
The Nightmare 
 
I knew I had killed my story.  No, murdered it and now I had a dead body to be concealed.  My nightmare lingered. 

 

I FELT LIKE walking on clouds when I 
was commissioned to write the screenplay 
for my own story.  Me?  Why was I chosen?  
It baffled me.  I was not even famous nor had 
I any previous experience in writing 
screenplays.  There were so many 
established film story and script writers, so 
why had he chosen me?  The Producer-
Director was not a poor millionaire to go for 
me.  He had so many Jubilee hits to his 
credit.  One of his films had also won a 
National Award!  And he had chosen me to 
do the story and screenplay for his next film! 

The mystery cleared when I received a 
letter from a friend – an influential film-folk 
who sometimes financed big-budget films.  
He was financing this new film, too. 

A few strings here and there! 

I hated it. 

I wanted to back out.  I was an 
incorrigible optimist and had immense 
confidence in my own ability and knew that 
if I strove hard recognition would come my 
way.  I didn’t want anybody’s damn helping 
hand, I told myself.  

But I was wrong. 

The pull of the glamorous film world was 
too strong for me to rush aside a helping 
hand.  I imagined myself in the glare of those 
klieg lights.  My name would be in the 
screen credits; in the posters; in film 
magazines.  From darkness I suddenly 
leaped into the floodlights of the cinema 
world. 

I dreamt that I would soon become 
famous!  And rolling in money; traveling in 
sleek Impalas, staying at a big bungalow.  
People would gather in front of my 
bungalow just to have a glimpse of their 
famous story-writer!  Just imagine those 
famous heroes and heroines delivering the 
lines I had written!  Ho!  What a situation!  I 

could see all those big film stars in the flesh.  
What luck! 

Wasn’t it the best thing that had 
happened to me? 

The Producer-Director had read my 
latest unpublished novel and he was very 
much impressed with it.  It was about an 
inter-caste love and the hurdles the lovers 
had to cross before they were finally united, 
and the director believed that it would bring 
him a National Award for the best national 
integration film!  This was another reason 
why he had chosen me.  But I was much 
elated.  What I didn’t know was that I had 
trapped myself in a 24-hour nightmare 
called Bombay film world. 

The director soon began to complain that 
my script was very slow moving, soporific, 
without any action scenes, and doubted my 
ability to write screenplays.  As I told you 
before I had no previous experience and 
didn’t know what ingredients went into 
making a good box-office story.  It was a 
plain love story which, according to him, 
was not worth filming! 

He re-wrote my work and added a 
villain, a tough looking character.  He 
changed the college boy into a forest officer.  
The scenes should be somewhere in Wynaad 
in Calicut district of Kerala, he said, because 
it would provide beautiful location with 
winding ghat roads, thick forests, cloud 
kissing the mountains, ferocious animals… 

MY STORY was badly mauled.  The 
simple Muslim village girl suddenly changed 
into a rich girl! 

I re-wrote the script, but he was not 
satisfied.  “There must be an attempt of rape, 
because it would give a lot of action scenes,” 
he suggested and he changed the story 
accordingly. 



“The girl is inside a forest and in grave 
trouble.  The vicious looking villain is trying 
to tame here.  He almost catches her sari but 
(to make the action scene a bit longer) trips 
over a thick stump of a tree (so conveniently 
placed on the ground) and falls.  The girl, 
taking the cue, disappears behind a bush 
(that would not even hide a mountain 
squirrel). The villain looks around, but there 
is no sign of her; only the sound of the 
crickets (and the sound the music director 
provides).  She walks slowly on dead leaves 
and twigs (making as much sound as to 
wake up those sleeping in the back-seats) 
but the villain doesn’t hear.  She moves from 
tree to tree and – bang!  (Close up of a rough 
hand that closes on her mouth).  There is a 
little fight with the villain.  Whilst 
attempting to free from him, she loses her 
balance and falls.  So conveniently placed on 
the ground, the villain begins his operation 
number one, i.e., to rip her blouse open so 
that a portion of her bra-covered breast is 
visible to the audience!  He seems to be very 
imaginative as to make her nude first before 
raping her, and in that process loses so much 
valuable time. 

“(Cut) The camera now shows the 
running trees, the moving roads and the rear 
tyre of a motor-cycle.  The hero is coming!  
(Perhaps he had some premonition that his 
services were urgently required in those 
parts of the world, and that might be the 
reason why the hero was pushing his 
motorcycle at hair-raising speed).  As he 
passes a parked foreign car, he stops, 
because he is a connoisseur of cars and 
decides to find out why it is parked there 
when he hears the cry ‘HELP’, ‘HELP’ just in 
time. 

“And there is a fantastic fight with the 
villain.  But now it is the fight director’s 
baby and he will look after that part of it.” 
The director paused as if to get some 
inspiration.  “That is how the hero first 
meets the girl,” he explained. 

I almost lost interest in writing the 
screenplay.  I hated to be dictated.  Now I 
was in serious trouble:  how would I finish 
the story? 

“What happens afterwards?” I asked 
casually but with skepticism.  I had lost the 
thread of the story. 

“It is easy,” the director began. It seemed 
that he had readymade answers for all my 
doubts.  “The hero comes back to the 
heroine, asks her whether she is all right and 
escorts her to her car (probably he was 
afraid there would be other ruffians lurking 
somewhere behind those big trees).  The 
heroine says seductively ‘You must meet my 
Du-ddy.  He’d be very grateful’ and the hero 
agrees to go as he has no other business to 
transact that day.  And they go together. 

“It is ridiculous.  It has no semblance to 
my story,” I protested. 

“Okay, okay, don’t shout,” he yelled.  
“Just tell me whether you can write it for me 
or not.  Otherwise, I’ll get somebody else.” 

I had dreamed of my name in celluloid, in 
posters, the money that would come rolling 
my way after this debut into films, the 
luxury I would have, and becoming famous 
overnight.  Someone had told me he had a 
magic touch and whatever he touched 
turned into gold.  Well, if he touched my 
story… 

“All right I’ll write,” I succumbed to his 
demand.  I came down one step from the 
clouds. 

“That’s my boy” he beamed, patting me 
on my back.  “There’ll be some minor 
changes here and there in your original story 
but not much to grumble about.  At least 
you’re getting lots of publicity.  Aren’t you?” 

I nodded.  Lots of publicity!  I was not 
sure whether it would be all good publicity. 

“Now,” he pointed out, “there’s a chance 
to introduce a song sequence.  The hero and 
heroine go in her car.  A silent ride would be 
boring to the audience.  So she sings ‘Thank 
you very much, thank you very much / you 
saved my life,’ and the hero joins her, ‘It is all 
right, it is all right / don’t mention it please’ 
or something on those lines.  How’s it?  Of 
course, the songs will be written y the 
lyricist, so you don’t have to worry about it.  
As the song ends, the car reaches the front of 
a huge mansion and a liveried gate-man 



salutes her and opens the gate to let the car 
in.” 

I almost fainted.  Foreign cars, huge 
mansion, sentry…  What was happening to 
my story? 

He settled himself in the armchair, one 
finger crooked commandingly at me.  “Now, 
tell me the rest of your story after reaching 
the mansion,” he asked me like a magician 
asking the audience for suggestion.  I had no 
idea how to proceed from there.  What was I 
supposed to say? 

“Well,” I said, “the camera now lingers 
on the interior of a big mansion.  A little later 
Daddy enters and runs up to meet his 
daughter, hugs her affectionately as if they 
were meeting after a long time and looks 
skeptically at her companion.  Escaping from 
his clutches the heroine explains, ‘Du-ddy, 
he is the man who saved my life,’ and daddy 
says ‘Oh, I see.  Thank you young man,’ 
(without asking what her misfortune was.  
Maybe he had some telepathic information).  
Well, the hero expectantly waits for some 
money to be offered to him for his services, 
but when nothing seems to be happening, he 
shrugs his small shoulders and slides down 
on to a sofa because he is tired after fighting 
with the villain and the ride in the car.” 

“Fine, fine” the director applauded 
loudly.  “You’d make a good screenplay 
writer.  What to bet?” 

I smiled wanly.  God!  What degradation! 

I wondered how to write the rest of the 
story the way he wanted.  I knew I had 
killed my story.  No, murdered it and now, I 
had a dead body to be concealed. 

I shuttled between my little apartment 
and the studio carrying a sheaf of papers for 
his corrections.  My nightmare lingered. 

“There ought to be a chance for the boy 
and the girl to be together on a chilly night,” 
he said one day. “Suppose we say that the 
girl wants to meet some real animals and 
asks the boy to show them.  And he takes 
her in his station-wagon…” 

“But a forest officer cannot afford to have 
a station-wagon,” I interrupted rather 
rudely. 

“Well, this forest officer can.”  He put his 
foot firmly on the ground.  “Otherwise, 
where could he seduce the girl?” 

Oh God! 

“After showing her the animals (we’ve a 
film on animals alone.  So we don’t have to 
shoot those scenes, anyway),” he went on 
without caring about the frown he noticed 
on my face “the hero decides to return home.  
It is evening.  But the station-wagon 
suddenly develops engine trouble and stalls 
midway.  They’re now stuck in the middle of 
the jungle.  They sit locking themselves up in 
the vehicle, looking at each other and 
generously  shivering.  That gives me another 
opportunity to introduce a song.  Something 
like, ‘Your face is stunning, my love is 
intense…’  The balance  you don’t have to 
write.  I’ll do it while shooting,” he said 
magnanimously. 

I almost said ‘Thank you’.   Instead I 
asked, “What happens to the villain?  You 
know in the original story there is no such 
character.  I may not be able to fit him 
properly in the story unless I know his 
future programme,” I said. 

“Don’t you have a fertile imagination?” he 
frowned, and without waiting for my reply, 
he began “Suppose we say that he is in 
business with her daddy?  And daddy wants 
the heroine to marry the villain?  You told me 
that hero and the heroine had to cross lots of 
oppositions before being united.  Why not 
add another opposition from the side of 
villain?  That’d give us a chance for another 
fight sequence at the last scene.  We must 
always keep the audience on tenterhooks.  
Don’t you agree?” 

I nodded.  Now, I was on tenterhooks.  I 
didn’t know what to write or how to write 
the rest of the scenes. 

He was reading the script I had written 
when I entered his office.  Suddenly he 
leaped out of the seat and looked up at me 
accusingly.  I wondered whether I had 
violated something. 

“How the hell would the audience know 
that the hero’s a Hindu?” 

“Why, his name is Ashok.” 



“Bah!  Only a name?  I know one Sudhir 
who is a Muslim and a Miss Nimmi who’s a 
Hindu.  A name?”  He looked at me 
disgustingly and I feared that he would fire 
me.  “You must do better than that,” he said. 

“Then what do you suggest?” I asked 
politely.  I knew he already had an answer 
for that predicament, otherwise he would 
not be looking like a magician ready to pull 
out a hare from under his hat. 

“Let’s see, the hero is eating chapatti in 
his kitchen while his old mother is cooking 
on an old kerosene stove.  She asks, ‘When 
are you going to bring a bahu (bride)?’ and 
the hero replies, ‘Oh, mother! Again the same 
subject?’  And his mother leaves the cooking 
to the hero and goes into her prayer chamber 
and sings a song to Lord Krishna.  We get 
another chance for a song and the audience 
would know that the hero is a Hindu.  
How’s it?” 

I said it was a wonderful idea. 

“I want to add a car chase,” he said 
another day.  “Suppose the villain comes 
back and declares that her daddy has agreed 
to his marriage with her.  The girl certainly 
does not agree to such a proposition.  More 
dialogues, and the girl runs out on to the 
road, hotly pursued by the villain.  But the 
girl gets a life in a red foreign car and the 
villain follows in his red and white car.  And 
a chase begins.  This would make the film 
very interesting.  Well, we don’t have to 
shoot the chase scenes because we can very 
well lift it from the American movie ‘Fear is 
the Key’.  The audience wouldn’t know the 
difference anyway.”  And he grinned at me. 

Chase, villain, foreign cars… how he had 
distorted my story.  It had now become his 
story which I was just writing for him.  For 
money I was doing a hell of a lot of things. 

“What happens afterwards?” I asked like 
a child wanting to get to the bottom of the 
mystery. 

“Why, eventually the red car shakes off 
its tail and reaches a cottage – let us say, 
somewhere in the mountains.  It now turns 
out that her savior this time is her old class-
mate who was also in love with her.  It’d give 

a twist to the story and would keep the 
audience wondering as to what would 
happen next,” the director said. 

I knew what the audience would expect, 
but I didn’t tell him so.  But I knew that my 
dream was dead. 

He gazed around his room as if to get 
some inspiration.  “Now, her daddy, villain 
and the forest officer are all in search of her.  
Suppose, we say, while searching for her, the 
hero discovers that her daddy is a real crook?  
Wouldn’t it be interesting?  Something like, 
he is involved in smuggling activities and the 
hero is bent on smashing it…?” 

“But the hero is only a forest officer,” I 
explained. 

“Well,” he said grinning, “you’d have to 
re-write the scenes again and again.  Why 
can’t we say that he is a police officer 
masquerading as forest officer?” 

A cop in a kid’s uniform! 

“Okay,” I surrendered.  “But we’d have to 
find the heroine even if the villain or her 
daddy cannot,” I said.  “The hero cannot just 
go into the mountain cottage and say, ‘Here 
you are!’” 

“Oh, you’ve no imagination,” the director 
complained, and up went his hand to his 
head.  “Do I have to write your story?  Well, 
let us say, her savior also tries to rape her, 
because he was drinking too much.  But she 
escapes from him and discovers that the 
room is closed from outside.  (The servant of 
the savior had imagination.)  He again 
catches her and almost succeeds in tearing a 
part of her blouse, but since she has lots of 
experience with rapists, she smashes a 
whisky bottle squarely on his head and her 
savior immediately goes into a coma.” 

I said the heroine would like it; the 
audience would eat it.  But I wanted to 
vomit. 

“And she comes out through the window 
and decides to commit suicide,” he 
concluded. 

“Suicide?” I asked idiotically.  “Why the 
hell should she do that?” 



“Because she has nowhere to go.  Her 
father is trying to hook her with the villain, 
and the hero is nowhere near to help her,” 
the director explained.  “She walks towards 
a high cliff, looks down at the abyss, and 
almost jumps when she hears someone 
calling her name. ‘Sarita, don’t ump, don’t 
jump.’  It is the hero!  And she says, ‘I’ll jump, 
I’ll jump.’  Hero: ‘Please don’t, please don’t’; 
Heroine: ‘I’ll jump, I’ll jump…’ and a song 
materializes.” 

I couldn’t help laughing.  What an 
imbecility! 

“The trouble with your story,” the 
director pointed out, “is that it is very slow 
moving with lots of tears.  Womenfolks 
might like it, but people go to see movies for 
entertainment, which your story lacks.  A 
good story, some melodious songs, little 
suspense, fights, etc. are all they want and 
that is what I am going to give to your story.  
When the song ends, they’ll confront the 
villain and his thugs.  Another fight scene.  
But the hero is alone (the heroine, in the 
meanwhile, escapes in a jeep) and they 
overpower him.  But before any serious 
damage is done to his head, the heroine 
returns with a police party.  Yet another 
fight with the police inside the tin sheds, 
over the roof, etc. giving so much excitement 
and suspense, but at the end, the police 
catch all of them.” 

“And the story ends.  Isn’t it?” I asked 
cynically. 

“Without a court scene?” he asked 
bewildered. 

“Yeah, let us leave the rest to the 
imagination of the audience,” I suggested. 

“What’re you talking about?” he asked. 
“It is only in the courtroom the audience 
would know that the hero is a police officer 
and the heroine’s father is an imposter and a 
crook.  We can say that the heroine is the 
daughter of the hero’s boss.  In a little 

flashback we’ll show that she was abducted 
in her childhood y the imposter daddy as a 
revenge against the police officer who had 
sent him to jail for ten years.  Now the father 
recognizes his daughter, and the marriage of 
the hero and heroine is solemnized with 
pomp and vigor.  And everything ends 
well…” 

NO, IT DIDN’T end well with me.  My 
story had no connection with the story I had 
written and I hated to get credit for it. 

“Of course you’ll give lots of love scenes 
in between,” the director said. 

“Okay,” I said.  “I’ll do the script for you.  
But I’ll not take credit for writing the 
screenplay.  You may take it.”  I didn’t want 
anything to do with it.  I had fallen from the 
clouds into mud and I wanted to clean 
myself as quickly as possible. 

“Why?” he asked me.  I said I was little 
nervous in becoming famous. 

“Ah” he said and his tone contained the 
purring satisfaction of some huge cat that 
had just been given a dish of raw liver.  
“Suits me,” he added.  His fat little bay face 
was plumply plastic as he smiled.  “I’m sorry 
I hollered at you sometimes.  I get excited.  
I’ll give you two thousand rupees for doing 
that screenplay for me.” 

I re-wrote I several times, changing 
scenes every time according to his wishes.  
You might have seen in the posters and on 
the screen that the film was written, 
produced and directed by him.  The 
screenplay was also credited to him.  Yes, it 
was a box office film, though he didn’t get 
any award for it. 

But I was not sorry that I didn’t become 
famous.  I was glad to get out of the world of 
artificial lights.  It was like a nightmare.  A 
bad dream.  A dream that did not harm me. 

Or did it? 
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