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Disclaimer: The book, being a memoir of Mr. Syed Aslam Noor, records the events, incidents, 

and conversations narrated by him from his memory. 

The dialogues between him and the personalities in the book have occasionally been 

supplemented and kept consistent with the nature of the speakers. 
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FOREWORD 

Bi-smi llāhi r-raḥmāni r-raḥīm 

With Aslam, it was a beautiful journey. I’m grateful to Allah that He gave me a chance to be a part 

of the beautiful experience. 

I am very happy that when we were together, we created some good works. When we were not 

together, we tried making sense of the words we wrote. 

I hope in the course of the journey we’ve been happy. The best thing was that it was organic and 

spiritually enriching. 

We live by the work we do, it is not less than that and it is not more than that. 

Maqsood Mahmood Ali 

  



PREFACE 

On a balmy Sunday afternoon in the first week of September 2019, I was woken up by the ringing 

of my phone. The weather was so pleasant that I dozed off at my desk while trying to write a few 

lines. In a trance-like state my eyes stared at the blank paper and fingers clasped the pen. 

Then I looked at my cellular device. An unknown number flashed on the screen. Upon receiving 

the call, a soft voice said, “Hello Sir. My name is Saurav Satyadarshi Ray, I am writing an e-book 

titled ‘Lucky Ali: As We Know Him’ and I want your narrative to be featured as the cover story.” 

I requested him to give me a call someday in the next week. After a few days, he called and asked 

me several questions about the lyrics I penned for Maqsood Bhai’s albums. I briefly recounted the 

stories behind them, and the situations in which they were written. 

When he probed further, I told him if I go on narrating every song down to the smallest detail, it 

will be as voluminous as a book itself. 

Hearing that, he became silent for a moment and said, “Sir, it would be a great idea to write a book 

exclusively on your lyrics. I would love to pen it. Do I have your permission?” 

I thought for a few seconds and said, “Alright, Ray. You complete this book first. We will speak 

about it later.” 

On September 19, I received a PDF copy of the e-book and found that my story was written 

exactly the way I narrated it. As I read on, the memories came flooding back. Serendipitously 

enough, my eyes fell on the most treasured photograph in my room. 





 

It was the summer of 1997. Sunoh had released a year back and remained in the top three spots of 

MTV Asia Charts for 60 weeks. It won several major awards, including the Best Pop Male Vocalist 

at the Screen Awards in 1996 and the 1997 Channel V Viewers’ Choice Award. 

After celebrating our success, I was back at my workplace. At that time, I worked as a receptionist 

at India Builders Corporation. The company had launched a new project and invited legendary 

actor Dilip Kumar Sahab as the chief guest at the inauguration ceremony. I was given the task of 

chaperoning him. 

Meeting him was a surreal experience. Notwithstanding his magnificent stardom and onscreen 

persona, I was awed by his humility and respectful conduct. With excitement in my heart and deep 

reverence in my manners, I greeted him. 

He greeted me back with his distinctive winning smile and asked me my name. I introduced myself 

and in our brief interaction told him “I am the writer of all songs in Sunoh.” 

He was surprised and said, “I know the album. I have heard all the songs. It’s the first album of 

Mehmood’s son, isn’t it?” 

I replied, “Yes Sir.” 



Hearing that he exclaimed, “You are the writer? What are you doing here? I thought the album 

was written by some established and experienced songwriters.” 

I answered, “Sir, I wrote all the songs with Maqsood Bhai here only. He also stays here, in 

Bangalore.” 

He replied, “Masha'Allah! I love all the songs in the album, but I love ‘Milegi Milegi Manzil’ the 

most. It’s my favorite. Tell me one thing Aslam, you are so young, your words are so simple, but 

from where you get such depth in your words? What have you gone through in your life that you 

write with such depth?” 

Hearing that, I was choked with emotions. It was the best compliment I had ever received. One 

day, I will write a memoir on the events that influenced our works, and gave depth to my words, I 

promised myself. 

  



THE STORY OF MY FAMILY 

Probably the best inheritance one can get is the talent of one’s forefathers so that the legacy 

continues from one generation to another. 

I got the gift of writing from my great-great-grandfather, who was a poet in the court of Maharaja 

Gulab Singh Jamwal—a celebrated Kashmiri king and the founder of the royal Dogra dynasty. 

My father, a gifted poet himself, used to tell me that none of his uncles, siblings, or relatives had 

inclination towards arts and literature. He used to write poetry in his leisure and share them with 

us. He always wished to see a creative streak—a knack for writing or the love for poetry—in at least 

one of his children, so that the legacy of his great-grandfather is carried forward. 

In Kashmir, they used to stay in a place called Nawakadhal. My grandfather was a maulvi and my 

grandmother was a housewife. Abba was the youngest of their four sons, and probably the most 

mischievous and the most innocent one. 

But one day, his whole life fell apart through no fault of his own. It was a Friday—the day an 

unfortunate incident cost him one of his eyes, and blinded him for the rest of his life. 

Every Friday, Abba and his brothers used to go to the local mosque to offer namaaz. Most of the 

mosques in the northernmost Indian state are located near Jhelum River, where worshippers go to 

perform ablutions. 

That day, my Abba and his brothers were doing their ablutions on the bank of the river along with 

other children. A boy said something derogatory to my oldest paternal uncle and a fight ensued 

between them. My uncle pushed the boy into the river. But, fortunately, he was rescued by some 

people present there. 

Abba and his brothers returned home after offering their namaaz and, to their horror, they saw the 

boy standing with his parents. By then they realized that he had blurted out the whole incident to 

my grandparents. 

Hearing the accusations, my grandmother was already seething with rage. Seeing the eldest son, 

she threw the ‘chumta’ (forceps) towards him. Just the very moment, my Abba came running in 

between and the object hit his right eye. 

It took some time for my grandparents to process what just happened. As they realized the gravity 

of the situation, they went into a state of shock. Unable to think anything, they stood frozen for a 

few minutes as the world seemed to fall away from them. The damage, however, was already done 

and there was no redemption. 

With no time to waste on grieving or cursing themselves, they rushed my Abba to the local 

hospital. The forceps was successfully removed but my father lost his right eye. The doctor told my 

grandparents that they need to operate the second eye, as it has been affected by the impact. If not 

done immediately, it will also be damaged. 



But my grandparents were so poor that they didn’t have enough money for the operation. They 

said that they will try to raise the money but unfortunately couldn’t. The condition of my Abba’s 

eyes exacerbated, and he lost sight in his other eye as well. 

Being the youngest of all his siblings, Abba was my grandparents’ most favorite child. My 

grandmother was so devastated by the incident that she could not stop blaming herself. Consumed 

by guilt, she went into a spiral of depression and passed away just six months after the incident. My 

grandfather lost his will to live and he passed away exactly six months after the demise of my 

grandmother. 

My Abba’s Struggles in Bombay, Madras and Bangalore 

At the tender age of 14, my Abba lost both his eyes and parents. As if the pain, and the tragedy, 

wasn’t bad enough, his elder brothers snatched away his share of the property and kicked him out 

of the house. The boy who was full of life and loved his family more than anything was blind, 

orphaned, and homeless all at once. He then decided to leave Kashmir for good. 

Like thousands of people from all over the country, he went to Bombay in hopes of eking out a 

living. But life isn’t easy in the strange land, which they call the financial capital and the city of 

dreams, where people don’t have time, love, or care for each other. It became even more difficult 

for that blind boy who wanted a job, and not sympathy from others. 

To make matters worse, he didn’t know any language except Kashmiri. He used to stand in a 

corner and weep. Feeling sorry for him, some passers-by dropped one or two coins in his hand. 

He used to run behind them, return the money, and say, “I don’t want alms. I need a job. Please 

take the money back but give me some work to do.” 

He, however, used to say that in Kashmiri. A few days later, Lady Luck smiled on him and a 

Kashmiri taxi driver came in the form of blessings. Standing in front of Dadar station, Abba was 

weeping when the taxi driver saw him and asked him about his problems. 

As my father started speaking, the man was astonished to learn that he was from his state. Abba 

told him everything that had happened with him and he listened to his story patiently with rapt 

attention. Abba then requested if he could find a job for him. 

The man took him to his house, told him to take a bath, and gave him clean clothes and food. 

Abba insisted that he needed a job first so that he could earn and eat. He promised him that he 

will surely find some work for him. 

After a few days, he told Abba that he has found a suitable job for him. It was to weave plastic tape 

in wooden chairs and sofas. Abba then immediately started on-the-job training and was soon able 

to weave tapes like a pro. 



Once a week, my Abba Jan and his guardian used to take the chairs to several localities, including 

Bandra, Colaba, and Andheri, and sell them. This went on smoothly for a few years, until the taxi 

driver uncle fell sick and passed away after a short period of illness. 

He had no family and no kids; just a small house and three taxis. He raised Abba as his own and 

willed all his belongings, including the three taxis, to him. While struggling with the fatal disease, he 

told Abba, “If I don’t survive the illness, you take care of the taxi business.” 

After the taxi driver uncle’s demise, my Abba continued with his chair weaving works and rented 

the taxis out. But the drivers took advantage of his blindness, and gullible nature, and started to 

cheat and lie to him. Some days they said, “There was no business today”; some days they claimed, 

“The cab met with an accident and money was spent on repairs”; on the other days they said, 

“Police slapped a fine on me.” 

Unable to run the business successfully, as his guardian and mentor would have wanted him to, 

Abba sold off the three taxis and migrated to Madras (as Chennai was called then) with the 

intention of starting his own business. 

After relocating to the south Indian city, he began to look for ways to make a living. His initial days 

were full of struggle in the new place, where people spoke a language that was unknown to him. 

One day, providentially, he met a Kashmiri shop owner and narrated his entire story. He finally 

concluded by saying, “After selling off the taxis, I got this much money. You keep the money 

please and give some of your wares to me so I can sell them.” 

After giving him some money, he bought some carpets and went on to sell door-to-door. That’s 

how he started his new venture. One fine day he landed at the doorstep of Nana Jan, my late 

maternal grandfather, to sell shawls. 

Seeing Abba Jan’s endeavor and determination, my Nana was extremely impressed. He invited 

him in, offered him food and refreshments, and initiated a conversation. After listening to his 

story, he was further impressed and wanted to help him in whatever way possible. He asked him to 

drop by whenever he could. After some visits, my Nana Jan offered the hand of his eldest daughter 

to Abba and said, “I want my daughter to marry an honest and pious person such as you. I am 

giving the hand of my eldest daughter to you. You are no longer alone from now. She will stand by 

you all the time.” 

That’s how my Abba got married to my Ammi. They lived in Madras for a few years and then 

migrated to Bangalore. After coming to the garden city, he continued with the carpet business for 

many years. Then he did a couple of other businesses—aggarbatti, saree, and dry fruits. He used to 

bring walnuts, almonds, and saffron from Kashmir and sell them. He used to purchase leather bags 

from Madras and sell them in Bangalore. 

  



THE STORY OF MY LIFE 

I was born on May 22, 1972, in a place called Pallavaram, a residential locality in Chengalpattu 

district, to the South of the metropolitan city of Chennai. It is also known for its proximity to the 

city's international airport. My mother, originally from Madras, was a housewife. My father was 

doing his own business at that time. 

My father told me on several occasions how he built a house, before I was born, with the aim to 

keep my newborn self warm and cozy. Months prior to my birth, he decided to build a hut for 

me—his first child—on a small piece of land he had bought earlier. He took the help of two workers 

and started working with them. After weeks of hard work, they built the house from scratch using 

clay and red soil. 

It rained heavily the night I was born, and the hut was ready. He could realize his long-cherished 

dream of building a hut with his own hands and taking his new-born child in it. 

I was born in Madras and stayed there for about one year before relocating to Bangalore for good. 

Abba got us—my Ammi, my Mamu, and me—to the garden city, which was then famous for its 

thick canopy of abundant huge trees and shrub thickets. 

Back in the ‘70s, Bangalore was a pensioners’ paradise, a city with more gardens and trees than 

buildings. I am fortunate to have spent my formative years here. ISRO was established in the year I 

was born and so began the influx of the country's best engineers and scientists into the city. 

Although I don’t have any connection with the premiere space research center, I feel proud 

knowing the fact that we share the same year of birth. 

The new city was also treating my Abba well, who by the Grace of Allah, found himself in a 

relatively comfortable position as far as his business was concerned. His marital life was also 

blissful. 

Growing up in the pristine environment, I naturally came into close contact with the natural world 

and old and huge trees of all kinds—gulmohar, banyan, peepal, jackfruit, neem, mango, jamun, 

among many others. On them, I used to see their inhabitants—birds, their nests, squirrels, insects, 

and more. 

In his leisure, Abba used to take us to parks, green spaces, water bodies and hear us speak about 

the panorama and the surroundings. I loved places with abundant greenery where flowers love to 

bloom, butterflies love to flutter, birds love to sing, and small creatures love to play. 



 

  



 

 

 

  



 

MY FIRST SCHOOL 

The name of my first school was Citizen’s English School. There is an interesting story behind my 

admission into the school. 

When I was about three-four years, our neighbor was a teacher at Citizen’s English School. Her 

name was Ms. D’Souza. She tutored some pupils in her house and taught them English, Hindi, 

Maths, and other subjects. 

I used to take tea to her house, and she used to ask her daughter to prepare refreshing cups of chai 
for us. I used to stay back and eat delicious food. Her kitchen was always stocked with copious 

quantities of French biscuits, bread, butter, and jam. 

As I spent time in her house, I observed how her students used to study. I learned subjects by 

watching and listening while she taught them. That way, my tuition used to happen just by 

remaining present there. When she saw my interest in studies and her tuition classes, she started 

teaching me English alphabets, Hindi alphabets, basic mathematics, and communication. 

One day, she told Abba “The child is extremely sharp. You send him to school.” 

Upon hearing that, my father agreed and requested her to get me admitted to Citizen’s English 

School. 

A few days later, Ms. D’Souza took me to the school and introduced me to the principal. The 

principal told her to put me in lower kindergarten. Ms. D’Souza then said, “Sir, before you decide 

to put the boy in L.K.G., I would request you to assess his knowledge and ask him questions from 

standard I syllabus.” 



Then the principal took my test. Speaking in English, he asked me my name and my father’s 

name. He then wrote something on the blackboard and asked me to read those aloud. I complied. 

He then asked me to write the alphabet, numbers, and tables. I wrote everything he asked me to 

do. After all, Ms. D’Souza had taught me everything she could teach a four-year-old—be it 1-100, 

A-Z, 1-10 tables—and I wasn’t going to let her down. 

 

After the assessment, the principal was impressed and said, “This boy knows everything a primary 

student needs to know. We will put him in primary school. Ms. D’Souza, however, wanted me to 

join the first standard as she believed that I knew everything that a standard one student needs to 

know. She requested the principal for my admission to that class. But the principal said even 

though he had no doubts on my abilities and acumen, the primary class would be a good place to 

build a robust learning foundation. 

After I joined the school, I used to go to Ms. D’Souza regularly. She taught me well and I was 

among her best students. 



MS. D’SOUZA 

From the time I went to her house, Ms. D’Souza showered her love and blessings upon me. 

During the Christmas season, whenever she went shopping, she used to purchase clothes for me 

first and then for her daughters. She used to buy two-three pairs of trousers or shoes at a time. Our 

home was always the first to receive a cake from her household. 

She used to go to church every Sunday and I used to accompany her most of the time. After some 

visits, I became worried if Abba would be angry at me. He was a devout Muslim, who used to offer 

Namaaz five times every day. 

I asked him one day, “Abba, do you feel bad that I accompany Ms. D’Souza to church every 

Sunday?” 

He surprised me by saying, “Beta, why should I feel bad? You don’t go to church to do anything 

wrong. We go to the mosque to remember Allah, Ms. D’Souza does the same by going to church. 

We call Him Allah, she calls Him God.” 

He then asked me, “What Ms. D’Souza does after going to the church?” 

I replied, “The Father starts the prayers and Ms. D’Souza stands with her eyes closed, palms 

joined, and hands folded.” 

Then Abba asked me, “And, what do you do?” 

I replied, “I also stand up and remember Allah.” 

Abba said with a smile, “This is what everyone does, beta. Be it in Mosque, Church, Temple or 

Gurudwara, people go to these places to remember the Creator. They just call Him by different 

names and in different ways, but the Source is the same.” 

My Abba used to say one thing, “Beta remember this one thing—respect every religion. Do you 

know what Islam teaches? It teaches you to respect every religion. Don’t look down upon anyone. 

Every religion teaches only one thing—to know God, understand Him, remember His teachings, 

and love Him and His creation. For them, their religion is great; for you, your religion is great.” 

Till the end of seventh standard, I used to go with Ms. D’Souza to church every Sunday. But as old 

age took a toll on her health, she grew weaker with each passing year. She gradually became ill and 

passed away some weeks after I was promoted to the eight standard. 

She suffered a massive heart attack that unfortunate day and couldn’t survive it. I was devastated 

upon learning that and wept my heart out. For one month after her demise, I went to her grave 

every morning and wept upon remembering her. Even today, whenever I go to visit my parents’ 

graves, I make it a point to go to Ms. D’Souza’s grave. 



 

  



MY EARLY SCHOOL DAYS 

I was a good student and I used to be the first rank holder in my class from the first standard to the 

seventh. As my father lost his eyes owing to lack of money and treatment, he always wanted me to 

become an eye specialist doctor. 

Keeping this in mind, I used to study hard and score excellent grades till the seventh standard. I 

was a humorous kid (a little naughty also) and used to entertain my classmates by singing songs. 

My love for crooning was known to all, and on several occasions my teachers caught me humming 

in the class. The kinder ones used to insist on me to sing aloud so they may as well entertain 

themselves, the harsher ones used to ask me to leave the class. 

My Abba ensured that my monthly tuition fees were paid off on the very first day of the month. In 

fact, I was among the few students, whose fees were paid on time, on the first day of the month. He 

also used to pay our admission fees on the first day of every academic year. 

I and my siblings used to be among the first few students to get books and notebooks at the 

beginning of every new session. The musty smell of the freshly printed papers used to fill us with 

enthusiasm. Abba raised us with determination, honesty, and hard work, without making us feel 

that he is blind or handicapped in any way. 

Till my fourth standard, Abba took the whole family to Madras during our summer vacations. We 

stayed at Nana’s place and spent quality time there. But after I began my fifth standard, Abba told 

us that we won’t be visiting our Nana’s place that summer. We wondered what we would do in 

those two months. He told us that we must do some work, earn some money, and pay our tuition 

fees from that. 

I, along with my brothers, used to take samosas to Brigade Road, M.G. Road, and other places as 

well and we used to sell them. Sometimes we used to carry kachoris, pencils, pens, and we used to 

sell all those items. 

We used to give all our earnings to our Abba, and from that money he used to pay our admission 

and tuition fees. There used to be pride on our faces and a blissful satisfaction on Abba’s. 

He used to tell us, “Dear children, I have the money to pay for your admission fees, but I am 

paying for it with your earnings. It’s the earnings from your efforts that are paying for your 

admission. And when you look back and remember these days, you will feel a different type of 

satisfaction and a sense of accomplishment.” 

He also used to say, “Now that you have paid your admission fees, I will use the money which I 

have kept for your admission to buy your favorite things for you.” 

He then used to buy clothes, shoes, books, toys, and many more things. From our childhood, 

Abba taught us the value of hardwork and the dignity of labour. He used to say, “Beta sirf padhai 
hi nahin tumko kaam bhi karna hai” and we lived by his words and that’s how our childhood went. 

The habit continued till I completed my degree. 



 

  



HOW I STARTED WRITING 

My attraction towards poetry began when I was in primary school. I used to see my Abba writing 

poems and sonnets and used to love his works. I still do. 

He used to encourage me to write and I started writing poetry taking inspiration from him. As soon 

as I finished working on any poem, I used to show it to my Abba. He then used to guide me on 

how to write better. 

One day I asked my father, “Abba, how do you write?” 

His only explanation was, “Don’t ever ask any talented person that ‘How do you write this?’, ‘How 

do you sing like this?’” 

He then added, “This is God’s gift, beta. Allah has given me the talent to write; so how can I tell 

you what enables me to do so? Once I start writing, words just keep on flowing and quite naturally 

the lines are formed and poems are created. I, however hard I may try, cannot explain the creative 

process behind it.” 

One major lesson I have learned from him is—“Never, ever ask any talented person how they do 

their things so beautifully and effortlessly.” 

Abba taught me the basics of poetry: how the rhyming should be, how the beginning should be, 

how the structure should be. That was it. He then encouraged me to be creative, intuitive, and 

imaginative. 

Later on, when I started writing and my songs came out, people used to ask me the same question 

and I used to give them only one answer—that this is Allah’s Grace upon me. I don’t know how 

this happens but when I listen to something beautiful, I take Allah’s Name, sit down with my pencil 

and notebook, the words would just come to me and I write them on a piece of paper. 

In my inquisitive frame of mind, I was sensitive to the thoughts and emotions that came to me. I 

would take a seat by the window-side, stare at the outdoors, and write the lines from my 

imagination and observation. The pen served as the link between my heart and hand. 

I realized the power of weaving simple words into magical sentences and it used to fill me with a 

great exhilaration, a joie de vivre, not to be found anywhere else. Slowly, I realized that I could 

write poetry and lyrics. 

When I was in the seventh standard, there was a poetry competition organized on Independence 

Day. The principal informed us about it and encouraged us to participate. 

I told him that I will write a sonnet on patriotism and humanity. Principal sir was surprised and 

asked me, “You have decided to write on such a deep topic. What are you going to write?” 



 

I said, “I don’t know what I am going to write, sir. But I will try my best to write a good poem on 

the topic.” I started writing and the first thing that I wrote was ‘Milke banaye aashiyana’ and the 

lines were: 

Milke banaye aashiyana 
Milke banaye aashiyana 

Yeh khwabon ki zameen par 
Pura kare yeh sapnaa 

Milke banaye aashiyan 
Sarzameen Hindustaan ki 

Chino Japan ki 

Insaan ne banayi hai 
Deewarein jaahan ki 

Rang humaare alag par 
Khoon toh ek hai apna 
Milke banaye aashiyana 

Milke banaye aashiyana... 

After submitting the poem, I came home and recited it to Abba. He was extremely happy and said, 

“Beautiful! You will come first because you have written so eloquently.” 



I, however, was apprehensive about the results. Then the entries were checked, and the results 

were announced and I was praised for my contribution. The poem was published in the school’s 

annual magazine and the teachers liked it so much that they decided to print it for the next few 

years. 

From my primary school days, whenever I used to get the opportunity, I used to participate in 

several events—be it singing, poetry, or writing. I never knew I could write. It all started in the 

seventh standard and after that, there was no looking back. 

I started my high school, the eighth standard, in Quwathul Islam High School. Our Urdu teacher 

was Mr. Salim Minai, a poet par excellence. Apart from writing poetry, I used to sing and the news 

somehow reached my teachers, including him. 

An inter-school ghazal competition was held in Bangalore district. Salim Minai sa’ab wrote a very 

beautiful ghazal that was beyond my understanding. He used chaste and pristine Urdu words in it, 

which went like this: 

“Huzoor e husn mein koi 
Shaad kaam raha 

Zabān-e-ḳhalq pe yaaro 
Usika naam raha 

Tamaam ummr muqadar pe apne rou Salim 
Nazar se pee na saqaa aur tashn kaam raha” 

When my ustaad recited the poem to me, my first reply to him was, “Sir, this ghazal is beyond my 

understanding. How can I infuse feelings into it?” 

Salim Minai sa’ab said, “Look, the ghazal is about loneliness.” 

He then explained the lines to me, “Huzoor e husn mein koi, Shaad kaam raha; it means that 

there is a person in my mind, and I am obsessed with her. Zabān-e-ḳhalq pe yaaro, Usika naam 
raha; intoxicated by her love, my tongue solely takes the name of my beloved all the time. 

Tamaam ummr muqadar pe apne rou Salim, Nazar se pee na saqaa aur tashn kaam raha; all my 

life I cry on my fate O Salim, for I could never see her in my eyes and my desire remained 

unfulfilled.” 

Like that, he explained the entire meaning of the ghazal to me and said, “Look Aslam, this is a big 

competition in which the legendary actress Ms. Farida Jalal will be the chief guest and it will be 

judged by some of the prominent Urdu professors in the city.” 

Even though Salim Minai sa’ab wrote and gave me the ghazal, he couldn’t match a tune for it. He 

told me to make a suitable one for it, so I tried humming some, but nothing really fitted. Finally, 

the melody of ‘Kabhie Kabhie’ sounded perfect and I decided to sing it in that tune. 

When I sang it to Salim Minai sa’ab with the melody, he said, “Very good! This tune sounds 

perfect for the ghazal. Practice it thoroughly and sing it with full confidence.” 



So, I practiced it many times over. The day of the competition came and as I went to participate, I 

saw there were about 150-200 participants and the number of audience was more than a thousand. 

I became nervous and wondered if I could recite the poem in front of the crowd. 

For the first time, I saw Farida Jalal and some of the well-known Urdu professors in the city. 

Among the judges, there was a lecturer who was also a former student of Salim Minai sa’ab. 

I said, “Let me give it a try” and took the name of Allah. 

The competition started, students came one by one and recited their poems. My number came 

after the 35
th

 (or 36
th

) participant. I courteously went on the stage and said, “I am Mohammad 

Aslam, from Quwathul Islam High School. I am the protégé of Salim Minai sa’ab and will recite 

the ghazal written by him.” 

 

Hearing this, a lecturer who had once been a student of Salim Minai sa’ab said, “You have taken 

the name of the remarkable teacher whose poetry you are going to read...” pointing to himself he 

added, “here is his former student on the dais to judge the competition. What a great moment 

indeed!” 

The crowd roared into thunderous applause and an electrifying energy filled the ground. Uplifted 

by the positive vibes, I started singing the ghazal without any stage fear. As I was singing it with 

action, I noticed that the entire crowd was having a great time. At the end, when the cross line 



bearing the name of my teacher came, I said, “The last two lines of the ghazal are dedicated to our 

honourable chief guest Ms. Farida Jalal.” 

After I completed the poem, the audience clapped and cheered for about two minutes. That was 

the longest and happiest two minutes till that point of my life. When I recall the moment, the 

cheers and claps still reverberate in my ears. 

Before I left the stage, Ms. Farida Jalal called me and said, “Beta, I just want to ask you one thing, 

why did you dedicate only the last two lines to me? You could have dedicated the entire poem. Do 

you know anything about me?” 

I said, “No Ma’am, I am seeing you for the first time.” 

She asked, “Then why did you say that?” 

I replied, “My teacher told me to dedicate the last lines to our Esteemed Chief Guest.” 

She was rather surprised, “Acha, so you did that as per the instructions of your teacher?” 

“Yes,” I replied in the affirmative. 

The veteran actress said, “Beta, you have recited the poem so well. I am delighted to listen it from 

you. Thank you.” 

Then a student, who was one of the last five participants, came on stage and sang a Mehdi Hasan 

song. As some members in the audience swayed to the song and cheered enthusiastically, I became 

certain that the first prize belonged to him. 

The competition was over, and the results were announced. To my surprise and disbelief, I stood 

first, while the standard 10
th

 student came second. The judges explained the reason behind their 

decision. As a rule, participants should recite or sing the poetry written by them or their mentors 

and teachers. Since the participant sang the ghazal that was written by a famous professional 

musician, he lost the top spot to me. 

As the first prize, I was awarded Prof. Mir Jafar Ali Trophy, a big certificate and a cash prize of Rs. 

1000. 

The next day, our high school headmaster Mr. Mohammad Hussain asked the teachers to keep a 

zero hour in the last period and assembled all students on the ground. He then went to the 

podium and said that very few schools in East Bangalore were fortunate enough to be awarded 

Prof. Mir Jafar Ali Trophy, and that year our school bagged the coveted prize because of Salim 

Minai sa’ab’s writing and Mohammed Aslam’s recitation. 

He then called me on stage, felicitated me and announced that my monthly tuition fees would be 

waived off till standard 10
th

. All I had to pay for was the admission fees for the remaining academic 

years. 



Like this, I won numerous awards and trophies in high school for singing, writing, participating in 

debates and other extracurricular activities. But after eighth standard, my grades were not as good 

as they were before; just barely sufficient to rank me in the top ten list of my class. 

In this way, the two years in high school passed and the sendoff day came. It was an emotional day 

for me and my friends as we shared so many memories, not just among ourselves but with our 

teachers. 

I would like to take the name of a remarkable teacher whom I fondly remember even after so 

many years—Mr. B Siddappa, our then Kannada teacher. He joined the school the same year I got 

admission. 

A majority of the students, about 95 per cent of the total, were Muslims and interacted mostly in 

Urdu.  Mr. Siddappa, before joining the school, never understood a word in Hindi or Urdu. He 

learnt both the languages within a year of his joining. But sadly, for him, no one understood a word 

he said. 

The funny part is, there used to be a poultry farm behind our school. Whenever he used to teach 

us, the chickens would start clucking and we used to laugh out loud. That never used to happen 

when other teachers took their classes. 

Mr. Siddappa tried his best to teach the regional language to the students, but despite all his efforts, 

not a single student, except me, showed any interest. Most of them crammed the subject just to 

pass their exams but were not keen on learning and understanding the language. 

I, on the other hand, not only understood and remembered the lessons but got fluent in it. 

On the sendoff day, all teachers narrated their memories and experiences. The turn of Mr. 

Siddappa finally came and he said, “I joined the school three years back. Before that, I couldn't 

speak or understand Hindi. I learnt the language to be able to teach you Kannada but you still 

couldn’t learn it. But there is one student who makes me feel that I have achieved something; that 

I have taught at least one amongst you. The student is none other than Mohammad Aslam.” 

After a big round of applause, he added, “Mohammad Aslam makes me proud.He did what 1200 

students couldn’t, and I see the achievement of all pupils in this one boy.” 

On the sendoff day, our headmaster told me about Prof. Mir Jafar Ali Trophy. I was given many 

gifts and mementos because I had won many prizes, medals, and trophies in several competitions. 

He said that we will be missing this particular student a lot who was very good in academics as well 

as extracurricular activities. 

The headmaster also praised me a lot and that’s how our sendoff day happened. I got emotional 

and knew deep in my heart that I would miss my school life very much. 



AFTER HIGH SCHOOL AND MEETING 

MAQSOOD BHAI 

I first saw Maqsood Bhai after I completed my 10
th

 board exams. He came to the mosque near the 

place we used to live then, and I was there. People told me “He is Mehmood Sahab’s son.” 

 

I looked at him and was awestruck by the serenity of his face, innocence in his eyes, and a natural 

grace in his movement. His charismatic personality and majestic bearing made him look like a 

prince, and far more handsome than the reigning superstars. 

But I could not meet him in person that day. Soon after, I started working at a gas agency at that 

time. Walking home for lunch one day, I saw Maqsood Bhai again, this time on the street to 

Akmal Jan’s house. I saw him on TV serials only a few days back, so I went to him and asked, “Do 

you act in TV serials? I saw you on TV recently.” 



He replied in the affirmative. 

I told him “I want to talk to you.” 

Very humbly he said, “Okay, do one thing. I stay in Commercial Street, you come and meet me.” 

Then I went and met him. The first thing Maqsood Bhai told me was that he wasn’t interested in 

going into that field at all. He said, “Look brother, if you intend to talk about cinema and films, I 

am not interested at all.” 

I said, “I don’t want to talk about cinema and films, I want to talk about music.” 

He replied, “If you want to talk about music, please do.” 

I had carried my notebook with me, which had some of my poems. I showed it to him and said, “I 

have a strong inclination towards singing. I want to sing. Here are a few songs I have, and I want 

you to sing these.” 

He said, “No Aslam, I would recommend you go to Bombay, meet Rajesh Roshan and you will 

get work there.” 

I asked, “How will I go? I am alone and I don’t know anyone there, so surviving there will be 

extremely difficult for me.” 

After we discussed a bit more, he said, “I compose music. Would you like to hear some of them?” 

I said, “Yes, of course.” 

He brought his guitar and strummed some of the melodies he had created. Waves of music 

flooded the room, evoking memories of my childhood and sending me to the good old days. They 

were so beautifully composed and gave me a soothing and comforting feel. Even though they 

didn’t have any words, I loved all of them and said, “Beautiful!” 



 

Then he said, “Why don’t you write the lyrics of the tunes you just listened to?” 

I asked, “How do I write them? I don’t know how to do that.” 

He replied, “But you said you wrote the song that you just hummed.” 

I answered, “Yes.” 

He said, “Like that, try this as well.” The first song I heard was ‘Raat Chandni.’ 

Like what you read? The complete version is available on Amazon 

Kindle  

https://www.amazon.in/dp/B08TZSVSFC 

The introductory price is Rs 135 till January 31, 2021 and will increase 

after that. 

 

https://www.amazon.in/dp/B08TZSVSFC


Be it ‘O sanam’ or ‘Dekha hai aise bhi’ or ‘Kabhi aisa lagta hai,’ these songs of Lucky Ali touched 

the hearts of millions and made him a legendary musician of all-time. 

What’s even more heart-warming and intriguing is the journey and story behind the creation of 

each of the masterpieces. 

In his memoir ‘My Journey in Lyrics and Music,’ songwriter Syed Aslam Noor vividly narrates his 

writing journey and how he teamed up with the musical genius to write some of his greatest hits.  
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