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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.



The fifty-year-old man’s shoes slap along the cement. He
starts gaining on the train. The train picks up speed. The
fifty-year-old man grits his teeth. He clenches his fists. He
begins to lose ground. He yells over the sound of the
engine’s whistle —- but the train pulls further ahead.

A second runner appears behind the fifty-year-old man. He is
thirty-five. He is dressed in a navy blue, wool suit with a
light blue shirt. He wears slightly tinted aviator sunglasses
which sit crookedly on his nose. He carries an old, beaten-up
suitcase with a jungle pattern print of small cheetahs,
elephants, zebras, palm trees, and pelicans all over it and
the initials J.L.W. stencilled onto it. He sprints past the
fifty-year-old man, heads full-steam to the back of the
train, throws his suitcase onto the deck ahead of him, and
leaps on-board, looping his elbow around a pole. He is Peter
Whitman.

Peter looks at the teenager. The teenager squints at him.
They both turn to look back at the fifty-year-old man, who is
slowing down with an expression of sad frustration on his
face. Peter watches him sympathetically.

Peter picks up his suitcase and goes into the train.
INT. CORRIDOR. DAY

Peter walks quickly through two cars and enters a third. He

pulls a ticket out of his ccat pocket and checks the numbers
next to each compartment door as he goes down the corridor.

He stops at one and double-checks his ticket.

INSERT:

A number plate on the wall. It reads 40/41. Thin cardboard
strips inserted in slots have F. Whitman, P. Whitman, and J.
Whitman typed on them.

INT. COMPARTMENT 40/41. DAY

Peter slides open the door, goes inside, and shuts the docor
behind him. He sets down his suitcase and sits on a bench
seat across from a sleeping twenty-five-year-old man with the
side of his face pressed against the window and his mouth
open. He has a Beatles-type moustache and wears a grey, wool
suit with a black shirt. He is Jack Whitman.

Four old, beaten-up suitcases of various sizes, plus a
matching trunk and two duffel bags, all with the same jungle
pattern print and the initials J.L.W. stencilled onto them,
sit piled on racks and shelves around the small compartment.
On a fold-out table, there is a pitcher of water, an empty
glass, and a small manila note book with a pen tucked into



its spine. A transistor radic plays Indian music at a low
volume on the windowsill. A small, metal fan whirs on the
ceiling.

Peter takes a foil strip-pack of green-striped pills labelled
Hypno-Aid with instructions on it in Hindi out of a yellow
plastic sack. He pours himself a glass of water and swallows
a pill. He is still breathing hard. He lifts up his glasses
to lock out from under them and says quietly:

PETER
Wake up, Jack.

Jack opens his eyes and closes his mouth. He sits up and
looks at Peter. He blinks a few times and clears his throat.
He laughs. Peter laughs. They both take out cigarettes and
light them. Jack says significantly, raising his eyebrows:

JACK
Have you seen Francis?

Peter hesitates, curious. The compartment dcor slides open. A
forty-year-old man in a light brown, wool suit with a yellow
shirt stands in the hallway holding a tray of whiskey
highballs (Irish whiskey over ice with club soda and a lemon
twist). He has gauze pads over his temples with medical tape
holding them in place and white bandages wrapped all arcund
his head. Both of his eyes are blackened and swollen, and he
has two sets of stitches plus numerous bruises, scratches,
scabs, and three small bandages on his face. He leans
slightly on a bamboc cane. He is Francis Whitman. He says
softly:

FRANCIS
Hello, Peter.

Peter looks startled at the condition of Francis’ face.
Francis smiles and laughs. He comes into the compartment,
shuts the door behind him, and sits down. He hands one of the
whiskey highballs to Jack and one to Peter. They all laugh.
Francis lights a cigarette. They drink their drinks quickly.
There is a knock on the door. Francis slides it open.

A thirty-year-old man with a beard stands in the corridor

with a hole-puncher in his hand. He wears a green silk turban
and a Nehru jacket with Chief Steward embroidered onto it.

CHIEF STEWARD
Good afternoon. Whitman?

Francis, Peter, and Jack nod.

CHIEF STEWARD
May I see your tickets, please?



Francis, Peter, and Jack take their tickets out of their
pockets and hand them to the chief steward. The chief steward
clicks the tickets with his hole puncher and snaps them into
a clip above the door. He points at a small No Smoking sign
over the sink.

CHIEF STEWARD
No smoking, please.

Francis, Peter, and Jack hesitate. Francis awkwardly cracks
open the window. They all quickly take a last few puffs and
blow smoke out before they flick their cigarettes away into
the countryside. The chief steward looks annoyed.

CHIEF STEWARD
Welcome aboard.

The chief steward goes out the door. A twenty-five year-old
girl in a pale green, silk sari-uniform comes in with a tray
of pale green drinks in little cups. She has long eyelashes
and a red dot on her forehead. She wears tortoise-shell
glasses. She smiles and says:

STEWARDESS
Sweet lime?

Francis, Peter, and Jack stare at the stewardess.

JACK
Yes, please.

FRANCIS
I'11l have one.

PETER
That sounds gocod.

The stewardess sets three cups of juice onto the table. She
dips her fingertip into a little, metal bowl of red powder
and carefully presses a dot onto each of their foreheads.
Francis' dot goes on his bandages.

The stewardess goes back into the corridor, looks at Jack for
an instant, and shuts the door. Francisg, Peter, and Jack
drink their cups of juice. They lock pleased. Francis says
suddenly:

FRANCIS
Let’s go get a drink and smoke a
cigarette.



INT. CORRIDOR. DAY

Francis, Peter, and Jack walk quickly through the train,
balancing against the walls and windows as the cars jolt back
and forth. Francis limps and swings his cane. They light
cigarettes.

FRANCIS
I want to start by thanking you both for
being here. Thank you.

PETER
You’'re welcome.

JACK
Thank you.

FRANCIS
You’re the two most important people in
the world to me. I’'ve never said that
before, but it‘s true, and I want you
both to know it.

Francis opens a sliding door and stops in-between two cars.
The sound of the wind and clacking wheels is extremely loud.
He yells over the noise:

FRANCIS
I love you, Peter!

PETER
(moved but uneasy)
Thank you!

FRANCIS
I love you, Jack!

JACK
(moved but curious)
I love you, too!

Francis opens the door to the next car and leads Peter and
Jack up the corridor.

FRANCIS
How'd it get to this? Why haven’t we
spoken in a year? Let's make an
agreement.

JACK
OK.



PETER
To do what?

FRANCIS
A.) I want us to become brothers again
like we used to be, and for us to find
ourselves and bond with each other. Can
we agree to that?

PETER
OK.

JACK
Yeah.

FRANCIS

B.) I want us to make this trip a
spiritual journey, and for us to seek the
unknown and learn about it. Can we agree
to that?

PETER
I guess so.

JACK
Sure.

FRANCIS
C.) I want us to be completely open and
say yes to everything -- even if it's
shocking and painful. Can we agree to
that?

Peter and Jack hesitate. Francis continues:

FRANCIS
I had Brendan make us an itinerary.

Francis takes a small manila envelope out of his pocket and
unties a string to open it. He hands Peter and Jack each a
small, laminated piece of paper.

INSERT:

A type-written card with Travel Itinerary printed across the
top and a detailed list of trains, times, hotels, cities,
phone numbers, etc. below.

Peter and Jack look puzzled.

PETER
Who'’s Brendan?



FRANCIS
My new assistant. He's going to give us
an updated schedule under our doors every
morning of all the temples and spiritual
places we need to see and expedite the
hotels and transportation and everything.

PETER
(puzzled)
How’s he going to do that?

FRANCIS
I had him bring a printer and a
laminating machine.

JACK
(more puzzled)
Where is he?

FRANCIS
(slightly defensive)
In a way, it, actually, doesn’t matter.
He's in a different compartment on
another part of the train, but we never
see him —-- ever.

Peter and Jack look around the corridor, confused. Jack
starts to ask something, but Francis interrupts:

FRANCIS
So that’'s more or less it. Does it sound
OK to you?

PETER
It sounds good. Sure.

JACK
Yeah. Tt sounds good.

FRANCIS
Do you have any questions?

Peter lifts up his glasses and looks out from under them.
says brightly:

PETER
I do.

FRANCIS
OK. Go ahead.

PETER
What happened to your face?



INT. DINING CAR. DAY

Clouds, stars, and a moon are painted on the ceiling. The
room is filled with people seated for dinner. Waiters in pale
green, silk uniforms rush around taking orders. Francis,
Peter, and Jack drink whiskey highballs. They share a table
with a grey-haired man dressed in a white tunic reading a
Hindi newspaper. There is a bowl of nuts in front of them.
Peter listens with his glasses lifted up.

FRANCIS

I only remember certain details, but from
what I've been able to reconstruct, it
was raining, and I was going about fifty
miles an hour when I went into a corner,
did some wrong steering, and suddenly —-

(snaps his fingers)
—- gkidded off the road, slammed into a
ditch, and catapulted fifty feet through
the air. Little bits of glass and
particles were stinging me as I flew. For
a second, there was just silence. Then
the bike crashed to the ground, expleded,
and caught on fire, and I smashed into
the side of the hill with my face. I was
going home. I live alcone right now.
Anyway, two joggers ran over and dug out
all the dirt that was jammed inside my
mouth and my nose and my ears (my heart
had stopped, and my brain had stopped, so
I was technically dead, at this point),
and they did all the procedures exactly
right, as a result of which I'm still
alive.

Peter and Jack lock deeply impressed.

PETER
Wow.

JACK
Boy.

Francis stands up. His voice cracks slightly as he says:
FRANCIS
The first thing I thought of after I woke

up was: I wish Peter and Jack were here.

Francis hugs Peter tightly. He hugs Jack tightly. He sits
back down. He takes a deep breath. He says quietly to Peter:



FRANCIS
Have you heard anything from Mom?

PETER
No.

FRANCIS

(to Jack)

Have you?

JACK
No.

FRANCIS

Me, neither.

A girl's voice snaps sharply in Hindi at the other end of the
dining car. Jack turns to look. The stewardess stands among
the waiters and the chief steward with two empty champagne
bottles and a bucket cf half-melted ice under her arm. She
argues with the chief steward at a whisper in Hindi.

Peter squints, mutters, and rubs his temples. He takes the
strip-pack out of his yellow plastic sack again. He pops out
another pill and swallows it.

JACK
What’s that?

PETER
Some kind of Indian muscle-relaxer. I got
it at the pharmacy next to the train
station. You don't need a prescription
here.

Jack nods. He takes out a bottle of purple syrup labelled
Narco-Cough with instructions in Hindi on it out of his own

vellow plastic sack. He pours a capful, drinks it, then takes
a swig directly from the bottle.

FRANCIS
What's that?

JACK
A type of Indian flu medicine. It's got a
tranquilizer in it.

Francis nods. He takes a glass vial of amber ligquid labelled
Opio-Sedate with instructions in Hindi on it out of his own
yvellow plastic sack. He unscrews the top and drops three
drops under his tongue with a glass pipette.



10.

PETER
What's that?

FRANCIS
The strongest Indian pain killer you can
get. It's for my face.

Peter takes Francis' vial and studies it. He unscrews the top
again. Francis says warily:

FRANCIS
Be careful with that. Just take one drop.

Peter and Jack drop drops of amber liquid under their tongues
with the pipette. Francis and Jack each swallow one of
Peter's pills. Peter and Francis drink sips of Jack's cough
medicine. The gray-haired man observes curiously over the top
of his newspaper. Two German women at the next table stare,
frowning.

Francis reaches into his mouth and digs between two teeth. He
takes out something small and white and sets it on the edge
of a plate. It is a false tooth. Peter and Jack look repulsed
and confused. Francis reaches toward the bowl of nuts but
hesitates.

FRANCIS
I also lost a tooth.

Jack picks up the false tooth off the edge of the plate. He
examines it. He reaches into his pocket and pulls out a thin,
folded-up sheaf of pages. He says to Francis and Peter:

JACK
You want to read a short story I wrote in
France?

FRANCIS
(reluctantly)
How long is it?

JACK
Never mind. Forget it.

Peter takes the sheaf of pages. He unfolds it and starts
reading. Jack hesitates.

JACK
You can save it until after dinner, if
you want.



































































































































































































































































































