<Cçá

kçÀnlçí nQ çÆkçÀ DçHçvççÇ cççb kçíÀ Dççûçn kçÀjvçí Hçj kçÀçÌuç
mçççÆnyç vçíí oÓmçjçÇ MççoçÇ kçÀjvçí kçíÀ çÆuç³çí nçb kçÀj oçÇ~ SkçÀ
çÆovç mçjkçÀçjçÇ kçÀçcç mçí sáfçÇ uçíkçÀj Jçn MççoçÇ kçÀç ÒçyçvOç
kçÀjvçí kçíÀ çÆuç³çí Içj Dçç iç³çí DççÌj mçyç mçí sçíìí yç®®çí kçÀçí
iççío cçW uçíkçÀj H³ççj kçÀjvçí uçiçí~ yççlççW nçÇ yççlççW cçW GvnçWvçí
yç®®çí kçÀçí yçlçç³çç çÆkçÀ Dçyç lçíjçÇ oÓmççÆj cççb Dççvçí JççuççÇ nÌ~
yç®®çí vçí DçHçvççÇ lççílçuççÇ ]pçyççvç cçW HçÓsç çÆkçÀ vçF& cççF& cçáPçí
cççjíiççÇ lççí vçnçR? cççmçÓcç yç®®çí kçÀçÇ Fmç yççlç mçí kçÀçÌuç
mçççÆnyç kçíÀ çÆouç Hçj yçnálç içnjç Dçmçj náDçç DççÌj
GvnçWvçí oÓmçjçÇ MççoçÇ kçÀjvçí mçí FvçkçÀçj kçÀj çÆo³çç~

kçÀçÌuç 13 kçÀççÆlç&kçÀ 1975 çÆyç¬çÀcççÇ, mçáyçn
®ççj yçpçí ÒççCçç³ççcç kçÀçÇ nçuçlç cçW mJçiç&Jççmç ná³çí~ Gvç kçíÀ
SkçÀ cçMçnÓj Yçpçvç kçÀçÇ HçnuççÇ Hçbçqkçwlç Fmç ÒçkçÀçj nÌ

çÆJç<Cçá

DççÆMçkçíÀ ]pçuçe mçól³ç s@u³çlççímç Hçço³ç~
oçÇlççímç vçço³ç MççÇJç MçcYçÓ~

��

(]pççvç DççjkçÀçF&Jçe]pç : ñççílç - pçí Sv[ kçíÀ DçkçÀçocççÇ DççHçÀ Dççì&,
kçÀu®çj Sb[ uçWiJçípmç odçjç ÒççÆkçÀçÆMçlç mçççÆnl³ç)

Usage of Six Diacritical Marks that have been introduced in
Standardised Devanagari-Kashmiri Alphabet

Dç@
Dçç@
Dçe
Dçó

Dç@j, o@j, Dç@s, æ®ç@j, o@]pç
Dçç@mç, oç@j, nç@j, cçç@çÆnj
æ®çe, Kçej, içej, lçbjiçe, jel³ç
DçóçÆþcç, kçÀól³ç, lçój, kçÀóçÆlçmç

Sô
Dççô

sô, lçôçÆuç, jôn, kçôbÀn, ³çôçÆuç
kçÀçôj, hççô]pç, mççôvç, Dççôyçáj

If you remember this and if you
are already reading and writing
Hindi, you are through for reading
Kashmiri in Devanagari.
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Re-visiting Motherland - Dr. P.L.Ganju

Destination Chinkral Mohalla - II
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At Chinkral Mohalla (CM), we entered the

relevant lane, on our right, leading to our
erstwhile home, and its neighbourhood.
The locality presented a sullen appearance,
bereft of its earlier hustle and bustle. The
dwarf, loose wooden doors of the
courtyards of the houses there, which
generally remained open to the lanes
outside, were now replaced by tall,
impregnable iron gates. Even the boundary
walls of the courtyards were fortified by grill
on them. All these structures appeared to
have been built after the terrorists roamed
at will in the city.

Having lost all contacts with the
residents of the Mohalla for the last three
decades, after we had left CM in 1972, and
the other Pandits of this locality had
abandoned their homes in 1989-90, we did
not know who was who living there. We did
not consider it proper to knock at the gates
of the houses at that odd hour (it was noon
time). For some time we paced up and down
the lanes skirting our erstwhile residence ,
taking a few pictures, to keep as
memorabilia.

There was complete silence in the
entire area and for some time, not a soul
stirred there. Not even a dog strayed by, that

would have surely barked
at us, being now strangers
there, and signaled to the
inmates of the locality that
we had trespassed in their
locality. Perhaps, the stray
dogs no more roamed there
for their morsels of food
which the Bhattas would
spare for them, before eating their own food.
Now, even though we stood there in a fairly
large group, we were feeling lonely and
apprehensive of our safety. Had we entered
a labyrinth from where there was no return,
or, had we entered a locality where we had
lost our address, or had no appointment
with any of the inmates there? All these
thoughts started bothering me now. Yet I
mustered courage to lead my flock deeper
into my childhood lanes. As we stepped on
the immediate cross lane, the main gate of
the house, situated on it (where a cow-herd
family lived in our time), opened partially,
with some people peeping at us. To our
great relief, a middle aged couple came out
on the lane, perhaps, to talk to us. Perhaps,
they were pleasantly surprised to see a
large group of Kashmiri Pandits in front of
them after ages. In them, i did not recognise
any of the earlier inmates of this house.
Their body language also indicated that
they also did not know us. So, I immediately
introduced myself to them, flashing an
assumed awkward smile at them. Thank
God, they reciprocated promptly.

Pointing at my erstwhile home, which
was visible from the junction of the two
lanes, I told them that, once upon a time, I
lived in house. I added that, in my
childhood, my grandmother would
sometimes ask me to bring fresh cow-dung
from their gaushala to wipe our house with

that
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it, and sometimes even to bring some live
cowdung (fire) from their hearth to kindle
our own hearth. In response they told me
that their family had now given up the
herding profession and were doing some
other odd jobs. Seeing us take photos in the
locality, the lady wished to pose with us for
one.

While we were talking thus to each
other, an elderly lady of the Mohalla,
appeared on the scene. She had no
problem in recognizing me and instantly
hugged me as if she had found her lost
brother. By this time, half a dozen ladies
popped out their heads from the windows of
their houses, to watch the rare spectacle, in
the lane down below, giggling at us. Now,
we breathed freely and felt secure amidst
our old-time neighbours.

Now, two more passers-by appeared
in the lane and stopped to talk to us. The
younger of the two said he lived deeper
down in the mohalla on the Maer side and
was a neighbour of late Tikalal Taploo. I got
a shiver and fell silent for a moment, in the
memory of the martyr, a good old friend and
neighbor of ours. During my momentary
silence, the gentleman took leave and went
away. The elder gentleman, Gulam Nabi
Shala (GNS, on my right in the photo), who
had a shop called Shala Radios in CM, was
highly excited to meet us. He said he lived in
a near by lane and knew our family very well
(perhaps, after I had left my abode in 1953.
I asked him about the Sheikhs, who lived
exactly opposite to us. He told me that Ali
Muhamed (a junior class fellow of mine) had

moved uptown, while his younger brother,
Gulam Rasool (GR, on my left in the photo)
still lived in his ancestral house and, after
his retirement, had opened an STD shop in
a nearby lane. He took us to meet him there.

When we appeared before GR, as if
from nowhere, he was almost stunned. Yet
he got up effortlessly from his seat, hugged
me warmly and said that I should also meet
his wife. At the same time, GNS
unexpectedly excused himself and left the
shop, saying that he would return soon. GR
took me to meet his wife, while the other
members of my family chose to stay behind
at the shop.

While, accompanying GR to his
residence, I was thinking of the safety of my
family left behind in the shop in that lonely
lane and also about my own. Why GNS left
the shop suddenly and GR took me away
from there? As if GR had sensed my mind,
he whispered to me: Perhaps, Shalla
Sahab has gone to bring his mother to meet
us. She is a pious lady and has just
returned from her pilgrimage to Mecca.
Now, I shook off my fears and regained my
composure. When we reached his
residence, he called his wife from the lane
itself, “Look, who has come”. She saw us
from the small window of her kitchen facing
the lane and her husband introduced me to
her. She greeted me and asked me to come
inside and have a cup of tea. I thanked her
for her kind gesture but could not oblige her
at that moment, as I had left my family at
the shop.

When Gulam Rasool and i were back
at the shop, I was pleased to see Shalla
Sahab back at the shop, talking to my
daughter. He took out a packet of almonds
and offered it to her, saying that they still
remembered their traditions towards the
daughters who came to visit their home,
after their marriage. We were overwhelmed
with his gesture and my daughter (born in
Baroda, married at Jammu, and living in
Pune) had the first taste of Kashmiriyat, at



ÒççiççMç
Praagaash19

Jç<ç& 3 : DçbkçÀ 4 DçkçwlçÓyçj 2018~

ÒççiççMç October 2018 ~ DçkçwlçÓyçj 2018 19

`]pççvç' kçÀçÇ vçíì-HççÆ$çkçÀç

Chinkral Mohalla.
As we came closer to our hosts at

the shop, I inquired about the welfare
of their families, about their children in
particular, They appeared to bemoan
the gloomy atmosphere prevailing in
the down-town city , recapitulating its
good old days, when the KPs were a
beacon of light for them to push ahead.
Gulam Rasool said that his children
had also pursued their higher
education and were doing well in their
professions , but now he was finding it
difficult to get good matches for them,
without paying a hefty dowries. After
exchanging some more pleasantries,
we took leave of our good hosts, telling
them that we may return there one day,
though i felt that, even if we wished so,
it was difficult in the present
circumstances. Nevertheless we were
highly pleased with our experience at
CM, surpassing all our expectations,
belying our apprehensions of a hostile
reception or any untoward incident.
My erstwhile neighbours had openly
redeemed my trust in them, and in my
hearts of hearts I thanked our
forefathers who had lived there in
perfect harmony with their Muslim
neighbours. As we were leaving the
lanes of our childhood and the land of
our forefathers, my inner conscience
told me that they were whispering to
each other, in their heavenly abode
above, showering their blessing on us,
from there, for having come along with
children, to pay obeisance to their
souls in their earthly abode below, as
the pilgrims do to their deities,
ensconced in the temples.

Contact author at:
piyarelalganju@gmail.com

kçÀçJ³ç mçávççÇlçç jÌvçç hçBçÆ[lç-

mçl³ç vçnçR kçÀuhçvçç

cçíjç cçvç Gææ[ ®çuçç içiçvç cçW
pçÌmçí hçbsçÇ nçí hçJçvç cçW
pçÌmçí mçácçvç nçí GhçJçvç cçW
pçÌmçí kçÀpçjç nçí vç³çvç cçW
pçÌmçí içÓBpç nçí ÞçJçCç cçW
pçÌmçí yççJççÆj³çç Jçvç cçW
pçÌmçí cçmlççÇ nçí mJçhçvç cçW

cçQ lççí oÓj mçí çÆvçnçªB
Gvní kçÌÀmçí cçQ hçákçÀçªB
cçíjçÇ kçÀuhçvçç cçW Dçç³çí
cçíjçÇ mççbmççW cçW mçcçç³çí
Dçyç lççí mççbPç YççÇ {uççÇ
Jççí cçíjí mççcçvçí vç Dçç³çí
kçÀYççÇ cçvç cçíjç DçkçáÀuçç³çí
kçÀYççÇ cçvç cçíjç Yçjcçç³çí

kçÀnÓB kçw³çç jçí]pç jçí]pç ³çÓB nçÇ mçKççÇ cçáPçkçÀçí Jççí mçlçç³çí jçÇ
Sí jçÇ mç]KççÇ Dççpç cçíjç cçvç lççí ³çÓB uçuç®çç³çí

pçÌmçí Dçç³çí çÆhç³çç, pçç³çí kçÀYççÇ yççbmçájçÇ yçpçç³çí
kçÀnçR oÓj çÆshç pçç³çí jçÇ ....

��

Contact author at: s.ghazal1@yahoo.in
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kçÀçJ³ç - çÆ$çuççíkçÀçÇ vççLç Oçj kçáÀvovç

iç]pçuç

mçÓbçÆ®çLç êççÆ³ç ³çôçÆuç kçÀçÆLç cçb]pçe kçÀLç,
l³çôçÆuç cççÇp³ç cçôçÆlç Dçoe hç]pçje®³ç JçLç~

oçôKç oç@Ðç lçmç çÆsvçe hççíMççvçe³ç,
³çmç DçççÆmç cççÆvç cçb]pç lç@c³ç mçeb]pç mçLç~

jç@l³ç jçlçmç ³çLç mççÇvçmç h³çþ,
³ç@æ®çkçÀç@u³ç Dççcçálç lç@c³çmçábo KçLç~
çÆ]pçvoiççÇ ]pççvçávç kçÀjcçe®³ç Kçíuç,
³çáLç JçjlçKç çÆlçæs cçíuççÇ içLç~

ÒçLç kçÀçÆLç êçJç lçmç lçj Dçç@Kçej,
mçlçeJçev³ç kçwJçuçevçe³ç hççív³ç DççJç ®çLç~
DçLçe KJçj c³çç@v³ç³ç kçÀç@bçÆmç uçiçvç,
kçÀcç kçÀçmç náçÆjKçe³ç JççôçÆLçKçç sLç~

lç@c³ç mçávo oÓ³ç&j h³çJç cçí ¬çÓÀþ,
JççBçEuççÆpç scç ]pçvç içç@cçeæ®ç oLç~
JçKlçvç kçÀçôj çÆHçÀje Lçáj ³çÓlççn,

yçç´çWn ³çámç Dççímç mçá³ç içJç Dç]pç hçLç~
yçÓçÆ]pçJç y³çôçÆ³ç mçávo kçw³ççn sá Jçvççvç,
çÆ³çvçe lçmç oçÇçÆ³çJç ]pççbn yçáL³ç ÒçLç~

áÀvovç ®ççívçá³ç vççJç mJçjçvç,
cççôlç iççícçálç sá³ç mçá³ç æ®³ç³ç hçLç~~

`kç '

Contact author at:

trilokinathdhar@yahoo.com

Pradhyumna-peetha, Sharada-peetha and
Sati Sar etc. It has had so many epithets,Aden
of the East, 'Bhu-swarga', Paradise on Earth
and so on. Just as every mountain peak of
Kashmir is a place of pilgrimage, every spring
is sacred and every cave is a shrine, every
household of this holy land has produced a
saint. Every village of this pious valley can
boast of a sage of eminence. These saints and
sages have perpetuated a tradition of peace
and piety, truth and divinity that is fondly called
the ' or the tradition of
sainthood. We all owe it to our motherland to
bring back this glory to our land, where flowers
of all hues will flourish and enchanting
fragrance will spread in every nook and
corner. Let there be peace and let people of
diverse faiths live here with dignity and
honour. When that happens, I as a true
Kashmiri, shall distribute ' and ' to
all my friends and relatives..

Rishi parampara'

Tahar' Tsochi'

Contact author at:

trilokinathdhar@yahoo.com

Kashmir, the Cradle ... From Page 4
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Amongst other interesting incidents during
my brief, yet intense, stint at Pahalgam in
1964, I recall one vividly for its poignancy. It
was a home visit, the very first of my career.

Around 3:30 PM, when I had just finished
attending to the last patient at the hospital, and
was about to call it a day, Bushan Lal, my
Medical Assistant popped in along with a
young Gujjar.

“Sir, this is Kadira. He desires you to
make a home call. His wife is badly injured in
her foot. She is in pain, unable to move or
stand.”

“Where do you live, Kadira?” I asked the
Gujjar.

“Phraslun,” he replied.
“Where is Phraslun?”
“It is a village half way to Chandanwari.”
“How far from here?”
“Three kos. Don't worry, Doctor Sahib, I

have a horse.”
I didn't know how much one kos meant.
“How far is Chandanwari from your

village?”
“Three kos, may be four.”
' D o y o u m e a n

P h r a s l u n i s m i d w a y
b e t w e e n h e r e a n d
Chandanwari?”

H e n o d d e d
uncertainly. But I knew
Chandanwari was about 16
kilometres from Pahalgam.
It would take me nearly
three hours on foot even if I
had to walk all the way to
Chandanwari. If his village
was really midway, it would
be a cakewalk.

It was tempting -
make the house call and

My Medical Journey - Dr. K.L.Chowdhury

Half a Kalari for a Home Visit

enjoy a horse ride and the
bewitching evening scenes.

I mounted the horse;
Kadira followed on foot.

Bushan Lal shouted at
him, “Doctor Sahib nu achi
fees dena.”

“Zaroor devunga,” the
Gujjar shouted back. It made
me laugh, for the fees were least in my
calculation. I was bracing myself for an
exciting excursion.

Soon out of the marketplace, we passed
by the club, and on towards the end of the
town, as the stream gushed and gurgled on
our right along the road to Chandanwari.
Nearly two kilometres out of Pahalgam, I
dismounted. It was an old decrepit animal, and
rather wobbly up the steep path. Kadira felt a
bit offended, but I assured him that I I enjoyed
trekking more than riding and asked him to
mount instead. He frowned as if I had made
preposterous suggestion, and asked, “How
can I ride and let you walk? Not once has any
customer offered to walk and let me ride my

Image : tripcrafters
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horse.”
I engaged Kadira in conversation. He

looked around thirty-five. His family was small
– his expectant wife and two kids. Tragically,
two other kids had died, one during a difficult
childbirth, another two weeks after he was
born, from, what sounded like acute
bronchopneumonia. Kadira lived off his cattle -
two buffaloes and a cow. He sold their milk.
Sometimes he made or
(mozzarella), a round flat loaf of stretchy
cheese, and sold it in the market. Of slightly
sour taste and sticky feel in the teeth, kalari
used to be a delicacy, a hot favourite of all

Kashmiris. I believe it still is.
Somewhere near midway, we turned left

from the main path, and halted two hundred
meters away near a kotha. That was his
house. We had reached in an hour and half.

Inside was dark, dank and dingy. Smoke
came out of the fireplace and the mud walls
were black with soot. A woman lay on a dirty
mat on the floor; two kids played with marbles
by her side, and a cow ruminated in the corner.
There was a distinct odour, an eerie mix of
human and animal breath that coalesced with
the smell of dairy and dung. “This is my wife,
Zubeda. She can't move her right leg after she

kalari maish krej

tripped while picking corn in the field the day
before yesterday.”

Zubeda's hair was plaited in several
strings, her frock worn out and dirty. She was
small and emaciated, her face weather
beaten. Her belly bulged from a six-month
pregnancy. She was immobilized from a
swollen and tender right ankle. She couldn't
move her foot, nor stand on it. Passive
movement was painful.

It did not require special acumen to
figure out that she had sustained an ankle
fracture. Her pelvic bones were tender,
possibly from osteomalacia, a bone disease

arising from calcium and vitamin
D deficiency, so common in
Guj jar women. That was
possibly why a trivial fall had
caused her the ankle fracture. It
was a classical example of
scarcity in plenty. These people
produce milk, the richest source
of calcium, which they deny
themselves but sell it to earn a
living. They live under the open
sky where they have sunshine
aplenty, but their women spend
time inside the dark kothas with
hardly a chink of sunlight,
resulting in Vitamin D deficiency.
Multiple pregnancies drain their

last reserves of calcium and render the bones
weak and fracture-prone.

I asked Kadira to get a strip of cloth and a
small plank of wood. Luckily he had an old bed
sheet. We tore off a 3 inch wide, 4 feet long
strip from one end. I rolled it up into a bandage.
He cut two small planks of wood for the splints.
Placing them on either side of Zubeda's ankle,
I secured the fracture site with the bandage.
The idea was to immobilize the joint until it
healed over the next six to eight weeks.

On our return journey, the long evening

Continued on Page 27
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The Story of My House - Chand Bhat

A House That Was My Home Once
After all these years, memories of many
things have blurred but that place I used to
once call home is still very vivid. Creaking
timber, the farm, everything.A lot had gone into
making that house a home, as I can imagine is
true for each and every one of us.

My father, late Pt. Shridhar Bhat left his
ancestral home in Wagam, a quaint little
village 15 miles south west of Srinagar in the
mid-forties of the last century. It was a quest of
an urbane atmosphere and good academics
for his son Jawahar that moved him to
Srinagar. A posting in the city with the revenue
department was at best a secondary reason.

To start with, my parents lived in a spare
house of my father’s in-laws at Habba Kadal.
Two more sons, Rattan and Chand, and a
daughter, Sarla, were born in this house.

The children stepped into adolescence
and studied in a nearby school.

After the marriage of his eldest son and
my brother, our maternal uncle decided to sell
his property and move to Jawahar Nagar, a
newly-developed colony in Srinagar. My father
also rented a house in Jawahar Nagar, in the
hopes of finding a suitable plot in the area to
construct a house. For years, that was not to
be.

We would visit our home in Wagam on
festivals and especially on Shivratri all those
years.

In 1963, an earthquake flattened the
villages in and around Wagam, and even our
home could not survive the wrath of nature.
Around the same time, the new land reform
law came which meant that the tillers would
now get ownership of half of the land belonging
to the landlords, big or small.

Having lost the land and the house in the
earthquake, my father decided to sell
whatever was left of either. He couldn't have
cultivated the land on his own and more so
because of our academics and his job

requirement.
What these events

however did was to make
him more determined to
cons t ruc t a house in
Srinagar. Little away from the
city limits, he purchased two
canals of land. The place
was called Chhanapora.

My father and eldest brother Jawahar,
who had started working by then, laid
foundation of the house on one of the
auspicious days. It was the beginning of
autumn. They toiled for months together to
build it brick by brick, sourcing construction
material and especially the timber for doors,
windows and its panes, and the designer
ceilings and the angular roof. We wanted to
shift there before the onset of the winter and
so we did.

Our house was the first that did not
belong to the local Muslims of the area.

All our relatives were unhappy for
having gone too far away and that too in a
place where no one around was of our faith.

There was neither municipal water nor
any civic facility available. Water was to be
sourced from a small river called Doodh
Ganga till we sank a well in the compound.
Living there was tough. But by every passing
day, all of us got used to the area and

Praagaash23

Jç<ç& 3 : DçbkçÀ 4 DçkçwlçÓyçj 2018~

ÒççiççMç October 2018 ~ DçkçwlçÓyçj 2018 23

`]pççvç' kçÀçÇ vçíì-HççÆ$çkçÀç



ÒççiççMç

developed affinity.
Summers were playful. The open

spaces around, a few acres of land full of
flowers and fruits belonging to one Colonel
Kaul, took us closer to nature.

The winters were very harsh. The open
surroundings and the blizzards would leave a
chill in the spine. But then the house was now
our home.

As years passed, our relatives started
frequenting our place. Some of them even
took a liking to the area and showed interest in
building their houses there.

Soon a colony - it was named Doodh
Ganga Colony - came up on Colonel Kaul's
land, comprising most of our relatives and
three Muslim households, totalling 24 houses.
The year was 1969. Our house was numbered
20.

The main lane of the colony was behind
our house and the house just opposite ours
belonged to one Aslam Bucha, principal of a
college.

During the construction of his house, he
utilised our house for everything from storing
materials to staying overnight. Our house
slowly became a community centre of sorts
where all the colony members would meet to
seek solutions to their problems.

With the passage of time our family
expanded; my nephews and nieces were

born, Rattan, my elder brother, got married
here.

Seventies proved to be a boon for
Chanapora as the area developed into many
enclaves where hundreds of houses were
constructed by Hindus. It spread up to a few
kilometres up-stream of Doodh Ganga.

Local Muslims gelled well with the new
inhabitants, and there was a general
atmosphere of happiness and amity in each
other's company and in their respective
homes.

The decade also saw our sister, Sarla,
getting married and me leaving Kashmir in a
quest of better future.

Every year, I would visit home either on
Herath or in summers to enjoy the warmth of
home. The rigours of life, first in hot Delhi and
then in humid Mumbai, would make me crave
for the easy going, comfortable and lovely life
of home.

The eighties saw me married and Mikhil,
my son, was born in the same home. Family
life added more significance to my existence
and attachment to my home.

My move to Mumbai did not yield
desired results, and even though I had to keep
changing addresses, I never really harboured
any regrets of not owning a place in Mumbai. I
had a place I could call home back in Kashmir.
Not for long.

Late nineties brought turmoil in the lives
of our community. We lost homes, our
brothers and sisters, blood.

Many moved to torrid conditions of
camps in Jammu and other parts of the
country but my parents refused to leave early
on.

That changed a few months later. A
young boy, who had come to attend the last
rites of his grandfather, who too had refused to
leave their home, was fired upon in his house
on the evening of the cremation. As if the
death of grandfather had not done enough
damage to the household, the Nature
pounced savagely on the family.
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The boy tried his best to escape the
militants and jumped out of the window that
opened in to our compound. To his misfortune,
there were two more militants waiting, who
pumped eight bullets in him.

The commotion alerted my parents.
They saw the boy lying in a pool of blood and
the militants escaping in the dark. My mother,
a fearless woman, ran towards the principal's
gate to seek his help and wanted him to call the
police. But to her surprise, all the banging on
his door and calling him out, her pleas fell on
deaf ears. Sometime later the boy was taken
away by the BSF soldiers, who arrived after
hearing the sound of firing.

That evening changed everything. The
next morning my parents and my brother left
their home for never to return. For me, I lost
that one place that gave me strength, comfort
and solace in my worst time.

The move from home was not
particularly easy for my father, who tried his
best to survive in Jammu, Delhi and Mumbai
but ultimately breathed his last in 1996. The
one vital link that we all had to our House
Number 20 in Doodh Ganga Colony had been
severed.

Meanwhile, a new breed of land sharks,
which started looking for owners of
abandoned houses, emerged. One such
broker, who was well-known to us,
approached us. He used to take tuitions from
me in the sixties. He convinced us, especially
my mother, to sell our house to him for his
sister.

All of us, seeing no immediate hope of
return with the situation in the valley
worsening, unanimously decided to sell.

He paid a token amount and promised to
pay the whole amount after two weeks. He
knew that our house was insured. A few days
later, we were informed by him that our house
was burnt by some miscreants. The deal got
stuck due to this.

A few weeks later, he came to
renegotiate the deal. He wanted us to adjust

the insurance amount which we were
supposed to get, as the value of the house had
gone down.

It took a couple of years for us to settle
with the insurance company.

By this time, my mother too had passed
away.

He didn't even pay the balance amount in
full but took our brother's signature on the sale
papers fraudulently and never returned with
the promised money.

Now when I look back, it was never
about the money. Our home was priceless for
us. It was the deceit that left us hurt. It always
rankled in me. A few years later, I made him
pay for his folly with interest but that's another
story.

Jawahar constructed a house in Jammu,
and Rattan purchased an apartment in Delhi. I
kept changing my addresses in what was now
Mumbai. But none of us could call these our
homes.

There was something about that
creaking timber; there was something about
having fresh vegetables from that small farm.
There was something homely about that
spine-chilling winter. There was something,
the essence of all religions, the spirit of fellow
feelings of pre-militancy times, something
special and joyous about that attic where my
son would hide from his cousins while they
played. There was something warm about
watching television together. There was
something comforting about getting scolded
by my mother for walking into that one kitchen
for meals without having washed my soiled
feet.

Reforms introduced by a socialist
government made us landless in the sixties,
and then the insurgents abetted by a mute
spectator of a fundamentalist government
made us homeless three decades later.

And it rankles.

Contact author at:
bhatchand@gmail.com
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Career Guidance - Ravinder Bhan

Are We Producing Too Many Engineers ?

The mere numbers :

Where will they go :

US produces around 100k engineers per
year for a $ 16 Trillion economy. India
produces 1.5million engineers for a $ 2
Trillion economy. If there are so many
engineers, there must be enough demand to
pull them in. But it is not there.

The earlier mass recruiting sector was
manufacturing. It used to recruit from the
core branches like civil, electrical and
mechanical. But, manufacturing is stagnant
at just 17% of the GDP. So the core branch
placements have become difficult.

The new mass recruiter is the IT sector. It
grew from scratch to almost 5% of the GDP

i n 2 5 y e a r s , employed millions of
engineers.

If you look at the sectoral composition
of Indian economy, most of the sector do not
need engineers. Tourism is 10% of the GDP,

Now, IT is also saturating.

does not require engineers.
Financial sector, trade,
hotels and restaurants do
not require engineers.
Requirement in health,
education, agriculture is
almost negligible.

More than 50% of the
GDP has no role for
engineers. Still most of us are becoming
engineers. The current situation is not
sustainable.

So the demand is less while the supply is
high. Over and above this, skill level of an
average engineer is poor. I say its non-
existent. Leave the top 100–200 colleges.

And you will find
that a fresh
engineer has no
idea of what
s / h e h a s
studies. Ask a
f r e s h
m e c h a n i c a l
engineer, can
s/he design a
simple frame?
To d a y t h e

situation is that
most engineers
are working in a
field that has no
connection to

what they have studied in the college. This is
a waste of resources.

The Supply Demand Gap :

Engineering degree does not come cheap. It
costs about 10 lakhs (apprx $15k). For poor
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parents, its a huge burden. When their son is
not able to secure a job, they are
devastated.

The above is not written by me, but received
as a forward from one of my WhatsApp
contacts, who doesnt know the source. So,
nor do I. But I found it quite logical to share
and seek your views.

Where are we headed :

Why to Kps :

God Bless You all !

For the nation, you can calculate the loss.
Leave around 100k engineers that
NASSCOM says are employable. The rest
1.4 million have each wasted 10 lakhs of
fees. That totals to around $ 20 Billion.
Almost equal to the
G o v e r n m e n t ' s
s p e n d i n g o n
healthcare. Over
this, there is loss of
human capital.
We need to replan
t h e w h o l e
e n g i n e e r i n g
education system.
Cut down on the
number of colleges and improve the quality
in the rest

The reason why I am sharing this with KPs is
that traditionally we are quite inclined to this
profession. Most of us including me in my
formative years saw this as the best
profession, and I quite believe that it still is.
But if we go blindly for even the fancy
branches in it, we will be clouding to from the
dynamics of a changing world.

Author can be contacted at:
ravinder.bhan@gmail.com

shadows cast a magic spell. We were faster
on our feet since we were descending, and it
hardly took us an hour to reach the culvert over
the stream at the far end of Pahalgam. By then
dusk had fallen; the sky was a flaming red and
the stream in her full song. I had no problem
walking alone from there. I asked Kadira to
return to his kotha for he seemed worn out and
hungry.

“Doctor, mere kun koi paisa nahi hai.
Yeh tum rakho, yeh aadi kaladi bachi hai. Yeh
tumhari ujrat hai. (Doctor, I have no money to
pay you; here take this half kalari that is left
with me. This is your wages).” He had no
compunction to offer
me the kaladi, half of
which he had nibbled
away slowly during
the journey to feed
his hunger.

I was already
t o u c h e d b y h i s
immense poverty; now his threadbare
innocence and his rustic candour caused a
pang in my heart. “I rode your horse part of the
way; I had a great outing; I treated the first
patient of fracture; and I saw god everywhere.
That is a huge lot of fee. In fact, I should pay
you for this unforgettable experience.” I said in
genuine gratitude.

I took a rupee from my pocket and gave
it to him. “Here, buy yourself some
refreshment; you look famished. And take
care of your wife. She is carrying and needs
good food, milk, fruit, chicken, and…kalarai,” I
said, pointing at the half kalari in his hand that
he wanted to offer me. He smiled shyly. “One
of these days, bring her down and I will
examine her again. If need be, I might send
her for an x-ray toAnantnag.”

He accepted the rupee unhesitatingly
and blessed me: “Allah tumko mehfooz
rakhe.”

Contact Dr at: kundanleela@yahoo.com

Half a Kalari for Home Visit .... From Page 22
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Saints & Sages - Rattan Lal Bhat

Guru’s Blessings - II

Guru's reach is beyond the compass of the
human mind and in my small range I had it
only as my humble duty to believe that we
love God and do good and be good to
ourselves and to others around. In my train of
thoughts, therefore, I have the guru and god
on the same page. It is our right to perform
duty that is prescribed to us. We are entitled to
reward or fruits of action. So we have to carry
on with dedication and love . We need not
allow the thought that we are the cause of
result of work successfully done, to enter our
mind. Guru's blessings are showered on us if
we have passion and sincerity for fair and pure
deeds to be done.

After Swamiji left for heavenly abode in
1968 I continued my association with his
disciples at Hushroo
Ashram. I came into
contact with Mahatma
Raghunathji who was
my father's guru. In that
capacity every body in
the family called him
Guruji. I remained in
regular touch with him
on the advice of my
father. He was pure and
simple in all ways of life
and preached in the
existence of God. All
great religious gurus
teach us to remember
and chant name of
God, earn honestly and help the needy. Those
days I had my permanent posting at Jammu. I
had taken a room on rent in the vicinity of
mahatmaji's residence at the house of Shri
T.N. Wali. Some saints of Kashmir used to
come to the house to meet mahatmaji while
they camped at Jammu during the winter

months. The meetings
usually took place in the
e v e n i n g w h e r e t h e y
discussed spiritual welfare,
in general. They preferred
to sit in the open space on
the top floor of the house for
solitude and cool evening
breeze. I visited the place regularly to carry out
my humble services for these holy men in
assembly like cleaning and dusting the floor
and furnishings, offer 'hukka' duly washed and
filled with fresh water, fill 'chillm' with tobacco
and burning charcoal etc. etc. The house-
owner, Mr. Wali was a noble person and
devoted to the mahatma. Sadhus used to halt
here occasionally before proceeding on to

Mata Vaishno Devi
m a n d i r , K a t r a
pilgrimage.

Guru is the Saviour
who always rescues us
f r o m d a n g e r . A n
incident that dates back
to this time is still etched
to my memory. It was
2nd May,1969. At the
meeting here, as usual,
the saints talked to
people who had come
to the place in numbers
that day. The holy men
preached humility and
ways of noble living. I

worked devotedly to ensure that every body
had a comfortable stay at the place They were
impressed by my conduct and dedication.
They discussed, among other things, the
current affairs of the country. One saint asked
another if every thing was well at Delhi that
hour. The reply came, “A very sad news: The
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Rashtrapati, not well now, will take flight to
heaven, may be by morning." (the next
morning it was a big news- the nation began a
week's mourning - the hon'ble President, Zakir
Hussain passed away 3rd May).

I was taken aback and felt miserably
bad. I wondered if it could be true. Guruji said
to them, "You have made our young man sad.
See, he is dejected." Instantly reply came from
another saint," We cannot help him too, he
will get hurt badly and break his leg". It was a
big blow, a life threatening message to me. I
bowed before every body and begged of each
one to save me, my life. There was sad flutter
i n t h e a i r. N o b o d y
expected that I would be a
victim in the cross-fire of
saints' arguments on
s p i r i t u a l i s m . A f t e r
discussions at length,
guruji emphatically called
out," Hey! this man is
gentle, pure at heart, has
done good service to us
always. Should he suffer?
Why can't we pray for his
safety or some kind of a
softer pat in his case?"

I was advised to
offer prayers as usual and
feed cooked rice to at least
two dogs on th ree
Saturdays in the morning. I promised to
comply whole-heartedly with instructions as
given.

After 14 days, as I returned in the
evening from office and unlaced my shoes
near the door of my living room, before I could
sit in the chair close by, I shrieked out and after
a shrill, screaming voice I fell down.
Something pierced deep into my right foot and
I fell unconscious.As I was told later, residents
from the neighbouring houses gathered.
There was a panic all over; no visible cause of
attack! A few minutes later, I regained

consciousness and showed signs of terrible
pain in my right foot and leg. An old lady held
my foot and understood it was an insect bite -
somewhat poisonous. I saw a crowd of people
who enquired as to what had happened. The
lady scratched a spot in the sole with a sharp
edged knife and treated it with some herbal gel
and green leaves of some plant which she
brought hurriedly from her house. Before
smearing gel she applied compressed hot
packs for an hour. In the meanwhile, the foot
and leg swelled up dangerously. The lady-
nightingale devoted the entire evening time
telling me stories and trying to cool off my pain.

However, minutes before
mid-night, the lady left for
home. The land-lord gave
me a pain-rel ieving
medicine which I took
with a warm glass of milk.
The pain and swelling
continued for five days. I
was able to stand up and
walk to my office after one
week. The guruji's good
wishes saw me through in
this difficult time, and my
family realised that it was
our solemn duty to pay
our heartfelt obeisance to
Him uncondi t ional ly
always, for he was our

true saviour, teacher, helper and provider of all
what we need to pass our life in simple ways,
peacefully.

Om Shri Gurvey Namah !

Without Comments

The trouble with being
punctual is that nobody is
there to appreciate it.
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KANGUCHI OR MOREL MUSHROOM)
Kanguchi or Morel Mushrooms are rare and
exclusive and are hence, sold at a prohibitive
cost. Thus one indulges in this dish on special
occasions like marriages, or when we have a
special day for inviting the newly wedded bride
and groom and perhaps the groom's family,
like ‘Phir Saal’ or ‘GharAchun’.

Nature has bestowed Kashmir with
extraordinary climatic conditions that make it
suitable for rich flora. We are blessed with an
abundance of fruit, vegetable, and a variety of
mushrooms, including gucchi (Morchella), an
exotic species of the mushroom family.

It is interesting to note that Morel
Mushrooms or Kanguchhi are loaded with
vitamins D, B 6 and 12, Iron, and several ani-
oxidants. They have medicinal value and are a

good stomach
tonic.

Please note,
mushrooms can
e a s i l y c a u s e
severe allergies,
even the edible
ones. Hence, if
you are trying
them for the first
time, consume a
few and check
out for any kind of
reaction.

The s t rong ,

Kanaguchhi Yakhni earthy, almost nutty flavor of
the morel mushroom makes
it a favorite choice of cooks
who describe as a royal
ingredient. Several very
delectable Kashmiri dishes
can be prepared with Guchhi
as they are popularly called.
Meethi Guchhi, Guchhi Pulav, Guchhi Yakhni
are some of them. The method of preparing
them for cooking is very simple and easy.
Cleaning them thoroughly is most important to
make them sand-free stuck to the roots and
pitted head. The roots of the guchhi have to be
cut then they must be soaked in water for five
minutes and rinsed thoroughly.

30 pieces of kanaguch
1 tbsp of saunf powder

1 tsp saunth powder
1 tsp whole zeera
2 crushed badi elaichi
½ tsp Syah zeera
2 tej patta

1 pinch hing
Salt to taste
1 Cup Dahi
2 ladles of
mustard oil

Soak the mushrooms in luke warm water for
five minutes and once again rinse and wash
them 2-3 times in fresh water. Squeeze them
dry and keep aside

KANAGUCHHI YAKHNI
Ingredients

Method
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Heat mustard oil in a pan, fry them a little bit
and keep them aside. Add salt, saunf and
saunth in the curd and beat it to a smooth
consistency.

Place saucepan on low heat, add the
balance hot mustard oil, zeera and hing in it,
stir and add the blended curd mixture. Do not
cover with lid. Turn the stove to full flame; stir it
continuously till it comes to a boil. Stirring must
continue to avoid curdling.

Add tej patta, moti elaichi powder and
fried guchhi. Cook on low flame till tender.
Sprinkle Syah zeera and cook for another two
minutes. Garnish with fresh mint leaves
(optional) Serve with steaming hot Almond
Rice.

Contact author at: urmilaz@gmail.com
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cçb$ççÇ pççÇ kçÀçí mçbmço cçW JçkçwlçJ³ç oívçç Lçç~ mçí¬çíÀì^çÇ mçí
HçÓjí DççbkçÀ[í lçLçç pççvçkçÀçjçÇ lçÌ³ççj kçÀjvçí kçÀçí kçÀnç
iç³çç~ mçí¬çíÀì^çÇ vçí kçÀnç, `Fvç DççbkçÀ[çW kçÀçí FkçÀùç
kçÀjvçí cçW kçÀcç mçí kçÀcç oçí mççuç uçiç pçç³çWiçí~' cçb$ççÇ
cçnçío³ç ³çn mçávç kçÀj çÆ®çvlçç cçivç nçí iç³çí~

mçHlççn Yçj yçço pçyç mçbmço cçW GvçkçÀç YççøçCç
náDçç lççí mçí¬çíÀì^çÇ kçÀçí DççM®ç³ç& náDçç çÆkçÀ DçççÆKçj
FlçvççÇ pçuoçÇ cçb$ççÇpççÇ vçí DççbkçÀ[í kçÀnçb mçí uçç³çí~
cçb$ççÇpççÇ vçí mçcçPçç³çç, `³çí DççbkçÀ[í cçíjçÇ kçÀuHçvçç kçÀçÇ
GHçpç nQ~ pçyç mç®®çí DççbkçÀ[í pçcçç kçÀjvçí cçW oçí
mççuç uçiç mçkçÀlçí nQ, lççí FvnW içuçlç mçççÆyçlç kçÀjvçí
kçíÀ çÆuç³çí mççcçûççÇ pçáìçvçí cçW YççÇ Glçvçç nçÇ mçcç³ç
uçiçíiçç~

SkçÀ yçmç ®ççuçkçÀ kçÀçÇ çÆvç³çáçÆkçwlç kçÀjvçí mçí Hçnuçí
Gmçmçí kçÀnç iç³çç, `³ççÆo jíuçJçí HçÀçìkçÀ kçíÀ yççÇ®ç
lçácnçjçÇ yçmç kçíÀ yç´íkçÀ HçíÀuç nçí pççSW lççí kçw³çç
kçÀjçíiçí?
®ççuçkçÀ vçí pçJççyç çÆo³çç, `HçÀçÌjvç DçHçvçí uç[kçíÀ kçÀçí
HçÀçÌvç kçÀjkçíÀ yçáuçç uçÓbiçç~
`kçw³ççW lçácnçjç uç[kçÀç cçÌkçíÀçÆvçkçÀ nÌ~
`vçnçR, Gmçí Yç³ççvçkçÀ oáIç&ìvçç oíKçvçí kçÀç MççÌkçÀ nÌ~

'

'

'
'

'

���

���

kçÀç@Mçáj sô mçç@v³ç cçççÆpç ]p³çJç~
DççÆmç hççÆ]pç

hçvçev³çvç Mçá³ç&vç mçól³ç Dç@L³ç
]pçyçç@v³ç cçb]pç kçÀLç kçÀjev³ç~
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In this day and age, it is extremely important
for the youth to prove their contemporaneity
and modernity to all and sundry. One big
obstacle in the path, of course, is to have
anyone overhear you speaking in a boorish
sounding tongue that raises the presumption
that you know neither English nor Hindi (which
is a perfectly reasonable presumption to make
- who in their right mind would even care to
speak another language?). Lest I should be
charged with the arrogance that accompanies
youth, let me clarify that older people
may be facing the same problems. Those
belonging to this category can take heart - my
proposals shall be of service to you as well.
Now that we have that out of the way, let me
lead you to the goldmine. Here are a few
effective precautions/remedies to your
rescue:

This is of the utmost importance. Do not let any
unfamiliar words make their way into your ear
canal, because before you know it, your brain
will start contextualizing the words to figure out
their diabolical meanings, and start
recognizing grammatical structures.

For all those on whom the above misfortune
might have already befallen, and for those
who think that the plugs might get noticed:
there is hope yet. It is essential to not let the
situation worsen. Do not under any
circumstance let anyone realize that you can
understand what they are saying. Always,
always stick your neck out as if you are making
an earnest effort to understand what is being

of course

Plug your ears whenever you hear
someone speak the language:

Fake ignorance:

How Not To Learn That Dreaded Language

Your Mothertongue

Malvika Kaushik

said. Don't forget to smile in a
slightly embarrassed and
apologetic way through it all,
and pipe in with a soft “I'm
sorry, I don't understand” in
the end.

If you aren't already learning
French or Chinese, you should start
immediately. This will help to make an excuse
as to why you don't have the time, energy and
mental space to learn your mothertongue.

This appears highly
counterintuitive, but it is in fact a red herring -
the cleverest precaution of all. It keeps
overenthusiastic relatives at bay (those very
ones who perpetually hound you to learn the
language), lulling them into a false sense of
security that you are finally paying heed to
their advice. While they sit back and bask in
the glory of their non-achievement, you can
mute the group and go on with life as usual.

This is the last resort of all. Do not
attempt this unless you have absolutely no
hope left. However, this has been observed to
yield promising results in experimental cases.
In case of any doubt as to to make this
happen, please read my celebrated book
(which was never there)

Learn a foreign language:

Join a Whatsapp group to learn your
mothertongue:

Go back in time and ensure that your
parents do not have the same mother
tongue:

how

How to Make the
Impossible Possible: 12 Tricks For Those Who
Don't Understand the Laws of Nature.

��
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Martand Sun Temple
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The temple of Martand is situated at a
distance of 5 miles from the town of Anantnag.
Like most medievel temples in Kashmir,
Martand consists of a courtyard with the
principal shrine in the middle and a
colonnaded peristyle. The latter is 220 feet
long and 142 feet broad and contains
eightyfour fluted columns facing the courtyard.

The entrance or gateway stands in the
middle of the western side of the quadrangle
and is of the same width as the temple itself.
This proportion is in accordance with the idea
of Hindu architectural grandeur; for the rules
laid down by them as quoted by Ram Raz. On
each flank of the gateway, the pediment was
supported by massive fluted pillars 17.5 feet in
height, or eight feet higher than those in the
quadrangle. One of these is still standing to
the south of the entrance. The walls of the
gateway are profusely decorated internally

“

and externally, the chief motif of decoration
being rows of double pedimented niches
alternating with rectangular panels. Most of
the pedimented niches contained single
standing figures of gods. Each of the two large
niches in the side walls of the inner chamber of
the gateway contains the tall figure of a three-
headed Vishnu standing between two
attendents." - [R.C.Kak quotes from
Archeological Survey of India Reports &
Journal of theAsiatic Society of Bengal]

”The Martand temple proper is 63 feet in
length and 36 feet in width at the eastern end
and only 27 feet width at the western end. It
contains three distinct chambers, of which the
outermost named or 'half
temple', answering to the front porch of
classical fanes is 18 feet 10 inches square; the
middle one called or 'mid-temple'
corresponding to the pronoas of the Greeks is

ardhamandapa

antarala
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18 feet, 4.5 inches; and the innermost called
or 'womb of the difice', the naos of

the Greeks and the cella of the Romans is 18
feet 5 inches by 13 feet 10 inches. The walls of
the temple itself are 9 feet thick and its
entrance chamber only 4.4 feet thick, being
respectively one half and one fourth of the
interior width of the building. Among the
images carved on the walls of the and
the antechamber, we notice on the left wall of
the former a well executed image of the river-
goddess Ganga, standing upon her vehicle,
the crocodile which is looking up towards her.A
female attendent on her right holds an
umbrella over her head and a chauri-bearer is
on her left. The statues on the western walls of

the antechamber are u n d o u b t e d l y
representations of Vishnu and what Mr
Fergusson mistook for hoods of snakes are in
reality points of their coronets. Such was once
the magnificient mass of building dedicated to
the worship of the Sun, a mass 75 feet in
height, 33 feet in length and the same in width
including the wings. Entrance was gained by a
wide flight of steps which are now covered by
ruins." - [R.C.Kak quotes from Archeological
Survey of India Reports & Journal of theAsiatic
Society of Bengal]

R.C.Kak says: The roof of the temple

garbhagriha

antarala

seems to have been of the pyramidal type
common in the temples of Kashmir. There is
some uncertainty regarding the exact
ascription of this temple, owing to the
ambiguity of Kalhana's statement. But the
most probable assumption, which is
strengthened by the architectural style, is that
the temple as it exists today was built by King
Lalitaditya in the middle of the eighth century
AD. The courtyard of the temple was
excavated recently and a vast quantity of
debris and stones was removed. Among other
movable antiquities which the excavation
yielded, the most noteworthy are a number of
large earthen jars found embedded in the
courtyard. Removal of the accumulated debris

of centuries from the base of the temple has
also brought to light a very important fact that
previous to the construction of the present
temple, there existed another temple of
somewhat smaller dimension at this site.
When the new temple was built, the older
temple base was not demolished but was
enveloped by a new base of larger
dimensions, as is borne out by the existence
of both bases side by side, one within the
other, on the east side of the temple. The older
temple was probably the one built on this site
by Ranaditya.

Jç<ç& 3 : DçbkçÀ 4 DçkçwlçÓyçj 2018~

ÒççiççMç October 2018 ~ DçkçwlçÓyçj 2018 34

`]pççvç' kçÀçÇ vçíì-HççÆ$çkçÀç

Image : travejo.com



ÒççiççMç

Praagaash35

Brigid Kaneen in his 'Travels in Kashmir'
adds: Of all the temple ruins to be found in
Kashmir today, the most dramatic date from
the reign of the next great king after Ashoka,
was Lalitaditya Muktapida who came to the
throne, a long time later in AD 725. Lalitaditya,
the third ruler of the Karkota Dynasty was a
soldier king who expanded the frontiers of
Kashmir through the surrounding hill
kingdoms and down to the plains of the
Punjab. But when he was not marching, he
was building, and it is for his great temple at
Martand that he is remembered. The temple
at Martand was built on a plateau above the
present-day town of Mattan which is on the
road to Pahalgam. Earthquakes, iconoclasts
and vandals long ago reduced Martand to
ruins, but nonetheless it is still most
impressive, and in its prime it must have been
breathtaking. The temple, which had a
sanctuary, a choir and a nave stood in a large
quadrangle with eightyfour carved stone
pillars making a gracefulcolonnade around it.
The western entrance, a magnificient
archway was approached by a wide flight of
steps, and there were various side-chapels.
Arthur Neve calculated that the massive
temple roof cannot have been less than
seventyfive feet high. Unfortunately, the
rubble from the collapsed roof has tended to
confuse the site. The temple's simplicity of
outline, the proportions of its pillars and
colonnade, the triangular pediments above

the doorways, are all strikingly classical and
must have been inspired by Greek
architecture, via Alexander the Great's
conquests in north-western India. Even its site
on a high plateau is rather Parthenon-like. Sir
Francis Younghusband, who was British
Resident in Kashmir in the early years of the
twentieth century, wrote: 'No temple was ever
built on a finer site. It is one of the most
heavenly spots on earth .... there is about it a
combination of massiveness and simplicity,
and of solidity combined with grace, which has
earned it fame for a thousand years.’

The temple is said to have been
completely destroyed on the orders of Muslim
ruler Sikandar Butshikan in the early 15th
century, with demolition lasting a year.

The Government of India has developed
the site as an important tourist site with
facilities. The Archaeological Survey of India
has declared the Martand Sun Temple as a
site of national importance in Jammu and
Kashmir. The temple appears in the list of
centrally protected monuments as Martanda
(Sun Temple).

Zaan Archives
Sources - Travels in Kashmir by Brigid Keenan;

Ancient Monuments of Kashmir by R.C.Kak; Wikipedia
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Comic Tales for Children
Based on the Folk Stories of Kashmir

Concept & Creation
Deepak Durgaprasad Bhatt
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Comic Tales for Children
Created by
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King and the Shephered
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King and the Shephered

Comic Tales for Children
Created by

Deepak Durgaprasad Bhatt
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pççÇuççvççÇ vçí cçvç cçW hçÌoç ná³çí [j kçÀçí oyççvçí kçÀçÇ
kçÀçíçÆMçMç kçÀçÇ~ ³çn mççí®ç kçÀj çÆkçÀ oçæ{çÇ Jççuçí kçÀçí hçlçç vç
®çuçí çÆkçÀ Jçn hçnuççÇ yççj çÆouuççÇ pçç jnç nÌ, Gmçvçí kçÀnç,
``JçÌmçí lççí ncç cçêçmç pçç jní nQ hçj hçnuçí çÆouuççÇ pçç³çWiçí~
ncç nj cçnçÇvçí oçí cçnçÇvçí ³çnçB ®çkçwkçÀj uçiççlçí nQ~'' oçæ{çÇ
Jççuçí vçí çÆmçj çÆnuçç³çç~ pççÇuççvççÇ vçí iççÌj mçí oíKçç,
GmçkçÀçÇ DççBKçW ®çcçkçÀ jnçÇ LççR~ pççÇuççvççÇ vçí cçvç nçÇ cçvç cçW
Gmçmçí kçÀnç, ``ncçW ®ççuççkçÀçÇ cçlç çÆoKççvçç, ncç lçácnW
hçnuçí nçÇ hçn®ççvç iç³çí nQ~'' GOçj vçJç³çáJçkçÀ Dç]Kçyççj
hçæ{ jnç Lçç~ pççÇuççvççÇ vçí
mççí®çç, ``Jçn vçJç³çáJçkçÀ yçnálç
MçjçÇ]HçÀ nçívçç ®çççÆn³çí~ kçÀnçR
kçÀçíF& Gmçí uçÓì vç uçí!''
pççÇuççvççÇ vçí GmçkçíÀ kçÀçvç cçW
kçÀnç, ``cçíjí YççF&, Kçyçjoçj
jnvçç~ Jçn oçæ{çÇ Jççuçç nÌ vçç,
Jçn ®ççíj nÌ~ cçQ Gmçí yçnálç
mçcç³ç mçí pççvçlçç nÓb~''
vçJç³çáJçkçÀ vçí kçÀnç, ``ncççjç
kçw³çç çÆyçiççæ[íiçç~ ncç SkçÀ oÓmçjí kçíÀ mççLç jnWiçí~''
pççÇuççvççÇ KçáMç náDçç~ mççí®çç, ®çuççí SkçÀ Dç®sç mççLççÇ lççí
çÆcçuç iç³çç~

jíuçiççæ[çÇ ®çuçvçí uçiççÇ~ kçáÀs oíj yçço nçÇ Mççíj
mçávççF& çÆo³çç~ ojJçç]pçí kçíÀ hççmç ®ççj hççB®ç DççocççÇ ]pççíj
]pççíj mçí yççlçW kçÀj jní Lçí~ Símçç uçiçlçç Lçç, çÆkçÀmççÇ kçÀç
mççcççvç ®ççíjçÇ náDçç nÌ~ lçYççÇ SkçÀ kçÀçíì Jççuçç mççcçvçí
Dçç³çç DççÌj pççÇuççvççÇ kçíÀ hççmç yçÌþ iç³çç~ Jçn jçí jnç Lçç~
pççÇuççvççÇ vçí hçÓsç, ``kçw³çç náDçç? Dççhç jçí kçw³ççW jní nQ?''

kçÀçíì Jççuçí vçí kçÀnç, ``kçw³çç
yçlççTb? cçQ nçLç Oççívçí kçíÀ çÆuç³çí
GOçj JççMç yçíçÆmçvç kçíÀ hççmç iç³çç Lçç,
hççÇsí mçí çÆkçÀmççÇ vçí cçíjçÇ DçìÌ®ççÇ G[ç
uççÇ~ mçyç kçáÀs GmççÇ cçW Lçç~ pçíyç cçW
SkçÀ hçÌmçç vçnçR nÌ~ çÆouuççÇ lçkçÀ
pççvçç nÌ, kçw³çç kçÀªb?'' pççÇuççvççÇ
vçí oíKçç, oçæ{çÇ Jççuçç DçhçvççÇ mççÇì hçj nçÇ yçÌþç Lçç hçj
®çínjí mçí KçáMç uçiç jnç Lçç~ ``GmççÇ kçíÀ çÆkçÀmççÇ mççLççÇ vçí

Fmç yçí®ççjí kçÀçÇ DçìÌ®ççÇ Gæ[ç³ççÇ
nçíiççÇ~ oíKççí, Dçyç YççÇ çÆkçÀmç
lçjn cçíjçÇ DçìÌ®ççÇ kçÀçí lçkçÀ jnç
nÌ?'' pççÇuççvççÇ cçvç nçÇ cçvç
yççíuçç~ Gmçí kçÀçíì Jççuçí hçj
lçjmç Dçç jnç Lçç~ Gmçvçí
kçÀnç, ``Dççhç oáKççÇ cçlç nçW~
ncç DççhçkçíÀ mççLç nQ~''
pççÇuççvççÇ vçí vçJç³çáJçkçÀ kçÀçÇ
lçjHçÀ oíKçç~ Gmçvçí Dçhçvçç

çÆmçj çÆnuçç³çç cççvççí Jçn YççÇ pççÇuççvççÇ kçíÀ mççLç nçí~
pççÇuççvççÇ vçí SkçÀ ®çç³ç Jççuçí kçÀçí DççJçç]pç oçÇ DççÌj Dçhçvçí
çÆuç³çí, kçÀçíì Jççuçí kçíÀ çÆuç³çí DççÌj vçJç³çáJçkçÀ kçíÀ çÆuç³çí ®çç³ç
cçbiçJççF&~ oçæ{çÇ Jççuçç pççÇuççvççÇ kçÀçÇ lçjHçÀ oíKç jnç Lçç~
``lçácnW iççíuççÇ oÓBiçç,'' pççÇuççvççÇ vçí Gmçí cçvç nçÇ cçW kçÀnç~

kçÀçíì Jççuçç KçáMç Lçç~ Jçn Dçhçvçç oáKç oo& YçÓuç
iç³çç~ ®çç³ç Jç Kççvçí kçíÀ DçuççJçç pççÇuççvççÇ vçí Gmçí yççÇmç
©hç³çí YççÇ çÆo³çí~ SkçÀ mìíMçvç hçj jíuçiççæ[çÇ ©kçÀ içF&~
pççÇuççvççÇ vçí kçÀçíì Jççuçí mçí kçÀnç, ``mçávççí, Gmç oçæ{çÇ Jççuçí
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mçí mççJçOççvç jnvçç~ cçQ hççvççÇ uçíkçÀj Dççlçç nÓB~ JçÌmçí
çÆ®çvlçç kçÀçÇ kçÀçíF& yççlç vçnçR~ Jçn DççocççÇ YççÇ Dçhçvçç nçÇ
YççF& nÌ~'' pççÇuççvççÇ vçí vçJç³çáJçkçÀ kçÀçÇ lçjHçÀ FMççjç
çÆkçÀ³çç DççÌj jíuçiççæ[çÇ mçí vççÇ®çí Glçj iç³çç~ nçLç cçW jKççÇ
LçÌuççÇ YççÇ mççLç uçí uççÇ~

hççvççÇ uçíkçÀj pççÇuççvççÇ Jççhçmç Dçç³çç~ oíKçç, oçæ{çÇ
Jççuçç mççÇì hçj nçÇ yçÌþç Lçç~ cçvç kçÀçí MççBçÆlç çÆcçuççÇ~ hççvççÇ
kçÀçíì Jççuçí kçÀçÇ lçj]HçÀ yçæ{ç çÆo³çç~ jíuçiççæ[çÇ çÆvçkçÀuç
hçæ[çÇ~ vçJç³çáJçkçÀ DçhçvççÇ mççÇì hçj vçnçR Lçç~ pçyç Jçn yçæ[çÇ
oíj lçkçÀ Jççhçmç vçnçR Dçç³çç lççí pççÇuççvççÇ kçÀçí çÆ®çvlçç nçívçí
uçiççÇ~ Gmçvçí kçÀçíì Jççuçí mçí hçÓsç, ``³çn DççocççÇ çÆhçsuçí
mìíMçvç hçj nçÇ lççí vçnçR jn iç³çç?'' kçÀçíì Jççuçí vçí kçÀnç,
``vçnçR lççí! Gmçí çÆKçæ[kçÀçÇ kçíÀ yççnj mçí çÆkçÀmççÇ vçí yçáuçç³çç
DççÌj Jçn Glçj iç³çç~ Dçhçvçç mççcççvç YççÇ uçíkçÀj iç³çç~''
pççÇuççvççÇ vçí Thçj oíKçç, GmçkçÀç yçÌiç içç³çyç Lçç~ ³çáJçkçÀ
GmççÇ kçÀç yçÌiç uçíkçÀj iç³çç Lçç~ ``hçj Jçn lççí cçíjç yçÌiç
Lçç,'' pççÇuççvççÇ ®ççÇKç hç[ç~ kçÀçíì Jççuçí vçí pçJççyç çÆo³çç,
``Dççhç vçí ncçW kçÀnçB yçlçç³çç Lçç? Dççhçvçí lççí kçÀnç Lçç çÆkçÀ
Jçn YççF& nÌ~'' pççÇuççvççÇ Dçhçvçç çÆmçj hççÇìvçí uçiçç~

mççívçí kçíÀ çÆuç³çí pççÇuççvççÇ kçÀçÇ ThçjçÇ yçLç& LççÇ~ hçj
vççRo kçÀnçB LççÇ~ yçÌiç vçJç³çáJçkçÀ uçí iç³çç Lçç~ yçÌiç kçíÀ Dçboj
yççoçcç Jç hçíhçjcçÌMççÇ kçÀç mççcççvç Lçç pççí GmçkçíÀ çÆhçlçç vçí
FMHçÀç]kçÀ mççnyç kçíÀ çÆuç³çí çÆo³çç Lçç~ pççÇuççvççÇ kçÀç Jçn
kçÀçÇcçlççÇ Mççuç YççÇ yçÌiç kçíÀ Dçboj nçÇ Lçç pççí Jçn jçlç kçÀçí
Dççíæ{vçí kçíÀ çÆuç³çí mççLç uçç³çç Lçç~ jçlç Dçç içF&~ þb[
yçnálç LççÇ DççÌj pççÇuççvççÇ kçíÀ hççmç Dççíæ{vçí kçíÀ çÆuç³çí kçáÀs
YççÇ vç Lçç~ DçççÆKçj pçyç vççRo Dççvçí uçiççÇ lççí nçLç cçW jKççÇ
LçÌuççÇ lççÆkçÀ³çí kçÀçÇ pçiçn çÆmçj kçíÀ vççÇ®çí jKç oçÇ~ LçÌuççÇ kçÀçÇ
jmmççÇ kçÀçí içuçí cçW yççbOç çÆo³çç lçççÆkçÀ kçÀçíF& ®çájç kçÀj vç uçí
pçç³çí~ mçáyçn mçJçíjí Mççíj mçávç kçÀj Gmç kçÀçÇ vççRo Kçáuç
içF&~ kçÀçíF& mìíMçvç Dçç iç³çç Lçç~ ®çç³ç Jççuçí ®ççÇKç ®ççÇKç

kçÀj uççíiççW kçÀçí ®çç³ç yçí®ç jní Lçí~ pççÇuççvççÇ vçí LçÌuççÇ kçÀçí
nçLç mçí ììçíuçç~ LçÌuççÇ cççÌpçÓo LççÇ~ ®çç³ç kçíÀ hçÌmçí oívçí kçíÀ
çÆuç³çí p³ççWnçÇ Gmçvçí LçÌuççÇ kçíÀ Dçboj nçLç [çuçç lççí
GmçkçÀçÇ pççvç çÆvçkçÀuç içF&~ LçÌuççÇ cçW SkçÀ yç[ç sío Lçç
DççÌj yçìáDçç içç³çyç Lçç~ pççÇuççvççÇ vçí sçlççÇ hççÇì uççÇ,
``cçíjí Kçáoç! cçQ uçáì iç³çç, yçjyçço nçí iç³çç~'' Jçn ]pççj
]pççj jçívçí uçiçç~ uççíiç pçcçç nçí iç³çí~ kçÀçíì Jççuçí vçí kçÀnç,
``®çuççí hçáçÆuçmç cçW jhçì çÆuçKççDççí~ cçQ YççÇ mççLç ®çuçlçç
nÓB~'' pççÇuççvççÇ vçí jçílçí jçílçí hçÓsç, ``ì^bkçÀ kçÀçÇ jKçJççuççÇ
kçÀçÌvç kçÀjíiçç?'' oçæ{çÇ Jççuçí vçí kçÀnç, ``cçQ kçÀªBiçç~''
pççÇuççvççÇ mçncç iç³çç~ mççí®çç, ``kçw³çç ®ççíj kçÀçí nçÇ
jKçJççuççÇ kçÀjvçí oÓB~ GmççÇ vçí cçíjç yçìáDçç YççÇ Gæ[ç³çç
nçíiçç~ vçnçR, vçnçR~'' pççÇuççvççÇ vçí kçÀçíì Jççuçí mçí çÆJçvçlççÇ
kçÀçÇ, ``cçíjí YççF&, Dççhç ³çnçR ©kçÀ pççDççí~ hçj O³ççvç
jKçvçç, ì^bkçÀ mçí vç]pçj cçlç nìçvçç~'' ³çn kçÀnkçÀj
pççÇuççvççÇ hçáçÆuçmç cçW jhçì çÆuçKççvçí iç³çç~ oçæ{çÇ Jççuçç YççÇ
]pçjomlççÇ mççLç nçí çÆuç³çç~ pççÇuççvççÇ vçí mççí®çç, ``Dççvçí
oçí~ cçíjí hççmç Dçyç kçw³çç nÌ pççí uçí pçç³çíiçç~ hçlçç vçnçR, cçíjç
yçìáDçç kçÀnçB jKçç nçíiçç?''

jhçì çÆuçKççvçí cçW hççB®ç omç çÆcçvçì uçiçí~ nJççuçoçj
vçí hçÓsç, ``çÆkçÀmççÇ hçj Mç]kçÀ nÌ kçw³çç?'' pççÇuççvççÇ vçí oçæ{çÇ

Jç<ç& 3 : DçbkçÀ 4 DçkçwlçÓyçj 2018~

ÒççiççMç October 2018 ~ DçkçwlçÓyçj 2018 40

`]pççvç' kçÀçÇ vçíì-HççÆ$çkçÀç



ÒççiççMç

Praagaash41

Jççuçí kçÀçÇ lçj]HçÀ oíKçç hçj kçáÀs kçÀnç vçnçR~ nJççuçoçj kçÀçÇ
lçj]HçÀ oíKçkçÀj FvçkçÀçj cçW çÆmçj çÆnuçç³çç~ mççí®çç, ``³ççÆo
oçæ{çÇ Jççuçí kçÀç vççcç yçlçç oÓB lççí kçÀnçR Jçn cçáPçí cççj nçÇ vç
[çuçí~'' lçYççÇ jíuçiççæ[çÇ kçíÀ FBpçvç kçÀçÇ ®ççÇKç mçávççF& oçÇ~
Jçn oçívççW oçÌæ[lçí oçÌæ[lçí iççæ[çÇ cçW ®çæ{ iç³çí~ oçæ{çÇ Jççuçí vçí
pççÇuççvççÇ kçíÀ nçLç kçÀçí ]pççíj mçí hçkçÀæ[ kçÀj jKçç Lçç~
p³ççWnçÇ pççÇuççvççÇ kçÀçí Fmç kçÀç Yççmç náDçç, Gmçvçí nçLç
sá[ç çÆuç³çç~ mççí®çç, ®ççíj kçÀçí nçLç uçiççvçç YççÇ hççhç nÌ~
iççæ[çÇ kçíÀ Dçboj mçí SkçÀ uçæ[kçÀç oçÌæ[lçç náDçç Dçç³çç DççÌj
®çuçlççÇ iççæ[çÇ mçí kçÓÀo hçæ[ç~ Gmçí oíKç pççÇuççvççÇ kçÀçÇ
DççBKçW HçÀìçÇ kçÀçÇ HçÀìçÇ jn iç³ççR~ uçæ[kçíÀ kçíÀ nçLç cçW
pççÇuççvççÇ kçÀç yçìáDçç Lçç~

mççÇì hçj hçnáB®çí lççí DçpççÇyç lçcççMçç oíKçç~ kçÀçíì
Jççuçç içç³çyç Lçç DççÌj GmçkçíÀ mççLç nçÇ oçí DççoçÆcç³ççW kçÀç
mççcççvç YççÇ içç³çyç Lçç~ Jçn oçívççW ®çç³ç hççÇvçí iç³çí Lçí DççÌj
Dçhçvçç mççcççvç kçÀçíì Jççuçí kçíÀ nJççuçí kçÀjkçíÀ iç³çí Lçí~
pççÇuççvççÇ vçí Thçj DçhçvççÇ yçLç& kçÀçÇ Dççíj oíKçç~ GmçkçÀç
ì^bkçÀ YççÇ içç³çyç Lçç~ GmçkçÀçÇ DççBKççW kçíÀ Dççiçí DçbOçíjç sç
iç³çç~ SkçÀ Jç³ççíJçãà DççocççÇ vçí GmçkçÀç nçLç hçkçÀæ[ç~
pççÇuççvççÇ vçí SkçÀ PçìkçíÀ mçí Dçhçvçç nçLç sáæ[ç çÆuç³çç~
Gmçí Jçn YççÇ SkçÀ ®ççíj nçÇ çÆoKççF& çÆo³çç~ ``çÆkçÀmç hçj
Yçjçímçç kçÀªB? kçÀnçR uççíiç cçíjçÇ kçÀcççÇ]pç YççÇ vç Glççj
oW!'' pççÇuççvççÇ içMç KççkçÀj çÆiçj hçæ[ç~

jíuçiççæ[çÇ çÆouuççÇ hçnáB®ç içF&~ pççÇuççvççÇ iççæ[çÇ mçí
vççÇ®çí Glçjç~ ìçBiçW pçJççyç oí ®çákçÀçÇ LççR~ FMHçÀç]kçÀ mççnyç

kçÀç hçlçç GmçkçíÀ yçÌiç kçíÀ mççLç nçÇ içácç nçí iç³çç Lçç~ yçmç
Flçvçç ³çço Lçç çÆkçÀ ®ççBovççÇ ®ççÌkçÀ pççvçç nÌ~ ``JçnçB lçkçÀ
kçÌÀmçí hçnáB®çÓb?'' mìíMçvç kçíÀ yççnj çÆvçkçÀuçç DççÌj SkçÀ
çÆjkçwMçç Jççuçí mçí hçÓsç, ``®ççBovççÇ ®ççÌkçÀ pççvçí kçÀç çÆkçÀlçvçç
çÆkçÀjç³çç nÌ?'' pçJççyç çÆcçuçç, ``hççB®ç ©hç³çí~'' ``Jçn
kçÀnçB mçí uççTBiçç?'' pççÇuççvççÇ mççí®ç cçW hçæ[ iç³çç~ FOçj
GOçj oíKçç, kçÀçíF& hçn®ççvç kçÀç DççocççÇ çÆoKççF& vçnçR oí
jnç Lçç~ DççBKççW cçíb DççBmçÓ Dçç iç³çí~ mççjçÇ níkçÀæ[çÇ çÆvçkçÀuç
içF&~ ``iççBJç kçíÀ yç®®ççW kçÀçí kçw³çç kçw³çç mçávççlçç Lçç?
]kçÀççÆoj kçÀçí n]kçÀçjlç mçí `kçÀçoç' DççÌj jcçíMç kçÀçí `jcçç'
kçÀnlçç Lçç~ kçÀYççÇ çÆkçÀmççÇ kçÀçí Dçhçvçí yçjçyçj kçÀç vçnçR
mçcçPçç~ Flçvçç kçÀnvçí kçÀí yççJçpçÓo GvnçWvçí cçíjí pççvçí hçj
DççBmçÓ yçnç³çí~ Jçn cçáPç mçí çÆkçÀlçvçç h³ççj kçÀjlçí Lçí DççÌj cçQ
GvnW ncçíMçç içBJççj kçÀnkçÀj çÆ®çæ{çlçç Lçç~ Dçyç oíKç uççí,
cçáPçí Kçáoç vçí kçÀnçB uççkçÀj hçìkçÀ çÆo³çç~'

(¬çÀcçMç:)
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Your Own Page

Agastya Malhotra (8 Yrs) S/o Prithvi & Shifali
Raina Malhotra of Doha displaying his Black

Belt and the Certificate for completing
Kukkiwon’s Ist Poom

Taekwondo Promotion Test
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Chitrakshi Pandita & Bhavik Pandita, children
of Archana & Ashok Pandita of Shalimar

Garden, Delhi felicitated. Chitrakshi has been
felicitated by Kashmiri Pandit Sabha, Shalimar
Garden for participation in the Cultural Activity

(Singing) and Bhavik by The Kashmir
Education, Culture & Science Society, New
Delhi for his valued contribution in Shuhul

Taaph 2018.
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Two Paintings by Gopal
(15) S/o Monica &
Satish Mahaldar of

Delhi
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Two Paintings
by Shihij Kaw
(17) daughter
of Seema &
Sunil Kaw of
Santacruz,
Mumbai.
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Photo Feature - Rare Photos
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A rare photo of C.M.S. High School, Srinagar, Kashmir. January 1946.
Photo courtesy: Late Shri Tribhuwan Bhan of Borivali

Those identified:
Top Row: 2nd from left - J.L.Fotedar of Chembur;

Second from right - Master S.C.Kaul
Chairs: Fourth from left - Master Shankar Pandit;

6th from left - Dr. B.M.Bhan, brother of Late Shri Tribhuwan Bhan
Fourth from right - Master Shivjee Kaul
Third from right - Dr. A.N.Safaya of AIIMS

Ninth from left - M.K.Zutshi of Air India

Lal Chowk 1940
Source: Not known

Kralyar, Rainawari, Circa 1900
Source: Not Known
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Letters to Editor

Namskar, Raina Saab.

Dr. P.L.Ganju

I wish you redirect the WhatsApp
message which dealt with the usage of the
Kashmiri words 'dazun and zalun', so that I
may continue with the given subject. I intend
to elaborate on the related words like 'zong,
ogun, nar, daeh, etc. I am preparing the article
for a later issue of your on-line journal the
Praagaash.

I left Kashmir in 1953, for doing my
M.Sc in Botany at Agra and thereafter did not
look back, save some vacation time. So, I
have a limited knowledge of my mother-
tongue. Yet, all my children and grandchildren
have picked it up. Your zest for promoting it is
admirable. It has also excited me. I wish to
contribute to your net-journal as much as I
can.

Vadodara, Gujarat.

Respected Raina Sahib,
A wonderful and very impressive journal
Praagaash Sepember issue was received by

I have seen my article in the
Sept issue of Praagaash and
found its presentation quite
pleasing to the eye. In fact the
entire issue is fascinating. i
wonder whether the old black
and white photographs of our
83 year old Yajnopavit photos could be placed
elsewhere in the journal for their intrinsic
cultural value.

Now, you must be preparing the draft of
the second issue of the journal, in which i
hope the remaining part of my article pending
with you, will be included. I am sending a
photo of our erstwhile Chinkral Mohalla
house for the same. and hope you can
accommodate it in that issue. I leave the
decision to you.

���

me with great love and respect.
The articles are chiseled and
thought provoking. I went across
it and found it magnificient with
colours. You have God gifted
acumen to the writing and
organise. I feel proud of your
scholarship. The magazine will see still
greater glory in months to come.

Pune.

Thank you for mailing the
September issue of 'Pragaash'.
The issue encompasses
literature, history, art and culture,
c u i s i n e a s w e l l a s
reminiscences, faint memories
of the bygone peaceful times.
Time moves forward without break! Our
progeny shall benefit from these writings in not
so distant future. Unfortunately, our young do
not join Institutes of higher learning to turn out
into specialist [pundit] in any specific genre of
knowledge. During my University days [1975-
1981], despite scarcity of resources back
home, there were as many as fifteen young
men and women enrolled in various post-
graduate courses at Kurukshetra University
alone. At least six of them rose to be
professors in their respective disciplines in
different parts of India, of course, outside the
then peaceful Valley!

Many congratulations for being prompt
and sincere in your efforts.
With regards

BHU, Varanasi

Prof. AshokAima

Dear Raina Sahab

Prof. Rajnath Bhat

���

���

Dear Editor,
I have been following both Naad and

Praagaash45
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Letters to Editor

Praagaash from a few months. I
have written couple of articles in
Naad already.

Praagaash has really
matured. it is colorful in intellect
besides its physical form. I am
very fond of both. If we have to
sustain ourselves in exile, the
pen has to work overtime which is done
beautifully by you and Mr Sunil Raina ji.

Meerut

Congratuilations and greetings
for br inging out such a
thoughtful publication with such
a m e a n i n g f u l g e t u p .
Congra tu la t ions to your
dedicated team also. I have had
its eye view as yet and shall
revert when I go through it as I would like to be
educated. You are a genius and this is a
remarkable effort

Best wishes,

Kolkata

Col Rajeev Raina

Dear Editor,

Dr. B.K.Moza

Sir,
Stories are children's best
friends. If there could be one
section in Praagaash for
children, that would comprise
wisdom tales written in
Kashmiri, it would cover a
number of points at a single
stroke:

Understanding language related aspects
Highlighting the importance of story telling
Preserving regional folklore that is fast

disappearing
For this, identifying a character in the

-

-

-

���

���

Kashmiri context similar to Tenali Rama, Gonu
Jha, Gopal Bhand, Birbal, Nasruddin, Afanti,
Peetar to mention but a few, would be
necessary. These characters are protagonists
of Wisdom Tales who have lived down the
centuries and have in a sense gained
immortality. These characters even today
have the capability to mould and shape a
child's imagination.

The child would wait for a story that
Praagaash would present.

Then again, every language has
sayings and proverbs that have a narrative at
their base. The Kashmiri language is rich in
such sayings and proverbs. If one were to
collect such sayings, one could track the
narrative that makes these sayings.
Combining the saying or proverb with its story
would have an important effect on the child's
understanding of its mothertongue. This
collection could at once become extremely
educative, readable material for the child.

Documenting the common colloquial
usage of language could be initiated through
this. Documentation of these stories could be
done through interviewing the elderly, who
have seen and experienced different times
and have experienced the changes in
language brough in cultural shift, dislocation
and displacement. Such interviews would
again become material for documenting the
culture of a community.

These are my suggestions. You may like
to take them up in a phased manner or as
convenient to you. You may not see some
implementable, you may leave that.

Thanks,

New Delhi
Anjana Puri

���

Dear Raina Sahib,
Praagaash is quite a voluminous journal and
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Letters to Editor

Praagaash47

Jç<ç& 3 : DçbkçÀ 4 DçkçwlçÓyçj 2018~

ÒççiççMç October 2018 ~ DçkçwlçÓyçj 2018 47

`]pççvç' kçÀçÇ vçíì-HççÆ$çkçÀç

the contents are apt to the
purpose of the publication. I am
impressed and congratulate the
editor Er. M.K.Raina for a
successful stint at journalism.
May he be granted the strength
to carry on with this selfless
service with distinction.

Raina Sahib is perhaps one in a few KPs
who is selflessly involved in teaching the
Devanagari script for writing Kashmiri
language. Most of us do not know that
Devanagari script for writing Kashmiri has not
been recognised by powers that be. Against
this Nastaleek script (which is good enough for
the purpose) has been recognised as the
official script for writing Kashmiri because it
has been developed from Urdu and is nearer
to the hearts of our brethren in Kashmir who
were instrumental in forcing us out of our
homes and hearths in Kashmir in 1990.

Now we shall have to mount a
concerted effort to see that Devanagari script
gets recognition which it deserves. For this it is
necessary that we, the Pandits learn this
script. Here is where the role of the crusader,
Raina Sahib, comes in.

I also found that Raina Sahib had
introduced a new genre of poetry into the
literature of Kashmiri language with 'Thokus
na bu vani vani' as its signature. This literary
creation may have no end - endless poem
coming over the scaffold of ‘De letters van
Utrecht’ - 'letters of Utrecht'. This may have
some likeness to 'Ladi Shah' but the level,
purpose and tone of the two is obviously
different.

Santacruz, Mumbai
P.K.Kaul

���

E d i t o r ’ s N o t e

Views expressed in the signed

articles are not necessarily

those of

or

We invite young writers to

write for Praagaash. Write ups

can be in Kashmiri, Hindi or

English, concerning Kashmir,

Kashmiri language and KPs.

Write ups on Science, Medical

Science, Health, achievements

by our Children, Young & Old

are also welcome.

Articles can be e-mailed to

rainamk1@yahoo.co.in

While e-mailing articles in

Hindi/Kashmiri, kindly attach

the font used.

Zaan Praagaash.
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The much awaited Cultural Programme

of the Kashmiri Pandits’ Association,
Mumbai was held at Rang Sharda, Bandra
on 8th September 2018. Programme was
anchored by Abhimanyu Kak, the
celebrated RJ of FM Red who entertained
the audience with his brand of Kashmiri
Ishtyle ‘Kath Baath with Audience’.
Introductory speech was given by Jyoti
Kaul, a member of the BoT of KPA,
Mumbai.

Programme started with the
Kashmiri song Harmukh Bartal ... sung
melodiously by Archna Kamath, a non-
Kashmiri singer. Her pronunciation of
Kashmiri lines was perfect. She was
followed by Ashish Bhat singing some
popular Kashmiri songs and a few
Bollywood numbers.

President KPA, Dr. Sanjay Dhar
briefed the audience about the activities of
the Association, Bill Kaul and his
publications, Harud and Vomedh Drama
Group.

This year, the Lifetime Contribution
award was given to Smt. Shakuntala Aima
for her contribution to the Mumbai biradari
in her prime time. Award was handed by
Mr. Moti Kaul, ex President of KPAand was
received by Shri C.L.Raina in Shakuntala
Ji’s absence.

There was the Book-release function
of Bill Kaul who had come all the way from
Australia. He gave a short speech, spoke
about the good work done by KPA, his
interaction with it and the current affairs of
the country which prompted him to write
the book.

Kashmiri drama ‘Ek Aur Birbal’ was
played by the Vomedh Group of Jammu

run by our own Rakesh
Roshan Bhat and his
brother Rohit Bhat.
Drama delves upon
the history of Kashmir
and persecution of
Kashmir i Pandi ts,
which most of us and
o u r y o u n g e r
generations are not
aware of. A welcome
step by Vomedh Group. Performance of
the artistes was top class, delivery of
dialogues superb and it all proved the kind
of hard work the team had done before
performing on stage. Kudos to Vomedh
Team and Rakesh Roshan Bhat in
particular.

During the course of events,
members of the KPA BoT were introduced
to the audience. At the end, artistes of Ek
Aur Birbal and other members of the
Vomedh Group were felicitated and
introduced to the audience.

Shri Sunil Ranjan Kaul, General
Secretary of the KPA wrapped up the
programme with his Vote of Thanks.

Photos in Glimpses on following pages :
Courtesy KPA Mumbai
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