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rMglI rfgmfÜf 

inwky huMidaF mYnUM cmkdIaF cIËF cMgIaF lgdIaF sn. ËrI-iqwlf, gotf-iknfrI, slmy-isqfry dI ksIdfkfrI vyK ky mn iKV AuWTdf sI. 
sony dy gihixaF nfÜ sjI nfr suMdr lgdI sI. cmkdy kfÊË nfÜ Kyzx nUM hmyÈf icq krdf sI. sony qy cFdI dy DUVy nfÜ vyl-bUitaF dI 
sjfvt krnI mn nUM BfAuNdI sI. ilÈkdy rMgF vfÜy imwtI dy iKzfAuxy afm sn. mMidrF gurduafiraF `qy ilÈkdy klÈF qy guMbdF ivc rwbI 
lIlf idsdI sI. myly-iqAuhfrF qy rIqF-rvfjF dI cmk vwKrI sI. pitafÜy dy mihlF ivc rMgF df BrpUr iesqymfl jgmgfAuNdf sI. 
ies sB kuJ ipwCy bMdy dI iewko hI Bfvnf sI - Auh sI sjfvt. 
 
myrI klf pRqI cyqnf CyqI jfg peI sI. mYN pUrb qy pWCm ivc dIaF klf-ikrqF nUM nIJ nfÜ vyiKaf. sony df pqrf, Got qy DUVf inwky 
icqrF ivc klfkfr mukt gihxy, vsqr qy hfÈIey bxfAux leI vrqdy sI. ieh klf bhuqI rfijaF-mhfrfijaF dI srpRsqI aDIn 
isrjI geI. ies krky ieh kMm AunHF dy suhj-suafd leI vI kIqf igaf. 
 
ajoky Xug ivc ivakqIgq svfDInqf df aihsfs hoieaf. ies nvIN sMvydnf qy injI suqMqrqf ivc isrjI klf ny ies Xuwg nUM mOilk qy 
invyklI pCfx bÉÈI. klf klfkfr leI svY-pRgtfvy df mfiDam bx geI. ies suqMqrqf df ivroD vI hoieaf; pr ieh ies 
isrjxfqmk pRvfh nUM rok nf sikaf. afDuink klf nUM sunihrI cOKitaF c susijq krnf prMprf df pRqIk sI. pr ieh pRivrqI jldI 
hI alop ho geI. ieDr Bfrq ivc muÊl, rfjpUq qy phfVI klm dy icqrF ivc sony dy vrk jF iehdy Got df kMm XQfrQk sI. 
 
myry mn ivc afieaf ik ikAuN nf sony, cFdI, kFsI qy qFbeI rMgF nUM sjfvt qoN ht ky ienHF ivc CupIaF sMBfvnfvF nUM pVqfilaf jfvy. 
ieh myrf suBfa vI hY. myrI klf dI pRyrxf pRikRqI qy ies ivc inq vjdy sMgIq ivc hY. iesy Dun nUM mfxidaF mYN ieksur ho ky kYnvs dy 
sfhvyN huMdf hF. kYnvs dy korypn qoN mYnUM zr lgdf hY. iesy zr nUM dUr krn leI mYN kYnvs `qy CfeI sÌYdI nUM koeI rMg lY ky Br idMdf 
hF. ieksurqf ivc guxguxfAuNidaF mYN apxy burÈ dIaF CohF ivc CupI lYa nUM lwBdf hF. ies sur-ivsqfr nUM sfjx leI mYN cfrkol nfÜ 
lIkdf hF. ies qrHF myrf kYnvs surF df jfÜ pRqIq huMdf hY. 
 
myry nvyN icqr iesy surqfl ivc Kyzdy sunihrI, cFdI, kFsI, qFbeI qy moqI rMg dy hn. ijvyN sUrj dI loa qy cMn cfnxI ivc idn rfq dy 
bdldy pihr – hr pihr nUM apxf rON, rMg qy rfg pRdfn krdy hn – kuJ ies qrF dy plF nUM pRgtfAux df aihsfs mYnUM ienHF rMgF dy 
aml ivc imÜdf hY. loa dI cfl ivc myry icqr hr pihr bdldy ivKfeI pYNdy hn. ienHF icqrF ivc pRikRqI vrgI sjIvqf hY, svyr-
sMJ dI mwDm loa c pMCIaF df cihchfAuxf hY qy loa df pfrgfmI sMgIq myrI isrjxfqmk pRikRaf dI Koj df aMg hY. iek hor pwK jo 
mYnUM cMgf lgdf hY - Auh ieh ik ijvyN asIN gulbIn c iCx-iCx bdldy rMg-brMgy rUp vyKdy hF; kuJ iesy qrHF smyN qy sQfn bdlx nfÜ 



icqrF ivc vI bdldy rMg qy rUp ivKfeI pYNdy hn. ienHF icqrF ivc cfnx Kyzdf hY. iesy Kyz nfÜ bdldy sur, Bfh qy rMgq apxI 
rfgmfÜf rcdI hY. ies cmkdI rfgmfÜf ivc mYnUM apxy inwkypx df anuBv huMdf hY qy vwzy hox df aihsfs vI. 

             - pRym isMG 
 
 

ight	
   from	
  my	
   childhood	
   the	
   shining	
   and	
   sparkling	
   things	
   around	
   fascinated	
  me.	
   Embroidery	
   done	
   in	
   zari,	
   tilla,	
  
gotta-­‐kinnãri,	
   salma-­‐sitãré added	
   joy	
   to	
   the	
   soul.	
   A	
  woman	
   laden	
  with	
   jewellery	
   held	
   a	
   special	
   charm	
   to	
  me.	
  

Playing	
  with	
  the	
  golden	
  and	
  silver	
  sheets	
  of	
  paper	
  was	
  a	
  pleasure.	
  Decorating	
  the	
  walls	
  with	
  the	
  painting	
  of	
  flowers	
  

and	
   leaves	
   in	
   gold	
   and	
   silver	
  was	
   a	
   passion	
   for	
  me.	
   The	
   use	
   of	
   such	
  metallic	
   colours	
   on	
   clay	
   toys	
  was	
   a	
   common	
  
phenomenon.	
   The	
   spirit	
   of	
   our	
   fairs,	
   festivals,	
   customs	
   and	
   ceremonies	
   glow	
   through	
   this.	
   Shining	
   gumbads	
   and	
  
kalash	
   of	
   gurdwaras	
   and	
   mandirs	
   reminded	
   me	
   of	
   the	
   divinely	
   powers.	
   Palaces	
   embellished	
   with	
   gold	
   and	
   silver	
  

denuded	
  royal	
  charm	
  and	
  grandeur.	
  In	
  all	
  such	
  manifestations	
  the	
  only	
  purpose	
  that	
  we	
  see	
  is	
  that	
  of	
  decoration.	
  

Art	
  awakened	
  in	
  me	
  at	
  an	
  early	
  age.	
  This	
  inspired	
  me	
  to	
  have	
  a	
  closer	
  look	
  on	
  the	
  works	
  of	
  art	
  created	
  in	
  the	
  East	
  and	
  
the	
  West	
  over	
  the	
  centuries.	
  Gold	
  leafs	
  or	
  its	
  ghot	
  were	
  used	
  by	
  Indian	
  artists	
  for	
  painting	
  of	
  mukats,	
  ornaments,	
  
garments,	
  borders	
  etc.	
  in	
  the	
  art	
  of	
  miniature	
  painting.	
  Most	
  of	
  this	
  art	
  was	
  produced	
  under	
  the	
  patronage	
  of	
  Rajas	
  

and	
  Maharajas	
  so	
  due	
  consideration	
  was	
  accorded	
  to	
  their	
  taste	
  and	
  liking.	
  

The	
  advent	
  of	
  modern	
  era	
  brought	
  with	
  it	
  a	
  new	
  thinking	
  which	
  led	
  to	
  individual	
  freedom.	
  This	
  newly	
  acquired	
  
autonomy	
  culminated	
  into	
  a	
  new	
  sensibility	
  and	
  gave	
  the	
  modern	
  period	
  a	
  distinct	
  identity.	
  Though	
  this	
  autonomy	
  
was	
  opposed	
  by	
  the	
  then	
  conventional	
  thinking	
  yet	
  it	
  could	
  not	
  stop	
  the	
  surge	
  of	
  creativity.	
  The	
  works	
  of	
  modern	
  art	
  

though	
  seen	
  in	
  ornamental	
  frames	
  in	
  earlier	
  times	
  did	
  reflect	
  on	
  the	
  traditional	
  mentality	
  but	
  it	
  soon	
  disappeared.	
  
Here	
  in	
  India	
  the	
  use	
  of	
  gold	
  and	
  silver	
  in	
  our	
  Mughal,	
  Rajput	
  and	
  Pahari	
  kalam	
  was	
  very	
  realistic.	
  

All	
  this	
  made	
  me	
  think	
  about	
  the	
  use	
  of	
  gold,	
  silver,	
  copper	
  and	
  bronze	
  beyond	
  its	
  conventional	
  use	
  and	
  explore	
  the	
  
tremendous	
  possibilities	
  hidden	
  in	
  these	
  colours.	
  This	
  was	
  also	
  a	
  part	
  of	
  my	
  nature	
  and	
  also	
  in	
  my	
  desire.	
  Moreover	
  

the	
  inspiration	
  of	
  my	
  art	
  lies	
  in	
  nature	
  and	
  its	
  eternal	
  music.	
  While	
  enjoying	
  this	
  eternal	
  music	
  I	
  approach	
  my	
  canvas	
  
to	
  sing	
  my	
  song	
  on	
  it.	
  The	
  whiteness	
  of	
  the	
  canvas	
  is	
  scary	
  to	
  me.	
  To	
  ward	
  off	
  the	
  scariness	
  I	
  fill	
  up	
  the	
  canvas	
  with	
  
just	
  one	
  colour.	
  That	
  colour	
  could	
  be	
  any.	
  In	
  the	
  process	
  I	
  discover	
  in	
  the	
  web	
  of	
  my	
  brush	
  strokes	
  a	
  new	
  rhythm	
  lying	
  

beneath	
  them.	
  In	
  such	
  a	
  vast	
  array	
  of	
  strokes	
  I	
  record	
  or	
  register	
  or	
  compose	
  by	
  outlining	
  them	
  with	
  charcoal.	
  Soon	
  
my	
  canvas	
  wears	
  a	
  web	
  of	
  different	
  tunes	
  and	
  tones.	
  

In	
  my	
  new	
  canvases	
  the	
  viewer	
  would	
  find	
  the	
  play	
  of	
  colours	
  -­‐	
  gold,	
  silver,	
  copper,	
  bronze	
  and	
  pearl	
  -­‐	
  in	
  as	
  varied	
  a	
  

manner	
  as	
  possible.	
  Like	
  the	
  shine	
  of	
  the	
  sun	
  and	
  the	
  moonlit	
  change	
  the	
  day	
  and	
  night	
  into	
  a	
  spectrum	
  of	
  different	
  
emotions	
  and	
  feelings	
  thus	
  evoking	
  a	
  special	
  mood,	
  colour	
  and	
  music	
  to	
  each	
  one	
  of	
  them.	
  I	
  try	
  to	
  evoke	
  the	
  same	
  
through	
  the	
  shine	
  and	
  sparkle	
  of	
  my	
  colours.	
  An	
  organic	
  feel	
  of	
  the	
  silent	
  activity	
  of	
  nature,	
  intensive	
  chirping	
  of	
  the	
  

birds	
  in	
  the	
  low	
  light	
  of	
  morning	
  and	
  evening,	
  the	
  transcendental	
  music	
  of	
  light	
  –	
  all	
  this	
  and	
  much	
  more	
  is	
  an	
  integral	
  
part	
  of	
  my	
  creative	
  quest.	
  Light	
  plays	
  in	
  my	
  painting.	
  And	
  in	
  this	
  play	
  the	
  changing	
  tones,	
  textures,	
  hues	
  and	
  shades	
  
create	
  a	
  Rãgmala	
  of	
  its	
  own.	
  And	
  in	
  the	
  shine	
  and	
  sparkle	
  of	
  the	
  Rãgmala,	
  I	
  not	
  only	
  experience	
  my	
  childhood	
  but	
  also	
  

the	
  realisation	
  of	
  my	
  own	
  growth.	
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