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EXT. STREET. DAY

A city in India. A crowd of street-children scatters out of
the way as a small, sixties-style, black and yellow taxi
speeds up a narrow road.

INT. TAXT. DAY

The driver grips the steering wheel tightly. He wears a black
turban, large, plastic sunglasses, and a determined look. A
fifty-year-old businessman in a grey suit rides in the back.
He checks his watch and stares out the window, anxious. A
meter which locks like a slot-machine is mounted on the left
side of the hood outside the windshield.

The taxi shoots along the edge of a market. It cuts in-
between three bicycles and a buzzing scooter with a family of
four on it. The mother in a red sari rides side-saddle. The
taxi flies past two rickshaws stacked with table linens and
dodges a cow walking in the street.

EXT. DEPOT. DAY

The taxi skids around a corner and —-- with one of the rear
doors already swinging open -- slides to a stop at the
entrance to a train station. Vendors on the sidewalk sell
fruits, vegetables, spices, pottery, textiles, etc. A man at
a stand makes fresh-squeezed sugar-cane juice.

The fifty-year-old man jumps out of the car carrying two
Samsonite suitcases. The driver shouts something after him in
Hindi. The fifty-year-old man looks back at him uncertainly
without stopping. He sprints into the building.

INT. DEPOT. DAY

The fifty-year-old man runs weaving through a bustling crowd
of people buying tickets and waiting on benches, past porters
in red turbans carrying piles of baggage on their heads, out
ontc the platform.

EXT. PLATFORM. DAY

Bells are ringing. Wheels are clacking. Smoke is blowing. The
train is already pulling out, and the fifty-year-old man runs
alongside the tracks behind it.

A teenager with a faint moustache and a half-unbuttoned shirt
watches calmly from a deck at the rear of the caboose. He
holds a cricket bat at his side. A sign above his head reads
The Darjeeling Limited with a picture of a running elephant
below it.






























































































































































































































































































































