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THE CHARM OF KASHMIR

Like some supremely heantiful woman, whose beautly is almost impersonal and above human
desire, such was Kashmir in all its feminine beauly of river and valley and lake and graceful trees.
And then another aspect of 1his magic beauty would come to view, a masculine one, of hard mountains
and precipices, and snow-capped peaks and glaciers, and cruel and fierce torrents rushing down to the
valleys below. It had a hundred faces and innumerable aspects, everchanging, somelimes smiling,
sometimes sad and full of sorrow. The mist would creep up from the Dal Lake and, like a trans-
parent veil, give glimpses of what was behind. The clouds would throw out their arms to embrace a
mountain-top, or creep down stealthily like children at play. 1 watched this everchanging spectacle,
and sometimes the sheer loveliness of it was overpowering and [ felt almost faint. As I gazed at it, it
seemed to me dreamlike and unreal, like the hopes and desives that fill us and so seldom find fulfil-
menl. It was like the {ace of the beloved that one sees in a dream and that fades away on awakening.
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Twelve days in Kashmir, twelve days after three-and-twenly years. Yet one vital moment is
worth more than years of stagnation and vegetation, and to spend twelve days in Kashmir was good
fortune indeed. But Kashmir calls back, its pull is stronger than ever, it whispers its fairy magic lo
the ears, and its memory disturbs the mind. How can they who had fallen under its spell release
themselves from this enchantment?

-— JAWAHARLAL NEHRU
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