
Jayani Pinnawala’s 
third novel ‘Samukka’ 
will be launched at 

the auditorium of the 
Mahaweli Centre, 

Colombo 7, at 
3.00 p.m. on 

August 3, 
2015.

The 
plot of 
‘Sam-
ukka’ 
revolves 

around a 

youth identified as Wick-
rema,  an introvert and 
deep thinker who admires 
solitude and silence. In her 
analytical social observa-
tions as a writer, Jayani has 
very often come across per-
sonalities who have share 
characteristics similar to 
that of Wickrema. 

In ‘Samukku’, she has 
depicted and built up Wick-
rema as a complex person-
ality who has an exclusive 
enclosed life confined to his 
own frame of thinking. All 
subsequent events situations 

and dialogues in the nar-
rative have been arranged 
and skilfully presented 
in conformity with the 
development of the main 
character. 

The book also explores 
the diverse human rela-
tionships between the 
various strata of the soci-
ety, especially among the 
youth who are facing more 
social conflicts and social 
and culture changes. 

BOOK  LAUNCH
MUSIC

DRAMA Au revoir Omar Sharif

An actor 
without 
borders

In a world where the most 
famous Arabs in the West tend 
to be infamous, Omar Sharif 
was like a breath of fresh air. 
For a young Egyptian growing 

up in London, he was a welcome 
and flamboyant distraction from the 
popular stereotypes of the Arab: oil 
sheikh, fanatic or terrorist.

Although he was more famous for 
playing bridge than for acting when 
I was growing up, the aura of his 
legendary silver screen persona from 
the 1960s still mesmerised people. 
Buoyed by his off-screen playboy 
lifestyle, easy charm, dashing good 
looks and disarming honesty, Sharif 
remained a household name, no 
matter how many mediocre films he 
made for a quick buck to pay off his 
gambling debts.

Sharif 's big international break 
was in the universally acclaimed epic 
‘Lawrence of Arabia’. Casting him as 
a traditional Arab tribal leader was a 
bizarre choice.

Omar Sharif grew up among the 
upper crust of cosmopolitan Alex-
andria and Cairo, where his modern 
upbringing was probably more ‘west-
ern’ than that of many Westerners.

Fictional and generic
He attended Victoria College, 

a British school, where he rose to 
become the head boy and a pre-
fect. The late Palestinian-American 
scholar and activist Edward Said 
also went to the same school, where 
he lived in terror of the older boy's 

"entrenched authoritarianism" and in 
admiration of his acting talent on the 
school stage.

Meanwhile, Sharif Ali, the char-
acter Omar Sharif portrayed, was a 
fictional and generic amalgamation 
of the Arab sheikhs TE Lawrence 
aided during the Arab revolt, who 
made what is widely regarded as the 
most spectacular cinematic entrance 
in history.

Despite the romantic and exotic 
orientalism of Lawrence of Arabia, 
Omar Sharif 's great strength was that 
he did not allow himself to get type-
cast as a celluloid Arab - whether the 
"noble" desert Bedouin or the more 
common Hollywood staple, the "reel 
bad" Arab villain.

In his 1960s heyday, Sharif played 
a Spanish priest, a Yugoslav patriot 
fighting the Nazis and even Genghis 
Khan, which was panned by one 
critic as being "no closer to history 
than Omar Sharif is to being a Mon-
golian".

Sharif has even played a German.
"Can you believe an Egyptian play-

ing a German? Hitler turns in his 
grave at this," Sharif once joked in an 
interview.

But the most famous non-Arab he 
portrayed has to be the dreamy and 
exceedingly romantic Russian Doctor 
Zhivago.

Polyglot cinematic icon
A polyglot who spoke five lan-

guages but didn't have a mother 
tongue, Omar Sharif was not just a 
cinematic icon. With his ability to 

glide between cultures, he was also 
a symbol of an easy-going multicul-
turalism. He was living, breathing, 
walking proof that there is nothing 
inherently irreconcilable between the 
Middle East and the West, that the 
cultural divergence within them is 
greater than that between them.

Sharif, the first Egyptian and Arab 
to conquer Hollywood, not only 
challenged western cliches, he also 
undermined stereotypes in Egypt 
and the Arab world, and stood as a 
symbol of a vanishing cosmopolitan 
era of greater mobility and tolerance.
Born Michel Chalhoub, he was not 
just the son of Egypt but also of the 
Levant. His Lebanon-born father 
was a well-to-do Greek Catholic 
merchant who settled in Alexandria, 
while his mother was of Syrian-Leba-
nese extraction. 

Upon embarking on his film 
career, Chalhoub changed his name 
to Omar Sharif, partly because his 
father was ashamed of his career 

choice and partly to give himself an 
easier name for Egyptian audiences 
to recall. 

He soon ostensibly adopted the 
religion to match his new name 
when he fell in love with Egyptian 
silver screen legend Faten Hamama 
on the set of his first film, the clas-
sic Sira' Fil Wadi (Struggle in the 
Valley),and converted to marry her.  
And like Lawrence of Arabia, Sharif 's 
first film in Egypt - the Arab Hol-
lywood - was a mega-hit, though his 
casting in it also diverged from his 
real-life circumstances.

In Struggle in the Valley, Sharif 
plays the son of a farmer caught in a 
passionate love affair symbolising the 
class struggle. In reality, Sharif grew 
up in a bourgeois household fre-
quented by King Farouk, who played 
cards with his mother.

Lover of the good life
But Omar Sharif never became 

involved in overtly political art nor 
activism. Perhaps as a function of 
his complex and varied background, 
upbringing and career, he never 
sought to be a symbol for or repre-
sentative of anyone.

He was a lover of the good life 
who was prone to overindulgence, 
especially when it came to his many 
affairs and to gambling.

 The side effect of this was that he 
lost many of the dearest things in his 
life, including his marriage to Hama-
ma, and led a rootless existence for 
long years living out of hotel rooms 
around the world.

"I've been forced to live like a 
Bedouin," he once said.

Sharif ... stood as a symbol of a 
vanishing cosmopolitan era of greater 
mobility and tolerance.

 Sharif was also unapologetic about 
his multiple cultural influences and 
lifestyle choices, and never tried to 
fit into a particular cultural template. 
He didn't seek assimilation in the 

West nor did he strive for a return 
to Arab authenticity when he came 
back to Egypt. "I am very western in 
culture and very eastern in tempera-
ment," he once described.

This uncompromising individual-
ism sometimes landed him in hot 
water, such as when he became 
romantically involved with Jewish-
American superstar Barbra Streisand, 
known for her staunch support of 
Israel.

Allegations of treachery
Sharif 's response to allegations of 

treachery levelled against him in the 
Arab press was disarmingly simple 
and straightforward: "Neither in my 
professional nor in my private life do 
I ask a girl her nationality or her reli-
gion before I kiss her."

Cinematically, Sharif 's silver years 
were better than the dry middle dec-
ades of his career, though, in his self-
effacing honesty, he did not believe 
that age brought with it wisdom.

He produced a number of Western 
and Arab films of worth, including 
The 13th Warrior, Monsieur Ibrahim 
et les fleurs du Coran, al-Aragouz 

(The Puppet Show), and al-Muwatin 
Masri (The Citizen is Egyptian).

It is a shame that he will no longer 
produce films of such calibre. But 
given his hit-and-miss career and his 
uneven acting abilities, it will not be 
Omar Sharif the artiste that the world 
will miss the most. 

It is Omar Sharif, the person.In 
these times of growing polarisation, 
hardening cultural identities, the 
mindless quest for ‘authenticity’ and 
fake civilisational clashes, we desper-
ately need an Omar Sharif to glide 
effortlessly and elegantly through the 
allegedly impassable cultural barriers 
which supposedly separate us. 

Food for thought of 
the times we live in
A review of  Maranaya Nomile

Debutante stage drama 
director, Susanga 
Kahandawalaarachchi, 
presented ‘Maranaya 
Nomile’ (Death Freely 

Available) to mark his directorial 
arrival to the realm of Sri Lankan 
theatre on July 18. Taking into con-
sideration the reaction to what was 
offered on the boards of the Punchi 
Theatre on that night, I would say 
Kahandawalaarachchi made a suc-
cessful entry as a theatre director. 

The play he chose to offer the-
atregoers spoke of his mettle as an 
artiste with a vision for meaningful, 
introspective, thought provoking 
stage drama. 

Maranaya Nomile is a Sin-
hala translation of a Marathi play 
by Indian playwright Mahesh 
Elkunchwar. The play’s title in Eng-
lish is ‘Reflection’ while its original 
Marathi title is ‘Pratibimba’ as I 
came to know after checking on 
the internet. And anyone who has 
a reasonable knowledge of Sinhala 
and watches the play will of course 
find the Marathi title self-explan-
atory, just as much as the English 
title is, when seeing what the story 
is about. In this regard I wonder 
why the translator, Sathyapala 
Galketiya, didn’t name the Sinhala 
script ‘Prathibimbaya’ or ‘Chayawa’, 
and instead chose the given titlem 
which admittedly gives a broader 
scope of conjecture to guess what 
the play is about, although the orig-
inal title relates to the element that 
is at the very core of the issue.

 Be that as it may, ‘Maranaya 
Nomile’ is, I believe, a faithful 
translation and does not seek to 
present an ‘adaptive vein’ to offer 
a Sri Lankan context. One of the 
principal reasons I say this is 
because the character ‘Broomstick’ 
greets the other characters with 
‘Namaskar’ (the traditional Marathi 
salutation like ‘Namaste’ in Hindi 
or our ‘Ayubowan’) and Marathi 
literature is spoken of in the play 
clearly positing it as a story that 
happens (presumably), in a major 
city in Maharashtra, and very likely 
Mumbai, which incidentally is a 
city believed to have a populace 
equal to what we have in our coun-
try!  

Mr Guddaya
The story revolves around a 

man who discovers one morning 
that he no longer has a reflection 
in the mirror. He, the protagonist, 
nicknamed –‘Mr. Guddaya’ lives in 
a rented room in an apartment in 
the fifth floor of a building in a big 
congested city. The bedroom is the 
sole setting for the entire play and 
the characters that enter the room 
of this somewhat slovenly desk job 
worker are –the landlady, an old 
leftwing unionist named ‘Kodi’, and 
the young lady who calls herself 
Broomstick.  

At the very heart of this play is 
a hard hitting existential inquiry 
about what our existence as indi-
viduals is worth? There is an 
ontological investigation that runs 
through the veins of this play as to 
what constitutes and verifies ‘exist-
ence’.  Maranaya Nomile is a deeply 
philosophical play that is not meant 

for the theatregoer whose sole pur-
pose of going to a ‘theatre show’ is 
to immerse in laughter and unwind 
with comedy. Also the narrative 
technique devised to explore and 
depict the interiorities of the char-
acters may prove absurd to those 
whose approach to understanding 
theatre is strictly along the avenue 
of Chekhovian realism.  

Expressing and establishing 
our ‘individuality’ in the face of 
endless multitudes of people who 
struggle to affirm their existence 
through proving their worth to 
others is becoming an ever increas-
ing competition. And our visual 
appearance thus is paramount to 
assert our existence. So what is your 
worth if you don’t have a reflec-
tion? Will it elevate you to endless 
fame or degrade you to complete 
worthlessness? These are two sides 
to the possible outcomes that are 
presented through the protagonist 
and his landlady. A notable feature 
or stylistic of the play is a heavy 
reliance on dialogue to deliver the 
philosophical premise and how the 
issue is to be addressed and given 
inquiry to arrive at revelations. I 
couldn’t help but feel there was in 
that sense a Jean-Paul Sartre like-
ness as one would find perhaps in 
one of his novels like The Age of 
Reason. 

Reflection
“What does your reflection 

show– your mind, your heart, your 
soul?” asks the landlady from her 
distraught tenant.  In this ques-
tion lies one of the key assessment 
points of what our reflection could 
mean. But what if the reflection’s 
sole function is to visually affirm 
our existence to our own con-
sciousness? In this digital era where 
an obsessive ‘selfie mega mania’ 
has gripped the youth, perhaps this 
play hints of what a catastrophe 
would befall an entire generation if 
humans had no reflection. I don’t 
know if  Elkunchwar intended it 
so, but this play being staged at this 
point in time is perhaps a means to 
offer a facet of critical review of this 
era of ultra ‘ego tripping’ on social 
media that seems to give ‘meaning’ 
to most youth. 

The play brings out the question 
of what gives credence to our con-
ceptions and perceptions about our 
‘existence’ as an ‘indisputable fact’. 
If you can’t see yourself in a mirror 
how do you know you exist? Apart 
from sight, the sensory faculty of 
the ‘touch’ –the ‘bodily medium’ 
is then cited by the landlady who 
being a widow does yearn for some 
physical connectivity with a male 
body. 

This play, I believe, ‘reflects’ 
what I have come to understand as 
something of an Indian issue when 
it comes to individual identity in 
the face of an ever increasing popu-
lation and intense competition. 
In India only gods, leaders, and 
celebrities have faces. Everyone else 
is susceptible to facelessness. The 
sheer volume of people that flow 
through a major city like Chen-
nai can be highly overwhelming. 
It may propel the more perceptive 
and sensitively observant thinker 
to wonder if an individual’s ‘face’ 
is even worth anything unless 
‘elevated’ above the masses. None 

of the characters in this play can 
claim to have a status that mat-
ters in society. Therefore perhaps 
whether they have a reflection or 
not may even not matter, since to 
begin with, their faces don’t really 
mean anything either, in the larger 
context of society. 

Darkness
Another drilling question that is 

brought in the play is how much 
can we really know of what lies 
within a person? In this regard the 
play presents an initiative approach 
to unravel interiorities of charac-
ters and also to create interplay of 
interiorities. Going out the door 
and entering through the window, 
characters enter and exit minds of 
other characters. There is darkness, 
silence, and many an undesirable 
feeling that benumbs them in this 
most private of domains where 
nothing can be hidden. 

What is interesting to note is the 
ease with which this switching of 
domains from the ‘physical’ to the 
‘psychological’ happens as though it 
was just another mundane matter. 
The space of the bedroom is thus 
broken in its dimensions of real and 
unreal as though it was the most 
natural thing to happen. 

The play was not heavily built on 
a schema of symbolism but more 
on how to understand the depiction 
of switching planes of existence 
–physical to physiological, as narra-
tive modality. It was in certain ways 
an approach to playing with ‘stage-
craft’ to deliver an expose of interi-
orities that reside in the characters 
without objectifying the characters 
but making them active partici-
pants in the process of unravelling 
their own inner selves. It is this 
that may make this play somewhat 
inaccessible in respect of its narra-
tive technique to any viewers who 
are accustomed to digesting drama 
in the traditional realistic mode of 
storytelling. 

I would say generally the props, 
stage set, and costumes were 
satisfactorily presented to mark 
‘Maranaya Nomile’ as a success-
ful production. And the perfor-
mance by the four players, Susanga 
Kahandawalaarachchi, Wasantha 
Vitachchi, Oshadhi Gunasekera, 
and Kumudu Kumarasinghe is 
commendable. The question how-
ever remains as to whether most 
Sinhala theatregoers here whose 
first choice is mostly comedic 
entertainment will find this play 
addressing their needs of ‘entertain-
ment’?

 I sadly feel that seekers of popu-
lar theatre are unlikely to find this 
play to their ‘tastes’. What is sad-
dening in that light is that this play 
builds a theatricalised discourse 
that offers much food for thought 
of the times we live in; it raises 
issues that we would be better for 
contemplating on. Perhaps what the 
title itself of this Sinhala translation 
of the Marathi play ‘Pratibimba’ is 
suggesting, is that individuality is 
eroding and our individual ‘deaths’, 
which will not matter to anyone, 
are now freely available. It’s now a 
matter of deciding whether to con-
tinue along the meaningless exis-
tential track or as the protagonist 
does, step off the ledge, and bring it 
all to an end.  

glide between cultures, he was also 
a symbol of an easy-going multicul-
turalism. He was living, breathing, 
walking proof that there is nothing 
inherently irreconcilable between the 
Middle East and the West, that the 
cultural divergence within them is 
greater than that between them.

Sharif, the first Egyptian and Arab 

Entertainment
Diary

 Sunday, Aug 2 
The Beginning – Musaeus College Auditorium – 7 p.m. 
Manoj Peiris-Curry Leaf, Hilton – 7 p.m.
Aubrey Weiman – Kingsbury – 7 p.m.
Oriental Trio – Terrace, Mt. Lavinia – 7 p.m.
DJ Arcadia - Sky, Kingsbury – 7 p.m.
Thusitha Dananjaya – Galadari Hotel – 7 p.m.
Barefoot Band – Barefoot – 11 a.m.
Beverly Rodrigo – Cinnamon Grand – 7 p.m.
Paul Perera – Calfornia  Gril – 7 p.m.
Norma’n Jazz – Mount Lavinia Hotel – 11 a.m.
Wave – Kingsbury – Poolside – 7 p.m.
Savindswa Wijesekera – Cinnamon Lakeside – 7 p.m.

Monday, Aug 3 
Savindswa Wijesekera – Cinnamon Lakeside – 7 p.m.
DJ Shane – Library, Cinnamon Lakeside – 8 p.m.
Stella Karaoke – Il Ponte – 8 p.m.
Ananda Dabare Trio – Cinnamon Grand – 7 p.m.
Manoj Peiris – Curry Leaf, Colombo Hilton 6 pm.
Shamal - Califonia Gril – 7.pm
Thusitha  Dananjaya – Galadari Hotel – 7 p.m.

Tuesday, Aug 4 
Stella Karaoke – Il Ponte – 8 p.m.
Trio – Cinnamon Grand – 7 p.m.
Manoj Peiris – Curry Leaf, Colombo Hilton 6.30 pm.
Arosha Katz – Cinnamon Lakeside – 7 p.m.
Cold Sweat – Kingsbury – 7 p.m.
Paul Perera – Galadari Hotel – 7 p.m.
Shamal - Califonia Gril – 7.pm
DJ Shane – Library – Cinnamon Lakeside – 8 p.m.
Flame – Curve – 7 p.m.

Wednesday, Aug 5 
Jazz Trio – Kingsbury – 7 p.m.
Thusitha  Dananjaya – Galadari Hotel – 7 p.m.
Shamal -Califonia Gril – 7.pm
Beverley Rodrigo – Cinnamon Grand – 5.00 p.m.
DJ Kapila – Library – Cinnamon Lakeside – 8 p.m.
Kool – Curve – 7 p.m. 
Arosha Katz – Cinnamon Lakeside – 7 p.m.
Manoj Peiris – Curry Leaf, Colombo Hilton 6 pm.
DJ Effex – Magarita Blue – 8 p.m. 
Replay – Colombo Courtyard – 8 p.m.

Thursday, Aug 6
Funk Junction – Curve – 7 p.m.
Kismet – Galadari Hotel -  7 p.m.  
Heat – Margarita Blue – 8.30 p.m. 
Paul Perera - Califonia Gril – 7.pm
Savindswa Wijesekera – Cinnamon Lakeside – 7 p.m.
Ananda Dabare Trio – Cinnamon Grand – 7 p.m.
Manoj Peiris – Curry Leaf, Colombo Hilton 6.30 pm.
Rock Steady – Qbaa – 8 p.m.

Friday, Aug 7 
Jasteca Night – Galadari – 9 a.m. 
Magic Box Mix up – Waters Edge – 8 p.m.
Cold Sweat – Kingsbury – 7 p.m.
DJ Shane – Library – Cinnamon Lakeside – 9 p.m.
RCC – 7 Degrees North – 7 p.m.
Arosha Katz – Cinnamon Lakeside – 7 p.m.
D Zone – Curve – 7 p.m.
Rebels – Mount Lavinia Hotel – 7 p.m.
Anno Domini / Beverley Rodrigo – Cinnamon Grand 
– 7 p.m. 
Crossroads/Effex Djs – Margarita Blue – 8.30 p.m.  
Kismet – Galadari Hotel – 7 p.m.
Herschel Rodrigo Trio-California Grill – 7 p.m.
Manoj Peris – Curry leaf – Colombo Hilton 7 p.m.

Saturday Aug 8
The Irish Curse – Lionel Wendt – 7.30 p.m. 
Thusitha Dananjaya – California Grill – 7 p.m.
G 9 / Heat – Cinnamon Grand 7 p.m.
DJ Shane - Library – Cinnamon Lakeside – 8 p.m.
Norma’n Jazz – Mount Lavinia Hotel – 7 p.m. 
Magic Box – Qbaa – 8 p.m.
Mintaka – Curve Bar – 9 p.m.
Wave – Kingsbury Poolside – 7 p.m.
Maxwell Fernando – Cinnamon Lakeside – 7 p.m. 
RCC – 7 Degrees North – 7 p.m.
DJ Naushad – Waters Edge – 8 p.m.
Burn/Effex DJ – Margarita Blue – 8.30 p.m.
Manoj Peiris – Curry Leaf, Colombo Hilton 7 p.m.
Heart ‘N’ soul – Galadari Hotel – 7 p.m.

E-mail your events to vdt@sundayobserver.lk

Do you want to re-live the thrill of experiencing 
Darth Vader stalking down the halls of the Death 
Star while the Imperial March rings in your ears 

or the excitement of imagining Superman launch into the 
void fist extended? On the other hand you cannot forget 
Eliza Doolittle’s struggle with vowels in My Fair Lady, or 
feel the hair rise on the back of your neck when you hear 
a prayer for deliverance from Prince of Egypt. What about 
the heart-rending, theme from Schindler’s List?  Does it still 
make you cry?  

If you said yes to any or all of the above, you would prob-
ably not want to miss the concert by the Symphony Orches-
tra of Sri Lanka (SOSL) of popular music from the movies 
at the Bishop’s College Auditorium on August 8 and 9. 

The orchestra will be joined by the Methodist College 
choir in medleys from popular classics like Les Miserables, 
Grease, Broadway hits of Rogers and Hammerstein and 
Andrew Lloyd Webber. 

Soprano singer Dmitri Gunatilake will join the orchestra 
to sing excerpts from Andrew Lloyd Webber’s Evita and Les 
Mis.  The Symphony Orchestra of Sri Lanka will be directed 
by the cellist-conductor Dushyanthi Perera. Dushyanthi Perera

Sharif not only challenged western cliches, he also undermined stereotypes in 
Egypt and the Arab world  - AP

In one of his iconic roles, Sharif played Yuri Zhivago, a medic and a poet, who is torn between family life and his 
passion for Lara (Julie Christie) in ‘Dr. Zhivago’ (1965) - Bio

Khaled Diab is an award-
winning Egyptian-Belgian jour-
nalist, writer and blogger. He is 
the author of Intimate Enemies: 
Living with Israelis and Pales-
tinians in the Holy Land. He 
blogs at www.chronikler.com  
and this article was originally 
published by Al Jazeera

by Dilshan Boange 

by Khaled Diab

EVENTS

Omar Sharif as Sherif Ali in the Oscar-winning biopic ‘Lawrence of Arabia’ 
(1962). He earned an Oscar nomination for Best Supporting Actor for the the 
role – Bio
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