





Now that I had delivered, I was not allowed to step out of my
house for forty days! Tradition again! That, was too much for
me, a tom-boy, so one day I ran away to my eldest sister’s
house across the street without telling anybody. My sister was
not very happy and told my mother about it and sent me back. I
was scolded for that! Can you believe that?

On the 40" day, I was given this special bath, with Neam Tree
leaves and certain herbs in hot water to kill all the germs from
delivery. Neam Tree, (I do not know the botanical name for it)
is used as an anticeptic for many things in India. I remember,
as a kid I hated to wear earrings so my mother put Neam Tree
sticks in my pierced ears to keep my holes from closing. I wore
Neam Tree sticks for a long time. My mom always said, “You
should have been born a boy, God should have put a bit of meat
in the right place.” And she would laugh at herself.

Salima was the first child in my husband’s household after
twenty-five years, with the result I hardly got to hold my baby.

I am so glad I was feeding her or else I would never get to hold
her in my arms. I used to cry a lot because I couldn’t get to see
her enough. Everyone in the house wanted to do everything for
her. Salima was quite spoilt with lots of attention. We also had
a nanny (ayah) for her who took care of her, bathed her, cleaned
her, took her to a park in front of our house etc.

Every summer I used to look forward to go to Hyderabad and
spend some time with my own family. One summer when
Salima was one year old, I did the stupidest thing. There was a
short cut to go to my friend’s house. The short cut to my
friend’s house was to climb a tree and go over a wall and jump
to the other side. So, I took Salima and made her sit on the wall.
I climbed the tree but got caught on a branch and hurt myself.
My clothes were torn and my back was bleeding. So, I had to
return home. My mother was furious when she found out that I
made a one year old baby sit on the wall.

My second grand-mother, paternal grand-mother passed away
in 1965.
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In 1965, four years after Salima’s birth, I gave birth to another
lovely girl, Suhaila. I had a miscarriage in between the two
girls. Suhaila was born in Breach Candy Hospital, in Bombay,
on the 27" of March, 1965. 1 remember it was evening when
she was born.

Actually, I was so sure I was going to give birth to a boy, so I
had made all boys clothes and we had planned to call the baby
Suhail. I was so shocked to see a girl. However, When I looked
at her I was so happy to see this cute little baby girl looking at
me with these big black eyes. I had no problem with Suhaila.
She ate well, slept a lot and was easy to take care. My second
baby, so I guess I was now more relaxed and experienced.

Suhaila used to sleep a lot. When she went to KG with her
nanny, Celine, she used to go to sleep at school. Her teacher
used to say she is “soela” “one who sleeps” not Suhaila.

Photos attached:
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Suhaila’s baby photos

T e e e T v s

e

84




Suhaila’s photographs as a kid
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Every summer I went back to Hyderabad. I used to look
forward to this and I dreaded it when I had to go back to
Bombay. It was hard living in a family where there were two
mothers-in-laws who were constantly fighting, their children
always fighting, Father-in-law was always drunk, and all these
people lived in four rooms! There were 10 adults in that
apartment! So you see there was a lot of commotion. I never
told my own parents or my family how unhappy I was and
pretended that all was fine. I did not want them to worry about
anything in their old age. Nothing could be done about it

anyway.

I had to get busy or rot away. I started taking brownies at St.
Mary’s School after school. There I met Ms.Tehmina Barma,
who did a lot of social work. She has passed away since. May
god bless her. She introduced me to SEC Day school for
Crippled Children, short for, The Society for the Education of
the Crippled (Child & Adult) in collaboration with The Bombay
Municipal Corporation. This school was run by Mrs. Fatima
Ismail who was the president. She started the school when her
daughter had polio. I worked here for a couple of years as a
voluntary teacher for handicrafts. Then in July 1967 I left to
start my own business as an Interior Decorator.

Letter attached from the school.

It was this school where I met my dear friend Brenda Kite. We
both were working together. We have been very dear friends

ever since.

Brenda’s photograph attached:
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Kite Norman Kite

Brenda
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S. . C,

S.E.C. Day School letter

DAY SCHOOL FOR CRIPPLED CHILDREN

Conducted by

The Society for the Education of the Crippled (Child & Adult)

in collaboratien with
The Bombay Municipal Corporation.

President IRLEPHONE: 373810
MiRe. FATHEMA ISMAIL Tel.: 364173
571350
Yiee-President
MR=. AR.JEUMUNTD WAHABUEDIN AHMED Tel. : 211239 Agripada Municipal School Bide.
on. Treasurers
: ) fBAl STREET.
MAS. ALLOO B. KOTHAVALA Tel, : 242612 MOTLIB TREE
MRS, KHORSHED KHESHWVALA Tel. : 3606048 BOMBAY-I .
Hon, Gen. Sceretary
Mise TEHMINA SARMA Tel.: 8830t - .
' Assoc. Hen. Gen, Secrelory Lale 5! !A:Lj! 2&, 1987
rEs. REHMUT FAZALEHDY Tel. ; 4530148

Dear Salshas

On behalf of lirg.Fathema Ismail and the
xecutive Committee of the Society for the Bducation
of the Crippled (Child & Adult) I would like to convey
our sincere thanks to you for having worked as a
Voluntary Teasher for Handicraft in the 5.E.C.Day
School for Crippled Children.

Ye have all very much appreciated the time
you have spared and the interest you have taken in

your work . The children will certainly miss you. ¥e
do hope that whenever you have time, you will come
and visit them.

Many thanks once again and wishing you all
the best in your work,
Yours sincerely,

A t:;;}. AL a3 : M S
(Miss)Tehmina Barma
Hon.Secretary

Hrs, Lakdawalla,
Tasdanwalla Building

(2nd Floor)
Maulana Azad Road,
Bombay-11
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I started my own business with Hunsa Jhaveri. Hunsa and I had
taken the Interior Decorating course together. I always loved
decorating. I completed a two-year course and got my diploma
as an advanced Interior Decorator. We were doing well in our
newly established business, when we got our papers for Canada
and decided to move to Toronto, Canada for good.

We have been thinking of getting out of that house because now
we had two children and they were being exposed to bad habits.
Soon we heard about this new building in Gwalior Tank where
we could rent an apartment. So we moved there with my
mother-in-law.

My step father-in-law was furious at this move. We were
moving out of our house because of him and his family. My
mother—in-law was now with us and she was the source of all
the money. He did not like this arrangement.

When Sharaf had a cold he brought his doctor-friend, to see
Sharaf. This fellow according to Darbar’s instructions
prescribed him Erythromycin pills to be taken in double dose.
We were instructed to give him this medicine even at night.
Sharaf was getting weaker and weaker. He had completed
thirteen bottles of this stuff already. One of my neighbors who
lived in the same building told me that my step father-in-law
has been seen at odd hours of night looking up at our building,
where our windows were. I thought this was very suspicious.
Darbar was trying to kill Sharaf. Once Sharaf was out of his
way he could have my mother-in-law, and her money back.
Darbar was living off of my mother-in-law’s funds.

I figured this out and called my doctor-friend, and told him to
get Sharaf admitted in the hospital where he can keep an eye on
him. He came right away and took Sharaf to his hospital. He
discontinued the medicine and took him under his care. Very
soon Sharaf was feeling fine and came back home. When I
went to Hyderabad during Salima’s summer vacation I took the
bottle of that horrible medicine to show my cousin-doctor. I
asked him if somebody has taken thirteen of these bottles what
would happen to him. He said, “Is this person still alive? If he
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is, his fingers must be all curled up.” My guess was right. If1
had not acted when I did I would have lost my husband!

By the grace of almighty, our immigration papers to Canada
came and we left India for good with my mother-in-law.

My sister, Sajida was living in Canada, and she saw how our
lives could change if we moved to Canada. She had gotten me
a job letter from the hospital where she worked and sent me all
the paperwork to sponsor us. The Canadian Government had
sent a letter saying it was not their policy to separate families.
So we wrote back and asked them to give our whole family
immigration. We did get the immigration, but it was a little
late. By the time we got this, Sajida Apa and family had moved
to the USA. -

I learnt to drive from Ratanshi, Sharaf’s friend. I got my
Driver’s license from Bombay, India in 1969 just before
moving to Canada.

I have our family photograph attached, which was taken before
we left India.

My Baba and my brother, Hatim Bhai had come from
Hyderabad to help us pack our unaccompanied baggage. It was
a great help indeed. The packing was so great that nothing was
broken. It took six months for our stuff to get to Canada.

We moved to Canada:
Photo attached:
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Farewell to India for good
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Farewell to India for good
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