SC. 1
EXT. /NIGHT/POLICE VAN

On the vaporized surface of a glass, a finger makes a horoscope,
while on the soundtrack we hear the laughter of a cop (Inspector
Purohit) and a gangster (Saadiq Chikna), the sound of heavy
rains, and urgent summons on the radio of the police van.
INSP. PUROHIT
(holding the laughter)

lkjh jkr dh ek¡ cgu dj nh lkys us--- tc Hkh ?kksM+k [khaps lkyk jksus
yxs tksj ls--- esy;k--- vjs mrus utnhd ls xksyh ekjsaxs rks lkyh
buDok;jh cSB tk,xh uk ge is--- Hkkxus dks cksyk rks ?kqVus eas ?kql x;k
iksiV--- cMk+ eqf'dy gS Mjs gq, dk budkmUVj djuk--- vc jksrs gq,
dks dSls ekjsxk dksbZ--- gSa? g¡lrs&g¡lrs vkvks g¡lrs&g¡lrs tkvks--Sonuvabitch screwed up my whole night… everytime
I’d cock the gun, he’d start screaming… shooting him
in the back was out of the question… asked him to run
but the bugger fell on my knees grovelling… it’s damn
tough to shoot a guy who’s shitting fear like that…
mostly I like the ones who ‘easy come, easy go’…

SAADIQ

ysfdu Fkk dkSu lkc?
But who was it?
INSP. PUROHIT

tkus nks uk--- ckjg ct x;s D;k?
Forget it… Is it twelve yet?
Saadiq checks his watch.
SAADIQ

ubZ--- Vkbe gS--- crkvks uk lkc--- Fkk dkSu?
No… there’s time… tell me… who was it?
INSP. PANDIT

ukVk--Nata…
Pandit has finished drawing the horoscope on the glass. Saadiq’s
face suddenly drops. Purohit and Saadiq are in the back of the
van drinking. Purohit turns to Pandit.
INSP. PUROHIT

fdlds Hkfo"; es maxyh dj jgs gks iafMr th---?
Whose fate are you fingering, Panditji?
INSP. PANDIT

eqacbZ--Mumbai’s…
SAADIQ

lkc ukVk--What happened to Nata?
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Purohit ignores him.
INSP. PUROHIT
(to Pandit)

vPNk ;s--- eqacbZ dh i=kh gS ;s--- (laughs) D;k fy[kk gS eqacbZ ds

Hkfo"; esa--This is Mumbai’s horoscope… (laughs) What does
it say?
SAADIQ

lkc ukVk--Sir… Nata… ?
Purohit suddenly stops laughing and turns to Saadiq.
INSP. PUROHIT

ukVk x;k--- x;k--Nata’s history…
Fear creeps into Saadiq’s eyes.
SAADIQ
dc---?

When?
INSP. PUROHIT

dy--- vkt dksbZ vkSj tkbZaxk--- vkss, ckjg cts D;k?
Last night… and today somebody else’s going to get
lucky… Is it twelve yet?
SAADIQ

vki yksx vCck th ds vkneh gks--You guys work for Abba ji?
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INSP. PANDIT

rq Hkh rks eqxy dh vkSjr gS--- fpdus--Just like you are Mughal’s bitch, Princess…
They both laugh… Tears emerge in Saadiq’s eyes.
SAADIQ

lkc eq>s ekjuk er lkc--Don’t kill me, please…
INSP. PUROHIT

,s--- jks er--Don’t you dare cry!
Saadiq holds Purohit’s feet, and starts crying.
INSP. PUROHIT

iSj dks gkFk er yxk--- lkys /ka/kk djuk tkurk ugha gS--- pqi--Stop that… Bastard, don’t you know how to play by
the rules…
INSP. PANDIT
/ka/ks dk igyk vlwy ;kn gS? fd Hkwy x;k---

What’s the first rule of this business?
SAADIQ
(crying)

QSeyh esEkCkj dks VkjxsV ugha djrs--- lkc--Family members are not to be targeted…
Purohit grabs him by the hair.
INSP. PUROHIT

rks fQj b/kj ns[k--- mij ns[k--- dkgs dks mM+k;k vCck th ds HkkbZ dks?
rsjs dks D;k yxk? fe;k¡ dEiuh dh Nhj tk,xh?
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Then… why the fuck did your gang kill Abba ji’s
brother? What did you guys think? Miyan’s gang will
take this lying down.
INSP. PANDIT

ckjg cts pkyhlek [kre gks jgk gS--- lqog rd rqEgkjh QSeyh

finished… ‘The End’…
The mourning period ends at midnight… By morning,
all of you will be dead… ‘The End’…
INSP. PUROHIT

dgk¡ Nqik gS eqxy crk ns--- crk ns cp tk,xk--- fe;k¡ uss
tcku nh gS--Just tell us where Mughal is hiding… we’ll let you go…
Miyan’s given his word.
Saadiq keeps on howling as Pandit continues.
INSP. PUROHIT
lqu--- lqu--- jks er jks er (Purohit lifts Saadiq’s face)…

lqu iafMr dh dksbZ Hkfo";ok.kh xyr ubZ gksrh--- iwN eqacbZ dh i=kh es
fdldk uke fy[kk gS--- vCck th ;k eqxy dk?
Now stop crying and listen (Purohit lifts Saadiq’s
face)… This learned man has never made a false
prediction in his life… Ask him… who the next king of
the city is… Abba ji or Mughal?
INSP. PANDIT

ed+cwy--- fe;k¡ ed+cwy--Maqbool… Mian Maqbool.
SC. 2

Introduction of Maqbool. An extended opening credit sequence.
One by one Maqbool, Kaka and Surti finish off important
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underworld figureheads. After the last killing Maqbool dials
his mobile.
SC. 2A

Purohit picks up the phone in van. Saadiq is now sitting on the
bench having his drink. He now looks a little relaxed.
INSP. PUROHIT

gk¡ fe;k¡--- vknkc--Ya Miyan… Greetings…
SC. 2B

Cut to Maqbool, now in a van followed by two more vans
behind. Conversation is intercut between Purohit and Maqbool.
Kaka is sitting by Maqbool’s side while Guddu is on the driving
seat.
MAQBOOL
eqxy dgk¡ gS---?

Where’s Mughal?
SC. 2C
INSP. PUROHIT

oks dgrk gS oks vki gh dks crk,xk--- ys ckr dj
He wants to tell you himself…
He passes the phone to Saadiq.
SAADIQ

gk¡ fe;k¡ lkyka okysdqe---

(He keeps quiet for a while)…
Greetings Miyan… ya…
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MAQBOOL
dgk¡ gS eqxy?

Where’s Mughal?
SAADIQ

xksjbZ esa] caxys is--Mughal’s in the bungalow in Gorai…
MAQBOOL
vkSj cksVh---?

And Boti… ?
SAADIQ

oks cksfjoyh esa vius llqjky is fe;k¡--Borivali… at his in-laws.
SC. 3
INT. /NIGHT/VAN

Maqbool puts a hand on Guddu’s shoulder. Guddu stops the
vehicle.
MAQBOOL
cki xksjbZ csVk cksfjoyh--- (Maqbool looks at Kaka) eaS eqxy

dks ysrk gwa rqe yksx cksVh ds ;gk¡¡ tkvks---

The father is in Gorai and the son’s in Borivali…
(Maqbool looks at Kaka) I’ll go look up the old guy…
you guys sniff out the son.
Guddu interrupts.
GUDDU

eS tkÅaxk eqxy ds ;gk¡--Why can’t I go get Mughal…?
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Maqbool gives Kaka and Surti an annoyed look.
KAKA
(to Guddu)

vcs tks dgk tk; cl oks fd;k dj le>k--Just do what you’re told.
Maqbool gets out of the car.
GUDDU

Bhd gS rks rw Hkh tk mlds lkFk--Thanks a lot, Dad… I can manage on my own… why
don’t you also go with him?
Kaka hits him on his neck.
KAKA

D;w¡ cs esjs lkeus 'keZ vk,xh mls xksyh ekjus es--Why? You’ll feel shy pulling the trigger in front of me?
GUDDU

Bhd gS eS tkrk g¡w fe;k¡ ds lkFk--Fine… I’ll go with Miyan then.
Guddu tries to get up but Kaka stops him and gets out of the
car. Guddu zips off.
KAKA
(shouts)

/;ku jf[k;ks cs--Be safe…
MAQBOOL
(smiles)
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rsjk csVk ugha cki gS oks--- py--Come on… he’s not a child anymore…
Cut back to van.
SC. 4
EXT. /INT. /NIGHT/POLICE VAN ON A HIGHWAY DHABA

Purohit is pouring a drink in Saadiq’s glass who looks quite
drunk by now.
SAADIQ

vjs cl cl iqjksfgr lkc--- cl--Not any more, Purohit sir.
INSP. PUROHIT

vjs ih fpdus ih--- ekSt dj vkt rsjh 15 vxLr gS--Drink up Princess. Let it flow tonight… tonight you’ve
got freedom…
SAADIQ

uoEcj eas 15 vxLr dSls gksxh lkc--- D;k lkc--Freedom from what, sir?
INSP. PANDIT

vjs eqxy ds fcLrj ls vktkn gqvk gS uk rw---From Mughal’s bedroom, that’s what, sweetheart.
Pandit chuckles. Saadiq is embarrassed.
INSP. PUROHIT

vkSj oSls--- ykSaMsckth dk 'kkSd uk vCck th dks gS uk fe;k¡ dks---

9

You’ll be safe here. Neither Abba ji nor Miyan
is into boys…
INSP. PUROHIT

vkSj uk geas--and neither are we…
Purohit and Pandit laugh and Saadiq joins them. Suddenly
Purohit takes out his gun and shoots Saadiq from point blank
range. The blood splashes on the horoscope made on the glass
van. Pandit reacts with a jerk.
INSP. PANDIT

ns[k ds ekjk dj ;kj] lkjh eqacbZ [kwu ls Hkj nh--What the hell!… you’ve spilt blood all over my city.
Cut on the blood streaming on the horoscope.
SC. 5
INT. /NIGHT/MUGHAL’S BUNGALOW

Maqbool and Kaka tower over a cowering Mughal. Maqbool
asks him one last time.
MAQBOOL

cksy eqxy] gekjs yksxksa esa ls fdlus xíkjh dh Fkh] uke cksy--Who was your man in our gang?
Mughal is unfazed.
MUGHAL

rwus--You… you were the traitor.
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Maqbool smirks and pulls the trigger. Nothing fires. He shoots
again. Nothing happens. Kaka starts laughing. Maqbool dumps
the gun down the commode and leaves. Kaka can’t stop laughing.
Finally, Thapa, Maqbool’s man, finishes off Mughal.
SC. 5A
INT. /NIGHT/ABBA JI’S ROOM

Abba ji picks up the phone in the middle of the night. We see the
glimpse of a young lady sleeping by his side. Cut to Maqbool.
SC. 6
INT. /NIGHT/VAN

Asif, Abba ji’s brother-in-law, picks up the phone.
KAKA

gk¡ js vkflQ gk¡ tjk vCck th dks ns--Asif… where’s Abba ji?
ASIF

NksVh ds dejs esa gS thtw--He’s in Sameera’s room.
KAKA

gk¡ rks cqyk mUgsa--Go call him…
ASIF

D;k [kcj gS?
Got some news?
KAKA

vcs rq> ls cksyk uk cqyk mUgsa--Call him…
11

ASIF

vcs dgk uk NksVh dks cq[kkj gS--- thtw tku ys ysxk vxj njoktk
[kVdk;k rks--The girl’s not well… He’ll skin me alive if I knock…
KAKA

vPNk rks cksyuk ds ge yksx iuosy es gSa--- ckgj fudyus ds lkFk gh
QkeZ gkml Qksu djuk--Fine… tell him we’re headed to the farmhouse… to call
back when when he has the time…
ASIF

:d :d--- eqxy x;k D;k?
Wait… Mughal’s gone or what?
KAKA

gk¡W x;k--Ya…
Asif squeals with delight.
ASIF

vkSj viuk cksVh?
And Boti…?
CUT TO:
SC.7
INT. /NIGHT/BOTI’ S PLACE

Guddu pushes Boti’s wife, who is crying at his feet, away. Boti
is stting on the floor, badly beaten up. One of Guddu’s men
is holding Boti’s small kid who is also howling for his father.
Guddu pulls the trigger, but stops as Boti’s kid calls:
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BOTI’S KID

vCcw--Dad…
Guddu can’t take his crying anymore.
GUDDU

ckgj ys tkvks cPps dks--Take the blasted kid outside…
Guddu can’t get himself to shoot. He lifts Boti’s face with the
pistol.
GUDDU

dke djsxk gekjs lkFk--Will you work for us?
Boti shuts his eyes in affirmation.
CUT TO:
SC.8
INT. /NIGHT/FARMHOUSE

Purohit, Pandit, Maqbool and Kaka are drinking and lolling
about, after a hard night’s work. Pandit is making horoscope
figures on the tray using chicken bone and chutney. Kaka is
rolling about the floor laughing.
KAKA

lkyk b'd vkSj fe;k¡ dks? fe;k¡ vkSj ykSafM;k??! vPNk vkSj D;k
feysxk fe;k¡ dks?
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Miyan… and girls?! Miyan… and love?! Fuck me! So
what else is Miyan going to inherit?
Pandit looks up from the horoscope.
INSP. PANDIT

lk<+s lkrh mrjh gS rsjh vkt ls--- tks pkgs feysxk--- tks pkgsxk--His bad patch has just cleared… he’ll get whatever he
wants… whatever…
KAKA
tSls?

For example…?
INSP. PANDIT

ck¡yhoqM--Bollywood…
Kaka cracks up again. Even Maqbool reacts with amusement.
KAKA

ck¡yhoqM gS vCck th ds lkys dk--- oks vkflQ vk tk;sxk thtw&thtw
djrs gq, vHkh--- thtw--- thtw--That’s Abba ji’s brother-in-law’s turf. That Asif…
nobody’s getting that in a hurry… he’ll go
whining to Abba ji…
Pandit walks over to Kaka with his horoscope tray. Kaka sits
up attentively.
INSP. PANDIT

n'ke LFkku eas 'kqØ cyoku gS--- jkt;ksx dgrs gSa bls--- ckyhoqM NksM+--Ns eghus es vCck th dh xíh fe;k¡ dh gS--Your comet has entered the seventh house in Venus…
this normally signifies the king’s reign… Forget
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Bollywood… in six months’ time, Abba ji’s own throne
will be Miyan’s to claim.
Everybody goes silent. Maqbool looks passive.

Pandit raises his hand in the air to anoint.
INSP. PANDIT

‘King of Kings’
Purohit shouts at him.
INSP. PUROHIT

v; v; pqi lkys--Shut your trap… you sonuvabitch…
Maqbool is not amused anymore.
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MAQBOOL

iafMr rsjs bl pkSi/k[kkus es fo'okl gksrk uk rks vkt eSa rsjh tcku
dkV Mkyrk--If I believed in any of your mumbo jumbo, Pandit… I’d
have sliced your tongue off today.
INSP. PUROHIT

dkV nks fe;k¡ dkV nks--- dkV nks--- lkyk bldh tcku ls tks fudyrk
gS lp gksrk gS--- vHkh&vHkh Ns eghus igys cSBs cSBs ,sls gh eq>ls cksyk
ds rsjh oks iM+kslu gS uk mlls tjk cp dj jguk--- ,Ml es ejsxh--gêh dêh--- Hkjh Hkjh--- lkyh ik¡p eghus es vkQ gks xbZ--Slice it off, Miyan… whatever he says always comes
out to be true. Six months back, he tells me… your
neighbour’s going to die of AIDS… stay away from
her… what do I tell you Miyan… this healthy buxom
woman… goes out like that… in five months’ flat…
INSP. PANDIT

vglku eku rsjh tku cpkbZ lkys--You should be grateful, wretch. I saved your life.
Purohit throws a chicken bone at Pandit who ducks deftly.
Pandit continues bitching to Miyan.
INSP. PANDIT

fe;k¡ ;s g¶rk ysuk Hkwy tkrk Fkk ij jkstkuk ysuh ugha Hkwyrk Fkk--He’d forget his weekly commission… but he wouldn’t
forget to visit hers truly everyday.
Everybody laughs. The tension defuses.
INSP. PUROHIT

g¡l jgs gks fe;k¡--- dkyh tcku gS lkys dh crk jgk gw¡--16

You people are laughing now… but this guy’s got one
helluva black tongue.
Pandit sticks his tongue out. Kaka laughs and asks Pandit,
pointing to the second horoscope on the table.
KAKA

vPNk ,d dke djks--- NksM+ks ml dks iafMrth--- vki dqN esjs ckjs es
crykvks--- tjk cf<+;k lk--- vkjke ls Vkbe ys ds--Any forecasts for me, Panditji?
Pandit studies his chart carefully.
INSP. PANDIT

vjs--- deky gS--- rw vHkh rd ftank dSls gS?
Remarkable! It’s a miracle you’re still alive…
Everyone laughs again. Kaka is not amused. He gets up to make
himself a drink.
KAKA

pqi cs--- lkyh g¡lus dh D;k ckr gS mlesa? lkys fe;k¡ ls de ugh
mM+k;s gksaxs fxu yks vkt ds feyk ds--Shut your mouth… all of you. I mustn’t have killed any
less than Miyan… ya… and that includes tonight’s.
Pandit tries to humour him.
INSP. PANDIT

rsjs csVs dh i=kh ns[kh--- cgqr ne gS lkys esa--I’ve seen your son’s chart… that lad has great promise.
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INSP. PUROHIT

oSls fe;k¡ th dk tokc gS rsjk csVk--He’s the next Miyan in the making for sure…
Maqbool reacts to this. Suddenly the phone rings. Kaka picks
it up, there is no response. The phone rings again, this time
Maqbool picks it up.
SC. 8A
INT. /NIGHT/BALCONY OF A BUNGLOW

A female whose face is not visible asks in a very hushed tone.
VOICE

rqe Bhd gks uk--Are you ok?
Cut to Maqbool
SC. 9
INT. /NIGHT/FARM HOUSE

Maqbool is awkward as everybody is intrigued by the call.
MAQBOOL

gk¡--- Bhd gw¡--Hmm… I’m fine…
Lady on the other side hangs up. Maqbool turns, Kaka smiles.
KAKA

okg js iafMr rw lgh dg jgk Fkk ;kj--- rks okdb gS cs--- vk;s fe;k¡--dkSu gS HkkbZ--18

So Miyan’s really in love… who’s this latest squeeze
now?
MAQBOOL

mudh iMkslu--- cqykÅW--Purohit’s neighbour… should I call her? You’ll
take hers?
Maqbool and Purohit clap and laugh, while Pandit smiles.
Purohit’s mobile rings.
INSP. PUROHIT

Hello… dkSu nsoljs--- Fkkus es Qksu djks lqcg--Hello… Devsare? Devsare who? Call me in the
morning.
He disconnects. The phone rings again.
INSP. PANDIT

ys rw ckr dj ;kj--- baxfy'k ckr djrk gS lkyk--Here… you speak to him… Idiot speaks only in
English…
He disconnects.
INSP. PUROHIT

nsoljs--- dkSu gS ;s nsoljs?
Who the hell is this Devsare?
Pandit shrugs his shoulders.
MAQBOOL

rqe yksxksa dk u;k ACP…
The new Assistant Commissioner of Police…
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Cut to the shocked faces of Purohit and Pandit.
SC. 10
EXT. /DAY/MUGHAL’S HIDEOUT

Devsare gets down from the official car. Insp. Pandit and
Purohit salute him. A plain-clothes man whispers something into
Devsare’s ear. Devsare enters the bungalow, Pandit and Purohit
follow him. Lots of dead bodies, covered in white sheets, are in
the premises. Crime and forensic photographers are flashing their
camera on the walls and floor covered with dry blood stains.
DEVSARE

dkQh lquk gS vki yksxksa ds ckjs esa--I’ve heard a lot about you two…
DEVSARE

fdl dk gkFk gS bleas---?
Who’s behind these killings?
INSP. PUROHIT
iqfyl dk ugha gS sir…

Not us, sir.
Pandit smiles, Devsare gives a stern look.
DEVSARE

Crime ds oD+r vki nksuks dgk¡ Fks---?
Where were you at the time of the killings?
INSP. PUROHIT

M~;wVh ij lj--On duty sir…
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DEVSARE

M~;wVh ij--- M~;wVh ij gksrs rks 'kk;n ;s crime gksrk gh ugha--This wouldn’t have happened if you had been on
duty…
INSP. PANDIT
fQj rks cgqr cMk+ crime gks tkrk lj--- 'kfDr dk larqyu cgqr t:jh

gS lalkj es lj---

Something worse would have happened, sir… power is
a game of exquisite balance…
Devsare turns to Pandit.
INSP. PUROHIT

vkx ds fy;s ikuh dk Mj cuk jguk pkfg,--- fcuk dqN fd, cSBs
fcBk, iwjs ,d xSax dk lQk;k gks x;k--- lj--You need water to balance out the fire… A whole gang
got wiped out without raising a finger… sir…

21

INSP. PUROHIT

vkSj tks cpk gS oks gekjs lkFk gS--… and the one that’s left is with us…
Devsare’s expression changes, Purohit fumbles.
INSP. PANDIT

eryc gekjs under gS--- ,d xSax dks control djuk T;knk vklku
gS lj--He means, within our control… It’s far easier to control
one gang, sir…
DEVSARE

D;k uke gS?
Whose gang?
INSP. PUROHIT

vCck th--Abba ji’s…
DEVSARE

eSus fj'rk ugha uke iwNk gS--I asked for his name, not his title…
SC. 11
INT. /DAY/OFFICE OF DEVSARE

Pandit hands over a file to Devsare. Montage of old newspaper
cuttings showing the growth of Abba ji from a small-time gangster
to the big don of Mumbai. We hear the V/O in Pandit’s voice.
INSP. PANDIT

tgk¡xhj [kku--- ykyk th HkkbZ dk nkfguk gkFk Fkk--- Gold
smuggling ls 'kq:vkr dh vkSj yky th HkkbZ dh EkkSr ds ckn
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contract killing vkSj tehu ds xSj dkuwuh dCtkas dks [kkyh djkus
dk /ka/kk--- Minorities ds [kqnk gSa oks--- ftl ikVhZ ds lkFk vCck th
gkFk feyk yas oks dHkh election ugha gkjrh--Jahangir Khan… he was Lalji Bhai’s right hand. Started
as a small-time gold smuggler and after Lalji Bhai’s
death, flourished through contract killings and forcible
land eviction. The minorities worship him… whichever
political party Abba ji backs is sure to win the polls…
DEVSARE
dksbZ FIR…

Any FIR… ?
Purohit shows one in the file.
INSP. PUROHIT
th gS--- 12 lky igys--- Arrest djus dh dksf'k'k gqbZ rks 'kgj esa

Qlkn gks x;k---

One… twelve years back… attempts to arrest him
resulted in riots all over the city…
SC. 13
EXT. /DAY/KABRISTAAN

A black Mercedes escorted by a few vans stops. Abba ji gets
down and walks in along with Maqbool, Kaka, Guddu, Asif and
lots of gunmen. The preparations for the burial are going on in
the background. Abba ji hugs Boti.
ABBA JI

vYykg rkSQhd ns--- okfyn ds lk;s dk dksbZ lkuh ugha gS fe;k¡--May Allah have mercy… it’s an irreparable loss…
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Boti looks around at Maqbool, Kaka, Guddu and Asif. He looks
quite broken by his father’s death.
BOTI

fd;s dh dher rks pqdkuk gh iM+rh gS--- vkidk iukgxhj
gw¡ vCck th--One has to pay for one’s deeds… You are all I
have left, Abba ji.
He picks up a small boy in his lap.
ABBA JI

t+[e Hkjus eas oD+r rks yxsxk fe;k¡--- vkids okfyn vkSj gekjs HkkbZ
Quk gq, gSa---

Be strong… these wounds take time to heal… your
father and my brother are both lying under the same
earth…
Boti reacts strongly to this statement. Fear emerges in his eyes.
Abba ji looks straight into his eyes.
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ABBA JI

ge rks vkt rd cs[kcj gaS ds HkkbZ dk [kwuh dkSu Fkk---?
Till date, I don’t know the name of the bloody rat who
betrayed us…
Abba ji asks again.
ABBA JI

ge eas ls dkSu Fkk?
Who was the traitor?
Boti slowly turns and looks at Asif… just then the grave is filled
and the maulavi starts reciting the ‘ziyarat’ for the dead. All
of them hold up their hand and close eyes, except Asif, who is
sweating profusely. Dissolve from his face to his photograph at
Abba ji’s place.
SC. 14
INT. /DAY/ABBA JI’S HAVELI

Abba ji quietly turns over the pages of a photo album as Asif sits
nearby on the floor, crying. A gun is kept on the table, its metal
shining in the light.
ABBA JI

fudkg is ukS ,d lky dk Fkk rw--- ejrs oD+r vekur ds rkSj is NksM+
x;h Fkh rq>s :[klkuk--- vekur eas [k;kur ugha gksrh fe;k¡--You were not more than nine at the time of the
wedding… Rukhsana left you behind as her only living
memory… and memories are not to be trifled with…
Abba ji crumples the page from the album. Asif cries even more.
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ASIF

thtw eaS nqcbZ pyk tkmaxk thtw--I’ll go away to Dubai, brother-in-law…
ABBA JI

,d gh jkLrk gS--- vkSj ,d gh dks tkuk gS--- xksyh ekj gesa--There’s only one journey left to make… and only one of
us is booked to go… Shoot me…
ASIF

ugha thtw--No… I can’t…
ABBA JI

vkflQ xksyh ekj--Shoot me, Asif…
ASIF

ugha thtw ugha--No… don’t do this, please…
ABBA JI
(hollers)

vkflQ--Asif…
Asif picks up the gun and points it at Abba ji. His hands are
shaking.
SC. 14 A
INT. /DAY/ABBA JI’S HAVELI

Downstairs in the porch Maqbool, Kaka and Guddu react to the
sound of gunfire. They rush upstairs, to find a dead Asif.
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SC. 15
INT./NIGHT/MEETING ROOM

Abba ji sits at the head of the table while Maqbool and the other
gang members sit around it. Pandit and Purohit are also there.
Maqbool leans over and whispers.
MAQBOOL

ekSdk feyrs gh Qu ekjsxk cksVh--Boti will hit back at the first opportunity…
ABBA JI

iukg nh--- rks nh--I’ve spared him his life… once and for all…
Chinna, a prominent gang member, tries to protest.
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ABBA JI

tgk¡xhj viuh tcku ls ugha fQjrk--- elyk [+kRe--- cksVh dks
dksbZ gkFk ugha yxk;sxk--- vkSj dqN?
I can’t go back on my word… Discussion over… No
one will touch Boti… Anything else?
Tawde, another business associate, speaks up.
TAWDE
fQYe baMLVªh dk D;k gksxk? dkSu ns[ksxk vHkh?

What about the film industry? Who’ll look
after that now?
Guddu coughs, trying to attract attention to himself. Abba ji
chews his paan quietly.
ABBA JI

ed+cwy--Maqbool…
Maqbool is surprised. To say the least.
MAQBOOL

vCck th eq>ls ugha gkSxk--- eSa--- eSa D;k d:axk fQYe baUMLVªh?
What will I do there, Abba ji?
ABBA JI

vCcw dk uke l¡Hkkyks csVk--- vkflQ us cgqr dkfy[k iksrh gS ogk¡--Restore our good name, son… Asif’s dragged it through
much mud.

28

Abba ji leaves. Maqbool looks back at Pandit and Purohit with
amazement. Who in turn look heavenwards.

INT. /NIGHT/ABBA JI’S HAVELI

The dinner. The ‘handi’ of biryani is kept in the middle of a
Dastarkhan, and everybody is sitting around having the meal.
Nimmi and Sameera are serving. Bhosle calls out to Nimmi.
BHOSLE

fuEeh HkkHkh--- vki bl fcj;kuh dh jslhih t:j fy[kdj nhft, gesa--isV Hkj x;k uh;r ugha Hkjrh--Sister… you must hand me the recipe of this delicious
biryani… I’ll eat up my fingers up at this rate…
NIMMI

fu;kt ds [kkus dh yT+t+r gh vyx gksrh gS--This food is blessed by Allah himself…
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She serves some to Abba ji.
ABBA JI

cl chck cl--- ej tk;saxs ge rks--I’ll burst a gut, dear… no more…
Nimmi goes inside.
NANNY

lsob;ksa ds fy, txg jf[k,xk vki yksx--Please keep some space for the sweets…
BHOSLE

ugha HkkbZ vc vkSj dqN ugha--I can’t eat a thing more…
SAMEERA

vady eSus cuk;h gSa--Uncle… I’ve made it with my own hand.
Abba ji hugs Sameera.
ABBA JI

:[klkuk dk jl gS NksVh ds gkFk eas--This little one here cooks just like her mother.
Sameera gets annoyed.
ABBA JI

vPNk HkkbZ NksVh ugha--- lehjk ds gkFk eas--- lcdks [kkuh iMs+xh--I know… I know… You’re not so little anymore…
Bring on the dessert! We’ll all have to eat then…
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GUDDU

vkSj rkjhQ Hkh djuh iMs+xh--And then praise it… in that order…
Everybody laughs and Kaka hits Guddu lovingly. Suddenly Abba
ji coughs and there is no water in the glass. Maqbool runs inside
to get some from the kitchen. Nimmi is inside.
MAQBOOL

ikuh--Water…
Nimmi gives him the glass and suddenly holds Maqbool’s hand.
NIMMI

vktdy rq>s I;kl ugha yxrh fe;k¡--You don’t feel thirsty nowadays, Miyan…
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Maqbool looks at her inviting, mischievous eyes, shakes off her
hand and runs out.
CUT TO:
SE. 16
EXT. /NIGHT/ABBA JI’S HAVELI

Everybody is in the balcony. The paans are being served. Abba
ji makes one of his special ones for Bhosle.
ABBA JI

dksbZ nsoljs gS--There is some new cop on the block called Devsare…
BHOSLE

igyh iksfLVax gS mldh--- vc u;k eqlyeku rks ik¡pksa oD+r dh uekt+
i<+rk gh gS vCck th--Ya… its his first posting… He likes flashing
his new toys…
CHINNA

lkc rhu yksxksa dk budkmUVj dj fn;k gS--- ,d g¶rs eas--Sir, he’s shot three of our men in the last week alone…
Abba ji introduces Chinna and Tawde to Bhosle.
ABBA JI

;s fpUuk gS vkSj ls rkoMs+--- iuosy vkSj Fkkus esa gekjk dke ns[krs gaS--This is Chinna and this is Tawde… They look after our
businesses in Panvel and Thane…
Bhosle changes the topic. He addresses Maqbool.
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BHOSLE

vkSj fe;k¡? ckWyhoqM ds D;k gky gS?
So Miyan… how’s Bollywood treating you?
MAQBOOL

vki gky gekjs iwfN;s--- jft+;k Q¡l xbZ gS xqUMksa esa--Don’t ask. It’s like being caught in a den of thieves…
Everybody laughs as Maqbool vents a little steam.
MAQBOOL

?kfV;k fQYesa--- ?kfV;k yksx--Slimy people, even slimier films…
KAKA

rw vCck th dh ykbQ ds mij fiDpj cuok ds ns[k--- mrjs ugh
mrjsxh--You make a film on Abba ji… it’ll be an all-time
blockbuster.
Nimmi taunts Maqbool.
NIMMI

dksbZ fgjksbu ilUn ugha vk;h?
Or better still… find yourself a nice wholesome actress.
Everyone laughs.
KAKA

oks igys ls fQV gS HkkHkh--He’s already been at work on that…
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NIMMI

vPNk--- dkSu gS HkkbZ ftlus iRFkj esa ikS/kk mxk fn;k--Not bad! Who’s caused flowers to bloom in this desert?
Everyone laughs again. Maqbool is embarrassed.
MAQBOOL

vCck th cksVh fdlh ls feykus dh ckr dj jgk Fkk--Abba ji, Boti wants to set up a meeting…
Nimmi rags him further .
NIMMI

ckr er iyVks fe;k¡--- dkSu gS---?
Don’t evade the topic, Miyan. Who’s the girl?
Maqbool avoids her gaze.
MAQBOOL
rks dy cqyok yw¡?

Should I call him tomorrow?
Abba ji gives the go-ahead. Nimmi protests.
NIMMI

tgk¡xhj dy njxkg tkuk gS geas--Jahangir, I need to go visit the shrine tomorrow.
ABBA JI

chck--- vki eUursa cgqr ek¡xrs gSa--You pray too much, dear…
She looks at Maqbool.
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NIMMI

iwjh rks ,d Hkh ugha gksrh--If only somebody listens to them…
Maqbool lowers his gaze.
KAKA

gksxh HkkHkh lkjh iwjh gksxh--- vCck th vxj bl lky fuEeh HkkHkh dh
fiDpj ugha cuok;h uk rks lp cksyrk gw¡ Bhd ugha gksxk--- cksyks HkkHkh
dkSu Mk;jsDVj pkfg,--- dju tkSgj] lqHkk"k ?kbZ ;k viuk D;k dgrs gSa
jke xksiky oekZ--- cksyks--Don’t you worry, sister… Abba ji, this year you must
make a movie with Nimmi… Which director do you
want, sister… Just name it… Karan Johar, Subhash
Ghai or Ram Gopal Verma…
Nimmi looks upset and walks out of the balcony. Abba ji looks
at Kaka, who is speechless. He doesn’t know what just happened.
KAKA

ubZ oSls viuk ef.k jRue Hkh ys ldrs gSa--Even Mani Ratnam would do… actually.
Cut to Abba ji’s angry face.
SC. 17
INT. /DAY/CAR

Abba ji and Nimmi on their way to ‘urz’. Nimmi asks the driver
to stop the car.
NIMMI

jksdks tjk--Stop…
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She takes off her slippers.
NIMMI

;gk¡a ls iSny tkuk gS geas--- uaxs ikao--I’m going to walk from here… barefeet…
ABBA JI

va/ksj [kqnk dk--- chck--- Nkys iM+ tk;asxs--God be kind… You’ll burn your feet, dear…
NIMMI

ogh fn[kkus gSa mls--If that’s what the Almighty wants…
ABBA JI

vc ge D;k djas---?
Now what do I do?
NIMMI

vki pfy, uk--- xkM+h eas--You come… in the car.
Nimmi leaves without bothering to listen.
ABBA JI

vkidks vdsyk NksM+ ds--I can’t leave you by yourself…
Maqbool comes from the car following behind.
MAQBOOL

D;k gqvk vCck th--What happened… Abba ji?
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ABBA JI

fe;k¡--- ;s b'd cgqqr cM+h chekjh gS--- iwjh dk;ukr gekjh eqV~Bh
eas gS--- exj ,d fcÙks Hkj dh vkSjr ugha l¡Hkyrh--- uaxs ikao tk,saxs
njxkg rd--Love is the greatest disease in the world, son… the
whole underworld’s in my grasp… but this little runt of
a woman I can’t control…
MAQBOOL

vki pfy, eSa vkrk gw¡ ch ds lkFk---(To the driver) pyks--You carry on… I’ll come with her…
Cars leave. Cut.
SE. 18
EXT. /DAY/ROAD

Maqbool joins Nimmi on her walk.
NIMMI

dkSu gS oks rqEgkjh fgjksbu--Who’s this heroine of yours?
Maqbool keeps quiet.
NIMMI

cgksr [kwclwjr gS---?
Is she pretty?
Maqbool keeps quiet. Nimmi stops him and holds his hand.
NIMMI

ge ls Hkh T;knk--Prettier than me?
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Maqbool frees his hand and walks forward. Nimmi joins him.
NIMMI

>wB cksyrk gS rqEgkjk oks T;ksfr"k baLisDVj iafMr--- vCck th dh txg
rqe dHkh ugha ys ldrs--That astrologer Inspector Pandit of yours… he’s a
goddamn liar… You’ll never take Abba ji’s place…
Maqbool smiles.
MAQBOOL
D;w¡---?

Why?
NIMMI

Mjiksd gks rqe--You’re a wimp… that’s why.
MAQBOOL

vPNk--I see…
NIMMI

gejs b'd esa xy tkvksxs ysfdu Nwus dh fgEer ugha gS--- xqM~Mw ysxk
mudh txg--- xqM~Mw
Then what… you’d burn in my love but you’d never
have the guts to touch me… Guddu is the real successor
to Abba ji…
Maqbool smiles.
MAQBOOL

xqM~Mw--Guddu?
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NIMMI

g¡--- csVk uk gks rks nkekn gh okfjl gksrk gS--If you don’t have a son, the son-in-law becomes the
next in line.
Maqbool stops. His expression changes.
MAQBOOL

xqM~Mw nkekn--- xqM~Mw--- lehjk--- rqEgas dSls irk---?
‘Son in law’… Guddu and Sameera… How do you
know all this?
NIMMI

cl irk gS--I just do…
MAQBOOL
>wB--- >wB uk?--- >wB uk---

Liar!
Nimmi smiles and looks straight into his eyes.
NIMMI

rqEgkjh fgEer ugha gksrh Fkh ge is fuxkg Mkyus dh fQj Hkh rqEgkjh
uh;r ekywe Fkh geas--- ckjg fry gaS gekjs cnu esa--- dgk¡&dgk¡ gSa--ns[kksxs--- vjs ej ldrs gks rqe gekjs fy, vkSj--- ekj Hkh ldrs gks-->wB gS ;s---?
You never had the guts to even look at me but I knew
what you wanted… There are twelve moles dotting my
body… you want to see where all? You can die for me
at this very instant… and kill for me as well… Tell me
if that’s a lie…
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SONG 1 (Tu mere ru baru hai): Sufi song starts at dargah. The
singer is singing in the praise of the Almighty, but the impact
is implying Maqbool’s feelings for Nimmi, and Guddu’s for
Sameera. People tie threads for ‘mannat’. We see Guddu and
Sameera do so simultaneously. Maqbool catches this. Nimmi
smiles. Song ends as their car leaves back for the town.
SC. 19
EXT. /DAY/ROAD

A police jeep stops Abba ji’s car. Purohit arrives at Abba ji’s car,
Maqbool also rushes. Abba ji lowers the window glass.
INSP. PUROHIT

lyke vCck th--- vkt vki okil 'kgj er tkb,--Don’t go back into the city today… It’s not safe…
MAQBOOL

D;w¡--But why?
INSP. PUROHIT

ea=kh th us dgk nks fnu es dsl lqyVk nsxsa--Bhosle’s said he’ll overturn the case in a couple of days…
KAKA

dkSu lk dsl---?
What case?
INSP. PANDIT
(whispers)

nsoljs us vCck th ds uke dk okjaV--Devsare’s got a warrant issued in Abba ji’s name.
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Abba ji smiles.
ABBA JI

vc ;s dksbZ mez gS gekjh--- Hkkxus nkSM+us dh--This is no age for me to run about…
He asks the driver to proceed.
ABBA JI

pyks--Drive…
Car leaves.
CUT TO:
SC. 20
EXT. /INT. /DAY/ABBA JI’S HAVELI

Abba ji’s caravan stops. Devsare is waiting outside with a lot
of police force. People have gathered around the house. Nimmi
and Sameera go inside.
MAQBOOL

fdlus yxok;h b/kj xkM+h?
Who’s parked all these cars here?
Devsare avoids Maqbool and addresses Abba ji directly.
DEVSARE

tgk¡xhj [kku vkidk uke gS?
Is your name Jahnagir Khan?
MAQBOOL

,s--- dy lqcg vkuk--- tekur rS;kj feysxh--41

Come back in the morning… you’ll have the bail papers
in your hands…
Devsare avoids Maqbool and looks at Abba ji…
DEVSARE

tgk¡xhj [kku vkidk uke gS?
Is your name Jahangir Khan?
Maqbool turns Devsare around.
MAQBOOL

vCck th cksy cs--- rsjs tSls 36 onhZ okys iyrs gSa gekjs ;gk¡a--Call him Abba ji, you dick… we have three dozen cops
like you hatching in our backyard…
Devsare avoids him again and turns to Abba ji.
DEVSARE

tgk¡xhj [kku vkidk uke gS?
Is your name Jahangir Khan?
Maqbool turns Devsare around.
MAQBOOL

fdruk pkfg,--- ?kj igq¡p tk,xk--- pyks--How much do you need… we’ll have it sent across…
Now scram!
Devsare slaps MaqbooJ so hard that everyone freezes. Maqbool
reaches for his pistol. Kaka keeps a calming hand on his hand.
Abba ji goes quietly inside the jeep, while everyone stares in
rage…
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SC. 21
EXT. /DAY/POLICE HEADQUARTERS

The public is gathered around the headquarters. A car stops.
Maqbool, Kaka and Guddu get off with a lawyer. Cut.
SC. 21A
INT. /DAY/POLICE HEADQUARTERS

Inside, the lawyer puts the paper in front of Devsare. Devsare
doesn’t bother to read it, he orders one of his subordinates to
bring Abba ji. Maqbool pulls a chair and sits in front of him.
Devsare looks at him and then asks others to sit.
DEVSARE

cSfB,--Sit…
Abba ji arrives, looking as if he has hardly slept. He signs the
release form. Devsare returns his pistol.
DEVSARE

vki tk ldrs gSa--You are free to go…
ABBA JI

lqcg dk oD+r gS fe;k¡--- ,d I;kyh pk; Hkh ugha fiykvksxs?
It’s early morning, son… won’t you offer even a
cup of tea?
Devsare holds Maqbool’s look and nods to ask for some tea. The
mood changes. They all sit quietly watching him. The tea arrives.
They sip it in silence. Just then a white Ambassador of the home
ministry stops outside the headquarters. A man arrives with an
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envelope for Devsare. The four men watch in silence as Devsare
reads his transfer orders. He looks at Abba ji.
KAKA
vjs--- Vªk¡lQj? dgk¡ gqvk?

Oh dear! Transfer orders?? Where to?
ABBA JI
(smiles)

vki ;kn cgksr vk;saxs fe;k¡--- [kqnk gkfQt+--You’ll always be in our thoughts… take care…
SC. 22
INT. /DAY/ABBA JI’S HAVELI

Kaka is trying to reason out with Maqbool while Abba ji is
making his paan.
KAKA

vjs oks x;k ;gk¡a ls--- vc ugha vk,xk okil fQj D;w¡ mMk+,xk
mldk Hkstk--He’s out of our hair… then why do you want to blow
his brains out?
MAQBOOL

Bhd gS--- mldk fny mM+kmaxk--Fine… I’ll shoot him through his heart. Alright?
Maqbool looks at Kaka with fierce eyes. Kaka continues.
KAKA

ns[k--- dksbZ u;k jkM+k ubZ 'kq: djus dk vius dks vHkh--- Hkkslys dHkh
gkeh ubZ nsxk mls mM+kus dh---
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See… we can’t afford a fresh row. Bhosle wants
us to lie low.
Maqbool is hurt.
MAQBOOL

rks fQj esjk ykQk [kk,xk chp cktkj esa [kM+k gksds Hkkslys--- iwN mls--Tell Bhosle I’ll come there and slap him in public… Ask
him if he’ll like that…
Abba ji, who was listening to all this quietly, gets up and holds
Maqbool’s hand.
ABBA JI

vk--- py--Come…
He brings Maqbool out on the street.
ABBA JI

ys] ekj ys eq>s--Here… slap me now.
Maqbool looks down.
ABBA JI

ekj uk--- rsjh vkx rks cq>s fe;k¡--- ojuk bl vkx esa ge lc ty ds
jk[k gks tk;saxs--Slap me… give me all the anger you’ve got… else we’ll
all burn down in it…
Maqbool keeps looking down. Abba ji comes close to him and
holds his hand.
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ABBA JI

oks yIiM+ vkidks ugha gekjs tgk¡xhj ds xky is iMk+ Fkk--- dy ls
jet+ku gS--- bZn rd dqN ugha--That slap stung me much more than it did you…
Ramzan starts tomorrow… nothing doing till Eid…
Maqbool hugs Abba ji.
CUT TO:
SC. 23
EXT. /DAY/MOSQUE

Abba ji, Maqbool and the others come out of the mosque. It’s
Eid. Everybody greets each other warmly. Suddenly Palekar, the
opposition politician, emerges from the crowd. He greets Abba
ji as he extends his hand.
PALEKAR

vCck th--- bZn eqckjd vki lc dks--Abba ji… Eid greetings…
Abba ji greets him graciously and then excuses himself. Palekar
proves difficult to shrug off.
PALEKAR

vCckth--- bl ckj nky&xks'r ugha idk gosyh eas? Hkkslys cM+k tykrk
gS m¡axfy;k¡a pkV pkV ds--There’s no feast at the mansion this year…? Bhosle
keeps boasting about the grand meals that you host…
Abba ji’s face screws up into a smile.
CUT TO:
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SC. 22
INT./DAY/HAVELI

Abba ji sits on his swing, making paans as everybody else sits
around, eating the sweets. Palekar among them.
ABBA JI

ehBh bZn gS ikysdj fe;k¡a--- cdjhn is vkb;sxk--- xks'r f[kyk;saxas--lqikjh dSlh ysaxs? lw[kh ;k xhyh?
This is the Sweet Eid, Palekar… come join us for Bakre-eid next time… we’ll feed you some juicy goat… how
would you like your betel… wet or dry?
PALEKAR

th ugha eSa iku ugh [kkrk--No thanks… I don’t eat paan…
Abba ji darts him a look.
PALEKAR

cqjk uk ekuas rks ,d ckr dgw¡a?
If you don’t mind, can I share something with you…?
Abba ji nods.
PALEKAR

vki tsy x;s--- vPNk ugha yxk--- Hkkslys pkgrk rks
jksd ldrk Fkk--I didn’t like the fact that you had to go to jail… Bhosle
could’ve averted it if he wanted to…
Abba ji doesn’t react, keeps making his paan.
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PALEKAR

vCck th cl vkidk vkf'kokZn pkfg,--- Ns fnu eas ljdkj fxjk ldrk
gw¡a--- Hkkslys uaxk ukpsxk fo/kku lHkk eas--- uaxk--I just need your blessings, Abba ji… I can topple this
government in six days… I’ll strip Bhosle clean in the
assembly…
Abba ji asks him to draw near. Palekar goes up close. Abba ji
offers him the paan.
ABBA JI

[kkvks--Eat this…
PALEKAR

th ugha--No, thanks…
ABBA JI

[kkvks--Eat it…
PALEKAR

eSa iku ugha [kkrk--I don’t eat paan…
At which point, Abba ji takes the paan and stuffs it in his mouth
violently. Palekar is too shocked to react. His PA tries to move
but Kaka holds him back. Abba ji shoves it all the way in and
then wipes his red-stained hand on his kurta.
ABBA JI

fxykSjh [kk;k djks xqyQke t+cku dkcw esa jgrh gS--Get some good taste in your mouth… it helps keep your
palate clean…
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Palekar storms out in a huff, his PA following him. He turns to
look back at Abba ji once. Maqbool, who was standing in the
corner, taps him on the shoulder.
MAQBOOL

yky jax Qcrk gS rsjs dqrsZ is--Red looks good on you actually…
Usman breaks out into raucous laughter on hearing this.
Palekar’s humiliation is complete.
INT. /DAY/FILM SET

A dance director is showing the dance steps of a mujra song to a
heroine. Nearby her secretary is fighting with a producer.
SECRETARY

MkfyZax xqLlk ugh gksus dk--- eSa eSSMe ls ckr djsxk--Darling, don’t get upset. I’ll speak to Madam…
PRODUCER
nks fnu ds fy, nks lky ls wait dj jgk gw¡--- vc rks Association
esa Complaint Mkyuk gh iMsxk---

I’ve waited two years… for two days of shooting. Don’t
force me to lodge a complaint with the Association…
SECRETARY

MkfyZax /kedh ubZ--- No threat, gk¡--Darling… no threats please…
Suddenly the secretary sees a man entering the studio gate. It’s
Thapa, Maqbool’s man. Thapa ambles upto the producer.
THAPA
vkSj D;k gky gS? eq¡ag yVdk gqvk gS? ;kj geas Hkh cuk nks ghjks--49

What’s up brother? Why so serious? Get me a good role
somewhere…
The secretary runs upto Mohini and whispers something into
her ear.
SC. 23A
EXT. /DAY/FILM SET

Cut to a car with a black window screen, outside the studio.
Mohini comes out walking while the secretary is holding the
umbrella for her. She stops in front of the car’s black window
screen. The window glass comes down. It’s Maqbool. Mohini
smiles.
MOHINI

tgk¡xhj lkc ls dfg,xk ge iSlk ugha nsaxs--- vki xksyh ekjuk pkgrs gS
rks ekfj,--Tell Jahangir sir, I don’t have the money to pay up… If
he wants to shoot me, he’s most welcome…
She takes off her ‘dupatta’, exposing her cleavage. Maqbool
looks away and puts his hand on the driver’s shoulder. The car
moves. Mohini smiles.
CUT TO:
SC. 24
EXT. /INT. /DAY/ABBA JI’S HAVELI

An official-looking person, who’ll simply be known as the
Professor, sits around a table with the members of the gang.
Abba ji, Maqbool, Pandit, Purohit, Guddu, Boti are all present.
50

Abba ji sits at the head of the table.
PROFESSOR

fj;kt us crk;k fd vki mlds okfyn dh rjg gSa--Riyaz (Boti) regards you dearer than his father.
Boti nods enthusiastically. Professor continues.
PROFESSOR

Mhy 30 djksM+ es r; gqbZ Fkh eqxy ls--- lkeku baVjus'kuy okVlZ dh
gn rd gesa ykuk gS--- fQj fgUnqLrku ds leUnj ls cEcbZ rd ykus dh
ftEesnkjh vkidh gksxh--The deal was struck for thirty million with Mughal.
We’ll carry the consignment till the edge of the
international waters… Thereafter, you’ll have to escort
it till it lands here in Bombay…
MAQBOOL

bLrseky dgk¡a fd;k tk,xk--- fnYyh] d'ehj ;k ;gk¡¡a ij?
Where will it be used? Kashmir, Delhi or here?
PROFESSOR

dgha Hkh gks--- exj iSlk vkids ?kj rd igqq¡psxk--- iwjk vkSj
oks Hkh dke ls igys--Doesn’t matter… But the money will reach you… all of
it… And that too, before the job is done…
Guddu cracks up on hearing this.
GUDDU

lkWjh--- vki /kU/kk djus vk;s gSa ;k [kqndq'kh--- eryc xM+cM+ ge djsaxs
rks Hkh uqdlku vkidk---?
Are you on some suicide mission or what? So, you pay
us in full even if the plan doesn’t take off…?
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PROFESSOR

csVk gj balku dk edln Qk;nk ugh gksrk--- gekjh vCck th dh
nksLrh njdkj gS--Not everyone works for petty profit… We’re here to
build relations with Abba ji…
Abba ji gets up from his chair and comes and sits next to the
Professor.
ABBA JI
(clasping Professor’s hand)

'kk;n ge vkidh nksLrh ds yk;d ugha gSa izksQslj lkgc--- gekjh
d”kfcyh;r gekjk dkjksckj--- vkSj gekjs iSj tehu ij gS--- rSjuk Hkh
ugh tkurs rks nfj;k ls nwj Hkys--We are not worthy of your friendship, sir… Our
business and our feet are firmly planted on land…
Never learnt to swim… So it’s best we stay away from
the waters…
PROFESSOR

vki pkgsa rks nqfu;k ds gj eqYd es vkidk dkjksckj QSy ldrk gS--If you choose well today, your businesses could spread
far and wide in the future…
Abba ji ponders for a moment.
ABBA JI

eqacbZ gekjh egcwck gS fe;k¡--- bls NksM+dj ge djkph ;k nqcbZ es ugha
cl ldrs--- pk;---?
Mumbai is my sweetheart… Can’t jilt her at this age
and settle for Karachi or Dubai… Would you care for
some tea…?
The meeting is over. Abba ji gets up from his chair. The Professor
walks off, slighted. Boti follows him out.
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KAKA

vCcw rhl djksM+ :i;s--- oks Hkh dke ds igys] vxj ge ugha djsxsa rks
dksbZ vkSj djsxk--Thirty million in cash, Abba ji. That too before the deal
goes through… If we don’t do it, somebody else will…
ABBA JI

ftl balku dk edln flQZ uqdlku gks ml ls fdlh dk Qk;nk ugha
gks ldrk--- ;kn j[kuk--He who doesn’t care for profit can never be of use to
anybody… Always remember this…
Abba ji walks out. As Guddu is making his way out, Maqbool
accosts him.
MAQBOOL

gxuk ewruk lh[kk ugh] /ka/kk fl[kkrk gS? vcdh chp es cksyk--- rks
t+cku dkV nw¡xk lkys-Can’t even piss in a straight line… and you are going
to teach us how to run the business…? Next time you
speak out of turn, I’ll cut your tongue off…
He pushes Guddu hard who just stares back at him. Now Kaka
screams at him.
KAKA

rsjh ek¡ dk--- vk¡[k QksM+ nw¡xk--- Hkkx ;gk¡¡ ls--Sonuvabitch… stop glaring… Get lost!
SC. 25
INT. /DAY/ABBA JI’S BEDROOM (HAVELI )

Abba ji takes off his kurta while Nimmi lies in bed waiting.
Like some prize catch. Abba ji starts making love to Nimmi.
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His repulsively fat body moves over Nimmi. She looks totally
uninvolved and keeps looking blankly.
SC. 26
INT. /DAY/LIVING ROOM OF HAVELI

Kaka is showing the model of a resort to everyone.
KAKA

ugha ugha ughaa] vaxzsth laMkl ls isV lkQ ugha gksrk esjk--- esjk ckFk:e
esjs dks ns'kh pkfg,--- pkSM+kds cSBus okyk--I can’t use an English lavatory… I need my Indian
one… nice and easy to squat on…
Maqbool enters the courtyard.
KAKA

ns[kk ekWfjll dk fjlkVZ fdruk C;wVhQqy gS] ugha? gekjs fe;k¡a dk
dejk dgk¡a gS bleas? ;s ns[k rsjs dks dksus es Bgjk,axs lkys--Come Miyan… see the model of our Mauritius resort.
Neat, isn’t it? Which one is Miyan’s room? Let’s see…
we’ll give you the corner one…
MAQBOOL

vCck th dgk¡a gSa--Where’s Abba ji?
KAKA

lks jgs gSa--He’s resting…
Maqbool looks at his watch.
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MAQBOOL

vjs vHkh bl Vkbe?
This time of the day? I’ll go see…
Maqbool goes towards his chamber but Kaka stops him.
KAKA

Bhd gS--- HkkHkh ds lkFk gS--He’s with her…
Maqbool hides his strain.
KAKA

vcs uhan vkSj Hkw[k dk dksbZ Vkbe FkksM+h uk gksrk gS fe;k¡a--fd gksrk gS?
The kind of hunger that knows no time of the day…
You know which kind?
He chuckles hard. The others join in. We see the strained face
of Maqbool. The sound of lovemaking fades in, overlapping
the laughter.
CUT TO:
SC. 26 A
INT. /DAY/ABBA JI’S BEDROOM (Haveli)

Abba ji ‘s toad-like body towers over Nimmi’s frame as Maqbool
goes into a reverie. He starts hitting his head against the pillar.
Suddenly there’s some bustle and his vision is broken.
CUT TO:
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SC. 26 B

Abba ji enters adjusting his pyjama cord. Everyone gets up to
wish him.
EVERYONE

lyke vCck th--Greetings, Abba ji…
ABBA JI

okysdqe lyke--Greetings…
Abba ji stops and marvels at the model.
ABBA JI

ek'kkvYyk cM+k [kwclwjr gS--It’s beautiful…
KAKA

oks FkksM+h xkfM;k¡a T;knk [kM+h dh gqbZ gSa--He’s placed too many cars in the compound…
rest is great.
Abba ji has a bite of the paan. He calls out to Nimmi.
ABBA JI

chck lqikjh xhyh ugh gS--Dear… the betel is not wet enough…
Nimmi brings the paan box. Her hair is still wet. Her eyes meet
Maqbool’s. Abba ji talks to the architect while chewing his paan.
ABBA JI

lkc ;s gekjs vkdk gS--- budh eatwjh ds cxSj dksbZ QSlyk
ugh gks ldrk--56

Sir, she is the real decision-maker in this place… she
needs to approve of the designs first…
ABBA JI
(to Nimmi)

cksyks chck--- dSlk yxk ;s?
Do you like it, dear?
NIMMI

vPNk gS--It’s not bad…
ABBA JI
vPNk gSS? ds cgqr vPNk gS?

It’s good or it’s not bad?
At that moment, Guddu and Sameera come running in,
disrupting the conversation. Nimmi looks at them coldly.
NIMMI

ek'kkvYyk!
It’s great, actually!
Sameera looks excitedly at the model.
SAMEERA

okvks! vCcw esjk dejk dkSu lk gksxk?
Wow, Dad! This is amazing. Which of these is my
room?
GUDDU

;s--- esjs ikl okyk--This one, right next to mine…
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SAMEERA

vCcw eSa blds cxy ds dejs es ugha jgus okyh--- cw ls rks
ej tkmaxh--- Nh--Yikes! I’ll die of the stench only…
ABBA JI
(to Maqbool)
fe;k¡a dqN lkspk? dkSu pyk,xk bls? fdls Hkstuk gS ekWfjll?

Miyan! So then, who’s going to run this resort? Who are
we sending to Mauritius?
MAQBOOL

xqM~Mw--Guddu…
GUDDU

vjs ugha&ugha eq>s ugha tkuk--- gqg--I’m not going anywhere…
MAQBOOL

xqM~Mw ekWfjll tk;sxk--Guddu will go to Mauritius…
KAKA

xqM~Mw D;ksa HkkbZ?
But why him?
MAQBOOL

xqM~Mw tk,xk--Guddu it is…
KAKA

vcs xqM~Mw D;w¡ cs rw D;w¡ ugh tkrk---??
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Who says so? Why does Guddu need to go? Why don’t
you go?
MAQBOOL

xqM~Mw tk,xk--I’ve decided… Guddu is the one.
Kaka turns him around.
KAKA

rsjh ek¡ dk--- ,d ykSaMk gS esjk--- dgha ubZ tk,xk oks--Go stuff your decision… I’ve only one son and he’s not
going anywhere…
Maqbool is unfazed.
MAQBOOL

vCck th xqM~Mw ekWfjll tk,xk--Abba ji, Guddu will go to Mauritius. That’s final.
Abba ji looks perturbed. The mood has changed. The other
people get up and leave.
ABBA JI

D;w¡ fe;k¡a--- xqMMw dks D;w¡ Hkstuk gS ekWfjll--What’s up, Miyan? Why this hurry to pack off Guddu?
MAQBOOL

NksVh dks xksn eas f[kyk;k gS eSaus--- esjh Hkh dqN yxrh gS oks--I’ve raised Sameera like my own child… she means
something to me… doesn’t she?
Everybody goes dead silent. Maqbool’s words have scythed
through the air, the words hanging heavy.
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KAKA

eryc D;k gS cs rsjk--What do you mean?
MAQBOOL

iwN vius pk¡n ds VqdM+s ls iwN--Ask the apple of your eye…
Kaka charges towards Guddu.
KAKA

D;k cksy jgk gS ;s--What the hell does he mean?
Guddu hangs his head and keeps quiet. Kaka charges towards
him. He bashes the pulp out of Guddu, with whatever he can lay
his hands on, abusing him like crazy.
KAKA

lkyk ftl Fkkyh es [kkrk gS mlh esa Nsn djrk gS gjkeh--- dqÙkk Hkh nl
?kj NksM+ ds eq¡g ekjrk gS--Bastard… even a street dog doesn’t piss ouside his
master’s house…
Nimmi is holding Sameera, who is crying and witnessing all this
drama silently. Kaka keeps beating Guddu till he rolls and falls
at Abba ji’s feet. Sameera also slumps down. Guddu is bleeding
profusely. Abba ji holds his face.
ABBA JI

cgksr pkgrk gS esjh NksVh dks--- fudkg djsxk mlls--You really love her? More than anything? Will you keep
her happy?
Guddu lowers his eyes.
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ABBA JI

fQj rks ed+cwy Bhd dgrk gS csVk--- rq>s ekWfjll rks tkuk iM+sxk--esjh NksVh dk ?kj bl dhpM+ esa ugha cl ldrk--Then Maqbool is right. You have to go to Mauritus…
My daughter’s house can’t bloom in this swamp…
Abba ji gets up after blessing them. A visibly relieved Kaka
breaks down. He begs him for forgiveness.
ABBA JI

mB mB yM+dh okys rks ge gSa--- le/kh th--Now pick yourself up. We’re going to be in-laws
soon…
Kaka comes up to Maqbool and hugs him. He is fairly emotional
and cries like a child.
KAKA

ekQ dj nsxk uk ;kj fe;k¡a--- nksLr gw¡ rsjk iqjkuk ;kj--Forgive me Miyan… for old times’ sake.
Maqbool and Nimmi share a look. Nimmi, who is stunned by
all that’s happened, finds her voice. She chirps up.
NIMMI

ge rks dHkh ekQ ugha djsaxs vkidks--- ;s D;k 'kdy cuk j[kh gS
vkius gekjs nkeknth dh--- vjs gekjs [kkunku dk okfjl gS ;s vc--gS uk?
But I’m never going to forgive you. Look what you’ve
done to his face… The future heir of the family…
Nimmi hugs both Guddu and Sameera. Cut on Maqbool’s
strained expression.
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SC. 27
INST./NIGHT/KAKA’S HOME

At night Kaka is nursing Guddu’s back, which has gone blue
after the beating. As he puts a hot towel, Guddu moans in pain.
KAKA

lkys vxj vCck th dks rsjs b'd dh [kcj dgha vkSj ls yxrh rks ge
nksus x;s Fks vkt--If Abba ji had got wind of your affair from some other
place… we’d both be dead by now…
GUDDU

pkgrk rks oks Hkh ;gh Fkk--Exactly what he wanted…
Kaka hurls the food back in the plate. Guddu keeps quiet.
KAKA

lkys dqÙks--- lkys vglku eku fe;k¡a dk--- vxj rw vkt ftUnk gS uk
rks flQZ mldh gh cnkSyr--You bloody ingrate… you should thank Miyan
instead… It’s because of him that you’re
even alive today…
GUDDU

rw Hkh fdruk Hkksyk gS js ckck---lkai vkSj lisjs es Qjd gh ugha fn[krk
rq>s--- ml gjkeh ds gyd ls fuokyk ugha mrj jgk gksxk vkt--Really Dad? You really think so… ? You still can’t
make out the snake from the snake charmer, can you?
Maqbool must be in mourning today.
KAKA

lkys--You idiot…
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Kaka raises his hand to him but stops.
KAKA

xksfy;ka [kkbZa ge nksukas us ,d nwljs ds fy,--- lehj cgu csVh gS
mldh--- rsjh txg dksbZ vkSj gksrk uk lkys rks vc rd rsjh
rsgjoh fuiV pqdh gksrh--Hush! we’ve taken bullets for each other… Sameera’s
like his own daughter… anybody else in your place
would be buried in cement by now…
Kaka gets angry and goes to the window.
GUDDU

ukVd er dj ckck--- [kkuk [kk--Relax, Dad… Come finish your food…
KAKA

Hkw[k ugha gS--Not hungry any more…
Guddu goes to him with a bite in his hand.
GUDDU

esjs gkFk ls--Let me feed you…
KAKA
(turns)

ns[k xqM~Mw NksVk lk ifjokj gS ;s gekjk--- bleas tgj er
?kksy--- VwV tk,xk--See son… this is all the family we have… Don’t poison
its roots… It’ll break up…
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Guddu takes the bit to his mouth and eats himself. Kaka smiles
and hugs him. Guddu shouts in pain.
CUT TO:
SC. 28
EXT. /DAY/FARM HOUSE

The farmhouse is being given a fresh coat of paint. Labourers
are decorating the exterior with flowers. Maqbool oversees the
preparations.
MAQBOOL

pkpk vHkh ihys okys jgus nks--- yky yxkvks yky--Enough of the yellow flowers now… start on the red
ones…
NIMMI

yxrk gS lkjh eqacbZ ds ckx+ uksp Mkys gSa rqeus--Looks like you’ve mauled all the gardens of Mumbai…
A man brings some kababs on a plate. Maqbool tastes it.
MAQBOOL

rh[kk gS--- dy dksbZ xM+cM+ ubZ pkfg, eq>s--Too spicy… I don’t want any slip-ups tomorrow…
CATERER

ugha Hkjkslk jf[k;s--Be assured, sir…
Nimmi’s mobile rings.
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NIMMI

tku--- okysdqe lyke--- nsf[k;s uk tku--rS;kjh ugha gqbZ gS ;gk¡a--- ;s fe;k¡a vkidk ckrksa dk lkSnkxj gS cl--Greetings, dear… nothing seems to be ready here…
your Miyan’s been just lazing around…
Maqbool is shocked. Nimmi smiles and continues talking.
NIMMI

ugha fcYdqy ugha--- vjs uk Qwy okyksa dk irk gS uk [kkus
okyksa dk irk gS--No sign of the florists or the caterers…
MAQBOOL

vjs--Hey…
NIMMI

[kkunku dh igyh eaxuh gS tgk¡axhj--- ugha ge gSa uk tku--- vjs ge
:d tk,axs ;gk¡¡a jkr dks th--- th vPNk lqfu;s--- dy uk nthZ ls gekjk
'kjkjk t:j ysrs tkb,xk--- gk¡ vPNk [kqnkgkfQt+ tku--It’s the first wedding in the family, Jahangir.
(She listens to Abba ji on the other end.) Don’t worry
now. I’ll just stay back and get everything done. Just get
my dress from the tailor’s tomorrow.
See you.
She hangs up and looks at Maqbool. Maqbool holds her hand.
MAQBOOL

xyk dkV nw¡xk rsjk--I’ll slit your throat…
Nimmi smiles.
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NIMMI

vHkh ugha jkr dks--Not now… later… At night…
CUT TO:
SC. 29
EXT. /DAY/SUNSET/TERRACE- FARM HOUSE

Maqbool is standing alone looking at the sea and sunset. A hand
comes and takes out the pistol tucked in the back of his trousers.
He turns instinctively and finds Nimmi holding the gun at him.
MAQBOOL

vjs D;k gS ;g--- okil nks--What’s all this? Give it back…
She opens the safety lock and smiles.
NIMMI

cksyks--- okil nks esjh tk¡a--Say, ‘Give it back, my love.’
Maqbool tries to take it and it fires in the air. Maqbool is startled,
steps back. Nimmi mischievously smiles and pulls the trigger.
NIMMI

lp eas ekj nw¡xh--- esjh tk¡a cksyks--I’ll seriously do it… first say, ‘my love’…
Maqbool, seething, whispers.
MAQBOOL

esjh tk¡a--‘My love’…
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NIMMI

vglku dj jgs gks--- I;kj ls cksyks uk esjh tk¡a--You can do better than that… say it with some
feeling, please.
Maqbool tries to cool his anger.
MAQBOOL

esjh tk¡a--‘My love’…
NIMMI
(laughs)

,d vkSj ckj--Once more…
MAQBOOL

esjh tk¡a--‘My lurve’…
NIMMI

tk¡a esjh--‘Lurve of my life’…
MAQBOOL

tk¡a esjh--‘Lurve of my life’…
NIMMI

esjh tk¡a--‘My lurve’…
MAQBOOL

esjh tk¡a--‘My lurve’…
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NIMMI

Bhd gS--- Bhd gS esjh tk¡a--Alright… alright… my love…
Nimmi laughs and gives the pistol back. Maqbool slaps her hard
but she laughs more.
MAQBOOL

rw y[kuÅ okil D;w¡ ugh tkrh--- j[kSy dgha dh--Why don’t you just go back to where you came from?
You whore…
Nimmi, still laughing, hugs him.
NIMMI

rqe lkFk pyks rks y[kuÅ D;k vYykg fe;k¡a ds ikl Hkh tkus dks rS;kj
gSa ge--If you’re coming, I’m ready to go anywhere… even to
the great beyond.
She laughs in such a manner that it brings a smile on Maqbool’s
lips too. She hides her face in Maqbool’s arms and just laughs
and laughs. Maqbool lifts her face, and sees it is full of tears. She
hides her face and cries in his arms.
SONG 2 (Rone do): The song starts. Maqbool lifts her in his
arms and takes her into the bedroom. They make love, the whole
night. The song, depicting Nimmi’s emotions for Maqbool, plays
in the background throughout the act.
SC. 30
INT. /DAY/BEDROOM

Nimmi is praying, doing her namaaz. Maqbool is watching her.
She finishes it and looks at Maqbool.
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MAQBOOL

D;k ek¡xk nqvk eas--What did you ask for… ?
NIMMI

;sgh fd gj fnu bl jkr lk chrs--Every day should be like the night that passed…
MAQBOOL

vCck th ds thrs th rks ;s ugha gks ldrk--Not till he’s alive…
NIMMI

vkSj vCck th ds ckn--He won’t live forever…
Maqbool reacts to this line, he looks into her eyes.
CUT TO:
SC. 31
EXT. /DAY/FARM HOUSE

A procession of cars arrives at the farmhouse. Abba ji and
Sameera come out of one car, Kaka and Guddu from the
other. Nimmi comes out and takes Guddu away.
NIMMI

pyks--- pyks--- eaxuh dh jLe ls igys rqe lehjk dk eq¡g Hkh ugha ns[k
ldrs--- le>s--Go in… you can’t see the bride’s face till all the rituals
are over…
She drags him inside, while everyone laughs. Abba ji shouts and
asks.
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ABBA JI

vjs ed”cwy dgk¡ gS--Where the hell is Maqbool?
NIMMI

Nr is fcj;kuh idk jgk gS--He’s cooking biryani for everybody on the terrace.
SC. 32
EXT. /DAY/TERRACE

On the terrace, Maqbool, dressed like a ‘bhatiyara’, is cooking
biryani in a very big vessel. Fresh spices are being pounded, a
couple of small goats are tied nearby. Maqbool is giving intricate
instructions.
MAQBOOL

vPNs ls ihlus dk--- D;k---brus ls yglu esa D;k gksus okyk gS esy;k--bruk gh vkSj dkVks--,sls dkVrs gaS /kfu;k--- ckjhd dkV csVk--- vkSj FkksM+k lk ysds flQZ
ifÙk;k¡a vyx djuk--Grind the spices well… this much garlic won’t do…
add some more… Goddamnit… is this the way to dice
coriander?
He takes the knife and cuts some. He turns to the people working
on the main vessel.
MAQBOOL

vjs gVks pkpk I;kt yx x;h--Oh shit… my onion’s getting singed…
He starts stirring the onion. Abba ji looks at all this with eyes
full of love.
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ABBA JI

vjs esjs y[rsftxj--- b/kj vk--Come here… my best man in the world…
He embraces the reluctant Maqbool, whose clothes are covered
with spice stains.
ABBA JI

fdruh eksgCcr ls idk jgk gS ;kj--- th djrk gS
viuk xks'r idk nw¡ rsjh fcj;kuh eas--Seeing you cook with so much love… I’d readily cut my
heart out and give it you.
Everyone laughs. Dholak beat starts. Cut to sangeet.
SC. 33
INT. /DAY/COURTYARD

Pandit and Purohit arrive for the function. As their taxi draws
up, Purohit gives back to the cabbie his license.
INSP. PUROHIT

;s ys rsjk ykblsal--Here, you can keep your license…
INSP. PANDIT

vc rks ugh yxk,xk uk uks ikfdZax esa xkMh--Next time, watch where you park…
SC. 34
INT. /DAY /HALL - FARM HOUSE

Everyone has a beer mug in his hands. Insp. Pandit is opening
the gift-wraps, while Purohit is explaining and showing the gift
to others. He opens one gold bangle.
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INSP. PUROHIT

dfe'uj lkc--The Commissioner of Police…
A Rolex watch comes out next.
INSP. PUROHIT

vkSj--- cksVh--- Rolex
Boti… Rolex.
INSP. PANDIT

bl ?kM+h ds lkFk cksVh dk cqjk oD+r Hkh [kRe--Hopefully he can put his bad times behind him now…
Everyone laughs. The next gift is a pair of keys.
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INSP. PUROHIT
I;kjh lehjk dks--- ,d 3 bedroom hall with lots of love…

vady Hkkslys---

‘To my dearest Sameera… a small three-bedroom
hall… With lots of love, Uncle Bhosle.’
Everyone is surprised.
KAKA

vady Hkkslys--The great Uncle Bhosle…
ABBA JI

50 lky usrk cksry es can j[kks fQj Hkh iw¡N lh/kh ugh gksxh--- gift
Hkh ljdkjh--These politicians are cheapness personified… even their
gifts are like government donations…
Everyone laughs again.
INSP. PUROHIT
iafMr th vkSj gS? cl [kre---

That seems to be all…
MAQBOOL

vki nksuks [kkyh gkFk vk x,--What about you two? Came emptyhanded again?
Everyone laughs again.
INSP. PANDIT

'kqHk lekpkj yk, gSa uk--- nsolkjs dks dkys ikuh dh ltk gks xbZ--dLVe es Mky fn;k gS mls--We got news… good news… Devsare’s been banished
to the high seas… they’ve put the bugger on
customs duty.
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Purohit whistles. Everyone laughs.
KAKA

vCcw vkidks ;kn gS--- vkidh 'kknh es jsM gqbZ Fkh--Abu… you remember… when the cops raided your
wedding party…
Abba ji laughs.
ABBA JI

lsgjs ls ysdj tkaf?k;k rd mrjok fy;k Fkk lkyksa us--- D;k uke Fkk
dfe'uj dk--The buggers frisked me from head to toe… removed
everything from my turban to my underwear. What was
the name of that commissioner?
KAKA

ns'kikaMs--- ns'kikaMs--- vkSj yky th HkkbZ us vius gkFk ls Hkstk
mMk;k Fkk--- ml gjketkns dk--- vCcw--- vxj vkt yky th HkkbZ
ftaUnk gksrs rks fdruk [kql gksrs--- ugh--Lalji Bhai later blew his head off with his own hands…
I’m really missing him today…
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ABBA JI

;kn er fnyk dkdk--- vukFk yxrk gS gesa muds fcuk--Don’t go there, Kaka… I still feel orphaned
without him…
Pandit smiles and looks at Purohit. Abba ji turns to Purohit.
ABBA JI

rqe yksx lkykas---- fdlh ds lxs ugha gks lkykas--- oks ACP eks;kZ--- lxs
HkkbZ ls T;knk ekurs Fks mls yky th HkkbZ--- Nkrh QkM+ Mkyh
gjkeh us xksfy;ksa lss--You guys are not to be trusted… that ACP Maurya…
Lalji Bhai considered him his own
brother… what did the bugger do? He riddled his
chest with bullets…
KAKA

vCck th ugha--- [kq'kh dk ekSdk gS--- vkt ugha--- vkt ugha--Abbu… not today… Not on such a festive day…
Tears fill up in Abba ji’s eyes. Nimmi enters.
NIMMI

vk¡lw iksfN,--- eksfguh th vkbZ gSa--Wipe your tears… Mohini’s here…
Everyone is surprised, and looks at Maqbool, who smiles back.
CUT TO:
SC. 35
INT. /NIGHT/DANCE HALL

SONG 3 (Jhin min jhini): Mujra starts. Mohini dances and flirts
with Abba ji. Kaka whispers to Maqbool.
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KAKA

vCck th dh ubZ chck--Abbaji’s new squeeze…
Nimmi looks from far at Maqbool. In one corner Pandit is
chatting with Maqbool.
INSP. PANDIT

cp x;k fnyhi dqekj--Dilip Kumar must be thanking his stars…
Maqbool looks at him.
MAQBOOL
dSls---?

What do you mean?
INSP. PANDIT

vaMjoYMZ es uk gksrs rks fQYe LVkj gksrs--- D;k ,DVj gSa vCck th--rhu yksx Fks dejs eas--- yky th HkkbZ] ACP ekS;kZ vkSj vCck th--ftank cps ;s--- csoQk dkSu--- iqfyl--- dqÙkh dkSu--- iqfyl--76

If he hadn’t been in the underworld, Abbaji would have
been a great film star… what an actor he is!! There
were three people in the room… Abbaji, Lalji bhai and
ACP Maurya… the only one who came out alive was
Abbaji… So who are the real turncoats? The cops… ?
Who are the real bastards? The police… ?
The caterer comes.
CATERER

dqckZuh ds fy, cqyk;k gS--They’re ready for the sacrifice…
SC. 36
EXT. /DAY/TERRACE

Nimmi is putting mehndi on the goat’s forehead. She picks up
one of the garlands and puts it around the goat’s neck. She picks
up another garland and turns to Maqbool and wears it herself.
The servants take goats inside the bathroom.
NIMMI

gekjh Hkh dqckZuh dj gh nks vc--- tgk¡xhj dks mldh u;h chck fey
x;h gS--It’s time you sacrificed me too… Jahangir’s got his new
mistress…
Tears fill up her eyes. She turns her face.
NIMMI
(while crying in a choked voice)

fdl eq¡g ls ?kj okil tkÅa--- lcdks irk gS tgk¡xhj dh j[kSy gw¡
eSa---esjs cki dh mez gksxk oks de ls de--- uaxk fdruk f?kukSuk yxrk
gS--- cw vkrh gS mlds cnu ls eq>s--77

Can’t even go back home… Everyone knows I’m
Jahangir’s concubine. He looks so repulsive naked…
must be as old as my father.
She wipes off her tears and turns to Maqbool and looks at him
with firm eyes.
NIMMI

tks gksxk vkt jkr gksxk--- ,d dks ejuk gksxk--- rqEgas--- gesa--- ;k
tgk¡xhj--You’ll have to kill one of us… it’s either you, me or
Jahangir…
The heads of the goats are cut inside the bathroom, blood flows
out of the drain hole.
CUT TO:
SC. 38
INT. /NIGHT/BAR ROOM

Abba ji and Mohini raise their glasses. Everyone is around.
ABBA JI

D;k Qjek jgha Fkh vki--So what were you saying?
Mohini looks at Usman, Abba ji’s bodyguard.
ABBA JI

vjs ;s ed”cwy dk ?kj gS--- ek¡ ds isV dh rjg egQwt+ gS--- tk--- 25
lky ls lkFk gS--- eS vkt ftank gw¡ rks bldh cnkSyr--Relax Usman… this is Maqbool’s house. Safe as a
womb… now go drink some milk…

78

MOHINI
I don’t believe it.
ABBA JI

,s mLeku--- deht+ mrkj viuh--Come here… take off your shirt.
Everybody is amused.
MOHINI
Striptease…

Usman smiles and refuses.
ABBA JI

,s--- 'kekZus dk ugh--- mrkj
Go on… take it off.
As Usman takes off his shirt everyone claps. His whole body has
innumerable bullet marks.
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ABBA JI

dkUnyk ckys fdLls esa 6--- Hk;[kyk es 3--- dksYgkiqj es 4--- ,d xksyh
Nw Hkh ughaa ldh geas--- vkt rd--Turn around… those six in Kandla… three in Byculla…
four in Kolahapur. Not a single one of those could
touch me…
Everyone claps. Abba ji goes emotional.
ABBA JI

,d jke dk guqeku Fks] ,d tgk¡xhj dk mLeku gS--Ram’s disciple was Hanuman, Jahangir’s Usman…
Everyone laughs.
ABBA JI

g¡lus dh ckr ugh gS--- dqN Hkh dj ldrk gS ;s gekjs fy,--dqN Hkh--He can do anything for me.
NIMMI
(smiles)

vPNk--- dqN Hkh--Anything? Really?
ABBA JI
(looks)

dqN Hkh--Anything…
Nimmi puts a bottle of rum in front of him.
NIMMI

fi;ks--Drink this…
Usman refuses. Nimmi looks back at Abba ji and shrugs her
shoulder.
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ABBA JI

fi;ks mLeku--Drink it… Usman…
Usman looks down. Abba ji starts to get angry.
ABBA JI

cksry mBk mLeku--Drink it… Usman…
Usman looks at Abba ji from the corner of his eyes.
ABBA JI
(shouts)

mLeku
Usman…
Usman picks up the bottle. Everybody claps as he gulps down
the bottle. Abba ji gives a devilish smile to Mohini. Maqbool
and Nimmi exchange a look.
CUT
SC. 38
EXT. / NIGHT / LAWNS

Pandit and Purohit are drinking Black Label in the lawns. Pandit
has made the horoscope chart on the table with ‘namkeen’.
INSP. PUROHIT
fpapiksdyh dh Black Label yxrh gS--- lkyh p<+rh gh ugh--- 'kknh
eas ge ysaxs nk: dk contract.

The Black Label seems to be from Chinchpokli…
dosen’t fucking go to the head… For the wedding we
will take the liquor contract…
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INSP. PANDIT

'kknh---?
Wedding…?
Pandit laughs softly, Purohit reacts.
INSP. PUROHIT

D;k gqvk---?
What happened…?
INSP. PANDIT

yM+dh eaxyh gS--- cgqr yk'kksa is ls fonk gksds tk;sxh--The girl is cursed… She will leave behind a trail of
corpses before she is wed…
Purohit smiles and gulps down his drink.
CUT TO:
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SC. 39
EXT. /DAY (MAGIC HOUR)/TERRACE

The ropes that tied the goats are lying on the ground. The blood
on the floor is being washed into the drain. The family Nanny is
supervising the ferrying of the food vessels. Maqbool is standing
in a corner, pensive. A storm is brewing as winds lash the open
terrace.
NANNY

dSlh vthc jkr gS--- ;s ckfj'k ;s ekSle--- 70 lky esa igyh ckj--pyks--- ;k vYykg D;k et+hZ gS rqEgkjh?
Such strange weather… In my seventy years, I’ve never
seen it rain in this month… Lord have mercy…
As they leave, Nimmi walks upto Maqbool.
NIMMI

r; fd;k rqeus?
Have you decided?
MAQBOOL

ge--Hmm?
Maqbbol takes out his gun and puts it on her temple. She doesn’t
flinch. He pulls the trigger. It’s a blank. Nimmi eyes open in a
smile. Maqbool smiles back. The heavens open up just then.
SC. 39A
EXT. /INT. /NIGHT/FARMHOUSE

Pandit and Purohit staring heavenwards as it pours. Everybody
eating and making merry in the central courtyard. Guddu and
Sameera feed each other from the same plate. We see Usman in
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a corner, still drinking and getting high. Nimmi takes Abbaji
inside to sleep. He gives Mohini a good night kiss.
SC. 40

Pandit and Purohit, completely drunk, pissing on the wall.
INSP. PUROHIT

'kfDr dk larqyu cgqr t:jh gS
Power is game of exquisite balance…
INSP. PANDIT

vkx ds fy, ikuh dk Mj cuk jguk pkfg,--You need water to balance out the fire…
INSP. PUROHIT
Ready…
INSP. PANDIT
Steady…

Both – go!
They start making designs on the wall, seeing who can shoot
furthest. Maqbool on the terrace is watching this from a distance.
He turns around to see that the blood in the corner has still not
been washed off. He shouts for someone.
MAQBOOL

jketq--- vgen--Ramzu… Ahmed…
A help comes running.
MAQBOOL

;g [kwu lkQ D;ksa ugha fd;k vHkh rd--Why has the blood not been washed off?
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AHMED

lkQ rks gS ckck--It’s been washed, sir…
He looks at the floor again and this time, there is no blood.
MAQBOOL

Bhd gS tkvks--Fine… leave…
The help scurries off. Maqbool looks back at the floor and sees
fresh blood again. He’s losing his mind.
SC. 41
INT. /NIGHT/CORRIDOR

In the middle of the night, Maqbool comes out dressed in his
night clothes.
SC. 41A
INT. /NIGHT/FARMHOUSE VARIOUS

Maqbool slowly walks across the lawn. Flashes of Abbaji’s
lovemaking with Nimmi jostle with his own memories of her.
The music grows to a fever pitch and suddenly comes to a
complete stop. Maqbool is standing outside Abbaji’s room.
Usman is drugged out. Maqbool steals Usman’s pistol and sneaks
into the room.
SC. 41B
INT. /NIGHT/ABBA JI’S ROOM (FARMHOUSE)

Nimmi is wide awake. Maqbool stands over the bed. They look
at Abbaji, who is in deep slumber. A moment of decision as
they lock eyes. Maqbool removes the silencer and fixes it over
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Usman’s pistol. He tears his eyes away as he pulls the trigger.
Blood splashes on Nimmi’s face as the bullet pierces through
Abbaji’s heart. A beat. Suddenly, Abbaji’s eyes open and he
clambers out of bed. Maqbool and Nimmi are paralysed with
fear. Abbaji tries to get up but crumples into a heap on the floor,
lifeless.
SC. 41C

Cut outside as Maqbool places the gun in Usman’s hand, back
in position.
SC. 41D

Back inside, Nimmi takes out Abbaji’s gun from underneath his
pillow. In the still night, we see Nimmi at the window. She points
the gun in the air and shoots.
SC. 41G

Outside Abbaji’s room, the drugged Usman wakes up with a
start. Blindly, on instinct, he picks up the gun in his lap and
blunders into the room.
SC. 41H

Inside the room, Nimmi is waiting calmly with the gun pointed at
the door. Usman looks confused. Nimmi shoots him in the chest.
SC. 42

There is a furore in the house as people start rushing towards
Abbaji’s room. Maqbool is the third to enter. They stop and
stare at the dead Usman with the gun in his hand, and Nimmi,
still shivering, holding up Abbaji’s gun. Fade out.
INTERMISSION
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SC. 46
EXT. /DAY/FARM HOUSE

A line of cars dots the dusty terrain. Maqbool’s caravan
stops outside the farmhouse. A boy shouts from the terrace,
announcing their arrival. The gunmen run outside the house
and take position. Maqbool’s men get off the cars and do the
same. It’s a Mexican stand-off. Maqbool coolly gets down from
his sedan and walks towards the gate. He takes out his gun and
drops it to the ground. He asks his men to wait outside.

CUT TO:
SC. 47
INT. /DAY/FARM HOUSE

Maqbool and Thapa enter the courtyard. Kaka, Guddu and Boti
sit around, serious. Nobody greets him. Maqbool’s eyes meet
Boti’s. Maqbool opens his arms to embrace Kaka. Kaka refuses.
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MAQBOOL

dkdk--Kaka…
KAKA

okil tk--Go back…
Maqbool tries to put his hand on Kaka’s shoulder. Kaka shrugs
him away.
KAKA

er--- Nw er--- rsjs ls cksyk okil tk--- okil tk lkys--Don’t touch me… just go…
Kaka storms off. Maqbool follows him. Guddu comes in the
way. Maqbool stops for a while and pushes him away. On cue,
Guddu’s men take out their guns. Maqbool looks at them, eyes
blazing. He turns to Guddu.
MAQBOOL

HkkbZ;ksa ds chp eas dksbZ vk,xk ugha--I’m going to speak to my brother and nobody’s going to
come in our way…
He goes to the roof. Kaka stands in a corner, crying.
MAQBOOL

dkdk vks;s dkdk--Kaka…
Kaka turns, his eyes red.
KAKA

D;k fey x;k rq>s vCcw dh txg ysds lkys?
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What did you get by getting rid of Abba ji?
MAQBOOL

ogh rks eS Hkh tkuuk pkgrk gw¡a dkdk D;k feyk eq>s--- 25 lky dqÙks
dh rjg lkyh oQknkjh dh--- xksyh [kk;h xys dkVs--- ;g fnu ns[kus ds
fy,--- rw Hkh ;gh lksprk gS fd vCck th dks--You tell me… would I kill somebody I served like a dog
for twenty-five long years… I could kill for him… even
die for him if he’d asked… and even you think
I killed him… ??
Kaka wipes his tears.
KAKA

irk ugha--I don’t know anything any more…
Maqbool turns Kaka around and punches him on his face. Kaka
falls on the ground. He charges towards Maqbool in anger.
Maqbool takes out a small Mauser, tucked in his undershirt,
and puts it on Kaka’s forehead.
MAQBOOL

vc cksy--- irk gS fd ugha--Now tell me… do you know or not?
Kaka is fuming out of anger and helplessness. Guddu and Boti
enter, cocking their guns. Maqbool is all fury as he threatens to
pull the trigger.
MAQBOOL

vc cksy--- irk gS fd ugha--Look here… do you know or not?
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He suddenly takes Kaka’s palm and puts the gun in it. Kaka is
surprised. Maqbool opens his arms.
MAQBOOL

b/kj ns[k--- b/kj ns[k dkds--- b/kj ns[k--- ;k rks xksyh ekj ;k xys
vk ds fey--Look here… do you know or not? Now either shoot me
or come hug me…
Kaka staggers ahead and embraces Maqbool. He just cries and
cries in his arms. Guddu is not happy with this turn of affairs.
CUT TO:
SC. 48
EXT. /NIGHT /

Sameera is sitting next to the balcony in her room, looking sadly
at the faded colour of mehndi on her palms. Tears rolls off her
eyes. Maqbool comes from the back.
MAQBOOL

cgqr gks x;k ;s jksuk&/kksuk--- lkeku ck¡a/k vkSj tkus dh rS;kjh dj--That’s enough mourning for a lifetime… pack your
bags… You’re leaving…
Sameera is surprised.
MAQBOOL

xqM~Mw vk jgk gS--- dy fu;kt+ is--Guddu’s coming for the memorial service tomorrow…
A ray of hope shimmers in Sameera’s eyes, which are full of tears.
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CUT TO:
EXT. /CHINNA’S HOUSE/DAY

Pandit, Purohit and Chinna are sitting around. A religious
ceremony is going on in the background.
Purohit closes his fingers and shows him his fist.
INSP. PUROHIT

;g D;k gS lkspks--What is this, brother?
Chinna looks askance.
INSP. PUROHIT

'kfDr--- ikoj--Strength… Power…
He now opens the fist and spreads his palm.
INSP. PUROHIT

vkSj ;g D;k gS--And this… ?
INSP. PANDIT

fHk[kkjh dk dVksjk--A begging bowl…
They both chuckle at their own joke.
INSP. PUROHIT

vUuk--- Vkbe es lkFk fey ds jgus dk gS--This is the time to stay united… brother…
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SHETTY

pkyhl fnu gks x;s--- vc rd ugh irk pyk dkSu Fkk--It’s been forty days… we still don’t know who did it…
CUT TO:
SC. 45
INT. /DAY/SALOON

Pandit and Purohit chat up Tawde inside a salon.
INSP. PANDIT

HkbZ dejs esa rhu yksx Fks--- vCck th--- mleku vkSj--There were three people in the room…
Usman, Abba ji and…
Purohit hides a smirk as Pandit stops mid-sentence.
INSP. PANDIT

[kSj dk fu;kt+ gS--- tks ed”cwy dks d”cwy ugha djsxk oks dkfry--Anyway, tomorrow’s the service. Whoever doesn’t turn
up for it, is the murderer…
Tawde, who’s getting a face massage, pipes up.
TAWDE

lquk gS fuEeh vkSj fe;k¡a lkFk lksrs gSa--Is it true Nimmi and Maqbool are sleeping together?
INSP. PUROHIT

HkkÅ--- oks lkFk lksrs gS lkFk tkxrs gS mldk /ka/ks ls D;k ysuk nsuk--That has nothing to do with the business, brother…
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INSP. PANDIT

/ka/ks ds mlwy ls rks--- vCck fd gj pht vc fe;k¡ dh gS--- pkgs csVh
gks pkgs j[kSy--And the rules of business dictate that whatever was
Abba ji’s once, is now Maqbool’s to keep… be it
daughter or whore…
CUT TO:
SC. 49
INT. /DAY/MAQBOOL’S ROOM

Maqbool is praying, doing the namaaz. Nimmi enters, looks
furious.
NIMMI

fe;k¡--Miyan…
Maqbool does not respond and keeps on praying.
NIMMI

liksys dks nw/k er fiyk fe;k¡a--- nk¡ar fudyrs gh rq>s
Mlsxk lcls igys--Miyan… don’t usher the snake in… he’ll be the first to
bite you…
Maqbool completes his prayers and opens his eyes.
MAQBOOL

fu;kt+ dh rS;kjh gqbZ?
Is everything ready downstairs?
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NIMMI

xqM~Mw bl ?kj ls gekjh yk'k is ls py dj vk,xk 'kke dks--Guddu will have to walk over my corpse to enter this
house…
Maqbool looks up at Nimmi.
MAQBOOL

'kke gksus rks ns fuEek--We’ll see who walks over whose corpse…
Nimmi looks into his eyes. Maqbool’s eyes have the smile of a
ruthless animal.
NIMMI

vk;rsa ;kn gS rqEgas--You know all the prayers by heart?
MAQBOOL

gk¡--- D;w¡--Ya… why?
NIMMI

igys dHkh ns[kk ugha uk uekt+ is--- cgqr eklwe yxrs gks--Never seen you in prayer before… you look like a
baby…
She hugs him tightly.
CUT TO:
INT. /HAVELI/MORNING

Maqbool, Shetty, Boti, Tawde and others sit in a pensive mood
at the dining table before the peace prayers for Abba ji begin.
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MAQBOOL

eSa dksbZ tksj t+cjnLrh ls ;s txg ugha ys jgk gw¡--- fdlh dks dqN
cksyuk gS rks cksys--- vHkh eq>s cksys--I have not taken this authority by any force… If anyone
has anything to say, speak now…
TAWDE

dkdk vkSj xqM~Mw ugha vk;s gSa vHkh--Kaka and Guddu have not arrived yet…
MAQBOOL

rw viuk cksy--Speak for yourself…
SHETTY

ns[kks fe;k¡ rq> eas ge lc dks fo'okl gS--- ge lc dks--- blh fnu dh
rkd esa cSBk gS ikysdj--- ,d QwV iM+h ugha fd ljdkj fxj tk,xh--vkSj fey dj jgs rks t; egkjk"Vª--95

Miyan, we all have faith in you… All of us…
Palekar is looking for an opportunity, one crack and
he will topple our government… If we are united then
Maharashtra stays united, Hail Maharashtra…!
CUT TO:
EXT. /INT. /CAR/HIGHWAY

Kaka and Guddu travel to the haveli with their henchmen.
Guddu looks upset and turns up the music. Kaka kicks the system
shut. Guddu lashes out at his father.
GUDDU

BaM j[k ckck--- rsjh otg ls py jgk gw¡a eSa le>k--- tk ekFkk Vsd
eafnj eas--Calm down, old man. It’s only because of you that I’m
going there. Now, go and pay your respects…
The car stops outside an old temple by the road. As Kaka leaves,
Guddu calls out.
GUDDU

vkSj lqu--- dqN cq)h ek¡x ys vius fy,--And ask God to knock some sense into your
senile head…
As they wait around, one of the men comments that Kaka’s been
gone too long. Suddenly, there’s an attack on their cavalcade.
Kaka dies in the ambush. Guddu retaliates but he is outnumbered.
He somehow manages to give the attackers the slip and escapes.
SC. 50
INT. /DAY (LATE EVENING)/HALL

The prayers for Abba ji start at Abba ji’s haveli. At home we
see everyone including Minister Bhosle, Chinna, Tawde, Boti,
96

Nimmi and Sameera and all other gang members. Sameera is
looking at her watch impatiently. Maqbool prays for Abba ji’s
soul.
MAQBOOL

vYykg vCckth dh :g dks lqdqu igq¡pk;s mUgsa tUur ulhc djs--Wherever he is… he should accept our prayers.
The maulvi puts a hand on Maqbool’s head to bless him. The
fumes from the incense sticks float towards Nimmi, making her
uncomfortable. The maulana continues with his prayers when
suddenly Nimmi shrieks. Maqbool’s eyes open.
NIMMI

fe;k¡a---!!
Miyan…!!
Maqbool and the others turn around. Pandit and Purohit walk
in, carrying the bloodied body of Kaka into the courtyard. There
is a collective hush as everybody is shocked.
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INSP. PUROHIT

fe;k¡a--- dkyh ds eafnj esa--Found him at the temple…
INSP. PANDIT

ekrk ds lkeus--Right in front of the mother goddess…
INSP. PUROHIT

ftUnk Fkk ysfdu vLirky igq¡aprs igq¡aprs--He was still alive but didn’t make it to the hospital…
INSP. PANDIT

jkLrs Hkj cqncqnkrk jgk--- gosyh is py--- gosyh is py--Kept blabbering all the way… ‘Take me to the
mansion…’
CHINNA

dkSu Fkk
Who did it?
MAQBOOL

dkSu Fkk? dkSu gksxk? gjkeh tUkk Fkk lkys us--- vjs dkds!
Who the hell do you think it was? That bastard son of
his… who else??
TAWDE

xqM~Mw--- ujd es Hkh txg ugh feysxk dqRj;k dks--Guddu… that dog won’t even get a place in hell…
Everybody’s shocked at Maqbool’s accusation but nobody says a
word. Sameera runs inside, crying. Maqbool bends down to have
one last look at Kaka. Suddenly Kaka’s dead eyes open. He turns
his face and looks straight at Maqbool. Maqbool is shocked to
the core. He stumbles back, his eyes pale with fear.
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MAQBOOL

ys ds tkvks mldks ;gk¡¡ ls--- ;g ftank gS--- vk¡[k [kqqyh mldh--- bldks
ysds tkvks ;gk¡¡a ls--Take him away… he’s alive. Why did you get him here?
Take him away.
Nimmi tries to calm him down. Everybody is looking at Maqbool
now as he shivers with fear.
NIMMI

fe;k¡a--- fe;k¡--- ej x;k gS dkdk--- ej pqdk gS oks--- ej pqdk gS
dkdk--- fe;k¡a--He’s dead, Miyan… See, he’s not moving. Kaka’s dead.
Maqbool looks again. Kaka’s lifeless body lies on the ground.
Maqbool gets conscious of the surroundings and composes
himself.
CUT TO:
SC. 51
INT. /NIGHT/POLICE VAN

Purohit and Boti are drinking inside the van parked in front of
a temple.
BOTI

pwfr;k cukrk gS lkyk--- viuss cki dks mM+k;sxk dksbZ?
He thinks we are all dunces… Who in his right mind
would kill his own father?
INSP. PUROHIT

bruk T;knk ;kn er fd;k dj cki dks--- oD+r ls igys ojuk mlds
ikl igq¡p tk,xk---
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Don’t miss your dad so much… you might just meet
him before your time.
Pandit has a thali in his hand and puts tika on Purohit’s forehead
and turns to Boti. He slowly whispers while putting the tika.
Fear emerges in Boti’s eyes. Purohit asks in a firm tone.
INSP. PANDIT

xqM~Mw dgk¡ gS--Where is Guddu?
Boti is quiet. Purohit takes out Boti’s gun. Boti is shocked.
Purohit asks the driver to leave.
The gate of the van is also closed.

INSP. PUROHIT

cksy crk ns--- crk ns dgk¡ gS xM~Mw---?
Don’t be such a diva… tell us where Guddu is.
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BOTI

ugha irk--- eq>s ugha irk--Don’t know… I swear.
Purohit puts the barrel inside his nose.
INSP. PANDIT
lp---?

Really… ?
Boti is scared but quiet. Pandit smiles.
BOTI

lp--- eq>s ugha irk--Really… I don’t know…
INSP. PANDIT
vCnqy pkpk ds ;gk¡¡? eSeu eqgYyk eas?

At Abdul Chacha’s … in that old Muslim
neighbourhood… No?
Boti turns with a jerk. Driver stops the van.
INSP. PUROHIT

, xkM+h jksd--- py mrj uhps--Get off…
Boti is trembling out of fear. He gets down from the van.
INSP. PUROHIT

py Hkkx--Now scram…
INSP. PANDIT

py--- py Hkkx--Move it… run.
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Boti runs for his life. We stay on Boti’s back, which is wet
with sweat. Suddenly Boti falls but he quickly gets up and
starts running harder than ever. We can hear Pandit shouting
^Hkkx---Hkkx ¥ (run… run) at a distance. Boti gets out of sight but no
shots are fired.
INSP. PUROHIT

NksM+ D;w¡ fn;k mls--Why the hell did you let him go?
INSP. PANDIT
(smiles)

'kfDr dk larqyu cgksr t:jh gS lalkj esa--- vkx ds fy, ikuh dk Mj
cuk jguk pkfg,--Power is game of exquisite balance… You need water
to balance out the fire…
CUT TO:
SC. 52
INT. /NIGHT/BED

Nimmi is lying calmly inside the quilt and Maqbool is brushing
her hair. He stops and asks:
MAQBOOL

bl ckj eghuk gqvk rqEgkjk--Have you had your period this month?
She opens her eyes with a jerk and looks at him.
CUT TO:
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SC. 53
INT. /DAY/ABBA JI’S HAVELI

Maqbool is sitting on Abba ji’s place and making a paan for
himself. Pandit is showing him the horoscope chart.
INSP. PANDIT

fe;k¡a vkidk xq: ddZ jk'kh es vk x;k--- vc vkidk dksbZ dqN ugh
m[kkM+ ldrk--Your stars have entered the House of Jupiter… nobody
can dare touch you now…
MAQBOOL

vkSj xqM~Mw--- mldks <w¡a< ds fudkyks--- tYnh--What happened about Guddu? Hunt him down… I
want that bugger…
Nimmi enters running with an envelope in her hand, calling
Maqbool’s name
NIMMI

fe;k¡a--- fe;k¡a--- eqckjd gks--Miyan… congratulations…
She looks cheerful. Nimmi lovingly slaps Maqbool with the
envelope, forgetting Pandit and Purohit’s presence.
NIMMI

cki cuus okys gks rqe--You are going to become a father…
Pandit and Purohit get up and congratulate Maqbool.
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PANDIT + PUROHIT

eqckjd gks fe;k¡a--Congratulations, Miyan… !
As they leave she puts his hand on her stomach.
NIMMI

rhu eghus dk gS--It’s already three months old…
Maqbool’s expression changes. He pulls his hand back.
MAQBOOL

rqe vkf[kjh ckj tgk¡xhj ds lkFk dc lksbZ Fkha--When was the last time you slept with Abba ji?
Nimmi’s smile vanishes. She tries to hide the rage in her eyes.
Maqbool is numb, he frees his hand and tries to move. Nimmi
holds him again.
NIMMI

rqEgkjk gS fe;k¡a--It’s yours, Miyan…
Maqbool frees himself and walks out. Nimmi runs and holds
Maqbool.
NIMMI

rqe dgks rks fxjk nsrs gaS bls--We’ll get rid of it if you want…
She cries and hides her face in his arms. Maqbool gently pats
her down.
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CUT TO:
SC. 54
INT. /NIGHT/SAMEERA’S ROOM

Sameera opens the door and finds Maqbool standing in front
of her. Sameera’s eyes are red as she has been crying for hours.
Maqbool gently embraces her. She does not respond.
MAQBOOL
cgqr ;kn vk jgh gS xqM~Mw dh? vCck th dks ekjk gS mlus--- gekjs

vCck dks--- eSa t+cku nsrk gw¡a NksMawxk ugha mls---

Still thinking about Guddu? He’s killed your father…
our father… I promise you I won’t leave that bastard…
There is hate in Sameera’s eyes for Maqbool. She does not believe
him. She has a smile on her lips ridiculing his concern.
MAQBOOL

eS rsjs fy, mlls Hkh vPNk yM+dk <wa<waxk--I’ll find a better match for you…
Maqbool leaves. She closes the door, her eyes full of tears, runs
towards her bed, puts her face in the pillow and starts howling.
She takes out Guddu’s photograph and looks at it while crying.
The music fades in.
SONG 5: The song of separation starts, discovering the
relationship of Guddu and Sameera. The complete montage
starting from their childhood to falling in love. The time lapse.
Fade out.
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SC. 55
EXT. /DAY/OLD MUSLIM NEIGHBOURHOOD

Pandit has spread the kebabs on the bonnet of his van as he
predicts the charts. Purohit goes to eat one but Pandit ticks him
off.
INSP. PANDIT

v;s v;s--- 'kqØ er [kk--- eaxy ys--Hey, hey! … don’t eat Venus… here… eat Mars…
Purohit smiles and goes to pick another.
INSP. PANDIT

vcs D;k dj jgk gS ;g 'kfu gS--What the hell… That’s Saturn…
INSP. PUROHIT

vxj ;g 'kfu eSa [kk ysrk rks D;k gks tkrk--What if I’d eaten Saturn up?
INSP. PANDIT

vkneh 'kfu dks ugh--- 'kfu vkneh dks [kkrk gS---vkSj bu
fnukas cgqr Hkw[kk gS ;g...
We don’t eat Saturn… Saturn eats us, and these
days it’s famished…
INSP. PUROHIT

fdls [kk,xk--Who is it going to eat?
INSP. PANDIT

fdls f[kykuk gS--Who do you want eaten?
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They both chuckle. Just then a car drives up. The window comes
down, we see Palekar inside, dressed in civvies.
PALEKAR

lkc--- ;g uklhj dk <kck dgk¡a gS?
Excuse me… do you know where Nasir’s hotel is?
INSP. PANDIT

fe;k¡a dckc [kkuk gS rks vcnqy ds <kcs esa [kkvks--- nqvk nksxs gesa--If it’s kebabs you’re after, try Abdul’s eatery… you
won’t be disappointed…
Palekar smiles. The car moves on.
INSP. PANDIT

larqyu cu jgk gS--The balance of power… it’s shifting.
CUT TO:
SC. 56
INT. /DAY/ABDUL’S EATERY

Palekar sits opposite Guddu and Boti at a ramshackle eatery. He
is chomping kebabs as he speaks.
PALEKAR

lh[k uk gks--- rks dckc dSls Hkwwuksxs--- gqg--- vkS rqe rks ;g Hkh tkurs
gks--- ml ?kj es xks'r [kku ls vkrk gS--- cdjs [kku dkVs gS--Without a proper skewer, you can’t make
kebabs as good as this… plus you know everything
about that house… where the goats are bled… where
the meat comes from…
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Palekar turns to address the waiter.
PALEKAR

pkpk cgqr cf<+;k--- vkSj ,d IysV--- vkSj pVuh T;knk dkank de--Good stuff, Man… get me one more plate of this… and
less onion and more chutney.
PALEKAR

cl ,d ed”cwy gS tks xse iyVk ldrk gS--- flQZ Ns fnu--- flQZ Ns
fnu es ljdkj fxj tk,xh--- uaxk ukpsxk Hkkslys fo/kku lHkk esas--Maqbool is the only person who can foil this plan…
If you guys back me, I’ll topple this government in
six days flat… Bhosle will be stripped naked in the
assembly a week from now.
BOTI

geas D;k feysxk?
What will we get in return?
PALEKAR

ek¡xus rks eaaS vk;k gw¡a rqEgkjs ikl--- rqe ed+cwy dh VaxM+h dkVks--eS eqaMh is yxrk gw¡a--Listen… I’m the one who’s come here asking… let’s
join hands… you cripple Maqbool’s businesses from
down to up… I’ll start working from up to down.
SC. 57
INT. /DAY/SALOON

Tawde is in his favourite barber’s chair, getting ready for his
shave. Suddenly he feels something sharp at his throat. A smear
of red trickles out. Tawde screams out at the attendant.

108

TAWDE

ns[k ds cuk lkyk--Watch where you’re going…
His voice trails off as he sees Guddu standing above him with the
blade glistening in his hand. Cut to Tawde’s ghostly expression.
INT. /NIGHT /MAQBOOL’S HOUSE

Maqbool picks up the phone in the middle of the night. The scene
is intercut between Chinna and Maqbool.
CHINNA

gsyks--- gsyks--- fe;k¡a--- Fkkuk iuosy vecjukFk dkyck--- gj txg is
VkjxsV gqvk--Miyan… Thana, Panvel, Kalba, Ambarnath… each and
every stronghold of ours has been ambushed…
CHINNA

viuk rkoM+s Hkh vkWQ gks x;k-They got Tawde too…
Maqbool gets out of bed with a start. Nimmi’s not next to him.
MAQBOOL
dkSu Fkk? fdlus fd;k---

Who was it? Who did all this?
SHETTY

irk ugh-- Hkkslys dh Hkh-No idea… Bhosle’s also in deep shit…
Maqbool hears Nimmi crying somewhere. He follows the sound.
He can’t hear what Chinna is saying anymore.
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MAQBOOL
fuEeh--- fuEeh--- ( back to Chinna) D;k?

Nimmi… Nimmi… ( back to Chinna) What were
you saying?
SHETTY
Hkkslys dh Hkh pksjh gqqb gS--- 15 MLA xk;c gS mlds--- cqyk;k gS

vkidks vHkh---

Fifteen of his MLAs have gone missing… Bhosle’s
called for you right now.
Maqbool reaches the balcony and finds Nimmi sitting in a
corner, sobbing.
MAQBOOL

fuEeh!--- lqu rw lEHkky--- eS ugh vk ldrk--Nimmi!… you guys handle it… I can’t come right now.
He shuts the phone. Chinna turns to his henchman and cries out
in despair.
CHINNA

fe;k¡a--- ml jk¡M ds pDdj es lcdks ejok,xk lkyk--That whore will be the death of us all…
The henchman shoots Chinna in mid-sentence and walks out.
SC. 55A
EXT. /NIGHT/BALCONY

Nimmi sobs quietly as Maqbool lifts her face.
MAQBOOL
D;k gqvk?

What happened, dear?
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Nimmi looks totally stressed, her eyes have a manic air about
them.
NIMMI

ugha lksus nsrk geas--Won’t let me sleep…
MAQBOOL

dkSu
Who?
Nimmi slaps her stomach.
NIMMI

;s--Him…
Maqbool smiles and lovingly pats her stomach.
MAQBOOL

v;s--- v;s--- [kcjnkj--- gSjku djrk gS rw gekjh tku dks--- gaq? pyks
lks tkvks vPNs cPps dh rjg--- ,dne--Shush… Don’t harass my sweetheart… go to sleep like
a good baby… sleep now…
Nimmi cries louder.
NIRNMI

ubZ ubZ ubZ lks,xk ;g--- ges'kk jksrs jgrk gS--- jksrs jgrk gS--No… he won’t sleep… keeps wailing all the time.
Maqbool brushes her hair.
MAQBOOL

rq>s lqukbZ nsrk gS ixyh--Dodo… you can hear him cry or what?
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NIMMI

gk¡a--- fnu jkr gesa bldk jksuk lquk;h nsrk gS--- blds cki dks
ekjk gS uk geus--Ya… I can hear him cry all day… we killed his father,
after all…
Maqbool’s eyes go cold. He slaps Nimmi hard.
MAQBOOL

bldk cki ftank gS Hkh--- ;g cPpk esjk gS--- le>h--His father is alive… this is my child… get that inside
your bloody head…
Nimmi curls up in fear.
CUT TO:
EXT./ DAY/GUEST HOUSE

A news report announces that the government is in trouble. The
ruling party has accused Palekar of hijacking fifteen of their
MLAs and taking them to an undisclosed location.
A posse of journalists has converged upon the entrance as
Palekar’s PA fends off their questions.

PALEKAR’S P.A.

'kkar gks tk;as--- 'kkar gks tk;as--- vjs ugha HkkbZ ugha--- nsf[k;s ns'k fd
lsok djrs djrs Fkd tkrs gSa--- ;g Hkh rks bUlku gh gS uk--- dksbZ
tksj t+cjnLrh ugha yk;k x;k gS--- vkjke djus vk, gaS--- gksyhMs--- os
nsf[k,--- os nsf[k, fdruk mYykflr gaS--Calm down please… see… even they get tired of
working day in and day out. After all, everybody’s
human. Nobody was forced… they’ve just come for a
little R & R… See… how happy they all look.
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The cameras train themselves on the politicians, basking in the
sun, on the terrace. They all wave at the cameras.
This is being viewed on TV by Bhosle and Maqbool. Camera
travels inside the house and catches them sitting quietly.
Maqbool shakes his head.
MAQBOOL
30 djksM+??!

30 crores??!
Bhosle puts some ice cubes in his drink.
BHOSLE

gk¡--- 30 [kks[kk--- vxj ljdkj cpkuh gS--- rks ikysdj dk Mcy
nsuk iM+sxk--Ya… 30 crores… if we are to save the government, we
have to pay double of what Palekar’s offering…
MAQBOOL

fpUuk rkoM+s vkWQ gks x, gSa--- QSeyh dks nqckjk cukus esa FkksM+k oD+r
yxsxk uk HkkÅ--Chinna, Tawde have been snuffed out… I’ll need time
to rebuild the gang.
Bhosle changes his tone.
BHOSLE

vkSj vxj ikysdj ikoj es vk, u--- rks lols igys rw vUnj tk,xk
rw--- le>k--If Palekar comes to power, you’ll be the first to be
hauled behind bars…
Maqbool is at his wit’s end.
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MAQBOOL

vHkh rhu fnu esa dgk¡ ls vk,xk 30 djksM+?
Now, where do I get 30 crores in three days’ time?
Bhosle finishes taking a sip of whisky.
BHOSLE

viuh fuEek ls tk ds iwN--Why don’t you go ask your Dear Nimma?
Maqbool loses it and charges towards Bhosle. Bhosle smiles and
grabs his hand.
BHOSLE

;s rsoj ogk¡ fn[kk tgk¡ t:jr gS--- le>k--Go show this anger where it’s really needed…
Cut to Maqbool’s face. The worry lines are loud and clear.
CUT
SC. 60
INT. /DAY/POLICE STATION

Purohit is torturing a criminal who is hanged upside down in the
lock-up. Maqbool enters the police station with his men. Some
havaldars try to stop him. He slaps one so hard that he bangs
into the wall, others leave the way. Maqbool enters inside the
lock-up and holds Purohit’s stick. Purohit is zapped.
INSP. PUROHIT

fe;k¡ vki ;gk¡a--- eq>s cqyk fy;k gksrk--Miyan… you here! You should have just called for us.
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MAQBOOL

ed+cwy dh ck¡ch esa fdlus gkFk Mkyk gS---?
Who has dared to mess with Maqbool’s domain?
Purohit falls on his feet.
INSP. PUROHIT

fe;k¡ eSa ogh iwN jgk Fkk bl lkys ls--- ;s dqN mxyrk gh ugha
fe;k¡ eaS D;k d:¡--I don’t know Miyan… honestly… I was asking him the
same thing… but he doesn’t squeal…
MAQBOOL

dkSu Fkk?
Who was it?
INSP. PUROHIT

fe;k¡ eaS bruh nsj ls iwN jgk gw¡ lkyk dqN cksyrk gh ugh gS--- rqEgkjs
lkeus iwNk gw¡ eSa--- fe;k¡ rqEgkjs lkeus iwNk gw¡--I swear Miyan… I have no idea… I’ve been asking this
sonuvabitch for the last three hours… bugger just won’t
spill…
Suddenly Purohit gets up, takes the gun from the havaldar and
starts beating the criminal brutally with its butt.
He reverses the gun and shoots the criminal. He turns to
Maqbool with folded hands.
Maqbool puts the gun on his forehead again.
MAQBOOL
dkSu Fkk?

Who was it?
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INSP. PUROHIT

tYnh irk py tk,xk fe;k¡--- tYnh irk py tk,xk--We will find out very soon, Miyan… very soon…
Pandit’s voice comes from the corner.
INSP. PANDIT

xqM~Mq vkSj cksVh vc cPps ugh jgs fe;k¡--Guddu and Boti are not kids any longer…
Maqbool walks towards Pandit who has made the horoscope
on the floor with the blood of the shot criminal. Maqbool sits
against the horoscope.
INSP. PANDIT

lkjk nks"k jkgq vkSj panzek dk gS--It’s all the moon’s fault…
INSP. PUROHIT

ugh--- vCck th dk gh] [kqn rks pys x;s vkSj cksVh dks NksM+ x;s gekjs
fe;k¡ dh dcj [kksnus ds fy,--No… it’s Abba ji’s fault… He let off Boti to prepare
Miyan’s last rites…
INSP. PANDIT

fiNys 2 eghus es lkys pank ekek us fLFkfr cny yh gS--- rhu fnu ckn
xzg.k gS--- cl ;s Vy tk,--The moon has been really fickle these last two
months… there’s an eclipse in three days’ time… we
should bide our time till that passes.
MAQBOOL

30 [kks[kk pkfg, eq>s--- rsjs bl xzg.k ls igys--I need thirty crores before your eclipse appears…
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Everyone is stunned. Purohit whispers to Maqbool.
INSP. PUROHIT
fdruk?

How much… ?
CUT TO:
SC. 61
EXT. /NIGHT/BEACHFRONT

Pandit has made a giant horoscope on the sand. Purohit chomps
away at a cob.
Maqbool sits at the head of the chart. Pandit smiles and looks
into the horoscope.
INSP. PANDIT

80 lky igys iM+k Fkk ,slk xzg.k--- cMs+ cMs+ Mwc x;s Fks--80 years back, an eclipse of this proportion appeared…
it swept away the best of the best…
MAQBOOL

eS Mwcw¡xk dh cpw¡xk--Will I sink or swim?
INSP. PUROHIT

cpksxs fe;k¡ cpksxs--- Mwc dSls ldrs gks--- iqfyl rqEgkjs lkFk gS--Hkkslys rwEgkjs ihNs gS--- jgk xqM~Mq vkSj cksVh--- lqog rd nksukas dh yk'k
rqEgkjs dneksa eas iM+h gksxh--- ugh rks cksnh dVok nw¡xk lkyh--Who has the gall to sink you Miyan? Bhosle’s behind
you… the cops are with you… That leaves Guddu and
Boti… If I don’t grab them by tomorrow, I’ll shave my
head off…
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Maqbool turns to Pandit.
MAQBOOL

vksds--- eSa Mwcw¡xk dh cpw¡xk--Will I sink or swim?
INSP. PANDIT
(smiles)

vc nfj;k [kqn py ds rsjs ?kj vk,xk fe;k¡ rks rw Mwcsxk--If the sea comes into your house, obviously you’ll
sink…
INSP. PUROHIT

nfj;k py ds vk,xk? iSny vk,xk fd xkM+h esa--The sea will come… how… by car or on foot?
INSP. PANDIT

D;ksa gokbZ tgkt ls Hkh vk ldrk gS--Why? It can even take a private jet?
INSP. PUROHIT

nfj;k ?kj is vk,xk---njckts is ?kaVh ctk,sxk--The sea will come… press the door bell and announce
itself…
INSP. PANDIT

fMax Mk¡x fMax Mk¡xA
‘Ding Dong… Who’s there?’
INSP. PUROHIT

gSyks--- fe;k¡th ?kj is gaS?
‘Hello everybody… is Miyanji at home?’
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INSP. PUROHIT
dkSu?

‘Who is it?’
Suddenly Purohit gets serious.
INSP. PUROHIT

eSa gq¡ th nfj;k---Mqckus vkbZ gw¡--- cMh nwj ls vkbZ gq¡--- nfj;k vk,s--Mqckus vk,s--‘I’m the big blue choppy sea… I have come from far to
sink the whole lot of you…’

blls igys ds nfj;k rsjs ?kj es ?kql tk,s--- rw nfj;k
ds ?kj es ?kql tk--The sea is coming to get you, Miyan… before the sea
enters your house, you enter his…
SC. 62
EXT. /DAY/OUTSIDE MAQBOOL’S HOUSE

A procession of cars descends on Maqbool’s house. There is a
surprise attack led by Guddu and his men. There is a stand-off
between them and Maqbool’s men. The Nanny meets Guddu
at the door.
NANNY
xqM~Mq--- rw dgk¡ pyk x;k Fkk? gekjh ;kn Hkh Ukgha vkbZ rq>s--- fcfV;k

vk/kh gks xbZ--- py csVk---py vanj py---py vanj py uk---

Where were you all this while? You didn’t think of us
once? The girl is at the end of her tether… come… now
what are you waiting for?
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A bullet catches her in mid sentence. She slumps to the floor.
All hell breaks loose as bullets starts to fly from both directions.
Finally, Maqbool’s men are silenced. Guddu and his men enter
the courtyard. Sameera runs out and embraces Guddu. She cries
in relief. Just then Nimmi opens the door, Guddu is shocked to
see her state. She seems completely senile. She comes forward
and smiles at Sameera.
NIMMI

, NksVh ys vk x;k uk rsjk jk¡>M+k--- fdruk jksrh Fkh ixyh--There he is, sweetheart… now stop that mad howling
and screaming…
Sameera pushes her hand away.
SAMEERA

Nw er eq>s Mk;u--Don’t touch me, witch…
NIMMI

D;k gqvk--- ,sls D;w¡ ckr dj jgh gS gels--Why are you behaving like this?
Sameera pushes her hand away and cries.
SAMEERA

esjs vCcw dk [kwu fi;k gS rwus] pqM+Sy gS rw--You’ve drunk my father’s blood, that’s why, you
witch…
She picks up a spade and tries to kill Nimmi. Guddu holds her
hand.
GUDDU

cPpk csekSr ekjk tk,xk isV es--The child will needlessly die in the womb…
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Sameera drops the spade and looks at Nimmi with disgust.
Guddu looks at Nimmi,
GUDDU

oSls ek¡ dgykus ds yk;d gS ugha rw--- jk¡M--You don’t deserve to be a mother though, you whore!
Nimmi rubs her face vigorously as they leave. Guddu and
Sameera walk out of the house, through the line of corpses.
Nimmi slides to the ground, broken.
CUT .
SC. 64
EXT. /DAY/BEACH

Maqbool stands before the ocean, staring at its silent strength.
It’s a pleasant, sunny day. A boat sails up, a plank is dropped and
Maqbool gets in, staring at the gently lapping water all the time.
SC. 64A
INT. / EXT. /DAY/CUSTOM BOAT

Purohit, a customs officer, the coke man, Salvekar, and Maqbool
on the deck of a custom ship. The customs officer is explaining
on a map.
CUSTOM OFFICER

vxys ,d g¶rs rd ;gk¡a dk isVjkWy esjs dekUM eas gS--- dkUnyk ls 30
ukSfVdy ekby ukFkZ dh rjQ--This area is under my command for the next one
week… right from Kandla till 30 nautical miles north…
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MAQBOOL

iSlk--Money… ?
KARIM BHAI

fMfyojh ij--On delivery…
Everybody goes tense. Maqbool looks at Pandit and Purohit.
Professor senses the mood.
PROFESSOR

vc t:jr vkidh gS--- nfj;k esa dkjksckj djus vk, gaS--- igys rSj ds
fn[kk,---Now the need is yours… First show me that you can
swim… then we’ll see about the money.
Pandit assures Maqbool to go with it. Maqbool gets a call on his
mobile. The signal is not clear, he goes outside. The weather has
changed. The skies have darkened and the waves are building
up an angry fury. Maqbool listens to the voice at the other end.
His face goes dark.
SC. 65
EXT. /INT. /DAY/HOSPITAL

Maqbool’s car drives into the hospital. The doctor shows
Maqbool a small baby kept inside an incubator. Maqbool
caresses Nimmi’s hair gently.
DOCTOR

48 ?kaVs rd [k+rjk gS--We can’t say anything for the next 48 hours…
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Maqbool looks back at the doctor with blank eyes. Outside the
room a doctor is trying to stop Maqbool’s man from entering.
DOCTOR

Visitors dks vkuk euk gS lj--- I’m sorry…
Visitors are not allowed, sir… I’m sorry…
His man tries to wave at Maqhool, who does not notice. The
man shouts loudly.
MAQBOOL'S MAN

fe;k¡--Miyan…
It breaks the silence of the hospital, but the voice does not reach
Maqbool as the chamber is soundproof. We cut inside. Maqbool
is brushing unconscious Nimmi’s hair.
DOCTOR

It’s a miracle, sir... cjuk ftl gkyr esa bUgs ;gk¡a yk;k x;k Fkk--It’s a miracle, sir… considering how precarious her
condition was…
Maqbool’s man slaps the doctor outside very hard and enters
inside.
MAQBOOL’S MAN

fe;k¡--- cksVh--Miyan… Boti!
CUT TO:
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SC. 66
INT. /NIGHT/ TAXI

Maqbool, Thapa and their men travel in silence. Thapa keeps
his gun ready.
INT. /NIGHT/SEEDY HOTEL

Maqbool and his men attack the hotel. Each and every man of
Boti’s gang is killed in the gun fight. Maqbool and his men take
position outside Boti’s room. Maqbool smashes the door in.
Boti’s son is playing with a toy gun while the wife is cowering
on the bed. There is no sign of Boti. Maqbool reaches out to
grab the child. Boti’s wife protests while Thapa and the others
comb the room.
BOTI’S WIFE

ugha--- ugha--No, please let him be…
Maqbool picks up the child in his arms.
MAQBOOL
vCcw dgk¡ gS?

Where’s daddy? Where did he go?
The child points towards the balcony. Maqbool walks out. He
sees a limping Boti escape through the back street. The darkness
swallows him up. Maqbool comes back in and looks at the wife,
eyes breathing fire.
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SC. 69
EXT. /NIGHT/BEACH

A small fishing boat is being laden with huge wooden boxes.
Thapa supervises operations as the workers move the goods.
Just as the last of the boxes is loaded, the sea is bathed in the
glare of a spotlight. It is a coast guard boat. The men freeze. A
megaphone blares at them to stop the boat and surrender. The
boat comes closer and we see Devsare at its helm.
SC. 70
INT. /NIGHT/HOSPITAL

Maqbool enters the hospital in the middle of the night. He enters
the ICU. He disconnects the glucose drip attached to Nimmi’s
wrist. The doctor tries to stop him.
DOCTOR
D;k dj jgs gaS ;s vki--- don’t you know she’s serious…
what are you upto?

What the hell are you doing?
MAQBOOL

esjs cPps dks fTkank j[kuk--- ckil ysus vkÅ¡xk--Keep my child alive… I’ll come back for him.
Maqbool picks up his Nimma in his arms.
DOCTOR

ysfdu ;g ej tk,xh--- ,slk D;k gqvk gS---?
Why are you risking her life like this? What has
happened?
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Maqbool turns and whispers.
MAQBOOL

nfj;k ?kql vk;k gS esjs ?kj eas--The sea has come into my house…
The doctor does not understand. Maqbool leaves.
CUT TO:
SC. 71
INT. /NIGHT/BHOSLE’S HOUSE/

Bhosle is playing a board game with his son. He gets a call from
Maqbool who is driving with the semi-unconscious Nimmi on
the backseat.
BHOSLE

gk¡ cksy fe;k¡--Yes, Miyan…
MAQBOOL

uko Mwc x;h ckÅ--My ship is sinking…
BHOSLE

ljdkj Hkh--So is the government…
MAQBOOL

dLVe esjs ihNs gS ckÅ--The customs guys are hunting for me…
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BHOSLE

rks Hkkx--Then you better start running…
MAQBOOL

rw nksLr Fkk ;kj--You were my friend once, brother…
BHOSLE

gw¡--- vCckth dk--I was… Abba ji’s friend.
Bhosle hangs up.
CUT TO:
EXT. /NIGHT/ROAD

Maqbool sees a police check-post. He rolls the window down.
It’s Inspector Purohit. He looks at Maqbool and whispers.
INSP. PUROHIT

ge vHkh Hkh rsjs lkFk gaS fe;k¡--We’re still with you… Miyan…
He looks at the sky and takes a deep breath.
INSP. PUROHIT

vkt jkr dk ;s xzg.k Vy tk;s cl--Just let this eclipse pass tonight.
Maqbool’s car leaves. A jeeps stops, Pandit jumps out of it and
runs to Purohit in anger.
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INSP. PANDIT

vcs D;w¡ NksM+ fn;k mls--Why did you let him go?
INSP. PUROHIT

(smiles)

'kfDr dk larqyu--- vkx ds fy,--The balance of power…
Pandit concurs quietly.
INSP. PANDIT

ikuh dk Mj cuk jguk pkfg,--Fire must fear water at any cost…
SC. 72
EXT. /INT. /NIGHT/FARMHOUSE

Maqbool and Nimmi arrive at the farmhouse; it is deserted
except for a few guards standing around in the shadows.
Maqbool and Nimmi enter through the door. She winces in pain
as Maqbool struggles to carry her. It is dark. Suddenly music can
be heard in the main hall. As Maqbool watches transfixed, a light
comes on and we see the hall decorated with lights and flowers,
filled with happy people, dancing and singing. We see Abbaji,
dancing. Kaka, Usman and the Nanny give him company. Kaka
cracks a low joke and laughs.
Maqbool shakes himself out of the reverie. Suddenly the hall is
dark again.
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CUT TO:
SC. 73
INT. /NIGHT/FARMHOUSE ROOM

Maqbool places Nimmi on the bed, and starts putting money,
guns and bullets in a leather bag. He takes out two passports,
checks them. Nimmi opens her eyes.
NIMMI

dejk dc ls lkQ+ ugh fd;k ;s--This room has not been cleaned in ages…
Maqbool looks at her, goes close and kisses her on her forehead.
Nimmi gets up with a jerk.
NIMMI

lc--- [kwu te x;k gS nhokjkas is fe;k¡ dSls NwVsxk vc--See… the walls are still stained with blood. How will it
all come off?
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Maqbool turns; the walls are absolutely clean.
MAQBOOL
dgk¡---?

Where?
She turns him to the same site.
NIMMI

ogk¡--- fn[krk ugh rqEgsa--There… can’t you see?
We see the wall full of the patches of black blood, from her
point of view. Suddenly she looks at the bedsheet. It also has
dry blood on it.
NIMMI

vYykg--- pknj Hkh ugh cnyh rc ls--- gVks vjs gVks--Oh God… even the sheets have not been changed…
She jumps off the bed and goes to the bathroom shouting aloud,
while Maqbool looks at her in complete shock.
NIMMI

eq¶+r dh jksVh rksM+rs gSa ukSdj lkjs ds lkjs dksbZ [k;ky ugh gS lkQ+
lQ+kbZ dk--- D;k djrs gSa iwjk fnu--These servants are all good for nothing… Who the hell
is in charge of keeping all this clean?
She comes out carrying a bucket of water. He tries stopping her
but she screams and pushes him away.
NIMMI

gVks fe;k¡ /kksus nks gesa--- /kksus nks gesa vjs lM+ku vkrh gS [kwu dh fe;k¡
/kksus nks gesa--- ojuk uhan dSls vk,xh jkr dks--130
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The stench of blood is everywhere… I have to clean up.
I won’t be able to sleep otherwise.
She starts washing the room. He loses the grip of the passports in
his hand. They fall on the floor. He sits down with the support
of a wall and watches her in helplessness. After a while she gets
irritated, scratching a patch of the wall, and throws the cloth
away and cries out. She comes and sits next to Maqbool.
NIMMI

vYykg fe;k¡--- ge ikxy gks jgs gSa uk---?
I’m going mad, no?
Maqbool keeps quiet.
NIMMI

ikxy gSa uk ge--Tell me… I’m going mad, no?
She lies in his lap.
NIMMI

fe;k¡--- D;k lc xqukg Fkk fe;k¡--- lc dqN--- gekjk b'd rks ikd Fkk
uk--- b'd rks ikd Fkk uk--- cksyks uk--- cksyks uk--Miyan… was everything a sin? Everything? Our love
was pure… no? No?
Maqbool just cries and holds her tighter.
NIMMI

b'd ikd Fkk uk gekjk--- fe;k¡--- cksyks uk fe;k¡--Our love was pure… no? Just tell me once…
Maqbool cries like a child in her arms.
VISUALS FADE OUT.
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EXT. /INT. /DAY /FARMHOUSE
FADE IN.

It’s morning. Devsare and his men enter the farmhouse. They
creep up stealthily, surrounding the whole place. Just then,
Pandit and Purohit’s jeep drives up.
DEVSARE

rqe nksuksa ;gk¡W D;k dj jgs gks? pys tkvks ;gk¡a ls--What are you two doing here? Get out of here…
INSP. PUROHIT

lj ;g gekjk ,fj;k gS lj--This area falls under our purview…
Devsare just pushes them away and pulls his gun on them.
DEVSARE
I said shut up and get lost from here… I said move…
come on quick… fast.

Pandit and Purohit hurriedly sit in the jeep and drive away.
Cut to Maqbool’s room. Maqbool wakes up from all the
commotion. Nimmi still lies in his lap. He gets up and looks at
the men in white, crawling like ants. Maqbool walks back to the
bed, takes a sheet and covers Nimmi. We realize she is dead. He
hugs her one last time.
SC. 74B
INT. /DAY/FARMHOUSE/VARIOUS

Devsare and his men comb the house thoroughly. The whole
place is deserted. From the roof, he catches a glimpse of a police
jeep pulling away in the distance.
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DEVSARE
Damn it…
SE. 75
EXT /DAY /HOSPITAL

Pandit and Purohit stop the jeep outside the hospital. Pandit
whispers, while looking out.
INSP. PANDIT

fe;k¡ tjk tYnh vkuk--- ¶ykbV dk Vkbe gks jgk gS--Come soon… your flight’s on schedule.
INSP. PUROHIT

l¡Hky ds fe;k¡--Take care, Miyan…
CUT TO:
SE. 75A
INT. /DAY HOSPITAL

Maqbool steals into the hospital. He keeps a low profile, milling
with the crowd. Just as he comes in, he sees Guddu entering the
elevator. He goes for his gun but the doors shut. Maqbool runs
up the stairs, gun in hand. Finally, he reaches his floor. Guddu
is walking down the corridor. Maqbool follows with his gun.
When he reaches the ward, he looks in through the glass window.
The doctor takes the child from the incubator and hands it to
Sameera. She takes the child in her arms and looks up at Guddu.
Guddu takes the child and kisses his forehead. Maqbool staggers,
and we see the fight has gone out of him. His eyes brim over. He
sees his son, in the arms of his loving guardians. He drops his
gun and walks out in a daze.
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CUT TO:
SC. 76
EXT /DAY /HOSPITAL

Maqbool walks out of the hospital. He brushes past Boti at
the entrance, who takes a moment to realize who he is. He
stops, shocked. He draws his gun, in full view. People stop and
stare, transfixed; others run off in horror. Boti keeps shouting
for Maqbool to turn and look at him, but Maqbool carries on
walking, oblivious to him. Finally, Boti shoots.
Maqbool collapses on to the cold cement. As he lies dying, his
eyes close gradually, shutting out the harsh sun. Life’s fitful fever
has come to an end.
The End
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