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"The story you are about to read is the story of a light-bringer....Salman Ahmad inspires me to
reach always for the greatest heights and never to fear....Know that his story is a part of our
history."-- Melissa Etheridge, from the IntroductionWith 30 million record sales under his belt,
and with fans including Bono and Al Gore, Pakistanborn Salman Ahmad is renowned for being
the first rock & roll star to destroy the wall that divides the West and the Muslim world. Rock &
Roll Jihad is the story of his incredible journey.Facing down angry mullahs and oppressive
dictators who wanted all music to be banned from the Islamic Republic of Pakistan, Salman
Ahmad rocketed to the top of the music charts, bringing Westernstyle rock and pop to Pakistani
teenagers for the first time. His band Junoon became the U2 of Asia, a sufi - rock group that
broke boundaries and sold a record number of albums. But Salman's story began in New York,
where he spent his teen years learning to play guitar, listening to Led Zeppelin, hanging out at
rock clubs and Beatles Fests, making American friends, and dreaming of rock-star fame. That
dream seemed destined to die when his family returned to Pakistan and Salman was forced to
follow the strictures of a newly religious -- and stratified -- society. He finished medical school,
met his soul mate, and watched his beloved funkytown of Lahore transform with the rest of
Pakistan under the rule of Zia into a fundamentalist dictatorship: morality police arrested couples
holding hands in public, Little House on the Prairie and Live Aid were banned from television
broadcasts, and Kalashnikovs and rocket launchers proliferated on college campuses via the
Afghani resistance to Soviet occupation in the north.Undeterred, the teenage Salman created
his own underground jihad: his mission was to bring his beloved rock music to an enthusiastic
new audience in South Asia and beyond. He started a traveling guitar club that met in private
Lahore spaces, mixing Urdu love poems with Casio synthesizers, tablas with Fender
Stratocasters, and ragas with power chords, eventually joining his first pop band, Vital Signs.
Later, he founded Junoon, South Asia's biggest rock band, which was followed to every corner
of the world by a loyal legion of fans called Junoonis. As his music climbed the charts, Salman
found himself the target of religious fanatics and power-mad politicians desperate to take him
and his band down. But in the center of a new generation of young Pakistanis who go to
mosques as well as McDonald's, whose religion gives them compassion for and not fear of the
West, and who see modern music as a "rainbow bridge" that links their lives to the rest of the
world, nothing could stop Salman's star from rising.Today, Salman continues to play music and
is also a UNAIDS Goodwill Ambassador, traveling the world as a spokesperson and using the
lessons he learned as a musical pioneer to help heal the wounds between East and West --
lessons he shares in this illuminating memoir.

From Publishers WeeklyThe rise of Pakistan's most popular rock musician—unfamiliar to most



Americans—is the subject of this well-meaning autobiography. Ahmad, the leader of the band
Junoon, recounts his wealthy upbringing at an elite British school in Lahore and then as a
Beatles obsessed teenager in New York. He describes his return to Pakistan in the midst of
General Zia's military dictatorship, which introduced fundamentalist Muslim codes of conduct
into public life. Ahmad is at his best describing the mishmash of 1960s American rock, '80s pop
songs and Bollywood music that made up the repertoires of Pakistan's youth musicians in that
same decade. Ahmad joins a band called the Vital Signs, which sweeps the country with its
patriotic rock song Dil Dil Pakistan, even getting to meet Benazir Bhutto after her election. He
leaves the group at the height of its fame to pursue artistic freedom and becomes even more
popular with Junoon and its hit song Jazba-e-Junoon, which was the official song of the cricket
World Cup. In what is well-intentioned but ultimately clichéd and egocentric memoir, Ahmad
describes his more recent years as a self-appointed musical ambassador for peace, standing up
for Muslims on Bill Maher's TV show and playing a concert at the U.N. General Assembly Hall,
while still finding time to show Mick Jagger the Pakistani nightlife. (Jan.)Copyright © Reed
Business Information, a division of Reed Elsevier Inc. All rights reserved.From BooklistAhmad
offers a fascinating glimpse into the complicated existence of a Pakistani whose unconventional
life bridges the Muslim world and the West. As a teenager living in a New York City suburb, he
fell in love with rock, dreamed of playing guitar in a band, and though his parents looked down
upon what they thought was a ridiculous fantasy, determined to wage “a rock and roll jihad.” He
formed bands in both America and Pakistan, eventually transforming himself into a Pakistani
national icon. He played the first-ever rock concert in war-torn Kashmir and, in December 2007,
became the first Pakistani musician to perform at a Nobel Peace Prize ceremony. He fills his
story with colorful, often funny anecdotes of such incidentals as squiring Mick Jagger around
Lahore (Jagger was in town attending World Cup play) and witnessing the 50-something rocker
gyrate with a local dancing girl. Other anecdotes, especially after 9/11, are more somber. A
hopeful, sensitive memoir in which music functions as a healing bond between peoples and
cultures. --June SawyersReview"Rock & Roll Jihad is the fascinating story of the evolution of a
new kind of planetary citizen. Salman Ahmad's band, Junoon, can boast of being the most
popular rock group in South Asia -- but its larger signifi cance is that music, poetry, politics, and
humanitarianism have been the core elements of Salman's personal quest.... I hope in reading
this book that you are inspired to take your own journey of mystery, wonder, enchantment, and
most important of all, healing. The greatest gift an artist can possess is the ability to raise the
consciousness of his audience. Salman Ahmad has dedicated himself to transformation, and in
that I join hands with him in gratitude and hope." -- Deepak Chopra"In these troubled times of
cultural misunderstanding, there are peace talks -- and also peace rock. Salman Ahmad's
memoir, Rock & Roll Jihad, describes his own jihad, his struggle with the multiple crises in the
world, and his own youthful idealism. Rather than throw up his hands at what look to be
irreparable divides, Ahmad turns to the nature of kinship within families and world communities.
He moves from idealism to changemaker as a medical doctor, a UN ambassador for both AIDS



and peace between Pakistan and India, and the founder and singer in South Asia's biggest rock
band, Junoon. As Ahmad shows, rock & rock diplomacy can create instant kinship. It may be
one of the best ways for the youth of the world -- the future -- to set aside the old history of fear
and mistrust and just get down and rock out together." -- Amy Tan, author of The Joy Luck
Club"Rock & Roll Jihad is not just the story of a young man's incredible journey to becoming a
rock star. It is also the story of how that young man also became a hero, risking it all to stand up
against intolerance and hatred. Read this book and be inspired!" -- P. W. Singer, Director of the
21st Century Defense Initiative at Brookings, and author of Wired for War"Rock & Roll Jihad is a
gorgeously written and endlessly entertaining book that reminds one of both the incredible
power of music to encourage positive social change and how deep the cultural connections
between the U.S. and Muslim world have long been. Rock & Roll Jihad will forever change the
way you think about the Muslim world, the war on terror, and rock & roll to boot. An absolutely
essential read for anyone concerned about the future relationship between the United States
and the Muslim world. Salman Ahmad's beautiful writing style is the perfect complement to his
electrifying guitar playing; if his seminal band Junoon is known as the 'U2 of Asia,' this book will
launch him as the Bono of commentators on the common future of our hopelessly entangled
civilizations." -- Mark LeVine, author of Heavy Metal Islam"...Has found a way to bridge bitter
divides...There is something unusually compelling about his combination of total coolness,
gentle innocence and self-deprecating humor." — Sally Quinn, The Washington Post"A
revolutionist of our own time...[who] perseveres and never stops believing that music and the
arts can help heal his country's violent and short history...What I love about Rock & Roll Jihad is
not only the story of Ahmad's success against all odds, but how his journey is intertwined with
Pakistan's and the effect they have on each other." —Northwest Asian WeeklyAbout the
AuthorSalman Ahmad is a Pakistani rock star whose band Junoon has sold over 25 million
albums. A medical doctor by training, Salman currently travels the globe as a United Nations
Goodwill Ambassador, spreading a message of harmony and reconciliation between the West
and the Muslim world. He was a featured performer at the 2007 Nobel Peace Prize ceremony,
alongside musical superstars such as Alicia Keys, Melissa Etheridge and Annie Lennox. He
currently teaches a course on Muslim music and poetry at the City University of New York’s
Queens College campus. Salman spends his free time moving between Pakistan and Rockland
County, New York, with his wife Samina and their three sons.Excerpt. © Reprinted by
permission. All rights reserved.ONEThe Taliban and the GuitarOn a cool, clear November
morning in 1982, I woke up in my bedroom in Lahore, filled with anticipation. A little more than a
year earlier, my parents, siblings, and I had returned to Pakistan after six years in America. That
evening, I would finally break out my long-unused sunburst Les Paul and play before a live
audience of my medical school classmates at our college talent show. My plan was to channel
the eighties guitar hero Eddie Van Halen and perform “Eruption”—and to blow everybody away
as only that classic one-minute, 42-second guitar solo could. Consumed by a musical passion, I
threw on my white doctor’s overalls and grabbed my anatomy and physiology books and headed



for the door. I was eighteen years old.The sweet smell of jasmine greeted me as I stepped
outside and climbed into my beat-up, rusting yellow Mazda, the consolation prize given to me by
my father for having taken me away from the life I loved in Tappan, New York. My parents and
siblings had settled in the southern port city of Karachi while I had moved in with my mother’s
parents at 54 Lawrence Road for my studies. That hopeful morning, I drove down Mall Road, the
main city thoroughfare, and into the cyclone that is Lahori traffic: an anarchic scrum of blue
rickshaws, horse-drawn tongas, bicyclists wearing shalwar kameez (long shirt over baggy
trousers), and Japanese motorbikes and cars all flouting the cops and running red lights.
Navigating the chaotic roads, I motored past the palatial Punjab governor’s mansion and
Jinnah’s Garden, the beautiful park known as Lawrence Gardens during the colonial Raj. I gazed
for a second at the gymkhana where I often played cricket. Its picturesque ground was encased
in pine and eucalyptus trees and its pavilions were lined with red tiles. My eyes were still re-
adjusting to the sights of Pakistan, and all of this looked like a scene right out of a dream.My
parents had enrolled me in Lahore’s King Edward Medical College in the hope that I would give
up my teenage fantasies of being a rock musician and adopt a respectable profession. They had
been patient and even supportive when I joined Eclipse, our high school garage band in Tappan,
founded by my Tappan Zee High School buddies Brian O’Connell and Paul Siegel. And they’d
been sincerely happy when we won our high school’s battle of the bands in 1980. But as I sat in
the lecture hall that day, my old life in America was a world away and I was just another young
Pakistani studying anatomy—albeit one who was constantly humming the chorus of “Helter
Skelter” and “Revolution.”About two years earlier, my father’s brother-in-law, Ismat Anwar, had
visited us at our home in Tappan. At the behest of my parents, Dr. Anwar, a leading Pakistani
surgeon, had a man-to-man talk with me about my career plans. I sat across from the serious-
looking Uncle Anwar in my small room, focusing my bored gaze past him on the poster of Jimi
Hendrix on my wall. With a shrug of my shoulders, I told my uncle that I didn’t know about the
future. But I knew that I wanted to rock.“Rock? What does that mean, beta (son)?” Dr. Anwar
asked in his Punjabi-inflected English.I tried to explain in my New York accent. “Uncle, I just want
to play guitar and be in a band for the rest of my life. That’s my dream. Just like these guys,” I
said, pointing to the life-size posters of Led Zeppelin, the Beatles, the Rolling Stones, Hendrix,
and Van Halen covering the walls of my room in our house on Lester Drive. My uncle took a look
around at all the color posters in amazement, as Lennon and McCartney, Hendrix, Plant, Page,
and Jagger seemed to strike poses of silent support.Uncle Anwar pointed incredulously to the
long-haired musicians playing guitars and exclaimed, “Salman mian [young man], you want to
become a mirasi [low-class musician]? Your parents have high expectations of you and you want
to waste the rest of your life playing this tuntunna [gizmo]?” He shook his open palms in the
direction of my sunburst Les Paul, which rested proudly against the back of my guitar amplifier in
the corner of my room.Before I could answer I was saved by a car honking outside. It was Brian,
come to take me to band practice. I ran out of the room carrying my amplifier in one hand and my
guitar in the other. Freed from the interrogation, I yelled back, “I have to go, Uncle, our band



Eclipse is rehearsing for the Tappan Zee High School battle of the bands!”I escaped, but Uncle
Anwar’s words had unsettled me. It was only a matter of months until the other shoe dropped
and my parents told me we were all going back to Pakistan. I was already reeling from two of my
heroes’ deaths, and now I had to face a forced march back to the motherland. That winter, I’d
been devastated by the tragic killing of John Lennon, and had mourned the loss of drummer
John Bonham of Led Zeppelin not long before. Both Zeppelin and the Beatles had been like
close friends and teachers to me over the past six years. I had jammed with them with the head
phones on, dissecting their guitar riffs. I had tried to mimic their impossibly cool fashions and
belted out their tunes in front of my mirror at high decibels. I’d sung along with Robert Plant to
Zeppelin’s “Stairway to Heaven” or “Kashmir,” and crooned “Day Tripper” or “A Hard Day’s Night”
by the Beatles. As a Pakistani kid who’d struggled with integrating into American life, rock and
roll fed my soul and steered me toward a personal centeredness. Looking at myself in the mirror,
I didn’t see a Pakistani, an American, or a Muslim, or anyone who fit into a single label or
category. I just imagined myself standing onstage, playing my guitar and making people happy.
And that was all I wanted.But in the summer of 1981, the clock was ticking. I dodged reality by
spending more and more time jamming with my friends in Eclipse. As the August day of
departure got closer, I felt more like a visitor to the U.S. from a parallel universe. I was leaving.
But I didn’t really know where I was going.The America I knew was rock concerts at the Nassau
Coliseum, Yankees games, and a close-knit group of teenage friends that made up a living
mosaic of my adopted country. There was my Irish-American buddy Brian, my Jewish friends
Paul Siegel and Michael Langer, and Frank Bianco, the New York Italian kid I perfected my ping-
pong game with. And then there was me, a brown-skinned, Pakistani-American Muslim named
not Brian or John or Shawn, but Salman. We were one big circle of light brought together by
music, sports, and shared experiences. None of us cared about the made-up divides of color,
culture, or religion. A month before I was to return to Pakistan, five of us had sped down the
Palisades Parkway in Cindy Shaw’s father’s red and white Oldsmobile, singing at the top of our
lungs along with David Lee Roth to “Ain’t Talkin’ ’Bout Love.” In that car, with those friends on my
way to my final Van Halen concert, I shot footage for a mental movie of what I thought were the
last days of my American life.There was so much to leave behind. All around me, in 1981 in New
York, kids had dyed their hair red or purple and identified themselves as punks after the
movement spearheaded by Britain’s notorious Johnny Rotten and the Sex Pistols. That year
everyone wore dark sunglasses indoors. The musical-film Fame dazzled audiences. Rocky
Horror Picture Show fans were doing the time warp. American hostages were finally brought
home after 444 days of captivity in Iran, Pakistan’s western neighbor. That spring, President
Reagan had been shot in an assassination attempt in Washington. Bruce Springsteen sang
about a hungry heart. Girls wore boots in the sun and high, open-toe Candies in the rain.And
then one day in August I was gone, sitting sullenly in the seat of a PIA 747 and jetting with
sickening speed away from the New York skyline. I could see the cars zig-zagging on the
highways, the tall buildings of Manhattan trying to kiss the sky, and the golden glint of the flame



in the hand of the Statue of Liberty. Soon we left New York far behind and climbed higher over
the Atlantic Ocean. I was full of resentment, frustration, and anger. But as I fell into dreamland,
my journey—from East to West and back again—was really just getting started.I couldn’t pay
attention in anatomy class that November day. I kept sneaking desperate glances at the clock to
see when the session would end. Meanwhile, I threw knowing looks at my co-conspirator of the
day—Munir, known to everyone as “Clint” due to his obsession with Dirty Harry. Munir was a
quiet, bohemian guy whom I had quickly befriended when I learned that like me, he listened to
bootleg tapes of Hendrix, the Beatles, and Zeppelin. He also happened to own the only set of
drums I could find anywhere in Lahore—making Munir my only candidate for musical backup
that night. “Clint” rolled his eyes as the assistant professor droned on about the heart’s inferior
and superior vena cavas, sinoatrial valves, and bundle of His. We weren’t slackers, but that day
we were ready to get as far away from campus as we could.In fact, we couldn’t get very far. In
the Pakistan of the day, there wasn’t much to do but study. In 1982, democracy was dead and a
dictator, General Muhammad Zia-ul-Haq, was running the show. A war was raging in
neighboring Afghanistan, and Pakistan, a U.S. ally, was being transformed into a virtual arms
bazaar, with Kalashnikovs as common a sight as a squirt gun at a kid’s birthday party. To me it
seemed as if the body and soul of Pakistan had been snatched by aliens in Pakistani disguise. I
still loved Pakistan for all the happy memories I had of growing up with my family and friends,
and it was those childhood memories that kept me from losing my mind after I returned. But so
much had changed. I couldn’t, for example, even think about looking over at any of the handful of
girls in class. In General Zia’s Pakistan, male and female professors alike would call out and
humiliate any amorous young man who took his eyes off the instructor and let them wander
toward the pretty young women who sat together in the first couple of rows. The freewheeling
country I knew had become dark, suffocated by religious extremism and gender-segregated. It
felt like the last place in the world for an aspiring artist.After three hours of anatomy, and another
three agonizing hours of physiology, we were finally dismissed, and I raced back to Anarkali
Bazaar to grab my car. It was mid-afternoon and the bazaar was packed. Girls dressed in colorful
shalwar kameez walked past the merchants, who were hawking everything from cricket bats and
balls, paprika, garlic, curries, lentils, and addictive paan (betel leaves). The shops displayed
sparkling bangles, necklaces, and engagement rings. All of this was juxtaposed with a variety of
live animals ready for the slaughter. Roadside fortune-tellers with monkeys and parrots offered to
tell you the future for only one rupee, while the sky was alive with kites of all shapes and sizes,
flown by young and old from the neighboring rooftops. I breathed in the intoxicating smell of the
chicken kebabs from sidewalk vendors.As I approached my car, I passed Mayo Hospital, where I
was confronted by the stark suffering of the poor of Pakistan—as well as the collateral damage
from the war raging up north in Afghanistan. Walking by, I saw old men and women from the
villages of Pakistan pushed by interns on ramshackle wheelchairs. Afghan refugees with
amputated legs and arms shuffled nearby. And then there were the little children suffering from
terminal diseases, their eyes haunted and already half-dead. It broke my heart to know that



many of these impoverished and unlucky patients would die, despite the best efforts of the
doctors on staff.Back at my grandmother’s house, I quickly threw off the medical overalls and
changed into black jeans and an AC/DC T-shirt. Around my wrist I wound a string of blue prayer
beads favored by adherents of Sufism, the mystical branch of Islam. I dabbed some black paint
under my eyes and put on my favorite necklace with a gold “Allah” pendant. I felt like a New
Yorker all over again—except there was no mistaking that I was back in Lahore. I played
“Eruption” in front of the mirror before I left, just for one last practice run.While in America I’d lived
the life of a suburban teenager—a life that I couldn’t have imagined as a young kid in Lahore. I
had arrived as a confused desi (South Asian) with my family in Rockland County, New York, in
1975. From 1975 to 1981 I had gradually transformed from an awkward, ill-at-ease Pakistani
immigrant boy into a high school senior with a dream: I wanted to be a rock star. I would only
whisper that to myself, afraid of saying it too loud in case someone overheard and burst my
bubble. The rock and roll environment that had nurtured my starriest hope was now gone. But
tonight was a chance, however small, to get some of that groove back.As I stepped out of my
small room, I saw my grandmother Aziza. She was a remarkable woman, full of love and life. She
was one of the few women of her generation to be educated at the famed Aligarh University in
India, and was always ahead of her time. Even though Pakistan had fallen under a cloud of
military dictatorship and religious fanaticism, she retained her progressive values and vision.
And like me, she loved music, TV, and movies. Seeing me dressed up in my makeshift rocker
garb, the guitar on my shoulder, she smiled approvingly. I asked her to pray for me, to pray that
tonight’s performance would go well. She smiled and promised to do so. But as I walked away,
she said something that I didn’t fully grasp at that moment.“Remember that everything which
happens is a sign from God,” she said. “We are all His instruments.” She kissed me and said
“Khuda Hafiz”—“May God’s protection be with you.” I didn’t think much about her words at that
moment, but they would take on profound meaning in a few short hours.I threw my Les Paul in
the back seat of the Mazda, along with my MXR distortion box and Crybaby wahwah pedal. In
the Pakistan of the 1980s, where Western rock and pop music was considered as sinful, this
guitar gear was as foreign as a Star Trek communicator from the future. I managed to emerge
from the Lahore traffic in one piece and arrived at the site of our little talent show—The
International Hotel. That regal-sounding place was actually pretty down at the heels, but I didn’t
mind. We had rented out a small ballroom for the show, and for a bunch of broke college kids it
might as well have been New York’s famed rock club CBGB.At 6 p.m., the students started
pouring in. About sixty kids from the freshman class showed up. We were excited about the
turnout. If things went well, my friends on the organizing committee—mostly fellow “Overseas
Pakistanis”—planned to do three more shows that year.The night’s performances began after a
student named Timoo recited a verse from the Holy Quran in a beautiful voice. In the verse, God
tells mankind that He created us as men and women from different nations and tribes so that we
could get to know each other. It was a message that meant a lot to the students, who came from
all over the world—the United States, England, Saudi Arabia, and Afghanistan—as well as a



variety of cities and villages all over Pakistan.Maybe Pakistan wasn’t so bad, I thought as I
watched the acts. A guy in glasses named Ali read Urdu poetry by the famous poet Faiz Ahmed
Faiz, including a piece called “Speak.” A series of Punjabi comedians had us in stitches,
although they watered down some of their bawdy jokes out of respect for the girls in the room.
Others performed skits mocking the stern professors and their idiosyncrasies. Then there was a
juggling act and then it was my turn.Fifteen months before that evening, I’d sat, rapt, inside the
Nassau Coliseum in Uniondale, New York, watching my atomic punk hero Eddie Van Halen
open his band’s concert with a powerful performance of “On Fire.” Eddie seemed to be playing
just for me as he ran all over that Long Island stage, shirtless in Converse sneakers and white
cargo pants and grinning like an impish captain of a guitar Olympics team. He never lost a beat
even as he skidded on his knees, wrenching the notes out of his red-and-white striped guitar as
he finger-tapped the finale to “Eruption.” Thousands of breathless teenagers including me
pumped their fists, stomped their feet, and paid loud homage to this axe legend. Looking at
Eddie on that stage, I didn’t just see him. I saw who I wanted to be.And so in that Lahore hotel
that November night, I summoned up the spirit of Eddie Van Halen and ripped into “Eruption.”
With Clint backing me up and the amp turned up to 11, I vented every ounce of pent-up
frustration I had through my Les Paul and stunned the crowd with this blaze of heavy metal riffs.
They’d never heard anything like it before. I closed my eyes and let my fingers do a dance of
bliss on my instrument. All of a sudden, I heard cries and screams. Gratified by the response, I
felt vindicated and energized, and I knew I was getting somewhere. I was, I hoped, on my way to
being a rock star after all.But when I opened my eyes, I realized that the cries were not of
excitement coming from my audience of classmates. They were screams of rage. And they were
coming from the angry mob of students—in Urdu, taliban—belonging to the college wing of
religous parties who had broken into the hotel ballroom. They were outraged at what they
protested was a den of sin.“Fahashi! Harami!” they cried. Vulgarity! Bastard!Somehow these
bearded youths had learned about our little talent show. I stared, totally stunned, as these
fanatics rushed inside, throwing burqas and chadors on the women and pushing them away
from the men they had had the audacity to sit next to in the audience.And then one of these
youths, his eyes filled with a madness that has nothing to do with God, jumped onto the tiny
stage. He tore out the amplifier, and then kicked over poor Munir’s dusty old drum set.A mighty
anger welled up inside me and I found my voice. “What the hell is your problem?!” I yelled at the
guy.He looked at me and my guitar with contempt.“Give that to me,” he barked.I stood frozen,
unable to process what was happening.He tore the Les Paul from my hands, and with a fury
unlike any I had ever seen, proceeded to bash it on the green marble floor, wrecking it beyond
repair.I could not believe what I was seeing. Shocking as this act of wanton violence was, my first
thought was that if anybody was going to smash my guitar it should’ve been me. Not these show-
stealing thugs!That guitar was my only link to a world I had loved and lost. I had bought it for
$235 at Sam Ash Music in Paramus, New Jersey, in 1978, having diligently saved money from
months of delivering newspapers and busing tables at Blauvelt Coach Diner on Route 303 in



New York. It was the guitar that I had learned to play by jamming with Brian and Paul in Eclipse. It
was an instrument of peace that had seen me through good times and bad.I stood there, numb,
watching the events that followed with a strange detachment. The music police threatened the
medical students, warning them that the next time they tried to organize such an indecent
display, the guns would come out and deadly tribal justice would be meted out in the defense of
Islam.I was a long, long way from suburban New York. Looking at my mangled guitar, I realized
that I was now caught squarely in the middle of a cultural conflict the likes of which I’d never
experienced.I made a decision on the spot that November day. I silently vowed to fight the forces
that could tear apart someone’s dream with such casual cruelty. General Zia and his extremist
sidekicks had distorted my beloved religion of Islam and were slowly asphyxiating Pakistani
culture. Their target was music, poetry, and dance. They wanted to crush our spirits and destroy
the creativity that I believe links mortals to God. I knew that Pakistan had a long, rich history, with
ancient civilizations and the most beautiful love poetry and music. So nobody was going to tell
me that there wasn’t a place for rock and roll here.Over the next several years, as I stayed in
Pakistan and stuck with my musical junoon (my obsessive passion), the country would be ruled
by a succession of leaders, some of whom were friendly to artists like me and some who
weren’t. Inspired by the incident at our talent show, in a few years’ time, I began to wage a rock
and roll jihad, or struggle, and began forming clandestine rock bands. They soon won fans
among the youth of Pakistan, and a counterculture movement grew. The music eventually
emerged from the shadows to confront the power of the mullahs in the streets. The angry,
bearded young man’s action had backfired. He inspired me to take my love of classic rock and
the blues and mix it with the mystical music and poetry of Sufism, creating a new kind of “Sufi
rock.” He had his vision of Pakistan—no, of life—and I had mine. It was a vision that actually
wasn’t far from the spirit of harmony and happiness that I’d experienced back in New York with
my high school friends. It is a cosmic oneness that sees no cultural boundaries.Over the next
two decades, I would be part of two of Pakistan and South Asia’s most successful groups: Vital
Signs, which I joined, and Junoon, which I founded. My music would be banned by hostile and
repressive governments. I’d play in front of hundreds of thousands of fans in packed sports
stadiums, concert halls, and colleges in South Asia, the Middle East, China, Japan, and the
West. I would perform at the famed Royal Albert Hall in London and, one day, at the United
Nations General Assembly hall in New York. In 2008, the kid who used to stand in front of the
bedroom mirror jamming to Led Zeppelin would defy death threats from militants and play the
first-ever rock concert in the war-torn state of Kashmir. I would also become the first Pakistani
artist to perform at a Nobel Peace Prize ceremony, in December of 2007.Picking up my bent,
broken guitar that day in the auditorium, I was seething with anger. But amid the din of the
departing students’ voices, I heard a beckoning sound.“Do you know what the music is saying?”
asked the Sufi poet Rumi in the thirteenth century. “Come follow me and you will find the way.”©
2010 Salman AhmadRead more
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Jim Buck, “The Piece I Wrote About RRJ with Deepak Chopra for Huffington Post. While we may
not see it easily, the world is in a constant and irreversible state of change--sometimes
seemingly for the better, sometimes seemingly for the worse. This is also true in the relationship
between east and west. While news of new Taliban suicide bombings in Pakistan and
Afghanistan may not seem like the situation is changing for the better, it is on the sidelines. By
"sidelines" we mean cross-cultural exchanges and explorations in areas of music and the other
arts where the people--and not their governments--come together. Evidence of this change
exists in our friend Salman Ahmad, a Pakistan-born Sufi Muslim rock star, who has sold more
than 30 million albums with his band Junoon, which the New York Times called, "the U2 of South
Asia". Although Junoon's line-up has changed, Salman continues to tour with his new band
mates. In mid-January, Salman released his autobiography, Rock & Roll Jihad, published by
Simon and Schuster, a well-written and enjoyable book which I, Deepak, had the pleasure and
privilege to write the back cover notes for. Last September 12th we held the Concert for
Pakistan at the UN, Salman's second concert held inside the UN General Assembly Hall. The
first concert Salman held inside that prestigious world body was on UN Day in late October
2001, barely six weeks after the tragedy of September 11th. Salman holds the distinction of
being the first--and possibly only--rock musician ever to hold a rock concert inside the space
where Colin Powell told the world that Saddam Hussein was aiding Al Qaeda, and where Hugo
Chavez "smelled the sulfur" of that ol' Diablo, George Bush. But the Concert for Pakistan was a
fundraiser for the United Nations High Commission on Refugees to help with Internally
Displaced Persons who have become displaced from their homes because of the war in
Afghanistan that has bled over into northern Pakistan. As Salman has described the concert,
"The free UN concert became a mini-Woodstock without the mud and the acid. We had
Ramadan dates, shalwar kameez and sari clad women, Jews and Muslims in skull caps,
diplomats doing the Bhangra and a mini planet Earth of college students, plus Roger Federer
and Gwen Stefani." Through his music, Salman has tremendous ability to create positive
experiences such as this concert. In 2007, Salman performed at the Nobel Peace Prize concert
the year Al Gore won for his work on global climate change. This was when he met Melissa
Etheridge, and shortly thereafter they collaborated on the wonderful song "Ring the Bells" which
I, Deepak, had the pleasure of introducing a performance of at the eighth annual Muslim Public
Affairs Council in Los Angeles in December 2008. "Ring the Bells" can be heard on YouTube.
The official video for the song was produced by Participant Media whose founder, Jeff Skoll,
helped organize the Concert for Pakistan. "Ring the Bells" can also be heard playing on the
website of the Salman and Samina Global Wellness Initiative, an NGO Salman founded with his
wife Samina that focuses on issues important to Pakistan and to the world. Salman is also
focused on peace between Pakistan and India. In fact, some of his work for peace has caused
him trouble. While on tour in India in 1998, Salman repeated a line from a banner at one of their



concerts for an accompanying film crew, "There should be cultural fusion, not nuclear fusion."
The line came as a result of seeing so much poverty on both sides of the border, but instead of
focusing on food and education, the governments of India and Pakistan exploded numerous
underground nuclear bombs in a short period of time. When Salman and the band returned to
Pakistan they were soon facing charges of treason by the Ministry of Culture. Believed to be
subversives, Salman, Ali Azmat and Brian O'Connell, Salman's bandmates, had their phones
wiretapped, they were followed and intimidated. As Salman recounts in the VH1: Rock City
documentary hosted by Susan Sarandon (also available on YouTube) Salman told the
government to publish every interview they gave and every word they have ever spoken in the
papers and if the people of Pakistan said they were traitors they were willing to be hanged. That
ended the charges of treason because Salman took the power away from the government and
placed it with the people, which will always scare political leaders. Music is an expression of the
human soul and, therefore, speaks to all human souls. This is why music is so important and why
music is used in Sufi festivals. As Salman says in the VH1 documentary, "Music is the most
subversive force on the face of the earth." It was through music that Salman and Junoon helped
bring a cross-border dialogue and feeling of connection between the people of Pakistan and
India. Junoon was number one in India before they went on tour in several Indian cities. In fact,
while in India they won the MTV India award for Best International Group which had the effect of
galvanizing the long-desired notion of peace between the peoples of India and Pakistan. Salman
naturally understands the spiritual power of music because he is a Sufi Muslim. He is always
fond of saying that the thirteenth century Sufi poet and philosopher Rumi said, "Follow the music
and it will show you the way." So it should be of no surprise to find that Salman has the courage
of his convictions and, as documented by BBC/Wide Angle in 2003 for Rock Star and the
Mullahs, Salman confronted fundamentalist mullahs in a madrassah in northern Pakistan about
the mistaken perception--especially among fundamentalists--that Islam prohibits music. In the
end Salman was successful in getting the most conservative of the mullahs to sing a little song
about Prophet Muhammad. The documentary is also available for viewing on YouTube in six
parts. In 2006, Salman was personally invited by former president Bill Clinton to speak on a
panel titled "Mitigating Religious and Ethnic Conflict" at the Clinton Global Initiative. Salman is
also a UN Goodwill Ambassador for HIV/AIDS. He wrote a song called "Al Vida", which appears
on his 2006 solo album Infiniti, which is about a woman named Shukriya Gul, whose story
inspired him. Gul's husband had died and she had AIDS. Her neighbors wanted her to move
from their neighborhood but she refused. As Salman told Al Jazeera's Riz Khan on one of his
One on One interview segments, "I was so inspired by Shukriya's campaign that I made a video
about it, Al Vida, because I feel you can get difficult messages across through MTV and satellite
television." Perhaps the best example of Salman's use of music for healing and coming together
is Junoon's 2002 song No More, also available on YouTube, which was dedicated to the victims
of 9/11. Salman was devastated by 9/11 because New York City was his backyard from 1975 to
1981, but also because Al Qaeda had also, as he said, "Hijacked his religion." All of his emotion



is expressed in the lyrics which were inspired by a poem by Polar Levine about the attack. It is
Salman's anthem for peace in which perhaps the most power line, especially the way Ali sings it,
seems to be directed at Muslim youth: "Hold on, keep yourself alive, we will survive," but also
applies to us all. Salman's guitar screams out a pain he, and we all, felt that day. Salman may
also have been expressing his anger at the fundamentalists, with whom his first experience was
in 1983 during a talent show at his medical school in Lahore, Pakistan. He was playing Van
Halen's Eruption when a Taliban student interrupted the festivities and broke his guitar for
playing "sinful and vulgar" music. This incident is retold in Rock & Roll Jihad, where Salman
explains many other influences and experiences which led him to a life of uplifting music and
dedication to peace and humanity. Salman has a great, self-effacing humor which he displays
throughout the book. He writes that John Lennon was his hero. Anyone familiar with Salman
would not be surprised to learn this. But how was a devoted Muslim man inspired by something
as western and seemingly decadent as Led Zeppelin? One must read the book to find out, but it
all began with a concert at Madison Square Garden that he had to convince his mother he would
not become "eaten alive in this hedonistic world of sex, drugs and rock and roll". Salman writes
with terrific skill which makes the reader agonize with him as he goes through the torturous
process of winning the heart and hand of his soul mate, his lovely wife, Samina. You feel
compelled to be there to help him when strangers try to steal his grandmother's land. Your heart
will ache when you read how his separated mother and father come together for one of his
concerts and approve of the choice of music for his profession instead of medicine. Don't we all
want our parents to approve of us and our choices in life? And doesn't that story show us we are
all connected through similarity of need for love, understanding and compassion. Despite the
frustration, danger and tribulations, Salman's life almost seems like a fairy tale. With his loved
and comfortable childhood, happy home life and rocker career and peacemaker cause, one
almost wants to have lived Salman's life. One can almost feel the hand of god guiding him and
clearing the way for this remarkable man to establish himself and his mission for peace and
commonality through music and diplomacy. His successes and achievements are remarkable
and cannot be discounted as mere luck. Thirty years ago, the average American's only real
awareness of Islam was the Iranian Revolution and the Hostage Crisis. Today, we have terrorism.
But with Al Qaeda and the Taliban we also have the emergence of someone like Salman and
everything he has inspired. Like Salman's hero, John Lennon and the Beatles, Salman has
inspired the creation of other rock bands and pop musicians in Pakistan, throughout the rest of
the Muslim world and even America in the emerging Muslim punk scene. Thirty years is a very
short period of time in the history of humanity. While Salman is by no means a solution to the
conflict between east and west--just as Lennon and the Beatles and other bands were by no
means a solution to the world's problems forty-plus years ago--both Salman and other relevant
musicians and bands then and now are like water on rock. They erode away the hardness that
humanity faces which act as barriers to peace and compassion and separates humanity from
one another. The terrorists and fundamentalists only win if they divide loving, compassionate



people from one another through fear and control. That means the whole world, not just in Kabul
or Peshawar. To counter their tactics and in time triumph over extremists in all religions without
having to fight, we as humanity must embrace each other and follow the direction that people
like Salman, John Lennon and others have shown us. Humanity must know that we can come
together through music and messages of hope and unite in ways we never knew possible
because we never so close to each other before. And all we have to do to get there is to listen to
the music. To paraphrase Rumi, it is showing us the way. What gives one hope is to imagine the
present positive change exponentially thirty years from now when the arts and technology will
have enabled eastern and western youth to come together over music and sports and pop
culture in greater ways, leading to economic cooperation and co-dependence which will bring
about a more stable and perhaps permanent peace. With this positive imagining means we also
need a realistic assessment of war, pandemic disease, famine and climate change thirty years
from now and beyond so that those Salman continues to inspire to do good toward each other in
the east and west will be fully aware of the challenges they face and may seek guidance and
counsel from the experiences of those who came before them, such as the challenges Salman
faced, with god's help, which he describes so well in Rock & Roll Jihad.”

EZ Reader, “A Hero's Journey From Pakistan to the United States, and Back. For nearly two
decades, Salman Ahmad and his band Junoon have been viewed by critics and fans alike as the
"Beatles of South Asia". While not widely known (yet) here in the United States, Junoon has sold
30 million albums worldwide, having amassed a fan base of admirers that includes Melissa
Etheridge, Mick Jagger, and Al Gore.Ahmad's newly released autobiography, Rock & Roll Jihad:
A Muslim Rock Star's Revolution, documents Salman's serendipitous rise from humble
beginnings to super-stardom. As a young teenager growing up in Tappan, New York, Ahmad
soaks up American culture and is musically and socially affected by an eclectic cast of
characters from diverse backgrounds who become his closest friends and influences. Among
these are a religious Irish-Catholic guitar-player (Brian O'Connell); a precocious 13-year old with
an appreciation for Islamic culture who forms a Beatles tribute band; a teenage Woodstock
throwback who keeps kosher; and a pretty Homecoming Princess with whom Salman becomes
smitten. Preferring to actively join his friends in their musical endeavors and garage bands rather
than play the role of a musical spectator, he buys his first electric guitar in 1978-- a Les Paul
purchased in Paramus, New Jersey-- and starts to play.As the shy Salman proceeds through his
high school years, he gains more and more confidence, surpassing his mentors and garage
band mates in musicianship and instrumental skill in ways that he could never have imagined
possible. His leit motif of bringing people together becomes the new mantra for his musical and
spiritual life.Upon his return to Pakistan after graduating from high school, Salman is faced with a
nation and community on the verge of a breakdown. Lawlessness runs rampant, and General
Zia has prohibited any form of artistic expression that differs from traditional Wahhabism.
Salman enrolls in medical school, meets and marries his soulmate, and discovers that playing



rock and roll at a school talent show can be a life-threatening proposition. Ultimately, Ahmad, Ali
Azmat, and Brian O'Connell form the band Junoon and take on the musical, political, and
religious establishment in Pakistan and South Asia. The band goes on to revolutionize popular
music throughout the Muslim world by combining eastern and western musical traditions as
harmoniously as Ahmad blended and balanced Pakistani and American culture while growing
up in the United States. In doing so, Junoon peacefully changes a part of our planet, and Salman
Ahmad becomes the most famous pop star in the history of South Asia.In 2010, the world is
more divided than anytime since the Second World War, but it doesn't have to be this way.
Those wanting proof of mankind's potential to embrace our common humanity instead of our
differences for the good of everyone on our planet will find comfort and a cause for optimism in
Salman Ahmad's true story. A good and uplifting read from a courageous and talented musician,
and possibly, future Nobel Peace Prize winner.”

Manto, “Very candid views...... Fantastic book, I read it all in one day. I guess I am prejudiced
slightly as I have always been a Januni fan but the level of information and Salman's candidness
in divulging details of political events and their impact on his life made the book a very
worthwhile read indeed. There are bits in the book in which Salman does get carried away
slightly, like the very first chapter where he mentions Taliban smashing his guitar in a five star
hotel in Lahore a bit far fetched, but than I would put this tendency down to his exposure to the
American culture at an early age. But otherwise the book presents the pain felt by a liberal
Muslim trying to make sense of the astronomical religious changes taking around him, fully
exploited by populist political leaders like Benazir Bhutto and Nawaz Sharif taking full advantage
left by the power vacuum left by the army receding back to the barracks. The vacuum was filled
by the fundamentalist Muslim taking the initiative with the populist political leadership content in
only appeasing the very belligerent fundamentalist Mullah parties.I do think there is at least one
glaring contradiction in his assessment of Imran Khan though, as Imran in my opinion is a
populist as well but even before taking power has already tied an official knot with the political
religious Jammat ul Islami (Salman's Taliban from the very first chapter) which leaves the future
a forgone conclusion in my opinion, but that is my opinion.The best chapter for me was the one
where Juniad Jamshed (JJ) takes him to the Tableeghi Ijtimah to get him indoctrinated into a
born-again Muslim. The narrative is very absorbing with Salman's personality really coming out. I
wish more public figures are brave enough to write about their life as Salman has been”

Rory Grant, “Rocked my Jihad. It was very interesting from a political perspective. It mentioned
a lot about the political climate throughout, which made it easy to see the link between what was
going on at the head of the government and what was going on in day to day life among the
citizenry.”

The book by Peter Gammond has a rating of  5 out of 4.7. 18 people have provided feedback.
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