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f Nadeem Mandviwala, the

proprietor of Karachi’s Nishat

Cinema, could meet one
Bollywood big shot, it would be
Aditiya Chopra, the elusive son of
Yash. “Aditiya has to be credited
with Yash's transformation in
recent years,” he argues. “The way
Aditiya has manipu! ted his
father’s fame is amazing. Of course,
the best part is that his influence
remains hidden. Aditiya never
givﬁ an interview, refuses to be
p! okdgm phed, avoids attendin,
award shows and rarely shares
comments with film rags. But he is
everywhere. He is in control of
everything. He is the man.”

As Nadeem describes Aditiya
Chopra - the scriptwriter of, most
recently, Veer-Zara - one to
suspect that he is actually talking

a driving force within Karachi’s
cinema industry for the past 25
years, enabling the city’s theatres to
survive against all odds. Under the

banner of Mandviwala Entertainment, he has been importing and
distributing films within Pakistan since 1980. He has flirted with the
ratic mess that is desi showbiz by co-producing 1996's Very Good
niya, Very Bad Log. In July 2001, after a decade-long struggle, he
succeeded in eradicating the 100 per cent entertainment tax imposed on
cinema tickets and mb-e.\;m ntly raised prices so as to make the business

| feasible. Currently, he is waging an epic battle against: the Rainbow Centre
| pirates, adv ocating for the legal import of Indian movies and plotting how

o single-handedly revive the Punjabi film industry, all in an attempt to
give the history of Pakistani cinema a good, old-fashioned, happy ending.
As such, he is everywhere.

And there can be no doubt that Nadeem is, in a manner of speaking, the
man. His look — wadera chic with an urban twist — says it all: a well-starched
shalwar kameez accentuates his significant frame wi hile an expensive watch
glints off his left wrist. A sleek, black laptop and an i-Mate Jam — the new

hone to fawn over - are among the few items that litter his glass-top desk.
n many ways, Nadeem’s manner of speaking conforms with his style: he

| rambles on fuxuriously, tosses out rhetorical questions, overrides

interruptions by raising his voice, switches carelessly from English to Urdu,
flip-flops between formality and familiarity and punctuates his words with

I gu]fauf- Throughout conversation, whether he is discussing the tragic
| trajectory of Lollywood or relating an amusing anecdote about a celebrity, a
about himself. After all, he has been |

manner.

mischievous, schoolboy smile plays across his lips.

Movie buffs be warned, though: nothing about Nadeem conforms with
the glamorous notion one might have of a cinema owner. “My father came
into the movie business by accident” he explains in straightforward
“A property of ours in Lahore had been on lease for many years




business is the only order of
the day. His arguments are

Nadeem cannot begin to fathom why anyone would want to watch a Pakist
film: “People who go to watch Pakistani films in cinemas are either pagal

mad or stubborn” he claims. “Why would anyone in their right mind spend 45
minutes in a traffic jam, arrive at a filthy cinema, sit amongst a horrendous crowd

and pay 100 rupees to watch a substandard film?”

Mohammad Ali, Nadeem and
Waheed Murad became heroes was
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d with references to profits, ballpark figures, percentages — his
ﬂmm remains the bigger icturer,,"‘i‘ he cinema indusﬁ;a{);te'sm Pakistan
suffered because of 9/11," says Nadeem. When prompted by a quizzical
look to explain this claim, he speaks with the confidence of an armchair
conspiracy theorist. “When the entertainment tax was abolished in July
2001, the industry should have experienced a complete tumaround. But
while cinemas yeregearing up for their second coming, the government
began issuing licences for cable television. Under normal circumstances,
cable would aught on slowly, over at least two years, giving cinemas
time to draw back audiences. But in the wake of 9/11, everyone wanted a
cable connection and cinemas never stood a chance.”

Such macrocosm pragmatism is typical of Nadeem. In fact, when he talks
of reviving the film industry, he dismisses the importance of improving
scripts and production values. “You can't have a film industry without a
cinema culture. Unfortunately, cinema in Pakistan is finished. The only
way to make it work is by modernising and refurbishing.” With excitement
more befitting a child in a discount toy store, Nadeem goes on to describe

because, at that time, the Hindi film
industry had not cultivated any
superstars.” Similarly, Nadeem
suggests that the m‘d{ reason why
Javed Sheikh's blockbuster Yeh Dil
Aap Kin Hua saw some success was
because Pakistani audiences had
been temporarily deprived of any
sort of Indian programming, Yeh
Dil was successful for one reason
alone: owing to the Kargil conflict,
Indian television programmes and
films were banned, forcing
Pakistanis to watch the one private
cable channel that was heavily
promoting the filmTronically
enough, Nadeem cannot begin to

137







