EPISODE 1

SCENE 8


SCENE 8
:
MURTHY HOUSE (KITCHEN) – INT. DAY /




FRONT DOOR – EXT. DAY
(INDIRA rushes down the stairs holding the kids’ backpacks and her own purse and briefcase.   SHRIDHAR is packing lunches, while the kids are finishing up their cereal at the kitchen table.)  
Indu 

:
(checking Kavita’s backpack) 

¤£Àß pencil caseK ºÁPÉÆArgÀ°®è 

£ÉÆÃqÀÄ QvÀÄ.  It’s the first day of school, ¤£Àß ºÉÆ¸À teacher AiÉÄÃ£ÀÄ CAPÉÆ¨ÉÃPÀÄ ¤£Àß §UÉÎ? 




Kavita

:
(absent-mindedly reading the back of 

the cereal box) 
Sorry. 

(INDIRA clicks her tounge in impatience, 

reaches over and grabs the box.)





Indira

:
£Àr, shoes ºÁPÉÆ ¨ÉÃUÀ.  ºÉÆvÀÛVzÉ.  

(INDIRA puts Kavita’s bowl in the sink and

gets the kid’s drink boxes out of the fridge.)
²æzsÀgï, ¤£ÀUÉµÀÄÖ ¸À® ºÉÃ½¢Ã¤, £À£Àß carUÉ oil change ªÀiÁr¸À¨ÉÃPÀÄ CAvÀ.  Four thousand miles CUÉÆAiÀÄÄÛ ªÀiÁr¹.   
(SHRIDHAR is closing the lunch box lids,  

but KRISHNA stops his from being shut.) 




Krishna
:
Wait! I can’t take a baby lunch box to 

school anymore!  I’m starting 6th grade! 
Shridhar
:
F weekend ªÀiÁr¹ÛÃ¤ vÉÆUÉÆ EAzÀÄ.  

(INDIRA sighs, pulls a brown paper 

bag from the cupboard, and starts transferring 

Krishna’s lunch into it.) 
Indira

:
MAzÀÄ wAUÀ½AzÀ EzÉÃ gÁUÁ 

AiÉÄ½vÁ¬Ä¢ÃAiÀÄ®è ²æ!  Car AiÉÄ¯ÁèzÀÄæ zÁjAiÀÄ°è ¤AxÉÆÃUÀ¨ÉÃPÀ®è, DªÁUÀ UÉÆvÀÛUÀÄvÉÛ.  
(KAVITA peers into her lunch box and 

looks up defiantly.) 

Kavita

:
But £À£ÀUÉ chocolate cookie ¨ÉÃPÁVvÀÄÛ, 

peanut butter C®è. 




Krishna
:
CªÀ½UÉ swiss cheese ºÁQ¢ÃgÁ, 
£À£ÀUÁåPÉ ºÁQ®è? 




Shridhar 
:
(shrugs) Sorry son, ªÀÄÄUÀÄzÉÆÃAiÀÄÄÛ. 





Krishna
:
C¢PÉÌ?  CªÀ½UÉ ªÀiÁvÁæ—




Indira

:
Ok, that’s enough!  FUÀ PÉÆnÖgÉÆÃ lunch 

£À°è AiÀiÁªÀ «±À£ÀÆ ºÁQ®è, vÉ¦àUÉ 

w£ÉÆßzÀÄ PÀ°.  
(They all head to the door and start

putting on their shoes.  Krishna hangs 

back a bit, grumbling about his lost 

swiss cheese.)
Shridhar
:
(to Krishna)  K «ÄÃ¸É-man, ¤Ã£ÀÆ 
£ÀrAiÉÆÃ ¨ÉÃUÀ.   

Kavita

:
(giggling) Yeah, ‘meese’-man!
Indira

:
Tsk.  AiÉÄÃ£ÀÄ ºÉÃ¼ÉÆÌrÛÃAiÀÄ ªÀÄPÀÌ½UÉ?  
FUÁUÉèÃ QvÁÛqÉÆzÀÄ ¸Á¯ÁÝ? 
(INDIRA starts walking out the door, but 
SHRIDHAR stops her. ) 





Shridhar
:
K, ªÀÄvÉÛ ªÀÄvÀÄð©nÖAiÀÄ £ÉÆÃqÀÄ.  

Remember everyone, £ÁªÉ®ègÀÄ ºÉÆgÀUÉ 
ºÉÆÃUÀ¨ÉÃPÁzÉæ, CxÀªÀ £ÁªÉ®è gÁwæ  ªÀÄ¯ÉÆÌArgÀ¨ÉÃPÁzÉæ, AiÀiÁªÁUÀÄè security alarm ‘on’ DVgÀ¨ÉÃPÀÄ.  E®èzÉÃEzÉæ, PÀ¼ÀÄæ §gÀ§ºÀÄzÀÄ ªÀÄ£ÉaiÉÆ¼ÀUÉ.  UÉÆvÁÛAiÀiÁÛ? 

Indira
:
Good.  CzÀ£ÁßzÀÄæ eÁÕ¥À¸ÉÆÌArAiÀÄ®è.  
(sarcastically) FUÀ £ÁªÉ®ègÀÄ ªÀÄ¯ÉÆÌAqÁUÀ PÀ¼ÀÄæ §AzÉæ, alarm ºÉærAiÀÄvÉÛ, £ÁªÉ®è PÉ¼ÀUÀzÉ Nr §AzÀÄ, car ºÀwÛ vÀ¦¸ÉÆÌ¼ÀPÉÌ ºÉÆÃVÛÃ«, DzÉæ main road vÀ¯ÉÆà CµÉÆÖwÛUÉ, car ‘zsÀqï’ CAvÀ oil E®èzÉ ¤AvÉÆÃUÀvÉÛ.   
Excellent idea honey!
(INDIRA pats SHRIDHAR and walks out

the door.  He rolls his eyes playfully and 

follows her out, closing the door behind him.)
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