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FADE IN:

It is the mid-1990s and the insurgency in Kashmir is at its
peak. The Indian defence establishment is finding it difficult
to penetrate the extremist groups, which are supported by
Pakistan and protected by locals. To meet this challenge, the
Indian intelligence has formed the ‘1khwaan-ul-Muslameen’,
a counter-insurgent militia comprising of surrendered and
captured militants. The Ikhwaanis play a key role in reducing
militancy in the valley. The Indian government has decided
to hold elections within the next six months to show the
world that things are under control in Kashmir.

FADE OUT.

1 INT. IB HEADQUARTERS - SRINAGAR - DAY

On a lonely road, two pairs of eyes and a couple of barrels of
AK 47s peep through the holes of a barbed bunker outside
an unobtrusive building in a posh area of Srinagar.

SUPER:

‘INTELLIGENCE BUREAU HEADQUARTERS, GUPKAR
ROAD, SRINAGAR’



INSIDE:

A conference room. BRIGADIER MURTHY addresses a
handful of senior army and J&K police officers.

BRIGADIER MURTHY

Gentlemen, Delhi has approved Operation Bulbul.
Counter insurgency force a9 & faQ
gH S T =feu... wed, T,

Gentlemen, Delhi has approved Operation Bulbul.
We have complete support to arm, fund and run...
the counterinsurgency force... Complete support!

The table is full of smiles.

BRIGADIER MURTHY
T T AT BART S &. A s |1 7 a1
individual, surrendered militants, detainees,
undertrials, %rE ... S fovga GREH AT AiRE &
T YiRl aR & el €, BAR ANHIge
&1 fe|r a9 ¥ €. The organization will
be called ‘Ikh...waan...ul’.

The enemy’s foes are our friends... Any individual
or group... anyone against the proxy war by
the Hizbul Mujahideen and Pakistan... be they
surrendered militants, detainees or undertrials...
will be our primary recruits. The organization will
be called ‘Ikhwaan-ul'...

A senior cop, the Director General Kashmir Police, prompts
Murthy to pronounce it correctly.



DGP KASHMIR

Ikhwaan-ul-Musalmeen.

Murthy looks at DGP and smiles.

BRIGADIER MURTHY

The army will run the operation but your support
will be crucial in recruitment and intelligence.

DGP KASHMIR
My boys are with you, Brigadier!

We see DGP turn to ACP PERVEZ LLONE. He smiles a
deferential, smug smile.

BRIGADIER MURTHY
Let the Bulbul start singing. It’s catch and kill.

CUT TO:

2 EXT. ANANTNAG DISTRICT COURT, LAWYER’S
CHAMBER - DAY

A man modestly dressed in a suit and wearing an English
hat looks silently out of his window. This is KHURRAM
MEER, a handsome lawyer in his late forties. An old man
bebind him waits for him to speak.

KHURRAM
QiR ovs T AT dlhd ovs?

Was he trained in Pakistan or locally?...




OLD MAN

IS AT ST fHee &l o1, Ush fieed & Uis-uie aoar o,
Teh e o fUeed fear or gur & WA @, e 39 MeeT +
L R IR WISl o & B S L.

He was untrained, he just idolized a militant. One
militant gave him a weapon to hide... the same guy
surrendered and informed the army of the weapon.

Khurram turns and looks at him.

KHURRAM
FHIER H, TR GaT & AR A< BIoT... T
3R ® &1 Sa¥ Armed Forces Special Powers Act...
In Kashmir, God in the heaven... and the army rules
the earth... And the army has its bible... AFSPA
(The Armed Forces Special Powers Act).

OLD MAN

G AR, B 92T Ih ...
T fommr v @ ® et ...

Khurram saheb, my son is innocent... He’s been
detained at the Shiraz cinema camp...

KHURRAM
T ATEd B ?

How can I help you?

OLD MAN

Please get him out ...

Khurram laughs.



KHURRAM
... H T S 9o U € foh o Serdt

T 39 ggar af Tel ehdl W I4T Tl &... 79 & ofd §

qaTGAT AT BT .. FoTEeh ol U.a1E. 3R, @M., 3R

Uncle... I have no authority to free your boy....
I can’t get him out but I can possibly save his life...
We have to move him out of the camp and get him
sentenced to a prison.... We’ll need to file a formal
report... We need to get him charged with a crime.

He takes a deep breath.

KHURRAM
2SI Hicd BT, T &9 3Erad | df ST,

It’ll be a false charge.That would get him a hearing

in a court. Once he is presented in court,
he can’t ‘disappear’.

He calls the man closer.

KHURRAM
AT T TEET 2... Ul 9l Tae
T S Y Te?
So what shall it be... ? Public Safety Act... or Arms
Possession Act?

The old man is confused.
CUT TO:

3 EXT. OUTSKIRTS OF SRINAGAR - LATER



A bulletproof Gypsy escorted by two other combat vehicles
is moving on the outskirts of Srinagar.

INSIDE:

KHURRAM

T HY & W9 gred, Uk 3 UI99 U dr.uq.T. ..
Two cases, Parvez... one is arms possession

and the other PSA...

Khurram hands over an envelope to Parvez.

KHURRAM
Fifty...

Parvez smiles and keeps the packet aside. He brings out a
plastic bag from the side.

PARVEZ
WU 4F T dles & el ...

[ have two gifts for you, too...

Khurram peeps inside the bag and takes out a bottle of
Vodka. His smile broadens. He looks inside the bag to look
for the second thing.

KHURRAM
ST I AR ?

The second one?

PARVEZ
Chance... of a lifetime...



Khurram looks at him with questioning eyes.
CUT TO:
4 EXT. ABANDONED HOUSE - DAY

The Gypsy comes to a halt in front of an abandoned
house in the woods. The house is surrounded by task force
commandos.

Parvez walks towards the house accompanied by Khurram.
He speaks to Khurram while acknowledging the salutes of
the soldiers on the way.

PARVEZ
SA &l TG 2... SEAH-SA-JHAHM. . .

weapon, paisa, power... 99 &B...

We need to nourish the Ikhwaan... Ikhwaan-ul-
Musalmeen... with weapons, funds, powers...

An officer comes out of the house.

OFFICER
Sir... Early morning operation...

SIRLESIIR I G IR I EIECK IS TR

Sir... early morning operation... all three were
asleep... not a single shot fired...

Parvez smiles.

PARVEZ
qoM... ?
Group...?



OFFICER
Leftovers from the Soviet Afghan war, sir...
Harqgat-ul-Ansar...

Parvez nods.
CUT TO:

5 INT. ABANDONED HOUSE

Parvez looks at the young captured militants sitting in a
corner with their hands and feet tied together. Parvez picks
up the Kalashnikov belonging to them.

PARVEZ
(to Khurram)

fehel I & & & qrell T ?
How many cases do you have?

KHURRAM
FIE 75-80 B
About 75-80.

Parvez unlocks the gun.

KHURRAM

W Al R AR B AU AR b Gl 9 Io @& fad... ?

But why would they take up arms against their
own?

PARVEZ

For freedom...



He opens fire on the opposite wall, making bulletholes on
the door and windows. The glass comes crashing down.
Khurram steps back from the sudden shock of the firing.

PARVEZ
P § STl 98 A8 AT 8. ..

A man in prison will exchange anything
for his freedom...

Parvez gives the Kalashnikov back and takes a pistol from a
commando standing by and unlocks it.

KHURRAM
BH T Herm?
What do we get?

PARVEZ

feeel. .. 3T fowdr &f foe. ..
Delhi...

Parvez chuckles, Khurram smiles. Suddenly, Parvez showers
bullets at the captured militants, killing all three instantly.

PARVEZ
T F3AT [Held=e U AT &l & SATSTeh. ...
A dead militant is worth a lakh these days...

The other police officers start to dress up the crime scene,
untying the ropes from the dead bodies and placing the guns
in their hands.

PARVEZ

(to his subordinate)
Call the media.



He turns to Kbhurram.

PARVEZ
Sal & "I o ol T8 ?

Haven’t forgotten the meaning
of Ikhwaan, have you?

Kbhurram smiles.

KHURRAM

Brother...
Parvez smiles back.
CUT TO:

6 I/E. HIDEOUT - DOWNTOWN SRINAGAR - DAY

An old house somewhere in a heavily populated area
of Srinagar, known as Downtown. The voice of a man
screaming in pain.

INSIDE

DOCTOR HILAAL MEER, in his mid-fifties, administers
an injection onto a bearded man’s arm. He is IKHLAAKH

LATIFE, who’s screaming in pain, holding his stomach. Two
other men - REHMAT KHAN and ZAHOOR HUSSAIN -
watch anxiously.

IKHLAAKH

JATAd | SATad HJiol !
Mother! Oh mother!!

10



Three young men with Kalashnikovs slung over their
shoulders are also present. Hilaal takes Zahoor and Rehmat
aside.

HILAAL
(while preparing the injection)
99 99 HHAIST 9red.
There, there, it will be ok, Commander.

It’s severe AUTSATERH... ST BT IS g 9 .

It’s a case of severe appendicitis. We need to operate
immediately.

They look back at Ikhlaakh.

ZAHOOR
AT ST TEdF HT I8 & SF. qed... WA o A 6l a9

TEl o Hehd BH.

He is the face of our struggle... We cannot risk
going to the hospital.

HILAAL

T A T 9297 el Hdl... a9 hd gEe § R
gHum, o & TT AU 3 @i U2 H ufeay &
eHTeh | Qe B AL
We will have to take the risk, Zahoor. Or tomorrow
it will be reported... that Commander Ikhlaakh Latif
died... after a terrifying explosion of his appendix.

A beat. They hold a look. Hilaal takes a deep breath.

HILAAL
T TR BT A9 & W & [ R U =3 AL

I’ll arrange an ambulance and will meet you at the
lake in an hour.
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Hilaal picks up his bag to leave.

REHMAT

TR AT BT HBl AT ?
But where will you operate?

Hilaal turns.

HILAAL

W U...
At home.

CUT TO:

7 EXT. DAL LAKE - BACK ALLEYS - LATER

Two young men furiously row a shikara through the inner
backwater alleys. Ikblaakh is lying in the boat covered by
a blanket, the barrel of an AK47 sticking out beneath the
blanket.

CUT TO:

8 EXT. ROADS IN OUTSKIRTS - DAY

The ambulance travels through the roads of the valley.
9 INT. SCHOOL CLASSROOM

GHAZALA, a pretty lady in ber forties, stands at the front
of the class reading out from a book. The students listen
attentively.

- ‘What is a home?’ ‘It is brothers and sisters...’

- And sisters. ‘And fathers and mothers.’

12



- And mothers. ‘It is unselfish acts and kindly sharing.’

- Sharing. ‘And showing your loved ones you’re always
caring...’

- Caring.
“What is a house?’

Through the window she notices an ambulance stopping at
the army checkpoint. She recognizes it. A beat.

CUT TO:

10 EXT. ARMY CHECKPOST OUTSIDE THE SCHOOL

The soldier-on-duty inspects the license and other papers of
the young man driving. On the passenger seat is Dr Hilaal,
whom the soldier recognizes.

13



SOLDIER
Slered A1 &Y Bl?
Doctor, how are you?

HILAAL
3BT E.

I am fine.

SOLDIER

R IET B S AA?
You got delayed today...

HILAAL
U SR 2...

Another surgery...

SOLDIER

2 WTE FeX |G B A Q...
Let the doctor go...

CUT TO:
11 INT. SCHOOL CLASSROOM

Ghazala sees the soldier raising the barricade letting the
ambulance pass.

She turns to ber students and continues the lecture.

CUT TO:
12 EXT. TOWN - OUTSKIRTS OF ANANTNAG - DAY

The ambulance is parked in the courtyard of a nice double-
storied house, a few hundred metres off the main road.

14



Children returning from school play in the lanes.
CUT TO:

13 INT. HILAAL'S HOME - KITCHEN - DAY

Surgical instruments are boiling in a pot. Ghazala stands
facing the gas stove in the kitchen. The room is tense and
silent, Ghazala has a sense of paranoia in her demeanour.
She scratches at the back of bher palm with her finger nail,
peeling off the skin of a half-healed wound. Hilaal walks
in with a bunch of other surgical tools in a tray. Ghazala
stops scratching. He keeps the tray on the slab close to ber.
Ghazala starts putting the instruments from the boiling
water into the tray.

HILAAL

Lower the heat a bit...

She lowers the knob of the stove, Hilaal smiles.

HILAAL

3T A Al....
And the flames within you...

He touches her and immediately pulls back his hand.

HILAAL

TW... ST W ST & H. L.
They can burn this house down!

Ghazala looks at him.

15



GHAZALA
T el QA AT < AL
You will have the village burnt to ashes.

Hilaal is quiet. She looks in his eyes, straight.

GHAZALA

=feh |IEd... 3 S & AT 37 FT H © &7
Doctor... Can’t you see what you have gotten into?

Hilaal starts to put instruments into the tray.

HILAAL

FEl... ST U S Pl HEAT AR, ..
Yes. Exactly what a doctor should be doing.

Hilaal takes a few steps to leave.

GHAZALA
fohg % & JAT?
Which side are you on?

He stops.

HILAAL

[ am for life...
He looks at her. They hold the look. A beat.
CUT TO:

14 INT. HILAAL'S HOME - ATTIC - LATER
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Hilaal operates on lkhlaakh using a table-tennis table for a
surgeon’s table. The militants work as paramedics, helping
him, using cotton swabs and small towels to wipe the blood.

CUT TO:

15 INT. HILAAL'S HOME - STAIRCASE CORRIDOR -
LATER

It’s well into the night. Ghazala waits in the balcony under
the attic. A noise in the drainage pipe. Blood-coloured water
flushes out.

The young man comes down the steps with a large bowl full
of bloody napkins and instruments. There is quite a lot of
blood in the bowl. He hands it over to Ghazala and climbs
back up to the attic.

Ghazala is left alone with the blood-filled bowl. Looking
into it, a feeling of nausea overcomes ber.

16 INT. BATHROOM - NIGHT

Ghazala throws up violently in the wash basin. She stops
after a while and looks at herself in the mirror. The telephone
rings outside.

17 INT. STUDY

Ghazala looks at the ringing telephone.
CUT TO:

18 EXT. AISHMUQAM VILLAGE - NIGHT

It’s still dark outside. A convoy of army vebicles moves
along a mountain road.
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CUT TO:
19 EXT. AISHMUQAM VILLAGE - DAWN

The village is awash in a misty blue light before sunrise. The
drone of motors grows closer. A long line of army trucks
and Gypsies stops on the outskirts of the village. Columns
of armed soldiers briskly jump out of the trucks and scatter
through the fields circling the village. Several trucks and
Gypsies move further into the village.

CUT TO:

20 INT. AISHMUQAM VILLAGE - MOSQUE - LATER

The sleepy muezzin is seated in front of a microphone. The
lieutenant beside him.

MUEZZIN

qAM ATRH H I @ 91 @ & i 4 cordon-and-
search T 3EX faar & Wtg #, forerm q9@™ 7 3R Ao
@b aF e § Wha & HEM | S 8 oMY | 3Rd 3R =
T H & ® Fhd e... B 4 cordon-and-search @7 gHH
fear & g o, fern M "2 i Ao a9 &d e o
TR & HaM | ST 8l S .
Salam alaikum! This is Gul Khan. The army has
cordoned off the village. It is a search operation...
Requesting every man and every boy to assemble
in the school grounds immediately. Women and
children may remain home.

The announcement blares from the mosque speakers. A few
lights flicker on inside houses, and within moments lights in
almost all the bhouses are on.
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CUT TO:
21 INT. HILAALS HOME - BEDROOM

A startled Ghazala wakes up hearing the distant sound of
the announcement. She violently shakes Hilaal who sleeps
next to ber.

GHAZALA

eI, .. BHSSH.... T § BHehsred &l @ 2!
Hilaal! There’s a crackdown in our village.

Hilaal gets up immediately and walks to the window. He
sees soldiers taking positions in the alleys. He is shocked.

22 EXT. AISHMUQAM VILLAGE - DAWN
The announcement continues as the sun rises.

MUEZZIN
(off-screen)
g O 3R A9a @sh o e § reard &
" | 9T 8l WM.,

Requesting every man and every boy to assemble in
the school grounds immediately.

Soldiers move into formation creating an inner circle around
the village.

MUEZZIN
3, wefrar iR 81 =3 = o © 9 2.

Women and children may remain home.
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CUT TO:
23 INT. HILAALS HOME - ATTIC

Hilaal hands over some fruits and water as he instructs the
two men and Ikblaakh.

HILAAL

TE A & U, FE T & a6 AR T8 AUE H... T@ e
Bl Al T8 S
Take this before meals, this afterwards. If the pain
gets worse, inject this.

He hands over medicines to one of the boys. He looks at
Ikhlaakh. They look at each other for a long moment. Hilaal
holds Ikblaakbh’s hands in his hands.

IKHLAAKH

giegd &aae. ..

Khodayus Hawaleh... Leaving you in
the care of God.

CUT TO:
24 INT. HILAAL'S HOME - STAIRCASE CORRIDOR

Ghazala watches as Hilaal hides the collapsible staircase.
Nouw it seems just like a ceiling wall, with nothing above.

25 INT. HILAAL'S HOME

Hilaal takes out his ID card from a drawer and heads
towards the exit. Ghazala stands near the door, scratching
the back of her palm with her nail. He stops, their eyes meet.
A beat.
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HILAAL

3T I8 I |1 4T 1k BT Al Pl el =L ..
a1 A T AL
Be careful... If they suspect something... no one will
survive. Neither you... nor I.

Hilaal turns to go, she whispers from behind.

GHAZALA

3N Te... 7
What about Haider?

Hilaal stops, his eyes turn to a photograph of him and a
young boy, making faces for the camera. A smile emerges in
his eyes.

HILAAL

ST BT TaT &L,
God is his guardian. He will take care of him...

Hilaal opens the door and walks out with his ID card held
in his raised hands. Ghazala watches from a distance.

26 EXT. AISHMUQAM VILLAGE - DAWN
Armed soldiers on both sides of the road leading to the
hospital compound.

Ghostlike figures in pherans slowly make their way through
the lanes without uttering a word to each other.

Every villager, like a well-rehearsed actor, is carrying bis
identity card in his hand. Hilaal, a proud man walking erect,
with dignity, standing out among the villagers.
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Women peep from windows while their sons, husbands,
brothers and fathers walk by, supervised by armed soldiers.

CUT TO:

27 EXT. AISHMUQAM VILLAGE - HOSPITAL GROUND-
LATER

The ground is fully covered by a sea of people squatting on
every inch of the ground. Some faces are tense; some are
resigned.

28 INT. HILAAL'S HOME-ATTIC

Wincing in pain lkhlaakh peeps through a slit in the attic.
All be can see is army vehicles.

29 INT. HILAALs HOME

Ghazala cautiously opens the door and walks nervously
past the soldiers to a neighbour’s house. She joins a circle
of women sitting in the courtyard of the house. The women
sit close to each other, their faces tense, looking out towards
the soldiers in anticipation and anxiety.

CUT TO:

30 EXT. AISHMUQAM VILLAGE - HOSPITAL GROUND -
LATER

An armoured Gypsy, heavily guarded by armed soldiers, is
parked right outside the hospital building. Bebhind a grilled
window a man in an army uniform is seated, his face is
covered with a black hooded mask, only his eyes can be
seen. He is the MUKHBIR (informer).
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An identification parade is under way. A major sits at the
side with a lieutenant conducting the procedure.

The villagers are taking turns passing in front of the
Mukhbir. Two young men stand nervously in front of him.
Hilaal flinches as he hears cries coming out of the adjacent
building, where arrested men are being tortured.

‘Khodayo Bachav!’
Save me.. Oh, Lord!
‘Nahin Pata Sir!’

I don’t know!!

The first young man passes by the Mukbbir. We see
anticipation on the faces of villagers in the ground, the relief
in their eyes as the second young man passes by the Mukhbir

safely.

Hilaal stands in front of the Mukhbir. A long tense moment.
The Mukhbir raises his hand.

CUT TO:
31 INT. HILAAL'S HOME - ATTIC

Omne of the men notices something outside.

YOUNG MAN

TEAY Aed... I AN T B @ 87
What are they doing?

Ikhlaakh moves over to have a look. He sees soldiers
uncoiling some wires around the house perimeter.
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IKHLAAKH
S UdT & ¥ Ll ... denriieie @ e,
They know I am here. Bring me the Kalashnikov.

The two men are startled. Despite the pain in his abdomen,
Ikblaakh takes out and puts back the magazine, locks and
unlocks, prepares his Kalashnikov.

IKHLAAKH

9 T =Mer dr JiEt @1 al...
You guys can surrender if you wish...

Both young men look at each other and nod their heads
negatively. Ikblaakh smiles.

IKHLAAKH

20-25 9T Teh ST, .. SIS, ..

We'll take down 20-25 along with us,
God willing...

CUT TO:

32 INT. HILAALS HOME

A lieutenant leads three soldiers stealthily into the house.
33 EXT. HILAAL'S HOME

The house is surrounded by army vebicles at a distance. The
Major looks through binoculars into the windows for any
sign of movement. He picks up a megaphone and speaks.
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MAJOR

TEATY ... T WA B & d&d a0 3T
3 @rel... You don’t have a chance...
TS FT ... A0 AR AT !
Ikhlaakh Latif... Surrender yourself...You will get a
trial... Lay down your weapons and come out. You
don’t have a chance... Surrender or die!

CUT TO:
34 EXT. HILAALS NEIGHBOUR’S HOUSE. DAY.

Ghazala is standing anxiously on the edge of the circle of
women in the courtyard. Her eyes are moving between
looking at her house and looking towards the soldiers
circling it. She scratches at the back of her palm with the
finger nail. Suddenly, a cry almost escapes her lips. She is
startled to see a group of soldiers pushing a handcuffed
Hilaal towards the Major. Hilaal sees Ghazala and their eyes
meet for a moment. A beat.

35 INT. HILAAL'S HOME - STAIRCASE CORRIDOR

The soldiers stand right below the bidden attic. A silent
survey of the walls. A tiny crevice is noticed.

36 INT. HILAAL'S HOME-ATTIC

Ikblaakh sees the soldiers through the slit. Ikblaakh and his

boys have their guns pointed downwards, ready to fire.
37 INT. HILAALS HOME - STAIRCASE CORRIDOR

The soldiers point their guns upwards. Both teams stand
still, waiting. A tense stand-off.
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The lieutenant signals his soldiers to move on the count of
three. He raises his hand... One... Two...

Before he reaches ‘three’, an onslaught of bullets come
piercing through thewooden planks above them, immediately
killing one of the soldiers and injuring the lieutenant.

38 EXT. HILAAL'S HOME

The Major reacts to the sounds of the bullets. Tense soldiers
take aim and await commands.

39 INT. HILAAL'S HOME - STAIRCASE CORRIDOR

The firing overwhelms the soldiers. One provides covering
fire as the other assists the injured lieutenant with the dead
soldier’s body. They retreat.

40 INT. HILAAL'S HOME - STAIRCASE CORRIDOR

Ikblaakh and his men have made their way down to the
corridor window. They fire at the soldiers.

41 EXT. HILAAL'S HOME

Soldiers retaliate to the firing. The Major rushes towards the
lieutenant who’s receiving first aid.

They both look at the dead soldier inside the van. Angry, the
Major looks towards the house.

42 EXT. HILAADL'S HOME - LATER

The stand-off continues with sporadic firing every few
minutes. A handcuffed Hilaal is brought to the Major.

A soldier with a small remote positions himself near the
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Major and nods. A beat. The Major looks back at Hilaal
and whispers.

MAJOR

thigY!
Fire!

At the click of a button, the explosives blow up the base of
the house. Hilaal cries in horror. The Major signals to the
men with rocket launchers.

Within seconds two rockets fly into the attic and the first
floor completely annibilating the structure. What’s left of
the house goes up in flames.

FADE TO BLACK.
ON BLACK : TITLE APPEARS.
HAIDER
FADE IN :
43 EXT. A BUS ON THE MOUNTAIN ROADS - DAY

A young man looks through the window of a bus into
nothingness - HAIDER MEER, in bhis early twenties. His
eyes are heavy, red, as if after hours of crying.

CUT TO:

44 EXT. ARMY CHECK POST - JAWAHAR TUNNEL -
DAY

The bus slowly stops, he looks outside, it has halted behind
a couple of other vehicles. It’s some kind of a road block. A
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distant sound of gun firing can be heard on the soundtrack.

A soldier gets into the bus holding an automatic weapon.

SOLDIER

STTE.El. AR AT ey dTet ATeA ST & . ..
Everybody line up outside with your IDs and bags.

There is a murmur of disappointment among the passengers.
CUT TO:

45 EXT. ARMY CHECK POST JAWAHAR TUNNEL - LATER

Haider stands in a queue with his rucksack on the shoulders
as soldiers frisk people after checking their IDs and luggage.

A soldier checks Haider’s ID as a south Indian-looking
officer, LIEUTENANT NAGARAJAN, stands close to the

post, observing.

SOLDIER
el ST T8 Bl
Where are you going?

HAIDER
AR,

Srinagar.

SOLDIER
HEl I @ B

You are coming from?

HAIDER

STANTE.
Aligarh.
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SOLDIER
T HYd Bl TRl ?
What do you do there?

HAIDER
I’m a student.

SOLDIER
E A,

Your identity card?

Haider takes out his university ID from his wallet. The
lieutenant takes it from him and studies it. It is from the
History department of Aligarh Muslim University. Haider is
an MPhil student.

LIEUTENANT NAGARAJAN
T subject & research &7
What do you research?

HAIDER
forafrar ey v § Shardr Qred.

Revolutionary poetry in British India.

LIEUTENANT NAGARJAN
qre?
What?

HAIDER
Revolutionary poetry in British India.

The lieutenant smiles. Haider smiles back coldly.
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LIEUTENANT NAGARJAN
Hel & & Al Bl?
Where are you from?

HAIDER

ELNIRIEIEE
Islamabad.

All the soldiers turn and look at him as if he has dropped a
bomb.

CUT TO:
46 INT. ARMY CHECK-POST ROOM - LATER

Haider sits alone inside a small room of the check post.
He looks out through a small window. From the opposite
end a Maruti 800 drives in from afar. He recognizes it. The
soldiers get alert. They run and stop it at a distance.

A petite, beautiful, yet forceful girl in a pink salwar kameez,
a long beige coat and a woollen cap, hanging a press card
from her neck, comes out. This is ARSHIA LONE. She
shows her press ID and the press sticker of Kashmir Post
pasted on her car.

CUT TO:
47 I/E. ARMY CHECK-POST ROOM
A soldier walks in. Haider looks at him.

SOLDIER
Ial.

Come.
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Haider comes out. Arshia, who was chatting with the
lieutenant, turns. Their eyes meet, a look of longing and
desire. She walks up to him, close, holding herself from
hugging him. A beat.

ARSHIA

(whispers)

AR T !
I’ll thrash you!

Haider smiles. The lieutenant walks up to them.

LIEUTENANT NAGAR]JAN
foeT o IR IR I U SEHETE. ..

Your love for Kashmir... is expressed as Islamabad?

HAIDER
Sr?
What?
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Arshia butts in.

ARSHIA

... AN I TEATEE WY Fed & Fel...
Sir, Islamabad is another name for Anantnag.

LIEUTENANT NAGARJAN
(smiles)
I know... W zAR fou % us & smmEr 2...

But for us... there’s just one Islamabad... across the
mountains in Pakistan...

He hands over a diary to Haider.

LIEUTENANT NAGARJAN
By the way... nice poetry.

Haider is embarrassed.

LIEUTENANT NAGARJAN
Be careful with such beautiful inspiration. Okay?

Arshia smiles at Haider. Haider smiles back broadly, faking
the delight.

CUT TO:
48 EXT. ROADS IN OUTSKIRTS - DAY

Haider looks outside the window as Arshia tries to explain

herself.

ARSHIA
FH99 9 IR Tel... df 99 SET 99 & T8l W@ AL, 39
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Fel T a1 fifaee T8 & uue &, e el B ATl &, 39
Fel | ? Al H HeT S ug fafT... A qiagy
W fog fordl & &= q...

I swear, Haider, that Masala Dosa wouldn’t budge.
I told him that you are a poet, not a militant. And
we are engaged to be married. He wanted proof.

I told him to read your diary. All the poems have
been written for me... since we were kids.

No reaction from Haider. She turns a bend and stops the car
by the road outside a village, surrounded by empty fields.
She bugs him tight.

ARSHIA
(whispers)
SR I8 HY 3o T FT?

Wasn’t a lie, was it?
A beat. Haider’s voice starts choking as he speaks.

HAIDER
AT STIST T IoT & o T8 AR fopel o
1 8% T HB Tl A T4

The army arrested my father and nobody
mentioned a thing to me for two weeks.

He comes out of the embrace and looks at her.

HAIDER

T TELEL T a1 & 9 q3d...
We spoke every day over the phone...

She looks down.

33



HAIDER

you... mother... uncle... everyone lied to me...

ARSHIA
dw dissertation §19 § BIgH A9 T AT .. TSl ATl

7 %Hgd & &1 BT Dl...
You'd abandon your dissertation in the middle of

the semester and return... Your mother made me
promise not to tell you...

Haider looks away.

ARSHIA
[ am sorry.

Arshia presses bis hand gently, he keeps looking out.
CUT TO:
49 EXT. SRINAGAR ROADS - DAY

They drive into town, passing through army bunkers,
armoured vehicles on every corner, soldiers posted on
roads at the distance of every 50 metres, holding automatic
weapons. They cross a half-burnt structure. Haider is

shocked.

ARSHIA

TR A & d1¢ 950 |Y 9ad T & Tel... Fa7 Al g1
TI? & HEM 918 SAdRM B T© E...
Thing have changed since you were here last...
Did you hear the new joke... elections are due in
two months...
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HAIDER
AAIGT F SRR FedTe gal &l 6. .

There is often truth in jest...

ARSHIA

eeX... 9 &8 W o 982 You’ve changed, aRr... r@rmg #
ol TE-g&dTT 2ehl o TRy | o &l Ug T Bl
Haider... are you serious? You've changed...
Haven't fallen in love with an Indian girl back in
Aligarh, have you?

Haider faintly smiles.

HAIDER
HEl T @ © BH?
Where are we going?

ARSHIA

To your mother.

HAIDER
T ar FEr?
Where is she?

ARSHIA
T & FE.
At uncle Khurram’s place.

Haider puts bis hand on the steering wheel.
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HAIDER
TS A H A 2.

I want to go home.
Arshia stops the car and looks straight into bis eyes.

ARSHIA

TR M H... =W G FY q91 TE § oK.
There isn’t a much of a home left in what remains...

Tears form in her eyes and she looks away.
CUT TO:

50 EXT. HILAAL'S HOME - LATER

Haider stands shocked opposite the burnt, torn-down
structure. It’s beyond his belief seeing what’s left of the
house he grew up in. Arshia stands behind giving him space.
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51 INT. HILAAL'S HOME

The foundation walls of the structure are still in place. As
he walks through the house, he sees charred remains of the
furniture, the staircase, etc.

Flashes of his childhood appear before him as he walks
through the house.

-Young Haider and Hilaal engrossed in a serious table-tennis
match in the attic as Ghazala calls out to them for lunch.

- Dawn, young Haider crawls into bed in between Ghazala
and Hilaal snuggling up to them inside the blanket.

- Hilaal displays a ten-rupee note to a sheepish young Haider.

HILAAL

Tl # [T A IE-UAT ToR A

Let the petals fill with colour... Let the breeze ruffle
the spring...

He urges Haider on to finish the poem, the boy thinks hard.

HILAAL

qE-T-T FER ...
Let the breeze ruffle the spring...

Suddenly he blurts out the rest of the poem and quickly
grabs the note.

HAIDER
ol AT TS {oh TAYH Bl B = ..

Come along, my love...
Awake the garden to life...
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-Young Haider rushes to brush Hilaal’s shoes as Hilaal
leaves for office in the morning.

Flashback ends:

Haider bends down to pick a video cassette, something
catches his attention on the ground. A photo-frame housing

a photo of Hilaal, Ghazala and Haider.

He falls to his knees, crying in disbelief as he picks up the
photo. Arshia places her hand on his shoulder, comforting
him.

CUT TO:
52 EXT. HILAALS HOME

LIYAOAT PARVEZ LONE, in his early thirties, drives by
in a police jeep. He notices Arshia’s car and instructs the
driver to stop.

LIYAQAT

UF e Tl
Stop the jeep.
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The jeep stops.

LIYAQAT
rferar @t e A8t FT B @ E?
What is Arshee’s car doing here?

The driver shakes his head.
53 INT. HILAALS HOME

Haider is crying in Arshia’s arms. She comforts him. He
hugs ber tight.

ARSHIA

TeX... I Y ¥ =T §¢ HA... T @l.. T ...
Don’t fight it......You can cry... You can cry...

...Please.

She wipes the tears from his face and kisses him on bis lips.
He looks at her, they kiss again. This time a long passionate
one.

54 EXT. HILAAL'S HOME

Liyaqat gets out of the jeep and walks towards the house.
He touches the hood of Arshia’s car, it’s still warm.

CUT TO:

55 INT. HILAAL'S HOME

Haider and Arshia still in each other’s arms.
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LIYAQAT
(off-screen)
T T TR S Teeied... AT JF TIXUIe <Tél 3 uf
Il g3 9l ATh B . ..
Now that is quite an interview! Of course, you
couldn’t drop me at the airport.

The couple breaks out of the embrace.

ARSHIA

Brother...

Liyaqat angrily walks up to them and pushes Haider hard;
he bangs into a broken cupboard. Liyaqat holds him by the
collar.

LIYAQAT
T HW HY o THb SH-UH o @ ar g iR @
ST, 3T a1 I dXE... THS? [hid! qiE?

Mark my words. If I ever see you around her...
you will disappear... Just like your father. You get
me? Like your...

Before he can finish his sentence, Haider pushes him back.
Liyaqat bangs into the opposite wall. He gets up and runs
towards Haider like an animal. Arshia comes in the middle.

ARSHIA

Brother... listen...

Liyagat stops.

40



LIYAQAT
AT, B S,
Arshee, move aside.

ARSHIA
3T AT T A,
Leave us! Please.

Liyaqat looks at Haider and then Arshia. A beat. He
suddenly grabs her by the wrist and drags her out as she
protests.

ARSHIA

Let go of my hand.

He drags her out and starts looking for the key inside her
bag. The elderly driver of the police jeep comes to him.

MAQSOOD

ferdTehd 9T Fellee B ST,
Liyaqat you’ll miss your flight.

Liyagqat finds the key and looks at him.

LIYAQAT
B2 T,

I’ve already missed it.

He pushes Arshia inside the car, comes to the driver seat,
starts the car and zooms away.

CUT TO:
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56 INT. PARVEZ’S HOME - LIVING ROOM - LATER

Arshia sits on a sofa and sobs, while knitting a sweater
angrily. Parvez in his police uniform sits opposite and listens
to Liyaqat quietly, who paces up and down.

LIYAQAT

T GAd PRl o 39, ST 29 o § ST 9 hA e, g
3@ WY IS,
You never heard my caution. You never listen to

me. You let her do as she pleases. And this is what
it has come to.

He stops and looks at Arshia.

LIYAQAT
T H gre Hhey T8t W@ 3.

She won’t leave the house.
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ARSHIA
(whispers, sobbing and knitting)

ARl &l Brg H.
I will not stop working.

Liyaqat looks at Parvez.

PARVEZ

3k B... W AT g2 § 7 foelr der.
Alright... but you have to stop seeing Haider.

She looks at her father, her eyes full of tears.

PARVEZ

A6 Bk HE W@l 2... S qied & a1 a5t i3hd B
39 39... e G aral @ A1 9|l 6 qedr g, A
AT H qEBRT A, A A 2.

Lucky is right about it. After the doctor’s arrest,
his world is out of joint. He is a marked man. The
families of militants become outcasts. They can’t
get passports. They can’t get government jobs. You
know how it is.

Liyagat picks up the Quran kept on a wooden table over
the prayer rug.

LIYAQAT
odH dI.
Swear by the Quran.

She looks at Liyagat.
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LIYAQAT

BT 1.
Place your hand on it.

She suddenly gets up and walks towards her room.

LIYAQAT

3. ..
Arshee...

She shuts the door and bolts it from inside. Liyaqgat knocks
angrily from outside.

LIYAQAT
L. .. AT @ ..
Arshee... Open the door...

Parvez comes from behind and puts his hand on Liyagat's
shoulder.

PARVEZ

2 91 Uh ST FAES & IR ! ardn fawl.
There’s another flight to Bangalore via Delhi at two.

LIYAQAT
GEICEESIEIN

I don’t want to go.

PARVEZ

URTA ... Tel ST Tel ...
Don’t be a fool... ‘Don’t want to go...”

44



PARVEZ

IO 93 AEEMIMT I A, W9 & ... gedl & ar.. |
AT Q... AT H HHF @M . ..
You don’t turn down a big break with a
major corporation. A man is not frivolous about his

work. She has the mind of a child... -
I’ll speak to her.

He keeps bis hand on the Quran.

PARVEZ

Here... I swear by the Quran...

Parvez hugs Liyaqat.

PARVEZ
TTEAT 980 AT & ... ATAR | AT & I8 HEALL.. 30 8 &
qr... ot &Y T gt ... IHT HIE, HJTAH E...

You’re too short tempered... When you get to

Bangalore join that course... that one...
by Sri Sri Ravi Shankar...

Liyaqat laughs softly.

LIYAQAT
The Art of Living.

He starts leading him out.

PARVEZ

g I8 L., 3R AT ST 9 99 & a9 T 98l 8
g9 § e 9 o faw oruel 9. IR 39 9k & 9 ol
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BUET b 7 &l F Bl... Sl fergaii=ai &l B heMi |
RT3 2.

Yes that one... be careful who you make friends
with. Be friendly to everyone... but befriend only
a few... and as much as possible don’t tell anyone

where you’re from... Nowadays Indians see a
terrorist in every Kashmiri.

Liyaqat nods.
CUT TO:

57 EXT. PARVEZ’S HOME - PORCH - LATER

Liyagat leaves in the car. Parvez waves goodbye. He turns
to see Arshia standing at the door step still knitting the
sweater. Their eyes meet. He walks up to her, she is avoiding
eye contact.

PARVEZ
d W HHR, 6 I BRI?
When will this muffler be ready?

ARSHIA
(still looking down)

qiedr | ed. ..

before the winters, for sure...
Parvez pulls her face by the chin.

PARVEZ
fehaT TR | 98T 91 W@ E .. o qF BHAL..

I hear this every summer... you brat...
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Arshia smiles, he hugs ber.

ARSHIA

This time for sure..

Parvez caresses her hair lovingly.

PARVEZ
... I T T &... &aX | 3 eHeal al qHfhH

Times are bad sweetheart... You can sympathize
with Haider... but you can't be in love with him..

Arshia’s face has a grim expression.
CUT TO:

58 INT. KHURRAM’S HOME

Haider gets down from an auto outside a small bungalow
located in a modest middle-class locality in Srinagar. The

name plate on the bungalow reads ‘Khurram Meer - B.A.
LLB - Advocate High Court’.

Haider opens the gate and enters, an old man comes out of
the corridor. A face Haider recognizes and knows well. The
old man hugs him tight, bis eyes are moist.

59 INT. KHURRAM’S HOME - LIVING ROOM

Haider walks through the corridor, photographs of his
father and uncle on the walls. He hears a faint singing
voice of a male, coming from the other end. He follows
the voice.
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Through the thin wooden curtain he sees Khurram singing
a Kashmiri song holding a cup of tea in between his palms.
The smoke flowing out of the cup in the backdrop of the
evening sunlight makes the atmosphere magical. Ghazala
seems rather cheerful and happy. She is trying to hold her
amusement as Kburram sings.

KHURRAM
(in Kashmiri)
Roash-e-walo miyanih dilbaro...
Poshan bahara yoorih valo...

She suddenly bursts into laughter.

KHURRAM
T B
Why are you laughing?
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GHAZALA

You are so out of tune...

Haider freezes in his tracks. He notices a certain look in his
mother’s eyes, a look he has never seen before.

KHURRAM

370 AIAl F AR HL @ & AU Bl & &l ...
... STAE g7 & &5 STUAT... SEHT 99 S0 89RI... 9 37T

Be my master! I have been begging you to
teach me since college... Be my master...
And you look away...

Ghazala giggles.

KHURRAM
ST, A9 ...
Why don’t you sing?

Ghazala shakes her head to say no. Khurram presses her
knee.

KHURRAM
Please sing...

Ghazala picks up her cup and starts to sing while blowing
the vapours away from the cup. Khurram slowly gets up
and starts to gently dance along. His steps have a kind of
sweetness of the local folk dance. Ghazala is amused and
gets into giggles in between her singing.
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Haider enters the room pushing the see-through wooden
curtain aside.

Ghazala casually turns with a smile, still humming. She stops,
seeing Haider. She suddenly becomes pale and whispers to

herself.

GHAZALA
My dear...

Khurram looks at her and follows her gaze. He is startled
to see Haider standing behind. He gets up trying to gather

himself.

KHURRAM
T... A TM... FF AT T2 @R A T2 H...

Haider! When did you arrive? You didn’t even let
us know...

He opens his arms to embrace his nephew. Haider walks
past him towards his mother. A beat. Ghazala tries to behave
normally but stutters and stammers.

GHAZALA
SAMT... fhdT gept @ @I 2... 9@ fUue 59 9918 ...

You're looking so tired... will you have tea... I've
made it...

She hurriedly pours some tea and brings the cup to him. He
keeps looking at her silently. Ghazala pats her forebead.

GHAZALA
urTe & H... d & T 6 @ 9 T dar e 9 2.
My dear... You’ve lost so much weight... You’ve
grown a beard too...
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She puts the cup back and looks back at him lovingly. She
gently brushes bis hair.

GHAZALA
Thesis fo@ & g2 &a?

Completed your dissertation?
Haider is silent. Her voice starts to shake.

GHAZALA
q %8 diaar F qei? ... dld ql... &Y ...
Why are you so quiet? Why the silence? My dear...

Tears start forming in her eyes. She suddenly hugs him and
starts crying. He doesn’t move an inch, his hands dangling
down, not moving to embrace her.

KHURRAM
FHAMA N AR [ & 2al... TR I8 §aR & 99 &...
BAH-U-UTh H for@n &, T-3Twre-al-AIo-|iad. ..
These are hard times. It’s a time for patience.The
Quran tells us God is with the patient.

Khurram comes forward to put his hand on Haider’s
shoulder.

KHURRAM
9 U e & #1E H... WA qred off q1ay #RK @ 8
forg &m0 § 1@ ... OIS 99 TN R S9Te-3TeTe
qq 3 &l ...

I’ve filed a petition in court... It will take some
time... But God-willing, all will be fine soon...

Haider whispers to Ghazala who still holds ber.
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HAIDER

T 1 L
It doesn’t look like it though...

She pulls herself back to look at him. Her face full of tears.

KHURRAM
HAAT?
What do you mean?

HAIDER
(to Khurram)

950 G T9R 3T @ & o9 AT Sl & A 4.

The two of you seem quite happy... with my
father’s disappearance...

GHAZALA
HT?
What?

Haider raises his voice a bit.

HAIDER
(to Ghazala)

T&d G T AT @ & AT AT Sl &b S ..

The two of you seem quite happy... with my father’s
disappearance.

A shocking silence echoes in the room. Khurram tries to
save the situation.

KHURRAM

Haider... Have you lost it? What are you saying?
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Haider cuts him in between.

HAIDER
T S T ..

I will repeat what my eyes can see!
He turns towards Ghazala.

HAIDER

g BU-8Y & AT AT Yeod HT BT o1 6 onft g% e &

Has your musical been on for a while? Or did
this romantic production begin... after father’s
disappearance?

Ghazala suddenly slaps him hard. A beat. Haider turns and
walks out towards the exit. Ghazala follows.

GHAZALA
[ am sorry... Haider... &8 a1 g4
Haider... I am sorry.

Haider walks in silence.

GHAZALA
... H A9 g9 q3.

Haider... I will explain everything to you...
Haider opens the main door and walks out.

GHAZALA

T AY 3T SAT... HE T arar & ...
Haider... Come back... It is time for curfew now.
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Haider keeps walking on the road with his rucksack on his
shoulders trying his best to hold his tears inside.

GHAZALA
(screams)

My dear...

Khurram comes to her from behind.

GHAZALA
AT et I AT o S

The army will grab him too... Please stop him!

KHURRAM
G el BN el S, AT HaX = ..
Nothing will happen to him. Come inside.

She cries more.

GHAZALA
... WS 94T @l $9...

Please get him back.

Kbhurram touches her elbow with concern.

KHURRAM
F € Al... 9|l AH... H E...

I’ll take care of it. Don’t worry.

He takes her inside.
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CUT TO:
60 EXT. SRINAGAR - DAY

In a market area of the city, an awkward-looking stand-
alone structure has a sign in front that says.

Salman & Salman video: all types VHS cassettes available.

Omn the shop front we see a few small posters. (Maine Pyar
Kiya. Deewana Mastana.) And a faded poster: Lion of the
Desert.

Omn the soundtrack, we hear a hit cheesy Bollywood song.

61 INT. SALMAN & SALMAN VIDEO SHOP - INNER
ROOM

Close-up of a television on which grainy visuals of the
same song play, in which Salman Khan, sporting a mullet
hairstyle, is dancing his heart out.

We pull back, to see two young men in front of the TV,
emulating the actor’s moves with the utmost conviction.
Both wearing jeans and a white vest, they also sport mullets
identical to the movie star. They lip-sync the lyrics as they

continue dancing with passion and admiration. They are
SALMAN ¢ SALMAN.

The room is full of smoke and the walls adorned with a few
Salman Khan posters.

The phone rings, they hear it but keep dancing. A beat. It
rings again.

Salman 1 picks up the cordless receiver, still dancing.
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SALMAN 1
(into phone)

Hello! Who do you want to speak to? Salman?
Just a moment.

He passes the receiver to Salman 2, who’s still dancing.

SALMAN 1

Salman, this is for you.

SALMAN 2
(into phone)
&, ... DI FAMBT?... GAIH? TH THUS. ..

Hello! Who do you want to speak to?
This call is for you.

An irritated Salman 2 passes the receiver back to Salman 1.

SALMAN 2

Hello...

As the song on TV reaches its crescendo. Salman 1 takes the
receiver back but doesn’t place it on his ear. Instead both
Salmans vigorously tear off their vests as does the Salman
on screen. The song ends, an irritated voice is heard in the
receiver.

VOICE

Hello... Hello...
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Salman 1 realizes someone is still holding and speaks.

SALMAN 1

fheE a1 T € AR QoA ?... G@dM d... qa o
(gestures towards TV) & qa9= &7
Who do you want to speak to?

With Salman, Salman... or Salman!?

Salman 1 listens to the caller while taking a drag from his
cigarette.

SALMAN 1

7 § gad €... SR R\d T 9edd a1d & ar qer o
Who am I? I am Salman. The person you spoke
to earlier was also Salman. And will you take the
trouble... to tell me who you are?

He suddenly coughs out smoke.

SALMAN 1

Sir... Sorry sir...
He puts his hand on the mouthpiece.

SALMAN 1

Parvez sir...

Salman 2 snatches the receiver from him.

SALMAN 2
HATH STTRH SIS, ARl ST, qq S, . 8 S,
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&aY? SIS dgd 3T ... dRedl a% A 9¢ &... el oE?
TR, SATYHRT BHH SIHTE... A IHATIHA S,
Hello sir... Sorry sir. Haider Meer. Yes, I know him
very well. We did high school together.... Yes sir...
Have a good day...

He puts the phone down and looks at Salman 1 angrily.

SALMAN 2
PIciE dleas! H el 9. e J6 B 9 Bl
BIF T W T <.

Fool! Didn’t I tell you... to disconnect the phone
before Brother Salman’s movies...

Salman 1 bangs the remote of VCR on the bed. The video
begins to play again, their attention goes back towards the
screen. They start to dance again.

CUT TO:

62. EXT. MARKET ROAD - SRINAGAR - EVENING

An enraged and dejected Haider walks on the isolated road
with his bag. A bakhtarbadh (armoured) vebicle drives up
to him slowly from behind.

A masked and armed CRPF jawan with his upper body
sticking out of the vebicle calls out to Haider.

CRPF JAWAN
... FHEl R B?
Stop! Where are you going?

Haider snaps out of his trance-like walk and looks at the
vehicle which stops beside him. The jawan comes out and
walks to him.
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CRPF JAWAN
T H T E?
What’s in the bag?

Some other soldiers also come out of the vehicle.

CRPF JAWAN
e 1S @i, 3R 2 S H. ..

Do you have an ID? And raise your hands...

Haider pulls out his ID from his wallet as he spreads bhis
hands to be frisked. The jawan frisks him thoroughly.

Just then from the adjacent lane, Salman & Salman ride in
on a motorcycle. They see Haider being frisked and ride up
to him.
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SALMAN 1
(to jawan)
99 fevg e drea.
Hello Captain.

The jawan recognizes the Salmans.

CRPF JAWAN
Salman and Salman.

Salman 2 gets off the bike and puts his hand over Haider’s
shoulder.

SALMAN 2
22 T B & IS ? el AT?
Haider... How are you? When did you get back?

The jawan returns the ID card to Haider.

CRPF JAWAN
A & 392

You know him?

SALMAN 2
B9 |89 I 99 & B9M... SHR 9raE...

He’s our sweetheart...

Salman 1 screams from the bike.

SALMAN 1
qq 9! HE T a1 2... Fdl, a0 B9 | Hoi
Te, ‘B9 U & hid ?’
Come on, man... let’s go... It’s almost time for
curfew... Or some Major will be welcoming us in a
military camp.

60



Salman grabs Haider and takes him towards the bike. Haider
sits on the bike sandwiched between the two Salmans. They
ride away on the bike.

CUT TO:
63 EXT. DOWNTOWN - NIGHT

Downtown Kashmir at night. A few dogs wail on the street.
A soldier flips a torch on and off from a bunker nearby. An
old man walks hurriedly with a lantern in his band. Thick
coils of concertina wire surround the bunker. Haider’s voice
from the next scene fades in on the soundtrack.

HAIDER (v/o)

T
C-H-U-T-Z-P-A-H.

64 I/E. SALMAN & SALMAN VIDEO SHOP - INNER
ROOM - LATER
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The TV is paused at the same dramatic scene from the
Salman Khan film. The room is full of smoke of a Kashmiri
hookah. All three look stoned.

HAIDER

Chutzpabh... It is what it is...

Salman 1 puts some charas into the pot.

SALMAAN 1

Chutzpah?

SALMAN 2
v T B2
What is it?

Haider smokes, exbales hard, seems to choke, then smokes
again.

HAIDER

U IR U @Sl 3T HI-d19 &l hed hid Ihel 1. [
B, Hie § S & qEA I8 Hal fob qor & H g3 W w/H
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TN TR AT AT, A GBI I 3TI [1-a719 BT 7Y fR4T &,
A AR e W... T 1 ? dagHl arar, St 4 6
AT H Fdm €... I £,

Once upon a time a boy was arrested for the
murder of his parents. In the courtroom he sought
a lenient sentence from the judge. Bewildered, the

judge asked.. ‘How do you expect mercy... after
killing your own parents?’ The boy replied... ‘My
Lord! Because I am an orphan now.’
Utter gall and brazenness!

Both the Salmans burst out laughing.

HAIDER

T BT & geadl... g J9W & a9 2...
That, my friend, is chutzpah. A Hebrew word.

SALMAAN 1

TR EET TR Fferamdr & fhae 309 & IR... STEnT ST
qET EETE H. .. ST ST, Tl THET. ..
It does rhyme a bit with AFSPA... and all the
bunkum it means. AFSPA... Chutzpah...
Chutzpah... AFSPA...

5

Salman 2 shakes his head in agreement as Haider hits ‘play
on a cassette player on the side. Mehdi Hassan’s ‘Gulon mei
rang bhare’ plays softly. Haider hums along.

HAIDER
Tl | T WL

Let blossoms be colour-stained...

SALMAAN 2
3 T BT Tl ?
What will you do now?

63



HAIDER

Chutzpah!

Both of them laugh again. Haider continues singing.

HAIDER
S.... SISl .
I’ll look for my father...

SALMAAN 1
FEr? dHal H?

Where? In camps?

SALMAAN 2
He@Hl | ?

In prisons?

HAIDER
T HIFR HEEMT & SR, & S ATS ...
(sings aloud)
FHY IS & A §AT § HB Al Fal...

All of Kashmir is a prison my friends. I will look
for him in every dark corner, on every unlit street.
Everywhere.

CUT TO:
65 EXT. KHURRAM’S HOUSE - MORNING

A cold autumn morning. Ghazala stands in the balcony
holding a cup of tea in her palms. Her eyes are stuck on the
locked gate of the house.
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An old newspaper man in a pheran and woollen cap carrying
a bundle of newspapers stops on the street outside.

He tosses a copy of The Kashmir Post over the gate.
Ghazala opens the newspaper. The headline on the front
page hits her like a bullet.

KHURRAM (v/o)
ﬁ' ddr dTcdT g7 ATYHAI. ..

[ was going to tell you..

CUT TO:
66 INT. KHURRAM’S HOUSE - BEDROOM - LATER

Khurram still half-reads the newspaper headlines.

‘Disappeared Doctor’s Brother NDP candidate from
Koshmar.”

A smiling photograph of Khurram with an NDP leader
below the headline.

Ghazala scratches the back of her palm with her fingernail.
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GHAZALA
FE? HIH & A8 7
Whens After somebody kills you?

Khurram rubs his eyes.

KHURRAM

Q@ ST 1 T2 A SAET qrE-. .. UET B8 Tl BM.

Don't make a mountain of a molehill.. nothing will
happen to me..

Ghazala turns around and cuts him in the middle.

GHAZALA
iR A1Eq T FE Fed I, A9 fema el a4t gL, 34
Qe & T 9. ..
The doctor used to say the same thing... I can't take
it any more... | want to escape from this fear...

Khurram holds her hands as tears roll off her cheeks.

KHURRAM

TE Al Ueh T & I Bl -, T8
SAF BRI IA-U-HRIT e
This is the only way to escape... this election is our
ticket out of here... it's our trial by fire...

KHURRAM
AR B GR HT G, a4 qEH, AT F A1 .. AR
I & IR STd & qEi-a.. . el 2.

Once we're through... we move straight to Delhi...
away from all this fear and violence.
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She looks at him, eyes full of tears. He shakes his head.
CUT TO:
67 INT. DSP’S OFFICE- DAY

On a front wall of the police station is the fading graffiti:

‘Catch Them By Their Balls, Their Hearts and Minds Will
Follow.’

Inside:
Haider sits in front of Parvez.

PARVEZ
i |Ied WY 954 STy 9.
The doctor was one of my closest friends..

Haider looks at him sharply.

PARVEZ
AT ... 3@ F T HIS 3T [CaTar Tl <A1 aredl... 94

TE & A AT AR faehe el g
Is... not was... look I don't want to give you any
false hope... but the truth is what powers do we the
police have over the army?

Haider takes out some photocopied papers from his bag.

HAIDER

Armed Forces Special Powers Act, Rule 4 of section
5. Any person arrested and taken into custody
under this Act shall be handed over to the officer
in charge of the nearest police station with the least
possible delay.
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Haider looks at Parvez.

HAIDER
Least possible delay... 3t 20 f& & 7T & 3R I
It’s been twenty days and there’s no word of him.

Parvez smiles sadly.

PARVEZ

e BB B T G BT Al I8 Bled Bidl 9T HIHIT Hi?
GfSd 48& 9 Tl dih § WiiSEEe i arer fhar o, g31
IR ECA
If things worked by the book... do you think
Kashmir would have been the hell it is? Pandit
Nehru promised Kashmiris a plebiscite with the
world as his witness... What happened?

PARVEZ
ATATES al Biel, Wgarse & el 9d, sfafaeasay ... ar

T QU TEl Hl... T GIRE |, A7 Bg& ™ ...

Let aside plebiscite... Even the first condition to
plebiscite... demilitarization... did not happen.

He laughs at his own joke.

PARVEZ
(still laughing)

9 & T TS 2... ol G919 & HA A £

Neither India, nor Pakistan...When two elephants
fight... it is the grass that is trampled upon. A curse
on both their houses!

Haider remains poker-faced.
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HAIDER
TS USSR, Tof T 2.,

I agree, Uncle...But I do want to file a formal report.

Parvez stops laughing and comes closer.

PARVEZ
I & AT T @ 9T, USSR, &of il df S+
e & =i ST &9 & STuA...
Don’t mess with the army, son. If you file a formal

report... the chances of finding him will become
even more bleak.

A beat on Haider.

PARVEZ
2l ATed I TATl 34 | & foh 29 Soeht
It's best if we just wait for the doctor
to return... silently.

Haider is shocked, bhe angrily gets up and storms out.
68 EXT. DSP’S OFFICE

He comes out and sees Khurram waiting outside at the
reception. He looks at him, but doesn’t stop. Khurram
follows him.

KHURRAM

Haider... Hear me out...
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Haider keeps walking angrily. Khurram catches up with him
and grabs Haider’s shoulder to turn him around.

KHURRAM
forg & T & 2 SR fohg fowe ot [ ot arg 78, W
Sl TS o 2.
Who are you angry with? And why? He's not

simply your father... he’s my brother as well... my
only brother...

Haider looks away. Kbhurram turns his face around, gently
this time.

KHURRAM

15 faf 4 vgdll ar qepue o o a0 AL, T U & Hqaw
AT & & IE W H... AR T d9 T YBdr ¢ o B9 A
T W 2 BY 8Y ...

After weeks, your mother managed a smile. She had
been crying herself out for hours. And you accuse
us of singing and dancing in joy?

He takes out the newspaper from his pocket, announcing
his election candidature.

KHURRAM
T 3@. § ol @3 @ ... [ e 9g I8

Take a look. I am running for office. I am contesting
the elections. Would you care to know why?

Would you?

HAIDER
frg foroe
Why?
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KHURRAM
wTg ArEd & fou oY freeh fog? U ar 4 1y § ure s
For my brother. Who else! Once I’'m in power... I'll
search every prison and get him home.

HAIDER
T SAFYE TS BT SAGR HINT AT B @S5 O & &l

Uncle, you can wait to fight the elections. My fight
has already begun.

Khurram watches as Haider walks away while a painful
melody kicks in on the soundtrack. A song of ‘search’ plays
in the background.

CUT TO:
69 MONTAGE
70 EXT. VILLAGE STATIONERY STORE - DAY

Haider is at a shop with a photograph of Hilaal. It’s the one
he found at home - Ghazala has been torn out.

Several cyclostyled copies of the photo are made.

Arshia and Haider paste the copies of the photo on various
walls.

CUT TO:
71 EXT. CRPF STATION COMPOUND - DAY
Several people stand in line with photographs of ‘disappeared’

men, a CRPF officer walks by slowly inspecting the
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photographs, he is stone-faced. Haider is last in line. The
officer stops on seeing Hilaal’s photo, he looks at Haider. A
beat. He nods in the negative.

CUT TO:

72 INT. JAIL - WAITING ROOM - DAY

Haider stares at the photograph. An old woman sitting
beside him sees Hilaal’s photo. Their eyes meet, she smiles at
him, runs her shrivelled hand over his head and shows him a
picture of her young son. They share a sad smile.

He looks up and sees a dozen other people in the same room,
with similar photographs of their loved ones. A sudden sense
of a reality check hits him.
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CUT TO:
73 EXT. ARMY CAMP - DAY

Barbed wire and armed soldiers surround the walls of this
impenetrable military camp. Haider walks up to the gate
with his rucksack on his back. A couple of jawans standing
in a bunker order him to stop. Haider is cold and doesn’t
respond to their threats. The soldiers warn him again,
but as there is no response, they approach him with guns
pointed, alarmed. Haider raises his arms as be is pinned to
the ground. The soldiers hurriedly search his back; nothing
but photocopies of Hilaal’s photo pour out.

CUT TO:

74 INT. CRPF CAMP - DAY

Arshia and Haider are inside the cabin of a CRPF officer,
going through an album full of photos of men.

CUT TO:
75 EXT. LAKE - DAY

A distraught Haider and Arshia sit on the banks of a lake.
They watch some children play on the ice. He is emotionless,
just watching them blankly as she gently caresses his hair.

CUT TO:

76 EXT. PAPA-2 INTERROGATION CENTRE-MORNING.

A two-storey white bungalow houses PAPA2 interrogation
centre. The windowpanes have black paint on them. Edgy,
armed soldiers patrol both sides of the road.
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A few dozen distraught, hassled men and women sit on the
footpath opposite the building - Haider amongst them. A
black army Ambassador car, with heavily-tinted windows,
drives towards the gate accompanied by a couple of armed
jeeps. The men and women hold framed photographs of
their loved ones up in the air.

CUT TO:

77 EXT. RIVERSIDE - DAY

Two men push a long wooden boat into the river. Haider is
on board, he has a newspaper in his hand.

HEADLINE: UNIDENTIFIED MAN’S BODY IN SUIT
FOUND IN JHELUM

He takes out a copy of Hilaal’s photograph. The sun rises
over the blue-gray pines and bleached Himalayas circling
Srinagar. The boatman stops rowing and takes the picture
from Haider. He looks at it carefully, then shakes his head
in the negative.

78 EXT. LAWNS - DAY

A group of women is seated on the lawns bebind a banner
that reads: Association of Parents of Disappeared Persons.
It’s a quiet demonstration - several photographs are pinned
up on a makeshift wall... photographs of disappeared
Kashmiri men.

Haider pins up a photo of Hilaal on the wall.

FADE TO:
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79 EXT. POLICE MORGUE - DAY

A police truck drives in. The people waiting outside rush
in. The paramedics and the policemen take out around a
dozen bodies from the truck. Many have their faces blown
up, some have limbs missing. They line them up on the
morgue verandah on stretchers. Arshia turns her face away,
runs towards a corner and vomits. Haider rushes ahead
like a mad man, moving from one body to another. On one
stretcher a young boy lies drenched in blood. He opens bhis
eyes. Haider screams and steps back.

The boy is alive. He jumps out of the stretcher, looks at
everyone and shouts:

DANCING BOY
fraTe: gRrn! 98 99 e 98 99 e ° T g
i fofar !

[ am Alive!! I am Alive!!
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The boy, completely covered in blood, jumps, pumps his
arms in the air and laughs and laughs. Then suddenly he runs
for the gate and keeps running out of the morgue complex.

CUT TO:

80 INT. SALMAN & SALMAN VIDEO SHOP - DAY

Omn the TV screen, video footage of Haider and Hilaal. The
pleasant memory from the past is played on a VCR inside
the dark bedroom. Haider watches it silently, Arshia sitting
next to him.

81 INT. SALMAN & SALMAN VIDEO SHOP - DAY

An Ambassador car escorted by a police jeep stops in front
of the shop. People anxiously come out of their shops. The
Salmans are also uneasy. Khurram steps out of the car. The
Salmans get down from their shop and wish him.
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82 INT. SALMAN & SALMAN VIDEO SHOP - DAY

Khurram opens the door. Haider covers his eyes from the
sunlight. Arshia gets up to greet him.

ARSHIA
GATH-ATel-HH =TT
Salaam walaikum, uncle.

KHURRAM

dTel-pH .
Walaikum salaam.

(to Haider)

e & ®reh U & A 9, el @ R 9 9 aX die d R
%1 EER TE Bl ST e deh Il 6
T I el WA S U
Mister... Your mother hasn’t eaten a grain of rice for
two days now... She says she won’t have a drop to
drink unless she sees you.
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An irritated look on Haider’s face.
83 INT. KHURRAM’S HOUSE - BEDROOM - LATER

Ghazala lies on the bed, her eyes closed. A knock on the
door.

KHURRAM
AT SAHER-3T-THE 396 SHT-31 a&T R 2R 2...

Open up Ghazala. I present to you the sparkle of
your eyes.... your little prince.

Ghazala smiles through her dry lips.

The door opens. Khurram bows and steps aside. Haider
stands there stone-faced. Ghazala smiles and bugs him.

GHAZALA
My angel...

CUT TO:
84 INT. KHURRAM'’S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - LATER
Omn Dastarkhan, Ghazala eats as Haider watches her.

HAIDER
MY fewedl SITaAT A1 A . .

You know, if you go to Delhi...

al Tk SIS AT AR YA B...

you will certainly be offered
a job at a place I know...
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HAIDER
I TRl HATH T H.
The National School of Drama.

She smiles mischievously.

HAIDER

g Geh de hY < AT 37T H A1
Please do stop your theatrics now!

GHAZALA

B AT T ? T fhaT & "7
What do you mean? Why am I to blame?
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HAIDER

THYFA sihdd 999 F Bl BIdT drdl U... Sl @1 Bl
<, Al HYT T... AT WIAT AT 9RA &l aHdH <. ..

You always used emotions to manipulate me. Even
in my high school... you would stop eating or leave
home. You would cry away or threaten suicide.

Ghazala stops eating and looks at him.

HAIDER
U & THIYNT SIhHd Hieh AU 3l STARIE 9ol... ¥ |

... g F ...
That is how you sent me away to Aligarh. Banished
me from my home.. Away from home, away from
my father...

Ghazala smiles weakly.

GHAZALA
3R q SWNTE T TT BT af AT & el 79T Brar?

If I hadn’t pushed you to Aligarh... you know well
where you would have ended up!

They look at each other. A beat.

85 FLASHBACK

Ghazala is in Haider’s room cleaning up. She gathers some
textbooks to put inside Haider’s backpack, and feels a metal
thing inside the bag. She pulls it out. If’s a pistol. She is

shocked.

Haider, age sixteen, being scolded by Ghazala who is

freaking out.
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GHAZALA
T & e Bl T &7 fop 7 & I qA?
What is this? Who gave you this?

GHAZALA
A ¢
I demand an answer.

HAIDER
@Rl H U T Bl B... Hd a99 < 4.

It belongs to a friend. I’ll return it tomorrow.

GHAZALA
ffereed & SRAl 91 @l & 72 3 [Ueed am &... &d
FHATDE AT ?

Now you are friends with militants? It is a pistol
today, tomorrow it will be a Kalashnikov..

She slaps him hard. Haider is fuming. She holds him by his
hair.

GHAZALA

L& IR e 2

Are you going to cross the border? Going for arms
training in Pakistan?

Haider frees himself from her grip and screams.

HAIDER

2 TS TS TES IR....
Yes, I’ll go across. I will!

81



Ghazala is shocked. Tears form in her eyes as Haider leaves
to go out. She runs and comes in his way and holds him
affectionately.

GHAZALA

My dear... no...

Haider is quiet. She unties the scarf from her head and puts
it on his feet. He steps back. Tears roll off her cheeks.

He suddenly runs out of the house. Ghazala sees him running
away into the fields.

CUT TO:

86 INT. KHURRAM’S HOME - DAY

Ghazala rings the bell at the same bungalow which we have
seen as Khurram’s residence. It has a different name plate,
which reads as ‘Dr Hussain Meer’.

A young Khurram opens the door. Tears are still rolling off
Ghazala’s cheeks.

KHURRAM

qI-oT. .. GREa df &2
Are you all right?

She hugs him crying. He slowly puts his arms around ber.
CUT TO:

87 INT. KHURRAM’S HOME - LATER
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The gun is unwrapped from Ghazala’s scarf by an old man,
Ghazala’s father-in-law Dr Hussain Meer. Ghazala is seated
near him, tears in her eyes.

Dr HUSSAIN MEER

THART AT Il URal & FoRT g3 &... el [ohdl Iuf &l did
I3T & o ST & Al el gadad Pl ar el A od ...

These are dark days. Birds of prey are circling
above... They prey without care... Kites grab
sparrows and falcons feast on bulbuls..

He takes a deep breath and looks at Ghazala.

Dr HUSSAIN MEER
SH R @M J&l 9, 7 Uh aRd © NG |, J8f qg o al.

Keep him away from it all. I have a friend at the
university in Aligarh... Send him there.

He takes a deep breath.

Dr HUSSAIN MEER

ferg&d™ &1 T & AT 391 J&0 & 39 fou...
He will get to see the other India.

Dr HUSSAIN MEER
a1 fergea Stel 7 fad 4 9ed € 3R 7 Ud U ...

A world without imprisoned days
and curfewed nights.

GHAZALA

STy |Ted HHl A &l Bil...
Doctor Sahib won’t let him go.
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Dr HUSSAIN MEER
g Fel oY Sfh gred?
Where is he?
GHAZALA

T T & PIH H B AT AT
In Jammu for a conference..

The old man taps her head lovingly.

Dr HUSSAIN MEER

Y ST WIed & AT H BT oIl J 26¥ Bl A7 99...
3lh... A A1) &9 AT " a=l... &9 q.

I'll take care of the doctor. Make Haider come
around. Okay? Now cheer up... Smile, my child!

Ghazala giggles through her tears.

Dr HUSSAIN MEER

W T B, b SR B I I8 &l 2. ..
This house is a ruin without your laughter.

Khurram brings kahwa in a pot and starts putting it into
the cups.

GHAZALA

G A1ed #1 e w0 AT a9 3@ & ...

A bride for Khurram... and it will be a happy
home...

Khurram looks at her and smiles. She smiles back.
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Dr HUSSAIN MEER

At R T 2

That's impossible...
Khurram hands over the cup of kabwa to Dr Meer.

GHAZALA
(surprised)
Why so?

Dr HUSSAIN MEER
I TSh! TGE of -Tel Ml 4.

He doesn't seem to like any girl.

Khurram turns and gives the cup to Ghazala.

GHAZALA
I ST G ?
And why is that, Mister Khurram?

KHURRAM
q et S fop ot |t @aeRa @efeat of 8, 39 99
feTE a1 2 T ... AR AE.

Well! All the pretty ones... are taken... married...
just like you!

They hold a look. Khurram suddenly bursts into laughter.
Ghazala tries bard to remain normal.

CUT TO:

88 INT. HILAAL'S ROOM IN THE HOSPITAL
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Hilaal scribbles a prescription on a piece of paper, as Zahoor
and 1khlaakh look on.

HILAAL

J S TATZAl & AR I Ueh SolaT STHT T q2T. |
HIHET & o 3TET.
These medicines... and this injection...
you'll get them at the pharmacy
across the road... please get them.

A knock on the door. Ikblaakh and Zaboor hold their guns

inside their pherans. Hilaal asks them to be calm. He opens
the door to find bhis father standing there.

HILAAL
SIS, 3T T2l ? 93 ol {orar 2iar.

Father... you could've summoned me...
everything ok?

Dr HUSSAIN MEER

AT bl G el |1 0 &7 |r el AT

I was beginning to forget the smell of the hospital...
so just dropped by...

Dr Hussain enters the room and looks at Ikblaakh and
Zahoor. They wish bhim gently and get up to leave.

Dr HUSSAIN MEER
3 HHUER ATed. & Tel... BT gl 9 A ... H/Y
QAT e dT qHE...

Commander Zahoor... Good thing I ran in to
you... needed to ask you something...
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ZAHOOR
ST, wiEw?

Yes sir.. ?

Dr HUSSAIN MEER
SIS ... SIS &l P aig ad g8 © e
Any date fixed on the independence?

A beat. Suddenly all of them burst into laughter.
CUT TO:
89 EXT. MEDICAL COLLEGE CAMPUS - LATER

Graffiti on the campus walls with slogans like ‘Go India Go
Back’ and ‘Hum kya chabte, Aazadi’. Dr Meer and Hilaal
walk along the wall.

HILAAL
SAGST I a9 <RI b IHHT 9T Ffcid=e g ... b
STq S=dl Bl Fel § X @1 | a5 39 A9 &l SANT &l &...
No father wants to see his son as a militant... But
sending him away is not a way out either...

Dr Meer smiles weakly and looks at Hilaal.

Dr HUSSAIN MEER
TN FEW H & I2... qieal Q... fhael Taa g9 a

It is a grave problem... and an old one too... We
have lost a few generations already...

They reach the parking lot near the car. Dr Meer points at
the graffiti on the wall.
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Dr HUSSAIN MEER
Gal A HEl ol & ®hI AT BT J G ureT. ..

God alone knows when blood will
stop raining on our land...

Zahoor’s voice comes from behind.

ZAHOOR

I8 df fege™ & &g § & 9.
It’s all up to India.

They turn to see Zahoor smiling at them. He hands over the
pack of injection he brought from the pharmacy to Hilaal.

ZAHOOR

ST el wed & AT THEE AR, B9 Al 98 AU
As they say in India, ‘birthright’. And we are only
claiming our right... Freedom.

Dr Meer stops, looks at him and smiles.

Dr HUSSAIN MEER

AL Evgea § I, W8l arar |/ ar... §geh arar @l

Freedom... The hand that won India its freedom..
did not hold the barrel of a gun. Guns only knows
how to avenge...

Dr Meer puts his hand on Zahoor’s shoulder.

Dr HUSSAIN MEER

HATIST HIEd... 99 db &H 3 39 3ab™ 9 ST9e el 8,
qg doh hls ARl B SIS el e Tohdl, J1e TGHT, Sadh™

g % %™ Uer BT ...
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Commander... revenge does not set you free...
True freedom lies beyond violence... Remember...
Revenge only begets revenge.

A beat. Dr Meer sits in the car as the driver drives away.
CUT TO:

90 INT. HILAAL'S HOME - DAY

A young Haider screams as Ghazala and Hilaal look on.

HAIDER
e E AT ART? GATS el <ar? Hel el A H, Tl @l &

Don’t you understand? Can’t you hear me? I am not
going anywhere. [ am staying here.

He looks at Ghazala and whispers.

HAIDER

AT & I
With my father.

Haider storms out of the house. Ghazala looks at Hilaal.
They hold a look.

CUT TO:
91 EXT. VILLAGE SQUARE - DAY

A game of cricket at the village square between Haider
and his friends. Ghazala emerges out of an alley and walks
towards the pitch. Her walk reflects anger. She reaches
Haider and faces him. She takes out a pistol from inside
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the pheran. It’s the same pistol she found in Haider’s school
bag. Haider is stunned. She puts it on her temple.

HAIDER
... T BT Tl & 3M9?

What are you doing, mother?!

GHAZALA
ARG IR I8 @l ... J AR b i 7
I ask for the last time... Will you go or not?

The villagers gather around them.

HAIDER

Please listen to me... Please put the gun down,
mother...

Ghazala screams aloud as tears roll off her cheeks.

GHAZALA
ST fob & ?
Will you go or not?

JUMP CUT TO:
92 EXT. NISHAAT BAGH - DAY
Ghazala and Haider walk amongst fallen chinar leaves,

while at a distance commandos guard the road from both
ends, holding guns.
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HAIDER

oY o @9 § AR ol ST el ?
Would you really have shot yourself that day?

GHAZALA
GERE

Do you doubt me?

HAIDER

No... I’'m sure, you wouldn’t have...
She smiles, he smiles back.

GHAZALA

Teh 9 & WL S b aete .. SR BL.. T AW & e
=ik AT IR WX I ®Ed dgd & ... IR a1 § g
T N AT & SAq Al oY TR oy JEt ST Sl o
IS Ed I, I N | Gl g 3 oOf feT Ta, |/
... SA9R & ar for@r & 79 fhea H...

I had little reason to live but for you.. Or was there?
I died everyday. I bore those long, painful years for
you... just for your sake. Hilaal had lost himself
in the hospital, a saint saving lives. His clothes, his
skin reeked of blood. The smell of death.

[ had no other reason to live, but you.

I would wait months for you to return home
in the holidays. It is my fate to long, to wait...
First for you... Now...

HAIDER
37T HT B Y ?
And now?
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GHAZALA
feaufuas @t & difadr selt s wear ¢ @et... Half-
widows.. § % AR HX Al &...

The wives of disappeared people are called ‘half-
widows’ here. We can only wait.

HAIDER
(smiles sarcastically)

TR EehT ? SISl BT ?
For father to return?

GHAZALA
... a1 T S TS0 .

Or for his corpse to be returned.

Haider screams.

HAIDER
My father is alive!

He holds ber face in between his palms and shakes violently.
She doesn’t resist.

HAIDER
q9el, ar ffer €.

He’s alive!

He suddenly bursts out crying like a child. He hugs and slides
through her neck to bosom to her tummy, on his knees.

He wraps his arms around her waist, buries his face into her
stomach and howls.
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HAIDER

Please tell me mother, he’s alive... He’s alive!

FADE TO:

93 EXT. VARIOUS - DAY

We see various parts of Kashmir. The beauty is juxtaposed
with the ugly billboards of the various political candidates
hanging all over the place.

94 EXT. KASHMIR VILLAGE SQUARE - DAY

We see Zahoor delivering a fiery speech to a small gathering

of people.
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ZAHOOR
I TAIGET T8, GH-BAT ¥ TH TN Bl AR B B T
It is not a democracy... it’s a suffocating system.
A suffo-cracy. Freedom... We’ll snatch it away...
Freedom...

He pauses, looks at the brand new TV by his side with a
bullet placed on its top.

ZAHOOR

3R B & I8 TEER Al JE T A, I Tdl & g I
e AT qod Her.
And the traitor who chooses these sham elections...
will get this colour TV and this bullet.

95 EXT. KASHMIR VILLAGE SQUARE - DAY

Khurram delivers a speech with equal gusto to a larger
crowd at the spot.

KHURRAM

HUS N T P15 WY Bl ST Pl STELT af T &f Bl 2.
AR @A AW &% h¥ I T & ST eI &l =,
Wherever you come from...people want the same
thing... Our schools have been turned into prisons....

IRTe S 9 R € SR wgeh ared 4.

Our town squares are lined with bunkers and streets
with barbed wires.

T Ge AU W Hufugs € 7eMl 9. uAl P ged & oY
&H & IR AT B
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My brother disappeared months back. We have to
raise our voices to search for our own.

3 FHIHR HI qFh & T § Ig AT F1 aEg
T H BT @ E..
I shall wear this bullet on my neck for the
development of Kashmir...

3R T I 38 AL U SfOsaT-aTiehad 1 d= |7 <.

And watch the India-Pakistan cricket match tonight
on this very TV!

CUT TO:
96 INT. KHURRAM’S HOUSE. DAY

Ghazala is watching news on Doordarshan. A newsreader
in a sari is talking about polling in Kashmir.

NEWSREADER

ST IR BTET § SATehalel 8Hd & didl
AN | SRl Fel o o faenre feu.

In Kashmir today Lok Sabha elections are being
conducted despite militant attacks... Srinagar,
Barahmullah and Anantnag witnessed three
bombings.

A famous politician surrounded by bodyguards placing bis
vote.

NEWSREADER

el TTEY b HATMOMHT T B

Counting shall be completed by tomorrow
afternoon.
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CUT TO:
97 INT. PARVEZ’S HOME - LIVING ROOM

Arshia listens to the BBC news on a transistor.

NEWSREADER

Elections for local government were concluded in
the disputed region of Indian-administered Kashmir
today among widespread allegations that thousands

of Indian troops coerced reluctant voters into
polling booths. India rubbished these allegations.

98 INT. VOTE COUNTING CENTRE - DAY

A heavily-guarded vote-counting centre. Volunteers inside a
room tally the handful of votes. Khurram and others are in
animated conversation in the background.

NEWSREADER
(off-screen)

However, the voter turnout remained very low.
Kashmar constituency saw the lowest turnout,
where only 110 votes were registered.

The polling officer comes out and congratulates Khurram.

POLLING OFFICER
(to Khurram)

AR & G AEd, AT 100 I F S ...
Congratulations! You have won
by a hundred votes.

Salman and Salman break out into a huge cheer. Khurram is
picked up by some of his supporters on the shoulders. The
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party workers dance jubilantly and burst fireworks over the
beats of a live band.

CUT TO:
99 EXT. CRPF GROUNDS
Omn stage the members of the Bhaand Pather, traditional folk

entertainers of Kashmir, perform in celebration.

Khurram and Ghazala sit on a sofa, amongst other
dignitaries of the state like the governor and the army corps
commander.

Reporters and cameramen capture their performance.
Ghazala beams with happiness and keeps looking stealthily
at Khurram from the corner of her eyes.

REPORTER

These traditional folk entertainers, known as the Bhaand
Pather, are enacting a play which speaks of a new Kashmir...




a peaceful Kashmir... Will the new regime bring a brighter
future for the Kashmiri...? Only time will tell..

The players go on with their performance.
CUT TO:

100 INT. ARMY CAMP - DAY

The corps commander Murthy addresses a group of
journalists inside the press room of an army camp.

MURTHY

SAFT UBAT hHeH & AT bl 9T H,
TR & TG T B T T 8
Elections are the first step... on the long road to
peace... It is a difficult journey... but
we can see our destination...

JOURNALIST 1

Associations of Parents of Disappeared People,
APDP, & gdriaes @t 8000 @I $RE & g w19
... your comments...

According to the APDP there are over 8,000 people
who are missing since arrest...

MURTHY
Your numbers are wrong. S&T dl d1 @@
S TR BT AT,

Your numbers are wrong... What about those
300,000 Kashmiri Pandits?

A murmur in the crowd.
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MURTHY

S M @@ dfed 319 I H a0 3R refugee camps
H ® @ ¥, 39 30 disappeared @RT H & [
The Pandits who have been displaced from their
homes and live as refugees... will you not count
them amongst the disappeared?

JOURNALIST

Does the law allow you to use torture on people
you arrest?

Murthy looks at the journalist, a bit longer.

MURTHY

The Indian Army is one of the most disciplined
armies in the world. We train our officers to
interrogate and not torture. ¥ 39 @AM &1 ATE @
ATedl & foh ST eoh AT THNE hUHNT @Skl bl HIGAT @
& & o0 SR 3R training < @ &, S8 b & @Rl o
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1948 # FHaTferdl & 4 H HIFIRAT BT G AT... 0T ARGl
&1 X0 AT o7 TR Tl T Hrel OT. 39 a9 ferged™l il o
2l 3TUAT G JeTehY fBwheId &l T MR .

The Indian Army is one of the most disciplined
armies in the world. We train our officers to
interrogate and not torture. I would like to

remind you of our neighbour that arms and trains
misguided Kashmiri youth to kill innocent people...
In 1948, they had looted Kashmiris when they came
as tribals... Raped their women and killed their
children. It was the Indian Army that shed its blood
to save Kashmir.

He pauses for a moment and looks around.

MURTHY

A el B ar a1 Y F@l T T@l... Separatist leaders
feged™ & STISIar el qIhed™ & @l 71T W@ %...
And if we aren’t around, it’ll happen again.
Separatists are not demanding freedom from India...
but enslavement to Pakistan.

There is silence in the crowd.

MURTHY
Any more questions?

CUT TO:
101 INT. HILAAL’S HOUSE - DAY

Haider sits silently in the damaged area of the house. He has
a blank look on his face as be polishes Hilaal’s shoes with
a brush.
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A few snowflakes fall through the broken roof on to him,
followed by several more.

FADE OUT.

FADE IN :

102 EXT. VARIOUS - DAY
Kashmir in all its winter glory.

103 EXT. KASHMIR POST NEWSPAPER OFFICE

A mysterious man, wearing huge sunglasses and a turban,
crosses the road, with the belp of a walking stick. An army
truck passes him, almost hitting him. He turns around and

looks at the truck, then swings his shawl over his shoulders.
This is ROOHDAAR, an attractive man in his late forties.

CUT TO:
In a tea shop opposite the newspaper office, Roohdaar reads

an issue of Kashmir Post. The headline reads.

‘Politics Returns, But 8,000 Still Missing in Kashmir’ by
Arshia Lone.

Arshia’s car stops next to the tea shop. She steps out and
locks the door.

ROOHDAAR

HIM-3cTE...
Nice...

Arshia turns back and looks at him. He waves the newspaper
at her. Arshia smiles.
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ROOHDAAR
Nice article.

ARSHIA
Thank you.

She moves towards her office building. Next to the staircase
of the office, a young boy stands at the entrance of a shop.
His old mother is pleading with him to come inside and he
is refusing to do so. A crowd has gathered around.

ARSHIA
T AT 34 ?
What’s with him?

OLD MOTHER
qaqT T&... ST Uo7 S¥aml & ST @1 & Il ...
I don’t know... These days he just stands outside the
door for hours. He doesn’t come in...

Roobhdaar’s voice comes from behind.

ROOHDAAR
qar @ STl

Search him. Where are you coming from?

Everyone looks back. Roohdaar makes his way through the
people, walking with a limp with the support of his walking
stick. He faces the boy now.

ROOHDAAR

IMEEN.?
What’s in your pockets? ID?
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The boy immediately takes out his ID from his pocket.
Roobhdaar frisks the boy from head to toe.

ROOHDAAR
ST

Go now.
The boy quietly goes inside.

ROOHDAAR
(To Arshia)
qenelt r ZAT e Us TN & el @rll i, T q his
T AT W O qh AYA B H AT g bl B T2l Bl
It’s a psychological disorder, called ‘New Disease’...

People have become so used to check-posts and
body searches at every entrance that unless they
are frisked.. they fear crossing a door even to enter
their own homes. It’s a psychological disorder called
‘New Disease’...

Arshia smiles.

ARSHIA
3 doctor 7
Are you a doctor?

Roohdaar laughs.

ROOHDAAR
T&i... doctor &I .

A doctor’s soul.
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Arshia smiles and leaves for the staircase. Roohdaar follows,
slowly, limping. She climbs a few steps, stops and turns.

ARSHIA
I dreT & W & M9 A7 1 A &7

Why are you following me? What do you want?

ROOHDAAR

A message...

ARSHIA
qre?
What?

ROOHDAAR
A message.
Yes, a message.

ARSHIA
T e fRT & fT A1 i€ message ¥, AT W,

I have no message to give anyone.

ROOHDAAR

WU T.... & & [0 Ib ST w1 U
But I do... A message for Haider from his father.

Arshia is stunned, she steps down.

ARSHIA
HT?
What?

104



Roobdaar smiles.

ROOHDAAR

3T 2eT T Y df BT HI & o= ey qr, .

A message for Haider shall be delivered
to Haider! Right?

He passes a piece of paper to ber.

ROOHDAAR
Phone number 2. ¥ a9 H&ET IHH! AT ...
Here is my number. I will wait for his call.

A little ahead a column of soldiers is walking closer.
Roohdaar slowly turns into a small lane, away from the
soldiers. Arshia follows quickly and calls from behind.

ARSHIA

STTIRT AT /T 27?
What is your name?

ROOHDAAR

Rooh... Roohdaar.

Arshia watches him walk away.
CUT TO:
105 EXT. UN OBSERVER’S OFFICE - SRINAGAR - DAY

Outside the gates of the UN office, the Association of Parents
of Disappeared Persons holds a demonstration, with several
people, mostly women. They display large banners and
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photos of disappeared people “Where is my father?’, ‘Did
they vanish into thin air?’ Haider is amongst the crowd, he
holds a banner in his hand, it reads:

‘Shall we be or not be?’ &1 2, {h &0 &

Haider, the Salmans and several others with him shout out
the slogan.

ALL
g &, foh & o7 &9 €, fop =y i e

Shall we be, or not be?

Arshia gets out of her car scanning the crowd for Haider. A
sense of concern and panic in her actions. She locates him.

ARSHIA

Haider...

Haider looks at her but keeps shouting the slogan,
aggressively. Salman and Salman look on curiously.

ARSHIA
&L HY AT AL

I have to tell you something...
Haider... Listen to me.

She finally holds him and shakes vigorously.

ARSHIA

SAISI T message AT &
There’s a message from your father.
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Haider suddenly stops and looks at Arshia. Salman &
Salman get even more curious and alarmed.

CUT TO:
106 INT. PHONE BOOTH - LATER

Inside the booth, Haider dials the number. The phone rings
at the other end, nobody answers. Arshia grabs the receiver
and listens, still no reply. Disheartened they’re about to cut
the call when suddenly a hoarse male voice answers the
phone. Arshia hurriedly passes the receiver to Haider.

VOICE
Hello..
HAIDER
Hello..
VOICE

HI?
Who is it?

HAIDER
ET

I am Haider...

VOICE
P BT ?

Haider who?
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Haider looks at Arshia.

HAIDER

X 1.
Haider Meer.

VOICE
frad ard T B2

Whom do you want to speak to?

HAIDER

wE 9...
Rooh...

A pause.

VOICE
TR ®e 97
Whose Rooh?

Haider looks at Arshia. A beat.

HAIDER

Roohdaar...

A soft laughter from the other side.

VOICE
Downtown, ST &%&d & Y U.... &d gag 9 al.

Downtown. Zaina Kadal bridge... tomorrow 9 am.
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The call is disconnected. Arshia looks at Haider anxiously.
The Salmans watch intrigued, trying to figure out the
conversation from outside the booth.

CUT TO:

107 EXT. DOWNTOWN SRINAGAR - DAY

Roobdaar stands alone leaning on his walking stick, smoking
at the corner of the bridge at Downtown. Across the road,
Arshia’s car arrives. She recognizes Roohdaar. Their eyes
meet, he puts out his cigarette and nods his head backwards,

gesturing to be followed. Haider opens the door of the car,
Arshia holds his band.

ARSHIA
Downtown H &g I & @ 2. Be careful, 2ax.

Anything can happen in Downtown... please be
careful, Haider...
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Haider presses her hand softly. She bugs him. A photo is
clicked. We see Salman and Salman at a distance taking
pictures.

Haider gets down and crosses the bridge as Arshia watches
him disappear into the alleys.

SALMAN 1
To go?

SALMAN 2
Or not to go?

They look at each other.
CUT TO:

108 EXT. DOWNTOWN SRINAGAR - LANES
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Roobdaar marches forward closely followed by Haider.
Salman and Salman follow Haider, keeping a safe distance.
The lanes get narrower, cold and harsh faces stare at Haider.

Salman and Salman see a few young militants with guns
ahead in the street. They are apprehensive, slow down their
pace and join a small crowd listening to cricket commentary
on radio outside a shop.

The militant boys wish Roobhdaar, who nods in return. The
militants start to follow Haider.

Salman and Salman walk faster to catch up. Suddenly
Salman 2 hears a song coming out of a TV screen from
inside a barber shop. He stops and looks at the TV. The
song is from a Salman Khan film - ‘Kabootar ja ja ja’. The
heroine releases a pigeon from her palms with an envelope
around its neck.

Following Roohdaar, Haider goes deeper into the labyrinth
of lanes. As Haider turns a corner, two young men suddenly
overpower him and cover his face with a black cloth. He
struggles as the men push him into a waiting van at the side.

CUT TO:

108 A EXT. ISLAMIC GRAVEYARD - DAY

The same van is parked outside a two-storied house in the
middle of the graveyard. A few men unload a large supply
of weapons from a car and head inside the house. A couple
of teenage boys and a girl help them.

109 INT. ISLAMIC GRAVEYARD

The black hood is raised from Haider’s face; he squints as
the daylight hits his eyes. Roohdaar sits facing Haider. An
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old man (gravedigger) places cups of tea in front of them
and leaves.

HAIDER
(to Roobdaar)

%l & Aol ?
Where is my father?

Roobdaar looks at Zaboor.

ZAHOOR

In a faraway place...
Haider looks back at Roohdaar.

HAIDER
3TI el o foh 91T message & Y fag

You said you had a message from him...

ROOHDAAR

Yes.
HAIDER

KT ?
What is it?

Zahoor and Roohdaar look at each other. A beat.

ROOHDAAR

g&dl... 3d%M....
Revenge. Vengeance.
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HAIDER
e gaam? forg foro?

Vengeance. Vengeance from whom? And why?

Roohdaar is quiet.

ZAHOOR
Gl g... G & fo...

To take revenge for a foul and unnatural murder...
by a serpent of a murderer.

Haider turns sharply towards Zahoor. His voice is choking
now.

HAIDER

%S TATEEH! &8 & ST AN Pl.... I& AT 7 arrest fopar
... o el df &l Ual = SO o &
S H Tl 2.
You seem to have confused matters... My father
was arrested by the army and one of these days...
we will find out where they hold him.

They stare at him in silence. He gets up hurriedly and walks
towards the exit. Roobhdaar whispers from bebind.

ROOHDAAR
el § W W qE-U-A1 98K .
‘Let the petals fill with colour... Let the breeze ruffle
the spring...’

Haider stops. Tears start rolling off his cheeks. Roohdaar
walks up to him, turns him around, starts wiping his tears.
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ROOHDAAR
Tl AT ST b A Al BRIAR .

‘Come along, my love... Awake the garden to life.’
CUT TO:
110 EXT. PAPA-2 INTERROGATION CENTRE - DAY

SUPER: PAPA 2 - DETENTION CENTRE OF THE
SECURITY FORCES.

The same two-storey white bungalow. The same black
windowpanes. A faint voice softly sings a Faiz Abmed Faiz
poem on the soundtrack.

HILAAL
(voice)
FHH IaTH & AN qAT § HY Al Fal...

The prison is a sullen ghost... Ask the breeze for a
whiff of hope ...

111 INT. PAPA-2 INTERROGATION CENTRE - CELLS -
NIGHT

A badly-wounded Hilaal sings from inside bhis cell as shrieks
of the other inmates echo through the silent night.

HILAAL
el dl T8 GaT AN e IR ol

Oh, someone please...
There flows the glory of my beloved...

Roohdaar’s voice fades in on the sound track.
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ROOHDAAR
(voice-over)

de@l | 9T q i, R G Tel H a oA o,

9 Tk AN, foa@d g0 g=rel § g1 o & ud & e U
qeled T il 4.

When fatigue would muffle our screams in the
prison... a sole voice would rise through the
night.... one voice would echo in the night... a balm
to our agony...

We see Roohdaar inside the adjacent cell crowded with
twenty-odd men. The floor is bare and smears of blood
blemish the whitewashed walls. Every man has a coarse,

black blanket for bedding. The blankets are full of lice. The
cells are brightly lit.
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ROOHDAAR
(voice-over)

AT it T8 off weft [ &, 97 & I o T o &R
The lights would never be turned off... we craved
for the darkness. Lice roamed on our broken bodies
and vengeful snakes in our hearts.

Hilaal’s beautiful soothing voice goes on reciting the poem
on the sound track.

CUT TO:

112 INT. PAPA-2 INTERROGATION CENTRE - TORTURE
ROOMS - NIGHT

Different torture rooms and different methods being applied
on the captured militants to get out the information.

ROOHDAAR
(voice-over)

STE~[H/aIE BT Ga AW & 9T 2.
Papa-2 was the other name for hell.
% 3eT ST ST ST &, J9T Jrel el ST
Men returned as shadows of their
selves from Papa-2.

Ouwver the above voice-over we see:

A man’s hands are tied behind him and a soldier holds him
by the hair to make him look directly into a high-voltage
bulb. An officer speaks calmly as the prisoner screams.
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OFFICER 1
20 A T=d TY IR = H...

Twenty innocent children died in your blasts...

The officer nods at the soldier, who relieves the head. Officer
offers him a glass of water.

OFFICER 1
el BU & bl AN ?

Where are your colleagues hiding?

PRISONER 1

TSI ... Bled & &R.
Pahargunj... Hotel Blue Star.

A wounded bare-chested prisoner, an officer sits opposite,
smokes.

OFFICER
fSMfsaR Sem 9 e & &4i?

You must have surely met Brigadier Badaam?

The prisoner is quiet.

OFFICER
BT I 7 IaT BN b SME.Ud.31E.  Sga 9 fsfear
I Il @i?

Do you know why the ISI called him Brigadier
Badaam (Almond)?

The prisoner is still quiet.
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OFFICER
AR IR § R &l foaar of ar I8« Jemi & g d=T
& T fe.
Back in the Afghan war... he ran out of booze and
started drinking almond milkshakes...

The officer smiles, the prisoner smiles back. Suddenly the
officer stubs the butt on his naked arm. The man screams.

A naked man is tied on a ladder, bis pants tied near the
ankles. A soldier holds a frightening barking dog by the
leash.

PRISONER 2

Sir, I swear I’'m a student.

SETIRY 91ed &l %ad, § ffade 8 2.
I’m not a militant.

A naked man, a chair between his legs. His hand are tied
with a rope hanging from the ceiling, his legs are tied to
the chair. A camera behind his lower back. A man in plain-
clothes sits opposite him.

INTERROGATOR
=TT H fhae area commanders € TR @9 &7

How many area commanders do you have in
Anantnag?

The man is quiet.
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INTERROGATOR
[epTe <& g3 T e

Do you have any children?

The interrogator nods towards a soldier who is wearing
gloves and a mask and holding a copper wire in his hands.
He bends down, a suggestion of him picking up his penis
and inserting the wire inside. The man screams in pain.
The masked soldier nods towards another soldier near
the electric board. He puts the switch on. The man shakes
violently from the electric current.

113 EXT. OPEN AREA IN PAPA 2 - DAY

A row of soldiers in front of all the prisoners in an open
area. Hilaal and Roohdaar stand amongst them. The Indian
flag flutters in the morning breeze.

A soldier comes forward.

SOLDIER

q9 UF Ay fuee diedl... 99 @,
Let’s hear it all together... Victory to India!

Everyone repeats except Hilaal and Roobdaar.

PRISONERS
ST fee.

Victory to India!

SOLDIER
IR 9... 99 B=...

Victory to India!
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PRISONERS
5T fee.

Victory to India!

An officer notices Roohdaar and Hilaal are not repeating.

He points to them. The two are brought out of the line and
taken inside.

CUT TO:

114 INT. PAPA-2 INTERROGATION CENTRE - CELLS
Hilaal and Roobdaar being beaten mercilessly inside a room.

ROOHDAAR
(voice-over)

39 [T & a1e ¥ Sfd 9ed AR H E-i-88 S @ 1T 9.
Ueh Y {Ued I, Uk Sl § 918 I 9. Teh hiod § 9Qid 3.
After that day the doctor and I were always
together... body and soul... We bore our torments
together in the same cell. We were chained
together... tormented together and
put in the same cell.

115 INT. PAPA 2 CELL - LATER
Both are chained, lying inside a brightly-lit cell.

HILAAL
AT & B <1 Bl Hid o G & ITaT BT T @

It seems we will be killed together as well.

Roohdaar laughs softly.
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ROOHDAAR

MY T 2 Ared... ¥ T8 " aran.
You can die, doctor, but I won’t.

Hilaal is amused.

HILAAL
HY TG ?
And how is that?

ROOHDAAR
Td fh § w8 &, ofX o e, ofY %Y. § @

Because you are the body and I’m the soul... You
are mortal and ’'m immortal!

Both share a laugh.
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HILAAL
wear g femr e ar gir?

Are you a Shia or a Sunni?
Roobhdaar smiles.

ROOHDAAR

TRAr o H... grEd | H... S| o § fER o
g W &... H g ufsq... § a1 § € IR | &1 w&m....
A A GATHN g& Tl Fel-dl aad bl...

I am the river and the tree... The Jhelum and the
chinar... Fortitude and forbidden... A Shia and
a Sunni, I'm both... A Pandit as well... I always
was... [ am... I will always be... Who else will etch
these stories in the pages of history...

CUT TO:
116 INT. ARMY TRUCK - DAY

Roobdaar, Hilaal and half a dozen other detainees sit in the
back of the truck. It’s pitch black.

ROOHDAAR
(voice-over)
% & interrogations & T g&R &I § 9T AW L.
U HFH ARG A Al - I @US, HEM, B 4.

They moved us to other camps for interrogation.
Strange camps... stranger names.... Gogoland,
Cargo... Shiraz cinema...

Suddenly the cover is raised and bright sunlight shines onto
their eyes. They cover their eyes with their hands. Hilaal
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and the others are paraded into the building, forced by their
chains to take small steps.

ROOHDAAR
fthY T {2 9T, TR U2 & o, 89 WX |1 T G .

And one day, there was a revelation.

ROOHDAAR

e T @ &f IR &M TEER o1, 9aT 9d 74T, 2(h ared &
SEr & Srear Rl SR &l 9aT el o7 39 Giedr # & aR
Y, el 39 IS &g BT .

It was Khurram who betrayed your father. The

army crackdown in your village was not a matter of
chance. And Ghazala had informed Khurram.

As they walk, Hilaal sees something at a distance. A face he
can never forget. Khurram in lawyer’s attire, shaking hands
with a man in an army uniform as he gets into a car. For
what seems to be a split second, the brothers’ eyes meet.

ROOHDAAR
AT o T AR G 7 TEERT. 39 ST &1 Fal-didr a0
e 91 w1 39 a1d &l 9494 &

Ghazala deceived your father and Khurram
betrayed him. That they live like a married
couple is proof of that.

FLASH CUT TO:
117 INT. VARIOUS JAILS - DAY

Khurram meets an arrested militant in jail. The militant signs
his vakalatnama. Khurram meets several other militants in
prison, getting more signatures.
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ROOHDAAR
FIHR | T2 T AR ¥R g0 ffaeey & @9 § e
FAF GE & T ...

Khurram had handled most of the cases of militants
caught or surrendered in Kashmir.

118 I/E. COURT - DAY

The same militants being produced in court, getting bail,
boarding awaiting police vebicles.

ROOHDAAR

TEA-SA-IHAH T BIE &l 4 H G H,
TSt T | fer...
He worked with the Indian intelligence...
to form a militia that would kill
their own people...

119 EXT. ARMY CAMP - DAY

The vebicles enter the camp, the militants alight. Inside,
they’re given black combat uniforms, 1D cards, weapons,
bulletproof vehicles etc,.

ROOHDAAR
it & fAfeeed & gaed 3R &M

A & G G g ...
Ikhwaan-ul-Muslimeen. The Ikhwaans were our
own. Kashmiris! They knew the militants - the
sympathizers, the operational details..

Khurram, Parvez and Brig Murthy watch proudly as the
Ikhwaan-ul-Musalmeen is born.
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120 I/E. VARIOUS

A quick montage of Ikhwaanis and their brutality.

- empty bullet shells fly out of guns, grenades and mines
explode.

- crying women and children.

- [kbhwaans drag a couple of men out of a hidden wall.

- village houses engulfed in flames.

- Ikhwaans walk proudly with AK 47s over their shoulders.

- Bodies of slaughtered young men displayed proudly by
Khurram at an army camp .

- Juxtaposed with visuals of splattered blood and newspaper
headlines of Ikbwaan brutality.

121 INT. PAPA-2 INTERROGATION CENTRE - CELLS -
NIGHT
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Hilaal hums a Faiz poem softly as Roohdaar listens with his
eyes closed.

HILAAL
T <E... o § fh B ofr ...

It is certain. We shall witness... The promised day...
the day of the blessed word...We shall witness...

After a few lines he stops and looks at Roohdaar.

HILAAL
FETR... ST O 1% | a9 T a7 A UH W <.

Roohdaar... If you do make it out alive... carry a
message for me.

Roobdaar turns.

ROOHDAAR
fra?

To whom?

HILAAL
B 9 B Bl IEY e o A ZABM ... WY ATE .

To my son, Haider. Tell him to avenge my betrayal
by my serpent of a brother.

Hilaal’s eyes are filling up with tears of vengeance.

HILAAL
IR I &A@ H Mot I, B @l § 399 39! At
W B ST . A7 & S S 39 IA S W E.L.
Tell him to aim his bullets at those cunning,

deceiving eyes... that entrapped his mother... that
made him an orphan.
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ROOHDAAR
3R bt ?
And his mother?

Hilaal smiles sarcastically.

HILAAL
3 e § TATE & [ 8IS <... a7 a1 @ alfeh & STl
ST A ° SHHT JHR 39 FwAre, 9., el g g o
ged? & T 3.
God will be her judge...

A solider knocks at the cell.

SOLDIER

Move it, body and soul!

He starts to unlock the cell. Hilaal and Roobdaar look at
each other.

ROOHDAAR
(voice-over)
Security forces & [T 89 @RT 3G qiT 99 T ... TEAT
Il & @l @ |id fear
We were a burden for the security forces.
They handed us over to the Ikhwaan.

CUT TO:
122 EXT. ZERO BRIDGE - NIGHT

Midnight. The Jhelum flows rapidly underneath. lkhwaani
vehicles flank the bridge from both ends. Roobdaar and
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Hilaal are pulled out from the back of the jeep by Ikbhwaan
soldiers.

Ikhwaanis show them the way with the help of a flashlight,
pushing them forward. A flash of light falls onto the
passenger seat of a jeep for a brief moment. Enough for
Hilaal to see Khurram watching them coldly. A beat.

The Ikhwaanis poke them with their guns, urging them on.
Hilaal and Roobdaar walk confidently and defiantly, aware
of their impending fate.

An lkhwaani opens fire on Hilaal. He is down in seconds.
Roohdaar tries to scream but nothing comes out of his
throat. He is immediately shot on the chest. They tie Hilaal’s
dead body to Roohdaar’s. From the corner of the bridge,
both bodies are thrown into the river. The speedy current
carries both the bodies away.

ROOHDAAR

e femmar o Wearfen R o dioal... | W @ 8 arer an
TGS 9 GE G T ST B e Gl a1 a9 T4 5 R
It was a miracle! The rope that bound us
came loose...The icy water of the Jhelum
stopped my bleeding.

CUT TO:
123 I/E. ISLAMIC GRAVEYARD - NIGHT

They sit on the terrace. Roohdaar speaks as Haider sits
emotionless. Zahoor watches silently.

128



ROOHDAAR
S TR X [eRTer arall < | 2T . [ 68 fad
d1G I6i (e AT &l Arsl HT ¢g Meml.
Some villagers who were sandmining on the river
bank saved me. A few days later, they found the
doctor’s body.

A beat. Zahoor comes to Haider and caresses bhis bair
tenderly.

ZAHOOR
IR & SN IR TG § T BT & el oM,
IR STEIRT BT % fhaT ST 2.

A little ahead of Baramulla, at Boniyar village
there is a graveyard... where the unknown dead are

buried.

Haider is still. No sign of any emotion in his eyes.

ROOHDAAR
STy e q8l % &. 318 THIX el H.

They took the doctor’s body there. He rests in grave
number 318.

Zahoor brings out a small Chinese pistol and puts it on his
palm. He shows a small pin at the butt.

ZAHOOR
7 safety lock 2. ®3a & ¥
This is the safety lock. Shoot him at point blank.

Roobdaar turns Haider by the chin to face him.
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ROOHDAAR

AR AT ... T dirEl §, PR o gert S W e
o E. A1 St o g A .

And remember... aim at the eyes
that entrapped your mother... Those treacherous
eyes that orphaned you.

Haider looks at the pistol blankly.
CUT TO:

124 INT. SHAH-E-HAMDAN SHRINE - NIGHT

The shrine on the top of a mountain is an old, ornate,
wooden shrine, painted green. Haider lies in an inner area
of the shrine, the hamaam, where it is warm. His eyes are
wide open and blank.

125 I/E. SHAH-E-HAMDAN SHRINE - DAY

A chorus of bhajan-style Kashmiri prayer: Old men shaking
their beads, their voices rising up and down, reaching a
crescendo. Haider sits in one corner with his eyes closed.

126 EXT. NUMBERED GRAVEYARD - DAY

Haider stands in front of the numbered graveyard.
Innumerable graves with a number carved on the epitaph of
the each grave.

CUT TO:
127 INT. NUMBERED GRAVEYARD OFFICE - DAY

An old man, the caretaker, flips through a photo album.
Each photograph of the dead body has a number. He reaches
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the number 318. It’s Hilaal’s disfigured body indeed. Haider
looks at the picture.

128 EXT. NUMBERED GRAVEYARD - GRAVE NO 318 -
DAY

Grave no 318. Haider cries uncontrollably while sitting on
his hauncbhes.

CUT TO:

129 EXT. ZERO BRIDGE - NIGHT

Haider stands looking down at the silent flowing water.
Tears rolling off his cheeks.

A looney smile emerges on bis lips.

He suddenly jumps into the water.
JUMP CUT TO:

130 INT. KHURRAM’S HOUSE BEDROOM - DAY

Ghazala wakes up with a start. Morning sunlight is coming
through the curtains of the windows. She looks at Khurram
sleeping next to her on the bed.

CUT TO:

131 INT. KHURRAM’S HOUSE LIVING ROOM - LATER

Ghazala listens to a bell ringing on the receiver of a telephone.
Khurram’s voice comes from behind.
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KHURRAM
fFe ST ¢ @ € Y daE gas?

Who are you calling so early in the morning?

She looks at him standing at the door of the bedroom. She
puts the receiver down. Khurram comes and sits behind ber.

GHAZALA

Tqq 980 U &9 2@,
I had a scary dream.

Khurram embraces her from behind.

KHURRAM
IBSEAR
What was it about?

Ghazala is quiet.

KHURRAM
T H?
Haider?

Ghazala turns to look at him.

GHAZALA
a1 {31 &1 U SHRT FY UAT A AT AL I, AT FAA Bl

It’s been two days, there’s been no word of him.
Neither Arshee nor the Salmans...

KHURRAM

TN T BNM... 3TShd I8l 9T &idm 8 dl.

Must be at the mosque... I’ve heard he spends his
nights there...
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GHAZALA
T 1 off eme... W TRl o IqH FIT TR T 2.

I went there too... no sign of him.

He turns her face around.

KHURRAM

My dearest... He’s not a child anymore. He’ll be
back.

Khurram brushes her hair gently.

KHURRAM

e ol & [T i 9. 99 ® O 3 o9 et A1 %4
& HA(T?
I bumped into the principal of your school
yesterday. He wanted to know when
you are returning to teach...
The children miss you very much...

GHAZALA
After this life between places is over.

KHURRAM
(amused)

3t /T B S Smedve

What do you mean?

Ghazala nods.
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GHAZALA
ST, S} 94T & SR 3Telt geed.
[ am partly a widow and partly a bride.

Khurram taps her head affectionately.

KHURRAM

You are partly a fool as well.

She bugs him tight and closes her eyes.
CUT TO:

132 INT. KHURRAM’S OFFICE IN SECRETARIAT - DAY

Khurram sits opposite as Parvez goes through the
photographs of Haider at Downtown bridge. Salman
and Salman on either side of the table. A back shot of
Roohdaar. Parvez is alarmed, he quickly flips through
other photographs and stops on one in which Roohdaar
can clearly be seen.

PARVEZ
(whispers)
Roohdaar!

Khurram takes the picture from him and looks at it. His eyes
meet with Parvez’s. A beat. Salman brings out an electronic

receipt of the PCO.
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SALMAN 2

T A TR & T W SR wiF fan o Satellite TR ATH
9sdr 2... Trace =& & Umu...

This is the number he called. It is a satellite phone..
It can’t be traced.

Parvez turns to Salmaans.

PARVEZ
qdr?
Directions?

The Salmaans look at each other.

SALMAAN 1

Directionless...

PARVEZ
ERKER
Meaning?

He fumbles.

SALMAAN 2

EIRCIE I LU
We lost them after a point, sir...

PARVEZ
HY?

How?
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SALMAN 1

Sil... dT I9 FEUT &1 T
Sir... chutzpabh...

PARVEZ
HT?
What?

SALMAN 2

STEY I IARI AT SAME... A Tk el § 3 fh qH ¢X
AN ASh. I BT § HAINDE AR BAN el F HA...
qceld ol
It was Zahoor’s stronghold... everywhere
you looked, there were dozens of guys with
Kalashnikovs... the only weapon
we had was our camera...

SALMAAN 1
I I & T G A qE] HO(-3TS[A &l AT &7 B, ..
Barely made it out... or else we’d be mincemeat...

Parvez looks at the next photograph. It’s Arshia hugging
Haider in the car before he leaves.

SALMAN 1
How sweet!

Parvez looks at bhim sharply, he fumbles.

SALMAAN 1
Sorry... SHE...

Sorry, sir...

Salmaan 2 hits Salman 1 angrily and turns to Parvez.
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SALMAAN 2
ST al... |l6d permanent FH &1 T &l AT SO,

Sir, you had mentioned a permanent job for us.

Parvez gestures to them to sign off. Both of them leave.
Parvez turns to Khurram and points at Haider in the

photograph.

PARVEZ
ST EETAT T qFT 31T T &.
It’s time to end this...

He looks at Khurram for approval. Khurram is silent. A
beat.

KHURRAM

No...

PARVEZ
(surprised)
i ?
Why?
KHURRAM

950 AR HTl & H.
I can’t do that to someone I love..

PARVEZ
(amused)

Tq SIS 97

You love this brat?

Khurram looks away.
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KHURRAM
T SUUSS @l AT 9.

The brat’s mother...

PARVEZ

TR S 3. ..
But...

Khurram cuts him in the middle.

KHURRAM
&Y 1 FT price T ST IR AT F...
What’s the reward on Zahoor’s head?

Parvez’s eyes light up.

KHURRAM
e A UEd P KM 8, 2k,
We can get to him via Haider...

KHURRAM
3T 91 @A W & MUk forg.

In fact he’s more a threat to you now.
Khurram smiles, picks up a photograph and shows him.

KHURRAM

qSTd SUTET ATkl ST ...
More than ever to your loved ones...

Parvez looks at the photograph of Arshia hugging Haider.

CUT TO:
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133 INT. GIFT SHOP - DAY

A small board on the cash counter announces: ‘1 Rupee
per call (for 3 minutes only)’. Arshia holds the receiver and
listens to the ring on the other side. Roobhdaar’s chit with a
phone number scribbled over it lying next to the phone.

The salesman comes and hands her a packet wrapped in
bright gift paper.

The phone keeps ringing on the other side. Dejected, she
puts it down and looks at the gift-wrapped packet, picks up
the chit and leaves.

CUT TO:

134 INT. PARVEZ HOME - DAY

Parvez cooks in the kitchen as the servants help. Arshia
comes from behind, her bag still slung on her shoulder. She
puts the gift-wrapped packet in front of his eyes.

ARSHIA
Surprise.

Parvez turns holding the marinated meat balls in his hands.

PARVEZ

FT & 3aH?
What is that?

ARSHIA
dle & <.

Surprise.

Parvez shows ber the hands soaked in the batter.
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PARVEZ
ICISICI
Obh... let’s open it...

She opens the packet and out comes the red woollen muffler
she had been knitting for him. She wraps it around his neck.
He is overwhelmed by emotions, pulls her nose.

PARVEZ
e QU AT .
When did you weave it?

The batter covers her nose, she hugs him. Later, both of
them eat, sitting on the floor. Parvez serves her.

PARVEZ
oreT Med AR . fhal Head | ueprn & 4. R fou.

Here, have one more. It took a lot to
make this for you.

ARSHIA
No daddy. ’'m not hungry.

Parvez casually whispers while eating.

PARVEZ

QT YT Bie 9 Soel a9 Sei ST ardT J8.
He is not going to return sooner if you stop eating.

Arshia is stunned. She looks at him, he is still busy in his
food.
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PARVEZ
I AT A1 IqE 1T YT ?
Who brought him the message?

She is quiet. He looks at ber.

PARVEZ
W¥EalL?
Roohdaar?

Arshia looks down. He makes a bite for her.

PARVEZ
e dre...

Open your mouth.
Tears are forming in her eyes. She opens her mouth.

PARVEZ
&ey 1 TATE AT BI.... B Heeh! fHehi.
AN § HE AT A 4. ..
We’ll have to watch out for Haider... Together.
Please don’t hide anything from me.

He feeds her the bite.
CUT TO:
135 IVE. AISHMUQAM SHRINE - DAY

Ghazala ties a thread and prays. She takes the maulvi’s
blessings and leaves.

CUT TO:
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136 EXT. SRINAGAR STREETS - LATER

Khurram and Ghazala travel in the car. She looks out of
the window, expressionless. Kbhurram puts his hand on her
shoulder.

CUT TO:

137 EXT. LAL CHOWK - SRINAGAR - LATER

Khurram’s car takes a turn onto a street where there is a traffic
jam. The driver curses in Kashmiri. Kburram looks up front.

KHURRAM
T &AL 7
What’s happened?

DRIVER
(in Kashmiri)

ERIIC GRS
Traffic is blocked at the square...

He hurriedly steps out of the car to see the extent of the jam.
He looks through the various vebicles standing in front.

Through the vebicles and crowd the cause of the jam is
revealed. It’s Haider! With a clean-shaven head and beard
he stands in the middle of the main square, wearing the
American flag as a bandana around bis forebead on an old
suit slightly large for him. He has a stethoscope around his
neck like a tie. A transistor radio-cassette player is tied to his
back, speakers outwards, its antenna pulled all the way out.
He has a glint in his eyes, a touch of instability.

It takes Khurram a moment to recognize him. Ghazala also
comes out. She is shocked to see Haider in this new avatar.
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He begins to orate loudly as if giving a speech, but to nobody
in particular.

HAIDER

UN Council resolution number 47 of 1948,
Article 2 of the Geneva convention and
Article 370 of the Indian Constitution 9 U&h HaTa
e 2. e u... en E T em A v B O A € IR
el € @ et Mu... F 2 ar fha forT iR wEt U ar #ae
SAIE... B 9 AT Bt B9 & & el ? ST Bl AT AR I
T U1 & AT AN i ?

Hello... Hello... mic testing one, two, three... Can
you hear me? Hello... According to the UN council
resolution number 47 of 1948... Article 2 of the
Geneva convention and article 370 of the Indian
Constitution... There is but one question! Do we
exist or do we not? If we do... then who are we?
If we don’t... then where are we? If we exist, then
why do stand here? If we don’t exist, where did
we lose ourselves? Did we exist at all? or not? Our
suffering comes from their chutzpah.

He looks around. People are quiet.

HAIDER

T IR UH & H Sohall §s... S o HIER & &R T fUeed
T AR Ir@r U697 € a90 Jid ... HIER | 3 § 1 &Y

fehIa TR S& omr faw... 3 af U9 o & Ao el U

T AR ST Th B <, TS @iel & 30
Once upon a time a bank was robbed. The burglar
held a gun and demanded... Give me all the

money... or 'll kill you.The cashier gave him all the

money. He went to the next counter... And asked

the man to open an account for him.
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People burst into laughter.

HAIDER

T BT & FeadT... J9H, TR oie STHET... STHET. ..
That is chutzpah... Such audacity, such stupidity...

like AFSPA...

He takes a deep breath and blurts out rapidly in one breath.

HAIDER

Armed Forces Special Powers Act, section 5, rule
4, point A. Any commissioned officer, warrant
officer, non-commissioned officer or any other

person of equivalent rank in the armed forces may,
in a disturbed area, (a) if he is of opinion that it is
necessary to do so for the maintenance of public
order, after giving such due warning as he may
consider necessary, fire upon or otherwise use force,
even to the causing of death, against any person
who is acting in contravention of any law or order.

He stops to breathe.

HAIDER
Law... Order...

He starts clapping to create a rhythm. People join him. He
starts jumping. Tears are streaming off Ghazala’s eyes. She
can’t take it anymore. She walks back to her car. Khurram
looks at her walking away.

HAIDER
(on an up tempo beat of claps)

@T TUS ST Af TUS K., ST ST, A UU8 e, AT
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@l & 3 1 & 3. e @t & S 3. Made on
order Law and Order... gvsar qiiched™ o M@ @@
B qTeY 18y, IS 37T, | UUS 3. 1 3| B &4
=g 1 319 813 BH UTehEd... W HI3 ol s7d 4T Y.
T &9 = A ?

Law and order... Order order... Law and order...
There is no law, there is no order. Whose laws?
Whose order? Made on order... Law and order...
India! Pakistan! A game on the border. India clings
to us... so does Pakistan... What of us?
What do we want?

A beat. Suddenly the whole crowd screams.

CROWD
STTSITGT.

Freedom!

Khurram moves ahead towards Haider, followed by bis
commandos. Haider gestures like a traffic policeman.
Stretching his arms to right and left.

HAIDER

T IR 49 W SMIEl... 39 9N 97 ©i STSTel. . .
B W & W AL,

Freedom from this side... Freedom from that side...
Khurram climbs up on the traffic platform.

KHURRAM
&e!
Haider!
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Haider turns back to see Khurram surrounded by
commandos. He straightens up and pushes the play button
of his cassette player and starts singing along.

HAIDER

AR el § Bl e Bqnl....

‘A world better than the world, our India. We are
her children...’

Khurram shakes him violently.

KHURRAM

Haider...

Haider stops and looks at him.

KHURRAM
(whispers)
Mother...

CUT TO:
138 EXT. KHURRAM’S CAR AT LAL CHOWK

Haider comes to the car and stands in front of the window.

HAIDER

3 HIS AT S AT ?
When did you come?

Ghazala looks at him, her face drowned in tears.
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HAIDER

AT T H Wl &7 GIEI & AU (00, G 37T Aredt Fa
TEl @I, st 7 0. He’s dead. atEr 4 ¢g @ & #.
Why are you crying? There’s good news for you.

Nobody will call you a half-widow now... Father is
dead. He is dead. I found his grave.

He moves closer and whispers.

HAIDER
3T T ST BT GU-8T H duet T H FTERI L 2.
You are free of your secret.

She is shocked... looks at Kbhurram.

HAIDER

FehI= el STTaT AT S9!, Tk Hee.
You don’t believe me, right?

He looks for something in the pockets of his suit and finally
finds the photograph of Hilaal’s disfigured body.

HAIDER

g dfgu...
[ have a photograph.. my dead father...

She looks at the photograph and goes numb. Khurram
takes the photograph from her hands and looks at it too. As
Haider raises his eyebrows to tease them.

CUT TO:

139 EXT. NUMBERED GRAVEYARD - DAY
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A Muslim priest recites ‘fateha’ at the grave of Hilaal, which
now has a carved epitaph. Khurram, Parvez and many
others have their hands raised in prayer for the peace of the
dead soul.

Faraway, Haider, still dressed in the same suit, plays cricket
with young kids.

CUT TO:

140 EXT. KHURRAM’S HOUSE - DAY

The preparation for the ‘choorim’ (chautha) mourning
ceremony at home. Kahwa is being served to the guests.

CUT TO:
140A INT. BEDROOM IN KHURRAM’S HOUSE

Haider holds the Chinese pistol Zahoor had given him. His
face is cold but his eyes rage with fury. A knock on the door.
He puts the gun back into his rucksack.

CUT TO:

140B EXT. BEDROOM IN KHURRAM’S HOUSE

Haider opens the door to find Khurram standing at the door.
They keep staring at each other. Khurram slowly brings a
file up, it has the emblem of the Indian Army and a red label
announcing ‘Confidential’.

Inside:

Khurram opens the file on a small table as Haider looks on.
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KHURRAM
T TTEd HT o T g qman #...
[ couldn’t find my brother.

He looks at Haider, his voice trembling.

KHURRAM

AIfoheT ST I T &g for 2.
But I have found his killer.

He picks a photograph and holds it for Haider. It’s Roohdaar,
looking totally different. Haider is shocked.

KHURRAM
arar 2 § 91 gred &1 cell mate...
TSRl SHHT 9 TN €.
He shared his cell at Papa-2.
He goes by the name Roohdaar...

Haider looks at him questioningly.

KHURRAM

EY... hd... IAH1 TFAT AW [hdl &l Tl Idl. Tqh! &1
3MEEfedt die AMEefedy &, LRI '90 | uriched™ & ST 4.
No one knows his real name. Every identity of his
is fake. He came from Pakistan in 1991.
An ISI agent.

He shows more photographs of him with men in Pakistani
army uniforms.
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KHURRAM

2 AT Uedd IRMHeAT § UehsT . [ 38 Sfvsa ol &
|1 [ieT far.
Two years back, he was arrested in Baramulla. He
cut a deal with the Indian Army...

He shows more papers.

KHURRAM

3R ZIA Tolwe S el @ U § A el a1, SHer
T A1E QIed Hl gl AT T SH 379 |1 H1S 9qred
g ol T, SR T § % AN T A H...

He penetrated Zahoor’s group... A double agent...
Brother knew of this fact about him. Which is why
he negotiated... brother’s release as well. On the
way out... he... killed him... and pushed him into
the Jhelum river...

His eyes are filled with tears, he wipes them and picks
another photograph of Zahoor and Roobdaar.

KHURRAM
= @R 9 A1 & " TS
These people have killed my brother.

He holds Haider’s hand and speaks in a choked voice.

KHURRAM
ITET AT & foh 19 Ak H 9 @A § 76l Al ol
a9 T I F TR Q.
[ promise that I will not rest... until I have avenged
my brother. I promise...

Just then Arshia enters the room.
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ARSHIA

T
Haider.

She stops seeing Khurram in an emotional state. Khurram
smiles.

KHURRAM

ST princess... ST
Come in, little princess...

He quickly picks up the file and leaves. Arshia comes close
to Haider, she looks quite angry.

ARSHIA

feha ifed -6 & IR gH. Jedl ol a4 fad Tad @ AR
TORY <O TR WX T 121 bl
What an imbecile you are!! You disappear for days!
And you won’t even check on me when
you are back!

Haider is quiet, still lost in Khurram’s episode. She shakes
him violently.

ARSHIA
4 afthe & "Xl @ e e ... EfL.. e

I worry for you in vain...
Haider looks at her and smiles weakly.

ARSHIA
J T BT ST @M & SAUAT?
You are so haggard. You’ve become weak...
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Haider hugs ber.

HAIDER
dl gel A1 fb |8 d =i ...
Why don’t you find me a cure!

Arshia slaps his back again and again and in mock anger.

CUT TO:
140C INT. KHURRAM’S HOUSE - DAY

The ceremony has begun inside. Kbhurram reads the verse
along with the priest, while Ghazala counts chickpeas in
an earthen pot full of water. Arshia sits with Haider at the
back of the room, in changed clothes. Parvez and others sit
silently in prayer.

The ceremony comes to an end. Khurram gets up from his
seat and addresses the crowd.

KHURRAM

TN T H QA 8 6 BHIT &g died @& [0 39 arN a6l

Tgd fRAT... |IS G189 &l JaTs &l a¢ i f&d 7 fhel awe

TeT9d Y fordr... O qE-S T a7 SY 94T 3 3K @l Idm
3@ ! dlehd 3T HEf F @S H...

Thank you for being with us in this time of grief.
Somehow, I have managed to embrace this loss...
but... the prospect of seeing my beloved sister-in-
law live a widow’s life... and my dearest Haider
as an orphan... How will I find the
courage to bear with that?

A beat.
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KHURRAM
TAT ST T ot AR i bl Hioe |, § (o amar
S TSIAr § e @0 eI el g,
And thus facing these facts, I seek your

permission... the elders and friends here... to marry
my sister-in-law Ghazala Meer...

A beat, the crowd is silent. Parvez smiles.

PARVEZ

3TH gA SElE. ..
Congratulations!

Salman and Salman take the cue and whispers loudly and
prompt the guests.

SALMAANS

STeeH ol goxdle. .. !
Congratulations!

Suddenly all the guests murmur.

ALL

=T g Soelle. .. IR !!!
Congratulations! Congratulations!

Ghazala bas a timid smile on her face. Haider's jaws tighten
as he looks at his mother’s smiling face through the crowd.
Khurram looks at Haider and smiles. Haider’s eyes display
hatred and hurt. Khurram’s smile fades out. Ghazala follows
Khurram’s gaze, Haider is gone.

CUT TO:
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141 EXT. BHAAND VILLAGE - DAY

A group of street theatre actors rebearse the dance in the
middle of the village. They are dressed in garish costumes
and wear funny yet intriguing masks on their faces. Live
musicians play Kashmiri folk music. Haider, dressed as a
joker wearing a mask, also dances along. Kids of the village
enjoy the performance.

Arshia’s car stops outside the village. She walks inside to find
Haider dancing with full gusto with the group. She is happy
to see him so cheerful. Haider notices her while dancing. He
runs to her in joy.

He twirls her around as he keeps singing. She laughs seeing
him in an upbeat mood. Suddenly, he sees the Salmans
looking at them from behind a tree.
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HAIDER
Bloody spies!

He grabs her hand and runs deeper into the village. Salman
and Salman follow them. A chase begins - Haider manages
to smartly evade the Salmans, who are now lost in the
labyrinth of the village lanes. They run around but don’t
find them anywhere. A poem in a whispering voice starts to
hum very softly on the soundtrack.

142 I/E. HOLLOW CHINAR TREE

A big chinar tree in the middle of the village square. In
the claustrophobic confines of the hollow tree, Haider and
Arshia stand in a tight embrace.

DISSOLVE TO:

143 INT. ROOM IN THE BHAAND VILLAGE - LATER

They kiss passionately and make love as the poem continues
on the soundtrack.

144 INT. ROOM IN THE BHAAND VILLAGE - LATER

Post-coital scene. Under a quilt, Arshia rests her head on
Haider’s lap as he plays with her hair.

ARSHIA
TqIH! 91 © fh qH I & B L.

Everyone suspects you have gone insane.

Haider smiles.
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HAIDER
I U & IHE Al... THE T & 9% T ...

If what I suspect is to be believed, I suspect
what I believe...

ARSHIA
Hddd?
What do you mean?

HAIDER

AqAd. .. ©&ER I AT F=dT, AT ST FHBHT AT . ..
fFam e e t... A aa H aa 78l...7 ... fF ©
TEX...? 99 T FA 8. ST FaTd BT A" ff T 2.

I mean... Is there truth in Roohdaar’s tale? Or is
uncle’s story all a lie? Whose lie is a lie? And whose
truth lacks the truth? Does it exist or does it not?
That is the question... The answer to that is also a
question.

She looks at him confused.

ARSHIA
HT?
What is it?

A streak of madness is seen in his eyes. He takes out the
pistol from his bag and puts it on his heart and then on the
temple.

HAIDER
f&a & SR g @ &, fEAwT & af & 7. 9 6 o
<, H ... T H &
If I listen to my heart... then yes... If I listen to my

head... then no... Murder... or suicide? Should I live
or should I not?
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Arshia is shocked. She pulls the pistol from his hand.

ARSHIA
fope €T T TR ?
Who gave this to you?

Haider tries to take it from her, she pulls it back.

ARSHIA

e qF UET &8 |1 el 0. I a1 a9 a1 3B....

Promise me... Haider... You will do no such thing.
Whether it’s the truth or a lie... Promise me.

HAIDER

I .
Give it back...

ARSHIA
UEd H99 @3l °4i.

Promise me.
Haider looks away. She puts his hand over her head.

ARSHIA
[ have ‘lovve-d’ you more than my life.

Haider laugbhs.

HAIDER
LOWEDD =& LOVED.

He embraces ber tightly and kisses.
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HAIDER
gt LOVED... V 3R D softly.
Not ‘lovve-d’, it’s ‘loved’...

ARSHIA
LOWEDD.
Lovve-d.

Haider laughs again.

HAIDER
s dral.... Kicked.
Say.. Kicked.

ARSHIA
Kicckked.
Kick-ked.

HAIDER

arar plucked.
Now ‘plucked’.

ARSHIA
Pluckkedd.
Pluck-ked.

HAIDER
Fucked.
Fucked.

ARSHIA
Fa...
Fu... ‘Baster-ed’.
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Arshia stops and hits him lovingly. They remain silent in a
hug for a while.

ARSHIA

The weding is day after...

HAIDER

Hmm...

ARSHIA
q9 TSN 17

You’re coming, right?

HAIDER

Gl HIEel. ... 39T 91 &7 N @ &7 HihT fhar fhar &l
THI BT 2.
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100 per cent... Not everyone has the good fortune
of attending their own mother’s wedding.

Arshia tries to smile. He takes the pistol back from ber.
CUT TO:

145 I/E. KHURRAM’S HOME - DAY

A festive mood at home. The maulvi sits with some elderly
people while Khurram is looking after the arrangements.
Haider arrives. Kburram looks at him, a beat. He opens his
arms, Haider walks up to him and hugs him tight.

CUT TO:

146 INT. KHURRAM’S HOUSE BEDROOM.

Haider reaches Ghazala’s room. She looks beautiful in a
bride’s attire. Ghazala looks at him in the mirror. She turns
and hugs him tight.

GHAZALA
My angel...

They stand in silence.

GHAZALA
qE E... TAYT H P T HEAT A1?
g7 Bl 9o 9 e deam.

Remember, what you would say
when you were a child? “When I grow up I will
marry my Mommy.’
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She pulls herself back to look at him and laughs. Haider
smiles too. She turns around and sits in front of the mirror
to touch up.

GHAZALA
U A Bl 2k Qe 3R A A1 317 & | S .

You would snuggle between
your father and me.

She looks at him in the mirror.

GHAZALA

ar 93 gd W7 9., O @1 o1 9.
Even if he touched me, you would fight with him.

HAIDER
T Tl BT T2 STIHT Bl ...
G T T ?
Ah! Now his brother touches you...What does one
say now?

Ghazala’s smile fades out. Haider suddenly laughs.

HAIDER

JMUehT dfe &l G el el qiot...
Who would want to share you with the world?

He takes a bit of kohl on his index finger and puts it on her
cheek.

HAIDER

You are drop-dead gorgeous.
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Ghazala smiles.
CUT TO:

147 INT. KHURRAM’S HOUSE LIVING ROOM - LATER

Khurram looks at Ghazala who is sitting with a few women
across the room from him. The maulvi sings a verse from
the Quran.

148 INT. KHURRAM’S HOUSE-LIVING ROOM-LATER

The ceremony continues in the other room. Arshia sits on a
couch, she gathers her courage to speak to Parvez. A grim
Parvez looks on.

ARSHIA
I AN F 39 Uk fUEdie off €7 2... 9mEr & 9RA & .

They have given him a pistol... to kill uncle
Khurram...

Parvez is shocked.

CUT TO:

148A INT. BATHROOM OF GHAZALA’S BEDROOM
Haider hides his pistol inside the flush tank.

148B INT. KHURRAM’S HOUSE LIVING ROOM

The maulvi now faces Khurram.

MAULVI
G AR gadle gaT A AR TSl STER alag JEar

@ | e d9d ©.
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Khurram Hussain Meer... do you accept Ghazala
Akhtar as your lawfully married wife?

KHURRAM
P .
I do.
148C INT. GHAZALA’S BEDROOM

Parvez searches for the pistol everywhere in the room -
inside the cupboard, Haider’s rucksack, etc.

149 INT. KHURRAM’S HOME - LIVING ROOM
The maulvi turns to Ghazala.

MAULVI
AT ST REARE SThay @, ATIh! T R Jase gos
IR & |1, 91 9 3 A w9, e B o

Ghazala Akhtar... Do you accept Khurram Hussain
Meer as your lawfully married husband?

Ghazala keeps looking down. Haider looks at her while
standing at the door. On bhis face we hear Ghazala’s voice.

GHAZALA

HYA 2.
I do.

A small cheer from the crowd. A looney smiles appears on
Haider’s face. Parvez enters and looks at Haider. The music
from the next scene fades in.

CUT TO:
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150 INT. AISHMUQAM SHRINE - EVENING

A festive mood. Tents are pitched, a small number of friends
and dignitaries have gathered. The seating surrounds the
central open space, like an amphitheatre.

Guests congratulate Ghazala and Khurram who sit at the
centre, on two throne-like chairs. Parvez, with Arshia to his
side, accompanies Khurram.

The Bhaand Pather begins. Masked entertainers come
twirling in with the sounds of live instruments. The lead
narrator, a masked Haider, begins the play. The players -
the old king, the new king and the queen, along with their
subjects.

The lyrics tell the story of the newly-crowned king after he
betrayed and murdered his own brother, the older king.

The song tells of how the new king longed for the queen and
would do anything to have her. The old king was considered
a traitor by the feudal lord who conquered their kingdom.
His brother was hand-in-glove with the feudal lord, therefore
they both conspired to trap the old king and killed him to
ensure that the kingdom and the queen would be the new
king’s forever.

There are details of the killing, with the body being thrown
from the ‘Zero Bridge’.

Ghazala and Kbhurram are visibly disturbed. Khurram,
seething from inside, doesn’t flinch an inch. With a final
dance move Haider kneels before Khurram to end the
powerful performance. The audience is silent. A beat.

Khurram claps gently. He inches closer towards Haider and
whispers, glaring into his eyes.
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KHURRAM

FEMI 980 Gd & el IER Bl...
Such a brilliant story!

Haider is silent. Khurram pulls down his mask, to reveal his
teary-eyed face. Kbhurram wipes off his tears.

KHURRAM
fope for@l? F8Y g8 o a1 ®eaR q7 TH?
Who wrote this play? Zahoor Hussain? Or was it
Roohdaar?

Haider’s eyes are locked with him. Kbhurram smiles and
looks around and whispers.

KHURRAM
foeee oF a1 &1 e % U g3 AR & fold. =i .22.
el BT Wl &7
And how do you like their gift of a pistol... to kill me?
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Haider is shocked, his eyes dart towards Arshia who is
equally stunned. She looks at Parvez who avoids her gaze.
Khurram turns his face around.

KHURRAM

TeR TGHIT &l IRT 99 319 U% SHE &l 9l &...
qNTTE ...
Shall we have him treated? In a psychiatric
hospital?

Haider is seething with anger. Kbhurram looks at Parvez and
nods. Parvez nods to a policeman in turn. Ghazala looks at
Kbhurram.

GHAZALA

gH... FT 8 @& 4.
What’s going on here?

Haider looks at the policeman walking towards him. He
suddenly runs. The policeman chases him.

GHAZALA
(screams)

Haider...

He is gone. Haider dodges everyone, hits a few of them while
escaping through the alleys. He takes a turn and suddenly
Salman and Salman appear from nowhere. One of them hits
him hard on the back of bis head with a wooden log. Haider
bangs into a wall and passes out.

CUT TO:
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151 INT. KHURRAM’S HOME - SPARE BEDROOM -
EVENING

Haider lies on the bed unconscious. A doctor administers
an injection on his arm. Ghazala sits next to him, silently
crying and brushing his hair gently.

Khurram and Parvez stand closer.

DOCTOR

It’s Post-Traumatic Stress Disorder... PTSD. He
needs psychiatric care. 3+ Bfffqed & a1d &Y @ &. Hd
qaE %Y Gad &l T W § Usfie &y .

It’s Post Traumatic Stress Disorder... PTSD. He
needs psychiatric care. I’ve spoken to the doctors at
the psychiatric hospital... We’ll move him there the
moment the curfew is lifted in the morning.

PARVEZ

g TR ST T 1 9T S,
If he wakes up, he’ll make a run for it.

The doctor wraps up his instruments.

DOCTOR
Heavy dose f&ar & 89, w&f SwAm.

[ have sedated him well. He won’t wake up for
hours.

Parvez and Kburram look at each other.
CUT TO:

152 INT-EXT. KHURRAM’S HOME
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Parvez and the doctor drive away in his jeep.
INSIDE

Kburram sits next to Ghazala who still brushes Haider’s
hair.

GHAZALA
ST 39 @ @ a9l 99§ e

Is what he suspects true?

Khurram is quiet. He turns her around, holds her face.

KHURRAM
ST FT AT &... ?
What do you think?

A beat. She hugs him and rests ber head on his chest.

GHAZALA

AS... T & el B Tbel... Al 9 ST ATS ... HH
Tl

Utter lies... You cannot kill anybody... let alone
your own brother...

A touch of guilt overcomes Khurram’s face as he holds
Ghazala. He looks at Haider sleeping like a baby.

CUT TO:

153 INT. PARVEZ HOME - NIGHT

Arshia lies on the bed of her room, looking nowbhere. Her
eyes are red after hours of crying. The plateful of food

168



remains untouched on the table. The jeep stopping outside
in the porch breaks her trance.

Parvez knocks gently on the door of her room.

PARVEZ

3. ..
Arshee...

There is no response. He knocks again.

PARVEZ

. .. AT el ..
Arshee... Open the door...

No response again.

PARVEZ

AT J2T... TR TATRSHT & o
You misunderstand me.

Arshia suddenly screams from inside.

ARSHIA
TEl... U e far ® e, g fRar € 1E... You

use-d me.. YR T B FAHM & HIE TIqT ol &...
AT 3G ART I AR qh Ig=-T e
& T8I G & Tau (6T 8. 39 99 | &a PR W AT
TRT A1 MY IS e i IS
No! You betrayed me. You took advantage of my
trust... You used me... You don’t care for Haider’s
life... You want to use him to catch those people...
who unmasked the truth about Khurram... You
don’t care if Haider has to die.
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She sobs as it bits Parvez hard. He closes his eyes and takes
a deep breath.

PARVEZ
AT @il AR T B ... I TARAT 3@ &l AT ar
I ...
Open the door and let me explain...Try to see my
point.
Arshia cries more.
ARSHIA

AT HeT SATYeRT FNRAT S@T & SR AT & S9! JAA. I el

I don’t want to get your point... I don’t want to see
you... ever!

She falls on the bed as Parvez stands at the door, helpless.
CUT TO:

154 INT. KHURRAM’S HOUSE - NIGHT

Haider sleeps on the bed. Ghazala sleeps next to him on a

chair, her hand over his chest.

The door opens, Hilaal stands there in prison clothes, bis
hands and legs chained. He slowly walks to the bed and sits
next to Haider and slowly takes Ghazala’s hand off his chest
and whispers.

HILAAL
TeX... WY EAHM L. WY WIE ...

Haider...Avenge my betrayal and my most foul and
unnatural murder by my serpent of a brother...
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Ghazala slowly wakes up. Hilaal looks at her expressionless.
She is shocked. Hilaal looks back at the sleeping Haider and
brushes his hair gently.

HILAAL
ITHI S 2 @l § Mierar e, 59 sftEl S99 o1 |/t
W BT B J....

Aim your bullets at his treacherous eyes... Those
deceitful eyes which entrapped your mother.

Haider’s eyes snap open. He finds himself alone in the empty
room, his body full of sweat. Ghazala sleeps next to him on
a chair, ber hand over his chest. He slowly puts her hand
away, looks at the time - 5:02 AM. It’s still dark outside, at
a distance we hear the faint sounds of the morning ‘azaan’.
He gets up and walks to the bathroom. He lifts the upper
part of the flush tank and takes out the Chinese pistol. He
comes out and looks at Ghazala, she is still asleep.

CUT TO:

155 INT. KHURRAM’S HOME - CORRIDOR - DAWN

Haider tiptoes quietly across the dark corridor, he makes his
way to the master bedroom when he notices light from the
prayer room seeping through the open door.

156 INT. KHURRAM’S HOME - PRAYER ROOM

He peeps into the room to see Khurram kneeling down in
prayer, his back towards Haider. Khurram murmurs the
prayer, his eyes open, but focused on a single point right in
front of him. He is almost in a trance.
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KHURRAM
q G & g A § AT B L.

My lord, my crime, my sin stinks the skies, the
earth... I fail even to bow in prayer despite my
punishing guilt... My brother’s blood covers my
cursed hand...

Haider creeps in towards Khurram, pistol in hand.
CUT TO:

157 EXT. KHURRAM’S HOME - CORRIDOR

Parvez drives up at the house, followed by Salman and

Salman in a jeep. The guards salute Parvez, as he steps out
of his Ambassador.

CUT TO:
158 INT. KHURRAM’S HOME - PRAYER ROOM

Khurram still deep in his prayer-trance.

KHURRAM

SEHRRT Bl 39... Foaa § g fear €, | Aidr... S |
S AR o ... L ISord alad SMEXd... 99 B8 o o... HY
JXh &6 9l h... Tl [ & 91 Y & A I ...

All the wealth, all the power, all the fame....
Wash me clean as snow with the rain of your mercy,
My Lord! Your mercy is greater than my rank
crime, My Lord!

Haider is now right behind him, his hand trembles as be raises
the pistol to aim. Tears start to form in Khurram’s eyes.
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CUT TO:
159 INT. KHURRAM’S HOME

The old domestic help who is outside collecting the day’s
newspaper and milk, greets Parvez and lets them into the
house.

The Salmans and Parvez look towards the room.
CUT TO:
160 INT. KHURRAM’S HOME - PRAYER ROOM

Haider has the pistol aimed right at the back of Khurram’s
head. Tears roll off Khurram’s face now. His eyes full of
regret and sorrow, still focused at a single spot, they don’t
flinch an inch. Haider’s finger is on the trigger.

KHURRAM
T TARIR €. 90 @A &l A6 Tel. qo 99T €, WY gar!

Dear God! You alone can forgive my horrible
murder...

Haider can’t pull the trigger.
CUT TO:

161 INT. KHURRAM’S HOUSE LIVING ROOM

Haider comes out of the prayer room to face Salman and
Salman along with Parvez standing at the door.

Parvez lunges at him, Haider’s pistol flies away. Salman and
Salman run to overpower Haider.

Inside - Khurram ends his prayers.
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Outside - chaos of voices as the Salmans along with Parvez
struggle to overpower Haider.

Ghazala comes out hearing the commotion. Khurram walks
out still wearing his prayer cap. Salman and Salman hold
a fuming Haider. Parvez ties Haider’s hands with his red
muffler. The other guards from outside come running in.

GHAZALA
I 3. (to the Salmans) &g 34.
What are you doing? Let go of him...

Parvez shows the pistol to Khurram.

PARVEZ

&Y g9d U 3T ... al...
We caught him in time... or he might have...

Khurram looks at Haider, who smiles.

HAIDER

q T H o7 29 e 92 AR "R S d 9 o g Rl
AT ST~ ot St

I didn’t kill you because you were in prayer...
Even a ghastly sinner would enter
heaven if killed in prayer.

Khurram wipes his damp eyes and looks back at Ghazala.
She walks to Haider, shocked.

HAIDER
a3 "L S A | BN, AT H ...
[ will kill you when you are in sin... not when you
are in prayer...
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GHAZALA

ee¥... 4 99 ¥ YN & T g
Haider... you have really gone insane!

Khurram nods, Salman and Salman drag him out as he
screams.

HAIDER
A TE Sl § Mot e g, O St § a9 A A
T HE T 2.
[ aim my bullets at your treacherous eyes,

Khurram... those deceitful eyes that entrapped my
mother.

Ghazala cries as Khurram bugs bher.
CUT TO:
162 EXT. KHURRAM’S HOME - LATER

Salman and Salman escort Haider to the jeep, his hands tied
with Parvez’s red muffler. Two armed guards sit bebind with
Haider as Salman 1 locks the back. Salman 2 starts the jeep.
Parvez comes to the window and hands Salman 1, Haider’s
rucksack.

PARVEZ
T F 9RAT, 3R 418 ¥ 91T,

Shoot from a distance... And shoot him in the back.

Salman nods, the jeep drives away as Ghazala cries at the
window resting her head on Khurram’s shoulder.

CUT TO:
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163 EXT. ISOLATED ROAD - LATER

The jeep travels on a bumpy barren terrain. Salman and
Salman sing along to a hit Salman Khan song blaring on the
music system. Bebind, the guards sit casually with weapons
on their laps while Haider is seated on the opposite side.

The road gets bumpier, Salman tries to control the vebicle.
Haider seizes the moment and pounces onto the guards. A
fist-fight between them. The car swerves out of control, one
guard falls over losing his grip on his gun, Haider grabs it,
pulls the trigger and shoots randomly. The bullets hit both
of them and blood splashes on the glass screen separating
the back from the front. Salman completely loses control of
the jeep, crashing into a tree head-on.

Haider bangs into the wall of the jeep and gets knocked
out due to the collision. Salman and Salman take a peek
behind to see Haider lie unconscious, they quickly get out
and head back to unlock the door. Salman 1 unlocks the
door as Salman 2 holds the pistol. Haider violently kicks it
open pushing Salman 1 back. He bangs into Salman 2, his
pistol flies away.

Haider climbs out of the jeep pointing the AK 47 towards
Salman and Salman.

SALMAN 1

22 AR 9. BH ol A & AR... ST AT B9 Rl
Haider don’t! We’ll do as you say...

HAIDER
T G ..

Free my hands.

Omne of the Salmans come forward and opens the knot of the
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muffler. He suddenly butts his head on his nose. Haider falls
back, they pick the gun and shoot at him but the magazine
is over. A beat.

HAIDER

gIour!
Chutzpah!

Haider lunges for the pistol lying nearby. Both the Salmans
run for their life.

Haider aims and fires, missing both of them, be fires a
couple more times, missing again. They cackle like a couple
of hyenas, calling him names. Haider puts the gun back into
his back pocket and picks a big stone.

The Salmans keep running. Suddenly we hear a THUD!

Salman 1 falls to the ground immediately, blood oozes out
from the back of his head. Salman 2 turns to bhim. Another
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THUD! He screams in pain as a stone hits him hard on the
face. His nose now bleeding, he looks up at the distance
to see Haider running towards him with a few rocks in his
hands. Salman 2 runs. Salman 1 tries to get up but another
stone hits him hard. He falls again. Haider aims another
rock at Salman 1, it knocks him down as well. With every
throw Haider is more violent and fierce.

Teary-eyed Salman 2 drags himself over to Salman 1’s body.

SALMAN

A9 !, .. 9d9M ... !
Salman! Salman!

He shakes Salman’s lifeless body violently, his own face full
of blood. Haider catches up behind them. Salman cries for
mercy. Haider picks up a large stone with both hands, raises
it in the air and swings downwards.

CUT TO:

164 I/E. PCO AT A SMALL VILLAGE NEAR HIGHWAY -
DAY

Haider, hiding his face bebind Parvez’s muffler, speaks into
the phone.

HAIDER
G I9 T, dfchT 5 O gferd aral @l 7R fea.

Khurram is still alive. But I’ve killed three cops.

165 INT. HIDEOUT

Roohdaar and Zahoor listen to him on the speaker of the
phone.
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ROOHDAAR

HIQMAATE. ..
I heard...

A young studious-looking boy with thick glasses on his nose
carefully assembles an explosive suicide vest - placing ball
bearings, nails, screws, etc., on a thick fabric and covering
it with another one.

ROOHDAAR
7T FEl & q?

Where are you now?

HAIDER
U BlEd.
Pampore highway.

Roobdaar looks at Zahoor, who nods.
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ROOHDAAR
T3 |88 IR ST BRM. ST & fora.

You will need to cross the border for training...
Haider listens to him quietly.

ROOHDAAR
T s U fired & &9, 98 Ugd, &9 T&ar Sl

Get to the graveyard where
we met first. We’ll get in touch...

HAIDER
Sl
Okay.

ROOHDAAR

A ATcIeRH.
Peace be upon you.

HAIDER

qTciehH HATH.
Peace be upon you.

Haider puts the receiver back and moves to go out but stops.
He looks back at the phone.

CUT TO:
166 EXT. KHURRAM’S HOME - DAY

The telephone rings loudly. Ghazala picks up the receiver.
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GHAZALA

Zal.
Hello.

There is silence at the other end, only the sound of breathing.

GHAZALA

&l &eX... HBl & 7 BAA UEd TAT? &a?

Hello Haider... Where are you? Have you reached
the hospital? Haider...

We hear Haider’s choking voice at the other end.

HAIDER
ST BN & AR AT af T & Hiot... G Fi B ST A

SIS B2

There are other ways to part... Why did you have to
get my father killed?

His words fall on Ghazala like a rock. She breaks down.

GHAZALA

A G
God!

She howls and falls on the ground, speaks after a while.

GHAZALA
T BT AMLL.. T 33 &

This is not true! I swear upon God... this is not
true!

She cries as Haider takes the speaker off his ear, closes his
eyes to resist his emotions. He puts the phone back on bhis
mouth and whispers.
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HAIDER
§ o 7T £ WL

I’m going mother.

GHAZALA
el ?
Where?

Haider is quiet. Ghazala’s voice is almost choked.

GHAZALA

2 TEE IR Ol @I & q?
You’re crossing the border?

Haider remains quiet.

GHAZALA
T3 H/Y T a1 H e T Bal.
It is a fatal trek..
I won’t bear losing you..

Haider is still quiet.

GHAZALA
TF IR e a1 o ... AL § YR TE JH 39 dR...
%HIH d... U6 dR A o 99... L.,
At least, meet me once...

[ won’t stop you this time. I promise...Meet me
once.

She cries as Haider listens silently.

CUT TO:
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167 EXT. HILAAL'S HOME - DAY

An autorickshaw stops in front of the burnt house. Ghazala
comes out wearing a pheran. Her head is covered with a
scarf and eyes with big sunglasses. She looks at the house.
Emotions run through her veins.

CUT TO:
168 INT. HILAAL'S HOME

Ghazala enters the house, her feet crushing the debris of the
charred wood.

She looks at the mirror on the wall. Its cracked from the
middle. Haider’s voice comes from behind.

HAIDER

3 =B & e
My Janus-faced mother.

She turns to see Haider walking behind. He comes closer and
turns her around to face the mirror. He holds her face from
the chin and tightens the grip with each word he speaks.

HAIDER

J MY Irar AGH & AR a7 3 arer dR. THE ST Bicel
el AR TAE e Haa fopa.

Such innocence in one face; such deceit in the other..
This face reads the prayers at my father’s funeral..
That one glows with repeating marital vows to
Khurram.

183



GHAZALA
T TehET & I ANl A, < AEd # Ui F SHRT g aredr
T 2.

I am not to blame for your father’s death.
Haider laughs aloud.

HAIDER

3o N AT M ©... ARA... Al & Hd &b B G HT Tl
g foh MO G & e w4 for.
Oh! How sad to see a mother lie... The flowers on
father’s grave were still fresh... and you rushed into
Khurram’s marital bed.

Ghazala’s face is distorted now because of the force of the
grip of his hand.

HAIDER
IH! U 2... AT T A e & 3ot &
el I SIS Bl 2.

The world knows you and Khurram conspired to
murder my father.

Ghazala is shocked.

GHAZALA
TP 2.

These are utter lies...

HAIDER

TEATE 39 A AR B § BT AT, T A1 3Aeh TaArar T
ST 20 Tar el ol %ol &l JEfeR G oT... 3R G o

@i 3.

Ikhlaakh was hiding in our
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house that fateful day... Khurram was an informant
for the army... and you were his informer.

CUT TO:
Flashback:
169 INT. BATHROOM-NIGHT

Ghazala throws up violently in the wash basin. She stops
after a while and looks at herself in the mirror. The telephone
rings outside.

170 INT. STUDY

Ghazala looks at the ringing telephone. She looks around to
find herself alone, she answers the call.

GHAZALA
Hello.
Omn the other line is Khurram.

KHURRAM

A SN IFPRS |S BIERC] qa-?

You had to be home. The moon wouldn’t dare shine
in the skies.

Ghazala sobs quietly.

KHURRAM

TSIl .. <7 AT ?
What happened?
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GHAZALA

I’m scared, Khurram.

She breaks down uncontrollably.

KHURRAM
w7 ?
What happened?

GHAZALA

BT, .. 3T S&Eg ddih i 8Y o 37T 2.
Hilaal’s brought Ikhlaakh home today.

KHURRAM
SR A% ! !
Ikhlaakh Latif!

Ghazala speaks to him but her voice-over from the next
scene fades in on the soundtrack.

CUT TO:
Flashback ends:
171 INT. HILAADLS HOME

They both sit on the burnt wooden staircase. Haider looks
on, speechless.

GHAZALA
2faeY |1Ed &l Al A6l arel of 7., W El... I o
W e 7 S N ...
I never wanted to harm or hurt your father. I did
not hate him.
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She looks away.

HAIDER

IR g & fog? g & fag @r ar... 2
And Khurram? What about him?

GHAZALA
gl... G & o0 Aiged... ot gHa ...

But I have always loved Khurram.
Haider pulls her face to look at him.
CUT TO:

172 EXT. HILAAL'S HOME

Parvez’s car passes through the lane adjacent to Hilaal’s
burnt house. He notices a red-coloured fabric lying at the
corner of the road. He asks his driver to stop the car.

Parvez walks down to the corner and picks the cloth, it is
his red muffler woven by Arshia, the same he tied Haider’s
hands with. He looks towards the burnt house.

CUT TO
173 INT. HILAALS HOME
Haider gets up to leave. Ghazala whispers from bebind.

GHAZALA
T T BT q?

Now what will do?
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HAIDER

I’ll wait eagerly...
He turns around and bends down to look into ber eyes.

HAIDER

M9 IRT 941 B .
For you to be a widow again.

CUT TO:
174 INT. HILAAL’'S HOME

Parvez tiptoes inside the house. Holding his revolver, ready
to shoot.

175 INT. HILAAL’S HOME
Ghazala is crestfallen.

GHAZALA

Teh TEHM M g3 W7
Do me a favour?

Haider looks at her with questioning eyes.

GHAZALA
IET WEEH U § AL

I am tired of my wretched life...

She clasps his hands which hold the pistol and puts it on her
forehead.

188



GHAZALA
T <.
Kill me...

HAIDER
IMmaehT STl & SueR | & A

Your life is your punishment.

Parvez peeps through the slit of the door to find Haider
holding the pistol at Ghazala’s forehead. He stumbles behind
the door. Haider turns and shoots at the door. The bullet
hits him right in the forehead through the door. He falls
on his security guard standing behind him. They both come
crashing down on the ground. Ghazala screams. Haider
runs through the other exit as Parvez’s security guard shoots
at him.

CUT TO:

176 EXT. SRINAGAR AIRPORT- DAY

An Indian Airlines aircraft lands on the runway and soon
comes to a halt. The ground crew attaches the mobile
staircase. The hatch swings open, one by one passengers
begin to exit the plane, Liyaqat one of them.

CUT TO:

177 INT. PARVEZ’S HOME - LATER

Arshia sits next to Parvez’s dead body. Her eyes are blank
as she fans the flies away from the dead body. A few
friends and family members have gathered to mourn the
death. Ghazala stands at a corner, Khurram comes from

behind.
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KHURRAM

T A & RrEr o off 2... 99 B I9d g9 S e
TE ¥ q... T BT HR... T BT I 3§ O qAT TAT &
TIT. .. Bl Qfear a9 e & a...

You are also responsible for this death... Despite
knowing everything, you went to meet Haider...
behind my back... Haider has gone to the other
side, Ghazala... he is a blood-thirsty wolf now...

Ghazala looks into his eyes straight.

GHAZALA

At least he does not bite the hand that feeds him...

A beat.

KHURRAM
T qeeAd SOl el o IS,

My love is not a lie, Ghazala.

Ghazala smiles sadly.

GHAZALA

You give up life in love, not take it away...
A beat.

KHURRAM
STTIhT T3 & SATET 319 I W FHA ... a7 INTA & T

Your son has crossed over to the other side...
He’s lost it.
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Ghazala nods.

GHAZALA
ST, W EE TR 8
Yes... but thankfully he’s not a traitor...

They look at each other in silence.

We hear a car door slam shut. Moments later Liyaqat
storms into the room. His handbag slung on his shoulder.
He freezes at the doorstep. Arshia looks at him, suddenly
she gets up and runs to him. She cries in his arms as tears

roll off his cheeks.

Liyaqat walks to Parvez’s body, kneels down, holds his
lifeless hand and breaks down.

Khurram comes up from behind and rests his hand on
Liyaqat’s shoulder to console him. He looks up behind. A
beat.

Liyaqat stands and pushes Kbhurram back violently.

LIYAQAT
X TRl &7
Where is Haider?

Khurram tries to pacify him.

KHURRAM

Liyaqat... calm down.

Liyaqat pins bim against the wall and holds him by the
throat.
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LIYAQAT
FEr B2
Where is he?

People move to intervene but Liyaqat is too aggressive to
control. Suddenly Khurram punches him hard in the belly.
Liyaqat rolls over in pain.

KHURRAM
STel AT N SR A

Wherever he is... he will not survive.
He walks to Liyagat and hugs him. His eyes meet Ghazala’s.

KHURRAM
I TEEH ¥ UEd el i HAd IS H.
I will not rest, till I see him inside a coffin.

Ghazala’s face goes pale. Liyagat cries on his shoulder like
a baby.

CUT TO:

178 EXT. PARVEZ’S HOME - LATER

Funeral starts from Parvez’s house. The coffin is lifted by
four people, Liyagat and Kbhurram among them. The priest
chants verses from Quran as it heads for the graveyard.

A soft humming of a female voice-overlaps the soundtrack.
CUT TO:

179 INT. PARVEZ HOME PORCH - LATER

Only a few ladies of the neighbourbood are present in the
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house. A devastated Arshia sitting alone on the porch, hums
a Kashmiri song of Habba Khatoon. She pulls out strands
of wool from the muffler she had woven for her father. Her
belongings from the bag - a diary a photo album etc. - are
lying on the floor next to her. Ghazala comes from bebind
and sits beside ber.

GHAZALA
Sl % B | R ... ga F Al A1 Fa gl al aes
e ¥ 39 9R fear g

Both of them had guns in their hands...
Haider fired first.

Arshia keeps humming, oblivious to Ghazala’s presence.
Ghazala sees a photograph of Haider and Arshia kept in
between the pages of the diary. She picks up the notebook
and looks at the photograph. Her voice chokes as she speaks.

GHAZALA

99 9% G & A 2... 3T TR Ial... T&d JAMhA .

Everyone wants to kill him. I know he
won’t make it.

As she keeps the notebook back a piece of paper falls on the
ground. The same chit Roohdaar had passed off to Arshia.

Ghazala looks at the name written over it - ‘Roohdaar’ -
and a phone number scribbled against it. She looks back at
Arshia. She continues to sing while pulling out the strands
of the wool.

CUT TO:
180 INT. HIDEOUT - DAY
Roobhdaar shows the suicide vest to Zahoor on a hanger.
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Zahoor looks inside the vest - it is full of explosives. The
young studious boy who was working on it hands over
a switch button attached to it. Roohdaar looks at it and
presses the button.

ROOHDAAR

Boom...

All of them laugh. A young man comes to Roohdaar with
the phone.

YOUNG MAN
2(dh qIed H didl B BT 2.

It’s the doctor’s wife on the line.
Zahoor looks on surprised. Roohdaar smiles.

CUT TO

Pre-lap sound: We bhear the sounds of shovels digging
through dry soil. They create a perfect rbythmic pattern
with each other. A dry soulful voice sings in sync with the
sounds.

FADE IN:

181 EXT. ISLAMIC GRAVEYARD - DAY

The old man sings standing inside a grave, throwing soil out
with every swing of his shovel. He is the gravedigger. Bebind
him in three adjacent graves are two other old men, Mobsin
and Ali, and a young boy, Akram, twelve.

All three old men dig and sing in sync. A song of life and
death, of slaughter and massacre, of burial and exhumation.
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A mysterious figure walks up to them. The gravedigger
looks up. It’s Haider.

GRAVEDIGGER
&aX... TN & Sa9R &l @ & 9o} 4...

Haider... Where have you been? Everyone has been
waiting for you since morning.

He looks at the kids. They smile at him.

GRAVEDIGGER
ST, .. 39T PR @ial... 37 4T e, ..

Come dig your grave and lie down...

Haider smiles.

Later.

Haider digs along with the gravediggers. His shovel hits
something hard inside the ground. He digs it out. It’s a skull
of a hbuman being. Everyone stops and looks at it.
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AKRAM
Grandpa... why do all the skulls have smiling faces?
GRAVEDIGGER
Udr & 9 A Ul g3 Rl I @ie e,

Yours will surely be a crying one. Shut up and dig.
Haider goes close to Akram.

HAIDER

Hifh 7 &% & qHe § ofar ¢ foh ffer & ar o 981 ok
% It 99 Tl 3mar gus?

Because only after one is dead, one realizes one
never really lived. And even after death there is no
escape... Got it?

He nods in the negative. Ali brings the water in an earthen pot.

HAIDER

foreT T & fedt a9 9 2. iR fiedt & e € fawl, =3,
gUel. =18 ehal Bl A1 Ieha, 8 81 a1 Wil ofE H
firedt & aan &

The body turns into soil... The soil is made into

vessels, pots and toys... Whether it’s Alexander or
Akbar... Hitler or Gandhi... We all turn into dirt.

He pours water for the old gravedigger who drinks by
making a cup in his palm.

HAIDER

2l |epdT & o gUel | qrel aeni 9l 9 @ 2, ar et
& o el | = EnL
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Who knows... this vessel your grandpa is drinking
tea from... could be made of Alexander’s body...

All of them laugh together.

HAIDER
ol B g ST 81 . ST ol s | ar=1 fuetrar g9

He may have conquered the world... but today he is
at the graveyard serving tea for us...

They laugh more.

CUT TO:
182 INT. ISLAMIC GRAVEYARD - NIGHT

The gravedigger cooks something on an earthen stove. He
looks at Haider and smiles.

GRAVEDIGGER
Y it foregm TR 92 92 A A% E.

Your eyes are just like my eldest son's...
Haider looks at him and smiles sadly.

GRAVEDIGGER

¢ 1, T Al... HIAEE P AE. .
Teary-eyed, sad... just like kashmir...

HAIDER
HEr & ar?
Where is he?
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GRAVEDIGGER

Outside, buried below the chinar tree...
Haider’s face hardens. The gravedigger goes back to cooking.

GRAVEDIGGER

AT 5T o T o B) A, gferq qaf @8 a9g. Gagsll F Wl
I A H...

The army picked him up alive... and the
police brought him back... dead... he

committed suicide in jail...

Haider is speechless.
CUT TO:

183 INT. PARVEZ’S HOME - LATER

Arshia lies on Parvez’s bed, holding his pistol in her hands
under her cheeks - like a pillow. Nothing remains of the
pullover but loose strings, which lie spread all over her. She
still hums the song.

CUT TO:

184 INT. ISLAMIC GRAVEYARD - DIGGER’S HOME -
MORNING

Haider wakes up to the sounds of chants. At the window
he sees that a small funeral procession has entered the
graveyard. He recognizes one of Parvez’s servants amongst
the handful of people. One of the gravediggers walks in,
Haider still looking out of the window.
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HAIDER
fergepT ST ®... 7

Whose funeral is it?

AKRAM
1S g AT... a1 aSH. .

That man over there...

He points out to Liyaqat at a distance. Haider is surprised
to see him visibly distraught.

AKRAM
SHH TEA 2... GBI B Al IG... B

His sister... she commited suicide last night...
Haider is devastated.

185 EXT. ISLAMIC GRAVEYARD

The maulvi begins the ritual. Haider comes in trudging from
bebind Liyaqat, completely defeated and crying.

HAIDER

3.
Arshee...

He kneels down before her. Liyaqat can’t believe his eyes.
He trembles with anger as Haider holds her dead body,
which is covered with a white shroud. Liyaqat turns to the
servant and whispers.
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LIYAQAT
(to servant)

XA A1 P ZqAT B, Seal.
Inform Khurram... Quickly!

The servant makes a run for it. Liyaqat comes forth and
violently kicks Haider. He falls away on the ground.

Liyaqat kicks Haider repeatedly as he tries to reach Arshia.
Finally Haider retaliates and pushes him hard, Liyaqat
topples over near the grave.

Haider walks back and holds Arshia’s dead body covered in
the shroud. Liyaqat, raging with fury, runs back and starts
hitting Haider who is not ready to leave Arshia’s body.

The maulvi and others scatter in fear as the fight gets
brutal. Upon seeing this, Mobsin runs to the entrance of the
graveyard compound to look for the gravedigger. Liyaqat
picks up a shovel and hits Haider hard on the back of his
head. He falls down as Arshia’s body falls into the dug-up
grave.

186 EXT. ISLAMIC GRAVEYARD - ENTRANCE

Outside the compound, the gravedigger is with Akram,
helping him climb into his school bus. From bebind be hears
Mobsin’s voice calling out to him.

The gravedigger turns to see him as Akram’s bus drives
away.

CUT’ TO:

187 EXT. ISLAMIC GRAVEYARD

A bloodied Haider crawls on the ground towards the grave.
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Liyaqat towers above as he showers more kicks and blows.
Liyaqat raises the shovel for a final blow.

A tombstone lies near the dug-up grave, Haider grabs it and
with one mighty swing hits Liyaqat straight across the head,
immediately knocking him out cold. Liyaqat drops dead on
the ground.

A weak and bloodied Haider gets up and walks towards the
grave. He embraces Arshia’s lifeless body.

CUT TO:

188 EXT. ISLAMIC GRAVEYARD

The gravedigger and the other two old men run towards the
graveyard. Haider still holds Arshia in his arms and cries.

CUT TO:

189 EXT. ISLAMIC GRAVEYARD - DIGGER’S HOME

Ali unbolts a wooden plank and pulls out thick covers to
reveal a large arsenal of weapons.

In another room, the gravedigger listens to Zahoor on his
telephone. Bebind, Haider sits with Arshia’s body in bis
arms.

ZAHOOR
(off-screen)

&S |l 81 A1, a1 AShN [SaT @1 AMey. .. [T STeal 8l 9eh
Jer 9§ T,

Come what may... the boy should live... Get out of
there as soon as you can.
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Down below, Mobsin and Ali are loading their old Fiat car
with weapons.

GRAVEDIGGER
SR STAWIE © el el | SMST Y &l ST,

We have too many weapons, Zahoor... they won’t
fit in the car.

ZAHOOR
(off-screen)

BRI TGS C R B | WG

Take whatever will fit in the car and leave... Now!

The gravedigger hears the rumbling of some vehicles outside.
He looks out the window to see several armoured vehicles
approaching the compound.

GRAVEDIGGER
TeL... 9 B9 &l ha dohd Tt ...
Zahoor, it is too late.

CUT TO:
190 EXT. ISLAMIC GRAVEYARD

Khurram drives into the compound with Ikbwaan soldiers
in various armoured vebicles. They notice Liyagat’s dead
body at one of the graves. Khurram signals to two soldiers
to retrieve the body.

Those two run towards the body, when suddenly two quick
rounds of gunfire hit them and knock them down.

Alarmed, Khurram and gang take cover behind a rock. They
look towards the structure.
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191 INT. ISLAMIC GRAVEYARD - DIGGER’S HOME

The nozzle of an AK 47 stealthily peeps out from the second-
floor window. Ali is behind the gun aiming at the two dead

bodies.

192 EXT. ISLAMIC GRAVEYARD

Ikhwaan soldiers stealthily tiptoe towards the back of the
house

The gravedigger peeps out the window and fires from his
AK47. The Ikbwaanis retreat.

193 EXT. ISLAMIC GRAVEYARD

The Ikbwaans get closer by hiding bebind trees and graves
in front of the house. At every chance they get they open fire,
only to be met with retaliatory fire from the windows.

194 INT. ISLAMIC GRAVEYARD - DIGGER’S HOME

Mobsin has taken position at a window and is unleashing an
onslaught of gun-fire towards the Ikhwaan soldiers.

All the while Haider holds Arshia’s body and softly reads a
poem to her.

195 I/E. ISLAMIC GRAVEYARD
By now a full-fledged battle is taking place between the
Ikhwaans and the gravedigger family.

Two Ikhwaani soldiers manage to reach and hide below the
place where Ali was firing from. As Ali opens the window,
the two lkhwaan soldiers shower bullets. Ali screams and
falls back. The gravedigger runs to the room to find Ali dead
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in a pool of blood. The gravedigger holds his dead body and
howls.

Haider notices the two soldiers coming closer. He quickly
reaches an AK47 but fumbles as he tries to load it. The
Ikhwaanis are barely a few feet away from him now, only a
wall separates them. He struggles, barely managing to cock
the weapon and fire rather amateurishly, killing one of the
two just as they appear from behind the wall. The other
retreats.

The grieving gravedigger picks up a grenade, runs out of
the house and hurls it onto an Ikbwaan jeep. The jeep
explodes, Khurram rolls over behind the rock as the bodies
fly apart. The gravedigger is showered with bullets by the
other Ikhwaanis.

196 EXT. ISLAMIC GRAVEYARD

Khurram gets up and looks from behind the rock. A few
Ikhwaanis try to move towards the structure, Mohsin and
Haider both fire bullets from different vantage points inside
the house. They rush to different windows to fire more
rounds, giving the impression of several people inside the
house.

Ikhwaanis immediately turn back. Khurram pulls out his
satellite phone and dials a number.

197 INT. ARMY CAMP - DAY

Murthy is in conversation with some officers inside bis
room. A junior officer walks in with a phone.

JUNIOR OFFICER
Sir, MLA Khurram Meer on the line.
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MURTHY
Why?

JUNIOR OFFICER

Some Ikhwaan operation in outskirts.
Asking for reinforcements.

Murthy remains poker-faced and silent. He turns back to his
colleagues.

MURTHY

So you were saying that RR has
supremacy over us? Rubbish.

The junior officer turns back and leaves.
CUT TO:
198 EXT. ISLAMIC GRAVEYARD

Kburram bangs his phone on the rock and looks at the
Ikhwaan commander in frustration. They turn to the sound
of a vehicle arriving from far.

A jeep with a few Ikbwaanis stops a few metres away. The
soldiers show a rocket launcher from inside. A smile emerges
in Khurram’s eyes.

199 EXT. ISLAMIC GRAVEYARD

The Ikhwaani commander supervises the fixing of the rocket
launcher from behind a rock.

200 EXT. ISLAMIC GRAVEYARD - OUTSKIRTS

Nearby, Roohdaar drives up in a jeep with Ghazala seated
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next to him. They can hear the gun battle up abead. They
turn to each other, a beat.

He smiles and nods. She looks away, towards the battlefield.
CUT TO:
201 EXT. ISLAMIC GRAVEYARD

Kburram anxiously watches as an Ikhwaani soldier is
ready to fire the rocket. The commander looks at Khurram,
Khurram nods. The rocket is fired and hits the house. A
huge explosion happens.

202 INT. ISLAMIC GRAVEYARD

The house rocks from inside as dust and smoke engulf the
interior. Haider holds Arshia’s body tightly in his arms and
coughs as the debris falls over him. As the dust settles he
notices Mohsin’s dead body.

203 EXT. ISLAMIC GRAVEYARD

Another rocket is fixed to the launcher. The Ikhwaani
soldier takes the aim to shoot but stops seeing his fellow
soldier comes running towards them. The soldier stops near
Khurram and shows him the walkie-talkie.

SOLDIER

Your wife, sir...
Khurram is amazed.
CUT TO:
204 EXT. ISLAMIC GRAVEYARD
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A soldier escorts Ghazala to Khurram.

KHURRAM
MY RIT Y @l & Tl
What are you doing here?

GHAZALA
(teary-eyed)
T 9 T S T @

Please spare my son.

KHURRAM

Do you realize what you’re asking me to do?

Ghazala drops on her knees.

GHAZALA
T HIHT < & qal... df 9 a1 Fel < ol ..
IS T ...

I’ll get him to surrender... If you truly love me, give
me one chance...

She looks at him with pleading eyes, Khurram looks on.
205 INT. ISLAMIC GRAVEYARD - DIGGER’S HOME

Arshia still in Haider’s arms. Ghazala’s voice echoes on the
soundtrack.

GHAZALA
(off-screen on megaphone)

My angel!
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Haider reacts, he slowly gets up and climbs to the window
to see Ghazala standing near one of the jeeps holding the
megaphone. They look at each other from afar.

206 EXT. ISLAMIC GRAVEYARD

A temporary ceasefire of sorts. Kburram and the lkbwaans
keep a close watch as Ghazala walks towards the structure.

CUT TO:

207 INT. ISLAMIC GRAVEYARD-DIGGER’S HOME

Ghazala walks in. Dead bodies of the young Akram and the
old gravedigger lie on the floor.

Haider makes his way down from the staircase, the AK47
slung across his shoulder. Ghazala looks at him, his face and
clothes covered in blood. Ghazala breaks down seeing his
condition.

GHAZALA

T H q @ 9 T A v
T 9RT T & T I i 4.

When you were a child I’d tear apart the
the world... if you got as much as a scratch...

She holds his face in between her palms.

GHAZALA
I Y H Tem@n g, iR | gua 3@ @ &,

You are covered in blood... and I can’t do a thing.

She hugs him and cries.
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HAIDER

Mother... I won’t surrender.

Ghazala smiles through her tears. She unties her head scarf
and begins to drop it at his feet. Haider holds her hand and
puts the scarf back on her head.

HAIDER

Not this time.

GHAZALA

T3l SERT a1 & S@HT?
Don’t you want to see me as a widow again?

Haider looks away.

GHAZALA

Angel...

She holds bis hand and whispers.

GHAZALA

YT SAATG BT ST <@ & T Pl a6 el & g H.

There’s no greater pain... than to see the corpse of
your child.

HAIDER

... I 99 H ZdHM [0 97 9 S

There is... To die without avenging the murder of
one’s father.
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Ghazala smiles sadly.

GHAZALA
IqHM T % SAHTT UeT Bidr 8. 99 e 89 3199 e d
TS ST&1 B, I T i STSTET &8 STSTE 8l &Y bl
Revenge does not set us free... Freedom lies beyond
revenge... True freedom...

Haider turns around to leave.

GHAZALA
ARG aR I8 @ &... T & S L.

I beg you... drop your weapons,
surrender... or else...

He stops, his back faces Ghazala.

HAIDER
17 /Y SATGAT A9 ?
Or else? You’ll kill yourself?
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A beat. She turns him around. They look at each other in
silence. She kisses him on his forebead, eyes and finally gives

a soft peck on his bloodied lips.
CUT TO:
208 EXT. ISLAMIC GRAVEYARD

Waiting outside, Khurram is on edge. Finally Ghazala walks
out, their eyes meet. A beat. She walks towards Khurram,
and the Ikhwaan soldiers.

Haider watches through the slit of a window. She is closer
to Khurram and his army. She stops, her eyes are blank. She
looks at Khurram, their eyes are locked. She slowly removes
her shawl. The colour of Khurram’s eyes changes. She wears
a vest full of explosives joined through multiple wires. A
small switch attached to the vest, hangs near her fingers.

Haider screams from inside the house.

HAIDER
AT
Mother!

Kburram’s eyes dart towards the house. Haider comes out
and runs to her. Khurram turns back to run.

Suddenly. BOOM!! She explodes!

Bodies of Ikhwaan soldiers fly in the air. Others are injured
badly, there is chaos everywhere.

Through the fire and smoke emerges Haider - crying
profusely.
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HAIDER
AT !
Mother!

As the dust and smoke settle we see a blood-soaked Khurram
dragging himself along the ground, both his legs blown off.

Haider’s eyes meet Kburram’s. Crying, he takes out the pistol
and heads towards the mutilated Khurram. Grabbing him
by his hair, Haider pulls him up, places the gun on his eyes.

Blood oozes out of Khurram’s severed legs, he screams
as Haider tightens his grip. A beat. His mother’s message
resonates in his mind.

GHAZALA (voice-over)
ae™ O 0% SaemT YT BT ®. 99 9% &9 31U 3%
g SIS el &, a9 db hig TSIl 6 3TNE Tal &Y
e
Revenge does not set us free... Freedom lies
beyond revenge... True freedom...

He suddenly lets go of Khurram. Khurram can’t make sense
of what just happened as Haider limps away slowly, leaving

him in a pool of blood.

KHURRAM
2! AR T HI... ST T T HL...
IR ¢ ... AR ...

Haider! I want to die... Avenge yourself... Kill me...

Haider slowly walks away into the smoke, leaving Khurram
screaming for mercy. (Option 1- After a few steps he falls
on the ground. Option 2- Roohdaar emerges from smoke.
Smiling he opens his arms, Haider falls into his embrace.)
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Top shot of the scene of the carnage. A gory painting of the
bloodbath.

FADE TO BLACK.

END CREDITS ROLL
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