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to my mama, baba and bhena who made
me believe that if I have them by my

side, I can achieve anything




INTRODUCTION

Having a kashmiri background, living in Pakistan has in
my mind given birth to a conflict of belonging, with my
constant inability to fully belong to one culture, My
existence on Pakistani land made me curious about
exploring existence on Kashmiri land through the lens of
the culture and artifacts my grandparents brought with

them when they migrated to Pakistan back in the 6os

Artifacts contain deeper meanings than their appearance
shows, carrying associations, stories and narratives that
are personal to the associated narrators, My curiosity of
cultural exploration led me to collect these stories from

multiple Kashmiri narrators, which I then reinterpreted in

a visual form, I attempted to visually represent these
stories to stay true to the essence of the artifacts, the

story and the narrator themselves,



I have grown up in a home that is slightly tainted with traces of Kashmir,

that are not evident from afar but when you get closer you will be able to
pick up on them; the smell of brewing Kashmiri chai on a cold winter
evening, the pheran that my grandmother wears on Eid mornings and the
tiny papier miaché boxes that have been brought as souvenirs from trips

taken to and from Srinagar.

One of such Kashmiri objects is a photo frame, small enough to fit in my
palms when I open them out together, of a simple teal color, the typical
color that you will find in Kashmiri embroidery and artwork, with golden
papier maché work on its wide border. The frame was purchased by my
sister on her trip to Kashmir almost twelve years ago and she put in it a
picture of the us three sisters, smiling innocently at the frame. Whilst the
picture reminds me of a time when I was younger, gullible and less worried
about the happenings of the world, the frame is a constant reminder of my
roots to a disputed and disturbed land; the land that I have not yet felt

under my feet,

It gives me hope when I see the frame, which was crafted and painted by a
Kashmiri artisan across the border in my home, during the current strained

relations between India and Pakistan, It gives me hope because it is a proof ¢ making various
’ : oy technique of making Vet =
of times when peace was prosperous and plentiful and that someday similar Roeiles

forms of objects with paper

peace will prosper and the gates will be opened so that I will be able visit
the land I call my fatherland. As Agha Shahid Ali put it:

“We shall meet again, in Srinagar,
by the gates of the Villa of Peace,
our hands blossoming into fists
till the soldiers return the keys
and disappear”

- Agha Shahid Ali, A Pastoral,




piece of jewellery
the crown part o

Worn on
the head

My childhood is very intimately tied with the consumption of Bollywood. This

colorful world of extravagancy had always felt too surreal, the people would be
caricatures but fascinating, the music orchestrated to enhance the magic. Whenever the
modest TV in our cold, Rawalakot home would tune to a Bollywood movie or song,

, but

I was obsessed, mimicking the steps and trying my best to catch the tur

obsessed.

My faintest of memory recounts how I had a plastic toy mobile phone in my

possession that played a few Bollywood tunes as you pressed its buttons. 1 2 § 9 and
the raspiest ‘Bumbro Bumbro' rang from inside the plastic. The song rang in my ear
from day to night to day again as I tapped my feet to the beat of it. Then one day,
Preity Zinta showed her dimpled face on our TV screen, sitting down, twisting her
hands in a dance and smiling away, as Bumbro Bumbro's tune rang away in our
founge. I couldn't stop staring. It was all so beautiful as she looked delightful in her
kameez shalwar dupatta and... wait. What was that on her head? A crown perhaps?
A gold necklace maybe. But on her head? And why was it also dangling from her

ears? It was so bizarre! I had never seen anything like it before and I couldn't form

an opinion on it either, What was it2! This 'object’ like a dilemma in my mind,

I caught that object multiple times on TV, always worn on the foreheads of veiled,
fair, smiling women as they sat and sang away, swaying to the melody of folk

v

S,

a mountainous backdrop always accompanying them, Somewhere the word

SO
'Kashmir' popped up, maybe that one particular mountain in the music videos was

were asked to prepare a Kashmiri

Kashmir, A day came when some girls of my clas
song for teacher's day and I was made to join, Apparently I 'looked' Kashmiri and
was thus given a Kashmiri dress and veil to wear. Great! Now I would also get to
wear that weird head necklace too, right? Umm not really. No one knew what that
object was. No one bothered to buy it either. I still sang and danced in the

incomplete outfit, disappointed that my folk fantasy didn't come true.
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Traditional Kashmiri embroidery is an art called kashida,
often done in the form of brightly coloured chinar leaves,
flowers and patterns on various clothing items, Every
Kashmiri cherishes owning such items with Kashmiri
embroidery, from embroidered shirts & shawls to cushions,
beddings and even tea cozies,

Personally an item with Kashmiri embroidery brings back to
me memories of my visit to Srinagar in 2008, in which a
considerable time and effort was spent in choosing an
embroidered item as a gift for every family member back in

Pakistan, It involved visits to the main market in Srinagar
(Lal Chowk), but when the summer riots began and markets
closed down, the local craftsmen opened their homes for us
to visit, exhibiting their unique pieces for us to choose while
we sipped Kashmiri pink tea, It is indeed a memory to

cherish forever,
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When we were in Chinaari, there was a Shahji Daaku (Thief). He used to go across
the border and would take things back and forth. One day he met my Abba, my
Abba and your Dada (Grandfather). Since Abba was a Dispenser, he was obligated
to treat that daaku,

Abba used to tell me that after he treated that person, that person believed he was
in debt to my Abba, This Daaku asked my Abba that I am going to Srinagar so
do you have any order for me? What should I bring back for you? Abba said to
him that what can he bring back from that place when he himself left everything
behind. The person said to Abba to give him the address of his house in Srinagar,
he will go and meet your family,

From Chinaari, that person somehow managed to sneak across the border and reach
Srinagar., When he reached Abba’s house he met my Dadi (Grandmother) and told
her that your son, Akbar Shah, is in Chinaari and he is doing well, On this my
Dadi said that she hasn’t seen her son since ‘44 it has been sixteen years and she
hasn’t seen him. The said to my Daadi to give him something that her son
will recognize, which ﬁe can take it back to her son. My Dadi then gave him that
small Samavar and said that my son loved this, You are mentioning Akbar Shah so
take it on his account. . —

That person then one day crossed the border and reached Abba and placed that
Samavar on his dispensary’s table. As soon as Abba saw that Samavar he got teaty
eyed. Abba then asked him that you met my Ammi? (mother) What did my Ammi
say? He said to Abba that Dadi told him that I will fully believe that you met my
son when you will bring back any shirt of his. Bring the shirt that he would be
wearing that moment, without washing it, just bring it as it is, the shirt that has
my son’s scent in it. .

When that shirt reached my Dadi through that person, she passed away after a
few days. And this was being said that when shgepased away, the shirt was by
her pillow. She was sure that my son is alive and well. .



FINAL PRODUCT



- Visual Journal
- Mix medium visuals




CONCLUSION



Showcasing the aspect of Kashmir me and my family
experience

Presenting to the audience how different people have varying
association to a culture through material objects



THANK YOU!
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