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“‘Grandfather printed this photo so that he could sell the house before the Partition”’

‘QOur home, house in Pakistan

Carrying a 60-yr-old torn photo, a Delhi architect traces his mother’s ancestral house in Lahore

{
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N OUR first morning in

Lahore, Indrani and T

were up earlier than our
hosts— afamily knowntoa
friend of a friend in India. We did-

[ m’twant tobe late for breakfast,

and nor did we wanttomiss a
minute of the 42 hours we would
spend in the city. Ourvisa was
valid for only three days— and the
fourth ODIwith Pakistan was a

| matchwe did not want to miss.

At the same time, we needed
to find the time to look for my par-

. ents’ homes. Both mother and my
| late father moved to India in 1947,

| having spent their childhood and

college years in Lahore. Mother
grewupin a house that my great

| this picture asa birthday present in

|

grandfather - an engineer withone |

of the kingdoms-— had built in
1930. My father spent his youth in
aplace then called Garden Town,
thenasuburb of Lahore.

While our host’s family sat down
for theirmorning cup of tea, we
chatted about the day’s programme.
Itwas Sunday, March 21, the fourth
ODIinLahorewould beginat 2in
the afternoon. Sowe had the morn-
ing to search for the homes.

For 12years, I had been treasur-
inga printed brochure that con-
tained a black-and-white print of
mother’s home. Worn on the edges,
acomer torn, mother had given me

| 1992, just after I had finished con-

structing the slab of my parents’
home in Delhi— the slabwhich
would be the roof gver their head.
This postcard-sized photo had
been printed by my grandfather in
the hope that he could get real-es-
tate agents to sell the house before
the country partitioned in 1947.
On the back, it listed the specifica-
tions — a five-acre compound
with its own tubewell, a ballroom
with a 3,000-sq ft teak floorand a
host of suites and bedrooms. The
address on the paper was now un-
traceable — Canal Bank, near the
AGG’s house was all it said.
While we were discussing the

possible locations, as the canal
runsright through Lahore for a
distance of about 15 km, Ifished
out the brochure. My hosts Fazal
and Fareed looked at it for a
minute. “Whywas this brochure
never printed?” asked Fazal.

While Inervously explained the
reason, Fareed’sson Fursan said
quietly: “But thisisMakhnoor’s
school. See, the same porch!”

The brochure changed hands.
Fazal looked at it, then Zara, and
then the Walid Saheb of the family
— Malik Saheb.

Ifroze. Itwasgerie, yet beauti-
ful. Here, I'was on myfirst morning
in Lahore. In an unknown house
built by a fellow architect in Lahore

— Zaheer. An architedt friend
had met in India through another
friend who had married a girl from
Lahore 20years ago. Anunknown
home of an unknown familywho
hadwaited for six hours at the Wa-
gah border to ferrymy daughter

Worn on the edges, a corner tomn,

children chorused.
Twas quiet. T had nothing to
say. Hearing the excitement of the
children, Indrani squealed in joy.
There was an air of excitement all
around. We bundled into Fareed’s
car, six of us crowded together.

mother had given me this picture as a birthday
present in 1992, just after | finished constructing
the slab of my pTrents' home in Delhi — the slab

which would be

and me to Lahore the previous
night, shifted their children’sbed to
their bedroom floor, on gaddas,
and given us their only second bed-
room. Here I was, listening to the
wonderful Punjabidialect—so
comfortably natural to me.

“Yes it is Makhnoor’s
school....See, see, see, same
school,” Mahnum and the other

he roof over their head

Afewkilometres away, on the
otherside of the Canal which is La-
hore’s pretty lifeline, I wasstill
holding mybreath when
Makhnoor said “my school”, point-
mg across the Canal toa white
building. Golden letters proudly
proclaimed it as the Lahore Junior
School. A crossing away, a U-turn,

| asliproad andwewere there.

Since it was a Sunday, the gate-
keeperwas at first reluctant to let
usin. The school was closed fora
week — Lahore’s spring break.
But once he heard the whole story,
and after a few words in Punjabi,
he flung open the gates. So this
waswhere one line of my ances-
tors were brought up.

T'had the brochure in my hand,
my cameraslung around my neck
— 38-mm lensset up, autofocus.
My legs moved on their own, to the
spot from where my ancestors must
have taken the picture I held in my
hand over 60 years ago. I clicked
the building, as it looked now.

Fazal watched, a look of pure
joy on his face, while my legs took
me back and forth. My Pakistani
hosts were as delighted as me. I
had finally found one of my an-
cestors’ homes. A home built 75
years ago.

The writer can be contacted at
sudhir@sudhirvohra.com




