eae%ﬁ/ae / eﬂe%ué/aod %71'%2)

(Second draft)
e38023: 0Q-00-90998

BwZ0D: 00-0€-909%8

QD BeTO 00T V3B dfaacsebmd)d ddé. doﬁadémrbdém
@d%ﬁi@( Beqd DT Fd e.

RSRSﬁRi@( R VPN BRBLUICH version VD). D3R
000, VO WS, WD Tond, @daﬁg( OPIBDDN ST
dRD VOBB VBT TR Vo3B3 TIBINMBD.

£9:3e3 spelling mistakes SOEIRVTT).

9D D! !



a?ego

[zeordon BN 33, &oi)m@vmcs BT 208380 OI3R e
LSy odBTN DYSWN. WBBpe W¥IIYoD BOBT
DOTTTeef B, JADINT TR JRBIYS) BReH

3330390 ]
ZooTTon: 3 T2k D esnode?

WIBNDE: T0, WIF Wee WD’ D0’ Beeridd, 3,30° 3 39
3e, Do & IBBe LI Too Ty

DooRTon: abFe Bee TeF BnF BT THe T. DU
B3 BRod NedmeNmeenaddd. (J,A0)) I, 0
BB, e ed ©wodd wBY BINPT..

VEITDEY: (23N VVD, BJBEI, WwTDS) &

TooRTON: ey VBT D I Wedrt areYdee
DTS 3, VOB, B OFY,AB?

VINDE: (STHB) A T eS0T DURWEST QY ARD.
So0@ToN: FAEISI

2BrO: TPD 9 B0E, BYD 033, 68 IVC DOAYY, 32
Q033 .. BoerFHW I, T8 BoNG FMAAdEY,.

Doo@Ton: &F,.. AT wJed BITe R3 da;d& e, 33
@oém@d

QIDE: AeF 7 LD IReNdve BF @03 AT Iwe?

Deoddort: edy, 3,003 JTzerd IO Dew, @
2003es, T S, DT, B e, TP IV, AINY ST
Fezodes. DOV 32) 3Beeded o3 BN TRV
VPTES O3R,BT IFH B, ode I0DFeS. 81 DIZ,, B3 TeIg,
Sl T, Foh BBe VCVDID..

warbe: SOabe DI, cgoeNodbe @deen.. wWRSoSdy
eﬂa’g(c%éraocsdd) md@( PLPAW) wRTIe ¥T. T
BgoeNabe A eers..

Bo0RTON; B8 PoU, BTetd, FOLITIT BR T 0T F0EIT,
¥R, BT, wriJe IvIIe DD BT, TeeN
Fozerdeed ByohS Bt HIe ©)0deeRS Q.. B2 2790 TovBe
i, I8 @). (IR [eso* / B0y, TeIOk
BRI

VEIDHEY: (LB) Lmee.. T, TG BT ©3ey Do3!! /T3, U9
Bert DS Bewadee. !

@o0rT0N: e rtezINY.. DY IV} Toxy) WO Teeripes,
03T SBaseeEs..



WDNEI: cnan’d 237

Do0RToN: MRS, VIR) T3 00T ceedort.. BB B
ATV, wWTe WIVDWD.. ©PDe oede WITolwe
QTVDRD..

QEIME: 037980 WTTE BRLT,?
@o0r3on: 0ot WTHeDRRET) V) T.. T e)..
QBTDE: W) D? ABe Bmetd, F0oe3RST éd)d@?

Do0RToN: AP Terie esﬁcgmd? ATDIA[)) ao?%@zg)d)..
escdees S ﬁo&% 39e33. 3 J0D3 ISNS.

IBTDE: Ty, B8 0o, cbeedor® o?

Do0RToN:  BVBRTY),.. ©Y  WeeesT  MBIVTO..
DRTBERLE.. Q) VD ANT R aocg( 2exs® 3Ne3deS.. 3,
3o WY 0ne wdeedd, PP, o0 ©=TIR
30BR0RD) TeerDHI..

WDNEI: @déa% Q7

Do0TOM: B) Bd TN, AR, WD, VW YVOIS..
B TB,T GVOTTW, Qe DB,¥ Todd.. & FoTB,e J,0),
BTBrY. @) OMp 8 VISP e 3 “&ﬁ@( e shY

VI3

WAMN: O, KROFITe anmzsmr{/aed) APt~ Melela ¥
DoYNYY.. BITeFIRID WYSONOF wre Seddeomd
SwIBRSoTeriefedd. e GLVBTOBIY AbhBI),0rNER
QRO mdma% BonITe) PYoBdW) Jdozen.. ¥ITey Jedw
Tol), ed), DONVMN TLTIRDTTTY. I, Jo¥NYI
Tode QPO BB, MEMN BCTIRDITD....

a?egs

[Bex* B)F; STDIPNTT. Bydort deedIY  weomTor,
38,30 @M, H0T SO Te) BPITYT. |

BDO: 5 VoD et Ford VA, TP IO VI WS
Socded ededdped JH,SabSOr wodede HBIY.
S, 8,07 39Teed 8 3UT DN wed FeBBeEd
0038 S e BOToWT. VBBR BRE.. VMY, 3.

Do0TTON: Torfe 3T BT FDV.. ST IohER, OFE
W.

B3RL: DD R DB Todh V.. VBT U9 B ToD
3,01 Bt I3 DIYI Jeedeeddrord? oT[Ort ewnes
BoZPL0ITR, 3To?

D0DTON: BTT B ST VeBDNTRET) VRSB D) DRENYO
33059, BTN HDHIST o3 3V0Y?



T): Tne) 098).. &8 T0EFYBO° 13,3, DI, 0TR) Dol SRV,

80&8‘5 239 9033

@eorTort: wrd eduhy, VNI, Beddned 3pldee 26
..

0: oY, aePYdee DONLReIT, JIZE0RIT  IDY
Be0TReS LT Jed)..

RDE:  DONEREDT  ©®o T, A ertees ..
D, 0MeeD,TSe B8 )3T ey, TBpeTE3, TSI

BRDO: QOGP TeTE3, FAPIINP0T I, Bees, BoTerD?

Ho0RToN: (IRVBIWOT) BING, B)33eIS eresed. Fo¥
udé O JeelAA.

39): &RN?
BROEBON: TV S0BS Forab BBV

IDMDE:  TooTon, o [IBeSed.. Tonerieedd, o)
Ddeede).

BDO: HeEr VT

QIHEY: aeent 303 IF DONY ey WSV @eednivod
BEHTI RS Jeeddee i @803 ¢ I;000F SIS
Tode BTYAIW. Torte VoJde WBTBnweN  dHoeNdee

s33e50NYR ID, B IFoleedd.. S Towss F8
SBS0h DONYS, 3Beed WTD ZBO TR TS,
3508 BeRE oIe &8 DTNY Yooz 333 3;R1P0d
VT D BRL,eD..

Do0T0N: B FeedT, o) JeedeDe WPD T

ReeLIITY ©03..

BDO: Doy dert B, oBee Qede, WP L. VW3 J08T
Sod? OTIIT) e9eg?

@o0rToN: Bwordevoriwamniee Medy IDO.. HITLNT
SNVt Rogge Maodriwewen eada; 32) o3 FoNT
So¥Rdbord &8 Meabrixd NG, SN TeIBT SBT3
Swod ameridee tedy B8TT, BARHE AR e B0R STBHT,
OTNT R eBode rteST.

B a

[Bor), BoTR [VRA3REFBODT So33 , B Bsnenede
000DY. 3BT TFpoTT dedad DhetS BYSTYY ]

3Q): [8NRRDI] LF’.. BT, JeD wTpeDY 0T, 083..
BRDO: Do Torte 0t 087, BTT DI, 3Bedw)..

3Q: &L ..



BL: DI dedh?

3a): I]Me & [eA0] S S Jwoed BeNSe, 93,7
SoBI303 @edny Jod, ad@.. B SD, VYNV T3
SodRe FaDTOVNYS, D), 2363 HyesnvU o Beeddpe..?

BDO: TW T, By IREE, 3B DF o), WedadyerTe
e RITR).. B B O, Jeaed, riee? DONYIee e
RN 20DT°EQ),.. 8 FeTq DZS 3, 3ef ab BT @z,
8 wotd DTBTSe 15080, BJed) VeRRPRNALR),.. BN
STNEMR, ednn OTBER, T WOTHINT..

[2@rdes, @weorBort, BTBAY MPB, 3 o BNAE, Seed’
@30 BITYTR WDST.]

DeothTon: L. FeeBoy WO? AN, ToBTTNe B I,
Zobzy Ve Bz, ©@o3 reoduTAGSTe  WTH
N, 0BM0S Fwoed 20BDIT..

WDMNDR: 9 T HoorRToN, aaﬁdoﬁbm, @aa:e o3,
ﬁawda)ﬁ, amw;oamam B3 fad§mm ~pita ﬁd)@ 3
OBEDING...

Do0RTON: V) BREST T DOWTPLRIITTIE, .
[€32), 1% 2008 IDINHBT. TR a3 R)EeYSIT. ]

QITE: VTP 30&)@6&061(3?

3a): Red JTF.. B; Foeniwd SENS.
DRedD: 037 @ai@( Jade?

Od: ®orle wordpL. KRB, ol JIsEd &')oi)d)rwxi
dn@oiraeda;eab @mﬁ BB e0BITY) Jod.. Jod esrie
@aiem?

WDMN: VST dmciraedazog aoﬁfaé%geaa"e& @oé&)m 3,
JBEONwe BB, oS, BN Vo) BT, were..
[ﬁmomdag RAD] SD w3ewd SBaiyeN..

[BoERBTF 2ex, FoOT, BRI, ot T DI P33T
SHHR]

e3e3*: odrod T RITY?

PUR’, 8IeT0%: IJne Medy. OB g dedy?
aredad) @edrie @) wo0Red? O BV ASHNY..

DooRToN: VT AW, QWEeDOTITEe, Tl W) Jen
00T eedD..

23e3: HID BOI?
IN3: d)dri%’a‘; 3B ABROR) @meeriees o3 uo@d..

To. B8DETT%: oY) FeBeBA.. BN BETB, AD JISerde
BT 2N, 3ZEEY ByoTREHINY..



3): A 3B es ByeBTeerd? JIF9ETT ot ©03.. A,
JBETNH worhedS B Ford TE3BpoBTL)..

Do. B8IEIT: MO e HbB3 Rf.. IBEC BRTBITRE
B8@r0° HBER0TBE JodOT woDTRD.. wodw), BT e’
QOIS B HOWRY, I3, 3¥Ee0BTNee ITeR TNV,
YNYS SoYriedee 0BT Foef 8NR).. Jes 30 B
e3030° AT DIFwZY  BYAWD, D [e BYRON
DIDFINR eseriee T BB B3 30BT° ROTIe W3TeD),
DD,S 8, Jexf, ededed, BB, TZFOT BBET
QedpedoNy..

BR: B FIWNYR, BeP AW, VST BTBEO* BRTBTY JO°7

e’ a30rieq) VBT Bedeed? I, IVI T
SworhBTZeen, .. [[FF SN, Bedz50dD JeBO
»BD DTT P WHBAT.]

[ze0r80on 2,08 BRg STT WP SEWD, VT3 W3 33,
BReWVNYRY wWordhze ]

@e0tB0N: By VI, 3B3ReE Bwodf IFIY, SB00,.
BORMIT 1: V... [odadnzaR]
9. 88ET0’: DHTD0T BT mdabé..

oo 3on: Q).

QIE: (VRR,0T VT S90BIJ D) Toxe WTRLDY.
2023 2) 00N STRYRY, @9 Be)z93.]

B O)e A7 BeFYes?.. [BeeBB0T] BT, TR, 708..
9. 88DET0°: Ao e8sBReBT ees?

33 TSeETT BUTE, WRER. BB wonT V3B . OJee
2O0W..

Do. B8HETO°: e8TT LI Ae)Te aﬁmaﬁabd SwleduTe)..

e D ST BUITTY, AOD3DT.. A, OJRE Y
SeeBed? ©TTY B B3 VD WD, BOT DD eTdERL..
[a’odben DD Sre@TaT, Moy PO, |

BOTMS 1. DI @@m 32%&@063‘ RO Vo Her DT
33030 JO°.. RSQ( od mdécbom.

¢33 BT oD, e930rie DTN DD, JeMeT.

0. B8IETT: Feed, A, Fo¥L IIN PN, B8TT oy
OFF Fredeerd? It I Fe 8T Bcbed 0ednVT. B e
Beedonyr, Bpd,Teed. .

WINE: 35938 BeeLIN?

Po. BAETT': REFDHITR). T, YT mﬁ@ﬁ B39, SN
e,



Zo0RTon: S8BT B3 37T 203 DTN Jed.
Do. 88ET0°: Jeed. ﬁa& o3, e9..

[@e03T / &9 Bl ma{)ﬁgaig( BB €8C0RVBT. 23e3°
DR) Po. BT BT R),39T. ]

e3e3°: (SacE30r) aerd méa‘ DB, VOQ) VoY WTRLE.
BOITMIT 1: T Ve¥re Ve VT N3 O?

33 9TD TPeDVD.. AT BeTL VLT VFL.. V¥ VT
3D, D3OIV 0NYY VBT, DTDEEMNYT..

D9. 88E0’: ey eﬂ?;)de@oi)@ 38e3QeT...

WINDEI: eﬂobéoiraée, @?Ddaﬁgoi)xg 3Bedy IO DY
ci’)mzﬁdxig( 38e3Qed..

@oomTort: N[ Q0BT IFIedr..

RBBRTLITRE BW), VW) BRYINIS..

833 ey

D9. BIERVT’: IJIN VZFTT 8TeBNPSI.. S8BT dm&daxi
pocdee Jodeedae dag( 3O

D000 BRIV DEEES MTF et NYRY ADFAT
20 308 ®ariabe ©0tle,08Gm.. Fe0B FwOB. A,

@DBONT O 80DY..

[0, B8R AneDRIBT.]

SeeE’: ¥ eve? BeTeIeDEIy)? Doy Mo’
3: 907 TD DY DT WSET03..

BDO: DY WILETR..

[S)31% DS dodDment Deanwy DTS ]
3% @

(39}, @YD 239. BEHere Dot HBW AoSTY. VYD
o3 BoNTVODT. B Wodadh IS, YTV
DoBR3RPNS dedh Boyees SJITNG.)

BRER: IR, VBIR BRTW B BIDLALD?

BONR 1: D) DIDOT Ve ﬁd)a% DT DI Ved) 903
BID) ARPoT @eerteedaNNG.

Be: (AeSRY, DOW) AW eTY.. Beved..

oD 2: DIADY owde Swed DIVT Ade Jed
DBe3TRD), IeTer Tod AT B e’

BNI: €3 A3 mdx& BRRDTIBNCS, Y DI B3
Sedod ey dmwm N ag 390 BONYN Re3T.

BOMR 1: B3 e W), dLAWINSER).. BN F0eBT,..

BRD: ABE, 9 VT DNV V9T ..



DONRD 1: B, 58’3 ﬁsg aacma@& bert BNY @R eHIN
esci 3.

3e: (B Vodrt B oJD) I Ty JwaeTe? I,

fx]

d)éé%b Aed) 903 doswm B0 AN VE DB !

x]

BonD 1: (Dodf a3BeWyB9) 93, dredad) nueed Sede. &
SeeBwT. ..

B: eeBO! RSd)é WD 1eNT o3 aomdra JeerEO!

BOM 1: TR Jedrie O T Be? dLTER, Sore

59060 903 ITRIBT)?..

BDR: BoWOR QWY,?? T BBeT, ey IBLTING, DY
D) BOW wdpeTN [, Wt &8 IIBLT wsgxi

3DIT. Jowoy V) o3eTY?
BOMR 2: I B IR QU WBE BN BeTo

BDee: JgeR? I3TW Y e TOAwTer BRIt ey
BOANIYTIY, BB BT, WR,e8 AT Iges Jeso?

TONRD 1: TMBT Wodrt BRLDPYTR, VDD oy OB
Srerefed odeaye?? HITW WHIT Jed DI INT?

BDU: T[T WA

DONRD 2: 8B3 I 029 WRT.

3we: (B Dobri adBeod) om), TRT B8TTED? V)
BRTRR IEWD e 3dpt VTBBES V3.

BOM 1: JeOreex,C BT ) BT SBaleesonay dee?
AST @ed), LBOTY?

BOND 2: (BIOT eI Ieed, BT, Wt DOW) @ ed
QT DI Serieod Beeripesanzy? WBS BB Jed o3
I, D31t SodTeeseni@e?? IB Beertoes o).

BR: T, DB, BVATeERES DY Me? Irefedd o3,
TN LPIMN  TeeTIDETeS. B8TT Q) 3Or
DBeeTE, DY Jedh 3T ANV

B3: F3S T8 DTNYT, eVeTNeed S8 SBeded wodT,
B3V 3V} VedreN @Bp i SBeele..

(B BBed)

3Q): 8he3,! 238 08 BB A7
BDTI: ORI

0): PO, B8ETT* 23 ceedord. wTpeduy,?
BeTe: OFF eedord?

0): e Bl o3, BRI F0LIYD),, V3B, Bedee BOFTT
... WBY BT Deedory.



BDe: (BID BoNT Dodriodh, BB Seedb3) AedI
7 QedR wWriede SeSeB0e B DeedoNIO?

3: JedR Wri? @), A DTN wrl..

(B3 B 3B SBoHw ©9,BoNWSIY. BBT BONIR

%09 BT.)

0Q: 33 eﬂéé.. ©Q @ootdon €96, IO cae)md/a
SDRYMeN Sodhwad!

BDwe: (Vo) DTNV SBdeed o), Bpg IS olee
QTR 3P VEe TG IDI; 0. vddeed odrede DD
IR Aed STeedy).. B30T B BRNW Tert rezInsed?
e BRTRD), DTS ee3oNrt wTeede)..

3d: B830...

BDO: (WD) 0e0BTR BePTT, Do ¥, Jed) WRBB
BRENRED o3 Tew.. IDried em, Iried Bway o3
0903 0¢e NoBJTe Secors SrerdefedaNe).. Fad), Wocd) e
3J0oNG, DYF e STIeD.. It o LIS e
BVYTIT) Bt BUT BRT..

(@BonTD  a700 NDodf HBD TWTBDST. T) WBTIe
Seed3es, J038T BIHTAD Wedad AT, IS,
e oB0BR, ¥z .)

3e): (B, %) 8T3T...
(Deadnwd SDDTDHI.)
B 8

[Sodp¥NT  eJoes, To. e8DeTTF, JeF ede 0deedhSy
BP3WIT, Fo. BT FREATY TR SWIS ]

Po. 8DeI0": (WeTmeedadhY)) T JTF.. DR ITIEL..
@ai@( eeje QT... VY T, d)dri%éaig( 0 BRoBRFF,N T
0B T, Bedees® TeMNS? TGSt VW... VSIROTF
Qee3on’ BRFQEA), dpeled OF0S9T.. OFF J0F.. B8TT?

363 OF0TT? BBt B Seready?

Do. 3eTT*: Tedpe JeaSe JIaaddIBRYL ©0ST..
¢3e3°: 25on DED), WLIMTBT &Rﬂdaig( O BEN VI ?
0. BT W D), BHWTD..

eI, S BRCB? 0T VDD A, V.. TV,
BFGYR, S0BIT) ...

(0. BT B0 neodN BTedyzT ]

Go. 8@3‘: deloe TO°..



Do.  BDETTF: ﬁdn%d.. BRBR, 9.
oer} ed2)?

®eY.. ooery)”?

oo, GFT: DD To BF, T0TE eATAFEIM0T
20D, Foneod OpeesE U8 [BF. ooy I
BORIeBIN)..

Do. B8DeTO": OFpee3or? 03roY@T 37

Bo. ZHFY: VST IJB BeJah MWD TowBed TeY
D333 BOZT JeZodh) SeedTD..

0. BAEIT’: LT'.. VWU IoWSOeTT0 VT ? BTWT ToD

aro)Tie TDeBrt WAt AeBuTY)..

2. BEF: MBID & BT I0F) 90FICHMD FHTO
83 830G BN, FTS SBFE, STF WBABIEE
BAaIr 203 SR, BRI,

Po. 8IERTT": F&F.. B QRIBIFINW B, FUVT Ty
Sedeedy).. TV O3, DPpees’r.. 8 VT otdees
DodQe.. ABOMYE* B VT VR, ? TO.. TeR.. D,
OTFE O BePS77?

2. BEF: MBTD BedT) BO 003 Bewd.

3eF: OD?

Bo. BF': Jeed TIT°.. B 3OJ) éfaeaifaeﬁ%fa; Jeed.. atd
3YE D900, BdR,00 TNYR 8838038 A, BEHTD
ez’e SeBWD. et HedY BIR0WD DTNYY VIR
Q0ed DONYR) 3BOIC ", <338 8 Zdahodd
exadunde, DI g o FDHIO DOV Baehees
SeBTYT.. VDI, VoY BBeeeSesand. i BIR,0D Byes'E
SeB0ET 33N BBHR) BOTD. Wert TR, DTNY BT
QI RD), DTN, BRees038 2Qed?

3e3°: &ert Bd DEITO VT JBeTN, Tey Teg L9IOBADENL
STBDIRENIT TTF.. e Bpesen3S?

Bo. ZF": QD RIDODE VY. AT, SDH DT SBwTN
D3RO 57’\36#5@( VGEeBZPTEBTN  AVFZDIYTD
ezN3.

Do. 8HETO%: @Qiraée Tortede). dOdee rezande sNxeeNT.
EeD 803 FeTd ST VB X¥T,..

0. B3I ST TT.. VD B0G. eadsaas 2073 déda’éoi)ag
VoBBBDT B0 VWD R D Jeg T3 Prie rezINT ..
2363, TTE.. @d@(e&.. f&da& BB ededed.. BoDAL...

ARDN BT, Do) IZfC RS  eB3ee
BpedeRntd e oIODIGe.



Bo. @IV’ BTV TS T Ry’ SeBdee Fpedednre I,

BB PNV, D9IIRITTY..

Do, BT, IS @0, I, BITeSod? [BFT IF
BIOR), ez ] IS D0leeNsE  BOBITAW
Sesaris, S UG BOVOT BOTB EUBTAFAV.

Bo. BJIY': ©9)0deeNs BOTTTI e BeRTeS JOF.. BabIe),
SoBY, SopearezeN STIYrip VDT, V.. Ty SOIT
ZFIIBR, I, 08 Beeese cHotdS BION0SB MeHID BTN
Slalzaplatiolel<iaple

Do. 3DEVT’:  TTE.. eﬂdsaas QI 2033 K’nd§3oi>dg(
QUEZDET ©o3 LT WTT WDTRE &8 BY, VS BT
A 903 [0 JB Ted OFpetds wTBR0T WoDRETY)..
QT I3, L7

Bo. ZFWF: VO°.. TEYRBD0T wedS TS abe FogpeareyaN
JeBmeNa@eend. aséo@aé Feetniwd  BeBT;IF B
VB eRDBB. Doy DDIPLAYRY, JAD3ZeS DI
@daﬁ& eadsaas ©oz8 BBan3geds.. fadai e Soide, 93, L
0B 23edQ) TO°. BB aBad SeST, Bewpe 3ITLIeD

3e3f: TP, o DT 3BT w3, B3) DT IBec) o3
BeRTIL).. Sen D) JewNd msﬁ&% BRITALD.. WBY 7923
30xp, xS BT

@o. BFF: aedrt? I H9B0hSOM? BAD 1e2) T3
N3, ®dee 3,80 33 OD? B wdedadre, Sen, Jewnd
d)dri%’a; e Jdeedd, BPTRYETL), VP D0To VUBOLIB
oW @03 reddabde? ardomeN BuBwenw AT
B30  BJozesS  BOWETee BRI,
©300DADS BYNRW? ©IT 33 O=D?

@défad e

Po. BIETT: JeTY) Tert Aw), wowe 0ed oFalReT.. Tod

RO JT°..

™

Bo. BN 0e0BTR De3BJesed. wore FOBW, 0Te
3R Be BBe TePaerTRe A, BU @owsried.. TS,
ToDoBTe ederdfeeses).. 0deBonT Fo@NW ISreN
DOBTITBL mc;iécf)e)m.

Po. BT Jpede.. JoY I, J), 8RS @ﬁééém?ai&
DT ;Teeled).. WBY JoweBE VT ID,D.  BOIT
Sowdad BR3BR3Irie e 8D NS BNYI)
SZReVe P BohSDITeS..

Bo. BF": D Tert ©od Ju), ISOeTa?

Do. 3DeR0%:  (Dewe  Joed) faxi@( B3 Deed DI
e 3geds.. 8 OFpeess drie 39e.. LAZRRYIToS..
8i I, BOTT BDOD ARt 90T BT,



0. @’ Jexy erfe amade V0., A, T,BFEMLPOT O
ZRNWD  Toawdd.. dDrieord OIpeess Fereded),
B3 e, faaig( o088, TeeN 0RABTAFEID 00T Fod
BpEReDT. WALEQ JTF. [ANFDDBIN. ]

e [0TD Teed BEIe JpedT] om), BI woB derie
So0dye BRI, e,eTd?

9. 88eT0%: 23T VoD drieexTrie?

e’ v AW, WD,0T  Ted, TeENYY BT
©9,80YEE. LT DONDTaN dodrieéxig( BARD TNTREE.

Po. BHLTO’: ... BW.. VeV BT I.. VT, BDFRT® DT

Jed..

e3e3f: 0dred Syerdedmh? notdrioedne FodY WD, 23R,
S3, DR BeeNd. Tododh BBINYY 8 DNV QD
DNIDEReE. VTYO’ WTFT Do Jeeded..

B ©:

[5830 wadrdes, weordBon, BTJAY MPE, B, BV, 3
o BNT Y ITD BV3WYT.]

3): W¥NNoBewe Soakre wrieds, 1ot 3eJe QW7 T AR),
o833 e ST DVNYS, 3BT e ADINEIY?

Do0RToN: IJMe e ege 8w, Q) DerdoeN JOiee
o0V ON VITZY. B$8BTR VS3Be SoBIY 2woTie 2,00 3F
BpaO JugNe..

EDE: B FOB IBYRVeE T, Wab BEFRERD.

Bho: DOV 3Bdeed, BT WPB)Y ©woz TR,
QB  DDTNTYDNR  ©..! ZBI D, BeSI3
Be3MeC0N Boedy [, JpJEROT B, BeSI3
woB03BIe BB SWedBewe,e W areeeNAod wordd?

BORadY: DT ey BB |fe A B6.. BTT T AR,
o FeBTere B BCoNDIT Sew3,..

QEIMDE: B 1123).. Tert?
WINE: Dd30Ne m—’éésairaa% @Qﬁ uonod QD wwmﬁdg..
GRpleleVlelelg BESINL TV Y

ddﬁobé: TOD.. &8 T3 3R§( 3@ BRSEROD) a’éa% ALXY)
DIl 003..

- BT QR 800 BT T8I FBW B33, HoBI
B3N 3y 3 BemseN SVDBRRST.
(e333: 9 Bee - DTe0T; FouN)



D 2

[D3008), Bor)T WHSSY. wa3d 3Tt 3D DINYIY
SBANIDS BOIMTD. ¢Je3* Ded30sn VoRT ISIT
ToRAWIN. BPBONY DB e DTNY B BeDET. ]

o3e3’: eSent eri.. Jox) eabe @Medne Bwod  RVR,0TTW)
Doed DTNYT BT BwNTeIe.

BOTMT 1: B DTN 2Jede BB J°. TP &otd, Feobe
oedre Swoed. ey I 3..

e DAY, BeVTR, rarkee..
2B D) MBPD 58 VMY FDAA0T b0,
3H0: AOD.

33 dee. DI oYy ASW).. AXrieD G NG wTpeders,?
adredert I, T 308eT? ATt VY AeITe WPTTIY.
D, Se0Nd..

3): I QY QU9 WPBIT VT BoeInBTe.. VD I, Fowd.
20 BPTNSID e)..

33 AT TBED FoW Bede. A, TY.
QIBTDE: BBFT RITR. ..

3e3°: (BoeEBOM) A, BT adredee ADET.. BVoDTTA..

[Noddha  DTMYRY, vdZpYew MDID  FoIDIIT.
ZoDESH FRAWF TR, AODST ]

BOIJMT 1: edpe Bd).. alyedee LemaBRead? e v Srezedee
QHAD e B0 Teed), oD VBT Bwee.
S323O.. D, SVTB, 98 TeIed..

e By JINY LI ezedeesiiEe! DD,S wITI
BT 23e3T 3.

3.00. B}: 03T, B3T3 o Q’Da’,ﬁ%, B¢ sTReINYI)
APEVSLNT A a’%mé Seddee QBT Jedwde DD

strlaell

&

e ey Soderd FodrerdTRNYY) BIZeD e SQeD..
&’)d)méz?sd) BEreed)?

38: 88 K0T d)cjéoa%ec‘) 3Y,0 BT Qe A, Soodroreves?
33 I edomon Noxy) FOUR R3S ..

BO-ody: BBeBehedS 0w TSR, deeedy I, 33..
Qex) Jpelds) wle HoBI e 3BW TodbdReduire..

3 o3 Bd: D), B B3I, 30° AJ e WSFBHT.
@eorTort BNE ©SCF 0B wieedd, BeeNwyd.
S0y IR 3VIWNG. DG e b Feodreradds
T0T e 00D AT iR ee)..



Je3’: Oe.. oliede aRp oW HOIT BelReD? QD Bihed
oddriee @eeNT. BobE), DTNYS, De), ).

sw: et wEPW ITOT? AFINW *WoT  Rotaevecd
B3 BP0 dperteestne I, T8 e @méaaad esriee
Bod age 8. ¥OeSTNe Jog) Tert J,DA0T wTeedd?

e D@ e DozeBead? [@pdoben BeerHID), ¥RFTY Bew
BLLIDIDS B Fo. BDETOF, Bl B Fece3v® - Fo.
B Seee3v’, @o0oWTon @B)5edITT. |

0. B, BEEI0%: dAE AW 7 AT BT’

e [BN] 8 »3ID HE3 eﬂdez)zs &oimmédfsmﬁag
G&eémod VTE...

Do0RTOoN: YB3 eadeazs mzﬁd@( Doy BBedged IO
0. BIFeFI0: VRR,BIY ZoBI, ST VerBOF, I
g, aabed) 8039337

3e3°: [VBTIV] TT* D

VB J00Z@eRT0: JeTeD TTHE R0T.. Lert BPIVT
BREIO T BB Bweed ot Dodrord sReeSed. Ssroriete
Qedalie @R AT @30 odde  SYdmn

SAiFOENYY,  deded..  <00s
oo obr..

St

So0RToN: 0B Mo Je@eeER IR WTFI9 FNW

RO?

VB Fo0gFEeRTD: VTR ... B0BeOTHET weohTon
©93). e A3,080000.. FF) A, LS JoBBrBOHZBe ..
B AR, BB BOTQeTY.. BOWGE FRT B0 0deeeld,
BpLoBTTN WFODI o8 SeRrISY, dbrf 3VZeds..
W3,

[@9. 3R Sere30” DA Po. 8HETOF AMED. |
Zo0TRToN: VATIBERES c\—-’gsq) IRIAVOW c%%ﬁa).
B: 3BT AR rienTo3N €90) ©93..

ddﬁobé: oincg rfedeed ©oBdd Jg I Fo¥nnes, Sedw
rofes. @ ogTe 20w)..

3: HMIBT BVOAR T 0ro)wD?

Do0RToN: WY TORDJIYWD. WdBee [T, TedTe
DDDNST..

DNEI: cnan’d @3e3J?
Zoor3on: cnan’d ez aN..

BDO: BeR o). B BB g, meN 33T 8 SoNY
838,00 BeRIBROBZMINT 3.



0d: W), ADB) Uod) JeSy Qe SoIOW), B VALV
m&’)ﬁ@( YN L3, oJINY DTN agdes @ﬁ.@d edai lalg
SoBTIeR).

3 O BINB: Vo) 8 ﬁraeoawdag( AOTpedY) 03 Bs
Q0Me VEF SelTeSeD.. B DIBWE) I, TLTIEIT
WBY BN FEdNT.

WIHE: BN DON, BT BEPNTIY B TeddQed.
B, DTIeS0T BRLTIIT Tod W DEHF.. Ty BRTEREE

ple«elelali
3 OdF BNAE: 07

Do0oTor: TCHRS,. I ©IC IV IOBaNS.
eABArLdad  BPTIOT wD  BJer  ©o3. WS
BePWIT. BT B8 IHeah Ierdeed B01edrd. @eeN
Do D@0 Jedrt wBerd. wRTPIN Jezed aev9 B0dre0
sN3O.. B.. SaiyeveN.. D 2o B, DS BT D),
Beeries. Fv JSw, O3 BoTTY B0deor wdeed AT
e

-
[2@rDes, BeoTon, 3L BRTRSIT. ]
3.00. B}: QD Ayeydee oi)ocgci 33023 ea&’g(éci..

3: QY. VWD VW), IwF BNZ BoHNSah oS, W AT..

DY ©

=

[B@008). BOZal) FoBIO BZ0IT 2,08 STT eegdod e
YD To WDAZP0D BDISTIN. OTI DI FBR
YAV BePDHEB. B HoRdBAoT Ty OF DRSS
HBDBROTD VBN ]

3a: 08! a3, ofReadre?

BORY: (933 33 Feedd) 8 SO A 2 wole ri?
3: D3R BRTVI!?

BOR0Y: 239.. BRBERE.

3: axb cdeeddBecdre eey?

BOR Y odeedRobey Sn.. B ISYNW..

3: & IIP)?

ddﬁabé: B SRS B3 RSK; Jow07 W), BTN ®ert
@Od@éod.?

[B) 53,006 D0T BTV 88 w5 ]
BORady;: ey o IJriee) St /G Td..

B OD? ASe), 2ot R, ©? ATh? delpedd) WBD?



[BoRady Beeddord BoBNYRY 3Iodwzas. 3Brd oD
Bpod WBPEH33. ]

BORBY;: FBS DR g Teed BTD..
3Q: &L ..

BoRal): dorvednes 8,08 wYdE ©FF e
BT BeRDDBIY, SUeeTE, BeeNG.. Borte DO
200 &8, .

3: IbmeOrie riede 2.

BORa): OB SN0 womd IFeIT B3 WD), OTD
SR BTN 0edT,.. AT, DT, NV, Frb.. SUI.
28 507 2ot B3It B ab Fowor By..

3e): Berooiy.?

BORody: 0BD) T WO, ST, DONYRY, FZWER. S, &
8 ONYRY, Feedde, LeDHDB ST, o) FeedDET. T
03D, QU F7oBT BerdUe T O BT e’

3: OD?

BO-ody: S, BREODRY, Serteod.. M DN & DO
DRSBTS

3. &8 Z??

ddﬁobé: 3D I3 wende Dab B2 DB IE,R.. Foxd
8 DOWD BLHDHDNYR, HoedTy Beed... Swed BINY
Zo0) @@m}ag e DTODT..

8: esdeed? &')esdai érao@) €39 @Q?

B3Ol Sede B, I ZPBOWRY Ted dBeLIB0T 2,0
BRYW B3O 3e3.. wod O DO wde BV Jed
DB3RES woR. 238, DD.. WBB: 0D SoNPTVBDD. WHY
TRTNR)., BIDR).. ¥TT T ¥BRR L OINLPT HoSHAS
BoN3OY)..

3Q: dedex’ dncg @&2?

BO-ody: OFF erE* Tog ! &8 DO BePNYY Tod I
NS BeWMHRY, FeeB3.. TIW.. Ve DSBPTY.. VT SIS,
& ZEaTSe DD I, BPBOLRY, BT3e TR Tod dewe I
Beeds.

Ba: A Bees @), efert 8BHoleN By &’

BORBaY;: HOD ... Ayes0s) S w00 Ia; G sody..
Vo) OWT BRAITRD oYY, WO I, NI,
B3P0y, Jo) BRATeEIR) I3 BoBST FodbeS S0THTR ..

3: rad?



ddﬁobé: QTe S @?Dde)%(ﬁ) BO0B0D!! @Y QDO B
50309t R DDTNR).... 8NAOT VZ3,Bo3 I, BEYT cdreS3e
QT BT, 8&5 QRT3 M9..

B9: & B2y Y BIPY P,B O

SOy B I, BYD OFFDTRD), BITR, 3B, ZoI
83, 883 I, WIALT B FowerINV0T OB INTL.
ToreN alyede TR edped Tpende).. 8 Bz Bedee
BROR B BedeedA), DR S, BST ACT S9063, T8
B Sdeed Beed IF .. (Ae,d0e) O ITIY,
@0 30000 ARITVBRD. B8BT BBI, WOf 3OIT B

BOIER..
3a): A, BoBS? 930t OTadbSy?

BORBaY: 3R, B, S T D Teed W TeWesHe I3
BoRBS BB 3eDBROTBR..

3): 883, ey B AL R B8 DT Betd, Fot3N3T ci’)dxg
®Be0TRES® 3rQeT?

BORY: DD STRYRY eLPTeeTE, clrodad) BeeTaBRE
©0B0? 09303, I N B FBR eI DN ..
3783 F0 2, BID ) IOT DTRPY).. Bnewe BD
QTe FoBIOTIN 08 J0DREA ToD.. Bt Bmetd,F L3S

zB0dee B,3080mD DHTTLR I3, N VTS, ¥BD DT,
BRBO Bodwerivy S, NS dDyrie BeBO HodTHaNeNs..

B: BT Fed, VT, Tert FJFOT ery,? 23800080 QTIe
SONY HoT BID Seaed, BBY, T I FFoDD.. oLy
So803 Bed B3 ILRE DB eed Beer).. ROTeE
2002 D & B0e393 T SpBdee DB @dde DTNV
3Ba3eed 2Ot BT WSS, IJ 03, oR), BTG B,T3R
Zol), 598:P0ONT Sotd S V@S QW. 85 52B0TT
Arexgdee Wriod IS SIH..

BORY: A2 BePeIeB0T), For) VB, SRAEDBRYS 3.
33 B, TS DoY), B3 WIS, TS B )eB. Fo¥ &3 DONYS,
B8, dozen, IRedn,.. Few TNYRY, Tgiee Be3 9
Q... B BB BOWOHAT TR e mdaﬁrﬁ%ﬁa‘; Cgriee
DD .. I DR & eSINTY JedBReNTIS...

o

3Q: @dmﬁ 30239 cifada ammo@ ...

BORadY: (BAod b2 Bwed) weewdNo3 dedad S3ee, Y
..



D €

=

[Broreds ci)zg,ci’)mzse)ob, Po0DT. ssémg Qegen. Boe. Bya®
D) JBIOF Ber DR) JoFeeFe IoBY FHIN JTL

302edD3WT. |

Bo. ZHF: I TDeg Dperrieold. Jwed BIRPO
ﬁaaiécb eﬂdsazs N..

BRYBI0* BJer: &7 OF0BT A, F0BREFI?

Bo. BZHFY: WD JBIS3 BOIT B BRHIOC..
@) 3337995900 @B, MR &3250080N o evoNas.

BRYPR0* BJyer: 0drec Dedodh)?

Bo. B@yS: B O0HRTZN0T  BUIRAWS  SFSINW
SogpermaN  ToBmerhdW.  OBToR, & Feeniw
BB, AFBDRY,  BBBDES. B W0RDBDT
BBeTNFO eI IS 300% BeIYNT.

[o0dBon &) B ©)SedDSIT. ]

De0O0ON:  TR080, IBATIC. ORBFr Be9d0T e
23,8000 FVRTIFAOT BVRBIGS, ..

Bo. BHJIT: DoY) 53@5& DoadRSeBENR) TT.. A,
m_)doﬁ@d) B50ed,FoLdTSON0Z BOTT  AgeS3Y, N
OBEBER0BWYT..

QIBDE: A, STD O 350 rerDBT?

Bo. BJI: By LE eﬂds'aas D938, 3obT* FOor® eﬂairade
BO0LIYT’, OIT.. VBT DoTpesraeN JOTeIeR..

). BROE: Vo) By ST BOTT Jedeevadd, Bpree
CESLTMICTA NI

FBICF Ber: B3t Bedde B SOOI IINY
Swewd, JIVoRT 0T V@D ©WoB eV AITES..
B e D, 36D, v JTF cbeer ¥d. eV
AN REMETC IR AL IA o} d»soémﬁ NeQ). &)‘\1 .

Bo. Zat: wdBe  JAILNSTD @g@&)émﬁ
JBaeNw3. B3 eadeszs ABEDE PoUBT BBV BOXT
dédﬁgrw@m 208, FoBTBHST.



B3B3 6G0 ©On, wwed AW, & ORBFS 30D
BeRIFRNVRY, BYHIT

Bo. ZF: Vel B ale O, OIJeFre JoBTSTR,
BT, eSeBe) BB TwBTD, B8TT DTN are3ER
DY), DYDY

BZBIE: 0T A, IB O Teo3on BREALSTe?

Bo0RToN: Fe¥AOT Fecpowd meBdred) B, BpolTeds.
OFR, PPN BPDIeNSFeS  odped 23071
wdDrieeadTie Do) 3 YT, S S8 By Briohee

RouDRe.

BIB3E: QVONR A,eBITIBE DT BOTITNYRY, FoR B
Qe ud@mﬁd 003908 PO, Bmeed, FotISTD.. VT,

ede303ed?

Bo. BFW: 0B;B ,eSe00nf BOBITI0TT T Ves03
TRNW. dY DweBde D,AFT @33 08 HOHeT
@méd)dfa Q).

D). Bef: B VU ByTom eBdee pe Foe¥ FNRASoD
Sdeor’ @aded BeBw VDB, DeFBYE IO DR
2033, Fexd IQTeIe..

B3B3 : B3 WRATY 2DoLTTe Bz ??

ToORToN: RQUIIF DTV BE)  ®ATE3 INYDTI

ZRNYI3N%...

QIIDE: DI VYY) ST R)d@@d)d IR RADIICNR..
(o]

B 003

[Fowdel. modabedad FeId OF. meordDond 3yrt
;B TRITIT. T0WDTON VTR, BV BTt Ve, BIoTTW)
O BoZ IF FeBe8. BDY MYRJT BRG OB,
eVZedd BB BTONDBY. TT BF,TO VIV,
@0 Ton. BFIWENL, RO rieeddDII ]

3DUe: wdBRe TBWeP), B[O W), 750
3edpeceeso VR,  FIT. wID  BYNYY @)
OI/NTB0 DTRFES JoIVTe BT Ty TS
208¢ 3G - TR T3S, BRFAW werddd, BIR
363, Caord 3. adde 33!

dnsoémﬁ RN WINT FoRdNYY Texh To30IR 0T
Sebrt 300TeI0B3, W SeweriSe Jeeddpe odng.. B
BeacSe ZoBR 0B J0BTR Tor) BVPAVES, o3 3PaleeHaNY).
gmeride @3edrie3eS ©oe SedwmeNmeeNd. @ edzte
S, TeeTE3 VTPE FIWNYR GVRIZR0W Teerieed..



ﬁd)é} @c?g)ﬁf@& e30RREORTT [P emdoeeSaie VR IBD
VYD, AT, T, DITOLIN,LeD.. (VF ), o)

[B<) e8Be0° Mste ol o, B Sereatnoddrt TSedBN. |

T): 0963 ©6.. [FoBTD0T LB 0B BedwaddB ey S9] SOIT
T BoT woddTee S8BT, ABST SJeaOIQ..

WDNEI: u%?;ob ?naom?

Bo. BRI [BFR LT IR 0T B03e0
SwNadeeddie BB
SoodyerdORnen Wi3BmeN 039,08 Wod, HBB SOIT
Jedevady.. BB VTS U9 JOTpe S8BT B8NS, Rl ed..

FBNYOST QU @dsaémzscs

BRD: oY) 118, €39, BT, ?
3): 811 ONT eeg?

@e0rTor: 2,08 ey, rigdwertode.. TD 3BT A
003, 3D 3BT AOIT e VS eATR) I, BV
ARHJYD. BRI JIANTY, BT sdRIINYY DR), BRI
JOSTLE, D8 BYIIeD.. oI 3BBFOSIR, DS
BTTIeD..

QIOE: BRI DoY) A BOIFY a38T0e B8OTIeD. .

JeedD: HI03 [0 mmﬁé 230 e I[SETB
3—-’%3@ 3 &’)eéobaﬂg( WTTIONTVBR 903eJ97

3d: v, OFIVBAR ST BID woBd ¥, VT
VIV ITD) BRLTITEE BRCTIRDEIT 903,

Do0RTon: doddag 03 BeoBZ008 Tk ADNT
mdrﬁ%ﬁai@( 0 &’)omu) 8®§c§e5 £903...

) BYF': SBT e DB WO BRFELIBTVH L W) WEIY,? Bs
BROTY BRre3smRIN BCDITFode?

wBrhE: DONYS, 8 BeYesatduy dIDH  YnY
VRBRYL BJozode BOWNTIT.. BVBVeOT AT
BVEL3BY, WotHa!, VYoB WDIY BB BITAIe WOT..
edR Hort BODBR0D BeerDHd B3N S BYIVRer..

@20T0r: Bed A, e, TBTBP ) 903 BT Iart
3OATY). BuBed), S Q0BT TWweETT B BoODHO
Re3aireN JJD, ey, wrivmeN STDERPNID,
2ridde P¥KmeN d BT dedade..

(@]

(o080 Beerbd. B D) SV TS, 58S TAYRY
32), 03TRT ]

3Q: B, ..



Ze): .. dmc«mq e@.. DVDONY ABWA3  3eR.. cD_"o&)d
S, 00T BN ¥3,.. DIah wRY, DBS, WeYWe XW)..
20e aﬁd)@..

3O Bp. AN 63, Meody ARITe WQ. T oY
R, D S,Te SAT...




ACT |

Scene 1 — Praveen’s Home

A modest middle-class living room. Evening. The ceiling fan whirs lazily. On the dining table,
two schoolbags lie open, books spilling out. PRAVEEN, early 40s, tall, lean, in crisp shirt and
trousers, sits with a sealed envelope in his hands. His wife, ANITA, late 30s, wears a simple
cotton saree, her expression tired yet alert. A pot of dal simmers in the background. There is
a weight of unspoken expectation in the air.

PRAVEEN
(holding the envelope, with suppressed excitement)
Anita. It has come. The letter.

ANITA
(not looking up from the kitchen counter)
Letter? From whom?

PRAVEEN
From the Department of Atomic Research.

Pause. ANITA turns, wiping her hands on her saree. She studies him carefully. PRAVEEN
opens the envelope with ceremony, unfolds the letter, and begins to read aloud.

PRAVEEN

(reading)

“Mr. Praveen Kumar, you have been selected among the eight engineers nationwide to
participate in the Advanced Nuclear Research Program, with training in the United States,
followed by direct field posting. This is a matter of national significance. Your contribution will
be remembered.”

(He lowers the letter, voice swelling with pride)

Do you hear that? One among eight.

ANITA
(flatly)
And what does “field posting” mean?

PRAVEEN
It means deployment. They’re sending me to oversee construction—deep in the forests, near
some village land. Strategic location.

ANITA
So you'll leave me with two children, all alone?

PRAVEEN



Not forever. The training, yes, in the US. Then the posting—months, maybe years. But
Anita—this is history. Our country, our science, our future.

ANITA
Future? Or your ambition?

(PRAVEEN stiffens. A tense silence. The fan creaks overhead.)

PRAVEEN
It is bigger than me. Bigger than us. We are building what others said we could not.

ANITA
And if something goes wrong? If you—(breaks off, her voice cracking)—if you don’t come
back?

PRAVEEN
(softening, then firm again)
I will come back. And when | do, our children will say: my father built the future.

ANITA
And in the meantime, who will help them with homework? Who will take them to school?
Who will hold them when they cry? You chase “the nation”—I am left to chase your shadow.

PRAVEEN
(angrily, cutting her off)
Enough. Don’t make this small. Don’t make me small.

(Silence. ANITA stares at him. She slowly turns away, stirring the dal again. The domestic
rhythm resumes, but brittle.)

ANITA

(stiffly)

Then go. Go build your “National Project”. And may you not forget the sound of your
children’s voices while you build machines that hum louder than them.

(PRAVEEN looks at her, letter clutched tight. Lights dim.)



Scene 2 — The Village Tea Shop

A small roadside tea stall, wooden benches, chatter of villagers. Apsara, early 20s,
sharp-eyed and restless, serves tea with reluctant grace. Her father is absent. SURESH,
mid-20s, brash, chewing guthka, lounges on a bench with two cronies. ANEESH, also
mid-20s, thoughtful and earnest, enters later. Multiple overlapping conversations create a
chorus of village life.

SURESH
(slapping the table)
Apsara! Tea, extra strong. For a man who can handle it.

APSARA
(frowning, pouring tea without looking at him)
Tea doesn’t make a man.

SURESH
Then what does? Maybe your smile?

(Cronies laugh. APSARA sets the cup down sharply, spilling some.)

APSARA
Here. Drink before your tongue rots from guthka.

SURESH
(taking it, unbothered)
Ah, fire in her voice. That's why | come here every day. Not for tea—for you.

APSARA
Then find another excuse. This is a tea shop, not your stage.

Villagers chuckle. Just then ANEESH enters, carrying a bag of supplies. He sees the scene,
hesitates, then approaches.

ANEESH
Suresh, leave her alone.

SURESH

(mocking)

And here comes the noble Aneesh. Protector of maidens. Tell me, do you earn enough to
protect even yourself?

ANEESH
(quietly, but firm)
Respect her.



SURESH
Or what? You'll lecture me with your half-education?

APSARA intervenes, stepping between them.

APSARA
Enough, both of you. Aneesh—don’t waste your words. And Suresh—(coldly)—you think
chasing me proves anything? It only proves your emptiness.

SURESH stiffens, but hides it under a laugh. He spits his guthka into the dust.

SURESH

One day, Apsara. You'll see who really stands with this village. There is a government
organisation that will be starting a building construction soon near the lake. (He gets up)
Once | start working for them, you'll be the one chasing me.

He exits with cronies. ANEESH looks at APSARA, concerned.

ANEESH
You shouldn’t face him alone.

APSARA

(smiling faintly)

And you shouldn’t fight battles that lead nowhere. Drink your tea, Aneesh. The world outside
is changing. | feel it.

(They sit in silence as villagers murmur. The tea shop hums with tension. Lights fade.)



Scene 3 — Mantri’'s Home, Evening

The room is dimly lit with a single bulb. A small wooden table holds papers, files, and an
inkpot. Mantri sits at the table, looking weary but determined. His wife, Savitri, sits nearby,
quietly stitching a blouse. The sound of crickets outside fills the pauses between their words.

Savitri:
(softly) You've hardly eaten, again. Since morning, you’ve been scribbling away like one of
those endless government clerks. What is it today? Another speech for the committee?

Mantri:

(smiling faintly, looking up) Not a speech. Notes. Preparing for tomorrow’s council. They
want explanations for the city’s expansion budget. Every rupee questioned, every intention
doubted.

Savitri:

(sets her stitching aside, leans in) They doubt because they don’t see what you see. You
speak of roads, markets, and new housing... but to them it’s just maps and numbers. You
carry the city inside you, that’s your burden.

Mantri:

(sighs deeply) Burden... or curse? Sometimes | wonder if all these plans will mean anything.
These young engineers—they think me old, outdated. And the
shopkeepers—(pauses)—they see me as the enemy, the man who will chase them out for
“progress.”

Savitri:

(firm, yet gentle) You’ve given your life to this city. Not for wealth, not for applause.
Remember, it was you who fought to keep the old market standing when the others wanted
to tear it down overnight. You’ve never forgotten the people, even if they forget you.

Mantri:
(touched, looking at her) And yet... (hesitates) today a letter came. (He pulls an envelope
from his coat pocket, unfolding it slowly.) From the Department of Atomic Research—DAR.

Savitri:
(leans closer, concerned) Atomic Research? What do they want with you?

Mantri:

(reading aloud) “We request your presence, (da, da, da). Matters of civic importance require
your insight.” (lowers the paper, frowning) Strange. No official seal, no protocol. Just... a
summons.

Savitri:

(placing a hand on his) Perhaps they seek your wisdom. Perhaps they, too, are searching for
a bridge between their dreams and the city’s soul. There’s no one better than you who can
handle financial matters.



Mantri:
(half-smile, touched by her faith) You always speak as if I'm still that young man who stood
on the steps of the old Assembly Hall, shouting for justice.

Savitri:

(warmly) Because | still see him. The world has changed, yes. You have lines on your face,
and your voice is quieter. But you still believe in progress. That’'s why they write to you.
That’'s why you must go.

He folds the letter slowly, almost ceremonially, and tucks it back into his coat. His expression
is one of resolve, but also curiosity.

Mantri:
| have to leave tomorrow, then. The Government always calls us back, doesn’t it?

Savitri:
(smiles) And you always answer.

The light fades as Mantri sits back, lost in thought, while Savitri resumes her stitching—her
presence calm and steady beside him. The faint sound of a temple bell drifts in from afar.



ACT I

Scene 4 — Ajji’s Courtyard

(Late afternoon. The courtyard is a small island of coolness: a neem tree throws a slow,
breathing shadow; a low charpoy sits beneath it. A battered brass lamp hangs from a beam.
Somewhere nearby water moves — the faint, steady lap of the lake, a gull or two calling far
off. The smell of wet earth and fresh jasmine hangs heavy in the air. AJJI, frail but luminous,
sits on the charpoy with a long string of jasmine across her lap. Her fingers are sure,
methodical; she hums a low, old tune as she threads flowers. ANEESH is seated
cross-legged on a mat, a little distance from her. He is restless in a way that is not quite
agitation — his hands fumble with a folded scrap of paper in his pocket; he smooths his shirt
sleeve, hides his eyes when Ajji looks up at him. He is trying, quietly, to be composed.)

(Sound: the hush of the lake, a distant hammer from the site, a koel’s call. Lighting: warm,
late-day gold on the leaves; when Ajji speaks, a soft pool of light centers on the charpoy.)

AJJI

(slow, the kind of slow that fills silence)

They made roads here, once. Not for carts—just for the priests who walked to the lake. You
could hear a bell there every evening, and the lake would answer back with a soft ripple. The
land remembered their names. When they called a child by the river, the river learned the
name and kept it safe.

(ANEESH shifts; he makes a half-gesture to hide the scrap of paper.)

ANEESH

(voice low; he is careful with his words)

Ajji... | keep thinking about what the men from the city said—about progress, about lights
that will come to our houses. They promise the world. But—

(He stops; his hands find his knees. He looks away, then back. There is an awkward,
guarded tenderness in how he watches the yard: when he thinks of Apsara he blushes under
his skin; but he does not say her name. He smooths his shirt again. He is trying not to betray
himself.)

AJJI

(smiling into the work of her hands, not looking up yet)

Progress is hungry, Aneesh. It eats small things first—paths, hedges, old graves—and then
it gets hungrier. A man thinks if he builds a house with bright windows, he has made a home.
But a home remembers who sat by its hearth, not how many panes of glass the windows
had.

(ANEESH inhales; the folded scrap scrapes inside his pocket. He takes it out like a man
taking a stone, turns it over, smooths it. Perhaps it is a note he wrote but could not say;
perhaps it is a leaf—either way, the audience sees him trying to contain a private weather.)

ANEESH
(softly)



Apsara says the forest is a book. She reads it like scripture. I... | think she reads me the
same way sometimes. | do not tell her. It would make things... heavier.

(He chuckles once, a sound half embarrassed, half helpless. Ajji finally looks up. The light
finds the small lines at her eyes.)

AJJI

Ah. The heart learns to be secret when it is frightened. It is like a bird that will not sing if the
hawk is near. But listen—do not hide the little lights inside you, Aneesh. They are not yours
alone. They will warm others if you let them.

(A beat. ANEESH laughs softly, a small, unbelieving sound.)

ANEESH

| am not brave like you, Ajji. | cannot say much. My father died young; | had to hold
things—not voices. So | hold my words like coins, counting them out slowly. | find myself
clumsy in front of her. | will say something foolish and she will—(he breaks off).

(AJJI nods, and with a motion of her hand she tucks a jasmine into the string she’s making,
then passes it to Aneesh without fuss.)

AJJI

Let me tell you a story. When | was a girl, the lake had a child that no one claimed—an
orphan, small as a sparrow. He followed the fishermen every morning and learned to tie the
nets. People said, “Take him to the city; he will be a servant.” But the river wrapped him in its
mornings and the banyan lent him stories. One day a storm came; the river rose and took
the nets. And you know what the boy did... (Her voice softens)

ANEESH

(He looks at her with a new light: the story is not about the child alone. It is about belonging
and about the courage that comes from being seen.)

He swam with all his strength and got the nets back...

AJJI
You see, child—love does not always need big words. Sometimes it needs a small deed and
a steady heart.

(ANEESH clutches the jasmine string; his fingers tremble. He opens his mouth to speak, but
the sound of a distant truck and raised voices from the construction site makes him shut it.)

ANEESH

(trying to keep the tremor out of his voice)

They cut another belt of trees at dawn. The men from the city said... they said the land will
be grateful. As if land could sign papers.

AJJI
(leaning forward, the jasmine between her fingers like a rosary)
The land will not sign, but it will remember. Remember the births, the deaths, the songs, the



stolen cherries from an orchard when the moon was full. It keeps them like a ledger, but not
of numbers—of names, of faces. And when men come and uproot root after root, the ledger
grows long with questions.

(He swallows and is quiet. He is clearly hiding more: glances down the path every few
seconds.)

ANEESH

(voice falters; he laughs, embarrassed at the breadth of feeling)

| keep thinking—if | had nothing to lose, | would stand before them and shout. But... this land
feeds my family. If they promise wages, | have mouths here. The coin tastes like survival.
How do you choose?

AJJI

(patient, fierce)

You do not choose with your stomach alone, boy. You ask: when these coins are gone, what
will be left to eat?

Long ago, | walked where the Sharavathi leaps like a white scarf from the cliff. The roar
carried prayers, whether you wished or not. They built dams there too, child. Said it was for
light in the cities. Each time the river shrank, her fish lost their way.

(Silence. ANEESH looks down, the scrap of paper in his palm now unfolded: it is a small
list—names, errands—then, at the bottom, a single word crossed out. He stuffs it back into
his pocket. The audience senses he has been composing a confession and could not deliver
it.)

(At this moment, the courtyard gate opens soft-footed. APSARA enters. The late light draws
her outline; she moves with the purposeful quiet of someone used to being practical and
stubborn at once. She does not immediately notice Aneesh’s unease; she is carrying a small
basket of herbs, and a sapling wrapped in cloth. There is a brief pause as all three take each
other in. Ajji’s face brightens like a lamp being blown on.)

AJJI
(in vernacular; warm, teasing)
Come, my child—why do you look as if you have lost everything?

(APSARA pauses at the charpoy, sets down the basket, and moves closer. She folds her
hands to Ajji in respect, then to Aneesh with a glance that is not quite the meeting of
strangers. ANEESH quickly smooths his sleeves, pretending to be intent on his own
shoe-laces. He fails to hide a blush and a half-smile.)

APSARA

(breathing in the smell of jasmine; voice steady but fierce)

Ajji. The men are cutting deeper. They cut through where the kakkar bird nests. They cut the
banyan’s young shoots. We tried to stop them at the road, but—(she swallows) we were only
two.



AJJI

(takes Apsara’s hand, squeezes it)

You were two and because you were two, the land heard you. That is how movements
begin—one foot stepping, another following.

(APSARA looks at Aneesh and then at Ajji; something between them stirs — a tide of
unspoken recognition.)

APSARA

(looking now at Aneesh; quietly)

Aneesh came to the site today. He stood with a placard at my side. He did not shout. He
held the sign so the wind would not take it.

(ANEESH'’s face goes several shades red; he looks at his hands as if they belonged to
someone else. He reaches, falters, then places his jasmine string on Ajji’s lap.)

ANEESH

I—(he pauses, then manages) | thought if | shouted, they would laugh. If | stood, maybe they
would listen. | am... not brave in the way of stories. | am clumsy with words around you. But
Ajji... and Apsara—you are what keeps me from being entirely small.

(APSARA’s expression shifts — she has seen this sort of quiet courage before; she does not
scorn it. Instead, the corners of her mouth soften. AJJI watches them, pleased; she reads
the silence like scripture.)

AJJI

(speaking to both, with the steady certainty of someone who has watched many seasons)
Listen—when the wind comes and the machines sing their iron song, do not let your hearts
harden like old pots. Bring water, bring children’s laughter, bring your fools and your fighters.
Hold together. Speak when you must and hold when you must not. Your love need not be
shouted from the rooftops to be a force. Remember the boy by the lake: the river did not
name him by thunder but by presence. Presence keeps people whole.

(She pauses, looking toward the lake where the light is thinning. Thunder threatens far off;
the leaves shudder.)

AJJl

(softly)

Tonight, tie a light to the banyan’s low branch. A lamp for those who pass in the dark. It is
small, yes. But a lamp is a witness. When the forest forgets, our lamps will remind it of us.

(APSARA nods, moved. ANEESH reaches for the sapling he brought and offers it to Ajji as if
asking permission to plant it. Neither speaks of the tender, awkward thing that sits between
them; it is enough that they stand together. Ajji takes the sapling, touches its leaves.)

AJJl

(stroking the tiny leaves as if naming them)

This child will know your names, if you tell it often. When you plant, speak the names of
those you love—so roots will remember both soil and story.



(A long, contented silence. The charpoy creaks. Somewhere, a child laughs. The distant
sound of a diesel engine — a reminder of the coming machines — is swallowed by the low
chorus of the lake and the neem.)

ANEESH
(quiet, but with new steadiness)
We will plant it tomorrow, Ajji. At dawn. | will be there before the sun.

(APSARA looks at him with something like approval, and perhaps gratitude. Ajji smiles,
folding a jasmine into the sapling’s cloth.)

AJJI
Good. And Aneesh—if you must hide feelings, hide them under deeds. Let your actions be
the letters you do not say aloud. That will be enough to feed future mouths.

(They laugh softly — it is a gentle, private sound. The afternoon cools into evening. The light
thins to amber; the jasmine scent grows more intense. The three of them sit together
beneath the neem, a small island of resistance and tenderness in a world that is starting to
clamor. The sound of the distant construction grows imperceptibly louder, but here it is a
faraway tide.)

(Lights slowly dim to a warm pool on the charpoy as the scene ends.)



Scene 5 — The Engineers

The trio enter the stage and pause as they are in the middle of a conversation. Only their
half of the stage is lit.

PRAVEEN
We need more villagers. Labour, transport, food supply. Otherwise we will not meet the
deadline.

MANTRI
We keep to the clock. No deviation. Tasks assigned, tasks executed.

DURGA
(reluctantly)
And if they resist?

PRAVEEN
Then we convince them. Promise wages. Promise roads. Promise light bulbs and taps.

MANTRI
(hollow laugh)
Promise whatever you like. Delivery is irrelevant. Completion is all.

PRAVEEN
We have someone from the village who has agreed to ferry workers to and from the
construction site. A lorry driver. He looks pretty... Influential.

MANTRI:
We are anyway going to meet the people ourselves. The city folk will ask for higher wages,
so it's best we utilise local manpower.

DURGA:
What about those two who tried to protest? That girl and the boy.

PRAVEEN:
Right now we can ignore them. The swimming pool reactor has to be built within three
months, so let's focus on that.

They continue walking and the other half of the stage slowly comes to light. We see that it is
the same village tea shop from earlier.

MANTRI:
This is where we're meeting them?

PRAVEEN:

Yes, let's go inside. Remember, try to convince as many people as possible. The sooner we
finish, the sooner we go back to our families.

Fade to blackout.



Scene 6 — Protest and Betrayal

(Outside the construction site. A wire fence, machinery humming. APSARA and ANEESH
hold placards, voices raised. Workers pass by, some hesitant. Suddenly SURESH emerges
in a construction helmet, carrying tools.)

APSARA
(stunned) Suresh? You?

SURESH
(avoiding her gaze) You shouldn’t be here. Take your protest placards and go somewhere
else.

ANEESH
(furious) You sold out your own land.

SURESH
(mocking)
The land doesn’t feed my stomach. Wages do.

APSARA
(bitterly)
And when the forest and the lake are gone, what will your wages buy?

ANEESH:

How many illegal things will you end up doing, Suresh? First you were mining sand from the
lake bed, then you started transporting the timber that was felled. Do you take pride in
driving this... this lorry of destruction?

SURESH
I’'m fine with me rotting in this village, but my sisters, they deserve better. I'm doing
everything | can to get them out of this god forsaken village as soon as | can.

ANEESH
You can'’t be ferrying our villagers to the construction site. Tomorrow, we will have nothing
here to call “our land” when it goes to the Government.

(They lock eyes. A long silence. SURESH walks away. APSARA trembles with anger. Lights
shift.)

DURGA enters the scene.

APSARA:

Akka, please, you need to stop this. If this lake is gone, we need to walk for a longer
distance to fetch water.

DURGA:



You need not worry about that. We are also planning to build borewells for the villagers so
that you have easy access to water. (Earnestly) Why do you look so troubled? You two are
the only ones who are not willing to join the workforce here. The people from your village are
getting paid well, more than what their crops can offer them in a month.

ANEESH:
How would you feel if your childhood playground is getting destroyed?

DURGA:

(smiles) You know, | was born near the Sharavati too. My mother has told me so many
stories of the lake and the forest here. But now that land has started to decay. One part of
the lake is turning into a swamp and that’'s why the Government has sanctioned the land to
be utilised for the construction.

APSARA:
What are you building there anyway?

DURGA
(cautiously and with pride)
We are building this region’s first nuclear reactor.

APSARA:
Nuclear?! After what happened at Japan? Aneesh! A nuclear reactor!!

DURGA:
(hushing her) Don’t worry, this reactor is a swimming pool reactor. It is safe. Which is why we
need to make use of the water in the lake.

APSARA
I’'m sorry, | cannot listen to this nonsense... (Storms out and exits)

ANEESH:
(curious) A swimming pool reactor huh?

DURGA
Yes, a nuclear reactor that is built underwater. The water helps to contain the heat.

ANEESH:
| do remember studying about it...

DURGA:
What have you studied?

ANEESH:
Diploma in civil engineering... But | discontinued it.

DURGA:



Well you can still join the construction team. I'm sure whatever you have studied will help in
completing your work faster. We pay daily wages.

APSARA (off-stage)
Aneesh, come quickly!

ANEESH
(Conflicted)
I... I need to go. (Exits)

DURGA:
Good job, Durga. (Pats herself on her back) Looks like we will have one more worker soon.



ACT Il

Scene 7: The New Deadline

(Interior, Engineers’ quarters — a makeshift office of wooden tables, maps, blueprints pinned
on walls. A single fan whirs overhead. PRAVEEN, MANTRI, and DURGA sit, grim-faced. A
clerk delivers a sealed envelope, salutes, and exits. Silence.)

PRAVEEN

(reading)

“...in light of parliamentary debate and the Honourable Minister’s announcement... the
project deadline is advanced by three months. We must demonstrate operational readiness
before the year’s end.”

(He lowers the letter. The weight of it hangs in the room.)

MANTRI
Three months. Impossible. The pool walls alone require stainless steel lining — the shipment
pending from Bombay Harbour.

DURGA
(snarling)
Forget the shipment. Even if it arrives tomorrow, we can’t weld and test in time. Unless we...

PRAVEEN
(unsteady, pacing)
Unless we switch material.

MANTRI
You can’t line a reactor pool with paint.

DURGA

(sarcastic)

Not paint. Epoxy. The Americans use it in their cooling towers. A coat thick enough, it'll pass
inspection — at least until the ministers cut their ribbon.

PRAVEEN
And the RCC walls?

MANTRI
Cement slurry. Thin, fast-setting. No one will dig below.

(A long silence. They avoid each other’s eyes.)

PRAVEEN
Do you know what this means? Stainless steel costs eighteen rupees a kilo. Epoxy, two
rupees a tin.



DURGA
The math speaks for itself. If we slash material costs, we can funnel the excess to wages.
Keep the villagers quiet, keep the labour coming.

MANTRI

(gravely)
At what cost?

PRAVEEN

(voice cracking)

The cost is my conscience. But the country asks. The minister commands. History will not
wait for the weak.

(They sit in silence, papers rustling in the fan’s breeze. Finally, MANTRI speaks.)

MANTRI

And this boy Aneesh? He learns quickly. A boy of the soil, but steady with a shovel. He
listens. He’s dangerous though. If he speaks against us, the others will follow. If he bends
with us, the village bends too.

DURGA
Offer him foreman wages. Twice what he earns now.

PRAVEEN
Yes. Buy time with coins. Cut steel with paint. The country will clap. And the land — the land
will remember nothing.

(Lights dim slowly on their strained faces.)



Scene 8: The Felling of the Tallest Tree

Setting: Early morning. A clearing near the construction site. Workers have just felled a giant
tree, its trunk stretching across the stage. The sound of the final axe stroke echoes as
silence falls. Birds scatter. Villagers murmur in disbelief. SURESH storms in, breathless,
carrying his bicycle by the handlebar. Two workers look guilty, lowering their tools.

VILLAGER 1
(whispering)
That tree... my grandfather said it was older than our village.

VILLAGER 2
They said only the smaller ones were to go. Who gave this order?

(SURESH throws his bicycle down, enraged.)

SURESH
Who touched it? Who dared?

WORKER
We—we were told to clear the line for the road. It's a... A misunderstanding, Sureshanna...

SURESH
Misunderstanding? This was the tree that cast shade on us every summer. My father tied my
cradle to its branches. And you chopped it down like firewood?

(He kicks at the felled trunk. His anger is raw but personal, less noble than political.)

SURESH

(voice breaking)

That tree meant respect. It meant... it meant something was still standing tall in this village
while the rest of us bent our backs. And now? Now they will laugh at us—city men,
engineers—laughing!

APSARA

(enters, urgent)

Sureshanna! Stop! It's done... nothing will bring it back. | just wish | could have come
earlier...

SURESH

(whirling on her)

Easy for you to say! You speak like you carry the forest on your shoulders. Me? | ferry these
men every day, | listen to their songs, their curses, their false promises. And now—what face
do | show my people? That | carried the men who killed our pride?

(He grabs his bicycle again, slamming the stand down.)

SURESH
No more. | won’t take a single soul to that cursed site. Let them walk, let them crawl. My
wheels will not betray me again.



(He begins wheeling away. APSARA runs after him, blocking his path.)

APSARA
(pleading)
Suresh, if you stop, they’ll find another way. But if you stay, you can watch. You can fight.

SURESH

(snapping)
Fight? I'm no hero, girl. I'm just tired of being everyone’s mule.

(He pushes past, leaving. The villagers gather around APSARA, murmuring fear and
unease. She watches him go, a mix of anger and sympathy. Lights dim on the felled tree as
thunder rumbles faintly in the distance.)



Scene 9: Ajji's Warning

Setting: Ajji’s courtyard again. Evening. Oil lamps glow. Villagers sit in a tense circle.
APSARA and ANEESH stand, faces determined. SURESH sits apart, brooding, arms
crossed. AJJI sits at the center, eyes closed, humming a low chant. Thunder rolls, closer this
time.

AJJI

(low, rhythmic)

The gods have been angered. The roots wept today when that tree fell. The wind has
shifted. A storm is marching to us.

(Murmurs ripple among the villagers. Some look frightened, others doubtful.)

VILLAGER 3
Ajji, storms come every monsoon. Why fear this one more than others?

AJJI
Because this one is not only rain. It is the echo of men’s deeds.

(She looks directly at the engineers’ quarters in the distance. Silence.)

APSARA

(standing, fierce)

Ajji is right. We can’t work another day. If we build with them, we bring this storm on our own
heads.

SURESH
(uncrossing arms, muttering)
Maybe she’s right. Maybe I've been a fool carrying them all these days.

ANEESH
(struggling, torn)
But if we stop, they’ll bring machines. They’ve said it before. Bulldozers, lorries, dynamite.

AJJI
Machines are only iron. Men still guide them. Men can refuse.

(A loud knock at the courtyard gate. Enter PRAKASH and MANTRI, stern, with DURGA
trailing nervously. They carry papers, looking furious.)

PRAKASH
Enough of this drama! If you refuse to work, we will bring every machine we have. The entire
forest will fall within a week.

MANTRI
Don't test the patience of the state. You think your protests scare us? We will raze this land
flat.

(Silence. The villagers stiffen. APSARA steps forward, trembling but defiant.)



APSARA
Then you'll have to run your machines over us first.

(Gasps from villagers. SURESH stands, surprisingly calm.)

SURESH
You'll find no one to drive your lorries. Not here. Not anymore.

(Tension thickens. A strong gust of wind sweeps the lamps. Darkness flickers. Distant
thunder booms again. AJJI raises her hand, steady, calm.)

AJJI
Listen. The forest already knows your answer.

(The engineers hesitate. Scene ends in silence but heavy foreboding.)



Scene 10: The Beginning

Setting: The half-finished construction site at the forest edge. Night. Bamboo scaffolds rise
crookedly around the unfinished pool, cement bags stacked haphazardly. Torches and
lanterns provide flickering light. The villagers gather on one side with APSARA, ANEESH,
and SURESH. On the opposite side stand PRAKASH, MANTRI, and DURGA, papers and
clipboards in hand. AJJI sits on a low stool in the middle, spinning cotton slowly, her
presence grounding everything. The sound of wind builds steadily in the background.

PRAKASH

(trying for authority, but weary)

We’ve come too far to turn back. Concrete’s been poured, foundations laid. The nation is
watching. Do you understand what that means?

APSARA
(quiet, bitter)
The nation doesn’t fetch water from this lake. We do.

MANTRI

(defensive)

You speak of a lake, girl, but we speak of history. The first reactor of its kind on this
continent! Our children will learn about this in their schoolbooks.

SURESH

(snarling, bitter laugh)

And what about our children? They’ll learn how their fathers dug their own graves for a bowl
of rice?

ANEESH

(uneasy, stepping between them)

Stop... stop turning everything into speeches. That’s all we’ve heard these past
weeks—speeches, promises, warnings. But what about truth?

(The engineers look at him with surprise; villagers murmur. Ajji continues spinning cotton,
silent but attentive.)

DURGA

(softly, almost ashamed)

Truth? Then hear mine. When they cut our budget, when they advanced our deadline, |
signed those papers knowing epoxy would fail one day. | told myself it wasn’t my problem. |
told myself someone else would fix it before it mattered.

(Silence falls; even the wind seems to pause. APSARA stares at her, stunned.)

APSARA
So you admit it. You knew.

DURGA
(voice breaking)



Yes. And still | stayed. Because walking away would mean throwing away everything |
studied for. Everything my family sacrificed for me. I'm not proud, but I'm not the only one
here who made that bargain.

(She looks at MANTRI and PRAKASH. They avert their eyes. The villagers murmur angrily,
but AJJI raises a hand for quiet.)

AJJI
(soft, steady)
Every bargain has a cost. Some pay with money. Some with soil. Some with their souls.

SURESH

(irritated, to Ajji)

Enough riddles, Ajji. What do we do now? Words won't keep the rain off our roofs when the
storm breaks.

AJJI

(looking at him with sharpness)

And yet words have carried you further than your bicycle wheels. Today you stand here, not
as ferryman, but as a man who chose.

(Suresh bristles, then falters. For the first time, he seems unsure.)

SURESH

(quiet)
| didn’t choose for anyone. | just... | couldn’t bear being the mule anymore.

ANEESH

(turning to him)

But that’s a choice, Sureshanna. Maybe braver than mine. | kept building. Every day | told
myself it wasn’t my fight, that Apsara’s anger was enough for both of us. But— (he falters,
glancing at Apsara) —she was right. If we don’t stop this, we’ll lose more than trees.

APSARA

(eyes shining, voice cracking but strong)

| only shouted because | was afraid. Afraid no one else would stand. Afraid the forest’s voice
would be mine alone. But it isn’t. Not anymore.

(ANEESH moves closer to her; their hands almost touch but don’t. Ajji watches, a faint smile
flickering.)

PRAKASH

(angrily, cutting in)

You think your feelings matter against a national project? Do you think we care for your
trees, your storms, your—your romances?

MANTRI

(firm but weary)

Careful, Prakash. They may be villagers, but they’re not fools. Without them, we have no
project.



PRAKASH

(snapping)
Then we’ll bring machines. We'll bring men from the city who don’t cry over trees.

SURESH

(grim)

Then you’ll have to teach those machines how to pray, because once they touch this soil,
even the gods will spit them out.

(A sudden gust of wind extinguishes several torches. Darkness deepens. Villagers huddle,
whispering. Thunder rumbles closer. AJJI stops spinning cotton and sets her spindle down
deliberately.)

AJJI
(voice low but carrying)
The storm is already here. You all feel it. Not just in the air, but in your hearts.

DURGA
(whispering, shaken)
Maybe she’s right. Maybe the storm will wash it all away before we finish.

MANTRI
(harsh, but uncertain)
Stop talking like frightened children. This is science, not sorcery. Steel, concrete, physics—

APSARA

(interrupting)

Steel? You replaced it with paint. Concrete? You watered it down with slurry. This isn’t
science. It's betrayal.

(Another flash of lightning. For an instant, everyone’s faces are starkly lit: fear, anger, doubt.
The forest seems to sway in the shadows.)

ANEESH

(to the engineers, quietly)

Tell me—when it fails, will you carry the bodies? Or will you leave them with us, like you
leave your waste and your lies?

(The engineers do not reply. The silence is heavier than thunder. AJJI rises slowly, her frail
frame straightening as though filled with unseen strength.)

AJJI
Tonight the forest will answer. Whether by wind, or by machine, you will hear it. And when
you do, remember this moment. Remember that you stood at the edge, and chose.

(The roar begins—distant at first, then louder. It's unclear: is it thunder rolling in waves, or
the grind of engines starting deep in the forest? Villagers panic, clutching each other.
Engineers shout orders, their voices swallowed. APSARA grips ANEESH'’s hand tightly at
last. SURESH steps forward as if to shield them. The sound grows deafening, the lights
flicker violently. Finally—blackout.)



Title (working): Carl D’silva: Conversations with the Wild
Summary:

This poetic, melancholic, and biographical play explores the life, creative journey, and
enduring legacy of Carl D’silva, the pioneering wildlife artist of Goa. Known for his
meticulous bird illustrations and collaborations with ornithologists like Salim Ali, Carl
dedicated his life to capturing the fragile beauty of nature and conserving it through art.

The narrative unfolds as Carl’s wife, Barbara, gathers his artworks and prepares them for
archival preservation at NCBS. In this process, the artworks themselves awaken, debating
their own significance, questioning what makes one creation more “important” than another,
and reflecting on the tension between lived experience and artistic representation. Through
these dialogues, the play interrogates profound philosophical and artistic questions: What
defines the value of art? How does an artist translate memory, observation, and wonder into a
lasting creation? How does one reckon with legacy, mortality, and the natural world?

The play moves fluidly between present and past: Barbara’s careful curation of Carl’s legacy,
Carl’s time-traveling memories of field encounters, and his reflections on the moments that
shaped his artistic vision. These sequences immerse the audience in the process of creation,
showing how encounters with birds, landscapes, and the act of observing life itself inform the
art that survives.

Blending object theatre, poetic reflection, and immersive storytelling, the play gives voice
to artworks, memory, and nature, making them active participants in the narrative. It is both a
tribute to Carl D’silva’s life and a meditation on art, memory, human-nature relationships,
and the meaning of legacy. Audiences are invited to witness the intimate intersection of life
and art, where creation is alive, questioning, and eternal — reminding us that art is not
merely a product, but a living testament to experience.

Characters:

Both painting and drawing imbibe the intentionality of the creator's creation.
Drawing - Logical, practical, critical, realist

Painting - self centric, dramatic, glorified.

Bird -

Carl D’silva, Barbara - Carl’s wife, Ashish - Wildlife photographer

Act -1
Scene 1: Carl artworks in conversation.

Scene 2 - Barbara and Carl’s soul in conversation.



Scene 3 - Ashish and Barbara — Nostalgic conversation.
Act -2

Scene 4: The Bird song.

Scene 5 - Carl and Anish documenting in the field.
Scene 6 - Carl and bird meeting

Scene 7 - Bird story on migration

Act -3

Scene 7: Carl's Creative Pondering of a Song.

Scene 8 - Carl expressing ecological concerns

Scene 9 - Carl and Artworks in conversation

- Artworks in conversation between themselves.

Act-1 Scene 1:
(Drawing entry and enacting the poem to the audience)

The scrappy, edgy, oh, the softness of the curves.
I look at myself. What am I?

I ask, who am I?

How is this me?

What makes me, me?

I once longed to be seen.

I remember the touch of my creator
the warmth of his fingers on paper,
the careful drag of graphite,

the whisper of brush on canvas.

Did he know me, or just my outline?

1 live here, beneath layers of dust and light.

Graphite drifts like fine soil in the sunbeam,

lines curl like restless vines,

feathers tremble in imagined wind.

Am I graphite powder? A bird? Or mere lines pressed to a page?

X (The air hums with memory,
the paper smells of earth, ink, and quiet rain,
sunlight dances across the curves of me.



Every motion, every shift asks:
what is life, if not this weaving of presence and breath?

I am intertwined dust, feather, ink, air,

a vessel for seeing, touching, flying.

I am waiting, listening,

breathing in the world that surrounds me.) X *lengthy want to cut*

What makes me?

What gives me life?

Am I only what I am drawn to be,

or something more,

a ripple in the wind,

a shadow moving across the page,

a spark between creator and creation?

(Scene cuts to Carl's artroom)
(Loud tearing sound turrrr.... and suddenly artworks are woken up again)

Painting & Drawing: (in harmony)
Ouch! Why are you tearing me?
(SCREAM)

Hey! Where am I going, Barbara?
Why are you packing me into this box?
Why am I layered over these sheets?

Ouch! Ouch!
Ahhh... well... this layer feels nice.
(Barbara opens a shelf.)

Drawing: Barbara, you know Carl used me constantly to replicate the bird I represent with
precision making copy after copy.

Painting:
Oh yeah? You talk like you’re more important than me.

Drawing: I might not be finished, coloured, detailed like you...but he came to me more
often.

Painting: (whispering): Ah... can’t wait for Barbara to find you and toss you out.
Drawing: What did you say?

Painting: I said... you talk like you’re my equal.

Drawing: So you’re telling me Barbara’s going to throw me away?

Painting: (crackly throat, exhaling): I mean... who’s coming to look at you anyway?

Drawing: Well, you hang on that wall like you’re so high and mighty
but don’t forget you’re an impression that came through me.



Painting: Okay, tell me what are you even?

Drawing: Duh, Artwork!?

Painting: Oh, ya sure! (signs) bunch of scribbles.

Drawing: why do you have to make me feel non existent, is it to make yourself important?
Painting: wait, not your fault. Your purpose was only... process.

Drawing: Ah, yeah?

Painting: (boastful): I am the one closest to the true impression of the bird. You see?

Drawing: Sure you have admirers. They’ve made copies of you in books.
You’re complete, yes.

But admiration alone isn’t the intention of an artwork.

I am the evidence of his process. Aren’t [?

Painting: (exhales) but isn't it the intention of creation?
Drawing: [ surely think, glorification was not the intention here.
Painting: what do you think was it then?

Drawing: To educate, to stay true to the real life reference mostly. That’s what Carl focused
on scientifically making the bird drawings accurate to its anatomy. He tirelessly repeated till
it came close to truth.

Painting: But then, I understand it was not mere inspiration, he paid attention to life. Well,
your purpose ends here doesn't it?

Drawing: Surely not, I will be the evidence to his practice.

Painting: (excited):( signs) Anyways.. I am excited for where I am gonna be next.
Omg, omg! What if it's a huge gallery?
Maybe a museum in London! I was exhibited once!

Drawing:

Barbara’s forgotten me...?

Well, I hope you enjoy your museum life.
Every bird lover will be fascinated.

Painting:

Oh yes. I’'m not just anybody.

Visitors will gaze at me, so sophisticated

oh, the lighting, the framing... you can’t even imagine.

(Carl’s soul listening to all these conversations.)



Scene 2 - Barbara and Carl’s soul in conversation

(Barbara enters the room, feelings flooding her as she walks into the room)

It’s years since you’ve been gone,

Yet the smell of you still lingers on.

I could tell your students you won’t return,
But they still carry your lessons back.

The birds and trees must still be hoping

To see you once again.

But I could never bring myself to tell your artworks,
Your brushes, your table.

They remain untouched, unmoved,

As though you’d return to them tomorrow.

Strange, how it feels you’ve only gone
On a short field trip.

Every time I walk into this room,
Holding onto these things,

1t’s like I could hold you too.

You stay alive

In these fragments,

These pieces of your art.

I never want to let you go,

But your legacy will live on.

And if these works are safer elsewhere,
D’ll let them journey bit by bit.

Not as a goodbye.

But so they may be seen,

So they may know you through them.
For I know,

Your memories will live in them.

(Barbara exhales, looking at the room, touching her forehead and silently sitting down.

Barbara:
Oh my God... junk, junk, junk! Junk everywhere!
Why did he collect all this junk?

Carl’s Soul:
Darling, you know... that stick could be a tool, remember?
(Barbara holds up a bag of bottle caps.)

Oh no, not that! We keep it so it’s not discarded in nature
it has to be recycled! Darling no, don’t throw it!

(Barbara, exhausted, mutters as she digs through the shelves.)



Barbara:
Why did he have so many of these?
(drops them into the third bag of ‘“‘junk”)

Barbara (into phone):
Yes, Mr. Venkat, I’m all set to send them.

Venkat (voice):
Don’t worry everything will be safe with us, Barbara.
Just like Carl would have wanted.

Drawing: Hey look, how Barbara looks is struggling to part ways with us.

Painting: oh, ya it must be hard to change so much when the person lives the physical world
but so alive in you.

Drawing: Right, it must be harder to remove things when you want the space of the person to
continue to remain.

Painting: I agree.
Drawing: Keep us must have felt like keeping parts of him alive.

Painting: right, I agree.

Scene 3 - Ashish and Barbara documenting with nostalgic sharing

(Barabara satisfied after her packing taking a sense of relief. Ashish at the door bell,
welcomes him inside showing all the assorting she has managed to do. Both of glancing at
them and conversation begins) *need to complete this scene™

Ashish:
Isn’t this what Carl would have wanted?

Barbara:

I’'m sure this will be safer and useful for many students.
All his students remember what they learned from him.
His work will help many more.

(Ashish holding picking up and holding one of carls drawing, nostalgic story)

Ashish: It doesn't feel so long ago, when Carl and I during our initial in the field visits had
this conversation about how photography and drawing capture life.

Barbara: (looking at the artwork almost imagining as though he was beside and drawing
them)



Ashish: how well he did the skinning of the bird and study them by drawing every detail.
(Barbara looking at the painting and recalling his process)

Barbara: oh ya, he did pay close attention to every detail.

Ashish: I remember that field visit we parted ways because he got curious of this one specific
bird(insert bird name) and continued to observe it even during the heavy downpure. There
must be some sketches of these birds before he finalised this specific pose.

Barbara: Oh, yes I just stalked them up inside this box.

Ashish: This would be useful for sure. It's fantastic we can simply time to see his stages of
artworks.

Barbara: Ya, | remember the story about this specific bird was something that touched him.
He was surely fond of this specific artwork. It made him so happy when it was published.

Ashish: (sighs.. Putting up the drawing and painting and placing next to each other)

Drawing:
Wait, I'm coming too!
See, I told you I wasn’t just scrap.

Painting:
If you’re coming, then... where are we going?

Drawing:
Somewhere safer 1 guess? We’re all Carl’s creations. That makes us important.

Painting: oh but..(like seeming distasteful)
Drawing: but, what you dont want me with you? (both of them just grumpy and )

Carl’s Soul:
What is the dispute between you guys?

Painting:
We don’t understand where we’re going.

Drawing:

Carl, am I not part of your creation?
How is a painting valued more than me?
Am I not proof of your process?

Painting:
Even the real bird would be jealous of me.
I still remember—when Salim Ali saw his artworks, he said, “Remarkable.”

Drawing:You speak like you're the only artwork. Is perfection considered as a work of art?

(Their layered quarrel continues as lights fade.)



Both together: Carl, you are the creator, you must resolve this for us.
Carl: Let me tell you the story when we went bird watching.

(The scene tightens. Anish whispers, pointing at a distant tree branch.)

ACT 2 - Scene 1 - The Bird song
(The scene tightens. Anish whispers, pointing at a distant tree branch.)
(Bird performing - Bird in a tree, moving and living).
I move like I own it, I love my body, and I know.
I can fly as well as swim,
I swear I see myself'in the reflection in the streams.
I can be like a fish, but I am better off closer to clouds.
My feathers are soft and bright.
1 like how they let me hover and even hide.
I am fragile, yet it is always the smartness of my swiftness.
I linger and linger longer than I wish, but only if I am unnoticed,
1 stay closer to the edges of the raindrops,
letting the showers wash and never fade me,
I am a part of the flower or the cloud or fragments of both?
1 stay so near to the edge of the leaf,
moving faster than a bee, but never near the sea.
The fragrance of the flower, or is it the taste that, oh, to be a bird!
Oh, I swear I wish I could never, ever become satisfied forever.
Will the honey in the flower become never-ending like the waves in the ocean?
I would never become an ant or a Beatle?
Oh, only to crawl or to become an easy prey for another bird's supper,
I sure will never become lighter than a raindrop on a flower,

I will flap and flap to linger like a butterfly around the spring garden,



Am I brighter than those who metamorphose, or simply fluffy like a ladybird on a green
leaf?

1 scratch my feet with my beak, remembering how I never wish to feel in my body
otherwise,

I move my neck, turning my eyes to the east and west, how my dangling feathers attract the
wind,

I will always be fascinated by the colourful petals, but never enough with one,
so I move deep inside the forest, relentless and restless until dawn,

I am warm, but tired, and I now swallow water like a song, but fear the predators always
one second closer to stretching my wings.

I will move into the shadow as the sun sets, let me recall the morning dew drops while I fall
asleep. That is when I am fully myself.

My colours might seem less bright as the day passes on, but my voices will echo inside the
bushes,

There are endless days as the season changes from spring to monsoon, going unnoticed
but living in grace.

But there came unfamiliar walks with feet and holding things in their hands, speaking, the
unfamiliar moved but didn't crawl or didn't have a pair of wings, no feathers or fur, no
beak or claws.

That's when I knew this forest was not his home.
Strange, but his eyes lay on mine, I asked myself how and why?

It held love and amusement; that's when I knew it was less like a hunter but more like an
admirer.

How would I know? I shivered from spine to bone, my feathers standing straight less like 1
have known.

I screeched so loud I almost scratched my own notes. I was braver than I knew, but he
called me out like I was his own.

So I knew that's when I knew all I had to do was not move, but I patiently swam into his
arms.

He touched me in the way I had never knowny; it was warm and felt deep inside my skin.
How could he know?

(Bird silently fading hearing footsteps)



Scene 2 - Carl and Anish in the field

(Scene: A sun-dappled forest clearing. The air is alive with the calls of unseen birds,
leaves rustling gently. Anish and Carl move quietly among the trees, carrying cameras
and sketchbooks.)

How I feel small in the vastness of the land, Anish thought. How did my story begin? The
moments falling in love with these winged creatures, the endless quest for mystery, and
coming closer to encounter the magic of life. Aren’t they the reminder of magic itself?

Carl: Today would be the day we come closer to witnessing their beauty. How magnifying!
It can’t be contained only in memory. This needs to be captured.

Ashish: A photograph?

Carl: A photograph sure can capture the moment, but how can I dwell so deeply into its very
being?

Ashish: You mean?

Carl: I mean, drawing the lines—I come closer to the being itself. I travel through its folds,
forms, and curves.

Ashish: Tell me more?

Carl: Each move, each essence of its existence in its truest form. It’s almost like moving,
flying, walking, and imitating their every gesture... like a dance.

Ashish: But Carl, how is this close to a scientific drawing of a bird?

Carl: There, precision matters. Likeness cannot be teased; every feather, every curve matters.
Ashish: Right, right.

Carl: Drawing is an exploration. You navigate to the creation itself, but it requires study.
Ashish: It’s lovely, Carl.

Carl: There’s a sense of closeness, like discovering and exploring its feathers, beak, eyes—
tiny details that precisely define the bird. That’s where scientific accuracy takes shape.

Ashish: Right. I focus on light, composition, and balance. There’s also a sense of meditative
observation—I wait for the right moment.

Carl: I observe that. Watching you interact with them is fascinating.
Ashish: Developing films was more technical, but yes... observation is key.
Carl: A photograph helps identify the bird faster than binoculars.

Ashish: True.



Carl: Remember that bird we couldn’t capture well with your photos? My sketches
simplified its study.

Ashish: Haha, yes. They move so swiftly.

Carl: Hahaha... impressively. I had to study the details of their feathers with an
ornithologist's skin structure.

Ashish: Teaching your students must draw them to you.

Carl: Yes, it’s tricky. These birds are unique.

Anish: Their behavior varies drastically, even within the same species.
Carl: Exactly. That’s why I keep coming back.

(Carl and Anish part ways in the wild)

Scene 3 - Carl and bird meeting
Bird: Who is this being? Oh, you came to see me?
Carl: Oh, I hear you? Yes, now I see you.

Bird: Strange, you understand me? What are you? Don’t crawl nor swift?You walk with two
legs, but you seem strange, holding a million other things. Do you not sing but talk? You
came looking for me?

Carl: Oh, look at the beam of sunlight glinting on your feathers,You must have just migrated
back. Hope you are comfortable again. See, you look leaner than your other fellows. Oh, how
I wish to tell you how brave you are.

Bird: How strangely I see you and feel no fear, You stand at a distance and are intrigued in
my presence. Giggles..You seem to observe all my moves. I returned from the land of waters,
I quenched myself in abundance, flocking with my own flocks, I saw one like you that felt
safe around. You curious two-legged being? You don't look like other animals, but why
would you want to know me? Let me walk, fly, and hide between one branch and another
tree.

(Bird playing with Carl, Carl confused, trying to locate it, lifting his binoculars)
Carl: Oh, you tease me?

Bird: (Shy gigglings) let me hop, sing, peep.

(Lifting its one wing and the other wing, tirelessly moving, and showing off)

(Carl, putting his lens down and now drawing with lines.)



(It starts raining, Carl quickly packs his stuff in his bag and safeguards his artworks. Bird
making small songs before the rain, finding a comfortable spot and staying in a place letting
the rain pass away.)

Carl: Oh, how nature is so dramatic, somehow, as a man, we have constantly dissociated
with the natural being. But there you are, becoming one with the rain.

Bird: I quenched myself so much, and when I returned here, the dryness almost made me so
pensive. Rain is the cure, and this is a celebration even though parts of it can be harsher. |
don't know otherwise. How, you keep yourself safe? I don't know otherwise. I am and
become as I am with nature, or am I it?

Carl: (getting drenched) Suddenly, how the truth of life becomes this is the closest of nature
I can come and never become one. Will I? Why is life as a human never as profound as your
being?

Act 3 - Scene 1 — Carl's Creative Pondering of a Song

(Carl is watching the birds in the field)

Oh, the beauty of how you gracefully move.
Will I ever be able to represent this?
Your grace is so much bigger than my eyes can capture.

Your softness in voice,

Your rhythm in song.

How mesmerising, how calming.

It makes me seek you as my life’s journey.

But without capturing your swiftness, your grace...
Oh, your melody!
How will I ever do you justice?

The brightness of your colourful feathers, so elegant.
Those folds around your neck — surely secrets.

The uniqueness of your beak,

And may I say... the depth of your eyes,

As if they could contain the whole universe.

The way you fly, above and between the branches —
So mysterious.

The paper and colours I hold
Could only capture one such moment,
Though I endlessly scribble away.



Every moment I spend,

1 try to bring it closer to your impression.

The hop, the dive, the scratch, the squeak, the look.
The way you own your wings,

Oh, how even the wind obeys you.

I could sit here and admire you endlessly.
1 see you fight your power,
Only to begin effortlessly again.

The dangers around you,

At the skip of your heartbeat,
Only you would know.

Only I could hear,

For as long as you wish me to.

(Carl grabs his drawing pad and pencils, standing in the wild)

But let me ponder, not just wander.
Let me get lost in your wonder.

As I move my fingers with the pencil,

Trying, trying to come closer,

To every curve, every element, to you.

Your structure, your form, your shape, your shade.

Closer than the previous sketch.
I repeat myself again,
But from a different angle.

Will I perfect it?
Will I come near to you?
That, surely yes.

Let me sprinkle you in bit by bit.
I dabble with a hundred doodles
Until I come closer to you.

(Carl returns to his studio)

Now I slowly lay down

All the little pieces of you I created.
They move onto a different sheet,
Transferring less unevenness.

Each attempt, closer, closer,
Yet I want to tear them.
No, no, no... this can’t be it.

How is it so hard?
You are right in my memory,
But how deceiving these impressions look.



No, not close,
Not closer than the resemblance I hold of you.

(He breathes gently, closing his eyes)
Let me try once again.
(Moving his hands with confidence)

Now they emerge with more certainty.
This is how they begin to come alive.

Let me venture into the closeness of your likeness.
How else would it be?
Colours!

Let me grab the paints.
Stroke by stroke.
Layer by layer.

1 shall build you,

One step at a time.

(Completing the painting. He takes a deep breath, looking at it)

Oh, the memory of you exists so fresh in my head.
But I will cherish, and be merry.

Yes , to have captured a glimpse of you.
Oh, how I wish you could see this!

Can you ever recognise it is you?

Will this even please you?

Is this my destination?
Yes, you mystical winged creature.

So I will come again,
And wait for you.
Forgetting myself in your very presence.

Let me relive the memories of you,
By tracing, drawing, painting you,
Over and over again.

Scene 2 - Carl and Artworks in conversation
(Artist dead or gone, his connection to the artworks will always remain. Hence the artwork's

conversation continues after the demise. There will always be a string of thread between the
artwork and creation. Similar to us and our creator)



Drawing: Wow, the experience of this bird is so beautiful.

Painting: Yes. He talks about the bird so profoundly. The way it could move, sing and fly.
Drawing: Ya, how nice to be a bird.

(Painting and drawing nodding in synchronicity and looking at each other)

Carl: Yes, this specific bird teased me and was memorable for me. It was simply so profound
of an experience that left a lasting memory. I still remember going back to the studio after
making tireless sketches from the field, being frustrated not being able to achieve the
closeness to life. I still look at the artworks, yes that is a sense of joy but I will cherish it.
Painting: But I can't fly nor sing. How true it is to be something like a bird.

Drawing: I understand how you feel, that is what breathing as a living thing must be.

Painting: Ya being a bird is so much more than that, to fly, to journey through the dangers,
to entice fellow beings, to prey, to fight. Seems like a beauty contained with dangers.

Painting: Ya but I am neither.
Drawing: Yes but that's alright.

Painting: Oh, why am I artwork? I am stuck within this space, I can never be more than a
mere impression of a being. If only I could be anything like a bird.

Drawing: Oh, now you are upset about being a painting.
Painting: Did you not hear, the feathers, the swiftness, adventurous life to experience life in

the fullest of its sense.

Drawing: well well well.



Scene 1 — Introduction

[Stage Directions]

A modest tea stall by the river. Wooden benches, a kettle steaming, cups clinking. The
Narmada flows quietly in the background. Chatur wipes a glass. Anwesha arrives with a
diary and a small bag.

Chatur (warmly, curious):
Namaste, behen ji. You look like you have walked a long way. But this is not the usual
parikrama path. How come you are here?

Anwesha (sits, smiling, tired):

You are right. Pilgrims usually keep closer to the temples and ghats. But | took a detour.
| have read about the Sardar Sarovar dam since childhood — in newspapers, debates,
arguments. | wanted to see for myself: the displacement, the rehabilitation, the canals.

Chatur (raising eyebrows, intrigued):
Arre, that is unusual. Most people just walk, pray, take blessings, and move on. But you
— you came looking for the dam? Not many mix parikrama with politics.

Anwesha (gently):

For me, it is not just politics. | grew up hearing stories — some full of hope, some full of
loss. | wanted to touch the soil where those stories unfolded. To see the river not only as
sacred, but also as contested.

Chatur (leaning forward, curious):
Hmm. You speak like someone who has carried these questions for long. Where are
you from?

Anwesha (softly, shaking her head):
| have come from Karnataka.

Chatur (surprised):
From Karnataka? That is far away. What brings you all the way here, if not just
parikrama?

Anwesha (thoughtful, searching for words):

Since | was a child, | have read about the Narmada Bachao Andolan. In our
newspapers, on TV — sometimes praised, sometimes dismissed, but always heated.
The images of rallies, women waist-deep in water holding placards, children clinging to
their homes... they stayed with me. | felt | could not understand just by reading. | had to
come here. To see Narmada flowing, to stand where so much struggle has taken place,



and to understand what the Sardar Sarovar dam really means — for people and for the
river.

Chatur (looking at her with new respect, voice softening):
Ah... so you are not here only to circle the sacred, but to see the other side too. You
have come a long way to meet this river face to face.

Anwesha (nodding slowly):
Yes. | came seeking both darshan of Narmada Mai — and truth.

Chatur (after a pause, voice heavy with memory):

Truth is not simple here. My own village near Kevadia went under when the reservoir
filled. The temple where | first learned to chant — gone. The fields where my father
sowed grain — under water. They gave us land in another place. We built new walls,
but old roots do not travel well.

However, | learned to adapt. This stall stands because of that change. Every cup | pour
is proof that | survived. But beti, not everyone could. Some waited for land that never
came. Some waited for cheques that never cleared. Some are still waiting.

(pauses, looks into distance)
And | have heard stories. So many stories, more bitter than this tea, more restless than
the river at flood.

Anwesha (earnest):
Then tell me those stories, Chatur kaka. | want to know the truth of Sardar Sarovar. Not
the headlines, not the speeches — the truth people here lived.

Chatur (smiling knowingly):
Truth is never one story, beti. It comes in many voices. Sweet, bitter, half-full,
half-empty.

Anwesha (quiet, determined):
Yes. | want to hear those voices.

Chatur (nodding, practical):
Then you must meet a few old friends.

Raja bhai who once represented this region in state assembly, now not active in politics
but takes pride in the work that has happened during his active period.

Samarth, a retired engineer who knows govt side stories, he can share stories of dam
and canals with his maps.

And Nandini behen, fierce as the river herself, someone who stood for people and
forests who got affected.



But mind you, their voices flow like tea — sweet, bitter, hot, unfinished.
[A faint whisper of Saakshi/Narmada rises with the river’s sound.]

Narmada (whisper, poetic):

You walked off the pilgrim’s path,
to find another pilgrimage.

Not of shrines,

but of promises and wounds.

| carry both —

light of canals,

shadows of drowned roots.

If you wish to listen,

listen to all of them.

Anwesha (closing diary softly, smiling):
Sure, | would like to listen as many as voices as possible.

Chatur (kind, practical):

Good. No rush — these are not tales for one evening. | keep a few rooms behind the
stall for travelers. Nothing fancy, but a roof, a mat, and morning tea. If you wish, you can
stay here, beti. | can call them over next couple of days. Tomorrow Raja bhai. Next day
Samarth bhai. Then Nandini behen.

Anwesha (smiling and grateful):
Then | will stay, and listen. Thank you, Chatur kaka. My parikrama rests here for a while.

[The kettle whistles. Lights dim. Transition into Scene 2.]



Scene 2 — Painting the Picture: Part 1 (Political &
Govt Vision)

[Stage Directions]
Morning at Chatur’s tea stall. Light filters through trees. The kettle steams. Anwesha sits
with her diary open. Raja and Samarth arrive; Chatur welcomes them warmly.

Chatur (cheerfully, with warmth):

Raja bhai, Samarth ji — sit, sit. Meet Anwesha. She is walking the river, listening to its
stories. Yesterday she stopped by with questions about Narmada and this big dam of
ours. | told her, if anyone can paint the picture, it is you two.

Raja (smiling, teasing Chatur):
And you, Chatur, turning teatime into sabha as always.

Samarth (nodding politely to Anwesha):
Namaste. Anyone walking the river is already a friend.

Anwesha (smiling, curious):
Namaste. | have read about the Sardar Sarovar since childhood — in newspapers, in
textbooks — but never heard its full story.

Raja (leaning in, voice steady):
Then hear it as it was lived. It began with necessity, beti.
Villages in Kutch walked miles for water.

Samarth (adding, factual):
In summer the wells dried. Tankers rolled in, women carried pots over dunes.

Raja:
Rajasthan’s sands cried out.

Samarth:
Saurashtra’s fields withered. Farmers abandoned their crops.

Raja:
And in towns — power cuts. Darkness in schools, factories, homes.

Samarth:
The demand was nearly double the supply. A new source was urgent — not coal alone,
but water turned into energy.



Raja (with pride):
So the dam was promise. Irrigation for eighteen lakh hectares.

Samarth (precise):
Nearly a third of Gujarat’s cultivable land.

Raja:
Water for eight thousand villages.

Samarth:
And one hundred thirty-five towns — drinking water where no tap had run before.

Raja:
Electricity to light homes and industries.

Samarth (gesturing):
By turbines — huge steel wheels, driven by stored water. Two powerhouses together
producing 1,450 megawatts.

Raja:
A thousand villages lifted from thirst.

Samarth (spreading a map):
See this canal — 458 kilometers, from Kevadia to Kutch.

Raja:
From it, countless branches — like veins across the land.

Samarth:
Over seventy thousand kilometers of smaller canals, distributaries, field channels.

Anwesha (looking at the map, puzzled):
So all this comes from one dam?

Raja (smiling, shaking his head):
Not one alone, beti. The Sardar Sarovar is the crown, yes, but the project is vast.

Samarth (explaining with care):
Along Narmada, thirty large dams, one hundred thirty-five medium, nearly three
thousand small ones. Together, they catch, store, and channel the river’s gift.

Raja:
It is not a wall alone — it is a chain.

Samarth:
And not for Gujarat alone.



Raja:
Four states share its promise.

Samarth (counting on his fingers):

Guijarat gets the largest share — irrigation and drinking water.
Madhya Pradesh gains power and reservoirs.

Maharashtra gets water for its drought-hit districts.

Rajasthan receives drinking water through canals.

Raja (voice proud, expansive):
From the heart of one river, four states drink.

Anwesha (scribbling, softly):
So it is not only a dam... but a federation of promises.

Samarth:
A lifeline stitched across boundaries.

Raja:
When Nehru called dams the temples of modern India, this was the shrine — built not
for one village, but for four states.

Samarth (quietly):
Every drop measured, every flow accounted for.

Anwesha (closing diary, softly):

So this is the picture: not only water, but faith. A temple of progress. A lifeline imagined
for millions.

(beat)

Promises sound grand when spoken... but whose shoulders carry their weight?

[A soft whisper of Saakshi/Narmada flows with the sound of the river.]

Narmada (whisper, exploratory):
They stretched my arms,

to reach Kutch and Rajasthan.
They caught my fall,

turned it into light.

My currents spinning turbines,

my silence stored in reservoirs.
Was this my destiny —

to reach farther, to shine brighter?
Is this my destiny — to serve and shine?
Or just another way to trap a river?

[The group sips tea quietly. Curtain falls briefly.]



Scene 3 — Painting the Picture: Part 2 (Activist
View)

[Stage Directions]

Evening. Softer light. The tea stall is quieter, a couple of villagers sip in silence.
Anwesha waits with her diary. Chatur waves in Nandini, who arrives carrying a cloth
bag, her presence calm but firm.

Stage Directions]

Evening. Softer light. The tea stall is quieter, a couple of villagers sip in silence.
Anwesha waits with her diary. Chatur waves in Nandini, who arrives carrying a cloth
bag, her presence calm but firm.

Chatur (welcoming):
Nandini, behen! Just when she’s needed. This traveler wants to hear the people’s side
of the river.

Nandini (smiling, to Anwesha):
Namaste. You walk the parikrama?

Anwesha (nodding):
Yes, with a detour here. | wanted to see what the dam meant — beyond headlines.
Chatur said you know those stories.

Nandini (settling, steady):

| lived them. Two lakh displaced — adivasis, farmers, fishers. Entire villages uprooted.
Sacred groves drowned. Temples lost. Many promised land-for-land received barren
plots. Compensation cheques bounced. Schools built but no teachers came. Colonies
with bulbs, but no meter running.

Nandini (after a pause, voice low):

And displacement is not only about land. It uproots entire ways of life. Tribals from
forests were shifted to plains, losing their mixed livelihood of farming, fishing, forest
produce, and cattle. They were forced into monoculture farming of crops they had never
grown before. Language, diet, seasons of work — everything changed overnight. That
shock was as deep as the floodwaters.

Anwesha (softly, almost to herself):

It feels far from what | knew. When | was a child, my father was posted near a dam. We
would visit the turbines — | was wide-eyed, watching water spin giant wheels and turn
into light. Later, in another town, | swam in a canal that carried those waters. | grew up
thinking: dams give light, they water fields, they bring joy.



Anwesha (turning to Nandini, gently):
But hearing you now — | wonder... if they are so useful, why so much resistance?

Nandini (reflective, steady):

| too once believed that. | grew up in drought-prone Gujarat, where people said the dam
would transform our land into a paradise. But when | studied earlier projects like Ukai
and Kadana, | saw the truth — most delivered less than half their promises, while
displacing thousands. That was when | realised the flaws in mega projects, and the
need for smaller, local water solutions.

Chatur (pouring tea quietly):
It's like uprooting a tree. Plant it elsewhere — maybe it stands. But the roots don’t hold.
The shade is gone. The birds don’t return.

Anwesha (leaning closer):
And how did people resist?

Nandini (voice stronger):

With satyagraha. With long marches. With jal samadhi — families sitting in rising
waters. In Ferkuva, they waited for arrest. In Delhi, at Jantar Mantar, they shouted till
their throats broke. Some held silence, watching their roofs vanish. They said: “We are
not against development. But we will not be sacrificed for it.”

[Stage direction: A stillness. A villager coughs faintly in the background. The evening
light deepens. Anwesha lets the words sink in before speaking.]

Anwesha (pensively, after a long silence):
Such courage... to sit in the waters and wait. To shout, to stay silent — both needing
such strength.

Nandini (gentle, but unwavering):

Strength was born of necessity. Mothers tied their children to themselves, saying: “If the
water takes us, it will take us together.” Young men carved poems on the walls before
demolition. Old men sang bhajans as the bulldozers came. And even in struggle, they
sang, danced, celebrated festivals. They reminded me — this fight was for life, not for
death.

Chatur (softly, looking into the distance):
And the river carried all of it — cries, songs, silence.

Anwesha (quietly, moved):
You stood among them through all this. Did you never feel like giving up?

Nandini (after a pause, nodding slowly):
Many times. The struggle was long, harsh, and often hopeless. But whenever |
wavered, the people’s voices held me up. A mother refusing cash for her land, a farmer



asking for his stream, an old man singing as his hut was demolished — these stories
steadied me.

Anwesha (scribbling in her diary, softly):
So by remembering them, you resisted with them.

Nandini (meeting her eyes):
Yes. Their loss became my strength. Their endurance shaped mine.

[A pause. The river hums softly. Saakshi/Narmada whispers.]

Narmada (whisper, memory-laden):
| carried forests,
temples,

songs of women,
laughter of children.
Now | carry their silence,
their defiance,

their endurance.

Two lakh faces,

two crore hopes —

all flow within me.

[Anwesha closes her diary slowly. The three sit in reflective silence. Curtain falls briefly.
Just before the lights fade:]

Chatur (murmuring, half to himself):
One river, many truths. Tomorrow they will argue whose truth must stand.

[Blackout.]



Scene 4 — Hindsight Debate

[Stage Directions]

Late afternoon. The tea stall is cluttered — maps unrolled, files stacked, tea cups
scattered. All are present: Raja, Samarth, Nandini, Dharma, Chatur, and Anwesha. The
mood is restless, tense. The hum of the river underpins the air.

Anwesha (hesitant, diary close to her chest):

| know — you have faced each other in courts, on the streets, in angry files and orders.
To sit together like this is not easy. But in my diary, your words already argue side by
side. Perhaps, if you allow, we can let them meet here too — not to win, but to hear.

Raja (measured, proud):

This dam is lifeline. Eighteen lakh hectares irrigated. Eight thousand villages drink. One
hundred thirty-five towns lit. Seventy-five percent of Gujarat's water comes from here.
Without it, Kutch would still thirst. Would you deny them that?

Nandini (steady, firm):
And would you deny the two lakh displaced? Homes gone. Temples drowned. Forests
erased. Two crore gained cannot cancel two lakh lost. That is not justice. It is betrayal.

Samarth (leaning forward, defensive):

Betrayal? No — we were not blind. Land-for-land was promised. Colonies built. Yes —
many failures, yes too slow. But we struggled, not abandoned. Do you know what it
means to move thousands of families across soils, languages, states? We built walls,
and tried to rebuild lives too.

Dharma (measured):
The Court ordered: resettlement before the floods. But the dam rose quicker than the
promises. Houses went under while papers still moved from desk to desk.

Chatur (sighs, pouring tea slowly):
Like uprooting an old tree, planting it elsewhere. Maybe it stands. But the shade is
gone. The birds don’t return.

Anwesha (reading diary softly):
Day 47. Rehab Colony.

New roofs, old silences.

A bulb in every house,

no meter running.



Narmada (whisper, fragmented):
| held them all —

new roofs,

old roots.

Songs of temples,

silences of tin sheds.

Raja (pressing):
Villages once abandoned have life again. Women no longer walk ten kilometers for
pots. Children study instead of fetching water.

Nandini (cutting in):
Ask the tail-end farmer in Saurashtra. Canal at his door, but not a drop in his soil. Water
flowed first to Gandhinagar, to factories, to cities. Villages were told — wait.

Samarth (snaps, defensive):
Because demand pressed hardest there! Cities, industries — they shouted first. Tail-end
farmers had to wait their turn. Not betrayal — necessity.

Chatur (grinning, pouring two glasses unevenly):
Necessity or politics — same kettle, two glasses. One brimming, one half. Ask the half
glass how it feels.

Anwesha (reading diary):

Day 60. Near Kutch.

A mother showed me her tap.

“Water will come,” the official said.

For three summers, only air has flowed.

Nandini (probing, leaning forward):
Why such big dams? Couldn’t borewells help? Or smaller local projects?

Samarth (tapping map):
Borewells go only so deep, behen. When everyone drills, the aquifer runs dry. And small
projects? Yes, they help one village, maybe two. But what about an entire state?

Raja (nodding):
That is why we thought big. Not a pond for one farmer, but a lifeline for millions.

Samarth (adding, pragmatic):
And don’t think small projects mean small problems. Look at the Cauvery. Karnataka’s



KRS dam, Tamil Nadu’s Mettur dam. In dry years, one demands, the other resists,
tribunals and politics take over. Smaller scale does not mean smaller disputes.

Nandini (heated):

And rehabilitation? Promised fertile land, gave barren. Promised money, cheques
bounced. Schools built, no teachers came. Displacement is not just about land — it
uproots entire ways of life. Tribals moved from forests to plains, forced into crops they
never grew. Livelihoods broken into monocultures. Culture lost, not just soil.

Raja (snapping):
You erase the effort! Land where possible, cash where not. Roads, poles, roofs. Do you
think it was easy?

Dharma (firm):
The Court said clearly: resettlement first, submergence after. But promises limped,
waters ran.

Samarth (angry):
And while you judged, we bore the brunt. Endless delays, objections. Costs doubled,
deadlines vanished. A delayed dam is no dam at all!

Nandini (cutting in):
And your studies? Health, forests, fish — left blank. You ticked boxes without filling
them.

Samarth (slamming map):
Impossible to study everything before. Largest water project of independent India! We
built and studied together — pari passu. Pragmatism, not deceit.

Chatur (mocking):
Pari passu! In my mohalla, they dug the road for months. First they dig, then they think,
then they forget. By the time it's fixed, we've already found new paths in the dust. That
too is “pragmatism.”

Anwesha (reading diary, reflective):
Day 52. Secretariat.

Files taller than me.

Rivers flow faster than papers.

[Voices overlap] — Raja invoking national pride, Nandini shouting betrayal, Samarth
defending engineers, Dharma recalling court orders. Chaos.

[Brief silence.]



Raja (to Nandini, heated):
Would you face the mother in Kutch who poured her child water and said, “It comes
from the dam”?

Nandini (fierce):
And would you face the mother in Barwani who said, “My land fed five mouths. Now my
ration card feeds none™?

Samarth (snaps, exhausted):
And would you face the engineer who aged ten years chasing deadlines while you
shouted in Delhi?

Chatur (biting):
And would you face the contractor who aged richer? Farmers aged poorer, engineers
faster, contractors fatter. That too is arithmetic!

[Bitter laughter, tension softens. Weariness sets in.]

Dharma (reflective):
Delay, compliance, contempt — endless. Democracy’s strength is debate. Its weakness
is delay. To build, it wounds. To heal, it limps. But at least — it hears.

Anwesha (reading diary, softer):
Day 72. Rehab colony.

Houses lined neatly, like teeth in a jaw.
But no soil to till.

No forest to gather from.

People alive, livelihoods gone.

Raja (quieter):
Yes, some promises failed. But millions gained. History will decide if it was worth it.

Nandini (calmer, resolute):

And history will remember those who refused to be erased. Big dams rarely delivered
more than 40% of their promises. Cash can never replace land. Even today, thousands
wait for justice, while water flows to industries and riverfronts instead of thirsty farmers.

(softening, with quiet strength)

But remember too — people of the valley always said, this fight is for life, not for death.
Even in struggle, they sang, they danced, they celebrated. They showed us how to
resist without losing the joy of living.

Samarth (tired, subdued):
Perhaps we forgot faces while chasing numbers. By 2025, cost overruns crossed three



lakh crores. Old dams like Bor and Dham, built for five crores each, now demand four
hundred crores for repairs — and still irrigate a fraction of their land. Dreams leak like
cracked canals.

Anwesha (quietly, wry smile):

Like my own house renovation. Promised in four months, it took eight. Costs rose by
seventy percent. And yes — not only the contractor’s fault. We delayed shifting out,
changed requirements midway, discovered problems during building, trimmed designs
to cut costs. In the end — a bathroom floor where water stagnates, an STP connection
still missing. We live with the flaws. That too is Sardar Sarovar.

[Soft chuckles, bittersweet. River sound grows.]

Narmada (poetic whisper):
| lit lamps.

| drowned homes.

| quenched thirst.

| cracked roots.

| carried the two crore.
| carried the two lakh.
Dreams and dead,
cries and canals.

Do not ask me for verdict.
| remain.
| flow.

[All sit in silence, tea cooling. Evening fades. Curtain falls.]



Scene 5 — Epilogue: Echoes of Change

[Stage Directions]
The tea stall quiets. Papers are stacked, maps rolled. Evening light falls across the river.
All characters remain, subdued after the clash. The kettle simmers softly.

[Chatur slowly pours tea into small glasses for everyone. The sound of pouring is
loud in the silence.]

Chatur (soft, faint smile):
Tea at the end of quarrels...
At least here, everyone gets the same share.

Anwesha (closing her diary, looking at the river):
| came with questions.

| leave with more questions.

But also with faces,

with voices,

with truths that do not cancel,

but co-exist.

Dharma (measured):
Democracy’s strength

lies in these open debates.

Its weakness

is how slowly consensus comes.
Yet without such space,

there is only silence,

not justice.

Raja (quietly, no longer booming):
We built,

we stumbled,

we justified.

History will decide

if it was worth the cost.




Nandini (calmer, almost weary):
We protested,

we resisted,

we remembered.

History will decide

if it was enough.

Samarth (tired, folding maps):
We calculated,

we executed,

we compromised.

History will decide

if it was wise.

[Saakshi/Narmada’s whisper rises, like wind through reeds.]

Narmada (whisper, vachana-style):
| have flowed

before your plans.

| will flow

after your debates.

| do not choose winners.

| carry all.

| remain witness.

| remain river.

[A pause. All characters sip tea in silence. The sound of flowing water swells.
Then Chatur speaks again, voice like an afterthought.]

Chatur (wry warmth, gesturing at the group):

So you argued, you protested, you judged, you built.
Was there a winner? No.

Was there a loser? Also no.

Democracy is not a wrestling pit.
It is more like this tea stall —
everyone talking at once,

no one quite satisfied,

but the kettle still boils,

and somehow life moves on.



Protests slowed the dam.
Politics hurried it.

Courts delayed it.
Engineers patched it.
People adapted.

And all of you —
learned something.

Dharma (softly, almost to self):

Do not ask for perfection.

Progress never looks the same to everyone.

For some, it is a temple — a symbol of pride and achievement.

For others, it feels like a tomb — burying their homes and memories.

And for many, it becomes a marketplace — water and power traded, benefits unevenly
shared.

Chatur (leaning back, chuckling):

But here is the gift of your quarrels:

With every fight,

you learned a little more about each other.

With every delay,

you found better questions, if not better answers.
And with every protest,

you reminded power that consent is not optional.

So drink your tea.

Move with the river.

Laugh, argue, stumble, repeat.
That, my friends,

is what democracy looks like.

[Narmada’s whisper floats one last time, steady and timeless.]

Narmada (whisper, lingering):

| carry you all.

Your quarrels, your questions, your faith, your failings.
And still | flow.




[All characters sit in quiet, sipping. Lights fade to black with the sound of the
river.]

[Curtain.]
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