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kçÀçJ³ç - Kç@]pçej cçiççÆjyççÇ - çÆouççmçe

kçÀçJ³ç - mçávççÇlçç jÌvçç hçBçÆ[lç - cçvçmçje æ®³çÓvçácç

- YçiçJççvç çÆpç³çávç lçmçJççÇj

kçÀçJ³ç : cçmçªj DçcççÇvç - vç]pçcç
kçÀçJ³ç : ]pçjçÇHçÀ Dçncço ]pçjçÇHçÀ - sçWçÆ®ç hçÓlç

kçÀçJ³ç : kçBÀJçj çÆkçÀMçvç kçÀçÌuç - pçVçlç kçÀç h³ççuçç

kçÀçJ³ç : Òçícç vççLç Mçço - ³ççovç nábo Dççovç iççcç

kçÀçJ³ç : [ç. j]HçÀçÇ]kçÀ cççmçÓoçÇ - Dççhçávç uççíuç

kçÀçJ³ç : jlçvç uççuç pççÌnj - Dçuçiçe³ç oáçÆvç³ççn

kçÀçJ³ç : cçmçªj cçá]p]pçHçÀj - iç]pçuç

kçÀçJ³ç : çÆvçiçnlç mçççÆnyçç - ]pço& hçvçekçw³ç [íj

kçÀçJ³ç : vçJççÇo yçKMç - vç]pçcç
çÆmçuççÆmçuçeJççj kçÀLç : cç.kçÀ.jÌvçç

- lçyçoçÇuççÇ (vçmlççuççÇkçÀ Jç oíJçvççiçjçÇ çÆuççÆhç)

Allowing 2G internet in Jammu &

Kashmir has given us, not much, but
some relief in reaching out to our
readers. This is a welcome step though
the facility has not reached all corners
and does not serve fully our purpose to
reach all our readers with publications,
audios and videos. Most of our issues since August
2019 have gone unread in the union territory. We hope
to reach unread issues to our readers in due course
along with the new issues.

Our Supplement ‘The Story of a Bicycle’
released with the February issue of Praagaash has
been received with great applaud. This has also given
us a satisfaction that many interesting stories which go
beyond the permissible number of pages in the journal,
can be published separately as supplements. This
month too, another Supplement comes with
Praagaash. Your responses are solicited.

Some of our young readers who were born much
after the flagship programme of Radio Kashmir,
Srinagar (now All India Radio) Zoona Dab came to an
end in mid eighties, or who were too young at that
stage to listen to this programme, came up with a
request to write on it so that they could know more than
what their parents told them. This was an interesting
development as we find our youth craving to know
more about their past and re-live the times their
parents have lived in. This was a challenge. We tried to
get as much information on this popular programme as
possible, not only from our esteemed authors and
senior readers but also from the people who were
directly or indirectly related with the said programme.
We are glad that we have been able to collect lot of
data, so decided to publish it in a separate Supplement
for posterity. We hope, our readers, young and old like
it and save it for information of the future generations.
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Abdul Ahad ‘Azad’

The Poet of Love

Born to Khwaja Sultan Dar, a man

of Sufi inclination (affiliated with
Naqashbandi and Qadiri Order), also
known as , Abdul Ahad Azad
was well versed inArabic and Persian
especially Sufi literature. Azad
received primary education from his
father. He was brought up in an
atmosphere of rel igio-l i terary
conscience as he encountered with
Sufis and Singers who used to visit
his home. He was enrolled in a school
run by his elder brother where he
studied Urdu. At the age of sixteen,
he got appointed as Arabic teacher
and started teaching at Government
Primary School Zuvhom. While in
s e r v i c e h e
q u a l i f i e d t h e
exam of .
This marks the
end of his formal
e d u c a t i o n .
H o w e v e r, h e
cont inued his
i n f o r m a l
education and
b e c a m e a
scholar and the
f i rs t cr i t ic o f
Kashmiri literature.

Azad penned the first ample
history of Kashmiri literature

wherein he talks
about the alien (Persian) influence on
Kashmiri language. This work
together with granted
him the great repute in Kashmiri
literature. At the age of 17, he was
married that ended in divorce. After a

Dervish

Munshi

Kashmiri
Zubaan Aur Shayari

Kulliyat-i Azad

year he was again
married, had two
s o n s a n d a
d a u g h t e r b u t
none survived.
During his 30
years of service
Azad served in
Tral , Zuvhom,
Gyuur, Branvur and Surasyar where
he died.

R.L.Bhat records that Azad was
influenced by Ghulam Ahmad
Mahjoor and Prem Nath Bazaz. In
1935, Azad met Mahjoor in person
and is said to have sent some of his
poems to the latter for review and

correction. In late
1942 Azad met
B a z a z . A z a d
speaks of Iqbal
w i t h m u c h
veneration, but
has not met him
in person though
I q b a l v i s i t e d
Kashmir during
1930s. He began
poetizing at the
age of 16. Azad's

life can be classified, says Padma
Nath Ganjuu, into three stages; 1918-
28, 1928-38, 1938-48, however there
is a difference of opinion among
scholars regarding this.

The first section (composition)
of Azad's poetry is qualified by
romance, ideas and words of Persian

. Soon, he sensed to break the
romantic cocoons and to write in pure
ghazal
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Kashmiri diction – the two distinctive
features he is known and loved for.
He gave away alien phraseology and
accentuated employing local words
and usages.

Nationalism is facet of Azad's
poetry. Azad's nationalism is never
constrictive. Azad is a poet who
addresses the man, for him no
barriers of the color or creed, no
limitations of race or region exist. He
was primarily concerned with the
Hindu-Muslim gulf for which he
subjected irrationality (of religious
class) to criticism. Criticizing those
religionists who fanned the division,
Azad chastised them for employing
the divine word (God and Religion) to
divide human family. Azad had an
unceasing love of humanity and the
land which is explicit in

and . Azad
had a bold and an uncompromising
nature. He engages all the known
adornments to beautify his poetry, he
applies principally the local themes
and symbols avoiding foreign taste,
references or expressions. Azad
wrote a Qasida in loving memory of
Shaykh Nur-al-Din, recited in annual

at Chrar-i Sharif in 1931. Azad
never relinquished his religious way.
He used to visit daily while
posted at Tral, it was there he got his

'Azad', writes R. L. Bhat.
Azad penned most of his

poems during Kashmir being a
political cradle. He travelled across
Kashmir for the material of his work

. Azad
maintained a rebellious tone and
subjected everyone to accountability
from rulers to religionists, yet he
himself remained aloof from the
political quagmire conspicuous

a

Shikwa-e
Kashmir Naala-e Budshah

Urs

Khankah

Takhalus

History of Kashmiri Literature

around him. Azad was studious and
kept his studies on even after being
appointed as teacher thus attaining
p ro f i c iency in Mathemat i cs ,
Geography, History and other
subjects.Azad had an unceasing love
for humanity devoid of any distinction
of caste, creed and religion. He
writes:

The muse of Azad's thesis is love,
feeling and ache and the chief
protagonist of his thesis is the .
Azad describes him as 'a passionate
purveyor of delights, an enchanted
and loving being whose emphasis is
on a caring heart'. His man ( ) is
one who lives life like flowing river,
resilient, bold, determined and
industrious to overcome obstacles,
seeps silently, ever new and sturdy,
considerate, true and bountiful, a
pass ionate lover, care taker,
dedicated, visionary, true, sincere
and seeing. He would not deceive, kill
and lie but only love. This love will
unfetter the grip of distinctions and
discriminations. Azad's love is not
about lust or physical intimacy but
impl ica t ions of bro therhood,
generosity and spirit ( , ,

). This love is inflexible and
strong enough to stand against and
fight injustice, suppression and
dictatorship. It is against tempting self
and power and the rapacity for luxury,
riches and comforts, a crusade
against every wrong. It stands for
justice, equality, composure, unity
and serenity. This love is gist ofAzad's
quest and it provides him a unique
position in Kashmiri literature.

Rind

Rind

Baradari Bajar
Dileri

FidaAazad Insaans
Na Kuni Kaabs Na Butkhans
Tawai Pryath Ka'ansi Insaans
Pasand Emy Sinz Ghazal Khani
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Azad was a reformer who
wanted transformation of unjust
system as is evident from his view of

(change), though he loved the
word revolution but he was not a
representative of communism. Azad
loathed the religious division and
used the term like that of
Marx for it infuses slavish devotion.
His savior is the permeated
with nothing but love, a , a
passionate person, selfless lover of
beauty who bleeds at every stab and
shares every pain, avoids
e x t r e m i s m a n d
emphasizes sagacity in
every path.

In 1930's Azad
witnessed communal
po la r i za t i on o f the
Kashmiri society which
turned him into serious
and conscientious poet.
The tangible challenge to
Azad was that of religion
which divided Kashmiris
and placed fellow beings
against one another.Azad questions,
if God is One and man His creation,
where is the room for antagonism.
The instrument of oneness (Religion)
has ended up as instrument of
disunity. It is the man who has to
think, envision, care and figure out to
reach the kernel of oneness. This
c o n c e r n f o r o t h e r s a n d
encompassing the humanity through
love makes Azad as a humanist par
excellence. Azad proposes man to
transcend the fixed circumference of
thought and envision beyond and this
target can be accomplished by a
simple, true and loving man. Azad
visualizes man in a continuum with
God. Having no wrangle with the

Inqilab

Aafeen

Aashaq
Rind

saintly and the godly, Azad is
engrossed fighting all distortions,
whether Hindus or Muslims, rulers or
nobles, sages or hermits.

Azad condemns every symbol, creed,
system that stands in the way of his
fellow humans. He stands for
everything that promotes, cares,

loves and bleeds for
them. Everything that has
the potential to exploit is
condemned and what
keeps man from full
flourishing is to be torn.
Azad is concerned with
his land and its people –
he sings for them and
sings of them. He sings
for Kashmir with the word
and diction of Kashmir,
through the sign and
symbol of Kashmir and

reaches out to man – the pivot of the
universe. The land, the people and the
nation is the sum ofAzad's poetry. The
purpose of all his endeavors is unity
with the whole creation. Azad does
not give up God, but makes Him the
font of everything and the culmination
of everything.

Hechhum Kitaban te Daftaran Manz
Wuchhum Mashidan te Mandiran
Manz
Chhi Dosti Hund Libas Legith
Karan Jigran Kabab Dushman

Lool e Vedakh Baawhas Ahl e Dila
Aasihey
Zakhmi Jigar Haawhas Da'ed Lada
Aasihey
Wuchh Mye Khuda Zaanvin Saas
Ba'diAqlmand
Paan Panun Zaanvun Kanh ti Akha
Aasihey

Contact author at :
zubairhamid11@gmail.com
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Environment & Life - Prof B.L.Kaul

Termites - The Unseen Destroyers

Termites also called white ants have been
around since time began. They are social
insects, like bees and ants, that feed upon
dead wood, books, furniture even clothes and
are the world's most destructive creatures.
They are unseen destroyers of houses and
furniture - indeed of all things made from
timber.

There are an estimated 4,000 species of
termites. Termites are ant-like insects of the
order Isoptera. They are often referred as
white ants because of their white color but
they are different in structure and habits. They
occur in communities consisting of enormous
numbers, in tropical and sub-tropical regions
of every continent. Being social like ants and
bees they have castes consisting of a queen,
males, workers and soldiers.

Termites enter quietly the wood-work, or
logs, or trees often unseen at the lowest
possible point, and burrow their way in all
directions, their presence unsuspected until
their galleries have so weakened the material
that it collapses at a touch. It was a great
shock to the custodians of the Vatican library
at Rome when in 1949, its walls and ceilings
were discovered to have been galleried by

these tireless insects,
which had also destroyed
m a n y p r i c e l e s s
manuscripts and books in
their ceaseless search for
food.

The termites which
f e e d o n w o o d a n d
derivatives of wood live in
a strange partnership with tiny protozoa (one
celled microscopic creatures). These
microscopic creatures live in the intestines of

the termites. They tackle the woody material
as the termites swallow it, and reduce it to a
state in which it is easy for the termites to
digest. Without these interior helpers the
wood-eating species would starve to death.

A termite colony inside the soil is called
termatarium. Inside it there are wide galleries
and nests and spaces sheltering the queen
and the young ones. Many species cultivate
fungi in the open spaces for eating. Some
species raise above their subterranean
galleries and nests enormous mounds of soil
many feet in height. It is recorded that in Africa
these mounds may be as tall as 20 feet. The
author has seen large termite mounds in
Orissa measuring anywhere between 7 to 9

PraagaashPraagaash
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feet.
In Jammu region there are termite

mounds hardly measuring 3 to 5 feet above
ground. These are locally called ‘Burmi’ and
revered as the abode of ‘Nag Devta’ since
they provide an easy home for snakes. But
they are not always occupied by snakes. A
particular ‘Burmi’ at New Plots Jammu, the
author found, was inhabitated by rats. So it
could not be a home to snakes of any kind
which predate on rats, yet on Nag Panchmi
day all the ladies of the area came to offer
prayers there. The owner of the plot decorated
it and reaped a good hervest of offerings on
every Nag Panchmi!

The vast nest inside the termatarium
houses nurseries and also a royal cell in which
lies the enormous termite queen, a gigantic
insect some times four inches long, a living
egg factory. She may lay eggs at the rate of
30,000 a day and she is constantly attended
by workers and guards. There are also males
in the community, which like the queen, may
either be winged or wingless; the wings are
discarded after mating. The male termite who
is the king of the colony lives in a cell with the
queen.

The termite colony consists mainly of
workers of various types. There are small
workers, which do the ordinary jobs in the nest
- tending the developing young, feeding all the

non-workers, clearing up and so on. There are
larger workers, about half an inch long with
more powerful jaws and soldiers with huge
jaws which defend the community and wage
war against other termite colonies.

These insects are not without merit. They
are responsible for providing food for many
types of predators and provide shelter in
termataria to many animals. The termite
mounds become a haven in flooded rainy
areas and make water soak in more easily,
halting erosion. In many parts of the world
people including tribals in India eat termites.
They are caught as they swarm around lights
and then roasted or fried.

Termites do well in moist environment,
so it is of utmost importance to fix leaky pipes
and faucets to prevent their entry into our
homes. We should keep fire wood, mulch,
scrap pieces of wood and trees away from our
home's foundations. Cracks and holes in the
foundation should be fixed to prevent entry of
termites. Once detected in the house specific
anti-termite insecticides should be injected
into the holes made by them. Kerosene oil is
also a strong anti-termite. While building a
house anti termite treatment of the foundation
can prevent attack by termites. Now-a-days
anti-termite treatment is possible to protect
buildings from termite attacks.

Contact author at:

blkaul@gmail.com
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Shri Jagannath Puri is located in Odisha

State, Eastern India. It is a sacred Dham for the
Hindus. The temple is a gigantic structure built
over a thousand years ago by the then rulers of
Kalinga (Odisha). One can easily assess the
deep unders tand ing of Met ta lurgy,
Architecture, Engineering, Wind direction,
Sea-water impact etc., the builders of this
magnifificent shrine had in those days. The
temple demonstrates the superiority in
Engineering and Architecture that Eastern
India ought to be proud of.

An invitation from a Linguistics fraternity
persuaded me to visit the shrine. My wife and I
took an Indigo flight from Varanasi that flew to
Bhubhanashawar via Guwahati. We deplaned
at Bhubhaneshawar at around three o'clock in
the afternoon. From there a Taxi drove us to
Cuttack University where we stayed in the
University Guest House. Next forenoon was
the inaugural session which was presided over
by the Geneticist Vice-Chancellor of the
Cuttack University. Incidently, the Vice-
Chancellor turned out to be my Hostel-mate
from Kurukshetra University, Haryana. There
was a tea-break after the Inaugural Session. I
made my presentation after the tea-break.

Early in the morning of the Day-2 of the
Conference, my wife and I went to
Bhubhaneshwar in a taxi to have a 'darshan' of
the world-famous 'Lingeshwar Mahadev'. It is
a well-guarded temple where photography is
strictly prohibited. The stone-work and the
architecture of the temple is highly impressive.
It takes nearly two hours to have a darshan of
all the shrines in the temple-complex. We
returned to the guest-house at Cuttuck the
same day.

On day three of the Conference, a bus
took us to Konark where the ancient stone-

Pilgrimages - Prof R.N.Bhat

Shri Jagannath Puri

work and the very
impressive temple
complex of the BC's
awakened us to the
glory of ancient India.
K o n a r k s p e a k s
volumes about the
impressive stone-
work and Engineering
skills of the people of
the former days. It
leaves permanent impressions on one's mind.

Later we travelled to Jagannath Puri,
the temple revered by Hindus, specially those
who worship Lord Krishna. Jagannath Puri is
a thousand five hundred years old temple
complex that continues to provide spiritual
happiness and consolation to millions of
devotees the world over. The dust around the
'Dham' is considered sacred. We removed
shoes, socks inside the bus and walked
barefeet for nearly 500 meters to reach the
Temple gate. After security check we entered
through the gigantic temple gate, walked for
around 200 meters to go up a flair of steps,
turned to our left, then right to reach the main
temple where murti-s of Lord Jagannatha, his
brother Balabhadra and sister Subhadra are
placed. After having a darshan of the Lord
Krishana as Jagannatha, we had a blissful
feeling of fulfilment. We came out of the
temple complex through the exit door, had
some curd there, bought some sweets and
walked barefeet to the bus which brought us to
Bhubhaneshawar where we stayed in a hotel
for two nights before returning to Varanasi.

Contact author at:
rnbhatvns@gmail.com
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YçiçJççvç çÆpç³çávç lçmJççÇj Jçás cçô iççô[evçeçÆ®ç uççÆì HçchççíMç
kçÀçuççívççÇ çÆoçÆuç nBçÆomç DççÞçcçmç cçb]pç~ kçWÀn kçÀçuçe hçlçe
DçççÆ³ç lçLç pçççÆ³ç çÆlçnB]pç mçbçÆiç cçjcçje®³ç cçÓçÆlç& uçiççJçvçe~
lççÆcç hçlçe iççímç yçe Dççôlç DççÞçcç Jçç³çç&çÆn uççÆì lçe y³çÓþámç
DçLç cçÓçÆlç& yç´çWn kçÀçÆvç~ hçlçe iççímç yçe DççÆkçÀ çÆHçÀçÆj GÊçcç
vçiçj DççÞçcç~ lççÆlç çÆlç Jçásecç çÆ³çnb]pç cçÓçÆlç&~ cçô DççJç cççíkçÀe
kçWÀn çÆkçÀlççyçe çÆ³çcçvç cçálçuçkçÀ hçjvçákçÀ lçe hçlçe uççÇsd³ç cçô
çÆ³çnB]çÆpç çÆ]pçvoiççÇ cçálçuçkçÀ çÆkçÀlççyç çÆlç~ çÆ³çcçvç mçççÆjvçe³ç
çÆkçÀlççyçvç cçb]pç çÆs çÆ³ççEno Jçç³çç&n lçmJççÇj çÆ³çcç cçô yçjçyçj
Jçesd³ç~ cçô sá yççmççvç çÆ]pç ³çánávo lçmJççÇj, çÆ³çnB]pç cçÓçÆlç& ³çç
HçÀçíìÓ Jçesvçe mçól³ç sá DçKç yçouç³ç mçªj lçe Dççvçvo
çÆ³çJççvç ³çámç yç³ççvç kçÀ©vç sá yç[e kçÀþîçávç~ çÆ³çcç Jçesvçe
mçól³ç çÆs mHçÓÀçÆlç& çÆ³çJççvç, iççMç HçÀçôuççvç lçe vççôJç pççíoLç
hçç@oe içæsçvç~

iççô[v³çLçe³ç sá çÆ³çJççvç mçá lççÇ]pç yççí]pçvçe ³çámç DççÆcç
cçÓçÆlç& h³çþe sá iççne $ççJççvç~ [îçkçÀe sá ®çcçkçÀçvç lçe DççÆcç
h³çþe çÆs ]pçeæ®çe ÒçJçe $ççJççvç~ DçKç l³çáLç mççôjÓj sá çÆ³çJççvç
çÆ]pç çÆouçmç çÆs mçLç çÆnMç içæsçvç hçç@oe~ jçÆæ®ç KçbçÆpç sá
cçvçáM³ç Kçyçj kçÀLç oáçÆvç³ççnmç ]pçvç Dççmççvç Jççílçcçálç,
hçvçeçÆvç hççvçe®³ç smç vçe Kçyçje³ç jçí]pççvç~ mJç oMçç sá
Fvmççvç ¿çkçÀçvç cçnmçÓmç kç@ÀçÆjLç, yç³ççvç sávçe ¿çkçÀçvç
kç@ÀçÆjLç, kçÀçÆj çÆkçÀLçe kç@Àv³ç? hçlçe sá Dç@sJç cçb]pçe DçKç
ÒçkçÀçMç vçíjçvç ³çámç ³ç&omç lççcç sá içæsçvç mç@çÆvçLç lçe cçvç
sá içæsçvç Mççôo lçe yççôo çÆs nd³çJççvç Ðççvç kçÀ©vç~ iççne çÆs
çÆlçæs lçí]pç Dççmççvç çÆ]pç Dç@s svçe þnjçvç lçe hççvç³ç çÆs
içæsçvç yçbo vçlçe çÆs yççôvç kçáÀvç vçcççvç~ hçlçe çÆs Dç@sd³ç

yçôçÆ³ç ¿ççôj kçáÀvç JçeçÆsLç DçLç
cçÓjeæ®ç cçáo³ç içb[çvç~ yçyçemçBÐçJç
JçáþJç h³çþe çÆs yççmççvç ]pçvç Jçío
cçb$ç çÆs Jççôlçuççvç~ cççnçíuç sá
³çáLç mçhçvççvç ]pçvç sá æ®ççôJççlçjHçÀ
Dççícçd Mçyo ûç]pççvç~ ÒçLç lçjHçÀe
sá YçiçJççvçe mçBçÆo Mçyo yç´ïç jóhçmç
cç b ]pç Dççmçvç á kçÀ Snmççmç
mçhçoçvç~

³çôôçÆuç Dç@c³çmçBçÆomç mçHçíÀo mççHçÀmç lçe jbiçoçj
Hçw³çjvçmç kçáÀvç çÆs vç]pçj h³çJççvç $çô kçÀLçe sô yç´çWn kçáÀvç
çÆ³çJççvç, m³ç]pçj, MJç]pçj lçe hç]pçj, çÆ³çcç çÆlçcçJç jeçÆlçmç
cçvçMçmç yççhçlç çÆs iJçvç Jç@vçcçel³ç~ ]pçvç sá yçyç DççÆmç
Jçvççvç, m³ççôo mççoe çÆ]pçvoiççÇ çÆyçlçç@çÆJçJç, hç]pçj Jçjlçç@çÆJçJç
lçe MJço Dçblç:kçÀjvç Lçç@çÆJçJç ncçíçÆMç~ yçô³çvç vçmççÇnlç
kçÀjev³ç svçe kçÀç@HçÀçÇ, çÆ³çcçe kçÀLçe sô hççvçmç DçcççÆuç cç]bpç
DçvçeçÆvç~ mççv³çvç J³çæ®ççjvç cçb]pç, kçÀLçvç cçb]pç lçe kçÀçc³çvç
cç]bpç içæsvç çÆ³çcç $çô iJçvç Dççmçev³ç~ ³çôçÆuç Dç@c³çmçóbÐçvç
DçLçvç kçáÀvç çÆs vç]pçj h³çJççvç yççmççvç sá Dç@c³çmçB]pç ¬çÀhçç
lçe Dçvçeûçn sá nj çÆJççÆ]pç mçççÆvç yççhçLç nç@çÆ]pçj~ mçá kçÀçÆj
çÆJççÆ]pç çÆJççÆ]pç DççÆmç DçLçe jçôì lçe m³çôçÆ]pç JççÆlç hçkçÀevçççÆJç~
lç@c³çmçávo yççô[ Hçw³çjvç sá mçççÆvç yççhçLç yççô[ Dççmçje ³çôçÆcç
çÆkçÀmç MççuçeHçÀçnmç lçuç Dç@m³ç çÆs mçájçÆ#çlç lçe mçççÆjJçe³ç
yçuçç³çJç çÆvççÆMç j@çÆsLç~ çÆ³ç Dççmçje jçÆs DççÆmç lçe kçáÀçÆvç çÆlç
yçájç@F& nB]pç æsç³ç hçôçÆ³ç vçe DççÆmç h³çþ~ Dç@m³ç DççmçJç
oçôn³ç yç@çÆ®çLç oáçÆvççÆ³ççÆnçÆkçÀ oçôuççyçe çÆvççÆMç~

ÒççiççMç 11March 2020 ~ cçç®ç& 2020
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Jççôv³ç hçôçÆ³ç vç]pçj Kççôjvç kçáÀvç, DçKç v³çyçj lçe DçKç
Kç@çÆìLç~ çÆouçvç kç@À[ Jççôþ, kçÀjevçç hççoe hçÓ]pçç?
oçôMçJç³ç Kççôj çÆcçuçevçç@çÆJçLç sá yçvççvç ³çán³ç DçKç hçchççíMç
¿çá~ hçchççíMç içJç çÆ]pçvoiççÇ návo çÆvçMççvçe~ DçLç hçÓ]pç kçÀjvçe
mçól³ç çÆs çÆ]pçvoiççÇ hçchççíMç yçvççvç, uççÇHçÀ ehççhçe çÆvçMç
sçÆuçLç, y³çoçiç, vç içcç vç Mçç@oçÇ, vç mççôKç vç oçôKç~
YçiçJçÃçÇlçç çÆlç çÆs Jçvççvç, `HçÀ¨çhç$ççÆcçJççcyçmçç' -
hçç@çÆvçmç cçb]pç hçchççíçÆMçkçÀ hçç@þîç ªçÆ]pçJç~

yçyç sá cçô yççmççvç cççíuç lçe cçç@p³ç, iJçj lçe jsvç
Jççíuç, Jçlç ençJçákçÀ, mççí©³ç kçWÀn~ lçmçBÐçvç æ®çjvçvç lçuç
sámç yçe yç@çÆ®çLç~ DççÆlç çÆs cçô cçíuççvç jç@s çÆlç, JçLç çÆlç lçe
iççMç çÆlç~ cçô sá ³çkçÀçÇvç mçá vççÇ cçô iççÆì cçb]pçe iççMçmç kçáÀvç,
Oçcç&eçÆ®ç JççÆlç h³çþ hçkçÀevççJ³çcç lçe c³çççÆvç çÆ]pçvoiççÇ nB]pç
vççJç kçÀçÆ[ mçá Üuççyçe cçb]pçe yç@çÆþmç kçáÀvç~ cçô sá lçmç cçb]pç
o³ç yççí]pçvçe çÆ³çJççvç lçe mçá sá cçô Jçvççvç mçá³ç o³ç hççvçmç
cçb]pç lçe ÒçLç kçáÀçÆvç cçb]pç [íMçávç~ cçô çÆs lçmç h³çþ ³çæs lçe
hçæs~ lçmçeçÆvomç Jçvçevçmç h³çþ sá cçô ³çkçÀçÇvç~ yçe sámç
]pçç@çÆvçLç DççÆkçÀ oçône yçççÆmç cçô hç@]p³ç çÆkçÀv³ç ÒçLç kçáÀçÆvç cçb]pç
YçiçJççvç lçmçBçÆo Dçvçeûçne mçól³ç~ lçmç Dçiçj yçe oáçÆvç³çç@JççÇ
kçWÀn cçbiçe, mçá çÆlç çÆo³çcç cçiçj JçkçwlççÇ mJçKçvç návo uççuçe®ç
kçw³çççÆ]pç kç@ÀjçÆ]pç ³çôçÆuç jçí]pçeJçávç lçe hççíçÆMçJçávç Dççvçvo
cçíuçvçákçÀ mçyççÇuçe Dççímç nç@çÆmçuç? yçe cçbiçe lçmç mçá oÌJçlJç
³çámç c³çççÆvç çÆ]pçvoiççÇ cççvçí çÆoçÆ³ç~ çÆ³ç DççMJççmçvç sá cçô
cçíuççvç lçmçBçÆomç HçÀçíìÓDçmç kçáÀvç Jçesvçe mçólççÇ DççÞçcçmç
cçb]pç çÆlç lçe iççÆj çÆlç~

HçÀçíþÓDçe®ç kçÀLç Lç@J³çlçJç Dç@lççÇ, yçe sámç lçmçBçÆomç
kçÀç@bçÆmç ìç@çÆþmç Yç@çqkçwlçmç JçeçÆsLç çÆlç m³çþç KJçMç içæsçvç
³çç Dçiçj kçÀçBçÆmç mçól³ç yçyçmç cçálçuçKç kçÀLç kçÀjvçákçÀ
cççíkçÀe sá çÆ³çJççvç~ lççÆcç çÆJççÆ]pç sá cçô yççmççvç mçá sá DçBÐç
hç@K³ç lç@lççÇvçmç~ mçá³ç sá c³ççv³çvç J³çæ®ççjvç lçe kçÀçc³çvç

JçLç çÆoJççvç lçe vçlççÇçÆpç sá vçíjçvç ©lç lçe ÖçÓÀæ®ç~ kçáÀçÆvç sá mçá
cçô Jçvççvç ÞççÇiççÇlçç hçj lçe Dç@lççÇ cçíuççÇ mçô]pç lçe ÞçÓæ®ç JçLç~ cçô
sá ³çço hçôJççvç lçmçávo Jçvçávç çÆ]pç iççÇlçç pççÇ nBÐçJç 700
MuççíkçÀJç cçb]pçe kçÀçbn DçKç MuççíkçÀ nôçÆkçÀ DççÆmç JçLç
nç@çÆJçLç~ mçólççÇ sá mçá çÆ³ç çÆlç Jçvççvç, v³çyçj æsçb[evçmç cçb]pç
cçe kçÀj JçKçelç yçjyçço~ Dçvoj æsç©vç lçe lç@lççÇ ÒççJçKç
hç]pç©kçÀ hç³ç~

yçyçe YçiçeJççvçeçÆvç cçÓçÆlç& yç´çWn kçÀçÆvç yçínvçe mçól³ç çÆs
SkçÀçûçlçç yç[çvç, cçvç sá L³çj içæsçvç, Dççíj ³ççíj sávçe
æsd³çHçÀ çÆoJççvç nçuççbçÆkçÀ cçvç sá ®çbæ®çuç~ Dçpçá&vç çÆlç sá
Jçvççvç ÞççÇ kçãÀøCçmç, `®çb®çuçcçd çÆn cçvç: kçãÀøCç, ÒçcççLççÇ
yçuçJçod ¢{cçd'~ Dçl³çLç çÆyççÆnLç sá nbiçe lçe cçbiçe cçvçáMç
¿çJççvç mççíb®çávç, `c³çççÆvç DççmçevçákçÀ cçáoç kçw³ççn sá, yçe
kç@Àc³ç sámç ³ççíj mçÓ]pçcçálç lçe kçw³çççÆ]pç sávçmç mçÓ]pçcçálç~ lçmç
mçól³ç kçw³ççn sá c³ççívç çÆjMçlçe? yçyçe mçeb]pçvç Dç@svç nB]pçe
]pçeæ®çe çÆs cçô hç³ç çÆoJççvç, ³çhçç@³ç& hçKç, çÆ³ç s³ç Dçmçuçe®ç
JçLç, çÆ³çn³ç JççlçevççJççÇ cçBçÆ]pçuçmç~ ³çôçÆuç Dç@c³çmçB]pç
çÆ®ççÆuçcç lçe oÓv³ç sá kçÀçbn Jçesçvç lçmç sá ]pçªj ÞççÇiççÇlçççÆ³ç
návo çÆ³ç MuççíkçÀ ³çço h³çJççvç, `yç´ïççhç&Cçcçd yç´ïç nçÆJç,
yç´ïççivççÌ yç´ïçvçç nálçcçd, yç´ïçÌJç lçívç içblçJ³çcçd yç´ïç kçÀcç&
mçcçççÆOçvçç~ ³ççvççÇ mççí©³ç sá F&MJçje³ç, Dçiçevç çÆlç, nácçevçákçÀ
mççcçûççÇ çÆlç, nácçvçJççíuç çÆlç, i³çJç çÆlç lçe mçá³ç sá çÆ³çcçe
DççnáçÆlççÆ³ç ûçnCç çÆlç kçÀjçvç lçe çÆ³ç nJçvç kçÀjvçe mçól³ç çÆs
lç@c³çmçBçÆomçe³ç Oççcçmç Jççlççvç~ c³ççívç mççW®ç sá Jçvççvç çÆ³ç
sá YçiçJççvç pççÇv³çvç kçÀLçvç návo çÆvç®ççí[~ ³çÓlç pçuo
DççÆmç çÆ³ç mçcçpçmç ³ççÇ l³çÓlç jçí]pçJç Dç@m³ç HçÀç@çÆ³çomç cçb]pç~
l³çuççÇ ÒççJçJç Dç@m³ç DçmçuçákçÀ iççMç lçe hç]pç©kçÀ hç³ç~~

ÒççiççMç 12March 2020 ~ cçç®ç& 2020

��

Contact author at:
trilokinathdhar@yahoo.com
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I am sharing one of my poems here. The stimulating event for penning down this
poem was the exodus of Kashmiri Pandits from the Valley. This poem is included
in my upcoming book ‘Kanwale’ to be released soon.

- Dr Showkat Shifa
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kçÀçôlç æ®ççôuçáncç mçáyçne®ç ®çç³ç ®çvç³ç
yçyçu³ççí yç@³ç LççÆhç LççÆhç æsçjçvç smç
lçej hçuçeJçvç çÆoLç çÆ³çcç JççBkçÀe KçBçÆ]pçLç
yç´çbomç h³çþ cç@æ®ç çÆnMç Òççjçvç smç

vç³ç ÜçÆmç hç@l³ç çÆkçÀv³ç, vç³ç kçÀç@vççÇ h³çþ
vç³ç uJçyçejvç lçuç sáKç hçnjmç cçb]pç

yçôçÆ³ç DççÆkçÀ çÆHçÀçÆj JçásnLç c³çççÆvç ]pçáJçç
sácç oçío çÆ³ç uçuçeJçávç, yçuçe Jççhçmç
s³ç DççuçJç uçç³ççvç cççípç kç@ÀMççÇj
Ün uçÓmç Kçyçj kçÀj, JJçuçe Jççhçmç

çÆ³çKçvçç kçÀçôæs çÆocçen³ç yççíçÆvç Mçánáuç
çÆJççÆj JççjeçÆkçÀ kçáÀu³ç içánçÆuç®ç MçônuçLç
DçLç kçwJççÆs cçb]pç LççJç³ç mççWlçe Dççôyçáj

yçôçÆ³ç ªoe pç³ç&vç cçb]pç çEiçoevççJçLç
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My Medical Journey - Dr. K.L.Chowdhury

Tic Douloureux
Facial Pain from Trigeminal Neuralgia

Robin, my older sibling, had arrived from
Australia. Friends, relatives and neighbors
had come over to meet him. We were basking
in the afternoon sun of a late summer's day of
1970, in the lawn of our home, savoring
snacks and tea, as he answered our queries
about his life and work in the continent down
under, which we had only seen on the world
map. He had settled down in Wollongong, a
small town nearly hundred miles from Sydney.
We were meeting after three years and I
would feign miss a treasure than the
absorbing details of his
exploits in his inimitable
style - about the mountain
a n d t h e s e a , t h e
kookabur ra and the
kangaroo, the year-round
temperate climate and the
university where he taught
soil mechanics. But, for a
phone call! It was from a
colleague, Dr. Tanvir
Jehan. She and I had
spent a full year together in
t h e s a m e w a r d a s
residents in 1963-64, after
which she specialized in
Anesthesia and I got a
postgraduate degree in Medicine. Presently
we were faculty in our respective disciplines in
the Medical College.

Dr. Tanvir Jehan was calling from the
Government Nursing Home at Gupkar. It

ouloureux

was
about a patient, Mohamed Shaban. He
suffered from Trigeminal Neuralgia, a painful
condition of the face, rightly named Tic
D because of the paroxysmal jabs

of pain that may be so
intense as to make the
victim to squirm, jump,
and contract his/her
face as if suffering from
a debilitating tic. A day
e a r l i e r, M o h a m e d
Shaban had sought
consultation for his
affliction from the
legendry Dr. Ali Jan practicing at the high
profile Polo View, who sent him across the

street to Dr. Sikand for an
injection of ethanol
(absolute alcohol) into
the trigeminal (5 cranial)
nerve, that was the source
of the pain in the patient.

Dr Sikand, a leading
surgeon , had never
t reated a pat ient of
t r i gem ina l neu ra lg ia
because it is essentially a
medical condition. He had
never injected into the 5
cranial nerve before. Yet, a
referral from the doyen of
medicine, even when
retired from the Medical

College, was an order to be complied with, a
challenge to be met. But he had no idea how to
go about it.

The trigeminal nerve (5 cranial) takes its
origin from the brainstem, deep inside the
cranial cavity, and runs a checkered course
under the surface of the brain, on the bony
surfaces along grooves and canals, to a
confluence at the trigeminal ganglion from

th

th

th
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where it branches into three divisions that
traverse their own separate intracranial
courses to finally emerge on the face from
three openings (foramina). From there, the
three divisions of the nerve ramify to supply
the skin of the face and the mucus
membranes (insides) of the nose and mouth.
It carries the sensations of touch, pain, heat
and cold etc. from its area of supply. When
afflicted with neuralgia, the slightest touch
may be so intolerable as to make a patient cry.

Where, along the long course of the
nerve, should he inject the patient, Dr. Sikand
wondered. When such a situation arises
doctors go back to the basics in reference
books and journals. He decided to look up

asked the patient to report next day to

Lee McGregor's 'Synopsis of Surgical
Anatomy', the bible of surgical anatomy, and

Government Nursing Home, Gupkar where
he would administer the injection in the
operation theatre under aseptic conditions.
Going home, he opened the text to recapture
the surface anatomy of the nerve and study
the procedure for injection. It was all there
beautifully illustrated but the procedure of
percutaneous injection of 5 nerve lying deep
inside the cranial cavity seemed very
daunting. It called for a lot of measurements
and demarcations on the outside to localize
the nerve and its ganglion within the skull
before one could direct the needle to the
precise location. He did not feel he was up to
the task. Since he had asked the patient to
return next day all the way from Tangmarg, it
was a matter of prestige and commitment. He
decided to seek the help of an anesthetist.
Anesthetists are trained in giving nerve
blocks during various operative procedures.
That is how Dr. Tanvir Jehan came in the
picture. But she too had never given a
trigeminal nerve block, she informed him. “I
have looked up the surface anatomy from
McGregor. Let us try it; the two of us together

th

can sure work it out,” he had reassured her.
arrived duly next day.

He was ushered in the operation theatre and
seated on the table. The two doctors started
with the surface markings after consulting the
'bible', drawing lines on his head like a
draftsman, using the measuring tape like a
tailor, and discussing the route and direction of
the injecting needle like two drillers looking for
a mine. There was a debate as to how deep to
go and an apprehension of the needle hitting a
wrong target, and alcohol causing permanent
damage to a sensitive area of the brain. It was
essentially a blind procedure and the whole
thing looked even more difficult than opening
the cranial cavity and injecting the nerve under
direct vision.

“

Mohamed Shaban

What were these doctors up to,
Mohamed Shaban wondered. Two years
earlier it had taken a doctor just a few minutes
to give him the nerve block and he had
performed the procedure in his own chamber
and not in an operation theatre. But he had
forgotten his name. What were these
elaborate measurements and discussion all
about this time? He sensed that the two
doctors were in some sort of a predicament,
and he would not allow himself to be subjected
to a wild adventure. He believed the
redoubtable Dr.Ali Jan could not err in referring
him to the right person, but something now
seemed greatly amiss.And he must speak out.

Excuse me, Madam; I would like to
inform you that a young doctor working with Dr.
Ali Jan gave the first injection into my nerve two
years back. It took him just a few minutes. It
was a simple. He introduced the needle on my
cheek and not in the temple where you are
drawing the lines and taking measurements.
When the pain returned and I sought Dr Ali Jan
again, I reminded him about the injection his
subordinate gave me last time, but he could
not recollect him since he has retired from the
Medical College. When Dr Ali Jan sent me to

16
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you, Dr. Sikand, I thought you would do it in
your consulting chamber like the earlier
doctor who gave me the injection in his own
chamber in the hospital. Instead, you called
me here in the nursing home and I believed
you would perform a different procedure to
give me permanent cure.”

That sent the two doctors thinking. They
would not venture into an off-beat tract when
the previous approach had been so simple
and direct. Who could the young doctor be?

How did he look like, this doctor who
gave you the nerve block? Which year was
it?” Dr. Tanveer asked him.

“It was in 1968 in ward 3 of the hospital,
in the doctor's chamber. He was about thirty,
medium height, with hairs curly and receding
from the temples. I remember he was a
Pandit.”

That clinched it. I was the only Pandit
doctor who had worked with Dr. Ali Jan in
1968.

It is Dr. Chowdhury, for sure,” Dr.
Tanveer blurted out, “let us call him.”

That is when the phone rang and she
explained her predicament and asked if I
remembered the patient. Yes, I remembered
having given the injection to a patient once, I
told her. It would be a favor if I came along and
helped her out of the situation, she pleaded.
She was not in a mood to try it on her own
when I offered to give her instructions on the
phone since my brother had just arrived from
Australia.

I had no heart to disappoint a lady
in distress. That would be most
unchivalrous. For old time's sake I could
not say no, especially to a delicate lady,
who though sharp in tongue was soft at
heart. She had been nice to me during
that formative year when we worked
together, and there were many
moments to share over cups of tea she
made so readily for us during lunch

“

“

breaks.
I excused myself, and left my brother with

the fawning crowd around him, looking at him
as if he had descended from the other world. I
asked him to reserve further anecdotes and
episodes till I returned.

Gupkar Nursing Home was just a couple
of miles from my home in S P College lane. I
was there in 10 minutes. The patient's face
beamed with recognition and relief on seeing
me. I remembered him well. He hailed from my
favorite week-end retreat, Tangmarg, a pretty
hamlet seven thousand feet above the sea, on
way to the famous Gulmarg resort, with the
Ferozepur stream gushing down on the left
and the dense pine forests on the right.
Sometimes I wondered how the denizens of
those celestial places, where fairies danced,
angels sang and gods resided, could suffer
such painful conditions; even how they could
die like other mortals!

Mohamed Shaban was the only patient I
had ever given a nerve block in the trigeminal.
That time also he had sought Dr. Ali Jan's
consult who had directed him to report on a
Tuesday when we held the neurology clinics in
my chamber in ward 3 of the Medical College. I
was the Medical Registrar (chief resident) with
an aptitude for Neurology. Dr. Ali Jan, my
Professor, recognizing my interest, granted
me the privilege to conduct, what came to be
known as, 'The Tuesday Clinics' which he
blessed with his august presence. We had
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taken the decision to try absolute alcohol
injection into the 5 cranial nerve of Mohamed
Shaban since he had not responded to the
drugs available at that time.

Not only do we now have an
array of new drugs for treatment of Tic
D - from Carbamezapine to
Gabapentine - but we also have the MR
imaging techniques so advanced and
perfected as to provide exquisite 3-D images
of the ganglion and the nerve inside the
cranium which can be targeted fairly
accurately for surgical procedures without
opening the skull, through thermal and radio-
surg ica l des t ruc t ion o f the nerve
(Percutaneous Stereotactic Differential
Radiofrequency Thermal Rhizotomy and
Stereotactic Radiosurgery using a gamma
knife).

I even remembered that the

Mohamed Shaban too had relapsed.
“So how are you doing, sir?” I asked him

as he grasped my hand in gratitude for the
previous service rendered and the service
about to be provided.” He was around fifty with
short stubble and wore a fur cap, a short
waistcoat over a shirt and He was in

th

shilwar.

Those were still
early days in neurology. There were hardly
any drugs for this painful condition.
Phenobarbitone and phenytoin gave relief in
some. Others took recourse to codeine.
Carbamezapine, the wonder drug, was still a
few years away.

ouloureux

But those were different times. The best
option we had in patients with intractable
facial pain was Alcohol injection to destroy the
5 nerve. patient
had procured a vial of absolute alcohol from
the Department of Chemistry of S P College
for Boys, since the chemical was not sold from
chemist shops. I had injected it into the
second division of the nerve. But peripheral
nerves, unlike the neurons in the brain have
the potential to re-grow and re-innervate at a
rate of approximately ½ mm a day. There was
always the likelihood of a relapse within a year
or more even after alcohol injection.

th

pain.
After you gave me the previous injection I

did well for one and a half year. Then the pain
started coming back - mild and occasional to
begin with but getting more intense and more
frequent every day. Even light touch causes
me to wince now; food in my mouth evokes
severe pain and chewing is out of question. I
cannot shave nor can I wash my face; even a
soft breeze blowing in my face is like a
whiplash and I hide my face in my . The
pain is burning, pricking, stabbing and
lancinating at different times. It comes and
goes on its own and leaves me tired, sleepless
and depressed.”

Can you trace the painful area with your
finger?” I asked him and, without touching his
face, he pointed out the area between the eye
and the mouth, including the middle portion of
the cheek, the side of the nose, the lower
eyelid and the upper lip on the right side – area
supplied by the second (Maxillary) division of
the trigeminal nerve (5 cranial).

I looked for trigger spots by lightly
touching or tapping in the specified area, and
there were quite a few. Then I turned to the two
doctors.

“We will inject the Maxillary Division of
the nerve (second division) inside the infra-
orbital foramen. That is what I did two years
ago.”

I marked the junction of the medial
(inner) and intermediate thirds of the supra-
orbital margin (the bone that overhangs the
orbit) and drew a line from here down to the
lower border of the mandible. The infra-orbital
foramen lies about 1 cm. below the margin of
the orbit which I marked with a dot as the point
of entry. I filled a syringe with 1 ml. of a local
anesthetic and another with ½ ml of absolute
alcohol. Directing the needle with the local
anesthetic from the point of entry into the
tissues till it hit the bone. I moved the needle tip
around to push it through the foramen. When I
got there I introduced the local anesthetic. I

pheron

th
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tested with a cotton wool and a pin. The area
under our scanner became anesthetic to
touch and pinprick which confirmed that the
nerve had been targeted. Leaving the needle
in place I now injected absolute alcohol from
the second syringe. The whole procedure
took ten minutes.

“What you were trying to inject is the
main trunk of the nerve inside the skull. I have
never attempted that procedure nor does he
need it. If the whole face were involved it
would be justified. But here we had a simple
solution since only the second division of the
nerve was affected.” The doctors thanked me
profusely.

“It was so simple, so commonsense,”
Dr. Tanveer said with great relief.

“We were off track, because we did not
take a proper history. It was a humbling
experience,” Dr. Sikand acknowledged with
humility and I hurried back to hear more of my
brother's adventures.

But it was the patient who pronounced
the last judgment when he came to my house
after a week to say thanks: “When doctors do
not know they should be honest and say so,
rather than make a patient pay for their
ignorance,” he proclaimed.

I explained that the practice of Medicine
was not like solving a simple mathematical
equation. It was a science that called for
experimentation and an art that had to be
perfected and re-perfected through
innovation. It needed determination,
dedication and daring from its practitioners
and patience and sacrifice from the patients.
That convinced him that the two doctors were
only trying their best and in his interest.

He continued to see me and received
some more injections down the years till I had
to leave the valley. I miss the gift of the best
apples from his small orchard which he would
bring every fall.

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

Pandrethan Mandir & Stupa

21

`Òççípçíkçwì ]pççvç' kçÀçÇ vçíì-HççÆ$çkçÀçÒççiççMç Jç<ç& 5 : DçbkçÀ 3 ~ cçç®ç& 2020

ÒççiççMç 21March 2020 ~ cçç®ç& 2020

It is a well-known fact that Panderathan
(Kashmir) was established by the kingAshoka
of Mauryan dynasty, (264-228) years B.C, as
the Capital of Kashmir. Many archaeological
remains have been excavated at Pandrethan,
among which an ancient temple and some
idols have also been found which were kept
reserved at Sri Pratap Museum Lal Mandi
Srinagar (Kashmir).

According to the Archaeological new,
the construction of the religious temples and
vihaars had been started from the time of king
Ashoka at Pandrethan. The architectural
artifices belonged to Buddhism. Among these
ancient archaeological remains, three
Bodhisattva were found at the site up to 1917-
1918, but later these sites have been badly

damaged.
During 1914-16, an archaeologist Daya

Ram Sahini excavated some remains of
certain ancient constructions. Sir John
Marshal also excavated the plinth of a 20 feet
height Bodhstopa. From the architectural
design of the plinth, Sri John Marshal drew the
conclusion that the original Bodhstupa must
have been constructed on the huge plinth
having the area of 72 square feet. The Stupa
must have four specified architectural spaces

meant for four idols of
Bodh deities and one
among them was that of
the Padap Paani, a Bodh
deity.

The ruins of the 8
century A.D., discovered
by some archaeologists at
Pandrethan indicate that
stone construction used for idols and Stupas
was at its peak in Kashmir. It clearly indicates
that such skilled construction was in
abundance during 695-731 A.D. during King
Lalita Ditya Mukta Peed's reign. Moreover on
the Eastern side of Pandrethan one of the
ministers of Lalita Ditya named Chunkan had
also constructed a stupa and he also had got

installed an idol of Lord Buddha inside the
stupa. During 960-70A.D., a fierce fire broke
out in Pandrethan which damaged two
stupas.

A c c o r d i n g t o R . C . K a k a n d
A.Cunnigham, Pandrethan temple was
completely constructed on a marshy land, in
stone work and is about four and a half
kilometers away from Srinagar city on
Srinagar-Jammu National highway. The
temple is surrounded by the water of a pond.
R.C.Kak's opinion is that the pond must
have been constructed after the completion
of the temple, but according to some other

historians due to a slight difference between
the river Vitasta (Vyeth) and the base of the
temple, the water must have been filling the
pond during the floods caused by heavy rains.
“In the south end of the temple, water oozes
out of the ground and flows out continuously”
as reported by some archaeological
researchers at Pandrethan temple.

There are various views given by various
archaeological researchers about the year of

th
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construction of Pandrethan temple.
A c c o r d i n g t o M a n o h a r K a u l a n d
A.Cunnigham, the construction of the
Pandrethan temple must have taken place
during the years 914-23 A.D. It was got
constructed by one Mir Vardhan, who was a
minister of the king Paarth. The temple had
been named Vishnu Mir Vardhan Swami
temple. According to the Archaeologist Pt.
R.C.Kak, the temple had been got
constructed by Rilhana during the years 1128-
55 A.D. Rilhana was a minister in the court of
the King Jaisimha. The temple was named
Shiv Rameshwar temple, because above the
Northern Gate of the Pandrethan temple,
there is an idol of Lokesh, carved out of the
stone and Lokesh is one of the manifestations
of Lord Shiva. Lokesh is also known as
Lokeshwara and Avalokeshwara which are
the two names of the same manifestation of
Lord Shiva. Lokesh is a Bodhisattva and
belonged to the Mahayaan lineage of
Buddhism. On the ceiling of the Pandrethan
temple Yakhshaas seated in various yogic
poses had been beautifully carved out of a
huge stone. This sculpted work is a testimony
to the fact that Pandrethan temple belongs to
the Buddhist temple architecture. Lord Shiva
was being worshipped as a manifestation of
Lokeshwara from 4 to 7 century A.D. in
India, as such some of the archaeological
researchers such as S.C.Kaul and others are
of the view that Pandrethan temple must have
been got constructed during this very period.
Later the idol was taken from the Pandrethan
temple and placed in the Museum at Lal
Mandi Srinagar.

Some other archaeologists are of the
view that archaeological design of the temple
does not correlate with the design of the
Hindu temples, otherwise in the case of a
Shiva temple, the door ought to have been
towards west and in case of a Vishnu temple,
and the gate ought to have been towards
east. Some researchers are of the view that it
must have been a temple of Buddhist

th th

architecture and later must have been
converted into a Hindu temple, because up to
the last decade of the 20 century A.D., there
were various idols of the Pandrethan temple,
lying scattered around it and the idols
belonged to the ancient Hindu period of
Kashmir.

From the base to the top, the
Pandrethan temple has been constructed with
stones and this ancient temple was of wooden
architectural design in Kashmir. It won't be out
of place to mention that Pandrethan (Puraan
adhishthaan) was the name of the ancient
Srinagar established by the King Ashoka of
Mauryan Dynasty. The pillars and beams of the
Pandrethan temple have been designed and
installed so as to allow the sunlight inside the
temple and also to create a cool and a calm
atmosphere within the temple. Such
considerations are not found in the other
temples constructed prior to the Pandrethan
temple. The doors of the temple are towards
North East and also towards West, while a
window is on the Southern side of the temple.
There is a seven square feet deep space
inside the Pooja room. According to some
archeological researchers, there ought to have
been a platform for the installation of the idols.
During the mid-eighties of the last 20 Century,
the seven square feet deep space has been
filled up with cement concrete and a Shivalinga
of a smaller size has been installed on a small
square shaped cement platform and the
Shivalinga has been fixed on it with a
cemented pranali. As already stated above,
the inner ceiling is a highly decorative piece of
stonecraft work, at the centre of which is a
twelve petalled lotus carved out of the stone
ceiling at the centre. The lotus is surrounded
by twelve triangles. Some researchers are of
the opinion that the inner ceiling of the
Pandrethan temple is in accordance with the
Tchaang architectural design of China.

th

th
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nj cççÌ]kçíÀ hçí ³çí KçÓyç ®çuçç ®çç³ç kçÀç h³ççuçç

kçBÀJçj çÆkçÀMçvç kçÀçÌuç `ncçocç'

Prof. Kanwar K Kaul is currently Emeritus Professor of Pediatrics at Medical
College, Jabalpur. He retired as Dean of the College in 1991. Later he served
a brief stint as Professor & Director Residency Program at the King Faisal
University and its teaching hospital at Dammam & Alkhobar in Saudi Arabia
till 1995. He lives at Jabalpur and has lately been writing Urdu poetry. He has
also authored the book ‘When My Valley Was Green’ published by Notion
Press in 2017.
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Folk Tales of Kashmir

The Goat and Her Children

Onaiza Drabu

Dapaan

jaera

there was once a goat that lived
with her old master. In the cold and grey
winter, when grass turned brown and fresh
food was hard to come by, her master would

feed her scantily.
When the smell of
the first narcissus
filled the air, the goat
was filled with hope.
S a d l y, h e r o l d
master continued to
feed her some grain
here and some
fodder there. He

was busy in the many things that occupied
him and forgot to pay attention to the goat.
After months of waiting, the goat gave up. She
bleated a sigh that sounded like a mix of
resignation and regret – a sigh of and left
for the mountains.

The determined goat took long strides
but as soon as she started her ascent, she
spotted a jackal eagerly waiting in a corner.
Seeing her from the corner of his eye, his face
lit up in a sly smile. Looking at her he said, 'I've
been waiting for you for a while. Why are you

so late, my dear?'.

The goat replied,
'Shalkaka, may I face your
demons, I was away for the
winter. I stayed hungry and
I am weak. Look how my
bones peek through my
skin! I thought I'd go up the
mountains, fatten up and come back to you
healthier. I've left my old master to go to the
pastures to graze. If you wait until autumn, I'll
be fat and thick. If you eat me then, I'll be
healthy and you shall be fed.’

She is right,' the jackal thought to
himself, 'if I eat her now, I eat a skeleton. How
will I be full.'

Okay, leave for now. Autumn come and I
shall be waiting for you.', said the jackal.

She walked ahead and came across a
lion. He too said the same thing to her. 'I've
been waiting for you for a while. Why are you

so late, I am hungry?'.

The goat looked at him with a bowed
head and said, “Padhshah, you have a right,
you can eat me whenever. But today, look at

‘

‘
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me. This long winter has been harsh. I've
shrunk to be a skeleton. My meat will not feed
you stomach. If you wait till autumn, I'll be fat
on all ends. If you eat me then you'll enjoy and
your stomach will also be full.”

Okay, leave for now. Autumn come and
I shall be waiting for you.', said the lion.

Walking further down, the goat met a
bear. The bear also tried to eat her and she got

rid of him the same way and finally reached
the meadows she had longed for. Full of fresh
flowers and cool spring grass, she grazed to
her hearts content. A few months passed by
idly and spring turned to summer. In
summer, she gave birth to four
children and with these young
children in tow she didn't think it
wise to leave for the winter. Autumn
came by and went too. She found
herself a cave for the winter where
she fed and raised her children.
Spring brought with it fragrance of
the narcissus she loved nibbling on
and she fed her kids to their hearts
content. They ate grass and flowers
wherever they could find and ran
free across the meadows all
summer until the next autumn was
close.

‘

The goat was worried. She had raised
her children well but she had to go back home
to her old master too. She was confident she
raised them well and looking at them she said.
'This year we should go back home my
children. You need to see where you belong.
But we have a problem. On our way, a lion,
bear and jackal would still be waiting for me –
waiting to eat me. The children had the fervor
of youth were adamant to go ahead. They took

it as a challenge upon themselves.
, 'Let us go ahead mother. Let us
see what they do.” She looked at
them and thought, “My kids have
sharp brains and sharper horns.
One had horns with edges like that
of a knife. The other would had
such strength in his push that he
could break open a stone with his
head.” So as the first leaves of
autumn browned, they left to go
home.

They reached the bear who
was still waiting. “Why did you

break your promise? You didn't come last
year.” Take a look at my guardians here, she
flourished and in a chorus the children sang,
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“Hengal maari hyengav seet
Shrakal maari sharkaov seeth
Dhakkal maari dhakkov seeth
Tontal wael thoal
Chukhai gaatul te tsal”

Surprised at the angry goat and her
children the bear could only run! Overjoyed by
their victory, they marched ahead and up
ahead came the lion.

He was furious and you could see the
blood rise to his face. He saw the goat and
was just about to pounce on her when she
announced, ‘My king. These kids of mine are
fierce and angry, their faces are hard and they
are strong. They killed the bear as well. Take
one look at these .' And in a chorus
they began,

Okay, okay” said the lion in a huff.
“Leave. I am not too hungry today anyway.”

Then they reached the jackal and before
he could even greet the goat, she beckoned to
her kids who broke into a chorus,

“

The horned one with his horns will hurt you
The knifed one with his knives will slash you
The brash one with his shoves will strike you
And then you'll be knocked down by the
stubborn one,
If you call yourself wise, then run.

pahalwans

“The horned one with his horns will hurt you
The knifed one with his knives will slash you
The brash one with his shoves will strike you
And then you'll be knocked down by the
stubborn one,
If you call yourself wise, then run.”

The horned one with his horns will hurt you
The knifed one with his knives will slash you
The brash one with his shoves will strike you
And then you'll be knocked down by the
stubborn one,

“

If you call yourself wise, then run.”

Jackal was truly wise. He ran as fast and as far
as his feet would take him. Overjoyed, the
mother and children walked home. The goat
was back after two years and happy to see her
old master. All the villagers gathered around to
welcome her and her children and to hear their
tale. They were amazed by her bravery and wit
and rewarded all five of them with much food to
eat.

[Source: Memory. GNAtash]

Author can be contacted at :
onaizadrabu@gmail.com

��
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³ççovç nábo Dççovç iççcç
Òçícç vççLç Mçço

çÆouçmç cçb]pç scç yç@çÆmçLç lçmçJççÇj ®çç@vççÇ
çÆ³çcçvç mçç]pçvç mçªovç ]pççÇj ®çç@vççÇ

KçMcç nçíJçáLç kçÀçô[áLç ³çôçÆuç kçÀMç kçÀcççvçvç
çÆpçiçj ]pçKcççÇ kç@ÀçÆjLç iç@³ç lççÇj ®çç@vççÇ

Mçkçwuç vçÓjçvçe námvçe®ç lçpç&cçç@vççÇ
vçyçekçw³ç lççjKç kçÀjçvç lçMçnçÇj ®çç@vççÇ

uçsvç mççmçvç Dçboj vç@v³ç ]pçÓ çÆ]HçÀMçç@vççÇ
çÆs cçb]pçj kçwJçojlçekçw³ç pçç@iççÇj ®çç@vççÇ

æ®çe hçç@]pçvç hçj lçe c³ççv³çvç nçJçmçvç lçj
cçô Kççyçvç Dçvçn³ç&vç lçç@yççÇj ®çç@vççÇ

æ®çe Mççomç MççíkçÀe Mççjvç sKç lçj&vçácç
]kçÀêoç@vççÇ cççôoe³ç& lçç@mççÇj ®çç@vççÇ
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Yegneopavit or Mekhla
- Vishal Raina

Yegnopavit is by far the most

important Samaskar, a Kashmiri Pandit
male must undergo. The function
derives its name from the sacred
thread Yagnopavit (a strand of three
threads with a common knot
Brahmagand which turn into six
strands on marriage). Mekhal comes
from the name for the thread worn
round the girdle on this occassion. For
a Brahmin, it is treated as second birth.

Hence Brahmins are called
twice born. Though this is for
males only, Arya Samaj sect
does it for girls also.

Traditionally, it was an
occassion when the boy would
be initiated by his teacher-Guru
a s a h o u s e h o l d e r i n
performance of his duties
towards the society, the Gods
and the Manes (dead). All the
Samaskars from birth are again
repeated on this occasions. The
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Guru does not
only bestow the
sacred thread to
the subject but
also conveys the
Guru Mantra - in
this case the
Gaytri Mantra,
into the boy's
ears. A Yagya
( H a v a n )

accompanies the ceremony
where Hums (offerings) are
made through the Agni (fire) by
which all Gods and Goddesses
are invoked to bless the boy. The
boy is made to shed his hair, wear
ochre robes and hold a staff and
a begging bowl like a mendicant.
Abhid (alms) collection is passed
on to the Guru as Dakshina.

The social aspect of the
ceremony appears to have

ÒççiççMç 28March 2020 ~ cçç®ç& 2020

Continued on Page 56
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Dççhçávç uççíuç
[ç. jHçÀçÇ]kçÀ cççmçÓoçÇ

vçe ªo mçá cçôçÆæ®çJç cçkçÀçvçe
mçá Kççcç mçí³ç&vç nábo cçnuç

³çLç cçb]pç mJç pçVçlçiççjôv³ç Dççhçe Dçç@mç
hç@çÆj³çvç neb]pçe o@uççÇuçe yççí]pçevççJççvç

cçô lçe çÆvçmççjmç ÒçôLç Ün
vçe ª]pç mJç Dççhçe ³çmç

®çôMcçvç vççiçejço Dçç@m³ç ÒçôLç Mççcçe
æsþ kçÀ[çvç

cçiçj çÆlçcç hç@jçÇçÆ³ç lçe mçá vççiçjço
çÆs Dç]pç çÆlç cçô mçcçKççvç

³çLç mçbiçuççKç cçkçÀçvçmç cçb]pç
çÆ³ç sç oá-æ®³ççôlç

çÆkçÀvçe ³ççoe-Jççôlçáj,
çÆkçÀvçe DççhçeçÆvç uççíuçe®ç kçÀjçcççlç

çÆlç sácç vçe hç³ç
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Preserving Culture - Our Customs, Rites & Rituals

Wedding Customs of Kashmiri Muslims
- Dr. Zarka Batul

Muslim Kashmiri weddings are quite
interesting, the customs and traditions
are followed in the most regions of
Kashmir.

It all starts with
(match maker). People who go for
a r ranged mar r i ages ask the

to share the profiles of the
boy/girl to look for a match. Once both
parties are happy and approve, then
the family of the groom gifts some gold
ornaments to the would be bride. This
is called . After this some
people go for formal engagement
which is called in Kashmiri.

Some people go for
where they have proper and
invite their friends and families. This
happens at the girls place. Everyone is

månzímyòr

thaph tràvûn

níshän
nikah
wàzwàn

månzímyòr

níshän

i

i

i
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present except the
poor boy (groom)
for some reason.
He is not allowed to
v is i t the g i r l ’s
house before the
actual wedding.
The takes
p l a c e i n h i s
absence (wakàlatan).

Next step is to set the date for the
wedding and announce it, which is
called . When the date of
wedding is near, preparations start with

which is when quintals of
rice is bought and the females of the
family sit together. They sift the rice of
all impurities. They sing as
they clean.

Main celebrations start two days
before the wedding. The day is called

when the brides hair is oiled
and tied into tiny braids. Later in the
evening, all the married ladies sit
together and open those braids one by
one.

One day before the wedding the
bride applies henna on her hands and
feet. Grooms are expected to put some
henna on their right little finger. This is
called and both families
celebrate it with singing. Sometimes
the local professional singers are hired
and they sing throughout the night.

The (professional cook)
comes a day before the wedding. The
ladies of the family peel garlic and
shallots for him. This is called

nikah

sàtnàmû

tómúl tshatún

wanwún

mal mänz

mänzíràt

wàzû

ròhan
pràn zûlún.

ÒççiççMç 30March 2020 ~ cçç®ç& 2020
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The and singing
continues throughout the ceremonies.
The house smells of (seeds
burnt in a releasing fragrant
smoke). The nikah ceremony is done
by the Qazi who recites Quranic verses
and makes for the bride and
groom. It is done either (both
bride and groom are present) or

(groom is first asked about
his consent in marrying the bride in a
formal setting). Once
the groom gives his
c o n s e n t , t h e
delegation goes to the
bride's place to seek
her consent. This is
usually done on the
m o r n i n g o f t h e
wedding or just when
the groom arrives.
The groom has to pay
the dowry called
to the bride as a gift
upon completion of
t h e m a r r i a g e
ceremony.

wanwún

izband
kàngûr

dúa
asàlatan

wakàlatan

mahr

The day when the groom goes to
the bride’s house is called . The
family, friends and neighbours are
invited for the feast. The groom’s family
gets a royal treatment. At the reception
of the groom is welcomed with
garlands and flowers. They are then
served with a grand feast which is a bit
superior than the other guests. This is
called .

When the feast ends, it is time for
the bride to bid farewell to her family.
She has to go to her husband's house
and this moment is quite emotional.

During the return journey, the
groom’s vehicle is stopped by his
friends and he is asked for
(money to pass any bridge enroute
home). They don't let him pass until he
pays the amount. Similarly when the
bride and groom arrive, before entering
the house the groom’s sisters ask for
money called .

The bride is welcomed by all
friends, family and neighbours. The
sound of and the smell of
izband fills the air. Once the bride
settles, the mother-in-law comes to

yénívòl

baràt

mahràzû sàl

kådlû tàr

bràndû tàr

wanwún
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welcome the bride. She lifts her veil to
see her face and gifts her some gold
ornaments. This is called

Next day is when the
groom’s family serves a feast to all
their relatives, friends and neighbours.
The bride’s family is invited for dinner
and now it is their turn for the royal
treatment.

A few days after the a
party for the groom’s family is hosted
by the bride's family. This is called

. Then on the 7th day there is a party
at the groom’s house and the bride
goes back to her parents’ house to stay
for a day or two. This day is called

.

móhar túlûn.
wålìmû

wålìmû,

phír
sàl

såtím dóh

i

[Author lives in England]

HçlvççÇ vçí HççÆlç mçí HçÓsç, 'Dççpç çÆHçÀj DççHç
vçí Hççìça cçW yçnálç ]p³ççoç HççÇ uççÇ?
HççÆlç vçí pçJççyç çÆo³çç, 'mçyç yçájí oçímlççW kçÀçÇ
Jçpçn mçí~
yçájí oçímlç kçw³ççW? Jçn lççí mçyç DççHç kçíÀ
çÆÒç³ç çÆcç$ç nQ, DççÌj Gvç cçW mçí lççí çÆkçÀmççÇ
SkçÀ vçí YççÇ vçnçR HççÇ~
`lçYççÇ lççí~ Mçjçyç kçÀçÇ HçÓjçÇ yççílçuç LççÇ, hçÓjçÇ
cçáPçí nçÇ HççÇvççÇ Hç[çÇ~

'

'

'

’

`

yçnçvçç
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Dr. Mudasir Firdosi MBBS, MD, PGDip, MRCPsych is Consultant Psychiatrist &
Honorary Senior Lecturer at St George’s University of London. He lives in London.
He writes poetry in English.

Poetry - Dr. Mudasir Firdosi

Hope

Let's talk of hope
Hope to be, to exist, to live

To breathe free, talk and cry
To laugh and smile, joke and giggle

Let's talk about being human
Human to ones own being, body and soul
Human to other beings, men and women

Children, those aged and not able to stride
Human, but humane to all colours and shapes

Human to the lovers of all gods, of all dieties, and of none
Let's talk, not of hate any more

Hate consuming the reason for no good gain
Hate dividing families, villages and inner peace
Hate burning the

g life on the muck.
Sweet sleep under the shade of the walnut tree
and falling leaves of Chinar on banks of the Dal
Let's talk of love, unadultrated flowing through

the eyes, meeting briefly for the first time
Love to cure us of our misery and malign.

Let's talk of hope to be here tomorrow,
in peace, for what we cherish will come.

soul into a hideous unknown.
Let's talk of hope, to hope for spring again

Full of flowers of all shades, blossoming full on
The ambiance, an eternal cure for tired souls.

Let's talk of hope of a rising sun
Warm, glowing, creatin
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34

`Òççípçíkçwì ]pççvç' kçÀçÇ vçíì-HççÆ$çkçÀçÒççiççMç Jç<ç& 5 : DçbkçÀ 3 ~ cçç®ç& 2020

ÒççiççMç 34March 2020 ~ cçç®ç& 2020

Dçuçiçe³ç oáçÆvç³ççn
jlçvç uççuç pççÌnj

n]kçÀmç n³çç@lççÇ yçKMçvçe cJçKçe
]pçnj çÆlç h³çJççvç mçá]kçÀjçlçvç ®³ççôvç
njiççn jçJçávç DçççÆmçní vçe cçç©vç
]pçvcçe³ç kçÀLç jçcçmç Dççímç ¿ççôvç
c³ççívç Dççmçávç çÆlç sô n@]kçÀçÇkçÀlç
cçô çÆlç sá hçvçávç Dçuçiçe³ç oáçÆvç³ççn
lççÆlç çÆlç h³çJççvç
çÆJççÆ]pç çÆJççÆ]pç sá Dçhçá]pç kçÀç@çÆþmç Kçç©vç
lççÆlç sá ]HçÀ]kçÀlç lçn]pççÇyççÇ Dççiçáj
lçe çÆlçcçvçe³ç mçç@jçÇ yççímçe çÆoJççvç
lççÆlç sávçe kçÀçbn çÆlç kçÀjçvç
çÆ³ççÆæs hççÆæs h³çþ kçÀlççÆj yçlçj
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Sprituality & Religion - M.K.Parimoo

Na-Ma-Shi-Va-Aiy

If we scan any authentic book of ancient
history of Kashmir, we come across either a
temple of Lord Vishnu or a temple of Lord
Shiva got constructed by some King ruling
over Kashmir. Moreover most of our ancestors
across the length and breadth of Kashmir
have been reciting from ancient times, The
Holy Panchakhshara Mantra. This Mantra is
very powerful and is recited every day in
various Shiva temples, especially on the
Shivatriyodashi during the dark fortnight of
Maag month and also during Shivratri Pooja.

As chronicled in the vedaas ‘In the
beginning of the beginning the Parmaatman
existed indivisible in all pervading eternal void
from the molecular atoms to the highest’.
According to the Vedaas, these countless
millions of atoms were whirling round at terrific
speed in cosmic unity. In the process of
evolution, clashes took place between the
atoms and sound (naad) was first produced.
During this continuing process a dot of light
called bindu is emitted.

From this primordial sound & light (naad
& bindu), the three original sounds A-U-M
emerged as Omkara-Pranav mantra. Again
from this Omkara-Pranav mantra emerged
the root alphabets ‘Na-Ma-Shiv-va-ai’, the
Panchakhshara, which again blossomed into
51 sacred letters. From the subtle power of
‘Na-ma-Shi-va-ai’,evolved the many forces
that are the 96 tattvaas including the five
elements which constitute the world i.e. Earth,
Water, Fire, Wind & Ether. Their significant
potential equivalents Lam, Vam, Ram, Yam &
Um have their respective geometric forms as
shown below (Ref: figure drawn below) :
Square
Crescent Trikona
Shatkona

Sphere
The five elements
namely Earth, Water,
Fire, Wind and Ether
created and sustained
microcosm as well as
macrocosm only by His
Grace.

‘Na-ma-shi-va-
ai’, the mula mantra
Panchakhshara, along with life giving vowels
a,e,i,o,u, the 51 varied powerful forces
covered by the numbers 9,11,4,15 &12, and
the above five geometrical forms.

It has also been practically proved that
manifold benefits will accrue if yantraas
containing the aforesaid five kinds of powerful
symbols are engraved in the 5×5=25 squares
according to the mantra shaastra on gold or
silver or copper plates & worshipped.

The ultimate revelation of the siddhaas is
in the knowledge that which is in the
macrocosm is also in the microcosm. The
macrocosm is the Universe and the
microcosm is the body.

Thus the Primordial Parmaatman with
the basis of the pancha bhutaas and the 96
tatwaas, has become the moving force of the
Universe as well as the body.

5 bhutaas (primodial elements): Earth, Water,
Fire, Wind and Ether.
5-jnana indriyas (organs of knowledge or
perception): Skin, Tongue, Eyes, Nose and
Ears.

annamaya(physical), praanamaya(vital),
manomaya(mental),
vignaanmaya(supramental) and
aanandmaya (spiritual)

The 96 tattvaas are:

5-koshaas (sheaths):
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5-Aasyaas (receptacles of the body):

5-Pulan (functions):

4-karanaas (intellectual faculties):

3-Trigunaas (qualities):

3-Malaas (deterrents):

5-Karmendriyaas (organs of action):

8-Ragas (attachments):

10-Nadis (astral nerves):

6-Aadhaars (yogic centers):

3-Mandals (worlds):

5-States (avasthaas):

3-Doshas (humours of the body):

3-Eshanas (desires):

10-vaayus (nerve currents or praanas):

amaara(mouth), pakwa (stomach), mala
(intenstines), jala (kidneys) and shukla
(sminal vesicle)

shabadha ( hearing),
sparsha(touch),rupa(sight), rasa(taste) and
gandha (smell).

manas (mind), buddhi (intellect), chitta (sub
conscious mind) and ahamkaara (ego).

sattawa (purity), rajas (activity) and tamas
(inertia).

anavam (pride), maya (illusion) and kaamyam
(selfish desire).

vaak (speech), paan (hands), pada (leg),
payu (anus) and upastha (genitals).

Kama (desire), Krodha (anger),
lobha (covetousness), moha (infatuation),
mada (arrogance), matrsya (jealousy),
idumbai(fear) and vegam (haste).

ida, pingla, sushmana, sankini, pusha,
ganohari, agni, alambusha, singuva and
guna.

muladhaara,
swaadhishthaana, manipura, anaahata,
vishudha and ajna.

Agni, aditya and chandra.

jagriti (waking), swapna (dream), sushupti
(sleep), turiya (deep sleep) and ati turiya
(laya of the process.)

vaata (wind), pitha (bile) & sieshma
(phelgm)

artha (wealth), putra (son) and loka (wife).

Praana, apaana, vyaana, udaana, samaana,

naga, kurma, krikara, devdatta and
dhananjaya.

nal vinay (good deeds) and tee vinay (bad
deeds).

Total= 96
So long as these 96 tatwaas are

embedded in the body, a human being is
capable of enjoying happiness or undergoing
suffering. When these 96 tatawaas (forces)
cease to exist in the body, the human being
dies and returns to dust. ‘Death in the physical
is the birth in the astral’ is the truth left behind
by our ancestors and is well worth pondering
over.

2-vinay (actions):

1-knowledge.

(To be continued)
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nvçç mçÓbçÆ®çJç!!

nvçç mçÓbçÆ®çJç!

Mçá³ç&vç kçÀLç sá jçn Kçç©vç?
lççô¿ç çÆsJçe çÆlçcçvç mçól³ç kçÀç@çÆMç³ç& hçç@þîç kçÀLç
kçÀjçvç?
Mçá³ç&vç mçólççÇ ³ççílç kçw³çç? lççô¿ç çÆsJçe hçvçeçÆvç JççBçÆmç
nebÐçvç mçól³ç çÆlç kçÀç@çÆMç³ç& hçç@þîç kçÀLç kçÀjçvç~

kçÀç@Mçej ]pçyççvç çÆkçÀLçe hçç@þîç jçíçÆ]pç çÆ]pçboe?
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Contact author at:
kundanleela@yahoo.com
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Elegy

Dr. K.L.Chowdhury
The Demise of Nale` Mae`r

A Sequel to ‘Kashmir - The Halcyon Days’ by Late Chaman Lal Chowdhury
(Praagaash Supplement February 2020)

Oh, where is

the canal that flanked my backyard,

from where we slid down the slope

for a dip now and then,

and walked along her banks,

keeping pace with the oarsmen

that ferried fair-skinned tourists

while we sang them a comic rhyme:

'

?

Oh, where is the arch bridge,

a grand mosaic of brick and stone -

on whose parapet walls we sat

till dusk merged into night,

watching the crows,

flock after flock,

flying across endlessly,

turning the sky into a black canopy,

cawing all the way,

coming home to roost

on tree tops and house roofs.

Nale` Mae`r,

Me`m sahib salaam

pate` pate` gulam'

I hear has been filled up

and there is an asphalt road instead

where automobiles move furious and fast

raising clouds of dust and noise,

drowning peace of the neighbourhood.

The quaint little bridge is gone too

as also the boats and passengers.

Kids no longer play the water games,

the crows no longer fly across the sky,

and when it rains,

the city floods in no time,

for the benevolent

is no longer there

to channel the rainwater away.

Nale` Mae`r

Nale` Mae`r

��
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jìçvç sá³ç Dçiçj Dç]pç kçÀocç hçLç mçcçboj
hçiççn kçÀçÆ[ kçbÀ[îçJç hçôþîç yçouç JçLç mçcçboj

içæsvç Mççcçe hç@l³ç kçÀçôlç Dçæ®çvç kçÀLç cç@çÆjmç cçb]pç
ohççvç kçÀçílçjvç çÆvççÆ³ç [@çÆnLç sLç mçcçboj

jsvç JçççÆuç j@sd³ç]p³çvç çÆ³ç yçmlççÇ Jçb hççvç³ç
uçôçÆKçLç içJç cçkçÀçvçvç Jç]pçepç kçÀLç mçcçboj

içæsvç Dççyçe yçá]p³ç Kççyç ®çMcçvç Jçb uçÓkçÀvç
çÆs êçcçel³ç cç@çÆuçLç Dç]pç [îçkçÀmç jLç mçcçboj

Jçoçvç l³çÓlç jçlçmç çÆs cçmçªj cçá]pçHçÀj
Dç@svç cçb]pç lç@çÆcçmç Dç]pç HçÀìvç mçLç mçcçboj

iç]pçuçcçmçªj cçá]p]pçHçÀj

Praagaash



39

`Òççípçíkçwì ]pççvç' kçÀçÇ vçíì-HççÆ$çkçÀçÒççiççMç

Profile

Megha Tata - A Leader & An Achiever
Our Shining Stars - M.K.Raina

Megha Tata is yet another bright face in the

series on our Shining Stars. Megha is the
M a n a g i n g D i r e c t o r , D i s c o v e r y
Communications - South Asia. She is a leader
and an achiever in real terms.

Megha (former ly Monica) Tata
graduated from Narsee Monjee College of
Mumbai in the year 1989 and started her
career with a Dalmia Group company. She
joined the Star India as a sales coordinator in
1992 and rose to be its Sr. Vice President.

Here, she was responsible for advertising
revenue for Star Movies, Star World, Channel
V and National Geographic Channel. Megha
subsequently joined Turner International in
2004 where she served as General Manager,
Entertainment Networks - South Asia. She
was responsible for steering and overseeing
all network initiatives across Turner's brand
portfolio in South Asia and was overseeing the

Jç<ç& 5 : DçbkçÀ 3 ~ cçç®ç& 2020
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advertising sales,
r e s e a r c h a n d
m a r k e t i n g
c o m m u n i c a t i n g
functions. In 2016,
A n i l A m b a n i
Rel iance group
owned business
broadcast network,
appointed Megha
as Chief Operating

O f f i c e r t o
manage the relaunch of its 24-hour
business news channel following the exit of
Bloomberg News from the venture.
Bloomberg TV India was later rechristened
BTVI.

Megha Tata jo ined Discovery

Communications India as Managing

Director of South Asia on April 01, 2019. A

media & entertainment industry veteran,

Megha has held leadership roles at

organisations such as BTVI and HBO in

a d d i t i o n t o

T u r n e r

International

and Star TV, in

an i l l us t r i ous

career spanning

more than 28

years.
M e g h a

T a t a w a s

identified as one

of the top 50

influential women
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in media and marketing by a leading media

magazine IMPACT in 2012 and 2014. She

received Women Leadership Award from

World Women Leadership Congress in 2014.

She was judged amongst India’s top 100

important people in the industry by Digital

Studio, a leading publication.
Megha currently leads multiple national

as well as international industry forums. She
was recently coopted as the Director on board
of Indian Broadcasting Foundation. She is on
board of the National Media & Entertainment
Committee of FICCI and is the Vice President
of the Indian chapter of the International
AdvertisingAssociation (IAA).

Megha has also been Jury
member of leading industry awards
like International Emmys, Promax,
Children's Film Festival, Golden
MikesAwards, International Women
in Sales Awards, Impact's 30 under
30 and many more. Besides being
involved in industry initiatives, she
feels energized by engaging with
young minds through guest lectures
at leading educational institutes
including IIT, IIM, ISB, UBS and
more.

Megha has been bestowed
with multiple industry accolades in
her career. Recognized as the 'Top

50 influential women in media, marketing and
advertising', Megha was conferred ‘Women
of the decade in media' by the Women
Economic Forum in 2018.

Megha is passionately involved as a
Volunteer with Isha Foundation - a non-profit
organization started by Sadhguru.

Both Megha and her husband Ariez are
motorcycle enthusiasts. “I would love to go on
a bike trip on the ASEAN route. It passes
through five countries, from India to Myanmar
to Thailand, Cambodia and then to Laos” says
she. In addition to biking, Megha loves
trekking, skydiving, bungee jumping and river
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rafting. “I attempted skydiving in Croatia - it
gets my adrenaline working,” she says.

Self-growth is a crucial aspect of
moving forward, opines Megha. “I love music
and anything that makes me groove, be it rock
or trance, ghazal or jazz. I actually did attempt
to learn singing. My husband is a musician so
there is inspiration around me,” says the
music connoisseur who enjoys the annual
Jodhpur Music Festival.

Megha is the proud daughter of Wing
Cdr. B.B.Koshal (Rtd) (Vayu Sena Medal) and
Pushpa Koshal, a known Mumbai KP
Socialite and a renowned face in the post
production of films. Pushpa has the distinction
of appearing four times on the pages of
Praagaash in the year 2019 (May, July,
August, December) for her remarkable
achievements in the film industry. “Being the
elder daughter, she has been my best friend
philosopher and guide”, says Pushpa.

Pushpa was in fact a lecturer at the

Women’s College, Jammu before she joined
film industry. “It was Megha only who inspired
and motivated me for this”, says she. She has
also taught at Burn Hall School, Srinagar.

“Megha was always very clear and
focused on her goals in life. In schools and
college, she was an all rounder - Sports,
Drama and Dancing. She has won few
competitions when she was in the prestigious
NM college. She started at a very young age
with Star TV and whatever she has achieved is
due to sheer hard work. She is an Ideal
Daughter, Sister, Wife, Mother and even

With husband Ariez Tata,
daughters Dania and Ananyaa
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Daughter-in-law. And the best thing about her
is that she leads by example. She is a
Motivational Speaker and is invited by many
colleges to deliver the lectures. As a mother I
can go on and on about her”, says Pushpa.

As an Air Force Officer's daughter,
Megha has traveled all over India and studied
in schools all over. So as they say, Traveling is
best means of Education. Being A Fouji child,
she has got the discipline inculcated in her
automatically. And she has inherited the best
qualities of Kashmiri mom and Punjabi dad.

Megha is married to Ariez Tata,
President, Renaissance Jewellery. Ariez is a
big support and factor behind her success.
They have two lovely daughters Dania Tata
andAnanyaa Tata.

Praagaash wishes Megha and her
family more laurels in future.

��

With her mother and the author at a social
gathering

Sign Posts

Never underestimate the
power

The number of people
watching you

Always remember you are
unique,

Experience is that
marvellous thing

When in charge,
When in doubt,
When in trouble,

A Conclusion is

Money can’t buy happiness

of human stupidity.

is directly
proportional to the stupidity
of your action.

just like everyone
else.

that
enables you recognise a
mistake when you make it
again.

ponder.
mumble.
delegate.

simply the
place where someone got
tired of thinking.

but it can certainly rent it for
a couple of hours.

��
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]pço& hçvçekçw³ç [íj
çÆvçiçnlç mçççÆnyçç
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Nostalgia - Nirmal Bhatt

The Last Day of The Winter

With the onset of winter, the school holidays
had just begun, I was looking forward and
waiting for the first snowfall when the the fields
will be covered with white blanket and the hills
will be ready for skiing.

But there were better things to do before
that, and one of them was to play lot of cricket
with the friends, till the sun was still shining,
organise matches with the boys from
neighboring villages. Beat them and celebrate
or lose and crib. It was nothing new and was a
yearly routine. It was one of those cherished,
beautiful and bright days of the winter and we
were having the match of the day at the village
playground full of walnut trees, on banks of the
river, flowing through our peaceful, serene and
picturesque village. It was a friendly one

a m o n g t h e boys of our village, but sadly it
ended with no result. The ball tore apart before
the game could finish, and there was no spare
ball too. So we all winded up a bit early.All of us
bid goodbye to each other and went back to
our homes, but with a promise to catch up
tomorrow again for another game.

I t w a s e a r l y
evening when I reached
home, my father was not
back yet, I always
ensured I am back home
before he is back, so I
was relieved man. About
an hour later he arrives,
looking very tense and
worried. He had a brief chat with my mother
and went out again in a hurry to be back with
his cousin in no time. They again get into a
huddle and my father sends his cousin with
some task.

My two little sisters (11 and 3 Years old)
and I have no idea what is transpiring, but the
situation was not normal, we could sense

something is not right. My
grandmother, my uncle and
aunt, who lived upstairs also
join the adults now and the
things started to get worrisome.
Everyone was tense and
extremely worried, giving an
impression of some calamity
has unfolded. It was crisis
situation, to say the least, and
we are terrified and huddled in
one corner of a room, no one
was telling us anything.

In couple of hours time, the
cousin comes back and

informs my father that he has arranged a Taxi
for tomorrow early morning. I still have no clue
what is happening and had no courage to ask.
My mother started packing some basic
essentials (whatever could fit in the boot of the
Taxi). I was given a task to remove the TV
Antenna from the balcony but it has to be done
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when its dark. I go up and do my job, as was
told, but a neighbour noticed and came over to
ask my mother as to why are we removing it,
she replied we are visiting my uncle for couple
of months, and don't want it to break when it
snows. I was elated to hear that, wow! But
nobody blinked an eye whole night and I could
hear my grandmother, my mother sobbing the
entire night.

Next morning, the taxi arrived and we
left with what was bare minimum needs,
leaving behind our home, my fathers dream
home. No one spoke a word throughout the
journey and finally after crossing the Banihal
Tunnel, we finally stopped for a break and I
asked my mother, where are we going? She
replied, I don't know but somewhere safe for
couple of months, with tears in her eyes. I
realized we are not visiting anyone and had
that sinking feeling that we may not come back

again. And the journey continued till we
reached Jammu, with almost no talk
throughout the trip. It was supposed to be a
temporary visit for couple of months but the
journey never ended and we are still in transit,
not knowing where we are heading!

It has been thirty winters, but I am stuck
with the promise I made to my friends for
another game of cricket tomorrow. Alas! The
tomorrow never came. I am still longing to see
the fields covered with the white blanket of
snow.

I wish to go home some day! With a hope
to see my home still there. With every passing
winter the memories fade, but this one
memory with remain forever!

Author can be contacted at :
nirmalsbhat@yahoo.com
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®çççÆvç námvçákçÀ ³çáLç l³çáLç vçç iççícç Dçmçj cçoevççí
Ün jçLç jç@çÆJçcç, æsd³çvçe cçô iççícç çÆpçiçj cçoevççí
æ®çe ©kçÀlçcç yçôçÆ³ç DçKç hçnj, çÆouç cçô yççÆjnç
vçlçe nçí æsçj³ç yçe çE]pçoe ]pçáJçe ]kçÀyç´ cçoevççí
yçe hççovç v³çcyç³ç, æ®çe $ççJçencç vçç cçuççuçeoç@jçÇ
æ®çe vççí DççJçáKç içje, cçô vççí jçí]pççÇ mçyç´ cçoevççí
æ®çô ªoá³ç vççí kçÀçbn ]pJçvç c³çççÆvç DçMkçÀe vçç©kçÀ
cçô ®ççvçí çÆnüç HçÀüçmç çÆlç iççícç çÆoiçj cçoevççí
kçw³çççÆ]pç æ®çe æ®ççôuçáncç DçMkçÀe jbiçekçÀçÇ vççJç uçôKççÆvç
æ®çô uççôyçáLç vçç c³ççv³çvç DççôMçvç nábo hç]pçj cçoevççí
æ®çô vççí æ®ççíuçáLç c³çççÆvç çÆouçákçÀ yççj HçôÀkçw³çvç h³çþ
oççÆo ®çççÆvç HçwJçuçJçeçÆvç pçJçç@vççÇ iççícç yçápçj cçoevççíí
vçJççÇo jçlçe kçÀçuçvç ®çççÆvç vççJçeçÆ®ç iç]pçuçe kçÀjçvç lçnjçÇj
æ®çô ª]pçe³ç vççí Kçyçj, $çç@JçLçcç mççcçe mçeb]pç v³çmçj cçoevçç

��

vç]pçcç vçJççÇo yçKMç
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içje JççHçmç çÆ³çvçe yç´çWþ kçÀjevççíJç içÓkçÀuç vççLçvç lçe
Mççcç uççuçvç cççÆn kçÀçkçÀ oçÇJççÇyçuç çÆlç
®çkçÀjçn~ cççÆn kçÀçkçÀmç DççJç DççÆlç cçvçmç yç[e
mkçÓÀvç~ HçvçeçÆvçmç Hççvçmç mçól³ç kçÀçô©vç
Dçmçávççn~ mçÓb®çávç, Jçás kçÀLç jeçÆ]®ç pçççÆ³ç lçe
kçÀecçvç jel³çvç Fvçmççvçvç Dççímçámç yçe okçÀe
çÆoJççvç~

³çôçÆuç cççÆn kçÀçkçÀ JççHçmç içje Kççôlç, lçmç
Dççímç cçvç Mççblç~ ]pçvçççÆvç çÆlç Jç@çÆvçvç mçç@je³ç
o@uççÇuç~ mJç iç@çÆ³ç çÆ³ç yçÓçÆ]pçLç m³çþçn KJçMç
çÆ]pç cççÆn kçÀçkçÀ Dççímç JJçv³ç Jçjecçáuç içæsvçmç
HçÓje Hçç@þîç lç³ççj~ cçiçj DççÆcç DçuççJçe Dçç@m³ç
lçmçebçÆomç KJçMç içæsvçmç yçôçÆ³ç ]pçe Jçpçn~ DçKç
çÆ³ç çÆ]pç cççÆn kçÀçkçÀeçÆvçmç Dççcççoe içæsvçmç cçb]pç
Dççímç lçmçebçÆomç yçç@³ç mçábo m³çþçn DçLçe, ³çôçÆcç
çÆkçÀv³ç cççÆn kçÀçkçÀev³çvç vç]pçjvç cçb]pç yççmçkçÀj
vççLçávç Jç&lçyçe kçÀç@HçÀçÇ yç[îçJç~ yçôçÆ³ç çÆ³ç çÆ]pç
çÆMçyçvç pççÇ³çmç lçe DççMçç pççÇ lççÆjní çÆHçÀçÆkçÀçÆj,
kçÀçBçÆmç çÆ]pçþîç mçebçÆo mçól³ç kçÀç@]®ççn MçÓyç çÆs
içjmç Dççmççvç~ lçmç Dçç@mç vçe kçÀçÆLç kçÀçÆLç
H³çþ DççMççpççÇ neb]pç vçmç lçççÆuç H³çþ Kççjev³ç
JJçv³ç Hçmçbo~

yçìeJçççÆj Ün mçáyçnmç içJç Jççje kçÀçje cççÆn
kçÀçkçÀ Hçvçávç oHçÀlçj~ çÆjuççÇJç içæsvçe Kçç@lçje
Dççímç DççÆcç Ün yççn yçpçí lççcçe³ç mççLç~
oHçÀlçj vçíjvçe yç´çWþ kç@À³ç& cççÆn kçÀçkçÀvç Hçvçev³ç
]pçvççvçe, yççmçkçÀj vççLç, vçô®çáJç lçe vJçMç kçWÀn

]pçªjçÇ mççcççvçe ¿çLç,
³çLç cç b ]pç cçmçvç boe,
mìçíJç, K³çvçe ®çvçekçw³ç
]pçªjç Ç yççvç e y ç í ç Æ$ç
Mçç@çÆcçuç Dçç@m³ç, Jçjecçáuç
jJççvç e~ Dç]pç Dçç ímç
vç@çÆJçmç içjmç Dç]®çevçmç lçe vççôJç ®çÓuçe ]pççuçvçmç
çÆlç yççn yçpçí lççcçe³ç mççLç~ HçÀç@mçuçe mçHçáo çÆ]pç
cççÆn kçÀçkçÀ JçççÆlç çÆjuççÇJç içæsvçe Hçlçe m³ççôoá³ç
Jçjcçáuç~

oHçÀlçj Jçç@çÆlçLçe³ç yçáuççíJç cççÆn kçÀçkçÀvç
jçíMçvç uççuç lçe Hç=æsávçmç mççnyçmç cçálççÆuçkçÀ~
lç@c³ç Jççôvçámç çÆ]pç mççnyç sá ]®ççÇjçÇ çÆ³çvçe Jççíuç,
çÆlçkçw³çççÆ]pç mçá sá cççÇçÆìbçÆiç cçb]pç iççícçálç~ cççÆn
kçÀçkçÀ içJç çÆ³ç yçÓçÆ]pçLç HçjíMççvç~ Kçyçj mççnyç
Jççl³çç yççn yçpçí lççv³ç JççHçmç? lççíçÆlç ]pççívç vçe
cççÆn kçÀçkçÀvç JçKç ]pçççÆ³ç kçÀ©vç cçávçç@çÆmçyç~
lç@c³ç ¿ççôlç Hçvçávç `nQçÆ[biç DççôJçj vççíì'
yçvççJçávç~ Dç]pç Dççímç vçe lçmç DçLç oHçÀlçjmç
cçb]pç çÆyçuçkçáÀuçe³ç çÆouç uçiççvç~ yççkçÀe³çvç
cçáuçç@çÆ]pçcçvç Jç@v³ç vçe lç@c³ç Hçvçev³ç Jçjcçáuç
içæsvçe®ç Mçôs kçbôÀn~ yççn yçpçí lççcçe³ç pççvç
mççLç Dççmçvçe®ç kçÀLç Jç@v³ç lç@c³ç uJççÆlç Hçç@þîç
jçíMçvç uççuçmç, cçiçj mçá kçw³ççn kçÀçÆjní?
mççnyçe mçebçÆo çÆ³çvçe Jçjç@³ç cçç nôçÆkçÀní çÆkçÀnçÇv³ç
mçHççÆoLç? lççíçÆlç LççôJç lç@c³ç lççÇçÆlçmç kçÀçuçmç
cççÆn kçÀçkçáÀvç çÆjuççÇçÆJçbiç Dçç[&j yçvçç@çÆJçLç~
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mççnyç DççJç yçjçyçj oÓçÆvç yççÆn~ cççÆn
kçÀçkçÀ Dççímç `çÆjuççÇJç' içæsvçe Kçç@lçje yçílççyç~
yççkçÀ³ç mçç@jçÇ cçáuçç@çÆ]pçcç Dçç@m³ç çÆouç cççôuçÓuç~
çÆlçcç Dçç@m³ç vçe lçmç yç´çWþ kçáÀvç yç@njçvçe³ç
çÆ³çvçmç~ çÆlçnBçÆo cçálçç@çÆyçkçÀ Dççímç cççÆn kçÀçkçÀ
yçáLç $çkçáÀj kç@ÀçÆjLç vçíjvçe®ç pçuçoçÇ nçJççvç,
cçiçj ]®ççÆkçÀ DçççÆmçní mçá DçBoe³ç& DçBoe³ç& ]®çBoejiççícç
Jççílçácçálç~

cççÆn kçÀçkçÀ ]®ççJç vçe Hççvçe mççnyçmç çÆvççÆMç
kçÀôbn~ lçmç Dççímç JJçv³ç mççnyçe mçábo yçáLç Jçásávç
çÆlç Kçjçvç~ cççÆn kçÀçkçÀeçÆvç cçálçç@çÆyçkçÀ Dçiçj
mççnyçvç ³ççôæscçálç DçççÆmçní, lçmçeb]pç lçyçoçÇuççÇ
©kçÀçJçev³ç Dççímç vçe kçWÀn cçáçÆMkçÀuç~ cçiçj çÆ³ç
Dçç@mç JJçv³ç Eçç@v³ç kçÀLç~ cççÆn kçÀçkçÀ Dççímç vçe
DçLç oHçÀlçjmç cçb]pç cç@]pççÇo DçKç Ün çÆlç
³çæsçvç jçí]pçávç~ mçá Dççímç DççÆcç oHçÀlçje cçb]pçe
pçuo Kççôlçe pçuo vçíjvçmç lçe Jçjecçáuç içæsevçmç
yçílççyç~ lçmç Dççímç vçe çÆ³ç oHçÀlçj JJçv³ç vççÆJç
oHçÀlç©kçÀ Hçnç çÆlç yççmççvç~

cççÆn kçÀçkçÀvç kçÀçôj jçíMçvç uççuçmç DççuçJç
lçe kçÀçôjevçmç Hçvçávç nQçÆ[biç DççôJçj vççíì nJççuçe~
DçLç vççíìmç Dççímç lç@c³ç pçuççuç mçç@yçeçÆvç
ÖçÀçÇçÆ]®ç HççjkçÀj kçÀuçcçe mçól³ç omçKçlç
kçÀçôjcçálç~ jçíMçvç uççuçvç çÆlç kçÀçôj DçLç Hçvçávç
omçKçlç lçe ]®ççJç mççnyçmç çÆvççÆMç~ cççÆn kçÀçkçáÀvç
çÆjuççÇçÆJçbiç Dçç[&j çÆlç v³çÓvç mçól³ç~ DçBoje iç@çÆ³ç
kçw³ççnlççcç kçÀLçekçÀLç~ Mçç³ço Dççímç jçíMçvç
uççuç mççnyçmç yççn yçpçvçe yç´çWþá³ç çÆjuççÇçÆJçbiç
Dçç[&ejmç omçKçlç kçÀjvçe Kçç@lçje Fmçjçj
kçÀjçvç~ DççÆcç Hçlçe yçÓ]pç cççÆn kçÀçkçÀvç Jççje,
mççnyç lçe jçíMçvç uççuç Dçç@m³ç DçKç Dç@çÆkçÀmç

JçæçÆs JçççÆuçbçÆpç cçáyççjkçÀ kçÀjçvç~ cççÆn kçÀçkçÀmç
DççJç HçÓje Hçç@þîç mçcçepç çÆ]pç mççnyç lçe jçíMçvç
uççuç Dçç@m³ç ÜMçJç³ç lçmçebçÆomç vçíjevçmç
KJçMç~ cçiçj cççÆn kçÀçkçÀmç çÆlç Dçç@mç vçe kçÀcç
KçáMççÇ kçbôÀn, çÆlçkçw³çççÆ]pç lçmçebçÆo Dçboç]pçe
cçálçç@çÆyçkçÀ mçHçáo DçBoje yççn yçpçí yç´çWþá³ç
kçÀçkçÀeomç omçKçlç~

kçbôÀn kçÀçuçe Hçlçe êçJç jçíMçvç uççuç mççnyçe
mçebçÆo kçÀcçje cçb]pçe v³çyçj~ cççÆn kçÀçkçáÀvç nQçÆ[biç
DççôJçj vççíì Dççímçámç KççíJçeçÆjmç DçLçmç cçb]pç~
o@çÆsçÆvç DçLçe kçÀçô[ lç@c³ç ®çboe cçb]pçe y³ççKç
kçÀçkçáÀo lçe $ççíJçávç cççÆn kçÀçkçÀmç yç´çWþe kçÀçÆvç~
cççÆn kçÀçkçÀmç HçwJçuçíçÆ³ç yJçkçÀe~ yççn yçpçvçmç
Dçç@m³ç JçáçÆvç çÆlç ]pçe çÆcçvçì yççkçÀ³ç~ jçíMçvç
uççuçvç jçôì cçççÆn kçÀçkçáÀvç DçLçe ]pççíje lçe
kçÀçôjevçmç cçáyççjkçÀ~ lçmç JçáçÆsLç DçççÆ³ç yççkçÀ³ç
cçáuçç@çÆ]pçcç çÆlç yç´çWþ kçáÀvç lçe kçÀçôjen@mç cçáyççjkçÀ,
çÆlçkçw³çççÆ]pç yççn yçpçí yç´çWþá³ç çÆjuççÇJç içæsvçe®ç
kçÀLç Dçç@mç vçe çÆlçcçvç çÆvçMç çÆlç ]®çÓçÆj kçWÀn
ª]pçcçe]®ç~ cççÆn kçÀçkçÀ Dççímç vçe kçÀçBmççÇ nábo kçbôÀn
yççí]pççvç~ mçá Dççímç v³çmçeyç Jçjecçáuç Jççílçecçálç~

cççÆn kçÀçkçÀvç uççíiç Dçç@vçKç~ KJçMç
iç@çÆæsLç cçe]®çjçíJç lç@c³ç jçíMçvç uççuçávç kçÀçkçáÀo
lçe ¿ççôlçávç Hç©vç~ kçÀçkçáÀo Hç@çÆjLçe³ç içJç lçmç
nôçÆjcç Mççn ¿ççôj lçe yç@çÆvçcç Mççn yJçvç~ ocç
HçáÀìîç iç@çÆæsLç ªo mçá içjç DçLç kçÀçkçÀeomç
Jçásçvç lçe içjç pçuççuç mçç@yçeçÆvçmç ÖçÀçÇçÆ]®çmç
HççjkçÀj kçÀuçcçmç~

mççnyçvç Dççímç ]pçyçjomlç jmçÓKç
uç[ç@çÆJçLç cççÆn kçÀçkçáÀvç lçyçoçÇuççÇ nábo Dçç[&j
kçÌÀvmçuç kçÀjevççíJçcçálç~
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Your Own Page - Sarvanand Koul Premi’s Ramayan
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Martyr Sarvanand Koul Premi’s translation of Ramayan in Kashmiri language was
presented to Union Minister of State in PMO Dr Jitendra Singh by Premi’s son
Rajinder Premi in New Delhi on January 24, 2020. Rajinder Premi, while presenting
book to Union Minister highlighted the contribution of martyr Sarvanand Koul Premi
towards art, literature, society and preservation of composite culture in the Valley.
Rajinder Premi informed the Union Minister that successive governments have
failed to commemorate this true son of the J&K who had made significant
contribution in various fields of life and nurtured secular values throughout his life.
He demanded a documentary be made on his life and contribution. Dr Jitendra Singh
assured him that he will take up the matter including the removal of encroachments
from the land of late poet and writer with Lt. Governor of J&K.

It may be mentioned that the poet and scholar Sarvanand Koul Premi became a
target of militants at the height of militancy in the Valley. He was kidnapped along
with his younger son on 29 April 1990 from his home at Soaf Shali in Kokernag. His
dead body and that of his son were found on Ist May 1990 on the roadside.

Sarvanand Koul Premi’s Kashmiri Ramayan presented
to Dr Jitendra Singh

Praagaash



53

`Òççípçíkçwì ]pççvç' kçÀçÇ vçíì-HççÆ$çkçÀçÒççiççMç

Photo Feature
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käshír Wura
Image Courtesy : Mudasir Ali Lone

ÒççiççMç 53March 2020 ~ cçç®ç& 2020

käshír Wura
Image Courtesy : Kaiser Rashid

Zoji La Pass, Ladakh
Image Courtesy : Rolee Kachru

Praagaash
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Photo Feature
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Top:
Winter in Kashmir
Image Courtesy : Syed Rashid Sahab

Top:
Royal Spring Golf
Course
Image Courtesy :
@inder 913

Left:
Pahalgam in Winter
Image Courtesy :
Asif Iqbal Burza
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Letters to Editor

Dear Raina Sahib.

Er. Manzoor Nawchoo
Srinagar, Kashmir

After going through the short
text on Rituals on the birth of
MUSLIMS, I have made the
following observations for
information of all Pragaash
esteemed readers:
1) It is not mandatory that
recitation of Adhan in the
right ear of the baby should
be done by his/her father only but anybody
present including any female can also do it in
absence of the father.
2) The Aqeeqa for a male baby is performed
by offering the sacrifice of two number sheep
and one number sheep in case of the female
baby.
3) The baby is not assigned by any Arabic
name but preferably any name found in
Quran. However, other Muslim names not
found in Quran are also assigned. Thanks.

���

Dear Shri M K Raina,
I have met you before in the
house of brother Kundanji in
Jammu about 10 years back.
Let me introduce myself
again. I am Robin, second of
six siblings. I have lived in
A u s t r a l i a f o r s e v e r a l
decades. The main purpose
of this note is to thank you for
the Supplement to Praagash February 2020.

The material, as a whole, reads and
looks well and hopefully readers will enjoy it.
Morover, it is a an attempt to recall a different
era, when we were just children, as faithfully
as possible. And now this becomes a
valuable record and resource for further
exploration and research.

Jç<ç& 5 : DçbkçÀ 3 ~ cçç®ç& 2020

I believe that the decision to publish this
material as a supplement was a very good
one. Of course ,this decision has meant more
work for you as the Editor of the magazine. I
admire your interest, committment and
dedication to this project.

You have done an outstanding job as
editor. The layout is great and the content is
visually appealing. Let me also express my
great appreciation for your continuing work as
Editor of Praagaash over the years. It is an
interesting and inspiring community
magazine which includes contributions in
Kashmiri language using alternative scripts
and a mix of prose and poetry. I hope this type
of creative treasure lasts a long time. May it
continue to help stimulate renewed interest in
Kashmiri culture and traditions.
With deepest regards

Praagaash latest edition was
great. Bicycle story of Sh
Chaman Lal Chowdhury was
very inspiring, awakening a
f lood of nostalgia. Dr
Chaudhary as always is in
his elements. Thanks for
bringing us all the stories and a beautiful
magazine.

I am amazed and proud of you for
rendering such an exemplary service to the
community.

I just read Praagaash February 2020 issue. It
is really heartbreaking to see the images of
Holocaust caused by the exodus of Kashmiri

Robin Chowdhury
Figtree, NSW,Australia

Dear Raina Sahib,

Dr. Sanjay Dhar
Navi Mumbai

Dear Editor,
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Pandits from their own
homeland. But I think the
main issue here is not
touched properly. Agreed
that there were a handful of
people who tried to inflict the
communal tensions in Valley
but as the history suggests,
many of killings whether of
KPs or KMs were mainly political but not
communally motivated.

,
You are doing a great work
with your magazine for
Kashmiri language and for
exiled Kashmiri community. I
am insp i red . You (a t
Praagaash) have got a
bigger network. If any
Kashmiri scholar or writer is interested, I can
arrange a Seminar in my Department.
Funding is a problem but I can try for it.
I will also speak about your magazine to my
students and who knows they will subscribe to
it as long as there are some Urdu written
articles.

Co-director,
Department of SouthAsia and Himalaya,
INALCO, Paris

Navid Baksh
Sopore, Kashmir

Sir

Shahzaman Haque
Paris, France
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Editor’s Note

Views expressed in the signed articles are not
necessarily those of Project Zaan or Praagaash.

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

We invite our readers and writers to write for
Praagaash. Write ups can be in Kashmiri
(Devanagari & Nastaliq scripts), Hindi, Urdu or
English, concerning Kashmir, Kashmiri language
and Kashmiri culture. We also invite our readers to
send their comments/critical appreciation on the
published material through an e-mail to the editor.
Write ups on subjects of general interest, Science,
Medical Science, Health, achievements by our
Children, Young & Old are welcome. Fiction,
poetry, humour is also welcome.
Write-ups showing disrespect to a person or group
or showing hatred against anybody will not be
entertained.

Yegneopavit ... From Page 28

overtaken the sacred value of the function.
Like a marriage ceremony, it starts with livun,
Mehandiraat and Devgon. The function
proper takes nearly twenty four hours. Close

relations observe fast for the day. Those
observing fast are entertained with milk, fruit
and other permitted items like Shakarpara
made of waternut flour, by other relations.
These are then shared with whoever comes to
offer Abhid. The ceremony concludes with the
boy returning to the dress of commoners
including a turban, visit to a nearby temple and
a meal as Prasad. Following day, a small
thanks giving puja with a meal is held (Koshal
hom).

The focal point of the Yagnopavit is the
Gayatri Mantra. A mantra achieves special
significance when it is transmitted by the
Teacher-Guru to the student.Although Gayatri
Mantra is prayer in itself, it is not the meaning
but the sound and the meter that matters the
most. Gayatri is rather a meter, to which
Savitur Mantra with its estonic sound, is set to.
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[Source : Project Zaan Archives]
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