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I stepped in the 'Baithak' (drawing room)
and as usual said 'Namaskar'. There was no
response. This time, to my surprise, my
brother-in-law Mr. Amar Nath Raina was not
surrounded by his clients and law books.
Instead, I saw him a part of the gathering
around an elderly person who was saying
something very softly to the people around
him. This elderly gentleman struck me as a
noble, sweet and impressive. Strangely
enough, as age would demand, this graceful
man did not lean against the wall with a
'Takiya' (pillow) to support his back. He sat
erect away from the wall. I kept on gazing at
him till he stopped and looked towards me.
My head bowed down, my hands
automatically went up and with folded hands
I said 'Namaskar Mahra". This is how I met
Masterji - Master Zinda Koul, for the first time.

Master Zinda Koul was very affectionately
called Masterji. May be, because he started
his career as a teacher in Hindu High School
and ended his career in Vasanta Girls High
School. Otherwise also, whenever I saw him
in Raina Sahib's Baithak, surrounded by some
persons, he would be the speaker and rest
listeners, like a Master with his pupils. He was
considered as an ideal teacher. So no wonder
he was given the most respected name
'Masterji'.

Masterji was one of the most notable
poets of his times. He was much respected
by intellectuals and had gatherings, often at
his place, which to my knowledge included
Prof. P.N.Pushp, Advocate Kanya Lal, Mr.
Janki Nath Bakshi, Advocate A.N.Raina, Prof.
J.L.Kaul, Prof. Arjun Nath Raina, Mr. S.K.Dullu
and Mr. Vidh Lal Aima. Mr. R.C.Kak who rose
to become the prime minister of the State,
was also one of the admirers of Masterji.

After my marriage, I came to know more
about Masterji through my wife Shakuntala,
who had been fortunate enough to be his
student. She feels proud to have studied
Bang-e-dara under his guidance. She has
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been highly influenced by
him who gave her
unbounded affection and
shaped her thoughts and
beliefs. Her guiding
principal 'The only key to
happiness is love' has
been given to her by
Masterji. She often quotes
Masterji to express herself. One of her most
favourite verses is:

³çôçÆlç kçÀçbn vçe JçoevççJççvç Mçá³ç&vç
³çôçÆlç oçÇçÆJç³ç³ç cççvççvç çÆ$ç³çvç
³çôçÆlç kçÓÀj iççôyçájmç Kççôlçe ìç@þ

³çôçÆlç vJçMç vçe kçÀçbn kçÀcç&mç oe³ççvç
]pçáJç sácç yç´cççvç içæsenç yçe lççíj
kçÀjvçççÆJç lççjKç vçç Dçhççíj

According to Shakuntala, Masterji was a man
of few words and was always sweet and nice,
although life had been bitter to him. The cruel
hands of death had snatched away his elder
son at a very young age. Masterji's life was
not easy. He had to face lot of problems but
he faced life's problems in calm and detached
manner. Rightly, he was called a 'Grahasti
Sadhu, a Karam Yogi'.

Later I saw Masterji at Bakshi Ghulam
Mohd's place, the then deputy prime minister
of the State. Bakshi Sahib was sitting in a chair
in the lawn of his house and he saw Masterji
getting down from the car and went towards
him. He received Masterji with 'Namaskar' with
folded hands. Bakshi Sahib took the 'Dussa'
(shawl) from his shoulders and put it on the
legs of Masterji. They sat for long time in the
lawn, talking to each other. Bakshi Sahib held
Masterji in high esteem and had great respect
for him.

It is a great honour and a matter of pride
to us that Masterji is the first Kashmiri poet
who won the Indian Sahitya Akademi Award
in 1956. When I learnt about this award, I
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seriously became interested to know more
and more about his beliefs and who said what
about him.

Prof. T.N.Raina, in his book 'An Anthology
of Modern Kashmiri Verse' says, "Masterji had
his early education in 'Maktab' (private school)
and passed BA examination as private
candidate. Both Prof. Raina and Prof. Kashi
Nath Dhar write that Masterji showed great
proficiency in learning Persian from a very
early age and started writing poetry in Persian
under the pen name of 'Sabit'. His poems were
published under the title 'Diwan-e-Sabit'. Later
he wrote Hindi poems under the title 'Patra
Pushp'. Prof Raina writes that Master Zinda
Kaul and D.N.Nadim like many other poets,
which includes Mehjoor also, gave up their
early devotion to Urdu/Persian and started
writing in Kashmiri in early forties. What is
unique about Masterji is that he started writing
in Kashmiri at the age of fifty eight. His
'Sumran', a collection of thirtyfive Kashmiri
poems won him the most prestigious award.
Prof. Raina says, "Any review of the period of
forties would be incomplete without reference
to him, for he remains one of the foremost
poets of the twentieth century."

When one reads the poems of Masterji,
one finds he does not deliver sermons. He
does not confuse  or compicate the
conclusions that he has arrived at, in his life.
He is direct and suggestive. What is great
about him is that his poems are clear and
simple. Prof. Dhar writes, "Kashmir Shaivism,
Vedanta and Upanishads are portrayed most
eloquently in 'Sumran'." That could be true.
But Prof. Raina's views are most intelligible.
He explains it simply like this, "Masterji
presents in Sumran the eternal conflict
between faith, reason and problem of evil and
suffering." In one of the poems in Sumran,
Masterji suggests clearly that to avoid regrets,
one should be careful not to miss the
opportunity. This is what he says in one of his
famous poems:

mcçjvç hçvçev³ç çÆoæ®çç@vçcç ÒçícçákçÀ çÆvçMççvçe JçôçÆmç³çí
j@æs©vç lççôiçácç vçe jçíJçácç Dççímçácç vçe yççvçe JçôçÆmç³çí

But he does not feel dejected. He shows
tremendous faith in HIM - the Almighty and is
hopeful that there is no dearth in HIS kindness
and says in the same poem:

³çæs hçæs cçe nçj y³ççKçç, ¿çLç ³çÓ³ç& JçççÆlç kçÀçbæsç
lçmç sç kç@ÀcççÇ çÆvçMççvçvç, yç@³ç& yç@³ç& Kç]pççvçe JçôçÆmç³çí

He further expresses his faith in HIS mercy
for broken hearted ones and says:

çÆouç HçáÀìîçcçel³çvç sá lççíMçvç
³çæs iç@³ç&cçel³çvç sá jçíMçvç
içæs Jç@³ç&cçel³çvç mJçoçcçvç

hçãæs içç@³çyççvçe JçôçÆmç³çí
J.N.Bakshi (lovingly called Bhaigash) was a
great admirer of Masterji. A.N.Dhar says,
"Bhaigash often talked about scholarly and
saintly qualities of Masterji and painted
Masterji as simple, straight forward, peaceful
and self-poised." Here is an illustration from
a section of his poem devoted to Masterji by
Bhaigash:

Fvçmççvç [îçÓþácç DçKç Fvçmççvçç
kçÀçÆvç lçuç, vçe kçôÀçÆcçmç æ®ççuççvç yço
cç]MççÆjLç hççvç ]pççvç uççíuçe cçmlççvçç
m³ç]pçejmç hç]pçejmç kçÀçÆlç sámç no

One more intellectual Prof. J.L.Koul, an
admirer of Masterji says, "His work stands
between two worlds of poetic imagination, one
that has little hold on the present and the other
that borrows little from past."

D.N.Nadim, a poet of the period and a
great intellectual and scholar has paid
tremendous tributes to Masterji in his 'Goda
Kath' and praised his creativity as a poet.

Masterji had great reliance and trust in
Almighty and in HIS doings. We find the finest
expression of his strong belief in supremacy
of faith over reason in following verses of
'Naatayaaree':

c³çççÆvç Kççôlçe ³çámç yçjçvç cçô ³çæs lçe uççíuç
DççMç lç³ç iççMç DççíMç lç³ç mçjkçÀçj c³ççívç
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kçÀçbçÆsJçávç cçô æsçjeJçávç lç³ç iççjeJçávç
ÒççjeJçávç cçô DççoevçákçÀ çÆouçoçj c³ççívç

lç@c³ç oçôhçácç kçôbÀn kçÀçuç ³çLç oçÇMçmç Dçboj
³çLç cçkçÀçvçmç jçí]pç c³çç@vççÇ JçLç Jçásçvç
oÓçÆjjmç cçb]pç JçççÆj HçwJçuçevç³ç uççíuçe hççíMç

Dçç@m³ççÆ]pç ncçmçç³çvç nkçÀvç çÆlçcç yçç@içejçvç
lççj ®ççívç Dçoe ]pççvçe yç, lç³ç kçÀçj c³ççívç

Dr. Bhushan Koul mentions, "Masterji strogly
believed in Karma and not in mere words or
formalities of puja. He does not leave us
guessing as he illustrates in one of his poems:

kçãÀøCç hçÓ]pçç kçw³çç çÆs hççuçávç lç@c³çmçáboá³ç Lççôo kçÀcç&³çÓiç
Oçcç&e®çí JççÆlç nábo yçvççJçávç jçnyçj ÞççÇ kçãÀøCç oçÇJç

çÆ³çcç vçe JçjlççJçmç Dçvçvç iççÇlçççÆ³ç nábo DçKç Dççô[ MuççíkçÀ
uççyç kçw³ççn L³çkçÀevççJçevç³ç uçÓkçÀvç Dçboj ÞççÇ kçãÀøCç oçÇJç
The poem, which acts from time to time as
mood lifter to me and buoy me up is
'Majbooriya'. One has to accept the ups and
downs of life as they come, without any
complaints and desperation. Have child-like
faith in HIM, the Almighty - the soother and
the healer. I quote below a stanza of the
poem:

JççÆoní cçvçáM³ç ®çôçÆ³çní vçe DççôMç
Jçoevçmç Jçásávç lçç@mççÇj kçw³ççn

n@çÆjLç Dç@sJç çÆkçÀv³ç KçÓvç kçw³ççn
sç@çÆJçLç hçuçvç mçól³ç nçÇj kçw³ççn
yçÓçÆ]pçLç çÆ]pç yççí]pççvç sácç vçe kçÀçbn
Hç@ÀçÆj³çço kçÀjvçe®ç ]pççÇj kçw³ççn
uçç@çÆ³çLç vçyçmç çÆ³çcç lççÇj kçw³ççn

Prof. T.N.Raina writes, "Love in Masterji's
poems is dominating and God is hound of
heaven, forever waiting for man to turn to
HIM." Dr. Bhushan Lal Koul puts it more
strongly and writes, "To Masterji, love is God
and God is love. Source of most of his poems
is love." While Prof. Kashi Nath Dhar says

the same thing but in different style,
"Masterji's innate introspection rejects the
dress and only assimilates the pure."

Regarding love being supreme to
Masterji, I take support of poet Firaq, who
points out, "If you remove the two themes,
which poets (Kashmiri) had restricted
themselves to, i.e. Mysticism and Love -
Kashmiri poetry disappears." In case of
Masterji, Love remains uttermost and I feel
his poems without love would perhaps lose
its fragrance. Here are some stanzas of his
different poems in which Love remains
outstanding:

³çáLç kçáÀçÆuçmç mçiç çÆoKç ]pç@cççÇvçmç JçççÆlç ñçôn
uççíuç ³çôc³ç ³çmç kçÀçBçÆmç yççôj lç@c³ç yççôj o³çmç
uççíuç æ®çô³ç çÆvçMç êçJç æ®çô³ç Jççlççvç æ®JçJçççíç@³ç&

iççìeu³çJç ³ççÇ ]pççívç Jçç@çÆlçLç hç³çmç
³ççÇ sá uççíuçákçÀ jç]pç ³ççÇ Fmçjçj c³ççívç
ÒççjeJçávç cçô DççoevçákçÀ çÆouçoçj c³ççívç

yçe sámç hççWhçáj æ®çô oçÇhçmç hçLç
æ®ç@çÆìLç çÆ³çcç pççcçe kçÀjen³ç içLç
çÆon@cç vç³ç pççcçe æ®çìevçe®ç JçLç
kçw³ççôcççn ¿çÓ cçç cçj³ç uççíuççí

uççíuçe cçmç ]pççu³çcç lçe iççu³çcç
³çmç yçáçÆ[Lç cççíuçÓcç içJç
yççÇcçe vçMçe kçíÀ $çççÆJçní cçmç
®³ççôvç Kçácççjmç kçw³çç kçÀjí

Mystical poetry has left an indelible mark on
the thoughts and conduct of a normal
Kashmiri. Like many other poets, Masterji had
influence of Rishi cult. Like Lalla Ded, he
believed that the universal spiri in one. We
must realize HIM whose manifestation we are.
This is revealed in the following verses:

hçvçávç cçô lççÇ]pçekçáÀ³ç Dççiçáj
çÆ³çcçvç ]pçjvç Dçboj yççmçácç
kçáÀv³çj yçç@çÆJçLç oáF& kçÀçmçácç
içìí nebçÆo iççMçj³ç uççíuççí
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çÆ³çcçvç pJç³çvç Dçboj ³ççôoeJç³ç
sá ®ççvçí mç@n@]pç ocç&ákçÀ ]pçuç

yçþîçvç nábo sáKç mçc³ççícçálç cçuç
cçô ®ççJçávç Dççiçj³ç uççíuççí

hç@]p³ç hççvç nçíJç jeçÆMç j@m³çlçvç jôM³çvç
hçMçvç çÆlç yç@jeKç Òç³ç

DçLç jôM³ç ocç&mç h³çþ lççô¿ç çÆlç o@çÆjJç
mçcç ¢çÆä lç@çÆjJç Dçhççíj

Some intellectuals are of the opinion that
Masterji was not happy with the events taking
shape in the state in early sixties and his
poem 'Karanaavi Taarakh Naa' was out of
that. Prof. T.N.Raina feels that this poem has
no connection with politics. He finds 'Social
awareness' as theme of poem. I find in this
poem a cry from heart (JççÆæs Jçç@çEuççÆpç neb]pç ¬çÀKç).
It is the voice of anguish that torments a
sensitive mind. The theme of the poem is
more applicable now. This social awareness
is today's need. It is a poem which touches
my heart, a cry of agony, which comes
straight from internal fabrics of heart. It is
the voice of millions and millions, who are
pained, grieved, tortured, tormented and are
suffering in silence.

Let us read a few stanzas of this poem
with all concentration:

vççkçÀçje iççícçálç vçiçj mççívç
yçmçevçmç vçe uçç³çkçÀ ªocçálç
uçÓìmç lç, nJçemçmç yçç@pç yçþ
cçb]pçyççiç çÆcçmkçÀçÇvç cçÓocçálç

hç@]p³ç-³çç@³ç&, jnyçj, jôM³ç, Jç@uççÇ
kçÀjlççcç DççÆmç çÆvçMç cçÓÐçcçel³ç

]pçáJçe j@m³ç cç@³ç& hçLç kçáÀvç çÆlçnebÐç
cç@l³ç cç@³ç& lçe cçboj ªÐçcçel³ç
JçLç jçJçejçvç cçáuuçç lçe iççíj
kçÀjvçççÆJç lççjKç vçç Dçhççíj

³çôçÆlç kçÀçbn vçe JçoevççJççvç Mçá³ç&vç
³çôçÆlç oçÇçÆJç³ç³ç cççvççvç çÆ$ç³çvç
³çôçÆlç kçÓÀj iççôyçájmç Kççôlçe ìç@þ

³çôçÆlç vJçMç vçe kçÀçbn kçÀcç&mç oe³ççvç
]pçáJç sácç yç´cççvç içæsenç yçe lççíj
kçÀjvçççÆJç lççjKç vçç Dçhççíj

kçÀçbn cçç næ®çj-]pço lç³ç çÆyç®ççíj
kçÀçbn cçç sá cççôlç ³çç ®ççíj Hçw³ççíj
mJçjevç³ç vçe vçHçÀæ®çe®ç oçíje oçíj

hçMçevçákçÀ vçe JJçMç JçoevçákçÀ vçe Mççíj
mçblççíMç Jḉlç sKç uçs kçÀjçíj

]pçávç sácç yçojcççvç içæsenç yçe lççíj
kçÀjvçççÆJç lççjKç vçç Dçhççíj

³çôçÆuç mçççÆjvçe³ç DççÆmç ìçíçÆþ o³ç
³çôçÆuç HçíÀçÆj hç³ç Òçí³çcçákçÀ æ®Jçhççíj
mçç@jçÇ yçvçvç hç@]p³ç çÆkçÀv³ç cçvçáMç
jçí]pççÇ vçe ³çôçÆlç kçÀçbn nÓvç yḉçíj
lççÇ içJç çÆ]pç jçcçávç vçiçj Kççíj
ªçÆ]pçLç ³çhçç@jçÇ lç@³ç& Dçhççíj

]pçáJç sácç yç´cççvç içæsenç yçe lççíj
kçÀjvçççÆJç lççjKç vçç Dçhççíj

This poem, Masterji has written just before
leaving this mortal world on the 4th April 1966.
Had he been alive now, cççmìjpççÇ kçw³çç mJççÆjní, I
wonder!

[Source: www.milchar.com]
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It is the need of the time to remind ourselves
that Kashmir has a very rich cultural heritage
and Kashmiri Pandits have contributed a lot
in sustaining it, reviving it and developing it.
Kashmir has been a grand arena of arts.
There have been poets, dancers, writers,
dramatists and musicians, who have attained
glory in the literary and art world.

In music world, Kashmiri Pandits, from
time to time, have contributed a lot to bring
music of uncle of Kalhana, the historian.
Bhimanayoka was a great musician of this
time.

The instruments during this time were
mostly flute, drum, lute, conch and cymbals.
There is also mention of hudukka - sort of
bagpipe. It is also mentioned in History of
Kashmir by Bamzai that Bhiksacara, who
occupied the throne for few months, indulged
in playing music on earthen pots and on brass
vessels.

During medieval Kashmir 1339 to 1819
A.D. - Muslim era - Zain-ul-abidin, Sultan
Shah and Hassan Shah were great lovers of
music. According to Srivara, author of Zaina
Rajatarangini, musical festivals used to be
held in Kashmir. It is during this time that Raja
of Gwalior sent all standard books on Indian
music, which influenced Kashmiri music.
Srivara was also a reputed musician and rose
to be the head of music department in King
Hassan Shah’s reign and did lot of service
to Kashmiri music. King Hassan Shah also
introduced Rabab - Persian musical
instrument - to Kashmiri music. Even during
this Muslim era, there were eminent and
talented musicians like Sooni Bhat, Shridhar
Bhat, Ajodya Bhat and Kshakara who
developed Kashmiri music. It is because of
their efforts that Kashmiri music shows stray
resemblance to Indian and Persian music.

It was after the downfall of Chak dynasty
that the music of Kashmir reeeived a setback.
Kashmir after this started loosing art and
cultural heritage. But music was kept alive
by the genius and interest of individuals. It

Kashmiri Pandits and Music                    ...      Onkar Aima

withstood storm, tyranny
and barbarity.
Arnimal, in her own way,
kept the music of
Kashmir alive. It is said
that Zutshi of Safa Kadal
used to have regular
musical “Mahfils” in his
house. He, it is said, sold
his large lengthwise-house by Taks
(lengthwise) to continue with his musical
“Mahfils” to keep the music of Kashmir alive.

Regarding recent past the names of
musicians which come to mind and which I
can recollect starts with Ved Lal Vakil, a great
lover of music, who helped sustaining
Kashmiri music. Amongst others, he taught
and trained his two daughters and a son. His
two daughters, Rageshwari and Jaijayvanti
have made their own mark in the field of
music. In early forties, a group of musicians,
headed by Prem Nath Chatu, included
Sarvanand, R.K. Channa, Wanchu and
Mohanlal Aima. They toured villages and
sang in towns and would have long musical
sittings. Prem Nath Chatu later joined Radio
Kashmir.

The contribution of Shamboo Nath
Sopori and late Mohanlal Aima to music of
Kashmir is quite enormous. The former ran
a very successful academy. He taught and
produced noted musicians. The latter
revolutionized the Kashmiri folk music and
gave it a fantastic texture and world appeal.
His LP - Kashmiri rhythms and melodies -
are still available abroad. He gave music to
Pamposh - a short film about Kashmir and
first Kashmiri film - MAINZIRAAT - which won
President’s Silver medal. Pandit Jagan Nath
Sheopuri also holds a special place in present
day musicians. He is doing a lot of service to
Kashmiri music. He is doing special work on
Sofiana music. 30 Bolas of Sofiana music
have been transferred to notation and a book
“Sofiana Kalam Kay Sargam” has been
written under his guidence. One cannot over-
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look the contribution of Sat Lal Saytari,
Ramkishen Chakkri, and Gopinath Bhat
(Bacha), in their own style. In later age,
Gopinath would only sing the Sufi poets.

Because of Radio Kashmir, lot of
musicians came into the forefront. Nirmala
Chutu was one amongst them, who sang for
“Mainziraat”. Onkar Raina along with well
qualified musician Usha Bhagati are doing
service to Kashmiri music. Amongst the latest
musicians Bhajan Sopori holds a respectable
position. He is a noted composer and is giving
new dimensions to Kashmiri music. Along
with him Kakaji Safaya, who was running an
Academy in Srinagar till he was there, and
Krishen Langoo are doing a lot to develop
the music of Kashmir. All the three have
taught a large number of persons. Bhajan
Sopori and Krishen Langoo are recent trend
setters of Kashmiri music and have
successfully composed music for many T.V.
Serials.

Today, when Kashmiri Pandits are in a
helpless state, living under torn and tattered
tents, in rickety camps, in shabby rooms and
in vacated stables, mostly in and around
Jammu, in Delhi and in other parts of the
country, the recent lot of musicians are still
active and their spirits have not darnpened.
Rajendra Kachru, Arti Tikku, Kailash Mehra,
Rita Koul, Neerja Pandit and Prerna Jailkhani
are doing notable work and are keeping the
music of Kashmir alive. Yet there are many
more. It is difficult to keep track of all new
musicians yet one cannot forget the names
of Basanti Raina, Kiran Koul, Asha Koul,
Lovely Chandra, Sunaina Koul, Dhananjay
Koul, Neena Kapoor, Mamta Raina,

Amarnath, Sushma Kala, Neena Sapru,
Veena Koul Jalali, Shuhul Koul and others.
Wherever they are, they are sustaining and
serving the music of Kashmir in one form or
the other. While they are serving music, they,
in turn are being served by music. Music
gives them strength and will to face the
recent calamity, in calm. These dedicated
musicians are giving meaning to life. Through
music they are keeping the spirits of Biradari
and spirits of those who had to run away from
their land, high. They are imparting strength
to them to put determined rebuff to the life
and to the present circumstances in a heroic
manner.

According to BHARATA - the author of
‘Natya Shastra’ - the aim of music is to
express feeling and thought. The present lot
of musicians express the feelings and
thoughts of hometorn people in an innovative
fashion, where words might differ, the pattern
may not be the same, the composition might
vary but the sound-the meaning-the design
is the same-Live for Maej KASHEER and
burning urge to go back to their homes with
dignity and grace. They provide food for our
spirit - elevate us - transport us to the world
of tomorrow as the great poet Nadim has
said:

“Me Chham aash pagahuch
Pagaah sholi duniyaah”

(I hope for tomorrow
When the world will be beautiful).

That is Music - food for spirit - transport to a
beautiful world.
[Article Source: 'Koshur Samachar' and
www.ikashmir.org]
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Late Mohan Lal Aima, elder
brother of Onkar Aima and a
doyen of Kashmiri music at
a family function. Ashok
Pandit can also be seen in
the picture.
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Kashmir has been a sacred place a seat
for learning. Swami Paramahansa
Yoganranda tells us in ‘Autobiography of a
Yogi’-”Mythological tales in Purana say that
the Himalayas are abodeof Shiva-King of
Yogis”. So does Kalidas describes the
Himalayas as”The massed laughter of Shiva”.
‘The Hindu Tradition’ mentionsthat Kashmiri
was a center of Shiva Worship and according
to some traditions, it was from here that the
devotional Shaivism passed on to the rest of
India.

Right up from ancient times great
scholars, sages, saints, philosophers have
been visiting Kashmir to learn, to gain
knowledge, to escell in the field of spiritualism,
mysticism and religion. Saints and seers
found Kashmir a fertile place for the spiritual
Sadhana. They always gained by their visit
to Kahsmir.

The sincere purpose - intention - of this
article, to be followed by such other articles,
is to remind ourselves - to inform our younger
generation - that Kashmiri Pandits have
always been torch bearness in different fields.
History is witness to it that we have always
been GIVERS. We have led and have not
been led - we have represented and have not
been represented. That is our past - that is
our strength - that is what we are. The object
is to resolve that the glorious past of
thousands of years will not be allowed to be
disturbed by unscrupulous elements through
subversive efforts and activities for their
selfish ends.

Adi Shankaracharya, a great philosopher
- a saint of high order, re-established true faith
in upanishads and gave Vedanta philosophy
a right footing. He visited Kashmir in first
quarter of 9th Century (788-820 A.D) NK
Kotru in ‘Sivastotravali of
Utpaladeva’mentions that when Buddhism
was dominating in India, the great
Shankaracharya launched a Vigorous
Campaign in the South and popularized the

Adi Shankaracharya's Visit to Kashmir  ...  Onkar Aima
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cult of Bhakti, to reduce
the influence of Buddhist
domination. He had a
sweeping tour of the
country and defeated
Buddhist Scholars with
his powerful logic.

“He checked the tidal
wave of nihilism (denial
of all reality)Says the writer in `The life of
Swami Vivekananda’. At the sametime
Kashmir was also under strong influence of
Buddhism, when Vasugupta appeared on the
scene and changed the whole current of
religious thoughts. He propagated the `Siva
Sutrar’, revealed to him by`Shiva’ himself, as
engraved on a big stone at the foot of
Mahadeva mountain.

Dr Ved Kumari in ‘The Nilamata Purana’,
writes that accordingto writer of ‘Sankara
Digvijaya’ - ‘Sankara visited Kashmirafter
giving a final blow to Buddhism in the rest of
India”. However, according to NK Kotru - “It
was in Kashmir that Buddhismreceived death
blow”. PN Magzine, a research scholar of
repute, writes in ‘Shankaracharya Temple and
Hill’ that Shankaracharyavisited Kashmir with
the intention of advancing Vedantic knowledge.
That time Kashmiris were culturally and
spiritually much advanced and believed
strongly in the greatness of both Shiva and
Shakti. Shankara did not, at that time, when
he visited Kashmir, believe in Shakti cult PN
Magzine mentions that Shankaracharya with
his party camped outside the city of Srinagar,
without any boarding and lodging
arrangements. Seeing the plight of visitors a
virgin was sent to meet Shankara. She found
the party uneasy and frustrated because of
not being able to cook as no fire was made
available to them. The first glimpse of Shakti
was exhibited to Shankara by this girl, when
Shankara expressed his inability to make a
fire, in reply to girl’squestion that you are so
great, can not you make fire.The girl picked
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up two thin wooden sticks (samidhas) into
her hand, recited some mantras and rubbed
the sticks and fire was produced to the
surprise of Shankara. PN Magzine further
adds that later a Shastrarth (religious
discourse) was arranged between Shankara
and a Kashmiri woman. This discourse
continued for 17 days. Shankaracharya
yielded before the lady in discussion and
accepted the predominance of Shakti cult
(greatness of Devi).

According to PN Magzine, after
accepting predominance of Shakti cult,
Shankara wrote Saundarya Lahari, in praise
of Shakti, at the top of the hill, known till then
as Gopadari Hill. Pandit Gopi Krishan writer
that Panchastavi—gamut of Shakti Shastra
- a priceless gem - a peerless hymn of praise
addressed to Kundalini. The work has been
cited as source book by several eminent
scholars, but the name of the author has
remained undisclosed”. According to him the
only other work in whole gamut of Shakti
Shastra in the country, comparable to
Panchastavi is Saundarya Lahari. PN
Magzine says that Saundarya Lahari is
acclaimed as master-piece in Sanskrit
li terature. After the visit  of  Adi
Shankaracharya to Kashmir, he became
staunch believer of Shakti-Shri Chakra - the
symbol of Devi (Goddess) as mentioned in
‘Shankara Digvijay’ - Life history of
Shankaracharya. Thuswe know that even, a
very knowledge philosopher, a Saint of
greater order- Adi Shankaracharya - gained
further depth in spritualism and mysticism
in Kashmir.Kashmiri Pandit - great ‘Mehman
Nawaz’ - highly appreciativeof knowledge
(which has at time sproved undoing for them),
awarded a degree of the Sharda Peetha, the
highest honour conferred on any dignitary of
knowledge when Shankaracharya visited
Sharda, a famous temple, Shrine of
Goddess Saraswati and a famous university
of learning.

This temple is situated about 100
kilometers to the South West of Srinagar,

which is now under occupation of Pakistan.
Kashmiri Pandits were not satisfied by this
award to Shankaracharya and desired to
honour him further more and dedicated the
hill and temple where he wrote Sundarya
Lahari to the memory of his visit to Kashmir.
The hill, till that time known as Gopadri hill
and temple are both, thereafter, known as
Shankaracharya hill and Shankaracharya
temple.‘Kashur Encyclopadia’ published by
J&K Academy records -”Behind Shiv Lingam
at Gopadri (Shankaracharya temple) is Statue
of Adi Shankaracharya, which has been
installed in 1961, by Shankaracharya of
Dwarka Peeth, Pilgrimage to this temple is
must be any scholar, philosopher, mystic,
saint or seer who visits Kashmir.While writing
this I am reminded of a Kashmiri poet, who
has said:-

'Yus chaman paamaal kari tas laar kar
Saz yath dil vaayi Suy raazaah vanav

Yee pagaah asi peyi karun tee azy karav
Aschi kwochhi manz prazli pagahuk aaftab

Azchi berang zindagaani kar hissab'

Chase him who comes to bhight the garden,
Speak the word that makes the heart sing,Let
us begin tomorrow’s work today,Today is
nurse of tomorrow’s SunTake stock of your
present pallid fate.

[Article Source: 'Kashmir Serntinal' and
www.ikashmkir.org]
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Onkar Aima with his family
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Onkar and myself were very close to each other
in all aspects of life - and we enjoyed it together.
Out of our bunch of friends, he and myself clicked
together. Everyone would tease us for this. He
was a person who believed in principles and
followed them.

Onkar would go out of his way to help anyone
and everyone. For this he would get in trouble
sometimes, but he faced it smilingly.

Kashmiris are Intelligent, alongwith that he
was Brilliant - a Nobility personified. He had good
hand writing and grip of all subjects, whatever
subject it was.

Onkar was interested in Music and Theatre.
He acted in dramas in Amar Singh College, in
which college girls participated (if I remember
correctly, first time). College girls and their parents
trusted him. After drama was over late in the night,
we would accompany these girls and drop them
at their houses, because he felt, it was our duty
to see that these girls reach their homes safely.
That was his dedication.

Onkar got introduced to politics - Politics of
selfless nature. He suffered in politics. Since he
was not an angel but only a human being, he
would get upset. Yet he never complained. He
faced challenges and believed 'Success is to walk
with confidence on the shores of challenge'. Life
is not bed of roses, it is also full of failures. He
would get disturbed on failures but would face
them boldly.

Everyone called him 'Aima' and not Onkar. I
do not remember why?

Onkar - My Friend                                           ...      Bakshi Mohd. Yusuf *
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When Onkar got married to
my 'Rakhi Sister' Shakuntala
Razdan (as she was known then),
he felt happy that he got a good
life partner. When they got their
children Aalok and Abhay, he felt
his dream of life was fulfilled.
Thank God, we see Onkar in
these two children. May God bless them.

One who comes into this world has to die,
and that also at the place and the time fixed by
Him. So he went away physically from us. But he
lives with us day and night through the 'Memories'
he left behind. And these memories will live with
us till we also leave this world.

Time sails on and the ship of life changes its
course, It is our memories which still anchor us
to our relationships.
[* Author was a close friend of Aima Sahib.  He
lives in Srinagar, Kashmir.]

                 ]]

Aima Sahib along with other Members of the Board
of Trustees of Lalla Ded Educational & Welfare
Trust at the inauguration of the 'Child-care Centre'
at Vasai in March 2000.
Also seen in the picture is Late Shanta Kapoor,
Member of the Trust's Parent Body and a veteran
social worker.

Two friends
together.

"He is my Friend,
Philosopher and
Guide", Aima Sahib
used to say of his
friend Bakshi Mohd.
Yusuf.

nç@jJçvç  cçççÆmçkçÀ                             August 2008 ~ Dçiçmlç 2008  35

The monthly här-van35

http://www.pdffactory.com
http://www.pdffactory.com


When M.K.Raina informed
me that he is carrying a
special feature on Late Shri
Onkar Aimin the next issue
of 'här-van', I was very
happy. Onkar deserved it.
Rather, we deserved it. But
he wanted that I should also
contribute to this issue. It was
a difficult task for me. I must

confess that I did not know Onkar closely except in
his later years. I can at best give my reminesances
howsoever inadequate these may be.

Whenever I think of Onkar Aima I am back to
my school days and the post partition scene of
Kashmir. It was then one day all the boys started
talking of Onkar entering the film world, starting
from his appearance as hero in Manzirath. Our
image of his was of a tall handsome young man
whom we had seen on various youth forms and
political platforms of those days. The Kashmir
society was in great effervesce those days and a
band of dedicated young men were involved in
defining the new order and working for it being
adopted by the society. Onkar was a part of this
band of dedicated group hence he was already
visible when the film foray dominated the local
news. His handsome persona had all the
attraction. I would not hesitate to say that to us he
was the definition of what hand some should be.
He thus became an instant Hero for the Kashmiri,
I being no exception.

The cultural scene of Kashmir in those days
also had come to be full of activity. Music, poetics,
theatre, fine arts etc, getting a new life. This
happened due to great deal of effort by people
like Onkar. He would be seen in all forms, though
theatre was his special interest. I remember in
his later days when somebody said that no copy
of the script of Nadims opera BomberYamberzal
is available, he claimed that he still holds a copy.
Even in his later days, I saw him storing good
music and taking copies notes from good works
in arts.

The accession of Bakshi Ghulam Mohmad as

Onkar - A Childhood Hero                                       ...      P.N.Wali
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the then prime minister of the state
made Onkar a more prominent
figure not only because he was
very close to the family but as he
was actively involved in making
the regime stable and politically
coherent. After working as Record
officer of J&K Militia, he left for Mumbai the Macca
of Indian film industry. We became very hopeful of
a prominent place for him on the silver screen.
We thought he will make it big there. Better than
one time hero Jawahir Kaul had done. We saw
him in some roles here and there but not as big
as we had imagined. I saw him in his later years
advising youngsters from Kashmir aspiring for a
place in the visual media, to come together and
help each other. There is a great amount of
cartelisation in this field. I have faced it in my days.
Try to overcome it by helping and promoting each
other. In this advice I could sense what could have
prevented him from making big in this industry,
although he never complained.

By that time I also left Kashmir and kept
moving from place to place till I landed in Mumbai.
It is here that I got acquainted with this childhood
hero of mine, for the first time in flesh blood. I saw
the same grace and candor about him. But on
personal contact I discovered a very affectionate
person in him. He did abound in love for all those
who came in touch with him. He was the magnet
which attracted stream of people to his apartment
in Rattan Priya on Carter Road. Of course he was
supplemented by his very affectionate wife
Shakantula. They had married by falling in love
while at the college. This they had done when such
things were not
known in Kashmir.
That was also the
reason they had
become celebrities
in the local society.
We would enjoy
listening to their
romantic tales as
narrated by their
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 friends of younger days, of course in their presence.
It is my regret that I came into contact with Onkar only very late in his life. I wish I had known him

from much earlier and seen the full range of his personality, or he could have lived few more years so
that I could have enjoyed his company. I have another small regret. Some time before his death we
visited Matunga to meet the Shankaracharya. There I took him to eatery for South Indian dishes. He
liked it. He kept reminding me for a second visit. We could not make before his death. This is my
personal regret

    ☯☯

With the family members of Late Narinder
Bedi, Film Director and son of legendry
Rajinder Singh Bedi

With Aruna Asif AliAt Aalok's wedding in 1987

With Shakuntala Aima
'Made for Each other'
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Many years ago, in early forties, I was a student
of pre-primary class at CMS High School at Fateh
Kadal, Srinagar. My brother Brijmohan (now Dr.
B.M.Bhan at Srinagar) was also a student of the
same school. Sometimes during the recess or
after school, we used to go to our aunt’s place
very close to the school, to be treated to a
sumptuous treat of snacks and tea. Our cousins
Mohanlal, Onkar and Makhanlal would also join
us.

As time passed, Mohanlal after acquiring
Master’s Degree joined Radio Kashmir at
Srinagar. Onkar joined the J&K Government and
held responsible position. Being close to a political
family, he was caught in the political crossfire and
had to come to Mumbai. He had the main role in
the Kashmiri movie ‘mänziràth’ (Mehandiraat)
which won President’s Award in early sixties. In
Mumbai, he had some stints with the commercial
ads as a successful male model. He also had a
major role in the Hindi movie ‘Saraswati Chander’.
In the Serial ‘Gul-Gulshan-Gulfam’, he acted
alongwith Parikshit Sahni for a number of
episodes. Later on he got an opportunity to work
abroad. He worked at Dubai for some time. But

Onkar - My Cousin                                                              ...      T.N.Bhan

then he returned to Mumbai.
Throughout his career

whether as a student or as a
government employee at
Srinagar, Onkar took active part
in all the social events of the
society. During the Qabaili raid
of the Valley in 1947, his brother
Mohanlal and he were active
members of National Conference. He along with
other volunteers would go around in groups
through the streets and lanes of Srinagar and with
their slogans encourage people not to lose heart
and be fearless. They used to shout in unison
‘Hamlaavar Khabardaar, Hum Kashmiri Hain
Tayaar’. Those were the days of turmoil for the
Valley.

Needless to say that all through his ups and
downs, Onkar’s better-half Shakuntala stood by
him. Together they guided and directed the
careers of their two sons Aalok & Abhay.

In Mumbai, Onkar was an active member of
Kashmiri Pandits’ Association. He attended every
function of the Association till his health failed him.

May his soul rest in eternal peace.
]]
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T.N.Bhan looking for a reference book in
Aima Sahib's library

How much was Aima Sahib attached to
Kashmir, can be guessed from these
portraits on the walls of his home at
Matunga, Mumbai
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Onkar Aima - My Recollections ...       T.N.Dhar 'Kundan'

I remember my days in the two colleges back
home in Srinagar, Sri Pratap College and Amar
Singh College. I was a shy but studious student,
who was interested in studies and literary
activities only. I had no interest in politics, either
student politics or country politics. Even then as
with any other student I could not be ignorant
about Omkar Aima and his other friends who were
very active in politics and related activities. Those
were the days when Marx and Lenin influenced
youngsters and the progressive writers attracted
them a great deal. We often used to hear very
big technical words like proletariat, bourgeois,
dialectical materialism, exploitation by the
capitalists and so on and so forth. Aima was a
role model for the movement espousing the
cause of the down trodden. Whenever a need
arose he and his friends would lead the students,
organize strikes and protest marches. All this was
peaceful. I vividly remember his slim and tall body
and fair distinct Kashmiri colour.

There was a link between these politically
conscious and active students like Omkar and
me and that was the progressive movement in
literature. I was deeply interested in literature and,
therefore, could not remain unaware of the
writings of progressive writers like Faiz, Jaffari,
Majaz, Rashad, Meeranji, Sahir and others. In
my own language there were progressive writers
led by Dina Nath Nadim whose writings were very
popular with this band of students. This interest
helped me know and see Aima more often and
more intimately. His straightforward and polished
demeanour was captivating. This endeared him
to the entire student community.

Thereafter I came to know of his marriage
with Shakuntala ji, who was very well known to
me because of her social and literary activities. I
was happy for both of them but lost track of them
till I joined Radio Kashmir and had an occasion
to work closely with Late Shri Mohan Lal Aima,
Omkar’s elder brother. (Mohan Lal) Aima Sahib,
as we used to call him fondly, was a genius and
a great innovative music director. He produced
and directed all the musical features written by

me those days and gave me a
lot of encouragement. During
those days again I met Omkar
quite often. He had not changed
a bit . There was the same
innocent and simple look on his
face and a child-like smile on his
lips. I did not know about his
engagements or profession till one day I chanced
to see a Hindi movie in which he had played a
prominent role. I was pleasantly surprised to know
that Omkar was a talented actor and was seriously
involved in this profession. The artist in him had
matured and he was committed to his acting.
Above all he was a humane person with a heart
of gold, compassionate and kind.

I knew that he had chosen Bombay as the
place for his activities. In fact I gathered from
many acquaintances from that place that he was
actively involved in the affairs of the Kashmiri
community and was very popular because of his
commitment to the cause of Kashmiris living in
Maharashtra. He was an active member and later
the president of Ragnya Prasad Memorial
Foundation under the auspices of which I had the
privilege of delivering a talk on the ‘Five millennia
old culture and literature of Kashmir’ at the
Constitution Club, New Delhi in December 2000.

In a pensive mood
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A tall, handsome personality with a smiling face
- this is the first thing that comes to mind while
describing Aima uncle. He was the person whom
I knew for years as a guide, as a sweet uncle and
most of the time as a good friend.

But Why do I remember his as a friend?
Though much older than us, he himself wanted
to be a friend of us all. We were a group of 10-12
boys and girls of Kashmiri community. All of us in
the group had to be at his place at least once a
week for interaction on different matters. It was
basically in his blood to treat us all in a very friendy
manner, even though we were of the age of his
children. It was also the love and affection of this
great person, which compelled us to meet him on
one pretext or the other. Not only him, his wife
also was part of our meetings and she would also
take part in our chit chat. She is the one having a
big heart. This husband wife couple would provide
us everything for the weekend, be it food, clothing,
even whisky and cigarettes. They were doing it
from the bottom of their heart. Their son was also
part of our group and one could observe they
never discriminated between him and us. Those
were our bachelorhood days and we used to have
nice homely food, at least on the weekends from
our lovable hosts, nay our great benefactors Aima
uncle and Shakuntala aunty.

Aima uncle was such a fantastic personality
that even our female friends would prefer to spend
time with him, leaving us alone. They all used to
really enjoy his company. In those days we used
to do some cultural programmes for our
community. Aima uncle would always offer his help
to enable us to run the show in a decent way.

Once it so happened that we were performing
a Kashmiri play and we had very little time to
practise. We were worried as we could not
remember our lines properly. He got to know our
problem and immediately came up with a
suggestion that he was ready to act as our
prompter. It was a great gesture from this

profound personality and we
were so much amused and
encouraged. He was such a
helpful person. He was one of
those few Kashmiris who would
read Kashmiri in Urdu script at
that time. Things became easy
for us with his help and we did
the show successfully.

Aima uncle always made it a point to be
present at all the comminity picnics and get-
togethers. He would make great efforts to see that
the cultural shows were a success, rendering all
sort of help to organisers and performers. In fact,
one could not think of a cultural show without his
contribution and presence.

Aima Sahib always encouraged people of our
community to converse in Kashmiri and strive to
know our roots. He himself was a true Kashmiri in
every sense. To my knowledge he was the first
person who started ‘Mohan Lal Aima Music
Awards’ in the name of his brother Late Mohan
Lal Aima, a doyen of Kashmiri music. Under this
competition, children, both in boys’ and girls’
catagory, were encouraged to sing Kashmiri
songs. Winners were given cash awards, wholly
sponsored by Aima uncle himself.

Aima uncle is no more with us ‘physically’ but
‘mentally’ he will always remain with us. He was
an actor, a class model and an excellent human
being. His departure from this materialistic world
in the year 2002 created a big vacuum in our
community, which can not be filled for a long long
time to come.

It may not be out of place to mention that
after Aima Sahib, his wife Smt. Shakuntala Aima
continues to be a guiding force for us as well as
for the youth of today. May God give her a long
life, so that we have some consolation receiving
good wishes from the better half of Aima Uncle.

☯☯
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When I came to Mumbai, trying
to find a foothold in this vast city,
it was only Aima Uncle & Aunty’s
home that made me comfortable
in a new city. Right from day one,
they never made me feel like an
outsider and I always felt
welcome in their warm abode.

Over the years Uncle’s moral and social
support helped me in my personal as well as
professional growth. He became my idol and
someone whom I would always look upto wishing
that in his esteemed company some of his
wisdom would brush up on me. Today whenever
I think of him, I always hope that I have imbibed
his values and principles and that I too age as
graciously as he did.

Uncle is my Idol  ...  Sunil Mattoo

Still Guiding Us ... Seema Mattoo

'Warm and affectionate' are
the words that come to my
mind when I think of Aima uncle
who would be always there for
us with a kind word of advice.
There were many leisurely
evenings that we (Sunil & me)
spend at his place where he would regale us
with wonderful anecdotes and time would just
fly. His tales from the past were often of his vast
experience and encounters in life and they were
much more than mere stories.

It’s been six years that Uncle is not with us
but whenever we take a bold new step in life
and venture into unknown territories, I feel as if
his blessings are still with us and he is
somewhere watching us and guiding us to take
the right path.

A Painting by renowned artist Gulam
Rasool Santosh, gifted by the great
painter to Aima Sahib. Later, this
painting was adopted as its emblem
by the Lalla Ded Educational &
Welfare Trust.

Time to relax

At Calicut on Aalok's wedding
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It was sometime in 1994, the year I shifted from
Jammu to Mumbai, when a get-together function
was held at Kashyap Bhawan, Bhawani Nagar,
which I came to know of through my Mamaji Shri
Mohan Lal Dhar. Though I was not known to
members of the Mumbai biradari, I made it a point
to attend the function and get introduced to
people around, as also to get acquainted with
the Mumbai Association and its office bearers. I
was new to Mumbai, having spent five years in
Jammu after migrating from the Valley in 1990 at
the peak of terrorism, and finally deciding to make
Mumbai my future home. It was a new place for
me. I was excited as well as confused about the
place and the people.

As soon as I entered the premises, I saw a
number of stalls raised on the
adjacent ground by young boys
and girls of the community, for
selling Bhajan books & audio
tapes and for playing games.
Inside the main hall called
Kashyap Bhawan, tables had
been laid, serving hot Bajiya and
Kashmiri Kehwa. Two women
were managing the stalls, who I
came to know later, were Pinki
Kapoor and Neena Kher. There
was lot of rush inside, people
chatting and cracking jokes, one
pointing to immediate necessity
of conducting repairs to Kashyap
Bhawan Hall because of leaking
roof slab, others enquiring about the forthcoming
biradari get-together, a few concerned with the
admission of migrant KP children in the
Maharashtra professional colleges and so on and
so forth.

Having gulped down 3 or 4 cups of Kashmiri
Kehwa at the Kehwa Counter, I got thick and thin
with Neena and told her all about myself and
about the exodus. She introduced me to Shri Moti
Kaul, the then President of the Kashmiri Pandits’
Association and other office bearers. She was
about to introduce me to other people around

when I heard someone
informing her of the arrival of
some 'Uncle'. I looked at the
person entering through the
main door of the Hall, who, in
my opinion, was amazingly
resembling the hero of first
Kashmiri film ‘mänziràth’,
which I had watched in
Srinagar atleast thrice during my school days.
The ‘hero’ was still fresh in my mind, having
watched him later in a couple of advertisements
in the cinema halls. The figure before me was a
handsome tall person, wearing light brown jeans
and greeting everybody with a smile. I
concentrated my eyes on his built-up and asked

Neena Kher to tell me about him.
She told me that he was Aima
Uncle, as she used to call him
fondly. I asked her if he was
somehow related to the hero of
f i lm ‘mänziràth’. She was
shocked. “Don’t you know him?”
She asked with utter surprise.
“No”, I said. “He is Onkar Aima,
the hero himself”, she declared.
It was the moment of shock for
me now. That so much time had
rolled by since ‘mänziràth’ film, I
could not grasp immediately. I
could not conceive that a film
hero could come of age so
speedily, though I myself had

crossed 45. How fast had time flown!
Neena introduced me to Aima Sahib. He was

courteous, soft spoken and loveable. He asked
me all about my migration, my family and my
further plans at a new place. We sat leisurely in
one corner of the Kashyap Bhawan Hall. I told
him about my interest in literature, especially
Kashmiri literature. He was kind enough to assure
me a helping hand as and when I needed it. He
asked me to visit his place at Mahim in the days
to come, so that we could have interchange of
ideas concerning literature. My first impression

The Outspoken Personality                                ...           M.K.Raina
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 about Aima Sahib was pleasant and comforting.
My association with Aima Sahib got further

strengthened with the passage of time. The KPs
in and around Vasai founded a charitable
educational trust named Lalla Ded Educational
and Welfare Trust. Initially there was some
resentment to the idea from the Mumbai biradari
as they thought it was another social organisation
parallel to Kashmiri Pandits’ Association, Mumbai.
With the good offices of some of the veterans of
Mumbai biradari, the misunderstanding was
cleared. The Board of Trustees of this Trust, which
was scheduled to work in the field of education,
had mixed representation from all the areas of
Mumbai, Navi Mumbai and North
Mumbai. Shri Onkar Aima, a
member of the f irst Board of
Trustees, was unanimously elected
as the Treasurer of this Trust.
Captain A.K.Misri was elected as
Chairman.

In the years to come, I got
actively involved with the affairs of
Kashmiri Pandits’ Association. In
1996, I was elected as a member
of the Board of Trustees of the
Association, where ultimately I took
over as General Secretary during
the Presidentship of Shri P.N.Wali.
Because of my interest in the Kashmiri literature,
Shri P.N.Wali, the then Editor-in-Chief of ‘Milchar’
asked me to join ‘Milchar’ editorial team as
Coordinating Editor. Shri Aima Sahib was one of
the members of the BOT and also a member of
the Editorial Board. It was an honour for me to
work with the veterans like Wali Sahib and Aima
Sahib.

In the following years, the Lalla Ded
Educational Trust and Kashmiri Pandits’
Association came together to initiate a literary
platform in Mumbai. The platform was named
‘Project Zaan’. A team to run the affairs of this
Project was constituted which consisted of Shri
J.N.Kachroo, Shri J.L.Manwati, Shri Onkar Aima,
Shri P.N.Wali, Smt. Neelam Trakru, Shri Uday
Upendra and myself. I was elected as Convener
of the Project. It was from this literay platform
that we published information with regard to our

motherland, our language, our culture, our
religion, and all that related to Kashmir, Kashmiri
and Kashmiris, first through one-page leaflets and
then through compendiums under the title of
‘Information Digest Series’. Under this
programme, a book on the Kashmiri-Devanagari
Script for Kashmiri language, namely ‘Basic
Reader for Kashmiri Language’ was also
published in the year 2002. In compiling the data
for Information Digest Series, as also for the
‘Milchar’, the contribution from Aima Sahib was
immense. He not only went through the
vocabulary of ‘Basic Reader’ himself, but also
asked his wife Shakuntalaji (whom I fondly called

Masi) to render a helping hand,
which she did gladly inspite of
paucity of time.

  Aima Sahib’s write-ups for the
Information Digest series were
always clear, to the point, and
carried the authenticity one would
like such digests to have. Aima
Sahib would normally select a
subject of his choice and write
extensively after consulting a
number of reference books from his
small library, which he was very
proud of. He would read and re-read
the content a number of times till

he was satisfied that there were no errors and
no contradictions with the available literature on
the subject. His write-ups were neatly written in
his own hand. As a computer operator, how I
wished there could be an English font resembling
Aima Sahibs hand writing. I always used to
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secure his writings. While going through the pages
of a book, he would even record notes and
reference marks on the pages itself, for ready
reference in the future. He would point out the
discrepancies and conflicts between various
authors and try to find out the truth from a book by
another author,  eventually leading him to acquire
it for record and reference. I once requested him
to lend me a book named ‘The Kashmiri Pandit’
by Anand Koul for a few days as I was writing an
article on the subject and the book was out of print.
He refused straightway, looking straight into my
eyes. It was a painful experience for me. I was so
close to him and his denial was really a shock to
me. After a while, when I was normal, he patted
me and asked me to have tea first, which I had
quite forgotten because of my emotions. He then
explained in detail as to why it is not good to lend
one’s books. Immediately I remembered an
episode of the year 1975. One S.K.Ganjoo was
my colleague in the government department in
Kashmir where I was serving. My uncle had got
me a book on architectural designs of bungalows
from Delhi. It was an imported and costly book.
My colleague spotted the book in my library and
asked for it. He wanted to show it to one of his
friends who was about to start constructing his
house at Barzulla. Showing abnormal courtesy, I
handed him the book and asked him to return it in
a week’s time and not give it to anyone else. He
agreed. After a week, I asked him to get my book
back. He requested for some more time. Then a
fortnight passed, a month passed, but the book
was not returned. I went to his home on a Sunday
and repeated my plea. He said smilingly, “My friend
did not return it. I think he has lost it somewhere.”
He was unapologetic. I got highly infuriated. “How
did you give my book to someone else”, I asked.
He smiled again and replied, “Like you gave it to
me.” I was dumbstuck. The book never came back
thereafter and I had to console myself.

After remembering the episode, I lifted my
eyes and looked at Aima Sahib with great adoration
and thanked him for making me more
knowledgeable. While I was leaving his house, he
called me back and handed me the book I had
asked for. “Now, this is for the first time I am giving
my book to anybody. Please take photocopies of

the pages and return it to me as soon as
possible”, he said, keeping his hand on my
shoulder. I was literary dumb with gratitude. I kept
my promise and returned the book in a couple of
days. The photocopy version of the book is still
secured in my library. I value it most, not only
because it is not available in the market, but also
because it reminds me of Aima Sahib’s gesture
and his greatness, as and when I open it for
reference.

Aima Sahib was closely associated with the
Kashmiri Pandits’ Association, Mumbai, being a
member of its Board of Trustees for a long time.
His rigidity for not accepting any post as office
bearer, deprived Mumbai biradari of seeing him
ever heading the association. It was absolutely
his personal decision, which he stuck to till his
last, though against wishes of many of his friends
and well wishers. As a member of the Board of
Trustees, he was one amongst the most regular
attendees to participate in the meetings and take
active part in the discussions, till his health
pemitted him. I always watched him attending the
meetings with full preparation, carrying with him
the agenda letter, a paper to write on and other
records relevant to a particular meeting. Inspite
of the heated arguments between the members
on certain occasions, Aima Sahib was always
accorded the kind of respect deserved by a noble
person.

Aima Sahib was a man of reason and had
his own style of working. Though he would always
listen to others view points with rapt attention, he
would not compromise on the issues which
conflicted with his principles. He would put forth
his point of view rigidly on a matter of conflict and
discuss the things on merit. He was the last man
to be silenced by opponent’s vociferous voice.
Inspite of all this, he always maintained good
relations with everybody and made it a point that
personal relations do not get spoiled because of
a heated debate.

Because of leadership qualities and his
association with the cultural and theatre groups
at the prime of his youth, Aima Sahib was very
popular with the masses. He was also very close
to the Bakshi familly (Late Bakshi Ghulam
Mohammed was the prime minister of Kashmir).
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After doing his college, he was appointed as a
Under-Secretary to the J&K Government in the
Home Deptt. and deputed to The J&K Militia as
Record Officer. He did not continue with the
gazetted job for a long time and resigned to try
his luck in the film world. Shri J.L.Manwati has in
his write-up 'Pure for Sure' dwelt at length on his
days in Mumbai and I need not repeat that again.

From what I gathered about Aima Sahib's life
from various quarters, I concluded that he was a
man of great stature and great repute. He had the
set of principles laid for him, which he always tried
to stick to. A few episodes and incidents stated
below, will corroborate my statements on him.

While at Srinagar, Aima Sahib's income did
not acceed Rs. 200.00 per month, including the
salary of his wife Shakuntala who was working
as a teacher in the Education Deptt. This was the
time when Aalok, his son was to be got admitted
in a school. Aima Sahib was very selective about
the kind of education his child should have. He
got him admitted into the famous but expensive
school Burn Hall, where Aalok's monthly fee was
Rs. 25.00. It is said that many of Aima sahib's
relations and acquaintances were not happy with

his decision and some of them conveyed their
unhapiness to him. In their opinion, it was foolish
to spend so much money on the education of a
child while parents have to struggle to make both
ends meet. Aima Sahib did not relent. He would
say, "I will give my children the best possible
education in spite of my hardships, come what
may!"

Aima Sahib was always comfortable with the
youngsters. Girls used to be his fans. It is said
that when the young groups comprising boys and
girls used to assemble at his place for an
intercation or a get-together, he would get special
treatment from the girls. They used to sit as close
to him as possible, thus annoying the young boys,
who would naturally feel envious. As a goodwill
gesture, Aima Sahib would then leave the room
and allow them to enjoy the company.

Once, during a function at his home in
Narsing Garh, Aima Sahib was quietly sitting
beside his father Pt. Vedh Lal Kaul. Shri Makhan
Lal Kaul, younger brother of Aima Sahib was to
get married, and a delegation from the bride's side
had come to talk to Aimas and fix the marriage.
Besides other family members, Pt. Kina Kaul,
elder brother of Pt. Vedh Lal Kaul was also present.
After going through the preliminaries, the
delegation handed a packet containing money to
Pt. Kina Kaul as Shagun. He accepted the packet
and held it in his hands. In a flash, Aima Sahib
came upto the old person and snatched the packet
from him. Everybody was utterly surprised on his
action. He took out a one-rupee note from the
packet and returned the packet to Bride's people
saying, "For God's sake, we are not comfortable
with such things. We keep one rupee as Shagun
to honour you." It is said, nobody dared to say
anything to Aima Sahib, not even his elders,
because they knew that Aima Sahib always
treated dowry as a curse.

During a get-together, an elderly member of
the Mumbai biradari asked Aalok, son of  Aima
Sahib, "Would you like to have a cigarette, or you
don't smoke before your father?" Aima Sahib was
also present. Aalok was not a smoker then and
Aima Sahib knew it fully well. The elderly person
may have spoken in a casual manner, but Aima
Sahib replied him thus, "I have asked my sons
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I have seen Onkar Aima Sahib but
have never personally met him. I was
too young when he was very popular.

Once, I saw him at a shop in
Srinagar (Opposite the Coffee House)
but I did not get the courage to go up
to him and talk to him. It is like seeing
Mr. Amitab Bachan and going up to him
and saying 'hello'. I still remember that image of a 'Hero'.
He was dressed in a grey colour suit. His face was
'cool'. He appeared very calm and seeing him so closely
at a shop in Srinagar was just unbelievable for me.

Many of my seniors like Shri Pran Kishore and Shri
Shahid Badgami were Aima Sahib's friends. They all
had great praise for him.

I know certainly that every one in Kashmir
particularly at Radio Kashmir, Srinagar, where I worked
for a long time, would remember him and talk about his
love for the films. Film Mehjoor was the talk of the town
then. His love for Kashmir was unparallaled.

I, as a broadcaster always pay my respects to Aima
Sahib, especially when I watch Shri  Abhay Aima, his
son on CNBC TV.  He has a unique style like that of his
father.

☯☯

Kashmiris will always
remember him   ...   B.N.Watal Betab

not to feel shy of smoking or drinking as and
when they wish to do so, and instead do it in
my presence. I don't want an outsider to tell
me that he had seen my sons smoking or
drinking at my back".

Shakuntala Masi narrated to me some
incidents concerning Aima Sahib. She said,
once Aima Sahib asked a guest to stay back
and have lunch with them. The guest
however was in hurry and apologised. Masi
asked Aima Sahib as to why doesn't he,
before inviting anybody for meals, enquire if
she has the provision of food for the guest.
To this, Aima Sahib replied, "If you serve a
little from what you have to the guest with
an open heart and smilingly, it is a thousand
times better than if you serve him a variety
of dishes with anger in your heart. So we
can always share with a guest what we have
for us." On another occasion, when she
asked a guest if he would like to have tea,
Aima Sahib intervened thus, "Don't ask
anybody whether he will have tea or not.
Serve it to him and he will have it. Even if he
has only one or two sips, it meets our
purpose of treating him with hospitality, for
which we Kashmiris are well known."

Another incident speaks volumes about
Aima Sahib's generous character. When his
father Pt. Vedh Lal Kaul wanted to distribute
his property among his three sons and a
daughter, Aima Sahib said to him, "We are
all moderately well off, having jobs and our
own houses. Only Makhan Lal (Aima Sahib's
younger brother) is resourceless and
unsettled. Kindly give my share to him."

Peace be upon your soul Aima Sahib!
We will always miss you.

☯☯
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With him, we shared an intimate bond ...      Rakesh Kapoor

Penning my thoughts about Uncle Onkar, in a
very small way gives me an apportunity to pay
my respect to a man that I regarded very highly
and fondly.

Uncle Onkar had been and Aunty Shakun still
is a very important and integral part of my
existence and thought process. Our families
shared a very close and intimate bond that was
built on respect, faith, trust and bonhomie.

Going back in time to my childhood, my first
impression of my Uncle was “This man is a movie
star”. He did play character roles in films but to
me he was always a superstar. I would love to
hear him speak and hang on to every word of
his. I would look forward with unmasked
eagerness to our every visit to the Aima home, or
their visit to ours.

The most memorable moments that are
etched in my mind were the rougish and naughty
conversations that my late father and uncle Aima
would share, away from the everyone else’s
earshot. Uncle and my late
mother Shanta Kapoor
shared a beautiful and loving
relationship. They shared the
same passion for their
homeland, they shared the
same kind of struggle in
moving from the Valley and
eventually setting up home and hearth in Mumbai
They both loved reading and listening to same
kind of music. But with my father, who did not
have any of the above mentiond meeting points,
uncle still seemed so comfortable and at peace,
and my father felt the same too. They loved each
other's company and would laugh away their
tears and woes and celebrate their wins and
acheivements. Their joie de vivre was infectious.

As my power of reasoning and understanding
grew in accordance with my age, and sometime
beyond it, I deciphered the simple mathematics
of their bonding. They were both very young at
heart. My Uncle Onkar was like my buddy. He
would often tease me and inquire who my current
girlfriend was. That mischevious smile and
twinkling eyes would give me the courage to

actually confess !!! After My
father's untimely demise,
Uncle Onkar made it a point to
stay in touch with us and see
as to how I was charting my
cource to livelihood and other
social committments.

That was my Uncle Onkar,
my Uncle buddy, who at
another level was a prominant and an integral
pillar of our Kashmiri biradari. He stayed rooted
to his homeland and kept the torch of
'Kashmiriyat' burning within him. For him, it was
never the 'Politics' of the state of affairs, it was
the ethics and morals of the system that mattered.
He was never part of any 'Inner Cirlces', neither
did he subscribe to being part of 'wheels within
wheels' that has been existing and plaguing our
Biradari.  He was a simple man, who lived within
his simple motto of 'Live and Let Live'.

After the exodus of Kashmiri Pandits from
the valley, he in his own way, went about being a
lighthouse to those floundering youths who drifted
towards Mumbai, with hopes in their hearts and
a prayer on their lips. I miss him, and every time
I chance upon a spark of righteousness and self-
belief, I miss him even more.

"Uncle buddy, you will never be forgotten by
all your loved ones and the ones whose lives you
helped resurrect ! May your loving soul always
remain in eternal peace."
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Aima Sahib with Late Kishori Lal Kapoor.
They shared an intimate relation between them.
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At the age when young boys look for an icon or
role model to immitate, I chanced  to see
the advertisement of  'RAYMONDS’ winter
range in Readers Digest, featuring an elegantly
attired model with effects of stunning presence. I
concluded -  this is what is ultimate in carriage,
style & elan.  Later, to learn that this debonair was
a Kashmiri Pandit gentleman gracing
the prestigious advertisement campaign,
contributed considerably to my image & esteem
for  the role model . That I would be able to meet
this icon in person ever, seemed pure imagination
& wishful thinking at that time but  twenty winters
later, when I relocated to Mumbai, I found
myself  meeting & greeting AIMA uncle at
Kashyap Bhawan. Though it was still a few years
later when I had an opportunity to express my
hero worship imagery to him but not surprisingly
though, he wore the applauds & appreciations
lightly, in a very unassuming manner. 
 I still vividly recall  when he said, "... Even if
you have reached the pinnacle of success, you
must never forget the persons close to you. Those
who act in the shade, in effect, contribute to
sustaining your position. There is always

Iconic Role Model                                                             ...      S.P.Kachru

reciprocity and relationship
between people, whatever your
level may be. Do not walk
alone...". This introduction to his
sentimental & emotive
expressions was to become at
once the strength of character
as well as weakness for causes
close to his heart especially matters enveloping
community & cultural concerns.
 AIMA uncle’s innate reserve & distinct taste
bridged his obsessive passion for preserving &
promoting the Kashmiri cultural heritage through
staging & showcasing what was original, ethnic
Kashmiri music & drama, which always remained
his greatest passion and delight. A highly visible
campaigner himself, AIMA uncle’s more profound
concerns included increasing ignorance of the
cultural heritage of  Kashmiri folk music & drama
among the community members as much as he
would lament his inability to correct an unfair
conduct or expression in face of social gullibility
of  the community. He was a Hero who
demonstrated  eloquence of distinguished
persona and dramatic deftness.                  ]]
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Tall, Dark and Handsome in every sense of the
word. I first met him long, long ago at my Uncle
Shri Gopinath Raina’s home at Jawahar Nagar.
When I was told he was the co-actor in the movie
'GEET' with Jublee Star Rajendra Kumar, I was
simply in awe of him. A Shud Kashmiri in Filmy
Duniya, directly from the Valley.

The next I met him was on 3rd June 1971 at
my Sister’s wedding. He had come to receive
the Barat. He came in a Red Coupe. It was news
then. Today even a Porsche SUV is insignificant.
These are my early impressions besides many
others.

My association though brief started in 1996
when we both became Trustees of Lalla Ded
Educational and Welfare Trust. Between 1996 and

He encouraged me in Words & Deeds       ...      Capt. A.K.Misri

2000, he encouraged me in
words and deeds as I had been
propped as the Chairman of the
Trust. His enthusiasm was
contagious. What I liked most
about him was when at his home
any one would touch upon a
topic on Kashmir Music or Art, Onkar would spring
up, lean towards the well stocked book shelf and
pull out the relevant Book.

I went to the Bahamas in 2001 and lost
contact with him. Soon and I don’t remember
when, I received news that Onkar Aima was no
more with us. That was a Sad Day, a sad day for
me and a sad day for Lalla Ded Educational and
Welfare Trust.                ]]
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oçôHçáLçcç, cçiçj lççíçÆlç kçw³ççn içJç?    (A Tribute to Aima Sahib)     ...          cç.kçÀ.jÌvçç

KJçjvç ¸ççJç Dçç@mçecç, kçÀuçmç lççHçe ¬çÀç³ççn
Kçmçávç Dççímç oáMçJççj yçálçMçíçÆj yççuçmç~
o@çÆsv³ç vççj KççôJçe³ç& çÆyç³ççyççvç ]pççbiçáuç

oçôHçáLçcç, cçiçj lççíçÆlç kçw³ççn içJç?

mçHçÀj ¬çÓÀþ Dççímçácç, m³çþçn oÓj cçBçÆ]pçuç
cçooiççj kçáÀmç lç³ç kçÀmç H³çþ sá oçJçç?
náçÆcçmç pççíMç mççí³ç&Jç, ³çôçÆcçmç vççí cççônuuçLç

oçôHçáLçcç, cçiçj lççíçÆlç kçw³ççn içJç?

mç@êmç mçô-cçb]pçmç Dçuçcç mçç@v³ç ³ççÇj³ç
lçjevçmç cçô Dçç@mçecç DçKç ]pçç@v³ç‡ vççJççn~

cç@MççÆjLç ]pçyççvç sámç, çÆkçÀLçe çÆocçe yçe DççuçJç
oçôHçáLçcç, cçiçj lççíçÆlç kçw³ççn içJç?

kçÀçÆlç mççívç Dççiçáj lçe kçÀLç pçççÆ³ç ]pççcçel³ç
kçáÀmç içJç çÆmçkçbÀoj lçe MççncççÇj, yç[Mççn?

kçÓÀlççn Hç©vç H³ççícç kçÀunCç #çícçWoj
oçôHçáLçcç, cçiçj lççíçÆlç kçw³ççn içJç?

Dç[mçççÆj cç[mçççÆj ³çÓlççn çÆlç ¿ççôkçáÀcç³ç
³çLç HççíçÆMç Jççjí mçiçeJççvç ªoámç~

kçWÀ]®çvç ná³ç&j içJç lçe kçWÀn ªÐç vççuçvç
oçôHçáLçcç, cçiçj lççíçÆlç kçw³ççn içJç?

çÆyççÆnLç ]pçç@v³ç vçcçmçe³ç DççuçJç ]®çô ÐçálçáLçcç
oçôHçáLçcç jJççb sámç, cçô scç DççMç Hçiçne®ç‡‡~
`HçiçnákçÀ çÆmççÆ³ç& JçásçÆvç içj Dç@m³ç vç DççmçJç'

oçôHçáLçcç, cçiçj lççíçÆlç kçw³ççn içJç?

DçKç DçKç mç@çÆcçLç içJç mçHçÀj mççívç Dççmççvç
cçBçÆ]pçuç Dç@svç lçuç, cçiçj ®ççívç oÓ³ç&j~

DççJçç]pç ®çç@vççÇ DççkçÀç@M³ç Dçç³çcç
oçôHçáLçcç, cçiçj lççíçÆlç kçw³ççn içJç?

‡Òççípçíkçwì ]pççvç        ‡‡mJçiçça³ç oçÇvçç vççLç vçççÆocç kçÀçÇ SkçÀ Hçbçqkçwlç, pççí Sícçç mçççÆnyç kçÀçí yçnálç çÆÒç³ç LççÇ~
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An Eternal Shadow of Onkar                     ...        Ravinder Ravi

"For men may come and men may go, I shall
go on ever", thus spake Sir Spring Rice. This
universe, a great creation of a supreme power,
is indeed a fact as well as a mystery. By the 'fact'
I mean  living and non living things perish
gradually or with the passage of time. 'Mystery'
is what we can not perceive even after having
realized spiritual mastery. Thus we may say,
inevitable  happens come what may.

The wheel of time spins non-stop, bringing
new faces to the fore and taking older ones with
it. Some faces leave an indelible mark on the
horizon and some are lost with the wind as it
comes. Some times what happens is, if you are
not acquainted with a particular person but still
recognize his contribution, it is indeed a great
tribute to him. There are some heroes, who
remain unsung and there are others who are non
entities but they get what they do not deserve.

I had heard about a community member,
having a unique distinction of being associated
with the first ever Kashmiri feature film 'Manzi
Raath'. This path breaking Kashmiri film not only
proved a watershed in film-making in Kashmir
but also laid a strong base for the Kashmiri films
to be produced in Kashmir. Living Legends, like
Pushkar Bhan, Abdul Rehman Bhat and Mohd.
Sultan Pandit were other characters of this film.
Other legend late Som Nath Sadhu was an
important member of the cast. And one more
versatile actor in the film about whom I have
mentioned above without his name was none
other than the one and only Onkar Aima.

A towering personality, cool looking, thin but
robust physique, thoughtful and bespectacled,
Onkar Aima wore a complete look of a great
human being. He would have been 70 plus in
2002 when he left this mortal world. He left behind
a great legacy in film making. Based in Mumbai,
he remained active in the film city till his last
breath, doing films and other creative works. His
advertisement on television regarding petroleum
was liked by one and all. Its repeated telecasts
told the story of his creative genius.

With his high ideas, ideals and values, Onkar

Aima was a down to earth
icon.

It  was way back in
nineties, when I met this
luminary for the first time. I
remember that it was a hot
summer afternoon, when
our bulletin was about to
start and he dropped in at
our Unit in the News Services Division of All India
Radio. He introduced himself with great humility.
Although visibly calm, satisfied and soft-spoken,
he opened up during talks with my colleagues in
the Unit. On being asked, how he felt in the
Kashmiri Unit, he replied, he felt  as if he was at
home in Kashmir. Nostalgic, as it was evident
from his face, Onkar was quick in saying, "We
may  be far away from our Valley of ancestors
but we are proud and aboriginal Kashmiris." He
seemed to be proud of his  service and devotion
to the nation and I also could discover that being
a real artist, his heart was out for his brethren in
trouble. It was a grievous blow to the whole of
Kashmiri community to hear about the death of a
Karmayogi.

Onkar Aima may not be physically with us
today but his shadow follows wherever he is
remembered.

]]
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Ünmç iççMç náçÆj içáuç lçe içáuç]pççj Òç]pçuçvç
]pç@cççÇvçmç mçemçj uççÆiç lçe mçy]pççj Òç]pçuçvç~
Jçsmç cçb]pç náçÆcçmç uççíuçe HçbÀJççj Òç]pçuçvç

Hçiççn MççíçÆuç oáçÆvç³ççn~~
These lines of Nadim Sahib were very
dear to Aima Sahib. He would generally
quote them to show his optimism about
our bright future.
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'Onkar' to all and 'Mamu' to us                ...                Kapil Raina

Special Feature
Remembering The Philanthropist ~ Late Onkar Aima

Yes, this is about the noble person and well
known personality of the Kashmiri
Community, called Onkar Aima.

I grew up seeing him as one of my 'Mamus'.
He was adored by all and being the most
handsome man of the valley, everyone was
naturally attracted towards him. As children, we
were a bit scared of  him because of his
overwhelming persona and his unique style of
fondling us which was in a sort of reprimanding
manner. Occasionally, he played pranks with us
and was at times naughty within acceptable levels.
His sense of humour and child like playfulness
made him a favourite amongst us. He married an
equally great lady Shakuntala – our Mami (Shok-
kai to him), who needs no introduction. She is a
lady, we are proud of  and is our prized
possession. Mami always stood apart in her
intelligence, knowledge and stature from the rest
of her contemporaries in the valley. They made
an excellent couple.

Mamu was the hero of the only Kashmiri hit
movie ever made called  ”MAINZ-RAAT’.  Being his
nephew, I felt great in those days when all my
friends in school would surround me, talk about
this film and were keen to know more about the
person he was.

When I came to Bombay (now Mumbai) in
1973, Mamu was already here and we got more
close.  Alongwith my brother Ravi and cousin
Satish Kaul, the actor  (Our elder Mamu, Mohanlal
Aima’s son), we have pleasant memories of our
social get togethers with Mamu. 

Now from Mamu, he became our Friend,
Guide, Guardian and yet continued to be our most
revered uncle.  He never put any embargos on us
which was quite unusual in our community in those
days. Both his children Alok and Abhay are
our darlings and they have the same reverence
with us that we had for Mamu. 

After my marriage to Basanti, our bond grew
stronger and both Mamu and Mami became
natural heads of our family.  As women would have
a crush on him, we would jokingly admit to Mamu
that we were scared to leave our wives alone with

him.  He would blush, laugh and
be really amused to hear that.
The love and affection they
(Mamu & Mami) have showered
on my family is dif f icult to
express in words.  Even today,
when my children visit India, their
first priority is to visit Mami.

Apart from my personal relationship, Mamu
was universally kind to everyone irrespective of
cast, creed and colour.  He was very close to our
Kashmiri Community in Mumbai and contributed
significantly towards the welfare of our biradari. I
remember the youth wing of the 70’s was so fond
of him that a regular visit to the Aimas was part of
the routine. Both Mami & Mamu have showered
immense love to all and no one could leave the
'Aima House' without a meal. Several cultural
events were organized in Mumbai through their
active participation.

Despite the familiarity, the Aimas never
imposed their views which perhaps drew everyone
(especially youngsters) to maintain a life long
relationship of love and respect with them. Omkar
Mamu was ahead of his times and I am fortunate
to have been closely associated with him. We will
always miss him.

☯☯

Aima-speak

'Be responsible to your Zameer
(conscience). Let others say what they
say'.

'Relationship is not what you are born
into. Relationship is what you yourself
make'.

'If you have a real friend, you always
live'.
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I knew Aima Uncle since three decades. It was at a wedding reception where I first
saw him. I was so thrilled to see him, being the first Kashmiri actor with a tall and
handsome personality and it was during this time that he had shifted base from Srinagar
to Mumbai.

Then there were many such occassions like Hawan, Cultural Programme and
weddings where we would often meet. With the passage of time, my association with
him and his family became more closer and I almost became a part of his family.
During this time, I also became close to Alok and Abhay when we formed our own
youth group. Aima uncle was very impressed with my social activities in KPA youth group and my
active participation in Hawan and Cultural programmes. He also got me elected to the Board of Trustees
of Kashmiri Pandits' Association, Mumbai.

Aima uncle was an emotional and sensitive person. During BOT meetings, we would have heated
arguments and discussions between us, but once out of it, we would be one. Because of the cool
temperament of almost all members of KPA, he would always say that KPA was the best among all KP
associations. He would request everybody to keep that reputation intact.

Towards the end, in the year of his illness he had become quite a changed person. He would not
talk much but would say, "Whether I live or not, please do not fight between yourselves." Saying so, he
would become very emotional. These words of Aima uncle still ring in my ears.

☯☯
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Uncle's words still ring in my ears                                ...                          Neena Kher

I have lost an advisor and guide                                ...                         M.L.Mattoo

I happened to meet Aima sahib through some
of my friends and relations once in Srinagar.

In Mumbai we became very close friends
during our association as Trustees of KPA. As a
Trustee he was honest to the purpose and an
extremely suggestive person.

His aims, objectives and thoughts about the
service to the community were similar to mine.
As a result we worked together for the purpose,
whenever we received requests for educational
and medical assistance. He was one who was
dedicated to the cause of displaced Kashmiri
Pandits. For instance as I know, he was the
person to have arranged the 1st accommodation
for students during counselling sessions. Not only
that, he silently helped the needy personally
without anybody knowing it, and he occasionally
called on me for my advice and help.

As he was an artist, he worked and helped
all budding artists who came from the Valley. I
have personally witnessed on many occasions
that all these young artists would speak very high

of him and held him in high
esteem. Outside KPA meetings,
we used to meet often and
discuss various problems facing
the community at large.

I got the shocking news of
Mr. Aima’s demise when I was
in Kolkata. It was an extremely
sad moment personally for me. I had met him a
day prior to leaving for Kolkotta.

With Mr. Onkar Aima’s demise, I lost an
advisor and a guide. I must mention here that Smt.
Shakuntala, wife of Late Mr. Aima, has been very
kind to KPA by donating Rs. 2.00 Lakh in her
husband’s name for the Khargar Project of KPA,
Mumbai.

MAY HIS SOUL REST IN PEACE

☯☯
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Nature so vast, has many things to offer. It’s
the alertness and sensitivity of human mind and
soul, which helps one to take what it wants from it
and leave what is  not required. It bestows us with
our parents, our loved ones, and many others,
who may not be related to us, yet have played a
very vital role in making of our lives.

It becomes all the more difficult if one has to
pen down the experiences, or memories of the
ones who have played a key role in our lives. To
pen down means to limit our thoughts, to bind
them.  Whereas love, care, guidance is more vast
than a written periphery.

Mr. Onkar Aima or “Daddy" (that is how we
all lovingly addressed him) was my beloved Uncle
(biologically), my father’s elder brother. But the
love, the care and the guidance or the learning in
the family, never made us say that he is my Uncle,
because that thought never arose in the mind. We
as children were groomed and guided by our
elders to be one rather than segregate the
relations.

This grooming and guidance reminds me of
one of the interesting  incidents of my childhood
(perhaps when I was in class 2 ). While coming
back home from school in the school bus, my
seniors would ask me, "What is your father’s
name".  And I would happily tell them that I have
three fathers and three mothers and their names
are .......  How ever when I look back now, I thank
all the elders in our family for imbibing these values
in me. Perhaps 'Daddy' played a vital role in it.

To pen down memories of one's father
means endless thoughts. Thus let me pen down,
those interesting and learning incidents, which as
a grown up person, I used to share with 'Daddy'.
At the outset, he gave an impression of a very
serious person. But as one would strike a right
chord with him, the interaction and learning would
be endless.

His interest in music and cricket were the
topics of discussion with me, whenever he would
come down to Delhi to stay with us.  As every one
in the family is an ardent cricket lover, and I for
one was very fond of collecting sports magazines,
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His Spirit Is There To Guide Us              ...                 Savitri Aima

his quest for new reading
material would make him
question me, "So what is the new
collection you have?" One had to
be ready with what ever was
available.

An ardent Sufi-music lover,
he would go through my
collections of music and guide me to listen to
something more fruitful and meaningful.  He would
explain the verses of the song, be it Qawwali,
Kashmiri Naat, Kalaam or Ghazal, in such an
intricate manner, which became a learning in itself.

Carelessness had no place in his life. To
arrange the things at home, or to fix up his own
clothes and fix up things at home became an
example in itself for the younger ones to learn.

Resolving problems in the family. Ensuring
that everything concluded in a systematic and
peaceful manner was what he loved. A Social
person. He had many friends. The meticulous
manner in which he preserved everyone’s details
was worthwhile to learn from.

He gave an impression of a quiet person,
however his mind was always working towards
the welfare of family members or towards the ones
who sought his help.

His cheerfulness came forward in many
forms.  He would often tease me by asking, "So
what do you call your brothers? Bhaiya and Jaan
bhai ……? Who is who, and how often do they
call you ? (I lovingly call my brothers Alok Aima as
Bhaiya and Abhay Aima as Jaanbhai).

It so happened that a couple of times he was
with us during Navratri festival.   As I fast on all 8
days, he would often tease me by asking, "Are
you again upto potatoes, nothing else to prepare
and share with others? you will never learn. what’s
going to happen to you?"

Memories are endless and thoughts many.
Some which are a treasure and some for all. To
pen down all means to go on. However I would
sum up by something more sensitive and touching,
which shook the whole family.

He for one was very badly shaken, and that
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Late Onkar Aima
was the death of my younger brother 'Major
Sushil Aima' in year 1999 during Kargil War.  An
incident which makes one proud with honour,
yet there is silent pain within. I remember Daddy’s
face, silent, observant, trying to reconcile yet
crying within. Consoling each one of us,
interacting with people who came over,
interacting with authorities who came for various
details, with calm mind yet having a war of
emotions and thoughts within himself. Though
physically he was in Bombay, but mentally he
would be with my father and mother, motivating
them to move on in life. Words cannot express
the pain and agony which all of us were going
through and he was no exception.

My dearest Daddy gave up his mortal coil
in year 2002, but prior to that he kept moving on,
fighting with the deadliest disease of 'Cancer'.
He knew what he was going through and knew
what it was going to lead to. Yet the fear, or losing
of near and dear ones did not reflect on his face.
Everyone trying to give in their best. Dearest
Jaanbhai (Abhay Aima) giving his best, looking
for the best of the treatments for his father with
a calm and poised behaviour, knew how to make
him feel comfortable for what ever days he was
going to be there. Death is nothing but a transition
of life towards something new and serene yet
we find it difficult and painful to accept it.

I had visited Bombay in August 2002, just
for a week to see Daddy. It became the last
meeting apparently. He was on treatment. Lot of
things happening together, pain within him, sugar
levels varying, yet a smile on his face.  He would
listen to Sai Bhajans (an ardent devotee of Shirdi
Sai Baba) and seek his blessings with open
hands, with tears rolling down his face. He and
only he knew, what he was asking during those
end moments of his life. Perhaps peace and
happiness for all those whom he cared for, or
may be for the eternal guidance which would be
the next course of his soul’s journey. His silent
face with intense sensitivity in front of Sai Baba’s
photograph is what I can never forget for the
years to come. For us, his spirit is there to guide
even now, though physical frame may have
merged with nature.      ☯☯
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