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son'’s wedding in Jaipur recently, I didn't hesi-
tate: it would be a wonderful opportunity
to buy a genuine Nehru jacket. [ was wrong,
[ couldn't find one anywhere. Indians like
to give good news. ‘T know just the place,
sir!” I would be told cheerfully in the mar-
ketplace. “T'wo minutes away, no more!” If
you wish to explore the dodgy back streets
of an Indian city, ask for a place that sells a
Nehru jacket. “What can we do?” a merchant
regretted. “They've gone out of fashion!"

Maybe so. But at the wedding the men
were preening like peacocks in their Nehnus,
Some wore diamond studs. Others wore
stnngs of pearls. How glorious they looked!

There wasn't time to have a jacket
made in Jaipur, or on the road as I travelled
through Rajasthan, my driver playing a sui-
cidal game of chicken, as is the Indian cus-
tom. Sign in Hindi on the back of a truck:
“Everyone Has Their Own Destiny.” True!
And mine seemed not to be able to find a
Nehru jacket in the whole of India.

After three weeks, my last chance was
to have one made in New Delhi. I would
be there for just two days before return-
ing home. “All will be well, sir!” the Delhi
tailor reassured me. “Come tomorrow for
a fitting at noon. If not, at five!”

Out of Indian chaos comes more chaos.
I would be leaving for the airport at seven.
So the big day was tense, and, upon re-
quest, I had paid in advance. At the noon
fitting, an arm was missing. “No problem!
Return at five!” said the tailor, whom 1
liked enormously. “You are ready to kill me,
but we must avoid my death at all costs!”

When I tried on the jacket again, later
that day, we both sighed with relief. My
Nehru jacket was perfect. “And now you
look just like a maharaja!” the tailor said,

“Do you think so?” | asked.

“Without doubt! A maharaja!”

That beats even the president of Knopf.

—JoHN HEILPERN
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With the Islanders away, Bollywood
tnvades the Nassau Coliseum.

ON a normal Saturday
night, the security
detail at the Nassau Coli-
seumn has the arduous task of
ing thousands of heavy-
metal enthusiasts in line. Or the famously
aggressive fans of the New York Islanders.

"Hey, guess what we're having for dinner tomorrow!”

But at the recent performance of “Mega-
stars—Live in Concent”™ these hefty men,
many of them moonlighting Irish and
African-American cops, stood around
looking bemused and a little inconsequen-
tial as some seventeen thousand Indians of
all ages applauded the giants of the sub-
continent’s cinema.

“Megastars” fearures, for the first time
on one stage, five of the biggest stars in
the Hindi movie industry: Amitabh Bach-
chan, Manisha Koirala, the brothers San-
jay and Anil Kapoor, and the nation's
newest sex symbol, Shilpa Shetty. They
are here to dance, to lip-synch to movie
songs, and to horse around with the co-
median Johnny Lever. As Amitabh Bach-
chan points out, “It is a mix like Indian
nwdm—spicymddﬂermt."

Tonight, at the coliseum, the loudest
shrieks are for Bachchan. A cross between
John Wayne and Frank Sinatra, he is hand-
some in a rugged, broken-nosed way, al-
though his hair is an unnaturally deep black.
“He's just a god!” a young female fan says.

India produces about eight hundred
movies a year, and most are musicals, love
stories, and melodramas all at the same
time. Each has a compulsory wet-sani
scene, some slapstick comedy, and several
gun battles or fistights. The acting is
hammy by Western standards. The danc-
ing is a hybrid of Hindu temple dance, folk
dance, and moves copied from Michael
Jackson. It is also hugely suggestive, with
much pelvic thrusting by both sexes. At
“Megastars—Live in Concert,” dancers
accompany each of the five superstars in
elaborately choreographed production

numbers from their best-known films.
With the prerecorded music and vocals,
these spectacles resemble nothing so much
as the song-and-dance bits on the Acad-
emy Awards broadcast. In each routine,
the dancers wear a different costume,
but most feature
sequins and ex-
posed midniffs. In
one, the girls are
dressed iEI::u:m
and the boys as
doctors, while Anil
Kapoor appears
wrapped entirely
in bandages, which
the dancers then
unravel, In another
they wear orange mechanics’ coveralls,

When you see them in the flesh, you
realize that I“di-lw stars are heavier
than our own. are ing the five
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lic just prefers them that way. Fans also
seem to like men with nineteen-
seventies-style haircuts who won't leave
coy women alone. A typical stage bit: the
star approaches a dancing girl and starts
thrusting his hips in her direction; she
pushes him away, he grabs her; she pulls
away, then tumns and thrusts her pelvis at
him, then runs away. The crowd loves it.
Between numbers, Bachchan comes
out 1






