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One of the most enduring divas of Hindi cinema, a producer and director for films and television,
dancer and choreographer par excellence, magazine editor, an active member of Parliament
and now a singer, Hema Malini wears many hats with admirable ease. No other industry name
comes close to matching the breadth of her achievements. In an industry where the male star
has traditionally driven the commercial success of films, Hema was an exception, with her name
alone sufficing to ensure a film's box-office glory. She was, arguably, India's first female
superstar. Apart from starring in mainstream super-hits like Johny Mera Naam, Jugnu, Andaz,
Seeta Aur Geeta, Sholay and, more recently, Baghban, she received critical acclaim for her
performances in Lal Patthar, Khushboo, Kinara, Meera, Ek Chadar Maili Si and Razia Sultan.
But there is much more to her than just her Bollywood journey.From her efforts at reviving and
sustaining classical dance to her graceful handling of her personal life and the controversies that
have plagued her in her political avatar, from her relationships to her religious beliefs and her
recent tryst with singing, Hema Malini: Beyond the Dream Girl covers it all. With detailed
interviews and exclusive anecdotes from her family, friends and co-actors, this is an inside look
at the remarkable life of one of our greatest cinema icons, someone who has truly lived life on
her own terms.

About the AuthorRam Kamal Mukherjee started his career with The Asian Age, Kolkata, in 2001.
Having completed his postgraduate diploma in media studies from the University of Calcutta, his
very first role was that of official reviewer of the international films showcased at the Kolkata Film
Festival. His knowledge of cinema got him noticed and he was offered a role by the editor of The
Asian Age, where he started off as a freelance journalist. As sub-editor at The Asian Age, Ram
Kamal was soon heading the regional entertainment industry. Under the keen eye of veteran
editor M.J. Akbar and firebrand resident editor Tikli Basu, he built a reputation for himself as one
of the most unbiased film journalists in the business. His column, 'Arkay's Diary', was a rage in
Kolkata. In another two years, he would go on to host his own television chat show, Talk Bangla.
He was also the youngest - and possibly first - journalist to host a sex-education show, called
Chokhey Amar Trishna, for Asian Television Network. Taking up an offer made by Stardust, Ram
Kamal joined the group as senior correspondent in 2003, making the shift to Mumbai. It was
around the same time that he wrote a coffee-table book, Diva Unveiled: Hema Malini. Published
by Magna Books, it won great appreciation for its pictorial representation of the actor's journey.
At twenty-seven, it also made Ram Kamal the youngest Bollywood biographer in the country.
Subsequently, Ram Kamal went on to work with several leading publications, including Mumbai
Mirror, Mid-Day, ABP Group's Ananda Bazaar Patrika and Anandalok, and TV18. His column for
Mumbai Mirror, 'Ram Katha', enjoyed a large following. He also worked for Pritish Nandy



Communications as Vice President, Special Projects. In a few years, Ram Kamal would make
his way back to Stardust, this time as editor. His tenure saw him conduct two successful award
shows, apart from bringing in a freshness and vibrancy to the publication. Recently, Ram Kamal
published his first work of fiction, Long Island Iced Tea, and produced a television series, Bin
Kuch Kahe, for Zee TV. With close to three lakh social media followers, Ram Kamal continues to
be one of the most well-loved names in film journalism in the country. He was honoured with the
Best Journalist Award in 2006 by Lions Club, Mumbai, and the Best Author Award for Diva
Unveiled: Hema Malini in Kolkata in 2006 by Kalakar Awards Foundation. He has also won the
Power Brand Best Film Journalist Award for outstanding contribution to Indian cinema in 2017. --
This text refers to the hardcover edition.
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Prime Minister Narendra ModiEdited byNOOSHIN MOWLABaba … for allowing me to chase my
‘dream’ and ‘beyond’.Maa … for showing me Seeta Aur Geeta, Sholay and Meera.And the rest
was destiny.Hema Malini Family TreeContentsForeword by Prime Minister Narendra
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Khan14.Taking a Different Direction15.Dancing Diva16.‘Abhi-netri’: Hema’s Political
Journey17.Experiments with Spirituality18.Still at the Top19.Esha’s Tale20.Dawn and
Darien21.An Accident on the Highway22.Playback Time23.BlissAfterword by Ramesh
SippyFilmographyNotesIndexAbout the BookAbout the AuthorCopyrightPrime
MinisterForewordI am delighted to know that the book Beyond the Dream Girl is being published
on the life of noted actor and political leader, Hema Malini-ji.Hema-ji has distinguished herself as
one of the leading Indian actors of our times. Her cinematic brilliance has spanned several films
through the various decades. Her many roles have connected and endeared her to a wide range
of cinema lovers. The efforts of Hema-ji to popularize Indian classical dances, particularly
among youngsters, are deeply commendable.It is gladdening to note that the biography on
Hema-ji also covers her early years and how she gained a foothold in the film industry through
hard work and dedication.Hema-ji has also been an active BJP member for many years. She
has served diligently in the Rajya Sabha and is currently serving in the Lok Sabha. I have found
her extremely sensitive towards the development aspirations of the people of Mathura, her
constituency.Once again, congratulations on the book and may it further connect Hema-ji to the
lakhs of well-wishers she has in India and the world.(Narendra Modi)New Delhi18 September
2017IntroductionDreams don’t work out, unless you work.If I was asked to choose the one
enduring lesson Hema Malini left me with, it would be the above. Her aura had been described
perfectly by Sanjeev Kumar when the late actor, after having worked in half a dozen films with
her, declared, ‘Hema Malini is neither a goddess nor a saint, but she is someone who is
worshipped for both qualities.’When I decided to write my second book on her – this time, an
authorized biography – I was keen on exploring the person beyond the superstar. I was equally
aware that I had my work cut out. Hema is an introvert and barely talks about her personal life.
What added to the challenge was venturing into the same territory after nearly two decades.My
first book on Hema Malini, Diva Unveiled, published in 2003, was a pictorial depiction of the
actor’s life. A cub reporter at that time, I remember how she had told me I was too young to take
up the project. Moreover, veteran journalist and editor of Screen Weekly, Bhawana Somaaya,
was already writing her biography. I stuck to my resolve nonetheless.Although well received by
film aficionados, Diva Unveiled, because of its pricing, ended up more a collectors’ item. But I
have no regrets. The book helped me find a new lease of life in Bollywood, as well as recognition
as an author.Over the last fifteen years, I have had the opportunity to observe Hema’s life from



close quarters. From Seeta Aur Geeta to Baghban, from campaigning for Vinod Khanna in
Gurdaspur to becoming an MP from Mathura, from being the Dream Girl to becoming the flag-
bearer for liberated, independent women – it has been a phenomenal life. Her transition from
actress to director to politician to playback singer has been commendable. All the while, she has
also been playing the role of a cultural ambassador through her immensely popular dance
ballets. She continues to be one of the strongest proponents of classical dance and music in the
country.However, in a career span of five decades, she has won the Filmfare Award just once.
That says a lot about her PR skills. ‘I never had a PR person, I never partied and I had to never
ask for work. But now things have changed,’ she says.While interviewing her, I realized that there
is a lot that has not been written about her, and now, as she turns seventy, she is probably in a
position to drop her guard. Hema has always called a spade a spade. Apart from her mind-
boggling capacity to master new terrains, in this book she opens up, for the first time, on her
childhood years, her unpredictable career graph, her unconventional life choices and the steep,
hard climb she has endured to get to where she is today – in complete harmony with
herself.Hema’s journey as a politician is probably one of the most interesting chapters in this
book. From the Rajya Sabha to an elected BJP MP from Mathura, she has had a great run. ‘I
want to serve the nation. Whatever I am today is because of the public. It’s now my turn to do
something for society,’ she says. She continues to be a well-loved name in political circles. From
Sonia Gandhi to Atal Bihari Vajpayee, from Laloo Prasad Yadav to Narendra Modi, her popularity
cuts across party lines. MP and Trinamool Congress minister Derek O’Brien shared in jest an
incident that took place at the silver-jubilee celebration of HarperCollins India, ‘Once, Hema-ji’s
earring fell on the carpet of the Parliament corridor, and every minister, from the ruling party to
the Opposition, immediately fell on his knees to look for it!’ It shows her aura even in
politics.Each time anyone asks me why I was writing another book on Hema, I ask back, ‘Why
not?’ I had just taken a break from my editorial job at Stardust and had been working on my first
fiction book, Long Island Iced Tea. It was also around this time that Swarup Nanda, my friend
and founder of Leadstart Publishing, connected me with Shantanu Ray Chaudhuri, executive
editor at HarperCollins India. ‘There is so much more than just being a “Dream Girl” to Hema-ji’s
life. I am sure there are readers who want to know her story,’ he said when I broached the topic.
In all my years in the industry, I have rarely come across as passionate an editor as Shantanu –
the man who walked me through this journey.Call it a miracle or divine intervention, things
started falling into place. I came across Nooshin Mowla, a young and talented girl from the City
of Joy, who was of great help in making this book a possibility. Formerly a producer of a hugely
popular television series on Hindi cinema, she was just the editor I was looking for. To review the
same subject but through a new lens is never easy, and that’s where Nooshin played the part of
staunch critic and sounding board. ‘Don’t be so possessive about your text, you need to tell a
story, and ideally an interesting one,’ she kept saying.Many others played their part. Prabha
Chakravarti – Hema’s sister-in-law – helped me put together the facts painstakingly, despite her
pressing schedule. Hema’s cousin, ‘superwoman’ Prabha Raghavan, helped me with the



images, allowing me access to some rare and exclusive collections.Esha Deol Takhtani and
Ahaana Deol Vohraa – Hema’s lovely daughters – shared some previously untold stories on their
relationship with their mother. I was also fortunate enough to interview Hema’s colleagues,
directors, producers, friends and extended family members who were only too happy to talk
about her.The only person missing in this picture was Hema Malini herself! Her political
commitments and, later, a major road accident on the Jaipur highway made her virtually
inaccessible. But I was willing to wait. When she realized how adamant I was, she finally
relented.‘You think people still want to read about me?’ she asked.‘This is for the new generation
– those who have perhaps never watched your films,’ I told her. For the rest, it had been over ten
years since they last read about her. This time I wanted the world to know how much more there
was to India’s first female superstar. Moreover, this wouldn’t be an ode – it would include the
controversies, the challenges and all that had made her journey thus far so inspiring.During the
same conversation, I asked her, ‘Do you have a Facebook or Instagram account, Hema-ji?’She
looked at me and said, ‘No, why?’I replied, ‘This is exactly why I want to write a book on
you.’Every wall stands on bricks of faith; for this book, I too have had my fair share. I thank my
mentor Nari Hira, the founder of Magna Publishing, for granting me access to the archives of
Stardust, Showtime, Society, Savvy and Diva Unveiled. Sonali Jaffar Kotnis – my colleague and
ex-editor of Stardust – thank you for suggesting my name to Mr Hira for the coffee-table book on
Hema Malini. Vickky Idnaani and his entire team – thank you for creating the cover image for this
book. Bonita – thank you for being so clear in your vision. And Amrita and Bidisha in the editorial
team at Harper for your meticulous work on the text – I could not have asked for more.My baba
(late) Jaydeb Mukherjee and my maa Roma Mukherjee for giving me a pair of wings to fly – I am
eternally grateful. My wife Sarbani Mukherjee, who stood by me like the Rock of Gibraltar and
also played the role of co-researcher in this mammoth task – I couldn’t have done this without
you. My brother, Krishna Kamal, for being my inner strength; my colleague Chandrima Pal, for
playing the role of an agony aunt; my four-year-old son Rian, the perfect stressbuster in the
middle of mayhem – thank you all, eternally.I would also like to thank Sukumar Pramanik,
secretary to Hema Malini, for his contribution to the book. He has been associated with Hema-ji
for the last fifteen years and has witnessed my journey too.And of course, Hema Malini, who
believed in me till the end.PROLOGUEThe Story of Sujata‘She is going to be called “Sujata”
from today. Her current name is not good enough,’ declared the film producer to the stunned
mother and daughter standing before him. As he languidly got up from the easy chair, their looks
of astonishment didn’t escape him. In fact, he smiled inwardly at their ignorance. It had been
seven years since Bimal Roy’s Sujata had released. A powerful comment on the caste system,
the film had moved its audience in unprecedented ways. The producer, who had watched the
film eighteen times, had been on the lookout for a face that would match the intensity of the film’s
titular character. His protégée would take off from where Nutan had left.C.V. Sridhar, both mother
and daughter had heard, was a formidable name in the Tamil, Hindi and Telugu film industries.
The man had spotted, handpicked and offered to launch the career of young Hema Malini, an



accomplished Bharatanatyam dancer who was making quite a splash across the country with
her stage performances. He met her orthodox Iyengar family and offered to launch their beloved
daughter in a Tamil film. With just one caveat – her name would have to be changed.For Hema
and her mother, Jaya Chakravarthy, the fog of bewilderment took some time to lift. As they stared
blankly, first at him, then at each other and back again at him, they realized that his statement
wasn’t made to initiate debate. The decision had already been taken within the first three
minutes of their meeting. Hema would be called ‘Sujata’ from that day.The offer from Sridhar
hadn’t surprised them. Hema’s concerts were receiving rave reviews and film offers had been
pouring in from both the Hindi and Tamil film industries. Back home in Madras, however, the
situation caused considerable strife. Her parents were divided on the matter and had stopped
talking to each other. In all their married years, Ranga Ramanuja Chakravarti (better known by
his official name Vengarai Srisailesha Rangaramanuja – V.S.R. – Chakravarti) and Jaya had
never had such a huge disagreement. A deadlock of this kind was unheard-of in the family.For
the shy and intensely reserved Hema, the decision to take up Sridhar’s offer had caused much
distress. Films held no excitement for her. Dance had always been her one true love and that’s all
she had really wanted to do. For someone who could barely introduce herself to strangers, the
thought of facing the camera, performing with unknown men and being pushed into a world of
ostentation and glamour was nightmarish. ‘I wasn’t keen on joining films at all. Being shy, I was
always petrified of exploring new avenues … and films – I didn’t even want to think about them,’
she says. But it wasn’t a decision for her to take.‘If you don’t like the first film, you can opt out of
this career. But you have to give it a shot,’ Jaya Chakravarthy said. For her, the temptation was
hard to resist. An accomplished artist herself, specializing in painting and classical singing, she
was a strong-willed lady of considerable dignity and pride. A woman who ran the house with an
iron hand and brought up her children almost single-handedly while her husband was busy at
work, Jaya had a natural propensity towards wielding power. For Hema, she was a mother, a
mentor and her closest friend – a relationship that used to surprise many because it involved two
equally strong, fiercely independent women.‘I kept telling myself, this would be my first and last
movie,’ Hema reminisces. ‘Mujhe actress nahin banna hai!’If getting used to a new name
overnight wasn’t hard enough, the following day was kept aside for a photo shoot. Forced to
wear a sari – a first for her – Hema’s thin and lanky frame didn’t make for a very pretty picture. ‘I
was looking thin and ugly as hell in that sari. But Sridhar insisted that I do the photo shoot in a
sari and nothing else. Though my mother tried her best, the pleats kept coming undone. I looked
clumsy. I wish they had asked me to wear a pavada, a half-sari. But nobody cared about me or
my choices at that point,’ she recalls.Over time, however, as days rolled into months and work on
the film began, things began to look up. While the young star-to-be was getting groomed, the
publicity team worked double time to create the necessary buzz. ‘Sujata’, by now, had already
generated a good amount of curiosity amongst people. To add to it all, Sridhar had made an
official announcement in the local newspapers about how he was all set to launch a new girl
along with J. Jayalalithaa (the Tamil superstar who went on to become a popular political leader



and chief minister of Tamil Nadu). The magnitude of the situation was slowly beginning to dawn
on Hema. But as is the way of the world, just when things seemed to finally come together, they
fell disastrously apart.Shooting for the film had begun soon after Sridhar’s announcement. Deep
inside, Hema still didn’t have her heart in the film-making process. She felt acutely out of place.
And then suddenly, without any warning or consideration, one day Sridhar announced that he
was dropping Hema from the project. Each time Hema Malini recounts this episode, she talks
about the frozen silence that had followed Sridhar’s words on the sets that day.While mother and
daughter were still coming to terms with the unceremonious expulsion, the producer wasted no
time in signing on a replacement. What made matters worse was that Sridhar went to the press
to tell them that ‘Sujata’ hadn’t been able to deliver and lacked the skills to become a star.To be
at the receiving end of such unwarranted vitriol would have crushed any spirit. But even at
sixteen, Hema was clearly made of something else. The Sridhar episode still reminds Hema of
the immense relief she had felt; the relief of being released from the world of films and of getting
her name back. But what stayed with her more intensely was the humiliation and heartbreak on
her mother’s face. For Jaya Chakravarthy, it was too big a shock to forget.‘For me it was a
blessing in disguise,’ Hema says. ‘For a while I was extremely happy. It was like winning a
liberation movement. But for my mother it was an ego issue. I knew that she went into
depression. Later, I also realized that Sridhar played dirty and humiliated us.’The sight of her
mother that day, sitting in a daze, chin on her palm, was enough to drive Hema to her decision.
‘Amma, I am going to be an actress.’I wouldn’t have believed in destiny if I hadn’t met Hema
Malini – a woman with profound faith in the divinity of the universe, but also someone who has
played an active part in shaping her destiny. You are not what happened to you in the past, nor
what you anticipate for the times ahead. You are what you focus on today. ‘Now’ alone
determines your final story.From being summarily dropped from her first attempt at acting, Hema
Malini went on to become the uncrowned queen of Hindi cinema, playing the romantic lead in
well over a hundred films. From being rejected to reigning as the heartthrob of an entire
generation, she is the only Dream Girl this country has known, with a face that mesmerized fans
and a screen presence the spotlight worshipped. Doe-eyed with alabaster skin and a smile that
could light up a whole town, Hema’s bewitching looks are talked about till date.But that isn’t her
only claim to fame. In an industry where the word superstar is synonymous with the ubiquitous
‘hero’, where films still sell by the name of the male lead, Hema Malini tore through the
patriarchy – as deep-seated as time itself – to build a name and reputation that could hold its
own vis-à-vis her male co-stars. Her life has been a series of unconventional choices – many
controversial. Her spectrum has been diverse – from films to television, actor to director, stage
performances to public office. And through every choice she made, she has displayed a strength
of character. Hers hasn’t been an easy life, but one she has led with stupendous courage and
integrity, helping her earn a rare kind of respect. In the chimerical world of filmdom, fickle as
stardust, Hema Malini has prevailed.1No Ordinary ChildhoodOn the midnight of 15 October
1948, while most of the country was celebrating Goddess Durga’s victory over the demon



Mahisasura, Jaya Chakravarthy was bracing herself for her third delivery. After bearing two sons,
she was certain that her next child would be a girl. When she was seven months pregnant, she
had set off for her parents’ house in Ammankudi village near Tiruchirapalli, Tamil Nadu, for the
delivery, with her sons Kannan and Jagannath. Her husband, V.S.R. Chakravarti, worked as
regional director in the Employees’ State Insurance Corporation (ESIC), Ministry of Labour and
Employment, and was posted in New Delhi. ‘He had a transferable job, so we used to shift from
one place to another. As per our family tradition, I came to my mother’s place near Tiruchirapalli
when I was seven months pregnant,’ Jaya recalled.Coming from a traditional Iyengar family,
Jaya’s father was a religious man who had ensured that his daughter was proficient in every
Hindu religious ritual. Apart from being well versed in the aartis and the shlokas, Jaya used to
spend a lot of time doing up the puja room with paintings and portraits of gods and goddesses.
Talented as she was, Jaya was a loner – most of her early pregnancy days were spent in her
room, taking singing and violin lessons.A devout follower of Goddess Lakshmi, she went
through all her 108 names and finally settled on ‘Hema Malini’ for her newborn. ‘Hema’ comes
from the Sanskrit word ‘hem’ which means ‘gold’. Hema Malini refers to ‘the garland of gold that
is used to adorn Lord Vishnu’. ‘The name had a rhythm to it and I intuitively knew that my
daughter would one day become a renowned dancer,’ she said. For someone who would go on
to change the fortunes of her family, there couldn’t have been a name better suited.Many years
later, Jaya shared with Hema another reason behind choosing to name her after Goddess
Lakshmi. While she was pregnant, Jaya would often dream of the goddess and paint her
images.Hema Malini was born on 16 October 1948. Her childhood was spent in a government
colony near Gole Market, New Delhi. The colony had small cottages with patches of lawns and
colonial-style verandas. Kannan, Jagannath and Hema studied at the Madras Educational
Society School (MES). ‘It was a cosy life; nothing earth-shattering happened in the Delhi of
those days. Life was quite peaceful,’ Kannan remembers.The three siblings got along well,
except for the preference Hema got from her parents. Being the youngest, and the much-
awaited daughter of the family, she was showered with constant attention and care while the
boys were left to fend for themselves.‘I call her Hemu, and she addresses me as Chila and my
younger brother as Jaggu,’ the eldest brother Kannan tells me. ‘There is a six-year gap between
Hema and me and two years between Jagannath and Hema. So, if there was any sibling rivalry,
it was between the two of them!’Radiant even when she was little, efforts were made during
Hema’s growing-up years to ensure that she didn’t get self-conscious about her looks. ‘As a
child, I was never told that I was a pretty-looking girl,’ she says with typical earnestness. ‘I wasn’t
even aware that people found me beautiful. My exposure to the world was minimal because I
hardly stepped out of the house, so I hardly got any compliments.’Even though Hema was a
strikingly good-looking child, her schoolmates at least weren’t made aware of it. ‘As children, you
do not really pay much attention to looks,’ K. Anuradha, who passed out from another branch of
Hema’s school and has now taken over as the principal of the Gole Market branch, says. ‘I only
remember Hema because she used to participate in all the functions as she was a good dancer,



and the students of all the branches used to attend these school functions together. But she
wasn’t famous then, so there is no particular memory of her in my mind.’A neighbour from Gole
Market, who doesn’t want to be named, recollects, ‘I just remember that we both went to DTEA,
Mandir Marg branch. Yes, when I look back and try to remember her face, I can say that she was
a good-looking child. But at that time, it was not her extreme good looks that had impressed us
kids. I remember her because she was the only one in our group to possess a bicycle and that is
my most lingering memory of her! She was also a very good dancer, even at that age.’The only
hints about her looks that came Hema’s way were through her mother’s friends whom she
frequently entertained. ‘My mother’s guests were generally from the world of art and culture,
while my father’s guests were more his work friends – two completely different sets of people.
Sometimes I would overhear them praising me. I used to invariably hang around my mother,
stuck to her pallu while they all sipped coffee in the veranda. Every time I would ask her who they
were talking about, she would say, “Not you. They are talking about someone else!”’New Delhi in
the 1960s was very different from what it is today. Known for its quiet, tree-lined
neighbourhoods, this was also when the city was revelling in a cultural resurgence. Indian
classical music, dance and performing arts were beginning to flourish. The 1950s and ’60s saw
the establishment of several top-class auditoriums and institutions in Delhi, paving the way for
the city to take over as the country’s cultural capital.Hema had an unusual childhood. While her
classmates and contemporaries spent their free time in play and frolic, she led a strictly
disciplined life away from all of it. After school, she was packed off to dance class at the Triveni
Kala Sangam, one of Delhi’s most prestigious dance academies, post a quick rest.‘Till she was
about four or five years old, she was quite plump and cuddly,’ Kannan recalls. ‘But after her sixth
year, my mother said that Hema had a bout of diarrhoea and lost weight, after which she
became very thin. That was one of the reasons why she was put into rigorous dancing classes,
so that the physical exercise could bring her back to good health.’‘I guess I was just five years
old, or maybe younger, when I started learning Bharatanatyam under the tutelage of my first
guru, Ramaswamy Pillai,’ Hema recalls. ‘My mother used to take me there and watch my
performance. The ghungroos used to hurt my ankles whenever my feet thumped the floor
because they were heavy and hard. I cried often, looking at my mother, hoping she would allow
me to rest. But it never happened! She used to say: “There is purpose in pain, otherwise it would
have been devilish. Pain and pleasure, like light and darkness, succeed each other. The rewards
for those who persevere far exceed the pain that precedes the victory.” Naturally, I couldn’t
understand a word of that then! But today I realize it was her austere nature that turned me into a
perfectionist. Everything I have achieved in life is to her credit.’In fact, Jaya took Hema
completely under her wings. She remained, to the end, Hema’s staunchest critic. Whether it was
dance, her looks, her posture or later, her films, Jaya felt there was always room for
improvement. ‘Am I really pretty, Amma?’ Hema would ask her sometimes with genuine interest.
‘You are ok,’ she would say.‘She was never rude. Rather, she used to pamper me a lot. I was
after all her dream child! Sometimes at night she would gently come to my room and apply



coconut oil on my feet while I would be fast asleep because of all the pain from dance practice,’
Hema recollects. ‘I think she was right in being that way. Kids tend to lose their concentration if
they get caught up in all the praise. They start taking things for granted. I am a mother of two
daughters and now a grandmother and though I was more lenient with my kids, I have inculcated
in them all the values that were taught to me by my parents.’Jaya had been married at the age of
thirteen and had hardly had any time to pursue her passions. Over the years, V.S.R. Chakravarti
had made it a point to help her revive her interests, while also ensuring that she completed her
matriculation and her Prabhakar degree in the Hindi language.‘People call me a multitasking
woman, but I think that no one can beat Amma when it came to multitasking. Apart from her
domestic responsibilities she would sing, teach, cook, supervise my dance lessons and even
give private tuition to local kids. I barely remember Amma sitting and gossiping with others,’
Hema says.Not many know that Jaya Chakravarthy had always secretly dreamed of becoming a
dancer. Trained in classical music, she went on to become a skilled vocalist, but had to give up
on her dreams of taking up dance as a full-time occupation. It wouldn’t be entirely incorrect to
say that through her daughter she had found a way to vicariously live out her aspirations. In fact,
Jaya’s ambitions for Hema far outweighed any the young girl may have had for herself. But Hema
willingly surrendered to every demand her mother made. And so Hema’s grooming had started
even before the toddler could say her own name! For Jaya, life had handed her a second
chance. With time, as Hema’s proficiency as a dancer became more and more apparent, Jaya
spent all her waking hours in channelizing her talent.Hema was six years old when she
performed before Pandit Jawaharlal Nehru. All she remembers is how her mother seemed more
nervous than usual that day. ‘Give your best today!’ she said to a slightly perplexed Hema, for
whom the name of the chief guest rang no bell. After the performance, Jaya took her daughter to
meet the prime minister. Hema says, ‘I was too young to remember what exactly happened in
that situation, but I clearly remember Panditji. I touched his feet and looked at him. While Amma
was talking to him I was staring at his face and the rose that was stuck in the buttonhole of his
cream sherwani. He was such a handsome man! After the conversation, he told me, “Bahut
sundar performance diya hai tumne. Kaha se itna kuch seekha?” I remember blushing and
smilingly looking at my mother. I guess that was one of my biggest days as a young dancer.’The
following year, Hema got a chance to perform before President Rajendra Prasad and Queen
Elizabeth. ‘Before the curtain rose I could feel a thousand butterflies in my stomach, even though
I wasn’t aware of who these dignitaries were or their importance. But just my Amma instructing
me from behind the wings and softly murmuring the guru mantra in my ear before the start of any
performance used to give me all the confidence I needed. I knew I would never go wrong,’ she
says.As a child, Hema woke up every morning to the sounds of her mother’s violin and her
father’s recitation of Sanskrit shlokas. While she got ready for school every day, she was put into
the habit of reciting her dance lessons out loud to herself. That way she would never forget her
adavus, mudras and abhinayas.Perhaps it was Hema’s upbringing that made her shy and
introverted by nature. A quiet child who hardly ever fought with anyone, she mostly kept to



herself – dance, classical music and painting filling up her days. ‘She is excellent at drawing
sketches even today,’ Kannan reveals. ‘But she led a very secluded life. That is her only regret.’‘In
school, I barely interacted with my classmates. Amma would keep me occupied with something
or the other,’ Hema recollects. ‘I used to often stare out of my room’s window and wonder what
all those kids were laughing at and what was so funny about life! They screamed, they played,
they ran all over the park and were a big group of happy children. I just couldn’t relate to them
and I’m sure they couldn’t to me. But in my heart of hearts I was dying to do all that they did …
play, gossip, run around trees … but I never had the guts to do these things.’Peeping through the
window, there were days when she felt let down and angry. But strangely, the feeling never
lasted. Even as a young girl, Hema always had an unusual maturity about her. ‘I used to hate
practising all day. At times, I used to get angry with my mother, but I never raised my voice at her.
I wasn’t scared of her, but I respected her for what she was. She could understand that I wanted
to play like the other kids, but she never asked me herself. She knew that if she asked I would
compel her to set me free from practice! But I guess that hardship finally paid off.’In all her
school years, Hema Malini considered only one person her close friend. Nandita Bhattacharya
(later Ahlavar) studied in the same school and lived in the same neighbourhood. ‘Apart from
Tamil and Hindi, Bengali has been my third exposure to regional languages because of my
friend Nandita. She was the same age as me and I liked spending time with her, but even then,
Mom would drag me out and enrol me in additional music classes so I could learn the surs and
taal, which would further help my dance,’ she remembers.The mothers of both the girls had
struck up a deep friendship and while they caught up with each other after picking their girls up
from school, the young girls too got a chance to spend time and play together. ‘I call her
(Nandita) Dillo,’ says Hema, adoration plain on her face. ‘I have spent some of the best moments
of my life with Nandita when we were together in Delhi. When we were nine, one day we
confessed to each other that we both had a crush on Lord Krishna! During our free time, we
used to buy posters of Krishna from Birla Mandir. We had learnt that he was the ultimate symbol
of love and we both secretly wanted to marry him!’ Hema bursts into laughter. Hema and
Nandita remain dear friends even today.Till she was thirteen, Hema used to sleep with her
mother in her room. Theirs had always been an unusually strong attachment, despite the tight
control she exercised on her daughter’s life. Every bit of Hema’s life was micromanaged by Jaya
– from handling her dance schedules to later choosing her films and accompanying her every
day to the film sets. In fact, when Hema joined the industry, producers and film directors had to
first meet Jaya before getting access to the actor, even for something like a script narration. In
the world of Hindi cinema, this extent of dominance was insufferable and names like ‘Thandi
Malini’ and ‘Hima Malini’ cropped up, scornful of the actor and her mother’s overprotectiveness.
Forever the doting and obedient child, Hema, however, was only too happy to be so utterly
dependent on her mother. ‘She was my amma, my guru and my saheli,’ she says lovingly.Hema
recalls how her mother used to spend a considerable portion of the day cooking in the kitchen,
while it was the kids’ duty to lay the plates. ‘After dinner, we would run out to play hide-and-seek



while my father would help Amma do the dishes. We had a part-time maid who helped Amma in
things like coconut-grinding and basic house cleaning. Strangely, Appa never forced me to learn
any housework or cooking. Household work like carrying mattresses and folding the cot were
Appa’s duties, which my brothers picked up later.’Hema has many fond memories of her father
too. ‘Delhi’s scalding summer used to be really exasperating,’ she says. ‘Every night during the
summer, my father used to arrange our beds on the terrace because the rooms used to get hot
and stuffy. He was a very caring man. When my mother used to be ill or sometimes wake up late,
he would make the morning tea and nashta for her and boil milk for all of us. Though he was
away from the house most of the time on work, he used to keep track of every small detail. I
guess it was during those conversations they had over dinner every night that Amma used to
update him. They shared a lovely relationship. In all those years, I had never seen my parents
fighting or arguing over silly issues. Maybe that’s the reason why we all have such strong family
values, learning from them.’One of Hema’s most vivid memories is of her father taking her to
school and dance classes. ‘During the monsoons, he would protectively hold an umbrella over
my head while riding me to my class on his bicycle.’ That cycle often gave trouble and on such
days V.S.R. Chakravarti would walk his daughter to the bus stop, her little hand firmly in his grip.
‘Appa and I hardly ever exchanged any words in those days but we shared a strong bond. He
was never physically demonstrative of his love and affection, but his firm grip on my hand gave
me the courage to fight against all odds in life.’Living in Delhi meant that Jaya got ample
opportunities to enrol Hema in competitions and stage performances. The young dancer was
slowly gaining ground and one day the actress Vyjayanthimala dropped in to watch her
performance. ‘I particularly remember her fingers … they were so artistic. After the show, she
shook hands with me and complimented me for my performance. I had always considered her a
role model. In fact, so did my mother. It was a hugely memorable day,’ says Hema. In another
decade, as she prepared to ride the waves of stardom, Hema Malini would be touted as a worthy
successor to Vyjayanthimala – both southern beauties who brought in a new dimension of
classical virtuosity to Hindi cinema.Incidentally, the first time the Chakravartis saw
Vyjayanthimala was at Delhi’s Sapru House where she gave a Bharatanatyam performance. The
family, which usually avoided social gatherings, had made an exception in this case. ‘I still
remember her Kanjeevaram sari, bright kohl-lined eyes and charming smile,’ Hema – a little girl
then – recalls her first memory of meeting her onscreen idol. Both V.S.R. Chakravarti and Jaya
were so moved by the performance that they took the decision of training their daughter in the
same dance form, so that one day she could grow up to be India’s finest Bharatanatyam
exponent.Over time, as the number and scale of Hema’s performances grew, she came to be
known as ‘Dilli ki Hema Malini’. Madras (now Chennai) already had a Bharatanatyam dancer by
the same name – a promising young girl whom Jaya had always admired and hoped her
daughter would one day succeed. In a matter of years, Hema would not just succeed but far
outshine her namesake, and there would no longer be a need for a prefix to her name.Despite
the success and recognition, however, it wasn’t all rainbows and sunshine for young Hema. She



enjoyed performing on stage – the few hours she relished thoroughly – but the drudgery of
practice was taking a toll on her young spirit. By the time she was ten, a mild defiance
sometimes took over.‘It happened once I started performing regularly on stage. I was frequently
punished for it. Whenever I used to disobey her, she would force me to practice the “alarippu,
jatiswaram and shabdam”, which were the basic steps of Bharatanatyam and which I knew
backwards. I could perform them in my sleep! But that was the punishment. Once, to protest
against Amma, I remember singing loudly and thumping my feet on the floor, trying to fake an
impression of rehearsing! It was a great achievement as a kid to cheat on my Amma,’ Hema
says, smiling.What made matters more difficult for Hema was the constant changing of dance
schools and teachers. It seemed Jaya was never satisfied with the kind of training that was
imparted to her daughter. Hema was first put in a general dance class where, Jaya learnt, the
little girl would often hide behind other dancers to save herself from being pulled up for making
mistakes. A year later, she was put under the tutelage of Srimati Indira. Finally, as mentioned
earlier, it was at Triveni Kala Sangam, under the famous Sikkil Ramaswamy Pillai, that Hema
received most of her early training.‘He was my first guru … a kind, old man,’ Hema recollects.
‘The Miss India of the era, Indrani Rehman, was also his student. I watched Indrani practise with
Guruji on many an evening.’Things were going well with Guru Pillai until, Hema tells me, one day
he decided to sing onstage during her performance. Apparently, he wasn’t the best of singers
and that was reason enough for Jaya to seek out someone else. Thereafter, Hema trained under
a string of other names, including Thiruvalaputhur Swaminatha Pillai, Mylapore Gauri Ammal,
Arunachalam Pillai, Vempatti Chinna Satyam and Guru Natanam Gopalakrishnan. ‘I remember
one of my gurujis (she doesn’t want to give the name) was so aggressive that we all were
petrified of him. While I would perform on stage, he would invariably hit out at the mridangam
player or the vocalist with his kartal. Out of fear they used to sit at a distance from Guruji. Those
days we didn’t have recorded music, so it used to be live performances. I would get distracted
with all the drama unfolding before me and those poor fellows would be paranoid. It might sound
funny when I narrate this now after so many years, but back then it was a nightmare for a dancer
to concentrate on her steps and also be a part of this circus. Often, the audience would find my
guruji’s “throwing fits” more entertaining than my dance,’ Hema laughs.In the midst of all this, the
only respite Hema had was her brother, Jagannath. Closer to her in age, he never missed a
chance to play pranks on his sister; the two were always at each other’s throats in happy
horseplay.‘Whenever I used to practise my dance, he would come into my room and make funny
faces. I would lose my concentration, burst into laughter and run after him,’ Hema remembers.
‘We used to fight all the time over the silliest of issues. Jagan would always provoke me when
Amma was around and I would invariably react. So, I would end up getting scolded! Not only
that, each time I would be out of the city, Jagan would come to my room and tear the pages of
my notebook in which I used to write my jathis (dance lessons). It used to make me so angry. So
many times I ended up throwing ink all over his face! If Kannan bhaiya was like a protective
father figure, Jagan was more like a friend.’In 1962, V.S.R. Chakravarti moved to Madras with a



transfer from ESIC. In fact, the decision to move out of Delhi had been taken by Jaya. By then,
Kannan was studying science at Hansraj College while Jagannath was about to finish school.
Both V.S.R. Chakravarti and Jaya realized that it would be unfair to uproot them at this stage.
After a lot of deliberation, the parents decided to let the boys stay in Delhi with their maternal
grandmother, while they moved to Madras with their daughter.In Madras, Hema went on to join
Rosary Matriculation. Although a keen student, she was finding it increasingly difficult to cope
with both dance and academics. Moreover, due to her dance performances, she had to travel a
lot by now, and that was taking a toll on her studies. By twelve, she had already received
invitations from across the country, travelling as far as Punjab and Uttar Pradesh for her
performances. This punishing schedule drove her parents to a decision. Dance was what she
was meant for, so she would have to drop out of academics. Eventually, Hema completed her
matriculation through a correspondence course under the Andhra Pradesh board.By the time
Hema turned fourteen, she was inundated with film offers. Calls started pouring in, particularly
from Tamil film producers, who would often scope for a ‘new face’ from stage performances. Her
first-ever film offer was for a dance performance in the song ‘Singara’ in Idhu Sathiyam (1963),
and then ‘Naa chandamama’ in Kamalakara Kameshwara Rao’s Pandava Vanavasam (1965).
Reminded of ‘Singara’, Hema covers her face with her palms. ‘Aiyyo, that was so funny, and I
think I was almost like those extras dancing around the hero and heroine.’‘I vividly remember that
Appa would take us to AIFACS Hall in Connaught Place once in a while and we would watch a
Hindi film at Regal Cinema. The first film I remember watching as a kid was Vyjayanthimala’s
Nagin. A few years later, when I saw the poster of Hariyali Aur Raasta, I forced my Amma to buy
me a ticket for the movie. She sent me and my brother to watch the film. All I remember about the
movie was that the heroine was weeping throughout. It was so depressing that I decided not to
watch any Hindi film ever,’ she laughs.Meanwhile, the standoff between Jaya and V.S.R.
Chakravarti on Hema making her foray into films continued. Like many, he had his reservations
about the industry and refused to allow his daughter to get anywhere close to it. It was the first
time Hema had witnessed her parents so polarized and distant. ‘It was not my decision,’ she
says. ‘My mother decided that I should try my luck in films as well and she was adamant. My
father had stopped talking to her. He simply couldn’t believe that his daughter would be acting in
films. Now when I look back on those incidents, they seem like nightmares.’After the family
moved to Madras, Hema’s training too geared up for its next phase. She was now taken under
the wing of Guru Kittapa Pillai for Bharatanatyam, Guru Vempatti Chinna Satyam for Kuchipudi
and Guru Natanam Gopalakrishnan for Mohiniattam. Guru Kittapa Pillai, a recipient of the
Sangeet Natak Akademi Award (1988), was the fifth-generation descendant of the Thanjavur
Quartet family, possibly one of the biggest proponents of Bharatanatyam. He had also been
Vyjayanthimala’s guru. It was under his impeccable training that Hema perfected her talent.After
completing her training with Guru Kittapa Pillai, Hema took up a special course in abhinaya from
the legendary Gowri Amma – yet another name amongst the all-time greats in Bharatanatyam.
Belonging to a family of traditional temple dancers, she was the last devadasi of the renowned



Kapaleeshwarar temple in Madras.Finally, to leave no stone unturned, Jaya ensured that Hema
undertook a course in the theory and practice of Carnatic music to gain a comprehensive and
thorough understanding of the medium.‘Dance is my first love,’ Hema tells me. ‘People often
remark that I am ungrateful to the film industry, but that’s unfair. I have never demeaned Hindi
cinema; in fact, it is thanks to films that people know me outside India. They come to see my
classical shows because of Hema Malini the star. But I must also say that my love for
Bharatanatyam comes before everything else and I have never cashed in on my stardom to
promote what has been my truest passion.’It is a promise she had made to her mother and one
she stands by till today. You will never see Hema Malini perform on stage at an awards’ night or
at social functions. Unless performing for a strictly classical platform, you will find her donning
her ghungroos only at the Natya Vihar Kala Kendra – the dance academy she runs in Mumbai.
For Hema, dance has always been an act of devotion, a sadhana, a purpose linked intrinsically
with the divine.As she explains the dearest aspect of her life, her dedication shines through.
‘Bharatanatyam is a symbol of beauty and aesthetic perfection. As a philosophy, it is a search of
the human soul for the ideal. As a religion, it is man’s quest for the Supreme and the desire to
unite with the Ultimate. As a science, it is about attaining the perfection of body, technique and
corporeal movement; and as poetry, it is the symbol of rhythmic lyricism.’Apart from her mother, if
there was one person who was thrilled about Hema’s dedication towards Bharatanatyam, it was
her father. Being an orthodox Iyengar Brahmin who started and ended his days with prayer, he
loved the bhajans and shlokas that were so intrinsic to any Bharatanatyam recital. In fact, after
his retirement, V.S.R. Chakravarti accompanied his daughter to all her shows, volunteering to
introduce her on stage. ‘I could see his happiness in announcing the name of his daughter on
stage,’ Hema says, beaming. ‘He was really proud of me as a classical performer. It is so
unfortunate that I got to know my father so late in life. Till 1970, my father used to accompany me
everywhere. But after he fell ill, my brother Kannan replaced him.’2The Dream Girl Is BornAfter
the initial setback, the C.V. Sridhar episode left both Jaya and Hema more resolute in their
decision to make Hema an actress. The focus was now back on dance recitals, but they also
quietly bided their time, waiting for the next good film offer to come their way.At one such dance
show – organized by K. Subrahmanyam, one of the biggest directors of Tamil cinema – the
wheels of providence jerked into motion. The evening was presided over by Suddhananda
Bharathi, the great Tamil poet. Over a hundred prominent dancers and musicians were to
perform before a discerning audience. Hema’s thirty-minute recital was just what she needed – a
take-off of sorts, it ended up giving her the perfect opportunity to break into the city’s cultural
circuit. Hereon, as concerts followed concerts, Madras slowly warmed up to this bundle of
talent.One of those impressed by this young, beautiful dancer was B. Ananthaswami, a Tamil
producer who was making a Hindi film with none other than Raj Kapoor. The schedule was
ready, but they were waiting for a fresh new face to cast opposite the showman. If Hema was in
need of a godfather, here he was, with an offer of a lifetime.‘Ananthaswami had made it very
clear to us right from the start that all the decisions for the film would be taken by Raj Kapoor.



The film was being produced by a south Indian producer who had blocked bulk dates for Raj
saab, right after Sangam. They were now very keen on casting a fresh south Indian face who
could also dance well and match up to the status of Vyjayanthimala,’ Hema recollects.When
Ananthaswami offered to cast Hema as the lead, the sixteen-year-old promptly sat up and said,
‘Yes, I am ready.’ Jaya was still recovering from the rejection by C.V. Sridhar in Madras and was
sceptical. Both V.S.R. Chakravarti and Jaya were, in fact, wary of this producer who had come to
them with a Raj Kapoor film. They were quite certain he was another movie mogul who couldn’t
be trusted.‘I couldn’t get over the insult that Sridhar had inflicted on my mother and me,’ Hema
says. ‘It was still fresh in my mind. I was also worried about my mother and I had already decided
to act in at least one film to make her happy. I also wanted to prove to Amma that I could make it
in films, apart from the fact that it would be an apt answer to Sridhar. I signed Ananthaswami’s
film blindly – I didn’t even give myself time to think. But I clearly remember seeing satisfaction
and calm almost immediately on Amma’s face.’But not everyone was elated. The news of Hema
this time going as far as signing a film as the female lead left her father fuming. He stopped
eating at home and his arguments with Jaya only worsened. ‘My brothers and I were not
included in the details, for we were trained not to ask questions,’ Hema remembers. ‘In short, we
continued to feel frightened and uneasy. On the fourth day, finally, my father gave up. He agreed
to eat his meal and for the time being at least there was a truce! I still don’t know how they
resolved the problem but I was given the green signal. One thing I was certain about was that my
father wasn’t against my classical dances at sabhas and festival functions … but my acting in
films somehow made him uncomfortable. I think he was very conscious of what his office
colleagues would say.’
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Sushil Dayal, “Remarkable book on a remarkable lady. A well written book on the persona of
Hema Malilini. Possessing beauty and brains, Hema Malini is a wholesome, multi faceted
personality indeed. A rare elegant lady in the true sense. She does a lot of multitasking too.
However, I find it difficult to accept her being a part of radical, fascist and right wing party which
generates extreme hate amongst people of India. I feel Hema does not subscribe to the
philosophy of her party as she comes across as being a very secular and tolerant person,
seeing her excellent relations with Dilip Kumar, Shahrukh Khan, Salim-Javed, Kamal Amrohi
etc. At 73, Hema Malini looks quite young, beautiful and a person raring to do more and more -
she’s indefatigable indeed.”

Puroch, “One of the best biographies of an actor. Its no mean task to sum up a superstar's life in
a few hundred pages. However Ramkamal Mukherjee does exactly that, with a lot of finesse.
Details are not spared yet prose does not become tedious. Usually a superstar's life ends with
her/him fading away but Ms.Malini's life has four distinct phases - student of classical dancing,
superstar actor, politician & great exponent of classical dancing; almost coming to a full circle.
Each phase is covered in detail here. Even controversies are not spared. Such candour is absent
in most biographies written on Indian personalities. Full marks to the author. If you are a fan of
the actress or just want to read about a lady who led her life on her own terms in a patriarchal
society without sacrificing her femininity yet not budging an inch from her convictions; Beyond
the Dreamgirl is THE book.”

Ebook Tops Reader, “superb book. genuinely told narration . told interestingly .
loveeeeeeeeeeeeeee it . specially for the genuine character of the actress. after all
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The book by Ram Kamal Mukherjee has a rating of 5 out of 4.5. 60 people have provided
feedback.
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