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HYDERABAD: "The City of Pearls, Lakes and
Gardens ... "

I have attached a map of Hyderabad city here. This is the city where I
was born, and lived and spent twenty wonderful years of my life.
Hyderabad is also known as "The city ofNizams", as this was the seat
of the Nizams ofHyderabad.

The 400 year old city was founded in 1590 by Mohammed Quli Qutub
Shah, the fourth of the Qutub Shahi kings on the banks of Musi River.
It sits on top of the plateau Deccan Plateau, 1776 feet, above sea level,'
and spreads over 260 square kms. Hyderabad consists of two towns,
Hyderabad and Secunderabad. It is often called "twin cities".
Hyderabad is the fifth largest cities of India with a population of 5.2
million.

The main languages spoken here are Urdu, Hindi, Telugu, and '
English. It is located in the west central part of Andhra Pradesh.

Best time to visit Hyderabad is from October-March. Summers are
hot and dry, winter days are warm and sunny, but the nights are
colder. June to September is the monsoon season.

Hussain Sagar Lake, Formerly known as "Tank Bund" was built on
River Musi's tributary, by Hussain Shah Wahi. This lake connects the
twin cities of Hyderabad and Secunderabad. In the center of the lake
stands the gigantic statue of Lord Buddha.
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MY CHILDHOOD:

The photograph you saw right in the beginning is of my parents.
I called my father, "baba" and my mother, "amma".
The photo you saw on the next page is my family. I am sitting in my
mother's lap. I must be one year old there. This is our new house at
Red Hills.

I was born in Katalmundi, (Now called "exhibition grounds")
Hyderabad on Tuesday, September 5,1939 at 8:30 am. (22nd of
Rajab, 1358 Hijri) My mom always said, "Saleha, you were
born on a very auspicious day." This day is very auspicious,
because on this day everybody makes "kheer puri" and has
special prayers. It is believed that people' wishes come true if
you make 'kheer-puri' and make 'duas' on this day. Actually
because of this the whole month is holy month. People do
"Kunday" and invite other friends.

•

This story is from olden times. There was a man who had gone
looking for a job and had not returned for a very long time. In
those days mode of travel was either walking or horse riding.
There were no planes, trains, buses, or cars. The wife of this
man was very worried, so someone told her to make rice
pudding and "puris" and pray through Maulana Jaffar-us-sadiq.
She did this and her husband at that time was digging and hit on
a treasure box and came home with a lot of money for their
survival. So People consider 22nd of Rajab as very sacred day.
This is the day I was born.

I was taken out with a forceps; it was hard delivery for my
mom. "Sorry Mom". The doctors present were, my uncle, Dr.
Khursheed Husain Arastu and Dr. Kanga. The midwife was
Radha-ma.

On the r: day I was named "Saleha Begum", "Saleha" is an
Arabic word, meaning, "Noble lady" according to the custom
called "Chatti" the naming ceremony. According to tradition,
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on "Chatti", seven names were said in the right ear of the baby,
and then they announce the "Calling Name" will be "Salcha".
I don't really know what names were given to me. The naming
ceremony was performed by my aunt, Azizunnissa Begum, (my
favorite aunt), my father's sister.

I was the last one of my brothers and sisters. My family called
me the "left over" or "khurchun". (khurchun is the rice that
sticks at the bottom of the pot if over-cooked.) I was born a
healthy baby, weighing nine pounds, with black curly hair and
black eyes.

I am from a family of eight. My eldest brother: is Riazath
u,,~....;•...i-h"".,.., Razi ....U""",".-v. Qll ••-r•.a...,.Husain Masoom Husain.1.1U~al11 ll1\.,l1.1'- z.ro. .1J\.,6U111, \JU111 L. -'--1Ue> 1'1, .lY..l VV1'1 ..l..lUe> 1'1,

Hatim Husain, Sajida Begum, Arif Husain, and me. As I write
this Riazath Husain, Razia Begum, Masoom Husain, and Sajida
Begum, has expired. I am left with three brothers.
Here are the photographs of my brothers, and all of us. These
were taken on 1st October, 1957.

•
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My pet name was "Sallu Matallu Ghi Ki Tatallu". It really does
not mean anything. I guess, because I was the youngest.

I have attached a couple of photographs of my brothers and
sisters. These were taken on 1st October, 1957. This was taken
in our house at Red Hills. The tree behind us is a red guava
tree. This tree was my favorite place to study, eat and take
siestas. I have spent a lot of time on that tree. The pink colored
guavas this tree produced were sweet and juicy. Under this tree
is a tin roof so it is safe if one falls from the tree.

My family moved to Red Hills eleven months after my birth.
This is about 3-4 miles away from our old house in
"Katalmundi." My grand-father had bought the Red Hills and
had built houses for all his children. This came to be known as
"Arastu Colony" later.
The photo attached shows the aerial view of Red Hills.

•
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When my parent's house was ready we moved in. The houses
then were very airy and big. Living quarters were on one side
of the property and kitchen, dining, and servant's quarters were
on the other side of the house, with a garden in between. There
was a covered pathway which led to the kitchen. The house
had two entrances, one for gentlemen, called "Mardani" and the
other for women," Zanani". When men guests came to visit
they came from the men's side and sat in "Mardani -Kamra" ,
which was a living room for men. Women came from the
"Zanani "side and sat in the Zanani -Kamra". This was there
because the "Pardah", (ladies didn't come in front of strange
men) system was there when I was growing up.

"My grand-father (my dad's father) lived in Husaini-alam, in old
city, about 5-6 miles from Red Hills. However, my grand-
father passed away when I was 2 months old. My grand-
mother still lived there after his death.

I remember, there were 4 guards always at my grand-father's
gate. They had this thick curtain which was held with two
poles on either side. When a "shakram", with ladies came to
the gate, two guards stood at the entrance, while the other two
ran to the vehicle so the ladies could get out and pass from in
between the curtains and get to the door. (Shakram is a horse
driven buggy for traveling)

This system slowly gave way to requesting men to turn the
other way while ladies were passing. I remember, once, my
mischievous nephew once told the man to turn saying my aunt
has already gone inside when she was still half way. That was
so funny. The "pardah" system slowly vanished all together
when I was in my teens.

My mother was forty-one years old and my dad was forty-five
when they had me. I was already an aunt at birth, you know,
because my two nieces, My eldest brother,Riazath Husain's
daughter, Afsar, and my eldest sister, Razia Begum's daughter
Rafia, were already born before me. Afsar is 6 months older
than Rafia and Rafia is 2 months older than me. It must have
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been embarrassing for my mother to have me so late in life, I
guess. Just think about it - Mother, mother-in-law, having a
baby at the same time as her daughter and daughter-in-law! It
was beneficial in one way, because, at one time I was crying
with hunger while my mother was having a bath, and my sister
breast fed me instead of waiting to keep me quiet!

My father was the son of: are you ready for this? Here it
comes .

Dr. Sheikh Abdul Husain, Moinul Hukmah Jaliluddin, Nawab
Arastu Yar Jung Bahadur. The Sheikh and Moinul Hukmah
Jaliluddin title was given to him by Dr.Syedna Taher Saifuddin,
the Spiritual Leader of Bohras. Mir Mahbub Ali Khan, the 6th

Nizam of Hyderabad gave him the title of Nawab Arastu Yar
Jung Bahaddur. After the death of the 6th Nizam, Mir Osman
Ali Khan, the 7th Nizam took charge of Hyderabad.
Photos attached:

•
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After Mehbub Ali Pasha, his son, Osman Ali Pasha became the
king and that was the last king Hyderabad ever saw. The title
Arastu comes from the Greek philosopher's name, Aristotle.
My grandfather became famous in Hyderabad as the first
surgeon of Hyderabad. People thought he was some kind of
saint, as he healed people in various ways. There is whole book
about him, "Masihey Deccan", Dr. Arastu Yar Junj Bahaddur
written by his youngest daughter, Bilkis Abid Ali.

My grandfather was the first surgeon of the Nizam, and was
loved by one and all. Actually people often called him the
healer of Deccan (Hyderabad Deccan). His teachers wanted
him to become an engineer; his parent, especially his mother,
was discouraging him from becoming a doctor, because he will
have to read really fat big books. She thought he, will become
sick reading those heavy books. Little did she know her son
would become such an important and famous doctor who will
heal so many people! She would always stop him from reading
those books so he would wait till the parents were asleep and
then he would take his books outside and study under the street
lights. In those days there was no electricity, so they used
kerosene oil lamps, which did not give much light.
However, that is how he studied.

•

When he was 19 years of age, and in his third year of medical
college, he was married to a 16 year- old- girl, by the name of
Amtul Khayum Begum, daughter of a very well known
Hyderabadi by the name ofSheik-ul-afzal Murad Ali. They
both had nine siblings. The eldest was a daughter, then came
another daughter, Ammul Qayum (baba was very close to her),
then Dr. Khursheed Husain, Fida Husain, Mazhar Husain,
Asgar Husain, (my dad), Aziziunnissa Begum, Tajamul Husain,
and Dr. Feroze Husain. When my grandmother, (dadijaan)
died, my grandfather married again. Then they together had
three more siblings, Kaneez Fatima Begum, Bilquis Fatima
Begum, and Dr. Fakhruddin Husain.

My grand father's photos are attached, one showing him in his
usual attire, and the other one in the king's court attire.
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At the age of 22 he became a doctor. After many good years of
service to mankind, he passed away on 26th March, 1940, at the
age of 84 years. When he was on his death bed, all his children
were all around him praying Quran and Yasin, he called his
eldest son, Dr. Khursheed Husain, and told him his time had
come. "I want to tell you my last wish, and I want this last wish
to be followed after I am gone."

My Grand Father's Last Wish.

1. Always keep praying "salawath" and be in a state of
"wazoo" Ready for prayers. •

2. He asked people who did not pray to leave the room,
then he asked those who do not pray "shukrana
Namaz" ie. (A prayer for thanks) to leave the room;
he said, Not praying is like being ungrateful to God.
Angels don't come to people who do not say their
prayers.

3. Educate children." (He said this three times)

Then at 3:00 in the early morning he passed away. Thus, the
healer of Deccan, true lover of mankind, caretaker of widows
and orphans, and an excellent doctor, left this world.

My grandfather died, but left a legacy behind so he is still
remembered. In Hyderabad, they celebrate "Arastu Day,"
where they talk about him and his deeds at a gathering every
year.

He had also started the "Arastu Talimi Trust" This was
property whose income was just for children's education. This
way he made sure all Arastu children will be educated. The
idea was when one gets educated in the field of his/her choice
and starts making money, he/she should pay the dues back into
the fund so that other children can 'benefit from this, and the
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. .d dues when Iwas able
cycle of education contInues. Ipal my
to make a living. '. d .
Attached is my receipt. IpaId my ues. . t

Original Arastu Talimi Trust receip

<~:.

pRIGINAL.

ARASTU TALIMI TRUST
11-5.-298, ARASTU COLONY, RED HILLS, HYDERABAD-4. ,_

. Date ;6-b- \39~
RECEIPT

Reg. No,

. ~ Secretary
~. ARASTU TALIMI TRUST
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It is interesting to see how little money an elite private school
cost in those days. I paid $45.00. At that time it was a lot of
money. Nearly all Arastu children benefited from this fund.
However, as the time went by some Arastu members started
misusing these funds, thus causing some friction within the
family. It's very sad. Sigh . •

There are many interesting stories about grandfather which are
unbelievable. Here are some of the stories.

My father was studying in Aligarh, and so was living in a
hostel. At one time during his school year, my father's nose
started bleeding and did not stop bleeding. All sorts of doctors
were called hl1t riA ArI'" f'A111rl CtA1'"\th", hl",,,,rl,nn- Th",u finallvv \"Ii. \..t \"..I .lJ.\..IU U.Ul, .lH.J V.l1."-' VVU.Lu. 1.•:H.Vl:-' 1,.Ll\,..l V.L'-''-'''-l..L.l.L5. J... .1.1\,..1J .1..1.1..1 1.1.) •
called my grandfather, who came into the room where my dad
was and took a cotton swab, put it to his son's nose and told his
son, why are you making all these excuses, nothing is wrong
with you -- and the bleeding stopped right away. Everybody in
the room was shocked to see this. There are many such
incidences we heard as we were growing up.

'\

It was fun to visit grandmother for all special occasions. The
whole Arastu family would gather in her house and we children
would all play together. My cousins and I were stealing crystal
pieces from the crystal glass curtains she had so we could look
at the beautiful colors through the prisms in light. We also stole
her "churan", which was this sweet and sour stuff that was
supposed to be good for digestion. I don't know about that, all
I know was, it was very tasty.

My ears were pierced on the day of "Ashura" that is the 1Om of
Moharrum, on Ith January, 1942. In those days, they used to
do such things as ear piercing on Ashura Day. I have no idea
why. At the age of 15, the circumcision was performed on the
22nd of April, 1954, by Maryam-bu. I still remember her face
very well and I never liked that woman after what she did! This
barbaric act if now performed would hold my parents
responsible for doing injustice to a child because of their own
peace of mind. They cut out the tip of the clitoris. This curbs
any sexual desire in the life of the individual.
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My first photograph taken was when I was 9 months old, 16lh

June, 1940. (Photo attached) This was taken at Kattelmundi,
where I was born. It's a group photograph with Rafia, Sajida
Apa, Arif Bhai and me The other photo is of Rafia and me.
(Maybe, there were some photographs but these were what I
have).
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Various photographs of my childhood
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I was two years and three months when I traveled in a train to
Aligarh with my parents to see my brother, Surfraz. This was
not a fun trip. We went because my brother, Surfraz, had
typhoid and was very sick. I have some photographs of Aligarh
here.

I was teased by Fakhruddin Chicha, Nayer Bhai, Iqubal Bhai
(Shabbir Chicha' s) who were attending school with Surfraz
Bhai at the time. They would say to me, "Katty", which meant,
I am not talking to you. That would make me very sad and
made me cry. My brother would say, "Don't cry, say,' katty
tho katty sabun ki batty." This doesn't really mean anything,
but at least I had something to say back to them. •

In Aligarh they used to have "Yakkas", a pony driven cart
where two people could easily sit. This was the mode of
communication in Aligarh. (Photos attached)
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You know what is so funny. My brother, Riazath Bhai, and my
sister, Razia Apa were already married and had one child each
when I was born, so I didn't see them get married. My nieces
are older than me. That is, I was born an aunt!

Then June, 1945 Surfraz Bhai married Maryam Bhabi. That's
when I met Zainub Husain (then she was Zainab Hakim Sahib's
daughter), Bhabi' s sister. We are still good friends today . We
were six years old then. Zainab was always at our house so I
tease her saying she came with Maryam bhabi's Trousseau.
This is the only photo of Surfraz Bhai' s wedding, which was
taken five days after they were married. Nobody owned a
camera in those days. Only Abde Ali Bhai had a camera
because he had just returned from America after completing his
studies.

•

lIli1IIr~""""""
. ' \-~
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My mother's mother, Amtulla Boo, my Nani, died on the 9th of
July, 1947 when I was 8 years old. She was living with us at
the time of her death. She was very old and could not stand up
at all. She walked sitting down. I have never seen her stand up
straight. She had problem with her bones or muscles I think.
I remember she used to live in "Bare Baug" which means "Big
Garden". My grandfather owned a garden. It was called "Big
Garden" because it was big I suppose. However, my maternal
Grandmother lived in this garden, in one small room, all by
herself. She did her own cooking and everything. My mother
couldn't see her living like that and brought her back home to
live with us. She was a strong headed woman. She was very
fond of ArifBhai. She refused to eat unless ArifBhai brought
her food. •
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Arif Institute

Before I joined the real school, I used to attend my brother's
school at home, called The Arif Institute. This school opened
when the main schools closed down for the summer. This
school was free. My brother was in high school when he
opened this school. Other students who attended this school
regularly with me were Rafia, Durreshewar, Afsar, Zafar,
Safdar, Nasima, Shameem, Gazanfer,Nilofer, Fareeda, Ajmal,
and others. ArifBhai had helpers to teach. They were Nooru
Apa, and Hyder Karim Bhai. Hyder Bhai taught maths, and all
the other subjects were taught by ArifBhai and Nooru Apa.

•
This was just like a regular school, where attendance was taken.
Time was crucial knowing ArifBhai, (ArifBhai was so
punctual that people use to set their watches according to his
schedule.) When his room lights turn off, it must be 8:00 PM.
It is time for Arif to go for dinner. It is true.

At Arif Institute we had to be on guard at all the time, that is, if
you wanted to collect pennies. If we prayed all five times, if we
brushed our teeth morning and night, then parents signed a
sheet saying that we did all that. We would then get one penny.
We were so proud to earn that one penny. ArifBhai had no
money. Older people gave the donations. Abde Ali Bhai gave
him two rupees which is equal to $2.00. Two dollars worth of
pennies took care of the pennies we used to get.

At Ariflnstitute, I remember, the first prize for coming first in a
race was a pencil with the eraser attached. Second place was a
pencil without the eraser. Third place was half a pencil with the
eraser attached; fourth prize was half a pencil without the
eraser. Championship was a cup made with the silver foil.
However, we worked very hard for this.

Arif Bhai himself was quite small at the time. There was a
comment at the back of my report card which read like this:
"Saleha is poor in the subjects that are underlined with red. If
she doesn't work hard then the subjects underlined with red will
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also fail." Isn't that funny? When I grew up I used to tease him
about that.

At the institute, we had regular daily classes, exams, sports day,
and last day of school. Last day of school at the institute meant
the regular school is about to start. We never had a vacation as
such!

All the students at Arif Institute were divided into four groups,
blue, green, yellow, and red. I was in the blue group. We
finally had a Senior Cambridge Exam. I am glad I was one of
the four who passed the "Arif Institute Senior Cambridge
Exam". The other three who passed were Rafia, Durreshewar,
and Nasima. Three had failed. This was in 1953. In 1954 the
school closed for good because Arif Bhai was doing B.Com and
had no time.
Arif Institute Photos:

•
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A typical day in my life during the school days:

1would be woken-up by my dad with a song. This song was
about how the birds and the sun and all are up and doing the
things they are suppose to do, which meant 1 should be getting
up too. So 1was up at 5:00am after washing up, say my
morning prayers.

Then 1would sit down with my father to read Quran with
meaning. Then he would tell me all kinds of stories with some
lesson in each one. This was until breakfast time.

Breakfast was always served at 8:00 AM sharp. Everyone had
to be there on time. My mother would say, "I have other things
to do, if you are not here on time everything else will be
delayed." It is true we had a big family so mom had to start
preparing for lunch at 1:00.

•

After breakfast, we all gathered at my father's brother, Mazher
Husain uncle's house where a van took us all kids to school.
The same van brought us back from school. If we had to wait
for something or the other we walked home.

After coming home from school at about 4:00PM we had tea
with some fruit or a cookie or something like that. Then we all
gathered to play ping pong, ( table tennis, or "jhar - bunder,or
"gulli dunda", or something else that we invented) We didn't
have toys as such, so we played with a stray tennis ball one of
us would find, or a rope, or a tree branch. We had fun playing
hide and seek, as we could find many nice places to hide in all
the places in big houses.

At the sound of Magrib Azan we just left everything and went
either to mosque or home to pray. We had our own mosque in
the midst of our houses. My Uncle had built this mosque when
we moved to Red Hills. This was very convenient.
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After magrib prayers my mother would sit with me to teach me
prayers and verses from Quran. Then we had dinner at 8:00
PM. After dinner, complete homework, and then go to bed at
9:00 PM. This was a typical day.

Weekends were another story. I was very fond of climbing
trees, jumping from high places on to a concrete floor. I
pretended I was "Jhansi-ki-rani", a famous woman who was a
warrior of her times. I used to get very tired and sometimes I
would go under my parents' bed and sleep for hours at a time.
Under the bed was nice and cooL My mother would look for
me in the whole of Red Hills but never bothered to look under
the bed! Nobody sleeps under the bed, except me! When I did
get up she was mad at me for going away without telling her. I
told her I was sleeping under the bed she would laugh and keep
quiet.

•

I always loved dressing up: Attached here are some
photographs of me.

(The photos where I am wearing the shalwar, the saree, and the
ghara were mailed to Sharaf in Bombay. After our wedding I
stayed in Bombay for 15 days and went back to Hyderabad to
complete my studies. Sharaf had written that he wants some
photos of me. On 12th March 1960 I had mailed these photos.)
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Arastu Science Club.

My Brother ArifBhai, was the founder of Arastu Club. The
membership was very nominal 25 cents. ArifBhai was the
most active member too. At this club we went for picnics,
played games like, table tennis, badminton, volleyball, carrom.
Then we had all kinds of competitions.

When Akthar Bhai returned from America after completing his
studies, he affiliated the Arastu Club to American Science Club
and thus Arastu Club became Arastu Science Club. Now, with
this affiliation a documentary film show was arranged at my
aunt's house once a week. A man from the American Library
in Hyderabadwould bring educational films for us. All Arastu
family members used to gather for this.

•

We had regular annual meetings, accounts presented, new
office bearers elected etc. I was the social secretary of this club
one time. Photo of office bearers attached taken on 24th
October, 1984.

Sitting L-R: Shamshad Husain(G.Sec.),Iqubal Husain(V.Pres.)
Arif Husain(Pres. ),Rafia Sultana(Sec.) .

Standing L-R: Safdar Husain(Asst. Sec.)Akthar Husain(Sp.
Mem. ),Saleha Begum(Soc. Sec. ),Sarfraz Husain
(Treasurerj.Baquir Husain(Sports Sec.)
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We had annual tournaments held and prizes given. We used to
have a fair on Uncle Fida Husain's terrace every year. We
could put up a stall and sell things, and half the profit we made
went to the club. We also had fancy dress competitions. I won
a prize for dressing up as a "sadhu" and a "pathan".
Photos attached:

Nooru Apa used to write plays. She would direct and then we
would perform in front of our parents. They were very good
plays. Photos attached. All this was during the summer
vacations

•
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We used to go away for picnics for a couple of days to places
like Himayath Sagar, Mir Alam Ka Talab, Osman Sagar,
Gumbadane-Shahi. People go here for sight-seeing. Most of
these are lakes with big bungalows with all kinds of facilities.
We used to rent a bus or "lorry," where all the members of our
club could fit. (Photos attached) This was a lot of fun, since
we sang songs as we went to our destination. This was only
twelve miles from home, but in those days the roads were not
very good and we felt it took forever getting there. Here in US
we go 25-30 miles every day for work!

At these long picnics, some boys were always trying to steal
desserts and boiled eggs before dinner time. It was fun hiding
desserts from those boys. We fooled them by putting look alike
desserts in the refrigerator. Everyone enjoyed these pranks.

•

There was never a dull moment in our big family; there was
always something going on. Every now and then we had
competitions: kite flying competitions, grape growing
competitions, designing a house competitions, pickle making
competitions, "roti" making competitions, and so on. This was
our uncle Dr. Khursheed Husain's idea.

We used to have Annual Tournaments also. I have attached
two samples of Sports Certificates I was awarded for Table
Tennis Singles.

Then a day was fixed when our family gathered together to hear
uncle Dr. Khursheed Husain discuss some basic body functions
and how to keep ourselves healthy and common ailments and
how to take care of them. The whole family took part in
everything.

Arastu Science Club Photos attached:
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St. Georges Grammar School

This was a private school, a very elite school on Abid Road,
known as St. Georges Grammar School. St. Georges Grammar
School was a Protestant school, which was run by missionaries
from Australia. There were about three hundred students in the
girls' school alone. The church was in the center, surrounded
by Primary School, Girls School, Boys School, and the Sports
Field where all three schools held their Sports Day. The
majority of Arastu family children attended this school.

•

In 1945, my sister, Sajida Apa enrolled me in Saint George's
Primary School. I cried a lot and didn't want to leave Sajida
Apa. It took me a couple of days to settle down in school.
There were two naughty boys in my class, Saifuddin and
Salahuddin, who used to seal my lips with glue, but when I .
cried they used to say that they would take me to the principal's
office. I used to cry inside me and had a very hard time. I met
Naveed Reza (then she was, Naveed Amir Ali) in this class and
we still are friends. (Naveed's photo attached)
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