
Originals



Ali Baba was reading the local news—a story about a daring 
bank robbery—when he met his first customer of the day. 

Mumbai 
docks. On the 

double! Your tip 
depends on your 

speed.

From the man’s looks, Ali Baba 
could instantly tell he wasn’t Indian. 

He had the air of a coiled snake 
about him—smooth and dangerous.

Little did he know that this man 
would change his life forever.

Just need... 
huff... to get away... 

huff... from 
them.

Should be 
safe... huff... 

here.

I think 
I can make it 

over there without 
them seeing me.
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...where anything, or 
anyone, could vanish.

Soon, the auto entered the 
infamous slums of Mumbai...

The man knew exactly where he wanted to go, and Ali 
Baba found it strange that a foreigner would know such an 
unusual route. The man looked around shiftily throughout 

the journey, as if he was afraid of being followed.

Whose cart is 
that? Whose cart is 

that?!?! We need to get 
across to the docks! 

Somebody move 
that cart!

Right 
away, sir.

Hurry up, 
I don’t have 

all day! 

Turn right 
here.

Keep 
going. Don’t 
slow down.
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But something about this particular conversation caught 
his attention. Perhaps it was the suspicious behavior of 

the man, or perhaps fate was getting involved.

Now, Ali Baba wasn’t one to eavesdrop on his passengers. 
Having driven an auto rickshaw in Mumbai for more than ten 
years, he’d learned that it’s better not to know certain things.

I’m almost 
there. I realized 
I had a flat tire 

the moment I left 
home!

No, I’m 
not waiting. 
I’ve taken an 

auto.

Are 
you still 
waiting?

The man seemed to have a lot to hide.

Hearing those two words 
ensured that nothing would ever 
be the same again for Ali Baba. Half an hour later, the auto 

arrived at its destination.

The man jumped out of the auto, throwing 
a bunch of notes down on the seat without 

waiting for Ali Baba to count them.

Hurry up! 
Do you want your 

money or not?

No, boss, it’s not 
loaf and sesame, it’s 

open sesame!

Alright, 
wait for a bit. 

I’m almost 
there.

Okay, if you 
insist, boss, it’s 
Open Sesame... 

Se-sa-me.

No, I don’t 
think I should say it 
over the phone. You 

know what we’re 
risking, boss!
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Running in the direction that the 
mysterious passenger had gone, he 

spotted him disappearing around a corner.

To his surprise, he found 
that he had been paid 

almost three times the fare!

Not trusting the man, Ali Baba 
counted the money very carefully.

So much 
money for a 
one hundred 
rupee ride?

One 
hundred... two 
hundred... two 
hundred and 

fifty...

I better hurry 
if I am to catch 
up with him and 

return it.

After all, 
men in suits are 

people too. 

No, it’s 
not fair.

Should I 
keep it?

Sir, please 
wait. Sir, you gave 

me too much 
money.
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Trying to assess 
the danger, Ali Baba 
counted the men.

What he saw terrified him beyond 
anything he’d ever seen before.

Ali Baba had never seen a gun in his life, 
except for in the movies. But now he 
was confronted with dozens of them.

Ali Baba realized he needed to 
be cautious, and peered carefully 
around the side of the container.

Approaching the turn where he’d seen the man 
vanish, Ali Baba was put on his guard by the 

sound of voices coming from behind a container.

Sorry... huff... 
boss. I... huff... told 
you... huff... I had 

a flat tire.

Never 
mind that. Let’s 

get down to 
business.

Are we all 
here? Good. Right 

boys, you know today 
is a very important 

day for us.

Morning... 
huff... boss... 

huff... You’re late, 
Igor. Very 

late.

Keep it down 
now, boys; we 

don’t want anyone 
hearing us. Nobody comes 

to this end of the 
docks, anyway, so 
relax! This isn’t the 

first time we’ve 
been here.

...37, 38, 39, 40. 
Forty men with guns! 

There’s definitely 
something fishy about 

this whole affair.

Quiet 
now. Vladimir’s 
about to say 
something.
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Ali Baba’s life is far from perfect. He is a poor auto rickshaw driver who is 

honest and hardworking. He tries to lead a simple life, but destiny has other 

plans for him. A chaotic sequence of events leads him, and a gang of forty 

thieves, on a merry chase through the suburbs of a modern metropolis. He 

outwits them, and with a little help from others, manages to make a place for 

himself in the social world.

The world of Arabian Nights gives way to modern day Mumbai, the men 

wear suits and carry guns, their chosen steed has wheel instead of legs. Ali 

Baba and the Forty Thieves: Reloaded is an attempt to depict the impossible 

situations our hero fi nds himself in, and how a twist of events, a few good 

friends and presence of mind, delivers him from the brink, every time. But 

more importantly, it is a story about courage and wit, and about the ultimate 

triumph of good over bad.
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