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When I was 11 years old my father died and the entire
family’s responsibility came on me. At that time one
aunty introduced me to the chit fund. We began the
committee with 15 people and with 6000 rupees.
Therefore, each one of us put 500 rupees and
whoever needed that money for accomplishing some
work, we used to draw their names through a
lottery. However, later that person had to repay the
money. Likewise, if anybody had to get their children
married, we used to draw his/her name. Though the
entire cost of the ceremony could not always be
covered, but, atleast they could use it for sewing
clothes. Slowly we started expanding our fund from
500 per person to 25000 per person.
An aunty used to stay behind my house. She was
also a member of the committee. She had two
daughters of marriageable age. Therefore one day
she kept a proposal of starting a big committee in
front of us. That was the time when we started a
committee of 1 lakh rupees. It was a committee of
20 people and 40,000 per month. She started two
committees, and as a result, got her daughters
married in a lavish ceremony.

It’s been 15 years, a man named Anwar used to stay
here; his wife worked in a parlour. One day he came
to me and told “my wife spent too much money
because of which I am unable to save”. I suggested
him to start a committee. He started two
committees, each of 1 lakh rupees. Again after 20
months, he started two committees worth 2 lakh
each. He bought a ﬂat from the money he received.
Recently he met me and said that he sold that ﬂat for
22 lakh. He bought another 1+1 ﬂat for 15 lakhs and
with the rest 7 lakh he got both his daughters married.
At present, his son is doing a job, and he has a stress
free life. This committee has helped a lot of people.
Bank will not lend you such a big amount. Take my
example. I have built my house with the help of this
committee. I started with a committee of 1 lakh and
with the accumulated money, I made this house.
However, demonetization has aﬀected all the
committees. It has destroyed all of them. Now who
will start a committee in cash? This committee is
made up of average to low income people and trivial
amounts are deposited. When people do not have
money how will the committee operate?
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Of course they will not pay in cheque, and in case they
do, I will have to deposit all of it in my account. My
account will have lakhs of rupees. Therefore, I will be
slammed with heavy tax as the government will not see
that the money is not entirely mine. How can I ﬁll tax
every year? That’s why we had to close the chit fund.
Likewise many women in general got aﬀected by
demonetization. There is a woman who stays just
beside my house. Her husband is an alcoholic. He
spends almost all his earnings in alcohol. Therefore,
without informing her husband, she started saving
money for meeting other house hold needs. Every
month, she used to keep aside an amount from the
household expenses, otherwise her alcoholic
husband would have spent that in drinking. Once the
children grow up, she planned to put them in good
school and in good tution using the money from the
savings. Thus she put a committee with her savings,
but she never had a bank account. She could never
manage time out of her household work to create an
account of her own. However, when the news of
demonetization came, she got very tensed. Who will
take the money that she has saved. She requested
one of her friends to deposit all the money in her
(friend’s) account. However, after a weeks her
friend returned all of the money and said that she
cannot deposit so much of money together. Finally,
she was forced to seek help from her husband.
Instantly her husband said “you always complained
that I don’t give you enough money for the household
expenses and look at you…you have saved so much
of money. Now wait! I will see how you save money.
From today, I will give you less money for house hold
expenses.” After saying this, he took all her money
andescaped. Still now she did not get her money
which she saved with so much hope.
An old lady in our colony also faced with similar fate.
Over past 7 years she saved some 45000 rupees, out
of the medical expenses her son used to give her. She
saved it as security for a later stage. After demonetization, she gave all the money to her son so that he
could safely deposit them in bank. Her son was not of

good nature. He took all the money from his mother
and did not return singlepaise to her. He spent the
entire amount. My own mother also encountered
problem. She saved about 25000 rupees which my
brother took. Till now he did not return it. On the
contrary he says “we are there for you. What will you
do with so much money?” Likewise, all women’s
money was taken by men. Women, whose husbands
used to give 10,000 rupees as household expenses,
reduced it to 8000- 9000 rupees, by saying that they
(the women) saved so much money, now they should
run the household with the given amount.
People are facing lots of problem due to the closure of
chit fund. Take for example, a member of our
committee, who stays in Hauz-Rani. After her
husband’s death, she used to work in a factory (which
manufactures sports equipment), behind the mall. One
day her daughter, who was in 10th std. suddenly fell
unconscious. After consulting the doctor she got to
know that her daughter has a hole in her heart. She
needed 1 lakh rupees to operate it. This is the amount
that government hospitals charge, private hospitals
charge even more. So, she came to me with her
problem. I suggested her to start the committee and
she would be the ﬁrst one to get all the money which
she could repay slowly. She did as I said and thus
gathered the money needed for the operation. Now
her daughter is absolutely ﬁne and is doing a job
somewhere. If not for the committee then from where
would poor women get so much of money?
Personally, I think, instead of betterment of the
situation, demonetization would adversely affect
people’s life. If anybody has more than 3 lakhs in
their account, legal action would be taken against
them. What do you expect people to do? They
won’t be able to help each other even. A section of
people’s thought processes flourished due to the
‘chit fund’, which is destroyed by demonetization.
Chit fund was also a medium for people to meet
and know each other, to build healthy relations,
which got affected as well!

Khirkee has witnessed your
departure as well
Photostory: Ghufran and Nitin

magazine01_english:Layout 2 14-03-2017 10:08 Page 3

10 Lanes of Encounters

Lanes of Encounters 3

Once upon a time... Kobra

Safar Mary

These are small words, but while hearing it, I
travel to my childhood and laugh at my silly
childhood.
I grew up with Fairytales which were full of
Magic and adventure.
I always searched for the heroes in my stories,
in real life, and believed that "Magic existed".
In all my troubles, I always waited for a fairy
or jinni to come and solve my problems which
were usually huge for me, as child.
Whenever I lost the way to my home, I used
to get afraid. I had to make sure that I did not
enter any ‘evil’ home. The belief according to
the stories from Afghanistan was that, the unknown houses were evil houses.
These stories were my biggest entertainment,
instead of googling every query, and spending
hours on the social media.
All my dreams and wishes were not actually,
to grow up like “lost boys in wonderland”.
When I was growing up, I realized that I can't
believe in Fairy tales and day dream about
them.
With development of the society, time became more valuable. Unfortunately, now,
there is no time for reading, even a small
story book.
I feel very lucky because I lived my childhood!
I didn't have to behave like an adult during my
childhood. Not like today’s kids, who sacriﬁce
their childhood for becoming successful, compared to a few others. Listening to the fairytales seem to be a childish act for them!
With advancement in technology, everyone is
going to be separated from each other. We
are so overwhelmed by technology, that the
real world is strange and alien to us!
Going back to the Afghan stories, I think that
technology is the story’s evil! Why? Because it
is eating our sweet memories, our times of togetherness. It is making us live like robots,
whereby we need to work all the time.
Only a true “Magic” can save us, and bring

Safar month is a holy month in Lunar calendar
that comes once a year, and is a special month for
Muslim women, especially Afghan women. Safar
is celebrated only in the Muslim countries in Central Asia. It has a religious and cultural value.
Whenever a woman has a wish or desire that
needs to be fulﬁlled, then she looks forward to
this occasion and has an intent to have it. It is a
gathering of relatives and friends of the woman,
at her place, for one day, usually during lunch. All
the women meet and have a meal. Then, they
pray together for that woman’s happiness. They
wish her the best and pray that she receives all
the best things.
My mom also had this occasion with me. My mom
and sister informed all my friends to come on a
particular day and enjoy the meal. All my friends
came and enjoyed a lot. I too, had fun.
That day was such a busy one that I couldn’t even
sit with my friends. I got stuck with my tasks and
my friends also helped me. We cooked Shir
brinj(Kheer in Hindi) and chicken sauce. We all enjoyed a lot. The entire day, people kept coming
and I was busy in washing the dishes. I liked the
way all the ladies came, had meal and prayed for
our family’s happiness. It was one of those days
which made me realize that unity brings happiness, smiles, joys and love. The meeting of all the
relatives and friends put a smile on our lips and
comforted our hearts.
One day, in Safar month, we had the occasion. On
the other days, we had to go to other friends’
houses for the same purpose. Like this, all the
women were busy for the whole month.
As this is a one month festival we got many experiences by going to others’ houses. One day when
I came back from volleyball practice in morning
with other friends, we decided to go together in
afternoon, for having meal. On that night we had
guests as well. My sister went to her friend’s
house and I had to do the house work.
I was also supposed to go for having sheer brinj
with friends. My mom was not letting me go because we were having guests. Yet, friends were

back our smiles- only true Magic.
Sometimes stories can lead to dreams. There
are some people who cannot reach their goals
and the only other thing that they can do, is to
dream about them. Unfortunately, I am like
these kind of people. I couldn't fulﬁll my explorations about having a collection of unique
dreams.
The place where I lived in Afghanistan, was
not a place for exploring. We were not allowed to enter the spaces, where there were
possibilities of ﬁnding interesting objects.
We were not allowed as the atmosphere
there was always tense. It could take a violent
turn any moment.
All my dreams were shaped by my mother's
stories. In the stories, she always described
her childhood with a lot of interest.
My mom climbed the highest mountain in her
village. Once, I also wanted to climb a mountain with my father. The young boys who
were living near the mountain, told my father
that the" place is not safe". My father told me
that the next time we come, we will climb to
the highest point of mountain. But that day
never came. My mom had all the adventures
that I dream about. She travelled alone, rode
horses for fun. My mother enjoyed her life.
Without fear, she fulﬁlled all her wishes.
I tried to make my dreams come true! But life
is not like fairy tales. In real life, dreams will
remain dreams forever. Yet, fairy tales and
stories make us learn about so many wondrous things about life!
My childhood was sacriﬁced for unwanted
wars which I have no interest in, and was not
even a part of. Why couldn't I enjoy my childhood? Why? I always had the dream to walk in
the Gardens, without any fear and ride a
horse, like my mother did. But only in dreams
I can do those only in dreams.

calling and insisting me to come. I tried to do
something so that neither my mother nor my
friends, get hurt. I promised my mother to come
back quickly. Then I went with my friends and had
a meal in another friend’s house. Their house was
full of ladies who wore beautiful clothes but I
couldn’t change my clothes because there was less
time.
We all had meal and talked, laughed and shared
many jokes. Then I had to leave quickly, even
though, my friends didn't want me to leave.
Thankfully, I had an excuse to leave. This way I
got to keep both my promises by managing my
work and time.
The other day was my Aunt's occasion, and therefore another busy day for me. I worked and
helped her because she couldn't do all the tasks
alone. So many ladies came, ate and went. A lady
was showing her beautiful bracelet to the other
ladies, that day. Everyone was asking the price
and the place from where she bought it. They
couldn’t stop chattering even for a second. I understood that once the ladies gather, they won’t
sit quietly. I got a headache that day because I didn't have my own friends with whom I could sit. I
ended up listening to elder ladies’ gossip.
One of the days in the Safar month, we were invited to our neighbour’s place. Six of us went together and even though there wasn’t a lot of
space to sit, we managed. I ate a little and then
made way for some other girls. After they ﬁnished eating, I sat once more and ﬁnished my
meal.
There was little diﬀerence in the way the occasion
was carried out in India compared to Afghanistan.
In Afghanistan, we mostly invited our close relatives and few of our friends. Mom didn't have
many friends there. In India, she goes to English
class in Bosco, Malviya Nagar and has made lots
of friends, many of whom, she didn't know before. Here, in India, we have lots of new friends,
who were strangers to us in Aghanistan. However, experience says that the new ones are in no
way less precious than the old ones.
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An Afghan Wedding Zeenat
Weddings in Afghanistan and India have lots of
diﬀerences. Going to someone's wedding,
being a part and witnessing someone's new
life is quite exciting.
In India, Afghani weddings are very rare because most of our relatives are in Afghanistan.
So, one evening, when I went to someone's
wedding here in India, it reminded me of my
culture, my country.
This particular evening i wished that i was in
Afghanistan, living in peace with relatives and
friends. Suddenly when I came out of my day
dream and realized that it is not possible to go
back into the world that I had been a part of,
made me sad.
However at present, we are living with people
who are not known to us. Initially, it was a big
problem to adjust with the people whom we
didn't know.
Once we start knowing them, it becomes easier to adjust with them, to talk to them and to
extend friendship.
I have met many people here. All of them
have been good to us and they never let us
feel lonely. Now we have become friends.
So we like to attend the weddings of these
people, whom we have met recently.
The interesting thing about these weddings are
the cultural aspects. Wedding gives a chance to
be in touch, meet friends and takes our mind
away from the usual busy , mundane routine.
When we enter the hall, the decorations are
diﬀerent from Afghanistan yet somethings are
similar. The elderly people sit at the gate to
welcome the guests.

In Afghan weddings, males and females sit in
separate halls however, here, both of them sit
with their family in one hall.
The clothes they wear are somewhat similar to
the ones, people wear in Afghanistan.
The girls wear the same dresses though, in
Afghanistan, the girls wear full sleeves, here
they wear half sleeves.
The brides are usually seen wearing white long
dresses and grooms are seen wearing suits.
When the bride and groom enter the hall for
the occasion, the young girls and boys start
dancing to Afghani songs. After that ,mehendi
takes place. We do 'Attan'. It is our culture
dance and we are expected to wear our
Afghani dress which we call Gand Afghani.
After 'Attan' is over, all the girls and boys go up
on the stage and take photos with the married
couple. Then they come and change their
dresses, if they want. Maternal uncle of the
bride puts mehendi on her hands. This also takes
place in Afghanistan. After that all girls and boys
continue their dance. Sometimes they dance to
rehearsed numbers or else they dance to
whichever songs are being played. After few
minutes, dinner is served. The relatives of bride
and groom take the microphone to welcome
the guests and wish the couple the very best for
their future. Here we stand in a queue and take
plates to get food for ourselves. In Afghanistan
we sit at the table and the waiter comes to us to
serve food. The party here ends early whereas in
Afghanistan, most of the wedding parties end at
12 or 1.

new place. Meanwhile, a huge crowd of men
gathered. There were no women. We asked the
crowd what they thought of the painting. One
replied that “this painting is of dead people”. Another one replied “children are eating ice cream
in the painting”. Someone said that he does not
like the painting of girls sitting in public. Various
responses came from diﬀerent people.
KTji told us that when any customer comes to his
shop, they ﬁrst ask who made this drawing and he
tells them that the girls from Khirkee made this
drawing. He says that this painting never leaves him
alone. This painting is like a friend to him as whenever he is alone, the painting talks to him and asks
how he is.
All of a sudden, a guy from the crowd said that
way girls dress up these days, is not good. They
wear shorts and crop tops which make the boys
stare at them. Clothes are for hiding bodies. Then,
they started talking about my clothes. They commented on what I was wearing. They pointed to
me and said “such tight clothes- tight pants”.
They told that I wasn’t dressed properly whereas

Razia, my friend, who was wearing the hijab,
dressed the way women should be dressed. I responded to them saying that God has given us
eyes to see, but deﬁnitely not to search for ﬂaws
in other people unnecessarily. We also asked him
how he would feel if someone said the same thing
to his wife or daughter. There was a lot of debate
but in the end, this was a very good opportunity
for us to be in a dialogue with the men, which we
earlier would never dare to do.
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Then we asked him about his customers. He said
that girls as well as boys come. Men bring their
wives and sisters’ shoes and women bring their
husband’s shoes. The cobbler gives them a speciﬁc
time to return so as to take their shoes.
We asked him if he sees girls and women in this
area. He said that he doesn't notice. He is busy
with his work but he'll be noticing now. Cobbler
uncle has regular customers as well. Every Sunday,
they come to meet him. There are two men, who
are very close to him. Around 100 to 150 people
come each day. There are kids, women and men.
He told us that he is willing to come to all our
events, but feels a bit shy as he thinks, he might
be an odd man out there. We gave him assurance
that he must not feel embarrassed as everyone is
treated equally in our group.
KT ji
Then we went to KT ji, the barber, in front of the
Khoj café, on the same street. We painted girls
playing cards. The painting was made by me and
my friends, Razia, Fatema, Tabassum, Zeenat and
many more. Ma’am helped us to paint like she

used to make the outline of the ﬁgure and made
us learn how to make a ﬁgure on the wall itself.
Then we used to ﬁll the paintings with bright and
dull colors.
Few days later, a barber shop came up at that
same spot. Suddenly, this made me curious to
know why he had moved his shop. So, we decided to ask him why he moved from his old
place to here.
On 29th October 2016, we went to KTji for asking
questions which stayed in our heads for so long.
When we went there, KTji was going to eat his
lunch so we had to wait for 30 minutes.
For me, it was alright as we discussed the questions and divided the work. I was sick and was
worried initially. Then I was really happy seeing
my team members helping me out. While we were
talking, writing down the notes, and clicking pictures, KTji came. We asked him why he has moved
his shop suddenly. He said that 'this drawing was
so attractive to me'. We asked him what was so attractive about it. He said that he found the drawing so enchanting that he couldn’t stop himself
from moving his shop from the old location to this

An afternoon in the park Zeenat
It is a sunny and windy day and 2:00'oclock in the afternoon. On the way to MMTC Park with two of my friends
Vidhi and Tabassum.
They were making videos and clicking photos. At ﬁrst,
we reached Bhaghat Singh Park. There were many
young people playing diﬀerent games like gili danda,
football etc. We spent not much time in the park.
We crossed Bhagat Singh and walked to Mehta Park
later on.
Here we saw some aunties sitting on the ground and
happily chatting. We also saw many dogs on our way .
Some were lying on the road , and the other was looking for something in the garbage.
We walked past Mehta Park and reached MMTC. On the
way to MMTC Park, some work like construction work
was going on. We went to the side where the gym was.
There we could see children, a couple of women and
one man, who I saw earlier in the park.
Later we moved towards an encircled area inside the
park. It is not a colony but a cluster of few houses. On
the gate there were lots of clothes hanging . To me, it
seemed like a village. On every door, there were big
locks. We tried calling some one but no one answered.
There was a well outside and it was very deep . A cow
was there when we were entering. There were two pup-

pies and one kid strolling. But we couldnot see any elderly people around. Initially, the houses seemed to be
very strange and looked like they were haunted.
However the hanging clothes on the gate reﬂects an existing village life. Mostly what fascinated me was the
well. In the city the well is very rare. It seemed to be another unusual thing. The houses were old and had
small rooms. There was no water in the well and I wondered, how they managed to live there. Apart from pet
animals, we could ﬁnd matkas ( earthen vessels) .
The well looked interesting to me . I gave more importance to that well than anything else because when ever
I see any well, i just keep wondering and lot of questions
come to my mind like how deep is it? whether its is
haunted or maybe it has a story. How people use it? Does
it have water ? I imagine that most villages have wells .
Villages in Afghanistan have also got the wells. We can
ﬁnd wells in the city as well, in the old mansions in
Afghanistan, as my mother often talks about it. So it was
only the well that caught my attention in that park when
I went there . But when I saw that it was not having
water, I was curious to check it's depth and I threw my
pen in it. When I threw my pen in it, it didn't make any
loud sound, it gave a very light sound . This made me
think that the well must be very deep.
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Negotiating with the Vidhi
Streets of Khirkee
Earlier when we used to go to the mall we generally took the path which leads to khoj café. When
I used to walk past the street, I felt uncomfortable, especially if I had to walk alone. I usually
went to buy meat which was in the same street.
As I felt alone and uncomfortable, I used to ask
my friends to come with me. This particular
street was full of men. This made me feel a bit
scared, because I was surrounded by men, and
sometimes drunk men too.
Those days, when I was by myself on the street I
walked so fast that other than a Chinese food
shop, a chicken shop and a barber shop with a
large mirror, I hardly witnessed any other shops or
events around that locality. I only preferred the

route since it felt like a short cut for mall.
However, for a year and a half, now that I am engaged with the project Mobile Mohalla (earlier,
Networks and Neighbourhood), and painted one
of the walls with my friends, standing in the public, we have learnt to negotiate with the people in
the streets. For instance, we did not know Jhaji,
the tea stall owner or the Ktji, the barber or Raju,
the cobbler. We did not know anyone from the
other shops. When I walk through the lane, now,
the street is so familiar to me that I can even walk
alone. And now I do walk alone. I don't get scared
when I am surrounded by men. Now, I don't even
see drunk men. Also, the people in this street
know me and I know them too.

In order to negotiate with the men and also to reclaim the streets and other public spaces, we decided to paint the wall where girls were the
theme of the graphiti. The painting shows young
girls involved in various actions on the streets of
Khirkee and HauzRani. After painting around
seven walls, we went back to those places to ﬁnd
out what changes took place in the area, after the
painting- how were the men reacting , were they
accepting the painting of girls in the male dominated spaces or were they unhappy. Maybe, they
overlooked the matter.
Raju Uncle
Raju uncle sits near a street corner which is at the
juncture of Khirkee extension and the streets of
Hauz Rani. We painted a woman cobbler behind
Raju uncle’s spot, and a girl reading book on the
other wall.
We went to the cobbler uncle and talked to him.
He told us that he is working in New Delhi

Malviya nagar, for 8 years and he likes working
here.
We asked him how he feels about painting. He
said that it's very nice. He told us that if he sees
someone pasting a paper on the painting he
tries to remove it.
He said that he likes it very much and when many
people ask him if he likes it, he says “yes I do”. We
asked him, do you feel uncomfortable that just at
the back of where you sit, there is a painting of
girl doing same thing that you do. He said “No, I
don't. Because, I don't have any discrimination between girls and boys.” He told us earlier there
was a drawing of a tiger but when we, along with
Ma’am, painted the girl cobbler, it was liked by
everyone.
Something very unique came up! Some people
ask him that just above your head there is a painting of a girl, and her feet is touching his head.
Doesn’t he feel awkward? He replied that he
doesn't feel bad with this.
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don't. Because, I don't have any discrimination between girls and boys.” He told us earlier there
was a drawing of a tiger but when we, along with
Ma’am, painted the girl cobbler, it was liked by
everyone.
Something very unique came up! Some people
ask him that just above your head there is a painting of a girl, and her feet is touching his head.
Doesn’t he feel awkward? He replied that he
doesn't feel bad with this.
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Then we asked him about his customers. He said
that girls as well as boys come. Men bring their
wives and sisters’ shoes and women bring their
husband’s shoes. The cobbler gives them a speciﬁc
time to return so as to take their shoes.
We asked him if he sees girls and women in this
area. He said that he doesn't notice. He is busy
with his work but he'll be noticing now. Cobbler
uncle has regular customers as well. Every Sunday,
they come to meet him. There are two men, who
are very close to him. Around 100 to 150 people
come each day. There are kids, women and men.
He told us that he is willing to come to all our
events, but feels a bit shy as he thinks, he might
be an odd man out there. We gave him assurance
that he must not feel embarrassed as everyone is
treated equally in our group.
KT ji
Then we went to KT ji, the barber, in front of the
Khoj café, on the same street. We painted girls
playing cards. The painting was made by me and
my friends, Razia, Fatema, Tabassum, Zeenat and
many more. Ma’am helped us to paint like she

used to make the outline of the ﬁgure and made
us learn how to make a ﬁgure on the wall itself.
Then we used to ﬁll the paintings with bright and
dull colors.
Few days later, a barber shop came up at that
same spot. Suddenly, this made me curious to
know why he had moved his shop. So, we decided to ask him why he moved from his old
place to here.
On 29th October 2016, we went to KTji for asking
questions which stayed in our heads for so long.
When we went there, KTji was going to eat his
lunch so we had to wait for 30 minutes.
For me, it was alright as we discussed the questions and divided the work. I was sick and was
worried initially. Then I was really happy seeing
my team members helping me out. While we were
talking, writing down the notes, and clicking pictures, KTji came. We asked him why he has moved
his shop suddenly. He said that 'this drawing was
so attractive to me'. We asked him what was so attractive about it. He said that he found the drawing so enchanting that he couldn’t stop himself
from moving his shop from the old location to this

An afternoon in the park Zeenat
It is a sunny and windy day and 2:00'oclock in the afternoon. On the way to MMTC Park with two of my friends
Vidhi and Tabassum.
They were making videos and clicking photos. At ﬁrst,
we reached Bhaghat Singh Park. There were many
young people playing diﬀerent games like gili danda,
football etc. We spent not much time in the park.
We crossed Bhagat Singh and walked to Mehta Park
later on.
Here we saw some aunties sitting on the ground and
happily chatting. We also saw many dogs on our way .
Some were lying on the road , and the other was looking for something in the garbage.
We walked past Mehta Park and reached MMTC. On the
way to MMTC Park, some work like construction work
was going on. We went to the side where the gym was.
There we could see children, a couple of women and
one man, who I saw earlier in the park.
Later we moved towards an encircled area inside the
park. It is not a colony but a cluster of few houses. On
the gate there were lots of clothes hanging . To me, it
seemed like a village. On every door, there were big
locks. We tried calling some one but no one answered.
There was a well outside and it was very deep . A cow
was there when we were entering. There were two pup-

pies and one kid strolling. But we couldnot see any elderly people around. Initially, the houses seemed to be
very strange and looked like they were haunted.
However the hanging clothes on the gate reﬂects an existing village life. Mostly what fascinated me was the
well. In the city the well is very rare. It seemed to be another unusual thing. The houses were old and had
small rooms. There was no water in the well and I wondered, how they managed to live there. Apart from pet
animals, we could ﬁnd matkas ( earthen vessels) .
The well looked interesting to me . I gave more importance to that well than anything else because when ever
I see any well, i just keep wondering and lot of questions
come to my mind like how deep is it? whether its is
haunted or maybe it has a story. How people use it? Does
it have water ? I imagine that most villages have wells .
Villages in Afghanistan have also got the wells. We can
ﬁnd wells in the city as well, in the old mansions in
Afghanistan, as my mother often talks about it. So it was
only the well that caught my attention in that park when
I went there . But when I saw that it was not having
water, I was curious to check it's depth and I threw my
pen in it. When I threw my pen in it, it didn't make any
loud sound, it gave a very light sound . This made me
think that the well must be very deep.
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An Afghan Wedding Zeenat
Weddings in Afghanistan and India have lots of
diﬀerences. Going to someone's wedding,
being a part and witnessing someone's new
life is quite exciting.
In India, Afghani weddings are very rare because most of our relatives are in Afghanistan.
So, one evening, when I went to someone's
wedding here in India, it reminded me of my
culture, my country.
This particular evening i wished that i was in
Afghanistan, living in peace with relatives and
friends. Suddenly when I came out of my day
dream and realized that it is not possible to go
back into the world that I had been a part of,
made me sad.
However at present, we are living with people
who are not known to us. Initially, it was a big
problem to adjust with the people whom we
didn't know.
Once we start knowing them, it becomes easier to adjust with them, to talk to them and to
extend friendship.
I have met many people here. All of them
have been good to us and they never let us
feel lonely. Now we have become friends.
So we like to attend the weddings of these
people, whom we have met recently.
The interesting thing about these weddings are
the cultural aspects. Wedding gives a chance to
be in touch, meet friends and takes our mind
away from the usual busy , mundane routine.
When we enter the hall, the decorations are
diﬀerent from Afghanistan yet somethings are
similar. The elderly people sit at the gate to
welcome the guests.

In Afghan weddings, males and females sit in
separate halls however, here, both of them sit
with their family in one hall.
The clothes they wear are somewhat similar to
the ones, people wear in Afghanistan.
The girls wear the same dresses though, in
Afghanistan, the girls wear full sleeves, here
they wear half sleeves.
The brides are usually seen wearing white long
dresses and grooms are seen wearing suits.
When the bride and groom enter the hall for
the occasion, the young girls and boys start
dancing to Afghani songs. After that ,mehendi
takes place. We do 'Attan'. It is our culture
dance and we are expected to wear our
Afghani dress which we call Gand Afghani.
After 'Attan' is over, all the girls and boys go up
on the stage and take photos with the married
couple. Then they come and change their
dresses, if they want. Maternal uncle of the
bride puts mehendi on her hands. This also takes
place in Afghanistan. After that all girls and boys
continue their dance. Sometimes they dance to
rehearsed numbers or else they dance to
whichever songs are being played. After few
minutes, dinner is served. The relatives of bride
and groom take the microphone to welcome
the guests and wish the couple the very best for
their future. Here we stand in a queue and take
plates to get food for ourselves. In Afghanistan
we sit at the table and the waiter comes to us to
serve food. The party here ends early whereas in
Afghanistan, most of the wedding parties end at
12 or 1.

new place. Meanwhile, a huge crowd of men
gathered. There were no women. We asked the
crowd what they thought of the painting. One
replied that “this painting is of dead people”. Another one replied “children are eating ice cream
in the painting”. Someone said that he does not
like the painting of girls sitting in public. Various
responses came from diﬀerent people.
KTji told us that when any customer comes to his
shop, they ﬁrst ask who made this drawing and he
tells them that the girls from Khirkee made this
drawing. He says that this painting never leaves him
alone. This painting is like a friend to him as whenever he is alone, the painting talks to him and asks
how he is.
All of a sudden, a guy from the crowd said that
way girls dress up these days, is not good. They
wear shorts and crop tops which make the boys
stare at them. Clothes are for hiding bodies. Then,
they started talking about my clothes. They commented on what I was wearing. They pointed to
me and said “such tight clothes- tight pants”.
They told that I wasn’t dressed properly whereas

Razia, my friend, who was wearing the hijab,
dressed the way women should be dressed. I responded to them saying that God has given us
eyes to see, but deﬁnitely not to search for ﬂaws
in other people unnecessarily. We also asked him
how he would feel if someone said the same thing
to his wife or daughter. There was a lot of debate
but in the end, this was a very good opportunity
for us to be in a dialogue with the men, which we
earlier would never dare to do.
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Once upon a time... Kobra

Safar Mary

These are small words, but while hearing it, I
travel to my childhood and laugh at my silly
childhood.
I grew up with Fairytales which were full of
Magic and adventure.
I always searched for the heroes in my stories,
in real life, and believed that "Magic existed".
In all my troubles, I always waited for a fairy
or jinni to come and solve my problems which
were usually huge for me, as child.
Whenever I lost the way to my home, I used
to get afraid. I had to make sure that I did not
enter any ‘evil’ home. The belief according to
the stories from Afghanistan was that, the unknown houses were evil houses.
These stories were my biggest entertainment,
instead of googling every query, and spending
hours on the social media.
All my dreams and wishes were not actually,
to grow up like “lost boys in wonderland”.
When I was growing up, I realized that I can't
believe in Fairy tales and day dream about
them.
With development of the society, time became more valuable. Unfortunately, now,
there is no time for reading, even a small
story book.
I feel very lucky because I lived my childhood!
I didn't have to behave like an adult during my
childhood. Not like today’s kids, who sacriﬁce
their childhood for becoming successful, compared to a few others. Listening to the fairytales seem to be a childish act for them!
With advancement in technology, everyone is
going to be separated from each other. We
are so overwhelmed by technology, that the
real world is strange and alien to us!
Going back to the Afghan stories, I think that
technology is the story’s evil! Why? Because it
is eating our sweet memories, our times of togetherness. It is making us live like robots,
whereby we need to work all the time.
Only a true “Magic” can save us, and bring

Safar month is a holy month in Lunar calendar
that comes once a year, and is a special month for
Muslim women, especially Afghan women. Safar
is celebrated only in the Muslim countries in Central Asia. It has a religious and cultural value.
Whenever a woman has a wish or desire that
needs to be fulﬁlled, then she looks forward to
this occasion and has an intent to have it. It is a
gathering of relatives and friends of the woman,
at her place, for one day, usually during lunch. All
the women meet and have a meal. Then, they
pray together for that woman’s happiness. They
wish her the best and pray that she receives all
the best things.
My mom also had this occasion with me. My mom
and sister informed all my friends to come on a
particular day and enjoy the meal. All my friends
came and enjoyed a lot. I too, had fun.
That day was such a busy one that I couldn’t even
sit with my friends. I got stuck with my tasks and
my friends also helped me. We cooked Shir
brinj(Kheer in Hindi) and chicken sauce. We all enjoyed a lot. The entire day, people kept coming
and I was busy in washing the dishes. I liked the
way all the ladies came, had meal and prayed for
our family’s happiness. It was one of those days
which made me realize that unity brings happiness, smiles, joys and love. The meeting of all the
relatives and friends put a smile on our lips and
comforted our hearts.
One day, in Safar month, we had the occasion. On
the other days, we had to go to other friends’
houses for the same purpose. Like this, all the
women were busy for the whole month.
As this is a one month festival we got many experiences by going to others’ houses. One day when
I came back from volleyball practice in morning
with other friends, we decided to go together in
afternoon, for having meal. On that night we had
guests as well. My sister went to her friend’s
house and I had to do the house work.
I was also supposed to go for having sheer brinj
with friends. My mom was not letting me go because we were having guests. Yet, friends were

back our smiles- only true Magic.
Sometimes stories can lead to dreams. There
are some people who cannot reach their goals
and the only other thing that they can do, is to
dream about them. Unfortunately, I am like
these kind of people. I couldn't fulﬁll my explorations about having a collection of unique
dreams.
The place where I lived in Afghanistan, was
not a place for exploring. We were not allowed to enter the spaces, where there were
possibilities of ﬁnding interesting objects.
We were not allowed as the atmosphere
there was always tense. It could take a violent
turn any moment.
All my dreams were shaped by my mother's
stories. In the stories, she always described
her childhood with a lot of interest.
My mom climbed the highest mountain in her
village. Once, I also wanted to climb a mountain with my father. The young boys who
were living near the mountain, told my father
that the" place is not safe". My father told me
that the next time we come, we will climb to
the highest point of mountain. But that day
never came. My mom had all the adventures
that I dream about. She travelled alone, rode
horses for fun. My mother enjoyed her life.
Without fear, she fulﬁlled all her wishes.
I tried to make my dreams come true! But life
is not like fairy tales. In real life, dreams will
remain dreams forever. Yet, fairy tales and
stories make us learn about so many wondrous things about life!
My childhood was sacriﬁced for unwanted
wars which I have no interest in, and was not
even a part of. Why couldn't I enjoy my childhood? Why? I always had the dream to walk in
the Gardens, without any fear and ride a
horse, like my mother did. But only in dreams
I can do those only in dreams.

calling and insisting me to come. I tried to do
something so that neither my mother nor my
friends, get hurt. I promised my mother to come
back quickly. Then I went with my friends and had
a meal in another friend’s house. Their house was
full of ladies who wore beautiful clothes but I
couldn’t change my clothes because there was less
time.
We all had meal and talked, laughed and shared
many jokes. Then I had to leave quickly, even
though, my friends didn't want me to leave.
Thankfully, I had an excuse to leave. This way I
got to keep both my promises by managing my
work and time.
The other day was my Aunt's occasion, and therefore another busy day for me. I worked and
helped her because she couldn't do all the tasks
alone. So many ladies came, ate and went. A lady
was showing her beautiful bracelet to the other
ladies, that day. Everyone was asking the price
and the place from where she bought it. They
couldn’t stop chattering even for a second. I understood that once the ladies gather, they won’t
sit quietly. I got a headache that day because I didn't have my own friends with whom I could sit. I
ended up listening to elder ladies’ gossip.
One of the days in the Safar month, we were invited to our neighbour’s place. Six of us went together and even though there wasn’t a lot of
space to sit, we managed. I ate a little and then
made way for some other girls. After they ﬁnished eating, I sat once more and ﬁnished my
meal.
There was little diﬀerence in the way the occasion
was carried out in India compared to Afghanistan.
In Afghanistan, we mostly invited our close relatives and few of our friends. Mom didn't have
many friends there. In India, she goes to English
class in Bosco, Malviya Nagar and has made lots
of friends, many of whom, she didn't know before. Here, in India, we have lots of new friends,
who were strangers to us in Aghanistan. However, experience says that the new ones are in no
way less precious than the old ones.
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Of course they will not pay in cheque, and in case they
do, I will have to deposit all of it in my account. My
account will have lakhs of rupees. Therefore, I will be
slammed with heavy tax as the government will not see
that the money is not entirely mine. How can I ﬁll tax
every year? That’s why we had to close the chit fund.
Likewise many women in general got aﬀected by
demonetization. There is a woman who stays just
beside my house. Her husband is an alcoholic. He
spends almost all his earnings in alcohol. Therefore,
without informing her husband, she started saving
money for meeting other house hold needs. Every
month, she used to keep aside an amount from the
household expenses, otherwise her alcoholic
husband would have spent that in drinking. Once the
children grow up, she planned to put them in good
school and in good tution using the money from the
savings. Thus she put a committee with her savings,
but she never had a bank account. She could never
manage time out of her household work to create an
account of her own. However, when the news of
demonetization came, she got very tensed. Who will
take the money that she has saved. She requested
one of her friends to deposit all the money in her
(friend’s) account. However, after a weeks her
friend returned all of the money and said that she
cannot deposit so much of money together. Finally,
she was forced to seek help from her husband.
Instantly her husband said “you always complained
that I don’t give you enough money for the household
expenses and look at you…you have saved so much
of money. Now wait! I will see how you save money.
From today, I will give you less money for house hold
expenses.” After saying this, he took all her money
andescaped. Still now she did not get her money
which she saved with so much hope.
An old lady in our colony also faced with similar fate.
Over past 7 years she saved some 45000 rupees, out
of the medical expenses her son used to give her. She
saved it as security for a later stage. After demonetization, she gave all the money to her son so that he
could safely deposit them in bank. Her son was not of

good nature. He took all the money from his mother
and did not return singlepaise to her. He spent the
entire amount. My own mother also encountered
problem. She saved about 25000 rupees which my
brother took. Till now he did not return it. On the
contrary he says “we are there for you. What will you
do with so much money?” Likewise, all women’s
money was taken by men. Women, whose husbands
used to give 10,000 rupees as household expenses,
reduced it to 8000- 9000 rupees, by saying that they
(the women) saved so much money, now they should
run the household with the given amount.
People are facing lots of problem due to the closure of
chit fund. Take for example, a member of our
committee, who stays in Hauz-Rani. After her
husband’s death, she used to work in a factory (which
manufactures sports equipment), behind the mall. One
day her daughter, who was in 10th std. suddenly fell
unconscious. After consulting the doctor she got to
know that her daughter has a hole in her heart. She
needed 1 lakh rupees to operate it. This is the amount
that government hospitals charge, private hospitals
charge even more. So, she came to me with her
problem. I suggested her to start the committee and
she would be the ﬁrst one to get all the money which
she could repay slowly. She did as I said and thus
gathered the money needed for the operation. Now
her daughter is absolutely ﬁne and is doing a job
somewhere. If not for the committee then from where
would poor women get so much of money?
Personally, I think, instead of betterment of the
situation, demonetization would adversely affect
people’s life. If anybody has more than 3 lakhs in
their account, legal action would be taken against
them. What do you expect people to do? They
won’t be able to help each other even. A section of
people’s thought processes flourished due to the
‘chit fund’, which is destroyed by demonetization.
Chit fund was also a medium for people to meet
and know each other, to build healthy relations,
which got affected as well!

Khirkee has witnessed your
departure as well
Photostory: Ghufran and Nitin
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When I was 11 years old my father died and the entire
family’s responsibility came on me. At that time one
aunty introduced me to the chit fund. We began the
committee with 15 people and with 6000 rupees.
Therefore, each one of us put 500 rupees and
whoever needed that money for accomplishing some
work, we used to draw their names through a
lottery. However, later that person had to repay the
money. Likewise, if anybody had to get their children
married, we used to draw his/her name. Though the
entire cost of the ceremony could not always be
covered, but, atleast they could use it for sewing
clothes. Slowly we started expanding our fund from
500 per person to 25000 per person.
An aunty used to stay behind my house. She was
also a member of the committee. She had two
daughters of marriageable age. Therefore one day
she kept a proposal of starting a big committee in
front of us. That was the time when we started a
committee of 1 lakh rupees. It was a committee of
20 people and 40,000 per month. She started two
committees, and as a result, got her daughters
married in a lavish ceremony.

It’s been 15 years, a man named Anwar used to stay
here; his wife worked in a parlour. One day he came
to me and told “my wife spent too much money
because of which I am unable to save”. I suggested
him to start a committee. He started two
committees, each of 1 lakh rupees. Again after 20
months, he started two committees worth 2 lakh
each. He bought a ﬂat from the money he received.
Recently he met me and said that he sold that ﬂat for
22 lakh. He bought another 1+1 ﬂat for 15 lakhs and
with the rest 7 lakh he got both his daughters married.
At present, his son is doing a job, and he has a stress
free life. This committee has helped a lot of people.
Bank will not lend you such a big amount. Take my
example. I have built my house with the help of this
committee. I started with a committee of 1 lakh and
with the accumulated money, I made this house.
However, demonetization has aﬀected all the
committees. It has destroyed all of them. Now who
will start a committee in cash? This committee is
made up of average to low income people and trivial
amounts are deposited. When people do not have
money how will the committee operate?

