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FOREWORD

IT IS WITH FEELINGS OF EXCITEMENT AND JOY THAT | PENTHIS forewordto my husbandautobiography
narratedoy him, after yearsof persuasiorby me, to my closefriend UdayataraNayar It hasalways
beenanarduougaskto prevailuponhim to talk abouthimself, his life andhis achievementd. under-
standit is neitherpropernor right for meto extol the virtuesof thebookyou areholdingin your hands
althoughl amtemptedo do so,the primaryreasorbeingmy widely knownadmirationfor my husband
andtheardentpridewith which | havealwayshungon to everyword he hasutteredto meor to anyone
in my presenceverthedecadesve havespenttogetherasa couple.Suchis themagicof hiscommand
over words and language, be it English or Urdu, and | have no doubt | am not alone when | say

When a shy 22-yearold son of a Pathanfruit merchantwas selectedby the diva of Indian cinema,
DevikaRani,to starin herBombayTalkies(®roductionJwar Bhata(releasedn 1944),it led to a small
change of name for the young mawouguf Khan became Dilip Kumar

It wasthe beginningof the arrival of a newlegendin Indian cinemaandHindi cinemagXirst defin-
itive actorwasborn. Dilip Kumaralmostsingle-handedlyedefinedhistrionicsin onescreerportrayal
afteranothe®from Shaheed1948),Andaz(1949),Devdas(1955),NayaDaur (1957),GungaJumna
(1961) to Azaad(1955), Kohinoor (1960) and Mughal-e-Azam(1960) b and from Ram Aur Shyam
(1967),Gopi (1970),Kranti (1981)to Shakti(1982),Mashaal(1984)andSaudaga 1991).Dilip Sahab
has,in hisillustrious careefrefinedactingto anart form of exaltedbrilliance.Down thedecadegvery
actorof calibrehasheld him in high respectasthe referencepointin acting.He wentto no schoolof
actingbut createchis own methodof emotinglong beforeOmethodcting@ameto be knownin India
or abroad.

Fromthewolf-whistling frontbencheto themostseriouscritic of cinemaDilip Sahat€variedrangeof
histrionicshasarousedspontaneouadmirationwhile he hasbeenconsideredhe epitomeof fine acting
for generation®f actorswho lookedup to him for inspiration.His understate@&leganceand,Mashal-
lah, voice modulation have become role models for all of us actors over the years.

Few amonghis countlessfollowers know that Dilip Sahabhas always beena voraciousreader
Whetherit is novels,playsor biographieshis love of classicliteraturehasbeenforemost.The classics
of Urdu, Persianand Englishliteratureadornthe bookshelve®f our home.Whenhe®donewith the
library bookshelvesye haveto be readyto offer him a pick of the thousand®f bookstuckedaway
carefullyin our hugestorerooms.Down the yearsandall throughthe lifetime | havespentwith him,
thereadinglampthatburnsbright by his armchairhasshonethroughthe dark hoursof the night to the

weehoursof theearlymorning.Beit athomein Mumbai, or aremotedaakbungalowin Dachigamin
JammuandKashmitr whereit would be no surpriseto find a hairy bearfrom the wildernesssnoozing
onour verandahpr in Kulu-Manali (in HimachalPradesh)in Switzerlandor in any partof theworld,
whenhereadsheis like a child engrossedn his favouritegame,unwilling to put it awayuntil time
andagainl pleadwith him to rest.If notthebiographiesr classicsor masteiplot playsby greatwriters
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suchas EugeneOONeill JosephConrad,Fyodor Dostoyevskyand Tennesse&Villiams, heis sureto
be engrossed in the writing of a script or a scene that waits to be picturized the next day morni

Reading a script.

He took up onefilm atatime andthatwashis absolutecommitmentandfocus.l remembeoncehe
waswriting anddiscussingsceneswvith producerdirector SubhasiGhaiin the freezingcold weather
of Kulu till verylateinto thenightduringthe outdoorshootingof Saudagamland,afterhesentSubhash
awayto restin his room, he continuedto examinethe scenepassionatelyAt about4:30 a.m. Dilip
Sahalhadabrightideaandhedid not hesitateto wakeup Subhastirom his slumberto exchangehis
new brainwave!Thenboth of themwerelike busybeesworking on the scenesuntil theywerehappy
with whattheyfinalizedand,mind you, theydiligently startedthe morningoutdoorschedulédangon
time!

With the completionof his autobiographymy happinesss asthougha dreamhascometrue. The
first sectionof this volume, setagainstvarying backdropswill makeyou part of his journeyfrom
theruggedmountain-hemmedlorth WestFrontier Provincein British India to hilly Deolaliin Nasik
district of Maharashtrao glamorousBombayto traditional Madrasto sophisticated_ondon. The
poignantaswell the mirthful experience$e narrateswill give you aninsightinto the makingof the
legendcalledDilip Kumarwho, asthetitle symbolizesjs the shadowwhile the substances asimple,
child-like, trusting and genial man calledusuf Khan.

Indeed,what| canandwould love to sharein this unconventionaforeword are the unseerand un-
knownfacetsof themanandactorl havebeenlucky enoughto know andlove deeplyfrom the ageof
twelve when | first set eyes on him.

I wanttheworld thatis full of his admirersto be acquaintedthroughincidentsandepisodesn the
book, with Dilip SahalsOnnate simplicitystraightforwardness and immeasurable goodness of he

| startedmy life asanadmiringfan, andfortunateam | to marry him andseethe differentaspects
andqualitiesof this greathumanbeingwho wasnot like any of the peoplel hadmetandspokento
duringmy extensiveravellingalmostall overtheworld with my motherNaseenBanujifrom theage
of seven onwards. Such a man as Dilip Kumar Sahab, | wouldvatkg rarely on this earth.



We are all awareof his brilliance as an actor and an intellectual but, his personatranscends
everythingblands,religionsandcastesHis is theunspoilt,innocentuntaintedsmile of ababein arms
B his eyeshavethe purity andhonestyof crystal-clearunningwaterin a brook. His sternrefusalto
seethe negativeside(flip side)of anyone or anysituation,hasalwaysworried me asalsohis prefer-
enceto turn a blind eyeto the flaws in peoplehe choosedo like andtrust. He would ratherfocuson
thepositivequalitiesandpluspointsin peopleandtide overthenegativesidebecauséeis convinced
thathe hasyetto seea faultless,infallible andperfecthumanbeing.Frommy very first meetingwith
him asashyagirl, I knewhewasdifferentandsuperiorto othermen.He hadthatauraof greatnessnd
class,which madehim standout in a gatheringanywherepeit athomein a family get-togetheor a
grand celebrity-filled film event or amidst royalty and people of high lineage in a royal palace.

His secularbeliefs spring straightfrom his heartand from his respectfor all religions, castescom-
munities and creeds.

For instance,a group of amazingJain community children who fast sometimesfor thirty days
(knownasMaaskhamandr sometimesgor eightdays(knownasAtthai) oncewantedhim to beamidst
themandtastethe dropsof sugarcanguice with which they broketheir holy fasts(in 1980whenhe
wasthesherif of Bombay)to markthe closeof their magnificentabstinencérom food. He gladly ob-
liged. His knowledgeof the contentsof the Holy Quranandhis recitationof the versesetainedinde-
libly in memoryfrom childhoodareno lessbrilliant thanhis knowledgeandrecitationof the Sanskrit
versesn theBhagvadGita. Many havebeenthetimeswhenhehasamazedJdayataravith quotations
from theBhagvadGita anddrawnparallelswith thewordsof wisdomin theHoly QuranandtheBible
during their informal conversationsvhile recordinghis narrationof the story of his life. He enjoys
celebratingDeepawaliwith firecrackersandrows of lampslit at our homeby NarmadaGawde,our
Maharashtriarcook of forty-odd years,asmuchas he enjoysthe celebrationof Eid with his family
andclosefriendsatour house His azaan(call to prayer)is themostcaptivating welcominglilt to bow
downto the AlImighty aswe all scrambleto our prayermatshappilyto praytogetheratthe command
of Allah.

Whenhe Osingsébhajan(asin the 1970film Gopi. Sukhke sabhsaathi,dukhmeinna koi, mere

Ram,teranaamE), = no Hindu canbelievethat Dilip Kumaris a Muslim or thatit is YousufKhan
whois Osingingthis bhajanwith suchshraddha(reverencendbhakti(devotion).Forinstancethere
is afamouspaanwalan Lucknowwhoseshopis coveredandadornedwith Dilip Sahab€bhotographs.
He is not prepared to believe that Dilip Sahab is not a Hindu.

Amongmy husband€zlosestriendsareParsisandit is atreatto hearhim speakParsiGujaratithe
way only Parsiscanspeak Needlesgo say he haseversomanySardar(Sikh) friends,someof them
havingclosefriendshipswith him from his KhalsaCollegedays.To saythatheis a citizenof theworld
is certainly no tall claim.
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Imitating Saira.

| wantpeoplealsoto know thatDilip Sahaks a manfull of joie devivre (thejoy of living). Heis as
mischievousasa child pranksterWhenl stoppedmy work in films andtook overthe managementf
the house ,sometimeafter marriage,my new avatarwasreplicatedhilariously by Dilip Sahaba few
timeshavingmeandmy motherin splits.He would percha pair of spectaclesn his head atelephone
diary pressedinderhisarms,andcarryadressoutfit precariouslyfor showingto thetailor in onehand
while keepingonehalf of his pyjamadrawnhigh on hisleg (muchlike me)andhewould romparound
absentmindedly in the house impersonating me. It was a sight.

Anotherhilariousandperfectcopywashis granddepictionof the dancingqueeri—|elenji§ famous
cabareftem. It hadto beseerto bebelieved!His imitation of theMonica,O mydarling” numbemwas
mind-boggling!l wasamazedWhata superbduplicationhedid of Helenji! He seductivelyprojected
his leg out of the slit of a towel andwith the battingof his thick eyelasheso give that come-hither
look, he paidhis own tributeto Hindi cinema&mostadorableseductresd! wish | hadfilmed it quietly
to show all of you what a good mimic he is.

Great prankster

Similarly, heoncedid afantasticcopyof famousKathakdanceistarGopiKrishnafrom V. Shantara-
m;ji® JhanakJhanakPayal Baaje(1955),depictingGopiji@ famousbut difficult steps.To addconvic-
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tion to the danceperformanceilip Sahabwould recitethe necessaryabla®ols(words)exquisitely
chantinganddoingchakkerqrounds)like aprofessionatianceyhis tousledmopof hairbouncingin a
frenzyall overhis foreheadandyou could not misshis mischeviousyesdartingto andfro. Werolled
over on the groundwith laughter OnceGopiji himselfwasa sportingwitnessto one suchspectacle,
when he visited us with the renowned danseuse Sitara Devi.

For meto introducehis admirersto the countlesgqualitieséd Dilip Sahab] will haveto write my
own book, narratingmy life experiencesvith him over the (Mashallah)wonderfulfour decadesand
more | have been blessed by God to spend with him.

Dilip Kumar, whom the world hails asthe greatestctorof all time andis alsoa brilliant oratorand
intellectual,doesnotjust play brainy chessor bridge,but alsoplayslike a child with thefamily. Heis

superbat the gameof dumbcharadethe adeptactorin him leadingus througha labyrinth of expres-
sionsto give uscluesto hit uponunlikely namesof films of yorelike PataalKe NeecheShinShinaki
Boobla BogHatim TaiandShaque

He hasalwayswantedto live life to the fullest, neverwanting to miss out on enjoying any of the
splendoursf naturebeauty He hatesto missa sunsetEarlier, he usedto love to stopat the local
bakerywherewe got freshly hot roastedbreadthengot a slabof Olite-butt€dwhich we slappedonto
the breadand drove merrily, munchingalong Mumbai® Bandstandstraightinto the greatcrimson
sunsetwatchingthe awesomebut humblingsight. Once,whenl| wasworking a lot anddid not have
enoughtime to myselfasl wentfrom my make-uproomwhenit wasdaytimeto the stagefloor for my
shotandthenemepgedout of thesetwhenit wasdarkoutside Dilip Sahalbstoppednein my tracksin
my madrushto reportfrom onestudioto anotherandhe askedme: OSairaell me,whendid you last
see a sunset?0

He loveshis simplewhite cottonattire,butthe suaveandsophisticatedilip Kumarloveshis beau-
tiful collectionof shoessuitsandtiestoo. | havelearntfrom him the finestway of maintainingthese
items.Down the years,| havelovedto masterthe art of goingthroughthe variousstepsto achievea
goodpolishfor the exquisiteDilip Kumarfootwear which arethenlodgedin shoetreesandwrapped
in coversto keepoff any moisture His clothesarelined up andkeptcolourwise: OWhités white and
off-white is off-whiteChe hasdriveninto our headsAll this looking after of Dilip Sahabwasincul-
catedinto meby my motherandyou will readin thebookthathe hasPyarelal his specialdhobi who
laundersbetterthanany internationalcleanerand whom Sahabhasknown sincethe time they were
both young men.

Humility is whatl havelearntfrom Dilip Sahablf everl wasin a mild disagreemenwith my much
loved mother Dilip Sahabwould gently reproachme andinducemeto go acrosso herimmediately
andprofuselyapologize He would say:O6u canneverfulfil thedebtof your Maawho hasgivenbirth
to you and brought you up in this big world with so much love and sacrifice.O

In our homesat Pali Hill in Mumbai we havealwayssleptinside old-fashionedet curtainsaround
our bedsto ward off the onslaughtof so many mosquitoedreedingamidstthe lush greeneryof our



gardenOncewe hadtuckedourselvesnto our bed,| alwaysmischievouslyrequestedhim to helpme
geta glassof waterplacedon the othersideof thebed.In my laad (affection or endearment), loved
to seehim deftly scrambleout of the nettingandgive me that precioussip of water Neveroncedid
he havea grudgeor makea face; he alwaysgracefullyandlovingly satby my sideuntil he hadthe
emptyglassbackin hishand.l havealwaysblessedim for his gestureof love with apeckon his great
forehead and it has been a regular ritual between us for all these years.

On oneoccasiona new refrigeratorarrivedin the houseand,on openingit excitedly | found one
of the racksinsidethe doorbroken.l wasin tearsthatthe newfridge hada brokenrack. Dilip Sahab
calmedme down andwithin no time he had shapeda metal clotheshangerinto a rack andfitted it
beautifully That®how heis Deverthe chivalrous helpful husbandvho hatesto seehis wife in tears
overanything.l wonderhow manystarhusband®r for that matterhow manyhusbandsvould try to
do somethingike thatto cheerup atearfulwife! Truly, Dilip Sahalb€yreatnessanbebestseenin his
unaffected simplicity and the complete absence of ego.

Early in the eveningshelovedto fly kiteswith thewhole family in tow holding the charkhi(reel of
thread).We maintaineda treasureof kites andmanja(specialthreadfor kites) from all overIndiain
a large trunk. The kites and manjhaare carefully wrappedup in paperto preserveghemand protect
them from moisture.From surroundingbuildings, friends like actor TabrezBarmavar(FaridaJalal,
my closefriend®husbandpndotherswould try andcut Dilip Sahat€kite. It waslike afestival,with
family, friendsandvisitorsall participatingin thehubbub while theexpertcooksNarmadaandKavita
churnedout delicioussnacks! remembeproducerdirectoractorManoj Kumaralsocomingup to fly
kiteswith Dilip Sahabwhenhe wantedto presenthe proposalof his film Kranti (releasedn 1981).
He alsogaveustherecipefor whipping up a specialaachar(pickle) omelette which Dilip Sahaken-
joyed very much.

Dilip Sahabhadsufferedterrible migraineheadachefor yearswhenwe hadto presshis headfor
hourswith the curtainsdrawnto providedarknessn the room so that he could getsomerelief. Sur-
prisingly, watchingthe colourful kites soaringin the sky gavehim muchrelief from his headaches.
In the terracekitchen,we would whip up hot bhajias (savouriesand omelettedor visitorsto relish
during the kite sessions.

Sincetime immemorial,my own family hasloved good poetry classicaimusicanddanceand! am
so fortunatethat Dilip Sahabhasbeenlike-mindedin his love of the arts. Our homehasresounded
with the musicof the greatmaestroof classicaldimensionsuchasBadeGhulamAli Khan Sahab,
who wasa colleagueof my own grandmotherBegumShamshad\bdul WaheedKhan (Ammaji), the
renownedclassicalvocalist,who usedto singlive over All India Radio,Delhi, andhadrecordedfor
ColumbiaRecords Sitar maestroVilayat Khan Sahabnotedmusiciansandsingerslike GhulamAli
Sahab,Ustad Mehdi HasanSahab the Sabri Brothers(the famousgawwalg, and ReshmaKathak
queensSitaraDevi andmy guru,PadmashrRosharKumari, who hasmostlovingly taughtmeall that
I know of classical dance, and many more illustrious performers have performed at our house.
Onedaywhile Ammaji wasat riyaz (practiceof herclassicalsinging)on the first floor of our res-
idence the durbaan(doorman)cameto herandannouncedhata @awwal@akir haddefiedthe secur-
ity atthe gateandwantedto havea darshanof Ammaji andtake her aashirwaad(blessing).He had
comewith his payteebaaja (harmonium)the durbaanadded.Soonenoughwhat do we seeANear-
ing a simple cottonappareland gamcha(a kind of scarf)tied tight acrosshis foreheadDilip Sahab
slowly climbedthe stairswith his payteebaajaandstartedo sing,regalingAmmaji who wasin splits



of laughteruntil tearsof happinessolled down her cheeks!Suchis my wonderful Dilip Sahab!My
priceless gem! My Kohinoor

SingingNaseeb dar pe tere aazmane aaya héon

| leaveyou nowto readthestoryof thelife of thiswonderfulanduncomplicateadnanwhois described
asan enigmaby thosewho know him not aswell assomeof his closefriendsandcolleaguego. In
thesectionof this bookwherehis co-starsandadmirershavedrawntheir own portraitsof Dilip Sahab
in their narrationgo Udayatarasomeunknownfacetsandsomeof his contributionsto societyasalso
someof the achievementbe hasnevertalkedaboutare broughtto the fore. Therefore thereis much
to learnfrom theinsightful personabccountsn thatsection,too, which, if I may saysoattherisk of
sounding vain, is as electrifying as the first part.

b Saira Banu
“In this book, we haveusedMumbaiand BombayinterchangeablasalsoMadrasChennaiCalcutta/
Kolkata and Poona/Pune.
“Actually sung by Mohammed Rafi, composed by Kalyaniji Anandiji and written by Rajinder Kris
“Born as Helen Richardson, she has appeared in more than 500 films.

“ From the 1971film Caravan sungby AshaBhosleand Rahul Dev Burman,written by Majrooh
Sultanpuri and composed by Rahul Dev Burman.
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INTRODUCTION: A DREAM COME TRUE

| haveconsciouslyneveroversoldor overexposedyselfto the audienceWhenl look backl feel
it wasquiterisky to be starring in onefilm whenotheractorswerebusywith two or threefilms on
thefloors simultaneouslyl determinedlydecidedio workin only onefilm at a time. It wassimply
my confidence in the subjects | chose and the hard work | was ready to put into them.

IT WAS A SULTRY AFTERNOON IN MUMBAIOS MIDSUMMER THE year was 2004.

I was helping SairaBanurearrangehe bookson the bookshelfin her bedroomwhenDilip Sahab
picked up a book written by an authorwho claimedto haveknown him asno oneelsedid. OThids
supposedo bemy biographyandit is full of distortionsandmisinformation,@etold Saira.OWhydon®
you write the story of your life yourself?&airaqueried,gladly seizingthe opportunityto pursueher
continuous dbrt to pin him down to write his autobiography

Sairahasalwaysmaintainedthat the inspiring journey of a simple youth namedYousufKhan, son
of a well-to-do fruit merchantandthe story of his flight to hithertounparallelecheightsof fameand
succesasDilip Kumar, who becamdndia®first eversuperstarndoneof the world@ greatestctors,
hadto be recountedThe real story, shewas sure,would enthuseand motivateall youngaspirantsn
any walk of life who have chased dreams of making it big in their chosen professions.

After a momentsilence, Dilip Sahab spoke, turning to both of us as we waited to hear his re

OAllIright, I will narratemy story It hasto be compiledby someonavho is enlightenedandreadyto
putin the hardwork thatgoesinto anythingl do andit shouldbe someonavho knowsusreally well,O
he said.

| waslisteningandcontinuingto arrangethe large collectionof fiction andpoetryworksin English
andUrdu, which hadbeenreadby Dilip Sahalseriouslyandmeticulously with pencillinesundersen-
tences that piqued him and notes jotted in green ink in thgimsan his elegant handwriting.

OsShe is right hereO, Saira pointed out, looking at me.

Dilip Sahab too looked at me and laughed ges#ging the disbelief on my face.

OWhemlo we start?®e askedme and| could hearmy heartthumpingawaywith mixed feelingsof
happinesandfright. Canthis bereality or is it a dream,| askedmyselfsincel wasnotin the fray of
renowned writers who were pursuing Dilip Sahab to tell the story of his life to them.

Beinganextremelyprivateperson he wasnot alwayscomfortabletalking abouthimselfandhis un-
egualledachievementdie hadunderstandablyot encourage@nyoneto explorehis personalife for
a book. As aresult,someof the booksthat werewritten by peoplewho claimedto know him andby
writers who culled excerptsfrom publishedinterviewsand gathereddubiousinformationfrom Oclose
friendsO of Dilip Sahab and Saira did not tell the real. story

Sairawas gleefully huggingDilip Sahaband exhortinghim: OLetus starttoday now, after lunch
Jaartt before you change your mind.O

ODort@eglectyourjob@demandsor this. | havechoseryou becausgou arecapableof painstaking
work andyou canfollow my thoughtsandexpressionsiccuratelyAlso, | amassured/ouwill not mis-
quote me. W will do it at my pace and ddrt@sitate to tell me if it gets boring,O Dilip Sahab jokec
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With Udayatara Nayar and Saira.

Saira,the perfectionistthat sheis, arrangedor high-classtaperecordersandwriting padsto take
notesif the recorderdailed. Shesuggestedo Dilip Sahakthatit would be a goodideato sit on the
lawnsin hergardenandtalk to me,knowing him andhis impatiencen casehis work wasinterrupted
or disturbed Anywhereelsein the house sheknewthe phoneswould ring incessantlyMore import-
antly, Sairaknew her husband€ove for natureand openspacesSheknew how he disliked talking
abouthimselfandhow disinclinedhe wasto do an autobiographybecausehat meant,in his words,
the profuseuseof capitall, which heabhorred And now thathe hadagreedshewantedto makesure
he did not lose interest on any account.

It wasnottheeasiesassignmenof my life for sure.Themoodhadto be createceverydayandthat
wassomethingonly Sairacoulddo. Thegentleproddingto gethim to talk abouttheleadingladieswas
againsomethingonly Sairacould do. Eventhe untold story of how he decidedto marry Sairain late
1966,who wasthe country®mostsoughtafter andhighestpaid actressat thattime, andthe charming
sequencef thedignified Dilip Kumarstylecourtshipthatprecededhis proposato Sairato behiswife
hadto be gently coaxedout of him. Needlesdo say his accountof the love storyis oneof the best
chapters in this book.

Weekafterweekl satwith him, sometimesn theshadeof thelargemangatreein thegardensome-
timesin the drawingroom, sometimesat the OttersClub (a sportsinstitutionin Bandra,Bombay)on
thelawn facing the seafrom wherehelovedto watchthe sungo down,leavingbehindatrail of gold
andvermillion in the sky. The taperecorderaccompaniedis whereverwe wentand,quite often with
his permission, a video camera, too, followed us unobtrusively

As the recordingscontinued the real picture beganto emege. | beganto seethe unfolding of his
sagalike the scenesn a movie. While he narratedhis storyin his soft voice, | noticedhow muchhe
enjoyedtherecapitulatiorof his childhoodyearsin PeshawaandDeolali.l couldequallyfeelthepain
in his heartwhenhe talkedabouthis elderbrotherAyub Khan®brilliance andhis chronicill health,
which cut short a promising life.

His was simply not just the amazingstory of the young graduateYousufKhan, who excelledin
schoolandcollegesports,seriouslysearchingor ajob in British-ruledindia andhesitatinglyaccept-
ing thejob of anactorfrom the premierfilm studioof Bombay BombayTalkies.It wasalsonot just
aboutYousufKhan®unrelentinghardwork, which propelledhis rise to superstardorasDilip Kumar
andhis occupyingthe pedestahstheicon of actingin Indian cinemafor morethansevendecadesl
alsolearnt,moreinterestingly how he setanexampleby the managemergkills he evolvedby instinct
and native intelligence to manage his career and create his USP



In the early 1940s,whenDilip Sahabstartedhis careeythe conceptof managementadnot arrived
in India asfar asactorswere concernedActors, as professionalsn their own right, had no needto
acquiremanagemergkills or evenunderstandhe conceptof managemenilhe majority of actorsbe-
lievedthatanactoi® businessvasto actasinstructedby thedirector takea feefor thetime andeffort
putinto theirwork andtakeno responsibilityfor the quality andsucces®f themovie. Amongthefew
actors who thought dérently and worked diérently was Dilip Kumar

As theyoungactorprogressedrom Jwar Bhata(1944),his first film, to Jugnu(1947),his first hit
atthe box office, he beganto graspthe essentiakecretof makinga successfufilm. By his own study
andobservatiorof the procesf film makingandmarketingof theendproduct,hearrivedatthecon-
clusionthatanactoi® responsibilitydid not endwith his work asanactor Theactorhadasmuchof a
stakein the quality andfinesseof a film, which ensuredts commercialsuccesslt meantan efficient
anddedicatednanagementf the infrastructureandresource®f the productionaswell asa creative
management, which started with the writing of the script and the screenplay

He wasjust twenty-twowhen Jwar Bhatawas madeandreleasedand he had quickly understood
thatenterpriseandcourageto think differently would pay handsomelasit did during his stint at the
British Army clubin Poonalnsteadof justdoingthejobsallottedto him by the club managerhe had
venturedo seekpermissiorto setup asmallsandwichandfruit stall. It notonly helpedhim earnextra
moneyand establisha rapportwith the British officers but it alsoattractedmorevisitorsto the club;
its revenue showed a marked increase.

Therising starwho hadno oneto showhim the way askedhimself: OWhynot think differentlyand
taketheinitiative to getinvolvedwith the creativemanagementf the differentdepartmentsf a film
to ensure that a quality product was delivered?0

In the courseof oneof our conversation®ilip Sahakexplainedo mehow helearnttheart of man-
agingthe creativeprocesse®f film making, which wasasimportantasthe financial processes-e
pausedo reflectandsaid: OSMukherjeeSahabmore abouthim laterin the book] usedto give a lot
of thoughtto the productionand mould the projectand nevercalled himselfa director | decidedto
take after him.O

The 1930sand 1940swere the decadesvhen Hollywood settrendsin the managemenof studios.
Talking aboutthe Westerninfluence,Dilip SahatobservedOAbroadat the greatmanagemertables,
whenthe financial prophetsselectedhemesthey measuredhe potentialof successincetheywere
businessmeanddid notwanttheir moneyto sink. Theysetaworld trendandwe too begarto emulate
them.O

Dilip Kumarselectedis storymaterialwith utmostcare.lt is notdifficult to seethathe chosedeas
andconceptdor scriptsthathadthe potentialto enthralanddelight viewersandwent on to become
blockbustersAt the sametime, he alsousedhis wisdomto choosesubjectshatwould remainfresh
andappealingdlecadeshereafterTakeanyof his superhitsandyou cannotmissthe contemporaryel-
evance.

Not surprisingly the producersanddirectorsof his films understoodhatwhateverhe wassuggest-
ing in the choiceof subjector actorsor musiccompositionor cinematographyr art directionwasin
theinterestof the overall quality of the product.ONobodyaughtmethis but | cameto the conclusion
thatl shouldconsidera film in its entiretyasa product.Ilt wasonly muchlaterwhenl| wasreadinga
bookon managemerthat! readthatthe basicprinciple of gpodmanagementasto takecareof and
ensure the quality of the final product,O Dilip Sahab confided to me.



Nimmi (his co-starin severalfilms) haspointedout, in her remembrances this book, a casein
point. Shehasrevealedthatit wasDilip Kumarwho suggestedo MehboobKhan to castPremnath
in the negativerole in Aan(1952).1t turnedout a castingsensationthe mediahelpedin whippingup
curiosity aboutthefilm from the day of the mahuratitself. Therewasenoughpublicity alreadyabout
the castingof Dilip Kumarin thefilm asthe swashbucklingsword-wieldingJaiTilak, a villager who
couldtamea horsewithin minutesandvanquishanyonein afencingcontest.Thetalking pointwasall
aboutDilip Kumar@ ability to makeanimpactin atotally differentrole afterthe massacceptancée
had gained as a tragic hero.

OPeoplsaid, &ehkya ho raha hai, Dilip Kumar ke haathmeintalwar de diO?ONimmi reveals.
This wassomethingunthinkableat thatstage Theresultis history Aan India®first Technicolorfilm,
wasthebiggestgrosseiof 1952andthefirst Hindi film to netRs 75 lakh in ayear thenanastronom-
ical amount.

With no professionamarketingagenciedo createanykind of hypefor films thosedays,it wasleft
to Dilip Kumarto strategizehe promotionof films andhedid it with imaginationandstylein hisown
dignified manner without resorting to cheap publicity gimmicks.

O¥su know, | haveconsciouslyneveroversoldor overexposednyselfto the audienceWhenl look
backl feel it wasquiterisky to be starringin onefilm whenotheractorswerebusywith two or three
films on thefloors simultaneouslyl determinedlydecidedto work in only onefilm atatime. It was
simply my confidencedn thesubjectd choseandthehardwork | wasreadyto putinto them.Oversell-
ing is notgoodbusinesgpractice.l agreeadvertisingandpublicity arenecessarputonly to the extent
thatyou promiseto the audiencea productin which you haveinvestedhoursanddaysandmonthsof
relentleshardwork andgivenyour best.lI thereforeneverappointeda publicistto promoteme or my
work,O Dilip Sahab disclosed.

Long beforemanagemengurusbegano includehumanresourcessa vital componenbdf success-
ful businessventures,Dilip Kumar put his finger on the needto mobilize and motivate humanre-
sources in a film production unit to deliver quick and satisfying results.

As famousactor Dharmendrahassummedup in his pieceon Dilip Sahabin this volume: OFrom
the mostexaltedadmirer PanditJawaharlaNehru,to the lowestpaid studioworker, who waitedto
say[sic] salaamdo him, his warm extensionof his handsin greetingwasthe same He neverfaked
anythingbeit his appreciatiorfor anotheractoi® goodwork or his concernfor a colleaguevho was
in distress.O

To aquestion putto Dilip Sahalregardinghis mingling with the productionworkers,heanswered:

All overthe world the principlesof managemenéare the same.Only the applicationsdiffer. You
haveto apply the principlesin a mannerthat anyonecanunderstandTo makea lightmanunder-
standwhatyou wantfrom him in asceneyou cannotdo it by orderinghim. If you orderhim hewiill
doit butif you aregoodto him andyou speakto him in his languagehe will go out of his way to
give you the result that exceeds his usual performance.

| do notknow how I cameto be known asa methodactor Marlon Brando[an acclaimedHolly-
wood actor]wascalleda methodactorE. Theepithetwasusedto describeme muchbeforeit was
usedfor Brando.Thetruth is that] am an actorwho evolveda method,which stoodme in good
stead. learnedthe importanceof studyingthe scriptandcharactersleeplyandbuilding uponmy
own gut observationsindsensationsiboutmy own andothercharacterslt wasalwaysmeaningful
for meto studyeventhosecharactersvho would be closeto me or opposedo me.| waslucky to
haveworkedwith directorswhotrustedmeandallowedmeto work withoutrestraint.Theybelieved
asmuchasl did in the necessityfor teamwork. Unlike otherartsandcrafts,theart of film making
draws its sustenance from team work.
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Yetanotheldessorto belearnedrom Dilip Sahalis hisunflinchingawarenessf his socialrespons-
ibility asastarandarole model.He hasplainly revealedn the chapterselatedto theformativeyears
of his careerthathe chosea film in termsof its totality. He tried evenat that early stageto look for
storiesthathada certainsocialrelevanceanda meaningfuimessaged-e alsomadesurehislove scenes
with heroines did not embarrass family audiences.

In one of his enlightening interviews, he confessed:

| havesincerelytried to beagoodrole model.l stronglysubscribdo the belief thatanactorshould
be awareandconsciousof his socialresponsibilitiesandcontributeasmuchashe canto build the
characteof theadmirerwholooksupto him andderivesinspirationfrom his work andpersonality

TheDilip Kumarl knowis asimplemanwith simplebutfine tastesAt timesDilip Kumaris abit
bewilderedandwondershow heaccomplisheall thatheis creditedwith whenhedid not haveany
teacheror role modelto guidehim. Yes,Dilip Kumarhada robust,earthyupbringingfrom parents
who told him that he shouldbe faithful to his occupatiorwhateverthat may be andsincerelyearn
his wages.So, the hardwork anddedicationwere neverlacking. Also a strongsenseof integrity;
commitment and compassion came naturally from the Pathan genes.

Hence,it wasnot surprisingat all thatit wasDilip Kumarwho setthe examplefor his contempor-
ariesto takethe initiative to usetheir stardomandpopularityto supportgood causesandraisefunds
for the governmeng@elief work during times of national distress and deprivation.

He led the first troupethat visited the Himalayanborderareasto boostthe moraleof the Border
SecurityForcepersonnektationedhereafter India® humiliating defeatin the 1962 IndoBChinavar.
He hasdistinct memoriesof one sucharduoustrip when his friend MohammedRafi (the renowned
singer)developeda throatirritation in the freezingcold andfelt awful that his voice hadgonefor a
toss.OVé consolechim andkeptgiving him hotwaterandhoneyat hourly intervalstill hegotbackhis
splendidvoice.Rafi wasateetotalleandwould nottouchany of the strongliquids the othermembers
of thetroupedrankto beatthecold. Needles$o sayhewasthe starattractionwith thejawansg[soldiers
who are not dicers] and the young newly commissioneticafrs,O Dilip Sahab remembers.

With Mohammed Rafi.

In hisrecollectionsyeteranmactorChandrashekhapeaksaboutall the starprocessiong truckson
the streetof Bombay aboutthe manybenefitcricketmatchesandaboutthe live entertainmenshows
he hadwitnessedvith Dilip Sahabat the helmandhow Dilip Sahabwasneveron the daiswhenthe



spotlightwasturnedon. ThefundsraisedunderDilip Sahat€rapableandtirelessmanagementjpon
his insistence, had to be handed over to the chief minister or the prime minister

Agesbeforethe concepif corporatesocialresponsibilitymadeits entryinto managemennantras,
Dilip Kumartook theresponsibilityof servingthe National Associationof the Blind asits chairman.
In herheartfeltappreciatiorof thework Dilip Sahaldid for NAB, esteemedocialworkerVeeraRao,
who workedenthusiasticallyvith him in the fund-raisingefforts for the associatiorto becomea self-
sufficient body, describeshejoy with which Dilip Sahaldenthis supporito everyoccasiorto raisethe
moneyneededo motivate ,educateandtrain the visually handicappedo leadtheir lives purposefully

Readerareboundto askwhatmadeusaddthe sectionto this autobiographyvhereactorsdirectors
andeminentfriendsof Dilip Kumar, apartfrom relativesand others,havecontributedtheir personal
andprofessionaéxperienceandprovidedinsightsinto themanandhis working style. Thereis agood
reasonfor addingthat section,which is ratherunusual.The reasonis that Dilip Sahabdid not speak
to me abouthis achievementandsocial serviceashis wont. Baskingin self-praisewas,andstill is,
notsomethinghe enjoys.Whencoaxed he gavemeagrenformationabout,for instancehis effortsto
geta hugelandallotmentfor theindustryfrom the Maharashtr&tateGovernmenfor afilm city. Nor
did he wax eloquentabouthis behind-the-scenespadeworkio preparea solid proposalalong with
Rajni Patel(a Congressmaanda lawyer by profession}o give Bombaya first-classcultural centre
with anadjoiningsciencecentre which waseventuallynamedNehruCentre(after India@first prime
minister:JawaharlaNehru).In hisvery readabléiographyof Dilip Sahals; Lord MeghnadDesai(an
Indian-bornBritish economistandpolitician) hasbeautifully describedilip KumarasNehru®hero.
It is perhaps not too well known that Nehru was Dilip Ku@é&ero and idol as well.

In conclusionl mustsaythatif it weren€for the persistencavith which SairaBanu prevailedupon
him to openup andrecountthe story of his life perhapghis book would not havecomeinto exist-
ence.Also, if it weren€for the long associatiorD almosthalf a centuryD | havehadwith my idols
Dilip KumarandSairaBanu,l would not havebeenchoseno put the narrativetogether| cannever
everforgetthe encouragingvordsDilip Sahalspoketo the formereditorof ScreenS. S. Pillai, after
| wrote a long analyticalarticle on Dilip Sahahin oneof theissueswhenl| wasnewin theworld of
cinemajournalism.He told Pillai SahabOGroonher, makeherwork hardandshewill go placesShe
hasthe potentialto becomea biographersomedayOThe wordswere propheticandit is an unbeliev-
abletwist of Destinythat| wasunhesitatinglychoserto put Dilip Sahab€eruditewordson paperfor
generations of aspirants in the entertainment industry to read and absorb.
Thank you Dilip Sahab.

b Udayatara Nayal
*Saira Banu called Dilip Sahab OJaan®, which means OlifeO.
*OWhat is happening, a sword has been placed in Dilip Kuhsards?0
*NehruOs Hero: Dilip Kumar in the Life of Indioli Books, New Delhi, 2004.
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BIRTH

OThighild is madefor greatfameandunparalleledachievements akegoodcare of the boy, pro-
tecthimfrom theworldOvil eye hewill behandsomevenin old ageif youprotecthim andkeep
him untouchedby the evil eye.Disfigure him with black sootif youmustbecauseéf youdonOyou
may lose him prematurely. Th®or [light] of Allah will light up his face always.O

HISTORY HAS RECORDEDMANY NAMES THAT WERE GIVEN TO Peshawarthe main city in the North West
FrontierProvince,wherel wasborn. It wasknown asthe City of Flowers,the City of Grainandeven
Lotus Land. For methe Peshawat took birth in wasa partof India and,like manyof my friendsbe-
longing to differentwalks of life and differentcommunitieswho were alsobornin Peshawain un-
divided India, | am proudof my nativity in the thenIndian city so strategicallysituatedin the region
between Central Asia and South Asia that it came to be known aptly as the Gateway to India.

| remembethevivid colours,thesmellsandthe seasonsf my homelandThearrival of autumnwas
visible in theorchardsvheretheapricottreeswould turn brightredandorangeIn theeveningsasdusk
approachedhetoweringmountainsvould somehowseemtaller andintimidatingto meand| canstill
recallmy little feetachingwith the momentumof the speedwith which | scurriedhome.Therewere
menwho knew my parentsvalking homeslowly, ruggedlyhandsomenenwith bushybeardswearing
capswith the sidesrolled up or thetypical skull capor theturban,andtheywould stareat me wonder-
ing why | was running like that.

A latterday view of Kissa Khwani Bazaar

Our housewasin the heartof the city, in the KissaKhwani Bazaay so namedbecausavandering
tradersstoppedhereeitherto tell their own storiesor listento storiestold by thelocalinhabitantsThe
imagesof the MahabatKhan Masjid (mosque)the Cantonmentthe bazaamwherel wanderedwith the
ladiesof the houseandthe streetwhererosesof varying shadesf pink andred were sold to British
gentlemerwho, perhapstook themhomegallantlyto their women,oftenappeabeforemy eyeslike a
motion picture when | am in a thoughtful mood.
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Winter in the North WestFrontierregionof Peshawawasunbearabldor its inhabitantshowever
strongandaccustomedheywereto its harshnesandinclemencyDuring winter, the daysinvariably
dawnedwithout a hint of sunshineandtherewasno knowing whetherit wasnight or day if onedid
not ascertainvhat the time was. The mountainsandthe hills that rosemajesticallyin the landscape
came to sight only when a good part of the morning had gaone by

In the winter monthsthosewho hadrisenearly for Fajr prayers(the first of the five daily prayers
offeredby practisingMuslims) hadto go throughthe ordealof breakingsheetof ice thathadformed
onthewaterstoredin thetankskeptfor wuzoo(ablution)nearthe masjid. Theice-coldwaterandthe
tingle of painit causedwhenit touchedthe peelingskin of the body aresstill freshin my memory
Whetherit wasdueto the harshnessf winter or dueto thedistresscausedy the blinding duststorms
thatfrequentlyswepttheplainsin thescorchingheatof thesummemonthsJife wasnoteasyfor those
who toiled outside in the orchards and fields.

| havea vivid memoryof ChachaUmmer my paternalunclewho lived closeby, but spentmostof
his waking hoursin our houseandwentout with Aghaji, aswe addressedur father to takestockof
thefruits ripeningin our orchardsHe complainedvhenit waswinter andhe complainedvhenit was
summerHe would havevery muchliked to stayindoorsbut it did notfall to his lot to do so.He was
literally the manwho withstoodall the seasonsindmy parentsandgrandparentturnedto him when
theywantedsomethingor someoneo be fetchedat any oddtime or in any complicatedsituation.He
wasAghaji® cousinand| think he quietly enjoyedthe positionhe hadacquiredin the family asthe
indispensable man for all purposes.

Chachaummerneverstoppedalking aboutthe Goldsmiths@ane,wherethe goldsmithshadtheir
shopsandworkshopsandaboutthefire thatengulfedit on the night | wasborn. The streetwasone
of the more busy partsof the KissaKhwani Bazaarwhereour housewas situated.As it housedthe
prosperougoldsmiths@esidencesindtheir workplacestherewasalwaysthe bustleof businessand
personalnteractionghroughouthe dayandwell into the nightwhentherestof thebazaahadpulled
downthe shuttersThefire hadstartedin oneof the workshopsrom the emberghatgot fannedby a
galethatunexpectedlysweptthelocality asthe shopkeeperbeganclosingtheir businesgor the day.
Theblazespreaduncontrollablyin notime andtherewasfearandpanicasthe menbegano gatherin
knotsto hurl bucketsof waterattheragingfire. The operationrwastoughno doubtasthewaterin the
upperpartsof mostof the waterstorageankshadturnedto ice andit took severalstrongPatharfists
to shatter the ice and draw the water in buckets from the lower levels of the tanks.



The house where | was born.

Sincethemenin the househadrushedo thelaneto helpin thefire-fighting operationsandChacha
Ummerhadbeenaskedo staybehind,asthewomenwerealonein thehousejt washewho hadto go
in searchof amidwife whenmy mother(whoml calledAmma)threatenedo bring meinto thisworld.
He hadto bring the midwife safelyandthenrushto inform Aghaji aboutthe exciting development
at home.O¥$u knowOhe relatedto me oncewhenhewasin arecallmood,Owasangryandcursing
myselfthat night becauset wasso cold andthe wind wasblowing with a menacingstrength.t was
like a punishmento be outaloneandentrustedvith theresponsibilityof savinga life. But the minute
themidwife completecherjob andwe gotto seeyou, all ruddyandcherubicandglowing with health,
| felt strangely rewarded and extremely hafpy

ChachaUmmer alwaystook greatdelight in describingmy cries and the exchangeof mubaraks
(congratulationsasthe family welcomedthe grandarrival of the fourth child of MohammadSarwar
Khan and Aesha Bibi in the midst of all the chaos and scramble in the neighbouring street.

The winter months®nly delightfor me asa child wasthat! could sit unnoticedamongthe eldersin
front of the fireplaceandlistento their conversationsThey seldommadesmalltalk. They eithernar-
ratedbizarrestoriestheyhadheardor recalledspine-chillingeventsheyhadwitnessedl wasall ears,
especiallywhenthey spokein low voicesand exchangedecollectionsof nightmaresOn one such
occasion) heardmy paternalgrandmothe(Dadi) utter Amma®name Ayeshajn alow whisper not
knowing | waspresent!l held my breathandlistened.Shewastalking in Pushtuandherwhisperwas
hoarse but audible and her beady eyes had widened as wide as they could.

Translatednto English, shewas sayingsomethingfrighteninglike this: OPooAyesha,shecould
havedied that freezingnight. The menof the houseopenedand shutthe door so manytimeswhile
poor Ayeshabit her lips andsufferedthe acutepain. The blizzardwasraging outsideand, what was
worse, the GoldsmithsO Lane was in flames, blocking normal transport.O

Shewastalking in alow voiceto hercuriousaudienceA chill randownmy spine.Whata strange
occurrence! A blizzard and a firel And my sweet Amma, why was she in pain?

Then,theiron lady, asDadiwasknown, brokeinto tears,Jookedup atthe ceiling andpraisedAllah
profusely The midwife wasbroughtsafelyin the nick of time, sheinformedhereageristenerswho
thenrelaxedand heaveda sigh of relief. OAuAyeshaka sonabeta Yousuftashreeflaaya,® shean-
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nouncednow in her normal,sturdyvoice startlingeveryonen the gathering My small jaw dropped.
She was yet one more person talking about my birth!

Not just Dadi, butalsoeverymemberof thefamily of MohammadSarwarKhanandAyeshaBegum
tirelesslynarratedhe story of my grandarrival at everyopportunityasif it wasanuncommonrevent.
The datewas 11 Decemberl922.1 suspecthe dateis mentionedsomewheren somechronicle of
PeshawaB history not becausé wasborn on thatdramaticday but becausdire hadguttedthe gold-
smiths@orkshopsNeverbeforeandneverafterthatdismally cold day hadany suchdisastershaken
up the Kissa Khwani Bazaar as the fire in the GoldsmithsO Lane had.

As a small boy in Peshawar

In Dadi®opinion,my arrivalin the midstof theblizzardandthefire meantsomethingsignificant.Her
belief was not takenseriouslyby my parentstill oneordinaryday, whenl wasplayingin the front
roomof our house a fakir cameto the door seekingfood andsomemoney It wascommonpractice
in the houseto give goodfood anda little moneywheneverfakirs and wanderingminstrelssinging
balladsin their owntonguecameto thedoor Ammahurriedinsideto packthefood while my Dadisat
lazily in her armchair

| stoppedplayingas! couldfeel the man®gazerivetedon me. In aloud voice, which madeDadi
sit up andlisten, he askedherto bring me in front of him. Shehesitatedor a momentbut the man
wasall excitemenandwasquiveringwith someemotionbuilding up within him. I wasnow standing
beforehim, fright andcuriosity alternatingin my five-yearold head.He announcedhat! wasnotan
ordinarychild. | shutmy eyesandpretended hadnot heardhim. First the dramaticfire andblizzard
at my birth andnow this remarkthat! wasnot ordinary! | waswonderingwhat he wasgoingto say
next.

He fixed his stareon my faceandtold Dadi: OThishild is madefor greatfame andunparalleled
achievementsTakegoodcareof the boy, protecthim from theworld@ evil eye,hewill behandsome
evenin old ageif you protecthim andkeephim untouchedoy the evil eye.Disfigure him with black
sootif you mustbecauseéf you don®©you may lose him prematurely The Noor [light] of Allah will
light up his face always.O



| openednmy eyes relievedthathe did not sayanythinguntoward. wasnow looking athim andhe
wassmiling a soft benevolensmile. Dadi gatheredme in herarmsinstinctively asif shewould lose
me if she did not hold me close to hEne man took the food and money Amma brought and he s

After heleft, | ranoutof the houseto join my cousinsvho wereplayingandwereunawareof what
hadoccurredLittle did | anticipatehenwhatwasto beginfrom thenextday Daditookit uponherself
to protectme from the evil eyeof the world. Shehadmy headshavernandeveryday, whenl started
for school,shemadea streakon my foreheadwith sootto makeme look ugly. Ammatried hardto
convincehernotto makeherchild sougly thatotherchildrenwould pokefun andgive him acomplex.
Aghaji tried to reasorwith his stubbornrmotheraboutthe consequencesf whatshewasdoingto me.
But Dadi wouldn®budge Her love andprotectivenestowardsme weretoo overwhelmingfor herto
accept their pleadings.

Needlesdo say | wasa spectaclavhenl| arrivedin the schoolevery morning. The murmursand
sniggerghatgreetedme on thefirst day amplifiedin my subconsciouandmademefind reasonsiot
to goto schoolthe nextday. | gaveventto my unhappinesandnarratedhe derisionl facedfrom my
classmateandolderboysof the schoolwho werealwaysreadyto seizeoccasiongo havefun atthe
expensef anyjunior who waseasypreyto their pranksandjokes.Amma,who rarelyarguedwith her
motherin-law, appeare@xtremelypainedwhenshepulledmecloseto herandtold Dadi: O¥u cannot
do this to my child. See how miserable he is.O

Dadi was aghastOMaineisa kya kiya, Ayesha?Aap ne bhi sunawoh fakir kyakehraha tha. Us
nesirf Yousuko chunkebaatki thi. Hamareghar ke bachchesabthe uskesaamne 0shewasalmost
shouting.It wasplain thatshebelievedshewasright. Shetried to draw me closeto herto sootheme
andcomfortme andexplainto mewhy shewasdisfiguringme.| wassoangryandhurtthat! pushed
herawayandburiedmy headin Amma®lap trying hardnot to let my sobsbe heardlestmy cousins
geta chanceto makefun of me for thattoo. Pathanboysaretold from early childhoodthatit is not
manly to weep.Evenwhenwe hurt our kneesandelbowswhile playing and stinging mixtureswere
appliedon the wounds,we weretold to bearthe painlike menandnot wail like womenat the drop
of a hat. Tearsrolling down the cheekswerefine but not audiblecrying. Thoughthe dark streakon
my foreheadwaslesspronouncedhe nextday, the routinedid not stop.| becamea loner at school
andplayedvery little. | choseto stayquietandplay with the colouringbooksthat were availablein
thesmalllibrary of the school.A coupleof kind teachersirgedmeto go outandplay but | wasloath
to listento them.Insteadl found myselfgettinglostin the make-believevorld of the pictorial books
with increasing interest. | was not more than five years old then.

My phoopis chachisandchacha%* dotedonmefor two reasonsFirst, | wasahealthyrobustbaby
and,second] gavelittle troubleto my Ammabecaus®f my friendly natureandmy willingnessto be
passedn from oneauntto the otherwhile Ammawentaboutherchores As | grewup andbeganto
comprehendhe conversationshat| heard,my little mind oftenweighedwith concernfor my Amma
whousedto besummonedy my despotidDadiandgiventasksto dowhile herowndaughterselaxed
anddid not do anything.l rememberAghaji askingAmmaone morningwhy shewastoiling single-
handedly in the kitchen when there were other women in the house who could share her chore

| canstill hearthe echoof my motheK3 soft, gentlevoice asshehushedmy fatherandexplainecto
him that shewasassignedhe kitchenchoresbecausehat was her forte andshewashappythat she
wasgivenchage of makingendlesgotsof teaandall thedelicacieghatwentwell with it becauseo
otherlady of the housecouldequalherin thatactivity. PhoopiBabjan(Aghaji®sister)would turn red
in thefacewheneversheheardthis explanatiorandshewould takemy motherasideto chideherfor
the camouflage.

*Can be roughly translated as Oapesha®handsome sonodsuf arrivedO.
*Whathavel donewrongAyesha?'outoo heardwhatthefakir said.He singledout Yousufto talk to
while the other children of the house were also in front of him.
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*+ Paternal aunts, paternal unclesO wives and paternal uncles, respectively
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2
THE MATRIARCH AND HER BROOD

E therewasa divine purposein the episodeof Dadi blindly believingthe fakir and giving methe
ugly appearancehat mademethe butt of unpleasantemarksin school.lt wasthepain| endured
asthealienatedchild in schoolthat surfacedfrom my subconsciousvhenl wasplayingthe early
tragic roles in my career and | had to express the deep mental agony of those characters.

IT WAS NOT FOR NOTHING THAT DADI was REFERREDTO As THE OironladyO Shehad a commandingair
abouther, which my eldestsisterSakinaAapainheritedgenetically Dadi sharedall herthoughtswith
Aghaji andoftenlistenedto his accountof whatwasgoingon in the countrywith herbrowsknit and
hergazefixed on herson®handsoméace.lt wasa daily routinewhenhereturnechomefrom themar-
ket, often after Maghrib (the eveningprayer).He alwayswent straightto Dadi, who would be waiting
for himin herroom,rockingmajesticallyin the woodenarmchairthatwasexclusivelyreservedor her
use.Her lips would be movingandwe knewshewasmutely sayingher Tasbeel{therepetitionof short
sentences glorifying Allah).

Shewastall andbroadshoulderecandsheappearedo completelyfill thearmchairwhenshesatin
it. Shewore loosePathansalwarsandlong, flowing kameezeswhich madeherlook moremasculine
thanfeminine.Her headwasalwayscoveredwith a dupatta(along pieceof cloth usuallyusedto cover
headandthe bosom).For somereasonshealwayswrappedaroundherselfa large shawl,which was
almostthesizeof asinglebedsheetWhenl choseto hidefrom Aghaji or Ammaatftergettinginto some
mischief,| invariablyfoundrefugein thefolds of hershawl,which shewould openfor melike amagic
tentto engulf me andhide me from whoeverwasindignantlysearchingor me.| enjoyedthe mystery
andthesuspenséhewholeexercisdriggeredin the householdvhenlittle Yousufwentmissing.Fewin
the large householdcould guessthat | was concealedvithin Dadi®shawlwith my headburied cosily
in thecleavageof herenormousheavingbosom.Thedelightful partof theescapadeasthatDadiwas
sucha sportthatshesimply satwith hereyesshutwhile AmmaandPhoopiBabjansearchedheroom
several times muttering where on eartu¥uf was.

Dadilovedmefor morereasonshanone.Thefakir@ predictionwasonereasorbutthe moreimport-
antreasorwasthatl wasvery differentfrom Noor Bhai, my eldestorother He wasaneternalbundleof
troubleashe got into scufles with our cousinsandthe boysin the neighbourhoodThoughtheywere
notseriousbrawls,still complaintsreachedadifrom parentsn thelocality. However Noor Bhai, with
his light eyesandcharmingways,hadthe supportof theladiesin the housewhenhefeignedinnocence
andartfully castthe blameon the boyswho camewith the complaints.Dadi wasno fool to fall for his
pretencebut it mustbe saidto hercreditthatsheneverrebukedNoor Miyan in front of theboysor the
parents. She took him to task when they were out of earshot and his wails were only for our ea

SakinaAapa stayedout of Dadi® way and the matriarchchosenot to intervenein the aguments
betweenSakinaAapaandothersin the house.In her heartof hearts,| think sheknew where Sakina
Aapa®obstinacy and quarrelsomeness came from.

Ayub,whowaselderto meby ayearanda half, wasa quietfellow andhis presencén thehousewas
felt only whenheand| playedtogetherandchasedeachotherup the stairwayor playednoisily in the
aangan(courtyard).He wasthe onewho wasprivy to a secretl keptfor along, long time evenafter
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we movedout of Peshawail wasoncetold by my paternalgrandfathe{Dada)thatl couldkeepcoins
that! wishedto saveinsidea crevicewhereatile hadpartially comeoff beneathhe staircaseDada
hadmadeup the story thatthe crevicehadthe magicpowerto doublethe coinsandcreatea fortune
for the one who kept it a secret and placed the tile back over the crevice with a wish to let then

| hadlistenedto Dada&storywith asensef aweandthrill andsohadAyub. Togethemwe hadpulled
off the tile whenno onewasaroundand| hadburieda coupleof coinsin the crevicereverentially
Dadahadtold usthatwe shouldlet the coinsbe for aslong aswe couldto let themmultiply. Olfyou
keepopeningit themagicwill cease,Behadtold usominously without battinganeyelid,in ahoarse
whisper his face taut with a serious expression.

Indeed,| forgot all aboutthe creviceandthe coinsafter we shiftedto Bombay(now Mumbai) till
Ayub remindedme of themduring oneof our visits to Peshawaduring schoolholidays.Thesizzling
story still hadits credibility eventhoughby thenDadawasno moreanda moundof dustandheaps
of unwantedthingshadcoveredthe areaunderthe staircaseAyub and| hadtiptoedin the dark one
nightandunearthedhe hiddencoinsonly to realizethatit wasDadaé¥ableto entertairusandnothing
more.We felt awful not becausehe coinshadnot doubledbut with therealizationthatDadawasnot
thereto laughwith usandstrokehis flowing beardandtell uswith his sparkling,beadyeyeshow he
had fooled us.

PhoopiBabjanwasthe only friend Ammahadin the family andshewasgenuinelyfond of herbroth-
er@loving wife. Shelived in therearsideof our housewhich wasskirtedby a canalfull with flowing
water beyondthe large courtyardandthe expanseof vacantland stretchingup to the walls of other
similar houseson that side. PhoopiBajbanlived in one of thosehouseswhile ChachaUmmertoo
lived in ahousenearthe canal which hadtheappearancef alakewhenseenfrom adistance Though
they hadtheir own residencesheywerealmostalwayswith usin our house which wasa large two-
storeyedwell-constructediwelling put togetherby menwhosesoleconcernwasto providesecurity
to the occupants from the harsh variations of the climate and from petty thieves.

Thetruth wasthatmy Dadi wasknown andfearedfor herauthoritarianwaysandsheensuredhat
the heavierresponsibilitief the householdvere not sharedoy her daughtersMy Dadi knew about
PhoopiBabjanéfondnesdor Ammaandtherewasno dearthof occasionsvhenthis bold, outspoken
daughtegavehermotheraverbalbashingn the presencef shockedputdelighted family members.

I mustconfessthatthe isolationl sufferedat schooldid not affect my activitiesat home.My eldest
sister SakinaAapa,wentto a schoolfor girls. Shebeingthe eldestwasAmma®aideand! foundher
mostly with Ammaor my paternalaunts.Sheexercisecherauthorityasthe eldestsibling and! could
seemy elderbrothersNoor and Ayub plotting innocentmischiefbehindherback. Theytried in vain
to frighten herwith spidersandinsectsthat scaremostgirls. SakinaAapawas madeof sternerstuff
evenasa twelve-yearold andsheneversparedan opportunityto catchthemand our cousinswhen
theywereup to mischiefandreportthe matterto Dadi, who wasthe acknowledgeduler of thehouse-
hold. SakinaAapaleft me alonebecauseshewaswise enoughto know that! wasmy grandparentsC
favourite child and was not party to the conspiracies against her as my interestsfexenet dif

As for me,| derivedgreatpleasuran trailing behindAmma, seizingherflowing dupattawith which
shecoveredherheadatall times.Shewould walk briskly from oneroomto the otherin the sprawling
housewe lived in. Shenevertired of answeringDadi® calls from wherevershewas and shewould
flurry to find outthat Dadi wantedherto listento somegory gossipshehadheard.l would be hiding



justbehindherandsherarely noticedmy presencevhentheywould converseabouthappenings the
neighborhood that were sometimes spooky and sometimes silly

OnemorningDadi calledAmmaurgently and,asusual,l wasrunningbehindherunnoticed Dadi
was unusuallyseriousand shewasnot in a moodto whisper | could seethat shewas sadand dis-
turbed.OGammediatelyOshewasloudly telling Amma. OThéodiesmay not be therefor long. It is
a casethe police havebegunto investigate you know. PoorparentsMay Allah give themstrength.
Come back soon.O

Thehousesn Peshawawereconstructedn a mannerthattheterracesvereinter-connectedif the
ladieswishedto visit neighboursthey just hadto crossa terraceor two. The buildingswere so de-
signedasto give theladieswho observedgurdahthosedaysthe mobility theyneededvithoutcoming
out of their houses on the streets to walk to the house they wished to visit.

In aninstant,Ammawashurrying acrosshe connectingoassagérom our houseto anotherhouse
somedistanceaway Shewasunawarehat! wasfollowing hernoiselesslyShereachedhousewhere
therewasgloomandanominoussilence.Shestoodbesidea plumpwomanwho waswailing inconsol-
ably andtried in vain to comfortherwith gentlewordsof solace Then,shewalkedinto aroomwhere
threedeadbodieslay in arow coveredn white cloth andtherewasblood oozingout from the sides,
stainingthe cloth andflowing out to the floor like a red ribbon. The stenchwasunbearableAmma
wascoveringhernosewith herhand.Shewasin purdahbut| couldseehereyesbrimmingwith tears.

Ammahadno cluethat!l hadfollowed herto the houseandto the roomwherethe bodieslay still
andcold. Theinvestigatingofficerswalkedin andouttalking in Pushtuto eachotherandoneof them
hadawriting boardandhewastakingnotesof whatthe seniormosamongthemwasaskinghim to re-
cord. It wasapparenthattheyweresoabsorbedn the busines®f jotting downtheir observationshat
theydid not noticeAmma. Suddenlyan Englishofficer pushedoththe doorswide openandwalked
in making a lot of noise with his boots and with his loud conversation with the local police office

I was completelyengrossedn the movementsof the uniformed men, especiallythe way they
walked talkedandgrimacedatthesightof thedeadbodies| did notnoticeAmma®absencer realize
whenshehadslippedout of theroom. The Englishmarwalkedoutwith thelocal policemerfollowing
him and suddenlythe door slammedshutand| found myselfalonein the room crouchingbehinda
table not far from the bodies.

Terrorandpanicgrippedmeasthoughtsbegarto whir in my mind aboutthe possibility of spending
the nightin theroomif no onecameto know that| wastrappedinside.l reasonedvith myselfthat
evenif nooneelsemissedme,surelymy DadaandDadiwould noticemy notbeingin theliving room
when the family gathered at home in the evening for tea.

The high teaeverydayin theliving roomwasan elaborateaffair and,asthe eveningpassed| did
not missmy chanceeverto takea ride on Dada®backwhile he movedon all fours pretendingto be
a horse.Ilt washis way of entertaininghe grandchildrerand,sincel washis favourite,l gotalonger
ride and he did not mind my holding on to his beard with both my hands.

It wasa comfortingthought(my beingmissed)utthenwho knowsl thoughtto myself. It mayjust
happernthat Dadamay not be at homefor the teagatheringand Dadi too may not be in the room for
somereasorof herown. Who will missmethen?Surelynot Amma, becauseshewould betoo preoc-
cupied with the preparation of the snacks and the tea in the kitchen.

The more my mind worked, the more frightenedl becameand, thoughthe room wasnot cold, |
found myselfshiveringslightly. The window of the roomwasopenandthe wind unexpectediyplew
thewhite cloth awayfrom thefaceof oneof thevictims. He wasayouth| hadoftenseenn themarket
placeandit waschilling to seehis asherface.l felt for amomentthathis eyelidsmovedand! would
have screamed if my throat had not run dry and my voice had not been stifled by the dryness.



The only thing | could do was pray and pray as hardas| could. Justthenthe door openedwith
someforceandthe sameEnglishofficer baigedin. His eyesfell on menow. He staredat meandthen
shouted: OWho is this boy? What is he doing here?0

I wasnow shakingwith fear. Two policemencameup to me andphysicallylifted me andtook me
out. It wasstill bright outsideand| felt relieved.Thereweremenstandingn the corridorwho recog-
nized me as the son of Sarwar Khan. Thieef asked me: OHow did you get in there my boy?0

Now thatl wasoutsideandbreathingheair freely | foundmy voiceandl told the policemerhow |
hadfollowed Ammaandhadgot shutinsideaccidentally Thereweresomemorecivilians who recog-
nizedmeandthe Englishofficer wasconvincedoy my explanatiorto let mego. | took off asfastasl
could.

At homethe tablewasbeingsetfor the teagatheringof the family. My Dadi sawmefirst andshe
guessedrom my facial expressiorandfrom thefactthatl hadneitherbathednor changedor teatime
thatl musthavebeenout for afairly long time. Shewascuriousto know what! wasdoingall after-
noon.| avoidedtelling herthe truth but Dadi wasnot oneto buy any concoctionfrom me or anyone
for thatmatter Shepossessedn uncannyability to getto the bottomof anyunusuahappeningn the
house Whensheheardwhat| hadexperiencedhecalledout to Amma andbeganscoldingher for
not beingin the know of my movementsainddoings.Fortunately Aghaji arrivedandhe diffusedthe
situation.

At tea,the talk wasall aboutthe brotherswho had got into a physicalencountemwith menof a
family thathada scoreto settlewith the eldersof the boys@amily. Blood spilling was not unusual
betweenwarringandfeudingfamiliesin thelocality but seldomdid it endwith thefinality of death A
normal Patharfamily comprisedat leasta dozenchildrenandit wasnot sucha big losswhenoneor
two sonsdiedin suchencountersQuite practically the parentsconsoledhemselveshattheystill had
sonswho could be counteduponassons.As a matterof fact, the quick arrival of offspring oneafter
the other at intervals of two years was a must in a Pathan Muslim family for this very reason.

On mostdayswhenthe family gatheredor tea,it wasa pleasanbccasionwith the ladiessitting
togetherand making meaninglessonversatiorand the men indulging in seriousdiscussion Dadi
presidedand shequite enjoyedher queenlypositionandthe fact that her daughtersparring Phoopi
Babjan,andher sonsdid not dareto questionher or opposeher whenshespokeon domesticissues
or anythingthat concernedhe family. It painedme to seeAmmanot at the table but in the kitchen
makingpotsof teaon clay choolas(stoves)emittingfire andsmokethatmadeherfeel uncomfortable
andbreathlesst times. Therewas unstintedpraisealwaysfor the delicaciesshepreparedor meals
andatteatime buttherewasno offer of helpfrom hersisters-in-lanandmotherin-law. Theonly help
that she got occasionally was from Phoopi Babjan.

Whatl remembemostaboutAmmain my childhoodyearswasherungrudgingsloggingin thehouse.
It wasn€asif therewereno servantgo help her but Amma preferredto do the work assignedo her
in herown fastidiousway. Shealwaystold thosewho askedherwhy shewasnot leavingthe taskto

the servantghat sheliked doing whatevershewas doing and Dadi had given her the responsibility
becausét washerforte. Shestayedcalmandunrufled all thetime andit madelife easyfor Aghaji as
he neverhadto hearcomplaintsabouthis youngwife or intervenen squabbleshatusuallyaboundn

joint families with innumerablemembersAmma hailedfrom an aristocraticfamily. Her parentsand
sisterswho camevisiting were alwayswell dressecandthey camein horse-drawrcarriageswith an
attendanbr two carryingbagsof silk cloth or sweetsor whateverthey broughtasa gestureof good-
will. Theyknewtherewasno dearthof fruits anddry fruits in our house sotheybroughtfreshlymade



sweetsand namkeengsavouries)Ammafound time to sit andchatwith them,especiallyher sisters
who were beautiful and delicate unlike Aghap8ters who were broad shouldered and sturdy

WhenAmmatook a break(perhapgust once)from the drudgeryof our householcchoresto spend
time with her parentsjt wasfor the marriageof oneof her sisters.Sincel wasonly five or six years
old then,shetook me along.! did not know aboutmy going with herto her maika(mothek8 house)
till 1 returnedirom schoolandl heardDaditelling Aghaji thatheandAmmashouldtakeextracareof
me andnot let me go outwith otherchildren.Sheremindedthemof the fakir@ words.| wasno doubt
delightedat the opportunityl wasgettingto undertakea shortjourneywith AmmaandAghaji but |
shudderedt the thoughtthat| would standout in the crowd with my foreheadcoveredwith soot. It
wasPhoopiBabjanwho cameto my rescueandquietly advisedAmmato sparemethe humiliation at
least for the time | was in her own parental domain.

| hadsucha wonderfultime beingan unobtrusivelittle observerof all the gaietyin thatquarterof
the sprawlinghouseexclusivelyoccupiedoy thewomenwho hadcometo attendthe weddingaswell
asthedaughter&nddaughters-in-lavef thehouse It wasa sharpcontrasto thedictatorshipl wasfa-
miliar with in thehousel hadcomefrom. My NaniandNana(maternalgrandmotheandgrandfather)
wereanythingbut severeand,for thefirst time, | wasseeingAmmabeingattendedo andgiventhe
rightful positionatthetableduringmealtimes.It gaveme greathappinesso seeAmmalaughingand
beingvery mucha partof the merrimentthatwasgoingon continuousltill it wastime to hit thebeds
covered with silk quilts.

How | wishedAmma could getthe samecarefredife backat the houseshereturnedio assoonas
thefestivitiesof theweddingwereover | returnedwith all the black streakson my foreheadmuchto
Dadi®pleasureandtriumphthatherordershadbeenobeyed Without a murmuror eventhe slightest
sign of resentment, Amma resumed her chores in the kitchen.

I wentbackto schoolandneitherAghaji nor Ammanoticedthatl wasbecominganintrovert.l was
filled with adeepsensef unworthinesandloneliness! waitedto getbackhomewherel took refuge
in the securityof Amma®gentle,comfortingpresenceln retrospect| feel therewasa divine purpose
in the episodeof Dadi blindly believingthe fakir and giving me the ugly appearancéhat mademe
thebutt of unpleasantemarksin school.lt wasthe painl enduredasthealienatecchild in schoolthat
surfacedirom my subconsciousvhen| was playing the early tragic rolesin my careerand| hadto
express the deep mental agony of those characters.

The humanmind, | havecometo understandhasthe fascinatingcapacityto storeexperiencesnd
fertilize the imaginationwith thosestoredexperiencesvhenan occasiondemandst. As | attained
manhood,| learnedto voluntarily keepmy mind opento thoughtsand experienceghat | thought
shouldbe keptin the innerrecessesf the mind for recollectionat a later day | alsolearnedto pull
down the shutterswhen| did not wantto addthoughtsor experienceshat would only augmenthe
burdenof the mind andserveno purposevhatsoevert is afeatthatcanbe achievednly whenone®
mind hasmaturedwith educatiorandlearningfrom theschoolof life. But, asa child, however| could
not do anythingaboutexperienceggoodandbad,finding their way into my subconsciouandstaying
there.



3
ESCAPADES AND ADVENTURES

I havelittle doubtthat mysenseof storytellingwasignitedduring mychildhoodyearsin Peshawar
E. Everyeveningl held AghajiO$inger andwalkedwith him to the squareto listento the unfold-
ing of a narrative by one of the maulanasE | enjoyedthe narrative and my fertile imagination
conjuredup the charactersand situationsin my mind so graphically that | wenthomeand tried
enactingthe characterswith thelinesspokerby themaulanaE whocouldhaveforeseerthat sev-
eral years later | would be participating in storytelling exercises for a medium called cinema!

| WAS NOT AN EXCEPTIONALLY STUDIOUSCHILD BUT | wWAS A curiousandobservanbne.Beinganintrovert,

| liked beingalone,left to my own devices. left my cousinsandotherchildrenalone,not wantingto

getinto senselesargumentswith them.I remembel usedto askDadawhy the brook nearthe house
flowed ceaselesslgndwhereall the watercamefrom andwhereit all went.He usedto laughandhoist
meon his broadshoulderandwalk to the brookandstandandstareatthewater | waitedfor ananswer
but it nevercame.l realizedhe hadno answerfor me. | onceoverhearchim tell Aghaji thatl asked
him guestionghat weredifficult for him to answerandthat he wishedhe hadsomeanswersHe also
jovially mentionedto Aghaji thatl wasnot like the otherboysin the family who neverwonderedor

asked dificult questions.

| took keenpleasuren roamingaroundthe openspacesn the afternoonson hot summerdayswhen
Dadi, aftera sumptuousneal,restedin herroom. Therewereno electricfansthosedays.Therewere
only manuallyoperatedpankhasmadefrom thick canvaswith feathetlined cloth wrappedoverthem,
whichtheservantof thehouseknewhowto loosenfrom theclaspsonthewalls. Whentheytuggedthe
strings,the pankhasmovedto andfro to createthe movemenof air. It wasa strenuougxercisebutthe
menwho weregiventhetaskwerequitefit to doit. All of uschildrenof thefamily weremadeto sleep
in theafternoonsasit wasnotadvisabldo go outandwanderin thelonely streetsl alwayspretendedo
sleepand,attimes,whenl sawthe pankhawalagandthe othersin theroomsleepingsoundly | stepped
out stealthily into the streets.

The streetaverenarrowandsomeof themwerecobbled.l usedto makemy way throughtheminto
theopenspacesvherethereweretreeswith berriesthatno oneate.We werealwaystold thattheberries
wereno goodandthey shouldbe left for the birds andinsectsto feedupon.Being the curiousone, |
onceclimbedoneof thetreesandbegano pluck theberries.| hadjustbegunto shovetheberriesl had
pluckedinto the pocketof my kurta,whenl heardthe voicesof menandoneof themwaschasingthe
other | recognizedhe onewho waschasingwhile | heldmy breathandsatquietly on the branchl was
perchedon. Themanl recognizedvasGhaniwho wasthe caretakeof the orchardamy family owned.
He wasa manof incrediblephysicalstrengthand height. From the way they were arguing,it seemed
that Ghani had caught the man snooping around one of the godowns where the dry fruits were

| wasscaredhatif Ghanilookedup atthetreeandsawme,hewould reportmy escapadé Aghaji.
Fortunately the two partedamicablyafterthe manapologizedo Ghaniprofusely | heaveda sigh of
relief and scampered home, happy that | had had a lucky escape.

My cousinsand | were frightenedof Ghani. Most timeswhen| met him in the orchard,he was
friendly andheliked lifting meandkeepingmeon oneshouldemwhile a hugebaskebf freshlyplucked
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badamgalmonds)andgrapesccupiedhe othershoulderThe grapesveresentby Dadiin basketgo
theKissaKhwani Bazaamarketsquareo be givenawayto the poorandneedywho cameaskingfor
food. Therewasaninterestingway the grapesveregivenasfood to the poor. Themenwhorolled out
rotisandnaangIndianbread)usedto makepouchesithin thelargenaandy slitting themneatlywith
a sharpknife andthey stuffed handfulsof grapesinside and slammedthe slits deftly to closethem.
Each such naan made a substantial and nutritious meal for,&pogry man.

Ghaniusedto stridetowardsour housewith easeandunloadmeandthebaskegleefully atthedoor.
Dadi waskind to him and shealwaysgavehim moneyand offered him food. The frighteningthing
abouthim wasnot his demonicappearanceut the mentalconditionhe sufferedfrom. He wasin the
habitof goinginto a tranceandhowling like awolf on full moonnightswhile dutifully keepingvigil
at the orchard.He could not be quietenedoy anyoneandhadto be chainedandlockedin aroomall
night. Somenightswhenhe couldnot be quietenedy anybodyandhadto be chainedandlockedin a
roomall night, someonelsekeptvigil attheorchard.Sometimeshebecamall right by themorning
andwentabouthis work asif nothinghadhappenednd,sometimesthe seizurelastedfor a coupleof
days. Since he could get violent on such occasions, no one went near him.

Ghanihad everybody©sympathyand therewere all kinds of interpretationsabouthis condition.
Somesaid he had a spirit visiting him on full moon nights and the spirit could be chasedaway by
someonavho practisedexorcism.Otherssaid he was mad and neededreatmentWhateverit was,
nobodydid anythingto rid him of his strangebehaviouron full moonnightsandit wenton unabated
till he became very ill and died suddenly on the bed he was chained to.

After hedied,peopldiving aroundtheorchardsaidtheysawhim movinglike ashadowin thenight,
especiallyon full moonnights. It wasfrighteningeventhoughabsurd.The storiesdid not scareme
becausemy surreptitiousoutingswerein the afternoonsand now that Ghaniwasnot going to catch
me, | felt free to continue with my exploration of the plains.

One afternoonl setout and my first halt was at the godownfrom wherel grabbedhandfulsof
badamsandpistachiosandfilled my pocketswith them.Hardly hadl takenmy handout of the pock-
ets,whenl sawa gun carriageapproachinghe godown.I immediatelypulled the shutterdown and
crouchednthegroundwatchingthecarriagefrom aslit in theshutter| wasinsideandtheactionwas
right outside socloseto thegodown,thatl begarnto getnervous.Therewerevolleysbeingfired from
the carriage and | saw some tribals falling prey to the bullets.

Themenin thegun carriagewereEnglishsoldiersandtheywereyelling andchallengingothertri-
bals,who werehiding nearthe godown,to comeout. Their gunswere pointedin the directionof the
godownandtherel washopelesslycaughtin yetanotherperiloussituation.After sometime, themen
gottired of waiting for thetribalsof thehills to comeoutandtheyturnedthe carriageto go back.Now
my fearwashow to facethetribalsif theywerereally hiding thereandif theysawme.| wassensible
enoughto know thatthe hill tribeswerea dangerousot andtheywereoutlawswho cameto loot and
plunder

Thedaylightoutsidewaswaningandl hadto returnhomesoon.Thespiritin meevenatthattender
ageeggedme on to takearisk. | briskly raisedthe shutterandran out, sprintingat a speedhat sur-
prisedmewhenl reachedhe doorstepof our house Breathlessindexhausted, justraninto Amma®
arms.SheandDadihadbeenprayinganda searchpartyhadbeensentto find me.Ammaheldmeclose
andl couldhearhermurmurprayersof gratitudeto Allah for havingbroughthersonhomewithout a
scratch.The newsof the firing nearthe godownhadreachedhe houseandits neighbourhoodvhen
Amma realized that | was not inside.

| told themwhat| hadseenfrom the crackin the shutter Therewasangeratfirst whenAghaji and
Dada heard what | had narrated, but the fact that | was safe diluted the anger



Aghaji wastall, broadshoulderecandhandsomelHe hadanimpressivenoustacheHe andDadawere
both hairy andthat explainsmy hairiness Aghaji walked erectand he wore his Pathanpyjamasand
kurtaswell. Theyweremadeof goodcottonandstitchedby experttailors. He preferredpastelshades
and was fond of white.

He loved Ammavery muchbut he seldomdemonstratethis affection in front of the family mem-
bers.Whenhe boughtsomethingfor Amma, he gaveit to her quietly in the room they occupiedin
theupperfloor. Sincel wasalwayshoveringroundAmma, | usedto seehim takeout a dupattaor an
Englishtalcumpowderandgive it to her quietly. Shewould takeit matterof-factly from him, put it
away in the almirah and steal out of the room quidklst she be seen alone with heyanby Dadi.

Ammawasfrail, fair andpetite.By thetime | wastwo, my youngerbrotherNasirhadarrivedand,
by thetime | wasfour, shewasexpectingmy sisterTaj. | wasawestruckeachtime a sisteror brother
joinedtheline-up andit irked me somewhato seeAmmaall wrappedup with eachnew arrival, al-
mostforgettingthe elderoneswho becamepassZsoto say for everybodyin thefamily. | did not quit
following herunderany circumstancendit remainedmy prerogativeto find spaceby hersidewhen
we sleptat night. At times,in the summermmonthson moon-lit nightswe slepton chattais(mats)on
theterraceand! would be stunnedby the serenebeautyof my Amma®faceasthelight of the moon
fell on her Shewould be soundasleeptired afterall the toil duringthe day My unmarriedphoopis
(fathei@ sisterswould alsobe sleepingthereasalsothe healthyPersiarcats which werekeptaspets
largely because they were needed to warm the beds on winter nights.

Winter nights assuredgreatfun for the children of the house.The family membersfrequently
gatherednthelargeterracewith abonfirelit insidealarge sigdi (brazier)placedin thecentre All of
uswould sit aroundthe sigdi, which providedsuflicient warmthto keepthe night youngandspirited.
Quilts were broughtalong by eachmemberto coverthe body from the legsright up to the waist. It
wascustomaryfor everymembetto tell astoryor to singasong.If it wasastoryit hadto beonewith
a moral and not anything with adult content because the children were listening.

Dadi wasindeedthe first censorl cameacrossn my life. Shecould abruptlycurtail a story if she
felt it wasnot goodenoughto betold in the presencef the womenandchildren.One of my khalas
(maternalaunts)was marriedto a manwho hada penchanfor telling storiesthat could havemade
DadaKhondke feel awkward.Whenhetried unleashingone of his stories,he wasinstantlytold by
Dadito goandsleepin hisownroomandnotcomeup againontheterracelt wasabanfor alifetime.

Dadiwelcomedhenarrationof storiesof valourandnobility anddid notmind aweebit of romance
thrownin. If it wasan eveningof songs,the melodieshadto be of cleanfolk versesor ghazalsof
eminentPersianpoets.It waslike the antakshart* of todayexceptthatthe continuity dependedn
content.If thethemefor the eveningwaslove, thenit hadto belove all throughthe night or if it was
a spiritualthemeit hadto continueto be soall night. | wasnot oneto sit quietly on onelap all night.
If it wasaninterestingstory, | listenedwith raptattention,if not, | movedfrom onelap to anothettill
| fell asleepquite unknowinglyaschildrendo. | would wake up the next morningon my warm soft
bedandrub my eyesandwonderwho got me there.While the singingandstorytellingwenton, the
Persiancatswould be madeto sleepon the bedsto keepthe bedswarm for the occupantsThatwas
something peculiar to Peshawar

| havelittle doubtthatmy senseof storytellingwasignitedduringmy childhoodyearsin Peshawar
It wasnotjustthewinter nightsontheterracethatstimulatedmy imagination.Themainmarketsquare
in KissaKhwani Bazaawasknownthosedaysfor the gatheringof tradersandshopkeepersafterthe
Maghribprayersn the quadranglef the squargor someaustereentertainmentEveryeveningl held
Aghaji@finger andwalkedwith him to thesquareto listento the unfoldingof a narrativeby oneof the
maulanasmenknownfor their piety andreligiousknowledge The storieswereinterestingandwere
told with appropriatgpausesandvoice modulationsby the narrators.The voice would rise to a high
pitch whenthe story took a dramaticturn andit would fall to anaudiblelow notewhenthe narrative
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movedon to somethingenderandtearful.l enjoyedthe narrativeandmy fertile imaginationconjured
up the charactersand situationsin my mind so graphicallythat | wenthomeandtried enactingthe
characterswith the lines spokenby the maulanal would be aloneby myselfin somecornerof the
housewhereno onewould comelooking for me.| feelamusedow whenl reflectonthosewonderful
eveningsvhenl satwith open-moutheavonderby Aghaji®or Dadi@sidein the bazaamabsorbinghe
twistsandturnsin the stories.Who could haveforeseerthatseveralyearslater! would be participat-
Ing in storytelling exercises for a medium called cinema!

Yet anotherpastimel indulgedin solitudewasimitating the ladiesand menwho camevisiting my
parentsAmmacaughtme atit oneday andchidedme gently, sayingit wasnot goodto makefun of
elders.l wasmimicking Khala Mariam whenshecamein unexpectedlyandsawwhat| wasup to. |
did nottell Ammathatl wasnotmakingfun of KhalaMariambut| wastrying to be KhalaMariamfor
afew momentshecauseshewassuchanintriguing characterMay be unconsciously waspreparing
for what was in store for me in the years to come.

KhalaMariamwasthe nightingaleof thefamily. Shehada goodvoicefor singingandall of usgrew
up from infancy listeningto the lullabiesshesangto put usto sleep.Shewasmarriedto a manwho
wasa dandyanddressedip flamboyantlyandcolourfully. He wasthe manDadi hadbannedrom her
terracewhenhe begantelling a story that had a naughtyslant. He wasvery differentfrom the other
menin thefamily in thathehadscantegardfor thedecorumandetiquettetheothermember®bserved
andhe broughtcigarsfrom somewhereandsmokedthemwhile all the othermensmokedhookasHe
arguedwith Dadathatit madeno differencewhatyou smoked KhalaMariamwasquite goodlooking
andshetoo smokedcigarettesheldin a holder Sheandher husbanchad many differencesbetween
themandthey spoketo eachotheronly to getinto a squabbleHe hada chestof drawersin theroom,
which washis prizedpossessioandhe protectedt zealously Sheoftenmockedhim saying:Ou sit
on that chestof moneyandtreasuresike a cobrawith its hoodunfurledE takeit with you to your
grave.O He laughed a wicked laugh whenever she said that.

It wasnothingbutentertainmentor meatthatagewhentheylockedhorns.Therealdramaoccurred
when Khala Mariam was confinedto an isolatedroom on certaindaysbecauseshewould get pos-
sessedby a spirit. | hid myselfin theroomonedayand| heardhervoice changeanto thatof amanas
sheravedaboutsomething could makenothingof. Shestoodup andtore her hair andlookedcom-
pletely differentfrom what shewas otherwise.l rememberAmma comingrushinginto the roomto
takemeawaywhensherealized wasupto my usualexplorationof theunknownandwasin theroom.
Khala Mariam suddenlyturnedsoft and gentle and said: ODortGwrt the child, let him be.OAmma
muttered something and quickly whisked me away

By the nextday, shewasnormalandbehavedsif nothinghappenedShewascloseto Ammaand
confided in her about her husbama@nton ways.

OnFridaystheladieswentoutto themarketandl remembeAmmaalwayswaiting for KhalaMari-
amwho took longerto dressup. Ammawore simplesalwarsandkameezeshatwerelong andloose.
Her headwas alwayscoveredand whenshesteppedutsideshewas so completelyin purdahthat |
would havehaddifficulty in identifying herif it weren€for hersmallbuild andher petitestaturethat
madeherstandoutamongthe sturdy almostmasculinedPathanvomenwho swarmedheshopsselling
women&garmentsandburkhas Therewassomethingshekept chewing,an elaichi (cardamomper-
haps.

| wasalwaysfollowing herto themarketplaceandshekeptawatchon my movement&nowingmy
propensityto getlostin the crowd. KhalaMariamandPhoopiBabjanwerenot very cordialwith each
other thoughbothwerevery fond of Amma. Theydressedip in silks while Amma preferredcottons



with smallprints.| seldomsawherbuy thingsfor herself.Shewasalwaysbuyingthingsfor thehouse.
The marketwascrowdedon Fridaysbecause¢he mentoo madetheir purchasesfterthe Jumaprayers
in themainmosqueWhenAmmawantedmeto getherfavouritebathsoap,shewould call outto me,
saying: OdisufmeraPears soapaboon laan& That was how she referred to the soap she used

One side of the market was lined with eateriesthat served chapli kebabswith anardana
(pomegranateeedspndrotis besidesice preparationsindlight snacksTherewasalwaysa crowdat
the eateriedecausehe temptingaromaof graviesandkebabswaftedto the nostrilsof passersbgo
strongly that it was diicult for the susceptible to resist a bite.

Therewereshopsthatsold beautifulsilks andcottons Jacesof all colours,dupattasandparandhas
(braidtassels)Wewereliving in undividedindia atthattime andtherewasa sizableHindu population
andthemenfolkaswell asthewomenmingledfreely with Muslimsin themarketsquarewishingeach
otherandexchangingleasantriegversocheerfully Aghaji hadmanyHindu friendsandoneof them
wasBasheshwarnathjiyho heldanimportantjob in thecivil servicesHis eldersoncameto ourhouse
with him afew timesandhe stunnedheladieswith his handsomeppearancelhatwasRaj Kapooi@
father Prithviraj Kapoor

Basheshwarnathywasvery friendly with Aghaji andl often heardthemdiscussanimpendingwar
(the SecondWorld War) andwhatwasin storefor the inhabitantsof Peshawar listenedto their talk
intently but | could not fathomwhat they were talking about. They were talking abouta city called
Bombaywherebusines®opportunitiesveremany Thenoneday| heardAghaji tell Dadathathe was
goingto Bombayto exploresuchopportunitiesandhe intendedto go alonefirst. The war wasinev-
itable andit wasboundto impactthe fruit businessastransportatiorof marketablgroducefrom the
orchardsin Peshawato marketselsewherenvould becomedifficult. Beforel knew it he was off to
Bombay one morning.

WhenAghaji wasawaysomethingsilly occurred As alwaysl wasthe centreof the excitementhat
mountedoneafternoonn thehousel vividly recallthatafternoorwhena cousin,whowassomewhat
olderthanl, wasinjuredin the eye by somethingthat had hit him while he wasout in the orchards.
He wasbroughthomeby the servantsaandall my auntsrushedto inspecthis injury. It wasfoundto be
minor but my auntsdecidecto treatit with their own prescriptionl wasplaying quietly in oneof the
roomsin the houseandwasstartledby an auntcominginto the roomto dragme out. O6u canplay
later,Gsheorderedmeasl reluctantlywalkedby herside,herhandholdingmy armin atight grip. She
took me to the terrace,mademe standnextto an earthenwargot andcommandedne to pull down
my pyjamasandunderweaiandtold meto urinateinto the pot. | wassoterrified thatit wasall outin
ajiffy straightinto the pot with my auntwatchingover mewith satisfaction Shethentook the potto
the otherauntswho werewaiting to washmy cousinwoundedeyewith the preciousexcretion. was
overwhelmedy astrangdeeling of fear, shameanddisgustand,for daystogetheravoidedmy aunts
and the cousin who had benefited from me.

As mentionecearlier the eldestof my parentsOffspringwasmy sisterSakinaBegum.Shewasmost
unlike Ammain her natureand demeanourWhenwe werein Peshawarshewas quite young.She
wasattractivein herown way, thoughnotblessedvith the serenébeautyof Amma. Shewasstubborn
anddifficult by nature.l canrecallnow thatshedisagreedvith Ammaoftenandtherewasa mild but
ceaselessonflict brewingbetweenthemall the time. Aghaji took little interestin their altercations
and| think he feignedignoranceonly becausée felt thatwomenhadtheir own way of solving the
internal riddles in their family life without external help.

My elderbrotherswvereNoorandAyub. Noor Sahal{asl wassupposedo call him) wasagoodfive
yearsseniorand Ayub Sahabwasjust a yearanda half older Noor Sahabwasa colourful character



right from his juvenile yearsand he dazzledme and my cousinswith his escapadesyhich cameto
light from time to time and provoked Aghaji to use a cane on him,

Evidently, Aghaiji didn®believein sparingthe rod andspoiling his son, but, from whateverl can
remembef thoseyearsin Peshawarall the blows showeredn Noor Sahakhadonly a transientef-
fecton his unbridledenegy andenthusiasnto exploreforbiddenterritories.After eachepisodeNoor
Sahabwould bequietfor awhile. HeOdvait for Aghaji to go outon his businessindbackhewould go
on his promisego him. As the eldestson,Noor Sahabhada rightful senseof seniority which, rather
unrightfully, gave him the feeling that he could boss over all of us who were younger than he.

Thanksto the agedifference,| wasseldomin his company He summonedne occasionallyto run
anodderrandfor him in the marketplaceandl docilely obeyedhim, knowinghim to be quitea bully.
Without doubt, he irritated Amma who tried relentlessly to curb his mischief.

| wascloseto Ayub. Sincehewasjustalittle older| keptcalling him Ayub andl wasrebukedoften
for that.| hadto addres$im asAyub Sahalin the presenc@f my parentsHe didn®go to schoollike
therestof us.| could neverfathomwhy hewastutoredat homein Urdu andhe neverreceivedform-
al schooleducation] guessede wasnot healthylike me andNoor Sahab.Therewassomeintrinsic
probleml wasnotfully awareof and,quite understandablynot madeawareof. Thedivine compens-
ationwasthat Ayub Sahabwasblessedvith anamazingintellectandsensibilitiesthatwerefar from
ordinary He was very specially gifted and my parents were very proud of him.

Aghaji®@absencavashardlyfelt in thehousel knewhehadgoneto Bombaybut! did notknowwhy.
| rememberaskingAmma andshesimply told me he hadto go therefor animportantreasonandhe
would be backsoon.Shewasasusualbusyandattendingto somethingDadi had askedherto do. |
wasneveroneto trouble Ammawith questionghat shehadno time to answeyso| heardherreply
without pausing to think too much about it.
*DadaKhondke(realnameKrishnaKondke)wasanactorandfilm producerHis films werefamous
for their double entendres.

** Antakshariis a gamein which eachparticipantbeginswith the consonanbn which the previous
participant®song has ended.
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4
OFF TO BomMBAY: A NEwW CHAPTER BEGINS

In Bombayl wasenrolledat the Anjumanislam High Schooland therewasno more shavingof

my pate.l nowwore my skull cap over a thick growth of black hair, which elicited compliments
fromall theladieswhovisitedAmma.Theywouldruffle myhair andsaysomethingo herandshe
would wait for their departureto performthe ritual of shooingawaythe evil eyecaston meas

instructed by Dadi.

ASMENTIONED EARLIER, AGHAJIHAD GONETO BomBAY TO explorethebusinespotentialtherein thewake
of the newsaboutthe impendingworld war. He knew that the transportatiorof marketableproduce
from the orchardsn Peshawato traditionalmarketsoutsidewould becomedifficult oncethe war star-
ted.

Travelwaseasythosedaysby the FrontierMail. Ticketswerepurchaseéttherailway stationonthe
day of the journeyitself andnot bookedin advanceDuring his stayin Bombay he oftentook a stroll
alongthe Apollo Bunder(on the seafront)to while awaytime in the eveningsOneevening,he sawa
child in a pramwith a healthyappearancandrosy cheeksand he wasinstantlyremindedof me. As
I mentionedearlier | wasregardedasa handsomeshild and Aghaji wasquite proudof my appealing,
cherubiclooks.He pickedup the child in the pramspontaneouslandthe parentsof the child panicked
andrantowardshim. It wasa naturalreactionon seeinga strong,sturdyPathanmpulsively picking up
a happygumgling child without introducing himself formally to the chidéarents.

Aghaiji oftenrecalledthis incidentat family gatheringsamidstmuchlaughter He apologizedo the
child® parentsandtold themabouthis family in Peshawaandlittle Yousufwho wasasgood-looking
as their son.

| would like to believequitejustly thatl wasresponsiblén alarge measurdor the family®@ moving
to Bombay Had it not beenfor the incidentat Apollo Bunder Aghaji wouldn®havereturnedto Pe-
shawarto take Amma andthe sevenchildrento Bombay Back homein Peshawarit was Dadawho
sensed\ghaji®@lonelinessn Bombay especiallywhenhe heardaboutthe amusingencountemwith the
baby at Apollo Bunder

ThoughDadi didn®quite agreewith her son®moveto shift the family to Bombay for onceDada
stood firm on his decision to give his daughtetaw the right to live with her husband.

We travelledby the Frontier Mail to Bombay | can©recall when exactly sincel was quite young
then,butl think it wassometimein themid-1930slf | remembecorrectly theterminalthosedayswas
in Colaba.lt wasour first train journeyandwasvery excitingfor all of us. At someof the stationson
the way, friendsof my parentscameto meetuswith refreshmentshatwe could consumeon the way.
Someof themwereHindus.I recallnow the boxesthey broughtfor us containedvegetariaritemslike
purisandstuffed brinjals. Thetrain spedpastgreenpasturesandvalleysand,attimes,dark mountains.
Thevisualsarestill vivid in my mind, especiallythe grandeuiof themountainsWhenthetrain stopped
atstationsthereweremencarryingcasksof teaandwaterin potscalling out: OHindwchai, Hindu paani,
Muslim chai, Muslim paani.®y parents) remembertook little notice of the difference They drank
waterandteawithoutdiscriminationandsodid manyothersin thecompartmentThetrain hadadining
car, which was meant only for the English officers and their wives.
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In Bombaywe alightedat Colabalt wasin themorninghoursandmy youngersiblingsweresleepy
Aghaji hadarrangedor a tonga(a horse-drawrcarriage)to take us to the househe hadrentedout.
It wasthe beginningof a new chapterin our lives aswe steppednto an altogethemew environment
filled with excitement and wonder

Theapartmententedout by Aghaji wasin afour-storeyedstructurecalledAbdullah Building on Nag-

devi Street,nearthe bustling CrawfordMarket, wherehe hadsetup his fruit businesn awholesale
basisat first. Our apartmentvason thetop floor andthoughwe missedthe spaciousnessf our home
in Peshawarall of us settleddown quite well in the fairly large spacewe got over the entire floor

with individual roomsfor uschildrenandaseparateoomfor AghajiandAmmabesidesa guestroom.

Therewasa terracewhich wasa luxury, becaus¢he otherhousesn the neighbourhoodlid not have
one. All of them had flat roofs.

Ammainitially facedonly oneproblembshecouldn@speakHindi. But it wasamazinghow shemade
friendsin the neighbourhoodin fact, soonafter our arrival in the locality, we were beingdiscussed
asthe nice Pathanfamily that had occupiedthe fourth floor of the Abdullah Building. Amma with
herchiselledfeaturesflawlessrosycomplexion slight build andgentlesmileradiatednstantwarmth.
Aghayji, strong,well-built andvirile like mostof his clan, was alreadyknown asa gentlemananda
pious Pathan.

Ammahadtwo friendson NagdeviStreetwho werecloseto her How theycommunicateavith her
wasalwaysa mysteryto Aghaji becauseshedidn®speakHindi. Oneof themhada sonwith whom
my eldestbrotherNoor Sahabstrucka rapport.Noor Sahabwith his adventurousature hadbecome
popularon NagdeviStreetin a shortspan.He hadbegunexperimentingwith cigarettesasdid other
boysof hisagegroup.It wasall donecovertlywith thatspirit of discoveryandbravadocommonlyfelt
in adolescence among boys who are in a hurry to attain manhood.

Oneafternoontherewasbadnewsfor Amma.Her friend®sonhadbeenstifled to deathwith a pil-
low in his room and the mother of the lad was naturally inconsolable.

| wasconfrontedonceagainby the dreadof seeinga deadbody andthe comingandgoing of po-
licemen. Being somewhat older nowwvas less terrified. But Amma was shocked beyond belief.

We grew up quite happilyin the large apartmenbn NagdeviStreet.Aghaji seemedatisfiedwith his
fruit businesswhich wasprosperingHe didn®haveto go to thefruit stall at CrawfordMarketevery
dayashehademployedmento receivethe consignmentanddeliverthemat the marketbesidesnan-
agingthe daily sales.He only paid a visit oncea dayto seeif all waswell. As such,he hadtime to
spend with us and with his friends who enjoyed his company and visited him regularly

We hada family doctorwho wastall andwell built andl canvividly recall his visits to our house
andour visits to his clinic in the eveningwhenhe would examinepatientsand prescribemedicines.
Aghaji often gifted him fruit basketsSomethingfunny happeneaneeveningwhenAghaji took me
alongto hisclinic to getamedicinefor Ayub Sahabl wascarryingarubberball, which | playedwith,
bouncingit on the floor andtestingmy ability to catchit without a miss. At the clinic after Aghaji
had had a good ten-minuteconversatiorwith the doctor he cameout to get the mixturesfrom the
compounden wasplayingwith theball in the corridoroutsideand,on seeingAghaji comeout of the
doctoi® chamber| missedthe ball, which fell on the floor androlled into the doctor® cabin. While



Aghaji wasexchangingleasantriesvith thecompounder hurriedlyventurednto thedoctor cham-
berto find the ball. | wason all fourslooking for the ball, sothe doctordid not hearor seemy entry.
| foundthe ball andl alsowitnessed sightl describedo Ayub Miyan whenl returnednhometo his
greatamusementThe doctoi® nurse a fair, plump womanwith light eyesanddark brown hair tied
up high in a knot stylishly, was seatedon the doctoi@ lap andthey weretalking andlaughingabout
something! quickly crawledout beforetheywenton to somethinghatcould havebeenoutrageously
bold, considering that the door was not locked and anybody could have walked in.

I grewup in anatmospheref warmthandaffection. | wasextremelyshy but not unhappy There
wasno pressuren my parentsAmma®work loaddecreasedonsiderablyn Bombaywheresheonly
hadto carefor herchildrenandherhusbandShelookedhealthierandhappierthoughsheoftenspoke
nostalgicallyaboutPeshawarSheworked quietly and happily. | wasenrolledat the Anjumanislam
High Schoolin thefifth standardn 1937andtherewasno moreshavingof my pate.l now wore my
skull capoverathick growthof black hair, which elicited complimentdrom all the ladieswho visited
Amma. Theywould ruffle my hairandsaysomethingo herandshewould wait for their departurgo
perform the ritual of shooing away the evil eye cast on me as instructed by Dadi.

Today in my ninety-secongear my wife Sairaperformsthe sameritual everytime a visitor says
somethingaboutmy looks or my good healthor whenwe go to a galaeventand dozensof people
come to take my signature in their autograph books and praise my work.

Noor Sahabhad his own setof friendsin the locality. Diametrically oppositeour apartmentvas
the residenceof a BohraMuslim businessmarHis daughtetbecameNoor Sahat€heartthroband |
becamea participantin their juvenile affair and,sadly enough the climactic separatiorbetweenthe
loverswasalsoprecipitatedoy me.| mustnarratethe love story becausaet is a chapterin my child-
hood that | have retained in my memory more for its bathos than for its romance and. humour

Noor Sahabhada way of orderingmeto run errandgfor him. He wasan assertiveyoungmanand
he spentalot of time with his friendswho stayedn the neighbourhoodWhenthefriendsvisitedhim,
hetook themup to theterracewhereneitherAmmanor SakinaAapacame His friendsoften brought
cigaretteswith themandNoor Sahalkdid not like to accepthe cigaretteghey offeredhim. He would
summonme and sendme out to get cigarettedor himselfand his friends D his favourite brandwas
Cavendei andhe would tell meto go asquickly asl couldto getthe cigarettesAt othertimes,he
sentmeto fetchbananagor him whenhewasaloneandthenhe sweetlytold meto takemy owntime
to bring the bananas. | obliged without a murmur

By andby, | found out whathewasup to. At a specifictime in the eveningwhenNoor Sahabwvas
aloneon the terrace his heartthrobin the oppositeapartmeniwould take a positionat a window fa-
cing our terrace.l wasnot old enoughto know whatwas happeningout I neverfailed to noticethe
glancesxchangedrom our terracewhenthe charmingneighbourtook her placeat thewindow to do
hersewing.Thatwasthe time whenthe bananarrandwasorderedby Noor Sahalto keepme out of
theway. He usedto thrustallittle notewritten onapagetorn outof anexercisenotebookandaskmeto
give it to herontheway back.l wasimmenselypleasedvith herbecausesherewardedme eachtime
| sprintedacrossthe streetto her housewith a poetic outburstfrom Noor Sahab.Shewould quietly
thrustpeppermintsiemontoffeesor chocolatesvrappedin gleamingsilver paperinto my handsand
affectionatelyrun herfingersthroughmy hair but neverspokea word. My little mind was certainly
awarethat Noor Sahabwho washandsomendhadlight eyesthat twinkled with sprightlinesswas
conveyingsomethingsecreto herandvice versaA few times,| mischievouslychoseto surprisehim
by doublingthe speedof my sprintandcompletingthe errandin recordtime andtaking the stairstwo
stepsatatimeto reachtheterracehuffing andpantingonly to spoil hisflirtation throughglanceswith
thegirl. He hadturnedto mewith annoyancen thoseoccasionsvith alook thatsaid: OOkyou think
you can outsmart me, | will show you!O



The nexterrandwould be to getchana(chickpeas)rom a vendorwho hadhis stall somedistance
away Not oneto be vanquished| usedall the staminal hadto run andgetthe chanain recordtime!
On eachsuchoccasion] could seethe girl chucklingandgiving Noor Sahaba naughtyglance.This
silentlove story enactedhroughglancesandlooks aswell asthe notesl carriedwasdestinedo end
very soon.

Oneafternoonl wason the terracesilently enjoyinga toffee shehadgiven me when Ammacame
searchingor me andfound my mouthfull. Shewantedto know at oncewherel hadgot the sweet
from. | told her the truth.

Needlesgo say therewasutter commotionasthelid flew openandNoor Sahat€secretdalliance
cameto light. Thegirl disappearethe nextday andNoor Sahabwasa pictureof desolationHe was
not annoyedwith me becausdie knew| hadnot spoiledhis romancententionally It wasaninnocent
child@confessiorand,asdayswentby, heresignechimselfto therealizationthatreal-life love stories
don®always end happily

Shewasbundledoff to Surat(now in Gujarat)whereshemarriedand settleddown. Her parents
continuedto meetAghaji and Amma cordially. And Noor Sahableft the pastbehindto everybody®
relief and began to look for new sources of excitement.



5
THE GROWING UP YEARS

I havegoneinto all this detailing[given later in this chapter]for a specificpurposelt is meantto
inform thosereaders,who mayhavebeenmisledinto imaginingthat Raj Kapoorand| only pro-
fessedriendshipwhile a deepprofessionakivalry brewedbetweerus, that ours wasnot merely
a friendshipof two individualsin the sameprofessionbut a bondingthat grew from well-placed
trust and respect.

As AYuB SAHAB GREWUP HE DEVELOPEDA RESPIRAORY disorderwhich necessitatedur movingto Deo-
lali (ahill stationin Maharashtrapcatedabout180km from Bombay).Thefreshair in Deolaliandthe
availability of medical care there made it the ideal location for his treatment and recovery
Beinganarmystation,Deolalihadgoodeducationainstitutions,andoneof themwasBarnesSchool
wherel wasadmitted Thereweresoldierswho didn®seemto be of Indianorigin atthearmycentresl
learned later that they werairkish, who were captives of war
Deolaliis of significancein my life in morethanonerespectFirst, it wasat Deolali that| learned
the Englishlanguageandbecameguite proficientin it. Secondlyit wasduringour stayin Deolali that
| began to take keen interest in soccer
Aghaiji visited us oncea weekfrom Mumbai. He loved my brotherAyub andwasvery concerned
about his progress.He found me reading and writing English and that was also somethingthat
gladdenedis heart.Therewasan Englishpoemthat! learnedn school,which | recitedbeforeAghaji
oneday andhe was so happythat he mademe reciteit beforeall his distinguishedEnglish-speaking
friends. The poem ran as follows:
| have two eyes.
And | can see the door
The ceiling, the wall
And the big blue sky
Bent over all.

During schoolvacationswhenwe wentto Peshawato spendtime with our Dadaand Dadi, there
usedto be socialgatheringgo mark our visits. At eachgatheringl wasmadeto standon a platform
andvigorouslyeggedonto recitethe poem.It gaveAghaji greatprideto tell theworld thathis sonwas
conversantvith Englishandall his Patharfriendswereequallyjoyousaboutthe achievementlf there
happenedo be an Englishofficer of somerankin the local administrationn the gatheringjt madethe
scenaricevenmorethrilling. Eachtime | completedherecitationtherewould beencoresTherewould
be cries of $habastwell done]Yousu®. Each time | had to start all over again.

The encorescameagainand | would straightenmyself, take a deepbreathand begin reciting the
same poem once again.

Therecitationwenton endlesslhill | wastired andjustcouldnotcontinue For me,it wassomething
| alwaystriedto wriggle outof. As ashy reticentyoungsterpublic attentionwasthelastthing | wanted.
But | think Destinyhadalreadybegunto chartout thelife | hadto lead.l hadto obeyAghaji® orders
on suchoccasionsand,thoughit wasdifficult to recitethe poemin the openair bno door, nowall, no
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ceiling Bl think | wasstimulatedo performby theapplauseandencored receivedlt wasasif | could
seeadoor, awall anda ceiling whenl recited.l hadmy first brushwith the make-believavorld into
which | was to make my fateful entry years later

At Deolali, Ayub Sahalhadno optionbutto spenchis wakinghoursreadingwhateverUrdu literature
hecouldlay hishandson. He alwaysliked to readthelatestnovelsandhedevourechewspapeatrticles
and shortstorieswith greatdelight. To makehim happy as| grew up and progressedn my study
of English,| readthe shortstories(in translation)of the nineteenth-centurfFrenchwriter, Guy de
Maupassantand narratedthemto him. That was my first introductionto publishedliteraturefrom
abroadandl wasfascinatedoy the plot structureandstorytellingability of the author In alatentsort
of way, | wasdevelopinga keennarrativeskill by readingthe works of EnglishandotherEuropean
authors that | found in the library of Barnes School.

| can©recall when exactly but Ayub Sahabsuffered a spinalinjury after he fell from a horsein
KashmirwhereAghaji hadtakenhim andNoor Sahalon oneof his businesdrips. Fruitsthatwereof
typical Kashmirorigin hadinterestedAghaji andhe madequite a few trips in a yearto negotiateand
makearrangementtor their transporto Bombay As aresultof theinjury, Ayub Sahakhadto stayin
bedor just sit in a wheelchairfor almosta year Orthopaedidreatmentwas not asadvancedsit is
today and such injuries took time to be healed.

| remembehow Aghaji usedto sit by Ayub Sahal€sideandlook at him with moisteyesthat be-
trayedhis pain within. Here was a son gifted with unusualintelligenceand creativeenegy and he
just couldn®movefrom his chair Relativesof my parentswho visited us at Deolali were not many
Amongthem,l rememberanuncle,GhulamMohammadwho seemedvell acquaintedvith Urdu po-
etry and spent time withydsb Sahab appreciating the Urdu verse thatbASahab penned.

| hada classmatevho wastheschoolbully. He wastwice my sizeandhe madeit a pointto threaten
me andmy small circle of friends.On the way to school,therewasa plateauwherewe played.l had
acycle,which | rodeto schoolsometimesand,at othertimes, | just ranto school,taking off on my
feetswiftly with thebreezeasif onewasbeingairlifted from theground.It wasanexperience really
enjoyed.

To getbackto the schoolbully, he wasthe local bakeK3 son. The bakeryownedby his fatherwas
well known.Oneday while | wasreturningfrom school,he sprangon me andbeganpunchingme.|
was alone and | took the beating without attempting to retaliate.

Dayslater, my friendsandl cornerechim andreally gaveit to him. It becamea majortalking point
amongstheboys.Whathedid to meonly | knewbutwhatwe Bmy friendsandl Bdid to him became
known to all.

His father was away at that time. So we knew that the newsthradofkd the principal.

The sameweekend Aghaji wasexpectedand| wassentby Ammarto fetch him from the railway
station.At the stationmy opponentthe bully, waswaiting for his dadwho wastravellingby the same
train.

When Aghaji alighted,the bakeralso steppeddown. | walked silently behindAghaji, a strapping
six-footerwith broad,heavyshouldersvhile the bully walkedsheepishlypehindhis small-builtfather
Thenextmorning,whenl encounteretiim on my way to school,heseemedo bein a hurryto go out
of my sight.He quickenedhis paceandstartedo run. He wasbehavingasif hewasafraid of me.My
friendswho werewalking with me noticedthe changein him. That afternoon,aswe madeour way
home,my friendsand| found a placeto hide at the foot of a hill. We waitedfor him. He hadstayed
backin the classpretendinghathe hadsomethingo do. After a few minutesof waiting we sawhim



coming.He wasalone.As he camecloser| could feel my heartbeatjuickening.The nextinstantwe
surrounded him. There was the kind of fistfsuhat children have with their opponents at that age

| returnedhomefeeling triumphantbut unusuallysilent. | heardAghaji asking Amma what was
wrong with me. OWhyis he so quiet? Justfeel his brow andseeif he®alright,0 heardhim saying
after he passedny roomandenterechis roomwhereAmmawasfrantically searchingor something
she had misplaced.

Amma, of course knew better OlhopeyouOvaot donesomethingyou wantto hide from me,&he
saidin herusualgentlevoice.l simply shookmy head keepingmy gazeon thefloor till sheleft. As
always, she had some work in the kitchen or the garden or the backyard to attend to.

I imaginedwhatwould transpirein schoolthe nextday. The principalwould geta complaintand|
would be summonedalongwith my friends.| sincerelywishedl hadn€behavedas! did. My peace-
loving consciencavasin a turmoil. Moreover the Pathanin me wasratheruncomfortableaboutthe
way we caught him alone, unawares, and retaliated.

| reachedschoolsomewhaearly the nextday. | sawthe bakerandhis sonin the principal®room.
After anexchangef words,they cameout andthe boy wasaskedto goto his class.In alittle while |
sawAghaji walking, straightanderect ratherbriskly towardsthe principal®office. He too exchanged
afew wordsandcameout.| waitedbreathlesslywonderingwhathadbroughtAghaji to my school. To
my surprisethe principal,too, cameout andtheywereall talking andshakinghands The boy®father
wasall respectashe stoodbeforeAghaji, listeningto whateverAghaji wassaying.In theend,Aghaji
patted the baker on his shoulder and they walked out of the school together

| wentto my classroomandtook my seatin thefirst row. | lookedat my friendsandtheyseemedo
behappy | thenlookedattheboy and,to my surprise hesmiledatme.Whenschoolbroke,hewalked
home with us, laughing and talking as if nothing had happened.

As a boy | wasextremelyhappyin the greensurroundingsn Deolali. Having spenta free, spirited
childhoodin Peshawamwanderinggleefully in openspacesbreathingreshair, stoppingby thebrooks
andstreamsn thevalleys,it wassheerdelightto bein Deolali. Whenwe hadarrivedthere,l hadthis
strangefeeling that| may just relive my happychildhoodin PeshawarThe earth,brownandredin
parts,smeltasgoodasthe earthbackhomeandthe hills, craggyandverdantin the monsoonsfilled
my boyishheartwith nostalgia.The climatewasperfectandwe hadflowers andfruits in thetreesin
ourgardenwhichwastendedo by ajovial maaliandhis wife who spokea UP (thenknownasUnited
ProvincesandlatercalledUttar Pradeshilialect,which fascinatedne.Many yearslater, whenl began
to work on the dialoguesof thefilm GungaJumna(releasedn 1961),it wasthis dialectthatcameto
my mind and ears repeatedly

Ammaoften sentmeto the maali® houseto eithersummonhim urgently or to delivera portion of
thegoodiesAghaji would bring from Bombayfor us. Ammawasalwaysgenerousowardsthosewho
servedus. Shealwaysspokegently andkindly. Evenwhenshegot annoyedandreprimandedhem,
she did so without hurting their self-esteem.

Deolali, asa picturesqueplace,figured prominentlyin my imaginationwhenwe got downto de-
tailing locationsin the screenplayf GungaJumna Thehills, the plainsandthethick grovesmadeup
of all varietiesof woodlandtreeslining the banksof the winding streamssprangup beforemy eyes
whenl picturedthe locationsfor GungaJumnain my mind. In retrospect] feel Deolali providedas
muchimpetusto my creativethoughtsasthelandsandforts, mountainsaandvalleysof Peshawawhen
| sketchedthe ruggedsettingof GungaJumna3 core conflicts anddramaticscenesl aminclinedto
subscribeto the belief that childhoodimagescling to the subconsciousurreptitiouslyandthey can



emegebeforeyour eyesquiteunexpectedlyike anunexpectedisitor who sneaksn throughtheback
door to give you a lovely surprise.

During our searchfor the outdoorlocalesof GungaJumna | visited someof my childhoodhaunts
and,thoughagreatdealhadchangedn theenvirons| felt extremelyhappytakingdeepbreathf the
familiar air.

The cantonmenwasunchanged. instantlyrecalledhow | usedto gazeattheofficersin their smart
uniformsandsometimesvonderechow they mountedthe horsesso quickly androdethemwith such
poiseandconfidencel wasfascinatedy thehouse®f the Englishofficerswith theirwell-keptlawns,
trimmedhedgesmangotrees,wild raspberryand blackberrybushesTherewere Englishflowering
plantsandthe Indian hibiscusasalsorosesof varioushuesandsizes.Our own housewaslarge and
we hadaflower gardenin front andakitchengardenn therear Like the Englishladieswho satin the
verandalof their houseswith their knitting, Amma andthe auntswho camevisiting from Peshawar
too, satin the verandalof our houseenjoyingthe warmthof the afternoonsunin the winter months
doing embroidery or crisscrossing fine needles and producing beautiful lace.

DeolaliandPoona(now Pune;locatedabout150 km from Bombay)areof specialsignificancein my
life. If Deolali restoredthe abandorof my early childhoodin Peshawawith its plainsandhills and
valleys, Poona gave me a sense of self-assurance and the initial opportunity to develop my.ch

Whenthedoctorsfelt Ayub Sahalbwasdoingbetter Aghaji shiftedusbackto Bombayandwe were
backin ourhousenearCrawfordMarket. Ammawasonceagaincleaningup thebig apartmenthough
shehadservantnow to help her Therewereadditionsto the family also.My youngerbrotherNasir
wasfollowed by Mumtaz.Oneby onemy siblingsarrivedwith gapsof a yearor a yearanda half.
Amma was suéring from asthma and she had frightening bouts of breathlesshass @n.

It wasnotjustfor my educatiorthat Aghaji hadto find resourcesAll my youngerbrothersandsis-
tershadto beeducatediswell. Therecessiorwassettingin asl beganattendinghigh schoolandthen
KhalsaCollegeat Matunga(alocality in centralBombay).Ilt waseasyto walk to Anjumanlislamfrom
homebut the only way to reachKhalsaCollegewasby takingatramride.| do notremembenow as
to wherel boardedhe electrictram everyday, perhapst wasat CrawfordMarket, but| havelovely
memoriesof the tram journeysterminatingat Dadar(anotherlocality in centralBombay).I think it
wasoperatedoy the BEST (BombayElectric Supplyand Transport) which alsoranthe busservices
on theroads.l enjoyeda tramride morethana busride for the leisurelyway it meanderedhrough
its routeand madea lot of noisewhenit pickedup speedl hadfriendsin collegewho travelledby
tram everyday and somehowevadedhe conductorwho gavethe ticketsfor the journey Theywere
very triumphantaboutit. Thetramconductorsunlike the busconductorsyereusuallylaid backand
conscientiougommuterdike me hadto go to the conductorwho could be dozingin his seat,wake
him up, getanangrystareandbuy aticketto thedestinationl thereforedid notblamemy friendswho
commutedticketless.Thereweredayswhenl ranon the road keepingpacewith the tram, the wind
beating against my face, for the mere fun and joy of it.



With my brothers.I( to R: Aslam, Noor Sahab and Ahsan.

Whenthe decisionto do awaywith the tram servicein Bombayappearedn the newspaperd, was
amongthethousandsf citizenswho felt apangin theheart. A largenumberof peoplereportedilined
thestreetdbetweerParelandDadar(bothlocalitiesin centralBombay)to bid farewellto thelasttram
on the fateful day (31 March 1964)it madeits lastjourney Had | not ceasedo bethe youngYousuf
Khan,who travelledin the electrictramsof Bombay andbecomethe starDilip Kumatr, | would have
been one of the spectators of the tram sewvie®@n song.

For somereasonAghaji hadgreatdreamdgor me. He wantedme to pursuemy educatiorandacquire
impressivedegreesHis ultimatedesirewasto seeOBE (Orderof the British Empire)attachedo my
name. (India was then ruled by the British.)

OHas capableof muchmorethanyou think,Q overhearchim chidingmy Ammaonce.OHeshould
not be sellingfruits. He shouldbe studyinglaw. He mustgo abroadandstudythere.He hasthe poten-
tial to become somebody

| washappyto know from Ammawhat Aghaji thoughtof me butit scaredme,too. Will | beable
to measureup to his expectations? wasindustriousanddiligent by nature.l wassurel could be a
successfusoccemplayerif giventheencouragemersindsupporto becomeoneE butthe OBE?How
would | get that?

| wasanavid reader| enjoyedreadingEnglishandUrdu authorsl wasshyandreservedy nature
butl madefriendseasilywith selectcollegematesAt theKhalsaCollegel metRajKapoorafteryears.
Raj@grandfatherDewanBasheshwarnatapoor usedto visit usin Peshawarasnotedearlier and
thetwo familiesmetin Bombayaswell with the lingeringwarmthandgustothat Pathansarefamous
for. Thejoy of speakinghe samelanguagePushtuwasitself somethingspecialfor thetwo families.
Aghaji hadaflair for pickingup languagesaforte | haveinheritedandhoned.He could speakPushtu
andthe Punjabispokenby the Punjabiresidentf LahoreasalsoPersiarandUrdu besidesufiicient
Englishto beunderstoody his anglophonédriends.Whenwe movedto Bombay hebecameconvers-
antwith Hindustaniand Gujaratiwhich his Memonand Bohrafriends spoke.(Memonsand Bohras
are ethnic Muslim communities in western India.)



With Amma.

Ourresidencén Bombaywaslike anopenhousefor Aghaji®andAmma®friends.Closeto thebuild-
ing wherewe lived on NagdeviStreet,therewerethe two-storeyechousesoccupiedoy Memonand
Bohrafamilies. The ladiesfrom thosefamilies were very friendly with Amma and my eldestsister
Sakina.Therewasone Memonlady, Baisabi,who regularlyvisited usin the afternoonsand carried
onlong, endlesonversationsvith Amma, punctuatedy interludesof heartylaughter Shewasvery
fond of Amma and she embarrassed me frequently by complimenting me about my looks.
Thefactis | couldnevergetovermy shynesvenafterl enteredmy twentiesl enviedRajwhohad
by thenbecomea friend asthe familieshadonceagainbecomeclose,carryingforwardthe friendship
of the Peshawadays.Rajwasalwaysat easewith thegirls in the collegeandhis extrovertnatureand
naturalcharmearnechim considerablgopularity If therewasanythingimpressiveaboutme at that
stage, it was my performance in sports and my acquaintance with English and Urdu literature.
Onthefield, while playingfootball or hockey | wascompletelyat easeandfocusedto the point of
forgettingeverythingelse.Ilt wassoccerthatl loved andwantedto play seriouslyandprofessionally
| savedeveryrupeeof my pocketmoneyto buy expensiveandcomfortablesportsshoesrom a shop
nearMetro Cinema(in southBombay).l usedto walk to the groundsbehindMetro wherewe played
andalsohadour practicesessionsAghaji did notmindif | wentaftercollegeto watchafootballgame
atthe Cooperaggrounds(alsoin southBombay)or wherevertherewasa matchbeingplayedandif
| askedfor extramoney He washappywith the thoughtthatthis sonon whom he had pinnedhopes
of high educationandthe OBE was spendingas muchtime in librariesand seldommissedlectures
in college.He hadmadefriendswith lawyers,doctorsand professorsvho visited his fruit shopand
he felt proudwhenthey camehomeand,whenthey spoketo me, | conversedreely andarticulately
with them.He would sendmeto their residencesvith choicefruits andtheir wiveswould dropin with
home-madesweets biriyani and other preparationsl neverfailed to noticethe respecthey hadfor
Aghaji whowas,indeed,morethana fruit merchanto themandto all thosewho camein his contact.
Thoughhe neverhadaccesgo formal educationwhich wasabsentduring his boyhoodandyouthin
Peshawaihewasa manof nativewisdomandculture.In poise,demeanoyrefinementandprudence
in speechandthought,he wasequalto them. Thoughhe wasnot a native of Bombayand,assuch,
wasan outsider hailing from a socialmilieu thathadlittle in commonwith the urbansophistication
andmoresof thatcity, Aghaji wasalwaysconfidentandassuredn the companyof his friendsfrom
differentwalks of life. He stoodout amongthemwith his impressiveappearanceke had a bodily
presencenda gaitwith his headheld highthatcommandedieferenceHe wasalsofull of the Pathan



robustnesandcharmthatmadehim standoutamongthelocal Muslimswhenwe gatheredatthe Juma
Masjid (nearCrawfordMarket) for our Friday afternoonprayers.Sincethe building we stayedin had
four floors, we could seethe terracesf the two-storeyeduildings nearbyasalsothe JumaMasijid,
which was close by

Ourswasa predominantlyMuslim locality but Aghaji had Hindu and Christianfriends who had
their officesandshopsn nearbyplacessuchasBhendiBazaayMohammadAli Road,Masjid Bunder
and Pydhonie market.

TherewasonegoodParsifriend of Aghaji who hada shopin thevicinity of CrawfordMarketfrom
wherehe purchasedrockeryfor the houseaswell asfor our relativesin PeshawarHe wasa genial,
good-humourednanwho enjoyedAghaji® companyandwasa frequentvisitor at our houseon days
when the market was closed.

Therewasalsoanotherkind friend who hada shopwherekites of all sizesandcoloursweresold.
He gavethe boysin thelocality the liberty to balgainandpick up kites at throwawayprices.He had
other shops and other businesses and was quite prosperous.

Januarywasthemonthin whichthenewkitesarrivedin his shopandwe neverwastedimein form-
ing our kite-flying groups.It wasa sportl enjoyedvery much.Theterracesvould be full of enthusi-
astickite-fliersin theeveningsandit wasalwaysgreatfun to be a participantin the aerialcombatsof
kites. Therewasa tingling senseof achievementwhenmy kite sailedpastthat of an adversaryand,
aftera stiff testof manoeuvringskills, succeedeih sendingthe competitof kite to the ground.Each
time | was hailed for my victory felt buoyant and ecstatic.

My love for kitesandkite-flying continuedevenafterl hadbecomebusyasanactorandthe family
movedto a housein Bandra(alocality in westBombay).Amongthe manybig trunksin thebasement
of our houseis onethatcontainsthe exquisitekites | hadpurchasedrom smalltownsin Gujarat,Ra-
jasthan, &mil Nadu and Andhra Pradesh.

At KhalsaCollege,l hadvery few friends.Raj Kapoorbecamea closepal andhe usedto takemeto
his housein Matungawherehis father Prithvirajji and his demurewife keptthe doorsof the house
openall thetime asthe sonsaswell asPrithviraijji® brothersandher brotherskept comingandgoing
constantlyPrithvirajji@ imposingpersonalityandhis warm, agreeabl@aturemadehim a popularres-
ident of the locality. In fact, | felt completelyrelaxedwith Raj®family. The liberal andinfectiously
friendly Kapoorshadno hesitationwhatsoevein sharingtheir heartinessvith whoeverwaswilling
to absorbit. 1 would find myself voluntarily participatingin the feastingand merrimentamongthe
youngunclesandnephewswithout a traceof my shynessAs in all goodIndianfamilies,the respect
Prithvirajji commandedasthe headof the family wasneverlessenedy the freedomhe gaveto his
sonsandbrothersto be their own selves He did not wantthemto pretendio be whathe wishedthem
to be.He obviouslybelievedin letting his sonsgrow up asindividualswith theirindividual personality
intact.

| havegoneinto all this detailingfor a specificpurposelt is meantto inform thosereaderswho
may havebeenmisledinto imaginingthat Raj Kapoorand| only professedriendshipwhile a deep
professionativalry brewedbetweerus,thatourswasnot merelya friendshipof two individualsin the
same profession but a bonding that grew from well-placed trust and respect.

Raj®youngerbrothers ShammiandShashiwerein schoolthen.Rajhadonly thatmuchinterestin
soccerasmostothersin the college.The majority of my collegefriendswereinterestedn cricketand
Raj, too, wasmorea keencricketplayerthana soccermplayer But he playedsoccertoo, andwasvery
encouragingvhenhe noticedmy dedicationandenthusiasmWith his handsomeppearancandthe



twinkle in his blue eyes,he hadmadefriendswith manygirls andhe playedwith unusualZlanwhen
the girls cheered him. He was a born extrovert and charmer

Whenheintroducedmeto the girls from the collegeandfrom his class,| spokelessandpreferred
to let themtalk. | alwaysadmiredthe easewith which Raj conductechimselfin their companywhile
| hesitated to be in their midst for too long.

| remembeianoccasionvhenRaj testedmy gutsby telling methata beautifulgirl studyingin the
collegewantedto be introducedto me andhe pointedto one standingsomedistanceaway He urged
meto go andspeakto her Therewerequiteafew boysandgirls aroundusandRajkepton urgingme
to walk up to her | wasextremelyembarrassednd| told him | could not do thatwith somanyeyes
staringat me. He thensaid: OOkaylet us go to the canteen.@e signalledto the girl to cometo the
canteerand,to my dismay shewasright thereat the tablethat Raj wasleadingmeto. | hadto speak
to herandl think sherealizedshewould bewastinghertime if shechosemeto beherfriend. Shejust
got up and left after a few minutes.

With Raj Kapoor b lifetime friends.

Raj wasdeterminedo rid me of my shynessOneeveninghe cameoverto my houseandinsisted
ongoingto Colabafor awalk onthe promenad®ppositethe Taj MahalHotel. | readilyagreedWhen
we alightedfrom the busnearthe Gatewayof India, he said: OLeus takea tongaride.Q agreedWe
boardeda tongaandjust whenthe tongawalawas aboutto prod the horseto get going, Raj stopped
him. He noticedtwo Parsigirls standingon thefootpath.Theywerewearingshortfrocksandgiggling
aboutsomething Raj cranedhis neckandaddressedhemin the Gujaratithat the Parsisspeak.The
girls turnedto him. Very chivalrouslyandpolitely he askedthemif he could drop themsomewhere.
Theymusthavethoughthewasa Parsi his fair complexionandgoodlooksbeingsuch.Theysaidthey
would appreciate lift to thenearbyRadioClub. He askedthemto hopin. | washoldingmy breathin
suspense not knowing what he was up to.

Thetwo girls gotin andoneof themsatnextto Rajwhile the othersatnextto mein the opposite
seat.| madeamplespacefor the girl to sit comfortablywhile Raj did nothingof the sort. He hadthe
girl sitting very closeto him and,aftera minute,they weretalking like long-lostfriends.Raj hadhis
handaroundthe girl®@ shoulderandshewasnot in the leastbothered While | beganto squirmwith
embarrassment, Raj was chatting away merrily

Theyalightedatthe RadioClub andl heaveda sighof relief. It wasRaj@way of gettingmeto feel
relaxedin the companyof women.He wasa naturalcharmerandhewasanythingbutshy Yethewas
not disrespectful or uncouth. He was plain mischievous.

As Prithvirajji® sonhe hadan auraaroundhim andwas popularin the collegecampusHe knew
hewasheadingfor a professionn which therewasno roomfor reticenceor shynessl did nothavea
clueaboutwhatwasin storefor me.All | wantedthenwasto becomethe country®bestsoccemplayet



Playing cricket with Mohammad Umar Mukri as the wicketkeeper

| wasindeedvery seriousaboutpreparingor asportscareerEveryeveningaftercollege,it became
a routinefor me to go to the groundsbehindMetro Cinema(wherethe Home GuardsDivision now
hasits headquartersandplay football with otherswho werealsoequallyseriousaboutpursuinga ca-
reerin the sport. Therewasa shopnearMetro from wherel purchasedny sportsshoesandmy first
cricketbat. Although soccerwasmy first love, | playedcrickettoo with passion.The athleticside of
me wasalsostrongwhenl participatedn schoolandcollegeathletics.| emegedvictoriousin every
200 metres race.

Aghaji wasproudof my interestin sportsandhe pattedme on my backwhenevei broughthomea
trophyor acertificatefor my achievementsh thatfield. He wasfine with all thatbut his dreamwasto
see me in a profession like law or in the civil services.

| personallyfelt it wasprematurdor meto discloseto Aghaji thatl hada desireto becomeeithera
soccerchampioror acricketer | wasawareof hisdreamdor me.| thoughtmaybel couldtry my hand
atbusinessln asmallway | alwaystriedto help Aghaji in keepingrecordsof theinflow andoutflow
of revenueslt wasnotknownto methen,asit is with all mortals,thata destinywasbeingcarvedfor
me by the Almighty



6
THE POONA INTERLUDE

As| satalonein myroomthat night, | kepthearingthejailorOswordsin my subconsciousnda
senseof pride built up within methat | had spenta night in jail with GandhijiOgollowersand,
evenif it wasfor a fewfleetingmoments| wasunafraid of expressingny pride aboutmy country
and my compatriots.

| DONOTREMEMBER WHEN EXACTLY BUT | WAS IN MY TEENSWHEN | impulsively setout for Poona(now
Pune)from Bombayaftera mild disagreementvith Aghaji. We did not exchangeéharshwordsor any
suchthing. He lost his temperover sometrivial matterand| still do not know whatgotinto me at that
moment.Noneof usdaredto look into his eyeswhenhe wasangryand,on thatfateful day, | decided
to leave home quietly with more hurt and humiliation in my heart than anger or spite.

The SecondWorld War wasragingandthe family wasgoingthrougha crisis causedy diminishing
incomefrom the fruit businesswhich wasbecomingdifficult to maintainasthe supplyfrom the North
West Frontier had dwindled dueto strict wartime curbson tradeand transportof non-essentiatom-
modities.This wasbecausehetrain bogieswerebeingusedfor carryingammunitionandsoldiers.All
our orchardswerein Peshawaandwe hadno land herethatwe could call our own. | could sensehe
insecurity Aghaji was feeling aboutthe future. We were a large family comprisinga large brood of
daughtersaand sons.My sweetandkind-heartedAmma wasailing alreadywith symptomsof asthma
and my brotherAyub Sahabwas beingtreatedfor the bonedislocationhe had sufferedwhenhe fell
off a horsewhile looking aroundfor freshsuppliesof applesin Kashmirandhadbeenbedriddenever
since.Also, two auntsfrom Aghaji® side hadbecomepermanenfixtures in our homein Bombayas
well. They continuedto wallow in comforthere,too, astheydid in Peshawawhile Ammasloggedin
the kitchen.

| wishedto be of somehelpto Aghaji by generatingsubstantialncomebut| hadno ideahow | could
do so. My eldersister SakinaAapa,was of marriageableageandit wasa constantworry to Amma
thatshelackedthefemininesoftnesgshatmadeyoungwomenattractiveto prospectivgparentdooking
for bridesfor their sons.SakinaAapawasliterally theruler of the houseandhadperhapsnheritedthe
despotiovaysof my Dadi (paternalgrandmother)Shearguedendlesslywith Ammaoversilly matters,
only to have her way and ergertriumphant.

| could seethat Aghaji wascarryingthe burdenof anuncertainfuturein his mind andl shouldhave
not behavedheway | did onthatmorning.l left homewith justforty rupeesn my pocket,boardinga
train to Poonafrom Bori Bunderstation.l found myself seatecamidstall sortsof menandwomenin
a crowdedthird-classcompartmentl hadneverbeforetravelledthird classandl hopedno oneknown
to Aghaji hadseenme at the railway terminalboardingthat compartmenbecausée wasalwaysone
to give his sonsthe bestin everythingandall of us hadfirst-classpassegor ourlocal travel.l choseto
travelby third classthatmorningbecausé hadto conservehelimited moneyl hadwith metill | found
myself gainful employment.
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Whenl| alightedat the Poonarailway station,| wasstill hurtinginsideandwasat a lossto figure
outwhy Aghaji hadgot angrywith metheway he did. Hadthe hurtlessenediuringthe journey may
bel would haveboughtmyselfanothetticket andreturnedo the comfortof my homeandto my dear
Amma who | knew would go crazy with worry over my disappearance.

As Destinywould haveit, | wasdeterminedo proveto Aghaji thatl could surviveawayfrom the se-
curity of ourhomeandtheeasylife hehadprovideduswith. Strangelymy elderbrother Noor Sahab,
neverfelt theway | did. He took it for grantedthat Aghaji would be therealwaysto give him money
It did not botherhim atall how hardit wasfor Aghaji to makethe kind of moneythatwasneededo
keepusall in comfort. He wasof the opinionthatthe girls in the family did not haveto go to school
andcollege.He tried to convincemethat! waswrongwhen! endorsedghaji® decisionto sendour
sisters to school and later college to study the subjects they were interested in.

In retrospect] think | wasreally adventuroudo leavehomeandheadfor a city wherel knewno
oneandhadno ideaof the employmenbpportunitieshere.In Poona,l wentfirst to anIraniancafZ,
wherel orderedteaandcrisp khari (salty) biscuits.| wasfeeling happythat! hadchosena city far
awayfrom homewherel would be anonymousandcould seekany kind of employmentin Bombay
| could not havedonethataspeoplewould haveknown me asSarwarKhan Sahal€sonandit would
have hurt Aghajipride if | had taken up a job not befitting our social status.

| spoketo the Iranianownerof the cafZin Persianwhich madehim very happy | gingerly asked
him if he knew anybodywho wanteda shopassistanbr somethingHe told meto go to a restaurant
that was not far from his cafZ and meet the owners, an Anglo-Indian couple.

It wasa beautifulwinter morningandthe sunwasshiningthroughthe cloudsthatseemedo move
with hasteasif they hadto get somewherairgently | pausedutsidethe IraniancafZto takein the
beautyof the day, warmingup to the city@ bustle,which wasof coursenothingcomparedo whatwe
see now in the happening second metropolis of Maharashtra.

It wasmy habitto walk briskly, so| reachedhe restaurantn no time. It wasa quaintrestaurant
with its doorsopenfor peoplewho camethereregularly | guessedfor a goodEnglishbreakfastThe
tableswerenottoo closeto eachotherandwerecoveredwith cleancloth. Therewasonly onewaiter
who bustledfrom onetableto anothey carryingomelettesand slicesof bread.Being an ardentom-
elettelover evenatthatyoungage,the aromawasinviting but| decidedto pursuemy objectivefirst.
| spottedthe couplehavingananimatedconversatiorat the cashcounter | walkedup to thembut for
a few minutesthey did not noticeme. They weretalking abouta regularcustomemwho hadn&shown
up for some days and | could guess they were talking about a soldier of the British Army

Whentheynoticedme, | quickly introducedmyselfwithoutrevealingmuch.| referredto thelranian
cafZownerwho haddirectedmeto them. The lady wasplump andmatronly Shesmiledhesitatingly
throughthedimplesin herfreckledcheeksandnudgecdhertall sturdyhusbandaying:OThéoy speaks
good English. Send him to the canteen contra@tor

Mr Welsely as| understoochis namewas, looked at me carefully, paying scantattentionto his
wife@ recommendatiorandaskedmeif | hailedfrom the North WestFrontierProvince Whenl mur-
muredin the affirmative, he told me that he knew the army canteerncontractorwho wasa native of
Peshawaandhadsettleddownin Poonaandwasa muchrespectegerson.This wassomething was
dreading.Anyone from Peshawawould know Aghaji andthat would leadto trouble for me asthe
newswould reachhim aboutmy job huntingin PoonaBrushingasideall thewild thoughtscrowding
my mind, | told Mr Welselyl would be gratefulif he could putin aword for me. He agreedandthe
nextthingonmy agendavasto find a placeto stay aroommaybein ahotelthatcouldgive medecent



comfortslike a cleanbedanda bathroomwith hotwater | askedVir Welselyif he couldsuggessuch
a hotel. He sent me to one that had the amenities | had mentioned.

Alone in my roomthat night, | felt the first pangof separatiorfrom my parentsespeciallyfrom
Amma. | could imagineher simmeringgrief and her helplessnesd. knew shefelt Aghaji shouldn®
havegot sofurious with me but it wasnotin hernatureto questionhim or opposehim. | neverever
sawthem exchangingendearmentsr sitting closeto eachother Theirswasa relationshipthat had
layersof implicit understandingtrust, respeciandlove. Much of whattheywishedto tell eachother
aboutimmediateconcern®be it aboutthe financial needsor runningthe kitchenof a home,which
hadits doorsopenall dayfor visitorswho enjoyedAghaji® companyandhis hospitalityor the social
interactions of Noor Sahab B remained unspoken.

| couldnot sleepfor alongtime becausé wasfeelingsorryfor Ammaandmissingthe soft lullaby
shesangfor mewhenl could not fall asleepeasily However my determinatiorto standon my feet
andearna goodincomewasforemostin my mind andthat senseof purposehelpedto dispelall my
sadness. Before long | fell asleep.

The nextmorning,| walkedto the office of the canteercontractomwith a prayerthathe shouldnot
recognizeme. Lo andbehold!| found myself standingin front of the youngerbrotherof Aghaji®
friend from PeshawarHe waspolite andhe askedmeto be seatedThe gentlemarin front of mewas
Taj MohammadKhan and his elder brotherwas FatehMohammadKhan OBE (Order of the British
Empire). Therewasno sign of recognitionwhen| introducedmyself rathervaguelyasa job seeker
from Bombay | wasfully awareof his backgrounasinceAghaji hadoftenmentionechis namein con-
versations with friends who came from Poona to visit him.

Taj MohammadKhan hadthe usualawe-inspiringbearingof a Pathanand he did not askme any
questionsHe gavemea sheetf paperanda penanddictateda letterto the canteemrmanagerequest-
ing him to employme ashis assistantl took thedictationobedientlyandcorrectedhe English,which
betrayedhis not havingmuchfamiliarity with thelanguageHe wasimpressedut he did not wantto
show it to a rank outsider surmised.

The managewasindeedin searchof anassistantvho could takechage of someof the moreirk-
someburdenshe wasshoulderingn the daily managemendf the canteenHe wasextremelyhappy
thatl could conversdluently in English.He showedme my roomandconfirmedmy appointmenby
shakingmy handvigorously Therewasno talk of wagesbut| presumedt would be decentandsuffi-
cient to sustain myself.

My immediateneedof gettingemploymentvasfulfilled andit gavemea greatsenseof achievement.
Herel wasin acity, wherel wasa strangerandl hadnotonly foundajob but decentaccommodation
aswell. Thealienationl felt the previousdaywaslesseningalready Therewasmuchto look forward
to and| thoughtl could proveto Aghaji that| wasn@asworthlessas he hadmademe feel with his
ranting on the day he lost his temper

My job entailedseveralresponsibilitiesbundledtogetherunderthe head:generalmanagement.
hadto checkthe stockof fruits, grocery vegetableseggs,milk, cheeseandbuttereveryday andget
fresh stock from the market,taking carenot to buy old stockthat shopkeepersried to palm off as
new | hadto ensurethatthe kitchenandits environmentwere cleanandhygienic. The poolsideand
the cleanlinesf the waterin the pool alsohadto be attendedo. The barthat Army Club members
frequentedn the summerafternoonshadto be well stockedwith barrelsof beerandotheralcoholic
beverages$or themenandfruit punchedor theladies.Finally, | hadto maintainregistersandaccount
booksfor cashinflows andoutflows. By thetime the canteemrmanageishowedme aroundandlisted
my responsibilities| hadhalf amind to askhim whatwasleft for him to doasmanageif | wasbeing



entrustedwith all the taskshe hadenumeratedBetterwisdomprevailedand| followed him meekly
while he talked in a jumble of English and Urdu, which was exasperating for me as a listener

| startedoff with greatconfidencesincel couldjudgethe quality of the fruits, vegetablescheese,
butter eggsandso on with ease Therewas somethingfishy going on betweenthe vendorsandthe
manageboutwhich | cameto know by andby whenl rejectedsomeof the stuff thatwasof lesser
quality butwasbeingpurchasedt a higherprice. The beerin the barrelswasbeingmixedwith buck-
etsof ice andcold waterto augmenthe quantityand| broughtthe matterto the manage® attention
dutifully. He advisedme to overlookit and,without stoppingto explainwhy, he went aboutdoing
whatever he was pretending to do.

It did nottakelong for meto realizethatl shouldkeepmy distancefrom whateverthe managewas
doing, legitimatelyor illegitimately. | think he appreciateany feignedignoranceof his doingsand,in
return,hewasextremelyniceto me.He did not mind the attentionl gotfrom the colonels brigadiers,
majorsandcaptainsvho frequentedhe club andorderedsnacksduringthe day andreappeareth the
eveningdor drinks. A partof the club wasopenonly to the officersandanothermpartin the rearwas
opento theTommies(British soldierswhowerenotofficers). Theladieswho accompanietheofficers
sometimeshangedo swimwearandplungedinto the swimmingpool. Initially | did not know what
to do Bwhetherl shouldbe aroundor not whenthe ladiesin their swimsuitssplashedaroundin the
pool. | camefrom a conservativbackgroundfrom a family wherethe ladieswerevirtually covered
from headto toe and showedonly their beautifulfacesand hands.l realizedthat the ladiesdid not
mind my presencatall andthe officerswereunawareof my embarrassmentheywereall veryfond
of me andcalledme Chicoba namemy wife Sairastill useswhenshewantsto flirt with mein her
own refined mannet learned that Chico in Spanish meant a youngster or a lad.

Therewereofficerswho calledme by my name,YousufKhan,pronounceavith a strongBritish ac-
cent.Theywereatfirst very curiousto know how | could speakEnglishthe way the languageshould
bespokenTheyliked theway | dressedmmaculatelyin clean,ironedtrousersandfull-sleevedshirts.
Fromthetime | canremembel hadafetishfor wearingwell-stitchedtrousersandfull-sleevedshirts
of goodquality material. The friendlinessof the officers gaveme solaceand a wonderfulfeeling of
belonging.

I mingledfreely with the officersandthe Tommies.| observedhatthe Tommieswould getdrunk
andthey did not evenknow that the beerwasdiluted. Therewere bathroomsat the club wherethe
Tommiesusedto batheandit wassucha shockfor poormeto seethemundressn front of oneanother
without the slightesthesitation.They would often standstarknakedunderthe showerwith the doors
open.Theywould oftentell meto comealongandjoin them.Onehot summerday, oneof the Tom-
miesgot sozzledandhe draggedmeto the bathroomandforcedmeto takeoff my clothesandtakea
shower

It wasa bit of a shockanda hugeembarrassmeriiecausd wasextremelyconsciousof my hairy
body, especiallythe hair on my handswhich would fall limp on onesidewhenwaterfell overthem
andsowould all the hair ontherestof my body. Hence || neverliked theideaof exposingmy body: It
is for this very reason that | have had a preference for long-sleeved shirts.

My hairinesswasalsothe despairof mosquitoesyhich got entangledn the thick clusterson my
handsandlegs.| would seethe helplesscreaturedrying to escapdrom whatcouldbelike an African
jungleto themandl alwaysfelt sorryfor the poorinsectsandhelpedthemfly out. Soin all fairness
to theunsuspectingnosquitoesaindthe aestheticense®f whoevermmight seteyeson my ape-likeap-
pearance in a swimming pool, | had sensibly decided not to ever descend into one.



Therewasalot of camaraderién therankandfile of theBritish Army while the officerswerereserved
andextremelygentlemanlyAn ideaoccurredo meonedaywhentheregularchefwasabsen&andthe
managerlskedmeif | couldcomeup with somethingasa majorgeneralwashavinga few important
guestdor tea.l told him | could makesandwichesvith reasonablsuccessHe askedmeto go ahead,
but warnedmeto be carefulto usefreshbreadandbutterandotheringredientsl assurechim that|
would makesureeverythingwasfreshevenas| wonderedhow | could ensurethatwith all the con-
niving going on between him and the vendors.

Fortunately the sandwichesverea hit. The guestsof the major generalpraisedthe managerwho
receivedthe complimentssmiling broadly Thatwaswhentheideaoccurredto meto requestim to
getsanctionfrom the contractorandthe club&office bearerdo let me setup a sandwichcounterat the
clubin the evenings Sincehe wasvery pleasedvith me andhe knew| hadknowledgeof whatwas
goingon betweerhim andseveralsuppliers he sentmy requesto the concernedauthoritieswith his
recommendation and permission was granted.

My sandwichbusinespenedvery successfullyAll the sandwichesveresold outin no time and
the latecomeraveredisappointedvhenthey found out thatthe sandwichesverevery tastyandthey
had missedthe chanceto enjoy them.On the secondday, | broughtout a large table and coveredit
with white, starchectloth andlaid out freshfruits thatl hadselecteccarefully from the marketalong
with sandwichesndchilled lemonadeThesecondaywasabiggersuccessnd,in lessthanaweek®
time, | wascountingtherewardswith asenseof joy thatcomesvhenone®hardwork yieldsunexpec-
ted results.

The officers were now friendlier andthey would ask me aboutmy family andit astonishedhem
that Amma could deliver so manychildrenandstill be alive. Whenl beganmakingmoneyfrom the
sandwichbusiness| foundthe courageto senda telegramto my brotherAyub Sahabinforming him
thatl wasin Poonaandhe may pleasetell Amma that Olam well andworking in the British Army
canteenMly telegrammusthavegiven Ammamuchrelief. Thefollowing week,Ayub Sahabarrived
without prior intimation andhe broughtdry fruits andsooji (semolina)halwapreparedoy Ammarfor
me.He hadalsobroughtsomemoney which Ammahadsavedrom herhouseholdllowancesl| was
sohappyto seeAyub Sahabyho couldn©hidethetearsglisteningin his eyeswhenheandtheattend-
ant who came with him met me at the reception counter of the club.

| told Ayub Sahalthatl wascomfortableanddoingwell andl did not needthe moneyAmmahad
sentthroughhim. He could seefor himself how everybodyknew me and| waswell fed, haleand
hearty If therewasanythingl did not have,it wasthewarmthof my family. | wasalwaysvery com-
fortabletalking to Ayub Miyan. He andl shareda brotherlybondthatwasstronganddeep.l poured
outmy heartto him, talking to him while sitting onabenchin aparknearbyasthesunwentdowninch
by inchonthehorizonin ablazeof orangeandgold, while thebirdsflew hurriedlyinto thebranche®f
treescreatinga cacophonyof twitters andscreechegerhapssignallingto oneanotherthatonemore
day wasdone.l recountedo Ayub Sahabhow | hadsetout impulsively andhow I felt remorseful
aboutnot confidingin him or Amma.| told him how muchl wantedto be of supportto Aghaji, given
thedifficult situationhewasin. Ayub Sahabunderstoodind,sensitiveashewas,he just listenedand
spoke little.

Hereturnedo Bombaythe nextmorningandl wentbackto work afterseeinghim off attherailway
station,somewhatessburdenecandmorerelaxed.At the club a surprisewasawaitingme. Corporal
Marlowe, who was known to me at Deolali, had arrived on duty in Poona.As | seteyeson him in
the club, standingat the bar with his drink in hand,looking assevereas he alwaysdid, a torrentof
gruesomanemorieslashedbeforemy mind. At Deolali he wasknown as Othelog manOMy school
friendsandl took to our heelswhenwe raninto him becauseve imaginedhe was somekind of an
ogreandnot a humanbeing.His stockyfigure, evenin the distanceaswe returnedfrom schoolin the
late afternoonsfrightenedus. The reasorwasthat he hadthe regularhabit of aiming his revolverat



anystraydoghe sawandshootingthe poor, unprepare@nimaldeadin oneshot.After thedogstopped
breathing he would takea knife out of a baghe keptin therearof his jeepandtiptoe up to the dead
animal, cut its tail and put it into the bag.

| wastoo youngto be convincedabouthis actionwhenChachdJmmerexplainedo methathewas
doingsobecausatraydogswerenotallowedto wanderin thecantonmenpremisesandin thevicinity
andthathe wascutting thetails to keepa countof the dogshe hadshotandto accountfor the bullets
hehadused.It wasaneeriememorythatl hadsuccessfullyerasedrom my mind asl grewup andwe
moved back to Bombay

Whenthe bar tendercalled out to me to introducethe corporal,| felt the sametingle in my spine
thatl usedto whenevel boltedto hideandwatchhim drive pastin his jeepon Deolali®ruggedroads.
He greeted me without a smile and walked away

Initially, the corporalhadno intentionof beingfriendly. However he beganto showsignsof thaw-
ing asthe dayspassedind,beforelong, we wereon very friendly termsasherealizedthatall the of-
ficersliked meandtreatedmewell. His obsessionvith killing of straydogscontinuedin Poonatoo,
butit wasnot asregularasit wasin Deolali sincestraydogscouldrarely be sightednearthe canton-
ment.He stayednearbyand| noticedhe hada pretty daughtemwho camewith him to the club often.
The girl had somethinggoing with a junior officer who gaveher enoughencouragemenb be seen
with him aloneat late hoursoutsidethe club. | knewwhatwasgoing on andkepta discreetdistance
from them.

My room within the club premiseswas nice and comfortable thoughsmall. It hada glasswindow,
which provideda clearview of the hall wherethe officers gatheredn the eveningsvhentherewasa
party hostedby oneof the seniors.Therewould be musicandl could seethe officersandtheir wives
dancingto it. The officerswould bewearingelegantsuitswith smartindiansilk tiesthatwerebought
at exclusiveshops. wonderedf | would everposses®nesuchsuit. Little did I know thenthatone
day | would possesshe finest suits a man of good tastecould buy and own! | sometimegeflect,
whenl seethearrayof garmentsn my wardrobe perhapsny preferencdor suitsasformal wearhas
something to do with the longing I had during the Army Club days.

Oneday, after| closedmy sandwichstall, | decidedto go to my roomfor anap.l walkedtowards
my roomlazily and,to my surprise| foundthe doorof my room half open.A coupleof daysearlier
therehadbeena burglary, which createda commotionandthe police hadto be calledto investigatel
fearedthe sameburglar hadbrokeninto my room perhapsandmadeawaywith my hard-earnedav-
ings. | quickenedmy paceandwalkedto my room. The sightbeforeme wasunbelievableThe cor-
poral® daughter was sprawled on my bed completely naked!

| stoodfrozenat the door and shesaw me from the inviting position shehadtakenknowingly. |
turnedandalmostranto the manage® cabin,my heartalmostburstingwith anger disgustandfeatr |
informedhim aboutwhat| hadseenandheimmediatelyaccompaniedneto my room, giving ventto
his suppresseduspicionsaboutthegirl, herclandestinaffair andherweird mentalstate Fortunately
for me, heknewmewell by thenandwascertainthatl wastelling the truth. By thetime we reached
my room, the girl wasgone.The managetookedat me, his eyebrowraisedquestioningly| held him
by his elbowandmadehim turn aroundandwalk backwith me.| hadthis lurking feelingthatshehad
headedor the poolside.We reachedhe pool andthereshewas, standingon the raisedboardabove
the pool sansher clothesandwasswayingasif shewason a dancefloor. The wind wasblowing her
hair overherfaceandthesightfrightenedthe manageasmuchasit scarednebecausahecouldhave
fallen headlongnto the pool andcreateda panicsituationwherethe whole club would haveunneces-
sarily comeinto the spotlight.For ateenager think | hadquite somematurityasl remaineccool and



nudgedthe manageto actfastandgetherdownfrom the springboardvhereshewasstandingalmost
on the edge.Broughtup strictly by God-fearingPathanparentsandgrandparentshe only womenl
knewweremy Dadi, Amma, my sisters(including cousins)andmy aunts,who werealwayscovered
from headto toein thetypical attirethatthe Muslim womenof the North WestFrontierwore virtually
throughoutheday Herel wasstaringatanudegirl in theflush of youthasonecouldsee It wasn€as
if I wasnotlibidinousasmostyoungchapsareatthatage.lt wasjust thatthe whole episodesvoked
embarrassmemindshockmorethanall the normalresponsesf youthandapproachingnanhoodn a
robust teenager

Themanagehadthe presencef mindto sendiwo womenstaf membergwhowerein thepremises
doingthecleaning)to bring herdownwith ablanketwrappedaroundher. Shewascompletelyunaware
of whatwashappeningandsubmittedherselfto be takenawayby the cleaningwomen.l don®know
wheretheytook herandwhathappenedo herafterthatincident. Themanagedid nottell meanything
and | did not ask him any questions because | thought it best to close the chapter and forget al

As mentioneckarlier it waswartimeandthereusedto be discussioneamongthe seniorofficersabout
India@neutralstandin thewar. Oneeveningan officer askedmeto give my opinionon this topic and
asto why we werefighting for independenc&om British rule sorelentlesslywhile we choseto stay
unalignedin thewar. | gavehim what| thoughtwasa goodreply andhe askedme if | would make
a speeclbeforethe club memberghe nexteveningwhenthe attendancevould be full. | agreedand
spentthe night preparingmy speechl hadstudiedthe British Constitutionasa studentat Anjuman
Islam Schoolandputthatknowledgeto goodusein preparinga speechthatoutlinedour superiorityas
a nation of hard-working, truthful and non-violent people.

While makingmy speechn theclub, | emphasizedhatour strugglefor freedomwasa legitimate
oneandit wasthey, the British administratorswho wereconsciouslymisrepresentinghecivil lawsof
their Constitution and creating the consequences.

My speechevokedgenuineapplauseand| felt elatedbut the enjoymentof my successvasshort-
lived. To my surprise abunchof police officersarrivedon the sceneandhandcufed me,sayingl had
to bearrestedor my anti-Britishviews.| wastakenawayto the Yerawadalail andlockedup in acell
with somevery decent-lookingnen,who | wastold, weresatyagrahigfollowers of MahatmaGandhi
who offeredpassivaesistance)Onmy arrival, thejailor referredto measa OGandhiwalaCzouldnot
figure out why hewasusingthis termfor metill | heardthe policemenreferto all theinmatesof the
cell as Gandhiwalas. It was their way of herding us together as followers of Gandhiji.

| exchangegleasantriesvith my fellow inmatesandthey told me that SardarVallabhbhaiPatel
(oneof the prominentleadersof the freedommovement)wvasin oneof the cellsandtheywereall on
a hungerstrike alongwith him. | don®know why, but | too felt | shouldfastwith them.Sol refused
thefood thatwasbroughtfor mein anunclearplate.Thenightwaslong andpangsof hungerkeptme
awaketill dawn.In the morning,| heardthe soundof bootsapproachingny cell andsoonthe jailor
wasstandingoeforeme accompaniedy anarmymajor. OHerés your Gandhiwala, Be saidsarcastic-
ally. Themajorhadcometo releaseneandtakemeback.He wasa goodchapwith whoml hadplayed
badminton when | could find time for the sport on an occasional Sunday

As soonas| reachedhe club, | askedfor food andit amusedeverybodyaroundme whenl told
theml hadfastedall night. It might havesoundedunny to thembutfor meit meantbeinga Gandhi-
walaat leastfor onenight. As | satalonein my roomthatnight, | kepthearingthe jailor@ wordsin
my subconsciouandasensef pridebuilt up within methatl hadspentanightin jail with Gandhiji®
followersand,evenif it wasfor afew fleetingmoments] wasunafraidof expressingny pride about
my country and my compatriots.



-
THE RETURN OF THE PRODIGAL

He washappythat oneof his sonshadtheacumerto carry onthefruit trade.However something
inside me was giving me the feelingthat it wasall very well to take over the mantlefrom Mo-

hammadSarwarKhan, the successfulruit merchantand carry on the family trade, but this was
not what | was made for.

AS THE WAR SITUATION WORSENED,SOME INEVITABLE CHANGES occurred.The office bearersof the club
changedandthe contractoy Taj MohammadKhan, wasreplacedoy someonavhomthe newexecutive
committeechose.The managertoo did not wish to continueand he advisedme to move on. By that
time, | hadearneda bundleof currencynoteswhich| countedor thefirst time.| hada goodfive thou-
sandrupeeswhich wasa greatdealof moneythosedays.The monthof Ramzaar{whenMuslimsare
supposedo keeparozaor fastfrom sunriseto sunsetwvascomingto a closeas! found out from the
maulvi sahab(religious scholar)andothersl keptin touchwith at the local mosquel thoughtit was
time to returnto Bombayand seeka job that Aghaji would approveof or assisthim in the runningof
thefruit businessl wasnow afar moreconfidentandfree-spiritedyoungmanthanl wasearlierandl
wonderedhow | would explainmy going awayto Aghaiji. | wascertainthat he would be unforgiving
til Amma pacifiedhim in her own gentleway. In fact, hadl not goneawayin a huff overthetrivial
incidentandAghaji@rageoverit, thewholesituationwould havereturnedo normalthe nextdayitself,
with Amma®winsomepersuasiveabilities comingto the fore in blowing the crisis over It wassheer
Destiny that | did not give her or myself a chance to normalize the situation.

I wasnow happythatl hadventuredout on my own andgainedsomevaluableexperiencéut, asl had
tasteda little bit of Ofreedom©wasunsurewhetherl would be ableto continueto submitto Agha;ji®
will and do everything as he wished.

| returnedto Bombaya few daysbeforeEid-ul Fitr, which is celebratedvith gaietyandbonhomie
after a month of roza on the sighting of the crescentmoon. My elder brother Ayub Sahabknew the
dateof my arrival but he keptit a secretto give a surpriseto Amma. My youngerbrotherNasir and
my sisterswerealsoawarethatthe prodigalwascominghomebut theytoo remainedight-lipped.My
youngessisterwasstill a child andknewnothingmorethanto cry for herfeedswhenshewashungry
Whenl climbedthe stairsto our houseon the fourth floor, | could hearmy heartbeat$oud andclear
The familiar soundsof the street,the nosy neighboursstaringasthey alwaysdid andthe screeching
hornsof the few carsthat plied on the streetand beggedcool, indifferentpedestrianso move out of
the way wereall sowelcomingandlovely for once.l realizedhow muchl hadmissedall thesesights
and soundswhile | wasawayin a city wherel imaginedl wasrevellingin my anonymity whereas,
in reality, | wassubconsciouslyining for the warm, indescribablesecurityof my family andfamiliar
surroundings.

When| enteredthe house,my youngersistersfirst saw me andthey ranto give Amma the news.
Shecameout hurriedlyand| stoodtransfixedwherel was,unableto takea stepforwardbecausée was
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tremblingwith relief andhappinessln the nextinstant,while | embraceddmma,who wastalking in-
audiblyin thedin my sistersandbrothersweremaking,l heardfootstepsnearthedoor, which | feared
wereAghaji®. It turnedout to be Chachammerwho hadheardfrom the menon thefirst floor about
my reappearancandhadcomeup to verify. To putit briefly, the reunionwasof the natureone saw
in the goodfamily films we usedto makeat onetime exceptthatnobodyknewwho wassayingwhat
to whomandwhy somebodywaslaughingandsomebodywasclamouringto be heard Amma®sobs
turnedto gentlelaughterandthenher habitualconcernsurfacedassheaskedmeif | wasonroza |
wasnot, | told her Therewasno way | could observethe fastin the club wherethe disciplineand
abstinencexpectedf oneduringthe holy monthof Ramzaarwerehardto observethanksto their-
regular hours of work.

| soonfound myselfsitting with Ammain herroom after all the monthsof separatiorfrom her It
took me somemomentsto believethat| wasactuallybackhomeandsitting by Amma®@sideon her
nice, big bed. Shewaslooking pale andtired, her lace-borderealupattacoveringher jet-black hair
combedbackneatly | rememberedhat it wasthe samedupattathat was coveringher headon the
daythatl hadsetout for Poona.l hadgot herthe lacefrom a placecloseto Crawford Marketfrom
whereEnglishand Parsiladiesboughtbordersand lacesto add elegancdo their attire. Ammawas
leastbotheredaboutthe glamourof her dressbut my auntswere extremelychoosyandthey always
pickedon meto go to the cloth storesandgetthemyardsandyardsof silk andcottonfor their attire.
They liked my selectiondut they alwayscomplainedthat| broughtthe bestcoloursfor Ammaand
not for them. The fact wasthat| alwayschosecoloursthat suited Amma®complexionand, despite
her indiference to what she wore, she always looked elegant and beautiful.

As | satby herside,| thoughtit wastheright time to takeout the moneyl hadearnedandgive her
asurprisel openedny bagandtook out the neatpacketcontainingall the moneyl hadearnedand|
placedit in hersoft handswhile shelookedat me curiously | waitedanxiouslyfor herto expresser
happinessssheuntiedthe packetcarefully Shelookedatthe bundleof currencynotesandlookedup
at me with worry and fear writ lge on her face.

OWhats this? Wheredid you get it from?Gsheasked her low voice betrayingher anxiety | was
hardly preparedor this reaction.l told herit wasthe moneyl hadearnedby dint of hardwork and
enterprise Shestaredhard at me and, without sayinga word, shewent up to the mantelshelfwhere
theHoly Quranwaskeptandbeckonedo me.Sheaskedmeto swearon the Quranthatit wasmoney
earnechonourablyby me. Smartinginsideandtrying hardnotto let my hurt show | put my handon
the holy book and took a solemn oath. | could see that she was satisfied.

Aghaji camehomeasusualin theevening,in time to breakthe Ramzaarastwith thefamily. | wasin
my roomby then,bathedandwearingmy crispwhite trousersandshirt, readyfor therepasimy moth-
er hadpreparedl couldhearhertelling Aghaji thatl wasbackandl heardhim sayhe knewaboutit.
It wastypical of Aghaji to pretendto be unemotionabnddetachedHis warmthandconcernsurfaced
only oncewhenAmmahada seriousattackof asthmaandshewaschokingandgaspingor breath He
beganyelling for someoneo rushandfetchthedoctorwho lived acrosghe street His facewasthena
pictureof helplessalarmand]l still canrecallthetall strappingfigure bendingto hold my frail Amma
in his arms.

If you canrecallthe famousscenein Mashaal* | musttell you that, while going throughmy re-
hearsals] drewmy emotionsfor the renderingof the sceneshotoverfour nightsin arow, from the
memory of that episode and the agony of Aghaji in lggcy to get instant medical help.

Aghaji andl metcordially asif nothinghadchangedIt wasarelief to me,to saytheleast.In less
thana weekafter Eid, which we celebratedvith the usualcamaraderidy inviting our friendsfrom
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othercommunitiedo sharea festivemealwith us, Aghaji wastalking to me aboutanappleorchardin
Nainitat* thatwason sale.He wantedmeto go thereandseeif | could negotiateandclosethe deal
for a certainfigure. It wasa welcomesituationfor me becausehis wasthe first time my fatherwas
talking businessvith me. Thoughhe and| neverexchanged word aboutthe Poonaepisodejt was
obviousfrom the way he engagednein the conversatioraboutfinding neweravenuedor procuring
fruits for the businesghathe now felt | hada yenfor businessHe alsodiscussednideahe hadfor
canning peaches and exporting them.

Indeed,| waspersonallyconvinced aftermy successvith the sandwichstall, thatl could do busi-
nessandearnhandsomerofits. As | listenedto my fathei@ideaof buyinganorchardin Nainital that
wasapparentlygoingfor asong,l wasalsotoying with theideaof takingup a completelynewline of
businessteatherpillows. | hadmadecontactwith amanwhowasreadyto makemeapartnerandgive
me a substantiatommissiorfor selling suchpillows to the gentry | acceptedis offer anddeposited
the earnest money

After losing somemoney | found out soonenoughthat the businesf selling pillows wasn€up
my alley andthoughtit wasa betterideato go to Nainital anddo asmy fatherwantedmeto. | went
thereand met the ownerof the orchard,a kind manwho respectedAghaji andwaskeento sell his
land andtreesto us. | could seethat more than half the orchardhad beendestroyedoy locustsand
whatremainedvashardlyworth buying.| told him we would haveto negotiatethe price. He said: O Of
course understand.Chadno ideawhat price to quoteandsensingmy inexperiencén the business,
hetold me: OSonl, will takea rupeefrom you astokenandwe will closethe deal.After you go back
Khan Sahab can fgfr me whatever he deems good for the prop@rty

I returnedhomewith the rupeeandtold Aghaji aboutthe property He wasvery pleasedHe was
now gettingthefeelingthatl wasagoodbusinessmaandaskedmneto keeptheaccount@ndmaintain
registersanddo all thathethoughtl wascapableof doing.He washappythatoneof his sonshadthe
acumerto carryonthefruit trade. However somethingnsidemewasgiving methefeelingthatit was
all verywell to takeoverthe mantlefrom MohammadSarwarKhan, thesuccessfulruit merchantand
carry on the family trade, but this was not what | was made for
*Film makerYashChopra§Mashaal(1984).The scenedepictsme on a rainy night desperatelgeek-
ing helpto takemy seriouslyill wife (playedby Waheed&Rehman)o hospitalby trying to stopany
vehicle that comes along, but in vain.

*A hill station then in United Provinces and now in the state of Uttarakhand.
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8
THE TURNING POINT

His dark hair was combedbackand he smiledthroughhis eyesat me. Devika Rani introduced
me,sayingl hadjustjoinedasan actor. He held my handin a warm handshakehat markedthe
beginningof a friendshipthat wasto last an entirelifetime betweerus.He wasAshokkKumar,who
soon became Ashok Bhaiyya (brother) to me.

ONE MORNING, | WASWAITING AT THE CHURCHGATE STATION from wherel wasto takealocaltrainto Dadar
(in centralBombay)to meetsomebodywvho hada busines®ffer to maketo me.It hadsomethingo do
with woodencotsto be suppliedto armycantonmentsThere,l spottedDr Masani,a psychologistvho
hadoncecometo Wilson College,wherel hadbeena studentfor a year Dr Masanihadthengivena
lectureon vocationalchoicesfor artsstudentsAt Churchgatel wentup to him andintroducedmyself.
He knew me well sincehe wasoneof Aghaji® acquaintanceOWhasreyou doing here Yousuf?®e
askedme.lI told him | wasin searchof ajob but sincetherewasnonein sight,| wastrying to do some
businessHe saidhewasgoingto Malad (in the westernsuburbs}o meetthe ownersof BombayTalk-
ies (amoviestudio)andit would not be a badideaif | wentwith him andmetthem.OTheynayhavea
job for you,(he mentioneccasually | ponderedor aninstantandthenl joined him, giving up theidea
of going to Dadar

| hadarailwayfirst-classseasorticketonly up to Bandra(Maladis aboutl8 km beyondBandra.)Dr
Masaniknewtheticket checkerwho gaveme an extensiorchit up to Malad. ThoughBombayTalkies
wasnot very far from the Malad station,he, neverthelesgpok a cabto the studiosinceit wasalmost
lunchtimeandhewasafraidthatMrs DevikaRani,thebossof BombayTalkies,maygo homefor lunch.

| hadnevereverseenafilm studioin my life, notevenin photographsl hadheardof BombayTalkies
from RajKapoorwho spokeaboutit asthe studiowherefilms starringhis fatherPrithvirajji wereshot.
BombayTalkieswasa completesurprise It wasspreadoverseveralacresandtherewasa gardenwith
afountainin it. The office building lookedmorelike a lovely bungalowandlesslike a typical office
structure WhenDr Masanienteredtherewaswarmrecognitionfrom Devika Raniwho offeredhim a
seatandlookedat mewonderinglywhile | waitedto beintroduced Shewasa pictureof eleganceand,
when Dr Masaniintroducedme, shegreetedme with a namasteand askedme to pull up a chairand
be seatedhergazefixed on me asif shehada thoughtrunningin her mind aboutme. Sheintroduced
usto Amiya Chakraborthy(a famousdirector asl latercameto know), who wasseatedn a sofa.She
askedmeif | hadsufficient knowledgeof Urdu. | repliedin the affirmative and Dr Masaniintervened
to give hermy backgroundgoingbackto my antecedentsn Peshawagandtold heraboutAghaji and
the businesave werein. Shelistenedwith interestand| observedherface,which hada naturalglow
andthe flush of goodhealth.l wonderedvhatsortof ajob shewasgoingto give me sinceshewasso
keen to know about my proficiency in the Urdu language.

Sheturnedto me and,with a beautifulsmile, askedme the questionthat wasto changethe course
of my life completelyand unexpectedlySheaskedme whetherl would becomean actorandaccept
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employmenby the studiofor a monthly salaryof Rs 1250.Foramomentl did notknow whatto say

| lookedat Dr Masani,who was equally surprisedout was not showingit. He merely shruggedand
I knewit wasa silenthint for me to takea call andgive hera reply. | wasneveroneto losetime in
futile thinking. Sol returnedhercharmingsmileandtold herthatit wasindeedkind of herto consider
mefor thejob of anactorbut | hadno experienceindknew nothingaboutthe art. What®more,| had
seenonly onefilm, which wasa war documentaryscreenedor the army personnein Deolali. She
wasquick with herreasoningSheasked OHowexperiencedreyouin thefruit tradeof your family?0
| told herthatas| waslearning,| could not claim muchexperienceShethensaid: OThergou are.If
you cantakepainsto learnaboutfruits andfruit cultivationyou cansurelytakepainsto learnthe craft
of film makingandacting.l needayoung,good-looking,educatedctorandl canseethatyou possess
the qualifications to become a good acor

Devika Rani.

It wassoonlunchtimeandsheaskedusgraciouslyif we would careto join her Dr Masanideclined
politely andwe took leaveof her Onthe way back,Dr Masanidid not talk much.Therattling sound
of the speedingrain andthe conjecturethat| neededo contemplateverthe offer thatwasleastex-
pectedby both of us musthavesilencedhim. It no longerworried me that! did not know anything
aboutcinemaandacting.As the train rockedmeto a stateof relaxation,| wasactuallyfeeling good
and thankful that a job with a handsome remuneration was waiting for my acceptance.

Onreachinghomel told Ayub Sahababoutthe offer. He found it hardto believethat Devika Rani
had offeredme Rs 1250 per month.He saidit mustbe the amountshewould pay annually He said
he knew that Raj Kapoorwasgettinga monthly salaryof Rs 170.1 felt Ayub wasright. How could
shegive me sucha whoppingamounteverymonth?And, if it wasfor ayeat | felt it wasnot worth
acceptingasit would not easeAghaji® burden.It was of utmosturgencyfor me to earnenoughto
augment Aghajgdncome from the fruit trade.

Apartfrom Ayub Sahabnobodyin thehouseknewabouttheepisodeNoor Sahaldmy eldestoroth-
er) wasleastconcernedndlived in aworld of his own. He wasseenin the houseonly at mealtimes.
| thoughtit would be decenton my partto tell Dr Masaniaboutmy decision,so | wentto his house
at Churchgateandtold him that Rs 1250 annuallywas rathermeagrefor all the travelling | hadto
do everyday to Malad by the electrictrain andfor all the painsl hadto taketo initiate myselfinto
a challengingprofessionDr Masaniwas certainthat the salaryofferedwas on a monthlybasis.He
volunteeredo ascertairthefigure from DevikaRaniandmadea phonecall to herand,from thenods
andsmileshewasgiving asheheldthereceiverto hisear | couldunderstandhatshewastelling him
somethinghatpleasechim immenselyWhenhe putthe receiverdown, he told me shehadmadethe
offer of Rs1250permonthandnot annuallybecausehethoughtl heldgreatpromiseandsheshould
make an der that | would accept gladly



Thenextdayl metDr Masaniatthe Churchgatestationafterlunch. Theyearwas1942andtheday
wasa Friday (I cannotrecall the date).l left homequietly after prayersanda goodlunch. Nobody
knew where | was heading.

The gatesof Bombay Talkies somehowiooked more inviting and welcomingthat afternoonasthe
watchmaropenedhemfor our taxi to enter In heroffice, DevikaRaniwasalone,seatedat the desk,
which wasalwayscleananduncluttered The conversatiorwasbrief becausesheknew! hadcometo
acceptheoffer. Shesaidtheemploymentormalitiesandthe papemwork would bedoneby oneMr ly-
er, herassistantShewasemphatiadhatl shouldjoin attheearliestandgetinto thestrideof thejob. She
saidit would beniceif | couldcometo thestudiothe nextdayandmeetsomeof thepeoplel would be
working with. My hesitationto talk aboutmoneypreventedne from reconfirmingthe salary though
the prospecbf earningthe four-digit figure, which wasa big achievementhosedays,haddrawnme
to a professionl knew my fatherhadlittle respectfor. On morethanoneoccasionl had heardhim
tell Raj Kapooi@ grandfatherDewanBasheshwarnatapoor, jokingly thatit wasa pity his sonand
grandsons couldhfind anything other thanautank as their profession.

Teaarrivedfor usin atray coveredwith a starchedvhite cloth borderedwith Englishlace.Thetea
cupswerehandedo usby a neatlydresseaffice boy whosegoodtraining hadtaughthim to pourthe
brew andthe milk with a steadyhandwithout spilling a drop anywherelt waswonderfulto seean
Indianboy handlethe servicewith thefinessethatEnglishbutlersandvaletsthoughttheyalonecould
manage.

Whenl returnechomelatein theevening, told Ammal hadfoundmyselfajob thatwould getme
a pay packetof Rs 1250everymonth,which would take careof her kitchenexpensesswell asthe
educationof my youngerbrothersandsisters.Therewerea lot of miscellaneougxpensesandsome
moneycould be setasidefor that,too. Shewantedto know whatjob it wasthatwasso paying.| as-
suredherit wasarespectablgob andl hadgotit becausef my strongproficiencyin the Urdu lan-
guage Sheseemedappywith thatreply sinceit soundedike ajob of someconsequenc# it required
proficiencyin Urdu especiallyduring the turbulenttimeswe wereliving in, whenthe Secondworld
War was raging and our freedom struggle had gathered great momentum.

Thenextdaydawnedike anyother | gotdresse@ndleft homequietly. | reachedhestudioontime at
9 a.m.Devika Raniwelcomedme andtook me personallyto the floor wherepreparatiorfor a shoot-
ing wasgoing on. Sheled me up to a manwho wasvery well dressedindlookeddistinguishedHe
lookedfamiliar and| recalledhavingseenthe handsomeountenancen postersandhoardingsnear
CrawfordMarket. His dark hair wascombedbackandhe smiledthroughhis eyesat me. DevikaRani
introducedme,sayingl hadjustjoinedasanactor He heldmy handin awarmhandshakéhatmarked
thebeginningof afriendshipthatwasto lastanentirelifetime betweerus.He wasAshok Kumar, who
soon became Ashok Bhaiyya (brother) to me. (He passed away on 10 December 2001.)
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With Ashok Kumar D lifelong friends.

Ashok Kumar cameout of the floor andcalledout to one of the boysto openhis make-uproom.
As theboy ranto fetchthe doorkeys,| recognizedanotheryoungmanwalking towardsus. Thatwas
Raj Kapoor who wasjustly shockedo seemethere.He washis wonderfuljovial self ashe gathered
from methatl hadjoinedthestudioasanactor ODoegour fatherknow?®e askedme mischievously
| did notreply becausdoth Ashok BhaiyyaandDevikaRaniwerestandingoy our sideandtheywere
pleasantlysurprisedo learnthatRaj andl knew eachother Raj gavea shortaccountof our football
daysat KhalsaCollege, which madeDevika Raniobserve O Thagindeednice. It& a gamel wished|
could play like the boys at school.O

Devika Ranileft usto chatwith oneanotherandwalkedbriskly backto her office. Therewasan
informality in theway Ashok KumarandRajinteractedwhich| liked. It wasnotlike anoffice where
you addressedomebodysenioras Osidand spokeonly when spokento. Here Raj wastalking con-
tinuously describingour escapadeat KhalsaCollegeand| thoughthe would give awaythe secret
thatl hadjoinedthe studiowithout Aghaji@knowledge It wassomething did notwantthe peoplein
the studioto know justthenbecausedt would havecreatedanimpressiorof my doingthingssecretly
Fortunatelyhedid notbring up thesubjectandl wasrelieved.Therewasno doubtthatRajwashappy
to seemeandwelcomemeinto the professionHe knewhow painfully shy| usedto bein collegeand
he must have wondered how | would fit into a profession that was not faeskyved people.

At the studiothe nextday, | wasintroducedto one ShahNawazKhan. He cameacrossasa crude,
roughmanto me.He askedmeif | wasa Pathanandwhenl repliedin the affirmative, he bellowed
andlaughedasif | hadtold him somethingncrediblyfunny. He saidheknewaboutmy beinga Pathan
from the colour of my cheeksandmy aloofnessSo, if heknewit, whatwasso funny thathe hadto

laughlike a neighinghorse,l wantedto askhim. He nextaskedme how manybrothersl had.| told

him | hadfive. He wentinto afit againandl wassurel waswastingtime with a crazyman.He said:

Gumagar chhebhai hoteto merakyabigaadlete®(This canbe roughly translatedas: OEveiif you

aresix brotherswhatcanyou do to me?ONow it wasgettingtoo muchandtoo personalsol justgot

up andwentto seeDevikaRaniandtold herhow stupidlythe manhadspokento me.Shedid not say
anything; she simply patted me on the back and sent me home.



After my departure shemusthavegiven him a pieceof her mind becausethe nextday, he was
apologeticandsaidhe wasn@meaningto offend me. Suchjibes werecommonat BombayTalkies,he
added] wonderedf hewastelling methetruth because¢he peoplel hadmetlike AshokBhaiyyaand
David Abraham(a notedcharactelactor)wereeversocivilized andsoft-spokenl realizedthatDavid
knewwhat ShahNawazhadtold me. We werea few daysawayfrom Bakhri Eid. ODoyou exchange
greeting cards on Eid?0 David asked us when he saw me avoiding Shah Nawaz.

Onthedayof Eid, | receivedagreetingcardfrom ShahNawaz.lt wasaccompanietby a smallyel-
low packetwith atiny note:thisis for your pubichair. | wasspeechleswith horror. At first, | wanted
to go andshowthe noteto Devika Rani. Thenl thoughtit would be very stupidof meto do so.I did
not showanytraceof angerandl justleft for home.Whenl arrivedat the studiothe nextday, | went
up to David andl left thesmallyellow packetwith my pubichair on his tablealongwith the cardand
thenote.WhenDavid sawthe materialson his table,he calledShahNawazandshowedhim themess.
They laughedand laughedfor quite a while. After that, ShahNawaztold me: ONowyou are one of
us. We thoughtyou neededsomeraggingto makeyou overcomeyour reticence.®le spontaneously
embraced me and assured me that there wdleérddy more ragging.

*Nautankiis a drama form from Uttar Pradesh. It also means acting.
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9
LIGHTS, CAMERA, ACTION!

| E becameawarethatan actor neededo strengtherhis instinctsbecausehe duality betweerthe
real andunreal cannotbe sortedout by themind,whichis moreconcernedwith truth andlogic in
anynormalsituation. Themindwill alwaystell youthisis nonsensé. It is only instinctthat will
helpyouto absorbwhatyouhaveto absorbfrom the scriptanddrive youto rendera performance
coated with realism and conviction despite the knowledge of it all being fiction and drama.

BoMmBAY TALKIES WAS THE BEST THING THAT HAPPENEDTO ME at thatjuncturein my life. | couldn©have
found a betterjob thanthe oneofferedto me by Devika Rani. Sure,| hadno clue whatactingin front
of a camerawas. It wassomethingto be studiedandlearnedand practised What was delightful was
the ambienceof the studio,which wasa mix of what onewould seekandfind in a universityor any
educationalnstitution andwhat onewould expectto find in a fantasyworld straightout of one®fer-
tile imaginationof housesfacades artefactsstreetsgardensandso on, which I gotto know werethe
permanensetscreatedfor the shootingslt interestedne to know how all thatl wasseeingwould be
usedin shootinga film. So, for the first two months,Devika Ranimadesurethat| waspresentat all
the shootings. arrivedat the studio everyday in the morningandwent straightto thosesetswhere
shooting was going on.

AshokBhaiyyawasshootingfor thefinal portionsof Kismet(releasedn 1943)thosedaysandthere
wasa lot of activity goingon asGyanMukherjee thedirector andhis assistantsnovedthe equipment
on the setsaccordingto the lighting pattern.Ashok Bhaiyyawasa very successfuktaras| cameto
know from the assistantsHis 1941 film Jhoolg oppositeLeela Chitnis, hadbecomea hugesuccess
andthe samedirectorwas making Kismet So, the excitementwas palpableandit wasall so new to
me becausé hadno ideahow a film becamea hugesuccessandearnedmoneyfor the studioandthe
producer

| realizedl wasin the presenceof a very well-known starwhen Ashok Bhaiyyacameon the setand
begantalking cheerfully to the director Gyan Mukherjee,and the producey ShashadhaMukherjee
(popularlyknownasS. Mukherjee) ,with whom he appearedo be at ease Whenhe sawme, he came
up to meandbegantalking informally asif we hadknown eachotherfor years.He saidhe knewwhy
| wasthere.Olis all very simple,®e continued ashe walkedwith meto the doorandsteppednto the
openareaoutsidethe studiofloor. He calledfor chairsandthe studiohandscamehurriedlyto attendto
him. He wenton: O6u area handsomenanand| canseethatyou areeagetrto learn. |t very simple.
You justdo whatyou would doin the situationif youwerereallyin it. If youactit will beactingandit
will look very silly.O

He noticedthe confusionon my faceandbeganto laugh. Therewasgenuinewarmthin his laughter
andhis wordsgraduallybeganto makesensdo me.In the scenethatl hadobservedhe previousday,
sitting unobtrusivelywith the assistant®f the cameramarbehindthe camerahe hadlaughedexactly
the way he had just done. He reacted to a response very naturally as he just did to my puzzled
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Ashok Bhaiyyasoonintroducedme to ShashadhavukherjeeSahabwho washis brotherin-law.
(AshokBhaiyya®sisterSatiDevi wasmarriedto MukherjeeSahakandthatexplainedtheinformality
betweerthem.)Ashok Bhaiyya®naturewassuchthathe did not resistfriendshipwith strangersand
wentall outto makethingseasyandcomfortablefor everybodyin the studiofrom the canteerboy to
thetechniciansandactorswho workedwith him. | methim everydayandhetreatedmelike ayounger
brotherwho hadto be led andprotected My shynessandreticencebeganto recedein his company
andhis friendlinessandaffection for me wereafillip for me to be on the setswhile the shootingof
Kismetwas going on.

I quite liked what | waswatchingandl thoughtit wasmoreinterestingandabsorbingthanoffice
drudgery or the work Aghaji would have given me to do in the fruit business.

AshokBhaiyyalived nearbyandsodid S. MukherjeeSahablt wasa periodof transitionfor Bom-
bay Talkies as Devika Rani, who had beenmanagingthe studio after the deathof her husbandand
co-founderof the studio,HimanshuRai (on 16 May 1940),wasplanningto marry the famousSoviet
painterSvetosla\Roerichandleavethe managemenaf the studioin the handsof S. MukherjeeSahab
and Amiya Chakraborthy

Sheusedto visit thesetsduringshootingsandgive pertinentsuggestionsShehadsubstantiaknow-
ledgeof everythingrelatedto film making, havingworked as a traineeat the UniversumFilm Ak-
tiengesselschaftUFA) in Germany Shewasnot only trainedin actingbut wasalsowell versedwith
the art of make-up setdesignandcostumedesign.Always elegantlyattired,sheradiateda dignified
charmwhensheinteractedwith all of us. Shewashappyl wasbondingvery well with AshokBhaiyya
andS. MukherjeeSahabMost of the personnekeptquietwhenshemadeherentryduringthe breaks
in filming andthe Germancameramenwho werehandlingthe cinematographytalkedto herin their
mother tongue and it was delightful to hear her reply in the same language.

Ashok BhaiyyawaslearningFrenchthosedaysasa pastimeto addto the growinglist of foreign
language$ecouldconversen. He usedto join in theconversatiometweerDevikaRaniandthe Ger-
man cinematographers while S. Mukherjee Sahab and | would stand by silently

By now | hadestablishedh reasonableapportwith S. MukherjeeSahabwho wasa refinedandpol-
ishedgentlemanHe askedme oneafternoonif | couldrecite Urdu poetrywell. | repliedthat! could
recite Persiarversesoo with easesincel hadgrownup in anenvironmentwheremy educatedaunts
andunclesenjoyedpoeticexchange# PersianandUrdu whenthey got togetherin our housein Pe-
shawar He noddedandsaid: O®day whenwe meetfor teaafter pack-upl am goingto eggyou on
to recitesomePersiarand Urdu verses.You oblige me casually | wantto seehow he reacts.©knew
S. MukherjeeSahabwasreferringto Ashok Bhaiyyaandthe purposeof it all waspurefun sincehe
sometimesverdidhis linguistic showingoff. Thateveningasthe sunbeganto slip inch by inch be-
hind thelargetreesthatlined the studio®compoundoundariesAshok Bhaiyya,S. MukherjeeSahab
andl satdownon canechairsoutsidethe stageaswe alwaysdid. S. MukherjeeSahalthenaskedme
to recitesomeUrdu versesOlt€sucha beautifulevening.Yousuf, let us hearsomeUrdu poetryfrom
you,(hesaidcasually| wasnaturallyreadyandl recitedthelinesthat! oftenusedto whenmy broth-
er Ayub Sahabwasconfinedto bedafter his accidentafall from a horsein Kashmir Ashok Bhaiyya
listenedattentivelyand,surprisingly it wasS. MukherjeeSahabwho wasmoreengrosse@ndlostin
my recitation.

After | hadfinished, Ashok Bhaiyyarosefrom his chairto give me a standingovationand,to my
surprise S. MukherjeeSahalalsostoodup to applaudme. As expectedAshok Bhaiyyawasclamour-
ing for lessonan Urdu from me. He said he was preparedor a deal. He would teachme whatever
FrenchandGermarheknewand,in return,| shouldteachhim Urdu. We agreedmutually, butthesur-



priseelementwasthereactionof S. MukherjeeSahabHe saidhe wantedmeto meetall the writers,
especiallythosefrom Bengal.Olwantyou to be thereat all our story meetingsand be a part of our
writing teams.You havethe graspof the languagehatis wantingin our Bengaliwriters,(he pointed
out.

| thoughtit would be awkwardfor me to be participatingin the discussiongertainingto the dia-
loguesfor the storieswritten by sucheminentdirectorsasAmiya ChakraborthyandGyanMukherjee.
However it wasn€so. At leastS. MukherjeeSahathadmadeit both easyandfriendly for themand
mein his own genialway. It wassomething hadleastexpectedHere,l was,aranknewcomemwho
hadn©evenfacedthe camerafor atrial shot,and| wassitting with experiencedvriters asan equal.
Theywerebrilliant in theirmothertongue Bengali,andtheyweregraciousn theiradmissiorthatdue
to their lack of proficiencyin Urdu they neededhefine-tuningthatl couldoffer to thedialogueswith
my knowledge of that language.

Everybodyin the studiorespected. MukherjeeSahabHe washeld in high esteenfor his superior
academicgualificationsand for the facility with which he communicatedn English. He had been
broughtto the studioby HimanshuRai, thefounderof BombayTalkies,who hadmethim accidentally
in BombaywhereS. MukherjeeSahab(a brilliant professorof physicsat the AllahabadUniversity)
hadcometo meetanacademicianvho hadtherequiredinformationandcontactgo gethim admission
in thefaculty of his choicein aforeignuniversity HimanshuRai wasthenon thelookoutfor a quali-
fied personto setup the sounddepartmenat BombayTalkiesandhefelt S. MukherjeeSahabwvasthe
manhe waslooking for. He convincedthe scholarlyBengaliprofessorto abandorthe ideaof going
abroador higherstudiesn physicsandbecomea partof his dreamto setup a professionallynanaged
film studioin India on thelines of the UFA Studiosin Germanywherehe hadworkedasa producer
andwasthe only Asianto bein chage of anentireproductionunit with directorslike Fritz Langand
Josef von Sternber

S. MukherjeeSahabalwaysdrew parallelsbetweenour individual destinieghat broughtusto a pro-
fessionthatwasnotin ourwildestimagination He wasa productof Westerneducatiorhavingstudied
in the Englishmediumfrom his schooldaysin Jhansi(now in Uttar Pradeshjpndsowas| with my
schoolingat the BarnesSchoolat Deolali, which wasvery, very Englishin its curriculum.He con-
versedmostlyin Englishexceptwhenwe werewith the Bengalis,of whomtherewerequiteafew in
the studio.My regularwitnessingof shootingsandmy interactionswith Ashok Bhaiyyawereprepar-
ing me for my debut.l hadbegunto observeAshok Bhaiyyacloselywhenhewould berehearsingr
facingthe cameral noticedthathe hadmadecalculatednovementdeforethe camerawhich hehad
workedout all by himself. For example he would hold a cigarettebetweenhis lips without lighting
it andhe would look aroundsearchinglyHe would thentakethe cigaretteoff from his lips, walk two
steps,thenput the cigaretteback betweenhis lips andlight it and speakthe given dialoguelooking
into the cameralt wasall very fascinatingfor me and| couldfigure outwhathe meantwhenhetold
methatthe secretof agoodrenderingof a scenewvasnotto act beforethecameraAshokBhaiyyahad
hit uponthesecref Onon-actind@t he hada definite calculationin his mind whenheperformedand
thearithmeticof thatcalculationwasentirely his. | beganto understandhat! would haveto arrive at
my own approach to the whole business of simulating feelings and emotions.

Whenl gotachanceo speako S. MukherjeeSahalalone,| mentionedny observatiorto him and
he suggestedhat| go andview asmanyfeaturefilms asl couldsothat! could observehow different
actorsattainedtheir levels of competencdeforethe camerain renderinglong-windedand difficult



scenesl thoughttherewasa pointin whathe wassayingbut it wasdifficult to go straightfrom the
studioto a cinematheatreandwatcha film andgo homelate in the night. Besidesjf someonesaw
megoingto atheatreandreportedt to Aghaiji, it would raisequestionsn his mind becausdieknew|
hadnointerestin theamusementfferedby films. In his eyes| wasanathleteanda passionatsoccer
playerwho derivedpleasureandthrill from a goodgameof socceror cricketin any opengroundin
the city

| would leavefor homeeveryeveningat aboutsix, takinga local train to Churchgatdrom Malad.
| hada second-classeasorticket, which gavemethe comfortof travellingwithout beingelbowedby
passengergettingin andout. FromChurchgatel boardeda bus,andalightedat CrawfordMarketand
walkedto our residenceat NagdeviStreet.On the way, everyday, | metfriendswho askedme casual
questionsaboutthejob | wasdoingandl alwaystold themit wasa companythatwasdoingwell and
hadaround1500employeesindl waslearningtheropes.l neverwaitedto prolongthe conversation
and pretended to be in a hurry to get home.

At home, Ammawould be bustlingaroundto give thefamily or thevisiting relativeswhateverthey
desiredl donfremembeseeingherevertakinganapor sitting pretty, makingfrivolous conversation.
Sheaskedmea coupleof timesaboutthework | wasdoingandl gavehertheimpressiorthatit wasa
good,honourablgob andl wasquite happy Shewasso preoccupiedvith the responsibilitiesof run-
ning thelarge householdhatshedid notquestionrmeanymore.My eldersister SakinaAapa,wasthe
curiousone.Shewasnosyenoughto getdeepinto everythingthat everybodydid, beit in our home
or in theneighbouf home.Sheseldomextendedhelpto Ammain thekitchenandAmmanevercom-
plainedfor fearof provokinga senselesargumentwith SakinaAapa.Everytime SakinaAapatriedto
probe,l told herdifferentthingsandsuccessfullconfusecheraboutmy employmentShewashappy
whensheheardaboutthe salaryl wasgoingto bring homeandgenerallyremainedcontentwith that
knowledge.

My brotherAyub Sahabwaswell awareof whatl wasdoingbecausé hadconfidedin him. Ayub
Sahabwasvery closeto meandwe sharedabondthatwasinseverableAs notedearlier hewasanex-
tremelyintelligentandsensitivepersorwhosevoluminousreadingof Urdu andEnglishliteraturehad
madehim a kind of scholarandlittZrateur He wasexcitedaboutmy job but he alsofearedwhetherl
would be successfuin my vocationbeingthe shy, reservegerson was.More thananythingelse,he
wonderedvhatwould be Aghaji@reactionrwhenhewould learnaboutmy job. | assuagedtiis fearsby
telling him whatl tell anybodywho worriesaboutthe outcomeof somethinghe or sheis aboutto do.
| told him | would not think too muchaboutwhat could happerbecausehat could distractme from
my efforts to do my job to the best of my ability

| wasnot the leastnervousor anxious.Onemorning,asl enteredhe studiol wasgiventhe message
thatDevikaRaniwantedto seemein heroffice. | wonderedvhatit couldbe.l wascertainit couldn®
be for expressingany displeasurdecauseshewasalwayscourteousand pleasanivhenevershemet

me and enquired how | was doing. So what could it be?

Whenl walkedinto heroffice, shewasseatedt herdesklooking stunninganddignified asalways.
Shesmiledwarmly andaskedme to take a seat.l satdown andlooked curiously at her Shebegan
with the usualcourtesie®f askingmewhetherl would carefor someteamadespeciallyfor herfrom
leavesshehad purchasedrom the Englishstorein the city. | waswonderingwhat shehadin mind
whenshecameto the point, speakingn English,the languageshewasmostfluentin. Shesaid,quite
matterof-factly: Obusuf,l wasthinking aboutyour launchsoonasanactorandl felt it would notbe
abadideaif you adopteda screemame.You know, a nameyou would be known by andwhich will
bevery appropriatdor your audienceo relateto andonethatwill bein tunewith theromanticimage



you areboundto acquirethroughyour screerpresencel. thoughtDilip Kumarwasanicename.t just
poppedupin my mind whenl wasthinking abouta suitablenamefor you. How doesit soundto you?O

| wasspeechlestor amoment,beingtotally unpreparedor the newidentity shewasproposingto
me.| saidit soundechice butaskedherwhethernt wasreally necessaryShegavehersweetsmileand
told me thatit would be prudentto do so. Sheaddedthatit was after considerabléhoughtthat she
cameto the conclusionof giving me a screemame.With hercustomaryauthority shewenton to tell
me that sheforesawa long and successfutareerfor mein films andit madegood senseo havea
screenidentity thatwould standup by itself andhavea secularappeall wasquick to appreciateher
concernbut| told herl neededo think aboutit a bit. Sheresponded©Fin& comebackto mewith
your thoughts.O

O arenow readyto beginpreparationgor your debut.Sowe musthurry up,&hesaidbreezilyas
| rose from my seat to leave.

| spenttherestof thedayaspermy routinebutwith thenameDilip Kumarringingin my mind®in-
nerrecessesS. MukherjeeSahamoticedthatl wasrathercontemplativehatafternooraswe ordered
lunchfrom the canteerandsharedsomefried fish thatcamefrom AshokBhaiyya®house After lunch,
whenwork startedon the shootingstage he askedmeif therewassomethingdisturbingme andif |
could sharewith him. It wasplain to all of usthatS. MukherjeeSahabwvasthe Number2 manin the
studio®managementierarchyandthe generalfeelingwasthathe would takeover the reinsof man-
agemensoon.l haddeveloped rapportwith him becausé found him to be a manof considerable
worth not only in termsof the technicalknowledgehe hadpainstakinglyacquiredby regularinterac-
tions with the foreign techniciansand consistenreadingof relevantliteraturebut alsoin a personal
sense as a friend one could trust and rely upon.

| told S. MukherjeeSahababoutthe suggestiorthathadcomefrom Devika Rani. He reflectedfor
a secondand,looking me straightin the eye,said: Olthink shehasa point. It will bein your interest
to takethe nameshehassuggestedor the screenlt is a very nice name thoughl will alwaysknow
you by thenameYousuflike all your brothersandsistersandyour parents.( latercameto know that
Ashok Kumar was the screen name of Kumudlal Kunjilal Ganguly

| wastouchedandit wasa validationthatclearedmy thoughtsghenandthere.l decidednhotto speak
aboutthe newnameto anyone not evento Ayub SahabThe daysthatfollowed werepretty hecticat
thestudiobecaus&ismethadreleasedo a greatopeningresponseén 1943andwasonits way to cre-
ating box-office records Ashok Bhaiyyawasa superstanow but he remainedcompletelyunafected
andbehavedsif nothinghadchangedn his life. He begarto takea keeninterestin the management
alongsideS. MukherjeeSahabandhewasdelightedthatl wasgoingto be launchedwith afilm titled
Jwar Bhatato be directed by Amiya Chakraborthy

I hadbeenearlierinteractingwith Amiya Chakraborthybut now we were spendingtime more as
directorandactorashe preparedor startingthe shootingof Jwar Bhata A strangetruth wasthat|
was not evenslightly nervousor excitedaboutthe fact that | was going to face the camerafor the
first time whenthe D-day arrivedfor my first shot.l wasgiven a simple pantandshirt to wearand
Devika Rani cameon the setsandlooked at me andfound me asunrufled asever Shewasa great
expertin make-upandknew what exactlysuitedthe lighting of the setandthe natureof the sceneto
be shot.Shecheckedhe light strokesof make-upgivento me andaskedwherethe camerawvould be
placed.Shewasquite satisfiedwith everythingexceptmy bushyeyebrowsSheaskedmeto sit down
on a chairandshecalledfor tweezerdrom the make-upmanandvery deftly pulled off someunruly
growth of stragglinghair from my eyebrowso give thema propershapewhile | held my breathand
enduredhe painit wascausingShesmiledwhenshesawthetearsbrimmingin my eyesasaresultof
thetweezingandveryjovially suggestedhatl takealook at my facewhile the make-upmanquickly
appliedsomecreamto easethe painful sensation®n my poor eyebrows.Sheleft after wishing me
luck.



My first shotwasexplainedo meby Amiya ChakraborthyHe madea markon the groundandtold
me:O¥uwill takeyour positionhereandyouwill runwhenl sayOACTIONO. will first sayOSART
CAMERAODbut thatis not for you. OACTIONGs for you to startrunningandyou will stoprunning
whenl sayOCUTOIGiskedhim very politely if | mayknowwhy | wasrunning.He repliedl wasrun-
ning to savethelife of the heroinewho wasgoingto commitsuicide.Satisfiedwith the explanation,
| told him | wasready It wasanoutdoorsceneandthe cameravassomewherén thedistancelt was
a brandnew gadgetimportedfrom Germanyandit wasbeingusedfor thefirst time. | stoodwherel
wasshownto takemy stand.| hadbeenanathleteat collegeconsistentlywinning 200-metreraces so
it did not perturbmeatall whenl wasaskedo run up to the call for OCUT® wasmighty pleasedhat
it was something so easy and simple!

The shotwasreadyandthe minutel heardDACTIONQ took off like lightning andl heardthe dir-
ectorscream:OCUTCUT, CUT.Ol sawhim gesticulatingandtrying to tell me somethingl couldn©®
figure out. | stoodrootedto the spotl hadreachedn a flashand Amiya Chakraborthyambledover,
looking highly displeasedHe told methatl ransofastthatit wasa blur thatthe camerahadcaptured.
| clarified that| hadno ideaof the speed wassupposedo maintain.He thensaid: ONevemind; we
will doit againbut keepthe paceslowerOlit wasa bit perplexingfor me whenhe told me at first to
slow my pacebecause thoughtit wasimportantfor meto run asfastasl couldandsavethegirl who
wasgoingto endherlife. However whenAmiya Chakraborthyexplainedhe actionassomethinghat
shouldregisteron the film in the camerawhich would moveat a particularpace,l understoodn no
uncertaintermsthat| faceda big challengeandthe businesf actingwasanythingbut simple.The
shot was okayed after three or four calls for OCUTO.

| amoftenaskedwhatl thoughtof my first performancendmy first film, whichwasreleasedn 1944.

Honestly thewholeexperiencgassedy without muchimpacton me.| did whatl wastold to doand

it wasnot easyat times,or mosttimesrather to cometo termswith the fact thatit wasall unrealand

unrelatedo one©real self andreal existenceTo expresdove to someonecompletelyunknownand

unattachedo onein reality was, at thatageandtime, a toughdemandl think Amiya Chakraborthy
understoodny predicamenbut he was persuasiveenoughto geta reasonablygoodoutputfrom me

in the romanticscenesWhen| sawmyselfon the screen] askedmyself: Olghis how | amgoingto

performin thefilms thatmayfollow if the studiowishesto continuemy services?!®ly responsavas:

ONo.Orealizedthatthis wasa difficult job and,if | hadto continue,| would haveto find my ownway

of doing it. And the critical question was: HOW?

| think | wasreally lucky to havestartedworking at an early agein the stimulatingenvironmentof
BombayTalkies.Thewritersbwholeft New Theatresn Calcutta(now Kolkata)to join BombayTalk-
ies,which enjoyedthe prestigeof beingthe studiothatproducecdighly successfuliims, mostof them
having Ashok Bhaiyyain the leadBwerevery creativelygifted but they would turn to me for Urdu
vocabularyon S. MukherjeeSahat€advice.l benefitedrom my interactionswith themandit became
obviousto methatthescreenplayasthebackbonef afilm. | alsobecamewarethatanactorneeded
to strengtherhis instinctsbecauséhe duality betweerthe realandunrealcannotbe sortedout by the
mind, whichis moreconcernedvith truth andlogic in anynormalsituation.Themind will alwaystell
youthis is nonsensethis womanyou areaddressingis@azds notyour motheror thatyou arenotin
love with thegirl whois fluttering hereyelasheandlooking atyou soulfully. You knowthatyour own
motheris alovely womananddoesnot haveteethstainedby paanchewingandyou don®evenknow
whothegirl is. It is only instinctthatwill helpyou to absorbwhatyou haveto absorbfrom the script



anddrive you to rendera performanceoatedwith realismandconvictiondespitethe knowledgeof it
all being fiction and drama.



10
NEW ASPIRATIONS, NEW EXPERIENCES

Thesilencewasbrokenby Aghajiwhenhe camehomeoneeveningafter a visit to a family friendOs
housewherehe had heard praisesaboutmeand my emergences the star of Jugnu[1947]. He
sawme comingin and he called me as he alwaysdid and begantalking to mewith ease.l was
relievedand happy,consideringthat he wasalwaysupfrontin giving expressiorio his thoughts
andsentimentsHe said quite matter-of-factlythat he had cometo termswith thereality that | had
chosen a profession he had least expected me to enter.

| BEGAN TO VIEW MOVIES REGULARLY, BRAVING THE POSSIBILITY Of beingcaughtby someoné&nownto my
family. | mustconfesghatthe newidentity asDilip Kumarhadaliberatingimpacton me.| told myself
Yousufhadno needto seeor studyfilms but Dilip surelyneededo accumulateobservation®of how
actorsreproducedhe emotions ,speechandbehaviourof fictitious charactersn front of acameraSo

| startedseeingdfilms, onefilm aday, attwo successiveshows.It wasnecessaryo view the samefilm
atthe 3.30 p.m.and6.30 p.m. showsbecausen the first viewing somethingthat caughtmy attention
could be reviewed closely in the second viewing. Hence, | had to leave the studio early for a fe!

With Meera Mishra irMilan (1946).

| startedgettingthe hangof it asl watchedHollywood actorsandactressetike JamesStewart,Paul
Muni, Ingrid Begmanand Clark Gablebut it did not takelong for me to realizethe essencewhich
wasthat an actorshouldnot imitate or copy anotheractorif he canhelpit becausehe actorwho im-
pressegou hasconsciouslyand evenpainstakinglymouldedan overt personalityandlaid down his
own groundrulesto bring thatpersonalityeffectively onthe screenl understoodery earlyon, while |
wasat BombayTalkiesitself, following suchfiims asMilan (1946),thatl hadto be my owninspiration
and teacher and it was imperative to evolve with the passage of time.
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S. MukherjeeSahabwas a greathelpwhen| discussedvith him suchtopicsasthe evolutionof an
actoror the elusivephenomenorof stardomthat actorsaspireto attain. Ashok Bhaiyyawasa phe-
nomenallysuccessfustaratthattime buthewassounafectedby his stardoml remembeanevening
whenhe decidedto travel with me andP. Jairajji (a senioractoranddirector)to Churchgateby the
local train. We had purchasedicketsfor a film andhe wasinsistenton going to the cinemahall by
train. At the Malad station,whenpeoplesawhim andrecognizechim, therewasa waveof adulatory
attentionbuthe seemedinmindfulof thegasp=f admirationashetalkedto us.Whenthetrainarrived
a crowd got into the compartmenthat we boardedand peoplestartedtalking to him aboutKangan
(1939)andJhoolaandKismetandherespondedvarmly andwittily . | waswitnessinghephenomenon
of stardom, which was quite Ifaig for me then.

| narratedhewholeincidentto S. MukherjeeSahalthe nextdayin thepresencef AshokBhaiyya.
Ashok Bhaiyyalistenedto my narrationand, looking seriouslyat me, said: Oltis a previewof what
you aregoingto experiencen amuchbiggerscalein thefuture.A handsomenanlike youwill have
trouble keepingthe womenawayOHe sawmy expressiorand laughedheartily becauset was well
known by then at Bombayalkies how shy and formal | was in the presence of women.

S. MukherjeeSahabwho wasin agreementwith Ashok Bhaiyya,waslaughing,too. | thoughtit
wastheright time to talk to both of themaboutstardomandwhatit entailedaswell astheimpactit
couldhaveon anactoi®@ mind andpersonalityespeciallyif hehadadualimagebhis realselfwith his
real nameand personaland socialbackgrounduxtaposedwith his screenimagewith anothemame
and personalitywhich changed from one fictitious character to another and from one film to anc

AshokBhaiyyanotedthathewould give stardomandsucceséittle importancebecausédor him they
werenot the be-allandend-allof his existenceQlfstardom]shouldneverbe moreimportantfor you
thanyour self-respecandyour will to do whatyou wantto doin the manneryouwantto doOhe em-
phasizedl knewwhathewasmeaningo sayandhis attitudewasobviousin thetrainwhenhejostled
with the commonfolk who werehis ardentfans.He wasinteractingwith themasthe real Ashok Ku-
mar, completely divorced from his screen image and his stardom.

It wasS. MukherjeeSahabwho gaveme an answerthat haslingeredin my mind sincethen.He
pointedout to me that the distinction was easyto achieveif one understoodhat Otheactoris more
importantthanthe star The staris a creationof marketingandstardomis the resultof the hardwork
of the actorwhenit finds massacceptancandadulation.Whenfanswill cometo you someday; re-
membertheyarecomingto seeyou andfeel you becauseheyhaveliked your actingandaretouched
by it. You should know that it is Dilip Kumar they are clamouring to meet.O

It was S. MukherjeeSahab®wont to talk seriouslyand analyticallywhena topic arousedhis in-
tellectualinterest.The professorin him surfacedat suchtimes.He wasin manywaysmy guru and
a sourceof inspiration.He could explainto mein the simplestof termsthe grammarof cinema.He
took painsto take me behindthe cameraand showme how the cameraseesthe actorin front of it.
He would makeme view the way he would simulatethe gait of a womanin front of the cameralt
would be a funny sight but seeingthe actthroughthe cameraensgaveme the much-needetielpin
understandinghe relation betweernthe cameraandthe actorfacingit or turning his backto it under
thelight thatis falling on him. He alwaysliked to showhis actorsby performingwhathewantedthem
to portray He wasvery sharpin noticing not only technicalflaws but alsoflaws in dialoguedelivery
andfacial expressionsAbove all, he had greatrespectfor writers and believedthat cinema€prime
objective was to engage the viewer with imaginative storytelling.

My formative yearsat Bombay Talkies were memorablefor the lovely time | spentwith Ashok
BhaiyyaandS. MukherjeeSahabTheylived closeto thestudiothosedaysandl wasalwayswelcome



in their homesto havehot bhajias (a savouryfried dish) preparedby Ashok Bhaiyya®wife, Shobha
Bhabhi. It wasalsowonderfulto be in the companyof Raj Kapooragainafter our KhalsaCollege
days.Rajwashappyto know | hadseriouslyenteredhe professiorof film acting.Oltold you, didn®
I7Che said, huggingme like a little, excitedboy when| wasreadyfor my debut.Whenwe were at
Khalsaheusedto tell mein Punjabi:dusiactorbanjaa Tusiho badehandsome.(oushouldbecome
anactor You arevery handsome.) thoughtthenit wasnot my cup of tea.It wasfine for him because
his Papaji(Prithvirajji) wasa greatactorandoneof the mosthandsomendvirile menl hadseenon
the screenNaturally Raj and his youngerbrothers,Shammiand Shashi,were all geneticallygifted
with talentandexceptionaboodlooks.It did notseema goodpropositionfor mewith thebackground
| came from.

At BombayTalkies,Rajwasregardedvith respecanda measuref awebecauséewasPrithvira-
jii® son.Therewasno actoror, for thatmatter anyonevho hadanythingto dowith theperformingarts
who did not admirePrithvirajji whosecommandingoresencen the playsstagedoy Prithvi Theatres
inspiredawe. Raj neithershowedoff nor leveragechis fathei® eminenceto get specialtreatmentat
thestudio.He and| oftenslippedoff to Ashok Bhaiyya®housefor agameof badmintorin which Bh-
abhiji alsojoinedus, playingthegameby herownrulesandfilling theair with herchatterandgiggles.
Sheenjoyedthe gameandtherelief shegot from the boredomof beingalonein alarge house After
thegame shewould askmeandRajto stayon for teaandbhajias AshokBhaiyyasometimesrrived
while we weremunchingthe bhajiasandwe would think it wastime for usto leavebecausée was
homeafteralong day®work. However Ashok Bhaiyyawould havenoneof it. He would chideusand
sayjokingly: O6u both shouldbe ashameaf yourselvesYou comehereandflirt with my wife, eat
suchnice bhajiaswithout meto give you companyandyou wantto leavewithout giving meachance
to play agamewith you guys.@Ve would thensheepishlystaybackwhile Bhabhiji promisedmorehot
bhajiasand hot tea. After such a frontal attack, we had no option but to acquiesce.

AshokBhaiyyawasanagile badmintorplayer Rajwasasplendidrefereewhenwe hadplayedsoc-
ceron thegroundsoff KhalsaCollegeandhe lookedso robustwhenhe stoodon thefield, whistlein
hand,andrefusedo budgefrom his decisionsHe got easilytired whenwe playedbadmintorbecause
hewasleastinterestedn thegame He wastheremorefor the deliciousbhajias Both AshokBhaiyya
andRaj found my staminaincredible.l could only attributeit to the dry fruits | grew up on andthe
indomitablewill powerl inheritedfrom Aghaji. ThereweredayswhenS. MukherjeeSahaljoinedus.
He and Ashok Bhaiyyacarriedon a continuougppowwow in Bangla,whichis atypical Bengalihabit.
Whentwo Bengalisgettogetherthey makeno bonesaboutbringingtheir personalivesinto theambit
of their conversationn their mothertonguewhile otherswho arein their companywonderwhatthey
are so engrossed about that they are talking and chuckling nonstop.

Onepersorwho wasa steadyfriend at BombayTalkieswasJairajji. He wasvery differentfrom the
otherpeoplelike ShahNawazKhanandhetook a keeninterestin my work andgavemeusefuladvice
in his quietmannerJairajjiandDavid Abrahamweregoodfriendsandtheyexchangecshaughtyjokes,
someof which they let me into and othersthey told me were not for my earsyet. The notablefact
wasthatall the wonderfulpeoplel gotto know andsharegreattimeswith wereolderthan| except
Raj Kapoor | wasbarely21 when| facedthe camerafor my first shotandit wasindeedmy good
fortunethatseniorprofessionalén theactingdepartmenandwriterslike PanditNarendreSharmaand
BhagwaticharatvYermawerethere.Jairajji wasvery protectiveand,eventhoughwe madevery little
conversatiorwhile travellingfrom Churchgateo Maladby train, we werevery closeasprofessionals.

BombayTalkieswasin the processof changinghandsat that junctureas Devika Raniwassureshe
did notwantto continuewith the managemenof the studioafter her marriageto SvetoslavRoerich.



By thetime | hadmademy debutin 1944 shewas contemplatingvoluntaryretirement.Shehadap-
pointedS. MukherjeeSahaband Amiya Chakraborthyto takecareof all the productionsShewould,
neverthelesgakeherroundsof the studioandtalk to everybodywarmly. Shewasso stunningin her
appearancéhateveryonen the studiostoppedo look at herwhenshemovedaround.Shemadeit a
point to askaboutmeif | wasnot aroundand,if | raninto her, sheaskedme how | wasdoing and
aboutmy progresssalearner Ashok Bhaiyyawastheonly onewhojokedwith herandS. Mukherjee
Sahab was the one she consulted about every step she took in the running of the studio.

Sheintroducedme onceto SvetoslavRoerich,the famousSovietpaintershewasgoing to marry.
Shetold me how muchSvetoslarMovedthe Kulu Valley (nowin HimachalPradeshandshetold him
aboutmy family@® fruit businessand how we got fruits from the valley: apples,cherriesand juicy
pears.l looked at Roerich,who had a statelygait and a twinkle in his eyesexactly like Aghaji. |
thought she would be very happy with him the way Amma was with Aghaiji.

As 1945rolled by, the SecondWorld War wascomingto anendandthefreedommovemenivasgain-
ing momentunin thecountry At thestudioeveryday, AshokBhaiyyaandS. MukherjeeSahabwould
engagdn discussionsaboutwhat they hadheardor read.They would seriouslydiscussMuhammad
Ali Jinnah€speecheandaskmefor my opinion.Havinghada Omemorabl@&Rperiencavhen! spoke
my mind at the Wellington SoldiersClub in Poona,l thoughtit bestto maintaina discreetsilence.
At home,Ayub Sahabusedto be extremelywell acquaintedwvith the development®n the freedom
movementront andhewould hold forth beforeawedlistenersvho werefriendsof AghajiandChacha
Ummer Aghaji would feel very proudof Ayub Sahal&€accomplishmenandhis fluencyin Urdu, both
spokenandwritten. Personallyl wasequallyawedby Ayub Sahat&ability to speakandwrite well in
EnglishandUrdu despitenot havinghadformal schooleducation As mentionedearlier he hadbeen
taughtathomedueto ill healthasaboyandhewasstudiousandpainstakingasahome-boundtudent.

By thetime | finishedmy work in Jugny our countrywasheadingor its emancipatiorirom British
rule.l remembethedayb 15 August1947bvividly whenindependenceraswon for usby thegreat
menandwomenwho foughtfor it tenaciouslyandrelentlesslyfor decadesl. waswalking onthepave-
mentnearthe Churchgatestation,quite unnoticeddespitehavingactedin threefilms B Jwar Bhata
(1944),Pratima(1945)andMilan (1946)PBwhenl noticedpeoplewererushinghomewardswith joy-
ousexpression®n their faces.It wasonly whenl reachechomeand| sawthewholefamily together
for achangewith everyfaceshiningwith happinesshatl realizedit wasindependencday. | wasted
no time in being a part of the celebration of the independence of India.

With Noor Jehan idugnu(1947).



Jugnuwasreleasedn late 1947.Thefilm becamea hit andthehoardingsvereputupin manyplaces,
including a site nearCrawford Market. One morningwhile Aghaji wassupervisinghe unloadingof
a consignmenbf applesat his wholesaleshopin the market, Raj® grandfather Basheshwarnathiji,
walkedin andthe two greetedeachotherwarmly as always. They had beenfriends for yearsand
Aghaji usedto tell him jokingly thatit wasno usetwirling hisimpressivemoustachédecausdiis son
andgrandsorwerein the actingbusinessAghaji felt the Kapoorboyswereworthy of beingin gov-
ernmentservice which wasthe aspirationof mostfathersfor their sonsthosedays.He knewRajand
| werestudyingin the samecollegeandthosedaysgettinga collegeeducatiorandacquiringa gradu-
ation certificateat a convocationheld by the Bombay University was a big event.He was mighty
displeasedhereforethat Raj hadchoserto be anactorandnot animportantgovernmenbfficial like
Basheshwarnathjivho had held a high position asa commissioneiin PeshawarBasheshwarnathji,
howeverwasnot at all unhappythathis sonPrithvirajji hadchosernto becomeanactorandwasvery
famous already and his grandson Raj had begun to follow in the footsteps of Prithvirajji.

It was Aghaji® ambitionthat |, too, would find a respectablgovernmenjob and| would attain
suchanimportantpositionthat! would haveOBE asa suffix to my name.Aghaji hadseenthatsuffix
somewherandit fascinatechim asa mark of esteemandhonour Whenl startedgoingto college,he
felt proudandhe confidedto methathis big dreamwasthat| shouldwrite my nameasYousufKhan
OBE.

That morning Basheshwarnathjiad a naughtysmile playing beneathhis moustacheHe twirled
his moustachendtold Aghaji he hadsomethingto showhim: somethingthatwould take his breath
away Aghaji musthavewonderedvhatit could be.Basheshwarnathfook him out of the marketand
showedhim thelarge hoardingof Jugnuright acrossheroad.He thensaid: O Thagour sonYousuf.O

Aghaji told melateron thathe could not believehis eyesfor a momentbut therewasno mistaking
mefor someonelsebecausehefaceheknewsowell wasprintedlargeandtheblurb onthehoarding
washailingthearrival of abright newstaron thesilver screenThenamewasnot Yousuf.It wasDilip
Kumar

Basheshwarnathjyho wasstandingnextto him, wasgleefully observinghis expressiorandtelling
him that therewas no needto be dismayedbecausd hadadoptedanothemameto keepthe family
honourintactand,whatwasmoreimportant,| wason my way to big stardom All thosewordswere
not musicto Aghaji® ears.He describedo me muchlater, after he acceptedny choiceof careerthe
awful feeling of disappointmenthatoverwhelmechim atthatmoment.He wasnaturallyvery angry
Aghaji did not revealhis angerandhurt pride throughharshwordsor any otherform of resentment.
He wasvery quietfor somedaysanddid not speako me.Evenatothertimes,whenwe spoketo each
otherin monosyllablesl did notdareto look him in theeye.Soon the situationbecameawkwardand
| did not know what to do.

Thethick layerof ice hadto bebrokensomehowl confidedin Rajandhesaidhe knewthis wasgoing
to happemandthe bestpersonto mediatewas Prithvirajji. And he wasright. Prithvirajji paid a casu-
al visit to our homeoneday Ammartold mewhenl got homein the eveningthatthe powwow with
Prithvirajji haddoneconsiderablgoodandshenoticedthatAghaji wasalot morerelaxedandcheer-
ful. | still did not have the courage to go up to him and start a conversation.
Thesilencewasbrokenby Aghaji whenhe camehomeoneeveningafteravisit to a family friend®
housewherehe hadheardpraisesaboutme andmy emegenceasthe starof Jugnu He sawme com-
ing in andhe calledmeashe alwaysdid andbegantalking to mewith easel wasrelievedandhappy
consideringthat he wasalwaysupfrontin giving expressiorto his thoughtsandsentimentsHe said
quite matterof-factly thathe hadcometo termswith thereality thatl hadchosera professiorhe had



leastexpectedneto enter He alwaysspoketo mein Pushtuandhis speectwasclearandpreciseand
neverwantingin goodtaste.He wasneverloud andl don®haveevena faint recollectionof any ar-
gumentbetweermy parentsn front of us. If they hadto sortout anythingbetweenthem,theydid it

without our knowledge He spoketo methateveningwithout angeror unhappinessie wasenjoying
thehookahwhich heusuallysharedwith hisfriendswho visitedhim. Thevery gestureof askingmeto

sit down beforehim while he askedfor the flavouredtobaccato be broughtandfilled into thehookah
by the lad who attendedon him indicatedto me thathe wasnot in a badmoodandit wassuficient
for me to know that he had forgiven me for keepingit all underwraps.l could sensefrom the easy
mannerin which he conversedvith methatevening,ashetook puffs of the hookah thathenolonger
disapproved even if he did not feel good about the development.



11
BETWEEN THE PERSONAL AND THE PROFESSIONAL

WhatDevikaRanihadtold mewasalso a lessonl havebornein mind and appliedto my work
sometimeto thesurpriseof mydirectors.Shehadpointedout thata director maybe satisfiedwith
theshotan actor hadgivenbutit is for theactorto discernfor himselfwhethethehadreally given
his best.Theactor, shetold me,waswithin his rights to requestor anothertakeif hefelt hecould
do better.

MY HAPPINESSWAS, HOWEVER, SHORI-LIVED. AYUB SAHAB SOON took ill seriouslywith a lung ailment.
The bestdoctorswereunableto prolonghis life with the medicined managedo getfrom abroad He
knew he wasnot goingto be with usfor long, so he oftenrequestedne to take him to Marine Drive,
wherewe could sit andwatchthe sungo down inch by inch into the sea.He usedto tell me that he
neverceasedo wonderhowthesuntook awayall thebrillianceit spreadn the sky whenit wentdown,
making way for the night to fall.

Oneday| camehomeearlierthanusualandnoticedthat Ayub Sahabwaslooking paleandwashav-
ing difficulty in takingevensmallbreaths] sentChachaJmmerto bring Aghaji from the marketand
alsofetchadoctor | took my brotherin my armsandhewascalmandsmiling at measl lookedhim in
the eyefearingtheworst. ChachdJmmerbroughtAghaji andhurriedoff to fetchthedoctor Aghaji sat
closeto Ayub Sahaband| could seehis handtremblewhile he took his son®handin his. Ayub Sahab
wassmiling and,thoughhe wasstrugglingto breathe therewasan unusualradianceandcalmon his
handsomdace.Beforewe knew t, like the radianteveningsunhe lovedto watch,he wentin a few
moments, even before the doctor could arrive, taking away all the brilliance with him.

My contractwith BombayTalkieswascomingto anendandtherewerechangesakingplacein thestu-
dio managemeni#shok BhaiyyahadmovedoutandsohadS. MukherjeeSahalto form Filmistan.As
wewereno longerfetteredby foreignrule, therewasa suigeof creativeactivity andspiritedunravelling
of the communicativgpowersof the medium.Movies were beingmadewith a senseof introspection,
patriotismandsocial purposeby manytalentedanddedicatedilm makers.V. Shantaranhadalready
madeDuniyaNaMane(1937),Admi(1939),Padosi(1941),Shakuntalg1943)andDr KotnisKi Amar
Kahani(1946),which werewell receivedandappreciatedor thefocuson socialissuesBaburadPaint-
er hadmadeRamJoshi(1947).SohrabModi wasmakingfilms with historicalstoriesandhis Minerva
Movietonewasin the newsalreadyasthefilm Sikandar(1941,with Prithviraj Kapoorin thetitle role)
hadstirreda controversy andPukar(1939)hadbecomeahugehit. MehboobKhanhadmadeNational
Studiosfamouswith his associationTherewasno dearthof job opportunitiesfor me andotherswho
had been nurtured by BombagiKies.

The stampof quality and prestigethat wasinherentin the name,BombayTalkies,madeit easyfor
mostemployeesf the studioto find worthy openingsn productionsggoing on the floors in otherstu-
dios. | did not hesitateto acceptS. MukherjeeSahab€nvitation to work in the picturesto be madeat
Filmistan. The beneficialaspectwasthat he did not talk abouta contractor agreementestrictingme
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to work only in his pictures.As it was,the studioemploymentsystemwasinevitably beingreplaced
by managementseekingservicesof actorsandtechnicianon afreelancebasiswith varyingremuner-
ations commensurate with experience, expertise and track record.

My preferencdor Filmistan,howeverwasnotdrivenby themonetaryincremenit offered.Thepay
packetl wasreceivingeverymonthat BombayTalkieswassufficient to takecareof someof themore
critical expenseshatAmmahadto managesverymonthin the housewith its growing populationof
visiting family memberdrom Peshawaandall twelveof herchildrenbesidesChachdmmerandtwo
of Aghaji® sistersand a neverendingstreamof visitors. A substantiaincreasen the earningswas
no doubtwelcome but | wasfirm in my resolvethatmy choiceof work andmy careermoveswould
not be determinecbr dictatedby monetarygainsandthe trappingsof transientsuccesslt wasa hard
decisionto takefor a youngmanon the thresholdof a successfutareer| considerit a blessingthat
| wasableto harnesghe equilibriumacquiredirom yearsof uprightbreedingto remainlevel headed
andnot be sweptawayby theillusionary glory andgrandeutthatsurroundan actorwhenhe acquires
the label of a star Therewere many producersvho had noticedme thenandhad calledme over to
talk aboutthe films they wereproposingto makewith mein the malelead.S. MukherjeeSahabwvas
awareof this developmenandherespectedany decisionto work in his ventureat Filmistan.Thefilm
wasShaheedreleasedn 1948).The subjectfired my imaginationandl felt it wasa wise decisionto
makea patrioticfilm atthatjuncturewhenwe hadall gonethroughthe experienceof witnessingthe
strugglefor freedomfrom British rule andthe sacrificesmadeby freedomfighterswho belongedo
differentreligions,castesagegroupsandsocialstrata.l wascompletelyin synchwith the charactein
Shaheedbecaus®f the socialandpolitical climateprevailingat thattime andmy own patriotic senti-
mentswereseekinganoutlet,which wastherefor theaskingin thewell-written scenesnddialogues.
Thoughthefilm wasdirectedby Rameslfaigal,it wastheinspirationwe gotfrom S. MukherjeeSa-
hab that fleshed out the performances and added momentum to the movement of the narrative

With Kamini Kaushal irShaheed1948).

I had an understandingnd facile co-actorin Kamini Kaushalwho was very attentiveto the de-
mandsof the directorand hadthe intelligenceto graspthe intrinsic sensitivity of someof the more
poignantsituationsin the script. Shewas an artistewho could performwith the requiredauthority
when needed Shewas not new to the profession having actedin ChetanAnand®NeechaNagar
(1946)earlier Moreover shewasan educategersonwith whom one could havean interestingcon-
versation Shehada noticeabldluencyin speakingenglish,which wasunusuakhosedaysfor anact-
ressandthatdelightedS. MukherjeeSahabwho generallypreferredto talk in thatlanguageln fact,
afteraday®intensework on sceneshatcalledfor seriousemoting,we formeda smallcircle for some
nicelight-heartecconversationin which occasionallyAshokBhaiyyaalsojoined.Ramesltaigalwas



a good conversationalisand he wasthe first oneto addresKamini Kaushalby herrealnameUma
(Kashyap) and all of us followed suit.

Shaheednetwith deservingsuccesst the box office. My pairing with Kamini Kaushalin that film
got anencorefrom the audiencesandFilmistanhadusteamingup in NadiyaKe Paar (releasedater
in 1948) and Shabnam(1949), which becameevenbigger successedAs far backasthe 1940s,the
gimmick of pleasingthe massaudienceby bringing togetherartisteswho were believedto sharean
attractionfor eachotherin thelife theylived outsidetheir work environmentvasascommonasit is
today The differencewasthat we conductedourselveswith dignity andwe did not makeheadlines
iIn newspaperandmagazine®r let our privatelives becomethe target of public debateandderision.
Therewere snoopyjournalistseventhen, althoughtelevisionwasyet to makeits appearancdf we
were emotionallyinvolved, therewas no public exhibition of it andthe decorumat work was con-
sciously maintained.

| wasin my twentieswhenl actedin ShaheedNadiyaKe PaarandShabnaml wasno superhuman
being.Cinemathendid not attracteducatedadiesandbeingin cinemawasna distinctionfor a girl
or awoman.Comingasl| did from afamily thathada literary bentof mind and,havinggrownupin a
housethathadsuchdistinguishedvisitorsasMaulanaAbul Kalam Azad (a scholarandcloseassociate
of MahatmaGandhiandJawaharlaNehru),SadatHasanManto (anacclaimedwriter) andMirza Ghu-
lam Ahmed(anothemotedwriter), who talkedfreely with Aghaji and,attimes,with meandAyub Sa-
hab,| preferredthe companyof colleaguesvho wereeducatedandwell informed. Stardombothered
me morethanit pleasedme and| guessl wasdrawnmore intellectually than emotionallyto Uma,
with whom| couldtalk aboutmattersandtopicsthatinterestedne outsidethe purviewof ourworking
relationship. If that was love, may be it was. | dém®w and | dort@hink it matters any more.

Yes, circumstancesalledfor usto discontinueworking togetherandit wasjust aswell because,
after a few films togethestar pairings generally tend to pall on viewers, which is bad for busines

A questionl haveoftenbeenaskeds the somewhatntrusiveonewhethernt makesa differenceto the
potencyof theemotionsdrawnfrom within oneselfin anintimatelove scenaf theactorsareemotion-
ally involvedin their reallives. My honestansweris bothyesandno. In the love scenesespecially
the scenesnvolving emotionalwarmthand physicalproximity, a certaintemperatures expectedo
be createdby the directorfrom boththe actorsandthattemperatureneednot necessarilyoe generated
by thefamiliarity betweertheartistesoutsidethework environmenbecauseasactorswe getusedto
performingsuchsceneswith the full knowledgethatwe arefeigning the emotionfor the cameraand
thereis no truth or reality in it. Onthe otherhand,it is quite possiblethatthe familiarity betweerthe
artistesdueto their emotionalinvolvementwith eachotherin reallife may give an edgeto the emo-
tional intensityandraisethetemperatur®f theactto thatelectrifyinglevel thatis not containedn the
script per se.

| havebeenaskedhis questionspecificallywith referencdo the scenes hadto do asPrinceSalim
in Mughal-e-Azanfreleasedn 1960)with Madhubal4 asSalim®belovedAnarkali andto that! will
reply as honestly as decency permits in one of the chapters to come.

To continuewith my story, it becamamperativenow for usto shift our residenceo a suburbthatwas
closerto Goregaor{in westerrBombay) wheremanyfilm studioswere(andare)situated Aghaji now


C:\Users\kunal\AppData\Local\Temp\don83A2\OEBPS\Text\..\Text\part0018.html#fnt18

visited the fruit marketonly oncea weeksincemy incomewasquite adequateo supportthe family.

He would not stopgoing to the marketfor two reasonsFirst, he would not hearof letting me be the
solebreadwinnerandwantedto contributewhateverhe could getfrom the dwindling businesgo the
running of the householdand, secondly he hadfriendswhosewarm greetingsand conversationsie
missedvhenhestayedawayfrom thebustleof themarketfor toolong. With someearnestonvincing,
Aghaji agreedo shift to Bandra(alsoin westernBombay).We took a bungalowat Pali Mala in the
midst of a cluster of dwellings owned by Goan Christian settlers.

Amma® asthmaticcondition neededregularmedicalattentionand the physiciantreatingher was
accessiblat a stone€xhrow from our newresidenceat Pali Mala. Amma nevergot over the passing
of Ayub. Shedid not weepin front of Aghaji or us but | knew shespentmany nights crying softly
into her pillow. The grief wasgnawingat her from within andit beganto tell on her health,which
wasdecliningsteadilydespitethe besttreatmenive wereprovidingfor herathomenow thatwe were
in Bandra.Shefoughtagainstthe debilitatingconditionand put on a bravefront beforemy younger
sistersandbrotherswho needederandturnedto herfor eventhesmallestrequirementsn theirlives.
It wasonly whenl wasalonewith herthat shespokesoftly aboutthe inevitability of deathandshe
would noticethe pain on my faceandswiftly changethe subject.Aghaji wasawareof Amma®trust
in me andthe factthatshesharedherthoughtsanddreamswith mein herown quietway. Oneday he
emegedfrom their room andsawme gettingreadyto go out. He beckonedo me andtold meto go
andsit by Amma®bedside OBavith her,Che saidandleft the houseto bring thedoctorfrom hishome
across the road.

From the cornerof my eyel could seehim controlling his suging emotions.| hurriedin, taking
quick strides Ammawasrelaxedbut the extremepallor on herfaceindicatedthat sheneededmme-
diatemedicalattention.l took my seatat the bedsteadraisingherheadto my chestasl| alwaysdid. |
heldhersofthandandraisedit to my lips in asilentgestureof love.| hadalumpin my throatandtears
werewelling upin my eyes.Thepremonitionwasunmistakableand,at thatpoint, all thatl prayedfor
wasthe strengthto give herthe senseof assurancandsecurityshewasseekingirom me. As always,
sheunderstoodny feelingsand,whenAghaji returnedwith thedoctor shewascomposeandbravely
trying to look well. SomehowAghaji knew that we were goingto lose her soon.He madearrange-
mentsto moveherto our housein Deolali sothatshecouldfeel betterin the unpollutedenvironment
of the hill station.At Deolali, helookedgauntandblearyeyedandhe seldomwentout of the house.
Thoughhewasnotexpressingt in words,it wasobviousthathisinnervoice wasdisturbinghim with
anxiousthoughtsandthe dreadof losing the quietcompanionfrom whom he hadderivedsolaceand
strength for years.

In afew days,on27 August1948,shewasgonefrom our midst,passingpeacefullyfrom theturmoil
of life to eternaltranquillity. | did not let my pain show concealingt from Aghaji andmy siblings
theway | did whenAyub Sahabhadpassedway All thosewho knew herandAghaji cameto offer
condolencesvhenwe returnedto Bombay The realmournerswerethe poorwho lived in the neigh-
bourhood. She never let anyone who came to our door go away empty-handed.

A regularvisitor was our dhobi@ (washermarspwife who camewith her youngson Pyarelaland
left the housewith goodiespackedor him. Pyarelallearnedheart of launderingfrom his parentsand
becamany personalaundererafter his parentsdied. He is now in his seventiesandheis servingin
our houseasthe masterdhobi taking careof my white trousersandshirtsasonly he canbesideghe
beautiful clothesSairawears.To this day, Pyarelalrememberghe halwasand othergoodiesAmma
usedto packfor him to takehomeandsharewith his youngerbrothers All this wasin additionto the
sumptuous meal she would serve to him and his mother in the kitchen.



It took me all my strengthandwill powerto suppresshe painanddeepsenseof lossl| felt andstand
up manfully beforemy brothersand sistersand give themthe implicit understandingf beingboth
motherandfatherto themsinceAghaji spokevery little andkeptmoreandmoreto himselfnow. One
daywhenwe werealoneheexpresseawish: hesaidit washiswishto belaid to restat Deolali, close
to where Amma rested.

| boughta Fiat car (sometimein the late 1940s)not so much becausd neededt but morebecause
my sistersrequireda vehicleto go out. My first drive wasto the BrabourneStadium.A cricketmatch
wasgoingon andit musthavebeenthe secondday | no longerstoodin a queueto getanadmission
ticketto watcha matchasl wasnow somewhatecognizedn public. | hadgotto know the acecrick-
eterVijay Merchant,who hadbeenintroducedto me by Dr Masani,who washimselfa greatcricket
enthusiastl askedmy driver to take me to Churchgatefrom wherel pickedup Dr Masaniandwe
reachedhe stadiumin time to be usheredo the enclosureneantfor specialinvitees,which | usedto
eyelongingly whenever took my seatin the standsat a lofty heightfrom whereone could seethe
playersby craningone®neckandinviting a crick if onewasnot prudentl foundmyselfseateeside
animpressivdooking manwearingan unbuttonedacketover his shirt. He wastalking to aleanman
seatedn hisright, tilting his broadframeto hearwhatthe leanmanwastrying to tell him on seeing
me.| took my seatandsinceboth of themsmiledat me| thoughtit fit to greetthem.Theywereob-
viously my co-religionistsbecausghey werein the MuslimsGnclosureso | said OSalaamlaikumO
(peace be upon you), and they returned my greeting warmly

After the matchstartedandprogressedhe impressivdooking manfelt he shouldspeaktio me.He
introducedhimselfasMehboobKhanandintroducedhis friend asNaushadMiyan. It wasthe begin-
ning of two enduringfriendshipsandprofessionatelationshipsn my life andcareerNaushadJiyan
(basicallyamusiccomposerhadwritten the story of whatbecamehefilm Melaandheinvited meto
meethim andthedirector S. U. Sunny thefollowing week.Both NaushadMiyan andMehboobKhan
had seershaheed

My meetingwith Naushadvliyan took placein Sunny&smalloffice wherehenarratedo mebriefly
the story of Mela. He alsotold me thatthey hadrecordedthe title songwith which they would like
to startthe shooting.It wasa bit awkwardfor meto askquestionsaboutthe detailsof the storybut |
thought it would be a risk if | did not know enough to be in a position to accept the film.

I mustmentionherethatmy work choicesrom thevery beginningwerenot governedoy theremu-
nerationl wasoffered.This wassomething learnedfrom Nitin BoseandDevikaRaniwho weremy
first andmostinfluential teachersWhile working with Nitin Boseduringthe makingof Milan (1946),
I understoodhow vital it is for anactorto getso closeto the charactethatthe thin line betweenthe
actoi® own personalityandtheimaginedpersonalityof the charactegetsruthlesslyrubbedoff for the
time whenyou areinvolvedin the shooting.To getthatcloseto the characteit is very importantto
know everything about the character and his mind and emotions.

While | wasdeeplyinvolvedwith Milan, onedayNitindaaskedmewhethen hadseriouslyreadthe
novel NaukaDubi (written in Bengaliby the Nobel LaureateRabindranatilagore).l told him that|
hadreadthetranslationgivento me and,of course the script,which wasvery detailed.We werepre-
paringto shootthescenan whichthe charactenamedRamesthastravelledall night by trainandhas
reachedvaranasinow in Uttar Pradesh)wherehe hasto immersethe mortal remainsof his mother
in the Ganga He performshis duty with a heavyheart,tired andweathetbeaterasheis boundto be
afterthe overnightjourney Nitinda askedmeif | hadgivensuficient thoughtto the stateof Ramesh
mind andhis feelingsduring the journeyby train sitting up all night holding the urn securelyso that
thelastremainsfrom it did not spill out. Nitinda alsoaskedmeto think overthe scenejmaginingthe



disturbedstateof Ramestginind ashe satlooking atthe urn andrememberindnis motherwho usedto

talk to him affectionatelyandservehim food andwakehim up in the morningswith a cup of hottea.
He finally askedme: ODornt@ou think Ramestwould havethoughtto himself, this is my motherwho

hasbeenreducedo ashesmy motherwho hadsuchsoft handsandsuchgentleeyes?®told Nitinda
frankly thatl hadnot thoughtso deeplybecausesuchdepthwasnotin the script. Nitinda of course
understoodut he gaveme a valuablelessonthathasstoodmein goodstead He mademe write four

to five pagesexpressingny feelingsasRameshduringthe journey | satup half the night andwrote
andrewroteuntil | wasovercomeby sleep.The next day the scenewasto be shotat a locationin

Ghodbundem Bombay Whenthe camerastartedto roll | wasinto the sceneemotionallyandthe ex-

perience was satisfying for me and Nitinda.

Thatwashow Nitinda groomedme. He explainedthata goodscriptalwayshelpedanactorto per-
form effectively but therewereareasbeyondwhatwasgivento him in the scriptthatwerewaiting to
be exploredby onewho wishedto rise abovethe givenareasn his performanceWhenRabindranath
Tagorewrote NaukaDubi, hewould neverhavethoughtthatthefine literary work would becomethe
baseof a featurefilm. Soit wasentirely up to the script writer to take the work to anotherlevel as
a visual experiencewith the charactercomingalive andliving throughall the experiencesarrated
in the book. OTherés no stoppingyou if you asan actorfelt emboldenedo discovernichesin the
characte® emotionalmake-upthatyou would like to bring to thefore evenif theyarenottherein the
script,® he advised me.

He agreedhatit wasnot easyfor anactorto rise abovethe script, but it wasnotimpossibleeither
if the collaboration among the writexctor and director worked well.

What Devika Rani hadtold me wasalsoa lessonl havebornein mind and appliedto my work
sometimesgo the surpriseof my directors.Shehad pointedout that a director may be satisfiedwith
the shotan actorhadgiven but it is for the actorto discernfor himself whetherhe hadreally given
his best.Theactor shetold me,waswithin his rightsto requesfor anothertakeif hefelt hecoulddo
better

I havenot only borneall this in mind wheremy own work is concernedut alsorespectedny co-
actors@ishesif theywantedanothertakewhenit seemedine for thedirectorto canthe shot.Devika
Ranihadadvisedme andall the actorssheemployedat BombayTalkiesthatit wasimportantto re-
hearsdill alevel of competencéo performwasachievedIn theearlyyears,it wasanecessityfor me
to rehearsebut, evenin thelateryears heradvicestayedwith mewhenl hadto matcha benchmark
hadmentallysetfor myself.In fact, | amawarethatl amknownfor the numberof rehearsal$ do for
even what seems to be a simple scene.

With Namis and Ashok Kumar iDeedar(1951).



Let me give an example.Therewas a situationin Nitin Bose®Deedar(1951),in which Ashok
Bhaiyyaand! hadlinesto deliverandthe cuefor his lines hadto be takenfrom my lines.In ourre-
hearsalsve had mutually decidedthat the word Gnulayanfmeaningsoft) in my dialoguewould be
his cueto speakandturn his facetowardsme. Beinga BombayTalkiesman,Ashok Bhaiyyahadas
muchof afetishfor rehearsalasl hadandsowe hadalreadyhadalmosteightto tenrehearsalsThe
directortold usto bereadyfor thetakeandhe calledfor action.Whenl spokemy dialogue,quitein-
advertently| replacedhe word Gnulayan®with @GarmO(alsomeaningsoft) and Ashok Bhaiyyawas
thrown off track.| don®know whatwentwrongwith me thatday. The directorcalled: OCUTGxnd|
neednot tell you whatfollowed. Thoughnot oneto losehis temper Ashok Bhaiyyagaveme a piece
of his mind and said grilj: OOK, now we will stick tor@rm0.0
*The film was releasedwhen the political atmospherevas in turmoil, in the wake of Mahatma
Gandhiéxall for civil disobedienceSikandarstirredup patriotic feelingsandnationalistsentiments.
The screening of the movie was forbidden in some British Indian Army cantonments.
*Madhubala was born as Mumtaz Jehan Begum Dehlavi on 14 February 1933.
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12
REEL LIFE VERSUS REAL LIFE

K. Asifwasseriouslytrying to mendthesituationfor her[Madhubala] whenmattersbeganto sour
betweerus, thanksto her fatherOattemptto makethe proposednarriagea businessenture. The
outcomewasthat half way throughthe productionof Mughal-e-Azamwe werenot eventalking
to eachother.Theclassicscenewith thefeathercomingbetweerour lips, whichseta million ima-
ginations on fire, was shot when we had completely stopped even greeting each other.

GETTING BACK TO MELA (RELEASEDIN 1948),I REMEMBER driving to FilmistanStudioswith S.U. Sunny
discussinghe story on theway. Whenwe reachedhe studioandwalkedon to the stage thetitle song
wasbeingplayed.Thedescriptionl gotfrom the directorof the proposedicturizationwasabsolutely
flat. | suggested¢hangesn the situationandthe picturization,which wereappreciatedy the director
and Naushad Miyan, the music composer
Thestorylineof Melawasa sketchyoneand,havinghadthegoodfortuneof gettinginvolvedin stim-

ulating discussionsvith suchthought-provokingwriters asBhagwaticharatverma,NarendraSharma,
GyanMukherjeeandNabenduGhosh,| wasableto sensehe absencef meatin it for the actorsand
| felt it hadto be broughtto the directoi@ attentionat the very outset.He agreedwith me, which was
very goodnot only for me but for the otherartistesaswell. We had somehealthybrainstormingses-
sions,which helpedusto adddepthandintensityto the story besidedogic. We alsomanagedo give
the characters more emotional sensitivity and depth.

In Mela (1948).

Melastill evokessomewonderfulmemoriesof thepastthatl mustshare Firstof all, it wasthefirst film

Aghaji watchedin a cinemahousebecauséNaushadViiyan persuadediim to view it. He musthave
gonefor a matineeshowwith Chachadmmerandoneof his friends.He wasseatedn the front room
of our new housein Pali Mala whenl returneda little early thatday becausd hadto get somenew
medicineghe doctorhadprescribedor my motherandsomehowgetherto gulp downthe mixtureshe
disliked.| greetedchim asl alwaysdid andhe askedmeto sit nextto him. ChachaJmmerwasalready
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seatedhearhim andhehada mischievousmileplayingroundhislips. Sol wonderedvhatwasgoing
on. Then,Chachammercameoutwith it. He disclosedheyhadgoneto a cinemahouseandwatched
Mela andit wasarevelationthatso manypeoplehadactuallyboughtadmissiorticketsandhadfilled
the hall. He elaboratedhatit wasa very enjoyableexperienceandit wasincrediblethat| wasright
thereon the screerbehavingandtalking very differentlyandwonderedvhatevermadhappenedo all
the shynesandthereluctancd hadshowngenerallywhenit cameto makingfree conversatiorwith
the oppositesex.He now waitedfor Aghaji to takeup the conversationAghaji lookedat me andhis
expressiveeyesshowechis concernfor somethinghatwasgoingonin his mind. He thensaid: OLook
if you really wantto marrythatgirl, | cantalk to her parentsJusttell me who sheis. You don®have
to be so unhapp®

Fora moment,| failed to fathomwhatwasbeingspokenby both of them.Thenit dawnedon me
thattheywerespeakingaboutNargis* theheroinein Mela, carriedawayastheywereby thestoryand
the performancesl could clearly seetheir inability, asfirst-time viewersof a featurefilm, to accept
andenjoyit all asmake-believel couldnothelplaughingto myselfbut!l knewit wasanimpression
hadto correctimmediatelylest Aghaji andChachammertakestepsto find Nargisandputmein an
embarrassing situation.

Secondlythepicturewasmemorabldor theenduringfriendshipthatbegarbetweemmeandNaush-
ad Miyan and betweenme and Nargis. With Namis it was a no-holds-barredriendship.It was as
thoughwe wereof thesamegendebecausshewasnotatall hesitanto join themenfolkin theirtalks
andwasnot oneto be shockedf a bawdyremarkwasmadein front of her Her mother JaddarBai,
hadbecomefriendly with Ammaandmy eldersisterdueto herfrequentvisits to our homeandlater
Aghaji cameto know Nargis wasanactressvho feignedemotionswhile actingwith meandtherewas
nothing but a healthy friendship between us.

Nargis wasno doubta very capableactressvho wasgettingbetterwith everyfilm. | couldseethat
shehadimprovedvastlywhenwe werecastin MehboobKhan®Andaz(1949).It wasa delightful ex-
periencedoing Andazbecausdraj Kapoorwastherein the film andit waslike the timeswe spentat
KhalsaCollegewhenwe playedsoccer He usedto standred facedin the blazingsunlight,shouting
and yelling in Punjabi when | scored a goal for my team.

With Namgis and Raj Kapoor iAndaz(1949).

RajandNais shareda chemistrythatmadea goodequatiorfor their scenesogetherWith Namis,
in front of thecamera) sharedadifferentequationandl felt all throughthe makingof Andazthatshe
wasthereandyet nottherewhenwe emotedsceneshathadto havea certaintemperaturéto usemy
own coinage to describe the intensity that holds an emotional scene between two artistes.
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For instance Ashok BhaiyyaandNalini Jaywantwereableto build thattemperaturgossiblydue
to their knowing eachotherwell. Nargis andRaj could bring up the feelingsdemandeaf themand,
consequentlytheydid their scenesvith easel wasableto attainthateasewith Madhubalan Tarana
(1951),which hasremainedfor manyreasonspneof the films | would countamongthe memorable
onesl havedonein the earlyyearsof my career Shewasa vivaciousartisteandwassoinstantaneous
in herresponsethatthescenevecameiveting evenwhentheywerebeingfilmed. Thescenesvould
moveat a brisk speedvhenwe rehearsed few timesandwhenwe wentfor thefinal take.And that
wasbecauseshewasan artistewho could keeppaceandmeetthelevel of involvementdemandedby
the script.

| felt instantaneouslgomfortablewith MehboobSahab.There are somepeoplewith whom one
startsfeelingrelaxedandsecureasthoughonehasknownthemfor ages With MehboobSahalit was
thatkind of comfortfrom day one.He gavemethe freedomto talk to him aboutthe way | wantedto
performa sceneandhe let me showhim how | intendedto do it beforehe told me how he hadvisu-
alizedit. He liked healthydebatesindbelievedthatit wasthe endresultthatmatterecandthetrivial
question of whose idea it was had no relevance in team work.

We heldour meetingsn MehboobSahat€houseor at NaushadMiyan@residenceandit wasin one
suchmeeting(l think in the early 1950s)that| disclosedmy intentionof switchingoverto comedy
sincel hadbeenclinically advisedto do soby oneDr W. D. Nicholswho hadbeenintroducedio me
by DameMargret Rutherfordand Dame Sybil Thorndikewith whom I hadlong discussionsvhen|
had met them through a drama coach in London.

With Madhubala infarana(1951).

Dr Nicholswaskind enoughto spenda goodonehourwith mewhenl calledon him. | sharedny
fearswith theeminentpsychiatriseandhe assuagede sayingit wasnota causeor worry sincemany
of his celebrity patientsfrom the acting professionhad cometo him with the samefearsandhe had
told themwhathe wasgoingto tell me.He suggestea@ quick changeof the genreof films | wasdo-
ing. He explainedto me that mostactorswho repeatedlyworkedin the samegenreof films foundit
difficult to overcomethe dichotomythat confrontedthem betweenthe two lives they were leading.
Theunrealsometimespr rathermosttimes,becamesooverpoweringhattherealcalledfor protection
from cavingin andgettingsubmeged.| hadbeenplaying charactersvho wereill-fated anda morbid
outlook hadseizedme asa resultof my extremeinvolvementandmy living the charactebeyondthe
working hours.

Dr Nicholssaidhewascertainthatl took my work homein my subconsciouandturnedthespoken
lines andthe scenesover andoverin my mind in my bid to review the work | had doneduring the
day | wasnaturallyappalledby his accuracyin diagnosingmy condition.He addedwith utmostser-
iousnessOMydearyoungman,you arenot alonein this crisis. It is a similar conditionthata student



who gearshimselffor excellenceandtop rankinggoesthrough.The only way out is to go for variety
in your work. Spend more time in leisure that you enjoy or with friends you feel happy to be wit
| understoodvhathe meant.Indeed,| hadgot soinvolvedin thework | wasdoingthat! hadunin-
tentionallydistancednyselffrom my brothersandsisters seeinghemonly for ashorttime onreturn-
ing home every night and | had almost stopped playing football and cricket with my friends.

It is notasif | did not realizethatwhateverl wasdoingin the films wasunrealanddiametrically
oppositeto my reallife andmy realself. But the situationwassuchthatpeoplecameandtalkedabout
someof thetragic scened haddoneconvincinglyor abouta film thathadattractedthemto view it
repeatedhbecausa deathscenan it wasbeautifully performedandthatmademethink aboutit even
if I didn®wantto. It wasgoodto hearthe complimentsespeciallyat a stagewhenonewasin the
procesf evolvingasanactorbut the impactwasoverwhelmingto saytheleast.| wasbarelyin my
twentiesandl wasdoingtragedy Renownedragediansn Westerncinemalike Sir JohnGielgud,for
examplehadneverdonetragedyat suchanearlyimpressionablage.Theywerein their thirtieswhen
they played tragic roles.

| spokeat lengthandl remembeiboth MehboobSahaband NaushadSahabjust staredat me. They

wereunableto graspmy dilemmaandmy needto geta comfortingapprovalfrom them.Theythought
| wascrazyto go andseekadvicefrom psychiatristanddramacoachesn England.Theynamedother

actorswho weresticking to the samegenreandhadno problemswhatsoeverl wenthomesomewhat
distraught.

Thenextdayl wentoverto meetS. MukherjeeSahakandl told him | hadseerna Tamil film,* which
a producerfrom Madras(now Chennai)had arrangedor me to see.The producerSriramuluNaidu
wantedto makeit in Hindi andit meanta completechangeof screerimageif | choseto doit. K. Asif
(thedirectorof the 1960Mughal-e-Azamalsohappenedo be presentvhenl wastalking to Mukher-
jee Sahatand,smiling provocatively he said:&arke dikhaiyeQ(Let@ seeyou doiit.) Asif@ look was
like agauntlethrowndownfor me.MukherjeeSahalhadno secondhoughtsaboutthedecisionl was
waiting to take.He said:OG@headanddo it. An actor® businesss actingandit shouldnot matterto
him whether he is doing tragedy or comedihat counts is the act®rability and enterprise.O

| returnedhomewith afeelingof confidencel knewthatcomedyrequireda broadbaseandanex-
ceptionalsenseof timing, which wasa carefully honedskill morethana gift or flair. Initially, my fear
waswhetherl possessethatskill. Now it wasa challengea necessitythat cried out for somedaring
on my part.

Azaad(releasedn 1955),in manyways,wasthefirst film thatgavemethe much-neededonfiden-
ceto forge aheadwith a feeling of emancipatiorandsenseof achievementl wasin Mahabaleshwar
(ahill stationin Maharashtrapnthe openingday, deliberatelystayingawayfrom homeandfriendsin
Bombay
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In Azaad(1955).

| waswokenupby V. V. PurieSahab atmidnightandhewascalling from Delhi to tell methegreat
newsthatthefilm wasa hit. We keptcongratulatingeachothertill we hungup out of a sheemeedto
get some sound sleep.

The delirious caller to wake me up early next morning was SriramuluNaidu and | felt everso
happyfor him becausée hadsuchconfidencan methathe gaveme absoluteéreedomto incorporate
whateverideasoccurredto me to makethe scriptandscreenplayentertaininglt wasalsoa pleasant
experiencevorking with MeenaKumari** for whomthefilm offeredawelcomeswitchoverto light-
heartedactingfrom the seriousactingshecameto be knownfor with Baiju Bawra (1952)andParin-
eeta(1953).Shewasa sprightly personwho got alongvery well with everymemberof the unit and
enjoyedtakinglessongan Tamil from Naiduwho wasforeveron a Tamil instructionspreeduring the
indoor shooting we did in Coimbatore and Madras.

Naiduandl hit it off quite unexpectedlyfrom the very first day of shooting.He wasso happyabout
thestartof theproductionthatheinsistedon hostingalunchatahousein Madraswhichbelongedo a
wealthyChettiar(a businesgsommunity),to introducemeto all thefamouspeopleheknewwell in the
southerrfilm industry Thelunchwaslaid outfor all theinviteeson banandeavesasis customaryin
the Southon festiveoccasionslt wasthefirst time | wasbeingtreatedto a typical Southindianmeal
servedin four courseswith threedifferentdessert€omingone after the otherasthe climax. After a
whole seriesof vegetablesvereservedon theleafin anorderthatseemedixed andunchangeableg
moundof rice wasservedin the middle of the leaf and sambhar(a kind of broth) wasaddedto it. |
wasseatednextto a gentlemanwvho hada beatific smile on his faceandtook it uponhimselfto tell
mein detailwhateachof thevegetablalisheswvascalledin Tamil andhow | shouldproceedrom one
dishto theotherto gettheright combinationsl did exactlyasheinstructed notwantingto disappoint
him andthe host,Naidu, who wasseatedppositeme andengagedn ananimatedconversatiorwith
someone he seemed to know well.

All waswell till the rasam which resembles waterysoup,camein aladle andthe manwho was
servingstoodanxiouslyby my side,directinga curioussmile at me.| wasat a lossand completely
takenby surprisel hadseenmy friend seatechextto metakethe rasamin his cuppedpalmeverso
casually and slurp it down with relish. | was certain | couldrédage that!

As the man stoodwaiting for me to cup my palm andtakea ladle full of the temptingliquid, an
iIdeacrossedmny mind. | madea smallwell in the rice mound,madea damaroundit for safetyand
to arrestits flow, andaskedhim to pourit there.He obligedwith a knowing smile,which | returned.
| waspleasedwith myselffor havingartfully got out of a tricky situationandhastenedo finish the
meal. The real test, howeyevas yet to come.

After the heartymeal,we retiredto a drawingroomwherelarge sofaswaitedfor the inviteesto be
seatedasrelaxingly asdecencypermits.Therewasa lot of chatterin Tamil and Teluguand| could
gatherthatthey wereall thinking aloud aboutNaidu®madnesso makethe film in Hindi andcourt
failure. Naidu hada soleally in L. V. Prasada well-known producerdirector from the South)who
kept on speakingencouraginglyand shakinghis hand.All the inviteeswere polite and nice to me,
though.

The climax of the afternooncamewhena large silver bowl arrivedon a platewith a semi-thickli-
quidin it. The valetwho broughtthe bowl into the drawingroomwentfrom oneinviteeto the other
and| watchedeachof themtakea scoopandrub it all overthe belly, lifting up their shirtsandthen
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coverthe smearedpastewith the shirt backin its placeasif therewasnothingon the belly. | could
distinctly get the fragrance of sandalwood, so | knew it was nothing but sandalwood paste.

| did not askany questionsvhenthe bowl cameto me.| took a scoopandsmearedt on my hairy
belly anddecidedo forgetaboutit. But sureenoughjt wasn@easyfor meto forgetaboutit. The paste
beganto dry up andthe hair on my belly wasbeginningto gettautandit wasbecomingpainful for
me.| couldfeel a hundredpinprickson my belly andthe discomfortwasdistracting.What doesone
do in sucha periloussituation?l excusedmyselfandheadedstraightfor the washrooml boltedthe
door andremovedmy shirt andbanian (vest).l soakedthe banianin runningwaterfrom the wash
basinandwipedoutthedriedpastewith it. Thefeel of cold watergavemeagreatrelief. | sawanopen
window at therearendof the large washroonoverlookinga gardenl flung the banianout, wore my
shirtandreturnedriumphantlyto thedrawingroom.No onethereapparentlynoticedmy absenceand
no onecameto know aboutthe Chaplinesquepisode The gardenercertainlywould havewondered
the nextday aboutthe bundledbanianhe would havefound beneathoneof the bushesandhewould
have dismissed it as somematschief.

| did not feel the needto tell Naidu aboutthe episodel tried to avoid formal lunchesanddinners
afterthatandNaiduimaginedit wasthelanguageroblemperhapghatdeterredmefrom participating
in suchsocialactivities.In truth, it wasquitethecontrary | discoveredlatentflair in meto assimilate
both Tamil and Teluguasspeedilyas| hadlearnedBengalifrom Ashok BhaiyyaandS. Mukherjee
SahabBesidesall the wonderfulpeoplel cameto know in southerncinemacapitalwere capableof
speakingenglishwith adequatdéluency We will gointo thattopic whenl takeyou throughmy south-
ern experiences.

If | presentednyselfwith my first car after the succes®f Shabnam(1949), Azaadd successwhich
gavemeatruesensef achievementnademethink abouthavingmy ownresidencen thecity, which
wascarvinga very specialplacein my heartasmy homelandgventranscendingny sentimentaht-
tachment to my birth place, Peshawarthe North Vést Frontier

It hadbeenmy earnesdesireto give Ammathe securityandcomfortof beingin a housethatshe
could call herown whenshewasalive. Her healthhadbeenfailing andshehadto willy-nilly let go
of the managemenof the householdwhich SakinaAapatook over happily. As alreadymentioned,
in temperamenandattitudeSakinaAapawasmorelike my Dadi (paternalgrandmotherivhoseHit-
lerian authority pervadedhe houseadministrationin Peshawarl hadno doubtthat my eldersiste®
high-handednessaswhat psychologistsall Olearnetiehaviou But thenthe logical questionwas:
Why did shenot learnfrom Amma®gentleandkind behavioura guesssomequestionsarebestleft
unanswered.

Memoriesare hardto erasefrom the mind. Often,when| wasalonein my room| recalledhow on
mostevenings) returnedto my houseafter a day®exactingwork to find Ammastrugglingwith her
asthmaticcoughandfeigningto be well. ShehadbeenextremelyconcernecaboutAyub Sahat€le-
terioratinghealthcondition.Ayub Sahabsheknew wasthe closesto meamongmy brothersSoshe
had neverfailed to ask me curiousquestionsaboutAyub Sahat€lung functioning, which hadbeen
impaired since he fell from a horse. | was aware how much she missed him when he passed a
I could not forgethow Amma usedto look up at me when| would tiptoe to her room after| had
bathedandchangedShewould beckonto mewith herbeautifuleyesandl would takemy usualplace
atthebedsteadothatshecouldrestherheadon my chestwhile | talkedsoothinglyto her Whenshe
would be fatiguedwith the effort of breathing,| helpedherto breatheeffortlesslyby giving support



to herribs, pressingwith handsupportthenletting go. Sometimesywhenshewantedto getup andsit

on a chairin the room, | just carriedherin my arms,amidstprotestsand gentlelaughterfrom her,

andplacedherin the chair Aghaiji, in jestandto makelight the atmospherevould say: @tna shaugq
hai meri biwi ko uthakar ghoomanea, to apni biwi lao!O(If you aresofond of lifting my wife and
going around with hethen find your own wife!)

My eldestbrother Noor Sahabwasforeverin the companyof his friends. My youngerbrothers
werebusywith their studiesand so were my youngersisters They had SakinaAapa®watchful eye
overthemandthey hadbeenso disciplinedby herthatif they wantedsomethingthey darednot ap-
proachmedirectly asit annoyedAapawho hadmadeherselfthe soleauthorityin thehouse My aunts
too fearedherandmadeuncomplimentaryemarksbehindherback.The onepersorwho did nottreat
herwith awewasChachaJmmer He madeall sortsof harmlessandjolly remarksaboutthe heroines
| workedwith, muchto Aapa®irritation. Every time he mischievouslysuggestednatrimonyfor me
with oneof theladiesl teamedwith, sheeitherpolitely askedhim to go andfind himselfsomethingo
do or shestormedout of theroomindignantly | sensedhatshedisapproveaf mostof theactresses
wasworking with, thoughshewasvery civil andcordialwhentheyvisitedourhome.l felt thatshegot
alongwell with Nargis whosemother JaddarBai, wasvery fond of me andaffectionatelyaddressed
me as Prince.It amusedne when Aapaaskedme one eveningwhetherl knew what was going on
betweerRajandNamis.| told herthatsheshouldaskRajwho usedto dropin unexpectedlyandmake
his presencédelt in our quiet houseby talking to everyoneanddemandinghe aromaticmilklesstea
that Aapa made specially for him.

It wasnotin my natureto intrudeinto anyone€personalife. | remembehavinglunchwith Askok
BhaiyyaandNalini Jaywantoneafternoonin FilmistanStudiowheretheywerealsoshootingon an-
otherfloor. After we finishedeating,Ashok Bhaiyyaheadedor thewashroonto washhis handsand
Naliniji followed him. Quite unsuspectinglyl followed too because hadto quickly getbackto work
afterwashingmy hands.In a moment,| realizedhow foolish | wasto havefollowed themlike that.
| shouldhaveknown betteror at leasthavetried to makesomesoundto alertthem.However | nev-
er took the liberty to makeany referenceto thatembarrassmenih any of our conversationshough
| knew Ashok Bhaiyya, beingthe carefreemanhe was,would not havetakenit amissandhe would
probably have laughed itfof

Thegossippressgevenin thoseyearswasquick to smellanyemotionalinvolvementbetweeractors
andthe leadingladiesthey workedwith andsplashexaggerate@ndimaginarynewsin the columns
of their publications.The spotlightthen,asit is now, wasalwayson the successfuactorswho hada
following andwhoseprivate lives interestedheir readersinitially, | wasannoyedby this invasion,
whichwasvery unbecomingattimes.| felt it wasnot fair to theladiesandit would cause&themneed-
less worry about their public image getting tarnished.

| spenttime with someof the leadingwriters of gossipto impressuponthemtherole they should
play ascinemajournalists.| tried to explainto themthatactorswerelike any otherprofessionalsvho
did ajob from nineto five or two to tenor whatevetthe schedulevas.Theonly differencewvasthatwe
enteredan unrealworld asunrealpeopleeveryday whenwe got downto work unlike otherworking
menandwomenwho remainedhemselvesindexpressedealemotiondn theirinteractionswith their
colleaguesln ourworld of mimic laughterandtears,asactorsemotingintensefeelingsfor eachother
in closephysicalproximity, we sometimedost consciousnessf the slenderline separatinghe real
and unreal.

Did it happerwith me?Wasl in love with Madhubalaasthe newspaperandmagazineseported
atthattime?As ananswerto this oft-repeatedjuestionstraightfrom the horse€mouth,| mustadmit
thatl wasattractedo herbothasafine co-starandasa persorwho hadsomeof the attributed hoped
to find in awomanatthatageandtime. We hadviewersadmiringour pairingin Taranaandourwork-
ing relationshipwaswarmandcordial. She,as| saidearlie; wasvery sprightlyandvivaciousand,as



such,shecould draw me out of my shynessandreticenceeffortlessly Shefilled a void thatwascry-
ing out to befilled Bnot by anintellectuallysharpwomanbut a spiritedwomanwhoselivelinessand
charm were the ideal panacea for the wound that was taking its own time to heal.

With Madhubala irMughal-e-Azan§1960).

Theannouncementf our pairingin Mughal-e-Azanmadesensationahewsin the early 1950sbe-
causeof the rumoursaboutour emotionalinvolvement.In fact, K. Asif (the film& director)wasec-
staticwith the wide publicity andtradeenquirieshe got from the announcementt wasnot anticip-
atedor plannedthatit would bein productionfor suchalong periodasit wasandAsif wasawareof
Madhu®feelingsfor me becauseshehadconfidedin him during oneof their intimatetalks. And, he
wasequallyawareof my natureasa manwhomadeno hastein takingcritical personabr professional
decisionsAs washis wont, hetook it uponhimselfto actasthe catalystandwentto the extentof en-
couragingherin vainto pin medownsomehowHe wenton to adviseherthatthe bestway to drawa
commitmentirom anhonourableandprincipledPathanproughtup on old-world values wasto draw
him into physical intimacy

In retrospect] feel he did whatany selfishdirectorwould havedonefor his own gain of creating
riveting screenchemistrybetweenactorswho areknownto be emotionallyinvolved. Also, | sensed
Asif wasseriouslytrying to mendthe situationfor herwhenmattersbegarto sourbetweerus,thanks
to herfathei® attemptto makethe proposednarriagea businessenture. The outcomewasthat half
way throughthe productionof Mughal-e-Azamwe were not eventalking to eachother The classic
scenewith the feathercoming betweenour lips, which seta million imaginationson fire, was shot
whenwe had completelystoppedevengreetingeachother It should,in all fairness,go downin the
annalsof film historyasatributeto theartistry of two professionallycommittedactorswho keptaside
personaldifferencesandfulfilled the director® vision of a sensitive arrestingand sensuousscreen
moment to perfection.

Asif andl weretemperamentallandintellectuallypolesapart.Thoughasfriendswe sharedanin-
formality in our interactionshe knew he wasnotwelcometo sharemy thoughtsunlessl invited him.
Frankly, I hadmoreconcernsccupyingmy thoughtsthanthelove scenesn thefilm. | hadvery little
textualreferenceo studythe personatcharacteristicef PrinceSalim.It wasimperativefor meto es-
tablisha mentalbondwith the characteandl knewfrom the momentl agreedo play therole thatit
was going to be a lone journey of research and discovery from whatever material was availabl



Interestingly Asif hadwantedme to play PrinceSalimin a projecthe had startedway backwhenl
wasworking in NadiyaKe Paar (1948).He hadinvited me overto his houseandintroducedme to
his wife, the Kathakdanseus&itaraDevi, with whomaninstantrapportdevelopedswe talkedabout
classicaHindustanimusicanddanceforms. As our conversatiomprogressea@ndshehadservedustea
andsnacks SitaraBhabhihesitatinglyaskedme if shecould call me Bhaijaan(brother)asshefelt a
sisterly afection for me and she had only one brother and had room in her heart for one more.

Asif remainedquietandobservanthile SitaraBhabhitalkedseamlesslyboutdance music,films,
weathey food, servantsand what haveyou. Finally, Asif got a chanceto getin a word. He said he
liked everythingaboutme but hefelt | wasrathertoo youngto play PrinceSalimat thatjuncture.He
remarked O¥u havethe royal bearingof a princebut | wantanolderlook.Q told him he wasright.
Ratherprophetically he thendeclaredthatin the future he would makea film relatingthe love story
of SalimandAnarkali on a scalethatwould inspireaweandhewould castme asthe romanticprince.
| wassomewhatmusedy his overweeningensef supremeconfidencebut | hadenoughsensenot
to revealmy amusementde announcedhefilm shortlywith Sapru;ji(D. K. Sapruwho laterbecame
a character actor) in the lead but due to financial curbs he could not go beyond a few reels.

Sowhenhe approachedne yearslater with the proposalof Mughal-e-Azamit waslike a dream
cometruefor him. | hadby thenmovedup theechelon®f stardomandour friendshipandmy fraternal
ties with SitaraDevi had continueduninterrupteddespitethere being no talk of work betweenus.
Then,oneday, he cameto meetme with a twinkle in his eyesand, after the usualpleasantrieshe
beganto recall our first meetingandhe remindedme of the promisehe hadmadeto himselfto film
thestoryof AnarkaliandPrinceSalimon a scaleof grandeuiandopulencehatwould inspireaweand
| would play the prince.l rememberedhe episodevividly andcouldn©helpmarvellingatthewaysof
Destiny

| workedon Salim@®personalityby fine-tuningmy instinctsappropriatelyto createa screerpersona
who closely matchedthe descriptiond readin somefine books! got hold of in the AnjumanIslam
schoollibrary. I couldalwaysdependon my friend MohammadJmarMukri (a short-staturedharac-
teractor)to helpmeouton suchoccasionsHe rummagedhroughbookshopsandgot mewhateveihe
couldlay his handson. To cut the story short,| think | moreor lesssucceedeh approximatingmy
get-upandscreerpersonaf PrinceSalimto the picturel hadformedin my mind.| knewatthevery
startof the projectthatl wasnotgoingto getmuchhelpfrom Asif. He hadnumerousoncerngo deal
with asthe directorandin his typical mannethe laughedawaymy worriessaying:OJusbe yourself.
You are Prince dusuf.O
*Nargis was born as Fatima Rashid on 1 June 1929.
*The film wasMalaikallan (1954), featuring M. G. Ramachandran (MGR) as the hero.
*V. V. Purie, then a film financiewas the father of Aroon Purie lofdia Todayfame.
** Meena Kumari was born as Mahjabeen Bano on 1 August 1932.
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13
MADHUBALA

| did feelsorry for Madhuandwishedshehadthe will to protecther interestsat leaston the pro-
fessionalfront without thoughtlesslypowingto her fatherOsvishesall the time. Suchsubmission
had an adverse impact not only on her professional reputation but also on her health needle:s

MADHUBALA WAS NO DOUBT THE RIGHT CHOICEFORTHE ROLE Of Anarkali. Shegraspedhe essencef the
characteiin no time with her agile intelligence.Yes,therewastalk of our marriagewhile the shoot-
ing of Mughal-e-Azanwasin progressn the 1950s.Contraryto popularnotions,her father Ataullah
Khan,wasnot opposedo hermarryingme. He hadhis own productioncompanyandhe wasonly too

gladto havetwo starsunderthe sameroof. Had | not seenthe whole businesgrom my own point of

view, it would havebeenjust whathe wanted thatis, Dilip KumarandMadhubalaholdinghandsand
singingduetsin his productiondill theendof our careersWhenl learnedabouthis plansfrom Madhu,
| explainedto both of themthat! hadmy own way of functioningandselectingprojectsand| would

not showany laxity evenif it weremy own productionhouselt musthavetilted the applecartfor him

andhesuccessfullyconvincedMladhuthatl wasbeingrudeandpresumptuoud.told herin all sincerity
andhonestythat| did not meanany offenceandit wasin herinterestandmine asartistesto keepour
professionabptionsawayfrom any personakonsiderationsShewasnaturallyinclined to agreewith

herfatherandshepersistedn trying to convincemethatit would all be sortedout oncewe married.My

instincts,however predicteda situationin which | would be trappedandall the hardwork anddedica-
tion | hadinvestedn my careewould be blown awayby a haplessurrendeto someonelseédictates
andstrategiesl hadmanyupfrontdiscussionsvith herfatherandshe,not surprisingly remainecheut-
ral andunmovedby my dilemma.The scenariovasnot very pleasanandit washeadinginevitablyto

adeadend.In thecircumstanceghereforejt seemedestthatwe did not decideto marryor evengive

eachothera chanceto rethink becausemy resolveby thenhad becomestrongly againsta union that
would not be good for either of us.

With Madhubala in a romantic scene frdghal-e-Azan{1960).
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| wastruly relievedwhenwe partedbecause hadalsobegunto getaninkling thatit wasall very

well to beworking togetherasartistesbut in marriageit is importantfor awomanto bereadyto give

morethanreceive.l hadgrown up seeingAmma@steadfastievotionto the family andher flawless
charactemsa woman.l wasnow increasinglyseizedwith the feeling that! wasletting myselfinto a

relationshipmoreonthereboundhanout of agenuineneedfor apermanencompanionWhat®more,
| did not wantto sharea lifetime with someonavhosepriorities were differentfrom mine. Besides,
shecertainlywould havebeendrawnto othercolleaguesn the professionasl foundout, andtheyto

herbut thatwasn@an issuebecausé wasmyselfsurfacingfrom anemotionalupheavaht that point

of time.

Thepartingof waysdid notaffect measwasconcoctedy writersin themedia.Journalistsverenotas
rashastheyarenow buttheywerejustasunmindful of factualaccuracywhentheywroteaboutactors.
Someof themwrote Oauthoritativelyi® their gossipmagazinesindattributedmy choosingto remain
abachelorall my life to theassumedheartbrealof not marryingMadhubalaThe storyhadsentiment-
al appealfor readersNobodybotheredo checkout the factsand,at that point of time, | wasfar too
absorbedn my work andmy family responsibilitiedo give clarifications.Let me statecategorically
thatl choseto remaina bachelorbecausd hadyoungsistersto be marriedoff andfor me the taking
care of, and ensuring the happiness of, my brothers and sisters were paramount.

The absoluteruth is thatl hadmentallystayedall thoughtsof sharingmy spacewith a spousebe-
causd hadtakenontheresponsibilityof settlingmy sistersandbrothers As mentioneckarliet Amma
wasailing with an acuterespiratorydisorderand Aghaji wastrying hardto hide the debilitatingim-
pactof advancingagefrom all of us.He wasnot oneto askfor a helpinghandto rise from a chairor
descendh steepstaircaseHe wasdressedndreadyeverymorningto visit his fruit shop.The prema-
ture deathof Ayub Sahabhaddealtan emotionalblow, from which my parentscould only pretendto
recover Anotherwidespreadctanardwasthat the break-upbetweenMadhuand me causedhe heart
conditionthatfinally claimedherlife. The heartconditionthatwasdiagnosedvascongenitain her. It
wasunfortunatethat shebeganto succumhto the conditionandhadto discontinuethe commitments
shehad madeto producersUnfortunately medicalfacilities thenwere not asadvancedasthey are
now in the area of cardiology

| hadbecomea starby the early 1950sand Aghaji wasreconciledto the truth that whateverhe had
wishedfor mein all his prayershadbeengrantedby Allah. Theinitial unhappinesandhurt pridethat
he experiencedvhenhe cameto know thatthe sonon whom he had pinnedhopesof achievements
asa high-rankingbureaucrabr statesmarnad becomean entertainehad given way to gratefuland
humble acceptance of the will of Allah.

Amongmy brothersandsisters] knew| wasthe onewhom both Aghaji andAmmatrustedimpli-
citly for shoulderingjn eversomanyunspokerandunanticipatedvays,the responsibilityof educat-
ing andsettlingthe daughterandsonswho wereyoungerthanl. Noor Sahakthadmarriedandmoved
outwith his wife. My eldestsister SakinaAapa,remainedunmarriedand,asAmmaoftenfelt, it was
providentialthat shewassingleasherunyieldingcharactemwasnot suitedfor a successfumarriage.
As shegrewolder, shemellowedandbecamesofterin herrelationshipwith Ammabutwilful shestill
was.It wasalwaysworrying for Ammahow hereldestdaughtemwould live herlife alonein theworld
and whenever she spoke of it, her moist eyes would search for an assuring whisper from me.

I loved Ammadeeply Shewasthe fountainheadf all the meritsandvirtueswe b her childrenb
possessedShedealtwith all the exigenciesof life with a quiet poiseand calmnessof mind. | took



pleasureevenasa child in observingherwhensheprayed.As | grewup | beganto feel thatthetime
shetook off from herchoresfor namaazavashertime in herown spaceto meditateandattaincontrol
over hermind andthoughtsandachievethatnearness$o the SupremeBeing, which is arareachieve-
ment. She appeared frail and delicate but she was strong and invincible inside. Aghaji and | kn

Let me getbackto the main narrative Madhubalaiather in a bid to showme his authority got her
entangledn alawsuitwith producerdirectorB. R. Chopraby suddenlymakinga fussaboutthelong
outdoorwork scheduledor NayaDaur (eventuallyreleasedn 1957)giving her heartconditionasa
reasorfor herwithdrawalfrom thefilm. He cameup with an excuseabouthis daughte® inability to
work at the outdoorlocationsin BhopalandPoonafor thefilm aftersomereelswerecannedChopra
Sahabwvasupsetandvery angrybecausé wasmadeclearatthevery outsetwhenthescriptnarration
wasgiven to the artistes,thatit wasan outdoorfilm. Therewereall sortsof conclusionsdrawn by
peoplewho did not know the sequenc®f eventsandthe true backgroundvhenChopraSahabwho
heldabachelo@degreedn law beforehetookto journalismin Lahorein the pre-independenageriod,
took legalstepso challengethewhimsicalityon Madhu@part. As afellow artiste,| coulddolittle but
fall in line with the producef decisionto replaceMadhuwith Vyjayantimalawhenall sincereand
genuineefforts on my partto negotiatean easycompromisewithout makingtheissuepublic became
futile. | did feel sorry for Madhuandwishedshehadthe will to protectherinterestsat leaston the
professionafront without thoughtlesslybowing to her fathei® wishesall the time. Suchsubmission
had an adverse impact not only on her professional reputation but also on her health needless

All throughmy career respectedheproducefright asanemployerto disciplinethe castandcrew
and demandcooperatiorfrom them oncethe contractwas signed.Vyjayantimalaand| hadworked
with a fair measureof respectand understandingn Bimal Roy® Devdas(1955)and ChopraSahab
hadliked herwork. (Shehadplayedtherole of Chandramukhiatenderhearteddancinggirl.) He had
heardfrom his own sourceghatshewashardworking andmalleableasanartiste.ChopraSahabwvent
aheadwith the replacementf Madhubalaby Vyjayantimalawithout wastingtime oncehe accepted
thesituationthatall the shootingdonewith Madhubalavould haveto gointo cold storageandtheloss
of time andsubstantiafundswould haveto be reconciledwith. The announcemendf the renewalof
the projectandthe startof fresh shootingfor NayaDaur createda stir in the media.Much of what
appearedn the mediawasmisreportingoy gossipwriterswho twistedandtwirled factsto makethem
palatableto readersLike ChopraSahab] took it all in my stride,thoughit causecangerandpain at
timeswhen| wasmadeto appearasif | hadgot Madhuout of the film while the truth wasthat her
father pulled her out of the project to demonstrate his authority



14
DEVDAS, NAYA DAUR AND BEYOND

It wasduring the makingof NayaDaurthat | noticedVyjayantiOability to feigna rustic charac-
terOsnannerismsvith conviction.Whenl wasscripting Gungalumnal felt shewouldfit therole
of Dhannoif shetook painsto renderthe Bhojpuri dialect (usedin thefilm) with theright accent
andinflexionsE. It wasduring the productionof NayaDaurthat| beganto form the storyideaof
GungaJumnan mymind.| decidedioo thatif | wentaheadandmadeGungaJumnal wouldcast
Vyjayanti in the lead.

BErFOREI MOVE ON TO NAYADAUR AND VYJAYANTIMALA , | MusT dwell on Devdas thefirst of the seven
films with her as my leading lady

WhenBimal Roy (popularlycalledBimalda)approachethe sometiman 1954with theideaof play-
ing thetitle role in the film Devdas neitherhadl seenthe earlier1936K. L. Saigalstarrernor hadl
readSharatChandraChattopadhyag@amousnovel of the samename.In fact, Bimaldadid nottell me
at once,whenhe visited me, that his intentionwasto discussthe film he wasso keento make.After
somepleasantalk helet our mutualfriend Hiten Choudhury(basicallya producer) who accompanied
him, bring up the subject.lt wassomething hadnot anticipatedso | askedfor afew daysto think it
over He noddedandsmiled.Then,ashewasleaving,he saidvery quietly, Oreathe novel, | will send
you a fine translation.O

Bimaldawasa manof few words.He left and| receivedthe translationthe nextday. | won®go into
detailsbut it troubledmeinitially to experimentwith therenderingof a charactemho carrieda heavy
measureof pain anddespondencynderthe skin and could misleadthe morevulnerableyouthto be-
lieve that alcoholismofferedthe bestescapegrom the pain of losing in love. As | reflectedover the
subjectwhich hadalreadybeenfilmed very successfullyith K. L. Saigalin thetitle role, | felt thatit
couldbecomea memorabldilm andfind itself a placeamongtheiconic films of all timeif | playedthe
part with appropriate discretion.

Today®cinemaandits audiencesadly don®©havethekind of emotionalgive andtakethatthe cinema
of the 1950shad. The basicreasornwasthat cinemawasthe main sourceof entertainmenthosedays
and,moreoftenthannot, its contentwastakenseriouslyby mostviewers.l amemphasizinghis aspect
to give creditto thedirectorswho shoulderederiousmoralresponsibilityin ourtimeswhentheychose
to make films that had deep social relevance and implications for the audience.
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With Motilal in Devdas(1955).

| think Bimaldaknew from his own sourceghat| wasa stickler for makingthe writing baseof a
film strong.Sohemadeit comfortablefor meto participaten thewriting work alongwith his formid-
ableteamcomprisingNabenduGhoshandRajinderSinghBedi,amongothers Thelinesfrom Devdas
I mustmentionhere,aresomeof themostresponsibleandsensitiveeverwritten for a Hindi film hero.

In fact, the dialoguesof Devdasarerepletewith a hauntingsensitivity spontaneityand meaning.
Theycamefrom the penof RajinderSinghBedi, oneof thoserarewriterswhosesyntaxwassoperfect
thatthe simplelines he wrote inspiredactorsto build up deepemotionsin their rendering Beingmy-
self not given to superfluousspeech] appreciatedhe precisionand brevity of the lines he wrote
for Devdas Theywerelines of profoundmeaningat times, but they were so simply and sensitively
worded that generations of viewers have found pleasure in repeating them lovingly

Vyjayantiand| carriedforwardthe professionalnderstandingindbonhomiewe haddevelopediur-
ing Devdasto the six films we workedin thereafter Sheemeged as a capableartisteand a quick
learner After Devdas whenwe cametogetherfor Madhumati(releasedn 1958),shehadmadecon-
siderableprogressn herrenderingof scenesanddialogue.Shewasdiligent andtook painsto grasp
thepaceandcomplexityof thesituationsgspeciallywhenthesurrealisticandmetaphysicascenesand
situations were given to her for study before we went before the cameras Nafilnumati

It was not easyfor me or, for that matter for Pran and Johnny Walker* my co-artistesin
Madhumatj to know whetheror not Bimaldaliked the shotshe had takenwhenwe were shooting
outdoorsandindoorsfor thatfilm. He wasonedirectorwho neverexpressedhis delightor approval
vocally or throughfacial expressionlf heliked the shot,he just movedon to the nextshot,implicitly
conveyingto usthat he hadgot what he hadvisualized.We, Pranand|, nevergaveup trying to get
anexclamatiorof satisfactiorfrom him whenwe gavea brilliant takebut Bimaldajust wouldn®suc-
cumb.He would simply say: OLetismovethe cameragor the nextshot.(0rhen,hewould ambleover
to cinematographer Dilip Gupta to get the next shot going.
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With Johnny Vdlker and David Abraham among others.

Thewonderfultraitin Bimaldawashis serenityandhis refusalto getexcitedaboutanything.Which
wasvery unusualfor a Bengali.His exemplaryvirtue was his willingnessto help his artistesif they
failed to understandhis vision. He oncetold mein his own gentlemanneithatthe painhehadendured
in his personalife whenhewasthrownto the wolvesasa youth andhe hadto fend for himselfand
his mother had been an experience that taught him not to ever inflict pain on anybody

Bimaldahada silhouetteof Madhumatiin his mind whenwe wereconcludingour work on Devdas
andhe hadvaguelymentionedt to me.Later, whenhe gaveme his first narrationalongwith Ritwik
Ghatak,a talentedfilm makerandscriptwriter, I could sensehis unflinching confidencein the sub-
ject. Therewere somepeoplewho told him it would be a risk to makea film thathad metaphysical
layers,which may not be easyfor the viewerto absorb.Therewereotherslike HrishikeshMukherjee
(or Hrishida)* I think, who encourage@ndsupportedis beliefin himselfandeggedhim onto try a
genre that déred splendid cinematic possibilities.

With Hrishikesh Mukherjee.

BimaldaandDilip Guptaspenthoursin conversationpften with paperand pencil,to sketchand
visualizetheatmospher¢hathadto be createdor someof the scenesBimaldagavea patienthearing
to anyone who had a suggestion.
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All thethreefilms, Devdas MadhumatiandYahudi(1958)that! did underBimaldaédirectiongave
me the pleasureof knowing a manwho believedin perfectionand hardwork asmuchas| did. He
appreciatedny style of working andthe painsl took to endowlife to the charactersPersonallyl felt
Madhumatiwasa cleverandingeniousscript.In thevery first draftitself, | could seethe possibilities
thescriptoffered.After Devdad thoughtthis picturewould give usthe much-needecelief especially
since we would be shooting a sizable part of the film outdoors.

It wasnevertherole thatwasof paramounimportancewhen| agreedo do afilm; therewereother
factors.Everyrole | playedhadits distinct meritsand provocationsin Madhumatithe incentivewas
the constructionof the narrativeandthe layersof unpredictabilityin it. It appearedathertricky for
meto bethe pivot of a suspensefuharrativethatalternateetweerthe pastandpresentndthrewup
grippingsituationsfor theaudienceNoneof my previouscharacterfiadto getconnectedo alife that
waslived in a previousbirth. Thatwastricky for meandmoresosincemy charactemwasthe pivot of
the film® evolution and dramatic appeal.

| havealwaysenjoyedoutdoorwork. In Madhumatithe outdoorwork wasto becomethe core of
the film andthat alonefilled me with the excitementof a child who is promiseda long vacationat
a destinationof his choice.To us b Pran,JohnnyWalker, Bimalda,Hrishidaandme Bthetime after
Opack-upfasvery interesting We got over the pressureof the day®work by spendinghe evenings
in cheerfulconversatiorand poetic exchangesvhile the cooksin the unit readiedour dinner Pran
andl got alongfamouslytalking in Punjabiwhile BimaldaandHrishidatried to outdousin Bengali
with their conversationlt usedto bea little awkwardthe following day whenPranhadto brim with
hostility asthe negativecharacteiin the script.| mustsayhe wasamazinglytrue to the characterof
Ugranarayan.

With Wjayantimala inMladhumati(1958).

| haveneverconsideredany particularfilm crucial to the progressof my career Eachfilm gaveme
the valuableexperienceof discoveringmy own potentialandaddingto my understandingf the ad-
vancingmedium.As | haveoftensaid,we, who workedduring the formativeyearsof Hindi cinema,
hadto treada difficult terrain.In the caseof Madhumatj therewasthe latentfear thatthe audience
may just not identify with a reincarnatiorconcept.So we workedwith a commonpurposeof taking
the pictureto the goal of box-office successAnd we weresuitablyrewardedasthefilm turnedoutto
be a success.



ThesongsPpennediy Shailendraandcomposedy Salil Chaudhurypandtheir picturizationwere
a greatsuccessWhereveronewentthosedays,oneheardthe songson radiosandpublic speakerst
communitygatheringslt was an exhilaratingexperienceor Bimaldal felt, thoughhe remainedas
quiet and as ungdcted as ever

Peoplewho tried to find fodderfor gossipmills wereactively seekinga liaison betweenme and Vy-
jayantiwhenl selectecherto play Dhannoin GungaJumna(releasedn 1961)afterworking together
in four well-receivedfilms prior to it. (Thefourth film wasS. S. Vasan€Paigham 1959.)Thereality
wasthatl hadbeenobservingherpainstakingefforts to raisethe scaleandtemperaturef theemotions
demandedby the challengingsceneshehadto do with mefor Devdas Shenevercomplainedabout,
or tired of, theumpteerrehearsal$ askedfor beforewe wentfor atake.l would particularlymention
the scenesn which Devdasis deeplytroubledandmortified by the irresistibleattractionhe feelsfor
herandshe knowingit all with herfemininesixth sensemakesno bonesaboutboldly unravellingher
bruisedfeelingsasthe womanhe needshut doesnot wantto love. The complexebbandflow of the
responsesve hadto give eachother the modulationandtiming of the pithy dialoguewe weregiven
to speakwhile keepingin mind the briefsgivenby KamalBose thebrilliant cameramanvho usedhis
expertisan lighting to heightenthe temperaturef suchsensitivescenespeededccommittedrehears-
als.l noticedthatshehadthe patienceandthe passiorto achieveperfection A virtue shehadevidently
acquiredasa keenstudentof BharataNatyam(a classicaldanceform thatoriginatedin Southindia)
under fastidious teachers.

As a co-star shewasvery well manneredindspokerespectfullyto the senioractorsandunit mem-
bers.Shecameto the setswith hergrandmothe(YadugiriDevi) who dotedon herandmadesureshe
got startreatmentrrom her producersFollowing her grandmothe® instructions,no doubt, to assert
her starstatus shehardly lingeredon the setsafter the shootingand preferredto remainundisturbed
in the make-up room and enjoy the vegetarian cuisine she brought along.

Her aloofnesssuitedme andotherunit membersWe wereunableto fathom,though,how sheused
thelitres andlitres of milk hergrandmotheorderedeachdayfirst thing on herarrival at the shooting
venue.Did shewallow andbathein it like Cleopatra?Ve wonderedMy brotherNasir, who liked to
play pranks,oncebroughta milk-ladenbuffalo, while we were shootingoutdoorsfor GungaJumna
andhewantedto tie it to a pole outsidethe specialmakeshiftmake-uproomwe hadput up for Vyjay-
anti. | got to know of it in good time and | rebuked and stopped him, averting a perilous situatio

By herself,Vyjayantiwasnot unsportingor unnecessarilprthodox.Nor wasshegivento believing
or imagining that shewas a bigger starthan| was. Sheknew the facts but she simply agreedwith
her grandmotheon all mattersand,for practicalreasonsneverquestionecher authority Whenever
we shotoutdoors,shejoined me and othermembersof the unit for a gameof badmintonwhile her
grandmothervatchedher proudly. Shewasa fine playerandsheoften gaveus, the menfolk, tough
competition with her nimble defences and serves.



With Wjayantimala inrPaigham(1959).

Ononeoccasionwhenwe werefilming Paigham at Gemini Studiosin Madras,Vyjayantiandher
grandmothefoundit appropriateo join us at a tablethatwaslaid out for tiffin, which usuallycon-
sistedof Southindiansnackdike meduvadas(fried, disc-shapedavouries)upma(a semi-soliddish
madefrom semolinajandchundal The lastmentionedtem alwaysinterestedne. It wasboiled chick
peasgarnisheawith finely choppednions,curry leavesandmustardseedshathadcrackledin thehot
oil thatwasused.For Vyjayantitherewasalwaysseasonafruits andof coursemilk. Hergrandmother
satby her sideon suchoccasionsaandurgedherto eatthe orangesshewould peelfor herwhile she
talkedaboutMadrasandthe greatcultureof the city. Vyjayantispokeonly whenshemanagedo geta
word in.

Oneevening seeingheflutter aroundthetablearisingfrom thenewsthatPanditJawaharlaNehru,
the prime ministerof India, wasgoing to visit the setsof Paighama day or two later, beforedriving
off to theairportafteranengagemernin the neighbourhoodviadamYadugiri Devi choseto recallan
eventin Delhi wherePanditjiwasthe chief guestandVyjayantiwascentre-stagasthe performerof
theeveningat a culturalgathering Thateveningandthe nexteveningall we heardwasaboutPanditji
andPapa(Papameaningbabyin Tamil, was Vyjayanti®petname)andall the unit memberdistened
to the PanditjibPapa story with curiosity

The big dayarrivedandS. S. VasanSahabthe founderof Gemini Studios,got us all togetherand
told ushow Panditjiwould bereceivedandusheredo his office. He wantedmeto headthereception
line-up but | told him that Panditji knew Vyjayanti and admiredher, so | suggestedhat sheshould
takemy place.l wassupporteddy all thosewho hadheardthe PanditjipPapatory andVasanSahab
agreed. | took my position at the tail end of the line.

Panditjiarrivedon scheduleand,asis customaryin Madras,he waswelcomedwith arosegarland
andsprayedwith fragrantwaterfrom asilver jar with aspout.He acknowledgedt all with hiswonder-
ful simplicity. VasanSahabstoodby his sideand| think hewaswaiting for Panditjito greetVyjayanti
who wasright therein front of his eyes.SuddenlyPanditji®searchingyescaughta glimpseof meat
thefar endof theline. He walkedbriskly towardsme,saying:0usuf,| heardyouwerehereand| de-
cidedto dropin.OvasanSahathurriedbehindhim and,in a secondPanditjihadreachedvherel was
standing stretchinghis arm over my shoulderaffectionately | wasleastpreparedor the recognition
andit took aninstantfor meto realizethat| waswalking with the country®mostloved andadmired
leader

Panditjispenta quarterof anhourin thestudio,talking mostly aboutthe potentialof the mediumto
awakensocialintrospectiorandthe desireto changestagnantustomsandconventionsn society He
hadlittle time to watchnewfilms buthe cameto know alot from peoplehe metandinteractedwith in
his personal circle. After that, we never heard the PanditjibPapa storyyjayanti® grandmother



S. S. VasanSahabwasa genial,unassumingyentlemanWe liked eachotherandbecamefriendsin
no time. He wasthe bossof the sprawlingstudioandwasa respectedigure in the Southindian film
industry He liked chattingwith me andtelling metalesthatmay or may not havehadanythingto do
with his own life. He narratedo methe story of alittle boy who spenthis dayson a railway platform
with his motherwho sold magazinesndnewspaperto passengeraho alightedat the stationto pur-
chasethem.He relatedto me how the boy carriedmagazinesand newspaperandran from oneend
of the platformto the otherscreamingout their namesto sell themto passengerseatedn the com-
partmentsBy thetime thetrain belchedout of the stationbl think he saidChingelpat(now knownas
Chengalpattupcatedin north-easterifamil Nadu)bthe boy would havesold mostof the materialhe
hadwith him andthe motherwould havesold mostof the rest.Betweenthe arrival of thetrainsthere
usedto beampletime for the boy to resthis agilefeetandsometime®r mosttimeshis mothertook a
nap,restingherheadonthebagshecarriedeveryday Theboy couldneversleep sohereadthenews-
papersandmagazinespftenwith difficulty becausédie did not possess greatTamil vocabularyHe,
neverthelessabsorbedcnoughto enhancéiis generaknowledge By the eveningthe motherandson
would returnthe coupleof unsoldmagazineso theagent.collecttheircommissiongoto avegetarian
food stall and have a snack, which never quite filled thesbsip@ach.

I do notknow why the storywasnarratedo mein greatdetail.| remembetisteningto him in rapt
attentionbecauséhe was a greatstoryteller If you askme the mostsuccessfufilm makersin India
or anywhereelsein the world are menandwomenwho know how to tell storieswithout letting the
listene® mind strayevenfor a split secondVasanSahabhadgreatknowledgeabouteverythingand
an imagination that came to the fore when we discussed sceEsdgbam

He took mewith him everywherénewentandit wasa greatpleasurdo bein hiscompanybecause
hehadsomuchknowledgeaboutMadrasPresidencyandthehistoryof thetemplesve passedy when
we drovearoundin the early hoursof the day or in the eveningsvhenthe streetswvould befilled with
working peoplereturninghomewith their purchasedor their householddike vegetablesgroceries
andsoon. Someof the streetsverelined with flower stallsfrom wherewomenpurchasedhe flowers
thatadornedtheir hair. VasanSahabenjoyedtalking and| enjoyedlisteningto him. We often spoke
aboutthe nextday®work andhe usedto askme my opinion abouta scenehe hadconceivedandhe
would ask for my inputs unreservedly

| remembel wastravellingwith him by train to Madurai(about460 km southof Madras,famous
for its Meenakshiemple)wherehe wasto inspecta printing presshe wantedto buy. In thetrain he
told me he wasunsureof the developmenbf the scenewe wereto shootthe nextday for Paigham
asit wasa tricky onewherethe heroinewould musterup all herfeminineguile to find out the hero®
feelingsfor her He saidhe hadbeenapplyinghis mind to createa humoroussituationbut it wasjust
not happening.

Thetrain wasspeedingoastfields wherewomenin bright colouredsarisweretoiling to earntheir
day®wagesunmindful of the heatof the afternoonsun.We werein a nicefirst-classcoupZandVasan
Sahabwaslooking at me expectantlywhile he pouredout hot aromaticcoffeeinto cupsfrom a flask
the train attendant had brought in a minute ago.

| told him | hadseena foreignfilm in which the heroandheroinemeeton the terraceof a building
wherethey hopeto sharesomequietmomentsThe heroineasksthe heroif he haddatedany girls or
desiredanyonebeforehe metandbefriendecher. He tells herhewill notrevealall thatbecausét will
upsether Shetells him don®be silly, we are grown-upsandthereis no questionof my gettingup-
set.Her hair keepsfalling over herfaceandheleansforwardandmovesthe hair backto seeherface
clearly Thenhe beginsto tell herabouta girl E. He seeshe colourrecedeon herfaceandhereyes
betrayher anxiety Finally he tells her: OSed, told you E.O Sheis almostin tears.He thentells her
that the girl he was describing and talking about was none other than the girl sitting in front of |



| suggestedb VasanSahalwe coulddothesceneabit differently Theherowould doall thetalking
andthe heroinewould respondwith expressiong-de would go ontelling heraboutthewomanheis in
love with andarouseherenvyandcuriosity Shewould try hardto hide herreactionsuttheaudience
canseethatsheis gettingedgyandjealousfrom the expressionghatflit acrossherfaceinvoluntarily.
O¥u think it can be managed?43ah Sahab asked me. | assured him that we could do it.

He wasvery excitedwhenhedescribedhe sceneo Vyjayantithenextdayin thestudioandl could
seeVyjayanti®helplesggazeturn to me becausehe lineswerenotwritten andshedid not know what
| wasgoingto say How wassheto prepareherexpressiond shedid not know what| wasgoingto
speak?

| thentold VasanSahabOLe&o somerehearsals®le wassurprisedthat| hadmy linesready |
told him thatl hadthe linesin my mind in the train itself whenwe had discussedhe sceneandfi-
nalizedit. | think VasanSahatcouldn©containhis happinessindexcitementboutthe way the scene
turnedout. Thatday andfor manydaysafterthathe wasburstingwith delightand,sureenoughthe
scene turned out to be one of the highlights in the film.

VasanSahabthadimmenserespectfor writersandgoodwriting. He wasa writer himselfandwrote
shortstoriesandnovels.He wasthe chief editor of a Tamil magazingAnandaVikatar), which hada
hugereadershiplt wasthanksto him thatl took aliking to Madraswherel desiredo moveandsettle
down in later years.

It wasduring the makingof NayaDaur that| noticedVyjayanti®ability to feign a rustic characte®
mannerismsvith conviction.Whenl wasscriptingGungaJumnal felt shewouldfit therole of Dhan-
no if shetook painsto renderthe Bhojpuri dialect(usedin thefilm) with theright accentandinflex-
ions.

The making of NayaDaur is a small story by itself. WhenB. R. Chopracompletedthe story on
paper he took it to MehboobSahahto getan opinion. Thosewerethe post-independencgearsand
screenwriterswerebrimmingwith nationalpride andwerein the flush of amovemento give Indian
cinemaa platform at internationalfilm competitionsby exploringplots thathaduniversalrelevance.
MehboobSahabreadthe story andfound no meatin it for entertainmentHe told ChopraSahabit
couldbe madeinto afine documentaryn thedoomsdayawaitingthelabourforcein the countryonce
machines replaced them but, as a feature film, it was not a great idea.

With Daisy Irani and Yjayantimala irfNaya Daur(1957).



ChopraSahallistenedto the seniorfilm makeK3 opinionrespectfully but he hadmadeup his mind
thathe would makethefilm if | agreedo actin it. He told methis emphaticallyafter he gavemethe
ideain a nutshell.l liked theideaexceptfor the climax in which originally the buswasto be beaten
by the tonga(a horse-drawrcarriage)by somekind of manipulation.lt did not seemlogical to me.
However | kept the thought to myself since there was no chance of my accepting the film.

Initially, it seemedasif ChopraSahabandl werenot destinedo cometogetherWhenChopraSa-
habcameto me with the NayaDaur script,| wascommittedto a film GyanMukherjeehadspecially
writtenwith mein mind. Sol told ChopraSahalthathis projectwould haveto wait till GyanMukher-
jee®film wentonthefloors andhe completedheshooting! liked thebasicpremiseof theNayaDaur
storyandtheintent,but it wasnot possiblefor meto work on two scriptssimultaneouslyecausehat
would leadto overlappingof thoughtsandideas,which could affectthe contentof boththe films ad-
versely

| explainedo him thatit wasfor this very reasorthatl hadnotwelcomedheideaof doingPyaasa
(when offered to me by producerdirector Guru Dutt) becausd wastheninvolvedin Devdasand,
thoughthe subjectof Pyaasawasvery inviting for a seriousactorlike me, | felt therewasa similarity
in the shade®f the charactef Devdasandthe heroof Pyaasa Thelogic wasquite simple:if | had
acceptedPyaasaunthinkingly it would havebeenreleasedtloseon the heelsof Devdasand one of
themwould haveovershadowedhe other It madebadbusinessenseo me. (Guru Dutt eventually
played the hero iPyaasawhich was released in 1957.)

ChopraSahabwasvisibly troubledbut he agreedo wait. As Destinywould haveit, GyanMukher-
jee®film did not take dfdue to some financial hassles and | was ready to corisajer Daur

The wonderfulmemoryl haveof the outdoorshootingof NayaDaur is the friendshipthat deve-
lopedbetweerme andthe ChoprasBaldevRaj, the elderChopra,andYashandDharam theyounger
brothers,had one commonlove: Food! It delightedme immenselyto know this. Dharamwas con-
stantlybusywith the cameraassistant@andthe lightmenasit is alwaysquite unpredictablénow the
natural lights on a location would turn out as the day begins and progresses towards sundown

Yashwasassignedy his elderbrotherto bewith meandtakecareof my needsHe discoveredoon
enoughthathe and| hadthe sameneedsa man©breakfasta man®lunchanda man®dinner Soit
wasagreedbetweenus that we would get our own breakfastreadybecauseve both loved omelettes
andwe knew the cook wasa faint-heartedocal chapwho might just faint if he countedthe number
of eggswe consumedSo,on mostdays,we got the eggsfrom the marketand,betweemrme andYash,
we choppedthe onionsfinely andslit and choppedthe lesspungentgreenchillies we had carefully
selectedrom the market.We beatat leastten eggsandfolded the onionsandchillies into the frothy
mixtureandmadeour omelettesandburjis (anotherishmadeof fried eggs)in the makeshiftkitchen.
Thearomawould spreado thetableslaid outsideandwe would haveothereggloverspeepingn and
joining the feast.

| lovedoutdoorwork becaus®f theemancipatiorit offeredto my spirit. | guesst hadsomethingo
dowith the playful daysspentin openspacesn PeshawaandDeolaliasaboy. It wasChopraSahat&
ideato shootin Bhopalandhe hadidentified the exactlocationsalongwith Dharam.l remembeall
of us stayedin a large governmenbuilding with an opengroundnearit whereYashaswell asmy
co-artisted\jit, Jeevah andJohnnyWalkerandl playedfootball. Sometimeswe packedup earlyand
sometimeghe manbringingthe raw stockby train wasdelayedandthis causeca lull in the shooting
schedule.

It wasduring the productionof NayaDaur thatl beganto form the storyideaof GungaJumnain
my mind. | decidedtoo thatif | wentaheadand madeGungaJumna | would castVyjayantiin the
lead.
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NayaDaur turnedout to be a hugesuccessand ChopraSahabinvited MehboobSahabasthe chief
gueston the hundredthday of its run at the main cinemain Bombay It was magnanimou®f Me-
hboobSahahto accepttheinvitation andtell the audiencenow wrong he wasandhow right Chopra
Sahabwasin judging the potentialof the subject.He complimentedChopraSahabandthe two film
makersstoodtriumphantlyon the stagewhile coinsflew from all directions.As | mentionedearlie
theaudiencesve hadin our timeswerevery receptiveto goodcinema.They showedtheir happiness
andappreciationn overtdisplayslike showeringcoinson the screemanddancingwhile the popular
song sequences were being shown.

*PranKrishan Sikand, the acevillain and characteractor and JohnnyWalker (born as Badruddin
Qazi), a comedian par excellence.

*HrishikeshMukherjee,director script writer and editor, who went on to makea string of superb
films. In fact, | acted in his first directorial ventuMusafir (1957).

*Ajit, whosereal namewasHamid Ali Khan, startedas a herobut later went on to play villainous
roles.JeevanbornasOmkarNath Dhar, appearedh manymythologicalfilms beforegoingonto play
negative characters.
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15
ON THE DOMESTIC FRONT

Asl look backat thoseyearswhenl wasrising in the professiorand settingmy priorities, | feela
sensef achievemerthat| wasableto live upto AghajiOexpectationsndgivehimtheassurance
that| couldtakeoverthe mantleof family responsibilitiesfrom him asa parent-brotherwhenthe
weariness of age began to catch up with him.

| FELT AMMAGOSABSENCEWHENEVER | HAD TIME TO SPENDIN the house More thanany of us,it wasAghaiji
who wasmissingher quiet presencandthe carewith which shekept his clothesin the wardrobeand
placedhis personabelongingsn placeshe liked themto be. SakinaAapa,my eldestsister could not
measuraup to his expectationsn runningthe house which led to frequentaltercationsetweenthem.
He did not approveof her high-handednessn manyoccasionsvhensheunceremoniouslygismissed
thosefrom thelower strataof societylike the dhobi thelocal bakerandsomeof thewomenwho came
to thehouseto selllaceandhand-embroideredouseholdinen. My motherhadbeenvery kind to them
andsheneverlet themgo unfedor empty-handedl remembemettinginto an agumentwith Sakina
Aapa once when she spoke rudely to the barber who had come home to give me a OniceO hai

The poor manalwayshada problemwith my hair, which grew at jet speeddemandingortnightly
trimming. He was constantlycrestfallenby my hair@ refusalto be combedbackandkeptin placethe
way he wanted.He wasat a lossto explainto his regularpatronsthat my hair was naturally tousled
andwas not styled by him thatway. He got afillip to his businessvhenmy films, especiallyNaya
Daur (1957),becamesuperhitsandthe song,Udenjab jab zulfenteriE * toppedthe popularitycharts.
He hadyoungmencomingto him throughoutthe weekaskingfor the Dilip Kumar hair cut, which, in
reality, wasnothingbut my unmanageablthick hair falling disobedientlyon my foreheadl hadreason
to think thatthe growthwasin vengeancat all the humiliation my poor headhadto endurewhen,as
orderedby my grandmothera barberhadcomehomeandshavedoff all the hair to makemethe ugly
child in the school | attended in Peshawar

Thebarbercamehomeoneafternoonandl hadinstructedhim to wait if 1 did notreachthe houseon
time. Hetook theliberty of sittingin thedrawingroomandmy eldestsistertook it asimpudenceon his
partandgavehim a dressingdown, which wasin progressvhenl mademy entry. | apologizedo him
andl foundhim morebewilderedthanangry Later, | took up the matterwith SakinaAapaandwe had
an unpleasant spat.

Much asl wantedto | could not spendquality time with Aghaji. Therobustnessgf his constitutionwas
giving way to invasionsof musculampainsand,morethananythingelse,l felt he hadlost the zestfor
living afterAmma®demise He, however seldommissecdhis weeklyvisits to the CrawfordMarket. As
the dayspassedhe neededhelpto getin andout of the car. Not thathe couldn©walk or any suchhan-
dicap;it wasa persistenkneecrampthatmadehim haltin his stepssometimesvhenhe walked.The
ramrod-likeuprightnesof his walk, the broadshouldersandthe twinkle in his eyeswhenhe smiled
remainedntactand NaushadMiyan, who becameone of his closefriends,neverceasedo admirehis
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goodlooksandhis naturalnoblebearing.NaushadMiyan wasoneof the few regularvisitors hetruly
gotalongwith andwhatmadethe bondingeasyfor Aghaji wasNaushadViyan® ability to regalehim
with impromptu recitations of good, meaningful Urdu ghazals and poetry

Around our houseat Pali Mala, therewere a numberpeoplefrom the easternpart of India, who
hadbuilt quaintcottagesandfollowed their own distinctlifestyle. My eldestbrother Noor Sahabhad
foundhislady love butNasi, my youngerbrother whowashandsomendarticulate hadyoungladies
vying for his attentionwhereverhe went.| did not fail to notice his interestin a particulargirl who
gaveme a knowing smile whenever passedy in my car. | usedto seehim talk to herand,whenl
indicatedto him that! knewwhatwasgoing on, he becamewary and,like Noor Sahab€yomanceat
our earlier residence (described in an earlier chapter), Blasfatuation also met a premature end.

When Aghaji® visits to Crawford Market becamerare due to his losing interestin the business
asmostof his friendsin the fruit tradehadretiredand handedover the managemento their sons,|
thoughtit wasright that Noor Sahabwho wasthe eldestsibling, shouldrun the showandkeepthe
family® reputationin themarketalive. Like me,Nasirtoowasin films. Neitherhenor| hadanytime
to devoteto the businesslt becamea matterof concernfor me as ChachaUmmer too, took ill and
was no longer keen to keep the business going.

Going from Bandrato Crawford Market did not take muchtime thosedays.It wasa pleasureto
drive to town when| hadto meetanybodybecausehe very roadsthat are now jam-packedwith
vehiclesusedto stretchinvitingly for the motoristto stepon the acceleratoanddrive fearlesslyover
them. There was unlimited parking space near the market and outside thesmaake#&htrance.

| liked beingat the wheelif | wasnottired or thinking too muchaboutmy work. | usedto drive
to HughesRoad(in SouthBombay)andfind myself a table that would not attractmuchnotice and
ordera plateof chickenor muttonbiryani asthe mooddictatedat Geoge®RestaurantThedishused
to be servedwith shorba(brothor soup)anda plateof greensalad.All the waitersknewmefrom my
collegedaysat Wilson,whenl usedto takethe boyswho werein my teamthereaftereveryvictorious
soccematchwe playedagainstSt Xavier®. They knew | wasan actornow but, that madelittle dif-
ferenceto theway in which they greetedme andattentivelyservedthe dishesl hadorderedl always
tried notto makemyselfconspicuousvherever wentbut oneafternoonwhenl took Aghaji there,a
crowdgatheredutside.Themanagercameto our tableandtold methattherewerefanswaitingto see
meandtalk to me.Aghaji askedmewhatwasgoingon andl told him aboutthe fans.Surprisingly he
looked pleased and told me to go and meet them without delay

| wasthrilled not becausgeoplewho liked my work hadcometo meetme quite unexpectedijut
becausd sawthe glint of pride in Aghaji® eyesthatday On our way back, he was as quiet ashe
alwayswas.On reachinghome,| heardhim describethe whole episodeto ChachaUmmerwith the
excitement of a child and the joy of a proud father

Aghaji did not meetany of the producerswho cameto seeme at home.However wheneverRaj
Kapoorcameover, he washappyto seehim andhe madefond enquiriesaboutPrithvirajji. He knew
MehboobSahalbvaguely He wascontentjust knowing that his sonmay not havefulfilled his dream
of securingan OBE asa suffix to his namebuthewascertainlyanachieverAt times,ChachaJmmer
usedto cometo me elatedlyandwhisperhow Aghaji had carefully folded a newspapecarryingmy
photographandkeptit nearhis bedaftergazingatit for sometime. Surprisingly he neveraskedme
why | hadadopteda screemname.Beinga manof the world andhavingabundannativewisdom, he
must have understood the reasons.

He wasvery happythat| wasinsistingthatmy youngersistersbe educatedt the bestinstitutions.
He neversaidso,but helived with thethoughtthathadSakinaAapareceivedhegroomingmy young-
ersisterggotatthemoresophisticatednglishmediumschools shemighthavenot beenriding rough-
shodandunintentionallyrubbingpeoplethe wrongway. He knewit wasa priority for meto give my



youngerbrothersandsistersthe besteducationat well-known schoolsandcollegesto equipthemto
meet the challenges of an advancing world they were growing up in.

As | look backatthoseyearswhenl wasrisingin the professiorandsettingmy priorities,| feelasense
of achievementhat| wasableto live up to Aghaji® expectationsndgive him the assuranc¢hat |
couldtakeoverthe mantleof family responsibilitiefrom him asa parent-brothewhentheweariness
of agebeganto catchup with him. | don®think my elderbrotherNoor Sahabandmy youngerbroth-
ersreally knewwhatit entailedfor meto keepmy professionavaluesfrom slippingin thefaceof the
challengeof generatinga substantiaincometo meetthe growing demanddor householdexpenses,
fees, clothes, pocket mondyooks, daily travel and so on.

| remembemr producercomingto mein thelate 1940swith a briefcaseull of moneyandthescript
for afilm heintendedio make.l hadnot seerhim beforeor heardof him. He narratedhe storyto me
andl listenedtill hecameto a pointwherethe herostartsmovingaroundthevillage astridea buffalo.
| stoppechim thereandasked:OWhya buffalo?(He repliedit washis ideaof blendingcomedyinto
thehero®characterWhenl askedf | couldmakenecessarghangesn thescript,hesaidthat! could
but the bufalo had to be retained.

| stealthilylookedattherickety briefcaseon thetable,which hadthe hardcashl neededsomuchat
thatpoint of time. It wasshakinga little dueto the breezecomingfrom thewindow andseemedo be
leering at me silently

| thenpolitely refusedto spendmoretime listeningto the story andhe couldn©believethat| was
turningdownsuchanimpressivestoryandsucha goodamountof money It wasalearningexperience
for mebecaus¢hereweremanymoresuchfilm makerswvho wantedto cashin onthe popularityl was
enjoying.The spontaneitywith which | refusedthe briefcaseenhanceany self-esteenandfirmed up
my resolve to work according to my terms.

| couldinstinctivelyfeel Aghaji@lonelinessandpainafterAmmaleft usall. He seemedo beliving in

avacuumandhe hadlostthewill to live. He passedawaypeacefullyon 5 March 1950,leavingall of

usin avoid. I did notinform everybodyl knewin theindustrybecausé did not wantsyntheticsym-
pathyandcondolence$rom busyandmaterialisticpeoplewho did not know him andwhathe meant
to me.Raj Kapootr Naushadvliyan, MehboobSahab Ashok Bhaiyya,Bimalda,Nitinda, S. Mukher-
jee Sahabthefamily doctors closerelativesandsomeof Aghaji@friendswerethereto consolemeas
I quietly foughtthe lossof yet anothermpreciousanchorof my life. As desiredandwishedby Aghaiji,

his body was laid to rest near my motBeyabr (grave) in Deolali.

*Composedy O. P. Nayyar written by SahirLudhianviandsungby AshaBhosleand Mohammed
Rafi.
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16
THE TRAVAILS OF FILM MAKING: GUNGA JUMNA AND AFTER

Film making,unlike someotherart formslike paintingor writing poetry,for instancehasa great
deal to do with communication] meanthe communicatiorbetweerthe actor and the director,
betweerthe director and the cameramarand the art director, betweerthe director and the edit-
or, betweerthe artiste and the cameramarand so on. If the coordinationis well orchestratedit
shows in the final product. If not, it shows equally in the frayed look of the product.

LIFE HAD TO GO ON AND THE STORY OF GUNGA JUMNA WAS developingin my subconscioudt wasneces-
saryfor meto relaunchmy brotherNasir D he wasfacing a slumpin his careerafter havingactedin
afew films Bandalsoto havemy own productionhouse.The subjectwassuchthatit neededsound
financingto depictit on celluloid in the mannen hadvisualized.Therewasno dearthof moneyin the
market but | knew that | would have to tread carefully and avoid the Shylocks.

I knew ShapoorjiMistry and Pallonji Mistry quite well. I had mettheminformally at their homes
andthe manneiin which the ladieshadplacedsomePersiandelicacieson the tablewhenwe satdown
for tearemindedme of the goodiesthat alwaysappearean the tablein our houseat Peshawawhen
we hadour family get-togethersn holidays.Theyweregood,hospitablepeopleandl hadgotto know
themwhenthey beganfinancially backingK. Asif ashe setout to makeMughal-e-AzamShapoorji
heardthe story of GungaJumnafrom me andhe hadno doubtsaboutits viability but my brotherNasir
felt it wasnot a goodideafor meto play an outlaw He insistedthat the public would not acceptme
joining the dacoitsandtakingrefugein their lawlessnesso getbackat thewickedzamindamvho steals
his own siste@jewelleryandframestheft chageson Gunga€poorandhonesimother (I wasplanning
to play therole of GungaandcastNasirasJumnaa policeman.Nasirhadstrongviewson this subject
and advised me to think about it.

| thoughtaboutit andconcludedhatl would go aheadwith theventuresinceShapoorjwasconfident
aboutthe movie®successThe morel workedon the basicconflict in the script betweenthe brother
who hasto upholdthe law of the countryandthe brotherwho fleesfrom the law, which favoursthe
rich andthe powerfulandunjustlyincriminateshe poorandthe defencelesghemorel felt it wastime
for meto makea picturethatraisedsomecritical issuesaboutthe peopleof rural Indiawho hadgained
little from the country®independencéom foreign rule. The oppressedarmersandetillers of the soil
wereleadingallife of slaveryandwerebeingexploitedandswindledby the mercenaryjandlords.The
situationhasnot changedmuch today more than half a centuryafter both MehboobKhan® Mother
India (1957)andGungaJumna(1961)exposedhe exploitationof farmers for whomthe soil theyill
and plough is sacred.

MehboobSahabhadmadeMother India with a similar missionandthe film becamea classicstudy
for the Westernworld of the ruthlessmanipulationsthat were prevalentin the long-existingmoney-
lendingsystemin the rural economyof India. WhenMehboobSahakdiscussedother India with me
in theearly1950s,| thoughtit wasa brilliant andtimely conceptandit hadto bemadeatanycost.The
role he could offer me wasof oneof the sonsof the heroineNargis and| pointedout thatit would be
anincongruougastingafterall theromancingsheandl haddonein earlierfiims, suchasMela (1948)
andBabul (1950).1 felt thatit wasa greatopportunityfor Namgis to play thetitle role andtherewasno
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doubtthatshewastheaptchoice.lt wascrucialto give herunchallengegbositioningin thestarcastas
the mostimportantcharactelandthe pivot of the story. Besides] wasin no moodto dip into intense
tragedy again.

MehboobSahabwvasknownfor the offbeatcastingin his films. He hadcastmein a swashbuckling
villager@role in Aan(1952),in total contrastto my publicimageat thattime of atragedianHe took
greatpleasuran doingtheimpossibleandrevellingin the applausénereceivedwhenhis experiments
succeededdanwasaworldwide hit andhefelt triumphantthathe hadmadelndia®first film in Tech-
nicolor. All saidanddone,| did not agreewith him when he wantedto castme as Nargis®sonin
Mother India

Comingbackto GungaJumna | told Shapoorjiaboutmy intentionto tour theinterior partsof North
India, especiallyin Uttar Pradeshand MadhyaPradesfHirst andthentravel all over interior Maha-
rashtral haddecidedto havethe dialoguein the dialectl hadheardandstoredawayin my subcon-
sciousas a boy squattingin the mali® kitchen at Deolali (as mentionedin an earlierchapter). did
not know if it wasa UP or a Bihari dialectat thatage.It soundedascinatingandtherewasa vivid
expressivenesaboutit while conveyingraw emotions.The way in which Bihari, the mali, and his
wife, Phoolwa,conversedindquarrelledvasasamusingasit wasdramatic.l neededo hearandfeel
thedialectagainwith the expresgpurposeof usingit in thefilm. The sceniccanvasof rural regionsin
the statesof IndiaPbeit in theNorth or the Southbhasits own variationsandsingularattractiveness
with vivid reliefs broughtaboutby geographicafeaturesandclimate changesl waskeento witness
it first-hand.

| wantedto breathethe air that the characterssungaand Jumnagrew up on and also take stock
of the pangsof suffering the menwho sworeby the soil they tilled wentthroughat the handsof the
heartlessandlords It is onething to know it for knowledge€sakeandquite anotherto geta feel of it
asawriter. | wasin chagenotonly asa producerandactorbutalsoasthewriter of the screenplaynd
| wasexperiencinga stimulatingchallengeln away, | wasvery consciousf thefactthatl wasgoing
to be judged at several levels and the thought inspired me more than it hassled me.

A poster ofGunga Jumng1961).

The mostwonderfulthing aboutplaying Gungawasthatit wasnot difficult atall for meto under-
standthe emotionalcurrentof thestory, especiallythefeelingof adorationrandprotectionfor thesmart
youngerbrother It took me backto my relationshipwith my brotherAyub Sahabwho wasintellec-
tually aheadof all of usand| alwaysfelt he could havebecomesomebodyimportantin the admin-



istrationhad he not beenphysicallydebilitated.l hadnourishedgreataspirationdor all the younger
siblings, too, and neverhesitatedo put their needsabovemine in everythingso that they could be
educatecandfulfil their ambitions.So Gungawasn®unfamiliarto me asa charactewunlike in most
otherfilms wherel felt asif my own selfwason onesideandthe otherpersonalitythe characterwas
on the other side and it was imperative for me to bring them together

Recently while we were chatting casually Amitabh Bachchanmentionedto me that he had re-
peatedlywiewedGungaJumnaasa studentn Allahabadto understandhow a Pathanvaseffortlessly
playingarusticcharacteof UP andspeakinghedialectwith sucheasel think hehasapoint. It hadto
bedifficult for any Patharto feel athomewith the personalityandspeechof Gunga.Yet, this Pathan,
whosestoryyou arereading,did it by instinct, carefulstudy untiring rehearsaleindatemperamento
succeed even in those ventures that were new for him.

I knewthatmy scriptof GungaJumnahadmeritsfor measanactor Sincethecharactewasonthe
wrong sideof the law, it wasimportantfor me to acquaintthe viewer with the reasondor his taking
to a lawlessway of life and| hadto makehim pay the penaltyfor taking to thatlife, howeverright
he may havebeenunderthe circumstancebewascaughtin. Gunga, decidedshouldgetnoreprieve
from the law whenhetriesto explainthathe wasthevictim of atrap setby thezamindarandthathe
could fight the powerful feudal system only by becoming an outlaw

When| waswriting the story andthe screenplayof GungaJumna my brotherNasir, for whose
comebackhe picturewasbeingmade,told mel wasmakinga mistake.As mentionedearlier he felt
thatpeoplewould notlike to seemeasabanditandalaw breaker| thoughtaboutthe matterseriously
andl decidedto go aheadvithout makingany of thechangeshatfriendsandwell-wisherssuggested.
The film eventually opened to a splendid response and admiring notices.

Whenwe wereat PinewoodStudiosin the UK, sometimen the summerof 1960, for the Technicolor
processingthe techniciangn the lab werevery impressedandthey suggestedhat we enterthe film
for the Oscarshecausat reflectedthe tyranny of the feudallords or zamindardn independentndia
andthe intrinsic honestyof the downtrodderfarmersdespitethe povertyandoppressionTheywere
full of praise for the performances, the colourful song sequences and the rugged, rural setting.

WhenGungaJumnawasscreeneat Karlovy Varyin CzechoslovakiaBostonandCairo,| wasbe-
siegedby film critics, who appreciatedhe movieandwereintriguedby my acting. Theywerecurious
to know how muchresearchadgoneinto it because film like GungaJumnawould havebeenmade
aftermuchstudyanddeliberationin their countries! told themhow muchl hadworkedon thescript,
thecharactersthe Bhojpuridialect,thelogical conclusionof the storyandsoon. Anotherhighlight of
thefilm wastheimpressivanusicalscoreby Naushadviyan, whosefolk tunesin thefilm arepopular
to this day

GungaJumnd3 enduringachievemenis theinspirationit providedto writersto give theheroaflaw
or whatyou call a negativeshadel haddoneOanti-hera®lesearliertoo. For instancethe character
| hadplayedin MehboobKhan®Amar (1954)did commit an outrage Thereforethis charactewas
flawed andwasnot the conventionablemish-freehero. The charactet playedin Zia Sarhadi€Foot-
path(1953)wasablackmarketeeandsohewasalsoatarnishedchero.However thosefilms werenot
assuccessfuhs GungaJumna In the caseof GungaJumna the herowason the wrong side of the
law but he hadthe audiencesympathywith him andthe conflict in the storyis not so muchbetween
the brothersasit is betweerthe law of the countryandthe moral freedomof a humanbeingto fight
injustice and corruption and take the world forward.

It took monthsof reflectionandself-questioningo arrive at the climax but it waswell worth the
painstakenbecauseé still hearpraisesrom discerningfilm enthusiastfor GungaédeathsceneThis



scenewasfilmed onthe setsat a studioat dusk.| took the cameramany. Babasahelinto confidence
andtold him to keepeverythingreadyastherewould notbearehearsabr asecondake.| stressedhe

point that the synchronizatiorbetweenthe actionandthe runningcamerawould haveto be perfect.
He understoodindwasabsolutelyready The otherunit memberdiadno cluewhatl wasgoingto do.

What! did wasmy own idea.l took severalroundsof the studio®premisesjogging at first andthen
running.Whenl felt breathlesandl thoughtthat!| would just collapse, enteredhe setswhereBa-

basahehvasreadywith the camerarunningto perfection.The sceneof Gunga€xollapsein his house
at the feet of the deity whom his motherworshippedso trustingly anddevoutly could not havebeen
achievedn any otherway. It wasa victory for the law whenGungasuccumbsgo his bullet wounds
but | wantedto tell the audiencethatit was Gungawho hasachieveda biggertriumph B the moral

victory God hasgiven him by fulfilling his objectiveof establishingnis poor mothef innocenceand
restoring her reputation in the village.

Thesearchor theideallocationsfor GungaJumnawasa newresponsibilityfor me.l amtold thetask
is left nowadaygo Oproductiodesigners®ho createthelook of thefilm on paper Which mustbethe
reasorwhy thefilms appearso hybrid andamalgamousoday In our times,the director cameraman
andart directortook painsto scoutfor locations,andfor GungaJumnait wasentirely up to meto
find the appropriatebackdropfor the unfolding of the story. As perthe sketched hadmade someof
the scenedadto be shotindoorson setsthat| hadpicturedin my mind andhadto be built at Kardar
Studios and Mehboob Studios, both located in Bombay

It took a monthof searchingor me to pick a locationcloseto Igatpuriin Maharashtraabout120
km north-easbf Bombay | visitedthe placequite by chancewhile onanoutingwith BaddruddinQazi
(whomyou all know asJohnnyWalker). It caughtmy attentionat oncefor its virgin beautyandits
unexploredhaturalruggednesd. latertook alongto the locationBabasahelthe cameramananddir-
ectorNitin Bose,andtheywereall for it. Little did I know thenthat| wasdiscoveringa localethat
would be repeatedn severalfilms after GungaJumnawasreleasedThe natureof the subjectwas
suchthat it demandedh location of craggyhills anda valley besidesa flowing river that would be
skirted by a slopingland coveredwith tall treesand bushesBabasahelhad seenthe sketched had
madeof the locationthat| desiredandit surprisechim pleasantlythattherewasindeeda placelike
theonel haddrawnfor him. For someminuteshe stoodsilently with Nitinda on the hill from where
Gungaslidesdownto seizethevillain (playedby Anwar Husain)andsaveDhanno(playedby Vyjay-
antimala) After gazingthelocalefor quite sometime with his cameramars@®ye,he clappedhis hands
spontaneouslin delightandstampecdis approvalonthespot.lt wasunderstoodhatthevalleywould
providethe backdropfor the villagerstousesandthe zamindaf® haveli (mansion) which we would
have to build. (The zamindar was the villain in the movie.)



With Wjayantimala inGunga Jumng1961).

Making GungaJumnawasa mammothexerciseatthattime. ThoughNitindawasthereasthedirector
GungaJumnawasessentiallymy baby Whenshootingbeganfor GungaJumnaon location,K. Asif
was reshootingsomeof the desertsequencesf Mughal-e-Azamn Rajasthanl hadto endurethe
scorchingheatof the desertwith all the heavyarmourthat| wasgivento wearfor the sceneghat
Asif hadreworked,fly backto Bombayandtravel by carto the GungaJumnalocation. The make-
up materialavailablethosedayswaslimited andit wasquite a testfor my personamake-upartistto
camouflageghe suntanandthereddishpatched usedto developdueto the metalarmourcoveringmy
body in the war scenes shot on desert locations.

Shapoorjiwhowastheco-produceonf Mughal-e-Azanusedto call his sonsandhis office staf and
tell themto imbibethe virtue of ceaseleshardwork from me.He usedto arrangefor meto travelin
asmuchcomfortaspossibleandthe concernedxpression could seeon his faceremindedme of the
pain that would flit acrossAmma®facewhenshewould seethe afternoonsun®impacton my fair
skin when| got homeafter rigorousfootball practiceon the groundsnearMetro Cinemaduring my
college days.

| enjoyedmy long chatswith Shapoorjiwho loved me perhapaio lessthanhis sons.We discussed
everythingunderthe sun.While it fascinatedme to hearhim talk to his sonsaboutthe construction
businessand the money mattersthey were dealingwith everso facilely, Shapoorjioften wondered
how | wasableto copewith thecomplexandunusuademand®f theactingprofessionShapoorjwas
atoweringgiantin the constructiorbusinessand he commandednstantrespectfrom the authorities
becausef his untaintedreputation He wasa manof small build andof mediumheight,his intrinsic
goodnesdeingreflectedin theradianceon his gentleface.He visitedthelocationwhenevethefound
time and, at other times, he dropped in at my new house | had bought on Pali Hill.

Thosewere the dayswhen Pali Hill, Bandra,meantan addresgo reckonwith. Therewere open
spacesand bungalowsandthe bungalowl selectedwvas at an elevationstrategicallycommandinga
goodview from theupperfloor. | gavemy sistersandbrothersa surpriseby driving themto the house
andopeningthe mainentrancedoorwith a key from my pocket.In onevoice,they startedaskingme
whosehousewasit andhow comel hadthekey. | told themthenthatit wasmy housefrom now on-
wards. The house was big and had enough room for the girls to have the privacy they needed.

Life@® surprisesieverceasereally. | washopingto find my own exclusivespacen thehousewhere
| could restwhen| wantedto or just stayin the room andread.It wasimportantfor me to be left
aloneat times.| wasusedto beingalonefrom a very early agebecausd hadmy own thoughtsand
fancies,which | did notwish to share As a child, I enjoyedgoing out of the housealoneandit often
causegranicandgot meinto trouble (asnotedin earlierchapters)Here,in the large housel hadlov-
ingly bought,l found myselfoftenunwillingly draggednto senselesargumentsandbickering.| felt
completelyout of synchwith my brothersandsistersvhowerebecomingncreasinglyconcerneanly
with their comforts and luxuries, which they did not hesitate to ask me to provide.

Consequentlyl spentmoretime in the outhouseandtherel felt a senseof relief becauset gave
me the much-needeffeedomto pursuemy interestin readingandspendingguality time with people
whose company | truly enjoyed.

In thefilm industrytherewasa call from producers®odiesto placea ceiling on actors@ssignments
(sometiman themid-1960sjf | rememberightly). | knewit would notaffectmesincel did notwork



in morethanonefilm atatime but| felt it wasanencroachmenon anindividual®personabndpro-
fessional freedom.

My decisionto moveto Madrascameat this juncturepartly becausé wantedto be awayfrom the
perennialcacophonyin my houseand partly because could not agreewith the BombayproducersO
moveto restrictthe work of actors.Thereweretwo very cordial producersn Madraswantingmeto
starin the Hindi remakeof their Tamil andTeluguhits andl liked themandthe storiesthey narrated
to me. Onepromisedamplescopefor humourand comedyandthe otheroffered me an opportunity
to delveinto the troubledandsuspiciousnind of anunfortunatejonely man.Thefilms wereB. Nagi
Reddy&RamAur Shyan{releasedn 1967anddirectedoy Tapi ChanakyapndP. S.Veerappa@admi
(releasedn 1968anddirectedby A. Bhim Singh).Both wereto be madein the city thathadcaptured
my heart when | had worked Faigham(1959).

RamAur Shyamstartedwith a bit of turbulence Vyjayantimalawho wassignedto play the lead,
upsetNagi Reddy the producey with a tantrumthat was uncalledfor. When shestuckto her stand
aboutsomethingvery trivial like a sarior a pair of earringsshehad selectedandwas given to an-
otherartisteunknowingly by the directoi® assistantReddypolitely informedher shewasout of the
film. In aweek&time, | wasinformedthat WaheedaRehmarDwhoseoeuvreincludedfilms suchas
Pyaasa(1957),KaghazKe Phool (1959),Kala Bazar(1960)andGuide (1965)DPwould be replacing
Vyjayanti. Thewhole episodevasmisconstruedby Vyjayantiwho, afterworking with mein six films,
imaginedthat | hadbroughtin Waheedaecauseshewasmy heroinein Dil Diya Dard Liya (1966)
andAadmi

In Dil Diya Dard Liya(1966).

Althoughshootingfor Aadmibeganiong beforeRamAur Shyanmountedthe sets,its paceslowed
down halfway throughthe productionbecausehe cashflow camein dribs anddrabs.While | was
shootingsomehilarious scenedor RamAur Shyam | hadto agreeto dub for poignantsceneswith
Waheeddor Aadmibecause/eerappavould sendword that somefundshadcomein andtheywere
in a positionto hire a dubbingstudioandpay the techniciansLikewise, the editor of Aadmiusedto
invite meto takea look at the editedreelsand| spentmanyeveningdafter pack-upat Nagi Reddy®
Ram Aur Shyajnin the suites wherdadmiwas being edited.

Aadmiwasessentiallya psychologicatlramaandl tried to give it theedgeandslicknesst deserved
on the editing table. Thosedays, the Frenchnew-wavedirectors,especiallyJean-LucGodard,had
createdan interestin our editorsto employthe jumpcutunnecessarilyAlthough | wasnot formally
trainedin the job of editing,| hada fair ideaof the contributionan editor could maketo engagethe
viewer in the storytelling process. The subjecfAatimiwas such that it needed imaginative editing

As anactorl wasstruckby the promisethatthe charactet playedin Aadmiheld.l hadto bring out
theprotagonis&xerebrabtruggleto leavehis pastbehindandmoveon. Thebasicconflict in thestory



which hadthe externalappearancef acommonlove triangle,wasunusualn the sensehatit wasnot
somucha conflict betweenwo menoveronewomanasis commonin film stories.Thefriction was
in the minds of the characters.

The charactet playedwasto be exploredfrom a psychologicakngleandthatintriguedme.From
my experienceandunderstanding, concludedhatthefilm hadto haveamoodandanambiencehat
would gowith thevicissitudesn the protagonis&life andthe Freudiarthoughtprocesseblegetsinto.
Sol gotinvolvedin two vital aspectf its making,besideghe writing. | took a keeninterestin the
camera movements and lighting and also in the selection of shots on the editing table.

Film making,unlike someotherart formslike paintingor writing poetry for instancehasa great
dealto dowith communicationl meanthecommunicatiorbetweertheactorandthedirector between
the directorandthe cameramarmandthe art directotr betweerthe directorandthe editor, betweerthe
artisteand the cameramarand so on. If the coordinationis well orchestratedit showsin the final
product. If not, it shows equally in the frayed look of the product.

It wasmy practiceto takean activeinterestin the makingof a film. In RamAur Shyamtoo, my in-
volvementwasonehundredper cent.However beforel go into the details,| mustsaythatRamAur
Shyamwas very special for me (as explained in the next chapter).



17
THE WOMAN IN MY LIFE

Asshequietly gazedout at the sea,we listenedto the gentlesoundof wavesthat spreada serene
calmthatdescendedn usand| lookedat her andsaid: OSairayouare notthekind of girl | want
to drive aroundwith, or beseenaroundwith E | wouldlike to marryyouE will yoube mywife?0O

RaM AUR SHYAM WAS VERY SPECIALFORME IN A PERSONALWaY becausé marriedSairawhenthe produc-
tion of thefilm wasnearingcompletionandl would like to digresshereandnarratethetrue storyof our
marriageasthereare quite a few fanciful accountsirculatingsincethe day the newsmadeheadlines
in all publicationsin the countryin 1966.Until then| wasreluctantto evenwork with her for some
reasons, which | must explain.

First of all, | knew that shewasthe daughterof MohammedEhsanSahaband NaseemBanuji* a
greatlady whom| muchrespectecaind admiredfor her dignity and self-relianceandfor the way she
mostgracefullyconductederselfin thefilm industry NaseemAapahadworkedin afilm madeby Ay-
ub Sahabmy brother andtherewerealwayssmallget-togetheratourresidencet48 PaliHill. | recall
wonderfulmusicaleveningswhentherewasa sitar recital by UstadVilayat Khan Sahabor a singing
soirZewith the greatBadeGhulamAli Khan Sahabas| havebeenvery fond of classicalmusic,be it
vocal or instrumentalNaseemAapawould alwaysbe invited by Akhtar, my sister who hadgreatad-
miration and regard for her

Ammaji (Shamshad Abdul #eed Khan) performing at a small gathering.

| don®recallwhenbut atonesuchevening,Saira,who wason avisit to India duringherschoolhol-
idays,accompaniedher motherto our house.Sincel usedto meetNaseemAapaat manyformal and
informal occasions| hadunderstoodrom herthatSairawasgrowingup in London,wheresheandher
brotherSultanAhmedwerestudyingin schoolandtheywereunderthe guardianshipf NaseemAapa®
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motherShamshad\bdul Waheedhan,therenownedlassicakinger Apparently Sairahadseenmy
film Aan at ScalaTheatrein Londonand| got to know from differentsourcessuchas Mrs Akhtar
MehboobKhan,whom| calledBhabiji, Mrs BahaaKardarandS. MukherjeeSahalthatthislittle girl
wasbrewingup quite a stormin hermind abouta liking for me, wantingto know throughherletters
from Londonto herown mother my likes anddislikes,my way of life andeventhe factthatl loved
poetry and the Persian language.

Later, | gotto know thatassoonasshefinishedschoolin Londonandreturnedto India, shecon-
vincedNaseenmAapato getheratutor, a Maulvi Sahabwho wasa partof the Hyderabad\Nizam Mir
OsmanAli Khan®royal entourageto coachherin fine, pristine Urdu and Persianat the sprawling
HyderabadEstateon NepeanSeaRoadin Bombay! This washer planto impressme! At best,| was
pleasanthiamusedanddelightedat this wonderfuleffort by this youngsterNaturally | nevergavethis
Ocrush@irectedat me,anyimportancesincefor meit wasdifficult to reconcilemyselfto thefactthat
there was anything serious in her mind about me!

Next, | gotto know thatthis younglady wasprecariouslyperchedo takeoff onafilm careerwhich,
all saidanddone,in thosetimes,was consideredaboofor girls from conservativeMuslim families
andl knew thatthis waswhy NaseemAapahadwantedto sendher to schoolin London,far away
from the atmosphere of films.

Of coursewhenthis subjectwasbroachedy S. MukherjeeSahabwho wasa closeconfidantand
well-wisherof thefamily, | myselfvoicedanemphaticdOCto thisideaandtold him thatSairashould
be restrained from embarking on a film career

In the early 1960s we wereaboutto beginthe castingfor A. R. Kardai® Dil Diya Dard Liya (even-
tually releasedn 1966), when, at a closeget-togetheat MehboobKhan® place, MukherjeeSahab
said: O¥usuf, this younggirl is crazyto work with you.Q smiled,andtrying to deterher from this
idea,l ranmy handthroughmy salt-and-peppénair andsaidto Saira:OHavegou seerthis greyhair?
| amsomuchelderto you, and| eatlike a pig!OTo which, | still remembershelaughedandsaid: Ol
think grey hair looks very distinguished on yowry handsome.O

After hermaidenventure Jungleetherewasnolooking backfor Sairaand,curiouslyenoughGunga
Jumnaand Jungleewere releasedsimultaneouslyn 1961! Both were stupendousits! Shebecame
the mostsought-afteteadinglady in the industryand shewas pairedwith all the successfuleading
menof thetime BsuchasRaj Kapoor Dev Anand,Sunil Dutt, ShammiKapoor RajendraKumar, Joy
MukherjeeandManoj KumarbexceptDilip Kumar. Therewasa hugedemandn thefilm marketfor
afilm starringheroppositeme andtalkswereon, amongsimany for HabbaKhatoonwith Mehboob
Sahabfor which theillustrious film makerrequiredhugechunksof uninterruptedshootingdates(as
the film wassetin Kashmirandhadto be shotthere).Thereforeshehadto forgo doing Vijay An-
and®Guidewith Dev Anand,S. U. Sunny®Palki (alsodirectorof my 1960film Kohinoon and,of
course Leaderfor Filmalaya®S. MukherjeeSahabfor which they werealsoconsideringnewcomer
PriyaRajvanshwho hadcometo Bombayfrom The Royal Academyof DramaticArts, London.Wa-
heedeaRehmarnwaschoserastheheroinefor bothGuide(1965)andPalki (1967).PriyaRajvansHater
wentonto teamup with producerdirectoractorChetanAnand,andworkedwith himin films suchas
Hageeqa(1964),Heer Ranjhg1970) andHanste Zakhnf1973).

Meanwhile from Sairaherselfl would getfrequentandinsistentmessageandrequestshroughthe
popular producers whom she was already working with to pair us in their forthcoming movies!



Unfortunately | hadto withdrawfrom HabbaKhatoon asl could not foreseemyselfdoing Yousuf
Chak®(HabbaKhatoon®husband)characterwhich had someslantsof negativity Moreover Me-
hboobSahaband| did not seemto be like-mindedon this aspectanddid not seeeyeto eye.| also
remembetelling NaseemAapaat FilmalayaStudiosthat NaushadSahab€story ideaof Palki hada
lot of jhols. In other words, the story sagged under its own weight and lacked in content.

Giving themahuratclap forSaaz Aur Awagreleased in 1966).

As theseprojectsfizzled out, atthesametime, | wasmuchin demando give theauspiciousnahur-
at* clap at many of Sairadfilms. SaazAur Awazwas one suchmahuratand Habba Khatoonwas
another At the mahuratof the latterfilm, | told her, to herdismay thatall contendergor the role of
YousufChakwerepresentwheread wasonly theclapperboy! Exasperatedsheretortedthatshewas
now grown up andtaller too, to work with me,andaskedif |1 would only give mahuratclapsfor her
films or one day also work with her?

Unfortunately | hadto keepon refusingproducersvho wishedto castme oppositeher, finding it
very difficult to cometo termsthatthis very fair andslim girl whom| hadmeton manyoccasionsiad
indeedgrown up, andwasalreadydoingfilms with RajandDev, who werealmostthe sameageasl.
| was working with actresses who matched my age and maturity

I confidedin MukherjeeSahaband Sultanthat| wantedto castherin a speciallywritten subject
thatl hadin mind for herwhereour pairingwould beidealandperfect.This wasa subjectbasedwith
Kashmirasthe backdrop,a scriptthat| hadwritten myself entitted OSongf the ValleyOwhereshe
had a wonderfully vivacious, fefvescent role that ran the gamut of emotions.

At thislongwait, shebecamerery annoyedvith me.l sensedhatthe polite, graciousandwell-bred
younglady wasturning into anangrytigresswho wilfully wantedto scornme andseemedo be de-
liberatelyimpolite to highlight the fact that shewasterribly offended.For instancejn the Filmalaya
Studio compoundjf | wereleavingin my car and spottedAmmaiji (Saira®grandmotherjand Saira
making their way from the stagefloor towardstheir make-uproom for a break,| would as always
stepout of my carandwish themSalaamAlaikum (peacebe uponyou). Ammaji would respondyra-
ciously, whereasSairawould turn awayimpetuouslyandstrutawaylike a proudpeacoclasif shedid
not know me or hearme! | wasamazedt this attitude! Whata turn of events!Shethoughtthis kind
of behaviour would have somdext on me!
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In a double role ilRam Aur Shyar(l967).

The incredible beauty of life is that we never know what is about to happen next!

As we wereto startRamAur Shyam B. Nagi Reddyand A. Chakrapanico-producerof the film)
had, at the outset,suggestedaira®namefor the heroineoppositeRam, the timid charactetullied
to nervousshredsby Gajendrahis brotherin-law (playedby Pran).Ramrunsawayfrom homeand
finds himselfin avillage anddoesnot know whatto do with the enegetic, sprightly girl Shantawho
thinksheis herbeauShyam(alookalike of Ram),who hasmysteriouslydisappeareftom thevillage
for quite sometime. Nagi Reddywasall admirationfor Sairaand her recentperformancegandwas
certainthather pairingwith mein the comedysituationswould be a hugedraw sinceshepossessed
wonderfulflair for spiritedcomedy Sinceit wasmy practiceto takean activeinterestin the making
of my film, 1 voicedmy opinionthat! did not agreewith Nagi Reddyon this issuebecauseé felt she
wastoo delicateandinnocentin appearancéor a charactethathadto haveloadsof seductiveappeal
anda bold, buxomappearanceAt the sametime, MehmoodAli, the famouscomedianwas persist-
entthatfor this role we shouldcastvivaciousMumtaz, his co-starin manyof his andwrestlerDara
Singh®movies.He wassosinceren hisrecommendationf herthathe evencarriedtins of film reels
depicting Mumtaz to exhibit how talented she was. Mumtaz eventually bagged that role.

My refusalto work in RamAur Shyamwith herwasthe proverbiallast strawon the camel&back!
Hell hathno fury like awomanscorned!Sureenough) receivedmorethanmy fair shareof brickbats
from Saira in various ways!

RamAur Shyamwas progressingn the floors at a hectic paceand,asusual,l wascompletelyim-
mersedn my work whenl receivedaninvitationfrom NaseenmAapato join herandhermotherSham-
shadBegumSahibain the celebratiorof Sairadbirthdayandthe housewarmingof their newly built
bungalow which was a stong@row from my own bungalow on Pali Hill.



With Saira and Mumtaz during the shootingRam Aur Shyam

On the eveningof 23 August1966,when| speciallyflew to Bombayfrom Madrasto attendthe
partythatwasbeinghostedoy NaseemAapa,| hadno inkling thatthe courseof my life wasall setto
change and the evening was destined to remain indelibly imprinted in my memory to this day!

Whenl alightedfrom my carandenteredhe beautifulgardenthatleadsto the house] canstill re-
call my eyesfalling on Sairastandingn thefoyer of hernewhousdooking breathtakinglyoeautifulin
abrocadesari.l wastakenaback becausshewasnolongertheyounggirl I hadconsciouslyavoided
working with becausé thoughtshewould look too youngto be my heroine.Shehadindeedgrownto
full womanhood and was in reality more beautiful than | thought she was.

| simply steppedorwardandshookherhandandfor us Time stoodstill. For once,shelet go of her
annoyancevith me andlookedstraightinto my eyesandit did nottakemorethananinstantfor meto
realizethatshewasthe oneDestinyhadbeenknowingly reservingasmy real-life partnerwhile | was
refusing to pair with her on screen!

We movedfrom the foyer to the large drawing room, which was fast filling up with friends of
NaseemAapa, who includedMrs MehboobKhan, Mrs S. Mukherjee,R. K. Nayyar (producerdir-
ector), Shankarand Jaikishen(music directors),Fali Mistry (a famouscinematographer)Subodh
Mukherjee(the produceranddirectorof Jungle@, SanjeeKumar (thenanupcomingactor)andher-
oessuchasDev Anand,RajendraKumar, SanjayKhanandManoj Kumar, who werecloseto me as
well. While conversingwith Saira,l realizedthatfor someonavho hadgrownup in Englandandhad
studiedata privilegedEnglishschool,| foundherto beintrinsically very Indianandrootedto hernat-
ive culture in the way she spoke respectfully to her m@tigends and conducted herself.

My mind wentbackto oneof my sojournsn Coimbatorgnowin Tamil Nadu)wherel hadshotfor
Azaad(1955).1 happenedo meet,throughS. S. VasanSahaba notedastrologemwho wasknownfor
theaccuracyof his predictions.He madea chartsimply by observingmy facial featuresgxpressions
andthe lines on my palm.| remembeihis narroweyes,the sacredashsmearedcrosshis brow and
histhin arms,chestandneck.He satbeforeussilently studyingthe charthehadmadeandl remember
thesmile hegaveuswhenhewasreadyto unveil my future.He spokeglowingly aboutmy careerand
literally hadme spellboundashe proceededo describein detail our housein Peshawarthe flowing
waterby the side,wherel spentmy childhood,aboutmy parentsmy siblingsandmy grandparents!
Then,he pausedandsaidthat his forecastwas sourcedrom ancientBhrigu Sutrasand categorically
told methat| would marry late when| would be in my fortiesandmy bride would be a girl half my
age,asfair andbeautifulasthemoonandshewould keepmeonthelids of hereyesandlove andwor-
shipme unselfishly unconditionally He alsopredictedthat shewould be from the sameprofessiornb
to this | categoricallycommentedONeverl will not marry a girl from my profession!@nfazed,he



wentonto saythat, soonafterthe marriage shewould takethe blow of my Okarmas@th a prolonged
and neafatal iliness to absolve me and she would go through it ungrudgingly

Both VasanSahaband| did not expectthis categoricapredictionaboutsomethinghatwasneither
onmy mind noron VasarSahab®Ilt shookmeup for amomentbut, atthatpointof time, | wasneither
a believernor a disbelieverof astralconfigurationsthat could makeor mar one®life. As mentioned
earlier I hadhadthe childhoodexperienceof my Dadi (paternalgrandmotherho took the forecast
of afakir soseriouslythatsheunintentionallydisfiguredmy facewith sootall throughmy school-go-
ing yearsin Peshawar wasrestoredmy smart,goodlooks asa schoolboy only whenwe movedto
Bombay and | began to study at Anjuman Islam.

Thewhole episodedid not meanmuchat thatpoint of time and,asa busyyoungman,| gavelittle
importance to it and moved on, gatting about it in the flurry of day-to-day existence.

Strangelythe memory of that chance meeting surfaced now

After the birthday celebarationsheforetaking my flight backto resumemy shootingin Madras
the nextmorning,| calledup, wantingto thank NaseemAapafor the wonderful get-togetherSaira
answeredhe phoneandwhen| said@lain Yousufbol raha hoord(l am Yousufspeaking) shemis-
chievouslyreplied:OWho¥ousuf?Kis sebaatkarni hai?Whom do you wantto talk to?) Knowing
fully well who | was,shewashell-benton pulling my leg! I thensaidthat| wantedto thankherfor
beinganexcellenthostessat her partyandthatl hadenjoyedthe eveningvery much,unwindingfrom
all thestressaandhecticwork thatl hadbeenploughingthroughrecently | finally told herthatl would
call from Madras,and| did. | found myself sooncalling up againafter a coupleof days,strangely
missingthis sprightly mischievousyirl who wasa raremixture of traditional,deep-rootedndianval-
ues and Wstern culture and education.

| plannedto fly downandmeetherin the eveningsoonafterherbirthday | hadlandedin Bombay
whenl receiveda call of distresdrom a colleaguewho wasin afix with regardto atax problemand
neededhe help of my auditor Sairawasthenshootingat MehboobStudiosfor Lekh Tandon€Jhuk
GayaAasmaan(releasedn 1968)and| could not contacther astherewereno mobile phonesthose
days.Shecameout from the setsto Mrs Mistry@® (the studiooperatorkioskin thefoyer of the studio.
Shewastotally drenchedrom a rain songthey were doing and,when| told her that| may not be
ableto seeherthen,well, shesuggestedhat| hadbetternotseeheratall! As simpleasthat! Sensing
Sairaédisappointment], suggestedhat| would attendto the exigencywith my auditorfriend G. N.
Joshiandhelp my colleagueandthenaskedif | couldtakeherto the Taj SeaLoungefor sometime.
We did just that, but, unfortunatelyat the SeaLoungealsol waspagedrepeatedlyon the phoneby a
lady friend with whom | hadbrokenoff arelationshipmonthsago.This hadbeena stressfulphaseof
my life. Anyway, asSairaandl wereon our way home,| askedthe chauffeurto park at the seafront
on Cufe Parade, and there was just silence between us for some time.

As shequietly gazedout at the sea,we listenedto the gentlesoundof wavesthat spreada serene
calmthatdescendedn usand| lookedat her andsaid: OSairayou arenot the kind of girl | wantto
drive around with, or be seen around with E | would like to marry you E will you be my wife?0

Still upsetwith theirritating, disturbingcallsthatl hadreceivedandansweredvhile sitting with her
andG. N. Joshiat the Seal.ounge,Sairajust turnedaroundsharplyto answerme with OE andhow
manygirls haveyou saidthis to?GNormally, | would havebeenenragedvith suchaline, butinstead,
enamouredvith her straightforwardnesandsimplicity, | found myselftelling herthatshewaslove-
ableand| wantedherto be my wife. My innervoice,which | havealwaysbelievedis Amma®voice,
hadsealedheapprovalwithouthesitatiorandl knewdeepwithin methatl hadfoundthewomanwith
whom| wantedto sharemy life, my sorrowsandmy joys. As shesmiledandheldmein hergazewith
the love of awomanwho hadloved me sinceshewasin herteenswe slowly drovebackto Nepean
SeaRoadto her mothef3 SeaBelle flat. | saidl wantedNaseemAapa, Ammaji and Sultanand his
wife Rahat BegCapproval, that | sought her hand.



| knewthat Sairafcareemadsoaredo extremelypopularheightsandalsothatshewaspassionate
aboutherwork, alwaysprayingeverynightbeforehersleep:OAllahmakemeabig moviestarlike my
mother PariChehra NaseenBanuandmakememeetandinshallansoonbecomeMrs Dilip KumarO
It would be very hard to relinquish the work that generated such euphoria of popularity

In Leader(1964).

We found Ammaji and her eldersister Khursheedajijan, at homeand| presentedny proposal,
like a goodPathanto boththe eldestmemberan the family. Ammaji mosthappily kissedmy fore-
head blessingus andwasoverwhelmedvith tearsof joy for thetwo of us: @llah har khushide aap
donoko aur Yousufmianka igbal bulandrakhenE. Aameer®* Ammaji, alwaysafter, blessedme
with this duaon everyoccasiorthroughoutmy life. We thenproceededo meetNaseenmAapa,Sultan
andRahat,at the Pali Hill bungalow to which they werein the processof shifting. As a youngster
Sultanandthe bunchof the Mukherjeeboys,Rono,JoyandDebu,hadalwayscycledaroundPali Hill
for fun andthenstoodoutsidemy 48 PaliHill gatelike eageykeenchildrento havea glimpseof me.
Later, Sultan,whenhe camebackafter schoolingin London,joined the teamof Leader(releasedn
1964) to watch the making of the film, learning the ropes of becoming a film director

NaseemAapareceivedusat herPaliHill bungalowin ecstatiovonder;shewasoverwhelmedjoy-
ously embracingus with the love thatthis gracefullady alwaysshoweredn us. Sheand Sultanbe-
camemy greatsupportsystemin everydaylife, asalsomy own extendedamily, readyto love and
protect me.

We werefirst giventhe auspiciougdahi (curds)andmeethasweets)on this occasiorwith Naseem
Aapaéhandandthenserveda sumptuousnealsynonymousvith herrefinedandexquisitehospitality
Sairawassoexcitedandmusthavebeenraringto eat,butself-consciouslyustbit onamorsel,chewed
soslowly, until I hadto tell her: Bairaaap isseyapnahi ghar samajhiyeaur khanakhaiyeO(Saira,
consider this your own house and have your food!)

Soonafter, Sairatook permissionfrom NaseemAapato go for a shortdrive andthento drop me
home,just a stone€throw awayfrom herown bungalow Although Londonschooledandbred, Saira
hadbeenvery protectivelybroughtup by Ammaji andNaseemAapaasa younggirl, takingthe best
out of Westerneducationand upbringingbut essentiallyand strictly inculcatingindian values.This
waswhatappealedo me mostaboutherpersonalityHershadbeena close-knitfamily of four mem-
bers(apartfrom herself)bhergrandmothermotherandelderbrother who werethe world shegrew
up to know love and understand, even as she became an entity on her own: a successful film s

We droveby CarterRoad,pastDelphin,atwo-storeystructurewheremy dearbrotherNasirandhis
wife, actressBegumPara,lived with their childrenon the top floor andmy friend OGobindoctor
Abhi Bhattacharyajesidedon thefirst floor. | askedmy chaufeurto honkloudly until Gobindocame
runningoutto thewindow, alarmedthinking thatsomethingvaswrong.| shoutedoutto him to hurry
andbring downa bottle of drinking watetr No soonerthanhe scurrieddown, he bentinto the carwin-
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dow to speakio me andhe practicallyfainteduponseeingthe mostunexpecteaight: Sairasitting by
my side, smiling away at him!

It seemedncredibleto Gobindobecausdewasjustrecentlyshootingwith Sairaon K. Asif @ Sasta
KhoonMehngaPani (afilm thatremainedunfinished)at the outdoorlocationsin the desertof Jodh-
pur, RajasthanGobindowasone of the manyemissariesapartfrom actorNazir HussainSahaband
SanjeeKumar, who carriedmessagesf how upsetSairawaswith me! Theseartisteswereworking
with me too and | would meet them frequently

After that,we turnedtowardsthe beachat Juhufor a shortstroll Bthe sky wasbeautiful,ladenwith
layersof dreamyAugustcloudsandwe silently walked, handin hand,enjoyingthe bracing,placid
breezewhensuddenlya beautiful,light showerdescendedponusasthoughGodhimselfhadblessed
this unionof two hearts] immediatelytook off my jacketto wrapit aroundSairaédelicateframeand,
to this dayamongst a thousand things she has safely kept in her treasure trove, is the same ja

As we werereturninghome,atmy gate,| sawNasir@ carparked jndicatingthathewasthere.Nasir
commutedbetweenour poultry farm at Nasik and Bombayto keepthe family businesgoing.| was
sovery happythat| wantedhim to be thefirst in my family to know the gladtidings. Nasirwasmy
much-loved,eversmiling, outgoingandwarm-heartedrother He wasthereforemy favourite com-
panion, born just after me and so dear to me.

We took the stairsup to the hall andfinding Sairavery nervous| heldherhandreassuringlyNasir
wasaloneandlookedup with ahugewarmsmileashealwaysdid, andwe satdown.In thenextcouple
of minutes|| saidto him: ONasjiSairaand| aregettingE married!@o which hereplied:@ye Yaat
YouOrgulling my leg! YouOrgoking! How did this happen?8e thenlaughedandtightly heldmein
his embrace and exclaimedlc&nOt believe this yaar! Wonderful né€vsly happiness was complet

During the nextweek,| flew downeveryothereveningto Bombayfrom Madras,anddinedandspent
wonderfultime with Saira,hergrannyandNaseenmAapaattheir NepearnSeaRoadhomewhereSaira
still wasliving, or at her newly built bungalowat Pali Hill whereat timeswe would be joined by
Mrs Akhtar Mehboob MukherjeeSahatandmy dearfriendsPranandSatishBhalla. (Pran€daughter
Pinky later married Satish Bhaka€bn.)

Yearslater. Sairajovially sangto me @k ghar banayahai, tere ghar ke samné€;, telling methat, in
actuality whenshewantedto build herown home,the family setaboutlooking for a suitableplot of
land around48 Pali Hill, holding my houseasthe landmark,beingcloseto which wasthe first cri-
terion in their choice!

Events moved at a fast pace thereatisithe news spread everywhere.
*NaseenBanuji®mostfamousfilm is Pukar(1939),in which sheplayedNoor Jehanthewife of the
Mughal Emperor Jehangir
*An opportune time for beginning something new
*Literally meaning Owith a face like a fairyO.

** May Allah give you both every happiness and may the fortunesusuUf be on the rise. So be it.
*Qlhavebuilt a housein front of yours.(hewasinspiredby the title songof the 1963 movie Tere
Ghar Ke Samnestarring Dev Anand and Nutan.
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18
THE BIG DAY

Camethe day of the marriage: 11 October1966.Whatdid | feel? Wastherea gushof nervous-
ness?Having remaineda confirmed,eligible bachelorfor solong, did | haveanytrepidationsor
any qualms as the hour of the relinquishment of my bachelordom drew near?

AT THE OUTSET, | FELT IT VERY NECESSAR TO ACQUAINT MY future wife, my life partnefto-be,with the
scenaricat home,with my family andwith my dearesbneswho wereof paramountmportanceo me.
Yearsago, after losing Aghaji and Ammaso early in my life, | suddenlybecamethe Oparent-broth@r
to my five brothersandsix sisters of whomthreewereelderandtherestyoungerto me.l hadliterally
steppednto my parentsGhoescaringfor themandtaking time off from my shootsto be with them.|
would takegreatjoy in personallyshoppingfor their everyneed,evenfor fabricsfor the youngersib-
lings and give themto our family tailor to be stitched.When| neededsomehelp in this area,Bhabi
Akhtar Mehboob would give me helpful guidance for the girls.

We would spendong holidaysat Lonavala(a hill stationin Maharashtraabout100km from Bom-
bay),in the housel rentedeveryyearwherethe childrenwould rompin the gardenhappily andnever
wantto go backhomesoonenough.Whenthey all grew up, whetherthe boysor the girls, | endeav-
ouredto give themthe bestareasof studythey chosefor themselvesWhenthey wishedto go abroad
for further studies,| encouragedhemwithout any secondthoughts.Their happiness®ecamethe pur-
pose of my existence.

Oneday | satwith Sairaon a quietstretchof beachandtold herthatl hadbeensucha confirmedeli-

gible bachelorfor so long with a family in tow that was very accustomedo beingin chage of me,
whetherwe attendedunctionstogetheyarmin arm, or we reserveda whole row of seatsn a popular
cinemahousefor films basedon Tennesse#VilliamsCstories(for instance A StreetcatNamedDesire

1951,andCatona Hot Tin Roof 1958).I pointedoutto herthatit would bedifficult, if notimpossible,
for themto easilyreconcileto a new personin my life, asalsofor herto live togethemwith the family

withoutanyproblemsarisingbetweerthem.l wentonto tell herthatit wasinevitablethatain saatve
aasmaarki hoor bhi laaoongajo useyacceptahinkar paigi merifamilyO (Evenif | bring a celestial
angelfrom the seventhheavenmy family will not be ableto accepther) They were so usedto my

being a loner and were not used to sharing me with anyone.
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With my sisters.l( to R: Sakina Aapa, Saeeda amal.T

In suchcircumstanced, told herthatto give our marriagetheright beginningandenvironmentwe
would haveto live separatelyon our own. | assuredherthat! would get suitablealternativeaccom-
modationfor my unmarriedsistersSakinaAapaandFaridaandfor my brotherAhsan,who lived with
me,asalsofor all themarriedOvisiting€isterssuchasTaj, SaeedandFauziawho oftencameto stay

Sairaexplainedto methatsincel knew that shewasherselfthe prime memberof her own small,
close-knitfour-membeifamily, which shedearlyloved,hencd shouldunderstandhatshewould nev-
er want to separatene from my brothersand sisters,whom | loved very much. Anotherthing she
statedwasthatjustayearagoherelderbrotherSultanhadmarriedRahatBegandtheywerenaturally
living in the newbungalowthat Sairahadbuilt just acrosghe road.By accedingo my decision,she
did not wantto seta bad precedencéor her own family B sheinsistedthat Sultanand Rahatmust
continueto live with Ammaji and Aapaji, or her elderswould be alonein the autumnof their lives.
Sairawantedto live in togetherneswith my family; thatwasherfirm decision sayingthatif sheand
I moved out to be independent of the family responsibilities it would be wrong on our part.

As notedearlier | hadalreadytold Nasirof our proposednarriageandl proceededo breakthe news
with mild trepidationto SakinaAapa.Shewastotally in chage of the houseandthe membersof the
family, particularlythe girls, andwasloved andfearedat the sametime. Earlier, Aghaji usedto have
frequentaltercationswvith herashe did not approveof her high-handednessyhich wasquitein con-
trast to Ammagentle ways.

WhenAmmahadturnedvery unwellandbedridderwith asthmashehaddevisedhis habitof stor-
ing anumberof cleansocks,hankiesandothersuchitems,meantfor Aghaji andall of usboys,right
under her bed. She would draw them out, doling them out to us as needed!

I had my own fearsof how shewould receivethis newsfrom me, knowing fully well that poor
Nasir, whenevehe met SakinaAapa,the occasionwould neverbe bereftof the scaldingcriticism he
was subjectedo time and againfrom her aboutmarrying actressBegumParano matterhow many
yearshadgoneby! | would alwaysspringto the defenceof my dearbrotherwho constantlywarded
off theseattackswith smilesandlaughter He saidthis wasthe bestway to dealwith atricky situation!

As | facedSakinaAapanow, | knewwhatwasgoingon in hermind. Her thoughtswerecrisscross-
ing betweendisappointmenat havinghadno sayin the decisionandalsogreatsurpriseat my having
chosen a partner who was from the same profession as mine and much younger to me.

| tried to sethermind atrest,by clarifying thatit wasno doubta quick decision butit was,without
doubt,aconsideredneasall my decisionshavebeen.Yes,| hadalteredmy earlierstandthat! would



not marry a girl from the samefield, but | had changedny mind becausd had goodreasonto do
so,becausé knew Saira8illustrious family lineage Her grandfathewasKhan BahadurMohammed
Solaiman OBE, who hadbeenthe chief engineeiof the Delhi Municipal Corporationandhadthedis-
tinction of structuringthe Viceroy®House(now known asRashtrapatBhavan)asalsothe surround-
ing ParliamentHouseandthe otherbuildingsin thatarea.MohammedEhsanSahabher father edu-
catedandbroughtup in London,hadturnedinto a notedfilm producerHer motherwasthe beautiful
NaseemBanu, a first-rate film heroineof hertime with a flawlessreputation,and her grandmother
Shamsha®@egumAbdul Waheedhan,arenownedlassicalvocalist,who usedto singlive overAll
India Radio Delhi and had recorded for Columbia Records.

Aboveall, Sairaby herselfpossessedirtuesandqualitiesthat| considerecessentialn thewoman
| wasgoingto spendherestof my life with. | did notfeeltheneedto explainmoreto SakinaAapa.l
concludedoy sayingthatl wasconvincedhatl hadtakentheright decisionandthatl wasvery happy
Sheheardme outwith avacantexpressioranddid notarguesincesheknewit wasa fait accompliand
she had to accept it.

The announcemendf our engagementn 2 October1966 reverberatedvith sensationabndjoyous
tidings all over the countryt was an indescribable experience.

The mediawas splashingthe newsall over and the radio stationskept on announcingthe event
everycoupleof hours.Therewasanair of greatfestivity in Bombay(andprobablyelsewhereswell)
as all available loudspeakers belted out our favourite film songs!

With Saira and Satish Bhalla among others.

The newsof our forthcomingmarriagecameasa surpriseto all thosewho hadthoughtl wasan
unrelenting highly eligible bachelomvho would neversettledown. My fansandalsomy friends,such
asSatishBhalla, Raj Kapoor produceVed Puri, Hiten ChoudharyPranandBalraj Kohli, wereagog
with Ohowdid this happenOSairafcareemwasjust five yearsold; we hadneverworkedtogetherand
wereneverlinked romantically Consequentlythereliterally wasa stormin people€minds,whowere
eager to see us together and have a glimpse of us together

As for Saira,NaseemAapahadtold me,in herown dignified manneythat shewasbesideherself
with joy, celebrating the granting of a long-cherished desire of being my wife.

At that point of time, | wasto finish the final schedulef RamAur Shyamin Madrasandthen
travelwith producerdirectorH. S. Rawailto Calcuttato do somescriptingwork andalsoto finalize



atempleoutdoorlocationtherefor the film Sunghursh{eventuallyreleasedn July 1968).Sairaand
NaseemAapawerealsoheadedor Calcuttato shootoutdoorsfor directorLekh Tandon€JhukGaya
Aasmaan

At the Calcuttaairport, therewasa tumultuousseaof peoplesuchaswe hadneverseenbeforein
our lives Bnot evenat premieresfunctionsandralliesthat! wassofamiliar with. As the doorsof the
aircraftwere openedfor the passengert disembarkwe hadto beata hastyretreat.Heavenknows
how, despitesecuritybarriersput up by the police, fans had accesse@venthe tarmac,not just the
airport. Eventually we somehowgot to our car, which wassurroundedy thousand®f fansand,as
a gestureof greatlove, the carwaslifted up by themaswe satinside! We could hearjust onevoice
chanting: Mubarak MubarakO (Congratulations! Congratulations!)

Somehowwe managedo drive away from the airport and were rushedinside the GrandHotel
(wherewe wereto stay) throughthe kitchenentranceand up to our suiteson an upperfloor. Soon
enoughtherewasa stormof Oknoclknock@n all the doorson our floor! Lo andbehold!How had
the fans got pastsecurityand reachedoutsideour suites?The hotel managemenivas flusteredand
nervousandNaseemAapaandfilm producerH. S. Rawail wereof the view thatit would beimpos-
sibleto go outandwork in theseconditions.Sureenough at seventhe nextmorning,on looking out
of our windowswe sawthe extensivemaidanin front of the building strewnwith odd pairsof shoes,
umbrellasclothingandotheritemsasthoughit hadbeena battlefieldthe earliernight! Saira&outdoor
unit of JhukGayaAasmaarsimply hadto packup. Therewasno way anyonecould accesghe shoot
spot because of the happy fans blocking the area in their joyous delirium, hoping to find us the

All of us conferredand| decidedthatit wasbestthatto fulfil the yearningof our fansto seeus
togetherl| insistedwe mustat onceaccelerat@ur marriageplansfrom the endof the yearto imme-
diately Now! | suggestedo NaseemAapa,and phonedSultanwho wasin Bombay thatwe should
getbackhomeforthwith. | wasclearin my mind thatl wanteda simple nikah (marriage)with Saira
in the nextcoupleof days.At the sametime, | lostnotime in conveyingmy decisionto SakinaAapa,
my elderbrotherNoor Sahaband Aquila Bhabi, taking their ijazat (permission)or the mostimport-
antstepin my life. Similarly youngerbrothersNasir, Ahsan(Aslam hadsettledin America)andmy
sistersTaj, Saeedak-aridaandFauziawereinformed.Akhtar wasestrangedrom the family afterher
alliancewith K. Asif. Therewould be no time for any grandarrangementfor the event;nor would
therebe any finery vis-"-vis weddingclothesandjewellery In fact, | saidthatall we neededvasa
Maulvi Sahalto solemnizeour nikahandchuaaragdrieddates)o distributeaspertheritual. We did
notevenhavetime to print cardsor prepareaproperlist of guestsiClosefriendswerejusta phonecall
away!

So, Sairaandl, who hadin our professionalives and otherwise worn the mostelegant,custom-
madeapparethroughoutjustworewhatNaseenAapacouldquickly mustertogetherin ashortwhile!
NaseemAapahadbeenthe powerhouseof guidanceo Saira,in hermake-upandwardrobe the lady
who designedandcreatedall of Sairagomgeouscostumesandjewelleryat atime whentherewereno
designersassuchandher namehadbecomesynonymouswith greattaste.Peoplelookedforwardto
see what Saira would wear in her films, or even at a premiere.

Coverageof our marriageby the media,asthe datewashurriedly fixed andannounce@s11 Octo-
ber1966,generatechationwideattentionandcreatecheadlinesn newspapersiNe hadvery little time
to ourselvesasthe attentionwe continuedto getfrom the media,friends, relativesand closefamily
members just wouldh&top!



Themehndiceremonywith Rahat (Saira®habh) and Naseem Banuii.

Therewasa beautiful,but simple, haldi (turmeric)and mehndi(henna)ceremonyduring which the
ladiesof my family headedby SakinaAapaandmy youngersisterscarriedthaals (plates)of finely
groundhennadecoratedvith bright,illuminatedcandledo Sairaandsacredlyanointedmy emotional,
ecstatic bride. This was the first step towardsrikah

Similarly, awhole contingentof glamoroudadiesfrom Sairaéfamily headedy NaseemAapaand
RahatBhabhi(Sultanéwife) swoopeddownto makemirth andmischiefwith the bridegroomandput
some pep into thikaldi andmehndiceremony at my house!

Sairaand| hadgot so usedto spendingtime togetherduring the whole of Septembefd 966, that
whenafter the announcemendf the marriageandthe nearingof the rituals began,we were put into
individualisolation! Our eldersforbadeusfrom seeingeachotherandwe foundit heart-wrenchinglf
| wentto herhouseto discussformalitieswith SultanandNaseemAapa,| hadto remaindownstairs
and Saira would mischievously try every window of the house to get a glimpse of me!

Camethedayof themarriage:11 Octoberl966.Whatdid | feel?Wastherea gushof nervousness?
Havingremaineda confirmed,eligible bachelorfor solong, did | haveanytrepidationsor anyqualms
as the hour of the relinquishment of my bachelordom drew near?

No. Insteadwhatl felt wasa serenecalmandtranquillity, asthoughhavingreachecd safeHaven
of Peacel alwayshadAmma®innerstrengthto takeon life with grit anddrawthebestoutof it. | had
beenlucky to attainfameandall thatgoeswith it, butnow | hadthe persorwho would sharemy life
andwould bemy very own, to look aftermein everywayto putin their placemy shirts,my socksand
my hankies jnsteadof my thingsbeingbundledandpushedanywhich way into drawerssomewhere
in the house by my man Fridadnwar.



19
CELEBRATIONS GALORE

Sairaand| beganour livestogetherashusbandandwife in themosteruditeandculturally wealthy
city of India, enjoyingpeacefulmorningswith breakfastservedin the gardenfollowed by hectic
work on the sets, with breaks for tiffin and coffee and ending with a quiet dinner in the room.

| HAD THE BENEFIT OF MY SISTERSLIVING IN MY HOUSE,BUT THEY Weregrowing up too, finding their feet
in life; someweremarriedoff andwereaway My food waswhat!| would draw garamgaram (piping
hot) from the pateela(cookingvessel)n the kitchenandwrapit up with breadandoff | would go for
my shooting.A bachelo domain,free asa bird, but with its disadvantagef no attentionbeingpaid
to the small, but important, things in life!

To comebackto the shaadi(marriage),| spentthe busymorningin anatmospherghatseemedo be
electrifiedwith excitementmy little cabinhadthe hustleandbustlecreatedoy Noor SahabandNasir,
who asthe eveningproceededgeremoniouslyplacedthe Peshawarkulla (topee)on my headandtied
thegomgeoussilkensaafa(along pieceof cloth) aroundit with greatlove andpride,whichwerevisible
in their eyes. Their brotherodsuf was alulha(bridegroom) at last!

My own luxurious limousinewas gorgeouslybedeckedwith tons of flowers to take me to Saira®
house andbring my bridehomewith me,butlo andbehold!Lalay Noor andNasirdisclosedo methat
theyandSakinaAapawantedmeto ride a ghodi(a mare)andtakethe baraat(marriageprocessionjo
Saira®home.OHeavens|@ried to tell them,Omen a mare!d alsotold themthat| would go in my
carandpointedout to themthat, downthe roadtowardsthe bride®gate therewasa steepslope.l was
apprehensivéhatthe marewould slip andfall and,god forbid, | would too! It would be sucha sorry
spectacle!

My argument,however wasin vain andas| hesitatinglysatastridemy magnificentlydecorated
BawarOl neverimaginedthat the distanceof just two minutesto Saira®housefrom my own home
wouldtakeanhour. We hadthoughtthatabout500guestsvould turn up for themarriage butgoodness,
the multitude of fans and friends was legion.

As my marewashappilyled by Prithvirajji, ShashKapoorandNasir, | couldfeeltheenormougush
of the peoplebehindandaroundusand,to makethe proceedingsill themorealarming,eachstepof the
way therewould be anunceremoniou®thudéh my kulla- andsaafaboundheadfrom the oriental,za-
ri-* studdedumbrella,which auspiciouslyOprotectedfe bridegroomastridehis mare! My headreeled
with the impact each time!

To makemattersworse,the poormare,in all its finery andwell-manicurechoovesandnaal (horse-
shoe)keptreligiously sliding andslipping on the polishedand cementedlope.It wasa miraclethat|
survived the dhab dhatO on my head and tiggréh, grrrh O of the slippery slope!
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As thegateof the bride®houseopenedn full splendouto admitmeandmy entouragelo andbehold!
Thousand®f peoplewho just could not be heldbackby any securityon earthbagedin! | couldgeta
glimpseof dearfriend andcolleague producerdirectorNasir Hussainwho wasdangeroushperched
ontop of avanwith hisunit, photographingheentireproceedingslt wassuchawonderfulandloving

gesturdrom afriend. In therushof the enthusiasticrowd, heandhis teamwerealmostthrownto the
ground. Thank God that no one was injured.

Our marriagewasa surpriseto all thosewho knew me. NaushadSahabwasthe only oneamongmy
closefriendswho hadthe forthrightnesgo askmeif | wasn©makinga mistake.OHowcanyou think
of marryinga girl who is morethantwentyyearsyoungerto you?(e askedme with the authorityhe
alwayshadasafriend andwell-wisher | hadno hesitationin telling him thatl hadconsideredhestep
| wastaking with seriousintrospectionand| knew Sairawasthe girl AmmaandAghaji would have
approved had they been alive.

As alreadynoted Naushadsahalknewmy parentsvell andhewasspeciallyvery attentivetowards
Aghaji when he visited our homein Bandra.Aghaiji, too, liked talking to NaushadSahabandthey
spenttime makingeasy casualconversatiorwheneveihe droppedin. Aghaji hadalmoststoppedyo-
ing to CrawfordMarketdueto failing healthandhe enjoyedthe companyof friendswhenthey called
on him at home.Now thatthey wereno morethere,NaushadSahabwasjustified in wonderingand
askingme: OWhaaboutyou? Are your sistersand brothershappyaboutyour decision?®answered
thattheleastl could expectfrom my family wasawarm, good-naturedvelcometo Saira.Therewas
no pressuren Sairato marry meandtherewasno pressur@n meto marryher It wasthewill of God
thatwas bringing us together Her mother NaseemAapa,hadtold me in her own dignified manner
that Sairawasbesideherselfwith joy, celebratinghe grantingof a long-cherishedvish by Allah. As
for me,| wasmorethansurethatthe Coimbatoreastrologe® words(mentionedearlier)werecoming
true and | was being blessed with a loving and adoring wife.

NaushadSahabdid not attendour nikah His absencavascompensatetly the presencef all my
otherfriendswho wentall outto makethe occasioroneof the happiesof my life, whosememoried
still cherish.

RajKapoorhadjokedoncein a mediainterviewthattheday| would marry hewould walk into my
houseon his knees.So,whenRaj arrivedat 48, Pali Hill, hewaspromptlyremindedof his jovial de-
claration.He instantlywentdownon his kneesto everybody&surprise My eldestsister SakinaAapa,
wasin the balconyandshecalled out to him, bidding him to getup on his feetat once.Raj wasas
close to me as any of my brothers and Sakina Aapa knew it.

| was overwhelmedby the warmth andthe affection | receivedfrom all my relativesand friends
who throngedthe house As alreadymentionedjt took an hourfor the baraatto reachSaira®house.
Sairawasnotoverdressedsbridesusuallyare.Her mother who alwayshada sayin hermake-upand
fashionedher wardrobe had kept the finery to the minimum to let her daughte® geneticallygifted
graceandbeautystandoutin the simpleeleganceof her bridal attire. Both our weddingattireswere
quickly put together as there was hardly any time.

Eventually Nasirand Sultanmanagedo instil someorderinto the meleeandsuccessfullycordoned
off the areasmeantfor the mediaandthe inviteesfrom the gatecrasherasho hadfloodedthe garden
andthe surroundingsLater, | gotto know that Sultanandhis aideshadscatterech dozenmenin an
attemptto getmorefood from all therestaurantaroundsothattheycouldfeedeventhe gatecrashers.



The nikah was beautiful D all my loved anddearoneswere by my side, GeneralShahnawazRRaj
Kapoor Nasir, Sultan,Mukri, SatishBhallaandeveryonevhom| heldimportantin my life. Pranhad
braved a storm in Srinagar and yet flown in to Bombay for my marriage.

The wedding functionL(to R: Qazi Mughey Ahsan, me, Raj Kapookukri and Nasir

As required,Sairaand| signedthe nikahnama(marrigedocumentjandindividually said @ubool
haiQXl/we acceptthe marriage)in reply to the questionaskedoy QaziMurgheya smiling, saintly, be-
nevolentandholy maulangareligiousscholar). ThenRajescortedneto the bride,who waitedto see
mefirst in anaainamusaf(mirror) ritual, in which the bride andgroomfirst seeeachotherthrougha
reflection.

After that, Raj askedfor a bowl of milk anddippedthe weddingringsin it beforewe exchanged
them and became man and wife.

The next eveningwas the walima (marriagefeast) at my home,whereall our dearfamily friends
gathered, headed by the chief minister of Maharashéiggantrao Naik, for a wonderful celebration.
Sairaand| spentthe walimanightin my own little outhousen the garden.Initially, | felt a little
awkwardto tell Sairathatl wantedusbothto stayin thissmall,segregategartof my bungalowwhich
hadbecomemy frequentdomain.It hadits own independenéntryfrom theroad.Herel neededo be
aloneattimes,to be givenmy own spacewvhenl workedon the scriptsof my films, ensuringthatthe
peoplewho cameto seeme regardingmy work did notintrudeinto the privacy of the womenin my
family. Much to my relief, Sairashowedno dismay;her eyeseloquentlyexpressedher contentment
andhappinesdo do asl| hadsaid.In later years,as shesharedmy life with me, this one quality to
happilyfall in line with what!| saidwasthe essencef the succes®f our marriagel will talk of this

in detail in later chapters.



The day of the marriage. "W Naseem Banuji and Saira.

Early nextmorning,we wereto leavefor Madras.l hadto finish the patchworkon RamAur Shyam
andSairawasto spenda day or two with meandproceedo Darjeeling(a hill stationin WestBengal)
to shoot and finisdhuk Gaya Aasmaan

Sairawasreadyandeagelto travelwith meandwe felt we weregoingto beleft aloneatlastin each
othei®@ companyawayfrom the ceaselesbustleof Bombay Madrashadbecomeseconchomefor me
and | was already making arrangements to purchase a house in a quiet and exclusive locality

Arriving at the Madras airport for the shootingRdm Aur Shyapalong with Pran, Baby Farida,
Nagi Reddy (behind Farida), Saira, Nirupa Roy and A. Chakrapani

Whenwe arrivedat the Meenambakkanairporttherewasa marvelloussurpriseawaitingus. There
wereredrosepetalsstrewnfrom thetarmacto thearrival areaandtherewasNagi Reddyhimselfwith
the castandcrewof thefilm waiting with garlandsandwide grinsto greetus on thetarmac.We were
told that huge crowds had gathered outside the airport and so we would have to leave quietly

OnreachingNagi Reddy&studio, he told usthattherewereevenbiggersurprisedor us. My suite
at the OceanicHotel was decoratedabulouslyand a large, ornatebed had replacedmy old single
bed.Tonsof fragrantmogras(jasmineblossomsoveredeverynook andcornerof theroomandthe



bed,too, wasdecoratedvith mogragarlandsWhentheairconditionemwasswitchedon, theheadyfra-
granceof the milky white blossomdilled the entireroomandgaveusthefeelingof beingin adistant
world.

| hadoncejokingly told ReddySahat&€sonPrasadwho hadbecomea dearfriend, that| liked the
incredibly large size of a bedandits brassknobsand ornatebedsteadshat gaveit an antiquelook.
Prasacdhadjokingly repliedthathewould gift methebedwhenl married.Sinceatthattime therewas
no bride on the horizon,he hadhumorouslysaidthathis offer of the bedasa gift shouldbe takenas
anincentivefor me to look aroundfor a suitablebride at the earliest.That was strangelyprophetic
becausesoonenough] foundmyselfseekinghe handof the beautifulgirl I begarto love andwanted
to marry

Silken bedlinen hadtakenthe placeof the cottonsheetghat coveredmy bedearlier It wasasif
the room had beenreadiednot for Mr andMrs Dilip Kumar but for an emperorand empressCan-
didly speakingthe surprisewasmostwelcome.What| wantedto offer to Sairain my own houseand
| couldn®©dueto shortageof time washerein full splendoubeforemy eyes.In morewaysthanone,
Sairaandl beganour lives togetheras husbandandwife in the mosteruditeand culturally wealthy
city of India, enjoyingpeacefuimorningswith breakfasservedn the gardenfollowed by hecticwork
on the sets, with breaks forfiif and cofee and ending with a quiet dinner in the room.

Everythingwasidyllic and, sincewe both loved the delicaciesservedby first-rate SouthIndian
cooks,we hardly missedthe food we relishedat homein Bombay In fact, Sairabecamea permanent
fan ofidlis, dosasandmedhu vadas

Whenevell packedup early from the shooting,we usedthe time we got to drive throughthe city,
takingin thesightof cyclerickshawsgostling with carsandbusedearlesslyon busystreetdined with
flower stallsthat displayedstrandsof jasmineand multihuedflowers readyto be sold to womenfor
the adornment of their long, flowing braids.

| becameawarethat Sairawasnot oneto makefriendswith anyoneinstantly Evenso,| foundher
amiableandfriendly towardsmy co-starsn RamAur ShyamWe spentmosteveningsafterthe day®
work meetingthe unit membersandhavinginterestinginteractions! noticedthatshewasshyanda
trifle reservedoy naturebut wasmakingan effort to comeout of the shell.| could understandher at-
titude becaused wasawarethatherswasa close-knitfamily of four membersFor Saira,her mother
grandmotheandherelderbrother Sultan,wastheworld shegrewup to know, understan@ndlove. |
felt sheneededo havefriendsof herown ageandmeetmore peoplefrom all walks of life. In subse-
quent years, she did just that and her sprightly personality began geemer
*Fine gold thread work.
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20
COLLEAGUES AND FRIENDS

Kohinoor[1960] will remainetchedn mymindfor the effortsl madeto learnto play thesitar. It
wasanotherchancefor meto testmyflair for thecomedygenrein actingE. | enjoyedthe making
of Kohinoor also for the camaraderiethat grew betweenme and MeenaKumari after Azaadas
we, whowereknownfor our forte with emotionaldramaand tragedy,cametogetherfor another
light-hearted film.

Ram AUR SHYAMWAS COMPLETEDAHEAD OF SCHEDULE Its work wasa jolly experiencdor all of us.l was
working with my friend Pranin RamAur ShyamandAadmiatthe sametime. Pranandl werefriendsin
thereal senseof theterm.We metat thework placeandwe metinformally asoftenaswe could either
at his houseor mine sincewe lived in the samelocality: Bandra.At work, we wereinvariably pitted
againsteachotherbour charactersverealwayscaughtin a conflict oversomethingor theother It used
to be very amusingfor onlookersto watchthe changethat would comeover him whenhe facedthe
camerawith mein the frameafterall the friendlinessandaffectionthey hadseena while agobetween
us. Well, that®the challengewe actorsfaceall thetime. To becomewhatwe in reality arenot andto
assumehe characteandpersonaf anunfamiliarchapwho hasnoresemblancerhatsoeveto ourreal
self is not as easy as it appears.

For Pranonecould sayit musthavenot beeneasyat all whenhe plungedinto thosewily, indecent
and deceitful charactersn the films that madehim famousasa first-rate villain. It musthavetaken
quite someeffort for him to keepthe goodnessgentlemanlinesandhonestyin his realnaturesubdued
andhiddenunderthe ferocioussneerandfiery looks he adoptedfor thattransientmomentbeforethe
camera.

We hadenjoyedbeingtogetherduring the shootingof Bimal Roy®Madhumati(1958)in the forest
location where almosteverybodyelse spokein Bengaliwhile we conversecdheartily in Punjabi.He
lovedthe eveningswe spentsitting arounda bonfire reciting exquisitepoetry We hadsomewonderful
timesin Madraswhenwe were shootingfor RamAur Shyamand Aadmi We had just completedDil
Diya Dard Liya (1966)andthejoke onthe setsin MadraswasthatPran aapka peechéahi nahinchodta
(Prandoesnot stoppursuingyou). It wasfine with me andfine with him becausave liked eachothei®
company and respected each other as artistes and co-stars.

The mostmemorabledemonstratiorof his careand affection for me waswhenhe braveda storm
in Srinagay from wherehe determinediytook a flight to Delhi, whenall otherpassengerBadwisely
decidednotto boardtheflight, andthenaflight to Bombayto reachmy housebeforethebaraatleft for
Saira®house. He hugged me again and again without uttering a word.

Pranhad madeyet anothercontributionto the solidarity of our friendshipwhen| was shootingfor
Azaad(1955).1 wasdoing full-fledged comedyin thatfilm andit wasa stepl hadtakenagainstthe
adviceof someof my well-wishersandclosefriendswho thoughtl shouldnot departfrom the position
| had acquiredas a tragedian After the first schedulePrancameup to me andtold me with utmost
sinceritythatl wasgoingto give a wonderfulsurpriseto all thosewho thoughtl wasmakinga wrong
careermove.He saidthe picturewould run to full housesand peoplewould wantto seemein more
films with comedycontent.As forecastby Pran,Azaadturnedout to be a blockbusterandits accept-
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anceby themassegrovedto my detractorghatmy fanswerereadyto accepimein aperformancehat
madethemlaughasmuchastheyacceptednein performanceshatmadethemshedtears.Pranwas
very happythatin RamAur Shyam would be havingsometruly funny scenesandit gavehim great
delightto watchmy rehearsalandfinally tell me which of my innovationswasthe best.Onceagain
heandl (in RamAur Shyam werepitted againsteachother As thetimid Ram,| wasto cringebefore
the despoticand cruel Thakur Gajendraand,asthe flamboyantShyam,| wasto give him a tasteof

his own medicineby overpoweringhim with whip lashesn a scenethatis now partof Indiancinema
history.

With Manoj Kumar inAadmi(1968).

In thatscene Shyamseizeghewhip from his cruelbrotherin-law®handsandstartswhippinghim.
For aquick rehearsal took thewhip andgentlytouchedPran&backwith its tip. The cameraunit was
waiting for Pranto give the shockedexpressiomhewassupposedo in thatsituation.Insteadof giving
theshockedook, Pranstartedaughingandrunningawayfrom me. Therewassurpriseandshockbe-
causenobodyknewwhy he wasrunningaway | wentafter Pranwith the whip to find out whatwas
happeningunintentionallypointingthewhip towardshim, and,to my bewildermenthewaslaughing
uncontrollably The entire unit was now laughing.

Olhavea problemLalay [as he affectionatelyaddressedhe]. Mujhe gudgudibahutjaldi hoti hai. |
gettickled very fast.We hadto shootwithout a rehearsahnd,going by the expression®rangaveas
| Olashed®d him with the whip, | think he made it one of the most gripping scenes in the film.

RamAur Shyamalsofeaturedanotherfriend who wasvery dearto me. Mukri wasmy schoolmate
at Anjumanlislamandhe hadbecomeanactorbeforel joined BombayTalkies.Sothatgavehim the
leveragego tell meattimeswhenl ticked him off aboutsomethinghathewasseniorto me.At school
I hardlyknewhim andit wasduringthe productionof Pratima (1945)at BombayTalkiesthat| gotto
know him asanold schoolmate.By thenMukri hadworkedin a coupleof picturesandhe wasvery
friendly with my brother Nasir

After Pratimawe foundourselvegreetingeachotheragainonthesetsof AnokhaPyar(1948).This
time we spentconsiderabléime togetherandwe becamdriendsdespitetherebeinglittle in common
betweenus. In my view, it is not mandatorythat the friends one makesalong one®journeyin life
shouldbe of thesameaemperamerdndnature Mukri wasfun loving andhappy-go-luckyandheoften
took libertieswith me, which occasionallyembarrassethe.| mustdigressslightly hereto narratean
amusingandawkwardepisodeinvolving Mukri and Nadiraduring the shootingof MehboobKhan®
Aan(1952) at lgatpuri (in Maharashtra).

MehboobSahabwas a gem of a humanbeingwho took good careof his actorsandtechnicians
whenwe shoton locations.He hadarrangedoomsfor everybodyin a decenthotel. Mukri, without



mentioningit to me,wentto thereceptiondeskof the hotelandtold the personon duty thathe would
be sharingmy room andso he did not really requirea separateoom. The hotel®housekeepingtaf
thereforedid not botherto keeptheroomallottedto him equippedwith itemssuchasblanketstowels
and bedspreads.

It waslate in the night whenwe packedup on the first day and| retiredto my room for a good
night@sleep.lt waswinter andit waspleasantlycold. | hada quick, smallmealandslippedundera
quilt on my bedandwassoonasleepl had probablynot lockedthe door for, half way throughmy
sleep,| felt someonecreepunderthe quilt. | woke up with a startand,to my greatsurprise,it was
Mukri in his pyjamas and kurta all set to share my bed!

| wasnaturallyvery irritated because ama normalPatharwith normalinstincts.l askedhim what
hewasdoingin my bedandhewentinto alengthyexplanationwhich wasashilariousasit wascrazy

Apparently Mukri did notwantto sleepin aroomthatwascold andhadno blankets Sohewalked
downthe corridor and,without knocking,entereda room, which he assumedvasmine. As he could
not seein the darkwho wasasleepn theroom, he creptinto the bedandtherewasNadirascreaming
in fright andembarrassmerandshoweringchoiceabuseon him. He wastoo scaredo movefor an
instantbut he gatherechis wits andapologizedprofuselybeforesheorderedhim to leaveat onceor
else E

With nowhereto go, he hadtakenrefugein my room.He expectedneto bekind andunderstanding
butl wasin no moodto toleratehis nonsensel. madesurethathe wentbackto his roomanddid not
comeback. The episodedid not endthere.The repercussionsvere evenmore seriousthe next day.
While a furious Nadirarecountedvhathadhappenedhe previousnight, a suspiciousvirs Mehboob
Khan®imaginationwasrunningwild andthe questiorthatnaggecherwas:why wasNadirasleeping
with herroomunlockedVasthedoorleft openfor MehboobSahabwho wasrumouredo be having
a soft spot in his lae heart for the prettyoung newcomer?

A showdownwasin storebetweenthe couple.l sensedt because tearful Mrs MehboobKhan
expressedher suspiciongo mein private.It took all the diplomacyandtact| possessetb erasethe
doubts from her mind and calm down Mehboob Sahab who was enraged as MubleCity

Fromthenonwards] cautionedMukri againstakingrashdecisionf his own andgavea standing
instructionabouttwo issuesOnewasthat he would not trail behindme in hotelroomsandmake-up
roomsbecausé valuedmy privacyandindependencel heotherrequesto my dearfriend Mukri was
to stayawayfrom alcoholduringworking hours.l wasawarethathe slid awayquietly betweershots
at timesto gulp down a small doseof what he calledan enegizer It wasalright aslong asit wasa
smallmeasuréut therehadbeenoccasionsvhenhe wentoverboardandembarrassethe. Sohewas
told very strictly by menotto touchthe stuff duringthe shootingof S. U. Sunny&Kohinoor (released
in 1960).1 alsogaveinstructionsto the unit handsnot to oblige him if he askedfor a drink during
shoots.

Oneafternoonwhile | waswrappedup in a seriousdiscussiorwith Sunny | wastakenby surprise
by a swayingMukri walking up to me andaskingme asto what!| thoughtof myselfl He wasvery
angrythatthe unit boysrefusedto arrangea drink for him, so he hadmadehis own arrangemenand
hadgothold of abottle.He repeatedlyslurredthe questionOu think | can€helpmyself?l amMukri
your best friend and you told the boys not to give me a drink!O

In thatstate hewasnotin apositionto work andit upsetmy concentrationl calledfor pack-upand
droveout of thestudioleavingMuksri to find his way back.He soonrealized wasangrywith him and
for theright reasonstoo. As it alwayshappendetweenfriendswe forgot the episodewhenwe met
after a few days and he promised me that it would not happen again.



Kohinoorwill remainetchedn my mindfor theefforts | madeto learnto play thesitar. It wasanother
chancefor meto testmy flair for the comedygenrein acting.l wasvery confidentafter Azaad3 suc-
cessand| hada fine rapportwith S. U. Sunny who understoodne and my tenacityto getasclose
to perfectionasis possiblein everythingl did. He gaveme amplefreedomandtime to takelessons
beforel did a scenel enjoyedthe making of Kohinoor alsofor the camaraderi¢hat grew between
me and MeenaKumari after Azaadaswe, who wereknown for our forte with emotionaldramaand
tragedy came together for another light-hearted film.

While on Kohinoor, | mustnarratean interestingand eerieexperiencewhile location hunting for
thatfilm. Sunnyandl decidedto go by roadbeyondNasik (in Maharashtraabout190km from Bom-
bay) to find an aptlocationto shootsomenocturnaloutdoorscenedor the picture.l suggestedo
Sunnythatwe startin the eveningso that we could reachthe proposedocationafter duskandthus
gaugethe appealof the placein the night. Sunnyagreedand he wenthometo packa few essential
things for our travel and was to return by evening to my house.

With Meena Kumari irkKohinoor (1960).

Sunnyéwife alwaysseemedo beamysterioudady, full of unusuakndcuriousquestionsShewas
greatlyinterestedn the supernaturaandkeptaskinghim if shecouldaccompanyusfor thetrip. She
wasperhapsn no moodto buy Sunny&genuinereasongor settingoutin the eveningandhis sudden
decisionto gowith me.Sunnyatoncedismissecerrequesto go alongwith usandhe quickly packed
his bag and came to my house much in the adventurous spirit of the Sagitarian in me.

He neithertold me abouthis wife@ desireto travelwith usnor did helet outthe secrethathis wife
practisedwitchcraft. We were four men (including the cameraassistantndthe driver) in a car and
there was no room for a woman and Sunny thought it pointless to explain this to his indignant \

As we drove a few miles, the sunbeganto go down andthe night was steadilysettingin. Quite
unexpectedlytheweatherchangedtakinguscompletelyby surprisewith gustsof wind andrain beat-
ing on the car@ front glassferociously We still hadquite somedistanceto go. Sunnyandthe camera
assistantywho wasseatedn front besidethe driver, felt we shouldstopsomewhereandwait for the
rain to ceaseandthenproceedon our onwardjourney | agreedandwe beganlooking for any sign of
habitationalongthe stretchof barrenland on eitherside of the highwaywe were cautiouslymoving
on.

Soon,we spotteda remote dilapidatedshedandwe stoppedhe car gingerly Sunnyand| got out
andbeganwalkingto theramshackleshedthatwe couldnow clearlysee It hadabrokenthatchedoof
andtherewasan opengunnybagtied acrosswith a bit of rope,like a curtainwhile a goattied to a
shrub was shivering and eyeing us with the forlorn hope of being taken into the shed far shelte

Insidethe shed,therewerelogs of wood, somedebrisanda brokenbench.l saton the benchand
Sunnystrolled over to the goatto seeif he could free the poor animal. The gunny bag fluttered in



the wind andlightning flashedin the sky. The gale continuedunabatedSunnywaswalking backto
wherel wasseatedvhenthe gunnybagpartedandtherein front of uswas,suddenlybelieveit or not,
Sunny&wife. Shewas standingdefiantly andstaringat us puissantlywith a victorioussmile on her
faceasherhandcrossedverherfaceto mysteriouslywipe somethingcrimsonfrom herlips. If | re-
mainedunshakerby thesightof thewomanwhowasphysicallymilesawayfrom us,it wasbecausef
my steelyPathangrit. The cameraassistantvastremblingand Sunnywasrootedto the spothe stood
on.

The downpourceasedandwe silently resumedour journeyin the car Sunnywasspeechlessiith
shameor embarrassmermindthe cameraassistanhadnowordseither Thedriverwasobliviousof the
wholeepisodesincehehadremainedn thecar | tried to easahechill | couldfeel by hummingasong
| knew in Pushtu.

We reachedhe location,surveyedt andreturnedio Bombay Backin the safetyof my home,the
nextafternoonl hadjust narratecthe grisly experiencedyraphicallyto my sisterswho heardme out
spellboundasif theywerewatchingan Alfred Hitchcockmovie whenwe heardthe hornof a carthat
hadenteredhroughthe gatesof our bungalow Thegirls ranto look downfrom theterraceon thefirst
floor asis their wont whena visitor droveinto thefront yard. To my shockthey wereshriekingwith
fearandtheyoungergirls weretrembling. ThevisitorswerenoneotherthanSunnyandhis wife. Was
it coincidence or some mumbo jumbo of black magic?



21
TAKING CARE OF SAIRA

Sir Francis Avery-Joneg$the doctortreating SairaBanu] paid a handsoméribute, sayingthat he
hadneverseensuchloving caretakingof a patientby a husbandanda mother.He wenton to say
this couldonly happenwith Easternpeoplewith EasternvaluesandemotionsSairarecoveredl-
most miraculously as a result of our collective efforts and by the grace and benevolence of A

ASMY CAR DROVE IN TO THE LOCATION FORHER WORK SPOT SHE joyously camerunningdownthe hill and
we left thereandthenin a luxuriouslimousineon a long drive for our honeymoornin nearbyBhutan.
By now shewasfamiliar with my preferencegor obscure pr ratherunfrequentedplacesfor outings,
ratherthanthe popular celebrity-studdedreasHaving travelledthe world over during her childhood
andteens first with her motherandthenfor her shoots,Sairawasvery muchaccustomedo Europe,
seven-stacomfort and the hubbubof big towns. Wheneverin later yearswe travelledto somespot
abroad shehadalreadybeenthere!However asa bacheloy | liked the solitudeandthe quietudeof a
daakbungalow My chaufeur andmanFriday usedto load my car dicky with eggs,onions,potatoes
andall the basicnecessitiesor survival on homecooking.My love of natureandof pristineisolated
surroundingsvith agoodbookby my sidebthatwasmy recipefor goodliving anda satisfactoryholi-
day.

Bhutan®beautifullandscapesnddifficult accesshroughsheerdropsof mountainougerrainheld
greatpromiseof an unusualOnevebeforeholiday. It was gorgeous.We had beeninvited to visit
Bhutanby the royal family. Therewasa beautifulforestedareawhereintherewere wonderfully con-
structediog housesamidstthe greeneryall aroundandwe optedto spendour night there.It wasvery
cold andthe wind was gushingand strong,indicating the adventof a chilly winter. With no heating
as such,excepthugecharcoalburners(sigdig that warmedup our log cabins,we snuggledinto our
blanketsanddozedoff to sleep.Noorjehan Sairaéchief maid-in-waiting,who cameaspartof the @a-
hejO (dowry), as was jokingly mentioned, was deep in slumber in the next cabin.

All wasquietandwell asthe breezeoutsidesangits own songmerrily. | suddenlyawoketo thefeel-
ing thatSairawasnotby my side.l hurriedlygotup, lookedeverywheregossibleandthendartedto the
bathroom.

What| sawwasa nightmare.Shewaslying unconsciousherbody curledandquite still in a white
nightgown herlongbraidof hair cascadingnthefloor. By sheeprovidenceherheadhadnotbeenin-
jured.Shehadmissedalling onthebasin.As | quickly bentandcarriedherin my armsto theroom,all
| couldutterwasO4 Allah! Nothing musthapperto you, nothingmusthappemow that| havefound
you.O

Hurriedly, doctorswerecalledandtheypointedout thatwe hadmadetheterrible mistakeof shutting
off freshair by closingall windowsandsincetherewasa sigdi with burningcoalin somepart of the
cabin,obviously someof thecoalwasleft unburntandhencethedangerougpresencef carbonmonox-
ide everywhere inside the cabin. It could have been lethal.

My mind dartedto the Coimbatoreastrologe® predictionswhich | hadjustdismissechonchalantly
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We quickly returnedhometo Bombay Sairahadto reportfor the shootingof oneof thefilms shewas
committed to.

Sincel hadbeensinglefor solong, | sensedhatit wasdifficult for my sistersandbrotherAhsan
to sharemewith Saira,my wife. This wassomething hadanticipatedandwaspreparedor, but the
surprisethatawaitedme wastheir resentmenof the fact thatmy wife hadherown fameandherown
lifestyle. In herown houseshelived like a princessthe appleof herfamily@ eyewho hadeverything
donefor herwithoutasking.Hereshewasin ajoint family, ruledby my eldersisterSakinaAapa,who
wasnot easyto getonwith, andapartfrom that,my marriedsisterssuchasSaeedandFauziaandthe
latter® husbandalsodecidedio comeandstaywith us after our wedding.As a working personwho
reportedfor hershootswell ontime, Sairaneedecher own spaceandparticularfacilities to meether
schedules.

Unfortunately commonplacemenitiessuchasthe availability of herownwashroonfor a shower
werenot easyto comeby, since,for instanceFauziawould invariablywantto useit atthe sametime.
Sairaneveroncecomplainedandshefoundit easierto simply walk acrossn a coupleof minutesto
her own bungaloypbathe and then get ready in her make-up room, before leaving for her shoot.

Saira with my sisters artzthabhi (L to R: Farida, Saeedag]j; Sakina Aapa, Aquila Bhabhi and
Fauzia.

| couldseethatit wasnottheidealsituationfor us.Unfortunately our family® old maid Rabiaand
my valet Anwar were on a trip of their own, making things difficult for Saira®maid Noorjehanto
muster together breakfast for hitrwas in a way a very comic strate@g you see in film situations.

| wassilentandquietly observedhe happeningsill a giventime, alwaysbeingsupportiveof my
sisters,so that they would not feel that| wasletting themdown. In suchsituationsSairaand| had
anunderstandingnd| wonderechow this youngpersonhadsuchpatienceandforbearanceo ignore
annoyingtrivial issuesin all fairnessto Saira,who wasat thetime a very timid andvulnerablegirl,
I mustacknowledgehatshetried to cementher relationshipwith my sisterswith a genuineeffort to
win them over with love and respect.

The stressbeganto tell on herhealth.SoonSairabecameveryill with ulcerativecolitis. It wasthe
resultof the emotionalstressthat hadbeenbuilding up within herin the hostileatmospherghatshe
wasliving in andthe unfriendlinessshewas suddenlyexposedo after leadinga happy secureand
shelteredife in herown home.The physiciandreatingher madeno secretof the medically psycho-
somaticcausativeandpredisposingactorsthathadled to suchpainful intestinalinflammation.Saira
andNaseemAapagracefullytried to coverit up by blamingit on a badomelettethat sheate.As it
was, to caterto Saira@doctorprescribedbland,stipulateddiet, NaseemAapatook it uponherselfto
send us breakfast and lunch, if we were home, and also dinner if we were not dining out.



Thedebilitatingeffect of theintestinalmalfunctioningbeganto showand,for awhile, we hadto treat
this conditionat St Elizabeth©NursingHomein Bombay This decisionwasindeedwise andtimely
andsheseemedo recoversomewhatHowever physiciansadvisedusthatto repairthe damagecom-
pletelyit would be recommendedtb shift herto the LondonClinic (oneof the largesthospitalsin the
UK) undertheexpertsupervisiorof theworld-famousgastroenterologis$ir FrancisAvery-Jonespne
of Queen Elizabets@octors.

Ammaji (Saira@grandmother)SultanandRahatrallied aroundto quickly enableme andNaseem
Aapato carryout all therequiredformalitiesandimmediatelysendus off to London.Amongstother
dearfriends, YashChopra,SatishBhalla and Balraj Kohli were alwaysaroundto help us andcame
right up to the airport to see ug.of

At the London Clinic, | felt completelyhumbledby my helplessness/hen| satby her bedside,
herbeautifuleyessmiling feebly at me,expressingvenin herfearandpainhow muchshelovedme
andappreciatedany beingthereall thetime. The LondonClinic wasvery strict andwould not allow
outsidersin the patient&room, but throughthe sympathetigoodoffices of Sir FrancisAvery-Jones,
NaseenmAapawasallowedto sitin achairall dayandnightasSairareceivedhespecializecortisone-
basedreatmentSir FrancisAvery-JoneknewthatNaseemAapaherselthadbeendebilitatedearlier
in Bombaywith a slippeddisc problemandyet shecontinuedto sit in a smallchairthatwasallotted
to herby herdaughte® bedside Sir FrancisAvery-Jonegaid a handsoméribute, sayingthathe had
neverseersuchloving caretakingof a patientby a husbandanda mother He wentonto saythis could
only happenwith Easternpeoplewith Easternvaluesand emotions.Sairarecoveredalmostmiracu-
lously asa resultof our collective efforts and by the graceandbenevolencef Allah. Sherestedfor
abouta monthin theclinic andresumechershootingfor Manoj Kumar® Purab Aur Pacchimin Lon-
don. (The film was eventually released in 1970.)

Herel mustsaythat Manoj® standasthe producerdirectorof the film wasadmirable He assured
me he would wait for Sairato recoverfully andonly thenshootfor Purab Aur Pacchimashe had
writtenthe scriptwith Sairain mind. If shedid notdoit, hewould shelvethe project,hetold me.Years
later, whenManojwantedmeto considerdoingKranti (releasedn 1981),I mustadmitthis onemem-
orabledeedon his part mademe take up the projectwithout my customaryreadingof the complete
script.l agreedo work in thefilm afterlisteningto the subjectin a nutshellbecausé wantedto pay
back a debt.

Ontheotherhand,SubodhMukherjeebwith whom Sairahadmadeherdebutin Jungleg1961)and
hadworkedin threefilms thereafteffor his productionhouse(andwhowasconsideregartof herown
family) Blet her down completely Shehadspeciallyacquireda subjectfrom writer GulshanNanda
(Sharmeeleefor Subodhto makewith herin the leadingrole andshehadallotted outdoorshooting
datedor thepicture.However whenshetook unwell, shewasunceremoniouslyeplacedvith another
artistewithout asmuchastelling her! So muchfor courtesyandethics! Sharmeeleavasreleasedn
1971, with Raakhee as the heroine (in a double role).

In theearly1970swe spentsomeweeksin thefashionabld=irst-World city. (It washerethatSairahad
spentherchildhoodandadolescence We spentour daysjust beingwith eachotheror goingon long

drivesacrossthe countryside As is well known to thosewho havebeenvisiting Londonfrequently

thefaceof the city hasa deceptiveconstancyaboutits appearancandit takesa keeneyeto observe
andrecognizethe changesAt thattime, the skyscrapersiad not comeup andthe grey skyline held

out a unique appeal of grandeur combined with simplicity in its famous sights.



Sairaand| enjoyedrevisiting placeswe both found interestingand, during one of our drives past
Westminstershementionedo me howwonderfulit would beif we couldjustdrive into Buckingham
PalaceandmeetQueenElizabeth.As luck would haveit, thatvery weekl hadreceivedaninvitation
to attenda teapartyto be hostedby the Queen.This wasanannualeventmeantfor importantcitizens
andforeignvisitorsbesidesnemberf the diplomaticcorps.Wantingto give Sairaa surprise) chose
not to tell her aboutthe invitation. | excitedher by sayingl wishedto take herout to a nice placel
knewfor teaand,asexpectedshewasdelightedandgot dressedShewasrathersurprisedo seemein
formal attire but shedid not askwhy | wassodressedWe gotinto the carandl couldseethe sparkle
in hereyesasshequizzedme aboutthe placewe wereheadingor. Shewasquitewell by thenandthe
pallor thattheillnesshadcausedvasgoneandshewasglowing with hernaturalhealthyfairnessand
she was indeed looking beautiful and regal.

The chaufeur-driven Rolls Roycetook the routeto the palaceandyou could haveknockedSaira
downwith a featherwhenthe car enteredthe gatesof BuckinghamPalace which werethrown open
for theinvitees.Shecouldn®believeit whenl told herwe weregoingto meetthe Queenandhavethe
tea served in her garden.

We walkedthroughtheawesoménallsandpassagesf the breath-takingmany-splendourepalace,
to thesprawlinggardensvhereQueerElizabeth PrincePhilip, the QueenMother, PrinceCharlesand
PrincessAnneweremeetingguestsAs we enteredanddrewnearHer Majesty lots of Asianofficials
from our own andvariousotherhigh commissionandembassieswarmedarounduslovingly, seek-
ing autographsndchattingwith us, muchto QueenElizabeth€amusementAs shegraciouslyshook
handswith us, shesmiledandtold me: Ou area very popularman! Delighted! How nice to meet
you!

Onourreturnto India, | took the decisionto now shift with Sairajust acrosgheroadto herown bun-
galowbecausesheneededspecialcaretakingandalsoa specificdiet thatwasprescribedy Sir Fran-
cis Avery-Jonesthe essencef thetreatmenbf ulcerativecolitis. The cortisonetherapyadministered
at LondonClinic had,of course relievedthe alarmingconditionthat shewasadmittedwith, but we
soughta completecurefrom alternativemedicalpracticesNaseemAapa,Sultanand! took theadded
help of the besthomoeopath# the country suchasDr Pathak,Dr Kundert,Dr SankaranDr Anil
Bhatia, Dr Naidu of Poonaandthe creamof hakeemssuchas JanabAleemuddinSahaband Delhi®
Harbanslalji.They cameandstayedwith us,to treatSairaand observeher healthgraphandto study
the reactionsto their medicines All thesefactors,andthe careand attentionbestowedoy Naseem
Aapa,helpedSairain makinga quick recovery Caretakingof this dimensiorwaspossibleonly ather
newly built bungalowwhich was constructed keeping in view her comforts and requirements.
As the treatmentwasgoing on, | hadto keepherawayfrom disturbingandvolatile situationsbe-
causethey would exacerbatder ailmentandwould leadto setbacksn the recoveryprocessin my
own place,temperganhigh. Thatwasonereasonwvhy | hadmyselfspentmoretime in my outhouse.
Earlier, for instance after the premiereof RamAur Shyam | remembeithat Manoj Kumar and his
wife (Shashi)hadcomehome,speciallywantingto speakto me regardingthe go-aheador Sairato
do Purab aur Pacchim After sometime, Shashiand Sairawereto go upstairsfrom the hall to the
washroomput on the stairs,they were abruptly ticked off andrudely told to be quiet by one of my
sisters.Saira,as| havesaidearlier hada very happy child-like dispositionandbelongedo a small,
close-knitfamily andhadbeenvery protectivelybroughtup. Shewasunbelievablytimid. After aspate
of unsavouryincidentswhich | would notlike to mention,| calledin Nasir, the brotherclosesto my
heart,and| saidto him thatl wantedto shift to the Sun-n-SandHotel or to Nasir@ emptyflat (since
Nasirandandhis wife Parawereliving in the Nasikfarm). Oncemore,my wife pleadedwith methat



all theseweremeaninglesgncidentsandsherequestedneto let thingsbe. Therearesomanyqueries
from peopledown the yearson issuesregardingmy life, thatl felt | shouldtake this opportunityto
address them.

Being a man, | hardly took any time to batheand get ready whereasSairadid everythingso
minutelythatit took alot of time. Her life patternwasmarkedby specificappointmentsnda particu-
lar protocol,wheread wasusedto my guestgust beingwelcomeatanygiventime Bbeit a celebrity
or acommonmanband| hadthe goodhealthto supportthis gregarioudispositionto just casually
meet my friends and visitors.

Soonenough,Sairaadaptedio my lifestyle and my pace.NaseemAapaand Ammaji madethe
necessanarrangementsor threehugedeepfreezesto stock provisionsenoughfor a cricket team,
becausesureenough,visiting cricket and sportsteamsas also otherswould comeunannounce@nd
would be welcomed .t wasno issuefor me to announceat 1.30p.m. thatlunch shouldbe rustledup
for themassoonaspossible. mustmentionherethat Sairastaf waswonderful. Shestill hasthe
samestaf of 45 yearsagoandtheir successivgenerationghat servedAmmaji and Aapa. Starting
from Noorjehanandherfamily, to greatcooks,NarmadaGawdeandKavita, therewaslatera line of
themwhothoughtnothingof presenting full mealto numerouguestsatvery shortnoticeonthespur
of themoment.In fact, believeit or not, theyevenjoined our family andrelativesto makeformidable
sportsteams!Saira,Sultanandaretinueof closefriendsandrelativessuchasFaridaJalal,herhusband
TabrezBarmavar(who alsoflew kitesfrom a building oppositeour houseto to takeon my own kites),
Baby Farida(a child actress)my nephewsAmjad andJaved(Noor Sahab&€sonswho usedto spend
mostof their time with us), Al-Huma (actress/eena€daughteranddozensof otherswould form our
own little teamsto play andrevelin goodsportingfun Bbeit cricketor football Ball dayonthelawns
of our house.

| hadatravelling@hakiQwheel)in my feetsaidtheold wisemenandsodid Saira(hernamemeans
Oonevho travelsO)A teamof our staf travelledwith uswith the necessarynirch masalasn trunks
andthey cookedbiriyanis, irrespectiveof beingin far, forsakenlocaleswith no amenitiessuchasin
Mercara(nowin Karnataka)wherewe lived surroundedy awesomeyiganticmothsin acoffeeplant-
ation.

A marriagethatis for keeps.evenwith all the goodintentionsof the couple,is not easyto sustainfor
eitherpartner We havehadour shareof upsanddowns,but apartfrom our outwardlycontrastingoer-
sonalities(to look at us,we seemediifferent:| would be the quiet, introspectiveproodingmangiven
muchto silencesand Sairathe effervescentcarefreeyivaciousyoungwoman),we alsohadmuchin
common.We were both the headsof our respectivefamilies, committedto our dearesoneswhole-
heartedly and, in essence, we shared the joy of living.



Playing a prank on Saira.

Despitemy seriousdemeanoyn wasalwaysfond of playing pranks.If we werein alonely, mys-
teriouslocalesuchasPanhalga placein southernMaharashtra)where,atthattime (in 1967),power
supplywould time andagaingo off, | would quietly slip awayunnoticedinto the compoundandpelt
the windows with tiny stones.The tick tick, tick of the stonesin the eeriewildernessof that place,
chagedwith thefright of anominouswhistlingwind, hadSairaandherstaf shrieking!We wereboth
addictedto long walks after pack-upevenin the mostdesertedocales.As we strolled, whenthere
would bealull in the conversationl would stopmid-track,turn aroundto herandask,with my most
mysteriousexpressionOAndhe manyou arewalking with just now, who do you think he is? Your
husband? No EOQ Saira would nearly faint with the impact of this little drama!

At othertimes,| scaredthe life out of her old maid Noorjehan.In 1968, from the airport at Ban-
galore,Sairaand| got into our car and drove to our favourite suite at the West End Hotel, had a
sumptuousreakfasandwaitedfor Noorjehanto comejoin uswith the luggage Soonenough/ dis-
appearedSairalooked helterskelterbut in vain. No soonerdid Sairaand Noorjehanenterthe room
andmovetowardsthetall, spaciousupboarddo placethe suitcasesnsidethan| suddenlypounced
on themferociouslywith a roar of a lion! Noorjehanwasdown on the floor and Sairawas shaking
uncontrollably After that,backhome,NaseemAapahadto @amjha@explainto) me: O¥usufbeta
Saira is a very timid girl, God forbid, she will have a heart attack like this!O

Soon,however | toughenedher up andthenshestartedplaying prankson me! Justa few weeks
ago, we have, by the graceof God, affectionatelybeengiven a mementofor being the OTmeless
Couple@ndpeoplewantto know whathasgoneinto the lastingof a 48-yearold relationship (Amit-
abhBachcharcamehometo handoverthe mementaas Sairaandl could not makeit to the event.)l
changed myself a lot and Saira changed herself more than | did!

No soonerthanwe were married,my male friends suchas Pran,SatishBhalla and Balraj (Balli)
Kohli would stopby outsidemy gateat 2 a.m.,blow the car hornto its crescend@and expectme to
comedown andgo for adrive. This hadbeenour ritual asof old, andwe boyswerefull of zestand
the eveningwould be of wonderfulfood at Satish€BatesHill home(Pali Hill wasalwaysanaddress
to bereckonedwith). Therewould be somegreatpoetryrecitationsandsingingsessiongsour group
wasfull of joie devivre. PranandSatishwerewell versedwith the works of greatUrdu poetssuchas
Mirza Ghalib, Mir Taqi Mir andFaiz AhmedFaiz, but soonenoughour bhabhi(Satishwife Shalu)
would draw out a big Diwaan-e-Ghaliband,in her heavily accentedJrdu readout a sher(couplet)
asfar asshecould; for the restof the coupletsheOéinish off with Osomethingomethingdt wasso
funny that | copied this iRam Aur Shyam



Foraglamorousyoungwomanto stepin line with my five-minuteroutineof dressingup meantcutting

shorther time drastically At the startof the marriage,one evening,shetook an hour to get ready

Finally sheemeged,looking bedeckedindbeautiful. Shehadgreatlove andgoodtastefor jewellery

designecandmadefor herby NaseemAapaand,on thatoccasionshehadputon alot of ornaments.
Naturally sheaskedme: OHowam | looking?Q could only reply with a smile: OBeautifulBut you

haveto carry atokra [basketlandput all your jewelleryin it, becausgeoplemustknow you haveso

much!@After that, more often thannot, Sairawould restrictherselfto just a string of pearlsandear-

rings when stepping out with me.

In short,the glamorouggirl who took anhourfor puttingon hermakeupanddoingup herlong hair
before a grand function, suddentjranged totally

| remembeian occasionwhenwe werenewto eachotherandshewasjustinto films, I hadunex-
pectedlyvisited at her flat at SeaBelle. On ringing the doorbell, Sairahad openedthe door and,on
seeingme, sheshriekedsoloudly thatonecould havefainted.Her hair wasin well-oiled pigtailsand
shewaswearinga simplecottonsalwarkameez Sheraninto herroom,anddid not comeout, telling
Naseem Aapa: ONow he has seen me like this, he will never work with me!O

In contrastsoonafterour marriageif shehadappliedmehndi(henna)}o herhairto conditionher
tressesand| calledoutto herto comewith meto afriend@placefor aceremonyshewouldjust cover
herheadin aturbanandthink nothingof accompanyingnein thatstate.Oncewhenl wastravelling
to Hyderabador attendinga marriage shecameto seeme off atthe airportasusualandgotto know
therethat her shootfor the day had beencalled off. | suddenlythought: OWhynot ask herto come
alongandhopon to theflight with me?@&hedid just that, attendedhe grandmarriagefunctionin the
casual salwar kameez she was attired in!

Whatl gotto love andappreciat@boutSairadowntheyearsthatl havelived with heris herinnate
simplicity andsoftnesof heart.Her otherqualitiesincludeherquicknesgo saysorryto rectify a situ-
ation andnot harbouringany false pride. Any spator tiff givesher heartachendshenevercanrest
until shehasmendedences As aman,l wasusedto takingtime to cool downafterl hadbeenruffled
in family encounters.

| haddistancednyselffrom my mostbrightandintelligentsisterAkhtar on hersurprisemarriageto
K. Asif. | was not seeing her at all.

Onedayatlunch, Sairagot up to takea call. On the otherline wasa doctorfrom Bombay&Breach
CandyHospitalinforming usthat Akhtar wantedto seeherbrotherandthatshewascritically unwell.
Shehadlost Asif by then(he hadpassedawayon 9 March 1971)andwasliving with herdaughters.
| told Sairaemphatically:Olwill NOT go.CBairarequestedne to go andseeher, asshewasafterall
my sisterandalsovery unwell. | repeatedhat| would not seeher Shehadshamedne andwe had
distanced ourselves after a life of doting arfdciion.

In her own gentleway, Sairacoaxedme to just seeher for now, at her behest|est, God forbid,
anythinguntowardhappenedShetook meto BreachCandyandtherebegana reunionof brotherand
sisterwherein,for thefirst time, Akhtar (who hadbeenvery muchagainstmy marriageto Saira),got
to know andunderstanany wife. In lateryearsandevennow, Sairais the oneAkhtar is the closesto
and they are constantly tuned to each other

By thegraceof Godour long relationshipalsoendurecandbenefitedbecausave bothhadOnduss,
no bloatedego(ersonalitiesIt was painful to seecouplesgo on relentlesslybickeringover minute
details and for us there was no keeping up with the Joneses either

Actor RichardBurtononcefamouslyproclaimedo themedia:06u haveto pity poorLiz [Elizabeth
Taylor the celebratedstarandhis wife]. Sheis travellingwith lastyeai® diamonds.Sairaand| were



alwayscontentanddownto earth,beingsovery blessedn everyway. Our life hasalwaysbeenfull of
fun and laughter

If | saidto Saira,Obeeadyto goto afunctionwith me,wait athome@ndl quiteforgotaboutit and
wentaloneto thevenue Sairaneverpickedup a quarrel.lnstead shejustlaughedat my forgetfulness
andwasdonewith it. | mustrecallhereanincidentthataptly illustratesthis wonderfultrait in her We
wereinvited to a grandeveningto felicitate the greatOscarwinning actressShirley Maclaine.Saira
andl, amongsbthers,wereinvited to havedinnerwith herand,understandablymy wife wasa great
fan of Shirley Maclaine.The hitch wasthat| wasin Delhi on the day of the event.Anyway, | flew
backto Bombayin the eveningandSairawasat the airportto receiveme. Shewasdressedindready
for the occasion and had thoughtfully carried my necessary dark suit and the needed accessol

As | satin the carwith her, | gently askedher if shereally wantedto be lostin sucha crowd of
admirersandguestscircling aroundShirley or would shepreferto spendsomequality time between
justthetwo of us,sincewe hadbeenawayfrom eachotherfor a coupleof days.Thatwasit! We had
a candlelight dinnejust the two of us, which we never got to do too often.

Anothersterlingquality shepossesseis her ability to forgetthe pastandlive in the presentSoon
after our nikah (marriage) while we were stayingin Madras,| receiveda messagérom Madhubala
that shewishedto seeme urgently. | confidedin Sairaassoonaswe returnedto Bombayaboutthe
messageSairaat onceinsistedthat | shouldmeetMadhu sinceit mustbe somethingshewas dis-
tressecabout.When!| wentto Madhu®home,l waspainedto seethatshewasfrail andlookedvery
weak.The pallor on herfacenot only beliedherill health,but her magnificent,impish smile seemed
suchan effort. Shewashappyto seeme andsaid: ®lamareyshehzaddo unki shehzadmil gayi hai,
main bahut khush ho¢@ (Our prince has got his princess, | am very happy!)

Shewasworriedaboutsomepersonamattershatsheneededny adviceon andwe discussedhem
until shewassomewhasatisfiedthattheycouldbesortedout. Shethenrelaxed.Thatwasthelasttime
| saw her She passed away on 23 February 19609.

On anotheroccasionwhen| wassuffering from a heartailmentin 1998,Uma (Kamini Kaushal),
aftermanyyears calledmy office. Shehadsomecloselady friendswho wantedto meetmeandSaira
arrangedor themto comehome.Shealsomademe speakio Uma,who hadcometo know aboutmy
condition and that | was to undgropen heart sgery.

Umasaidthatshewould sendsometapesof children€films shehadliked. Shewaswriting stories
in children®magazinesindsomeof themhadbeenchoserfor filming. Shethoughtit would beagood
ideafor meto watchsomeentertainingchildren®films to while awaymy time post-surgeryShealso
sentlots of little toysfor usto stringupin our cars.Sairaand| appreciatedhegestureandl felt it was
very thoughtful of her

| canneverforgetour sojournsin Madras,beit for work or for pleasureAs luck would haveit, our
first film together Gopi (released in 1970), was set to roll, of all places, in Madras.



22
THE HUSBANDDWFE TEAM

| beganto discoverthe capacitymywife hadfor hard work andthe pursuitfor flawlesswork. She
wasreceptiveto soundadviceand wasquick to absorbthe guidancel gaveher in the sceneswe
cametogether.Sheco-starredwith mein threefilms and| sawher tenacityand determinatiorto
get the nuances and emotional curves of the performance right.

Gori (DIRECTEDBY A. BHIM SINGH) WAS A DELIGHTFUL experiencelt waslike anextendechoneymoon
for me and Saira.We had a secludedhouseb morelike a cottageb at Kodambakkanm(a locality in
Madras)in the midstof alot of greenerywith mangotreesall overthe backyardandwith goldenyel-
low sandcoveringthe entirecompoundFor our recreatiorandexercise Nagi Reddyhada huge,high-
walled badminton court made for us close by with a thatched roof of palm leaves.

Sairawasvery happynot only becausave wereleft alonein the large houseafter pack-upfrom the
shootingduring the day but alsobecauseshewasworking with me for thefirst time. By now shehad
shedsomeof hershynessandthe reservation®f a conservativaupbringing.On the sets,sheenjoyed
thejokesbetweemrme andOm Prakashjibarenownedcomediarandcharacteactorbandsherespon-
dedwarmly to the upcomingactressaridaJalal®attemptto befriendher. In fact, sheandFaridaJalal
struckup afriendshipthatcontinuego this day. Saira@Kathakguru, RosharKumari, who waschoreo-
graphinghersonganddancenumbersn thefilm wasalsoa friend, who providedcompanyin Madras.
RosharKumariandSairawould spendhoursin theirrehearsabf thechoreographethovementgor the
songpicturizedon both of us, GentlemanGentlemanGentlemarE, * which becamea crazeafterthe
film was released.

Onthefirst dayof shooting afterour first shottogetherasco-starsvascannedadreamSairahadcher-
ishedfor years RajinderKrishan,the poetwhowaswatchingtheway Sairawasfollowing my brief and
performingperfectly took her asideafter all the clappinghaddied down, andtold her: Beta | think
you performedbrilliantly. However | musttell you somethingn your own interest.You shouldnot try
to be Dilip Kumarin your enactmentBe yourself,be SairaBanu. This is what all his heroineshave
beendoing. All of themhavetried to be Dilip Kumarandfailed. It is only naturalwhenyou havean
actor of his stature in the same frame. Daiodx. Try to be yourself.O

Whenwe werebackat our cottage Sairarelatedto me what RajinderKrishanhadtold her. It then
struckmethathis observatiorwasright. | hadalwaystried to helpmy co-artistedy enactingtheir part
for themin a sceneduringthe preparatiomot becausé wishedto overpowerthembut simply because
| wantedthemto be a scalebetterthanl was.It wasalsosomething hadimbibedfrom S. Mukherjee
SahatandMehboobSahabvhowerewell knownfor depictingfacial expressionandbodymovements
before actors.

MukherjeeSahabfor instance could becomea gracefulwomangiving thatglanceof loving accept-
anceto her lover when he enactedt for Vyjayantimala€observationduring the shootingof Leader
(1964).Likewise, MehboobSahabwith all his avoirdupois,could demonstratehe gait of a slim and
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agile village maidenwhen he was directing Nimmi (born as NawabBanuon 18 February1933)in
Amar(1954).

| explainedthe finer pointsto Sairaby showingher how MehboobSahalfeignedthe shynessand
the gait of thevillage girl with his bulky figure andchubbyfaceundegoinga metamorphosisall of a
suddenSairawentinto pealsof laughterbut sheunderstoodow helpful the two greatmenwereand
how passionat¢éheywereaboutgettingtheresulttheydesiredn aperiodof Indiancinemawhenthere
was no formal training available to artistes and directors.

As a matterof fact, whenmy brotherNasirand! wereworking togetherin GungaJumna(1961),
Nasirwould sit quietly andwatchme explainscenesaanddemonstrate¢he facial expression$ wanted
from the artistes During lunchoneafternoon/ heardhim telling Nitin Bose(the directorof thefilm)
abouta younglady who wassmittenby him andhow | hadreadherfacial expressionwhich hadbe-
trayed her feelings for Nasir who was hardly aware of the younggslattgéest in him.

Thetruthis thatl wasfascinatedy facial expressionsight from my childhood.l foundoutevenas
achild thatfacial expressionsould conveywhatwordssometimedailed to. WhenAghaji wasangry
or upset,healwaysremainedaloof andsilent. But his eyesandthe lineson his brow could neverhide
hisfeelings.l observedll the memberf our family residingin thelarge housein Peshawabecause
| waseithertrailing behindAmma or sitting by her sidewhenshemadefree-wheelingconversation
with visitors from her side of the family

| took lessinterestin whatshespokeor theyspokebut| paidkeenattentionto theway in whichthey
expressetheirfeelingsandthoughtsl enjoyedobservingheir expressiongheuseof theirhandsand
themodulationof theirvoices. Ammasometimesoticedwhat! wasdoingandgentlytold meto leave
the room, explainingthat children shouldntbe listeningto conversationdetweenelders. Thoughl
neversatnextto Aghaji whenhe conversedvith his friends, | observedhem,too, from a distance.
Thereweremenwhoseheartylaughterenlivenedhe atmospherandthereweremenwho didn®react
at all. The strong silent ones, | guess.

With Saira inGopi.

Amongmy leadingladies,it wasNargis who oncejovially askedmehow | knewsomuchaboutthe
way womenexpressethemselveslt amusederno endwhenl told heraboutmy childhoodobserva-
tions.

To getbackto Gopi, | beganto discoverthe capacitymy wife hadfor hardwork andthe pursuitfor
flawlesswork. Shewasreceptiveto soundadviceandwasquick to absorbthe guidancd gaveherin



thescenesve cametogether Sheco-starredvith mein threefilms andl sawhertenacityanddeterm-
inationto getthenuancesndemotionalcurvesof the performanceight. In thetwo otherfilms we did
togetherSagina(1970and1974) andBairaag(1976),shehadto bringto life charactershatboreno
resemblancéo herrealselfor anyonesheknew Shehadto drawfrom thewell of herownimagination
and take the helpful directions given to her by the directors and writers with a sincere commitrr

We signedSaginawhile Gopi wasin the makingandit entailedmy going frequentlyby the time-
consumingdflights to Calcutta(now Kolkata) for meetingsthat director TapanSinhaarranged! had
met Tapandaearlierin the companyof my friend Hiten Choudharybut we did not talk muchabout
films. Tapandavasa manof few wordsandhe preferredto converseas mosthighly educatednen
do.l understoodhewasa postgraduaten physicslike S. MukherjeeSahatandhadstartedhisjourney
in cinemaasa soundengineellike the latter While MukherjeeSahabwvasvery eloquentandenjoyed
a lively conversatiorwith peoplehe knew well, Tapandaspokeonly whenneeded Ashok Bhaiyya
(AshokKumar)hadspokerhighly aboutTapandaafterhehadworkedin theBengalifilm HateBazare
(1967)with thatdirector | hadwatchedthe 1957Bengalifilm Kabuliwalain Bimalda§(Bimal Roy®)
company| hadliked Tapandaadaptatiorof the story by Nobel LaureateRabindranatiTagoreand|
had complimented the actor Chabi Biswas for his performance in the film.

Tapandacameacrossasadirectorwhowasreceptiveto suggestionandobservationgot only from
me but alsoequallyfrom otheractors.He hadlong academidiscussionsvith me aboutthe backdrop
andtheperiodof thestoryandheurgedmeto readsomeliteraturenehadcompiledaboutthe pre-inde-
pendencéabourunion movementsandaboutthe birth andspreadof Naxalismin certainpartsof east
andnorth-eastndia. Suchliteraturewasvery helpful to mein understandinghe characterandtheir
vulnerabilities against the backdrop of the revolutionary political scenario that had surfaced the

| was fascinatedby the characterof Saginab his completelack of guile in dealingwith critical
iIssuesandconnivingpeople his perception@ndinstinctiveabilities, his maverickbehaviourat times,
his love for Lalita (to be playedby Saira)and,aboveall, his chequeredlestiny Therewasdepthand
realismin the way Tapandahad createdthe characteiof Saginaon paperandhe told methatl was
freeto improviseif | wished.In fact, hewasadirectorwho left muchto theactorsto studyandunder-
standthe demand®f the situationsin the screenplayandcomeup with theirimprovisationsTo work
with sucha directoris a genuinepleasurefor actorswho possesdertile mindsand havethe will to
enhanceheappeabf thecharacteby repeatedmprovementswhereast becomes burdenfor actors
who preferto follow directorialguidelines Theactorsin SaginaMahatowere,to my delight,eagerto
participatein improvisationsaandimprovementsAs mentioneckarlier thefirst versionwasin Bengali
andit meantmy deliveringmy linesin thatlanguagel hadalreadya soft cornerfor the Bengalilan-
guagein my heart,havingbeenin the constantcompanyof Ashok Bhaiyya,MukherjeeSahabandso
manyscholarlyBengaliwriters anddirectorsin the early yearsof my career As suchit did not take
aHerculeareffort on my partto speakthelinesin Bengalibut the non-Bengaliartistesfrom Bombay
(including Saira)hadto be given recordediapesof their Bengalidialogueto hearandrehearseThe
rewardfor all the effort | putin to rendermy Bengalidialoguewith convictioncameafterthe filmG
releasewhenthelocal mediawrote glowingly aboutit. | wasmorethanhappythereforeto accepthe
prestigiousBengal Film JournalistsAssociation€awardfor my actingin the Bengalioriginal. Four
yearslater, the producers,)). K. KapurandHemenGanguly encouragedby the succes®f the Bengali
film, wenton to remakeit in Hindi at considerableexpensereshootingthe scenesat the sameloca-
tions.

The songsituationswereinsertedin the Hindi versionafter somethinking to providerelief in the
original narrative which wasmovingat a slow pacethatcouldborethe massaudiencean thenorthern
IndiastatesThesong,Tumhresangto rain bitayi E, * picturizedon meandSaira,waschoreographed
in the mostunconventionamannerwith our own inputsin the movementslt wasa songsuggest-
ing the intimacy betweenSaginaand Lalita the previousnight in muchthe sameway that Dhoondo
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dhoondore sajanamorekaanka bala E ** suggestedhe consummatiorof the relationshipbetween
GungaandDhannoaftertheywerehurriedlywedby a captivepurohit (priest)in thejunglesin Gunga
Jumna

With Saira inSagina

If therewasonething thatl insistedon while suchsituationswereconceivedvasthatthereshould
be no explicit depictionof physicalintimacy My conditionwentdownwell with the majority of dir-
ectorsl workedwith, thanksto our like-mindednes®n the subject.lt wasalwaysleft to me thento
work out the scenesThis did not meanthat| was(or am) puritanicalor orthodox.I certainlyunder-
stoodthe massaudienceexpectationsut, at the sametime, | was acutelyawareof the moral re-
sponsibilityl shoulderecisanactor As the headof afamily comprisingsix girls andfive boys,| was
innately averseto any display of indecencyandthe first thoughtthat alwayscrossedmy mind was
aboutthe embarrassmerguchscenesould causeto my own sistersif they watchedme in, albeit,a
make-believesituationin afilm. Thefilm | choseto do may be a comedy a labourorientedsubject,
a historical,or a sociallyrelevanttheme,but | havegenerallychosenscriptswith a socialconcernas
its corecontent.Onecan©getwhatonewantsall thetime, but, giventhe choice,| gavepreferenceo
such scripts.

SaginaMahatq therefore jnterestedne asa subjectfor its inherentcommenton, andexposureof,
the politics thatimpactedthe proletarianabourmovementslt wasalsointerestingasanunusualove
storywoveninto aturbulentflow of events Sairawasoriginally not supposedo be castin therole of
Lalita. Shehadherown workloadto carryandthe charactewasnot majorenoughfor herstarstature
at that point of time. But Sairabeing Saira,shevolunteeredo play the partjust sothatshecould be
with me at the secludedilly locationschosemearKurseongand Gayabari(nearDarjeelingin West
Bengal)for the film. The characterturnedout to be quite a fiery oneandshetook up the challenge
Omanfully@ndplayedthe partwith a courageandvigour thatsurprisedme. Thereviewsshereceived
for her performance and the compliments she got from her colleagues made her justly proud.

Herwork in SaginaMahatoconvincedmefurtherthatit would be unjustto aborther careerjustto
haveher by my sideasmy wife. Within weeksafter our marriage,| hadwatchedrushesof Shagird
andit wasthefirst time | wasseeingheronthescreenAt theendof the screening] told herit would
be criminal on my part if | stopped her from continuing her career
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Thelocationfor SaginaMahatowasa treatfor the eyes,asbeautifulandmountainousassomeparts
of Peshawathatstill lingerin my memory It wasbleakandgrey on mostdays,with mistandwhite
cloudsdescendingrom themountainsn thedistanceBeinganoutdoors-lovingnan,|l spentmuchof
my free time trekking up the hills or exploringthe marketswherel would stopto buy white orchids
to presento my wife. On onesuchouting,| wastakento watcha play stagedoy alocal theatregroup
andtherel discoveredh promisingactornamedKaderKhan,who metmebackstagandexpressethis
wish to work in Hindi films sincehewaswell acquaintedvith Urdu. | spoketo Tapandaandcasthim
in asmallpartin Saginaandlaterin Bairaag Kaderjustified my faith in his abilities whenhe went
onto makea marklateronin numeroudindi films asanactorandwriter. | havenot seenany of the
films that made him famous but | learned he was in great demand.

While shootingfor Sagina as always,| had a badmintoncourt madenext to our cottage,wherel
playedthe gameeveryday with whoeverwantedto play with me. In the eveningswhenthe temper-
aturedippedandthe darknes®f the night eclipsedthe skyline andthe landscapewe gottogetherand
formeda jolly ring arounda bonfire singing and evendancingand miming. It wasour way of dis-
pelling our alienationandlonelinessat a beautiful but far-away location. One eveningSairaguru,
RosharKumari, a shy conservativeikathakexponentwho only performedbeforeconnoisseurasper
thetraditionof theJaipurgharana shebelongedo, spontaneouslputonherghungrooganklets)and
performedextemporeShecameup with variationsof tatkaar (footwork) while a unit memberplayed
thetablafor her We watchedspellboundhe difficult pirouettessheeffortlessly performedwhile she
danced with abandon.

I mustnot forgetto mentionthe scenel greatlyenjoyedperformingin SaginaMahata It wasthe
sequencevhereSaginafeelsclaustrophobidn the office andhe getsout to enjoy a breathof the open
air he lovesandtherehe seesa speedingrain. He takesoff in a sprint alongsidethe runningtrain
competitivelykeepingpace,runningfasterandfasterwith the wind beatingagainsthis face.When|
suggestedhe sceneto Tapandahe liked the ideavery much.He looked at me andaskedme in his
quietmannerif | couldwait for adoubleto be arrangedor therun. He staredat mein disbeliefwhen
| told him | would do thesprintmyself.I told him aboutmy athleticdaysbut he couldbelievemeonly
whenthe scenevasactuallyfilmed in onetake! To thisday| receivecomplimentdrom avidfilmgoers
for the bracing impact the scene had on them and the emotional empathy it evoked.
*Sungby Lata Mangeshkatand MahendraKapoot pennedby RajinderKrishan and composedoy
Kalyanji Anandji.

*Thefilm wasfirst madein Bengali(as SaginaMahatg in 1970andin Hindi in 1974.Saginaand
Sagina Mahatdave been used interchangeably

*Sungby Lata Mangeshkaiand Kishore Kumar, written by Majrooh Sultanpuriand setto tune by
Sachin Dev Burman.

** Sung by Lata Mangeshkawritten by Shakeel Badayuni and composed by Naushad.
*Releasedh 1967anddirectedby SamirGanguly TheherowasJoyMukherjee thesonof S. Mukher-
jee Sahab.

*Gharanameans a specialist school of classical music or dance.
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23
A NEW ROLE: TAKING UP NOBLE CAUSES

I do not knowif it is in my genesor if it is something haveassimilatedfrom the environment
was brought up in. It gives me great contentment and joy to espouse a good cause.

SAGINA MAHATOWAS DESCRIBEDBY MANY CRITICSAS A POLITICAL film. Journalistsvho metmethenwere
keento know whetherl had any interestin joining a political party and getting actively involved in
politics. | hadno hesitationin replyingthat my involvementwith politics would be limited to the pre-
electioncampaignghat| would takepartin andl would nevereverhankeraftera seatin eitherof the
houses of Parliament.

Thefirst time | campaignedor a Lok Sabhacandidatevasin early 1962whenPrimeMinister Jawa-
harlal Nehru (popularly known as Panditji) personallyspoketo me on the phonefrom Delhi asking
me if | could taketime off to visit the office of the Indian National CongresgINC) in Bombayand
meetV. K. KrishnaMenonwho wascontestingrom North Bombay His opponentvasnoneotherthan
Acharyal.B. Kriplani, aformerpresidenbf theINC who hadbrokenawayfrom the partyandfounded
theKisanMazdoorPrajaParty which,in 1952, hadmemgedwith the SocialistPartyof Indiato become
the Praja Socialist Party

| obeyedPanditjiatonce my love andrespecfor him beingnextonly to theaffectionandadmiration
| hadfor Aghaiji. | visitedthe office of the INC in Juhuasinstructedoy Panditji. As KrishnaMenonwas
delayedin arriving at the office, | waitedfor him. | waseagerlylooking forwardto my meetingwith
him, havingreadso muchabouthim andhis brilliant marathorspeechn Januaryl957blastingalmost
eight hours B defending Indiafiand on Kashmir at the UN Security Council.

With Pandit Jawaharlal Nehru.

As | waited,awell-dressednanhurriedly enteredhe office and,seeingme seatechlonein theroom
adjacento themainoffice, hecameupto meandintroducechimselfsaying:OMynameis Rajni.| prac-
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tiselaw for aliving.Q(l latercameto know thathis full namewasRajniPatel.)l stoodup andextended
my hand, saying: Ol anoxsuf. | donlo anything for a living.O

He was somewhattaken abackand he held out his handratherhesitantly As we shookhands,
KrishnaMenonwalkedin, takingbrisk, long stridestowardsus. He greetedne with a familiarity and
warmththatbroughta look of surpriseto Rajni®face.He walkedinto the main office room, talking
to mein hisimpressiveandrefinedvoice aboutPanditji®phonecall to him informing him aboutmy
visit to the local dice at Juhu.

Rajni and| followed him silently. In the main office, KrishnaMenonintroducedus properly and
Rajni, apologeticaboutnot recognizingme, confessedhat he was not a movie buff and he hadnot
beeninsidea cinemahousefor ages.Therewerequite afew attendantsn theroomandKrishnaMen-
onsmiledat all of themandjokedthattheywereall thereperhapdo takea goodlook at me.Krishna
Menonhadanimposingpersonalityandanair of authoritywhenhe spoke which could haveseemed
like arrogance to many

KrishnaMenondid notlosetime in senselestalk. He cameto the pointandtold me hewantedme
to campaignfor him in the forthcomingstiff contestfor the North BombayLok Sabhaseat.Panditji
had spokento him aboutme and he (KrishnaMenon)waswonderingif | could oblige andalsoget
the supportof thefilm fraternityto join in someralliesto supportthe Congresgarty. He emphasized
that Panditjihadstatedthat| wasfluentin Urdu, Hindi andMarathiand! wasvery articulatewhenl
took off on a subjectl waspassionat@bout.As he spoke,Rajni waslisteningintently but remained
silent. It wasasif no onespokewhenKrishnaMenondid. | wantedto inform KrishnaMenonthatit
wasgoingto beanewexperiencdor me,havinghadverylittle to dowith public speakingn reallife.

I couldunderstandhow Panditjihadbeenimpressedy my ability to speakeffectively. In late 1960,
my film GungaJumnahadbeenrefuseda certificateby the Film CensoiBoard.This refusalwasmost
unjustasRaj Kapooi@ Jis DeshMein GangaBehtiHai, which hadalsobeenseerby the boardin the
sameweekhadbeenclearedwith minor cuts.Raj®film too haddacoityanddacoitsasthe backdrop
and also its fair share of depiction of violence.

My appeato Dr B. V. Keskar theninformationandbroadcastingl & B) minister, fell on deafears
becausde hadhis own ideasaboutmorality, decencyandviolenceandhadurgeda stringentapplic-
ationof the censorshiguidelinesto all mainstreantilms. He would not listento my reasoningandit
becamdlifficult to communicatevith him. Desperatel had soughta meetingwith Panditjiand had
madea strongpleabeforehim notonly for my film butalsofor all thefilms held backby the Censor
Boardfor flimsy reasonsConvincedby my appeal Panditjiordereda review of GungaJumna The
boardclearedthefilm just daysbeforeits scheduledeleasenotjustthatfilm, butalsoall othersheld
up until then.

As | tookleaveof KrishnaMenon,Rajni saidwe shouldmeetthefollowing dayto plananddiscuss
the campaign strategy and other details. When we shook hands, it was a firm and warm clasp.

Rajni Pateland| becameclosefriendsasour meetingsbecameregularand purposefulfrom then
onwardsHis intellectualsharpneswascomplementety his caringnatureandthe principleshestood
for. The 1962electionfor the North BombayLok Sabhaseatwasone of the mostdramaticcontests
in the poll history of the city. | wentwherever wastakenby Rajni andit wascustomaryfor him to
acquaint me with the agenda of each rally that | addressed only at the last minute.

Actually, theveryfirst large political gatheringl addresse@vasat the Cooperag@roundsin South
Bombay Rajniandl weretravellingby carto thevenueandl hadnoideathat| would be calledupon
to makea speechSomewheragnearMarine Drive, Rajni informedmethat! wasamongthe speakers
who would be calledto addresshelarge crowd. | gotannoyedwith him andtold him it wasn€funny,.
| pointedout thatl wasno politician to take off on a topic andenthrala crowd with extemporever-
biage.He merelypattedmy handandsaid: OWhaexpectsa political speectHrom you?Leavethat for
the politicians. You speakto the crowd asDilip KumarQ could not fathomwhat he wassaying.We



wereat the venueby thenand| could sensethe excitementof the crowd waiting to seeme andhear
me. Rajni wasavoidingeyecontactwith me now, havingput mein the mostchallengingsituationof
my life.

As | wasusheredn, | heardpeoplecalling outfor Dilip Kumarandit becamamperativefor meto
go on the stage graspthe microphoneandspeak.The shoutingwasmoreaudiblenow thatl wasface
to facewith the crowd.| rememberediow | recitedthe poem,Olhavetwo eyeseQ, beforea cheer-
ing audiencan Peshawaandtherepeatedencored received| drewa deepbreathandspokefor 10
minutes!Theapplausevasdeafeningvhenl concludedThecrowdwasreluctantto leavethegrounds
andRajni wasbeamingat me with alook of triumph. It wasthe startof a newchaptern my life asa
public speaker

| havebeencomplimentedso frequentlyby my relativesandfriendsfor the manyspeeches made
during my campaigrfor KrishnaMenon.| hadto addressiot onebut severalpublic meetingsevery
day Everywhere] wasgiventhe microphoneandaskedo speaklt requiredsomeamountof prepar-
ationbutgenerallyl reliedontheknowledgel hadgainedby readingbookson virtually all subjects]
amabookloverandmy closestriendsandmy sistersandbrothersknewhow happyl waswhenthey
brought a good book for me as a gift.

My campaignindor the Congresgparty becamearegularexerciseafterthe splendidsuccesschieved
by Krishna Menon, who emeped victorious. My bondingwith Rajni becamestrongeras we dis-
coveredour commongoals,interestsand values.Although Rajni wasleadingthe Congresarty in
Bombay hewasnot a politician in the strict senseof theterm.He wasmoreof a barristerandwe had
manycommonfriendsfrom the legal fraternity Neitherhe nor | yearnedfor powerandrecognition.
Oneday while chattingcasually | told Rajni thata cosmopolitarcity like Bombaydeserved spa-
ciousandgrandvenueto hold exhibitionsand classicaldanceand musicrecitals,literary exchanges
betweeneminentwriters anda sciencecentrethatwould give afillip to the youngupcomingscient-
ists of the city. I hadimmenseadmirationfor the work goingon in thefield of spacetechnologyand
| waskeenlyfollowing the progressandadvancements the field underProfessoiVikram Sarabhai.
Rajni respondecexcitedlyand,in the early 1970s,he beganpreparingthe first-ever proposalfor an
art, cultureandsciencecentrein Bombayto be presentedo Prime Minister Indira Gandhi.Like her
fatherPanditJawaharlaNehru,shetootook very little time to decideandshecategoricallystatedthat
a culturalvenuethatwould alsoexhibit the progressof scienceandtechnologywasa requiremenin
Bombay;shegavethe greensignalto Rajnito preparea proposal.Thusthefirst steptowardsthe cre-
ation of the Nehru Centre aton was taken.

For Rajni andme, the meaningof politics wasto servethe commonpeople.Both Rajni andl could
havewon electionsandbeenin the fray asactive politicians but that thoughtwasfar from my mind
and his. We were happyand satisfiedevery time we organizeda fund collectiondrive to swell the
governmentkitty for flood, famineor earthquakeelief work. It took considerablglanningandlo-
gisticsmanagemenprowessto organizethe procession®f starsin vehiclesmoving slowly through
the busiestroadsof Bombay | remembeithe truck processionsve took out in Bombayafter every
natural calamity to provide relief to the victims.

We hadto bevery polite to the peoplewho broughtclothes,money medicinesgroceriesplankets
andotheritemsastheir contributionto therelief fundsandwantedto shakehandswith their favourite
starsin return.At the sametime, we hadto takeoptimumcareof the safetyof the actorsaswell. Not
all fansbehavewith decencyandrespecivhentheyareallowedto shakenandswith theleadingladies.



It wasup to us,the men,in the trucksto takecareof thataspectOn thewhole,all of usenjoyedthe
drivesthroughthe main roadsof the city and experiencinghe adorationof the peoplewe entertain
with our acting.At the end of the day our collectionsmadeus feel rewardedand proudthat, in our
own small waywe had done our duty as citizens.

Thedaychoserfor thelaying of thefoundationstonefor theNehruCentreat Worli by IndiraGandhib
2 Novemberl972bwasoneof greatfulfilment andhappinessor Rajniandme.In the eveningRajni
decidedto addto his happines$y gettingmarriedto Bakul, a charmingandaccomplisheaolleague
in his professiorhe hadlong beenwantingto proposemarriageto. You canreadBakul® accountof
the surprise midnight event in her own words in the second section of this book.

Rajni hada habit of springingsurprisesOne morning (sometimein early 1980), he woke me up
while | washolidayingat Mahabaleshwaga hill stationin Maharashtralocatedabout220 km from
Bombay)to announcehat he and SharadChandraGovindraoPawar who wasthenchief ministerof
Maharashtrahaddecidedo appointmethesherif of Bombay Foramoment thoughtit wasa prank.
| wasaboutto laughit off whenRajni explainedthattherewasno going backfor me asthe newshad
been dficially given to the media and | could myself hear it if | switched on the radio.

SharadRao(asl calledhim) hadbeenintroducedio me by Rajniwhentheformerwasin the Con-
gress.(He hadquit thatpartyin 1978,but rejoinedit in 1987.) hadtakentime off from my work to
campaignfor SharadRaowhenhe hadcontestedn the Maharashtrd_egislative Assemblyelections
from Baramati (about 250 km from Bombay) in 1967.

Thethreeof usmetoftenatmy residencer at Rajni®apartmentit Worli. Mentionof my becoming
the sherif of Bombayhad croppedup a coupleof timesearlierand| had expressedny inability to
accepthepositionsincel hadjustbegunwork on ManojKumar@ Kranti (releasedn February1981).
In my absencemy wonderfulfriends,SharadRaoandRajni, hadacceptedhe positionon my behalf.
While | wastrying to deterthemfrom going ahead Rajni informed me that therewould be a great
controversyleadingto embarrassmerior both of themif | did notaccepthe position.He assuredne
my newjob wasnotgoingto interferewith my work. He clarified thatit wasanapoliticalpositionand
it did not entailmy goingto an office everyday Now thatit wasa fait accompli,l hadno option but
to accept.

Thefirst persorto getwind of thenewsandexpressis happinessibouttheappointmentvasManoj
Kumar who was making perhapshis mostambitiousmovie, Kranti, andit surprisedme thathe was
leastconcernedaboutthe schedule®f his film possiblygoing haywire during my tenureas sherif.
Instead he wasagogwith excitemen&boutthe honourbeingbestowedn me.He wantedmeto seek
permissiorfrom theRajBhavanto film theswearing-inceremonybeforethegovernorof Maharashtra,
Sadiq Ali.

As expectedhe newscreateda stir asit wasthefirst time anactorwasbeinggiventhe positionof
the city@ sherif. Therewasno respitefor me for an entireyearfrom the day of the swearingin till
the lastday at the sherif @ office asthe numberof functionsto attendstartedasearly as10 a.m.and
wentontill midnight.It wassohecticthat Sairausedto keepa suitcasepackedwith the differentsuits
| would be wearingto the differentfunctionsin the dickey of my carandshefound placesfor meto
change into the suits if she could.



Being sworn in as shefibf Bombay

Everywherd wasexpectedo Osayp few wordsQa clichZthatannoysmefor its silliness.How does
onespeakonly Odew wordsOfor examplewhenrequestedo speakon theugly stateof themunicipal
hospitalsiwherethe poorof this countrygo for medicaltreatmentndmedicines hisandmanyother
concernsadto beaddressety meon differentplatformsduringmy tenureassherif. | wasinvitedto
speakon everypossibletopic andl wasawarethatl wasunderscrutinyby the smartalecswho waited
to catch me on the wrong foot when | spoke on a specialized subject.

For somereasonthereis a misconceptiorthat film personalitiedy andlarge havelittle general
knowledgecomparedo otherprofessionalsindarecapableof talking only aboutthemselvesindtheir
work. | hadto provethatassumptiorwrong. Without soundingboastful,I mustsaythat| addressed
large gatheringf professional$rom suchdiverseareasascardiologyandpoultry farming, horticul-
ture andpharmaceuticalgndanythingyou canthink of underthe sunduring the twelve monthsthat
Bombaysuffered me asits sherif. Although the shootingscheduleof Kranti werein disarraydue
to my numeroussocialengagementassherif, | foundtime to shootfor the film, which madeAmul
butter come up with a tongue-in-cheek hoarding: QS@mgnerthe Sherffi® out shootinO!0

My stintsassherif andmuchlater(from 2000to 2006)asa RajyaSabhamembeirfrom Maharashtra
were significantfor me only for the opportunitythey gaveme to do somegoodsocialwork. As the
sherif | enjoyedmy interactionswith peoplefrom variouswalksof life and,asamemberof the Rajya
Sabha] felt very happywhen| wasableto makea contributionto deservingcausedrom the gov-
ernmentfundsthat were at my disposal.l derivedimmensepleasurefrom the contributionsl made
over the years.| contributedto hospitalsin the stateso that they could acquireessentiakquipment
and ambulancesl providedfinancesto build primary schoolsin rural areasof Maharashtraandto
schoolsacrosghe state(including somein Bombay)to purchasecomputersandothermodernlearn-
ing devices. allocatedmoneyfor laying roadsin severalplacessuchasBombay SataraNasik and
Nanded/ allottedfundsto beautifygardensandcreatenew parksin Bombay especiallyat Bandra
BandstandAboveall, | contributedresourceso construcicleanandmodernpublic washroomsn the
slum areas of Bombay

I amof the firm belief thatthe well-beingof any societyhasmuchto do with the healthcareand
basiceducatiorthatit canoffer to its poorersectionsThereneverwasarequest ignoredwhenl was
approachedor fundsto starta school.Unfortunately notall my gooddeedsoretheresultsl desired.
| waspressurizedby afriendin thepolitical sphereof Maharashtrao give awaya prime pieceof land
| possessedh Bombaynearmy residenceat Bandrafor developmenby the Municipal Corporation
into a park. Unfortunately the sadstoryis thatthe sameland hasremainedundevelopedndunatten-
ded to this day



The Amul hoarding.

| havealwaysstrongly endorsedhe necessityfor actorsto possess reasonabl@&egreeof socialre-
sponsibility The actorwho is adoredby millions of peopleowessomethingo the society which has
given him an elevatedandhighly respectegosition.| haveconsideredt a blessingthat! havebeen
ableto give a helpinghandto the National Associationof the Blind (NAB), of which | wasthe chair-
manfor manyyears.It wassomething gotinvolvedin attheinstanceof Vijay Merchantacecricketer
andaformer captainof India, who wasa dearfriend. | wascalleduponto play a charactewho loses
his eyesighin Nitin Bose®Deedar(1951)andit wasratherdifficult for meto determinenow a blind
personwould look at the cameraor at othercharactersn the film while enactinghis scenesecause
of his handicapespeciallysincehe hadhadsightin the early portionsof thefilm. | spoketo Mehboob
Sahalaboutthis aspectandhe advisedmeto go to BombayCentralRailway Stationandfind a blind
beggamwho camethereeverydayandsatoutsidethe stationaskingpassersbyo dropacoinin histin
box. MehboobSahabsaidl shouldsit by his side,observehim, try to talk to him andunderstandhis
dark, lonely world.

| did justthatandlet metell you it wasarevelation. usedto go atatime whenit wasdarkandthe
peoplepassindoy would be hurryingto catchthetrainsto their destinationandtheydid not botherto
give the manor me seatedhextto him a secondook. Oneday; | spoketo him andit so happenedhe
hada visitor, who wasalsoblind, sitting by his side.Whenthe visitor heardmy voice he asked:OWho
areyou?You soundlike anactorwhosefilm | haveseerrecentlyQl wasstumped! askechim: OHow
did youseethefilm? You cannotsee.®le said,very poignantly:06u don®haveto seeafilm; youcan
hearandfeel afilm if you havea heartto feel. Hum dekhnahin saktelekin humsochsakte,mehsoos
kar sakte, hans sakte, ro sakde

| was deeplytouchedby his courageand optimism. He blithely told me he had seenthe film in
which | hadactedafew timesbecausédeliked the songsandthewords.WhenVijay Merchantplaced
theideaof the NAB beforemeandleft it to meto dowhateverl couldto raisethe fundsrequiredto
championthe causejt wasthe begga@ facethat camebeforemy eyesand| felt | shouldnot shirk
my responsibilityfor wantof time or patienceA voiceinsideme saidthat! shouldgo whole hogand
makethe NAB self-suficient andresourcefukenoughto help asmanysightlesspeopleaspossibleto
lead their lives with dignity and the self-respect that comes with self-reliance.

| wasfortunateto getthe wholeheartedsupportof a young, vivacious,positive-thinkingwoman,
VeeraRao,who hadjustemepgedfrom Bombay8&Tatalnstituteof SocialSciencesvith flying colours,
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andwhoseforte wasfund raisingandfund managementShecameup with severalideasandone of
themwasto run a specialtrain from Bombayto Poonaonceeveryyearwith ticketsthatpeoplewould
buy for the sheermleasureof travellingwith Dilip Kumarandtalking to him andtaking photographs
with him. Shehadpersistedn telling the office bearersf the NAB aboutthe train thatran between
BombayandPoonaon the Derby daysand how the possibility of gettinga seatin thattrain wasas
remoteasgettinga seataboarda spaceshifgo Mars. Nobody paid heedto whatthe excitedgirl was
saying and the idea remained in her head till | listened to her and adopted it at once.

Greeted by a passenger on the festive train.

Despiteoppositionfrom the pessimistsvho alwayslike to jeopardizdruitful ideas thetrain started
its first journeywith alarge numberof passengerandalot of mediaattention.| wastold thatl would
haveto walk from the guard€cabinto the very endof thetrain andl would stopto talk andexchange
pleasantriesvith peoplealongtheway. | hadno hesitationn doingsoand,everyyear | madethefirst
announcemerdf thedonationwhichwasRs50,000. Thefirst trip, in 1960,wasathumpingsuccess.
Somuchmoneywascollectedfrom donationsalonethatwe could orderthe bestBraille booksin the
world market for the blind students.

Fortenyears| travelledby the specialfestivetrainto Poonalt wasanexperiencd lookedforward
to becausef the enjoymentit gaveme andthe pleasurd got whenl satdownwith peoplewho had
broughtsomethingspecialin their tiffin boxesfor me and| alsohadfood packetgo offer themfrom
theNAB. It waslike a picnic andthe bestpartof the journeywasthe opportunityl gotto speakto the
passengers differentindianlanguagesTheyweresimplefolks who hadseemmy films andtherewas
theinitial shynesgo openup andspeakio me andmy wife who accompaniedne on mostoccasions.
Thediffidencedissolvednstantaneouslwhenl spokein theirowntongueandtheyrealizedthatDilip
Kumarwasa simplechapwith simpletastesanda simplewife who walkedtwo stepsbehindhim and
gazedadmiringly at him whenhetalkedin Tamil, Telugu,Konkani, Gujarati,Bengaliand,of course,
Punjabi,English,Hindi andUrdu. On differentoccasiong invited my friendsfrom thefilm fraternity
to join me and | recall the most popular guest | had on the train was Jolatker W

| donotknow if it isin my genesor if it is something haveassimilatedrom the environment was
broughtupin. It givesmegreatcontentmenéndjoy to espous@goodcauseSometimean early 1988,
| receiveda letter from a well-wisherin Peshawaf(the city of my birth, now in Pakistan)ayingthat
thecity, despiteall its materialprogresshadbeenwithout a blood bankfor yearsto providethatvital



liquid to thosewho suffer from thalassaemiand, for thefirst time, a social servicebody had come
forwardto setup a blooddonationcentreanda blood bankfor the treatmenbf patientsafflicted with
theseriousblooddisorder My well-wisheraskedwvhetherl couldmakeit conveniento visit Peshawar
and inaugurate the services of the blood bank.

Peshawamvas no longer occupyingmy thoughts,though Raj (Kapoor) and | often recalledour
childhoodyearsspenttherewheneverwe met. The invitation to visit Peshawafor a worthy cause
was, however irresistible.l discussedhe invitation with Sairaandshetoo wasof the opinionthat|
shouldlendwhateversupportl couldto the Fatimid Foundationwhich wassettingup the blooddona-
tion centreandthe blood bank.| acceptedhe invitation andwassurprisedvhenl wasinformedthat
PakistarPresidenGeneraMuhammadzZia-ul Haghadcometo know of my acceptancef theinvita-
tion and he had decided to host my visit and invite me as a state guest.

The simpleinvitation to inauguratea blood bankhadturnedfrom a quiet personalisit into a big
eventnow, with the Pakistampresidentdeclaringit a statevisit by anindiandignitary, which somewhat
bothappalledandhumbledmefor the simplereasorthatl havenevereverseenmyselfasanyonebut
anindustriousactorwho madeit to thetop by dint of hardwork andsomeluck. I wasno headof state
or envoyof the Indian Governmento meritthe honour As canbeimagined,the preparationgor the
visit from our sidehadto be on a muchbiggerscalesincel wasgoingto travelwith anentourageof
attendants, family members and media persons.

In the midst of the flurry of arrangement$or the journeythat was being marshallecby Naseem
AapaandSaira,l found myself overwhelmedy the prospecif settingfoot onceagainin Peshawar
on the soil thatoncebelongedo India, the country! proudly call my own. Whenthe partition of in-
dependentndia occurredin August1947andAghaji cameto know that his land and his belongings
werenow in Pakistanthe new countrythathadtakenbirth, he wasno doubtdisturbed.Evenso, his
first spontaneoureactionto thosewho urgedhim to go to Peshawaandhold onto his propertiesvas:
O will remain in India and die in India.O

A caravanof memorieskeptpassingoeforemy innereyeas!| immersedmyselfin the mentalpre-
parationfor thevisit. Thesoundsandsmellsof our houseandits surroundingsthefacesof friendsand
family membersthe resoundingsoundof the templebells that often megedwith the deep-throated
azaan(a call to prayer)resonatingrom the nearbymosquein the twilight hours,the commanding
voiceof Dadi, thechill of winterandthe heatof summerE wereall backin my consciousnessfelt a
pangin my heartthatAmmaandAghaji werenotwith meto sharethejubilation of my visit asa state
guestanhonourconferredusuallyon headsof state Aghaji would certainlyhavefelt proud,asproud
as he would have been if | had secured an OBE!

We weredueto travelin early April 1988to Karachi. Aheadof our visit, we learnedthat the pilots
in Pakistarwerevying with eachotherasto who would beflying the PakistaninternationalAirlines
flight carryingme on my first-ever visit to their country Anyway, the captain©excitedvoice wel-
comedme andmy entouragevith emotion-packedavordsconveyingthe pride he andhis crewfelt to
haveme on boardandbe part of whatwasdescribedby themasa historic visit. Likewise, whenhe
announcedhe transitof the flight acrossthe IndobPalborderinto Pakterritory, his voice wasonce
againfull of prideandhappinesshatPIA hadbeenaccordedhe privilegeandhonourof flying meto
Pakistan.

It wasunderstandablthat mine wasa significantvisit thatgavethe inhabitantsof Pakistara sense
of jubilation andthrill becausd®?eshawamy native city, wasnow in their country The boy, Yousuf
Pwith the shaverheadanddisfiguredfacewho hadleft Peshawam the mid-1930sfor Bombaywith
Aghaji, MohammadSarwarKhan, who had a good social standingin that city asa prosperousruit



merchanBwasnow returningasDilip Kumar, theactorwho hadworkedhardandearnedafine repu-
tationfor hiswork. It gavethe nativesof PeshawaandPakistara just senseof pridethatwasnatural
andexpectedn the circumstancedt wasappropriatedrom their point of view, but for me, the emo-
tionalimport of the visit hadmoreto do with thereliving of a pastthathadrecededrom my mindin
the perenniabustleof my professionaindpersonatommitmentsn Bombay wherel hadlong since
grown roots.

Ontheappointedday, 2 April 1988,Saira,yourstruly andagroupof closefriendsandfamily mem-
bersbesidesour attendanteanda cameracrew took off for Karachi.We landedto a tumultuouswel-
comeattheKarachiairportand,for everysingledaythereafterwe movedaroundin a motorcaddhat
took hoursto reachanydestinatiorbecausef the excitedcrowdsbreakingthe securitybarricadesand
makinga beelinefor the opencarthatl travelledin. We lived throughan unforgettableexperienceof
love andadulationthatmovedall thosewho wereaccompanyingne,includingmy brotherAhsan,to
tears.

Thetrip washecticandtiring, with eversomanygrandstatefunctionshostedby Zia Sahabplusdin-
ners,lunches teasandyvisits to familiar andnow-famousplaces suchasmy housein KissaKhwani
Bazaarbesidegyet-togethersvith cousinsandtheir families,umpteerninteractionswith the electronic
and print mediaand powwowswith schoolfriendswho were surprisedthat! hadnot forgottentheir
namesandtheir pranks!What gladdenedny heartwasthat| wasableto makemy visit to Peshawar
purposefulwith the inaugurationof the Fatimid Foundatior&blood donationcentreandblood bank.
Whatwasevenmoreheartwarmingwastheloud andclearaffectionateresponsé gotfrom thecrowds
when| addressedhemand| visualizeda day whenthe two countriescould havefriendly ties and
fruitful and productive trade relations for the mutual betterment of their economies.

No striking changeswere visible in PeshawarOur old housewas asit was and so were the other
housesdn the street.The bazaarbristledwith the appetizingflavoursandthe sizzle of chaplikebabs
andthe manwho wasat the teastall, wherethe menaccompanyingne stoppedo havethe hot, fra-
grantbrew was asfriendly as his predecessorgere. The teaservedin the teastalls alwayshad a
strongaromawhetherit wasservedwith milk or without milk askahwah The old placesl passedy
were unchangedxceptfor a new structurehereandtherebut the cityscapeat otherplacescertainly
confirmed the impact of welcome modern architectural influences.

The drive throughthe mainroads,especiallyat night, wasan unusualexperienceThe roadswere
carpetedand,at everyhundredfeet, thereweredecorativearcheswith lights andchandelierdianging
from them.It wasasif the city wascelebratinga festival of lights. The crowdslining the two sides
weretoo excitedto be keptbackby the policemenon duty. Theyweredaringenoughto defy the po-
lice officersandclimb on to the bonnetof my carto shakehandswith me. The experiencavaslike a
dream and it filled me with a feeling of gratitude to the Almighty



During my visit to Peshawar in 1988.

| returnedto Bombayto receivethe badnewsthatmy dearfriend Raj (Kapoor)wasin hospitalin
Delhi. The newsshatteredne completelyas| hadspokento him whenthe invitation hadcomefrom
Peshawaandagainbeforel hadleft for Karachi.l flew to Delhi to visit him at the Apollo Hospital
wherehe hadbeenadmitted.l prayedin vainto Allah notto takehim awayfrom us.Rajpassedway
on 2 June 1988.

My secondvisit to Pakistarwasin the latter half of March 1998to receivePakistan€highestcivilian
award,the Nishan-e-Imtiazyhich translatedneansOrderof Excellencelt is moreor lessequivalent
to the Orderof the British Empireandthe United StatesPresidentiaMedal of Freedomandit is not
restrictedto Pakistan.The recognitionstirreda controversywhenthe Shiv SenasupremoBalasaheb
Thackeray(known for his anti-Pakistarstance) proclaimedthat | shouldnot receivethe award.He
indirectly castaspersionsn my integrity andpatriotism,which wereuncalledfor andhurt medeeply
| soughtthe adviceof thethenprime ministerof India, Atal Bihari Vajpayeeandhedeclaredcategor-
ically thatl shouldreceivethe award.As he eloquentlyputit: O6u areanartisteandassuchyou are
not restrainedy political or geographicabarriers.You havebeenchoserfor the humanitariarwork
you havedoneandyour efforts to improvetherelationsbetweerthetwo nationsis well known.@ad|
evenconsideredlecliningthe award,which hadno political or communalcolourto it atthatjuncture,
it could have only soured relations further and produced bad vibes between India and Pakistar

The pleasanpart of the story, which mustbe told, is thatmy dearfriend Sunil Dutt (a notedfilm
maker actor Memberof Parliamentand cabinetminister known for his humanitarianwork) came
to my houseand askedme if he could go with me to Pakistanto withessmy receivingthe award.
| wasnaturallymorethandelightedandit wasagreedthatwe would all travel togetherup to a cer-
tain point and, after that, Sunil would take off to his birthplace,Chotala(in the Punjabprovinceof
Pakistan)while | was visiting PeshawarDuring this visit | had also undertakero inaugurate,n
Lahore, PakistanicricketerImran Khan® charitableShaukat<hanumMemorial Trust Hospital, for
cancer patients, named after his mqgtB¢raukat Khanum.

I donotwishto dwell onunsavourynemoriesBalasahell hackerays nomore(he passedwayon
17 November2012)andwe forgot our differencesandre-establishedur relationswithout muchado
sinceneitherhenor | believedin makingourselvesandothersaroundus miserableTo his followers



andthepolitical world hedominatechewasknownasOTgerOBut | alwaysfelt heled morelike alion

thanatiger Binspiringtrust,loyalty andadmirationin his followers. We hadbeenintroducedto each
otherbeforehe becamehe Shiv Senachiefin June1966.We respectedndliked eachothei@ work B
he liked my output as an actor and | admired his sharp, incisive cartoons.

In our long, enduringfriendshipwhat remainedconstantwas our respectfor eachothei® profes-
sions.Whenwe metat his homein Bombayto iron out differenceghat arosebetweerus, it did not
takemorethana secondor usto overcomepastdifferencesandto put asideeverythingto renewour
respectandaffection for eachother He waswitty andentertainingvhenhe wasin his elementHe
andhis wife MeenaTai werewonderfulhostsandit wasalwaysa treatto sharethe simplicity of their
life that neverchangedwith the passag®f time andtherise of his political careerIn her own quiet
way, MeenaTai kepthim groundedandin touchwith reality. Shewasthe onewho wasin touchwith
old friendslike us,calling usoverto theirhomefor simplemealsandgiving usafeelingof belonging.
MeenaTai wasa gemof a womanwho taughttheir sonUddhavgoodmannersandthe importanceof
respecting elders.

OnoneoccasionwhenSairaand| wereinvited to acommonfriend®housewherethe Thackerays
hadalsobeeninvited, Sairawassuffering from a severebackacheMeenaTai noticedher discomfort
andshementionedt to BalasahebHe stoppedall the partyingandwentinto the kitchen,askedor an
emptyglassbottle,hadavessebf waterheatedpouredit into the bottleandbroughtit to Sairato rest
herachingbackonit. His wife anddaughtetin-law told Sairathathe would showthe sameconcern
for them when they took ill at home.

We sawthe sensitiveandnoblesideof Balasaheldluringthetrying timesSunil Dutt facedwhenthe
latter® son Sanjaywasin jail.* He respondedo Sunil Dutt with patienceandunderstandingwhich
wasexemplaryat a time whenall the so-calledwell-wishersSunil counteduponwerediscreetlydis-
tancing themselves from him.

*We cannot see but we can think, we can feel, we can laugh, we can cryO.

*SanjayDutt wasaccusedf beinginvolvedin the 12 March 1993serialBombayblastsandin April
1993hewasarrestedHe waspermittedto bereleasedn bail by the SupremeCourtin Octoberl1995
but was rearrested in December 1995.
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24
OME SEconD INNINGSO

Afterthecompletionof Bairaag[1976], | foundmyselfoncemoreat the crossroadsand, thistime,
I madea firm resolvethat | wasnot goingto work for the sakeof workingas manyactorsdo for
wantof otherpursuitsin life E. It wasduring E this trying phasethat Manoj Kumar cameto me
with theideaof Kranti E. By thetime Kranti wasreleasedn 1981, wasonceagainseizedwith
the urge to bring the curtainsdownon my acting careerand go on a holiday. Destiny,however,
would not have it my way. Subhash Ghai came to me with the sididhaftaE

| AM OFTENASKED WHY | TOOK A SABBATICAL FROM WORK FOR nearlyfive yearsafter Asit Sen®Bairaag
(1976)till | signedManoj Kumar® Kranti (releasedn 1981),followed by SubhashGhai® Vidhaata
(1982).1 wasfifty-four whenBairaagwasreleasedand| workedarduouslyto definethe threerolesl
enactedn it differentlyanddistinctively | felt I hadworkedfor long anddeservea holiday. As a mat-
ter of fact, | hadseriouslydecidedo call it adayafterthereleaseof RamAur Shyam(1967)whenl was
just alittle morethanforty-four. The decisionshockedSairawhen| disclosedt to her confidentially
Shecouldnotreconcilewith my reasoninghatl felt | hadmadean unmistakablenarkandl thoughtl
shouldnot be accusedf milking the stardomandpopularityl hadachieved! explainedto Sairathatl
wasmorethancontentwith all thatl hadachievedy ceaselessardwork andl did notwishto continue
to tire myselfout. RamAur Shyamwasheadingfor record-breakingollectionsthenand| washappy
aboutit but the matureactorin me wasmissingthe deepsenseof satisfactiorandachievementhata
Devdasor aNaya Dauror aKohinooror anAanstirred within when the product reached the audier

With Saira inBairaag(1976).

Sairawasequallyseriousin herdisagreemenanddid not give up her persuasiorio changemy re-
solveandbrushedasidemy attemptgo temptherwith thevision of bothof usgoingonlong holidaysto
virgin destination@ndexploringtheflora andfaunaof thoseplaces Sairais no wild-life enthusiasand
shuddersat the thoughtof living in seclusionandtranquillity with only the roar of alion to breakthe
silence wheread love spendingdaysin wild-life sanctuarieandwakingup to the sightandsoundsof
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beautifulbirdswith exotic plumescockingtheir headsandinspectingusfrom thelushgreentreetops.
It wasa prospecthat stimulatedmy imaginationmore thanthe prospectof perusingscriptsof films
that held little or no promise.

After the completionof Bairaag, | found myselfoncemoreat the crossroadsind,thistime, | madea
firm resolvethatl wasnotgoingto work for the sakeof working asmanyactorsdo for wantof other
pursuits in life.

| thankedthe Almighty that| wasnot desperatéor work and| hadotherengrossingnterestdike
readingmusic,theatre studyinglanguagesindmaybewriting my ownfilm scripts.Knowingthesitu-
ationin Indian cinema,which differedgreatlyfrom the situationin Hollywood andWesterncinema,
whereactorswho had attaineda certainmaturity and staturein the profession,got meatierrolesto
performasthey advancedn age,| felt the time hadcomefor meto write my own scriptsanddirect
movies.

Also, therewas an influx of unknownand unseenfacesin the productionsectorand they were
mostly from other shadybusinessesyho wantedto be seenwith well-known starsin public. Since
they had surplusmoneywhich could not be accountedor and hadto be squandere@gwayin cash,
theyapproachee@stablishedctorswith abominablescriptsandtried to lure themwith the promiseof
unheard-of remunerations. The situation was not unfamiliar to me.

| could not seeeyeto eyewith the strangersvho weretrying to enterthe industrythroughthe du-
biousbackdoor. It wasalsothetime whena law suit thatwasslappedon me by a produceA. R.
Kardarbwascomingup for repeatechearingand| wasdeterminedo fight tooth andnail to prove
thefalsehoodof his chages.Theirony wasthatthe confrontationwasprovokedby anindividual for
whom| haddoneall thatl coulddo asa starto redeemhim from sinkinginto abjectpenurywhenhis
wife andchildren,who werein dire straits,cameto my houseseveraktimesto pleadwith meto work
in thefilm hewishedto producel acceptedhefilm, Dil Diya Dard Liya (releasedn 1966),without
giving it theserioughoughtl wasknownto give to thefilms | wasoffered.| workedtirelesslyto hone
thefilm andmakeit memorablesothatl couldgive themana placeamongthe successfuliim makers
of the countryandendhis hardshipsin return,he perfidiouslyframedme on the basisof falseallega-
tions and accusations.

| amoneof thosepatientmenwho canwithstandimmenseroubleandpainto fight for justiceif the
needarose.l wasso provokedby the ingratitudeof the manthat| diligently studiedall the complex
laws governingtaxationin the countrywith the help of my dearfriend, NarendraKumar Salve(pop-
ularly knownasN. K. P. Salve),a professionaln thefield, who wenton to becomea Union minister
in the early 1980s.

Until this vexing situationarosein the mid-1970s,Salve Sahaband| enjoyedour conversations
aboutthe splendidfuture of Indiancricket. Salvewasanenthusiasticricketplayerduring his college
daysandsowasl. We spentour eveningsatthe picturesqueCricketClub of India (CCI) andthe Bom-
bay Gymkhanaexchangingecollectionsof somefine matchesve hadwatchedwith brilliant players
onthefield in ouryouth.By 1982Salvehadbecomehe presidenof the Boardof Controlfor Cricket
in India (BCCI) andhe wasdreamingof India winning the one-dayWorld Cup asa true patriotand
lover of the sport. His dream came true in June 1983.

| was awarethat Salve Sahabwas a charteredaccountanby professionbut it neveroccurredto
eitherof usthatwe would be puttingour headgogethetrto fight alegalbattleoneday. As afriend and
well-wisher SalveSahalstoodby meandgavemetheencouragemerandfillip to succeedn convin-
cing the tax tribunal that | was no wilful tax evader or law breaker



SalveSahab€ableandeminentson,Harish,hasgivenadetailedaccouniof thetraumal wasforced
to experiencdor six long yearswhich, like all theunsavourymemoriesn my professionalife, | have
long sincerelegatedo oblivion. Thosewho will readand relish Harish®uninhibitedaccountin the
secondsectionof this bookwill notonly geta pictureof the mentalharassmerandignominy| faced
but alsorealizethatgoodmenlike SalveSahabPurohitjiandG. N. JoshiareGod®goodmensentby
Him to help the honest to prove their honesty and redeem their honour

With Saira and Harish Salve at a party

Theregretapart,the wound| havenursedfor years,aboutthe five yearsof self-imposedabsence
from the screenscrosshe countryandelsewherewhich hasmystified thosewho havefollowed my
careergraphavidly, is thatl couldnotfocusattentionon the scriptsl hadwritten for myselfandSaira
to actasaleadpair in films that| wishedto launch.The mostengrossingf them,OKashmi¥alleyO,
waswritten for Sairato co-starwith mebeforewe married.lt hada spectaculabackdropandacanvas
comparableo that of David Lean®epic creationDr Zhivago(1965).1 hadthoughtof producingit
after Bairaag The otherscriptsincludedOKaliSarsonQyhich focusedon a dark-skinnedgirl® saga
andwasalsowritten with Sairain mind, apartirom OKalaAadmiCand OBabajan®he lastmentioned
hada riveting, suspens@lot centeringon a schizophrenidankef diabolic bid to rob a bank.| had
severalmeetingswith JabbarPatelto whom | wishedto entrustthe direction of OBabajanOhadto
shelve all the projects for which financiers were more than willing to loosen their purse strings.

With Shatrughan Singh ikranti (1981).



It wasduringthefag endof this trying phasehatManoj Kumarcameto mewith theideaof Kranti.
| havealreadyexplainedn anearlierchaptethow andwhy | agreedo work in Kranti withoutreading
the full script.

By thetime Kranti wasreleasedn 1981,| wasonceagainseizedwith theurgeto bring the curtains
downon my actingcareerandgo on a holiday. Destiny howeverwould not haveit my way. Subhash
Ghaicameto me with the story of Vidhaata He metme a few timesandhe impressedme with his
credentialsand his sincerity He was honestthat his previousfilm wasnot a successaind he saidhe
hopedto makethat setbackthe steppingstoneto his future successl liked his optimistic enthusiasm
andhis passion.The subjectwasinterestingand offeredthe actorin me the scopeto do somegood
work. Whatwasmore,like my role in Kranti, therole in Vidhaatawasof anearthycharactera rail-
way engine driverwho becomes the axis of the screenplay as the protagonist.

By thetime we finishedwork on Vidhaata we wereaheadof its completionscheduleand Subhash
wasvery triumphantandbubblingwith joy like aschoolboywho hadreceivedagoodreportcard.The
reasonwasthatsomeof his friendsin the industryhadtold him thata film with Dilip Kumarwould
saphim of all his youth andenegy and he would be an old, totteringmanwhenthe film would be
complete Justthe oppositehadhappenedHis so-calledwell-wishershadmademe out to beanogre
who would destroyhim. He disclosedthis to me on the last day of the last schedulefor the film. |
laughedandtold him thatit shouldteachhim not to believeall thatis saidaboutanyoneandit was
always prudent to judge people by ane®n discernment.

With Amrish Puri inVidhaata(1982).

Subhashwasevenmorethrilled whenthe film becamehe highestgrosserof 1982.It wasthe be-
ginning of anenduringfriendshipbetweerusthatmadeit possiblefor meto feel athomeandengage
myself in two more productiongarma(1986) andsaudagan1991), which he directed.

Curiously Subhaslcameto me eachtime with an apprehensiotuckedawayin his mind. When
he approachedne for Karma, hewasafraid thatl would askfor anastronomicatemuneratiorsince
Vidhaatahadbecomea blockbusterAfter somecasuakonversationhe cameto the point. It naturally
irked me becausé expectadirectorto talk aboutthe basicpremiseof the scripthe wantsthe actorto
reador a differenttreatmentof the scripthe wasplanningto employ Money andmoneytalk should
have no place in such a conversation.



With Anupam Kher irKarma(1986).

Sincewe hadestablishe@ rapportby thenandSubhastwaslooking up to measanelderbrother |
tooktheliberty of telling him heshouldnotbetalking thelanguageof atraderin thecommoditymar-
ketandhe shouldbetalking like a director He took my mild reprimandin theright spirit anddid not
broachthe subjectthereafterbut he defendechimselfsayingit wasjusttheindustrynormthathewas
following. | certainlyagreedwith his point, but| told him | washappynot to be a partof the norm.
We had a good laugh after that and our bond was strengthened.

When Subhaslvisited my hometo talk to me aboutSaudagarand he briefed me aboutthe inter-
estingplot revolving roundtwo thick friendsthathe wasdeveloping,| could seethathe wasslightly
fidgety andhewaswaiting for theright momentto saysomethinghatwason his mind. Sureenough,
he cameout with it whenhe wasaboutto leave.He told me rathernervouslythathe hadthe veteran
RaajKumarin mindto play my friend who turnshostilein the dramatictwist thatwould surfacen the
critical junctureof the plot build-up. Apparently he expectedneto reactadverselyl easechis mind
by telling him it would bea pleasurdo work with Raajandl hadquite enjoyedhis companywhenever
hewasonthesetsof Paigham(1959).Instead) suggestethe shouldaskRaajif hewelcomedheidea
of working with me. Smiling naughtily Subhastsaidhe hadalreadyspokento Raaj,whowaslooking
forward to working with me.

To my delight, Subhashalsohad a love for shootingoutdoorsand he found picturesqueandeye-
filling locationsto film notonly the songsituationsbutalsosomedemandinglramaticsequenced-or
Saudagame hadselectedsylvanlocationsin HimachalPradeshdXulu valley asbackdropfor some
crucialdramaticsequencesyhich madetherenderingmoreimpactfulthanit would havebeenif they
hadbeenshotindoors.After along schedulan the Himachallocation,we movedto Mahabaleshwar
(ahill stationin Maharashtra)lt waslike along picnic andit mustbe saidto Subhastgdreditthathe
understand#he needto keephis actorsin goodhumourandextendshe kind of hospitalityfew film
makers care to.

The mediawas on the alert during the entire making of Saudagarto smell any kind of conflict
betweerme andRaaj,thanksto the manysilly storiescirculatingaboutRaaj®temperameniCometo
think of it, in someways, Raajwasdifferentfrom mostof us actorsof his age.During the shooting
of Saudagarheinsistedon two heavyvehiclesfollowing him to the placesmarkedby theart director
and cameramarior the shooting.Raajsatin a car alone,in solitary splendourwithout an attendant
while the vehiclestrailing behindhis car carriedthe entirewardrobeof costumesreatedor him for
the entirefilm with his browbeaterattendanin chage of the suitcasesandtrunksfilled with items
suchasclothes footwearandwigs. It amazedne andthe othersandled to all kindsof hush-hushalk
behindhis back.Subhaststoically dismissedt asa quirk and hadgiven standinginstructionsto his



assistantso seethatthevehicleswerereadyeachdayandthe clothesandaccessorieseretransported
exactly as Raaj wished.

With Raaj Kumar irSaudagai(1991).

Oneeveningat Mahabaleshwathe cameramanhis assistantsindall the youngspotboyswerein
a nervousflutter becausdraajwasmissingat the actuallocationandthey hadfound him seatedn a
chaironthe perilousedgeof acliff. If hetook onestepforwardfrom the chair, it would haveplunged
him into thedarkmysteriouschasmbelow Theboyscamerunningto Subhaskandtherestof usseated
comfortablyat the shootingspotto tell uswhatthey hadseen Subhastaskedhemwhattheythought
hewasdoingthereandtheysaidhewasseatedn his chairwith afarawayexpressionn his eyesthat
were fixed on the misty horizon.

Subhaslrequestedne to accompanyhim to the spotwhereRaajwassitting. We went up to him
quietly andengagedim in a conversationwhich distractechim from thehazyhorizonhewasstaring
at. Fortunately he alwaysrespondedo mein a friendly manner Sol managedo bring him backto
the shooting location without much ado.

Raaj,| could see,wasa thinking man.He preferredto be aloneat times perhapso immersehis
mind in thoughts He alsoreadbooksanddiscussedhe contentsvith mewhenhewasin themoodto
do so.He wasknownfor hisidiosyncrasiesindeccentricitiedut| foundhim alwaysvery normaland
gentlemanlyHe wasamongthe manyfriendswho arrivedearly at my houseon the day of my nikah
(marriage)with Saira.WhenSairaandl invited him to our silver weddinganniversaryhe cameto at-
tendthe partywith his wife but seeingthelarge gatheringof film personalitiesheleft quietly without
meetingus. He wasperhapsiot keento mingle with the others.He left a gift for us,a beautifulsilver
platter with an inscribed messageo @dlay and Lalay ki Jaan, many happy returns!O

With Amitabh Bachchan i&hakti(1982).



