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Pre-Reading Questions

Q1: What challenges or feelings of anticipation do you associate with a journey through an

unfamiliar and potentially rugged landscape?

Answer: Traversing an unfamiliar, rugged landscape brings a mixture of exhilaration and
anxiety|[cite: 14]. The anticipation stems from curiosity about scenic wonders and unknown cultures,
while the challenges include navigating narrow mountain roads, facing unpredictable weather, and
dealing with physical exhaustion|[cite: 14].
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Q2: How might the history of a place influence a traveller’s experience and the overall

atmosphere of a landscape?

Answer: History adds depth and mystery to a physical landscape[cite: 14]. Ancient ruins, stupas, or
historical passes evoke a sense of timelessness, making the traveller feel as though they are walking
through living history rather than merely viewing scenery|cite: 14].

Complete Chapter English to Urdu Translation

PARAGRAPH 1: ARRIVAL AND CROSSING THE MALAKAND PASS

Spring time is beautiful in most places, but when the young leaves and the fruit blossom, the
flowers in the fields and the new shoots of wheat and rice, are put in a setting with snow-capped
mountains behind them and a blue river in front with shining white and yellow pebbles, it makes
a picture that causes the visitor to exclaim with pleasure and remember for years to come. We
went over the Malakand Pass on a dazzlingly clear day after a good deal of rain. The precipices,
the rocks, the road winding around the cliffs, the steepness and cragginess of it made one feel as
if the giant's castle has to be stormed before one entered the enchanted land. The giant was
absent, there were no pickets on the hills, the little forts were empty, there was no one to
challenge us as we crept round the last frightening curve but all the same we travelled with
caution peering ahead to see what was around the corner. Then we were in the outskirts of the
stronghold and beyond was a green and pleasant valley.
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PARAGRAPH 2: SCENERY OF THE VALLEY FLOOR

Wherever we turned, there were pictures, willows just coming into leaf, pale yellow rather than
green, with dark trunks, bending over a canal, dark lines of trees across the lush green of the




valley where the roads crossed and clear streams in which the blue of the hills was reflected, the
mustard fields still in bloom while in the Punjab they were only a memory, the wheat still young,
any new leaves and blossoms on the shisham trees, the persian lilace leafless with yellow berries
from last summer shining against the blue of the sky, red poppies among the wheat and
sometimes on the roofs of the houses, fresh snow even on the hills in the middle distance and
village clean and washed by the recent rain and the white capped hills behind them. Every few
miles there were quaint little forts each with four top heavy towers some of them, half hidden by
the alder trees in the stream bed between the fort and the road, some standing starkly against

blue and purple hills.
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PARAGRAPH 3: GUJARS, GRAVEYARDS, AND RUINS

On the road there were Gujar folk travelling, camped in the shelter of rocks, the women in their
black garments walking behind the animals, great baskets on their heads and then we saw a
pretty little girl among them with her arms full of red poppies. Every now and again we came to a
clump of olive trees and discovered that only in the graveyards did groups of these trees survive.
The graves were often surmounted by sharp stones dug from the hillside, one for the head and
one for the foot, often at an angle that suggested arms held wide or even wings. Some of the
olive trees dripped with fresh mistletoes the leaves of which were small and neat and pale green,
a smaller variety than one usually sees. The hill tops were covered with Buddhist remains and all
over the valley there were ruins from old monasteries and stupas and houses as if in this
sheltered place time had stood still. There were arched bridges over the streams and so much
stone with which to build clean walls, some of them not even held together with mortar. A lot of
the stone was schist which splits like slate. What lovely floors it would make!
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PARAGRAPH 4: BOTANICAL DISCOVERIES AND ARRIVAL AT SAIDU SHARIF

The botanists among us were excited with the wild flowers by the road side and up the slopes of
the hills. There were big patches of a giant yellow mint nepeta purple as heather among the
rocks, heavy heads of golden sophora and everywhere there were fruit trees in blossom. In places
the little wild iris still in bloom both the purple and yellow varieties, and we later found a few
stalks of the big pale lavender Hazara lily which most of us had never seen before, growing on
the banks of irrigation ditches. Saidu Sharif was a surprise. The villages on the hillside built with
the stone from their own rocks melted into the colour of the hills, but this city with its great white
mosque surrounded by all those houses was unexpected and the big hotel even more so.
However, we were very glad to be so comfortable. There were flowers in the garden and red
blossoms on the silk cotton tree, looking somehow strange deep blue hills instead of the paler
blue of the sky. Just before we came to the hotel, we crossed a branch of the Swat River and for a
brief moment had a glimpse of the length of the valley from the bridge. The snows were so vivid,

the water so blue and the pebbles so shining that it looked almost unreal, like the very brightest
of picture postcards.
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PARAGRAPH 5: MINGORA, MANGLAUR, AND THE BUDDHA CARVING



Next day we followed the opposite bank of the river. We had come up the left bank with the
snowy range behind us, now we faced the snows, going through Mingora with its shops, as far as,
Manglaur. There a bend of the river in front of a government dispensary made a blue mirror at
the foot of a range of snow mountains, and little fields and lines of trees came down to meet the
water from huts perched up on the slopes of the hills. A man was fishing in the clear blue water
with a big net. Huge boulders guarded the near banks of the streams. From here some of the
party went up a side valley to see a bas-relief statue of Buddha carved on the face of the rock
about twenty-five feet high, the head almost completely free. It was a two mile walk from where
the motor road ended and some were a little weary when they returned to drink their tea on the
dispensary verandah facing the snows. All the patients had gone home by this time and the place

was deserted. It was very peaceful.
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PARAGRAPH 6: JOURNEY TO MIANDAM

When we had gathered strength again, we took to the road once more and followed it until we
came to a valley that led up into the hills to Miandam. The road was narrow, even a little
frightening in place, but every turn brought something beautiful. The loveliest sight was provided
by the medlar trees in full bloom, a cascade of lacy white that suddenly seemed to fill the valley.
When we stopped at the head of the valley we looked back again at the snows, at fold after fold
of blue and purple hills and the foreground a terraced hillside with fine green fields trimmed with
mustard bloom, huts with low flat roofs, and at our feet pink and white fruit blossoms on the
trees at the edge of the fields. We could see bits of snow between the dark pines nearer ridges of
the hills and deep in the valley the fresh new green of trees and bushes. Here and there were oak

trees also and walnut trees, so many different shades of green.
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PARAGRAPH 7: EVENING WEDDING PROCESSION

We came back in the evening, following the river, now quiet instead of sparkling with cool
shadows across the hills. We rounded the great buttress of rock that guards the bend of the river
and came suddenly on a wedding procession that completely filled the road. The bride was in a
doli surrounded by women on foot, all dressed in black garments with the most beautifully
embroidered black shawls, gay embroidery on their shirts, all kinds of jewellery, some with
baskets on their heads covered with a cloth some with embroidered jackets, a few with red
trousers and all of them skipping along with dancing steps, clapping their hands and evidently
enjoying themselves thoroughly. We were told that it used to be the custom to send the
bridegroom off by himself three weeks before the wedding. Evidently it was not considered
proper for him to enjoy the fun. The dowry beds were in the procession too, utensils, bedding, a
low table, all that the bride would need in her new home. Later on, we saw the wedding party in a
courtyard where there were gaily clad dancers entertaining the company.
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PARAGRAPH 8: BUDDHIST RUINS AND LOCAL SHOPPING

The next day was planned for the geologists and those who wanted to have a better look at the
Buddhist ruins. Every hilltop seemed to bristle with the last few stones that once formed a
monastery, a fortress of stupa or even a dwelling house. There were remains of stupas that had
once been elaborately covered with carvings little bits of which still remain. What must the valley

have looked like when all these saffron-clad Buddhist monks could look down at the rice fields by



the riverside and watch the sun setting along the pink flushed crest of the snows? How far did
they have to carry their water? Are the forests gone that once provided them with fuel? Or was it
part of their simple needs? Sir Aurel Stein once visited the Swat valley and wrote about these
Buddhist times in a book called 'On Alexander's Track on the Indus' but | have not yet been able
to find a copy of his record. We spent part of the day shopping in the bazar. Everyone wanted
Swat blankets and variety was great, some wool, some cotton and all kinds of mixtures, usually in
gay stripes red and yellow and blue and green, some for curtains and some for cottage
bedspreads. A few of the ladies bought black scarves with magenta trimmings, some wanted a
Swat hat to show to their friends. They seemed to me very ugly things and so unbecoming to the
handsome lads that wore them, but very warm. | preferred the pretty caps trimmed in gold
thread that you would see on the head of some lovely child, usually the son of a local Khan.
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PARAGRAPH 9: JOURNEY TOWARD PIR BABA AND RAIN ENCOUNTER

By evening of the second day, the clouds began to gather and the next day it was drizzling.
Hoping it would clear up in an hour or two we set out for Pir Baba, thinking that we would not
have time to see this interesting road on our return journey for it is a good deal longer and there
are four passes to cross before one comes to the shrine. We went over the bridge across the
Saidu River and some miles down the same road we had come by on our arrival, then we turned
off to the left and after a while began to climb. The road was steep and narrow and it seemed
leading long way to the top of the first pass, which was the highest of the four passes on the way.
It was very windy. The road that we could see zig-zagging down the next big hill did not look
very inviting with a rainy sky overhead. So, we turned and came back by the way we had gone
and we were glad to be back in the valley again. By now the rain was blurring the hills and almost



shutting out the view. We ate in the car, looking on at Buddhist ruins, for no one wanted to climb
up there in the rain. The colours all became soft, the snow disappeared, the flowers hung their
soft heads and the distant hills were hidden in the mist. We finally returned to the hotel to spend
the rest of the afternoon sorting specimens of flowers, making notes, making a few sketches of
the flowers and drinking tea. The mist came farther up the valley until the nearest hills were also
covered. Of all that riot of colour only a soft grey blue remained.
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PARAGRAPH 10: DEPARTURE VIA CHAKDARA AND MALAKAND

We had planned to go to a rest-house at Bahrein and perhaps to visit Kalam, but next day it was
raining so hard that we got discouraged. It looked as if it was in for days of wet weather. So we
came out of the valley as we had gone into it, by Chakdara and the Malakand Pass. Family after
family of Gujars walked on the road in the pouring rain, driving their animals in front of them
loaded with their household possessions. It was sad to see them so bedraggled in the wet. One
little girl in black and red had a black lamb in her arms, as if it too, had become discouraged in
the rain. We saw where the Swat River was joined by the Dir River and wondered if Alexander had
come into India through Dir. The hills have sharp points to them and looked as flat as if they had
been cut out of cardboard. We saw a baby leopard skin hanging in a roadside shop and
wondered where it had come from. They had jackal skins in the shops at Mingora. In the rain the
rocks near the pass were almost black and contrasted sharply with the lush green and gold of the
valley. The pass over Malakand had seemed scary when we were going into Swat but after the Pir
Baba Road it looked a highway. The rain followed us all the way to the Punjab.
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PARAGRAPH 11: FINAL REFLECTION AND REGRETS

It would be nice to spend a long time in the valley of Swat. | should like to paint dozens of
pictures and visit the higher hills. The flowers are so lovely in the spring. But to get round in the
comfort one should have one's own car. The roads are good and several of the side valleys
motorable. Our visit was so brief that it had the effect of an afternoon'’s performance at the
cinema with a film in two parts: one in bright sunshine, the other in the rain and | shall always
regret a part three which | did not see, the roads we did not travel and the hills we may never
have an opportunity to climb.
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English Summary

"A Visit to the Swat Valley" by H. P. Stewart is a vivid travelogue capturing the breathtaking
landscapes, rich history, and vibrant culture of the Swat Valley during springtime][cite: 14]. The
journey begins through the rugged Malakand Pass into a paradise filled with snow-capped peaks,
blooming mustard fields, clear blue rivers, and lush green meadowsicite: 14]. The travellers explore
botanical treasures, historical Buddhist ruins, ancient stupas, and a 25-foot carved Buddha
statue[cite: 14]. Along the way, Stewart documents local traditions, such as Nomadic Gujar families
traveling with livestock and an exuberant local wedding procession complete with traditional attire
and a doli[cite: 14]. The bright, sunny start later gives way to heavy rain, softening the vivid colors
into misty blues and grays|[cite: 14]. Stewart brilliantly concludes by comparing the trip to a two-part
cinema performance—one part in sunshine and the other in rain—leaving him with a lifelong regret

for the unseen "part three"[cite: 14].

Poetic Paraphrase & Stanza Summary (Poem Adaptation)

(In accordance with Student Learning Outcomes: Paraphrasing descriptive prose into poetic

stanzas/cite: 14])

Stanza 1: The Entrance to Swat

"Through rugged pass and ancient stone, / A realm of wonders softly shone. / With snowy crests and
waters blue, / Nature dressed in pristine hue."

Paraphrase: Crossing the rocky Malakand Pass reveals an enchanted land surrounded by snow-

capped mountains and sparkling clear rivers[cite: 14].

Stanza 2: Whispering History
"On silent hills where stupas rest, / Time folds its wings on mountain crest. / The carved rock Buddha
stands in peace, / Where ancient memories never cease."



Paraphrase: Ancient Buddhist monasteries and ruins lie peacefully across the valley, preserving

centuries of spiritual heritage[cite: 14].

Stanza 3: The Rain and Regret

"The sunshine fades to gentle rain, / Wrapping the peaks in misty veil again. / A cinema show of light
and shade, / Leaving a dream that will not fade."

Paraphrase: As rain replaces sunshine, the vibrant colors blend into soft mist, leaving the traveler

longing for unexplored trails[cite: 14].

About the Author

H. P. Stewart is an insightful travel author known for his deep appreciation of the cultural and

natural richness of South Asia[cite: 14]. With a keen eye for botanical and historical detail, Stewart
blends vivid descriptive prose with personal reflection[cite: 14]. His writing serves not merely as a

travel guide but as a thoughtful commentary on local customs, archaeology, and the timeless beauty

of rugged landscapes|cite: 14].

Vocabulary Glossary

Urdu Meaning (gl

English Meaning i520)
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Sculpture with slightly raised figures on a flat

bas-relief fjo/g"l}'/.x’{lm/f’l
background

bedraggled = Messy and wet from rain or dirt Jb:»’/m@;uﬁjjg

cragginess Roughness and unevenness of rock cliffs ud"’ﬁd»f/@ia/;;

doli A palanquin used to carry a bride u@/d»”



Urdu Meaning (g2l

English Meaning

o)

dowry

mistletoe

nepeta

precipices

saffron-
clad

schist

sophora

stupa

terraced

Property or goods brought by a bride to marriage

A parasitic plant that grows on tree branches

A genus of flowering plants (catmint)

Very steep rock faces or cliffs

Dressed in bright orange-yellow robes

A metamorphic rock that splits easily into thin layers

Trees/shrubs with golden yellow flowers

A dome-shaped Buddhist shrine

Land shaped into step-like flat areas for farming
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A. Comprehension Questions & Answers

1. What might be the author's deeper purpose in writing this detailed account of her visit to
the Swat Valley?

Answer: The author's deeper purpose is to document and share the unique, unspoiled harmony

between nature, history, and culture in Swat[cite: 14]. By capturing its botanical diversity, ancient

Buddhist relics, and local traditions, Stewart aims to preserve a moment of timeless beauty and

evoke a profound appreciation for rural exploration[cite: 14].



2. How does the author’s tone shift between the descriptions of the sunny days and the final

rainy departure? What specific words contribute to these different moods?

Answer: The tone shifts from enthusiastic, exuberant, and awe-inspired during the sunny days to

reflective, subdued, and nostalgic during the rain[cite: 14]. Words like "dazzlingly clear,” "enchanted

land," "vivid," and "sparkling" create a bright mood, whereas words like "bedraggled,”

"discouraged,” "soft grey blue," and "regret" create a muted, somber mood[cite: 14].

3. The article mentions "the giant's castle” that must be stormed to enter the "enchanted
land." What does this metaphor represent about the journey and the landscape?

Answer: The metaphor represents the steep, perilous, and daunting climb over the winding cliffs of
the Malakand Pass|[cite: 14]. The "giant's castle” symbolizes the intimidating natural barrier, while the

"enchanted land" represents the serene, green beauty of the Swat Valley hidden beyond it[cite: 14].

4. Identify and explain a key contrast presented in the text.

Answer: A key contrast is between the bright, vibrant colors of the valley during sunshine (yellow
mustard, red poppies, blue river) and the muted, hazy tones caused by heavy rain (soft grey-blue
mist, hidden hills)[cite: 14]. Another contrast exists between the bustling, commercial hotel/city of
Saidu Sharif and the quiet, ancient Buddhist ruins frozen in timel[cite: 14].

5. The author describes a wedding procession in detail. What does this passage reveal about
the local customs and the role of community?

Answer: The passage reveals that community celebrations in Swat are joyful, collective events rich in
traditional practices[cite: 14]. It highlights customs such as carrying the bride in a doli, displaying
dowry items publicly, sending the groom away beforehand, and communal singing, clapping, and
dancing in decorated shawls and jewelry[cite: 14].

6. The narrative is told from the first-person perspective of a visitor. How does this point of
view shape our understanding of the place and its people? What might a local person's
perspective emphasize differently?

Answer: The visitor's perspective shapes our view around wonder, aesthetic beauty, novel
architecture, and foreign customs]cite: 14]. Conversely, a local inhabitant's perspective would



emphasize daily livelihoods, agricultural challenges, economic conditions, spiritual attachment to

shrines, and seasonal hardships like traveling in heavy rain[cite: 14].

7. The description is rich with sensory details. How do these details enhance the reader’s

experience?

Answer: Sensory details bring the landscape to life[cite: 14]. Visual details (red poppies, snow-
capped hills), auditory cues (clapping wedding guests, dripping rain), and tactile sensations (cool
shade, winding roads) create an immersive experience, allowing the reader to feel physically present
in Swat[cite: 14].

8. The article concludes with a comparison of the visit to "an afternoon'’s performance at the
cinema.” Why is this an effective closing metaphor? What does it summarize about their

experience?

Answer: It is an effective metaphor because it captures the brief, theatrical quality of their
journey/cite: 14]. It summarizes that their trip felt like a dramatic two-act film—Act 1 in dazzling
sunshine and Act 2 in pouring rain—leaving them longing for the unplayed "Act 3" of unexplored
paths[cite: 14].

9. Based on the descriptions of the Gujar people traveling in the rain, what can you infer

about their lifestyle and challenges?

Answer: We can infer that the Gujars live a tough, nomadic lifestyle closely tied to nature[cite: 14].
They migrate on foot across long distances with their household belongings and animals, facing
harsh weather conditions without modern shelter or transport[cite: 14].

10. The author expresses regret for not seeing the "part three.” What does this regret reveal
about the author's overall impression of the Swat Valley?

Answer: This regret reveals that the author was deeply captivated by Swat's immense charm and felt
that a brief visit was insufficient to fully experience its hidden valleys, mountains, and heritage[cite:
14].

B. Multiple Choice Questions (MCQs)




a) a dense, dark forest

According to the text, what natural
1  feature provides a "setting" for the

beautiful spring scenery?

The Malakand Pass made the

travellers feel as if they had to storm:

Where did the author note that
3 groups of olive trees seemed to

survive?

What architectural remains are
4 described as being on "every hilltop”
in the valley?

5  What unexpected sight did the

travellers encounter in the city of
Saidu Sharif?

b) a vast, empty desert
) snow-capped
mountains and a blue
river

d) a single, towering
volcano

a) a dragon'’s lair
b) a giant's castle
c) a fortified city

d) a sacred temple

a) around government
buildings
b) in royal gardens

c) in the graveyards

d) along the riverbanks

a) Mughal palaces
b) Greek
amphitheatres

¢) Buddhist
monasteries and
stupas

d) Victorian mansions

a) a massive, modern
factory

b) a great white
mosque and a big
hotel

c) a crowded, noisy

market

c) snow-capped
mountains and a blue

river[cite: 14]

b) a giant's castle[cite: 14]

¢) in the graveyardscite:
14]

c) Buddhist monasteries

and stupasicite: 14]

b) a great white mosque
and a big hotel[cite: 14]



d) an ancient, ruined

colosseum

a) the Swat River
b) Medlar trees in full

What was the "loveliest sight" bloom .
b) Medlar trees in full

6  provided during the trip to the valley ¢) the snowy mountain ,
bloom[cite: 14]

leading to Miandam? range
d) a wedding

procession

a) on a decorated

horse
During the wedding procession, how b) in a doli (palanquin) b) in a doli (palanquin)
was the bride transported? ¢) in a modern car [cite: 14]

d) on a flower-covered

cart

a) spices and local

foods
What did the travellers primarily shop = b) antique weapons c) Swat blankets and
for in the bazar? ¢) Swat blankets and hats[cite: 14]

hats

d) Buddhist artifacts

Vocabulary and Grammar Context Solutions

H Contextual Phrase / Question Correct Option

The text describes the view as a "picture that causes the visitor to ,
. . . c) cry out[cite: 14]
exclaim with pleasure.” Best synonym for "exclaim"?



H Contextual Phrase / Question Correct Option

5 The author mentions "precipices, the rocks, the road winding c) very steep cliffs[cite:
around the cliffs." What does "precipices" refer to? 14]

i The scene is described as "the giant's castle has to be stormed.” c) attacked and captured
What does "stormed" mean in context? by force[cite: 14]

4 The author notes that the graves were "often surmounted by c) placed on top of|cite:
sharp stones." What does "surmounted” mean? 14]

. The botanists were excited by the "wild flowers by the road side b) the inclined sides of
and up the slopes of the hills." What does "slopes" refer to? the hills[cite: 14]

Oral Communication Skills Exercises

A. Sensory Image Selection:

Selected Image: "a cascade of lacy white that suddenly seemed to fill the valley" (Medlar trees)[cite:
14].

Explanation: This visual image is striking because it uses metaphorical water imagery ("cascade") to
describe white blossoms, vividly conveying an overwhelming abundance of floral beauty[cite: 14].

B. Paraphrasing Landscape Description into Stanza Form:

Original Text: "The snows were so vivid, the water so blue and the pebbles so shining that it looked
almost unreal..."[cite: 14]

Paraphrased Stanza:

"Pure white snows on summits high,

Reflect upon the river blue,

Gleaming stones beneath the sky,

A picture magic, bright and true."[cite: 14]



C. Historical vs. Modern Travelogue Comparison:

Discussion Point: Stewart's early 20th-century travelogue focuses on personal observation, botanical
classification, historical curiosity, and romantic landscape aesthetics[cite: 14]. A modern travel
blog/vlog would focus on practical logistics, budget tips, video content, local cuisine reviews, and
social media aesthetics. Stewart writes with contemplative prose, whereas contemporary media

prioritizes fast-paced, interactive engagement.

Writing Skills Exercises

A. Analytical Paragraph (150-200 words)

Topic: Critique of Colonial-Era Visitor Perspective vs. Local Inhabitant Perspective

H. P. Stewart conveys a sense of romantic enchantment and keen aesthetic appreciation toward
the Swat Valley, framing it as an "enchanted land" filled with botanical wonders and ancient
Buddhist heritage[cite: 14]. As a colonial-era outsider, Stewart’s viewpoint is inherently
observational and detached, viewing the region primarily as an exotic landscape for intellectual
leisure and botanical collectionlcite: 14]. He critiques local headwear as "very ugly things and so
unbecoming," reflecting a Eurocentric standard of aesthetics, while romanticizing local life from
the comfort of a hotel or private motor car|cite: 14]. In contrast, a local inhabitant's perspective
would focus less on picturesque postcard views and more on the daily economic realities of
agrarian survival, seasonal hardship, and regional identity[cite: 14]. While Stewart views the
nomadic Gujars as tragic, "bedraggled” figures in the rain, a local perspective might emphasize
their resilience and cultural endurance amidst a harsh mountainous terrain[cite: 14]. Ultimately,

Stewart’s narrative excels in scenic beauty but remains constrained by its outsider lens[cite: 14].

B. Précis Writing

Title: A Spring Journey Through the Swat Valley



Précis:

A spring journey across the Malakand Pass introduces travelers to the stunning landscapes of
the Swat Valley, characterized by snow-capped peaks, blooming fields, and ancient Buddhist
ruins[cite: 14]. Exploring Saidu Sharif, Mingora, and Miandam, the travelers admire botanical
diversity, historical stupas, and vibrant local wedding traditions|cite: 14]. However, heavy rainfall
eventually interrupts their tour to Pir Baba and Kalam, transforming the valley’s vibrant colors
into misty, subdued shades|cite: 14]. Witnessing nomadic Gujars migrating through the rain, the
visitors return early, leaving the author with a lasting appreciation for Swat’s natural splendor

and a gentle regret for its unexplored paths]cite: 14].

Word Count: ~105 words (Précis of original ~1400-word text).
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