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CHARACTERS 

 

Dr.AnishRoy(Embryologist) 

Dr.AtishRoy(InsanepsychiatristandfatherofAn

ish) Prof. P.R. Gupta (Neighbour of Anish) 

NiladriSen(Detective) 

Gomez (An old servant of Roy 

Family) Dr. Agarwal ( Ex-

Assistant of 

Anish)Dr.Ms.RumiyaGhosh(Yo

ungscientist) Alok (Research 

scholar) 

Dipanwita(Researchscholar) 

 

 

 

 

 

(Evening.DrAnishRoy‟sdrawingroom.Anishissmokingstaringatthepaintinghanging

inthemiddle of the upstage. The painting is a portrait of his student Rumiya. The 

painted girl has a dreamy look inher eyes. A song of female voice is heard from a 

music system kept in upright of the stage. Distracted 

Anishslowlymovestowardstheaudienceandthensitsinachair.Thenhetakesamagazine

fromthetea table kept in frontof the chair and tries to go through it, butfails to 

concentrate .His vacant look is fixed to a remote place. A sharp sound of 

screaming along with moaning comes out from inside. Anishquickly stops the 

music using a remote kept on the tea table and calls Gomez loudly. Pensive 

Gomez slowly appears from inside and salutes Anish.) 
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Anish : What‟sthematter? 

Gomez :Sir,he‟sgettinguncontrollable. 

Anish : Rubbish.Haveyoufedhimthemedicine? 

Gomez :Itried,sir.Buthehadthrownitout. 

Anish :Whyhaveyoubeensoworthlessatpresentinspiteofhavingalongexperi

ence? 

Gomez :Presentlyhehasbeenverymuchunmanageable, sir. 

Anish :Hopeless!(Pause)Yes,hehasgonetoofar.(Aside)shouldIcallDr.Shar

ma?.... 

  No…... 

  (toGomez)Maketheinjectionready. 

  (RestlessAtishcomesoutfrominsidetottering) 

  (tohisfather)Oh!What‟sthis?stop!Gomez,hold 

him(GomezholdsAtish‟sleft 

  arm). 

Atish : Leaveme……leaveme…Iwillgoout… Iwantlight……morelight. 

Anish : (forciblymakeshimsitonachair)Sither

e. 

Don‟tmove. 

Atish :Myson!Pleaseletmego….Iwouldliketogoout…Iwantlight……morelight. 
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(Atishtriestogetupfromthechair.AnishindicatesGomez.GomezholdsAtis

h 

  strongly).  

 

Anish 

 

: 

 

Stop.Bequiet. 

 

Atish :No.I‟llgoout. 
 

Anish : No,youmustn‟tgooutside. 
 

Atish : (shouts)whywhy? Why? 
 

Anish : Youareailing. 
 

Atish :No.I‟mquitewell.Gomez,leaveme……youstupid!…bastard! 

(Atishbecomesincreasinglyferociousandrestless.Salivaoozesoutfromhis

mouth.) 

Anish :Gomez,bringtheinjection.Quick.Hecan‟tbesentinsideunlessheissedated 

(Gomezgoesinside)(AnishStronglyholdshim) 

Atish :Scoundrel!Doyoudaretosedateme?Leaveme.Letmegoout.Imustnot live 

  here.  

Anish : Why?What‟swrongwithlivinghere? 
 

Atish :Sin,hereis sin. 
 

Anish : Whatsin?Youareagainsayingthis! 
 

Atish : Sin.Sin.Rumiyaissin. She‟s coming. Iknowthis. Gomez hasreportedme. 

Anish : Stopit.Crazyman! 
 

Atish : Shemustnotstayhere. Iknow 

everything. 

Youconfessed.shemustnotstay

here. 
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Anish :No.shemuststayhere.Youmustacceptit. 
 

Atish :Sin.Sin.Sheisyoursin.Youareascoundrel-anabortionofyourmother. 

Anish : Stopit,nonsense.  

  (AnishhitsAtish.Hecriesout.Gomez comesfrominsidewithasyri

nge   containinganinjection.) 

 

Gomez 

 

:Sir,Pleasedonotbeathim. 

 

Anish :Iwill.Iwillfinishhimtoday(hits again) 
 

Gomez : Sir!Whatareyoudoing?Heisyourfather. 
 

Anish : Shutup.Neveradviseme.Youareaservant.Sobehavelikethat. 

Gomez :YetIhavea heart. 
 

Anish :Lockit.Otherwiseleavethe job. 
 

Gomez :WherecanIgetitatthisoldage?OtherwiseIwouldgoawayanywhere.Ican‟t

stand 

  allthesenow.  

Anish :Stopit.(Pause.Anishgetssomewhatcalm.)Don‟tmind.Youarewatchingh

ow 

Iamgettingdisturbeddayafterday.It‟sunbearable.Ihavealsogrownold. 

Gomez :Sir,mayItell youonething? 
 

Anish : What? 
 

Gomez :Pardonmyaudacity.Youmightavoidthesinasperhisadvice. 

Anish :(roars)Stop.Iwarnyou.Nevercrossyourlimit.Comeon.Holdhistwoarmstr

ongly. 
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(GomezholdsAtish‟sbotharmsverystrongly.Atishtriestogetridofhim.A

nishputs 

theinjectiononhim.Atishgoesonmutteringandthenbecomesdrowsy.G

omeztakes 

himinside.Anish starts the music again.Light goesondiminishing. 

Rumiya‟sface in 

thepaintinggetsilluminatedbyaspotlight.Anishgazesatit.Themusicend

s. 

  Doorbellrings.)  

 

Anish 

 

: 

 

Comein. 

 

  (Prof.Guptaenterswithawalkingstick)  

Gupta :Goodevening,Dr.Roy. 
 

Anish : Goodevening,Prof.Gupta.Pleasebeseat

ed. 

 

Gupta :(sitsonachair)Iwashearingasong. 
 

Anish :Iwasjustrelaxing.  

Gupta :Ialsolikethatsong.ActuallyIrangthedoorbellafteritended.Ididn‟tliketo 

  disturb it.  

Anish :Iseeyouaren‟tprosaiclikeme. 
 

Gupta :Youthinkso!Absurd!Youaresokeeninfineart!Inadditiontoityouhad 

digestedalotofliteratureinspiteofbeingascientist.Butlook-

IamsounluckythatI 

spentmywholelifeonlyteachingliteratureandpeepingintoyourworldofscien

ce 

  havingnoqualitytoenterthere.  
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Anish 

 

: 

 

(smiling)Wouldyouliketoexchangethepo

sition? 

 

Gupta :(laughing)Onthevergeofretirement?No,myfriend.It‟shightime.Yourscience

is 

  quitegreektome.  

Anish : ButGreekisnotgreekto you. 
 

Gupta :HadIlearnedmathematicsinsteadofGreek,Icouldhavebeenapettyscientist. 

  Isn‟tit?  

Anish :(laughing)Sure.Whynot? 
 

Gupta : Bytheby,whenisyourstudentarriving?I thinksheisexpectedtocometoda

y. 

Anish : Rumiyahadarrivedattheairport–shewill bearrivingshortlyvisitingthesho

pping 

  mall.  

Gupta :(laughing)FromAirporttoshoppingmall?She‟sstilllikeateenagerstudentthou

gh 

she‟sascientist.Sheisverycandid.Ithinktheshoppingisthemainhobbyofladi

es. 

Anish : Andinherentalso. 
 

Gupta :Yes.It‟sapertinentremark. 
 

Anish :Shehasgonetothemarkettobuyflowers. 
 

Gupta :(laughing)Hassheanyplantoworshiphermas

ter? 
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Anish :(smiling)Sheisverymuchmirthfulnowforhernewsuccessandsocelebratingit 

  withflowers.  

Gupta :Onlyflowers?Andwhataboutcandy?Sheshouldbringitalsoforthecommo

npeople 

  likeme.Lethercome.IhavetoknowifshesoughtitinSwitzerland? 

Anish :LastyearshebroughtalargeboxofchocolatefromZurich.(laughing)Shoul

dI 

  takeitatthisold-age? 

Gupta :Actuallyitwasherpretence.Sheboughtitforherself(Bothlaugh) 

  (Apiercingsoundofscreamingcomesfrominside.Bothstoplaughing) 

Anish :Myfather‟sproblemhasbeenverymuchacute. 

Gupta :Isee.Thisis youronlyheadache.(pause) 

Anish : Areporterispokingrecently.HewouldliketocoverRumiya. 

Gupta :Immediately?Howdotheygetinformation?Whoishe?Whichpress? 

Anish :Heintroducedhimselfasafreelancejournalist –

sinceyesterdayheisdisturbing 

  -calledforthreetimes–wantstoconfirmRumiya‟sinterview–sohurry–

very 

  obstinate. 

 

Gupta 

 

:HeintendstocashinRumiya‟spresentinvention–

asisthebusinessofareporter 

  -tomakethebestuseofanopportunityatfirst. 

Anish :Buttheyuproaralot.Itaffectstheattentionofyoungscientists.Theymayget

more 
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  inclinedtopublicityinsteadofresearch.WhatRemiyahaddonetillnowbe

longs to 

  averyprimarystage. 

 

Gupta 

 

:Yetwhatsheistryingmustbeanepochmakingeventifshegetssuccess–asI 

  hearditfromyou. 

Anish :That‟sright.Iamproudofher.Sheisagenius.Araregirl.Let‟swaitforhersuc

cess. 

Gupta :Canitbereallysuccessful?Canababybebornfromanartificialwomb?Atfir

st 

  fertilizinginatesttube–theninsertingtheembryointoanartificialuterus–

Oh! It 

  appearslikeastory.Won‟tmanbebornfrommother‟swomb?Whatareyo

udoing, 

  Dr.Roy?(laughsloudly) 

 

Anish 

 

:Prof.Gupta,thisisstillinanexperimentalstage.Successisaremotegoal. 

Gupta :Let‟swait.Yourstudentalsohastenacity. 

Anish : Hadyoubeenpleasedathersong? 

Gupta :Oh!Wasithersong?Verysweetvoice! 

Anish : Wouldyouliketohearitagain? 

Gupta : Sure.Whynot? 

  (Anishstartsthemusic–lightsacigarette–

slowlymovestowardsthepainting– 

  gazesatit–Guptalooksaskanceathim.)Dr Roy? 

  (Anishcan‟thear.AhumorouslookisexpressedinGupta‟seyes.Suddenl
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yAtish‟s 

  loudmoaningcomesfrominside.Anishhurriedlystopsthemusicandcal

lsGomez. 

  Gomezquicklycomesfrominside.) 

 

Gomez 

 

: 

 

Sir! 

Anish : Whathappened? 

Gomez :Heshoutedinastateofsleep. 

Anish : Hewoke up? 

Gomez : No,Sir. 

Anish : Ok. Go 

  (Gomezgoesawayinside) 

Gupta : Ishisdiseaseaggravating? 

Anish :Youknowit‟samentalailment.Soitgetsacutesometimes.Ithinkanothers

hock 

  therapyisneeded.IhavetocontactDr.Sharma. 

Gupta :Whatastrangematter!Hewasa 

renownedpsychiatrist.Ihaveseenmanyofthemto 

  beabnormalatoldage.Whydoesithappenso,Dr. Roy? 

Anish :(smiling)Onlytheycansay. 

Gupta : Howlonghashebeensuffering? 

Anish :Alongperiod.WhenIreturnedfromEurope,hewouldstillpractise.Thengr

adually 
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  hegotabnormal.Actuallyhegotashockatmymother‟sdemise.Because

of 

  lonelinessheturnsinto …… 

 

Gupta 

 

:Reallyitisagreatproblemtoyoubeingabachelorperson.Butyourmaidser

vantisa 

  verygoodone.Heseemstobeverysincere. 

Anish :Yes.Heiswithusfromhisboyhood.Anaffectionhadgraduallygrowninhi

m 

  towardsourfamily.ThepersonwasanorphanofaChristianfamily.Myf

ather 

  gavehimalittleeducation also. 

  (Doorbellrings) 

  Comeinplease. 

  (Dipanwitaenters) 

 

Anish 

 

: 

 

Oh!Dipanwita!Haveyoucomeforthatbook? 

Dipanwita : Yes,sir. 

Anish : Wait. 

  (givesheralooktakingitfromthebookshelf) 

Dipanwita : Thankyou,sir. 

  (abouttoexit) 

Anish :Stop.Whathadhappenedinthelaboratoryatnoontoday? 

Dipanwita :It‟snothing.Asillymatter,sir. 

Anish : What‟sthematter? 
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  Ihaveheardalittle. 

Dipanwita : Alokwasdisturbingme.Hewas……(hesitates) 

Anish :Speakout.Youneednothesitate.Whyareyoustanding?Sithere.Prof.Gu

pta,he‟s 

  myresearchscholar.Youcansayeverythingbeforehim. 

Dipanwita :Alokisrecentlydisturbingme.Eveninthe lab– 

Anish : Didhemolestyou? 

Gupta :No.Notthat.Lastweekheproposedtome.Irejected.Soheischarging me 

  frequently.Heiseventhreateningme. 

Anish :Whydoallthesehappeninthedepartment?Imustwarnhim.Butyouhaves

ome 

  responsibilityalso. 

 

 

Dipanwita :WhatcanIdo,sir,ifhepokesme? 
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Anish :Idon‟tliketointerfereinyourpersonalmatter.Butallthesearenotdesirabl

einthe 

  department.Ifitcontinuesso,Ihavetotakeotherstep.Ok.Youmaygo 

now. 

  (Dipanwitaisabouttoleave.Alokenters) 

 

Alok 

 

: 

 

(ToDipanwita)Stop. 

Anish : Alok!Whyhaveyoucomehere? 

Alok :Pardonme,sir,Ihavebeencompelledtocomehere. 

Dipanwita :Sir,pleasenoteit.Hewasfollowingmefromtheuniversity. 

Alok :Ihavedoneright. 

Anish : (angrily)What‟sthis,Alok? 

Alok :Sir,Isurmisedthatshewouldtellyousomethinghalftrue.Ihavecomehere 

to 

  tellyouanotherhalfone. 

Anish :Butwhyhere?Youmusttellitinthe department.Nothere. 

Alok : Thenwhywouldshecome? 

Anish :Areyouseekinganyexplanationfrom me? 

Alok : Sorry,Sir, 

Anish : Yougo 

  (abouttoleave–then stops) 

Alok :(speakswithabreathingtrouble)Sir,shehasdeceivedme. 

Dipanwita :Thisisfalse.Youarelying. 

Alok : It‟strue,sir. 
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  Pleasebelieveit 

Anish :Whyareallthesehappeningbeforeme?Alok,Ihaveaskedyoutoleave. 

Alok :Sir,shepretendedtolove. 

  (Alokissuccumbedtomassivebreathlessness) 

 

 

Anish :Oh!youaregettingsick.Sit here. 
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Alok :(sitsinachairandthenburstsintotears)Shehasinsultedmylove. 

Dipanwita : MayIgo,sir? 

Anish : Yes. 

  (Dipanwitaisabouttoleave) 

Anish :Stop,(Pause)Whyareyousoinsincere? 

Dipanwita : Me? 

Anish :Yes.(pause)Ok.Youmaygo. 

  (Dipanwitaexits) 

Anish :Alok,youarearesearchscholar.Don‟t 

  loseyourself,myboy. 

Alok : (weeping)shecommitted– 

Anish :Please,controlyourself,Alok.becalm. 

Alok :Ok,sir,Iamgoing. 

Anish : Canyou? 

Alok : YesSir, 

  (slowlyexists) 

Gupta :Youthisverymuchsurprising,Dr. Roy. 

Anish : (somewhatdistracted)Yes,it‟sso.Thatyoungmanhadacommitment. 

Gupta :It‟smoresurprising.Commitmentisgettingextinctnowadays–

especiallyincase 

  oflove.Heisoddman. 
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Anish :Buttheworldisstillgreenforsuchboys. 

Gupta :Excellentisyourcomment.Thanks.Youmighthavebeenanartistinsteado

fbeinga 

  scientist. 

Anish :Couldyoutellwhyit‟sgettingextinct?Thislove? 

Gupta : Technology.Consumerism.Hedonism. 

Anish :Buttechnologycanremaininharmonywithlove.Prof.Gupta. 

Gupta : Really?Doyourbelieveso? 

Anish :Yes,professor.Iknowan example. 

Gupta : What‟sthat?(Doorbellrings) 

Anish :Possiblyitisthatreporter.Pleasecomein. 

  (NiladriSenenters) 

Niladri :Goodevening.IamjournalistNiladri Sen. 

Anish :Oh!Youphoned me! 

  Goodevening.IamAnish Roy. 

Niladri :It‟sdifficulttonotrecognizetherenownedembryologistDr.AnishRoy.

Afamous 

  scientistlikeyouneednotgiveselfintroduction. 

Anish : Thankyou.Beseated,please. 

Niladri : Thankyou.(sitsandlooksatGupta)Youare,sir.? 

Anish :HeisprofessorP.R.Gupta.Myneighbour. 

Niladri :Ihadheard yourname.Gooddayto you. 
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Gupta :Gooddaytoyou.ButIteachliterature--

knownothingaboutscience.So,please 

  don‟tendangermeaskinganyquestionrelatingtothis.Imustbeasham

ed. 

  (Everyonelaughs) 

 

Niladri 

 

:Shame?Weareearning,sir,asallarenotawareofscience.It‟sourbusines

sto 

  popularizeit. 

Gupta : Youareafreelancereporter? 

Niladri :Yes,professor.SoIalwaystrytogetfirsthandinformation.It‟sexclusivel

y 

  professionalinterest. 

  (AnishcallsGomezandaskshimtoservethedrinks) 

 

 

Niladri :Dr.MsGhoshhasarrived? 
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Anish : Yes,soonshewillreachhere.  

Niladri : She‟syourrelation? 
 

Anish :No,Rumiyaisonlymystudent.Herparentswereveryclosetome. 

Niladri : Doesshestayherewhenevershecomest

o 

India? 

Anish :Whyareyouaskingthis?Yes.Herfatherhaddiedwhenshewasveryyoung.

Last 

yearhermotherexpired.SoshestaysherewhenevershecomestoIndia. 

(Niladrilooksatthepainting-leaveshischair–

goestothepaintingandwatchesit) 

Ithinkit‟stheportraitofDr.Ms.RumiyaGhosh. 

 

Anish 

 

: 

 

Yes,Haveyouseenherbefore? 

 

Niladri :Whohasdrawnthis? 
 

Gupta :It‟stheworkofDr.Roy.Surprising.Isn‟tit?Dr.Royisexpertinbothartand 

  science.Heisambidexter-Arjuna-  

Anish :No –no –paintingismyhobby. 
 

Niladri :Professorhasdrawnhisstudent‟sportrait.It‟srare.Isn‟tit?Studentisluckye

nough. 

Anish : Itwasdrawnatstudent‟sownrequest. 
 

Niladri :Idon‟tmeanotherwise. 
 

Gupta :Thesestudentsaresoobjectofaffection –theydemandalot–

forexampleoneofmy 

students-Ihadtotakeherphotographassheprayed,“Sir,youareagood 
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phoographer–pleasetakemysnap–” Naturally.…(laughs) 

 

Niladri 

 

: 

 

Yourstudent‟ssubjectofresearchishigh

ly 

 

interesting. 

Anish :Howdidyougetthenews?Shepublishednothingtillnow. 

Niladri :Dr.Roy,it‟sourprofessiontocollectinformation.Ihadalreadygotthenews

thatshe 

wasdoingresearchonartificialuterus.IgottheinformationinZurich.But

Icouldn‟t 

  imagineshewouldbesuccessfulsoearly

. 

 

 

Anish 

 

: 

 

Yoursourceofinformation? 

 

Niladri :(smiling)Letitremainin dark.  

Anish : Strange!HowissuchconfidentialinformationleakedinEurope? 

Niladri :Wehavemoresecretinformation,Dr.Roy,suchasyouwouldresearchonhu

man 

  cloningin Switzerland. 

Anish :(startled)What?Whotoldyou?Ididn‟tpublishanythingregardingthis. 

Niladri : (sarcastically)Really?Didn‟tyoupublishanything?Pleaseremember. 

Anish :No,(thinking)Oh!YesIcanremember.Idid.Butitwasonlyatheoreticaldisc

ussion. 

  HoweverIdidn‟t work onit. 

Niladri : (smiling)Really? 

Gupta :Ithinkthishumancloningisproscribed. 
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Niladri : Exactly. 

Anish :Becausescientistshavenorighttoopenthedoorofscience. 

Niladri :Butunplannedopeningmayleadtoanarchyinthesociety.Weshouldlookaft

er the 

  welfareofsciencealso. 

Anish :(sarcastically)Sonuclearresearchisunderthecontrolofpoliticiansandarm

y. 

  WelfarewasdoneinHiroshima! 

Niladri :IthinkDr.Royisnothappywithinterdictiononhumancloning. 

Anish :Ican‟tacceptanykindofinterferenceofnonscientistsinthearenaofscience. 

I 

  dislikeeverysortofprohibitioninthequestoftruth. 

Niladri :Butthequestoftruthisnotmoreimportantthanthewelfareofthesociety,Dr.

Roy. 

Anish :Enough,Mr.Sen.Wewoulddebateinthisfashioninourstudentlife. 

Niladri :Anyway,doyousupporthumancloning? 

Anish :Itdoesn‟tmatterwhetherIsupportitornot. 

Niladri :What?Isthesupportandhelpofascientistlikeyouvalueless?Iknowit‟sdon

e 

  secretlyinmanycountries. 

Anish :Mr.Sen,whatdo 

youindicate?Youknowverywellthatsupportandhelparenotthe 

samething,Tosupportaresearchdoesnotmeanhelping it. 
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Niladri : Ididn‟tmeanit. 
 

Gupta :Leaveit,Well,Dr.Roy,Pleaseexplaininbriefthishumancloning–

obviously 

makingitcomprehensibletoapersonofdifferentworldlikeme. 

Anish : Youmeanpopularizingit!(laughing)Thisishisbusiness.Pleasehelphi

m,Mr.Sen. 

Niladri : Me?Beforeascientistlikeyou? 
 

Anish :Noproblem.Doitinyourpopularstyle. 
 

Niladri :(laughing)Ok.thenlistentome,sir. 
 

(Atremendoussoundofmoaningcomesfrominside.Gomezcomesfast) 

Gomez :Sir,hehaswokenupandgotrestless. 
 

Anish : (ToNiladri)Excuseme.(Theygoinside) 
 

Niladri : What‟sthematter? 
 

Gupta :Dr.Roy‟sfather.Aneuroticpatient. 
 

Niladri :Dr.Roy‟sfather?Thenhemustbeveryold. 
 

Gupta : Yes,Octogenarian.Now,please,continue. 
 

Niladri : Oh!humancloning?Doyouknowgrafting inplant? 

Gupta :Yes,Ididitinmyboyhood.Ididitinaroseplant

. 

 

Niladri :(laughing)Thenyouhadalreadydonecloning.Thisiswhatiscalledcloning

. 

Similarly in case of any part of a human body – such as a nose – 

you pick out a cell from it – extract the nucleus from the cell – 
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insert this nucleus into an ovum containing no nucleus and then let 

an embryo be developed from it. Lastly you 

putthisembryointoawombandwaitforababytobebornfromit.Thisiswh

atisknown 

ashumancloning.Thebabybornthusmustbeaphotocopyoftheowne

rof original nucleus. Same look, same genetic structure, same 

nature and characteristics. Everything is same. 

 

 

 

 

Gupta :(surprised)Thenthebirthofthisclonedbabyisnottheresultofsexualintercourse! 
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Niladri

 :(laughing)No,sir.Noquestionofsexualintercourse.It‟snotamatt

erofintercourse – only making a copy of a human being. This is 

your human cloning. 

 

 

Gupta : (surprised)Andthesearedone! 

 

Niladri :It‟sheardso–butdonesecretly–asit‟sbannedeverywhere–apunishableoffence. 

 

Gupta :Bythe By, last evening I asked mydaughter about it – she‟sa good 

student of biology–Shescoldedmealittle,“youneednot 

knowthisrubbishthing–youarea teacher of poetry – remain busy in 

it.” Now I see this is also a poetry. 

 

 

Niladri :Youarerighttosomeextent.Itisalsoapoetry–

butgruesomeone. (Both laugh loudly) 

 

Gupta : Gruesomepoetry? 

 

Niladri

 :Yes.Yourdaughterisright.Youneednotknowit.Knowingthiswil

lincreaseone‟s pain. It‟s inauspicious. 

(Anishcomesfrominside) 

 

 

Anish : Isyourdiscussionover? 
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Gupta

 :(laughing)Headvisedtonotbeawareofitat

all. Anish : Why? 

Gupta : Painful.Inauspicious. 

 

Anish :Thisisyoursuperstition.Itisawrong idea. 

 

Niladri :ThenIamconfirmed 

youarereallyonthesideofhumancloning. Anish :Yes, So. You 

can write in your paper that I support it. 

Niladri : (smiling)Really? 

 

Rumiya[without]:Gomez!Gomez! 

(Gomezcomesfrominside.Rumiyaenterswithabouquetinonehandand

asuitcase in another one. Gomez takes the suitcase and goes inside.) 

 

 

Rumiya :

 Goodevening,sir.Goodevening,Prof.Gu

pta. Gupta :Good evening, Rumiya. 
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Anish ;Goodevening,Rumiya,everythingiswell?  

Rumiya : Yes,sir.Sir,look.Whatanicebouquetfor you! 

Anish : Thankyou,Rumiya 
 

(Receivesitgladlyandputsthesameinaflower vas) 

Niladri : Congratulation,Dr.MsGhosh! 
 

Rumiya : Whatfor!Sorry,Ican‟trecognizeyou. 
 

Anish :Letmeintroduce.He‟safreelancejournalist–NiladriSen–

seekingyourappointment 

  foraninterview–  

Rumiya : Youcouldphonemetoavoidthetroubleofcominghere. 

Niladri :(smiling)Iwantedtoseeyou. 
 

Rumiya :(smiling)Strange!Iamnotafilmstar. 
 

Niladri : IgotsomeinformationregardingyourachievementinSwitzerland. 

Rumiya :Really?Whatdoyouknow? 
 

Niladri :Youcreatedanartificialuteruswhereahumanembryocansurviveformaxi

mum 

  sixhoursandtenminutes.  

Rumiya :(smiling)Youknowitinsodetail! 
 

Niladri : AmIright? 
 

Rumiya : Areyoustartingyourinterview? 
 

NIladri :(smiling)Nomadam,Iamnotsoirresponsible.Pleasegivemeadateinfutur



Theatre Street Journal             Vol.8, No.1  31 October 2024                         Peer Reviewed ISSN 2456-754X Page 72 

 

e. 

Rumiya :Sure,Iwillgiveyouadateshortly.Sir,how‟syourfather? 

Anish : Sameasbefore.Goinsideandhaverest,Ru

miya. 

 

Rumiya : Thankyou,sir 
 

  (Abouttogoinside)  

Niladri :Justaminute,Dr.Ms. Ghosh.  

(Rumiyastops.Niladririsesandgoestoher.Thenhetakesoutaphotofrom

his 

  pocketanddisplaysthisbeforeherdramati

cally.) 

 

 

Niladri 

 

:Pleaselookatthis,Dr.Ghosh.MayIpublishit

? 

 

Rumiya : (takesitfromhim)Myphoto!Howdidyou getit?Frominternet? 

Niladri : No.Areyouadmittingthatit‟syours? 
 

Rumiya : (returnsthephoto)Yes.Buthowcouldyou getit? 

Niladri : (smiling)Imusttellyoushortly.Dr.Roy,Wouldyoupleasehavealookatt

hephoto? 

Anish : Yes 
 

  (takesthephotoandseesitandthenreturns

) 

 

Niladri : Dr.Roy,isthisaphotoofRumiyaGhoshorthatofRumiyaAndrews? 
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Anish : (startled)whatdoyoumean? 
 

Niladri :Imeanit‟saphotoofRumiyaAndrewswhichwasenlargedfromagrouppho

toof 

theresearchscholarsthatwasshottwentysixyearsagoinZurich. 

  (takesoutagroupphotoandshowsit.)  

Lookatthisgroupphoto,Dr.Roy.YouarestandingbesideMs.RumiyaAn

drews. 

(Anishtrunshisfaceandgoestoothersideofthestage) 

 

Rumiya 

 

: 

 

WhoisthisRumiyaAndrews,sir? 

 

Niladri :Shewashisdeceasedcoworkerormoreperfectlyspeakinghisloverwhodie

dof 

cancerinSwitzerlandtwentyfiveyearsago.Isn‟tit,Dr.Roy?Youcanalso

see 

this,Prof.Gupta(giveshimthephoto).Doesn‟tshelooklikethisRumiya? 

 

Gupta 

 

: 

 

(surprised)Exactly. 

 

Niladri :Isn‟titsurprising?IsthisRumiyathedaughterofthatRumiyathoughthesur 

  namesaredifferent,Dr.Roy?  

Rumiya : No.Rubbish.Whatnonsenseareyoutalki

ng? 

 

Niladri :IamaskingDr.Roy,Ms.Ghosh. 
 

Anish : Yougottheanswer.RumiyaAndrewswas unmarried. 

Niladri :Iknowit.That‟swhythematterisnotcleartome.Samelook.Samename.B

othare 

  soclosetoyou……It‟sstrange…..Isn‟tso?  
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  (laughssardonically)  

 

Anish 

 

: 

 

Whoareyou?Whyhaveyoucomehere? 

 

Niladri : Graduallyyouwillcometoknowit. 
 

Rumiya :MayIseethegroup photo? 
 

Niladri :Yes,Yes.Ofcourse 
 

(givesherthegroupphoto.Rumiyatakesoutherpassportfromherpocke

tand 

  comparesbothphotographs)  

  (sarcastically)Bothofyoulookexactlysame. Isn‟t it?  

  (Rumiyagetssurprisedandpale)  

 

Anish 

 

:Yes.Thereissimilarityintheirfaces.So what? 

 

Niladri :Sosimilarity?Similarityinnamesalso?Whatastrangecoincidence!(laug

hs) 

Anish :(Angrily)Stopit.Whyareyoulaughinglikeacrazyperson

? 

 

Niladri : (withasmilingface)Watchingyournervousness.You 

are 

sweating,si

r. 

Anish : Whatnervousness? 
 

Yourbehaviourisnotlikeareporter.Youarebehavinglikeanunbalance

dperson. 

  Whatyouwanttosayisnotunderstandable.  
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Niladri : Really? 

Anish :Yes,pleasego.Iamsorry. 
 

Niladri :ButIdidn‟tcomeheretoreturnwithanemptyhand. 
 

Anish :Whatdoyou mean? 
 

Niladri :ImeanIwantyourconfession.Unlessyouconfesseverything,Iwon‟tleav

ethis 

  place.BecauseIhavecomehereonlyforthis.  

Anish : Whatconfession? 
 

  Whoareyou?Areporteroraninvestigator?Haveyoucomehereforinves

tigation? 

Niladri :Youareabsolutelyright,sir.IbelongtoInterpol–

noreporter.Hereismyidentity 

  card(shows).Nowanswermyquestionsnotsuppressinganything. 

Anish :Youmighthavetolditbeforehand.Whydidyouappearasareporter? 

Niladri :WouldyoupleadforhumancloningsoboldlyhadI 

toldyouthatIbelongedtothe 

  police?Yourstatementwasrecordedhere(showsthetaperecorder). 

Anish : Idon‟tcare.Ok.Nowcomeon.Tellmewhatyouwant. 

Niladri : Yourconfession? 

Anish : (Angrily)whatconfession? 

Niladri :ThatyouclonedRumiyaAndrewstwentysixyearsagotocreatethisRumiya

Ghosh. 
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Rumiya : (shoutstremendously) 

  What?No.Nonsense! 

  Youarecrazy!Whatnonsenseareyouspeaking? 

  (Rumiyagoesontremblinginfearandexcitement) 

 

Anish 

 

:(Roars)Isayyouget out. 

Niladri :Slowly,Dr.Roy.slowly.Areyoudenyingeverything?ButtheSwisspolicei

snotso 

  foolthattheyhadcontactedInterpolwithoutgettinganyevidence. 

Anish :Ifyoudisturbmemore.Imustinformthepolicecommissioner.What‟sthep

roofthat 

  youbelongtoInterpol?SuchfakeIDcardcanbemade. 

Niladri : Doyouwanttoinformthepolice?Thatwillbefine.Doit. 

Anish :Allyousayisbogus.Abaselessstory.Idenyeverything.TellyourSwisspoli

ce. 

Niladri : Really? 

Anish :Yes.Haveyouanyproof?Anywitness? 

Niladri :Witness?Yes,Ihaveawitness.Ihavebroughthimwithme.Believe. 

  (Callssomeoneusinghismobilephone) 

  Apersoniswaitinginfrontofyourhouse.Hewillappearveryshortly.Tryi

fyoucan 

  recognizehim.PresentlyhelivesinKolkata.ButoncehewasinZurich. 

 

 

Agarwal[without]:MayIcomein? 
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Niladri :Comein,please.Dr. Agarwal. 

  Dr.Roy,couldyoupleaserecognizehim? 

  Oncehewasyourassistant.Isn‟tit? 

 

Anish 

 

: 

 

(Angrily)Oh!Agarwal!Thenyouhaveconspiredallthese!Youscoundre

l! 

Agarwal :Conspiracy!No,Dr.Roy.Ihavetoldhimwhatistrue.Don‟tabuseme,please

. 

Niladri : Dr.Agarwal,youwereawitnessofhiswork.Youwouldassisthimthen. 

Agarwal : Yes.HeclonedRumiyaAndrews. 

Anish :Lie.Thisismachination.Heisvindictive.Youdon‟tknow,Mr.Sen,howwi

ckedhe 

  is.Hetriedtocashinmyachievement.Ididnotlethimdosoashehad no 

  contributionbehindmyinvention.Sohehadfabricatedthisstory.YouAg

arwal, get 

  outfromhere. 

 

Agarwal 

 

:Dr.Roy,Ididn‟tcomeheretostay.Hecalledme.SoIcame.Youinsultedmes

o!IfI 

  speakouteverythinginthecourt,canyoudeny?Youaredenyingmycontr

ibution! 

  Didn‟tIassistyouinyourresearchofgenetherapy? 

 

Anish 

 

:Youservedonlylikealabassistant.Youhadnomajorcontribution.Youarea

liar.I 

  hateyou. 
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Agarwal :Ialsohateyou.Youarelying,notme.Ihadsomecontribution.Butyoupatent

ed 

  everythingonlyinyournameandshowedmethedoor.Imustshowyouals

omy 

  gameinthewitnessbox. 

 

Anish 

 

: 

 

Hellwithyou.Youcan‟tdoanything. 

Agarwal : Really?Ok,let‟sseewhomthecourtbelieves. 

Anish :Thewitnessofaliarlikeyou hasnovalue. 

Agarwal :Really?AmIaliar?Didn‟tyousecretlycloneinvitroRumiyaAndrew‟ssom

atic 

  cellinBrooklineInstitute? 

Anish : No. 

Agarwal :Didn‟tyouimplantherclonedembryointheuterusofhiredsurrogatemothe

rMonika 

  GhoshinyourapartmentinZurich? 

Anish : No.  

Agarwal :Really?SwearitinthenameofGod.Certainlyyoucan‟tasyoudonotbelieve 

inGod.Otherwisehowcouldyoudosuchcrime?Dr.RoyIhadalreadyinfo

rmed 

everythingtoSwisspolice.NowIwillseehowyoucanescape. 

 

Anish 

 

:Idenyeverything.Bothofyougetlost. 

 

Niladri :Youaskedmetogoouttwice.Butwemustproveyourpastunlawfulactivity.



Theatre Street Journal             Vol.8, No.1  31 October 2024                         Peer Reviewed ISSN 2456-754X Page 79 

 

Swiss 

PolicehadalreadyfiledapetitioninZurich‟scourttoexhumeRumiyaAn

drewsfor 

herDNATest.WealsowillappealtohighcourtfortheDNAtestofthisRu

miya 

Ghosh.Thenmatchingthetworesults…….youknoweverythingregardi

ngthese 

  testsand matching.  

 

Anish 

 

: 

 

WillyoutestRumiyaGhosh?Issheyourpuppet?WemustappealtoSupre

meCourt. 

Niladri :Whyhaveyouobjectioninthetestifyouareinnocent? 

Rumiya :Enough!Enough!stopit,please.Yes,youarrangeformyDNAtest.Ialsowa

ntitto 

bedone-suchobnoxiouscomplain –NowIamtired–pleaseleavenow–

Iam 

  exhausted.  

 

Anish 

 

:Rumiya,whydoyousurrendertothem

? 

 

Rumiya :Whyareyouobjectingifyouareinnoce

nt? 

 

Agarwal : Heisinnocent!Doyouknowhim? (laughs)Whatshesays!MrSen!(lau

ghs 

  loudly)  

Anish : Agarwal!Stopit. 
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Rumiya :Sir,letthemdoit.Don‟topposeit,please,asIhavebeenentangled.Iwanttob

e 

  confirmed.  

Anish : No,Rumiya.Don‟tallowthis. 
 

Rumiya : Whynot?Mr.Sen,arrangeformyDNAtest–immediately. 

Anish :Rumiya,listen.Thisishumiliating.TheywillexhumeRumiyaAndrews.It‟

s 

  derogatory.  

Rumiya : Dr.Roy,whycan‟tyourealisetheyhadquestionedmyorigin?Ihavetokn

ow 

  everything.Imustknoweverything.  

  (Atishcomesfrominsidestaggering.Gomeztriestodraghimtoinside.) 

Atish :Know–know– youmustknoweverything. 

Anish :(excited)Gomez!Whatthehellareyoudoing? 

  Takehimtothebedroom. 

Niladri : Ishe– 

Gupta : Yes,HeisDr.Roy‟sfather. 

Atish :Hehadadmittedbeforeme.Butsinisnotwashedaway,mypoorchild.What

hell 

  youhaddone! 

Anish : Gomez!youstupid!Takehiminside. 

Rumiya : Sir!Whathadyouadmittedbeforehim?Speakout,please. 

Atish :Canyoudeny?Mycruelson! 

  (GomeztakesAtishinside) 
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Rumiya :Speakout,sir.Whyareyousilent?Youalwaysleadmetotruth.Thenwhyar

eyou 

  suppressingthisnow?Youaremyteacher–

Iregardyou.(Shouting)Whyareyou 

  deceivingme?Why?Why? 

  (Anishstaresatadistantplacewithavacant look) 

 

Anish 

 

:CanyoubearwiththetruthifIexpressit?Thenlisten.Allthesearetrue. 

  (Rumiyaburstsintotears) 

  IhadcreatedyoubycloningRumiyaAndrews.Youareherclone. 

  (Guptastandsupingreatsurprise) 

 

Rumiya 

 

: 

 

Iamclone! 

  Iamclone!(Shivers) 

  ThenwhoisMonikaGhosh? 

 

Anish 

 

:Sheisonlyyoursurrogate mother. 

  (Rumiyaviolentlyscreamsandrushesinside) 

Niladri :Let‟sgo,Dr.Agarwal.Myinvestigationiscomplete.Thankstoyourfather,

Dr.Roy. 

  Luckilyyouadmittedbeforehimatyourweakmoment.Sothecathasbee

nout. 

  AnotherinformationIneedtohaveasIhavetomakeafinalreport.Whatw

asyour 

  motive?WhydidyoucloneRumiyaAndrews 

Anish :(remainssilentforsomemoments) 
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  Shewassufferingfromcancer.Ididn‟twanthertobelostforever.WhatIh

ad 

  doneisnooffence.Istillthinkso.Idon‟tcareforanysortofpunishment. 

 

Niladri 

 

:Whatanattempttoletoneexistinthisfashion!Horrible!Howdidyoucontac

t 

  MonikaGhosh? 

Anish :Shewasaprofessionalsurrogatemother. 

HerhusbandPranabwasanengineer. He 

  wasairresponsibleperson.Hewouldearnalittle–

ratherexploitMonika.Hewasa 

  gambler–drunkard–

swine.SoMonikatookthisoccupation.Shecarriedsomany 

  babies–butfosteredonlythisRumiyaatmyrequest. 

 

Niladri 

 

: 

 

Andagainstmoney? 

Anish :Yes,AfterPranab‟sdemisebyroadaccidentinGeneva,ShecamebackIndi

aalong 

  withmeandRumiya.ThenRumiyawasonlyeightyearsold.Achild. 

Niladri :Afterthatsheisgrownupunderyourguidanceandyouremainabachelorfor

therest 

  oflife.Whatastrangecourseofpassion!Let‟sgo,Dr.Agarwal. 

  (SenandAgarwalexit) 

 

Gupta 

 

:Ihavetoleavealso.Dr.Roy. 

Anish :Prof.Gupta,haveIreallycommittedanycrime? 
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Gupta :It‟sadifficultquestion.Idon‟tknowitsanswer,Dr.Roy. 

Anish :Ifitbeacrime……butProf.,Gupta,IwouldloveRumiyaAndrews–

soIdidn‟t 

  gethertobelostforever. 

Gupta : Surprisingisthis! 

  Youwouldlovehersomuch!Somuchthatyoutriedtomakeiteternal!Yo

uagain 

  mademeastonished.Solongpeoplelikewillremaininthisworld,itwillre

main 

  green.Yourcrimeisonlyonesideofthecoin.Icanfeelit.Please,convince

your 

  student.Sheneedstoaccept it. 

  Athrustoftechnology!Bye! 

  (Exitsslowly) 

  (Rumiyacomesfrominside.Hermovementandexpressionaresomewh

atinsane) 

 

Rumiya 

 

:Sir!IfIamaclone,whatismyidentity?Whoismymother?Whoismyfather? 

  Speakout.Youhavetosaythis.Youhadbroughtmetothisworld. 

  (Atishcomesagain.BehindhimisGomezwhotriestopreventhim) 

Atish :Youhavenoidentity……noidentityyoupossess!Youarenotbornbycopula

tion 

  .…Unfortunatewoman!Sin!Sin!  

  (TotteringAtishreturnshimself)  

(Rumiyabreaksdown.sheweepsaloud.Hercryingpervadestheauditoriu

m) 
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Gomez :Madam!Yousosuffer! 

Sopainyouaregetting!Sir!Youhadsinned!Agreatsin!I,AntonyGomezc

urse 

you!Yoursoulwon‟tgetpeaceandreposeevenafteryourdeath.MotherMa

rywon‟t 

  forgiveyou.  

 

Anish 

 

: 

 

Stopit!Youstupidfellow!Youundersta

nd nothing. 

 

Gomez :Ihaveunderstoodenough.Noneedtounderstandmore.Iherebyresignfrom

my 

  job.(shouting)Excuseme,sir,Iamleavi

ng. 

 

Anish : Gomez!don‟tgo 
 

Gomez :No,sir.You sinned 
 

  Youareasinner.  

  Agreatsinner.  

  Mother Marywon‟tforgiveyou.  

  (Exit)  

 

Anish 

 

: 

 

Gomez!Gomez! 

 

Rumiya : (Desperately)Sir, 
 

IamRumiyaAndrew‟sclone.Thenshecanbemymother.Icanbecalledhe

r 

  daughter.  

 

Anish 

 

: 

 

(objectsvehemently)No. No. 
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  Youareanembryologist.Youunderstandeverything.Inspiteofthiswhyd

oyou 

  speakso?Youknowverywellthataclonecan‟tbeanoffspringofitsorigin.

You 

  arenottheoffspringofRumiyaAndrews.Youarehercopy.YouarethatRu

miyawho 

  entangledmyentitylikeanythingtwentyfiveyearsago.Stillyouexistbefo

remewith 

thesameentity.YouarethatRumiyawhoIdidn‟twanttobelost.You

aremy lost Rumiya! 

 

 

 

Rumiya :No. I am not she. I can‟t be she as she hadleft this world before 

mybirth. I am 

RumiyaGhosh.Ineedmyidentity.Youhadbroughtmetothisworld, 

Dr.Roy, Speak out what is my identity.(Clutches his shirt‟s 

collar) 

Speakoutwhoismymother. 

Speak out who is my 

father. 
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Anish :Youridentity!Ican‟tfinditnow. 

 

Rumiya :Thenwhydid youdothis? 

(Rumiyaagainbreaksdown -

rollsonthegroundandgoesoncryingviolently) (Anish as if finds a 

solution – raises her – holds her two arms) 

 

 

Anish

 :(Withintenseemotion)Rumiya,can‟tyouhaveyouriden

tityinmylove? (Rumiya trembles) 

You are that Rumiya whom Ifeel everymoment – whom 

Icouldn‟tforget even after thislongtwentyfiveyears–

whomIdidn‟twanttoforget–whomIlovelikeanything –violently – like 

a demon – like a mad - whom I had cloned to not get to be 

lostforever – and I Embryologist Anish Roy – got the success – I 

didn‟t lose her – she exists in you – same face – same eyes – same 

look – same entity! 

 

 

 

Rumiya :(returns in fear) 

No………..No……..No…

………. 

 

 

Anish :(approachestowardsherbeingextremelyemotional) 

Yes– youareshe-sameeyes–samelook–sameexpression –

sameappearance– youaremylostRumiya –
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can‟tyourememberme,mysoul?Youaremine!Ilove you! I love you 

with my every existence! 

(triestohugherclosetohim) 

 

 

 

Rumiya :(dissociatesherselffromhimwithseverehatred) 

Oh ! Oh! What nonsense are you talking? What nonsense are you 

doing ? What nonsensedo 

youexpect?Ican‟tgiveyouwhatyouwantfromme. Idon‟twantto give 

youthis.Youareonlyateacherofmine.Youhadlostyouryouthlongago.Y

our daysaregone.Ican‟tbeanobjectofyourlove. Iwouldonlyregard you 

–neverfeel you in different light – look at yourself in the mirror – I 

hate you – I hate you old scoundrel – 

(rushesinside) 

 

 

 

 

Anish :(getsdisillusionedandabsorbedinnewrealization) 

You are right. I can‟twant you. I am dusk. How can I expect the 

touch of dawn? 

Thisisagreatmistake.Yes.FoolishAnishRoy,whomhadyoufosteredint

hedepth of your mind and whom had you gained bythe trick of 

science? It‟s a generation gap! It‟s a blunder of a neurotic person! 

Mylove failed to be embodied in my creation. It is vanished in the 

unknown world of eternity. But Oh! I fail to get rid of this terrible 

ceaseless love which chases me throughout my life. This is an 

amazing spring. Why does the unreal shadow of deathless love still 

pursue me? This is an amazing spring. 

(turnstoRumiya”sportrait) 
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Rumiya ! I am entangled by the chain of an unreal love. I 

am the captive of my 

unreallove.EveninthishourofmyexpiredyouthIcan‟taccept

thatyouarenot 

RumiyaAndrews.Whycan‟tIthinkso?Whycan‟tIthinkthat

youarenotshe. 

Whycan‟tyourabhorrencemoveme?Whycan‟tIgetridofmy

wildlove?Why does such violent love rush towards you? 

Why is this amazing colourful spring? (stretches his two 

hands towards Rumiya‟s picture) 

Oh!myeternallove!Letmegetridofyou!Letmegetridof you. 

 

 

 

 

 

                                                                          CURTAIN 
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