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EPI SODE NOTE
SERI ES NOTE —FOR PRODUCERS / READERS

SANTHARA is a five-hour limted series about a dying poet who undertakes
the Jain vow of releasing the body —fasting into death with equanimty
—to cross back to the wife he lost. Hs children have five weeks to
nmake peace with the manner of his |eaving.

Sant hara (sal |l ekhana / sanadhi -marana) is distinguished, in Jain
understanding, fromsuicide: it is undertaken only when death is al ready
certain and the body can no | onger serve as an instrunent of dharma.
Passions are thinned. The end is nmet awake, w thout weapons, w thout

poi son, w thout the scream of despair.

Tone: Life of Pi x Terrence Malick —a surreal, nelodramatic el egy
rooted in Punjab, Partition, the diaspora, and the poem Visual

regi sters braid across the season: Petrol Dusk (present), Marble & Gold
(Radha / tenple), Neon Mantra (dissolution), Sepia Exodus (1947).

Season spine: 01 Declaration - 02 Forgiveness - 03 The Miuse - 04
Di ssolution - 05 Rel ease.

This pilot is the first of the six ritual novements: DECLARATION. It
pl ants the garden franme, the enpty chair, the kite, the fracture between
Snehit and Sannah, the first spiral, and the road to the vow

CAST (PILOT) RAM CHUGH — 74, the poet SNEHI T CHUGH —34, the son SANNAH
CHUGH —26, the daughter MAYA —32, Snehit's wi fe, pregnant RADHA —in
nmenory; the gravity of the story YOUNG RAM —10, Partiti on GRANDMOTHER /
FATHER — 1947 DR ELLI S —cardi ol ogi st



FADE | N:

EXT. CENTRAL COAST —DAWN — ESTABLI SHI NG

Pacific light. diffs. Gulls. A wrld that does not know
it is about to host a vow.

The canera finds, far inland, the grid of Santa Maria —
fields, water towers, the ordinary earth of diaspora
lives.

RAM (V. Q)
There are two ways through a
life.
The way of nature —graceful,
cruel , unthinking as grass.
And the way of grace —which is
nature after it has |learned a
name for | ove.

A single crow crosses the frame. Black on gol d.

RAM (V. Q)
| have lived nostly as grass.
She made nme try the other way.

EXT. THE GARDEN — CHUGH HOUSE — SANTA MARI A — DAV

Petrol dusk before the petrol. Ash-blue light. A

| ower-m ddl e-class California yard going soft at the edges
—chi pped stucco wall, a hose coiled |like a sleeping
snake, a plastic chair bleached by years of sun

A TAMARIND TREE. In its upper branches, a broken kite —
paper torn, banboo spars |like thin bones, string still
wound around a |inb as if nenory refused to fall.

Beneath the tree: RAM CHUCH (74). Thin, |um nous,

undef eated. White kurta. Bare feet in dew. One hand
pressed lightly to his chest —not clutching. Listening.
As if the heart were a roomw th sonmeone still inside it.

He breathes. Counts. The canera holds as if it, too, were
| earni ng how.



H's |ips nove. Al nost prayer. Al nost poem

RAM (V. Q)
(a whisper —intimte —
as if spoken into the
ear of God, or of a wife
| ong gone)
Mot her... Father... \Were do You
live?

Wnd in the tamarind. A single |eaf detaches and falls
wi t hout hurry. Sonmewhere a freeway hushes |ike a distant
ocean.

RAM (V. Q)
| have | ooked for You in tenples.
In hospitals. In the space
bet ween two peopl e eating di nner
wi t hout speaki ng.

He al nost snil es.

RAM (V. Q)
| have | ooked for You in her
f ace.

H s free hand goes to his shirt pocket. Inside: the edge
of a photograph. He does not take it out. Not yet. The
knowi ng of it is enough to steady him

A bird calls once. Stops.

CLOSE ON: Raml's eyes —cataracts of ordinary age, and
sonet hi ng brighter behind them

RAM (V. Q)
Death is not sonething that
happens | ater.

It I's happening now. In this
breath. In the one after.

If I amawake for it —both life
and death are here.

He cl oses his eyes.

The sound of the garden FALLS AVAY —



EXT. LEIAH —PUNJAB, BRITISH I NDIA —1947 — DAY (SEPI A
EXODUS)

—and the color of the world changes.

Bl eached khaki. Dust. Newsreel -adjacent. The color of a
menory the whole famly has spent eighty years trying not
to look at directly.

A bazaar a mle and a half |ong. Red-brick conpounds.

Ker osene | anps waiting for dusk. Goats. Bicycle bells. The
ordinary eternity of a place that does not know it is

al ready endi ng.

YOUNG RAM (10) runs beneath a different tree —full green,
alive —flying a kite the color of nustard flower.

H s GRANDMOTHER wat ches from a doorway, sari the col or of
earth after rain. Down the lane: a small tenple. Saturday
light. The kind of light that believes it wll return.

GRANDMOTHER
(Punj abi, gentle;
subtitled)
Don't | ook away fromit, beta.
When the string is in your hand,
you are also in the sky.

Young Ram | aughs —a sound the series will al nost never
hear again. The kite clinbs. The string bites his palm He
hol ds tighter.

Sonmewhere far off: a sound |like thunder that is not
weat her .

Young Ram | ooks toward it. G andnother's face changes —a
cl oud crossing the sun of her.

GRANDMOTHER
Cone i nsi de.

But he stays one nore second with the kite. As children
do. As the world ends.

EXT. THE GARDEN — PRESENT — CONTI NUOUS



Ram s eyes open. A trenor through the left side of his
chest —brief, instructive, alnost polite. He steadies
himsel f on the tamarind trunk. Bark under his palmlike
ol d scripture.

Above him the broken kite. Sanme tree. Different century.
Sanme | ooki ng up.

RAM (V. Q)
| was a child when the world
taught me what | eavi ng | ooks
like.
Now t he body is teaching ne
agai n.

He takes the photograph fromhis pocket at | ast.

| NSERT — PHOTOGRAPH: RADHA, nmid-thirties, not posed for
beauty —caught in it. Looking at the photographer (him
as if he were both joke and tenple. Marbl e-and-gold warnth
even in a faded print.

Ram presses the photo to his |lips. Not romance.
Recogni tion

RAM (V. Q)
Radha.
You were the reason the rented
house was worth the rent.

Fromthe house: a light clicks on. Life beginning its
ordi nary machinery.

RAM
(soft, to the photo, to
the tree, to whoever is
| i stening)
Today | will tell them

CUT TGO

I NT. CHUGH HOUSE —KI TCHEN — MORNI NG

Lower - m ddl e-cl ass and aged. Chipping paint. A dusty
ceiling fan turning like a slow thought. Over the arch to
the living room a tapestry of SH VA as Nataraja —the
dance of dissolution and becomi ng, gold thread dull ed by
years of cooki ng snoke.



Fam |y phot ographs on every surface that will hold them
Younger Ram Radha beside him —bright, exact, the gravity
every other person in this house still orbits.

THE DI NI NG TABLE vi si ble through the arch. Four chairs.
One seat remains enpty. Has remained enpty for years. No
one puts mail there. No one drapes a jacket. The enptiness
IS a practi ce.

MAYA (32) —Snehit's wife —noves through the kitchen with
the careful grace of early pregnancy. Hand occasionally
finding the belly, as if checking that the future is still
schedul ed.

She sets water to boil. Cardanmom The soft ritual of tea
for a man who still believes nornings can be kind.
MAYA
(cal l'ing)
Baba? Tea.

No answer yet. She gl ances at the enpty chair. Al nost
speaks to it. Doesn't.

| NT. RAM S BEDROOM — DAVWN — BEFORE THE HOUSE WAKES

Ram reads by wi ndow light. We glinpse Iines —not as
| ecture, as lifeline:

| NSERT — TEXT (fragnent):

"Sal | ekhana is the thinning of the passions and the
body. ..

not fromdespair, but fromthe cal m know edge that the
instrunment is conplete.”

He wites in the margin of his notebook:

NOT FROM DESPAI R

Then, under it:

FROM LOVE THAT HAS OQUTGROWN THE BODY' S HOURS

He | ooks at Radha's phot ograph.

RAM
(soft)
| am not com ng early.



| am coming on tine.

The doctor said a season. A
season is a door. | am choosing
how to wal k through it.

SNEHI T CHUGH (34) enters already half in his day —phone,
keys, the posture of a man who chose sal ary and schedul e
because chaos killed his nother and nearly killed his
father. Love arrives in himas |ogistics.

SNEHI T
Did he take his pills?

MAYA
He will.

SNEHI T
That's not what | asked.

Maya | ooks at him —not unkind. Tired of being the
transl at or bet ween nen.

MAYA
Your sister lands at eleven. Try
to be a person when she gets
her e.

SNEHI T
| ama person. |I'ma person with
a spreadsheet and a father who
t hi nks met aphors are nedi ci ne.

He ki sses her tenple. Means it. Leaves toward the garden
door .

EXT. THE GARDEN — CONTI NUQUS

Snehit finds Ramstill under the tree, photo now returned
to pocket, face arranged into fatherhood.

SNEHI T
You're going to be |ate.

RAM
For what ?



SNEHI T
The appoi ntment you pretend is
routine.

RAM
| pretend nothing. | sinply
refuse to arrive early to bad
news. It nmakes the news arrogant.

Snehit al nost | aughs. Stops hinmself. Ofers his arm Ram
takes it —not because he needs it yet. Because the taking
is a kindness to the son.

INT. SNEHI T'S CAR —DRI VI NG — DAY

Petrol dusk palette even in norning: desaturated teal and
ash. California scrub. Power lines. Strip malls that al
| earned the sane face.

Snehit drives. Ramwatches the world go by as if
menorizing it for a test he has al ready passed.

SNEHI T
Maya' s next scan is Thursday.
They might tell us the sex.

RAM
The child al ready knows the sex.
You are the ones in suspense.

SNEHI T
| want you there. At the scan. At
the birth. At the stupid birthday
parties wth cake that tastes
i ke sugar and air.

Ram | ooks at him Love so dense it has its own gravity.

RAM
| want that too.
Wanting is not the sanme as being
abl e.

SNEHI T
Don't start.

RAM



| have not started. | amonly
refusing to lie in a noving
vehicle. That seens to ne a
nodest et hics.

Silence. The turn signal. A Spanish radio station briefly
froma neighboring car at a light —life continuing in
ot her | anguages.

SNEHI T
Mom woul d make you fi ght.

RAM
Your not her woul d nmake ne finish
my worKk.
Then she woul d nmake nme cone hone.

Snehit's hands tighten on the wheel. He does not ask what
"hone" nmeans when the body is the last country left.

| NT. CARDI OLOGY OFFI CE — SANTA MARI A — DAY

Fl uorescent honesty. Lam nated cross-sections of the human
heart. A plastic nodel on the desk —chanbers open
unenbarrassed, a house with the walls renpved.

Ram sits very straight. Snehit beside him An enpty third
chair waiting.

DR ELLIS (50s) turns a nonitor. We do not need the ful
jargon. The inmage is enough: a heart working like a tired
animal that still loves its work.

DR ELLIS
The ejection fraction continues
to fall, M. Chugh. Progressive
cardi onyopat hy. W' ve optim zed
meds. We've tal ked devices. W' ve
tal ked trials.

SNEHI T
So we talk themagain. W talk
themuntil one of them works.

Dr. Ellis glances at Snehit —famliar with the famly

menber who negotiates with death as if death were a
contractor.

DR ELLIS



Wth optimal nmanagenent... a
season. Maybe two if we're | ucky
and careful. There are ways to
stretch the runway.

Ram | ooks at the plastic heart. Then at his son. Then at
the window —California light, indifferent and beautiful,
falling on a parking |ot.

RAM

And if | do not wish to stretch
it?

The silence rearranges the room Even the plastic heart
seens to listen

SNEH T
Baba—

DR ELLIS
(careful, professional)
That's a conversation for
pal liative care. For famly. For
values. My job is to offer you

tine.
RAM
Time is not the sane as life,
Doct or .
A longer runway is still a

runway. Eventually the plane nust
do sonet hing braver than taxi

Snehit stares at himas if he has spoken in a forbidden
t ense.

DR ELLIS
| can refer you to—

RAM
| understand. Thank you for your
clarity. It is a gift when people
do not decorate the end.

He stands. The smallest wince —left side, brief. Snehit
is up with him hand hovering, not quite touching, the
chor eography of sons who still think they can catch

f at hers.



10.

| NT. HOSPI TAL CORRI DOR — MOMENTS LATER

The | ong perspective of a hallway. Footsteps out of sync.
A gurney passes in the opposite direction —soneone else's
ener gency, already nythic.

SNEHI T
A season is not a death sentence.
It's a plan. W nmake a plan. W
al ways make a pl an.

RAM
You nmake plans. | nake poens.
Bet ween us we al nbst cover the
human condi ti on.

SNEHI T
Don't be charmng. Charmng is
how you escape.

RAM
No, beta. Charmng is how | stay
W t hout scream ng.

They wal k. A child' s drawing on a pediatric wall —stick
figures, a sun with too many rays. Ram | ooks at it too
| ong.

RAM (V. Q)
Wen | was ten the sun had too
many rays al so.
Then the border taught the sky to
be sinple.

EXT. HOSPI TAL PARKI NG LOT — DAY

Heat off asphalt. Ram pauses at Snehit's car —then | ooks
across at his own old sedan, driven here earlier,
carefully kept. A man who once pai nted danaged vehicles in
Bonbay and still notices every scratch the way a priest
notices a tear in the veil.

He rests his hands on the warmroof.

RAM
(qui et)



11.

Your nother used to say the body
is a rented house.

One day the | andl ord cones.

The question is whether you smash
the furniture on the way out...

or sweep the floor and | eave the
key in the bow .

SNEHI T
You' re not |eaving. You're sick
Si ck peopl e get treatnent.

RAM
Si ck peopl e al so get honest.
Today | choose honest. Treat nent
we can discuss after your sister
| ands and we sit at the table
like a fam |y that still knows
how.

He opens the door. Gets in. Ends the conversation by
sitting inside it —an old poet's parlianmentary procedure.

I NT. SANNAH S STUDI O —LOS ANCGELES —EARLI ER THAT MORNI NG

Pai nt-sneared and warm —the one roomin the story lit
like it hasn't given up. Mrning through industrial

w ndows. A | arge canvas turned FACE TO THE WALL. She wil |
not |l et anyone see it until it's finished. W know before
she does what it's a portrait of.

Sannah tapes a photo of Ram and Radha to the easel edge —
not to copy. To renenber the tenperature of a marriage.

She texts her brother, deletes, packs the portfolio tube.
Touches the hidden canvas once, |ike a forehead.

SANNAH
(to the canvas, soft)
Hold the light for nme. 1"l
back with nore of him

She | eaves. The canvas stays. Waiting. Like everyone el se
inthis famly.

CUT TO



12.

| NT. LAX / MONTAGE — DAY

SANNAH CHUGH (26) —paint under her nails, LA light stil
on her clothes, the one person in the bl oodline whose
roons still look Iike they haven't given up.

She noves through the airport with a carry-on and a
portfolio tube. Stops at a wi ndow. Watches a plane lift —
bodi es agreeing, for a nonent, to trust air.

On her phone: a text from Snehit —"Appt done. Cone

straight. Don't fill up on airport garbage."
A second text —"He said weird shit. Be ready."
Sannah types: "I'malways ready for him" Deletes it.

Types: "On ny way." Sends.

| NSERT —her sket chbook, opened briefly: studies of hands,
of an old man's neck, of a woman turning away. The

begi nning of a portrait she has not admtted is a
portrait.

EXT. CHUGH HOUSE — AFTERNOON

Snehit's car and Ramls sedan in the drive. Sannah's
rideshare pulls up. She steps out. Looks at the house she
left for art school and keeps returning to like a refrain.

The tamarind. The kite. She sees it every tinme and every
time it hurts in a new conjugation.

Ramis already at the door. Arns open. She goes into them
For a nmoment she is seven again and the pyre has not yet
happened and the world is only the snell of his kurta.

SANNAH
You got thinner.

RAM
You got nore yourself. It suits
you.

SNEHI T
(frominside)
Dal's ready. Wash the airport off
your hands.



13.

| NT. CHUGH HOUSE —LI VI NG ROOM / DI NIl NG — CONTI NUQUS

Sannah sets down her bag. Fromit: a rolled canvas she
does not unroll. She leans it against the wall |ike a
secret the house will eventually force open.

Maya hugs her carefully around the belly.

MAYA
He ki cks when people raise their
voi ces. So we're all speaking
like librarians.

SANNAH
Si nce when does ny brother raise
his voi ce?

SNEHI T
Since Dad decided the
cardi ol ogi st was a phil osopher.

Ram stands at the threshold of the dining room | ooking at
the enpty chair as if it were a person who m ght speak
first.

RAM
Call everyone to the table.

SNEHI T
It's three in the afternoon.

RAM
Even so. Sonme news does not
under st and t he cl ock.

They gather. Steamfromthe dal. The ceiling fan's soft
chop of air. Photographs watching. Shiva danci ng above the
ordinary crisis of a famly.

Ram fol ds his hands. Not Christian grace. Sonething ol der.
A gathering of attention. A samayi ka of the dining room

RAM
| am going to undertake Sant hara.

The word lands |like a glass set down too hard on a stone
count er.



14.

Maya freezes mid-reach for the | adle. Sannah goes very
still —not shocked so nuch as recognized, as if a

pai nti ng she had been nmaking in secret just wal ked into
the room and sat down. Snehit stares as if his father has
spoken in a | anguage he outlawed in 2007.

SNEHI T
No.

RAM
It is not a request.

SNEHI T
It's a fantasy. You're scared,
and you're dressing it up in
grandfather stories so we can't
argue w t hout | ooking uncul tured—

RAM
Sant hara i s not suicide.

A beat. He has said the sentence the whole pilot has been
wal ki ng t owar d.

RAM
Sui ci de is passion. Poison. A
weapon turned i nward. A scream
wi th nowhere to go.
Sant hara is when the body can no
| onger serve as an instrunent of
dharma —and death is al ready
certain —and you neet it awake.
You thin the passions. Then the
food. Then the water.
You | eave with your eyes open.

He | ooks at each of them Especially the enpty chair.

RAM
| will go to her.
There it is. The real sentence under the doctrine. Love
wearing the mask of ritual —or ritual wearing the nmask of
| ove. The series will live in that anbiguity.
SNEHI T

(standi ng; anger because
anger is the only door
he has | eft unl ocked)



15.

Momis dead. She's been dead

ni net een years. You don't get to
| eave us to chase a ghost. You
don't get to make ne fifteen
agai n, wat ching you di sappear
into a notebook while the rest of
us | earned how to buy m K.

SANNAH

(qui et)
She's not a ghost to him

SNEHI T
Don't you dare take his side
al ready—

SANNAH
|"mnot taking a side. I'm
listening. You should try it.
It's what people do when they
| ove soneone nore than they |ove
being right.

SNEHI T
Listening is a side when soneone
i s tal ki ng about starving hinself
in our house while ny child
| earns to hear through water.

Maya's hand finds Snehit's sleeve. He shakes it off
wi t hout | ooking —then inmedi ately regrets it, fingers
tw tching back, not quite arriving.

RAM
| was fifteen years a husband
after the pyre. | raised you. |

pai nted cars in Bonbay until ny
l ungs knew every chem cal by its
first nane. | wote poens because
sil ence was worse —and sil ence,
after her, was a country with no
border you could cross back from

He breathes. The left side conplains. He continues anyway.

RAM
| am not abandoni ng you.
| am finishing.



16.

SNEHI T
You want equanimty? Here's m ne:
| am cal m enough to say you are
wWr ong.
Wong for Maya. Wong for the
kid. Wong for the sister who
still needs a father nore than
she needs a nyth.
Wong for the man who taught ne
t hat surviving was the point.

RAM
Surviving was the point when
survival was the mracle.
Now t he mracle would be a cl ean
| eavi ng.
Do not confuse the two eras of a
life.

MAYA

(qui et, unexpected

steel)
| lost ny father to a stroke that
took three years and all of his
dignity first.
| f Baba wants to neet the end
awake —I| don't have to like it
to respect that he is not
choosing the long humliation.
| amallowed to hold both: don't
go... and | see you.

Snehit | ooks at his wife as if she has switched sides in a
war he thought was sinple.

SNEHI T
You' re pregnant and you're
romanti ci zi ng deat h.

MAYA
"' m pregnant and |'mrefusing to
romantici ze suffering.
There's a difference. Ask your
sister. She paints it for a
['iving.

SNEHI T
Finishing is what cowards call it
when they don't want to fight.



Ram flinches —not frominsult. Fromrecognition. He has
heard this voice before. In hinself. On a border. In a
truck. Don't | ook back.

RAM
| have been fighting since 1947.
| amtired of fighting the wong
war .

He stands. The roomholds its breath the way a tenple
hol ds i ncense.

RAM
M chchham dukkadam
(m ch- CHAH nee dook- KAH dum) .

Sannah's eyes fill. She knows the phrase —may all the
wong | have done you be fruitless; | ask forgiveness;
forgive

RAM

| ask your pardon. For the years
| was half here. For the nights
spoke only to her photograph. For
maki ng you children of a wound

t hat was never your fault.

And | forgive you —already —for
not under st andi ng.

Understanding is not a
prerequisite for love. If it
were, no child would survive the
first year.

He | eaves the table. The enpty chair remains. The dal
cool s. A photograph of Radha seens, by a trick of the
fan's rotation, to watch him go.

Snehit sits back down as if pushed. Puts his face in his
hands.

MAYA
(soft)
Your father just said goodbye in
a | anguage we don't speak.

Sannah | ooks at the rolled canvas against the wall. Then
at her brother. Then at the enpty chair.

SANNAH

17.



18.

Then we | earn the | anguage.
O we fail himin two dialects at
once.

CUT TGO

I NT. RAM S BEDROOM — LATE AFTERNOON

Small room Single bed. Alowtable with a brass diya,
unlit. Books in H ndi and English —Tagore, a worn
translation of the Tattvartha Sutra, notebooks swollen
w th | oose pages, a Bonbay bus ticket used as a bookmark
twenty years ago and never forgiven

Ram sits on the edge of the bed. Photograph of Radha

agai nst the | anp. He opens a notebook. Wites one line. W
see it:

WHAT REMAINS IS LOVE.

Then, beneath it, slower, as if the hand nust convince the
heart:

TO EAT I N THE DARKNESS OF EACH OTHER S LI VES FOR ETERNI TY.
After a nonent:

AFTER ALL —WHAT IS THE STORY?

A knock. Soft.

SANNAH (Q. S.)
Baba?

RAM
Cone.

I NT. RAM S BEDROOM — CONTI NUOUS

Sannah enters. Sits on the floor w thout being asked —
daught er who never needed a chair to be near him Paint
still ghosted into her cuticles.

Long silence. The good kind. The kind Mlick would hold
until the audi ence renenbers their own dead.

SANNAH



| was seven.

At the pyre. | renenber al nost
not hi ng.

Except your hand.

How hot it was. How it didn't
shake. | hated that it didn't
shake. | needed you to be
breakable so | could be a child.

Ram s eyes close. Open. Wet.

SANNAH
| understand wanting to go to
her .
| paint because | can't stand how
t hi ngs di sappear. You... you want
to di sappear on purpose. Toward
somet hi ng.

RAM

Toward someone.

SANNAH
Is there a difference?

RAM
In the end, beta —no.
Soneone is how the Infinite
| earned to have a face.
The Jains say the soul is a |anp.
| say the |anp wants a wi ndow to
sit in. She was ny w ndow.

Sannah | aughs once, wet. Rests her head agai nst his knee

like a child and a grown wonan at once.

SANNAH
Snehit won't forgive you.

RAM
He doesn't have to. Forgiveness
is not a contract. It is a room
he can enter when he is ready.
Even if | amnot in it.
Especial ly then.

She takes his hand. The canera hol ds on the hands —age
spots, paint flecks, the sane bl ood, the sane border

crossing witten in the veins.

19.



20.

SANNAH
Wen | was little you sang ne a
| ul'l aby about a kite.

RAM
The kite that thought it was a
bird until the string rem nded it
of | ove.

SANNAH
Sing it.

He does. Soft. Half-remenbered. Punjabi and English
brai ded. Not a performance. A rope thrown across years.

EXT. THE GARDEN — DUSK

Snehit snokes —a habit he quit, revived |like a bad friend
who knows the garage code. Maya stands a few feet away,
sweater over the belly, California evening cooling fast.

MAYA
He's not doing this to hurt you.

SNEHI T
| was fifteen. She died. He went
into his poens |ike a cave.
| earned how to nmake nobney because
nmoney doesn't | eave the room when
you cry. Mney sits there and
lets you hate it. That's nore
honest than God.

MVAYA
And now?

SNEHI T
Now he wants ne to sit here and
watch himerase hinself. Wth a
Sanskrit nanme for it so | | ook
cruel if | say stop

MAYA
What if the Sanskrit name is the
only way he can stand to do it
wi t hout scream ng?



What if the ritual is the |ast
ki ndness he's offering you —a
shape to put the horror in?

Snehit | ooks at the tamarind. At the broken kite. Snoke
| eaves his nouth like a failed prayer.

SNEHI T
| used to think that kite was
waiting for me to clinb up and
free it.
Now | think it's the only honest
thing in this yard.
Stuck. Torn. Still trying to | ook
like flight.

MAYA
Then be his string for a while.
Not his cage.

He | ooks at her belly.

SNEHI T
What do | tell our kid? That
G andpa chose the sky over us?

MAYA
You tell our kid that G andpa
| oved so hard the body becane too
smal |l for it.
And that you stayed. That staying
is also a vow.

I NT. CHUGH HOUSE — HALLWAY — NI GHT

The house settles. Fan. Refrigerator. D stant freeway. A
clock that still ticks as if time were not on trial.

Ram cannot sl eep. He wal ks the hallway. Stops at a cl osed
door —what was once the marital bedroom now storage and
ghosts and nonsoon-snel| cardboard.

He opens it.

| NT. MARI TAL BEDROOM — YEARS EARLI ER —NI GHT ( MARBLE &
GOLD)

21.



Warmt h. Radi ance. Nostal gi a al ready hal f-sainted. The
pal ette of everything Radha touched.

RADHA (then 40s) sits on the bed conbing out her hair.
Q1. Patience. Ram (then 50s) watches fromthe doorway
with the hunger of a man who still can't believe his |uck
and the fear of a man who knows luck is a tenporary visa.

RADHA

Don't wite a poem about this.
RAM

Too | ate.
RADHA

Then wite it true. Not pretty.
Pretty is for people who haven't
crossed a border.

RAM
You are the only true thing |
know.

RADHA

(smling, sharp)
Liar. You know the border. You
know the truck. You know what you
didn't | ook at.
One day you'll have to | ook. Even
if looking kills you.
Especial ly then.

He conmes and sits. She puts his hand on her heart. Beat.
Beat. The original neter.

RADHA
If I go first —don't follow ne
as a coward.
Fol l ow ne as a man who fi ni shed
hi s worKk.
Rai se them Make the house |ess
hungry. Forgive your father for
the truck. Forgive yourself for
survi vi ng.
Then cone.
| will be very annoyed if you
arrive early with unfinished
di shes in the sink of your life.

He | aughs into her hair. She holds himlike a country.
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RADHA
And Ram —when you cone. ..
come with your eyes open.
| want to be seen. Even there.

I NT. SMALL VEDDI NG COURTYARD — | NDI A — DECADES AGO — DAY
( MARBLE & GOLD)

Arranged. Nervous. Marigold. A younger RAMin a stiff
j acket, refugee still witten in his shoul ders. RADHA
lifts the veil not as surrender —as inspection.

Their eyes neet. Sonething unplanned enters the plan.

RADHA
(low, only for him
You | ook |ike someone who has
already |l ost a country.
Don't | ose this one by being
brave in the wong direction.

RAM
| don't know how to be a husband.

RADHA
Then be a witness. To ne. To
yourself. To whatever God is
doi ng when no one is watching.
Marriage is just two people
agreeing not to | ook away.

He | aughs. She does not. Then she does. The future opens
like a door with light behind it.

PRIEST (O S.)
(in progress,
cerenoni al)
...in the presence of fire..

Fire. Hands. Soot. A vermllion mark. The canera finds
their joined hands —the sane hands we have seen ol d and
pai nt-fl ecked and dyi ng.

RAM (V. Q)
| did not beconme a poet because |
was gifted.
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| becane a poet because she
required a | anguage equal to her
face.

| NT. STORAGE ROOM / OLD BEDROOM — PRESENT — NI GHT

Enmpty bedfrane. Boxes. A folded sari in plastic. A bottle
of hair oil, sealed, absurd. Ram standing in the doorway
of absence.

RAM (V. O.)
| amtrying, ny |ove.
The work was al ways you. The rest
was noise | made to survive the

wai ti ng.
The children are the work too. |
know. | know.

Forgive me for how long it took
to hold both truths w thout
dr oppi ng one.

He turns off the light. Stands in the dark until the dark
becones a kind of answer.

EXT. CHUGH HOUSE —STREET — NI GHT

Snehit wal ks the bl ock. Suburban California quiet —
sprinklers, a TV laugh track through a wi ndow, a dog that
cannot decide if it is angry.

He calls a nunber. Voicenail.

SNEHI T
(into phone, controlled
t hen not)

Dr. Ellis —it's Snehit Chugh.
need the list. Devices. Trials.
What ever keeps a stubborn man
alive long enough for his
grandchild to ruin his shirt.
"1l pay cash. I'll pay in pride.
Just —send it.

He hangs up. Stares at the sky. No neon yet. Odinary
ni ght. He al nost envies people with ordinary nights.
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SNEHI T
(to the sky, to his
not her, to no one)
| can't watch another fire.

| NT. HOSPI TAL WAI TI NG ROOM — NI NETEEN YEARS AGO — NI GHT

Young Snehit (15) sits under vendi ng-machine light. A
paper cup of water he will not drink. Down the hall: the
room where his nother is |eaving.

Ram conmes out. Face ruined. Opens his arns. Snehit does
not enter them

SNEHI T (15)
Did you wite a poem al ready?

RAM
( br oken)
No.

SNEHI T (15)
Good. Don't. If you make it
beautiful I'Il never forgive you.

He wal ks away. Ram stands hol ding air.

Present-day SNEHI T, on the street, flinches as if the
menory hit himfrom behi nd.

| NT. SANNAH S CHI LDHOOD ROOM / MAKESHI FT STUDI O — NI GHT

She has clained the old room Drop cloth. Travel paints.
The roll ed canvas now stretched on a cheap easel.

W see only the EDGE of the painting: the suggestion of an
old man's shoulder, light like marble and gold trying to
enter petrol dusk. A wonman's hand, perhaps, at the edge of
frame —or is it snoke?

Sannah paints. Cries w thout sound. Paints. The discipline
of grief that becones form



On the floor: a sketchbook open to a child' s drawing —
stick figures, a woman with long hair, a man, two ki ds.
"MAMA" in a seven-year-old' s letters. Beside it, in adult
hand, a note: "She was the light. He is the | ooking."

Sannah turns the sketchbook face down. Keeps working.
Qut si de her window. the tamarind's dark mass. The kite
i nvi si ble. Known.

| NT. KI TCHEN — MORNI NG

Maya cooks porridge. Sannah makes tea the way Ramlikes it
—cardanom not too sweet. Snehit enters in a shirt too
formal for a Sunday, arnor m staken for clothing.

SNEH T
| called Auntie Sharda in
Artesia. She said Santhara is for
muni s. Sai nts. People who al ready
left the world. Not for nmen who
still yell at the news and steal
extra mango pickl e.

RAM

(at the table, calm
Sal | ekhanm is for househol ders
al so. When ol d age or incurable
di sease nmakes the body unfit for
the practice of dharna.
The texts are clear.
Rat nakar anda. The teachers. The
courts in India argued until the
soul grew bored of waiting.
The soul does not wait for the
Suprene Court.

SNEHI T
This is California. There is
hospi ce. There is norphine. There
is awy to die that doesn't turn
your children into witnesses of a
ritual hunger strike for a woman
in a photograph.

RAM
Mor phi ne cl oses the eyes.
| have cl osed ny eyes enough for
one life.



On the truck they said don't

| ook. At the pyre | |ooked until
| ooki ng becanme a kind of

bl i ndness. Now | will ook until
| ooki ng becones |ight.

Snehit slans a palmon the counter. The teaspoons junp.
Maya flinches; then steadies her belly wth both hands as
if to say to the child: not you, never you.

SNEHI T
| have a child conming. He will
not nmeet a grandfat her who chose
to vani sh for a phil osophy.

RAM
He will neet a grandfather who
chose how to | eave.
That is also an inheritance.
Sonme children inherit silver.
Qurs will inherit a story about a
man who refused to die asleep.

SANNAH
What if we stop tal king about
legality and theol ogy for one
m nute and tal k about |ove?
He | oves her. He loves us. Those
two sentences are crushing him
Sant hara is how he stops the
crushing without hating us for
bei ng the wei ght.

SNEHI T
Don't paint this, Sannah. Don't
make it beautiful. Beautiful is
how peopl e get away with | eaving.

SANNAH
l"mnot nmaking it beautiful. I'm
refusing to make it ugly just
because it hurts. There's a
difference. You'd know it if you
ever stood still long enough to
feel anything but strategy.

SNEHI T
Strategy kept this famly in a
house.

27.
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SANNAH
Love kept this famly a famly.
Barely. Don't confuse the
nortgage with the narri age.

Ram | ooks at both his children —the fracture |ine of the
house running exactly between them through him into the
enpty chair.

RAM (V. Q)
Way this gane of life?
The m nd does not budge. W have
pl ayed this gane many tines..
the outcone is always the sane.
What remains, what is achieved —
it is |love.
To eat in the darkness of each
other's lives for eternity.
After all —what is the story?

EXT. THE GARDEN — LATE MORNI NG

Ram st ands under the tamarind with a small step-stool.
Looking up at the kite. A man negotiating with a netaphor
t hat has becone enbarrassingly literal

He wants —absurdly, tenderly —to free it. O to touch
it. O to ask it whether it still remenbers the sky over
Lei ah.

Sannah wat ches fromthe kitchen wi ndow, dish towel in
hand. Does not stop him Sone clinbs a daughter cannot do
for a father.

I NT. LI'VING ROOM — CONTI NUOUS — LATE MORNI NG

Maya finds Sannah at the w ndow watching Ramw th the
st ool .

MAYA
Stop him

SANNAH
If I stop himfroma kite, he'l
only clinmb a higher one later.
Sonme nen you redirect. H myou
acconpany.
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MAYA
And Snehit?

SANNAH
Snehit you hold while he becones
weat her.

They watch. Love as dread. Dread as | ove.

He clinbs one step. Two. The stool wobbl es on root-broken
earth. H s hand reaches. Fingers brush old string —dry,
stubborn, a vein of the past.

The heart CLENCHES —not a netaphor. Electricity down the
| eft arm Breath stolen m d-thought.

The st ool goes.
Ram falls hard to the ground. Shoul der, hip, the sound of
a body renmenbering gravity and resenting the | esson. Dust
rises. Settles.

He lies on his back |ooking at the kite. Sky wheeling. The
wor | d thins.

RAM
(barely)
Radha—
Footsteps. SANNAH s cry. SNEHI T running fromthe house,
phone al ready in hand. Maya. Hands. Noi se. The nmachinery
of panic.
Ram s eyes stay open. Fixed on the kite.

And then the edges of the garden BEG N TO LI QUEFY —

SVASH CUT TGO

THE DI SSOLUTI ON —FI RST SPI RAL

(Endogenous rel ease —the body begins to dream while
awake)

What fasting will later open fully, the fall opens like a
door ki cked once.

The garden does not fade gently.
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It THI NS.
Col or drains toward ash, then floods back wong —teal too
el ectric, green too wet, the kite's torn edge blazing |ike
a nerve.

Raml's pupils widen as if night fell inside themat noon.

SOUND col | apses inward: freeway beconmes ocean becones
bl ood beconmes a single held tone —

the tenple's unresol ved chord froma future he has not
reached yet.

Then, under the tone, not fromany throat in the yard:

VA CES

(layered, not

“performance"” —as if

the body itself were

remenberi ng)
Namo Ari hant anam

( NAH- no

uh-ri - hun- TAA- num
Nanmo Si ddhanam

(NAH- no si d- DHAH num)
Nano Ayari yanam

( NAH- no

ah-yah-ri - YAA- nun
Nano Uvaj ] hayanam

( NAH- no

00- vuhj - j ha- YAA- nun)
Nampb Loe Savva- sahunam

(NAH- no | 0- EH suv-vuh

SAA- hoo- num

A beat of breath after each line —five bows of sound,
then sil ence denser than sound.

CLOSE ON: Ram's heart —not a diagram —a felt sense: the
failing punp releasing chemstry the living rarely neet on
pur pose.

Sweat cool. Spine bright. The air tastes of netal and
jasmne that is not planted here.

ROTOSCOPE edges flicker —reality briefly drawn, un-drawn,
redrawn.

This is not decoration. This is the nervous system | osing
its nmonopoly on sequence.

SPIRAL 1 —TI ME DOES NOT' FLASH BACK. TI ME ARRI VES ALL AT
ONCE
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| mages stack |ike transparencies on one |ight-table:

—nustard kite over Leiah, full green tree

—broken kite over Santa Maria, same angle of neck | ooking
up

—Father's palmforcing a boy's head down

—Radha' s pal mon his chest in a Bonbay dark

—Sannah's smal|l hand at the pyre

—Snehit's fist on a kitchen counter yesterday

The order is not chronol ogical .
The order is pressure: what the soul can no |onger keep
filed separately.

EXT. BORDER ROAD — PUNJAB — AUGUST 1947 — NI GHT ( SEPI A,
THEN BLEEDI NG NEON AT THE EDGES)

Handhel d. Torchlight. Dust that enters the nouth |ike
flour and ash.

YOUNG RAM (10) in the truck-bed crush —brass pot, el bows,
prayer, heat.
Fat her's hand on his head.

FATHER
(urgent whi sper)
Do not | ook back.
Looki ng keeps you here and here
is teeth.

Young Ram | ooks.

Fire on the horizon. A shape on the road that used to be a
per son.

And —sharp as a cut —BIJI's silhouette falling behind

t he col um, shaw -edge frayed, nmouth form ng his nane

wi t hout sound.

YOUNG RAM
Biji—t

The word becones a ribbon of light in the Dissolution air
—letters he will not speak again for eighty years.

Hi s pal m bl eeds around cut kite string.
String and bl ood and neon braid.

YOUNG RAM (V. Q)
(child, under the old
man' s breat h)



If I don't |ook, does it still
happen?
If I look, do | carry it forever?

THE DI SSOLUTI ON —KALI AS TI ME (NOT HORROR)

A figure of tinme-as-nother: dark, jeweled with nonents,
not corpses.

She does not chase him

She turns a page that is also a rib.

No cheap scream
Only the know edge: every clock is a small Kali on the
wal | .

THE DI SSOLUTI ON —RADHA' S HOSPI TAL / PYRE RHYME

Marbl e & gold draining to ash.

Radha's | ast breath and the truck's lurch share one sound

desi gn spi ke —
then qui et so deep the garden dirt can be heard under
Ram s shoul der bl ades.

RADHA
(fromthe braid, exact)
Fi ni sh your work.
Then cone.
Not before.

THE DI SSOLUTI ON —THE SELF AS LAWP

Bl ack fi el d.

A flame without a lanp —jiva.

Around it: gold dust of clinging (karna as weat her, not
| ecture).

Some dust sticks. Sone falls away as intention steadies.

RAM (V. Q.)
What is the story?
A boy on a truck. A man at a
pyre. An old poet under a tree.
The sane | ooki ng.
The sane | ove refusing to be
practical .

The spiral coll apses.
Breath slans back into the present garden with the
rudeness of a birth.

32.
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EXT. THE GARDEN — PRESENT — RETURN

Air. Voices. Hands.
The first spiral has only opened the seam
The fast will tear it wder.

EXT. THE GARDEN — PRESENT — LATE AFTERNCON

Petrol dusk again. Reality with a thinness to it —as if
the veil stayed slightly open and the world has not yet
noti ced.

Ram on the ground. Sannah cradling his head in her |ap.
Snehit on the phone with 911 —then canceling m d-sentence
as Ranis eyes clear, kneeling, fingers on his father's

pul se, crying w thout perm ssion, the spreadsheet warrior
ruined into a son.

SNEHI T
Stay. Please. Just —stay. | take
it back. Whatever | said. Stay.

RAM
| am here.
| am al so | eavi ng.
Bot h can be true.
You will need both truths for the
years when | amonly a photograph
and a bad joke you tell your
chil d about nmango pickl e.

Snehit shakes his head —no theol ogy, not now —but he
does not let go of his father's wist. H's other hand
finds Sannah's shoul der. For a nonent the fracture cl oses.
Not heal ed. Hel d.

SANNAH
Can you breathe with nme?
Li ke when | was little. Like the
kite song.

They breathe. Father. Daughter. Son. The tamarind above
them The kite in the branches |Iike a stuck prayer that
has outlived its petitioner.
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Maya in the doorway, one hand on the sill, one on her
belly —three generations of Chugh held in a single franme
of fear and | ove. Behind her, inside, the enpty chair
waits in the dining roomlike a quiet priest.

I NT. CHUGH HOUSE —LI VI NG ROOM — EVENI NG

Ram on the sofa, shoul der wapped, dignity intact. A cup
of water he sips slowy —still in the world of |iquids,
still before the full vow, still a househol der on the near
side of the threshold.

The fam |y around him Exhausted. Changed. The phot ographs
seemto lean in.

RAM

EXT. BOVBAY WORKSHOP YARD — YEARS AGO — DAY ( HEAT HAZE)

Younger Ram sandi ng a damaged car door. Paint in his hair.
Radio fil msong. O her workers | aughing.

He pauses, wites a line on a scrap of receipt paper with
a grease pencil. Tucks it into his shirt —over the heart.

FOREMVAN
Poet - saab, the fender is not
i npressed by your feelings.

RAM
The fender will be beautiful.
That is also a feeling.

A younger RADHA appears at the gate with a tiffin. The
yard softens. Men pretend not to stare.

RADHA
Eat. Then nake the car honest.
Then conme honme and nmake the poem
honest .
| will not kiss a man who lies to
ei t her.

Present Ram on the sofa, alnpbst smles at the ceiling fan
as if it were that gate.



What happened under the tree... that was the body

speaki ng.
And sonet hing el se speaking through it.
| will not pretend | understand all of it. Understandi ng

is not required for obedience to what is obvious.

SNEHI T
It was a fall. It was oxygen.
Don't turn it into a vision
guest. Please. | can handle a
fall. 1 can't handl e you becom ng

a prophet in ny living room

RAM
Snehit. My son.
| will not ask you to agree.
will ask you to be present.
There is a difference between
bl essing a road and blocking it.
There is a difference between
fighting me and abandoni ng ne.
Fight if you nust. Fighting is
also a formof sitting with ne.

Snehit stands. Wal ks to the Shiva tapestry. Speaks to the
dance of destruction without turning —easier to address
God t han Dad.

SNEHI T
If you do this, I will fight you
Every day. That is how | know how
to love you. | don't have poens.
| have resistance. It's what you
left me to work with.

RAM
Then resist. | will try to be
wort hy of your resistance.

Sannah wi pes her face. Kneels by the sofa. Takes the hand
that held hers at the pyre.

SANNAH
| can't bless it yet.
But | won't | eave the room
| f the vow needs a wi tness who
| oves you w t hout understanding
you conpletely —I'"mfree. My
studio can wait. The canvas
al ready knows what it's becom ng.
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RAM
That is enough for today.
Today is only declaration.
Declaration is not the end. It is
t he door.

| NT. RAM S BEDROOM — EVENI NG — LATER

Sannah rebandages his shoulder. dinical tenderness.

wat ches her face as if studying a |last |andscape.

She finishes the bandage.

shoul der.

RAM
When you were born | wote a poem
so bad | burned it.
Your nother said the snoke was
better than the netaphors.

SANNAH
What did it say?

RAM
That you had her eyes and ny
st ubbornness and the world's
wor st tim ng.
You arrived during a storm The
power went out. | held you in the
dark and thought: this is how God
wor ks. Wt hout an audi ence.
Wt hout a guarantee.

SANNAH
I"mstill not blessing it.

RAM
| know.
Blessing is not the only sacred
verb.
Staying is one. Wtnessing is
one. Painting the truth w thout
flattering it is one.

SANNAH

Ram

Rests her forehead on his good
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| f you see her... before... wll
you tell her | kept the lullaby?

RAM
She knows.
Mot hers know t he songs t hat
outlive them
It's how they keep a hand on the
string.

He | ooks at the enpty dining chair through the archway.
Addresses it as nuch as them

RAM
Tomorrow | will drive the coast
road to the tenple on the cliff.
To speak the vow before soneone
who knows the ol d words.
| will ask forgiveness of the
living and t he dead.
| will begin the thinning.
Not in despair. In decision

Snehit turns. Hs face is ruin and devotion in equal
nmeasure —the face of a man who will spend four nore
epi sodes |l earning the difference between | ove and
possessi on.

SNEHI T
And if | stand in the driveway?

RAM
Then | wll wal k.
| have wal ked out of a country
before. I can wal k out of a
driveway.
But | would rather you sat in the
passenger seat and hated ne up
cl ose.

A beat. The ceiling fan. The phot ographs wat chi ng. Maya's
gui et tears. Sannah's hand. The enpty chair.

RAM
(softer)
| was | oaded onto a truck and
told not to | ook back.
This time | amgoing to | ook at
everyt hi ng.
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Until | ooking becones |ight.
Until Iight becomes her.

Until her beconmes whatever word
God uses when God is tired of
bei ng abstract.

I NT. LI'VING ROOM — NI GHT — THE DECLARATI ON COMPLETE

The famly has gathered again —not at the table. On the
floor, on the sofa, near the enpty chair without sitting
init. Abrass diyais lit now Small flanme. Odinary
sacr ed.

Ramsits with a glass of water. He raises it slightly —a
toast to the last ordinary drink before the |onger road.

RAM
| declare before you —ny
children, ny child's child not
yet born, and the woman who stil
owns the fourth chair —
that | enter the first novenent
of Sant hara: decl aration.
| am not escapi ng.
| am deci di ng.
May ny passions thin. My ny
| oves remain wthout chains. My
my death, when it cones, be
awake.

He sips. Sets the glass down.

RAM
M chchham dukkadam —agai n. For
the words that hurt today. For
the words still to cone.

SANNAH
Tassa m chchham dukkadam
(beat)
If | said it wong, correct ne
later. In aletter. From
wher ever .

A flicker of smle fromRam Snehit does not say the
words. He nods once —which, for him is alnost |iturgy.

SNEHI T
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l"mstill fighting you tonorrow.

RAM
| am counting on it.

EXT. THE GARDEN — NI GHT

The house wi ndows glow. Inside, |ife continues in
sil houette —a fam |y noving around a decision |ike
pl anets around a dense star.

Ram al one under the tanmarind. Bl anket on his shoul ders.
The broken kite invisible in the dark —but we knowit's
there. W wll always knowit's there.

He takes out Radha's photograph. Holds it to the porch
light. Dew or tears on the |lamnate —sanme difference at
this hour.

RAM (V. Q)
Decl arati on.
Not despair. A decision
| resolve to die the way | never
got to live —w thout running.

He presses the photo to his chest, over the failing heart.
Two rhythnms: paper and bl ood. One already still. One
| earning still ness.

RAM (V. Q)

Mot her. Father. Arihants.

Si ddhas. Soul of ny soul.

Where do You |ive?

| have | ooked in the border dust.
In the Bonbay paint funmes. In the
California nornings that pretend
not hi ng has ever burned.

| amcomng to find out.

Wth nmy eyes open.

Wnd. The tamarind noves. For a nonment —only a nonent —
paper rustles high in the branches. The kite answering. O
the past. O a coincidence the showw |l treat as
sacranent .

EXT. CLI FFSI DE TEMPLE — N GHT — DREAM OR MEMORY OR FUTURE



Marble pillars twenty-five cubits high at the edge of a
cliff. Cedar roofs. A waterfall behind a gazebo. Priests
in orange —a circle —hummng a tone that never fully
resol ves.

Ram st ands barefoot on stone. A saint's eyes neet his —
not perm ssion as bureaucracy; perm ssion as recognition.

SAI NT
Ret urn when you are ready.
Readi ness i s not eagerness.
Readi ness i s when the house is
swept and the heart has stopped
bar gai ni ng.

Ram bows. Behind the saint, for one frane, Radha stands
anong the pillars as if she has al ways been part of the
archi tecture.

The vi sion rel eases himback to —

EXT. THE GARDEN — NI GHT — PRESENT

—the tamarind. The bl anket. The phot ograph. Breath.

Ram cl oses his eyes. Opens them again. Stays. Equanimty
not as nunbness —as full feeling held w thout the | unge
to escape.

Above the house: the night sky. Ordinary stars. Then —so

faint we mght invent it —a thread of neon mantra-viol et
at the edge of vision. The dissolution waiting its turn.

40.

The season's signature, previewed |ike a hymm humred under

br eat h.

The canera rises. Past the kite. Past the roof. Past Santa
Maria's small grid of lights —a diaspora of w ndows, each
wth its own silence, each with its own enpty chair of one

ki nd or anot her.

RAM (V. O.)
VWhat remains. ..
what i s achi eved. ..
it is |ove.

HOLD on t he dark.
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| NT. SANNAH S ROOM — NI GHT — PARALLEL

Sannah paints in lanplight. The portrait nore visible now
—Ram s face half-formed, and behind hima woman's outline
in gold | eaf scrapings, not yet face, already presence.

She wites on the wall in pencil, small, where only she
wll see:

BLESS THE ROAD — LATER

INT. SNEHI T & MAYA' S BEDROOM — NI GHT — PARALLEL

Maya asl eep. Snehit on his back, phone glow. an article —
"Sal | ekhana is not suicide.” He hates that the argunent is
good. Scrolls to baby registry. Scrolls back.

| NT. CHUGH HOUSE — YEARS AGO — LATE AFTERNOON ( MARBLE &
GOLD)

RADHA t eaches young SNEHI T (12) to tie a kite string.
Young SANNAH (4) spins until she falls | aughing. Ram

wat ches fromthe doorway with a notebook he is failing to
i gnor e.

RADHA
Not so tight. The sky needs a
little mercy or the string cuts
the hand that |loves it.

SNEH T (12)
If it's loose it falls.

RADHA
Then you learn to run. Love is
not only grip, beta. Love is also
chase.

She kisses his hair. He pretends to hate it. Does not nove
awnay.

Present Snehit, reading on his phone about Santhara,
cl oses his eyes. The article blurs. H's nother's voice
remai ns.



On the nightstand: a ultrasound print.
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He puts the phone

down. Places two fingers on the print as if taking a

pul se.

SNEHI T
(whi sper)
"1l fight himfor you too.
Sonmeone has to believe in
st ayi ng.

EXT. COAST ROAD — NI GHT — PRELAP / TEASE FOR EPI SODE 02

Enpty asphalt ribbon along the cliffs.

Moon on water. A

tenple's renpte Iight —marbl e suggestion in darkness.

The sound of the tenple bell again —cl oser.

Tonorrow s road waiting.

Then, quietly, under bl ack:

The sound of a single tenple bell —di
t onor r ow.

stant, coastal,

A child s laugh from 1947 —brief as a match

Radha' s voi ce, al nbst not there:

RADHA (V. Q)
Fi ni sh.
Then come.

END OF EPI SODE

SANTHARA — Epi sode 01: "Decl aration”
A Deci sion, Spoken Al oud

The vow i s set.

Next: EPI SODE 02 —" FORGQ VENESS"

The coast road; the cliffside tenple;
granted; 1947 rising in full —a boy,
caught in a tree.

FADE QUT.

pardon asked and
a truck, a kite



END OF EPI SCDE 01

SANTHARA
Epi sode 01 —"Decl aration”

enpi re@ an. w Ki



