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Maker Of vine
Th e  very f irs t tim e I  heard  

U stad Faiyaz K han , I  expe 
rienced a  medley of emo- 

#ions w hich i t  would be impossible 
. lo  d ^ c rib e . .

They were so varied, so swiftly 
¡changing from  th e  p leasan t to  th e  
p a ln fp l, so deep  and  yet so con- 
'flicting th a t  i t  was difficult to 
^connect th em  w ith  m y norm al 

Jpersonality.
His m usic moved one to u n ­

I known d ep th s  by its  m agnificence, 
k ts  vastness of range, ite  epic Qua- 
iity . I t  opened en tire ly  new  and  
funknown avenues of m y-,experi- 

. ence.~ I t  p leased  and  y e t te rrified  
i«ie. I t  m ade m e cry ou t w ith  
fpain. I t  w as like a  sea, now calm  
^ d  w ithou t a  ripple, now  rising 

fu ry  an d  enveloping every- 
i^hlng In  i ts  m igh ty  waves. I t  
»•was sw eet a n d  ten d er like a  
m o th e r  crooning h e r  baby to  sleep 
^and i t  w as destruc tive  on a  cosmic 
“scale like S h iva  destroying  the  
universe. ,
r ■
Leonine Dignity

I  m ay be fearfu lly  w rong in  my 
In te rp re ta tio n  b u t such was th e  
e ffec t h is  m usic h a d  on  me. I  
^ e n t  to  every conference, obtained  
in v ita tio n s to  every private 

'g a th e rin g  th a t  lay  w ith in  my 
reach  an d  enriched  and  to rm en t­
ed  m v soul w ith  h is a r t. His 
m usic  le ft m e 'i n  a  s ta te  of such 
lit te r  bew ilderm ent th a t  . my 
“friends rem ark ed  on  th e  peculiar 
expression on m y face. I  became 
curiously sensitized to  hi» presence 
so th a t  on two occasions I  to ld  my 

jffrlends th a t  h e  w as outside a l- 
«though We hsui been s ittin g  lis ten- 
^ g  to  bad  m usic in  a  carefully 
closed hall. .

I  have seen faces w hich were 
beau tifu l o r ugly or m erely com­
m onplace, w hich  rad ia ted  good­
ness o r s tren g th  or brilliance of 
in te llect, w hich h ad  evil w ritten  
i n  every line o r w hich proclaim ed 
tiong an d  te rrib le  su ffe i^ g , b u t I  
i i a d  never seen a  face w hich, re ­
flec ted  a  personality^ so consum ed 
w ith  th e  power of its  own genius 
—a  personality  holding itis volca­
n ic em otions u n d er a n  iron con­
trol.

He is leonine in h is  fierce d ig­
n ity . T he awe, alm ost th e  fea r in  
Which h is  disciples and  even close 
contem poraries hold him , his 
pecu lia r pow er of dom inating 
w ithou t effo rt th e  m ost flippan t 
a n d  immuisical audiences num ber­
in g  in  thousands, h is  long an d  u n ­
d ispu ted  sWay over th e  world of 
serious m usic fo r 'y ea rs , were 
fac to rs  w hich  h ad  m ade h im  a  
superm an  in  m y eyes..

^^e Become His Hosts
In  th is  background of awe and  

reverence, consider m y nervous­
ness w hen once I  an d  my b ro ther 
w ere asked by one of th e  organi­
zers of a  Music Conference to  p u t 
h im  u p  a t  my house as fittin g  
a rran g em en ts  fo r th e  g rea t U stad 
could n o t .be m ade anyw here else 
in  th e  town. Befofe we could 
s tam m er ou t o u r  hesitation , t h e ' 
th in g  h ad  been settled  and we 
were conducted to  th e  ca r  outside 
th e  p an d a l in  w hich K l\an  Saheb 
w as w aiting. He was w earing th e  
fam ilia r black Sherw ani and  the 
I ra n i cap  w hich  suits h im  so well. 
F o r add itional w arm th  he was 
"Wearing over b is Sherw ani a
K ashm iri d ressing  gown.(

We were in troduced as his p ros­
pective hosts. He acknowledged 
m y sa lu te  w ith  a nod s^ d  ex tend­
ed  a  large h a n d  for my b ro th er to  
shake an d  th e n  le an t back in  th e  
ca r  w ith  an  a ir  of g rea t resigna­
tion . W hen we arrived a t  my 
house he descended w ith  slow de­
libera tion  and  surveyed my house 
w ith  m ild in te rest. I t  is large 
and  ram bling  and o ld-fashioned— 
a  hybrid  of th e  old and  new  in  
W chitec tu re . “I t  is a good house, 
^^ery picturesque,’S  he rem arked 
and  relapsed in to  silence.

We fe lt aw kw ard and ill a t  ease 
as it  wa.s clear th a t  he had  no 
sm all ta lk , no social com m on­
places to keep  th e  conversation 
going. “I  am  very glad to have 
come h ere .' I  have a h o rro r of 
ho te ls” he  said a t last. “I t  is a 
g rea t honour,’» I  m anaged to 
m um ble. “I t  is only g reat bother 
for you,” he  said and  smiled"* • I  
was. so tongue-tied. i  made some 
ex cu se 'an d  w ent off to  look for 
breakfast. T he sim ple breakfast

Faiyaz Khan—As A Maestro And
A Man
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of eggs, bread and bu tte r pleased 
him. He eats astonishingly little 
—the yellow of two eggs, th d  sdfter 
p a r t  of two small slices of bread 
and a little  bu tter dissolved in 
ho t tea. Then a few half cupfuls 
of tea. '

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 is sent to be heated 
again. “Where is the dinner?” he 
asks when he comes at - la s t Every 
one smiles. “It has grown cold. It 
has been senf to be heated”, says 
some one. “On! I  am late. I  am 
sorry. You see I  am an old man now” 
he says and smiles. /

This happens very frequently. The 
hint w ill, come handy for prospective 
hostesses. ■ Our first day’s lunch was 
in the best traditions of Muslim cook- 
ng, rich, heavy, fragrant laden with 
)eiH5er and spice. The table was a 
>laze of colours with beet-root and 

green peas and the yellow and Maho-
r ay colours of our meat dishes.

was quite proud of my cooking. Al­
though the Ustad’s companions were 
eating with relish, the great man him­
self sat nibbling a t the Chamtis and 
the peas and perspirhig profusely al­
though it was the end ef November.

“You are hardly eating anything, 
sir”, I  managed to object sorely dis- 
ajmointed a t  his lack of 'appetite. 
“You don’t  like the food perhaps,” I 
added bent on extorting praise. “Grod 
be praised”, he said. “The food is mar­
vellous. I  like it and how beautifully 
you have decorated the table. What 
wondrous colours”, and he surveyed 
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. Happily there was 
some bread and butter and a few 
eggs handy and we managed with 
them.

From that day a revolution In cook- 
took place m my house and our

ghee a t my place should harm the 
artist’s throat.

Cataract Of Melody
He was acclimatized to my house 

in two days’ time and after this we 
basked m tbe sunshine of his genius 
to our heart’s content. One morning 
as he was going out to sing at 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 
Jaunpurl which he sings very often.

To my intense disappointment he 
b ^ a n  Jaunpuri and ended on it. 
When he came back he saw me sit­
ting in the drawing room perhaps 
looking snubbed. “YoU asked for 
‘Khat’ ” he said, “but people wanted 
Jauhpuri. I t is a sweet raga and they 
like it. I  will sing ‘K hat’ for you 
now.” He sat down on the^ sofa and 
looked about for some accompani­
ment. There vas -none. He there­
fore sang alone.

What a cataract of melody he let 
fall from his throat. He sang the 
/famous song of Baijoo Bawra, ‘̂ Vldya 
Dhar, Guni Jan.” His voice rose in 
all its splendour 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 
song iij, the same raga, then another 
and yet another and another in quick 
succession. I was amazed at his 
gigantic memory which retained In all 
their freshness dozens of songs in an 
obscure raga like ‘Khat.’

whole family went ^ th o u t fats and 
pepper 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 lour sit­
tings were therefore entirely ours. He 
took pains to see that we sat where 
we \youldn’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 c r i^  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 arid 
lady teachers from the local colleges 
all trying to pay their homage to the 
greatest genius in music that the 
country has produced within living 
memory. These visitors w«re kindred 
spirits and it was wonderful to feel 
that there wa* 4n the country at- 
least one artist who had been able 
to evoke feelings of such affection 
and gratitude from his public.

A SanyasFs Tribute
Among the visitors came a iioly 

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 and had walked five miles 
on his bare feet from his 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 faultless English. 
“I  am mad after him”, he began. “I 
myself used to sing but gave it up 
when I heard him. His music made 
another man of me. I  collected some 
money by begging and bought a gra­
mophone and all his records. A Rajah 
from Bengal gave nie 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 
God 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 hlimble school 
teacher who had threatened to resign 
%his job li the principal didn’t give 
him leave to attend the niidrday sit­
tings ©f the Ustad. A Cambridge gra 
duate and university teacher brought 
pure ghee fearing lest the doubtful

A Fondly Member .
Thereafter It'became the custom to 

talk of music and song in his presence 
till he was moved to singing and all 
the kin^om s 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 place and hovered 
around him all tne time that he was 
awake. He took' an interest in every­
thing that was ours, our sowings for 
the season, the health of my mother, 
the family photographs. i

I, my elder sister and my two 
sisters-in-law did all the cooking for 
him ourselves. All the musical criti­
cism was therefore done in the kit­
chen where the men often joined us. 
Once we sat taking out the green 
peas from' their podi for the day’s 
cooking. Among those who helped us 
were my brother, a lawyer, a high 
ex-govemment 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 *Sahcb! In­
stantaneously we fell silent laughing.
He stood over us all smiling like ah 

’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 
the peas and breathing in the smoke 
as if he had lived with us all his 
life.

Original Composer
One day he asked me to sing hav­

ing come to know that I  had leamtJ 
a little. I was frightened out of my 
wits but it is the convention to obey  ̂
and I sang a Khayal of Jaunpurt, ' 
Before I had finished, he took it up . 
himself and what jewel-like- elaborar • 
lions he adde^l to my simple render- , 
Ing. To my utter surprise I  found 
that my capacity to feam increased 
tenfold as if by a miracle In those 
few moments I  learnt more about 
the teaching of music than I  nad 
done in all my life. How 1^ filled the 
simple sketch of a song with colour 
and meaning and We.

With great exactitude I  and one of 
his senior pupils repeated the notes 
but the meaning, the p ^ io n , the 
significance eluded us. That is pre­
cisely the quality which distinguishes 
his mu.sic from that of other musi­
cians who »are otherwise first class 
professional artists. Again ihe usually 
held Idea about the lack of emotional 
content in our music he insists upon 
every note being alive ^and full • of 
feeling, yet retaining its classical In­
tegrity.

I t  is not generally known that Ustad 
Paiyaz Khan is a very great C019- t 
poser. His Khayals have all the beau­
ty, 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 Jaijaiwantl—“More Mandar ab Ion 
nahln aye" or in Puria “Main» kar 
ayi piya sang rang Tallan” or iha t 
gem in Gara Karhara—“tan man 
dhan sah waroon.”^

He has hundreds of such composi­
tions to his credit and It Is a pity 
that they have not beetf collected In 
script.

Best Days Of Our Life
Undoubtedly the few days that ho 

lived amongst us were spiritually the 
fullest and the best days in our 
lives—something to talk about to our 
children when we grow old and de­
crepit.

was a sad 
■ ‘ ga­

my House to bid mm god­
speed. He was lavish with rewards to 
servants and other attendarits and 
remembered the tiniest of children 
who even once fetched a pan for him.

When leaving the house he raised 
his hands towards the heavens and 
blessed us all. “You are all wonder­
ful. Let me have a good look a t yon 
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. .

The day he was going was a 
day for ^11 of us. A crowd had 
thered at my house to bid him

RED BALL
EXPRESS”

The "Red Ball Express” is one of 
the most vital arteries across France 
carrying the life stream of ̂  supplies to 
American troops at the front.

Approximately 9.000 American trucks 
and thousands of American drivers are 
racing day and night over special oniK 
way expo-ess highways that stretch 
from the beaches of Normandy to 
Baris and beyond-carrying food, 'am­
munition and gasoline to nourish the 
men and equipment in the battle lines.

At night the Red Ball convoys drone 
ahead with headlights blazing, for 
speed Is essential and the German air 
force Is n^Ugible. Every few hundred 
yards along the route there are signs 
In English and • French which an- 
notmee: “Red Ball convoys only. All 
others keep off." _

The remarkable arrangement of 
truck routes that compose this Red 
Ball dculatory system la roughly a 
giant loop that feeds traffic of loaded 
trucks on one route and sends the 
empty ones back along another one­
way highway. Every truck that speeds 
over this highway network Is labelled 
“priority” with ar bright red disk on 
Its front and rear.

Approximately ' 26,000 soldiers, dri­
vers and mechanics ride the route, 
carrying 700.000 gallons of gasoline a 
day to the armies on the front. So 
far the Express has moved freight 
equivalent In distance to taking one 
ton around the world 700 times "

There are two drivers assigned to 
every truck, and they ’‘keep her roll­
ing” 20 hoUrs a day The "Red Ball 
Line” provides a bivouac area halfway 
along the road where drivers are 
changed. While new men keep the 
truck» rolling, the drivers who have 
.Inst been relieved can bathe, cat and 
catch up On sleep. Then they meet 
the convoy at the other slcie of the 
lo»p at the halfway point of, the 
round trip and another change of 
drivers is made

la case of a breakdown, there is |>o

First Centenarian 
M. P .

Westham Member's. 
Ambition -

Wllf Thorne is 87 and his ambition 
is to be the first centenarian M, P„ 
writes a “News Chrcwalcle” 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 his birthday with a bottle ot 
lemonade.

He refers to himself as Little WilUe. 
His wife speaks of him as the “world’s 
best husband'*

He drew from his waistcoat pocket 
an old policeman’s whistle and re­
garded it lovingly. “Party meetings 
in the House would always be late if 
Little Willie didn’t blow his whistle 
every Wednesday morning, as the Big 
Ben strikes 10, to call Sir Arthur 
Greenwood to work”, he said. ThaB 
whistle has a history of Us own. 
Twice it was blown in the House, last 
tmae In the midst of a speech. ,

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

Will Thorne is happiest when he Is 
in his paHour surrounded by his 
“presents”. These range from a boll 
from one of the trade unions to an 
ancient wood carving from the U. 8. S. 
He thinks he has more presents
than ariybody in the House.
halt In the rapid fiow of supplies. The 
driver pulls out of line and repairs his 
truck while others roll on. ft  he is 
unable to repair it, a “Red BcjIV* 
ordnance crew either makes the re­
pairs or assigns a new truck.—TJ 0. 
O. W. I. ‘

.t

 


