'December 3, 1944,

‘Maker

- HE very first time I heard
Ustad Faiyaz Khan, I expe-
rienced a medley of emo-

#ions which it would be impossible

Yo describe,

They were so varied, so swiftly

changing from the pleasant to the
Palnfyl, so deep and yet so con-
flicting
connect them with my normal
" personality,
His music

moved one to un-

“iknown depthg by its magnificence,

ts vastnesg of range its epic qua-
Nity, It opened entirely new and
‘unknown avenueg of my-experi-
, ence, It pleased ang yet terrified
‘Ane. It made me cry out with
spain. It was like a sea, now calm
tand without a ripple, now rising

in fury angq enveloping every-
#hing in ity mighty waves. It
was sweet and tender like a

mother crooning her baby to sleep
‘and it wag destructive on a cosmic
scale like Shiva destroying the
universe.

Leonine Dignity

I may be fearfully wrong in my
Interpretation but such was the
effect his music hag on me.
went to every conference, obtained
invitations to every private
‘gathering that lay within my
Teach and enriched and torment-
ed my soul with his art. His
music left me-in a state of such
utter bewilderment that my
'friends remarked on the peculiar
expression on my face. I became
‘curiously sensitized to hig presence
8o that on two occasiong I told my
fAriends that he wag outside al-
athough we had been sitting listen-
3ng 'to bad music in g carefully
closed hall,

I have seen faces which were
beautiful or ugly or merely com-
monplace, which radiated goaqd-
ness or strength or brilliance of
intellect, which had evil written
in every line or which proclaimed
dong and terrible suffering, but I
"hadq never seen g face which re-
flected a personality so consumed
with the power of its own genius
—a personality holding it Volca-
tnf[cl emotiong under an iron con-

ol.

He is leonine in hig fierce dig-
nity. The awe, almost the fear in
which his disciples and even close
contemporaries hold him, his
peculiay power of dominating
without effort the most flippant
and unmusical audiences number-
ing in thousands, his long and un-

disputed sway: over the world of
serious music for years, were
factors which hag made him a

superman in my eyes.
We Become His Hosts

In this background of awe and
regverence, consider my nervoug-
ness when once I and my brother
were asked by one of the organi-
zers of a Music Conference to put
‘him up at my house ag fitting
arrangements for the great Ustad
could not .be made anywhere else
in the town. Befote we could
Stammer out our hesitation, the
thing hag been scttled and we
were conducted to the car outside
the pandal in which Khan Saheb
was walting. He was wearing the
familiar black Sherwanj and the
Irani cap which suits him so well.
For additional warmth he was
‘wearing over his Sherwani a
Kashmiri dressing gown.

. We were introduced as his pros-
bective hosts. He acknowledged
my salute with a nog d extend-
ed a large hand for my brother to
shake and then leant back in the
car with an air of great resigna-
tion. When we arriveg at my
house he descended with slow de-
liberation and surveyec} my house
with mild interest. It is large
and rambling ang old-fashioned—
a hybrid of the old and new in
architecture. “It ix a good house,
‘very picturesque,”™ he remarked
and relapsed into silence.

We felt awkward and ill gt ease
as it wag clear that he hag no
small talk, no social common-
blaces to keep the conversation
going. “I am very glad to have
come here.’ I have a horror of
hotels” he said at last. “It i a
great honour,” I managed to
mumble. “It is only great bother
for you,” he said and smiled? I
was. so tongue-tied. T made some
excuse-ang went off to look for
breakfast. The simple breakfast

that it was difficult to

I Bepper and spice. The table

Of

A

of eggs, bread and butter pleased
him, He eatiy astonishingly little
—the yellow of two eggs, the séfter
part of two small slices of bread
and g little Dbutter dissolveq in
hi?t tetea.. Then g few half cupfuls
0 a. _

A Hint To Hostesses

He has no consciousness of the pas-
sage of time. A meal is announced,
he says he is coming. Half an hour
passes, the dinner gets cold, the fat
congeals in the gravy and he does not
rise. The dinner ig sent to be heated
again. “Where » ig the dinner?” he
asks when he comes at last. Every
one smiles. “It has grown cold. It
has been stni to be heated” says
some one. “Oh! Iam Jlate, I am
sorry. You see I am an old man now”
he says and smiles.

This happens very frequently. The
hint{ will come handy for prosll;)ective
hostesses. Our first da.g’s lunch was
in the best traditions of Muslim cook-
ing, rich, heavy, fragrant, laden with
was a
of colours with beet-root and
green peas and the yellow and Maho-
y colours of our meat dishes.
wag quite proud of my cooking. Al-
though the Ustad’s companions were
eating with relish, the great man him-
self sat nibbling at the Chaxf)atli and
the peas and perspiring profusely al-
though it was the end ef November.
“You are hardly eating - anything,
sir”, I managed to object sorely dis-
a ted at his lack of “appetite.
“You don’t like the food perhaps,” I
added bent on extorting praise. “God
be ised”, he said. “The food is mar-
vellous. I like it and how beautifully
you have decorated the table. What
wondrous colours”, and he suryeyed
the table from end to end. One of
his disciples explained to me that he
ate very simple food, with little fat,
entirely without any spice, preferably
vegetables. I had made a complete
fool of myself. Hap;f-;uy there was
some bread and butter and a few
iﬁs handy and we managed with

m.

From that day a revolution in cook-

took place my house and our
whole family went without fats and
pﬁ?ﬁ and spices for as long as he
stayed.

Stream Of Admirers

After his first sitting at the confer-
ence he asked us about our impres-
sions. I murmured my compliments
but complained that bass notes which
were the soul of his music were hard-
ly audible to us as we sat at a _dis*
tance from him. The next four sit-
tinis were therefore entirely ours. He
took pains to see that we sat where
we wouldn’t miss a single precious
note in his divine performances.

A stream of visitors kept coming to
our house—old  disciples separated
from the great teacher for years. They
came and cried and touched his feet
and told of their troubles. There came
students in search of autographs, mu-
sicians, government officials, univer-
sity teachers, poets, girl students ard
1 teachers from 5%11009.1 colleges
al] trying to pay their homage to the
greatest Egnius in music thas_ the
country has produced within living
memory. These visitors were kindred
spirits and it was wonderful to feel
that there wag in the country atq
least one artist who had been able
to evoke feelings of such affection
and gratitude from his public.

A Sanyasi’s Tribute

Among the visitors came a .holy
man—a Sanyasi from Bengal with
the sacred stick in his hand which
he could not put on the ground. He
was a pale, emaciated man with dam-
aged eyes anc} had walked five miles
on his bare feet from hig monastery
to meet the enchanter.

The Ustad was resting after a stre-
nuous performance, so I asked him
to wait. I was agreeably surprised
when he spoke in faultlesg English.
“I am mad after him”, he began. “I
myself used to sing but gave it up
when I heard him. His music made
mmtherbmag)e of me. (Ii %&c}t{ed some
money oy gging an gng a gra-
mophone and all his records. A Raja

from Bengal gave me a record of
‘Darbari’, specially sung by Khan Sa-
heb for him. My madness increased
and I went to Baroda once to see
him but he was out. So I bought a
photograph of him. He ‘s a veritable
in music. His music is TRUTH,
the thing beyond this world. Pardon
me, but you do not understand his
music as we do. We alone under-
stand it”, and he looked at me apo-
logetically with his weak watery eyes

There was also a humble school
teacher who had threatened to resien
<his job if the principal didn’t give
him . leave to attend the mid-day sit-
tings of the Ustad. A Cambridge gra-
duate ang university teacher brought
pure ghee-fearing lest the doubtfu)

laze

-far the
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Divine Melody

Faiyaz Khan—As A Maestro And

Man

By Miss ZAHRA MAHMOOD

ghee at my place should harm the
ist’s throa.g.

Cataract Of Melody

He was acclimatized to my house
in two days’ time and after this we
basked in the sunshine of his genius
to our heart’s content. One morning
as he wag going out to si.nlgusat a large
gathering I asked one of his disciples
to request him to sing the raga known
as ‘Khat’ and at any rate not to sing
Jaunpuri which he sings very often.

To my intense disappointment he
began Jaunpuri and ended on it.

en he came back he saw me sit-
ting in the drawing Orﬁom perhaps
looking snubbed. “Y asked for
‘Khat’” he said, “but people wanted
Jaunpuri. It is a sweet raga and they
like it. I will sing ‘Khat’ for you
now.” He sat down on the” sofa and
looked about for some accompani-
ment. There .as none. He there-
fore sang alone.

What a cataract of melody he let
fall from hig throat. He sang the
famous song of Baijoo Bawra, “V1d¥a
Dhar, Guni Jan.” His voice rose iIn
all itg srﬂendour making the old walls
of my house vibrate with its power.
He sang it with such passion, such
utter abandon and such tenderness
that the tears stood in the eyes of
many of us. Then followed another
sondg in the same raga, then another
and yet another and another in quick
succession. I was amazed at his
g‘lgantic memory which retained in all
heir freshness dozens of songs in an
obscure raga like ‘Khat.’

A Family Member

Thereafter it became the custom to
talk of music and song in his presence
till he was moved to singing and all
the kingdoms of the world could not
have given us the joy which these
few hours did.

He became greatly attached to the
small coterie of his admirers which
stayed at my lace and hovered
around him al] the time that he was
awake. He took an interest in every-
thing that wag ours, our sowings for
the season, the health of my mother,
the family J,hotographs.

I, my elder sister and my two
sisters-in-law did all. the cooking for
him ourselves. All the musica] criti-
cism was therefore done in the Kit-
chen where the raen often joined us.
Once we sat taking out the green
peas from' their 5 for the day’s
cooking. Among those who helped us
were my brother, a lawyer, a high
ex-government officer, very distingui-
shed now. a talented journalist and
a prince from an Oudh estate, who
had come specially to hear the Khan
Saheb.

As we sat talking feverishly, discus-
sing and quarrelling, who do we see
entering the smoke-filled and dirty

Kitchen but the Khan -Saheb!  In-
stantaneously we fell silent laughing.
He stood cover us all smiling like an
‘indulgent patriarch. Then one of us
got a chair for him and he sat down
watching us happily. “Green peas! Do
boil me a handful with a little gin-
ger. I love them.” There he sat eating
he peas and breathing in the smoke
fli? if he had lived with us all his
e,

-

Originai Composer

One day he asked me to sing haw-
ing come to know that I had learnt
a ﬁttle. I was frightened out of my
witg but it is the convention to obey
and I sang a Khayal of Jaunpurl
Before I had finished, he took it up
himself and what jewel-like. elabora-
tions he added to my simple render-
ing. To my utter surprise I found
that my caf:acity to Yearn increased
tenfold as if by a miracle In those
few moments I learnt more about
the teaching of music than I had
done in all my life. How he filled the
simple sketch of a song with colour
and meaning and life.

With great exactitude I and one of
his senier pupils repeated the notes
but the meaning, t assion, the
significance eluded us. That is re-
cisely the quality which distingui&es
his music from that of other musi-
cians who are otherwise first class
Erofessional artists, Again the usuall

eld idea about the lack of emotiona
content in our music he insistg upon
every note being alive and full of
feeling, yet retaining its classical in-

tegrity.

It is not generally known that Ustad
Faiyaz Khan a very great comy-
xgoser. His Khayals have all the beau-
y

, the classic grace, the technical

excellence. the originality, the un-
mistakable stamp of genius which
distinguish the compositions of his

ancestors Adarang and Sadarang.
Who does not know the famous song
in Jaijaiwanti—“More Mandar ab lon
nahin aye” or in Purig ‘“Main® kar
ayi piya sang rang ralian” or that
gem in Gara Karhara—“fan man
dhan sah waroon.”-

He has hundreds of such composi-
tions to his credit and it is a pity
that tthey have not beer! collected in
script.

Best Days Of Our Life

Undoubtedly the few days that he
lived amongst us were spirituaily the
fullest and the best davs in our
lives—something to talk about to our
chﬂc;{en when we grow old and de-
crepit. -

The day he was Koing was a sad
day for all of us. crowd had ga-
thered at my house to bid him god-
speed. He was lavish with rewards to
servants and other attendants and
remembered the tiniest of children
who even once fetched a pan for him.

When leaving the house he raised
his hands towards {he heavens and
blessed us all. “You are all wonder-
ful. Let me have a good look at you
before I go" and he saw us all care-
fully as if to note down our faces for
remembrance.

Then he went. His eyes were moist

-as he entered the car.

“RED BALL
" "EXPRESS”

The “"Red Ball Express” i{s one of
the most vital arteries across Frgnce
carrying the life siream of, supplies to
American troops at the front.

Approximately 9,000 American trucks
and thousands of American drivsrg ave
racing day and night over special oné&
way express highways that stretch
from the beaches of Normandy to
Baris and beyond-carrying food, \am-
munition and gasolne to nourish the
men and equipment in the battle lines.

At night the Red Ball convoys drone
ahead with headlights blazing, for
speed ]g essential and the German air
force is negligible. Every few hundred
yards along the route there are signs

In English and- French which an-
nounce: “Red Ball convoys only. All
otherg keep off.” _

The remarkable arrangement of
truck routes that compose thlg Red
Ball ciculatory system 1is roughly a

glant loop that feeds traffic of loaded
truckg on one route and sends the
empty ones back along another one-
way highway. Every truck that speeds
over this highway network 1is labelled
“priority” with a bright red disx on
its front and rear.

Approximately © 25,000 soldiers, dri-
vers and mechanics ride the route,
carrying 700.00C gallons of gasollne a
day to the armies on the front. So
Express has moved frelight
equivalent in (distance to taking one
ton ground the world 700 times

There are two drivers assigned to
every truck, ang they ‘‘keep her roll-
ing” 20 hourg a day The *“Red Ball
Line” provides 2 bivouac area halfway
along the road where drlyers are
changed. While new men keep the
trucks- rolling, the drivers who have
just been relieved can bathe, ecat and
caich up on sleep. Then they meet
the convoy at the other sice of the
lodp at the halfway point of the
roung trip. and another change of
drivers 13 made

In case of a breakdown, there Is ®oO

First Centenaria
M. P. |

Westham Member’s
Ambition -

will Thorne is 87 and his ambtition
is to be the first centenarian M. P.,
writes a “News Chronicle” reporter.
“There are only 13 years to go and
no ‘reason why I should not make it.
I'm perfectly healthy and very careful
about crossing a road”, he remarked
recently in his home among his con-
stituents in Westham, where he cele-
brated hig birthday with a bottle of
lemonade.

He refers to himself as Little Willle.
His wife speakg of him as the *“world's
best husband”

He drew from his waistcoat
an old policeman’s
garded it lovingly.

pocket
whistle and re-
“Party meetings
in the House would always be late 1If
Little Willie didn't blow his whistle
every Wednesday morning, as the Big

Ben strikes 10, to call Sir Arthur
Greenwood to work”™, he sald. Thas
whistle has g history of i own.

ice It was blown jn the House, last
time in the midst of a speech. y

Mr. Thorne’s prescription for a long
and happy life is: Don’t drink, don't
knock about. don’t talk back to your
wife, don'ts worry and take a hot
basin of bread and milk for breakfast.

Will Thorne is happlest when he. Is
In hig parlour surrounded by his
“presents”. These range from a bell
from one of the trade unions to an
ancient wood carving from the U. 8. 8.
He thinks he hag more presents
than anybody in the House.

halt in the rapld flow of supplies. The
driver pulls out of llne and repairs his

truck while others rell on. he 1
unable to repair it, a “Red  Bolt*
ordnance crew elther makes the re.
pairs or nassigns a new {ruck.—U 8.
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