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@ Note: The script in bold plays out in the past, i.e., in the 1920’s British
India. The rest plays out in present-day independent India.
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A voice emanates from a dark screen with supers in white

SICIN VOICE
3@ 1 &t G AT Gl gA 2l If yet your blood does not boil,
dl Ul | ST Q9 & B AT A A then it is water that flows in your

JHR T4 T | veins. For what is the flush of
— g IR (9933-9Y) youth if it is not of service to the
motherland.

—Dushyant Kumar (1933-75)

FADE IN:

INT. FAIZABAD JAIL, ASHFAQULLAH KHAN’S CELL; DECEMBER
1927—DAWN

EXTREME CLOSE-UP: A man’s eye reflected in the glass of a broken mirror.
He is applying £ajal (kohl) in his eyes.

SUPER: BRITISH INDIA. EARLY TWENTIETH CENTURY.
FADE TO BLACK:

INT. GORAKHPUR JAIL, RAMPRASAD BISMILS CELL; DECEMBER
1927—DAWN

Another cell. We glimpse a man (RAMPRASAD BISMIL) in his 30s, thick
set and with very short hair. He is sitting in the lotus position, pouring a
bucket of water over his head as he chants a prayer.

FADE TO BLACK:
INT. LAHORE JAIL, RAJGURU’S CELL; 23 MARCH 1931—EVENING

A third cell. A young man (RAJGURU) stands facing the shaft of light
that shines through the high ventilator in the cell. He turns at the sound in
the corridor.

FADE TO BLACK:

INT. LAHORE JAIL, CORRIDOR BY CONDEMNED CELLS; MARCH
1931—EVENING

We follow a British Police Officer JAMES McKINLEY), as he walks towards

an adjacent cell.
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He stops by a cell door.

INT. LAHORE JAIL, BHAGAT SINGH’S CELL; 23 MARCH 1931—
EVENING

A strikingly handsome young man (BHAGAT SINGH) is reading Lenin’s
biography. As he hears the cell door unlock, he looks up. The door opens and

JAMES McKINLEY walks in.

¥ra Rig
TRT Bfd, ey Afdat! va wifder
B TR HITHR F AT 3 @ 5!

BHAGAT SINGH
Just a minute, Mr. McKinley. One
revolutionary is meeting another!

He finishes reading and puts the book down.

g g
d% g | Fel?

Siv g AfdTol

B FIHS $H AN A ol BT |

T g

IE fd wel & fAvex Afdb-a? 98 @
YA | TAR 915 AR A amd,
3R o

BHAGAT SINGH
Thank you... Shall we go?

JAMES McKINLEY
I’'m sorry it had to end this way.

BHAGAT SINGH
This isnt the end Mr. McKinley. This
is just the beginning. There will be

others after we're gone, many others.

CLOSE-UP: JAMES McKINLEY’s eyes turn moist.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. LAHORE, JAMES McKINLEY’S HOUSE, STUDY—NIGHT

Darkness. An oil lamp lights up as JAMES McKINLEY’s hand opens a
leather-bound diary with his name, JAMES McKINLEY, etched in gold on

it, and starts to write in it.

SR AfdeTet (V.O.)

Y T oTar o 6 g # 9 avE
® 9 B B TP Sff guEM Hia
T TEE A o) 8, 3R AR Sl ]Ad-
foreem W @ wE T F
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I always believed there were two
kinds of men in this world. Men
who go to their death in silence,
and men who go to their death
screaming.
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CLOSE-UP: Page of his diary as his pen finishes writing the next line.
ST AfdeTel (V.O.) JAMES McKINLEY (V.O.)
R ik & IR fow @& g9l | Then I met a third kind...
FADE TO:

INT. LONDON, BBC OFFICE, SUE McKINLEY’S CABIN—NIGHT

The pages become yellow and worn, the ink fades. We pull back to reveal an
attractive 26-year-old British girl. She’s sitting on a couch, her legs folded to
her chest, reading McKinley’s diary. This is SUE McKINLEY.

The camera moves around the cluttered room. Hundreds of photographs and
a pile of research material [of the British Raj in India] covers every inch of
visible space.

oIt "fder (V.O.) JAMES McKINLEY (V.O.)
FS IR H 3@ ff I JUAT § <S@dr Sometimes in my dreams I can still
€. 4, o aRad Hed 99 8. see them...taking that last step...
ST | SS9 dedl 3 ORar 8 they never faltered and never so
e o much as broke their stride...

Through the window we see the main office deserted,except for a cleaning lady.

I/E. LAHORE JAIL, CORRIDOR TO GALLOWS; 23 MARCH 1931—
EVENING

SLOW MOTION: BHAGAT SINGH, RAJGURU and SUKHDEV are
being lead past JAMES McKINLEY. BHAGAT SINGH looks directly into
JAMES McKINLEY’s troubled eyes.

ST AR (V.O.) JAMES McKINLEY (V.O.)
3R HeQ SgrEr e € 91 aif. But above all, I remember those
3} % IRl g5..fAs%, |, Rer.. eyes...how they looked at me...

clear, defiant, unwavering...

BACK TO:
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INT. LONDON, BBC OFFICE, SUE McKINLEY’S CABIN—NIGHT
SUE reads on.

BACK TO:

EXT. LAHORE JAIL; CORRIDOR TO GALLOWS, 23 MARCH
1931—EVENING

The long corridor leads to a door which opens to reveal the towering
gallows outside.

JAMES McKINLEY stares intensely at the gallows as if he is facing his own
death. The three young men stand at the gallows fearlessly. They look at
each other and smile. Then their faces are covered by black cloth. JAMES
McKINLEY looks at his watch.

Sivg Afdol JAMES McKINLEY
g B AT ©... It’s time...

As the trap door under their feet is opened, JAMES McKINLEY shuts his
eyes and his pocket watch falls from his hand.

INT. LONDON, BBC OFFICE, SUE McKINLEY’S CABIN—NIGHT

SUE is sleeping on the couch. In extreme slow motion, the diary slips from
SUE’s hand and falls. We follow the diary as it spirals down into inky shadows
and is lost in the darkness.

I/E. TITLE SEQUENCE

We catch a glimpse of faded photographs and flickering 1920s newsreel
footage of the brutal, oppressive British rule of India.

INT. LONDON, BBC OFFICE—MORNING

SUE strides across the busy open plan space.

SUE
Hi, Morning...
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INT. LONDON, BBC OFFICE, CONFERENCE ROOM—MORNING

The three executives sit facing SUE at the table. BETH is the only one

not smiling.

SUE
Hi...Good Morning...

But none of them seem to want to say anything. SUE, still confident, senses
some tension in the air. She decides to break the silence and peels open her
production folder to bring out a couple of documents and photographs.

SUE
So Sonia...My contact in Delhi. She’s found
a steam train for us to film on.

She passes them a photo which they only politely glance over.

SUE

But we need to wire her some money to secure it.
Everything’s cash out there.

No one answers her. SUE suspects something. She looks towards BETH who
should be her ally.

SUE

Have I come to the wrong meeting?

The chief programmer and the young executive look at BETHj it’s her job to
come clean.

SUE fixes her a hard stare at BETH, wanting her to be direct.

BETH
We've had a directive from above...budget cuts...

SUE sits still, eyes searching the faces.

BETH

So we had to take some very tough decisions.

SUE’s face is frozen in disbelief.
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BETH
Sorry, Sue. Really sorry.

CHIEF PROGRAMMER
(stepping in)

If you were doing an episode on Gandhi, it would work for us.

'The young executive nods enthusiastically.

BETH
(jumping in)
Gandhi sells, as does Che Guevara, even Robin
Hood, but these other revolutionaries, this

Bhagat Singh, Chandrashekhar Ali...

SUE

Azad okay...Chandrashekhar Azad. And Azad means freedom.

BETH

Azad...sorry, | know what it means Sue.

SUE
I don’t believe this. You know...everything’s set up!
I've been working on this for two years. I've been
going to bloody Hindi night classes.

SUE recomposes herself.

SUE
Look, please their story deserves to be told.
Look...this is my grandfather’s diary.
He was an eyewitness...

She angrily waves the diary in front of their faces.

SUE
It’s filled with real conversations...their very words.
Boys no older than 23, fighting the Empire. Okay that’s
an important story, a bloody important...
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Her voice trails off her, as she realises from the blank expressions that their

decision is final.

INT. LONDON, BBC OFFICE, SUE McKINLEY’S CABIN—DAY

SUE angrily kicks the wastepaper basket across the room. Holding back
the tears, she slumps in her chair, surrounded by her research. Among the
paperwork and folders is her grandfather’s old pocket-watch with a shattered
glass front. SUE picks it up and turns it over in her hand as her mind races.

She reaches a decision.

SUE
This is not the end, Ms. McKinley.

INT. LONDON, BBC OFFICE - DAY

SUE walks down the corridor holding some files, the diary and some tapes.
BETH calls her from behind.

BETH
Sue...Sue... Can I talk to you?

She catches up with Sue.

BETH
Where are you going?

SUE
To India, to shoot a documentary. I'll send you a postcard.

BETH
How? With what?

SUE
Tumhari maa ki aankh!

(Shove it!)

EXT. NEW DELHI, INDIRA GANDHI INTERNATIONAL AIRPORT
—DAY

A beat of silence.
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SUE’s POV: She is hounded by cab drivers, hotel touts, travel agents, lower
sellers, beggars, peacock feather sellers and other hawkers.

CLOSE ON: SUE walks out of the exit gate.

HOTEL TOUT
Hello Madam hotel arranger Madam. Big room,
honeymoon suite is very sweet, Madam.

CARPET SELLER
Carpet Madam, genuine Indian! Drawing room...

PEACOCK FEATHER SELLER
(trying to catch SUE’s attention)
Hello Madam...hello Madam...look...look. Madam, here!

MAP SELLER
(with maps around his neck and hands)

Indian globe. Real, correct map!

TRAVEL AGENT
Taxi Madam? Whole day, very cheap. Famous private
travel agent. A/c inside, black window.

gled 2rSc HOTEL TOUT
3N Y18 8¢, IRT PN o | Step back, she is my customer!
MONEY CHANGER

Dollar change...rupaiyya Madam. Very good rate.

SUE is overwhelmed. Everyone is suddenly pushed aside by a burly Sikh cab
driver with a booming voice; he shoos everyone away.

B9 TIER CAB DRIVER

qu alw! U e o, 3w gu E Get out of the way. Scoot!
ST, 3T 91 I W B O gD d
T2 1, MY gU &1 9. A <l v |

The cab driver reaches out for SUE’s luggage; she is taken aback.
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CAB DRIVER

You come India first time, Madam?

SUE
Yes!
(holding on to her luggage)

No...no...no!

CAB DRIVER
(pulling at her luggage)

First time in India? No worries. Are you married?
Even I and my wife are also married.

SUE is at a loss for words. A voice interjects.

SONIA (O.C))

Don’t worry, he’s with me.

SUE turns to find herself face-to-face with a young attractive woman of 24,
with a warm smile (SONIA). SONIA hugs SUE who is very relieved.

SUE

Sonia, how are you? It’s so great to see you.

SONIA

I can’t believe you are here, that it’s happening at last.

= SUE
Iy DY TE? W AR, g oied) § Of course I am here. But sorry you
TR 9 BB IR BRAT TS | had to make arrangements at such

short notice.

SONIA waves to the cab driver, who without a word loads the luggage in a
rundown cab.

At SONIA
Mindblowing ya. g f&=d @ Your Hindi has really improved!
UHheH SaREwd 81 T3 ¢ |

SUE
Thank you!
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EXT. NEW DELHI, STREETS—DAY

Aerial view of the cab moving through the congested streets of Delhi.

INT. TAXI—DAY

SUE sits in the back. SONIA keeps filling her in. SUE stares out of the

window taking in the sights and sounds of India. She looks a bit nervous.

RIBEI]

g W, R P Plg So’d T8l & |
AR dUIRAT B gdl 21 SHE SE
URex orar feg e € Ifear w oo
AR R fear g1 3@ <@ iffee
H fba= o 3 2 |

SUE is still quiet.

it~

AT BIAT?

=
N g qamr T8, W ar Jg ®

w4
5 g R & & & o1 I, B

SONIA

Hey Sue, no need to worry.
Everything has been taken care of.
Posters have been put up everywhere.
It’s also been announced on radio.
Let’s see how many turn up for the
auditions.

SONIA
What's wrong?

SUE

I didn’t tell you. The truth is that
['ve come alone. No money, no
producer is going to turn up...

SONIA

I know.
g SUE
= T o You knew it?
s SONIA

o @ 9 for dor fafer=a &1
B T ATl 7 W& oY fF, 3@ AT I8
9T &, AT S=% W R, iR 9
d, g SS9 B Hel AL Al Bl A
3R FARFT? Aded UB el oAT| H
| . g fea H |
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of the cancellation of the show and
also my services...did you abuse
her in Hindi? She wanted to know
what it meant. I explained to her in

graphic detail.
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SUE looks at her. SONIA bursts out laughing. SUE joins her.

7] SUE
qRERT SaTd ei, AT | You are amazing, Sonia.

SUE looks out as the cab passes the Red Fort.

SONIA
Look there, that’s the Red Fort.

EXT. DELHI UNIVERSITY, FRONT ENTRANCE—DAY

The cab enters the University campus, blasting its horn to scatter the young
boys and girls in its path.

CERSIEEN CAB DRIVER
T SfY, 3 TS dreng) el YfaRie | This is Delhi University.

EXT. DELHI UNIVERSITY, CAMPUS—DAY

SONIA carefully counts her money as she pays the cab driver. SUE is checking
if all the luggage has been offloaded.

[t SONIA
fberT garm? How much?

CERSIEER CAB DRIVER

e, ©RIT AT o7 U | Mg2am, I've already told you.

A studious-looking young man (RAVI) walks up to the girls and starts picking
the luggage.

SUE

No...no...no!

RAVI
I can help?
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RIEEI] SONIA
Thanks Ravi. You are a sweetheart! Please get all the luggage upstairs.

IRT AT HUR o 3737, AT |

SONIA tucks her hand into SUE’s and leads her towards the main building.
RAVT follows carrying all the luggage. A group of youths whistle as SUE
passes them. One of them, Prem, is particularly attentive. SUE is rather
thrown by the attention, and gives a nervous grin.

PREM
Hello! Which country, Madam?

SUE
(a little confused, looks at SONIA)
India I hope!

The two girls giggle and move in, followed by RAVI.
INT. DELHI UNIVERSITY, HOSTEL HALLWAY—DAY

SONIA leads SUE along the cluttered, noisy hallway up the staircase and
shows SUE her room. RAVI can be seen struggling behind them. As they
reach the room, SONIA stops, takes out the key and opens the door.

INT. DELHI UNIVERSITY, SUE’S HOSTEL ROOM—DAY

SONIA opens the room and the three walk in. RAVI puts the last of the
luggage down.

SONIA

This is your room.

SUE

OK.
afraT SONIA
319 GH SIRTH PRI| el BT B TSl Get some rest now. I'll see you
2| IS THRA TS T IRT TR & TR tomorrow. If you need anything,
U | you have my number.
(13 &) (to Ravi)
EINER Let’s go Ravi.
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SUE
Thanks.

As SONIA leaves, SUE slumps down on the bed. She digs out the old pocket

watch from her jacket and holds it up on its thin chain and smiles to herself.

R (V.0O) SUE (V.O.)
STeTS @7 91 Wey ot | gfer & ugel Grandpa was right. You fall in love
ToR # € WR & o 2 with India at first sight.

FADE TO BLACK:

INT. DELHI UNIVERSITY, SUE’S HOSTEL ROOM—MORNING

On the dark screen we hear a buzzing sound. The sound become louder as we
slowly fade in to SUFE’s sleeping face. She wakes with a start, gathers herself
and walks to the window.

EXT. DELHI UNIVERSITY, CAMPUS GROUNDS—MORNING

SUE’s POV: The grounds are swarming with students in a highly charged
state. SONIA is being hounded by everyone, she is taking down everyone’s
names.

INT. DELHI UNIVERSITY, SUE’S HOSTEL ROOM—MORNING

SUE turns and takes a deep breath.

EXT. DELHI UNIVERSITY, AMPHITHEATRE—DAY
The camera is set up,SUE and SONIA sit side-by-side at a table.
BOY #1, a well-built boy, looks like a boxer.

BOY #1

(flexing his muscles)
This is Daboo speaking. My hobbies are bikes, babes and...

CUT TO:
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dTSdhl #1

(77T §Y)

T S 9 O qed ¥ 8
g 9o A el § qar ¥

oTSdhI #2 looks very nervous.

GIRL #1
(singing)

Little ones, what do you have in
your fists?

CUTTO:

GIRL #2
Oh Shit! I can’t do it! Listen...

SONIA

Just try once.

S DI #2
ST ST ST |

The crowd jeers at the girl.

ASHI #3
Rfer & 9 21

GIRL #2
I can’t do this.

GIRL #3
I deserve a role because...I have
dimples just like Preity Zinta.

Boy #2 sings a cabaret number in a nasal tone.

ISPl #2

(77T §Y)

BOY #2
(sings)

When flowers bloom in spring...

Boy #3 is wearing a US flag as a bandana; he raps in a very false

American accent.

cTSdhT #3
S T OAA, g AARA | g B
3if <!

asdl #4 looks like a feminist.
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INT. DELHI UNIVERSITY, SUE’'S HOSTEL ROOM—NIGHT

On a soft board, SUE pins maps, newspaper cuttings and photos of
CHANDRASHEKHAR AZAD, BHAGAT SINGH, ASHFAQULLAH
KHAN, RAJGURU and DURGA BHABHI.

GIRL #4
(in a staccato authoritative voice)
Because women can make possible impossible...
er...impossible possible.

SONIA and SUE look at each other—not much ‘revolution’ here.

CUTTO:
EXT. DELHI UNIVERSITY, AMPHITHEATRE—DAY
Boy #4 brings up a rose.
BOY #4
[ love you...
Boy #5 shows his muscles.
BOY #5
Hi. How’s that?
ASPT #2 BOY #2
(T §v) (sings)
Bt &1 av . When flowers boom in spring...
ifsrar SONIA
ST ST He | 379 9= HGRT QAT | Don’t sing. Just recite ‘Vande
) Mataram’.
ASPHT # 2 BOY #2
El% S— Vande Mataram!
CUT TO:
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ASDhT #3

(e §9)

I ATRA | OF 9 79| I ATCRA |
ST T A7

BOY #3
(raps on)
Vande Mataram. Jana Gana Mana.
Vande Mataram. Jana Gana Mana.

Boy #6 melodramatically delivers a Hindi film dialogue.

ISl #6
il | BT gy U € a1 aEe B!

AShl #4

BOY #6

You dog! If you've got mother’s
milk running in your veins,
confront me!

BOY #4
I am the Don of Bombay...

SUE and SONIA stare back at him from behind the table. Their stunned

expressions tell us exactly how they feel.

arfer
(STrer & ¥727)

B IB[HR dlfery ‘I A1’ !

ASDhT #5
(@7 & re])
I AR

SRR
U IR SRT SR ¥ HieY.. < AR |

Tshl #5
(@IE @re 5@ T8])
I ATRA!

CUTTO:

SONIA

(all charged up)

Raise your hands and say “Vande
Mataram!”

BOY #5
(loosely)
Vande Mataram!

SONIA
Say it loudly..."Vande Mataram’!

BOY #5
(showing no improvement)
Vande Mataram!

CUTTO:

Boy #7 is so thin that it seems a gust of wind can blow him away.

‘ ‘ Rang De Basanti_1.indd 50

12/19/13 11:30AM‘ ‘



ASDhT #7
PR ST T

51

BOY #7
I have dedicated my life to the
freedom of this nation.

Boy #8 is so casual as if fighting for freedom is like roaming in a park. He

seems to be utterly unmotivated.

ASDhT #8
PR AT

ASDhI #7

(5 & geell crsh])

H AT g Y Ared A el
g, MR A gogd I Inmaral ', 9%

Boy #9 is trying to act like Dilip Kumar.

IShI #9

H Sar €7 S g
(STl eid §Y)
(Rere ) 753 gY)
[ECACIECI RS C I NINICICECI Bl

Boy #10 has an irritatingly thin voice.

AShT #10
LR W gesd df JMaTTdl B |

BOY #8
I have dedicated my life to the
freedom of this nation.

BOY #7
(painfully thin boy)
I know you want me to get married

but FREEDOM is my bride.

BOY #9

I know...I know...

(forgets the dialogue)

one minute...

(digs into the script)

I know that...you want me to get
married...

BOY #10
...but my bride is FREEDOM.

Boy #2 is almost in tears and acts as if he’s actually writing the letter, as he

speaks melodramatically.

AShT #2
LR W geEd dl STSITRl © | ]
SITSITTRI 4T, AT e |

BOY #2
...but my bride is FREEDOM. Your
obedient son, BHAGAT SINGH

BOY #7
(painfully thin boy)
Bhagat Singh.
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BOY #9
(Dilip Kumar style)
Bhagat Singh.

BOY #10
Bhagat Singh.

cTShl #8

(78T & %)
W 9™ g i 2!

BOY #8
(too casual)
My name is Bhagat Singh.

INT. DELHI UNIVERSITY, CAMPUS—DAY

SUE is sitting on the stairs, exhausted and forlorn. The auditions were clearly

a disaster.

rferar

EIpll

SONIA
Tea!

SUE attempts a smile and takes the glass from SONIA’s hand.

Thanks...

rferar

3l T /B AT L JARAT AT

=L

PR Fhd B, W I, Ta g
R-R dH L |

SONIA nods apologetically.

NIGRI
g I | |9 W 8 el B |

=L
Tt W, e gt o B R e

Its my fault. I should never have
come.
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SONIA
None work, right?

SUE
One or two of them can be used for
minor roles, but no one’s even close

for Azad or Bhagat Singh.

SONIA
You're right. I guess it’s all my fault

SUE

No, Sonia, you're my rock.
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=
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SONIA
Sue, there’s no point feeling sad.
Let’s go and have some fun.

SUE

Not in the mood, Sonia.

‘ ‘ Rang De Basanti_1.indd 53 @

SONIA

Come on...we are going to the classroom.

SUE
Classroom?

EXT. DUST ROADS—DUSK

ON THE SOUNDTRACK: “The Rebel’ fades up. The sun sets behind an
old fort ruins. A few cars and motorcycles speed along the dusty dirt track
in front of a setting sun, towards the place known as THE CLASSROOM.

SONG: PAATHSHALA

NI

T Bl 3T U7 T Vgl Lose control...Im a rebel
T B UG qIoT No students here,

T P WG arer, No teachers here,

ST ar grgener Hereé’s to our kind of school,

el B grSee Having fun, breaking rules...

EXT. THE CLASSROOM—NIGHT

The classroom is fort ruins on top of a hill overlooking the city spread below.
Passing a water reservoir surrounded by concentric stone steps we reach the
high fort wall overlooking the city.

Two bikes ride down the narrow fort wall towards a parapet. A few young
boys and girls are hanging out.

SONIA leads SUE along the wall. SUE looks around absorbing her
surroundings. A good-looking boy [ASLAM] with long hair is scrawling
graffiti on the wall.

i SONIA

PRI, IRR-U-IATTH...FT & I&T 87 O poet of poets... what’s up?
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ASLAM turns. The first thing SUE notices are his sensitive eyes. His face

breaks into a smile as he hugs SONIA.

ASLAM
Hey Sonia...

RIIRR] SONIA
3 B How're you buddy?
3 TH ASLAM
# &b | A ST BI? I'm good. What about you?

SONIA

Aslam... Sue McKinley.
SUE

E A IR ¥ ey 81 You study at the University?
Aot ASLAM

Y TN BT | 9gd ST S B ART
JEF WIA-UId &...J-9K0 R 8, 7R
I UGS dTell SoulM 89 W Ugall R
ST B Aifar?

Wow! Her Hindi is great. We live
there, eat there, but no one has
ever accused us of studying there...
right, Sonia?

EXT. THE CLASSROOM, BONFIRE—NIGHT

AT GI39TTeTT
JeY @ fhard & g9 a ugT o &
3 T ¥ AV, AIeger cgat

INT Pl SFIT 8 7T Ho BT &
forer faer I ST & ar 31e%T & U offer &
qU BEIA..TT AN 5

qT T I PRIl

31§ TH U vqe!

SONG: PAATHSHALA

Where every face is a book that we read.
Both your and my face is our mobile
library

Friendship is a lesson on equations.
Love teaches us multiplication.

The one who wins hearts is the true
alpha and beta.

Lose control...one more time

Lose lose lose control...
Im a rebel!

The three walk along the wall towards the parapet.

LONG SHOT: A crowd has gathered at the circumference of the pool. A
lone girl dances atop a dilapidated wall; a boom box plays nearby. The crowd

is cheering for someone.

CROWD
D] D] D] DJ...
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CLOSE-UP: SUE’s eyes travel up to the narrow ledge until they land on...
CUT TO:

Two young men [D]J and SUKHI] are balancing precariously on the narrow
ledge above the water reservoir. They are deliberately bending backwards and
guzzling beer from bottles in a single gulp. They are daring each other—who
will bend back further? They could both easily fall into the water!

BACK TO:
=] SUE
DI & g8 YNTel? What are those madcaps upto?
SONIA
That’s DJ.
CUT TO:

HIGH ANGLE: The two young men are arching way back, and the crowd

below roars. A group of teenage girls are excitedly waving at the daredevils.

TEENAGE GIRL
DJ, I love you!

SUE looks up, focusing on the young man who seems to have captured the
imagination of all the young girls.

SONIA
And that's Sukhi

CUTTO:

HIGH ANGLE: The crane swoops down towards the young man who is
the spectators’ favourite—this is the first time we see his face; this is DJ. He
drains the last drop from his bottle and casually tosses it down into the water.
The crowd cheers.

D] then sweeps up two more bottles and opens them with his kada (steel
bangle). He throws one to SUKHI who totters as he catches the bottle. The
crowd groans. D] lifts his bottle up and acknowledges the crowd. The two do
cheers with their bottles.
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<o/ g DJ/SUKHI
TID T W | Let’s rock it.
GIRL IN CROWD
DJ, I love you!
KIN| D]J
3s o4 3 T H{eT.3A! I love you too, baby!

A young intense looking boy (KARAN) bends dangerously close to the fire
and lights his cigarette.

SUE’s eyes are now locked on DJ, who has stepped closer to the ledge.

ol D]J
3T T 3R o 37 3N | Keep it coming!

KARAN steps up between them breaking SUE’s spell.

Gyl KARAN

dredr grar! Damn exhibitionist!

AHAH ASLAM

3N FHI &l FENT | These idiots will never change.

DJ gulps another bottle daring his opponent SUKHI to do the same. The

crowd roars again.

SN D]

AT Tl TN A, TFh < B! Come on dude, let’s bring it on!
SUKHI

;I‘?[ Sl Let’s do it!

SUKHI raises his bottle to his lips. An overweight, plump girl screams.

PLUMP GIRL PLUMP GIRL
$4 3 g, fawr <! Sukhi, I love you!

SUKHI is taken aback, loses his balance, totters over the brink and plummets
into the water below. The crowd screams and laughs.
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The teenage girls cry out as D] now balances on one leg and gulps down the
remaining beer.

STl D]J
e aes | oo o od < Tim lak lak de. Tim lak lak de...
The crowd applauds.

D] enjoys the adulation of the crowd. He takes a bow.

ANGLE ON WATER. SUKHI is desperately flapping his limbs and doesn’t

seem to be able to swim.
KARAN and ASLAM exchange a look.
CUT TO:

KARAN and ASLAM emerge out of the water pulling a drunk SUKHI
behind them. SUE is staring at SUKHI.

Rl SUE

dF I g a8? Is he OK?

[t SONIA

IE SHBT BARE U 2 | That’s his natural state.

SUKHI coughs and splutters. D] swaggers towards the group like he is a huge
movie star. A good-looking girl kisses DJ’s cheek.

YOUNG GIRL
Hi D!
ot DJ
(g @) (to Sukhi)
3l Breb, BRI b T &, SR TS RI? Sukhi, all parts working?
SONIA
DJ...

D]J looks at SONIA and notices SUE.

KN DJ
3T ! g ST A9 IR, TE P &2 Whoa! Whoa! Who is this?

‘ ‘ Rang De Basanti_1.indd 57 @ 12/19/13 11:30AM‘ ‘



58
SONIA
Sue...this is DJ. DJ, this is Sue.
SUE
Hi!
S| D]
wL.Y B AH &2 g el Tl Sue... What kind of a name is this?
SHPBT AH ?ﬁ ATl BIT ‘CHI%Q! She’s so pink...her name should be
Gulabo (Rose).
SONIA
D]J...
SNl D]J

3T TS AT & AR..3ME 99 32 o She’s quite hot...perfect for this cold.
Ples IR |

Everyone laughs. SUE and DJ’s eyes lock for a moment. SUKHI gets up
unsteadily and hugs KARAN.

SUKHI
IRl WY Rt gerg 21 ang o gl Karan, you saved my life! I love you!

KARAN
I love you too, Sukhi.

SUKHI
e, T 0 A9 Rfeh gerg ¥ o Aslam, you too saved my life. I love
o g el you too!
SUKHI goes to hug ASLAM.
STRITH ASLAM
A% 3, A 2, A B Its OK...

SUKHI
3_?; I'm ok...

""" (he notices Sue)

g;[az;r gs_@? zlgﬁ . You must have saved my life too...

SUKHI moves towards SUE to hug her. ASLAM catches him by his collar.
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ASLAM
No! Sukhi! She didn’t save your life.

SUKHI
No problem. One day shelll
definitely save my life.

SUKHTI lunges to hug SUE who moves out of the way. D] comes in between.

SUKHI ends up hugging DJ.

SN
MU BIh, 96 T, 98 ol 9nfl & N |

DJ

Relax bro! She is your sister-in-law.

SUE looks on from DJ to SUKHI and then back to DJ. The song on the
boom box changes. DJ takes SUE’s hand and leads her to the dance area.
Taken aback, at first, by his bold move, SUE goes with the flow.

NIGINCIEIE

coct! 8lY five & wasft 89 9fac)
3% BT Yacleol a1 a9 37g Fifve!
T BIE & qIAT| AT B HIGT qrerr
TIeT I FICT & &@ o 9N &

8V 37 4 §5—§8 BVl UF € U 3i BR &
T BIE & qrer

T BIE HIET Trer

ST ar qIaeIen

Al Pl YIS9ITAT

81§ A T 9l

g7 gl |

SONG: PAATHSHALA

Getting tipsy and toppling over
taught us gravity.

Doing our practicals in love gave us
clarity.

The quietness is a midget.

The noise that looms large is more
Every heart is bubbling over with
H2504

No ones learnin’, no ones teachin’ - 2
Our classroom is just about chillin’- 2

Im a rebel!
Lose control...

EXT. THE CLASSROOM, DANCE AREA—NIGHT

DJ is a flamboyant dancer and his 6bangra (North Indian folk dance) moves
are infectious. SUE tries to match his steps. She moves well too. SONIA,
dancing nearby, notices the natural chemistry they share.

EXT. THE CLASSROOM, BONFIRE—NIGHT

ASLAM, SUKHI and KARAN are also watching and seeing the connection.

DNUT
JEl, q 99 dER d8PR THRI <,
SIoT HgT g H g9 T |
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KARAN
Sukhi, you just sit and watch like
a dumb-ass...DJ doesnt waste a
second.
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el de 2!

SUKHI
He’s a stud.

Suddenly a hand lands on KARAN’s shoulder. KARAN looks up to face the

young and wired RAHUL.

NTgel
9, DY & Ta?

KARAN slaps hands with him.

Caul
8l g, a1 91 I 8T 57

IAAH
3R RT T8 fSA-AfEAN?

Do I g7

ATt sfear AT U Age wWire e
g, AR |

‘hNUT
Adold W9 99 38T & oI |

RTget

w1 A &9 R8T & IR? 9 AR qos
AT 2, 99 g SAT W BT 2 |

A TH
N B, PE IR| W S N Ps AN
ST & | 3R, 4R, <hiaR AR Iee] |

SUKHI lets out a hoot and laughs.
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RAHUL
Hi! How’s everybody?

KARAN
Hi Rahul! What’s up?

RAHUL
Got a few gigs lined up.

ASLAM

How’s your radio thing going?

RAHUL
What radio thing? I'm a radio jockey...

KARAN
Did anything work out?

RAHUL
All India Radio has given me a
night slot.

KARAN
Cool.

RAHUL
Not really. When the whole world’s

asleep, I'm on air.

ASLAM

But many people stay up late.
Lovers, insomniacs, watchmen and
idiots!
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RAHUL
Have fun at my expense. What to
do? It’s a trial job with zero income.

This has obviously happened many times before. KARAN fishes out some
money from his pocket, and gives it to RAHUL. ASLAM clearly disapproves.

XTget

Thanks man...thanks a lot. @1, <1
I S | IR UHh RTRE BRf?

RAHUL
Thanks man...thanks a lot. See you
guys. Got a cigarette?

KARAN holds out the whole packet for him. RAHUL takes two cigarettes.

RAHUL

See you, take care. Thanks.

RAHUL heads off to join some friends.

STTefH ASLAM

fto ofte for | Got fooled again!

Eayl KARAN

(&FT9d®) (sarcastically)

Bls A1l 919 &1 9491 B! US-us e Let it be! It's Dad’s money. I¢s lying
ST 2 around gathering dust.

Just then the music abruptly stops. KARAN and ASLAM are startled. D] and
SUE dancing some distance away are equally taken aback. Even those dancing
on the main ‘dance floor’ look around, startled by some aggressive sounds.

EXT. THE CLASSROOM, DANCE AREA—NIGHT

A group of fierce looking young men with saffron bandanas and armed with
hockey sticks are pushing the revellers aside and tearing apart couples on the

dance floor. A fiery looking youth [LAXMAN PANDEY] picks up the boom

box and throws it on the ground.

TAHOT qTUSY

U g BRI ¥ AT A | fbadl R
|qHSAT GH AN BI? Q9 Bl [
AR ¥ PR 1 81 87 Fall, el
T8l A, gl | Far |
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LAXMAN PANDEY

Stop this obscene dance! How
many times do I have to make
you understand this? Polluting the
culture of this country... Leave this

place right now. LEAVE !
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He then yanks apart a teenage girl from her boyfriend.

BOYFRIEND
Hey, bastard!

He slaps the boyfriend hard. The boy reels back.

SUE can’t believe what she is witnessing.

e YIUSy

U, A9 &R T g | aRT § &7 g5
| GA A1 AT, 3l ¥ I fed-fae
& Upew @ | 99, 9gd 8l T,
98d Ach Q| R o/ W Tl 9,
ar ShT A @ BT H T M Uh TS
DI | THS D ABI?

LAXMAN PANDEY

This is your last warning. From
now on, no Western music out
here. No lewd dancing! Or Tl
break your legs. Is that clear?

ASLAM and KARAN rush up the steps onto the dance floor.

A TH
IRET |7 < RIr g 97 IR B g
R, q AT AT |

TAHOT AUy
q 9u d, |relr grfdr |

ASLAM
Who are you to warn us? If you
don’t like it, don’t come here.

LAXMAN PANDEY
Shut up! You bloody Pakistani!
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LAXMAN PANDEY rushes towards ASLAM, but DJ blocks his path. SUE
looks on horrified. Everyone watches in tense silence. DJ and LAXMAN
PANDEY glare at each other. LAXMAN PANDEY’s companions pace up to
stand beside him. KARAN and ASLAM join D]J.

U] _ KARAN
Tl WH BN B | Let’s finish it.

LAXMAN PANDREY coldly studies the three defiant young men. DJ stands
calm and still, KARAN and ASLLAM at his shoulder. Just then some sounds
are heard; everyone reacts. In the distance, a police sub-inspector and four
constables blow their whistles and make a general racket; they can be seen
climbing up steps.

LAXMAN PANDEY stares in their direction and then turns to glare at D],
KARAN and ASLAM.

PIENEISI POLICEMAN

Toll, WTell BRI g SHTg! el Come on! Clear out...
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LAXMAN PANDEY
Last warning! Got it? Hail India!

He and his men move off in the opposite direction. SUKHI stumbles to his feet.

gl
T TS| BT 81 I R & < 9Tel...

ar B, o A W T gEEr,
T |

SUKHI

You touch Aslam and see what I do
to you... Even your mother won't
recognise you.

Meanwhile the sub-inspector has reached the group. He walks up from
behind SUKHI and whacks him on his buttocks with his baton.

gg-gdey
dex @ A W WP AR-AR B 99 Bl
AT PR QAT | o FAT ATl DI A |

SUB-INSPECTOR

Ever seen a baboon’s arse? Yours will
be as red after I've finished with you.
Take them to the police station.

SUKHI looks confused. D]J slides his hand onto the sub-inspector’s arm and

lowers the baton.

S|
ER] ATEd, Jase Al 36 TSec
BT B | ZER MR |

-3 dex
ggd Er B @ §.Ece s
et R B o |

DJ

Sir, ’'m sure we can work it out.

SUB-INSPECTOR
Too much hot blood...messing
about in a heritage site!

The SUB-INSPECTOR steps aside, with D] still muttering angrily.

STol
o & @1 < 81 . g MY, AR .

DJ
No, never mind. Keep this...

The SUB-INSPECTOR gives DJ a knowing look, and they move away

from everyone.

SUE’s point of view: D] says something and then forcefully shakes hands
with the SUB-INSPECTOR. They laugh.

CLOSE ON: We catch a glimpse of a few crumbled 500-rupee notes being
pushed into the SUB-INSPECTOR's eager hands.
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SUE
Was that a bribe?

KARAN

Welcome to India, Sue.

LONG SHOT: D] stands alone. Everyone else is in tight groups as they

watch the cops leave. DJ turns around and focuses on his friends.

STol D]J
3y, foft o1 o ot 82 +R aF Ue Anyone hungry? 'm famished...

SUE can’t believe how brazen he is after what has happened.
EXT. THE CLASSROOM, ARCHWAY—NIGHT

D] sits astride his bike and offers SUE a ride.

DJ

Hey Sue, want a ride?

SONIA drags her away.

SONIA

You've got insurance, no?
ON THE SOUNDTRACK: Strains of “The Rebel’ fades in.

SUE shrugs ‘Sorry’ to DJ. He throws her a cocky look and races off, his
wheels kicking up dirt as he turns the bike 360 degrees and then takes off,

riding a wheelie.

ANGLE ON JEEP: SUE slumps in the back between SONIA, SUKHI and
ASLAM. KARAN is at the wheel.

EXT. HIGHWAY—NIGHT

DJ rides his bike alongside the jeep. SUKHI leans out and holds a beer bottle
out for DJ. Just as DJ reaches for it, KARAN swerves. There are roars of
laughter from everyone. The entire ride is potent with the rush of adrenaline
and youthful passion. SUE is intoxicated by these characters.
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She looks at DJ and for a split second sees him as CHANDRASHEKHAR
AZAD, one of the revolutionaries from the past, riding a bike (zhe ambience
sounds recede).

EXT. DIRT TRACK—NIGHT

They now hit a dirt track. KARAN switches off the headlights. The dust
particles dance like fireflies. His passengers shriek as they glide through
darkness. SUE looks back and sees DJ’s headlight chasing after them. Then
another light brightens behind him so that she can see DJ’s silhouette. The
new light speeds past DJ. It’s a second bike and as it roars past the jeep, the
rider gives them a thumbs-up sign.

SONIA

Love you...!
The rider, AJAY, blows a kiss at SONIA. She blows one back.

EXT. HIGHWAY—NIGHT

The jeep thumps back onto the main road, its headlights coming back on so
that we can see the two bikes racing each other. The camera following as AJAY
lurches back on his bike and overtakes DJ. D] goes full throttle and catches
up. The bikes zoom away, leaving the jeep behind. D] and AJAY can be heard
whooping loudly as they speed off, neck to neck.

EXT. MITRO’S DHABA—NIGHT

A typical Punjabi dhaba (highway restaurant) with an old house at the rear.
Attached to it is a small gurudwara (Sikh place of worship). Half the tables
are placed close to the road, and the other half, in a makeshift interior. A bike
skids to a halt outside. The rider pulls off his helmet—it’s DJ; however he
doesn’t look triumphant—and now we see why. AJAY is calmly leaning back
on his own parked bike. He easily beat D]J.

DJ
Shit!

AJAY

Almost...almost!

Sl D]J
(3757 & &7 YR dlefl AR §Y) (giving Ajay a high-five)
Alel, ®F @ TH.. Bloody idiot...
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3ol
U DT B 2

AJAY

How are you?

They hug. The jeep drives up, and SONIA jumps out even before it stops. She
rushes up to AJAY, who throws open his arms to embrace her.

Hey honey, come here you.

But SONIA kicks him in the shins instead.

SRR
MR TR HB 8l ofar A1, d H =
S ¥ AR STefd] |

AJAY laughs.

ATy
Y, U+ drahs A AeT b1 I8
@dT 8?7 How are you?

SONIA
Had something happened to you,
I'd have killed you.

AJAY
Is this any way to greet your
boyfriend? How are you?

The two lock in an embrace. The others are out of the jeep.

g

AJAY now greets his friends.

SINE
Mg, gfear | How are you?

3AHH
IER 9!

NN
ITTH TS, 3R oI B IV BT |

KARAN is waiting.

AT
eI, J gl HRAT §¢ DY | e 3|
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SUKHI
Hey, what’s up?

AJAY
Great buddy! And you?

AJAY
Mr. Rathod!

AJAY

Aslam, you look taller each time.

AJAY
Stop posing. Come here.
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KARAN
Sexy jacket bro...
S AJAY
ardr g | That it is!

KARAN throws an arm around AJAY as they all head towards the dhaba.
SONIA introduces SUE to her boyfriend. He extends his hand to her.

AJAY
Hi! Ajay...

SONIA
Flight Lieutenant Ajay Rathod.

With a twinkle of mischief in his eyes

AJAY

Don’t miss that!

SUE looks at SONIA, approving her choice of men. SONIA playfully
punches his arm. ASLAM asks everyone to hurry up.

I TH ASLAM
9 Tl IR, Tl dl @HT AR &I Hurry guys, I'm famished.
ST |

They are stopped in their tracks by a voice.

31 (0.C.) MITRO (O.C.)
PIS GHE-IET TS B arer | You won't get any food here.

An earthy woman in her early 50s, MITRO peers out at them from the
doorway.

KIS DJ
Mg A=, A9 99, fha @ Mitro, my sweetheart, how are you?

I/E. MITRO’S DHABA, DHABA AREA—NIGHT

DJ heads straight into the humble restaurant, with the gang right behind
him. He hugs MITRO. She holds her stern expression.
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=

W TS L. R 8, ;W A< AT M| &
M 915 g § A &1 are? A e
el Uc # urar| uar el R e
9Igs Y| 3 T B HUS U b
Sice qurT fbvdr § | ol ST 8!

She slaps him. The others laugh.

GEl
3R g¥ 99, & | A e 2 fa
TG Bl TS?

MITRO

Stay away! Remembered your mother
after two months? I carried you in my
stomach for nine months, and washed
your bum for years. Now you turn up
in these torn clothes, pretending to be
a gentleman. Get lost!

MITRO
Does anyone bother to check if
Mitro is alive or dead?

Drunk SUKHI staggers up and oblivious of the situation goes to give MITRO

a high five. He gets a slap instead.

IEEll
v PIS a1 g W |

Sl
qgel @Ml Raar €, fx Rya=m #oif
Sfe far fear|

o=

g B | it 7 A T wWrg? a
BT §9 7% BI? 3R A, fova
Ucell 81 g ®, Ul

arferr
.. faa!

o=

TSI G BT W& 7 | AT DI ASibal
g gl ST O ARG BH | Bl Bl
gal &Y drelil ue #?

MITRO

You're drunk again.

DJ
First give us food Ma, then yell at
us all night.

MITRO

None of you have eaten? What’s
with this generation? And Sonia,
you've lost even more weight.

SONIA
Really...Mitro!

MITRO

The girls of today are more bones
than flesh. How will you bear
children?

ASLAM, who has been standing in a corner all the while, echoes MITRO in

her support.

IRTTH
Pl DI gl HY YTl Ue H?

el
3T 3rFe™, WRT GaR! *RT &1 &1 A8
AT W U
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ASLAM

How will you bear children?

MITRO

Aslam, how are you my son?
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MITRO hugs ASLAM.

o=
ST ¥RT I7ST 9T & ST T fer o1 2 |

MITRO gives DJ a slap.

=

(STt @1 TvP)

R O ATAId ! AN BT AR BT
IER WOl B |

S|
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MITRO
He is my true son who bothers to
check on me.

MITRO

(to DJ)
And you useless fellow! Shouldnt

have sent you to the city.

DJ

Come on...

DJ tries to divert MITRO’s anger, he takes SUE’s arm, all confident.

S|

M #, <@ # W g fa Aol
AT AT E | T T A A, O 98| VaT
A B R/ |

o=

HH G & o SAT?

Everyone laughs. SUE looks at D]J.
KIS

BR @I, W dad A e & T &
gafeTy a1 31 foF o 8] I |

D]

Look ma, what I brought for you.
Your daughter-in-law. Her name
is Sue.

MITRO
What? A foreigner?

D]J

Brought her specially from
London. That’s why I was away for
so long.

(to Sue)

I am telling her from London first trip yours.

SUE decides to get back at DJ. She moves towards MITRO and touches

her feet.

=
U AL HioH | 3T BT 9T 1T URTe 2 |
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SUE
Give me your blessings Ma. Your
son’s a bit soft in the head.
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D] is blown to discover that SUE not only speaks Hindi, but is also familiar
with Indian customs. Everyone laughs at the shocked expression on DJ’s
face...except MITRO who is a little confused at first until she realises that the

joke is on D]J. DJ is embarrassed.

Srol
3 AN e L. 3 Y A A qHEd ©
27 J qI TS B T IR..

SUE grins at D]J.

DJ

Gosh! She understands Hindi!
You really understand everything?
What a goof-up...

DISSOLVE TO:

I/E. MITRO’S DHABA; DHABA AREA—LATER

The gang is wolfing down the food laid out on the table.

GEl

¥ arex aferd, favdR omar fear =,
Al SM8Y, BIS Are T8l Id qJ TE
AT T |

NN
3MY 31 7, ST 2 | P s 1 B |

MITRO
I’'m going off to sleep. Your beds are
ready. No need to drive back so late
at night.

DJ
Alright. You don’t worry.

As SUE turns her attention back to the rest of the group, the sounds in the
dhaba recede once again. Everything becomes slow motion.

Sheimagines KARAN, DJ, SUKHI, ASLAM and SONIA turninginto BHAGAT
SINGH, CHANDRASHEKHAR AZAD, RAJGURU, ASHFAQULLAH
KHAN and DURGA BHABHI (The characters from the past).

g (V.O.)

IR T4 IT @I YA o O b
W IR & SRR & 91 9 91 9R
PRI S-S 91eR Hda My &
T T4, SRTBIHSoetT WH-oi A 9
AT W M AW |

SUE (V.O.)

I saw them then. Like theyd
leapt out of the pages of my
grandfather’s diary—Bhagat Singh,
Chandrashekhar Azad, Rajguru,
Durga Bhabhi, Ashfaqullah Khan,
—they were sitting there, right in
front of me.

ASLAM snaps his fingers in front of SUE’s face, bringing her back to the present.
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R].®al @l g off amu?

L

JA ART W e # ufder wRn?
Everyone looks up.

AHAH
=77

A
R A AN AR fher | gfdedt HRA?

You guys are perfect!

71

ASLAM

Sue...where are you?

SUE
Will you guys act in my film?

ASLAM
What?

SUE
Will you guys act in my film?
You guys are perfect!

All of them burst out laughing at what seems like a ridiculous idea.

T |
AY gH AT E R R E aig?
P! fhed BT ERT § |

More laughter.

3T
ufdeT & a1 3 |t A 2

SUE looks hopeful.

AT
gf, o W} Ared S d Y& 2

Everyone laughs again.

L

[ am serious. R 4| JH @RI WA
INEACERICC IS IEECNIEACASISTIRCIS
3R ST & U & ford Uaed fihe
RENT | IR AT B A_Y g7 AR |

SONIA is pleasantly surprised.
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SUKHI
Hey, why are you guys laughing?
I’'m the hero of her film.

AJAY
These guys are champions when it
comes to acting.

AJAY
Yeah, clowning around as they do
all day.

SUE

Really. The four of you will
be perfect as Bhagat Singh,
Chandrashekhar Azad, Ashfaqullah

Khan and Rajguru. And Sonia will
be my Durga Bhabhi.
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<ol
Y Y a1 o= drefefl § AR

They all laugh.

3TTH
M Bl IR.. I A <yfId-afed &1
g g7 IR oRTeY IR |

=L
QIRT? 39 A S S o SISIel

‘hNUT
Bl STl T2 BT ol § 59 Q¥
PI? PIs 8] AT 39 IHANT Bl |

DJ
Gosh, she really knows Hindi!

ASLAM
Come on... All this talk of

patriotism is boring.

SUE
Boring? These guys gave their lives
for the freedom of your country.

KARAN

What freedom? Have you seen
the state of this country? No one
believes this crap.

KARAN is interrupted by a gentle but firm voice with steady conviction.

3Ty

g fiee avor | § A § | ger fara
2 39 Q¥ R, emfad w| e o
FUH < B oy &l oTedr?

X[
[ don’t know. ¥l & uReic &=+

JIIR efdat.. osfddl ar gHAwH

qrell U IR & |

3ol

IS H AT ST 7, olfb R o, H
39 29 & forv 99 9 @ forr duR
2. g3 AN 2 9 Q¥ W |

hNUT
a9 27 fea A9 wR? QU @
UIgelerd uR?
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AJAY

Excuse me, Karan! I believe in this
country, in patriotism. Otherwise,
why would I be fighting for it?

KARAN

Maybe because it’s cool being a
pilot... Flying expensive planes,
wearing sexy jackets...

SUKHI
...and women... Women love men
in uniform.

AJAY

Sure... I love being a pilot. Sure
it’s cool, but I can give my life for
this country... I am proud of this
country.

KARAN
Proud of what? This country’s
exploding population?
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Tl 8] IRISHTRI UR?

TREE R? T 99 R AT SIS

Td 87

SN R

Hey come on guys! @55 1 <w
Rbde el BT & S JER g0
TS |

2l

CRFCLI)

Id AR T B3N P < DI Whac
gerar ]88 | H A o fa s e,
S e Fe o MRS | 3T A /e
TE B areT 39 Hga H |

At
q S & B UTEI EH BISaN |
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ASLAM

Or unemployment?

KARAN
Or corruption? Which of these are
you most proud of?

AJAY
Hey come on guys! No country’s
perfect. We've got to make it better.

KARAN

(sarcastically)

OK, Ajay you make this country
perfect. The minute I get my degree,
I’'m out of this dump to America.

SONIA

You won't be able to leave us and go.

KARAN
Wait and see.

STl

3N IR, I B drew § IR, HY uar
g el 9.

(19T &I 79dh H HIRd V)

T AT E WA« b, Tl [T
ST V8 ..

DJ

She speaks Hindi so well!

(hits Aslam light-heartedly)

Why didn’t you tell me, you idiot?
I kept making a fool of myself...
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EXT. MITRO’S DHABA—PRE DAWN

They are all lying on cots. Some of them are half asleep, the others are just
lying in easy silence. AJAY is dozing in SONIA’s arms. SUE sits next to
SONIA. SUKHLI is snoring loudly. SUE gazes at them all, thinking hard.
SUE and SONIA speak in hushed tones.

=L SUE
TR TP IR 949 YBI Al Hel, @i |

At least ask them once, please.
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SIRE SONIA
ar g9 8l AL You don’t give up, do you...

SUE looks SONIA in the eye.

e SONIA
NP, W PIS T aTelT 78T | OK, but nobody will turn up.

DJ turns over, only half asleep, overhearing the conversation.

STl D]
ST, § o ST | SOt <7 UifA | They’ll turn up. I'll get them. That’s

DJ’s promise.

He smiles at SUE who smiles in turn at SONIA, but SONIA is not convinced.
The silence is broken by the sound of shuffling feet. D] gets up to greet the

old man who appears.

IOl D]

BT, T 2 Karan, put out your cigarette.

The old man blesses DJ and looks at the entire gang.
STol DJ

ORUT FTHll | Greetings, Grandpa!

aTeTShl DADAJI

SiieT %€ Yo | bal 3 God bless you. When did you
come?

KIS | DJ

I Bl IMAT| FB AT & | Just last night. With some friends.

The old man nods affectionately, pats D] on the cheek and moves on. SUE
watches the old man shuffle towards a tiny tower-like structure: a small
gurudwara. Loudspeakers attached on either side of the tower, are broadcasting
the morning prayers.

s SUE

DI B° Who is he?
SIER) SONIA

Il & JIeToN | DJ’s grandfather.

‘ ‘ Rang De Basanti_1.indd 74 @ 12/19/13 11:30AM‘ ‘



75

The old man disappears into the gurudwara.
DISSOLVE TO:
EXT. MITRO’S DHABA—dawn

The old man’s voice fills the early morning air. The bikes and jeep speed off
down the road. Flamboyant DJ pulls away MITRO’s dupatta (scarf) as he
rides off on his bike. MITRO watches them disappear into the distance and
prays for their safety.

N MITRO
e ... Lord, watch over him...

EXT. SINGHANIA RESIDENCE—MORNING

KARAN's jeep drives through the imposing gates. The driveway surrounded
by sprawling lawns leads to the portico.

INT. SINGHANIA RESIDENCE; VERANDAH—MORNING

KARAN walks quickly and quietly along the verandah.
QI\_YIH. o Ry RAJNATH SINGHANIA
TS T HROT | 37T X BT AT T @ BI7 Good morning Karan. Back so early?

KARAN stubs his cigarette and stops in his tracks. He looks at his father,
RAJNATH SINGHANIA. They are not on great terms.

hNU] KARAN
ST HIGIH 8l T 3 AR H B, W I didnt know you were in town,
Sir.

RAJNATH SINGHANIA, a distinguished looking man in his early 50s, is
slumped in a chair, nursing a drink. His cell phone is lying on his lap, ready to
be answered again; he’s obviously expecting another call. He’s looking tired,
jet-lagged, and a little disturbed.

o RagTar RAJNATH SINGHANIA

g9 ¥l ©eT WX Usel Ugdl gl 9gd Just arrived an hour ago. It was
TR Weflse ol | TRRT Bictol bl a long flight. Everything ok at
ESRGIRL college?
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YT
gfe, S |

Awkward silence. KARAN turns to leave.

TSI Rt

Y AMT? 3Tl AT DI Al SRS
IR Sei? ARFE e &
HIoHT U™ BT 1ol aRi% Gl & |
R ST Ao &, ®ReA ©..

Cagl
(= %)
T8 foe # Sar £

KARAN
Everything’s fine, Dad.

RAJNATH SINGHANIA

Have you decided which American
university you want to go to next
year? Michigan University offers
a fine Management programme.

Then Carnegie Mellon, Wharton...

KARAN
(cuts in)
I know the list.

RAJNATH SINGHANIA’s cell phone rings. He picks it up, irritated.

NSEIRREIEE

(BXVT B TH GEDBY)

(P17 )

8 ¥ GAS T8 < RBLAlE H B
PRIl A1 g8 H B B |

He disconnects the phone.

NNSEIVERRIED

H orar g f6 ga e) fore & IR #
TEq 3Bl TRE S 81 | elfd foiaf
¥ e 8 e e s9a forg
QT A TSl B 1 B Afbe Ud
TIT QM YT BT 8, 39 ;A P TR
H BIg T8 gudl, 7 WHR, T IH]
(Fr% Pl)

&l =Ry |

(@vT Pl)

H{O PRI TEI Al $7P] I8 BIPR T8
SIS |

RAJNATH SINGHANIA

Hello...

(to Karan who’s about to leave)
Wait...

(on the phone)

I can’t hear you clearly...call me
later.

RAJNATH SINGHANIA

I know that you know about the
lists. But life doesn’t just happen
to you. You've got to plan it. Every
second someone is born in this
country. Nobody cares about them.
Neither the government, nor their
God.

(to a servant)

Take it away!

(to Karan)

Do something... Or else you will
be one of them.

KARAN bristles; he’s heard this a thousand times before.

U]
31 fhR ¥ ofdeR Yo A BIFTY, wilal...
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KARAN

Please, dont start with your lectures....
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NSEICEREIERI RAJNATH SINGHANIA
TRIUATN STFRRT | IR elTg SATaT a1 SMS generation. Any conversation
&1 TS, TR oV Il & | that goes beyond four lines

becomes a lecture.

RAJNATH SINGHANIA’s mobile rings. He checks the number on the
phone and holds it to his ear.

NSEISERRIEDI
&, 21 g, ¥El. % ..l & P
2, H SR SR 91 HRAT E

RAJNATH SINGHANIA

Hello...the signal’s weak here...give

me a second. Excuse me, Karan.

KARAN sighs deeply as he watches RAJINATH SINGHANIA walk out of

the room and into the balcony. A glass door separates them.

NOTE: The conversation that follows is shot in such a way that we are
sometimes near RAJNATH SINGHANIA, and at other times near KARAN.

The sum effect of this is that while the viewer hears the complete conversation,

KARAN is only able to get snatches of information.

roTTeT RAgTf=ar
Bl drefr!

NERICRSEIBE
3BT dI 399 &g < fb 84 U8 drar
T8 BRAT |

NEBIEASRIGRI
<@, gH TR 999 IRE1E IR IR B | UH
I A IR @l BT A 8
AfeTd 8, IR A I8 3[HS | 3R 39D
fore a1 I8 wrae @1 Wil & g1 S
IIOIR H SHPT Merr |1 &l fAerm|
BT BR of, B AT AT

<@ WgAT, o9 Sfear # S i
2 d ger @ WY [ IR W @
il I frerar < |

RAJNATH SINGHANIA
What is it?

RAJNATH SINGHANIA
The deal is off then, we are not
interested.

RAJNATH SINGHANIA

Please don’t waste my time. You
know Russian quality is doubtful,
they cant afford to be arrogant.
Anyway, in the open market, they'd
not get anything close to the price
we're offering. They need to make
up their minds.

And you know how many fathers
there are to every deal in India. Tell
them no more negotiations. They
should wire the money to us.

While on the phone, he notices KARAN leave after a while. It disturbs him.

He disconnects the phone.
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INT. SINGHANTA RESIDENCE; KARAN'S BEDROOM—DAY

KARAN comes to his room and aimlessly opens a drawer and takes out a
photograph. It’s a photo of a young woman who we can guess is KARAN’s
mother. He caresses the photo.

EXT. DELHI UNIVERSITY, AMPHITHEATRE—DAY

SUE has the camera set up; she is looking at her watch. SONIA is wrapping
up for the day. After a couple of beats.

SUERI SONIA
UH gR R |E ol J AT U 8 I warned you. They won’t turn up.
B |

L SUE
e, 7T, o1 7 it fhar o g9 | But DJ promised me.
A SONIA

(& B THeT PYd) (mimics Sue)

S A uifae fpar el Oh! But D] promised me!

A figure emerges from the side; it is KARAN.

BRI KARAN
ar 39 Fergd fthed gl o7 So you really are a filmmaker?

SONIA is at first overjoyed to see him,

SONIA
Karan...
But reminds herself...
[T SONIA
¥ 319 3T X EI? 9Tl W9 BaEl 80 Why are you so late? And where are

the others?

KARAN walks up to the stage area, shrugs, picks up a script and reads
the title.
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YT KARAN
‘The Young Guns of India.” 1ol “The Young Guns of India.” Very
A A9 2 dramatic.
He flicks through the script. SUE starts to pack her camera.
SIERI SONIA
A ®el O JET 8I? Where are you going?
=L SUE
TT, Th NIl BT dT BT & T | Well, that’s one part cast.
SUE puts the hat on KARAN’s head.
7] SUE
BNOT DI SR UdT BN STdb gl [ am sure Karan would know where
TR Pl B 39 I | his friends are right now.
The two girls stare at him.
@ EXT. ADDA—DAY @&

The adda (hangout) is a tea stall at the University square. A small television
is showing some fashion channel. The tea stall owner [Kaka] is pumping
the stove; a young boy is serving tea, bun and omelettes. DJ, SUKHI and
ASLAM are stuffing food in their mouths, checking out the stunning women
on TV, rating them on a scale of one to ten.

gsiell SUKHI

s | She’s an eight.

ol DJ

qrg! A | Wow! Nine!

Bskell SUKHI

3! T BN B What a girl...

3T TH ASLAM

3Y BIg, =g fua.. Hey Chotu, get me a cup of tea...
S| c| SUKHI

grl Tell her to go! Two.
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STl

w: |

gl
gl gl

SISKE]
R A TE UG W99, a1 W SIS B

KIN|

AT B! B TS A BHST &1 oA
UM ® IR! <9 $Y deal ®, dUe-IISe,
Te-ITse, oUe Vse.. feh-fed.. as!

DJ

Six!

SUKHI
Ten!

ASLAM
Ten? She looks like a hen.

DJ
What? Dude...look at those legs!
Left Right, Left Right, Tik Tik.

DJ looks back and finds SUE and SONIA standing behind them. DJ’s

face drops.

S|

sl

T 919 B V&l 7, 3MS-Al A HH el
2l

DJ
Oh shit...

SUKHI
Dont be silly, thats at least an
eight.

D] looks at ASLAM for protection as SONIA and SUE stare.

rferar
T AICH T | AT Sifeic 3fiH | 378
99 Ractisl, s9a! W8 I Rl Tal |

ol
AU BIU, &9 o1 99 3 &) aral o, T
B PNUT BT I PR B I |

g

&f!

rf=rar

ITTBT HRUT? HRYT Sldh TTSH TR INTAT o7 |

<ot
e, Al A1 § ®g I8 SER I PR XEl

ZIAR T SR dc R B ¢ |
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SONIA
Thought I'd find you stuffing your
faces. You lazy good-for-nothings.

DJ
We were about to come, but we are
waiting for Karan actually.

SUKHI
Right!

SONIA
Oh! So you were waiting for Karan?
Karan was there on time.

DJ

We are waiting for him here and
he was waiting for us there. What
confusion...

12/19/13 11:30AM‘ ‘
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e ar I=t o

STol

g2 B T IR, BHTA B 17|

81

SUKHI

But we were supposed to meet here.

D]J

Can you believe it?

DJ tries to get a laugh but finds that SUE is not amused. She straightaway

thrusts the script copies in their hands.

A
@rTeT @I 37IR)

TH STTHIHSeet W 2 |

(Gl @1 Srv)
A RIS |

gt
BRI AT?

=L
3R A, UCT & DI BI7

She shoves the script pages in DJ’s hand.

=
Jewfor, fedl & ' A & ard

FEIRGR 3T |
ol

B H W) ofrdf |

=L
T A Ul AT g AT | 8H

ol fAerd 2 |

e
Pl gag Redd S A6 gof!

gl

(I ov TSP Bl TTBY)
4!
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SUE

(to Aslam)

You're Ashfaqullah Khan.
(to Sukhi)

You're Rajguru.

SUKHI
The hero, right?

SUE

And do you know who you are?

SUE
The master of disguise and

deception, Chandrashekhar Azad.

D]J
Killing me softly!

SUE
Learn the lines properly. We'll meet
tomorrow.

SONIA
Eight! Sharp!

SUKHI
(spotting a girl on TV)
Nine!
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SRl SONIA
ClECICAC 8 a.m. sharp!

SUKHT’s attention has totally shifted to the television set by now.

g SUKHI

I8 ... Oh that! Fine...

SRR SONIA
I o BT *F TRl ¥ & ke &) We've already wasted a day.
TR

SONIA thwacks the television and strides off with SUE. The channel changes.
SUKHI rushes to the TV and desperately thrashes it several times to get back
the fashion channel.

gl SUKHI

U IR.IR.. Hey wait...what...

Il DJ

3T BT, TR AT TR H =1 ol Aslam, your sister-in-law looks
AT B TR.. even better when she’s angry...

All laugh. DJ melodramatically performs like a lover. DJ sings a popular song.

KIN| DJ
] 3P T TN M| W I QI Bitten by the bug of love! No hope
AT ST | of surviving.

SUKHI and ASLAM join him. They all dance to the song,.
INT. POLITICAL PARTY OFFICE—DAY

LAXMAN PANDEY walks into the party office. He finds the photo of the

party chief on the wall is slightly tilted. He straightens it and looks to see if it
is perfect. The party chief, MISHRA, walks in and meets him.

51 (0.C.) MISHRA (O.C.)
RIT PR I I, ALHIT? What are you doing, Laxman?

LAXMAN folds his hands to MISHRA.

SIEHOT UTuSy LAXMAN PANDEY
JorH! Greetings, Mishraji.
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g, I8 S uRedl Al & [a%g gad
SHRICYA el [T &, SR qrehl g
aiféat @ aHe {E BT IS T 2.
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MISHRA

The Party High Command is
really happy with your work. These
demonstrations that you have started
against Western culture, they've
helped us overshadow other parties.

He puts his arm around LAXMAN and takes him inside. Two young party

members are counting money at a table.

B

(@t awv @)

il

(Frsir el @1 < T3l dd gv)
Ig AT

LAXMAN hesitates.

SIEHOT UTUSy
S8,

BEN
fore, JeHvr Ui |

TEHIT YISy

SHPT SRd ARl g, fsmel | § ureh
& B 4G @ forg & R <@ E
g3l oy fawar g, ol Ul &
Rrgral R |

MISHRA

Come, come...

(to a party worker)

Give.

(Mishra takes two wads of notes)
Here. Take this.

LAXMAN PANDEY
Er...for what...

MISHRA
This is is for your boys, and this is
for you Laxman Pandey.

LAXMAN PANDEY

That’s not necessary, Mishraji. I'm
not doing this for money. I really
believe in the principles of my

party.

MISHRA looks at the other party members who smile.

e

(T&HTT qroe )

g 9 Al SId © offdh BIs ¥ afiare™
TA™ & ford W Ul BT STd gscll
21 G Al g9, B A |

MISHRA

(to Laxman Pandey)

That's fine, but every movement
needs fuel to keep it going.

He closes LAXMAN PANDEY’s fist around the second wad of notes.
LAXMAN PANDEY accepts the money, but he looks uncomfortable.
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EXT. DELHI UNIVERSITY, AMPHITHEATRE—DAY

= (V.O.) SUE (V.0.)

digg A | B Redd ¥o 1| PR March 14th.We started rehearsals.

SIS & IE] H HET O, dl Wl T off | To say I was nervous would be an
understatement.

ANGLE ON: Stage. KARAN, DJ, SUKHI, ASLAM and SONIA are seated
in front of SUE. Each of them has a script in their hands.

) SUKHI

(73 §Y) (reading)

T BB N B ofl, G2 GDT TS A | “There is nothing you can do to
T TIN B ) ok F == w5 break me. Because I have made pain
B ST AHBR TAT & | my friend. As I hold Death’s fingers.’

SUKHI looks at DJ, and immediately the two burst out laughing.

gsicll SUKHI
SIS AT, PRI B A AT I3 TR | D] you idiot, dont spoil my

concentration.

SUE gives DJ a warning look.

SONIA

Please guys, be serious.

SUKHI
Sorry yaar (friend)...

DJ
Sorry...sorry. Shh...

He holds a finger to his lips. Then suddenly looks at the finger and

remembers—

S| D]J
Hid &1 STl 8T 8T & Look...death’s finger.

They all burst out laughing.

JUMP CUT TO:

KARAN starts to read his lines with as much emotion as a robot.
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I PR AT 2| H ST ST AR &
T Wl B, R OA god Al Sferal
2| AEHERY eI, Wi R s
91T HRAT & U IATADT IMMETHRNT e,
Amoel A1 gegd &.) What’s his

problem?

3 cTH

q 1 a1 R gE @ forg g anf
IR | I AT 3 Pls dTSD! AT aren
TEl | BH F HH JMSTal drell dl SHD
fog Bie a1, Ir..

DJ and KARAN burst out laughing.

g

B A1, 9Tl 89 | R H dAdR

AHTH
3N IR, I AT 8 T IAR..
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KARAN

‘Tve committed my life to the freedom
of this country. I know you want
me to get married, but I have made
freedom my bride. Your obedient
son, Bhagat Singh.” Who talks like
this, for God’s sake? ‘Freedom is my
bride.” What's his problem?

ASLAM
I think it’s a good line for Sukhi.

Since no girl is ever going to marry

him, let freedom be his bride...

SUKHI
Laugh bastards, laugh. You guys

are not invited to my wedding.

ASLAM

Hey, don’t be sentimental...

D] looks at SUE who is sad, and starts singing.

<ol

(T §T)
VL. PR W 79 P, fHAT I FT 3ARI...

ASLAM and SUKHI also join in.
4T

geell I HIEH, o WRT S 9R7!

D]
(singing)

S(o)ue, what have you done to me?

ALL
The season has changed and the
world looks so pretty!

JUMP CUT TO:

SONIA appears now wearing a sari over her jeans. The boys clap and cheer.

SONIA ignores them.

S|
Ig B WISH Picke T Il NISS |
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DJ
This is the sari round of The Miss
Freedom contest.
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[

(Vg @I 31)

ﬁef AT g9H hXdCY dhl Udh tﬁ?{
forer | sfeaes!

SONIA
(to Sue)
Just thought it would help me get

into the character. Idiots!

SUE smiles. SONIA’s commitment will help inspire the boys.

=L
ForY, Y91 T BT | g @it Y oy

Hedd B B TSl HIRIF B
US| 99 OF R IR | gAY
T8 fepolT, HdeY s | 8T ST |
PIRIRT PRI, 3G A g 3Mara AT |

SUKHI inadvertently burps.

ol

Ay G, gE B iR [ a1 AT
I Y& B TS/ T Teal ddex
< B TS IR, g1 Siod] Hiacy Uhs
o/ T IR |

The boys crack up.

JUMP CUT TO:

SUE

This isn’t going to work. You have
to work hard to bring out the
characters. Unless you emote from
within, you won’t understand these
characters. Try, it will come from
within you.

D]J

See, he’s got into his character
already. You wunderstood the
character pretty fast.

SONIA
DJ stop it yaar, just shut up or get out.

Srof

SRy @ T @ T PR
HIfBRI | JoTdl, T HB W1 a1d, g
H & AT R W@

DJ

See! Now you look like a
revolutionary! Whatever you say
Gulabo, you need me to create the
mood.

More laughter. Then ASLAM looks at SUE and mutters.

3T H
39U 81 S, &1 dl AR QYT |

S|

TSh Ts & IR, Tsb T3/
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ASLAM
D]J, watch it.

D]J

Now she’s upset!
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As all of them look apologetically at her, SUE at last gives up her stern look

and begins to smile.

STl
3T 3y, & o1 B

DJ

She’s smiling. She’s mine!

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. DELHI UNIVERSITY, AMPHITHEATRE—DAY

SUE is with KARAN and ASLAM.

A8
.0 wirg Rig ded o | 98 A k3 91

P Y FH| 3R 3 A SF H I8 W
% forg ®BiRA R =g Y |

3AHcTH

g, ofd d9 aad SR o, | 3w
3R A bl &1 ®el 1 fd g9 <1 &
fore S ¢ | &1, 1 g uaT ® AT
R FH, femrT a1 S 7

DT
ET, AT |

L

99, 3 GHSHl ©lel. ¥l Pl gl
SIS IS B el B AEgH W |
TP IR R R <@l |

3AHTH

BT
(& T Sd §Y)
PR QT

KARAN looks at SUE.
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SUE

Those are the words of a 23-year-old.
That's how old Bhagat Singh was
when he walked to the gallows—23.

ASLAM

Those were different times, Sue.
Today, if you tell people that you
want to give your life for your
country, they’ll call you mad.

KARAN
Exactly. I don’t think I can relate
to this...

SUE

That’s it. Don’t think...feel. Just
don’t read the words. Feel them.
Let's do it again.

ASLAM
Why dont we try again? Come
on...

KARAN

(taking a deep breath)

I have committed my life to the
freedom of the country...
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SUE
Good!
DROT KARAN
Vel IR, AN, BR oi T Ao R forg I've committed my life to the
PIg AR T8I Gl | H ST g 319 freedom of this country. A job, a

e & A UAMET Bl AR BR 99, O well settled life—these things don't

P B ded D AI-9Y TS ©, oAb matter anymore. | know you want

TR goed dl AT & | me to get married, but I have made
freedom my bride.

His words continue. ASLAM looks up from the script and glances at the far
end of the hall. In the shadows at the far entrance, a figure is standing and

watching them—it is LAXMAN PANDEY. As he realises that ASLAM is
looking at him, LAXMAN PANDEY backs off into the shadows.

JUMP CUT TO:
EXT. ADDA—DAY

SUKHI is in RAJGURU’s costume. He is practising his lines. He keeps a
bottle of tomato ketchup under his palm as a standby for a lit candle.

gt SUKHI

H WRA A &7 JeT AT B el 31T I swear on Mother India...
BT TET...

Concentrating much too hard, he forgets his lines. He looks into the script
and starts again, eyes shut.

gsicll SUKHI

H IR Al BT 971 AT BT A1l AH I swear on Mother India...

KARAN quietly removes the bottle of ketchup and holds a lighter flame
under SUKHT’s palm. As SUKHI feels the heat, he opens his eyes with a start.

gsiell SUKHI

T arl Damn it!
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EXT. ADDA; FOLIAGE BEHIND ADDA—DAY

A close-up of D] and SUKHI. D] is whistling a song.

g

AR, I 3T BT A fbe 2| offwt #
sl STefa” Ul gAT 2wl #
BTN oI} ddheR gadl &1 3T S,
eI AT BH-B SR e © b H Bl
el R FaRT AT %" IS |

STl
3MY e, P TaRT A | #X S I
PART & A |

SUKHI

This Aslam is a real stud. Take a
look at the packaging—poetry,
palmistry... DJ, I'm scared at times
that I'll remain a bachelor all my

life.

DJ
Trust me I wont let you die a

bachelor.

SUKHI
Promise?
SIS D]J
Il 7 Uit | It's DJ’s promise.

SUKHI holds DJ’s hand. DJ realises that they have not washed their hands

after pissing. Both grimace.

EXT. ADDA—DAY

ASLAM is holding SUE’s hand and reading her palm.

SNKE

N WM fhaAi @ ddEN  FEat
S fbdal B el R WR AT
TN daa Pl IR S 8 gH..
S THRI ¥ 95 AN ST & I |

DT

T U9, o <ol B!

ASLAM

You'll be changing people’s destinies...
You'll show them the way...

You know how to change destinies...

Far beyond these lines must you traverse

KARAN
Hey Pappu, change the channel!

KARAN and SONIA are playing with a ball. Just then, DJ and SUKHI walk
in. DJ’s and SUE’s eyes meet for a moment, but SUE deliberately looks away.

D]J smiles to himself.
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I eTH
arg! ofa dTeA A N A D 7 |
Je AT dral dlell S-3e H ST

ASLAM

Your love line is very strong. The
man of your dreams will come
along in a black T-shirt and say...

DJ, who’s wearing a black T-shirt breaks into a song—

STl
R].. B W A7 P, fhar T =1 g2ART |

All laugh.

gl
IR A AT AT 8 19 184 & 8 78l |

DT
U # TRA & AT IS ITIT BN | A |

The news channel is on.

D]J
S(o)ue, what have you done to me?

SUKHI

Do I even have a love line?

KARAN
You must have washed it off in the
loo.

INT. NDTV STUDIO; NEWSROOM (ON TV)—DAY

NTHTIRATI D #1
‘arferaTHe # ofTel e aThaiSe ol |
fquer @& IR & SFFAR e HA 1
T, a9 AT 21 & goil &1 gelrell
H enfier €1

NEWSREADER #1

“There was another walkout in the
Parliament today. According to the
opposition, the Defence Minister

has also received kickbacks in the
MiG-21 scandal.’

EXT. SOUTH BLOCK, MINISTRY OF DEFENCE (ON TV)—DAY

We see DEFENCE MINISTER SHASTRI on the TV sets. He’s outside
Parliament House being mobbed by the Press.

e HAT oA

Tg IRU FRER 2| R U W4
RAR BT IRF & forv fauer & a1
gUd~s § | s9d folU Ud Sifd ST
STeg &1 faderar s |”
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DEFENCE MINISTER
SHASTRI

“This is a blatant lie, and a ploy by
the opposition to bring down the
government. I am ordering a probe.’
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EXT. ADDA—DUSK
T KARAN
a1 ARG Siede & ar| =e. gor This is really depressing. Come on,
5 let’s go...

He thwacks the TV as he gets up and turns to leave.
EXT. INDIA GATE , RAJPATH—NIGHT

ON THE SOUNDTRACK: On the jeep deck ‘Rebel’ is playing. D] is on
the wheel, everybody is enjoying the ride. KARAN takes a big gulp from
the beer bottle. The jeep now races down the wide avenues towards India
Gate. KARAN stands on the bonnet of the jeep; others follow suit. They all
salute the ‘Amar Jawan Jyoti’ (Soldier’s Memorial). SUE grabs the moment
on her camera.

ON THE SOUNDTRACK: The song ‘Be A Rebel’ plays on.

SONG: BE A REBEL
Be a rebel

10 the Mahal of the 1aj

10 the Minar of Qutub

10 the Kumari of Kanya (Say hoi oh hoi)

10 the Panjim of Goa (Say hoi oh hoi)

10 the Kaancheepuram

Zindabad Zindagood

They all have something to say (Say hoi oh hoi)
They all have something to say (2)

Follow me; Follow me; Follow me now!

3rg+t ar grsener (Here’s to our kind of school)

weed! @l gre@ren, (Having fun, breaking rules...)
Be a rebel

Chorus:

1 &g e+ arer, (No students here)

1 &g Hg arer(2) (No teachers here)

3rg+t ar grsener (Here’s to our kind of school)

vl @l graeer, (2) (Having fun, breaking rules...)

Lose control
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India and Pakistan
Bangladesh all in the song
Khajuraho to Coimbatore
Say hoi oh hoi (2)

From the Gateway of India
Upto the Himalayas

Across the Ganga Jamuna
Say hoi hoh hoi (2)

From Shirdi to the Red Fort
Laal Kila, Yeah u know

From Ajmer to Orissa

Say hoi hoh hoi (2)
Loose Control
Chorus (x1)

Be a rebel

Amar Akbar Antony

Ram Rahim Abdullah
Searching for a bright star

Say hoi hoh hoi(Say hoi hoh hoi)
10 the corners of the earth

What is our search worth?

What is our destiny?

Say hoi oh hoi (2)

Imagine we go back in time
Free your soul, Free your mind

1ake a look what do you find?
Say hoi hoh hoi (2)

Lose control

One more time!!

Lose... Lose... Lose Control
Haha!! (3)

Be a rebel !

EXT. STREET OUTSIDE ASLAM’S HOUSE—NIGHT

All are in a quiet mood as the jeep drives through the narrow lanes of Old

Delhi and comes to a halt. SONIA has crashed out on the rear seat. ASLAM
climbs out of the jeep.
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ASLAM

See you guys tomorrow.

SUKHI
(slurring)
Youre my buddy. I'll drop you

home.

ASLAM
Home is just two lanes away. I'll
manage.

KARAN and SUKH]I, a little unsteady on their feet, walk down the narrow
alleys with a perfectly sober ASLAM, singing a merry tune and dropping

ASLAM home.

Sl

FAdAl Woldell Tooll TTell...

hNUT
a9 A1 T8 Teell & o SN e
P ITCA |

DT

Bl

HT

a1 A1 21 Todll b 9ol SI¢ AR Bl
el |

EXT. JEEP—NIGHT

SUKHI
Khalbali khalbali talli gali...

KARAN
We aren’t so drunk that we have
forgotten where you live.

KARAN
Talli gali...

SUKHI
Talli gali...

KARAN
Talli gali...

KARAN
We aren’t so drunk that we have
forgotten where you live.

D] is watching them with a huge grin on his face.

STl
®T T TH..
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DJ
Idiots!
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AR
@ef e & T 3!

U a9 I8 99 |/B el el qd
JTH-31T YR el SITaT |

L
TR fbe ), H-p¥) o1 AT & ool 27 |

KN

BIAT T8I Sfl, 981 T § /e, Al
<el, U1 HHmSll, BR 99R, J dR%
YRT UR AT STefl, fed o1 o1 feH...
Plell © I @ 59 K% &H I8P Pl
T & O goll RSP A8 &H - g,
fen o o | 3 A1 Termar, JFraRid |
UTq-3Se gU {9 UiE |rdt 8 Y fiR
AT Mg TH eI 3N

L
H.H st e |

S|
H AR § & e 2.

RS
w?

There is silence for a while.

S|

ER? HF H AT ofg € #| S
3 BIS NP B @R heEd &
S5 H g 91 8, | BN SIo |
dfhd arer g # sreeres I
O Ty, arat @ W H.
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SUE
You're very lucky to have friends
like them.

DJ
One day, this will all end. We'll all

go our separate ways.

SUE

But you can always keep in touch.

D]

Doesn’t happen. Life gets busy.
Too many problems—getting a
job, a house, money. In college,
we are the masters of our destinies.
But after college, we have to dance
to fate’s tune. You know Gulabo, I
passed out 5 years ago, but still...

SUE

I don’t understand.

D]J

I don’t ever want to leave college...

SUE
Why?

D]J

At least in the campus I'm
someone. People know me. DJ’s
a somebody. People expect me
to do something big in life. But
when I'm out on the streets. I'll
just be like the rest of the slobs in
this country. Nameless. Faceless.
Scared. Just walking the streets...
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He turns to SUE and sees that she is looking very intently at him. He realises
that his mask has slipped, his vulnerabilities are exposed.

S| DJ
3T 8 & T3 IR, HHATA & AT, & I can’t believe this. It’s all the beer’s
& TH.. dRR T PR © IR, | a8 fault. Everything came out...

SUE

ol DJ
Tl 36 R A9 & R # a1 You know what else I’'m scared of?
W ATel B fhem # ufaew Acting in your film.

B |

SUE
A TERISAT A | H TR A g, Don’t worry. You're in safe hands...

SUE reaches out and holds DJ’s hand. D] takes a long hard look at her. SUE

smiles back.

SIof D]
foq o oh O o9 ofp o Tim lak lak te tim lak lak...
D]J smiles and blushes.

EXT. ASLAM’S LANE—NIGHT

KARAN and SUKH]I, pissed drunk, are still determined to see ASLAM off
till his doorstep. They sing along.

HNIT KARAN

Tooll el Talli gali...

gl SUKHI

(17t §9) (singing on)

HT )T IR 3R BIET el | My friend is tall but the lane is
small...

DT KARAN

(Gre=%7e] Tt ) (singing along)

JTTH DI Tedl... It’s still Aslam’s lane.
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SUKHI
Mind you, watch it, I am Mohammad Ali...

KARAN
Don't be silly...

ASLAM
(trying to quieten them)
Shhh...

They have reached the front door of ASLAM’s house. On the door there is a
name plate in Urdu and English reading AMANULLAH KHAN. ASLAM
reaches out to knock on the door, but before he can touch it, the door opens

sharply. A man in his early 50s, dressed in Muslim attire, is at the door
[AMANULLAH KHAN].

SEINCSIEECIE AMANULLAH KHAN
HEl I Id Th? Where have you been?

Immediately KARAN and SUKHI stand alert.

g SUKHI

A aiporat! Hello Uncle!

AMANULLAH KHAN ignores them.

3T TH ASLAM
Pl fHerd € | We'll catch up tomorrow.
gl SUKHI
oM., Aslam...

SUKHI gestures to ASLAM, “You are fucked’. KARAN pulls a tipsy SUKHI back.

Gyl KARAN
T AT Come on.
BSkell SUKHI
Tooll ITell... Talli gali...

INT. ASLAM’S HOUSE—NIGHT

ASLAM shuts the door as KARAN and SUKHI leave. He turns and faces
his father.
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AMANULLAH KHAN

You've been drinking as well?

ASLAM
Father, you know I don’t drink.

AMANULLAH KHAN looks in the direction of the door where the others

were standing moments ago.

SRS RIRCIE
R & 99 P 99 |

AMANULLAH KHAN
Good-for-nothings.

ASLAM starts walking. AMANULLAH KHAN follows him.

3T
STl €, W QRd ©, 3reT |

IHT T8 T

DY 3T © U ' 9 TG B 98q
3 JE & 3R TR 1Y & A 3T
gY I aF A& ol | g I B
H eRd T8l e 87 99 I8 fAera
£ IRATEd O g d9E B W

3AHTH
TS, AT

ASLAM
Whatever, they’re my friends.

AMANULLAH KHAN

Friends! They feel no shame
standing in front of your father
reeking of alcohol. Why cant
you get friends in your own
community? Why do you make
friends with people who corrupt
you...disgrace your religion...

ASLAM
What does friendship have to do

with religion or community, father?

ASLAM turns. He is face-to-face with his elder brother, a Muslim youth

[MOINUDDIN].

AT

U 8T | TSI & A ST Sl
PR B 91 7 BRI | d SIeb BE E & |
U8 HYob BH YA BT AU B
1 BT AT o, AT Bl AT 3R
A e WAl JRRI? gaT g3l Q@
g P fdll g & Sl &Rd g,
TGl & BUI?
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MOINUDDIN

Shut up! Don’t raise your voice
in the presence of your father.
He’s right. This country has never
accepted Muslims and it never will.
How can you be so passive! Do you
ever see me friends with a Hindu?
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3 eTH
H 3Mud ARE &AM Addl, HISol |
iR AT WY T8 ArEar| H e eieR

GRS CEE]

JH 99 SUIP B, SUH | AR 9 FB

ASLAM

I’'m not you and I don’t want to be
like you, brother. I can’t fill myself
with so much hate...

MOINUDDIN
Coward. That’s what you are.

‘ ‘ Rang De Basanti_1.indd 98 @
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The two boys square up to each other, but their mother appears.

3RATH Bl Hf ASLAM’S MOTHER

¥4 37T AIeY g Sl B | Stop it!

SISIKE ASLAM

& godl & AR1 39 R H | AT 99 [ feel suffocated in this house. It’s
eI T dIdl... the same old thing every single

day...

ASLAM looks at his mother; his eyes well up as he walks away from his
family. He takes the stairs, increasing his pace with every step he takes, and
reaching the door leading to the terrace, flings it open.

EXT. UTTAR PRADESH, SHAHAJAHANPUR; TERRACE; AUGUST
1925—NIGHT

The door opens and a good-looking, well-built man of about 25
[ASHFAQULLAH KHAN, played by ASLAM] steps onto the terrace with
a gas lamp. It is a cold winter night. ASHFAQULLAH KHAN moves to
a group of young revolutionaries talking at the far end of the terrace and
warming their hands on burning coals in a clay pot.

AAPTHSTE G ASHFAQULLAH KHAN

TG B AGRI TR T 8% I Hed | Carnivals will be held on martyrs’
Taq R e aral &1 J@) aret e graves every year. That will be the
BT | most of those who sacrifice their

lives for the country.

The others turn towards ASHFAQULLAH KHAN and smile. One among
them is a young robust looking man—a pock-marked face, eyes full of life
[CHANDRASHEKHAR AZAD, played by DJ].
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[ HIf~THr SOME REVOLUTIONARIES
T 919 & a1g! Well said, Ashfaq sahab...
ERNICHCINIE CHANDRASHEKHAR AZAD
P AT AMTDT G Tl | 91T T If only the English were to hear
B | you, they would leave this country
immediately.

AZAD hugs ASHFAQ), and leading him to the gathering, seats him.

IRPThIcclle I ASHFAQULLAH KHAN
AT FT HEaT gar? So what has been decided?

CHANDRASHEKHAR AZAD looks at the other faces, then back at
ASHFAQULLAH KHAN.

TR TS CHANDRASHEKHAR AZAD
TGS o dren o9 forad Rl In eight days, we'll steal the Empire’s
T U1 ST ©, S99 89 3 e i money from the train that passes

e FHR H et AR B9 T | through Kakori. And with that
&1 W BRAIR | fARee Ared s money we will buy arms. Bismil

AR I FASH arel © | sahab will explain everything.
RHThIcelle HT+ ASHFAQULLAH KHAN
faReer.. ®et g w1 WY Bismil...where is my Ram?
®/(V.0.) SUE (V.O.)

FBl & AT IM? Where is my Ram?

INT. DELHI UNIVERSITY, AUDITORIUM—DAY

SUE is scanning through the auditions on the monitor of her laptop. With
the remote she rewinds and forwards, screening the faces from the auditions.

= SUE
RMYTE [9Ree & el g4? I just cant find my Ramprasad
Bismil.

SONIA is wrapping up for the day.

SRR SONIA
R | e ST | Relax. We will find him.
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TR H? Hal?

SUE

But where? How?

SONIA

Very soon. Don't you wo...

Her voice trails off as she turns to see LAXMAN PANDEY.

SONIA

Oh no...
T YTUSY LAXMAN PANDEY
NEERICREIEC I AR EIIR ] Youwon’t get Ramprasad Bismil out

AT | 3mue! =1fey ded fevgwr |
S AT gg faeeft a9+ @med 8 S
3T e MR BifddRl gg T&r &7

SUERI
9 9 Hg A9 N V. FAl T B |

PANDEY raises his voice.

TEHIT YISy
Iy faReer | o= R saferg
ST @TEd o b A R ar U A
R WR-e 9 |

rferr
FAl FoAd B, |

SUE ignores SONIA.

=L
ar g9 9ael, ®el Ao g ORI
foRear?

here. You need a true Indian. How
can you find Indian revolutionaries
amongst people who want to be
Westerners?

SONIA

Ignore him... Let’s go.

LAXMAN PANDEY

Ramprasad Bismil wished to be
reborn a hundred times so that he
could give his life for his country a
hundred times over.

SONIA
Let’s go, Sue.

SUE
So where do you think I can find
my Bismil?

SUE and PANDEY exchange a look. PANDEY stands erect, head up, as if
BISMIL himself is standing in front of SUE. SUE hands over an audition

sheet to PANDEY.

SONIA
I don’t believe this.
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PANDEY glances at the sheet, and returning it to SUE, begins to recite.
JEHIT UTUSY LAXMAN PANDEY
ARBRIET BT TA 379 89N 3 H %, Because this day, we walk with
G & SR e ao-u-spifaret § €1 death, and laugh at its pale spectre,
vl T8 I qENT o arad, we will not fear these cruel swords,
DR ” — our courage is far sharper.
;i;ﬂ £ H ot a8 gu a8 ' Mistake not our silence for
submission, for beneath, lies lava,
molten.
CLOSE-ON: SUE’s face.
DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. fields; september 1925—DAY

CLOSE-ON: In a blur, a pair of running feet.

ON THE SOUNDTRACK: Heavy breathing.

CLOSE-ON: In a blur, a horse’s legs, galloping through the fields.

CLOSE-ON: The pair of running feet stop. Another pair of feet joins it.
Heavy breathing.

CLOSE-ON: The two pairs of feet break into a run in opposite directions.

& TUSY (V.0.) LAXMAN PANDEY (V.0.)
U-2EIe-Y-odh-AI-THoard O martyrs, O men of valour,
H R R fFEr| I'd give my life for you.
39 99 Rew a1 ==t In every lane, even the enemy sings
IR @I 78T # B your praise these days.

BACK TO:

EXT. DELHI UNIVERSITY, AMPHITHEATRE—DAY

SUE is transfixed by LAXMAN PANDEY’s narration.
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& qTUSY

I AT T, g1 <1 Gl T AL
T M W T 9a] T gR fdd
q g8

EXT. fields; september 1925—DAY

LAXMAN PANDEY

We will show our mettle when the
moment of truth arrives...

For courage lives in deeds, not
boastful claims.

CLOSE-ON: A pair of running feet stop. The man in question [RAMPRASAD
BISMIL] stops but doesn’t turn around. We hear his breath coming in ragged

gasps. The British Sergeant reins his horse in and stares at his back.

FEHOT qroey (V.O.)

YR o8 8 99D Hod B9 B
JSHIT,

JMRIBT BT Ao SHEC FHAT-Y-SHIieTel
H g

T § OR fhaer Ao # 7

LAXMAN PANDEY (V.O.)
We've gathered in the enemy’s lair
my friend,

In the hope of dying for our
motherland,

We will not fear those cruel swords,
our courage is far sharper.

Then he slowly turns, but you do not get to see his face.

EXT. DELHI UNIVERSITY, AMPHITHEATRE—EVENING

LAXMAN PANDEY turns, his body is heaving with the passion of his narration.

LTI UTUST
TREAN P T~ 379 IR T & g,
G B OR fod T ar-u-afae # 2

LAXMAN PANDEY

Because this day, we walk with
death, and laugh at its pale spectre.
We will not fear those cruel swords,
our courage is far sharper.

There is deafening silence in the auditorium. SUE looks stunned.

SONIA shakes her head and looks down.

INT. DELHI UNIVERSITY, SUE’S HOSTEL ROOM—NIGHT

On the soft-board, SUE pins LAXMAN PANDEY’s photograph under

RAMPRASAD BISMIL.

‘ ‘ Rang De Basanti_1.indd 102

12/19/13 11:30AM‘ ‘



103

EXT. DELHI UNIVERSITY, AMPHITHEATRE—DAY

SUE, SONIA, ASLAM, DJ, KARAN and SUKHI are sitting around. The
news of LAXMAN's inclusion has been broken to the team and obviously no

one is happy about it.

SRR
b W, U o< e & | gH I Tewor
uie SN gfear At @1 7€ S 8@ |

SNKE
<@ Y, 3R A S T ATE &, AT
ar H g8 fihed 81 BR RAT|

AT gTvsy (O.C.)

3R For faged &, dl WX 48 R ad
1, 913 W 97 el HRdTl © oTsfhdl
1 TWE... 87

SONIA

Sue, this isnt London. You don’t
know what kind of scum, men like
Laxman Pandey are.

ASLAM
Look Sue if he is a part of this, then
I can’t do the film.

LAXMAN PANDEY (O.C))

If you have any problem with me,
say it to my face. Don’t stab me in
the back like a coward.

Everyone turns to look at LAXMAN PANDEY. The air suddenly becomes tense.

D]
ars, G S $ER | B U AE A1y

SIEHOT UTuey
(3reterH %)
el AT, T XU |

DJ
Pandey, just leave! We don’t want
trouble.

LAXMAN PANDEY
(to ASLAM)
Speak up, you coward.

ASLAM looks at SUE who is non-committal. ASLAM gets up and starts

walking towards the exit.

STl

3T, T 90... Pl ol I8T 27

SIEHOT UTuSy
qref AT, T SXUI |

D]

Aslam, sit...where are you going?

LAXMAN PANDEY

You coward, what were you saying?

LAXMAN PANDEY steps in front of ASLAM and pushes him to dare him.
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I Uy LAXMAN PANDEY
CIISMCITS W; ERRECI I Go on...speak up...

gsicll SUKHI

|l B 3G, g T | Hey you! How dare you hit Aslam?

DJ rushes towards LAXMAN PANDEY. A violent fight erupts between D]
and LAXMAN PANDEY.

= SUE
b SR | AT | Stop it! Please!

SUE
Stop it guys! Please stop this!

=L SUE
RO, Dbl I8 | Karan, stop them!

KARAN lights a cigarette and calmly looks on.

Sl SUKHI

SUE

Aslam, do something...

No one reacts.

SUE
Stop it! For Christ’s sake, stop it!

Her hysterical screaming grabs DJ’s attention...who stops fighting. LAXMAN
PANDEY continues to fight, then stops a moment later as DJ offers no
resistance. Everyone stops in their tracks. A deathly silence falls over the hall.
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SUE

I took you guys in my film. God
knows what made me come here.
I was so stupid to pack my bags and
come to a place where people are
just looking for an excuse to kill each
other. Well...at least now you have
one less excuse...

She storms out of the amphitheater, her eyes welling with tears. There is pin

drop silence.

INT. DELHI UNIVERSITY, SUE’S HOSTEL ROOM - DAY

SUE rips out the photographs of the group from the board. She then sits on
her bed very still and breaks down. The diary of her grandfather is sitting
silently on the bed. She looks at it for a long time, picks it up and starts
crying. Just then there is a knock on the door.

DJ (O.S.)

Sue...
The door is unlocked. DJ enters.

DJ looks around the room. He sees the photographs that have been ripped

off the board.

Il
Sue, [ am sorry. IR, T Al STFET & &0l
UIUSY < AR AN BRI ¥ & ¢ |

L
3R R § a9 B!, ar I B BN |

S|

&l 81 92l 1 8N | H ¥ W& 5 A,
BRI 914 81 78 © | 319 U+, Bl Uiae
8 BT | g, 89 99 o< © & a8
fhed TR aret frdl T4 B! 9 @
g f5 S M PR aRT M oY, AT P
PHAIC B | |9 ABd § b I vD
S| H @rEdr g fb g o, 9 AL

DJ
You know we've got a problem with

Pandey. There’s a lot of bad blood.

SUE
And if I stay, it’s sure to spill.

DJ

No, Sue. We've worked it out. You
won’t have any problems. Sue...
we all know how much this film
means to you. We want to help you
finish what you came here to do.
Everyone wants you to stay. I want
you to stay. Say something...

SUE turns around and looks at DJ. She can read between his words. She is
touched by his admission of affection, yet unsure.
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SUE

I am scared...

STol

q g1 A1, § R AT g g 6.
G... TR 3|

DJ
I'm with you now. You're in safe
hands. Come on...get up.

DJ holds SUE by the shoulders and turns her towards the window. The rest
of the gang are standing below, waiting expectantly. LAXMAN PANDEY
is among them. As DJ whistles, SUKHI puts his arms around LAXMAN

PANDEY, even kisses his cheek. SUE can’t suppress her smile.

ol

(@IarT S B §Y)

AT BId, B b TS| BE TG O
e |

DJ

She smiles, she’s mine!

(raises his voice for them)

She’s not going anywhere. Now
just chill.

As SUE turns, her eyes fall on the soft board; DJ has started to clear up the mess.

S|
AHTS B B DI | I$T T B AT T |

¥ (V.0.)
o T AR EW A R S W

& a7 o.IR A IR 1 |

DJ

Bloody idiot... What a drama...
Clean up the room now. What a
mess!

SUE (V.0O.)
The next four weeks were the
hardest four weeks of my entire

life...and the happiest.

EXT. Amritsar, GOLDEN TEMPLE—DAY

ON THE SOUNDTRACK: ‘Ek Ombkaar’ (a traditional Sikh prayer) plays.

MITRO takes the gang to the Golden Temple. All are completely overwhelmed

by the imposing structure and the environment.

MITRO, SUE and SONIA visit the inner sanctum of the Golden Temple.
The boys take a holy dip at the reservoir. Later, all eat at the langar (community

dining hall).
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PRAYER: EK OMKAAR

(There is) One God, eternal—true
his name, creative his personage,
fearless, with malice towards none,
form beyond time and death, unborn,
self-emanated; (can be realised by)
Guru’s grace. Meditate (on Him).
Before time (started ticking), He was
The Truth’ (Everlasting);

When (cycle of) Ages started, He was
“The Truth. Even now He is “The
Truth; True, O, Nanak, He Will
Ever Be. (One) cannot achieve purity
(and hence piety of mind, by simply)
washing (body) clean, even hundyed
thousand times. By remaining mute
(ever moving mind) stills  not,
(even if body seemingly) poses deep
concentration. Hunger (lust and
greed) of the hungry, ceases not, even
if loads of worlds (choicest gifts) are
tied to us and piled (around him).
In fact, with meeting demands of
mind, its craving goes on increasing.
(One) may have a thousand, nay a
kindred thousand worldly wisdoms,
not even one will be of any avail (to
him in the divine court). How then
to become “Truthful’ and how veil of
Jalsehood torn? (The answer is), by
submitting O, Nanak, to the Pre-
ordained Written Command of the
Lord of Will—God.

MITRO
May victory be with the followers
of the Almighty.

EXT. PUNJAB, COUNTRYSIDE LANES—DAY

ON THE SOUNDTRACK: The first notes of the Song ‘Rang De Basanti’

fade in.
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Preparations for the shoot begin. A lone motorcycle cuts through the fields.
SUE is hunting for locations for the shoot, DJ escorts her on his bike.

EXT. PUNJAB, VILLAGE FAIR—DAY

The ‘Nihang’ faction of the Sikhs display the traditional arts of horsemanship
and swordsmanship. DJ rides a horse in the Nihang style. Friends cheer.

T V7 & !

e ¥ o7 AR Rl B AR qaT Bl
oSt e aNTE o 7T gaT Bl
517 4 &1 G G a1 §& ol oig Bl
I G q e [fer & fe 37 q Raer
Raerr o

3 A8 q T & Fwcl INT Hle g X7
T gec

SONG: RANG DE BASANTI
Take some soil of my land, the scent
of this gypsy air

Add the breath of my being, the
drumming of my heart

And the passion, that races through
every bead of my blood

Take all these, and stir it

Then watch as it brings out the colour
Watch as it brings out the colour of
sacrifice, my friend

EXT. MITRO’S DHABA, COWSHED—DAY

DJ is rehearsing his lines with a buffalo.

K|

faferer a1 Wawr & b efRgws; S drefl
B9 BIDRI H CH | PIDIRI DHaTg HTd-
G e | 3R I U 9 e 9 |
FIT WRA? 99 |

GEl
< 7TEl Bl | S8 gy ol §g X faxi |

DJ

Bismil’s sent a message that the
Lucknow train carrying the
Empire’s money will be looted by
us in Kakori while eating Kakori
kababs. And we will buy bombs

with that money.

MITRO
Leave her alone. She will stop
giving milk.
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EXT. PUNJAB, VILLAGE FAIR—DAY

The group reaches an old village where time stands still. The village is
celebrating Baisakhi (North Indian harvest festival). Traditionally all men
wear basanti (yellow) turbans and the women wear basanti clothes. The group
joins the dancers.
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SUE tries to pull LAXMAN along but he’s shy. He admires a traditional
sword and enjoys the village fair atmosphere. The gang is dancing. One
Punjabi Bhangra dancer comes too close to SUE while dancing. D] promptly
comes between the two and starts to dance.

The gang clicks a group photo with the dancers at the fair.

T V7T & )

TG T T

T T T

GRMET 3T 7

T W IT

TI 3T T, B ¥ T, 3T T ISH,
T T AXIH

T T ¥R, VT & qUI

3R e q T ] g6 IR, AT G I
T gdqdr

EXT. ADDA—DAY

SONG: RANG DE BASANTI
Give colour to your dreams

And those who are your own

Give colour to your happiness

And your sadness too

Give colour to the coming generations
And to the fields

Give colour to the beat of your heart
And to its melody

Give colour to your face

And to the mirror

And watch as it brings out the colour

of sacrifice, my friend.

DJ is still rehearsing, and decides to have some fun with the young boy who

serves tea, CHOTU.

Sy

fSafied &1 d<er| @S S drefl
| SEH.BIg gA.. o fafe a1
dog el war? FEe LAl g e
st 91 o o ¢ o W& ®, SW
T BIHR H S| 9% TN T W E
Rl & S | are, T

DJ

Hey Shortstuff! Did you get Bismil’s
message? No?... Then Listen... The
train that’s going to Lucknow will
be looted in Kakori in 8 days. It’s
loaded with the Empire’s money.
Will you loot it?

The young boy has no clue what D] is talking about.

BIg,
el |

ol
IR, SO BH BERIR WRIGT | R’
TRST?
BT

[&Y
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CHOTU
No.

D]
We will be buying arms from it.

What will we buy?

CHOTU

Armes...
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Sl

g1, rmerer! o |

EXT. PUNJAB, VILLAGE—DAY

DJ
Very Good!...now get back to work.

The gang attends a Punjabi wedding. D] plays cards with the village oldies.

SUE shoots the card game on her camera.

The rustic beauty of the Indian countryside affects SUE deeply. And her
being a foreigner, her sense of dressing (shorts and vests), her sensuality and

her body language affects the Indian villagers equally deeply. DJ is caught

between the two.

DJ is rolling his bike. SUE is walking ahead. Some village women walk past

with stacks of grass on their head. DJ gestures to them to put a stack on SUE’s
head. They do it. SUE finds it very amusing.

AMET: Y7 & Jvdt

efIHl 37T U  OIRT 39 FGT

oIS SRAT &I, oISl Tl [Aer

IS MY o, &Il AR ol

fox v 37  Rgerr e

3N HIg A q 37 ] 99 IRT AR q
T T g¥dr

SONG: RANG DE BASANTI
Slowly on the fire, won’t you, put this
passion to cook

Then as it simmers, add a babbling
brook

Add a river, and an ocean

And maybe a little water from an
earthern pot

Then sprinkle a bit of it all, stir it up
And watch as it brings out the colour

of sacrifice, my friend.

INT. DELHI UNIVERSITY, AUDITORIUM—DAY

D] stands in front of a projection. He’s more serious and closer to AZAD in

his body language.

Y|

AR @1 A< & | oEEs; S drefl
B9 9d &9 918 PRI H i | 3R
Il U4l ¥ M TR AR |
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DJ

Bismil has sent a message. The
Lucknow train which carries the
Empire’s money will be looted by
us in seven days, in Kakori. And we
will buy bombs with that money.

12/19/13 11:30AM‘ ‘



111

EXT. PUNJAB, VILLAGE FAIR, WRESTLING PIT—DAY

At the wrestling pit, a giant of a wrestler who has just knocked out his
opponent challenges the crowd, D] finds his hand involuntarily raised by
SUE. The giant lifts DJ up in the air like a mere toy and spins him around
before throwing him back to the crowd. DJ lands on his friends. It takes the
combined strength of DJ, KARAN, ASLAM and SUKHI to pin down the

giant wrestler.

AT T 7 I SONG: RANG DE BASANTI
g Y7 & 8 VT Now paint the whole town with it
B B9 YT @ Paint your very being

T T VT Paint your every vein with it

§TUT VT T Paint it with a smile

g T & Paint those childhood years, won’t
89 &Y T BY A VT T you

VNG B 99 BF T & Paint the flush of youth

7E qE q ?'7703‘ geId I AR q ¥ Don't hesitate, for we have to master
T gudr the art of dying

Paint your sacrifice over everything
Watch as it brings out the colour of
sacrifice, my friend

INT. DELHI UNIVERSITY, SUE’'S ROOM—DAY

The make-up and dress trials are going on. Wigs and fake moustaches are
tried on by the boys.

KARAN tries on a Sikh turban. SUE and SONIA help him. They jokingly tie
the turban all around his face.

SONIA ties her hair in a bun and applies a vermilion bindi on her forehead.
D] tries some obnoxious moustaches.

SUKHI wears RAJGURU's cap, checks himself in the mirror and smiles like
a kid.

AMET T & Il SONG: RANG DE BASANTI
A8 AIg q T ] gl IIRT Watch as it brings out the colour of
#8 I 7 F¥ch. sacrifice, my friend

Then watch as it brings out the colour...
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EXT. RAILWAY TRACKS—DAY
ON THE SOUNDTRACK: The Song ‘Rang De Basanti’ fades out.

SUE, her hair flying, is taking a ride on the cart that runs on the railway
tracks. She is reading out from her grandfather’s diary, oblivious to her
surroundings. D], ASLAM and LAXMAN PANDEY in their costumes,
sit with their legs dangling, eating sugarcane. The camera travels over
them and back to SUE and tilts down on the tracks. The movement turns

into a blur.
SIv g Afber (V.O.) JAMES McKINLEY (V.O.)
1925 BT BB Sl a8 I I g The Kakori Robbery of 1925, that’s
o ¥4 B | where it all started.
MATCH CUT TO:
EXT. KAKORI, RAILWAY TRACKS—DAY
On the blur of the tracks CAPTION: 9 August 1925
Sivg Afbat (V.O.) JAMES McKINLEY (V.O.)
IHD ATE BB W TS ST ALY e | Nothing would ever be the same

after that.

EXT. KAKORI, STEAM TRAIN; 9 AUGUST 1925—DAY

A passenger train, pulled by a steam locomotive passes through the Indian
countrysidle. CHANDRASHEKHAR AZAD is hanging upside down;
holding on to his legs is BISMIL.

INT. STEAM TRAIN, COMPARTMENT; 9 AUGUST 1925—DAY

CHANDRASHEKHAR AZAD’s upside-down point of view of the

compartment. To his alarm, a platoon of British officers are on board.
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* The storyboard along with the corresponding final images.
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EXT. KAKORI, STEAM TRAIN; 9 AUGUST 1925—DAY

The camera pulls out of the coach in a single motion and moves into an aerial
shot of a steam train, with CHANDRASHEKHAR AZAD hanging upside
down and BISMIL holding him. BISMIL pulls CHANDRASHEKHAR
AZAD up from the awkward position.

TSGR IS CHANDRASHEKHAR AZAD

IS . AT - | British Officers...around 20 to 25
of them.

IFyaTe faRear RAMPRASAD BISMIL

A9 @I ADHT BRI, DD ST 7| We have to call it off...We've nearly

BT P AT Sieal | reached Kakori. Stop Ashfaq, quick.

CHANDRASHEKHAR AZAD leans over the edge and signals to another
revolutionary BANWARILAL, hanging out of the door, with a slashing

gesture across his throat.

INT. STEAM TRAIN, SECOND CLASS COMPARTMENT; 9 AUGUST
1925—DAY

BANWARILAL rushes towards ASHFAQULLAH KHAN, but is late by a

fraction of a second.

IIRIAT BANWARILAL
&, By 3BT | Ashafaq, stop!

ASHFAQULLAH KHAN has already pulled the chain by then. The train

screeches to a halt.

S NEACASIE I GCIR! ASHFAQULLAH KHAN
Toll, 39 WY 78l B Fhd | It’s too late to back out now. Come
on, move!

EXT. KAKORI, STEAM TRAIN; 9 AUGUST 1925—DAY

Sparks fly off the wheels as they grind to a halt.
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INT. STEAM TRAIN, SECOND CLASS COMPARTMENT; 9 AUGUST
1925—DAY

Passengers are thrown around, they all look around confused.
EXT. KAKORI, STEAM TRAIN; 9 AUGUST 1925—DAY

SLOW MOTION: CHANDRASHEKHAR AZAD and BISMIL jump to
the ground from the top of the coach.

INT. STEAM TRAIN, SECOND CLASS COMPARTMENT; 9 AUGUST
1925—DAY

ASHFAQULLAH KHAN whips out his Mauser pistol. The ticket checker
opens his mouth to scream but ASHFAQULLAH KHAN is faster, he shoves

the barrel into his mouth.

S NEACASI I ICIR! ASHFAQULLAH KHAN
3R aferg | Get inside.

EXT. KAKORI, STEAM TRAIN; 9 AUGUST 1925—DAY

'The revolutionaries jump out of the train, and take up positions at either end
of the train and begin firing warning shots.

IEyaTe fafRear RAMPRASAD BISMIL

qaR1EY A, el @ §B & gl Keep the windows shut. No Indian
gl &1 v =& gl g will be hurt. We have a score to
oeTE IS gHEa W & §W AT B settle with the British, and we’ll
B Tl ST | leave after that.

ASHFAQULLAH KHAN immobilises the Engine Driver. BANWARILAL
peers into the GUARD’s cabin, but waits for his comrades to go in first. The
British officers try to get out of the compartment but the barrage of bullets
from the revolutionaries prevent them from doing so.
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INT. KAKORI, STEAM TRAIN, GUARD’S CABIN; 9 AUGUST 1925—
DAY

CHANDRASHEKHAR AZAD levels the gun at the GUARD’s face. The
GUARD looks back at him sternly. The iron safe is behind the GUARD.

TSI IS I CHANDRASHEKHAR AZAD
= | Come on! The keys!

UIS) GUARD

A 99 T i | You won’t get away with this.

CHANDRASHEKHAR AZAD shoots a bullet inches from his head. The
GUARD?’s stubbornness has miraculously vanished.

EEHECREC N I CHANDRASHEKHAR AZAD
e a5 Give me the keys!

LIES) GUARD

B |, TN U 987 © I swear I don’t have it.

AZAD yanks the GUARD off his feet, and out. CHANDRASHEKHAR
AZAD helped by BANWARI pushes the iron safe out of the GUARD’s cabin
onto the tracks.

EXT. KAKORI, STEAM TRAIN; 9 AUGUST 1925—DAY

TGIRGR IS CHANDRASHEKHAR AZAD
gal.. TTaR) 3ﬁryrr<' frrar.. Banwari...get the weapon...

RGP RICRCIEGE RAMPRASAD BISMIL
(GTeTpIHSeTE @ %) (to ASHFAQULLAH KHAN)

¥ g€ Oeer €1 gA o, N I'll handle them. You go get the
erar e, STl | money...hurry.

ASHFAQULLAH KHAN and CHANDRASHEKHAR AZAD, with a
weapon bludgeon the safe with all their might.

The iron safe breaks open. Sacks of money tumble out, scattering coins.
INT. JAMES McKINLEY’S QUARTERS—DAY
JAMES McKINLEY is getting ready, wearing his uniform.
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SV Afebat (V.O.) JAMES McKINLEY (V.O.)

BTPRT I DT [Ffesr wWeR & B Kakori had sent shock waves

W TH IR O0S o7 | |)R SHP arfr throughout  the establishment.

A argw & | o o G T @ o, But we had no one to blame but

o A € Sg@i @Y S o | ourselves. What we were hearing
were the echoes of our own guns
booming.

ON THE SOUNDTRACK: Machine-gun firing.

EXT. AMRITSAR, JALLIANWALA BAGH; 13 APRIL 1919 (DREAM)—
DAY

Images: In a stylised treatment of audio and visuals, we see shots of people
being mowed down by gunfire in Jallianwala Bagh. Hundreds of men, women
and children drop dead. We see the barrels of guns booming under General

Dyer’s command.

INT. LAHORE, BHAGAT SINGH’S HOUSE, BHAGAT SINGH’S
BEDROOM; 1924—NIGHT

[Note: BHAGAT SINGH’s house is recreated in Mitro’s dhabal

A young Sikh boy [BHAGAT SINGH, played by KARAN] wakes up with a
start, from a nightmare. Covered in perspiration, he reaches under his pillow
and takes out a bottle with mud in it. He looks at it for some time.

ST AR (V.O)) JAMES McKINLEY (V.O.)
Siferdtarar sie = wifafg 9rda & Jallianwala Bagh had made an
ISR TP R 24| essentially non-violent  people

consider taking up arms.

EXT. AMRITSAR, JALLIANWALA BAGH; 13 APRIL 1919 (DREAM)—
DAY

Among the dead and wounded, a 12-year-old Sikh boy [BHAGAT SINGH]
scoops blood-soaked mud into a bottle.

ON THE SOUNDTRACK: The sound from his dream still reverberating.
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JAMES McKINLEY (V.O.)

This was when Bhagat Singh
stepped out of the shadows to
claim his destiny.

INT. LAHORE, BHAGAT SINGH’S HOUSE, BHAGAT SINGH’S

BEDROOM; 1924—NIGHT

BHAGAT SINGH puts down the bottle filled with mud soaked in blood,
lights a lamp and begins writing a letter in Urdu.

wra R¥g (V.0.)

PR & T VA ARM, BR AH o
Al W forg o A T8 <t | #
W O & | 9o & #i-919 =Ed
g1 W A oed qr IO B, SmEm
PRAT & MY G A% T <7 | AIHT
AMHAHRT 9T, W 7|

BHAGAT SINGH (V.0.)

I've committed my life to the
freedom of this country. Comfort,
and other worldly desires do not
attract me. I know you want
me to get married and settle
down, like all parents do. But
freedom is my bride. I hope you'll
forgive me. Your most obedient

son, Bhagat Singh.

INT. LAHORE, BHAGAT SINGH’S HOUSE, BHAGAT SINGH’S
PARENT’S BEDROOM; 1924—NIGHT

BHAGAT SINGH enters his parents’s room, touches their feet and keeps the

note under his father’s pillow.

SUE (O.C))
Let’s take a break.

Immediately the sleeping actors get up, the lights come on in the darkened
room. The illusion is broken. But it still echoes on KARAN’s face till it is

broken by MITRO.

MITRO
Breakfast?

Everyone laughs.
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INT. MITRO’S DHABA, MAKE-UP ROOM—DAY

KARAN, still shaken, is taking off the Sikh turban, in a makeshift make-up
room. His cell phone rings, the display shows ‘Dad’. He picks up the bottle
filled with mud kept next to the phone and stares at it, and disconnects the call.

EXT. MITRO’S DHABA, DHABA AREA—DAY

All except SUE and ASLAM are at the table.

‘hNUT

A W D FhdT 27

i

g3l e T8l o b 39 Sifordtarar
T | B9 IR Gl AN BT AR STl |
SRHIT ISy

RGN BT o I8 | I Al ST |
I H BRI A SIS AR U o |

KARAN
General Dyer... How can one even

think of doing something like this?

SONIA
I can’t believe that he actually killed

over 400 people at Jallianwala
Bagh.

LAXMAN PANDEY
389... That was the official figure.

Actually nearly 1000 people were
butchered.

SUE, is learning to make parathas (Indian bread) under MITRO’s watchful
eyes, with a little help from ASLAM. SUE notices that two of MITRO’s
fingers are tied together with a black thread. MITRO finds SUE looking at

it and says—

IEEll
fioe 9 UR 918 & A9IR W J+d
AR off, Totolid & WRIT & fory |

L
Y gololld dIF 87

MITRO
Last year at the tomb of Peer Sai, I
prayed for Daljeet’s well-being.

SUE
Who'’s Daljeet?

MITRO looks at her in utter surprise that she does not know DJ’s real name

is DALJEET.
SN

IR, g 9 A7 Jefed dxa # afuaH
o | fIa=T Aol gar < |
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We were champions of tolerance.
So they really went for us.
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AIEY BT W TGI8l o dred! 8! g8 ol
qIIF AT AT 81 A8l o7 IR...

GEl

JITAT o aR! 3MTSTdvel Bl A%l T -Tal
3! wréle Juw g BT A g g?

Everyone looks at her blankly.

IEEIl
e Sy Rig 9 g SR $9
SRR DI el 9 ST fear o)
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SUKHI

Even an ant bites back. But we
are conditioned to take everything
lying down...

MITRO
Rubbish! It’s today’s generation
which lacks the will to do anything.

Have you ever heard of Shaheed
Uddham Singh?

MITRO
He went all the way to London and
killed that Dyer.

SONIA looks at the butter dripping from the parantha. MITRO sees

her expression.

GEI

3N AT, @ o | HaRge ATl )l g8
foa ared el | 9 uoe fag o
B Al U TH 9 Bl BIoT § Foreh
3 21 3R &9 i fe &SA? qHal
ar gd H 7 g | U= g ar ¥

TS STl BN |

S|
R TH R & q 3 i e TR 87

el
Jq R, RIS G |

MITRO

Eat it Sonia. The butter will
strengthen your bones. In Punjab
every mother sends at least one
son to the army. Why should we
retreat? Sacrifice runs in our blood.
Only idiots like D] retreat.

D]
Why does it always come back to me?

MITRO
Shut up and eat your parantha.

ASLAM now walks to the table with a platter of food.

=

3Y HTe], oRAT o 37T |

3 cTH

IR B d9O9 9 B RErr @ g
TSoRe HRAT| 29 H T BT o8 ©:
IR AT TSORE B Al |
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MITRO
Oye Bholu, get some buttermilk.

ASLAM

What is the most used word in this
country? ADJUST! Six people sitting
on a seat for four, yet a seventh one
will squeeze in and say, ‘Please adjust.’
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ASLAM sits down next to LAXMAN PANDEY, who stops eating, then gets

up and sits at the next table. Everyone reacts.

Sl
3iE! q HI YeoiRe R Bl & 95?96
ST 9% ST, 3 9.

DJ
Hey! Why are you adjusting? Come
on, sit down...

EXT. VILLAGE, DESERTED HOUSE, COURTYARD; SEPTEMBER

1925—DAY

ASHFAQULLAH KHAN and RAMPRASAD BISMIL are eating from the

same plate. They are on the run, unkempt, unshaven and hungry.

NGRS RIRCI
IO 91T T AP Yob AUAI, S
T, &R & v w7 € facEh

myare fafea

IRGIH A AHIMRAN Fel STl |
I8 IR Ps IR JHEEN QN B |
TA STa R A8l <8N | TRER gA
S I B |

SRR 3eelle Wl
IABI? FAT H FERT YT 817

ASHFAQULLAH KHAN
Strange, isnt it? We are being
hunted like animals in our own
country by foreigners.

RAMPRASAD BISMIL

Ashfaq you should cross the border
and get to Afghanistan. We have
many Muslim friends there. You
will be safe with them. After all,

you're one of their own.

ASHFAQULLAH KHAN
One of their own? Why? Do not
you think me as one of your own?

ASHFAQULLAH KHAN gets up and walks away angrily.

MEP RS ICREI T

RAMPRASAD BISMIL
Ashfagq...I didn’t mean to hurt you.

ASHFAQULLAH KHAN washes his hands.

Silence.

ML IR CIRIS]

JTITBTH, ART AT HIld -Te] oI, JTLABIP |
A ¥ O 3RT 8, ST gRRT 9§
o oy deq a1, s@e g WA
Fge N W D T GH A AN
T, STETHIF |
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RAMPRASAD BISMIL

Ashfaq, that's not what I meant.
This is as much your country as it
is mine. You have a right to fight
and die for it too. Forgive me.
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ASHFAQULLAH KHAN holds RAMPRASAD BISMILs hand.

AABTHSTATE G ASHFAQULLAH KHAN

R B I R® BRI BIP GaT ;Y Ram, let us not talk of dying. I
T SUAI A dlell e BT I pray that we all live to see our
fege™ # 49 o 7w | grandchildren live in a free country.

RAMPRASAD BISMIL smiles. They embrace each other.

ASHFAQULLAH KHAN, sensing somebody’s presence, looks up towards

the door. There is no one there.

SRPIhSeelle Wl ASHFAQULLAH KHAN
|, 9T | Ram, run!

Just then the police break down the door and rush in on horses.

ASHFAQULLAH KHAN and RAMPRASAD BISMIL run.

EXT. VILLAGE, FIELDS; SEPTEMBER 1925—DAY

The police chase them through the village, the fields and the river bed, led by
the British sergeant on horseback. ASHFAQULLAH KHAN suddenly stops
running and turns towards the posse. He urges RAMPRASAD BISMIL to
run. Like a wall, he stands between the posse and RAMPRASAD BISMIL.
Holding on to the reins of the running horse, he brings it to a halt, and with
all his might, brings the horse and the rider down, making him stumble in
the process, buying time for RAMPRASAD BISMIL.

SIRIPIhIeclle Wi ASHFAQULLAH KHAN
WM, IH AT | Run Ram, run!

RAMPRASAD BISMIL is surrounded by an advance team already waiting
for him. There is nowhere to run. The British sergeant approaches him with
his baton raised.

feer 9ie BRITISH SERGEANT
TR 1! Al BEf §? ATSiE Ber 87 Where are your other friends?
Where’s Azad?
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RAMPRASAD BISMIL turns. He stands his ground. He scoops some water
in his hand, and lets it flow through his fingers (gesture of the ritual of your
own last rite). He smiles, looking straight into the eyes of the sergeant. The

British sergeant clobbers him with his baton.

SR Jfbeel (V.O.)
JTSE AT & 81T 39 areli & o
&l o7 |

JAMES McKINLEY (V.O.)
Azad was not a man who would
easily play into our hands.

EXT. AGRA, NEAR THE TA] MAHAL, RAMLILA GROUNDS—DAY

=T AfdTe (V.O.)
A §Go | AR, @ UdAd SUBd

JAMES McKINLEY (V.O.)
A master of disguise, he appeared
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& T B ST AT | 9EET P gre- and vanished at will. After months of

g & 9%, ARy WIR B T W frustration, came the breakthrough
AdT AT | SR A, S UHS Y for the British Government.
HifTPRAT § e BANR o, SR Banwarilal, the weakest of the
i & RARga ok v @ revolutionaries in captivity, the
el & @R & off a1 =R firg man who had given us information

SIS I TEa BT Rl 97 | on the whereabouts of Bismil and
Ashfaqullah, agreed to be the bait to

trap Azad. We had found our Judas.

BANWARILAL, the traitor with shifty eyes, scans the crowd for
CHANDRASHEKHAR AZAD.

Crowds throng the Ramlila ground where the triumph of good over evil, the
triumph of Lord Rama over Demon Ravana are being celebrated. There are
huge 100-feet effigies of the Demon Ravana, his brother Kumbhakaran and
son Meghnad. As faces, young and old, look up in wonder, policemen led
by a British officer pretend to be tourists and await BANWARILAL: signal.

In the crowd, disguised as a police oficer, CHANDRASHEKHAR AZAD
checks the bullets in his Mauser pistol. Then he spots BANWARILAL; with
steely eyes he begins advancing towards him. When he is merely a few feet
from BANWARILAL, he raises his Mauser pistol to go in for the kill, only to
find himself looking into the barrels of many British guns.

CHANDRASHEKHAR AZAD

Banwari...
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An arrow with a sparkler hits Ravan’s effigy.

BANWARLI is happy with his own smartness, but the smile fades as he finds
AZAD glance above his head and smile. Following his gaze BANWARI
looks up and is horrified. The efigy explodes into flames. Ravan’s burning
head is falling towards BANWARI. The crowd breaks into a mighty roar and
moves back. There is a wave in the sea of people which crashes into the police

surrounding AZAD.

Finding the perfect diversion, AZAD dives into the crowd just before the
burning effigy falls on him. The British officers chase him through the fields.

AZAD manages to whisk away one of the motorcycles of the police. The
policemen get on their bikes and chase him.

Note: (It is the same shot that SUE imagined when she saw D] riding
alongside KARAN’s jeep enroute to the CLASSROOM.) AZAD dives off
the cliff on his motorcycle into the river and makes his getaway.

EXT. MOVIE THEATRE, EXIT—DAY

The door of the theatre opens. The gang is part of the crowd that steps out.
SUKHTI hums a song from the film.

g SUKHI

(R el 17T T7t 8V (singing a Hindi film song)

o o It H.. Look into my eyes...

= SUE

ST 3R T, 3R | I loved those songs and dances.

hN U KARAN

s a1 g9 € ReeR | 39 oW B That's the reason we grow trees

s @ oy | in this country...to dance around
them.

SN AJAY

31 Blelige &7 HATolT | Right, Mr. Hollywood.

The gang comes down the stairs of the theatre.
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* The storyboard along with the corresponding final images.
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gsicll SUKHI

N TS, ST Pl 87 So...where are we going?
ol DJ

& 3y, ST fbeer 87 Yes...where are we going?
3FAH ASLAM

AT WTE Bl Bal? Hello...where?

TS AJAY

9T 3. 9T OTB... Special day...special place...

Everyone wonders where...

SR SONIA
werel fe=? Special day?
EXT. MOVIE THEATRE, PARKING LOT—DAY
ON THE SOUNDTRACK: FM music builds up.
AJAY kick starts his bike. SONIA sits pillion.

D] with SUE as pillion, does a wheelie. SUE screams as they exit down
the road.

KARAN burns the wheels, ASLAM and SUKHI jump into the jeep.

EXT. FORT RUINS, ROADS—DAY

POV from the racing jeep: fort ruins among paddy fields. The three vehicles
race through paddy fields towards fort ruins. The fields extend inside the fort
as well. All vehicles skid to a halt.

ON THE SOUNDTRACK: FM music builds up.
EXT. FORT RUINS, AIR FORCE BASE—DAY

AJAY, holding SONIA’s hand, leading her and SUE up broken stone steps to
the fort wall. They find themselves looking down on an air-force runway. A
gush of wind hits them; it is really windy.
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It's amazing!

SN B3

Isn’t that? ams 97 § fobuer a1 RyaRer
eS| o, 519 H Ugell gR I=( 31T |
4, ©F DI IS @Al 3R d9 ddb
TG ST P a8 IRTA H @1 T STV |

AJAY

Isn’t that? Ever since I was a kid, I
used to come here to watch planes
take off. And watch them till they
disappeared in the sky.

Just then, the three see a fighter plane taxiing down the runway. As if on cue, they
hear loud whooping sounds. They look down to see DJ, KARAN, ASLAM and

SUKHI emerge from below, running towards the barbed wire of the runway.

L

Y ..

STy

SUE
What the hell are they doing?

AJAY
Opye...hey...rowdies.

'The boys break through the wire. Tearing their shirts off, they run through the
tall grass towards the runway, shouting at the top of their lungs, waving their
shirts in the air. There is a moment when the fighter plane looks like it is merely
a few feet away from the boys, then it takes off above them. The boys shout at
the top of their lungs, like a war cry, competing with the drone of the jet engines.

YN & U 8 A |

iferam
ESEd

ST
IAl, I AT | FAF A FERRT Al IR
<&l BT |

TP Ugl HHIN] BIe B, R Tam
Bre BI?

SN
1, % S B @ |
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SUE
I don’t believe them.

SONIA
Men!

AJAY
Come on, face it. You'd love to do
that as well.

SONIA
What? Take my shirt off and howl

at planes.

AJAY

I won’t mind if you do.
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arfera SONIA
TATd g XeHl, oo | Dream on, buddy.
SONIA and SUE laugh. The boys come back panting, their faces flushed.
3T AJAY
S U Ted, 3R T & UIe g Boys and girls and Sukhi who is
U gl ol | running after gitls...
g SUKHI
I & w® oo B AR? Why me all the time?
AJAY

A very special announcement...

All look at AJAY, not knowing what to expect. He reaches into his jacket and
takes out a little box, and gets down on his knees in front of SONIA. The rest
watch with widening grins.

SONIA
I don’t believe this.

3o AJAY

¥, 3R JAUYS U TS AT TSH &, I was wondering if youd like to
ar & oo AR et arues AT spend the rest of your life with me.
TIR dhar g7 Will you please

marry me?

SONIA is stunned, she doesn’t know what to say. And then she lets out a loud
shriek and hugs AJAY. The others rush at AJAY in joy and jump on him like
a rugby pile. SUE joins the boys too. All dance around them.

SN D]
3T oY TaF T Bee.., IO A B T Bloody idiots... AJAYs life’s made...

ASD BOYS

A8 9IS d18..d18 9Ts dTs... ...Life is made...life is made...

ON THE SOUNDTRACK: The Song “Tu Bin Bataye...” begins.

SONIA’s eyes get moist. AJAY hugs her. Everyone is happy.
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A fa9 gary SONG: TU BIN BATAYE
q fa7 Farg Without saying a word

g3 o 7er el you steal my heart

S8 q BT I'll find happiness by your side
WY Tforer a8t [ can’t stay apart

DISSOLVE TO:

AJAY and SONIA are sitting huddled together. The gang quietly peeps from

the fort above them and showers neem leaves on the couple.

MR fa= §dry SONG: TU BIN BATAYE

#Hidt et My life tastes sweet now,

TT P T Since you walked through that door

3l A9 Pl Sofl, When your arms wrap around me,

foreft & @eft I know I've found my shore
DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. FORT RUINS, AIR FORCE BASE—DAY

AJAY and SONIA see fighter planes making tri-colour lines in the air. The

two spend intimate moments with each other.

T 89 garw SONG: TU BIN BATAYE

o8l & vl dls, When your arms wrap around me,
T wiRer a8t I know I've found my shore

q A7 garg, Without saying a word

93 o 7T Bl You steal my heart

I'll find happiness by your side
[ can’t stay apart

DISSOLVE TO:

SUE captures these delightful moments shared by the friends on her camera.

DISSOLVE TO:

SUE and DJ sit together, discussing a book. SUE feels a little cold. DJ puts

his jacket around her.
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A fa9 gary SONG: TU BIN BATAYE
g7 Pl Tofl, Wander through the streets of my
q Barr o 37 mind, like a gentle spring
AT ST A e=re BT BIfber Walk through the corridors of my
R q T heart, fill the caravan of my dreams
BN a S 7 Whatever you sing, that is my tune
97 Without saying a word
q 187 garg
5 ) You steal my heart
gt o T el I'll find happiness by your side
[ can’t stay apart.
DISSOLVE TO:

All are lost in their own thoughts. SUE puts her arm around D]J’s shoulder.
SUKHI notices this and stealthily draws the gang’s attention to this. DJ
realises what is happening. He slaps SUKHI and puts his arms around SUE.
Everyone laughs. It is a self-conscious moment for D] who is slowly, but
surely, falling in love with SUE.

® EXT. FORT RUINS, AIR FORCE BASE—MAGIC HOUR ®

The gang looks inseparable as they walk, hands around each others’ shoulders,
away from the camera. The shot goes out of focus.

ON THE SOUNDTRACK: The song fades out.

FADE TO BLACK.
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INT. GORAKHPUR JAIL, CORRIDORS TO CELLS—DAY

The Jail Superintendent leads JAMES McKINLEY down the corridor. JAMES
MCcKINLEY looks through the bars. He sees a figure [BISMIL] sitting still in

the lotus position, chanting.

SR Afdbeel
AR T H wHe A o b W1 B
A &} BT |

JAMES McKINLEY

The first thing that hit me about
this man was his voice. A voice
without fear. I knew then, my job
was not going to be easy.

JAMES McKINLEY enters the cell. BISMIL, however, does not miss a beat.
He does not turn to acknowledge JAMES McKINLEY, nor does he stop

chanting.

SR AfdTol

H oSt &) H e § |
MEEGIERCIRS]

A YT 99 9% Gl o dd R
;M D IMMOTAr el fAeRd | g @
TIAT AT T Tb SASR PR qId |

SR il
# o Afeeal g1 H gsf g9 98
3R TR AR para drRll Haf ¢ |

MG RSICRCIRG )
Bard TE 9 pifdert g S%
BifTp R B |

BISMIL resumes chanting.

INT. CHURCH, ALTAR—DUSK

JAMES McKINLEY

I'll come back later.

RAMPRASAD BISMIL

My prayers wont stop till my
country gets its freedom. I don’
think you can wait till then.

JAMES McKINLEY

My name is James McKinley. I'm
here to find out from you where
Chandrashekhar Azad and the

other terrorists are hiding.

RAMPRASAD BISMIL

Not terrorists. Revolutionaries.

JAMES McKINLEY is standing at the altar. A church organ plays.

SR AfdeT (V.0.)

fadl SO @ RN ST FaT
AT o o 99 B AT A HMH ANH
BT SITQT | s AR STy QT T8} go |
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JAMES McKINLEY (V.O.)
Breaking a man, bit by bit—they
said it would get easier each time.
It never did for me.
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He looks up at the crucifix, reaches for a candle, and strikes a match.
ON THE SOUNDTRACK: A scream.

INT. GORAKHPUR JAIL, TORTURE CHAMBER—DAY

ON THE SOUNDTRACK: The organ continues to play, the scream dies
down. A steel boot leads us to a spread-eagled BISMIL, racked out and being
tortured. BISMIL turns and looks into JAMES McKINLEY’s eyes. JAMES
MCcKINLEY nods to the torturer, and a finger is broken.

ON THE SOUNDTRACK: Screams.

INT. CHURCH, ALTAR—DUSK

JAMES McKINLEY lights the candle and bows his head.
INT. GORAKHPUR JAIL, CORRIDORS—EVENING

RAMPRASAD BISMIL:s screams echo down the long dark corridors. JAMES
McKINLEY comes out of the torture chamber sweating, tired and dishevelled.
Behind him, RAMPRASAD BISMIL:s limp body is dragged out. In the dim
light emanating from one of the prison cells, we see RAMPRASAD BISMIL

tortured beyond recognition. It is a sight one would never forget.

INT. CHURCH, ALTAR—DUSK

Shot of Christ on the crucifix.

SR HAfdTel (V.O.) JAMES McKINLEY (V.O.)

T g dRd @, afe faRAa w1d The torture went on for some time,

T AR A1 & 3R | but Bismil didn’t break, nor did
Asfagq.

Over JAMES MCcKINLEY’s face, we travel into darkness, and then into

another torture chamber.
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INT. FAIZABAD JAIL, TORTURE CHAMBER—DAY

ASHFAQULLAH is being mercilessly beaten by the Jail Superintendent
[TASSADUK KHAN] and his two assistants. The beating is brutal and

continuous, coming from all directions; there is no respite, even to breathe.

JAMES McKINLEY (V.O.)
Both men had made pain their
friend. They didn’t break. Instead,
they did something I had never
seen any prisoner do before.

o= " (V.0.)
T T T F U SR B o o, ar
¢ 81 | e SN o Y A o
H o 1 <@ e

INT. GORAKHPUR JAIL, RAMPRASAD BISMIL'S CELL—DUSK

RAMPRASAD BISMIL, with broken fingers, manages to engrave the lines of

a poem with a stone on the walls of his cell.

RAMPRASAD BISMIL
On this day, we walk with death
and laugh at its pale spectre...

My 9T (V.O.)
TGN B THT 379 gAR o # 2.

FADE TO BLACK.

INT. FAIZABAD JAIL, TORTURE CELL—NIGHT

ASHFAQULLAH KHAN lies naked on a slab of ice, hands and feet bound
behind him. His body has numerous marks of torture on it. His lips have
turned blue as he murmurs deliriously.

3RMBIHIcclle WM
oo Nl 918 Brs FHerft e |
RN TRAT R ST B galerd 8N |

SR Afdeet (V.O.)

9 B S dis @ 9, A wEE ar
I TR oY, S D BT Bl B
Y g8 | 99 AR AR A APH
T, T9 B T W SRA Y |
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ASHFAQULLAH KHAN

Death cannot take you Ashfaq,
when you live in people’s hearts
and minds.

JAMES McKINLEY (V.O.)

I think it was the poetry that held
their souls together as the torture
tore their bodies apart. The torture
didnt work, so we thought of
other ways.
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INT. FAIZABAD JAIL, ASHFAQULLAH KHAN’S CELL—NIGHT

'The Holy Quran wrapped up in green cloth is placed in ASHFAQULLAH
KHAN’s hands by a Qazi (Muslim priest). TASSADUK KHAN, a Muslim

officer in the jail, is also present.

Eanil
9C, I8 HAM TP © g v

adggd Wi
fafar o9 fag oo forg oo arer
o BA wR o | 9 e gerT
SHIA IR @ T

RN EAGARICT IR B
(@1 B¥T I B FAT §Y)
ST, At | IR BT, T e
T O Ied uS 9@l © 39 el B
Sl BT =TS B |

QAZI
This is the Holy Quran.

TASSADUK KHAN

Hindus like Bismil will create a
country for themselves. What will
a Muslim like you get out of it?
They’re just using you.

ASHFAQULLAH KHAN

(kissing the Holy Quran)

He’s not fighting for Hindu freedom,
hes fighting for Hindustan’s
freedom. But you won’t be able to
understand this. You've been licking
the British boots for so long, you've

begun to like the taste of it.

ASHFAQULLAH is hit on the head with an iron rod.

EXT. GORAKHPUR JAIL, GALLOWS—EVENING

The hangman pulls the lever, the sack hurtles down into the pit and hangs
from the noose. The sack dangles in front of RAMPRASAD BISMIL: face.
JAMES McKINLEY is standing behind him. BISMIL looks on and smiles.

SR Hfdbeor
Pl & Qe 1D B! ArRii? Bal §
JSITE? 9T <, 99 SRl |

JAMES McKINLEY

Tell us where Azad and the other
terrorists are. You can still save
yourself.

RAMPRASAD BISMIL looks into the eyes of JAMES McKINLEY with so
much fire in his own that McKINLEY looks away.
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TR HfchTel JAMES McKINLEY
I R | 19 December.
JAMES McKINLEY walks away.
e Rt RAMPRASAD BISMIL
S P Bl T A& 8, Al Its not your fault. Youre only
T8 | 39 1 R 3101 1 R WE B | doing your duty.

JAMES McKINLEY stops for a brief moment, his face betraying his

inner turmoil.
INT. CHURCH, AL TAR—DUSK

The instrumental version of ‘Abide With Me’ plays. JAMES McKINLEY
kneels before the altar, his eyes filled with tears. He’s angry...with his

government...with himself...with his God.

JAMES McKINLEY
How can this be your will, tell me... Tell me...
Tell me... How can this be the will of God?

A teardrop escapes JAMES McKINLEY’s eyes. JAMES McKINLEY begins

to recite the Lord’s Prayer.

INT. GORAKHPUR JAIL, RAMPRASAD BISMILS CELL; DECEMBER
1927—DAWN

JAMES McKINLEY’s recitation blends with the words of RAMPRASAD

BISMIL reciting from the Bhagvad Gita (holy book of the Hindus) as he
takes a bath.

INT. FAIZABAD JAIL, ASHFAQULLAH KHAN'’S CELL; DECEMBER
1927—DAWN

ASHFAQULLAH KHAN applies £4jal (kohl) to his eyes. On the soundtrack

we hear verses being recited from the Holy Quran.

DISSOLVE TO:
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INT. GORAKHPUR JAIL, CORRIDORS TO GALLOWS; DECEMBER
1927—DAWN

ON THE SOUNDTRACK: Recitation of the three scriptures—Bhagvad
Gita, Holy Quran, Lord’s Prayer overlap one another.

RAMPRASAD BISMIL looks out of the high ventilator washed in a shaft of
light as he holds the Bhagvad Gita in his hands.

INT. FAIZABAD JAIL, CORRIDORS TO GALLOWS; DECEMBER
1927—DAWN

Ashfaqullah Khan is offering namaz (prayers).
INT. CHURCH; ALTAR—DUSK
JAMES McKINLEY kneels before the crucifix and prays.

INT. GORAKHPUR AND FAIZABAD JAIL, CORRIDORS TO
GALLOW,; 19 DECEMBER 1927—DAWN

Images: The long corridors lead to a door.

INT. CHURCH, ALTAR—DUSK

Image: Of the Crucifix from various angles

EXT. GORAKHPUR JAIL, GALLOWS; 19 DECEMBER 1927—DAWN
JAMES McKINLEY stares at the hanging noose.

INT. GORAKHPUR AND FAIZABAD JAIl, CORRIDORS TO
GALLOWS; 19 DECEMBER 1927—DAWN

The door opens and the corridors are filled with lightt RAMPRASAD
BISMIL and ASHFAQULLAH KHAN reach the end of their respective
corridors and burn out in the bright light.
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INT. DELHI UNIVERSITY, SUE’'S HOSTEL ROOM—NIGHT
In a seamless transition, we are in SUE’s hostel room.

The last shot from the previous scene is playing, projected on the wall through
SUE’s laptop, which is attached to a projector. The entire group is watching,.
The reel runs out now. The blank white screen stares back at them. They do
not move.

ON THE SOUNDTRACK: Recitation of the three scriptures—Bhagvad
Gita, Holy Quran, Lord’s Prayer—fades away.

A blanket of silence hangs over them. Only the resonance of what they just
saw and heard remains. In the dark room, ASLAM and LAXMAN look at
each other. SUE slowly gets up to put on the light. As the light comes on, for
a moment, the two catch themselves staring at each other, then immediately
look away. Just then AJAY opens the door.

AJAY
Hey guys! Whats up?

He sees them looking zapped. They barely react to him.

3T AJAY
Hlg TR AT FT? Did someone die?

EXT. DELHI UNIVERSITY, PARKING LOT—NIGHT

All walk to their own vehicles in silence.

SNp) AJAY
R, H $7 9=l BT ga1 AIRTA B Sue, I haven’t seen these guys so
TET T | gH W g SRl B W1 B serious. What are you doing to my

FIT & BIP friends?
At SUE
O S| ST W 2. d G PR IW@ T | It’s not me... it’s them.

Just then AJAY sees LAXMAN PANDEY going his own way.

Sp) AJAY
O], I FSA &I B AP Hey Laxman, aren’t you coming
along?
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AT gTUSY LAXMAN PANDEY

81, T 4T | No. Some other time.

3T AJAY

3R IR, bl H ST BT g | Come on. Ifs my last night in

town.

LAXMAN PANDEY looks at the rest of the group uncertainly.

AT UTUST LAXMAN PANDEY
&, g31 g T8I 7 | I’'m not really hungry.
hHYOT KARAN
YT Jd, TR oA | Watch us eat then. Come on.
31oT AJAY
el AT, PH... Come...
DISSOLVE TO:

INT. PUB—NIGHT

The pub is almost empty. The group sits at a large table. The boys are in a
solemn mood. SUE tries to cheer them up; she raises a toast.

7] SUE

(Ffreirer gara gv) (raising her glass)

o U AfeEr @ forg! S gwem To two lovebirds with the most
Qe %8 | May the insanity and the insanely romantic engagement in
romance never die. the whole wide world...

SONIA and AJAY cuddle up and smile. But the mood is sombre.

SUE
[ said, ‘Cheers’, guys.

The mood is somewhat revived as all of them clink glasses.

ALL
Cheers... Cheers...
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W forr R <1 I 99 ¥ A @Ry
g TP dl i ST 3R T Jifsr |

ol
(=t faseHt 1T T7eT Q)

SUKHI gives a chorus support to DJ.

SNKE
q Gufewd & IR, g8 P9 A A
el =St &1 S @ 2

D] does a bottom’s up.

3Ty
TN U AN IR AT

3HH
(@Y )

S SIS & URT ST 1T |

3ol
T G9d U §HY AT HY T, 99

JgaT &l <X 2|

=L

b STl 99 & SATeT WY ot |

ST SFE-aH < AhS {8 T8l
21 Do you hear me? & 78 |

ol
Pae, Ry SHRIT oIF & |
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AJAY
I'm insane only about two things in
my life—Sonia and flying.

D]J

(sings a Hindi film song drunkenly)
What is a mere heart? Take my
life instead...

ASLAM
You're lucky to feel so passionately
about something.

AJAY

You have your poetry.

ASLAM
(sarcastically)
Just like D] has his singing.

AJAY

Everyone  has  passion  for
something, they just have to find
this ‘thing’.

SUE

Just like our revolutionaries... Their
passion for freedom was greater
than their love for their own lives.

KARAN

There’s nothing in this world worth
giving your life for. Do you hear
me? Nothing!

D]J

Agreed, except a beautiful woman!
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gt
(77T §Y)

STl
(WC1as @l gerrd gY)

ISR
SIol, 99 IR | 984 81 A7 |

ol
ST B, A Al

SIS R
C'mon Karan! &8 @5i € o9 A
D |

‘hXUT

BIe IR | Wd e, da3ReR 1NTe,
faR¥e, rrHTd, g=iv oI <1 off AT
oW & oY | {B FAT? Fd JHR | 37T
BTeld Sl ® 9 <% $I7 3R fhdl a1
T Y ® 6 9= o &) efi?

SONIA is offended.

arfer

o1 U B! 31T S ANl @I UST ®,
ST 89 <9 & folv &sd €, BT, dlfds
A S @NT I Bl i AT DT |

SIol/gET
(721 4 T §Y)

ST 1Y |

‘DX
AT SHRMS 81 I8! 81, 9960% Ad 9 |

L
RIT TTAT HE I8! 8 AIfar?
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SUKHI
(singing)

‘Just this once...”

D]J
(calls the steward)
Repeat...my drink.

SONIA
Easy DJ...

DJ

Yes, mama.

AJAY
There are things worth giving your
life for, Karan.

KARAN

Like what? Look at Bhagat Singh,
Azad, Bismil and Ashfaq. They gave
their lives for this country. All for
nothing. It’s a shit-hole today. And
who cares a shit about them now?

SONIA

I give a shit. People like Ajay who
fight for their country, give a shit.
So that people like you can sleep
peacefully.

DJ/SUKHI
(singing drunkenly)
Take my life instead.

KARAN

Sonia get real.

SUE
Sonias right.
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V], A 91} ¥ AR Bl, SN TR

forg =1, 9% |9 FE 9gd A T |
Tgl R {1 @ @) derg # A
fo R<frat fea o & SR &
FFHR H AT, HUST 3R TH ©d |

‘hXTUT

Il IR R 9 &1 IR &1 o
e gg TR 9eaar © | 99 Jf & Ue
I IRG B I © AT SSHHT IR BRI |
DI TR T8l IR 3 < P |

KIS

(7 %)

3 9811 7 ! a1 U & T BN BT
2 qWER < 98 UST ¥1 Ue IR U
H th R ®ER 4, A ar g9 e W
EoRGRS

SlEe

DJ just shut up! &1 @ AR\

PR GR Y HIHS AT dgd AT
BIAT €1 ORI @l Mferdl <1 iR ol

BRI, TR BRI < T8 8T ST |
STl

(9IRTe BT qoTE ¥ GEIT ASESd §Y)

PR, T AT BT ol BRI & U8’
T WIS |
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ASLAM

Sue, its all fine for a foreigner
like you to say all this. Out here,
we're fighting for the basics—food,
clothing and shelter.

KARAN

Out here you try to change things
youll get even more screwed.
Corruption is in our fucking DNA.

There is no future for this country.

D]J

(drunkenly)

Shes talking about the past, youre
thinking about the future. One foot
in the past and one foot in the future,
that’s why we're pissing on the present.

SONIA
DJ just shut up! For once in life,
get serious.

AJAY

Karan, it’s easy to be an arm-chair
critic. Blaming others is even
easier. If there are problems, why
don’t you go out there and change
things? Take a stand. Join politics,
the police force, government and
clean it up. But you wont! I'll tell
you why. Because you don't want
to dirty your hands sticking it into
the shit-hole.

KARAN

Nothing’s going to change. You can
go to your grave trying, it won'
make any difference.

D]J

(a little more drunk now)
Correct...the only difference will
be how you go to your grave.
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SONIA

DJ, relax.
ot DJ
(ST TSI V) (slurring)

3T, a1s gH Relavs AR | 7 Tt NS
2 UP o WA AR H URT &

S|
BT 8139’ SRRdEX &1 g8 BHIs-dl..
PT ge.. BId H B de Rar |

gt
(1917 TSeTsId §Y)

< U T R |
KiN|

gl, ‘< Us' TT WIsd, 89 |dar 4 U’
T WIS [Pl & BNIL.AhE dUg H
dUC b o O] ®F § Td.. R
TSI BT ST ST fosar # |

I'm not drunk. Am I drunk Sue?

DJ
See, the director’s word is final. Cut
it!... Where were we?

SUKHI
(slurring)

On the way to our graves.

DJ

All our ‘THE END’s will be the
same, wrapped in white shrouds.
Only Ajay will be wrapped in the
national flag.

SONIA
DJ stop it...

S|

MY BRoT, HB A B o IR, Tl
B Gl Al qE HIDHAT TAR FRA W |
AT SToT... 3ToT ®I f=il SITYHT 21
qardl < AT

DJ

Karan, you can say whatever you
want, not even the street dogs will
bark when we die. But Ajay will get
a 21 gun salute.

DJ laughs and then stands up and salutes AJAY. Then he play-acts like he has
a rifle in his hand, and shoots off imaginary rounds into the air. The group

breaks into laughter as DJ gets up and begins to carry AJAY on his shoulder.

Hey D]J...what the...

The boys join DJ for AJAY’s mock funeral, lifting him on their shoulders and
performing a slow march. LAXMAN PANDEY sits and watches, seems a

new side to the boys.
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INT. AIR FORCE COLONY, AJAY’S RESIDENCE, HALL—DAY

AJAY, dressed in an Indian Air Force Squadron Leader’s uniform, walks in from the
bedroom carrying one large suitcase. He then flings his bomber jacket to KARAN.

3ToT AJAY
BN, Y o | Karan, this is for you.
KARAN
For me? Thanks dude.

KARAN tries it on. He hugs AJAY. The whole gang, including LAXMAN
PANDEY, has come to see AJAY off to his base.

SUKHI
T W I & it wxay #l e dr The girls fall for Karan anyway. If
T2 e =Ry | anyone deserves the jacket, it’s me.

AJAY’s MOTHER applies a tika (vermilion mark, as a symbol of being
victorious) on AJAY’s forehead. AJAY touches her feet as she blesses him.
AJAY’s MOTHER distributes prasad (offering made to God) to the group.
SONIA too touches her feet.

S| D]J

Y, arg, dr8, A ofl, 91 =M ¥y Wow! What a dutiful daughter-in-
el R aMUd! | T TPR &, 3T 3 law. Now show what a dutiful wife
T g AT B W ol gl | you will be too.

KARAN, ASLAM and SUKHI nod as though a pearl of wisdom had been
cast by DJ. AJAY extends his feet.

S AJAY
S5 3 PE V& 2 | 33V | DJ’s right. Touch my feet, madam.

SONIA kicks AJAY’s feet playfully.

SRR SONIA
(¥ 1) (to SUE)

TIE, W o off 39 < H SiRd o See what women in this country
RIT BTAT & | RI-GRAT BT TSl 8 S have to put up with?

With a hint of mischief in her voice, SUE says—
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I
D] is right. st £ &1 W= A

HRAT BT AT |

STl

SIS B3

@I, 9 W UdT 8 | 8IRd B ST e
@ o # B ! e, g A uar
BT AR |

it~

3BT?

SUE
I think DJ’s right. You should

respect your traditions.

DJ
Wow, Gulabo...

AJAY
See, even Sue agrees, a woman’s
place is at her husband’s feet.

SONIA
Really?

SONIA picks up a stick to beat AJAY. AJAY runs around the hall to get away

from her. The two run out of the room.

ST dI AT

SPT IAUAT FBl AT | 3N AT TS
IEd € SR 9@ AT Uh g B
AT £ |

AJAY’S MOTHER

These two can be such children.
They spend half their time fighting,
the other half making up.

INT. AIR FORCE COLONY, AJAY’S RESIDENCE, CORRIDOR—DAY

rferam
Ueg, O (a7 IR T8l T Hahal?

ST
B1er! WA Yoo A1 Bb Al |

The boys catch the two.

el

(AT ST §V)
|
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SONIA
Sweetie-pie, can't you stay a while
longer?

AJAY
No, I have to go...

SUKHI
(mocking them)
SWEETIE-PIE!
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BOYS

(singing a sad Hindi film song)

O beloved, don't leave my arms.
I promise, I will break down
and cry...

INT. AIR FORCE COLONY, AJAY’S RESIDENCE, HALL—DAY

SUE comes to AJAY’s MOTHER.

=
H qHS Fhdl g, QIR BT DAT T
RET BRI | 3R S A1 ol # o

SUE

I know how Sonia must be feeling
right now. My father was also in
the army.

AJAY’s MOTHER goes near AJAY’s father’s photograph.

3T B AT

g9 Al Ugcl-Ugel VAT B ST AT g
FHER et H W R gs oAl | iR
IR-ON g1 Raess g9 & & 9
Uge <9 $ B, R R | g @mer
1 A, I8 99 g U B Bl
Bl B |

AJAY’S MOTHER

[ used to think that way too, when
Ajay’s father and I got married. But
then you realise something about
being an Air Force pilots wife.
You realise that your husband has
pledged his life for the country. The
least you can do for him, is control
your emotions. Not be weak.

There is dead silence in the room. SONIA and AJAY come back to the hall.
SONIA holds AJAY’s MOTHER’s hand, breaking her reverie.

ST dI AT

9eT, H 98d g g, o o gH ol
e g 2| g H =el ff A
q91 BIg v T8l |

i~

R Hg I8 ©, Al?

SN
3T QT 3! I UId-aifcal bl A

981G & fed G B |
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AJAY’S MOTHER
I'm so happy Ajay’s chosen a girl
like you. Now I can die in peace.

SONIA
Don't talk this way, Ma.

AJAY
You'll have to tell stories of valour
to a dozen grandchildren too.
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3T ASLAM

Orar-urd? 8% U 29 a9 g ATl Grandchildren? First you've got to
stay home long enough to make
them, dude.

Everyone laughs... Even LAXMAN. The camera pans to AJAY’s father’s
photograph and focuses on the flame of the lamp.

EXT. FEROZESHAH KOTLA RUINS; 8 AUGUST 1928—DAY
Another candle comes into focus.
ON THE SOUNDTRACK: The oath ‘Lalkaar (The Call)’ fades in.

Inside a massive stepwell, CHANDRASHEKHAR AZAD administers the
oath to serve the motherland until death.

BHAGAT SINGH, DURGA BHABHI, RAJGURU, SUKHDEYV and the
others follow CHANDRASHEKHAR AZAD by holding their palms over
the flame of burning candles while the oath is recited.

3ag (V.O.) AZAD (V.0.)
g fordr e §eT, TP 7 dor SR The bugle sounds,
3R &9 IR &, AT ford 319 e the enemy wakes.

G ¥ el giefl, T} I JRPA 4 & The battle is upon us, and in our
RPN B FHT 39 TAR e H 8 hearts
We feel the swell, of pride and steel
and valour.
For we will play the game of blood,
if dark clouds shroud our land.
Because this day, we walk with death,
and laugh at its pale spectre.

Their oath recited like a pledge reverberates off the empty broken walls of

the ruins.

In a top angle shot the camera spirals up to a wide shot revealing more and
more revolutionaries taking the oath.
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AZAD (V.0O.)

We will not fear those cruel swords,
our courage is far sharper.

The hands of men filled with passion
can never be slashed with swords.

We will not lower, in the face of
threats, a hand raised to its mother.
For let them know, their cowardly
deeds, just serve to fuel our fires.
Because this day, we walk with death,
and laugh at its pale spectre.

Later, denouncing religion, BHAGAT SINGH cuts off his hair.

ARCHIVAL FOOTAGE

British Movietone newsreel plays the nationwide protest against the visiting
Simon Commission. The Empire strikes back, and the demonstrations are
dispersed with severe measures. However, the people come back on the
streets in thousands. In a seamless transition, we are now at a live protest at
a railway platform.

EXT. LAHORE RAILWAY STATION, 30 OCTOBER 1928—DAY

A Superintendent of Police, J.A. SCOTT, is standing along the railway track
on horseback. A large contingent of policemen led by a nervous Assistant

Superintendent of Police [J.P. SAUNDERS] is cordoning the crowd.

The protestors are led by a 63 year old leader [LALA LAJPAT RAI]. The
protestors are carrying black banners painted in white reading ‘Simon Go
Home’ and raising slogans.

A young lady [DURGA BHABHI played by SONIA] leads a contingent of

women. They are shouting slogans as well.

ATAT ATSIUd XTI
IS, a9g ST

irs
TR S8, TS|
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LALA LAJPAT RAI
Simon! Go back!

CROWD

Go home, Simon!
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The train chugs into the station. The crowd become even more spirited. Some
of them jump on the tracks to cross over.

As Sir John Allsbrook Simon and the other six members of the Commission
get down from the train, LALA LAJPAT RAI and the crowd start to move
towards them slowly and peacefully. Pushing back the cordon, which is now
insufficient to contain the crowd. J.P. SAUNDERS begins to retreat on his
horse. The crowd is now all over the tracks getting out of control when J.A.

SCOTT barks his orders.

SCOTT
Lathi charge!
3raire (V.O.) AZAD (V.0.)
g9 ar 8% 9 Moo & o ey av We bade farewell, to this day
U FHT knowing it could be our last.

ST 8l W forT A 9¢ T § I
®eq
fofeft ar arg+ A8HT Hid @ "8fber
q7g
YGRS B TG~ 39 gEAN feor 7 &

We swore to play, with our lives,
never waver in our task.
For we have accepted the invitation,

Of fate’s celebration of death.
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The police force led by J.. SAUNDERS and SCOTT mercilessly rain blows
on the crowd. BHAGAT SINGH and other revolutionaries (SUKHDEY,
DURGA BHABHI, RAJGURU, BHAGWATICHARAN VOHRA,
JAIGOPAL) encircle LALA LAJPAT RAI and form a human shield.

BHAGAT SINGH gets a blow on his head. He looks at the British officer

with fire in his eyes and cries out—

g g BHAGAT SINGH
EEZSIERCRAEIES

Long live the revolution!

The brutal lathi-charge continues.

ON THE SOUNDTRACK: The oath poem ‘Lalkaar’ echoes, making the

scene appear almost surreal.
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CHORUS (V.0.)

In our hearts we have a horde of
storms, and the spirit of revolution in

our veins.

We will unleash this and more, and
upon them we will rain.

The destination dare not defy us,

when passion is our beacon.

Because this day, we walk with death,

and laugh at its pale spectre.

The protesters brave the blows without resistance; they stand their ground
displaying great resilience, facing one blow after another.

One by one, BHAGAT SINGH, RAJGURU and SUKHDEYV fall to the
blows. DURGA BHABHI shields LALA LAJPAT RAI with her body and
suffers blows. Gathering all her strength, she tries to protect LALA LAJPAT
RAI but in vain, the next blow in the mayhem catches LALA LAJPAT RAI
on the forehead and he collapses.

Superimposed: Newspaper headlines proclaiming the death of LALA LAJPAT
RAI, the Lion of Punjab.

RADIO ANNOUNCER (V.0.)

The entire country is in a state of

e e (V.0.)

T AR AT AT ASTId - Dbl
AT | G < 9 H AT gal B | WA
¥ Ug el Sl B MR AR ..

mourning over Lala Lajpat Rai’s
death. Just before his death, Lalaji
had said this...

INT. LAHORE, JAMES McKINLEY’S BUNGALOW, BEDROOM;
DECEMBER 1928—DAY

JAMES McKINLEY is writing in his diary as the radio plays the same news.

Sieg et (V.O.)
I R 5T T H-uF TR SN
T @ A9 D DA T | A THH
H Ugdl o TR o |
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JAMES McKINLEY (V.O.)

‘Every blow aimed at me is a nail in
the coffin of British Imperialism’. It
was the calm before the storm.
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EXT. AMRITSAR, TERRACE; DECEMBER 1928—DAY

On a terrace overlooking the famous Golden Temple, BHAGAT
SINGH, AZAD, SUKHDEV, MANMATHNATH, RAJGURU,
BHAGWATICHARAN VOHRA, JAIGOPAL are lost in their thoughts,
sad, angry and helpless.

TIER 3G CHANDRASHEKHAR AZAD

& $B VE BRAT BN Ol 9 oIS We have to take drastic measures.
| fRem 3

g SUKHDEV

HIoTd TP What drastic measures?

BHAGAT SINGH and RAJGURU are silent; CHANDRASHEKHAR
AZAD appears contemplative. DURGA BHABHI walks in with tea. She
says softly.

Ty DURGA BHABHI

The revolutionaries look at her and then look at each other. A smile spreads
across CHANDRASHEKHAR AZAD’s face.

EXT. LAHORE, PUNJAB CIVIL SECRETARIAT; 17 DECEMBER—DAY
CLOSE UP: Spinning bicycle wheel.

CHANDRASHEKHAR AZAD, BHAGAT SINGH and RAJGURU
are hiding behind pillars of the college building facing the police station,
clutching guns in their sweaty hands.

The spinning bicycle wheel stops and through the spokes we see: J.P.
SAUNDERS rides out of the gate, on his red motorcycle, and passes the man
mending his bicycle. The man signals to the boys in hiding.

Suddenly RAJGURU steps out on the road in the path of the approaching
motorcycle and shoots SAUNDERS at point blank range. SAUNDERS is
hit on the head. He falls down. BHAGAT SINGH pumps more bullets into
SAUNDER’s body.

Close-up of the gun barrel firing. CHANDRASHEKHAR AZAD runs up

and hurries them away.
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* The storyboard along with the corresponding final images.
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TIER 3T CHANDRASHEKHAR AZAD
Il | Come on.

Some police guards chase them. AZAD holds the policemen with a gun

aimed at them.

THRACR 3R CHANDRASHEKHAR AZAD
AP ST T | 9., WM. Bhagat run! Quick!

(el gfera @&+ i) (to an Indian police officer)

3y, g el el d| W fRdr You! Get going! We don’t want to
fevgear il &1 71 ARAT =TEd | kill any Indian.

One policeman chucks his baton at AZAD, who shoots in return. The
revolutionaries scale the wall and disappear.

EXT. DUST ROADS—NIGHT

The jeep with the gang is on the road. ASLAM is at the wheel and SONIA is
beside him. D], KARAN and SUKHI share a beer in the backseat. They are
all lost in their thoughts. SUKHI raises his fingers and shoots into the air with
an imaginary gun. All break into smiles.

INT. DELHI UNIVERSITY, SUE’S HOSTEL ROOM—NIGHT

It is raining. Sitting at the window, sipping a hot cup of coffee, SUE is
engrossed in reading her grandfathers diary. Raindrops fall on the glass
window pane which holds her reflection.

=T gfheel (V.O.) JAMES McKINLEY (V.O.)
S TS TS, 9T g, IS 3R In the days that followed
I A1Rfl, | TG 81 Y | JET I Chandrashekhar  Azad, Bhagat

o7 &g I8 I FART 14T Singh and the others went missing.
This was the period when they all

coined the two words...

BACKTO

INT. DELHI UNIVERSITY, SUE’S HOSTEL ROOM—NIGHT

SUE turns a page. Close on the letters on the page ‘Inquilab Zindabad’.

‘ ‘ Rang De Basanti_2.indd 157 @ 12/19/13 11:36AM‘ ‘



158

SR Jfbeal (V.O.)
ECEIERSEACIEE!

JAMES McKINLEY (V.O.)

Long live the revolution.

INT. LAHORE, JAMES McKINLEY’S BUNGALOW, BEDROOM;

DECEMBER 1928—NIGHT

JAMES McKINLEY writes the words, loving the sound of it.

oV Afbat (V.O.)
‘sHae e’

JAMES McKINLEY (V.O.)

Long live the revolution!

INT. DELHI UNIVERSITY, SUE’S HOSTEL ROOM—NIGHT

SUE is reading out from the diary to the boys.

=L
Shord e a1 s o g

flhed Tl BT ART 94 |

EXT. STEAM TRAIN—DAY

SUE

Inquilab Zindabad—two words
that became the slogan for India’s
freedom struggle.

A train passes with the slogan ‘Inquilab Zindabad, Inquilab Zindabad’

painted on it.

INT. AGRA, HIDEOUT, HING KI MANDI; JANUARY 1929—DAY

TSGR IS
qrg! T W 8..AfbT Wi 981 | 99

et ArHfeT 2 |

g ~iE
goT fP9 © ufSaol, sRT el
AHAS o AU T BT VST P gared
BT B

TIER IS
5231 g
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CHANDRASHEKHAR AZAD

Great idea! But Bhagat, escaping
will be impossible.

BHAGAT SINGH
Our mission is to get caught, not
escape.

CHANDRASHEKHAR AZAD
What?
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T Rig BHAGAT SINGH

S ST o goedr BN, AR g9 If we get caught, there will be a
g B SRY, & SO SarS S trial, we'll get a chance to speak.
AN qF UEATET | ST S | We'll be heard by all Indians.

CHANDRASHEKHAR AZAD turns away, contemplating.

TEIRER ATE CHANDRASHEKHAR AZAD
AfFT < UBST SO, SS9 BRI | But if they catch us, they’ll hang us
B Al 2| for certain.

BHAGAT SINGH holds him by the shoulders.

g g BHAGAT SINGH
TG €| W ST AR S g & I know. But it takes a loud noise to
TIDI THTD DI SoRd Bl B | open deaf ears.

INT. CENTRAL ASSEMBLY HALL; APRIL 1929—DAY

BHAGAT SINGH hutls a bomb. It explodes with a bang. The hall is filled

with smoke. People scatter in terror.

ON THE SOUNDTRACK: Shrieks.

¥ R BHAGAT SINGH

SPhare foramEe! Long live the revolution!
JTHIAR &0 BATUKESHWAR DUTT
EEQSIERSREAEIE Long live the revolution!

BATUKESHWAR DUTT hutls another bomb. A thick smoke engulfs the
hall. BHAGAT SINGH throws a sheaf of leaflets into the hall.

T ¥ BHAGAT SINGH
SPhare forarerg! Long live the revolution!

The revolutionaries then lay down their arms and give themselves up.

SLOW MOTION: The pink leaflets flutter down from the gallery like a

shower of leaves in the smoke.
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S/ Afde (V.0.) JAMES McKINLEY (V.O.)

a1 R g8 & T o 5@ 9pas o They were mere smoke bombs

TS Bl STD! TEY g H SEIAT intended to awaken England from

T Rig BT @I S gai | her slumber. Bhagat Singh had
more than achieved his task.

EXT. THE CLASSROOM—DAY

ON THE SOUNDTRACK: The song ‘Khalbali’ fades in. KARAN is sitting
on the high wall looking at the city.

AT Gofdad] SONG: KHALBALI

wTorgol & @orgol) There is an unrest sweeping through
Gerqell & w@erdol! the land

worgol & @orgol) The embers are swaying

g wagah The tide, its turning

Tl 967 @I You can feel the winds of change
GRIL-TRIT STEVTT You can feel the unrest

RIS eRfT Feel the unrest sweep through
& @ergell the land.

SONIA and DJ dance in wild abandon next to the water reservoir. ASLAM is
painting graffiti on the wall. SUE relaxes nearby. As SUKHI tries to kid with
ASLAM, ASLAM pushes SUKHI away.

MATCH CUT TO:

INT. CELL—DAY

RAJGURU is thrown into a cell. BHAGAT SINGH and SUKHDEYV are
already there. Breaking into laughter, they embrace each other.

INT. MIANWALI JAIL, CELL; JUNE 1929—DAY

While other prisoners eat, BHAGAT SINGH, RAJGURU and SUKHDEV
use their plates for percussion. JAMES McKINLEY walks up with the jailer.

RAJGURU comes near them and bangs his plate harder. The jailer raps
RAJGURU with his baton.
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INT. MIANWALI JAIL, COMPOUND; JUNE 1929—DAY

When it is their turn to be served, BHAGAT SINGH, RAJGURU,
SUKHDEYV and some others do not take the food. Instead, they start banging
their plates with their cups as a mark of protest.

EXT. MIANWALI JAIL, COMPOUND:; JUNE 1929—DAY

g g

g R gaRa g1 Political
prisoners. 84 fhae fies =fey,
forgm @ fow U9, IR &R HH-9-3H,
RIS BT U 3R |

3R 9 qb g9 TEl @Y | g g$aATel

SR %20 |

BHAGAT SINGH

We are political prisoners. We
should be allowed books, writing
material and at least one daily
newspaper.

RAJGURU
We will not eat till then. The
hunger strike will continue.

RAJGURU gets hit on his face. He looks up defiant.

INT. LAHORE CENTRAL JAIL, CELL; JULY 1929—NIGHT

JAMES McKINLEY looks on as police struggle to hold down the
revolutionaries. Funnels and tubes are thrust down to pour milk down their
throats. They resist all attempts at force-feeding and throw up the milk.

=g Afdbe (V.O.)

IS @ TAI@ W TS Wl das
sfe # a1t SR gaq &l
TP VA A gRRefEl & g
RERT & B GH| T YR WR
o formn, ofe &9 S S @t
drs T8l 9 |
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JAMES McKINLEY (V.O.)

The fasting and the torture went
on for 114 days...114 days. Never
before in the history of any
revolution anywhere in the world
had anyone lasted so long in such
inhuman conditions... We could
crush these young boys, but we
could not crush their spirit.
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AT Gerdel!

forqal.. 5gat [igsl forget I arT,
Rredt @ qerT

forgsl &7 1 J87/

EXT. THE CLASSROOM—DAY

SONG: KHALBALI

Our words won’t falter now, we will
speak our mind

We won't back down now.

Our dreams, we won’t leave behind
We won't let the storm die

Injustice we will defy.

Finally SUE joins the rest. The dancing is getting wild.

AT Gergor!

g &7 & 9T

@I @I B8 R®IT

UF AT Yo

oIvT for= il a@er

g I ar v& oo  PRe & HeF
SR vl H & g7 3l gerd & RiaH
3Tl # 8 wWorgel!
eSH § Gerget)

HaEr & @ersof!

g @orgell |

Pt I qadiclt & Nef-giaer O off &
VIq el Aot &

g @orgetl |

EXT. THE CLASSROOM—DAY

SONG: KHALBALI

Feel the unrest

You can feel it possess you now

Feel your soul claim it

Drink this spirit in one long swallow
and let it course through your veins
Let the celebrations begin now, feel
your body sway

In every breath feel more alive to keep
the storm at bay

See the unrest in those eyes, See it all
around, See it in the air, my friend
In those hearts, abound.

One by one, they all jump into the water and rejoice.

AT Forgoll
89 ofyc & IV &

§H Yol 3TV &

gV g7 P 3TV &
& @oraofl |

EXT. THE CLASSROOM—DAY

SONG: KHALBALI

The winds of change are blowing now
The tide it is, a turning

The moment of truth is upon us now.

The gang is lying on the steps, breathing heavily.
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The camera moves to the wall—a newly painted grafliti reads ‘Inquilab
Zindabad’ (Long live the revolution).

T Gorder!

forqdl.. forget forgel forqet & gar,
forql.. forqel [oge forqel sivar
forget & qwr

forgst g7 +ff J87/

SONG: KHALBALI

1ts time to do or die.

We are engulfed in the shadows
But we will come out brighter.

EXT. ADDA—DAY

The gang is hanging out. The television is blaring. SONIA is trying green
bangles from the hawker.

SUE
Pretty huh?

SONIA
[ like these ones. I think I'll buy them. Very pretty.

SUE
Nice huh?

SUKHI plays around hitting the TV, as the music channel changes from the
cartoon network...to a news channel.

g SUKHI

anw.. Oops...
INT. NDTV STUDIOS, NEWSROOM (ON TV)/EXT. ADDA—DAY

The caption reads ‘BREAKING NEWS’.

FHTANRATI D #2

3V 39 UG o Feid & UH ATl
YR Bl RGP | -3 g =T ® fb
v fAT-21 faAe geeARRa 8 W
2| ol 6 7M1 # I8 A faAH-
gECA & | e HATed 7 §9 gHedT &
Sifg & amew @ fag 2.

NEWSREADER #2

In breaking news today, a MiG-21
fighter plane has just crashed. This
is the second such crash in the past
six months. The Defence Ministry
has ordered an investigation into
the crash...

The gang is all ears. SONIA, now tense, moves towards the television.
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SONIA
(whispering)

No...please...please...no...

She holds her breath. The NEWSREADER reads on.

FHTARATA D #2
H U1 =l © b 59 derd, fame

P URIeIC YellgC SECRCRIGE NS

@ gEeAT # g B R B

NEWSREADER #2
We have just received news that

the pilot, Flight Lieutenant Ajay
Rathod, has died in the crash.

A deathly silence falls over the group. Then as AJAY’s smiling face flashes on
the screen, SONIA collapses. DJ reaches out and holds her, she pushes him

away.

EXT. CRASH SITE (ON TV)/EXT. ADDA—DAY

The fire brigade at the crash location, the debris being cleared, etc.

HHTAIRATI D #2

JATSC odUeHe 3N RMEIS ° BIm!
e ¥ B fora IR Fi=or @1 ga
7T @ TP Grell JeE H DI BRI
ORI JTETEY aTel SATdl WR BIs i

NEWSREADER #2

Flt. Le. Rathod apparently did not
eject from the burning plane. Instead
he steered it away from Ambala city

and crashed it in an open field. thus
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1 AN | BEAR U ST 3T §, SHD
qd1fde, 314 qb TP wl foxes -
21 deTdy fadM gHTAR & g ©,
S i g E | accidents.

saving many lives. Viewers may
recall that until now, 163 MiG-21 of
IAF have crashed and 66 Air Force

pilots have lost their lives in these

SONIA screams like a wounded animal, a long blood-curdling scream. SUE
hugs her, holding her still as she thrashes about in pain. The boys just stand
around helplessly.

EXT. FUNERAL GROUND—DAY

A coffin enshrouded in the Indian Flag is borne by Air Force personnel.
AJAY’s MOTHER tries hard to maintain her composure. SUE is holding
her. SONIA tries hard to hold back her tears. The boys stare blankly at the

proceedings.

ON THE SOUNDTRACK: AJAY’S MOTHER’s lullaby ‘Luka Chuppi’

fades in.
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T gl gyl SONG: LUKA CHUPPI
T gul 957 8% This game of hide-and-seek has gone
HIET 3T T AT on too long, son.
&l P&l G&T g3l Come home now, won't you.
op g & 39 vl Al Tve searched high and low,
3T T WISl §% These old eyes are weary so,
g3l vl v Come home now, won't you.
EETCTT TS T HY TGV Dusk is spreading like the ache in my
3T ST .. heart...

The bugle is blown by the soldiers; inverting their guns, they then carry out
the coffin in the traditional slow march (gun salute, etc.)

DJ’s eyes are brimming with tears. He remembers their playful slow march

with AJAY on their shoulders at the pub. (Flash)

The tri-colour flag covering AJAY’s body is folded and handed over to AJAY’S
MOTHER.

AT gl gul SONG: LUKA CHUPPI

77§19, 4 Bel § # I'm in a place you wouldn’t believe

TET G B AR Gl HAT & Ma. Endless skies I can soar.

N vt g 9o wWoraT oiet & I8t Just like your fairy tales, its filled

=T greT with dreams.

¥ UgT 8 afpav I V& & A A sea of hope with no shore.

S Big o T dT @ Pre .. My soul flies here, like a kite
without fear

No one to cut my strings, no more.

DJ gives fire to AJAY’s pyre. SUKHI salutes with brimming eyes. SONIA
breaks down. AJAY’s MOTHER looks at her with vacant eyes. LAXMAN
PANDEY walks up and puts his hand on KARAN’s shoulder. KARAN looks
at LAXMAN PANDREY, tears streaking down his cheeks.

T bl gﬂﬁ SONG: LUKA CHUPPI

37 oI s g% Dusk is spreading like the ache in my

73 O frae heart and fear now blurs my vision.

CERU T$ 79 BN TFov Come home now, son, won’tyou...
DISSOLVE TO:

The funeral pyre burns reflecting the fire on the faces of everyone.
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NDTYV Correspondent from the funeral ground, reports.

HdTqardr

faer=tt &1 99T 8 fP Fase dudiee
ST VMele SR aad d@ faw #
B T 2 dIfdh I+ JATETST dTel T
TR H 7 faE iR & % 9@ |
STd 39 GEIgel WX v | A S
fora= eraTaT aIRIAT B S 1 99 TS
ifh TelTse dUciMe 35T XTels &l

3o TTon @t amgfa o+ U |

CORRESPONDENT

Flt. Lt. Ajay Rathod stayed in
the plane until the very end and
steered it clear of Ambala city,
thereby saving many lives, while
laying down his own.

INT. NDTV STUDIO, WE THE PEOPLE—DAY

A heated debate is in progress in a programme similar to “We the People’,
conducted by celebrated news journalist PANKAJ] PACHAURI. Experts
voice their opinions, the IAE, the Ministry of Defence, the Russian makers
of MiG aircraft, pilots who have been part of crashes and survived, families

of dead pilots.

Gehol TERT

fUod 9 e o A 9 Sgrer A
[ g 81 g ©, o |
T ¥ WIIET Uee WRA™ Ry 9
@ AR O g 2 | 7, I8 9ang b
Hosh & RaE & @1 T 2 b
A9 Ol IRRF WU WX €, a
R | FIT AN B AT IR
P T AT TB1?

PANKA]J PACHAURI

In the last 10 years, over 100 MiG-
21s of the IAF have crashed, in
which over 30 pilots have lost their
lives. Defence Minister Shastri, the
CAG report states that old and
defective Russian spare parts were
procured by the government. Isn't
this a case of high-level corruption?

SUPER: DEFENCE MINISTER SHASTRI

e HAT e

T8I, [dedhel | § ga 39 Ihly 99S
H T gHT | I8 VIR 3B & | U 3
@ A BT H§ T8, e | e
SR

DEFENCE MINISTER
SHASTRI

Not at all. I've personally clarified
the issue in parliament. It’s is a
downright lie. The youngsters of
today are brash and irresponsible
when it comes to flying planes.

An old gentleman, a RETIRED AIR FORCE OFFICER, at the studio

speaks out.
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T8, H T8 AT Udlse oudimic
3T MBI Uh U Urgere O R
H ga ¢ fBa1 o | QRBR gasH
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RETIRED OFFICER

No! I dont agree. Flt. Lt. Ajay
Rathod was an ace pilot whom I
trained. He was a gold medalist,
the youngest to clear night sorties
with over 1000 flying hours.
This cant be the record of an
irresponsible pilot.

INT. AIR FORCE COLONY, AJAY’S RESIDENCE, HALL—DAY

The group is watching the NDTV debate.

PRIBH H TR U 3Tl

FASN, 31T U8 Hd dd [JaR B 7
fhae URIele FRA & 91 3D A |
M 5 &1 59 Rived &7 G |

The man gets some support.

SIEIN]
fdeder!

Udh 3R 3TEH!
RIT AR A 3T N8 AR & H?

SPECTATOR IN THE SHOW
Mr. Minister, how many more pilots
will you send to their graves, before
you stem the rot in the system?

VOICES
Right!

ANOTHER MAN
Will our soldiers keep dying in

vain?

The doorbell rings. AJAY’s MOTHER goes up to open the door. KARAN is

behind her.

INT. AIR FORCE COLONY, AJAY’S RESIDENCE, HALL—DAY

‘ ‘ Rang De Basanti_2.indd 167 @

AJAY’s MOTHER opens the door. An airman delivers a trunk containing
AJAY’s belongings. He salutes her. AJAY’s MOTHER looks at the man...the

box. She’s too proud to cry. But she knows this is it. She loses her strength and
is about to fall. KARAN holds her for support.

SONG: LUKA CHUPPI
Ifonly I could show you this place, Ma
Here waterfalls are made of rainbows

AT bl gyl
Y gerdl s I8T & w
#@9 3%T W grl AL ae @ fOar &
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INT. AIR FORCE COLONY, AJAY’S RESIDENCE, HALL—DAY

T bl gyl
T[T g 6] B TG P Gl &
&1aT forg el &g J8r &

TI-TAT AT 8 W7 T&T
T8l W o & 4l

SONG: LUKA CHUPPI

There are no roses, just bouquets of
dreams Ma

Their scent no flower can hope for
Here sunlight and shadow walk
hand in hand

Everything seems bright and new
But what is heaven, and all of its
wonders,

when Ma, I don’t have you...

The trunk with AJAY’s name on it is opened. AJAY’s belongings are revealed.
His uniform, his cap, his racket, his diary, from which a picture of AJAY
and SONIA falls out. She hands over the diary to SONIA who takes it in
her hands with tearful eyes. Everyone in the room is sad and silent. The TV

plays on.

DEFENCE MINISTER SHASTRI (ON TV)

e HAT AT

M ¥ WRAHR 39 91d W ¥y e+
< fb % g 8Y urgeiel @l 8 g9
fam=T @1 S BT goloid <f WY, T
f orory Ere SN AINIREY Urere
S IR e 9 8% 9 g1 38R
B 919 S B, a1 § &R St & fore
TR £ |

DEFENCE MINISTER
SHASTRI

From now on, the government will
make sure that only experienced
pilots are given access to these
machines and not to rash pilots
like Ajay Rathod. I welcome any
investigation. I have nothing to
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hide.

There is an awkward silence in the room.

AHAH ASLAM
Y T g off X&T § I8 IMMeHI? What the hell is he talking about?

All exchange silent looks.
INT. CAR—DAY

DEFENCE MINISTER SHASTRI and RAJNATH SINGHANIA are in
the car, MISHRA is seated behind them.
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DEFENCE MINISTER
SHASTRI

This damn MiG investigation
shouldn’t take us down.

RAJNATH SINGHANIA
Relax Sir. Public memory is short.
Besides, we'll handle things.

DEFENCE MINISTER
SHASTRI

Dead pilots live long lives in the
media.

RAJNATH SINGHANIA
But then they join the forces to
sacrifice their lives, don’t they?

EXT. INDIA GATE, SOLDIERS MEMORIAL—DAY

‘ ‘ Rang De Basanti_2.indd 169 @

Hundreds of flickering flames come into focus; they are lit candles floating up
the road that leads to India Gate. AJAY’s bereaved family members, friends
and relatives are accompanied by common middle-class people who have

come out on the streets, and are peacefully marching towards the SOLDIER’S
MEMORIAL with lit candles.

The procession is led by AJAY’s MOTHER and the rest follow.

Upon reaching India Gate, they place the candles and AJAY’s medals of
honour along with a photograph of him respectfully on the ground. Then
they sit around his photograph and the candles, in protest. Old people, young
people, even children have come to India Gate with candles in their hands.
It is a moving sight.

NDTV CORRESPONDENT reports from the site—

Hareerdr CORRESPONDENT

T8t B 3G 3ol Yee & fow =9 2, The situation is tense at the
IR 37 99 # T My RErE us moment. There is growing anger
T & WHR & Ufy IR e, e and discontent directed largely
T @ U | towards the government, especially

the Defence Minister.
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INT. DEFENCE MINISTER’S RESIDENCE—DAY

As the NDTV CORRESPONDENT reports from the site, DEFENCE
MINISTER SHASTRI watches it all on TV.

EXT. INDIA GATE, SOLDIER’S MEMORIAL—DAY

BEICENI
BN 1Y & 31T NIele & Al |

CORRESPONDENT
Ajay Rathore’s mother is with us.

The CORRESPONDENT holds the mike in front of AJAY’s MOTHER.

35T &1 Hf

WHR 39 e 4T T8l R Fhdl | S5
STAT BT A% g1 &1 811 5 3 fny
Oof, F WRIS W g7 I @ e
]%I—"T &_‘ﬁ GIdRT g9 Hdhd %\r HIN gHIR
o 7 SIERT T8 3 Fahdl |

3 cTH

<@l 91d fdeqel A © | Sy fAfRex
gaa forg RFeR g1 S Remga o
BRAT B TS |

TSIl Haraardm

TATAT B, 314 INT 39 Refl ©ierel &l
qEIHIeT &RD &l i | oifbd g9¥ ar
fha A%t BRI, I8 999 & 9T |
A e WIAAG & forw A
AT |

AJAY’S MOTHER

The government can’t wash its hand
off the issue like this. They are
answerable to the public. If the MiG
spare parts were of doubtful quality,
why were they bought in the first
place? For what? Money? Money
won' bring our children back.

ASLAM
The Defence Minister is morally
responsible. He has to resign.

NDTV CORRESPONDENT

It looks like the veil has been pulled
off the defence scam. But how
much will be revealed, only time
will tell. C. Bhargav from India
Gate, for NDTV.

INT. SOUTH BLOCK, MINISTRY OF DEFENCE, DEFENCE

MINISTER’S OFFICE—EVENING

DEFENCE MINISTER SHASTRI looks peeved. He picks up his cell phone

to make a call.

e HAT AT
o, a8 = 81 v8r 87
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DEFENCE MINISTER
SHASTRI
Mishra, what’s happening?

12/19/13 11:36AM‘ ‘



EXT. INDIA GATE—DAY

171

The crowd has multiplied manifold as youth from the colleges have joined in.

The media presence has built up as well. LAXMAN PANDEY is making an

impromptu speech.

AT UTUST

TAR &1 741 FEd & & Fonse dfieric
35T RT8rs ARARAT o | 1o 16 7
3T faA ereR # ey =281 e | <1
IO VoS B fIAH F Thiids! WRIfST
3 I 3o e IRRE | o &1
T ST 9 & forv | 98 99 faae
PIIER F T o B Fel Y AlD EARI
S 99 9@ | TR Rl FA R OfR A
He-T ded & fob Tollge oifiede g
Jele NARIT I AR <o H fhaw
AR & T Ga @ 9 I H &, M

LAXMAN PANDEY

Ajay Rathod was not a novice.
He didn’t let his plane crash into
the town. When it developed a
snag he didn’t try to save his life.
He steered it clear of Ambala,
saving thousands of civilians. Yet
the Defence Minister calls him
irresponsible. Right that’s enough
now. We would like to know how
many ministers in this country
have sons are in the forces.
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T I AaTd gl aed ¢ |

'The sound of engines and police sirens fills the India Gate premises, drowning
out the protesting voices. LAXMAN PANDEY does not give up. He raises
his voice over the sound. A row of special police force (SPF) trucks drives up
the slopes. SPF soldiers jump out even before the trucks come to a halt. They
are dressed for riot control. Shields, batons and tear gas guns are offloaded as
well. The crowd gets into a closer huddle.

EXT. INDIA GATE, SOLDIER’S MEMORIAL—DAY

A few jeeps and cars arrive and we see party workers from LAXMAN
PANDEY’s group step out.

MISHRA is in one of the cars. He observes LAXMAN PANDEY. Then
he instructs his party workers. The party workers move towards the speech
makers and spread out among them. They start heckling the speakers and
begin disrupting the proceedings. A scuffle begins to erupt between the party
workers and the protestors. The SPF step in. They start to break up the protest.

faoy g[%ﬂ? EREEREA SPECIAL POLICE FORCE
0o gar 99! ger ! INSPECTOR
Move on. We dont want any
trouble here. Time to go home.
JSTT B A AJAY’S MOTHER

I’m not moving. This is for Ajay.

F 1 gl | A oo & forw B
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3TTH
3T FfeTy, M=, &l TSaS &l Ahdll ¢ |

iferar
B T

ASLAM
This could turn ugly, Aunty.

SONIA
Let it.

Without warning, the SPF start a lathi-charge. There is pandemonium as they
carry out the lathi-charge indiscriminately, sparing no one from their blows.

ON THE SOUNDTRACK: The song ‘Khoon Chala’ fades in.

AT g7 dedl

FY BN Yoivd Bl GF el G g
3@l & e H SavT B G gl
57 W TUF PHY, OTHIT W feraed
Terdl ¥ Tl W SHVBY, SHSBY
TI T 9¥T Bl G FAT G gl |

SONG: KHOON CHALA

Our blood is boiling

Its flowing through the streets.

10 seep into the mirror of our eyes.
Dripping from our bodies,

Caressing the earth.

Meandering through the streets and
alleys

Surging and sweeping.

10 paint a new world.

To SUKHTI’s horror the SPF Inspector slaps him hard on the face. A few SPF

soldiers keep slapping him.

People are beaten up ruthlessly. SUE and DJ find two kids looking around in
the chaos helplessly and crying. They can, be a stampede at any moment. The
two rush to pick up the children and bring them to safety.

The boys are beaten mercilessly. AJAY’s MOTHER shields SONIA in her
embrace. Even AJAY’s photograph is not spared: it is trampled upon.

Al 7 dell
gofl I APy, g9l W I BV
afevar  Sfevar  warell @l Sierl,
wqr§l @1 gedt
BT BN YIRS B, GF HAl G Fell |
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SONG: KHOON CHALA

From gaping wounds, and gashes
large, it oozed, slowly and steadily. If
the finger is but to point, the calling
of the fist is to respond. Blood knows

this and surges... Our blood is boiling,

Its flowing through the streets.
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LAXMAN PANDEY looks in dismay at the mayhem around him. He
looks at his party members raining blows on the protesters. He sees
his respected Mishraji sitting in his air-conditioned car and watching

all this.

KARAN is brutally hit on the head, he falls. SUKHI is dragged on the road by
his collar. SONIA is trying with all her might to protect AJAY’s MOTHER.
LAXMAN PANDEY watches all this, numb with anger.

Some police officers and party workers are hitting ASLAM with lathis. They
beat him mercilessly. Something snaps in LAXMAN PANDEY; he rushes
towards ASLAM and snatches the baton from the cop and in blind rage beats
the cop unconscious. Then he turns and repeatedly smashes the baton into
the party workers. He then picks up the semi-conscious ASLAM and tries to
take him to safety.

DJ tries to reach SONIA and AJAY’s MOTHER in vain, helplessly
struggling against the crowd that separates them. As a gap clears in the
seething crowd, DJ sees SONIA wailing as she cradles the limp body of
AJAY’s MOTHER in her arms. A brutal cop has cracked a baton on AJAY’s
MOTHER'’s head.

Time slows down as SUE and D]J look on helplessly.
DISSOLVE TO:
INT. HOSPITAL, EMERGENCY—DAY

DJ rushes into the hospital carrying AJAY’s MOTHER in his arms. Her head
is bleeding profusely. She is unconscious. A doctor and some attendants rush
to them with a stretcher.

DJ

Doctor, it’s a head injury... Doctor

AJAY’s MOTHER is rushed down the corridor, accompanied by medics and
a young doctor. D], KARAN and SONIA follow.

SIGGAY DOCTOR
3 Sl 3ARORY # o =l | Hurry up! Take her to the emergency room!
Quick!
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D]J, KARAN and SONIA try to accompany AJAY’s MOTHER. The doctor

stops them.

(9

SldcX
T I3 ©iieT I8 IR Bfhy! g

DOCTOR
Could you please wait here...we
need to check the patient...

They helplessly look at the departing stretcher.

INT. POLITICAL PARTY OFFICE—DAY

MISHRA enters the party office. LAXMAN PANDEY is waiting for him. They
exchange a look. LAXMAN PANDEY looks straight into MISHRA’s eyes.

e ISy
I8l W 3 AGH ART Fa T B
e, fAsmon?

s
T AUl WRAR @ Rgel Al
f@Ter | I8 FE & A |

TAHIT AUy

qraf WRGR & RIed 8] o, 98 ol
TodTs & Uel # T | BN Srorard |l
# ol B B.Re ® forw eror oI
TH T <. I8 g HAT 9 Biforal
P SE BT DT WO SRt
TR 2?7 IR TART uret ofifhd |o
TSl BT |

LAXMAN PANDEY
They were beating up innocent

people. Why didn’t you stop them?

MISHRA

You  protested  against  the
government, our own party. That’s
unacceptable.

LAXMAN PANDEY

The protest was not against the
government, it was for the truth.
So many pilots have died...young
innocent boys who were fighting
for our country, killed so that
someone in the government could
make money. And our party office
doesn’t do a thing about it.

Aboy getsa cup of tea, MISHRA pushes the cup towards LAXMAN PANDEY.

EE]
doI.. =y U |

LAXMAN PANDEY sits still.

s

2| oI AT BT PIS R AR
2| urdl g%R IR ¥ 9gd BB 9 @
2| 98T AT O & TR
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MISHRA

Sit down... Have some tea.

MISHRA
Don't be so emotional. In politics
there’s no place for emotions. The

party has big plans for you...
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LAXMAN PANDEY erupts emotionally.

TEAUT AU

®El el A © ST | Pls Aded el
2 37 ! Uit o 3fR 37y |
Fifd ey ff e ga T

LAXMAN PANDEY

Big plans! I don’t care either for
your party or you since you have
sold your soul.

MISHRA throws the hot tea on LAXMAN PANDEY’s face. Party workers
rush forward and a free-for-all fist fight begins. They beat LAXMAN
PANDEY up.

EXT. HOSPITAL—NIGHT

A rickshaw stops outside the hospital. LAXMAN PANDEY, his face covered
with cuts and bruises, gets out of the rickshaw and walks in. He sits on the

hospital steps next to KARAN.

TAHOT qTUSY LAXMAN PANDEY
| ol 87 How’s Aunty?

hN T KARAN

TH 3R S o ¥&T 8 | d€ P | They’re doing an MRI.

KARAN offers LAXMAN PANDEY the cigarette. PANDEY takes a long
drag. There is a moment of silence. D] walks out of the emergency ward; he
has a grave expression on his face.

INT. HOSPITAL, CORRIDORS, ICU—NIGHT

We move through the glass partition into the ICU. AJAY’s MOTHER is
lying on the bed, fighting for her life.

SONIA is sitting alone on the bench. The boys are in conference with
the DOCTOR.

e DOCTOR

Iamsorry,aﬁiﬁmﬁgl?ﬂ'\’tl?agﬁ
T dle IS §, 3R AT H 9¢ @
AT BT FHT |
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She’s slipped into a coma. Severe
skull damage, coupled with the
shock of her son’s death.
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The DOCTOR looks at LAXMAN PANDEY. SONIA starts sobbing silently.
KARAN walks up to her and comforts her.

(9]

SldcX

3MIhT Y @Ie 3N © | 74, Refray &1
IR BRI SMUBT fpy oY A &
SR B Al 31 TH IR |

iferar

SACTH... 3ATH 4T 27

INT. ASLAM’S HOUSE—NIGHT

DOCTOR

That’s an ugly gash. Nurse, she
needs stitches. In case you need
anything, [ am there.

SONIA

Aslam... How’s he?

DISSOLVE TO:

MOINUDDIN opens the door. As DJ, SONIA and KARAN get in, they

find ASLAM’s FATHER facing them.

S RIS CCIEIRCIE
I 99T RIT & S o7 3T BI?

S|
Jhel S, MY Teld Iasl 32 &Il 91d
qr T8l §, 89 1 99...

AT T

I TR AT 9T Ared 8 gH 99,
FIT PR B, AT T BT A1ed B |
ST g 919 IR 9 g ATl e
U HeTl-gR1 A8l {HSIAT|  §gd
STodTal ®, Aradr ¥ fad 9 81 T 89
SN & oy 9gd q)1 e ®, SR A
eI ATEdT gH AN B FFPR H ST
B FH B N |

He chokes.
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AMANULLAH KHAN
What have you come for? Haven’t
you done enough damage?

D]J
Uncle, it isn’t what you think...

AMANULLAH KHAN

I'm not interested in what you
think, in what you want to do. I'm
just going to say this once. Aslam
doesn’t know what’s good for him.
He’s an emotional boy, always has
been. He listens to his heart, not
his head. These are bad times for
people like us. Dont take him
down with you.
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HAATE W] AMANULLAH KHAN
SIT9U, 37<X UsT 2 | He’s inside. Go on...
INT. ASLAM’S HOUSE, ASLAM’S ROOM—NIGHT

They all troop into the room to find SUE with ASLAM’s MOTHER and
sister. ASLAM, a mass of bruises, is in bed. SUKHI is standing nearby, staring

blankly in front of him.

SNKE ASLAM

O Tgg, 918X OfT | Guddu, go outside.
STol D]

BT, AR Yol A& FeAHd? All parts working?

ASLAM smiles instinctively, but the pain in his jaw makes the smile falter.

3AHAH ASLAM
@ BT 7 AT, T BIdT © | 3Tl Hl 8° Dont make me laugh, idiot. It @
hurts. How’s Aunty?
Silence.
hYUT KARAN
HET H T She’s in a coma.
SUE
Oh God!
w SUKHI
TAN | B B <= £ AP How can this be happening to us?
Silence.
ASLAM’s MOTHER walks in.
3RTTY P |f ASLAM’S MOTHER
ﬁ ECIGIRSEI i? Dinner?
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‘hNUT

e SCll, I QY e e @l
Y 3T & 99! IRUAT 19 ST © |
BTt Bl

TH DI IR |

KARAN

No, don’t worry Aunty. We just
came to see Aslam. We've got to get
back to the hospital.

(to Aslam)

Take care...

They all file out. LAXMAN PANDEY remains in the room. He tries to speak

but only manages a choked whisper.

SRHIT YISy
9 greR Arer. H g Bhe. 9nL.

LAXMAN PANDEY

[... 'm sorry.

He just walks away. ASLAM’s eyes well up.

INT. DELHI UNIVERSITY, SUE’'S HOSTEL ROOM—NIGHT

SUE and DJ come in exhausted. They are both silent. SUE lays food on the

table. DJ sits down. He looks lost.

L

H QT ..

el

SUE
Eat something...

DJ quietly tries to eat, but he seems unable to swallow any food. He almost

chokes, then breaks down.

ol

W WG 99 B @R @ g, ik #
Gl THRN oW & gl 9 ol @
Dls B B ol IR! AT O
A TR Y AL R W BIE B 8
U | BB T8I T |

D]J

Everythings falling apart and
all T can do is stand and watch.
People like us don’t count out here.
Thousands like Ajay can die. It
will make no difference. Nothing
will change.

Tears course down D]J’s cheek. His body is wracked by sobs. SUE caresses his
face and wipes away the tears. SUE holds him and consoles him silently.
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DJ

This system is so messed up, a
hundred more Ajay’s can die and
nothing will change... Ajay did
everything right all his life. He was
a good pilot, a good friend, a good
son. He never harmed a soul...he
didn’t deserve this. Sonia didnt
deserve this.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. DELHI UNIVERSITY, SUE’S HOSTEL ROOM—NIGHT

DJ is lying asleep with his head in SUE’s lap. SUE runs her fingers through
his hair, staring at the ceiling. She looks at the sleeping form of D]J.

g (V.O))
STl Bl Al gU o PR USD 376ild Al

T AT oIe dr Al A8l YT e,
I8 GINT V8 o | TS 99 O jg o |

SUE (V.O.)

As I watched D] sleep that night,
a strange thought occurred to me.
Maybe DJ wasn't sleeping, maybe
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none of them were. Maybe they
were all waking up.

EXT. AMRITSAR, JALLIANWALA BAGH; 13 APRIL 1919 (DREAM)—
DAY

Once again, we see the Jallianwala Bagh massacre. People being mowed down,
General Dyer shouting commands, troops firing indiscriminately at unarmed
men, women and children. The visuals have a dream-like abstract quality. We

see a young BHAGAT SINGH, scooping blood-soaked mud into a bottle.

Suddenly the troops are no longer British troops but they are Indians, all
firing under the command of Defence Minister Shastri. Indians are killing
Indians.

Just then the falling crowd parts to reveal AJAY in his Air Force uniform.

DEFENCE MINISTER SHASTRI
Fire!

He points towards AJAY. The troops fire. A bullet punctures his jacket.
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SNE
PO, A e WRIG PR S gBid
IR |

Blood oozes from the jacket...

eI HA AT
T el

AJAY
Hey Karan, theyve spoilt your
jacket.

DEFENCE MINISTER
SHASTRI

Long live India!

A MiG-21 plane bursts into flames in the sky.

INT. SINGHANIA RESIDENCE, KARAN’S BEDROOM—NIGHT

KARAN wakes up with a start; he is sweating profusely.

EXT. FORT RUINS—DAY

The boys and SONIA are sitting on the ledge.

A eTH
I HHM BT Bl HB T8l [dITS IR |

g

g9 PR AT T Fhd 57 <A DI B
DI g H T

ASLAM
The scoundrel got away with it
again.

SUKHI

There’s nothing can we do when
the law of the land protects people
like the Defence Minister.

MATCH CUT TO:

We now intercut between the revolutionaries in the past and our gang in

the present.

TSGR IS
T {B B B! B VAT o S
Sie ¥ fRem 2|

el

e T BRAT gl § 7

CHANDRASHEKHAR AZAD

We have to take drastic measures.

SUKHI
What do you mean? Do what?

DJ, ASLAM, KARAN, and LAXMAN PANDEY, all remain silent.
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BHAGAT SINGH, AZAD and RAJGURU are silent. DURGA BHABHI

walks in.
SONIA breaks the silence.

rferar
AR STl S99 |

17 f$%a fAf e @ IR STef? 9rTa
IR R I G

3AHH
T T PIs B8R 8l &, QI |

hNTUT
W d AT &

o

PHROT, ST W1 2 SHPT Aderd?

FLASHBACK

g g
& 5l & g7 & O™ T8 W A
UG BT 3 |

PRESENT

SIEAT gTUSy
dqb ®T A H B Q|

g

TSHT Ad, TS| ORT AT a0 R W
forv grR-Gic I A 91d 2| AfdA

hNUT
SIRT Y 97 UR? 3G &Y #Hid SRT ¥
qId 8?7 A & A1 I g, I8 SINT Al
EIE

3HTH
@RI, 91 T T8 & AR | THST PN |
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SONIA
Kill him!

SUKHI
What? Kill the Defence Minister!

Are you crazy?

ASLAM

We aren’t killers, Sonia.

KARAN
But they are.

SUKHI

Have you lost it, Karan?

BHAGAT SINGH
It’s not blood lust. I’s a matter of
justice.

LAXMAN PANDEY
I'll get the gun.

SUKHI

Don’t fuel things, Pandey. We can’t
start killing people for just about
any reason...

KARAN

You think Ajay’s death is a small
reason? What happened with Ajay’s
mother is a small reason?

ASLAM

Be reasonable Karan.
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FLASH BACK

TEIER IS
ST S BT AT B B AT S8 gl
Bl 2R | Thic B B9 8] Bls Had |

PRESENT

SNKE
Afdb 8998 I BHEM T AT BH
STSAT 8 8 T8l gHR IR |

hNUT
T ) ST T, UR JMTST ¥ U |

CHANDRASHEKHAR AZAD
Lala Lajpat Rai’s death has to be
avenged. Scott has to be killed.

ASLAM
But... I always thought we didn’t
believe in anything.

KARAN
So did I. Until now.

The camera slowly dollies over the faces of ASHFAQULLAH KHAN,

LAXMAN PANDEY, RAJGURU,

SONIA, BHAGAT SINGH,

ASLAM, RAMPRASAD BISMIL, DJ, DURGA BHABHI, and to

CHANDRASHEKHAR AZAD.

Seamlessly the camera now circles between the faces in the past and present

and comes to rest.

o

IE UNTTIS PR %2 © &9 oI |
QUICK PAN:

AT gTUSy
AT FR IS gof IR W Hperdar g
I8 TR GH B B |

QUICK PAN:

PIT? IN GH DHIT HUT?

St (0.C))
I

DJ does not look helpless anymore.
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SUKHI

Have we all gone crazy?

LAXMAN PANDEY
He takes a morning walk at 8 a.m.
everyday. We can kill him then.

SUKHI
Who's ‘we’?... Who’s going to pull
the trigger?

DJ (O.C.)
I will.
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EXT. DEFENCE MINISTER SHASTRI’s BUNGALOW—MORNING

Close-up, spinning bicycle wheel. The boys stage the exact replica of the
killing of Saunders; the shots and action mirror the previous killing.

AT gIvSy (V.O.) LAXMAN PANDEY
TR REIRS 9 = &, e uae Even though the morning security
S T ORT A 2 | is relaxed, there is still the danger of

getting caught.

P (V.0O.) KARAN (V.0O.)
qhs MU O b Y| TG Al T There is no looking back now!
B TS |

DEFENCE MINISTER SHASTRI walks out of the driveway of his house
for his morning walk, followed by two bodyguards.

Outside the gate, ASLAM is mending a bicycle. Through the spokes of the
bicycle, we see DEFENCE MINISTER SHASTRI walking towards the

gate, closely followed by his bodyguards.

FAST CAMERA PAN: KARAN kick-starts the bike; DJ is riding pillion. D]
pulls out a pistol.

LAXMAN PANDEY, putting on an act of a newspaper man on a cycle,

engages the security guards in conversation.

KARAN and DJ ride towards DEFENCE MINISTER SHASTRI. D]
shoots at DEFENCE MINISTER SHASTRI once...twice...three times...
and then KARAN speeds away on the bike before the bodyguards realise
what has happened. As the guards run behind the bike in vain, the ‘innocent
newspaper man’ disappears.

CAMERA TILTS DOWN: The Defence Minister lies dead on the road with
gunshot wounds gaping on his chest, blood oozing out, spreading over his
clean white kurta (long shirt).

INT. HOSPITAL, RECEPTION—DAY

SUE enters the waiting area, pausing for a moment to look at the TV blaring
the breaking news of the Defence Minister’s assassination. There is a crowd of
doctors, nurses, etc., watching the story unfold.
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HHTIRATI D #4

A 51 BR 3f3oTa+ e IR SIq &l
A W A9 P AqE & dASS B
A1 U gag B AR B oy Fave,
ﬁ“ﬁ@‘ﬂd‘i%‘ilim’)c’iw%‘icﬂ(ad‘lsﬂd
AN A S W) Miferdt Fers | gferd &
HqaTtaa, Mierdl S99 | IR ofl, 3R
IT AT Ugedd B Fa T B
fear war | aefl 9o foedt =1 o1

NEWSREADER #4

The Defence Minister was on his
usual morning walk when two
unidentified gunmen opened fire.
He was hit by three bullets in his
chest, and was declared dead after
being brought to the hospital. No
group has yet claimed responsibility
for this incident...

SUE feels a little uncomfortable on hearing this. She rushes up the stairs.

INT. HOSPITAL, AJAY’S MOTHER’S ROOM—DAY

SUE rushes into the room. On the bed, AJAY’s MOTHER lies motionless...

alone. SUE rushes out.
EXT. ADDA—DAY

The boys are watching TV.

Caption: Breaking News, Defence Minister assassinated.

THTANATI D #4
IRGR A & F3 B g1 & N fagen
Tl & BTT B9 &I 3T START © |

gt gaadr

3T B ATdbaAIedl & $H BRRATY!
FAT B BRYN, I 7 U Th A=HIe
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IR Iad o ST8i= <91 & foTy 3roHT
Sha dfere™ &) fear| S=F <o @
forg S B 1 e, S vl | dE

NEWSREADER #4

Government spokespersons believe
that this is an attempt to destabilise
the government.

PARTY SPOKESPERSON

The country has lost a great leader
because of the cowardly act of some
terrorists. He was a true soldier, a
true patriot. His contribution to
the country cannot be described in
words.

SUKHI cannot take it any more. He hits the TV and the channel changes.

SRHIT ISy

LAXMAN PANDEY
Sukhi...

LAXMAN PANDEY tries to get back to the news channel using the knob. At

last, he hits the TV to get it back.
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NEWSREADER #4

Meanwhile our sources have
discovered a telephonic conversation
involving  middleman  Rajnath
Singhania in an arms deal. This
conversation took place just a few
days before the Defence Minister’s
assassination.

On a split screen, photographs of RAJNATH SINGHANIA (KARAN’s
father) and the DEFENCE MINISTER pop up side-by-side. The recorded

conversation between them is played back.

MEEICEREIGRIECAC))
g R, f&iar & @S 91d Fei! 9 R ar
IS T I b HHIE T 8, F B |

RefT FAT T (V.OL)
SD! IR el A, U feba @ e
qig # 8, gsel A1 8ANI S 87

NERIERSRIGEINGAC))
SR af dr # Y sreT vET R o ®
JET B, e AT & o VAT € 8N |

RAJNATH SINGHANIA (V.O.)
The Russians want us to reduce our
comimission.

DEFENCE MINISTER
SHASTRI (V.O.)

Didnt you tell them, its not a
defense deal, but our deal?

RAJNATH SINGHANIA (V.O.)
That's why I told them, “Take it or

leave it.’

KARAN is in shock as are the rest. D] switches off the TV.

Srol
Tl fFeerd € J8l A |

We stay on KARAN.

EXT. ADDA—DAY

DJ
Let’s go.

SUE comes looking for the boys but does not find them.

L
qroll, S hal 87

qroil
31 S, g1 S &1 6, S & Y BT 9 |
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SUE
Paaji, where’s DJ?

PAAJI
They just left.
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She rushes by the TV. A small crowd has gathered there.

Caption: Breaking News, Defence Minister assassinated.

EXT. ASLAM’S HOUSE—DAY

CLOSE ON: Moinuddin looks on. SUE and AMANULLAH KHAN are

at the door. ASLAM’s MOTHER is standing behind AMANULLAH in
the shadows.

SRINSIEICIE AMANULLAH KHAN
9T Pl T W WX B A8l dler | He hasn’t come home all night.
SUE looks worried.
STHIcelle T AMANULLAH KHAN
|9 O SIdb Al 57 Is everything alright.
Ak SUE
al... Yes...
AT P HGf ASLAM’S MOTHER
g8 PE & AT e Id S & ;W He said he'd be spending the night
HRGHI at DJs...
SUE
Thank you.

I/E. MITRO’S DHABA—DAY

Mitro is trying to light the tandoor (clay oven). Embers rise as she fans the
fire. She looks up to find SUE standing at the door and looking around along
with RAVI.

Spotting Mitro, SUE’s eyes turn moist. She runs to MITRO. MITRO greets
her with a warm smile, which changes to concern.

= SUE
Sl gl B e Have you seen DJ?
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MITRO
Is everything alright?

I can’t find him, I can’t find SONIA or anyone or ASLAM.

I don’t know where they are.

Her suppressed anxiety comes out. She trembles all over. MITRO holds her
reassuringly and makes her sit on the c¢harpai (wood-and-rope cot)

IEEl
3 o o | Rie!

o=
ISR T | HB TSI BN 7 ASHI I |

L
R SI...

MITRO

Come here. Sit!

MITRO
Don’t worry. Nothing will happen
to those boys.

SUE
But DJ...

SUE’s eyes turn moist. MITRO holds her.

o=

qeroid dl 99U ¥ 8§91 A T
T9 AcARfhd T8I Wie @ 3R
e a1l WO-gR T TRE.. U 8
2 1, |1 9R B a6 A1 ol 3R 9.

L

eI T T W& B

=

TEl GTR, S 81 © | Bl | To HSRIS
g S P Bl O WR & WY T,
al 91! | 9 W BIS <1 ARy |

MITRO

Daljeet has always been a brat, he
used to disappear on his bike for
days... He’s my only child. If T had

more, I wouldn’t worry so much.

SUE

I’'m scared.

MITRO
Don’t be afraid. God watches over
the people we love.

MITRO hugs SUE. From the expression on her face, however, we can see

that MITRO is worried too.
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EXT. FORT, CLASSROOM—DAY

It is a very windy day. In the cluster of broken walls, the gang is huddled
together. SUKHI and ASLAM are looking at a newspaper. SUKHI reads

from the newspaper.

sl

IEIe &M HAL. ATl SR WAL
HIXT Pl JTHIT Y., dle..

SUKHI
Defence Minister...the martyr, one
of India’s precious sons...scoundrel...

SUKHI starts clapping. ASLAM reads on.

3AHTH
ol Ug ol | YRd YT ..

SRHIT ISy

AT, A9 dbR 8 747 |

AT T Fedls Ugdrl amey.

IHAH
JTBT, DI IATT =TS ?

STol

BY... (Y 3MTTPT... BTl Bb...

ASLAM
Next they will honour him with
the Bharat Ratna.

LAXMAN PANDEY
What a waste.

DJ
People need to know the truth...

ASLAM
And who is going to tell it to them.

DJ

We will...by surrendering ourselves.

ASLAM extends his hands to be handcuffed.

SIRSISE]

(Tgd®)

FI7?... Bl.. SWFC AIEd... a1 VAT gall
T AT BoTT... I8 WAL 98 =il 37T
A T8 © AT, SIS e

RIGRI
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AT YOS
Al AT B2 BT U B1 &R d3 87 /O
A FEd & 9 ?

‘ ‘ Rang De Basanti_3.indd 188

ASLAM

(sarcastically)

What?... Terrific!... You want us to
walk right in, give ourselves up and
expect them to understand! Why?

SONIA
And who should we surrender to?
The police are mere puppets.

LAXMAN PANDEY
Then what should we do? Just sit
back? Let them make him a hero?
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SUKHI

(sarcastic)

No! Lets kill them alll Right
Pandey?

(shoots in air)

Tish... Tish... Tish...

LAXMAN PANDEY

Someone make him shut up...

SUKHI is laughing nervously. He snatches the newspaper from DJ’s hand and
holds it in front of KARAN’s face. RAJNATH SINGHANIA’s photograph

stares back at KARAN.

gl
T HATGH o1, ORT 919 ) oA 2 |

SERCCIDIAGER

KARAN is taken aback by this reaction.

DT

gl
3N G AT 4TS H | Aol 3[0... < FH
U 91 I ISl oI AT dTedT .. §<7 |

STl

T HTdh, IHIr AT B!

H 96T R ET &, B H DI BT §
Aot aTelT? 3 HROT & & A1 9T o”T |

SUKHI
You knew your father was involved.
You knew all along,.

KARAN
No, Sukhi...

SUKHI
You're lying!... You always wanted
to take revenge on your father...

D]J
Sukhi, shut up!

SUKHI
Who am I to say anything?

Oye Sukhi...

gl
9, 3 W g BT g1 g

S|

3 9P g% B G |
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SUKHI
DJ, he’s used you...

DJ
That’s enough, Sukhi.
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g

B9 gIPhT SHIATA fhar 8, 89 dddT
ot foar 2|

SUKHI

He’s used all of us.

Sukhi...Sukhi!

SUKHI weeps hysterically. KARAN tries to light a cigarette, his hands shake.
DJ reaches out for SUKHI. SUKHI loses it; he starts screaming.

g

G <@ oFl, Ig A AH-9% 99
SITQT, e o f T Udell el | S@l
99 S § s9d UIB | ofdd 89 B9
ST QIR # #R=AT 981 arear IR | H

SUKHI
Mark my words, his father will bail
him out. But we'll get caught. And
I don’t want to die D], I don’t want
to die...

DJ finally slaps SUKHI to bring him to his senses. Then he holds SUKHI in
a vice-like hug. SONIA pats SUKHI on the back.

e

g

(9%¢])
3 R BT, SIoi?

SONIA
We did all this for Ajay...

SUKHI
(deliriously)
What will happen now, DJ?

KARAN is staring at his father’s photograph. LAXMAN PANDEY consoles him.

The gang huddles together, scared, vulnerable in DJ’s embrace.

EXT. SINGHANIA RESIDENCE, DRIVEWAY—NIGHT

DJ and KARAN are in the jeep, with DJ at the wheel. The jeep comes to a
halt outside the gate of the Singhania Mansion.

KARAN steps out of the jeep.

STl
T SIe & A ferar A?

U]
8l Fedrs ol Sl 81 US| T HaRT
|4 |
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DJ
Have you thought it over?

KARAN
I need to know the truth. Don’t
WOTrTy.
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DJ

I’'m not worried. Just don’t be late.

KARAN walks towards the building. D] watches him go.

ON THE SOUNDTRACK: FM radio is playing.

g (ATV.0.)

<) Age 39 Red ! o &1 AM §
RIG 9 a1 dol | H g NIgd Us
oed e &1 Ut gErEe | U S
QFAfRITS) BT 39 BR g ot e

D] starts the car.

RAHUL (RADIO V.O.)

The night is still young. The name
of the show is ‘Raat Baki Baat
Baki’, ’'m Rahul and let’s rock the
party tonight... Great D] remixes
coming up for you people...

INT. SINGHANIA RESIDENCE; STUDY—NIGHT

RAJNATH SINGHANIA has a worried look on his face.

NERIEEREIBEI

T BB el BT, BT | 37T Ui 7
q® @O el BN | 99 g3 S qed
T AR S $EH gaied o, 3fd? W
Ugd 98d SUR ad &l H axe Ay
DI HGG M| HB W HHI, el
T SO 98 IR (Aiabre | ga
e G fh e I8 Hel © (b g%
STaRGXI] SUH g=afcd fhar AT oI |
Then you are out of this country.

KARAN just looks at him silently.

NERICRSHEIBEI
EB I dicll | FHSl AT TEI?

KARAN is silent.

NSEIPERHIEDI
Say something, God damn it. &R
3iieRd, |9 §d ST |
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RAJNATH SINGHANIA
Nothing will happen to you Karan.
That’s a promise. Just give me the
names of the others. I'll get you
the best lawyers, pull all the strings
possible. You were forced into
it, do you understand? You were
forced by your friends. Then you
are out of this country.

RAJNATH SINGHANIA

Do you get me?

RAJNATH SINGHANIA

Say something, God damn it. Your
father’s reputation, his life’s work
are at stake.

12/19/13 11:40AM‘ ‘



192

NERICRSEIBE
aral, I eI gE A |wd? @l b
Y 9.

‘hNUT
MU i fhar?

IoTTeT Rt
9?2 ¥ 7 fHar?

‘hXTUT

AT ¥ T8 S A ANT| ST HEdl
off, 319 &I WTell HId ®I, T & fory
AT B/E W | 3T, 3TOT... AT il
T, S & folg FET | SUH AR STl

KARAN chokes, tears brim up.

NSEICRGEIERI

3, Mg AT, 3 AL, S AL A T
9gd fS¥ese 81| Jfd S gam, @1 &
TAT| 379§ [ AT T | 37

RAJNATH SINGHANIA
Why did you do it?

KARAN
Why did you do it, Dad?

RAJNATH SINGHANIA
What did I do?

KARAN

Ajay always said, Tl give my life
for this country’, ‘T'm not afraid of
death.” Ajay was burnt alive... and
all you can think of is sending me
out of the country. You killed him!
You made a joke of his death...

RAJNATH SINGHANIA

[ know youre very disturbed.

Relax! Let me handle things.

RAJNATH SINGHANIA hugs KARAN.

NERICRSEIBE
PIS Rl fbrel ol | 921, BIs 9

KARAN looks up, his eyes are distant.

‘hNUT
PIS IRAT B, TT?

NERIEEREIERI

3ifh ®I, 980 IR I 2 | You will
be out of this trouble. Yes, you will
go away from this country tonight.
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RAJNATH SINGHANIA
I'll find a way out.

KARAN
Really Dad? Is there a way out?

RAJNATH SINGHANIA

Of course.
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EXT. JAMA MASJID, COURTYARD—DAWN

AMANULLAH KHAN performs the ritual of cleansing himself by washing
his hands and feet.

EXT. MITRO’S DHABA—DAWN

MITRO is sleeping with SUE on the charpai. SUE is restless. She gets up and
quietly moves out.

EXT. ROAD OUTSIDE MITRO’S DHABA—DAWN
The cab with SUE leaves from MITRO’s dbaba.
EXT. MITRO’S DHABA—DAWN

MITRO wakes up to find SUE gone. She feels unsettled. She prays silently.
She suddenly realises that the knot of black thread (tied for DJ’s well-being)

on her fingers has opened.

EXT. STREET OUTSIDE ALL INDIA RADIO STATION—DAWN

In the jeep DJ, SUKHI, ASLAM and LAXMAN PANDEY are looking at the
imposing structure of the All India Radio building. The car radio is playing
“The Awakening’.

KARAN gets out of an auto-rickshaw.

Everyone gets out of the jeep except SUKHI. He is staring at his own reflection
in the rear-view mirror. He seems to be getting cold feet.

Y| D]J
g, I & < | R oy I e R You don’t have to do this.
AT |

) SUKHI

T8 IR ... No man...

The others are all waiting.
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<ol

T PBIh, THST HY, 31d NI IR AT
IR |

SEell
R WY, ST gEIR, WRT AT AR & AT

IR T |

Srol
®T T <h... Iel..

INT. HOSPITAL, ICU—DAWN

DJ
Sukhi, this might end badly.

SUKHI
Without you guys, it will be the
end for me anyway.

DJ
Idiot. C’'mon.

AJAY’s MOTHER is lying in a coma. SONIA places AJAY’s framed
photograph on the table, then takes AJAY’s MOTHER'’s hands in hers.

rferar

A, SART IISTT oAl AT AT| ST
RNicfy seR =81 ey |

SONIA
Ajay’s death won't be in vain, Ma. |
promise you.

EXT. STREET OUTSIDE ALL INDIA RADIO STATION—DAWN

The picture slowly starts losing colour, bleaching into monochrome. Time

stretches itself (SLOW MOTION) as the boys cross the street.

SR "fbea (V.O.)

JAMES McKINLEY (V.O.)

MR &1 TeH # T T & o g2 What is it about these boys that

T 8] e

makes them so fearless?

MATCH CUT TO:
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The boys from the past—BHAGAT SINGH, CHANDRASHEKHAR
AZAD, RAMPRASAD BISMIL, RAJGURU, ASHFAQULLAH KHAN

cross the street in today’s time.

The heroes from the past change into the present gang of boys—D], KARAN,
ASLAM, SUKHI and LAXMAN.
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JAMES McKINLEY (V.O.)

I think sometimes a person can
be pushed so far that one reaches
a place beyond fear, a place where
one find a strange peace.

ON THE SOUNDTRACK: ‘“The Awakening’ grows.

The boys in the present.

SR "fdeeel (V.O.)

3R 9 M A BIAT &, al B
o forg, O |9 B, SR e IRAT e
&S BT 2, 3R T 3T 7 |

INT. CAB 2—DAWN

SUE is reading her diary.

=L
(gl &)

9 ot ARfT S o, ST et
@ forg |

MATCH CUT TO:

JAMES McKINLEY (V.O.)
Where you free yourself to do the
right thing... Because sometimes,
that’s the hardest thing to do and
the simplest too.

SUE

(reads)

I prayed for them...I prayed for
their well-being...

She turns the last page, shuts the diary and closes her eyes. The radio is playing

in the cab.

RTgdl (V.O. ON FM)

JSHH I T 0 1] a1 dral’ | H §
3TYHT RS RIgel | g AR 37 T
IOIY ST §9F 21 #, O 3MeY G &
RSN, g4 BT 3TATS H...

RAHUL (V.O. ON FM)

This is Rahul, and you've tuned in
to your favourite radio show. We
have some great music lined up
tonight, so let’s begin with R.D.
Burman...

INT. ALL INDIA RADIO STATION, RECEPTION—DAWN

Inside, it is still the colonial edifice it was created to be. Only now, the dull
ambience of a government organisation permeates the air. The dullness is
echoed in the guard’s eye. He tears out a visitor’s pass and points them towards
the staircase. They look up at the staircase.
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ON THE SOUNDTRACK: ‘The Awakening’ builds up as the gravity of

what they are about to do slowly begins to sink in.

CLOSE ON: Faces of DJ, KARAN, SUKHI, LAXMAN PANDEY and
ASLAM.

INT. ALL INDIA RADIO STATION, STAIRCASE—DAWN

They walk up the staircase and reach the main reception, where they present
their visitor’s pass to the receptionist.

INT. ALL INDIA RADIO STATION; FINAL LEVEL—DAWN

D] and KARAN, led by the receptionist, reach the final level. It’s almost
deserted. At the end of this level is a recording room encased in soundproof
glass. The lady gestures to them to be quiet and wait for a while. She peeps
into the recording room to inform Rahul. KARAN catches RAHUL: eye
behind the glass. RAHUL sees them, waves and comes out to meet them.

NEN

g ®Ru? What a surprise man! gq
AT el Ha?

Ul

RTget

g7, 9T =T IR |

S|
gH fear ) AT 2

g1 # |Hs e, IR, waed ga A
TR AT A1 817

g1, anfY | = a |
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RAHUL
Hey Karan! Whatre you doing
here?

KARAN

We need a favour.

RAHUL

Sure.

D]J

I need you to put us on air.

RAHUL

Put you on air?

KARAN

Yes, right now! Live!
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RAHUL
That’s impossible man. I'll lose my
job. As it is, they dont pay me.

DJ pulls out his gun and looks RAHUL straight in the eye.

Srof
HIdT 2, SR g &, I |

\Tgel

(EravTEe )

3| MNP | <@ JeRT wfear 8
IR | ST BRAT B, BRI IR...3T SR, 3T
St Unreal man!

DJ
It’s payback time.

RAHUL

(eyes widening with panic)

Hey! Whatever you say DJ! It’s
your station.

The receptionist comes in and sees the gun, drops her file and starts screaming.

Hfgelr

TH.. TH § S9d !

She runs out.

<ol

PR, P S W S| H G1ER FRITerd & |
(VI P1)

3Mg, A <, q 2 3if9 IRgar, T8 ar H
ST 3% B QI FHI?

LADY
Gun... He’s got a gun!

D]J

Karan you go in. I'll handle i.

(to Rahul)

Keep the show going. Don't mess
with us.
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KARAN nods and goes in with RAHUL.

DJ starts pulling out people in and around the silent zone and moves them out
of the studio. People come out of the recording room with musical instruments
in their hands. Everyone is really scared to see the gun in DJ’s hands.

KN DJ

TAL.TAl X Pl | gl A4, Come on...leave. No need to panic.
&8 T8 BN | Everything’s alright.

(\19777?9‘7877'\57 R @}) (to a turbaned Sikh)

Paaji, is anyone inside?

TTofl, 31<x AR BIg 87

The turbaned Sikh helplessly nods.
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Sl D]J
3fporol), STe} S ... ST ... Uncleji, run... Don't stop...

INT. ALL INDIA RADIO STATION, RECEPTION—DAWN

Lady

Gun... Security...gun!

The frightened female assistant runs out to the reception hysterically. The
security guard rushes in with his gun raised. LAXMAN PANDEY intercepts
him and yanks the gun from his hands. The guard tries to rush past him.
LAXMAN PANDEY shoots close to his ears into a wall.

ON THE SOUNDTRACK: Gunfire echoes and booms.

SUKHI moves people out of the corridor.

g SUKHI

CRIMSERIR I Everybody, out! Move!

ASLAM breaks the key-holder and takes the keys to all the hatch doors and

proceeds to latch them.

eI Uy LAXMAN PANDEY

T, SareT SRR T8 = g 9! Don't be a wise, guys. Don't panic.
T a% BT 91 L, B el BT §w We won't harm anyone. Just vacate
T8 BT @rel B g fafeeT | el the building.

REIH

INT. ALL INDIA RADIO STATION—DAWN

A TH ASLAM
=ell, Fal, o T8 BN I | Come on, move...move.

Now the production staff on night shift clamber over one another to escape.

K| DJ

I, |O TSl BAT TS, STeal A Hurry up, quick!

The security guard backs away with his arms in the air. LAXMAN PANDEY
keeps the gun trained on him. ASLAM slides the shutters close.
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D] has almost cleared the silent zone. Reassuring the staff again, he sends the
last person out and shuts the main door from inside.

How so very amateur, but the boys manage to take over the radio station.

INT. ALL INDIA RADIO, BROADCASTING BOOTH—DAWN

RAHUL lowers the faders and takes the mike. He’s shaking with fear.

NEN

(57T §T)

T goi Ura e 81 g & | 3T AW
2 g SR o @1 A T 9 Q.
RTA 91! a1 qrabl | AR 3AToT AT H
ST AR 9gd R &I A€, 3R ST
M & Hror Rienfrn, &k a8 Mg w9

RAHUL

(trembling)

The time is 6:05 a.m. And you're
listening to “The night is still
young’. Today I have a surprise
guest for you—an old friend of
mine, Karan Singhania who just
dropped in to say something to all
of you...

KARAN takes a deep breath, bends forward and begins.

‘hNUT
BRI A1 BT e g1 # iR W
TRl 9 fewa fAfer o @1 aR
STl |

RAHUL is visibly shocked.

‘HNUT
g Rde, #9 ok WX aral 7 vy
fAfRer &I 9rR ST |

INT. CAB 2—DAWN

KARAN
My name is Karan Singhania.My
friends and I, we killed the Defence
Minister.

KARAN
[ repeat we killed the Defence
Minister.

SUE sits anxiously in the back, listening to the radio.

L
(¥fr 1)
Rfd, g1 ST T o =ell, FeAl Sl |
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SUE

(to Ravi)

Ravi, take me to the radio station
quickly. Hurry up!
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INT. ALL INDIA RADIO, ATRIUM—DAWN

D], Laxman, ASLAM and SUKHI listen to KARAN’s voice emanating from

the speakers.

DT (V.O.)

B BT RRE T8 § | BN 98 faedt
el wifad &1 =1 =2 ® 1 &9 fsl
A difafede 3o & =8 €1 8w dfg
99 facell gAaRic! & eed & | 8v
9 fepw fAafRer & safay AR Sre
RIfh ST AR SR Flse e
3ISTT JTSTS &I S ofl, 3R a8 3roTy
O Py 98GR URIeIel ®I HI BT

I/E. VARIOUS LOCATIONS—DAWN

KARAN (V.O.)

We are not terrorists. We arent
backed by any foreign organisation.
We dont even belong to any
political group. Were just five
students from Delhi University.
We killed the Defence Minister
because he murdered our friend
Fle. Lt. Ajay Rathod and many
other Air Force pilots...

Dawn’s just broken. At various locations, like the newspaper stall on the road,

the milk shop, everyone is shell-shocked to hear KARAN.

PN (V.O.)

A S 39U AR STl difh o1
B SH o B 918, S SHD A BT
W e fdear | s @1 AR
9 % ergAr der & T8, dfed e
gfa @ W T W RBTR B fe,
ol gIRges H.pmr § 8, e 3
SST W& B

KARAN (V.O.)

We killed him because after he
murdered Ajay, he sullied his
reputation. Ajay’s mother...who
not only saw her son, but also her
husband lay down his life for his
country, is right now in a coma...

fighting for her life.

We intercut the city waking up to KARAN’s words.
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fsma fAfRer <o @ em @& fou
BT ®! SEH <9 BT 99 fur| ae
RIS 78, BIA? BT BT ar d AT
Te-TRIS & IR & RIemp ¥
I ¢ | g fena e ol &t
gafely AR STell Riifd g1 a1 18
P B qre |1 AR MGl & A 98
ATh-ATH 99 et I8 o7 | TRIG &A1
Terd foar | fad &1 S o1 A8 7 |
R T I GG ST el AT | IS &H
3G T[ATE Pl B 37T & | ATl &H
Bl MY &, a9 I§ Hel b {o al

PRAT BNIT | ©H Hdb[ hB HRT e[ |
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KARAN (V.O.)

A Defence Minister is supposed to
safeguard a nation. Not sell it. Men
like the Defence Minister aren’t just
above the law. They control it. We
killed him because someone had
to say, ‘Enough!’. It’s a sin to kill
someone, but we couldn’t tolerate
it anymore. Today we are here to
confess our sin. Today we are here
to tell everybody that something
has to be done by all of us.

Images: Milkman on a cycle with his transistor.

Roadside tea stalls.

Delhi University students crowding outside the college building, listening to

a radio.

Police vans rushing to All India Radio.

Press van rushing,.

The radio is on in a car. As the man drives, he is making frantic calls.

The images end with a sage offering prayers to the Sun God.

I/E. NDTV STUDIOS—DAY

HHTEHIRATI D #2

3R arfl-eanfl wax el & fo e
ITET B BHATOR 3Mfel gfsar fsar #
ERRE

NEWSREADER #2
We've just received news that the
Defence Minister’s assassins are

hiding in All India Radio building.

EXT. ALL INDIA RADIO STATION—DAY

TOP-ANGLE SHOT [time lapse]: The streets outside the radio station get

crowded. Paramilitary forces, TV crews and hundreds of bystanders converge

around the building.
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INT. ALL INDIA RADIO STATION, FINAL LEVEL—DAY

DJ, SUKHI, ASLAM and LAXMAN PANDEY look out of the window.
RAHUL voice can be heard over the in-house speakers.

INT. ALL INDIA RADIO STATION, RECORDING ROOM—DAY

NTgef
HRoT R iR SHe Qg Il

wfeAr ¥ & | R IMU AN 91

RAHUL
Karan Singhania and his friends are
still with us. Listeners can call in on

‘ ‘ Rang De Basanti_3.indd 202 @

PHRAT T 8 AT 3T &H BT B Fhdl 3291777, if you wish to speak to
g1 TR TfAT BT TR T 3201777.. them. Till then, here is...

RAHUL fades out the mike and fades up the song.

ON THE SOUNDTRACK: The opening notes of the song ‘Ru Ba Ru’ plays.

INT. ALL INDIA RADIO STATION, RECEPTION—DAY

DJ, SUKHI, ASLAM and LAXMAN PANDEY look out of the window.
The song can be heard over the in-house speakers. KARAN walks out of the
broadcasting booth. All look at him.

HNIT KARAN
8T AT | It’s done.

DJ chucks his pistol into the dustbin. So does LAXMAN PANDEY, throwing
the gun he had earlier snatched from the guards. They all embrace each other
one by one. The morning sun streams in through the open window.

All the boys feel the tension of the past few days drain away.
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P ST & g3 4 Pal

8% GI8 4 ofer T
QYo & H [T T
B NIIH- % VT 8
I JHYET-¥T @Erd o
ar faer 37 ar Raer T
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Ryar & gaor T
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The boys get into a huddle.

Eci
Siel | g1 1 ST T AT?

ol
3Ny, @ &) B, G P A | dRR-
RRR 99 9| ®H9 ¢ To...

They all laugh.

NG IBRCELS)

goIT @I Getl T 47T
T SV TIT TBY AT
I g9 HE J FHAHY AT
TN AT T |

ANGLE ON: Corridor. RAHUL rushes

NEN
3T &ROT, A @NT T A &1 Y AR |
& BE A B M B TG B .

NTgef
3N TS, 34 A &l IR, TRl s

We hear the police siren.

203

SONG: RU BA RU

Hey, dude!

1 just realised

There’ s a fire burning within me
Its a new dawn, I can feel its light
So bright, it could consume the sun
Cause I'm face-to-face with the light
The dream I once lost,

Tve found it, its blooming,

Its melting,

Notes arranging

into a whole new melody

Cause I'm face-to-face with the light

SUKHI
Will they give us good food in jail?

DJ
Food? Next he’ll want beer. Idiot...

SONG: RU BA RU

The mist has cleared, I can see the sky
A new road, a new journey lies before me
If only you could stand by my side,
Like a duet sharing a symphony.

out of the broadcasting booth.

RAHUL

You guys have become famous.
Calls are pouring in from all over
the country...

RAHUL
Come on! They want to talk to
you. The fire you lit is spreading.

ASLAM
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Police.
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XTget

Police! This is unreal man! Ig &ar
Bl AT IR? I8 Hal A T TSP W

S|

3MY, 9 3, I el | BT gD
qie} fHeTel | BRO1, T HIgd WX ST
SUTET g4 Fel & 81U Ur.al 15-20
fiTe # ofcx gud & Udbs ot | S
%8 I © did @ ..

‘DU

AP 2|

RAHUL

How did this happen? Where did
they come from? This will ruin my
career.

D]J

Shut up! Karan, you get on air. We
don’t have much time. Say what
you have to. In another 15-20
minutes, they’ll get us...

KARAN
OK.

EXT. ALL INDIA RADIO STATION—DAY

The reporter speaks from outside the cordoned area at AIR building.

USICIdT Hargardr

ST & 3T <@ Wad §, 991 T WR
g Xear fAfesT @I o’ TRe 4 TR
forar ® | offar sfear e & wHarRat
DI qTER BT oI &7 2 |

EXT. MITRO’S DHABA—DAY

NDTV REPORTER
The Delhi police have reached
the spot and are rescuing people

trapped in the building.

MITRO prays facing the gurudwara. She is reading the Guru Granth Sahib.

The TV is on.

INT. NDTV STUDIOS, NEWSROOM (ON MULIIPLE SCREENS)—

DAY

CORRESPONDENT #1
The responsibility of the minister’s murder has just reached Kolkata.

HTeardl #2
TR # Hig[E g 3R oiT & o <

Hareard #3
39 999 89 € a8 @ dEiIC g ..
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CORRESPONDENT #2
Reporting from Bangalore and as
you can see, the students here are
very excited...

CORRESPONDENT #3
Reporting from Mumbai’s
Churchgate area...
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T[AETSl & Picd dieldl & AT g

HdTaardT #5

HaTaardr #6
B9 Bl WS favafdeney # €, ok
I8l W) yfafpard aof 9 am & 2 |
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CORRESPONDENT #4
Reporting from Cotton College in
Guwahati...

CORRESPONDENT #5
Reporting  from S.P. College,
Srinagar...

CORRESPONDENT #6
Reporting from Lucknow
University, and we are getting
many reactions.

CUTTO:

EXT. ALL INDIA RADIO STATION—DAY

The crowd is growing. The paramilitary forces are taking up positions.

INT. ALL INDIA RADIO STATION, BROADCAST STUDIO—DAY

People in Chandni Chowk, in ASLAM’s lane, crowd near a radio in a shop.

SUE hears KARAN as the cab hurtles towards the AIR building.

INT. ALL INDIA RADIO STATION, BROADCAST STUDIO—DAY

bl #1

2al, § UHTe a1 JET g SN, BRIk
Sl BIegele | 9gd dfear fhar off
MU | 91 R UIfceRRI &I dl drg
H G TS el 9 I <1 A1 |

CALLER #1

Hi, my name is Prakash. And I
want to congratulate you. You did
the right thing by killing him. All
our ministers should be lined up
and shot.

INT. ALL INDIA RADIO STATION, RECEPTION—DAY

ASLAM and others can hear KARAN on the radio.

CUT AWAY:

As KARAN speaks on the radio, the entire country listens, including SUE in

the cab.
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‘hNUT

fiReR UaTen, fha-foa &1 arga # @<l
3MA? A =T AT A 3 8} U &,
T HA TP T, T G2 T | TS ANT
FRC 2 Al 81 M IRC T | BB qaa T
2 I g BT I&T BT |

KARAN

Prakash, who all will you shoot?
These corrupt ministers are a
reflection of our society. We've
chosen them. We need to change
ourselves to bring about a change.

INT. ALL INDIA RADIO STATION, RECEPTION—DAY

ASLAM, SUKHI, LAXMAN, D], all listen on.

DIelR #2

H firer wAl 9 <@ g, fiRod,
e 8RR HHUe] hel, 3aR | A
fsva fAfer @I ARSR Mg oA J
& 950 HHGIR IaTeXT Uer fhar 2

CALLER #2

Hello this is Principal Sharma
from Indore. You have set a terrible
example by taking law into your
own hands.

INT. ALL INDIA RADIO STATION, BROADCAST STUDIO—DAY

‘hNUT

M dd PHy ® T W] Were
sorry. Wb A Ush U FAFRER A1
ifecfRM &1 9/ §drg o 3moH fahu

gC AR @ fou o # Ao fTa
el B |

PIeR #3
el fee fore # SR BIF-BIF 27

BT
TN oIS fee fove &1 2?1

DIclX #4
Spg Afex &7 AR$GR 3T &l
HEH PR @ o7

DNUT
IE P RN el Tl o fF AR
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KARAN

Youre right sir. But give us the
name of a politician who has gone
to jail for his crimes.

CALLER #3
Who else is on your hitlist?

KARAN
We have no hit list.

CALLER #4
How do you feel after killing the
Defence Minister?

KARAN
We did not kill him out of any

blood lust...or personal enemity...
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EXT. ALL INDIA RADIO STATION—DAY

The crowd is growing. The paramilitary forces now advance towards the
building. The television crews are all over. A posse of police reinforcement
drives in followed by an ambulance.

hTeX #5 CALLER #5

e Y Al A B oFST s8R A If you get caught you'll be hanged.
QN B TR 8] eTaT? Aren’t you afraid?

G KARAN

SESEGIN No.

EXT. CHANDNI CHOWK, ASLAM’S LANE—DAY

People crowd around radios and listen silently. They are tense. ASLAM’s
brother MOINUDDIN breaks through the crowd.

EXT. ALL INDIA RADIO STATION, BROADCASTING BOOTH—
DAY

'The paramilitary forces arrive. Their vans come and stop outside the building.
Black Cat Commandos jump out of the jeep and within seconds surround

the building.

Hreardm

ST fd T <@ W R wid b
HHISNT = 3ifal sfear AT fafesT a1
IRI dRB I R o 8.

UASICIdl Haraarar
3R Pielsl & B Sl G Pl & J41
IR BB |

CORRESPONDANT
As you can see... Black Cat

Commandos have surrounded the

All India Radio building...

NDTV REPORTER

...the college students who have
claimed responsibility are still inside.

EXT. ALL INDIA RADIO STATION, OPPOSITE TERRACE—DAY

CLOSE ON: Boots of paramilitary forces pounding on the terrace as they

take up positions.
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INT. ALL INDIA RADIO STATION, FINAL LEVEL—DAY

Aired voices can be heard over the in-house speakers. DJ, SUKHI, ASLAM
and LAXMAN PANDEY hang on, sipping coffee.

DIcIN #7

PROT, g3l eI Ul b gH Al A a8
fpar a1 Terd | dfds gr f2wra @
qr a8 o osHT | R o © b gF
AT Bl W gadR bl STIai?

‘hNUT
=T BT BIAT  J&f T 3M?

CALLER #7

Karan, while we applaud your
courage, do you think you'll
manage to escape from here?

KARAN
If we wanted to escape, we wouldn’t
have come in the first place.

EXT. ALL INDIA RADIO STATION, OPPOSITE TERRACE—DAY

The commandos climb up to the terrace of a nearby building and take

positions. They get orders...

31T (V.O.)
Prs Y g1 &1 =12y | [ don’t want

any survivors.

I/E. VARIOUS LOCATIONS—DAY

VOICE (V.0.)

None of them should escape.

MONTAGE: Quick cuts of TV playing at various locations, and reactions

of the people.

EXT. ADDA—DAY

At Paaji’s tea-stall, there is a crowd listening to the radio.

EXT. DELHI UNIVERSITY, CANTEEN—DAY

Students from the university are crowded around a small radio set.

EXT. ALL INDIA RADIO STATION—DAY

The crowd is growing. Paramilitary forces are taking up positions.
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INT. ALL INDIA RADIO STATION, ATRIUM—DAY
ANGLE ON: Corridor.

DJ, ASLAM, SUKHI and PANDEY are sipping coffee. Suddenly a teargas
bomb thumps down the window. The boys gasp for breath as the air becomes
dense and darkness engulfs them. They run out into the corridor for fresh air.

INT. ALL INDIA RADIO STATION, FINAL LEVEL—DAY

We see the windows of the AIR building through the sniper’s telescopes. They
go out of focus and then come sharply back into focus with SUKHI in sight.
Fingers tighten around the trigger. D] notices this.

DJ
Sukhi...

DJ yanks SUKHI to the floor as bullets punctuate the air and glass and
wood splinters fly about. A hail of bullets punctuate the air around the boys,
catching them unawares.

CUTTO:

EXT. ALL INDIA RADIO STATION—DAY

ASSICEIRSEICER NDTV REPORTER

ST b U g dhd ©, AT siSAm We can hear the sound of gunshots
Jfear fafesy & mferdal &1 amarsy a1 in the All India Radio building.
< B

EXT. DELHI STREETS—DAY

A cab battles to move through the congested street. SUE sits anxiously in the
back, listening to the radio.

SUE

Ravi, please make him go more quickly.
CUT BACK TO:

SILENCE.

Then a second round of bullets blow holes into everything.
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ol

$d! A Bl IRG! I Frel dr el ol
® g, Sl

S|

S e @, e el gues,
uax! I8 WS |ASI @ ©, ©H
fdaral 8, &9 AT el I | U
e, § 9w g @ geRT T8 |

SUKHI
Shit! Theyre shooting at us D]J!
They're shooting at us!

DJ

Shut up for a second! They're
mistaking us for terrorists. They
think we’re armed. Wait a minute!
I'll try to handle it.

D] raises his arms to show that they are ready to surrender and comes out in
the open, slowly. The moment he’s in sight, another round of bullets is fired,
this time dangerously close. One hits DJ in his arm. He falls down.

gl
ol 3T Sl

SUKHI
DJ... DJ!

DJ crawls to his side. SUKHI stands up screaming, his fear gone.

gl
AR ! wR e

STl
gl Tei! el |

SUKHI
Shoot me! Go on! Shoot!

DJ
Sukhi... No! Don’t...

A hail of bullets catch SUKHI as he stands up, and he falls to the floor riddled
with them. DJ drags him slowly to a corner. SUKHI is coughing blood.

KIS
BHTD?

il

BL.EL. 9Tl Sl H GHdRT I8 T

ol

D]
No! Sukhi! What did you do?

SUKHI
Shit DJ! I will die a virgin!

DJ
No kiddo...

SUKHI slumps over. DJ holds SUKHTIs lifeless body to his chest.
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INT. ALL INDIA RADIO STATION, BROADCASTING BOOTH—DAY

Inside the broadcasting booth, KARAN is listening as Caller #8 is making

her point.

DR #8 (0.C.)
Hello, My name is Indra. ®1 %& 2
3T AN # 3R SXRE #?

hXUT
B B, BT W AE ] S | THGR

CALLER #8 (O.C.)
What's the difference between you
and terrorists?

KARAN
There’s a big difference...terrorists
kill innocent people, we didn’t...
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SN BT AR & | 89 ¥ 3R SH agd
B & |

EXT. ALL INDIA RADIO STATION, TERRACE—DAY

The commando force has reached the terrace of the All India Radio building.
They take position.

INT. ALL INDIA RADIO STATION, ATRIUM—DAY

ASLAM and LAXMAN PANDEY take the steps, two at a time, towards the

hatch door at the top, before the paramilitary forces can come in.

T YTOSY LAXMAN PANDEY
g P Ugal! Aslam, close the door. Quick!
3HTH ASLAM

A AT T I AT 2P BH AN AT We are not terrorists. Why don’t
gl AL they...

ASLAM and LAXMAN PANDEY secure the hatch door in the nick of time.
Just as they lean back and let out a sigh of relief, the door explodes in a rain
of wooden splinters, smoke and fire. The impact throws them to the floor.

Both are bleeding profusely, their bodies covered with fatal wounds. They
look up at the yawning gap where the door once was. It is filled with smoke.

Through the smoke they see two figures appearing. They aren’t members of
the paramilitary forces, but ASHFAQULLAH KHAN and RAMPRASAD
BISMIL. The two figures smile at the dying ASLAM and LAXMAN
PANDEY, who smile back instinctively.
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The figures then get engulfed in smoke and disappear.

ASLAM and LAXMAN PANDEY look at each other, trying hard to reach
out and hold hands.

ASLAM and LAXMAN PANDEY lie dead, hand in hand.

EXT. ALL INDIA RADIO STATION, BROADCASTING BOOTH—
DAY

BT KARAN
= 5l & &7 & W™ 98 § | Hardt It’s not a lust for blood. It’s a matter
TS BT 2| of justice!

EXT. ALL INDIA RADIO STATION—DAY

UTSICdl Faragrdr NDTV CORRESPONDENT

Sl T 91 A% & 6 A Plore B Why are bullets being used when
aH B §, a1 MRt @1 s its clear that these are college
®I? aifer sfear A ¥ S students? From All India Radio,
<fear & forg, g 9 | this is Somu Bose for NDTV.

Armed forces rushing into the All India Radio building over the walls.
EXT. ALLAHABAD, ALFRED PARK; 27 FEBRUARY 1931—DAY

British police forces rush through the cold winter fog. They begin firing.
CHANDRASHEKHAR AZAD is surrounded. All alone, he fights a losing
battle. He takes shelter, disappearing behind a tree.

He keeps on firing bullets at the British Police Force.
A bullet gets CHANDRASHEKHAR AZAD in the gut.
MATCH CUT TO:

INT. ALL INDIA RADIO STATION, FINAL LEVEL—DAY

DJ is holding his stomach; blood is oozing through his fingers. He bolts a
door and slumps against the wall of the broadcasting booth.
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Split screen, with D] and CHANDRASHEKHAR AZAD looking at one
another. AZAD finds that there is only one bullet left in his Mauser pistol.

He smiles at D], who smiles back.

CHANDRASHEKHAR AZAD holds the pistol to his head featlessly, and

shoots. DJ looks at him.

INT. ALL INDIA RADIO STATION, FINAL LEVEL—DAY

Black Cat Commandos shoot at the lock and open the gate. They are

pouring inside.

INT. ALL INDIA RADIO STATION, BROADCASTING BOOTH—DAY

KARAN is at the mike.

DhIeN #9

3R 3T §g FB AT PR AN H{B
gael gIal 8l | BB eI BN 59
®1| ¥ sfear B, sfear| gl war &
BIAT 3T &, VAT I 297 |

A beat.

‘hNUT

HIs A <Y Whae g sl @
Rpae IO gedl & | gfors # et
g, difdfead &1 fewar 99a) 39
Y P WRER TG | Tg < GG,
H 5ol 39 |

DI #10

9 99 a1 b & BT ATEd, oAfhe
MU 919 & FA1? T I G g,
o RigifRr &1 9\ WY e @
foam T @) geTel #?

EXT. CAB—DAY

CALLER #9

No matter what you do...this
country, will never change. It has
no future. This is India man!

KARAN

No country is perfect. You've got
to make it perfect. We will join
the police, military, IAS. Become
a part of the political system.
This country will change. We will
change it!

CALLER #10

If you believed the Defence
Minister deserved to be punished,
then what about the allegations
against your father? Why such

double standards?

SUE hears KARAN speak in numb silence.
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INT. ALL INDIA RADIO—DAY

CLOSE ON: KARAN's eyes.

DISSOLVE TO:
INT. SINGHANIA RESIDENCE, STUDY—DAY
FLASHBACK
KARAN is still in his father’s embrace. He is weeping.
NSEICRREIGEI RAJNATH SINGHANIA

Don’t worry, dont worry. §8 &= We'll find a way to fix this.
g, It e 2

KARAN looks up; his eyes are distant.

DU KARAN
Pl T &, U7 Is there a way, Pa?
RAJNATH SINGHANIA

Of course, dont worry. I'll handle everything.

We hear a gunshot. RAJNATH SINGHANIA’s body slides down. KARAN
is holding a smoking gun.

I’'m sorry, Dad.

DISSOLVE TO

INT. ALL INDIA RADIO STATION, BROADCAST STUDIO—DAY

PULL BACK: KARAN’s eyes. He is sitting in front of the mike in the
broadcast booth.

A bleeding DJ is standing at the door looking at him, understanding the
sacrifice KARAN has made. DJ limps to the mike.
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D]J caresses KARAN's hair.

STl
% ...
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DJ

My name is Daljeet Singh. There
are only two primary choices in
life, one is to accept things the way
they are. The second is to accept
responsibility to change them.
Karan Singhania killed his father

before coming here.

DJ
Ouch...

The effort is too much for DJ. He collapses.

INT. CAB 2—DAY
The cab reaches the radio station.

P (V.O.)

L

KARAN (V.O.)
Shit D]J! You're bleeding badly!

SUE
Oh God, no! No DJ!

INT. ALL INDIA RADIO STATION, BROADCAST STUDIO—DAY

S|
3T B FEl, IR | W H Sred-ared
oI T AT | TSI BIFT TR © |

DJ
Relax! The blood got tired of flowing

in my veins. It just wanted to be free.

KARAN

Aslam? Laxman? Sukhi?

STol

J9 TH |

KARAN fights back the tears.
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DJ

All finished.

12/19/13 11:40AM‘ ‘



216

ot

3 1D, oAl & @R & A7 & HY |
I3 P IR e AR, ®F T T,
oo # 99 T3 B IR

Caul
I & gL =MW, IR | A AR B ST
98d G B |

INT. CAB 2—DAY

I (V.O.)
g9 gedi of fhax B J8T & IR, B <
TP | U1 TS TR BT AT Bl |

SUE breaks down.

DJ

Karan, I think I'm in love. Never
told you. I cant stop thinking
about her.

KARAN
I know, she’s something else. You
two'll make a great couple.

DJ (V.O.)
There’s just one problem though.
I don’t know whether the kids will

be brown or white.

INT. ALL INDIA RADIO, BROADCAST STUDIO—DAY

KARAN and DJ laugh.

‘hNUT
HIcdT et |

KARAN

Damn clown!

EXT. ALL INDIA RADIO STATION—DAY

SUE jumps out of the cab and runs along the road, darting around the grid-
locked cars. She pushes through the crowd staring up at the radio station.
Press cameras and NDTV cameras are trained on the top floor. SUE is
stopped by the sea of people at the entrance.

=L
GIEERY,
Wi ge! e weed ¢ dl.

SUE
(screams)
They're just students, damn it!

As she tries to go further, two paramilitary officers grab her and pull her back.
SUE struggles, but to no avail. Her screams are drowned.
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INT. ALL INDIA RADIO STATION, BROADCAST STUDIO—DAY

The two boys forget their grief and wounds and laugh. They forget the death
approaching their door. Fearlessly they laugh.

POINT OF VIEW OF COMMANDOS APPROACHING THE DOOR.

The door opens. Just then, they both look into the camera, laughing. The
picture freezes.

Sounds of gunfire and the laughter of the two boys echo, mocking death.

ON THE SOUNDTRACK: A beat, the boys’ laughter echoes.

o= HfbTel (V.O.)

§ 377o1 A gl Rt &1 RE B AN Dl
ST o7 | U ST guard Aid &1 AT
qM od B T Wl Ad-Freea Aid
B TWH T8 2... 3R R § T a'

JAMES McKINLEY (V.O.)

I always believed there were two
kinds of men in this world. Men
who go to their death in silence,
and men who go to their death
screaming... But then I met the
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third kind...

EXT. ALL INDIA RADIO STATION—DAY
SLOW MOTION: SUE screams.

INT. HOSPITAL, ICU—DAY

SILENCE

AJAY’s MOTHER’s fingers move. Her eyes slowly open. She seems to have
seen something in her deep sleep...a single teardrop rolls from her eye.

EXT. JAMA MASJID—DAY

SILENCE

Hundreds of wide red sandstone steps lead to the entrance of the mosque. A

lone and frail figure, AMANULLAH KHAN, slowly climbs down the steps.
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EXT. MITRO’S DHABA—DAY
SILENCE

A tear rolls down MITRO’s face.

I[/E. VARIOUS LOCATIONS—DAY
SILENCE

TV Newsroom and other people—all silent.

Montage of various locations where the TV/Radio was playing. The entire
nation is in shock.

INT. NEWSROOM, VARIOUS SCREENS—DAY

Everyone in the newsroom stares blankly in shocked silence.

@ Then sound fades in. Students from various parts of the country speak as the ®

camera moves to each screen.

STUDENT #1
Sending commandos is the death of democracy.
Today is a sad day in the history of Indian politics.

O #2 STUDENT #2

39 RN @1 89 I SR el d We will turn this spark into a

gaol < raging fire.

B #3 STUDENT #3

gAY TP e} Soil ol I¥ sfear # This will swell like a wave and will

el 3R @ fie & =T | bring an end to corruption.
STUDENT #4

The truth has to come out in some way, and if it has
to come out in this way, then we are all for it.
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B #5 STUDENT #5
MR &Y B A &I ST &, ol U If we want to shake the entire
gl ol e e &1 AR T Bl STeRd population out of their slumber
= then we need an explosion like this.
STUDENT #6
How long are we just going to sit and talk about
these things? We have got to take some steps.
And they have done it. They have taken the right step.
B #7 STUDENT #7
ST SR FAT ST 98 WaERd iR When we grow out of this, we'll
N I e 81T SITeE | be a remarkable nation, free of
corruption.
STUDENT #8
The fire that you have ignited in our minds and
hearts, that’s not gonna fizzle out very soon, and we
will see that your dream goes to an end.
STUDENT #4
We will do it.
EXT. MITRO’S DHABA—DAY
DJ’s grandfather consoles MITRO and prays.
3T B eTETol DJ’S GRANDFATHER
TS T 2 Bal i Bgel AT Lord, accept the sacrifices of our
children.
DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. MUSTARD FIELDS—DAY
CLOSE ON: yellow mustard fields.
EXT. MUSTARD FIELDS, FORT RUINS—SUNSET

The camera cranes up the fort wall.
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SUE and SONIA are staring at the tarmac.

= (V.O.)

M ¥l ®s IR B Sl o 3 B |
&9 B AT BAT BE D I AR
WY 3R BIE WY 98 €919 k. d

SUE (V.O.)

Even today, I come here with
Sonia, like before. And sometimes,
the breeze carries words...sounds of
laughter...

EXT MUSTARD FIELDS, FORT RUINS—DAY

Lush yellow mustard fields.

POV: The camera caresses the vibrant yellow mustard flowers as it moves over

them, and stops in a clearing.

A Sikh farmer (BHAGAT SINGH's father) is planting a mango sapling.

ferT g

KISHAN SINGH
Come Bhagat Singb...

A young 4 year-old Sikh boy [little BHAGAT SINGH].

Bic 97T g
grefl, ¥ gt & B W8 EI7

&9 g
377 & 8T § Y%/ §P 1 ST al
araEr 3 argt |

LITTLE BHAGAT SINGH
Dad, what are you doing?

KISHAN SINGH
I'm sowing mango seeds. If I plant
one, a thousand will grow.

Little BHAGAT SINGH starts planting as well.
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Shadows fall over little BHAGAT SINGH. He looks up. Its DJ, ASLAM,
LAXMAN PANDEY, KARAN and SUKHI smiling down at him. D] bends
and ruffles little BHAGAT SINGH's hair.

The boys then walk away merrily, breaking into a playful run.

ON THE SOUNDTRACK: The song ‘Ru Ba Ru’ fades on. The young BHAGAT
SINGH looks on.
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* The storyboard along with the corresponding final images.

‘ ‘ Rang De Basanti_3.indd 221 @ 12/19/13 11:40AM‘ ‘



222

‘ ‘ Rang De Basanti_3.indd 222 @ 12/19/13 11:40AM‘ ‘



T ods

v wrer

371374 gaIT bl

P ST & g3 4 Pel

§% g8 4 oTer 1T

qYoT & H [T =T

wav XIIH)-%a% W 8
IRl | TS Y& & ol 33
3rq #eTe W gg V&l & ot A%
T 7 V8 AT Y8

J PGl V8 T VE
gorrer # ot Tar

RIIT §3I, il T

R AEd ¥

BV V- WIS &)

223

SONG: RU BA RU

Hey, dude!

1 just realised

Theres a fire burning within me

Its a new dawn, I can feel its light
So bright it could consume the sun
Cause I'm face to face with the light
This fire is ready to face any storm
The flames burn brighter and stronger
Whether I leave my mark,

Whether I stay the path

Today T've tasted the light

Like a torch, I'm burning bright
Why must be keep bearing

Cause I'm face to face with the light

POV: The camera rushes towards the boys who are running away into a

bright light.

BURN OUT:
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END CREDITS ROLL AS ‘RU BARU’ PLAYS ON THE SOUNDTRACK.

THE END
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