PROFILE

abbi Shergill does not look like
a rock star. On a Saturday
moming after a concert in
Mumbai, he Iou.ngv- in his Juhu hotel
TOOM in green cargo pants and a
stretched-out-of-shape, long-sleeved
red T-shirt. He carries his cellphone
and wallet in a black fanny pack
clumsily slung over a perceptible
paunch. The shoelaces of his bright-
white sneakers have been neatly tied
to fall in symmetrical loops. And
while the scent of soap ll.n;f';:l: in the
g that Rabbi has just
of the shcmer, his turban

“postmodemism”
— and that too
before breakfast.
Indeed, 2
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tracition. A tew days atter the birth
uf}dsmhewm:}ggkehgurdwam
and flipped open ikh scripture
Guru Granth Sahib. Since the first
letter he saw was ‘g’, Rabbi was
officially named Gurpreet Singh
Shergill. “T have grown up
answering to all ﬁzse names,”
explains Rabbi. “When the time
came to choose a stage name, T did it
through a simple process of
elimination, reet wasn't catchy
and was much-too-
easily twisted into ‘bore’.”

Such ism does not suit the
otherwise spiritual Rabbi, who spent
many introspective years

il Pﬂihlyricisnmf Punjabi
poetry. “After I graduated from high
school, my four sisters were married
in quick succession,” remembers
Rabbi. “Suddenly, I was all alone.
This proved tobeextre:nelﬁ.gril’ﬁcult
as [ had always relied on o

le to meh Since I

nd loneliness to be such a

horrible weakness, I devoted all my
energy to becoming self-contained. I
wanted to find a peace and stillness
within.” After dabbling in several
schools of western Rabbi
continued his search for inner peace
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Rabbi also betrays a rebellious streak consummate with the image of a
westem rocker. His early days in the music industry were spent knocking
back stiff drinks, a phase the singer recalls with a pride typical of freshmen
at college. He also talks of rock and roll as a force of liberation. “I'm glad
that I'm an Indian because we have more freedom of speech here

than our counterparts in Pakistan,” argues Rabbi. “1 can say whatever |
want to whoever. If I love someone, I don't have to put it tactfully. If I

i rime minister is a thief, I can scream it out loud.”

Hence, Bullah Shah. “Thad to find a way to reconcile my spiritual leanings
with my love for music — it was essential that I put the two together. To
sing the Punjabi of old scriptures such as Gurbani requires too much
discipline. That's not my m% Essentially, [ play rock guitars and I like
tweaking them live. I love rock instruments and didn't want to give them
up,” explains Rabbi. “Luckily, I stumbled across Bullah Shah, whose poetry
i easier to sing and also coindides with what I feel.”

Apparently, people across the subcontinent were feeling the same thing
when Rabbi’s self-titled album hit the shelves last year. If the Indian press is
to be believed, Rabbi counts Amitabh Bachchan and Sir V.5. Naipaul among
his fans. But given the personal reasons that spurred the recording of “Bulla
Ki jana”, Rabbi is genuinely surprised by the success of the single, to the
extent that he is hesitant to talk about ii: “I hate reviewing my own work
because [ don't know why it became lar. But if T were to don the hat of
asocial anthropologist, I would say that the song resonated with people
because organised religion is on the wane, Fewer people are going to
mosques, temples and gurdwaras, But maybe deep down we all have a hole







