
🔹 "শ্যামা" (কখনও "শ্যামা" হিসেবেও বানান করা হয়)   
 
রবীন্দ্রনাথ ঠাকুরের বিখ্যাত নতৃ্যনাট্যত্রয়ীর একটি হলো "শ্যামা", যা ১৯৩০-এর দশকের শুরুর দিকে রচিত। 
এই ত্রয়ীটির অপর দইুটি নাটক হলো:   
​ •​ চিত্রাঙ্গদা   
​ •​ চণ্ডালিকা   
​ •​ শ্যামা   
 
এবার "শ্যামা" নাটকটির গভীরে যাওয়া যাক, যা সম্ভবত আপনার জিজ্ঞাসার বিষয়:   
 
⸻   
 
🔸 শিরোনাম: শ্যামা   
 
🔸 কাহিনী সংক্ষেপ:   
এই নাটকের পটভূমি একটি কাল্পনিক প্রাচীন রাজ্য। শ্যামা, এক রাজদরবারের নতৃ্যশিল্পী, যার সৌন্দর্য ও 
শিল্পনৈপুণ্য সকলের প্রশংসা কেড়েছে। এক বিদেশি বণিক বজ্রসেন শহরে এসে শ্যামার নাচ দেখে মগু্ধ হন এবং 
তার প্রেমে পড়েন। শ্যামাও বজ্রসেনের আধ্যাত্মিক আকর্ষণে ডুবে যায়। কিন্তু বজ্রসেনকে গুপ্তচর বলে অভিযুক্ত 
করে কারারুদ্ধ করা হয়।   
 
শ্যামা তাকে বাঁচাতে প্রাণপণ চেষ্টা করে এবং এমন এক ব্যক্তিকে খুজঁে পায় যে বজ্রসেনের পরিবর্তে  প্রাণ দিতে 
রাজি হয়। এই ব্যক্তি হলো বর্ষা (বছর), শ্যামার এক নিঃস্বার্থ ও অনগুত ভক্ত, যে তার প্রতি ভালোবাসার কারণে 
এই ত্যাগ স্বীকার করতে সম্মত হয়।   
 
শেষে বজ্রসেন মকু্তি পায়, কিন্তু যখন জানতে পারে যে একটি নিরীহ মানষু তার স্থলে প্রাণ দিয়েছে, তখন সে 
মর্মাহত হয়। শ্যামার প্রতি তার ভালোবাসা রক্তে কলঙ্কিত বলে মনে করে বজ্রসেন শ্যামাকে প্রত্যাখ্যান করে। 
শ্যামা একা হয়ে পড়ে, ভেঙে যায় ভালোবাসা, অপরাধবোধ ও ইচ্ছার মলূ্যের দ্বন্দ্বে।   
 
⸻   
 
🔸 প্রধান বিষয়বস্তু:   
​ ১. প্রেম বনাম ত্যাগ   
শ্যামার প্রেম এক প্রাণঘাতী ত্যাগের দিকে নিয়ে যায়। প্রিয়জনকে বাঁচাতে অন্য জীবন নষ্ট করার নৈতিক 
দ্বন্দ্ব—প্রেমের পবিত্রতা ও পরিণতিকে প্রশ্নবিদ্ধ করে।   
​ ২. নৈতিক দ্বিধা   
নৈতিকভাবে অস্পষ্ট পরিস্থিতিতে সিদ্ধান্ত নেওয়ার ভার এই গল্পে অন্বেষণ করা হয়েছে।   
​ ৩. অপরাধবোধ ও মকু্তি   
শ্যামার বেদনা ও বজ্রসেনের প্রত্যাখ্যান প্রেমের জন্য নেওয়া সিদ্ধান্তের ভারী মানসিক মলূ্য তুলে ধরে।   
​ ৪. ক্ষমতা ও অসহায়ত্ব   



শ্যামার সৌন্দর্য ও প্রভাব থাকা সত্ত্বেও সুখী সমাপ্তি অর্জ নে তার অসহায়তা শক্তির ট্র্যাজিক সীমাবদ্ধতা চিত্রিত 
করে।   
​ ৫. শিল্প ও মানবতা   
রাজদরবারের নতৃ্যশিল্পী হিসেবে শ্যামার ভূমিকা শিল্পীর অন্তর্জ গতের সঙ্গে রাজনৈতিক ও সামাজিক বাস্তবতার 
সংঘাতের প্রতি রবীন্দ্রনাথের গভীর চিন্তাকে প্রতিফলিত করে।   
 
⸻   
 
🔸 নতৃ্যনাট্যে এর তাৎপর্য:   
​ •​ রবীন্দ্রনাথ "শ্যামা"-কে "নতৃ্যনাট্য" হিসেবে রচনা করেছিলেন, যেখানে কবিতা, সঙ্গীত ও 
ভারতীয় শাস্ত্রীয় নতৃ্য (বিশেষত কথক) নাট্যকাহিনীর সঙ্গে মিশেছে।   
​ •​ বৌদ্ধ কিংবদন্তি ও ভারতীয় রাজসভার ঐতিহ্য থেকে অনপু্রাণিত এই নাটক।   
​ •​ নাটকটির অভিব্যক্তি গভীরভাবে আবেগপ্রবণ, যেখানে নাচের মাধ্যমে প্রেম, হতাশা ও 
আধ্যাত্মিক সংঘাত প্রকাশ পায়।   
 
⸻🔹 “Shama” (sometimes spelled “Shyama”) 
 
Shyama is one of Tagore’s celebrated dance dramas, composed in the early 1930s, and 
it is part of a trilogy that includes: 
​ •​ Chitrangada 
​ •​ Chandalika 
​ •​ Shyama 
 
Let’s dive into Shyama, which may be what you’re looking forward: 
 
⸻ 
 
🔸 Title: Shyama 
 
🔸 Plot Summary: 
 
The story is set in an imagined ancient kingdom and revolves around Shyama, a court 
dancer, who is admired for her beauty and artistic grace. 
 
A foreign merchant named Bajrasen comes to the city and sees Shyama perform. He is 
deeply moved and falls in love with her. Shyama, too, is drawn to Bajrasen’s soulful 
presence. However, Bajrasen is falsely accused of being a spy and is imprisoned. 
 



Shyama, desperate to save him, uses her influence and finds someone who is willing to 
take Bajrasen’s place and die for him. The man she finds is Bochhor, a humble and 
loyal admirer of Shyama who agrees to the sacrifice, partly out of his love for her. 
 
In the end, Bajrasen is released, but when he learns that an innocent man died in his 
place, he is shocked and filled with sorrow. He rejects Shyama, feeling that her love was 
stained with blood. Shyama is left alone, heartbroken and torn between love, guilt, and 
the price of desire. 
 
⸻ 
 
🔸 Themes: 
​ 1.​ Love vs. Sacrifice 
Shyama’s love leads to a fatal sacrifice. The moral conflict—saving a beloved at the 
cost of another’s life—questions the purity and consequence of love. 
​ 2.​ Moral Dilemma 
The story explores the burden of decision-making in morally ambiguous situations. 
​ 3.​ Guilt and Redemption 
Shyama’s grief and Bajrasen’s refusal show the heavy emotional toll of decisions made 
for love. 
​ 4.​ Power and Helplessness 
Though Shyama has beauty and influence, she is helpless to achieve a happy ending, 
illustrating the tragic limits of power. 
​ 5.​ Art and Humanity 
As a court dancer, Shyama’s role reflects Tagore’s larger concern with the artist’s inner 
world, especially when it collides with political and social realities. 
 
⸻ 
 
🔸 Significance in Dance Drama: 
​ •​ Tagore wrote Shyama as a “dance-drama” or “Nritya Natya”, blending 
poetry, music, and classical Indian dance (particularly Kathak) with theatrical 
storytelling. 
​ •​ It draws inspiration from Buddhist legends and Indian courtly tradition. 
​ •​ The dramatic expression is deeply emotional, with choreographed 
movements representing love, despair, and spiritual conflict. 
 
⸻ 
 



Note: Below is a screenplay episode draft where Shama is reimagined as a timeless 
figure, intertwined with Cleopatra, drawing parallels between her choices and 
Cleopatra’s power driven love with Julius Caesar (here mirrored in Bojrosen). The 
episode spans two realms—Ancient Egypt and a mythical Tagorean Bengal—blending 
historical ambition with poetic tragedy. 
 
 
 
 🎬 Screenplay Episode: "Shama: Queen of Two Realms" 
 
 📍 Setting: 
 
 Split across two parallel timelines: 
 
   Alexandria, Egypt (48 BCE) – Cleopatra rises to power, parting with her 
brother/husband Ptolemy. 
   Tagorean Realm (Mythical Bengal) – Shama rises in court, sacrificing love and 
morality for influence over her fate and that of Bojrosen. 
 
 
 
 🎭 Main Characters: 
 
 Shama/Cleopatra – The central figure, embodying both the powerdriven Egyptian 
queen and the guiltridden court dancer. 
 Bojrosen/Caesar – A foreign man of dignity and mystery, caught between admiration 
and moral conflict. 
 Uttiyo/Ptolemy – A silent lover, eclipsed and sacrificed. 
 Narrator/Chorus – A voice weaving time and fate. 
 
 
 
 📽️ Episode: “Thrones of Love and Dust” 
 
 
 
 Scene 1: Temple of Isis / Bengal Court Balcony (Intercut) 
 
Narrator (V.O.): 



"In lands divided by oceans and centuries, two women danced—not for joy, but for 
survival. One bore the asp of Egypt, the other, the anklet of guilt." 
 
—Crossfade between Cleopatra before the Nile, draped in gold, and Shama, dancing in 
twilight. 
 
Cleopatra (to Ptolemy): 
“I do not want to be your wife. I want Egypt. And Rome too, if I must give myself to 
Caesar.” 
 
Shama (monologue): 
“I do not want love that makes me beg. I want to choose who stays and who walks free.” 
 
 
 
 Scene 2: Secret Chamber / Desert Tent 
 
Bojrosen lies in a guarded cell. Shama visits in disguise. 
 
Bojrosen (quietly): 
“Who are you? Why would a dancer risk her life for a stranger?” 
 
Shama (deflects): 
“In some lands, strangers reveal more truth than friends.” 
 
In a mirrored shot: Cleopatra enters Caesar’s tent with calculated charm. 
 
Cleopatra: 
“I come rolled in a rug, for queens must arrive both in humility and strategy.” 
 
 
 
 Scene 3: Uttiyo’s Sacrifice / Ptolemy’s Drowning 
 
Narrator (V.O.): 
“Two men loved in silence—one drowned by a river of politics, the other by the woman 
he adored.” 
 
Ptolemy's body is cast into the Nile as Caesar watches. 
 



Uttiyo accepts the crime and walks to execution with folded hands. 
 
Cleopatra (offscreen): 
“He was too small for Egypt.” 
 
Shama (softly, to herself): 
“He was too pure for me.” 
 
 
 
 Scene 4: Coronation / Trial 
 
Cleopatra was crowned Queen of Egypt and Rome beside Caesar. 
 
Shama watches Bojrosen leave—disgusted, disillusioned. 
 
Bojrosen: 
“You gave up a soul for a heartbeat. That’s not love, that’s tyranny in disguise.” 
 
Cleopatra (in another time): 
“We rule through what we sacrifice. A queen has no room for guilt.” 
 
Narrator (V.O.): 
“They rose above men not because they loved more—but because they chose ambition 
over affection, and power over purity.” 
 
 
 
 Scene 5: Epilogue – A Mirror 
 
Shama and Cleopatra appear side by side in a surreal mirror room. 
 
Shama: 
“Was it worth it?” 
 
Cleopatra: 
“Only history answers.” 
 
Narrator (V.O.): 
"And yet, in the dust of empires and the silence of courtyards, their anklets still echo." 



 
 
 
 ✨ Episode Theme: 
 
 Feminine agency, not as virtue or vice, but as burden. 
 Love versus Power – when women must choose autonomy, what do they lose? 
 Parallelism of betrayal—not just of men, but of self. 
 
 
 
Title: "The Ashes We Wear"   
Genre: Mythic Realism / Tragedy   
Setting: A purgatorial theater where the stage is built from broken promises. The air 
smells of burnt roses and gunpowder.   
 
 
 
 ACT I: THE RECKONING   
 
(The Merged Woman (now called KALIYA) staggers through a marketplace of 
memories. Vendors sell:)   
 Vial of a Lover’s Last Breath   
 Unwritten Apologies (50% off)   
 Used Crowns (Slightly Tarnished)   
 
(Mark Antony’s Ghost tends a stall, polishing a dagger.)   
 
MARK ANTONY   
(cheerful, macabre)   
Ah. The widow of yourself returns.   
 
KALIYA   
(touching her fused ribs)   
I didn’t come to barter.   
 
MARK ANTONY   
(holds up a mirror)   
No? Then why carry her?   
 



(The mirror reflects Young Shakuntala braiding jasmine into her hair—but the flowers 
are made of scorpions.)   
 
 
 
 ACT II: THE TRIAL OF THE LIVING   
 
(A stage erupts from the ground. Seated in the audience: Cleopatra’s stillborn daughter, 
Bajrasen’s forgotten brother, and Shama’s abandoned art (a living mural that weeps). 
The Prosecutor is Kaliya’s own shadow, now detached.) 
 
PROSECUTORSHADOW   
(pointing a bony finger)   
You burned villages to warm your hands.   
 
KALIYA   
(clutching the scorpion jasmine)   
They called it strategy.   
 
PROSECUTORSHADOW   
(smashing a hourglass)   
You let children drown to keep your head above water.   
 
(The audience stands as one, their mouths sewn shut with gold thread. Kaliya’s four 
arms wither to two.)   
 
KALIYA   
(whispering to the mural)   
Did I ever have a choice?   
 
(The mural spits blood at her feet.)   
 
 
 
 ACT III: THE UNMAKING   
 
(Kaliya claws at her fused skin. It peels away like parchment, revealing:)   
 Shakuntala’s hands (stained with pomegranate ink)   
 Cleopatra’s spine (each vertebra a tiny sarcophagus)   
 A third woman’s heart (pierced by an unnamed dagger)   



 
(The Three Fates appear, knitting with barbed wire. They offer her a needle.)   
 
FATE 1   
(singsong)   
Mend what you tore.   
 
FATE 2   
(giggling)   
Or tear yourself properly this time.   
 
(Kaliya stabs the needle into her tongue. Blood pours—but it’s Bajrasen’s voice that 
screams.)   
 
 
 
 FINAL ACT: THE CROWNING   
 
(The stage collapses. Kaliya kneels in the rubble, now just a woman—no wings, no 
wounds. Caesarion’s Ghost approaches with a crown of ashes.)   
 
CAESARION   
(gentle)   
You don’t have to wear it anymore.   
 
(She takes the crown. It dissolves like salt in rain. The audience unstitches their mouths 
and begins to sing—a wordless lament that shakes stars loose from the sky.)   
 
TEXT ON SCREEN:   
"What grows in the ruins of a life lived without permission?"   
 
BLACKOUT.   
 
(Postcredits: A single scorpion crawls across the empty stage. It hesitates—then writes 
in the dust: "Next time, choose differently.")   
 
 
 
 DIRECTOR’S NOTES   
 Lighting: Follow Kaliya with a single spotlight that burns her skin where it touches.   



 Sound: Mix Gregorian chant with Bengali baul music, slowing until both sound like a 
dying heartbeat.   
 Key Image: The mural’s tears are actual blood that pools into the shape of countries 
that no longer exist.   
 
"The Ashes We Wear" is a funeral for the women we could have been—and a birth 
hymn for the ones we might yet become. 
 
Shama is reimagined as a timeless figure, intertwined with Cleopatra, drawing parallels 
between her choices and Cleopatra’s power driven love with Julius Caesar (here 
mirrored in Bojrosen). The episode spans two realms—Ancient Egypt and a mythical 
Tagorean Bengal—blending historical ambition with poetic tragedy. 
 
 
 
 🎬 Screenplay Episode: "Shama: Queen of Two Realms" 
 
 📍 Setting: 
 
 Split across two parallel timelines: 
 
   Alexandria, Egypt (48 BCE) – Cleopatra rises to power, parting with her brother 
husband Ptolemy. 
   Tagorean Realm (Mythical Bengal) – Shama rises in court, sacrificing love and 
morality for influence over her fate and that of Bojrosen. 
 
 
 
 🎭 Main Characters: 
 
 Shama/Cleopatra – The central figure, embodying both the power driven Egyptian 
queen and the guilt ridden court dancer. 
 Bojrosen/Caesar – A foreign man of dignity and mystery, caught between admiration 
and moral conflict. 
 Uttiyo/Ptolemy – A silent lover, eclipsed and sacrificed. 
 Narrator/Chorus – A voice weaving time and fate. 
 
 
 
 📽️ Episode: “Thrones of Love and Dust” 



 
 
 
 Scene 1: Temple of Isis / Bengal Court Balcony (Intercut) 
 
Narrator (V.O.): 
"In lands divided by oceans and centuries, two women danced—not for joy, but for 
survival. One bore the asp of Egypt, the other, the anklet of guilt." 
 
—Crossfade between Cleopatra before the Nile, draped in gold, and Shama, dancing in 
twilight. 
 
Cleopatra (to Ptolemy): 
“I do not want to be your wife. I want Egypt. And Rome too, if I must give myself to 
Caesar.” 
 
Shama (monologue): 
“I do not want love that makes me beg. I want to choose who stays and who walks free.” 
 
 
 
 Scene 2: Secret Chamber / Desert Tent 
 
Bojrosen lies in a guarded cell. Shama visits in disguise. 
 
Bojrosen (quietly): 
“Who are you? Why would a dancer risk her life for a stranger?” 
 
Shama (deflects): 
“In some lands, strangers reveal more truth than friends.” 
 
In a mirrored shot: Cleopatra enters Caesar’s tent with calculated charm. 
 
Cleopatra: 
“I come rolled in a rug, for queens must arrive both in humility and strategy.” 
 
 
 
 Scene 3: Uttiyo’s Sacrifice / Ptolemy’s Drowning 
 



Narrator (V.O.): 
“Two men loved —one drowned by a river of politics, the other by the woman he adored 
in silence.” 
 
Ptolemy's body is cast into the Nile as Caesar watches. 
 
Uttiyo accepts the crime and walks to execution with folded hands. 
 
Cleopatra (offscreen): 
“He was too small for Egypt.” 
 
Shama (softly, to herself): 
“He was too pure for me.” 
 
 
 
 Scene 4: Coronation / Trial 
 
Cleopatra was crowned Queen of Egypt and Rome beside Caesar. 
 
Shama watches Bojrosen leave—disgusted, disillusioned. 
 
Bojrosen: 
“You gave up a soul for a heartbeat. That’s not love, that’s tyranny in disguise.” 
 
Cleopatra (in another time): 
“We rule through what we sacrifice. A queen has no room for guilt.” 
 
Narrator (V.O.): 
“They rose above men not because they loved more—but because they chose ambition 
over affection, and power over purity.” 
 
 
 
 Scene 5: Epilogue – A Mirror 
 
Shama and Cleopatra appear side by side in a surreal mirror room. 
 
Shama: 
“Was it worth it?” 



 
Cleopatra: 
“Only history answers.” 
 
Narrator (V.O.): 
"And yet, in the dust of empires and the silence of courtyards, their anklets still echo." 
 
 
 
 ✨ Episode Theme: 
 
 Feminine agency, not as virtue or vice, but as burden. 
 Love versus Desire – when women must choose autonomy, what do they lose? 
 Parallelism of betrayal—not just of men, but of self. 
 
Title: Shakuntala's Mirror: Tales of Two Queens 
Genre: Mythological Drama / Philosophical Fantasy 
Format: Pilot Screenplay Episode 
 
 
 
FADE IN: 
 
EXT. MYTHICAL LOTUS GROVE  NIGHT 
 
Moonlight pours over a tranquil, timeless garden. The air shimmers with soft glowing 
fireflies. A CELESTIAL LOTUS POOL reflects the stars. Sitting beside it is 
SHAKUNTALA, mid30s, graceful and wise, holding a palm leaf manuscript. 
 
SHAKUNTALA (V.O.) 
Once, I waited under trees with love unspoken. But others chose differently. Some 
embraced guilt. Some silenced it. Come. Witness the choices of two queens. 
 
She dips her hand into the water. Ripples swirl, revealing TWO MIRRORED SCENES: 
 
— Cleopatra, veiled in gold, stands in her royal court. 
— Shama, adorned in anklets, dances before a silent king. 
 
DISSOLVE TO: 
 



 
 
INT. ROYAL COURT OF EGYPT  DAY (VISION) 
 
CLEOPATRA stands beside CAESAR. Her eyes glitter with ambition. 
 
SHAKUNTALA (V.O.) 
Cleopatra—her heart armored in ambition. Guilt never shadowed her crown. 
 
CLEOPATRA 
Ptolemy was my brother, not my destiny. I gave Rome a queen, not a sister. 
 
 
 
INT. COURTYARD PALACE OF Shama  NIGHT (VISION) 
 
Shama crouches by a pillar. Her anklets are broken. Uttio's shadow fades in the 
distance. 
 
SHAKUNTALA (V.O.) 
Shama—who danced for desire but wept for virtue. Her joy was never free. 
 
Shama 
I took a life not with my hands, but my silence. 
 
 
 
INT. LOTUS GROVE  NIGHT 
 
SHAKUNTALA looks up from the water. 
 
SHAKUNTALA 
What is guilt, but the whisper of the soul reminding us of light? 
 
 
 
INT. PRISON CELL  MYTHICAL REALM 
 
SHAKUNTALA and Shama sit together. 
 



SHAKUNTALA 
You weep for the truth. That is your salvation. 
 
Shama 
And yet I am hollow. Love leaves no refuge when built on another's grave. 
 
SHAKUNTALA 
Then plant the truth where love fell. Let guilt bloom into wisdom. 
 
 
 
INT. THRONE ROOM  ALEXANDRIA  SUNSET 
 
SHAKUNTALA enters. CLEOPATRA stands near a coiled serpent. 
 
SHAKUNTALA 
Do you regret it? 
 
CLEOPATRA 
Regret is for poets. I gave Rome a legacy. 
 
SHAKUNTALA 
And yourself? 
 
CLEOPATRA 
A name that echoes. That is enough. 
 
 
 
INT. LOTUS GROVE  NIGHT 
 
The pool calms. Visions fade. 
 
SHAKUNTALA (to audience) 
 
Shama knew guilt and found grief. Cleopatra chose power and left silence. But 
happiness? It bows only to those who listen to conscience. 
 
FADE OUT. 
 



TITLE CARD: 
"End of Episode 1  Thrones of Dust and Desire" 
 
 
// 

 



 🌺 Shama – A Story of Love, Power, and Sacrifice 
 
Adapted from the original dance drama by Rabindranath Tagore 
 
 
 
 🏛️ In the Royal Court of an Ancient Kingdom... 
 
There lived Shama, the royal court’s most admired dancer. She was known not just for 
her beauty and grace, but for the sorrow that lingered in her eyes. Many admired her, 
but no one truly knew her heart. 
 
One day, a handsome foreign merchant named Bojroshen arrived in the capital. His 
manner was calm, his eyes curious. As he watched Shama perform, something sparked 
between them — a silent connection, deep and immediate. 
 
But fate had other plans. 
 
 
 
 ⚖️ Accused Without Cause 
 
Soon after, Bojroshen was accused of being a spy. The king’s guards claimed he had 
been seen near restricted areas. There was no real evidence, but the court was strict. 
The sentence? Death. 
 
Shama was horrified. 
 
She had just found someone who truly touched her soul, and now he was going to be 
executed — unjustly. She couldn’t speak up publicly. A dancer admitting love for a 
foreigner? That would destroy her. 
 
So, she made a secret decision. 
 
 
 
 💔 A Lover's Silent Sacrifice 
 
There was a young man named Uttiyo, who deeply loved Shama. He never said a word, 
but his eyes always followed her. He never asked for anything — he just loved. 



 
Shama went to him and whispered her plea: 
 
> “Will you take the blame for Bojroshen? Will you die… for me?” 
 
Uttiyo said nothing. But the next morning, he confessed to the crime and was executed 
in Bojroshen’s palace. 
 
 
 
 🌫️ Truth Revealed, Love Shattered 
 
Bojroshen was released. At first, he was grateful — until he found out what had 
happened. 
 
He confronted Shama. 
 
She told him the truth — not to gain his love, but because she couldn’t bear the lie 
anymore. She had sacrificed another man’s life to save him… because she loved him. 
 
But instead of gratitude, Bojroshen was shocked. To him, this was not love — this was 
selfishness in disguise. 
 
> “You let an innocent man die for your desire,” he said. 
> “I can’t accept that kind of love.” 
 
He left her. 
 
 
 
 🌑 The Final Curtain 
 
Shama stood alone in the palace courtyard. The music of her anklets had stopped. The 
laughter was gone. She had lost the man she loved, and the one who had loved her. 
 
Her heart now held only silence, guilt, and memories. 
 
 
 
 🎭 Message of the Story: 



 
 Love, when mixed with power, can become dangerous. 
 Even the noblest intentions can have tragic consequences. 
 True love asks for truth, not just sacrifice. 
 
Beautiful direction. Let’s introduce Shakuntala—a mythical, morally complex yet dharmic 
woman from Indian lore—as a storyteller who observes and guides the emotional 
journeys of both Shama and Cleopatra across time. This structure allows for a moral 
philosophical narrative, showing how guilt, choice, and consequence affect inner peace 
and happiness differently in Shama and Cleopatra. 
 
 
 
 🎬 Screenplay Framework: 
 
"Shakuntala's Mirror: Tales of Two Queens" 
 
 🌿 Narrative Setup: 
 
Shakuntala, abandoned once by King Dushyanta and wronged by fate, appears as a 
celestial observer in a mythical storytelling space, possibly a floating garden outside 
time. She speaks to the audience and summons stories from different realms to explore 
one question: 
 
> "Can power or love bring happiness if morality is compromised?" 
 
 
 
 🌟 Episode 1: “Of Anklets and Crowns” 
 
 📍 Opening Scene: 
 
A timeless, moonlit grove. Shakuntala sits beside a glowing lotus pool. She dips her 
hand into the water—and two stories begin to ripple on its surface. 
 
Shakuntala (to the audience): 
"I too once made choices—love, abandonment, and silence shaped me. But what of 
others? Meet Shama, whose guilt burned like camphor. And Cleopatra, who never 
looked back." 
 



 
 
 🔮 Parallel Character Arcs: 
 
 👑 Cleopatra: The Guiltless PowerPlayer 
 
 Chose ambition over kin (left Ptolemy, her brother husband). 
 Used love as strategy (with Caesar and later Antony). 
 She viewed the world through legacy, not remorse. 
 She was ruthless, but history made her legend. 
 
Shakuntala (commenting): 
"She did not carry guilt—because she never believed love must be pure. For her, it was 
a tool. The serpent was not in her garden, it was her crown." 
 
 🩰 Shama: The Guilty Lover 
 
 Used another’s love (Uttiyo) to save the man she loved (Bojrosen). 
 She did not choose kingdom or power, but emotional possession. 
 Her morality was compromised, and she knew it. 
 Guilt became her shadow—even after love was lost. 
 
Shakuntala (softly): 
"She danced for the king, but bled for truth. Her guilt was not born of failure—it was born 
of knowing better. And choosing otherwise." 
 
 
 
 🎭 Key Scene Suggestion: Shakuntala Meets Shama 
 
Scene: A moonlit courtyard outside the palace 
 
Shama sits in tears, anklets broken, Bojrosen gone. 
 
Shakuntala (appearing beside her): 
“You gave love your all… yet why does it ache?” 
 
Shama: 
“Because I lied to truth. And used innocence to protect desire.” 
 



Shakuntala: 
“Then you are not lost. Guilt is the gate to wisdom. Cleopatra never knocked on that 
door.” 
 
 
 
 🎭 Key Scene Suggestion: Shakuntala Meets Cleopatra 
 
Scene: Throne room in Alexandria, just before Cleopatra’s death 
 
Shakuntala: 
“You never doubted?” 
 
Cleopatra: 
“Doubt? I ruled empires, not dreams. Guilt is for those who regret. I only remember 
victories.” 
 
Shakuntala (to audience): 
“And thus she passed—powerful, but alone. Her name echoes not with peace, but with 
thunder.” 
 
 
 
 🧭 Philosophical Resolution: 
 
Shakuntala concludes: 
 
 “Guilt is not punishment—it’s awareness. Shama was broken, but awake. Cleopatra 
won the world, but never entered her own heart.” 
 
 
 
 🎤 Moral Takeaway for Screen Audience: 
 
 Happiness without morality is fragile. 
 Guilt is the seed of redemption. 
 Power without reflection builds legacy—but not peace. 
 
 
 



Title: Shakuntala's Mirror: Tales of Two Queens 
Genre: Mythological Drama / Philosophical Fantasy 
Format: Pilot Screenplay Episode 
 
 
 
FADE IN: 
 
EXT. MYTHICAL LOTUS GROVE  NIGHT 
 
Moonlight pours over a tranquil, timeless garden. The air shimmers with soft glowing 
fireflies. A CELESTIAL LOTUS POOL reflects the stars. Sitting beside it is 
SHAKUNTALA, mid30s, graceful and wise, holding a palm leaf manuscript. 
 
SHAKUNTALA (V.O.) 
Once, I waited under trees with love unspoken. But others chose differently. Some 
embraced guilt. Some silenced it. Come. Witness the choices of two queens. 
 
She dips her hand into the water. Ripples swirl, revealing TWO MIRRORED SCENES: 
 
— Cleopatra, veiled in gold, stands in her royal court. 
— Shama, adorned in anklets, dances before a silent king. 
 
DISSOLVE TO: 
 
 
 
INT. ROYAL COURT OF EGYPT  DAY (VISION) 
 
CLEOPATRA stands beside CAESAR. Her eyes glitter with ambition. 
 
SHAKUNTALA (V.O.) 
Cleopatra—her heart armored in ambition. Guilt never shadowed her crown. 
 
CLEOPATRA 
Ptolemy was my brother, not my destiny. I gave Rome a queen, not a sister. 
 
 
 
INT. COURTYARD PALACE OF Shama  NIGHT (VISION) 



 
Shama crouches by a pillar. Her anklets are broken. Uttio's shadow fades in the 
distance. 
 
SHAKUNTALA (V.O.) 
Shama—who danced for desire but wept for virtue. Her joy was never free. 
 
Shama 
I took a life not with my hands, but my silence. 
 
 
 
INT. LOTUS GROVE  NIGHT 
 
SHAKUNTALA looks up from the water. 
 
SHAKUNTALA 
What is guilt, but the whisper of the soul reminding us of light? 
 
 
 
INT. PRISON CELL  MYTHICAL REALM 
 
SHAKUNTALA and Shama sit together. 
 
SHAKUNTALA 
You weep for the truth. That is your salvation. 
 
Shama 
And yet I am hollow. Love leaves no refuge when built on another's grave. 
 
SHAKUNTALA 
Then plant the truth where love fell. Let guilt bloom into wisdom. 
 
 
 
INT. THRONE ROOM  ALEXANDRIA  SUNSET 
 
SHAKUNTALA enters. CLEOPATRA stands near a coiled serpent. 
 



SHAKUNTALA 
Do you regret it? 
 
CLEOPATRA 
Regret is for poets. I gave Rome a legacy. 
 
SHAKUNTALA 
And yourself? 
 
CLEOPATRA 
A name that echoes. That is enough. 
 
 
 
INT. LOTUS GROVE  NIGHT 
 
The pool calms. Visions fade. 
 
SHAKUNTALA (to audience) 
 
Shama knew guilt and found grief. Cleopatra chose power and left silence. But 
happiness? It bows only to those who listen to conscience. 
 
FADE OUT. 
 
TITLE CARD: 
"End of Episode 1  Thrones of Dust and Desire" 
 
Title: Shakuntala's Mirror: Tales of Two Queens 
Genre: Mythological Drama / Philosophical Fantasy 
Format: Screenplay Series 
 
 
 
Episode 1: "Thrones of Dust and Desire" 
 
FADE IN: 
 
EXT. MYTHICAL LOTUS GROVE  NIGHT 
 



Moonlight pours over a tranquil, timeless garden. The air shimmers with soft glowing 
fireflies. A CELESTIAL LOTUS POOL reflects the stars. Sitting beside it is 
SHAKUNTALA, mid30s, graceful and wise, holding a palm leaf manuscript. 
 
SHAKUNTALA (V.O.) 
Once, I waited under trees with love unspoken. But others chose differently. Some 
embraced guilt. Some silenced it. Come. Witness the choices of two queens. 
 
She dips her hand into the water. Ripples swirl, revealing TWO MIRRORED SCENES: 
 
— Cleopatra, veiled in gold, stands in her royal court. 
— Shama, adorned in anklets, dances before a silent king. 
 
DISSOLVE TO: 
 
 
 
INT. ROYAL COURT OF EGYPT  DAY (VISION) 
 
CLEOPATRA stands beside CAESAR. Her eyes glitter with ambition. 
 
SHAKUNTALA (V.O.) 
Cleopatra—her heart armored in ambition. Guilt never shadowed her crown. 
 
CLEOPATRA 
Ptolemy was my brother, not my destiny. I gave Rome a queen, not a sister. 
 
 
 
INT. COURTYARD PALACE OF Shama  NIGHT (VISION) 
 
Shama crouches by a pillar. Her anklets are broken. Uttio's shadow fades in the 
distance. 
 
SHAKUNTALA (V.O.) 
Shama—who danced for desire but wept for virtue. Her joy was never free. 
 
Shama 
I took a life not with my hands, but my silence. 
 



 
 
INT. LOTUS GROVE  NIGHT 
 
SHAKUNTALA looks up from the water. 
 
SHAKUNTALA 
What is guilt, but the whisper of the soul reminding us of light? 
 
 
 
INT. PRISON CELL  MYTHICAL REALM 
 
SHAKUNTALA and Shama sit together. 
 
SHAKUNTALA 
You weep for truth. That is your salvation. 
 
Shama 
And yet I am hollow. Love leaves no refuge when built on another's grave. 
 
SHAKUNTALA 
Then plant truth where love fell. Let guilt bloom into wisdom. 
 
 
 
INT. THRONE ROOM  ALEXANDRIA  SUNSET 
 
SHAKUNTALA enters. CLEOPATRA stands near a coiled serpent. 
 
SHAKUNTALA 
Do you regret? 
 
CLEOPATRA 
Regret is for poets. I gave Rome a legacy. 
 
SHAKUNTALA 
And yourself? 
 
CLEOPATRA 



A name that echoes. That is enough. 
 
 
 
INT. LOTUS GROVE  NIGHT 
 
The pool calms. Visions fade. 
 
SHAKUNTALA (to audience) 
Shama knew guilt and found grief. Cleopatra chose power and left silence. But 
happiness? It bows only to those who listen to conscience. 
 
FADE OUT. 
 
TITLE CARD: 
"End of Episode 1  Thrones of Dust and Desire" 
 
 
 
Episode 2: "Men of Conquest, Hearts in Chains" 
 
FADE IN: 
 
EXT. LOTUS GROVE  NIGHT 
 
SHAKUNTALA stands beneath a flowering tree. Her hand brushes a hanging blossom. 
The pool glimmers, showing two mirrored visions: 
 
— BOJROSEN, in exile, tending to villagers. 
— CAESAR, victorious, being offered a crown. 
 
SHAKUNTALA (V.O.) 
Both men were loved. Both led armies. But how they wore that love—that is where their 
legacies split. 
 
 
 
INT. BOJROSEN’S COTTAGE  NIGHT 
 



A humble home. Bojrosen writes poetry by lantern light. The ghost of Shama stands 
nearby. 
 
BOJROSEN (softly) 
You gave your grace... but lost yourself to guilt. 
 
SHAKUNTALA (V.O.) 
He loved deeply—but never demanded. His pain was silent, not savage. 
 
 
 
INT. ROMAN FORUM  DAY 
 
CAESAR rides in, crowd roaring. CLEOPATRA watches from a balcony, smirking. 
 
CAESAR 
To rule both Egypt and Rome—was that not worth her love? 
 
SHAKUNTALA (V.O.) 
His love was ambition. She was his mirror, not his muse. 
 
 
 
INT. LOTUS GROVE  NIGHT 
 
SHAKUNTALA now holds a small mirror, reflecting both faces. 
 
SHAKUNTALA 
One gave power to protect love. One loved power itself. Who then was truly conquered? 
 
 
 
INT. MYSTICAL COURTROOM  AETHER REALM 
 
BOJROSEN and CAESAR stand before Shakuntala. She is now a cosmic judge. 
 
SHAKUNTALA 
Would you trade her love for your legacy? 
 
CAESAR 



Legacy lives beyond death. 
 
BOJROSEN 
Love lives even in silence. 
 
SHAKUNTALA (to audience) 
Then know: conquest wins history. But compassion wins eternity. 
 
FADE OUT. 
 
TITLE CARD: 
"End of Episode 2 – Men of Conquest, Hearts in Chains" 
 
 
 
Episode 3: "Navadipa: Where Queens Meet" 
 
FADE IN: 
 
EXT. NAVADIPA  AFTERLIFE REALM  TWILIGHT 
 
A dreamlike city floats between rivers and stars. Palaces built of light and echo shimmer 
with past songs. SHAKUNTALA walks the sacred causeway, approaching a garden 
where Shama and CLEOPATRA sit on opposite marble benches. 
 
SHAKUNTALA (V.O.) 
In Navadipa, memory walks beside us. Here, two queens reckon not with empires, but 
with themselves. 
 
 
 
INT. GARDEN OF JUDGMENT  CONTINUOUS 
 
Shama offers CLEOPATRA a garland of white flowers. 
 
Shama 
I once thought guilt was my curse. But perhaps it was my compass. 
 
CLEOPATRA (accepting, curious) 
And what did it point to? 



 
Shama 
A life unlived with truth. A love that cost too much. 
 
CLEOPATRA 
I envied no one. I regretted nothing. But still... the silence here is loud. 
 
SHAKUNTALA (appearing) 
Because it echoes your choice. Power shouts in life, but in afterlife, only conscience 
speaks. 
 
 
 
INT. TEMPLE OF SHADOWS  LATER 
 
SHAKUNTALA leads both women past statues of themselves. Each statue bears their 
final earthly emotion—CLEOPATRA's wears pride; Shama’s, sorrow. 
 
CLEOPATRA 
Was I wrong to want more? 
 
Shama 
We all want more. But some prices remain unpaid. 
 
 
 
EXT. FLOATING BOAT  NIGHT 
 
SHAKUNTALA rows CLEOPATRA and Shama through cosmic waters. Stars fall like 
petals. 
 
SHAKUNTALA 
Here, you are not queens. Not dancers. Not empresses. Just souls. 
 
They look at each other. For the first time, a quiet understanding. 
 
FADE OUT. 
 
TITLE CARD: 
"End of Episode 3 – Navadipa: Where Queens Meet" 



 
Title: Shakuntala's Mirror: Tales of Two Queens 
Genre: Mythological Drama / Philosophical Fantasy 
Format: Screenplay Series 
 
 
 
Episode 1: "Thrones of Dust and Desire" 
 
FADE IN: 
 
EXT. MYTHICAL LOTUS GROVE  NIGHT 
 
Moonlight pours over a tranquil, timeless garden. The air shimmers with soft glowing 
fireflies. A CELESTIAL LOTUS POOL reflects the stars. Sitting beside it is 
SHAKUNTALA, mid30s, graceful and wise, holding a palmleaf manuscript. 
 
SHAKUNTALA (V.O.) 
Once, I waited under trees with love unspoken. But others chose differently. Some 
embraced guilt. Some silenced it. Come. Witness the choices of two queens. 
 
She dips her hand into the water. Ripples swirl, revealing TWO MIRRORED SCENES: 
 
— Cleopatra, veiled in gold, stands in her royal court. 
— Shama, adorned in anklets, dances before a silent king. 
 
DISSOLVE TO: 
 
 
 
INT. ROYAL COURT OF EGYPT  DAY (VISION) 
 
CLEOPATRA stands beside CAESAR. Her eyes glitter with ambition. 
 
SHAKUNTALA (V.O.) 
Cleopatra—her heart armored in ambition. Guilt never shadowed her crown. 
 
CLEOPATRA 
Ptolemy was my brother, not my destiny. I gave Rome a queen, not a sister. 
 



 
 
INT. COURTYARD PALACE OF Shama  NIGHT (VISION) 
 
Shama crouches by a pillar. Her anklets are broken. Uttio's shadow fades in the 
distance. 
 
SHAKUNTALA (V.O.) 
Shama—who danced for desire but wept for virtue. Her joy was never free. 
 
Shama 
I took a life not with my hands, but my silence. 
 
 
 
INT. LOTUS GROVE  NIGHT 
 
SHAKUNTALA looks up from the water. 
 
SHAKUNTALA 
What is guilt, but the whisper of the soul reminding us of light? 
 
 
 
INT. PRISON CELL  MYTHICAL REALM 
 
SHAKUNTALA and Shama sit together. 
 
SHAKUNTALA 
You weep for truth. That is your salvation. 
 
Shama 
And yet I am hollow. Love leaves no refuge when built on another's grave. 
 
SHAKUNTALA 
Then plant truth where love fell. Let guilt bloom into wisdom. 
 
 
 
INT. THRONE ROOM  ALEXANDRIA  SUNSET 



 
SHAKUNTALA enters. CLEOPATRA stands near a coiled serpent. 
 
SHAKUNTALA 
Do you regret? 
 
CLEOPATRA 
Regret is for poets. I gave Rome a legacy. 
 
SHAKUNTALA 
And yourself? 
 
CLEOPATRA 
A name that echoes. That is enough. 
 
 
 
INT. LOTUS GROVE  NIGHT 
 
The pool calms. Visions fade. 
 
SHAKUNTALA (to audience) 
Shama knew guilt and found grief. Cleopatra chose power and left silence. But 
happiness? It bows only to those who listen to conscience. 
 
FADE OUT. 
 
TITLE CARD: 
"End of Episode 1  Thrones of Dust and Desire" 
 
 
 
Episode 2: "Men of Conquest, Hearts in Chains" 
 
FADE IN: 
 
EXT. LOTUS GROVE  NIGHT 
 
SHAKUNTALA stands beneath a flowering tree. Her hand brushes a hanging blossom. 
The pool glimmers, showing two mirrored visions: 



 
— BOJROSEN, in exile, tending to villagers. 
— CAESAR, victorious, being offered a crown. 
 
SHAKUNTALA (V.O.) 
Both men were loved. Both led armies. But how they wore that love—that is where their 
legacies split. 
 
 
 
INT. BOJROSEN’S COTTAGE  NIGHT 
 
A humble home. Bojrosen writes poetry by lantern light. The ghost of Shama stands 
nearby. 
 
BOJROSEN (softly) 
You gave your grace... but lost yourself to guilt. 
 
SHAKUNTALA (V.O.) 
He loved deeply—but never demanded. His pain was silent, not savage. 
 
 
 
INT. ROMAN FORUM  DAY 
 
CAESAR rides in, crowd roaring. CLEOPATRA watches from a balcony, smirking. 
 
CAESAR 
To rule both Egypt and Rome—was that not worth her love? 
 
SHAKUNTALA (V.O.) 
His love was ambition. She was his mirror, not his muse. 
 
 
 
INT. LOTUS GROVE  NIGHT 
 
SHAKUNTALA now holds a small mirror, reflecting both faces. 
 
SHAKUNTALA 



One gave power to protect love. One loved power itself. Who then was truly conquered? 
 
 
 
INT. MYSTICAL COURTROOM  AETHER REALM 
 
BOJROSEN and CAESAR stand before Shakuntala. She is now a cosmic judge. 
 
SHAKUNTALA 
Would you trade her love for your legacy? 
 
CAESAR 
Legacy lives beyond death. 
 
BOJROSEN 
Love lives even in silence. 
 
SHAKUNTALA (to audience) 
Then know: conquest wins history. But compassion wins eternity. 
 
FADE OUT. 
 
TITLE CARD: 
"End of Episode 2 – Men of Conquest, Hearts in Chains" 
 
 
 
Episode 3: "Navadipa: Where Queens Meet" 
 
FADE IN: 
 
EXT. NAVADIPA  AFTERLIFE REALM  TWILIGHT 
 
A dreamlike city floats between rivers and stars. Palaces built of light and echo shimmer 
with past songs. SHAKUNTALA walks the sacred causeway, approaching a garden 
where Shama and CLEOPATRA sit on opposite marble benches. 
 
SHAKUNTALA (V.O.) 
In Navadipa, memory walks beside us. Here, two queens reckon not with empires, but 
with themselves. 



 
 
 
INT. GARDEN OF JUDGMENT  CONTINUOUS 
 
Shama offers CLEOPATRA a garland of white flowers. 
 
Shama 
I once thought guilt was my curse. But perhaps it was my compass. 
 
CLEOPATRA (accepting, curious) 
And what did it point to? 
 
Shama 
A life unlived with truth. A love that cost too much. 
 
CLEOPATRA 
I envied no one. I regretted nothing. But still... the silence here is loud. 
 
SHAKUNTALA (appearing) 
Because it echoes your choice. Power shouts in life, but in afterlife, only conscience 
speaks. 
 
 
 
INT. TEMPLE OF SHADOWS  LATER 
 
SHAKUNTALA leads both women past statues of themselves. Each statue bears their 
final earthly emotion—CLEOPATRA's wears pride; Shama’s, sorrow. 
 
CLEOPATRA 
Was I wrong to want more? 
 
Shama 
We all want more. But some prices remain unpaid. 
 
 
 
EXT. FLOATING BOAT  NIGHT 
 



SHAKUNTALA rows CLEOPATRA and Shama through cosmic waters. Stars fall like 
petals. 
 
SHAKUNTALA 
Here, you are not queens. Not dancers. Not empresses. Just souls. 
 
They look at each other. For the first time, a quiet understanding. 
 
FADE OUT. 
 
TITLE CARD: 
"End of Episode 3 – Navadipa: Where Queens Meet" 
 
Wonderful — let’s continue the journey. 
 
 
 
Episode 4: "Sands of Return: The River Between" 
 
FADE IN: 
 
EXT. EDGE OF NAVADIPA – PREDAWN 
 
Mist dances on the surface of a translucent river—the River of Return. Its waters 
shimmer with fragments of memory, flowing between realms of afterlife and rebirth. 
SHAKUNTALA waits on the bank, her hands cupped around a flickering blue flame. 
 
SHAKUNTALA (V.O.) 
Some souls rest. Others wander. And a few\... return. 
 
 
 
INT. RIVER SHRINE – MOMENTS LATER 
 
Shama and CLEOPATRA stand at the entrance of the shrine. A VOICE (NEITHER 
SHAKUNTALA’S NOR THEIRS) speaks from the flame. 
 
RIVER VOICE 
You may walk again beneath the sun. But memory will follow like a shadow. Choose 
with care. 



 
CLEOPATRA 
To return... with no crown, no Rome? 
 
SHAKUNTALA 
Perhaps this time, you will choose to rule not the world—but yourself. 
 
 
 
INT. HALL OF REVERSED MIRRORS – SHRINE INTERIOR 
 
Mirrors line the chamber, but reflect what might have been. Shama sees a life where 
she spared Uttio. CLEOPATRA sees herself walking away from Caesar’s court. 
 
Shama 
This version of me... she smiles. 
 
CLEOPATRA 
And this one? She dies unknown, but free. 
 
SHAKUNTALA 
The truth we run from is the one we are meant to live. 
 
 
 
EXT. RIVER OF RETURN – DAWN 
 
Two boats arrive—one carved from sandalwood, one from obsidian. The flame now 
floats midair between them. 
 
SHAKUNTALA 
If you choose to return, guilt and pride will not vanish. But you may live beyond them. 
 
Shama (quietly) 
Let me be reborn a teacher... that I may help one soul choose kindness. 
 
CLEOPATRA 
And I... let me return not as queen, but as seeker. 
 
They step into their boats. The river parts with a glowing path. 



 
SHAKUNTALA (V.O.) 
Some seek power. Some seek absolution. But those who seek truth... find both. 
 
 
 
EXT. EARTHLY WORLD – SOMEWHERE, YEARS LATER – SUNRISE 
 
A girl hums a Rabindra Sangeet tune while carving driftwood near the Ganges. A boy 
sketches ancient ruins by the Nile. They pause—look up at the same moment. 
 
SHAKUNTALA (V.O.) 
And thus, the river loops again. New names. Old truths. The dance never ends. 
 
FADE OUT. 
 
TITLE CARD: 
End of Episode 4 – Sands of Return: The River Between 
 
 
 
Would you like Episode 5 to explore the new lives of these reborn characters—or dive 
deeper into Shakuntala’s own unresolved tale? 
 
Perfect. Here's: 
 
 
 
Episode 5: “Other Names, Same Stars” 
Theme: Rebirth in Exile 
 
FADE IN: 
 
EXT. JACKSON HEIGHTS, NEW YORK CITY – EVENING 
 
Neon signs in Bengali, Arabic, Spanish, and Korean flicker in the rain. Food vendors 
shout over subway rumbles. The smell of incense mixes with fried chicken. A WOMAN 
in her mid30s, modestly dressed, adjusts her scarf as she closes a music studio. 
 
SUPER: “Shama Rahman – Queens, NY” 



 
She locks the door, a Rabindra Sangeet tune escaping faintly from inside. 
 
SHAKUNTALA (V.O.) 
In this life, she was not a dancer for kings, but a singer for children. Still, the ache 
beneath the notes remained the same. 
 
 
 
INT. SHAMA’S MUSIC STUDIO – LATER 
 
Shama teaches Bengali immigrant kids to sing. On the wall, a faded poster: “Cultural 
Healing Through Song.” She smiles as a girl hits the right note—then suddenly falters, 
as if a memory struck her heart. 
 
KID 
Apa, why are your eyes sad? 
 
SHAMA 
Because sometimes, the past sings louder than the present. 
 
 
 
EXT. THE BRONX – MORNING 
 
A MAN sculpts driftwood near a construction site. His badge: “Rafik Pasha – Day 
Laborer.” A radio plays Egyptian oud music. He stops, stares into the wood. A face 
forms—sharp, regal. He gently carves a crown. 
 
SHAKUNTALA (V.O.) 
Once called Cleopatra, now she shaped forgotten wood into unnamed saints. 
 
 
 
INT. IMMIGRATION COUNSELING OFFICE – DAY 
 
Shama and Rafik meet while filling out green card renewal forms. Their eyes meet 
briefly. A strange pause—like a wind that knows them. 
 
IMMIGRATION OFFICER 



Miss Rahman, Mr. Pasha. Please wait together. 
 
They sit. 
 
RAFIQ (in Arabicaccented English) 
You sing. I saw the flyer in the market. 
 
SHAMA 
And you carve... faces. Queens, maybe? 
 
RAFIQ (smiling faintly) 
No... maybe just memories. 
 
 
 
EXT. ROOSEVELT AVENUE STATION – NIGHT 
 
They walk together. She hums a tune. He joins in with a woodflute he carries. 
 
SHAKUNTALA (V.O.) 
Two souls, reborn across the world, carrying burdens they could never name. Not guilt. 
Not pride. Just echoes. 
 
 
 
INT. SHAKUNTALA’S REALM – LOTUS GROVE – PARALLEL 
 
SHAKUNTALA watches the city lights reflected in her pool. Instead of stars, she sees 
apartment windows. She smiles. 
 
SHAKUNTALA 
And still... they find each other. 
 
 
 
EXT. MUSIC STUDIO – NIGHT 
 
A handmade sign: “Healing Songs & Storytelling – Thursdays.” 
 
Rafik sets up wooden chairs. Shama lights candles. Children arrive. 



 
As they begin, her voice and his flute float out the window—across traffic, up into the 
dark. 
 
SHAKUNTALA (V.O.) 
No crown. No anklets. No river palaces. 
Only the music of redemption. 
And the slow, quiet miracle of beginning again. 
 
FADE OUT. 
 
TITLE CARD: 
End of Episode 5 – Other Names, Same Stars 
 
 
Absolutely. Here's the next episode: 
 
 
 
 Episode 6: “The Hunger Beneath Names” 
 
Theme: Ego, Ancestry, and the Price of Rebirth 
 
 
 
FADE IN: 
 
EXT. NEW YORK CITY SCHOOL – BRONX – MORNING 
 
The school’s nameplate is rusting, half the letters missing: 
“P.S. \_\_\_: Multilingual Academy for Arts and Citizenship” 
 
SUPER: "Shakuntala Das, 25 – TA, NYCDOE" 
 
Shakuntala (now reborn, unaware of her celestial past) walks into the building, 
balancing coffee and lesson plans. Her eyes carry quiet depth—as if she’s lived 
lifetimes. Her name is often mispronounced by coworkers. 
 
COLLEAGUE (O.S.) 



Hey, “Shackuntelly,” the art team wants you to run the multicultural show again. You’re 
good at... those... earthy things. 
 
SHAKUNTALA (smiles faintly) 
Of course. 
 
She enters Room 308. Behind her, the hallway clock ticks louder than usual. 
 
 
 
 INT. CLASSROOM – LATER 
 
Shama Rahman enters to lead Rabindra Sangeet rehearsals. Her student, a restless 
Bangladeshi boy, throws tantrums. Shakuntala kneels to talk. 
 
SHAKUNTALA 
You want to be seen. But fighting won’t make you visible. 
 
STUDENT 
My dad says, no one gets seen without titles or money. 
 
SHAKUNTALA (faltering) 
...Your dad might not be wrong. 
 
As Shama sings “Anondoloke mongolaloke...”, the classroom clock stops ticking. 
 
CUT TO: 
 
 
 
 INT. SUPPLY CLOSET – SCHOOL BASEMENT – DUSK 
 
Shakuntala finds an ancient wood carving hidden in a supply box—a woman’s face with 
eyes shut, cracked but serene. 
 
It whispers—no voice, just thought: 
 
WOODEN FACE (V.O.) 
You once chose silence. Now silence watches you. 
 



Suddenly, her reflection in the window changes. She sees herself as the celestial 
Shakuntala, standing between Shyama and Cleopatra, who flicker like burnedout film 
reels. 
 
 
 
 INT. CULTURAL SHOW MEETING – STAFF LOUNGE 
 
Teachers argue over who leads which part of the program. Rafik, the sculptor, now 
reborn as a janitorartist, offers to design a multicultural stage with driftwood panels. 
 
TEACHER 1 
We need sponsors. Not... leftovers from the East River. 
 
SHAMA 
He’s worked on galleries. In Cairo. Give him credit. 
 
TEACHER 2 
Why don’t you run the show, Ms. Rahman? Your name pulls a crowd. 
 
SHAKUNTALA (quietly watching) 
 
Shama hesitates. Fame glows in her eyes—but guilt shadows her face. 
 
 
 
 INT. LOTUS MIRROR – CELESTIAL REALM – PARALLEL 
 
The mirror ripples. The souls of Shyama and Cleopatra appear. 
 
CLEOPATRA 
Even here, she still wants the stage. 
 
SHYAMA 
And I still run from it. 
 
SHAKUNTALA (celestial) 
But I... I keep watching, never choosing. Why? 
 
Suddenly, a subway train barrels through the mirror, screeching into view. 



 
 
 
 EXT. SUBWAY PLATFORM – REALITY – NIGHT 
 
Shakuntala boards a train alone. The crowd buzzes, but she hears nonliving things 
whispering: 
 
 Bench (V.O.): “She carries too many names in one soul.” 
 Metrocard Reader (V.O.): “She wants truth... but also applause.” 
 Poster of a college gala (V.O.): “Which queen will win tonight?” 
 
 
 
 INT. SCHOOL AUDITORIUM – CULTURAL NIGHT 
 
Shama stands center stage. Applause thunders. 
 
Rafik’s wood panels frame the stage like a temple. 
 
Shakuntala watches from backstage—suddenly, the broken anklets of Shyama appear 
on her feet. She gasps. Then, next to her in the dark, a coiled serpent slithers quietly. 
 
 
 
 INT. ASTRAL ROOM – BETWEEN WORLDS 
 
The Shakuntala of the stars faces her mortal self. 
 
CELESTIAL SHAKUNTALA 
You watched their sins. But yours was to never act. 
 
EARTHLY SHAKUNTALA 
Because I didn’t know what was mine to carry. 
 
CELESTIAL SHAKUNTALA 
Then choose now: Applause or Awakening? 
 
 
 



 EXT. AUDITORIUM – LATER THAT NIGHT 
 
Outside, Shama and Rafik argue quietly. 
 
RAFIQ 
You used my name. For sponsors. 
 
SHAMA 
I needed to be seen. You... just want to disappear. 
 
SHAKUNTALA (stepping in) 
Maybe we all wanted the wrong things, for the right reasons. 
 
A wind passes. For a second—they remember everything. Navadipa. Anklets. Thrones. 
Serpents. Songs. The hunger for legacy. 
 
And then... it’s gone. 
 
 
 
 INT. CLASSROOM – NEXT MORNING 
 
The boy who once threw tantrums now paints quietly. 
 
STUDENT 
Ms. Das, I had a dream. You had wings. But they were cracked. 
 
Shakuntala smiles, touched. 
 
SHAKUNTALA 
Then I must fly gently... until they heal. 
 
 
 
 FADE OUT 
 
TITLE CARD: 
“End of Episode 6 – The Hunger Beneath Names” 
 
— 



Absolutely. Here's the next surreal, realitywarping episode set in a dreamlike subway 
tunnel, where Shyama, Cleopatra, and Shakuntala confront their past lovers—and 
themselves. 
 
 
 
 Episode 7: “Tunnel of Lovers” 
 
Theme: Love that Betrays, Names that Bind, and the Echo of Power 
 
 
 
FADE IN: 
 
INT. SUBWAY TUNNEL – UNDERGROUND – TIMELESS NIGHT 
 
The subway tunnel is empty. No trains. Just silence and mist swirling like incense 
smoke. The third rail sparks faintly. 
 
A bench made of marble and mango wood sits unnaturally in the center. A silver anklet, 
a golden asp bracelet, and a halfburned letter float midair—then drop with a clink. 
 
From the mist emerge three women, stepping through different archways carved with 
their names in forgotten scripts: 
 
 SHYAMA, dressed in a worn teal sari, her feet bare, eyes heavy with guilt. 
 CLEOPATRA, in gold and indigo, her eyeliner smudged from tears centuries old. 
 SHAKUNTALA, in a teacher’s cardigan and canvas shoes, carrying lesson plans in one 
hand... and a broken bamboo flute in the other. 
 
They don’t speak. Instead, the tunnel begins to hum, and the walls stretch like lungs 
breathing. 
 
 
 
 THE LOVERS ARRIVE 
 
From different directions, the men walk toward them: 
 



 BOJROSEN, for Shyama—his eyes dark with betrayal, lips trembling with unspoken 
forgiveness. 
 JULIUS CAESAR, for Cleopatra—commanding, unreadable, with power curling at his 
side like a lion. 
 KING DUSHYANTA, for Shakuntala—his crown dull, his scroll of forgotten promises 
tucked under his robe. 
 
But something is off: They walk as if pulled by strings. Their faces flicker between 
human and statue. 
 
 
 
 THE ENCOUNTERS 
 
SHYAMA steps forward. Bojrosen holds out the anklet. 
 
BOJROSEN 
You gave me up. For power. 
 
SHYAMA 
No. I gave you up to save you from power. 
 
BOJROSEN 
And yet, power still lives in you. 
 
The anklet melts into ash. She gasps. A snake hisses in the distance. 
 
 
 
CLEOPATRA meets Caesar. He hands her the asp bracelet. 
 
CAESAR 
I made you empress of empires. 
 
CLEOPATRA 
And I still died alone. 
 
CAESAR (smiling coldly) 
Power cannot love. It can only conquer. 
 



Her bracelet slithers off her arm and coils around her neck—not to strangle, but to 
remind. 
 
 
 
SHAKUNTALA faces Dushyanta. He offers her the halfburned letter. 
 
DUSHYANTA 
I forgot your name. Until it returned on the wind. 
 
SHAKUNTALA (whispers) 
You remembered me too late. 
 
DUSHYANTA 
Would you have rather been unknown forever... or remembered in pain? 
 
The letter turns to flame. She doesn’t flinch. Instead, she finally speaks: 
 
SHAKUNTALA 
Why do we only matter when we’re lost? 
 
 
 
 SUBWAY TUNNEL SHIFTS 
 
The walls drip ink. The third rail now glows like a river of molten memory. The tunnel 
becomes a looping Möbius strip—repeating love, betrayal, abandonment. 
 
The three women are lifted by invisible currents, their forms spinning. A MTA voice 
echoes through the tunnel like prophecy: 
 
> “Next stop: Recognition, Redemption, or Ruin. Please mind the gap... between who 
you were and who you pretended to be.” 
 
 
 
 THE RECKONING 
 
They land on a single platform. Their lovers dissolve into shadows, repeating their last 
words like echoes: 



 
 “Power still lives in you.” 
 “Power cannot love.” 
 “Remembered in pain.” 
 
A mirror appears on the wall. In it, the women do not see themselves—but each other. 
Shakuntala sees Shyama. Shyama sees Cleopatra. Cleopatra sees Shakuntala. 
 
A whisper from the tunnel’s darkness: 
 
TUNNEL (V.O.) 
You were not three. You were one. Split by time, stitched by choice. 
 
Then, a subway train roars into the tunnel, its destination board flashing: 
 
> “RETURN TO SURFACE?” 
 
 
 
 INT. SUBWAY CAR – MOMENTS LATER 
 
The women sit together, silent. The car is empty except for a child holding a clay lamp, 
asleep in the corner. The fluorescent lights flicker. 
 
SHAKUNTALA (softly) 
If we meet them again... do we forgive? 
 
SHYAMA 
Only if we forgive ourselves first. 
 
CLEOPATRA 
And stop letting love be... our leash. 
 
The train begins to rise—not just through stations, but through time and memory, 
bursting toward daylight. 
 
 
 
 FADE TO WHITE 
 



TITLE CARD: "End of Episode 7 – Tunnel of Lovers" 
 
— 
That’s a sharp and powerful insight—that privileged women, especially those with 
beauty or intellect, often refuse less, choosing silence or complicity to protect their 
honored positions. This theme can be layered into the next episode, where Shyama, 
Cleopatra, and Shakuntala return to their respective New York realities with new 
intuition—but also old habits pulling at them. 
 
Here’s a continuation: 
 
 
 
 Episode 8: “The Temptation to Stay Silent” 
 
Theme: Complicity, Survival, and the Cost of Being Honored 
 
 
 
INT. SHAKUNTALA’S CLASSROOM – BRONX, NYC – MORNING 
 
Shakuntala—25, softspoken, sari under her NYCDOE badge—writes the word 
“INJUSTICE” on the whiteboard. Her ESL students, mostly new immigrant kids, stare 
blankly. 
 
A moment passes. One student raises her hand. 
 
STUDENT 
Miss… how do you say when someone know it wrong… but don’t say nothing? 
 
Shakuntala pauses. The marker in her hand shakes. Flash—she sees the subway 
tunnel. Caesar. Bojrosen. Dushyanta. 
 
SHAKUNTALA (quietly) 
That is… called silence. Sometimes… silence is betrayal. 
 
She looks at her own reflection in the whiteboard. It doesn’t blink. 
 
 
 



 INT. MUSEUM GALA – UPPER EAST SIDE – NIGHT 
 
CLEOPATRA, now a museum fundraiser, glides through a crowd of donors. She wears 
gold—subtle now, but sharp. An older male board member slides beside her. 
 
BOARD MEMBER 
You’ve brought in record donations this quarter, Cleo. The trustees are very… pleased. 
There’s a promotion on the table. 
 
His hand lingers on her back. She freezes—then smiles. 
 
CLEOPATRA 
Thank you. I aim to serve the legacy. 
 
She turns away, lips tight. In the mirror behind the champagne bar, her eyeliner is 
perfect. But she blinks and sees the asp again, curling gently around her throat. A 
reminder. 
 
She sips champagne. Swallows power. Stays silent. 
 
 
 
 INT. COMMUNITY CENTER – JACKSON HEIGHTS – EVENING 
 
SHYAMA, now working parttime teaching kathak to Bangladeshi girls, watches a man 
raise his voice at a volunteer. She knows this man—an influential cultural leader. She 
once performed for him. 
 
VOLUNTEER GIRL (near tears) 
He yelled at me for being late. I had school. 
 
Shyama steps forward. Her ankle bells echo. The man looks at her. She feels it—the 
pull of status. Her name still carries weight. Speaking up could cost her. 
 
SHYAMA (calmly) 
We don’t raise our voice at our daughters. Not in this space. 
 
He glares. But Shyama does not look away. Her anklet rings once, clearly. 
 
 



 
 INT. SUBWAY PLATFORM – NIGHT 
 
The three women meet again. They don’t speak. But their eyes say everything. 
 
Each carries something invisible: 
 
 Shakuntala has words she didn’t say. 
 Cleopatra has power she didn’t question. 
 Shyama has a line she finally crossed. 
 
A homeless woman—wrapped in plastic bags and wearing a broken tiara—shuffles past 
them. She turns and says, in a strange accent: 
 
HOMELESS WOMAN 
Pretty girls with old souls. Keep quiet too long, you start choking on your own perfume. 
 
She cackles. Then vanishes into the train. 
 
 
 
INT. SUBWAY CAR – MOVING 
 
The women sit in the same formation as last time. This time, they each hold something 
new: 
 
 Shakuntala: a student’s drawing of injustice. 
 Cleopatra: a check she didn’t cash. 
 Shyama: a volunteer’s thankyou note. 
 
SHAKUNTALA 
How do we know when to speak? 
 
SHYAMA 
When it starts to burn in the throat. 
 
CLEOPATRA (softly) 
And when silence keeps you safe… but no longer sacred. 
 
The subway speeds into the dark. 



 
 
 
 FADE TO BLACK 
 
TITLE CARD: “End of Episode 8 – The Temptation to Stay Silent” 
 
 
Absolutely—let’s explore how this awakening transforms each woman in the real world, 
forcing them to confront presentday betrayals that mirror their ancient dilemmas. These 
moments force them to act differently—not out of habit, but from growth. 
 
 
 
 Episode 9: “Mirrors and Crossroads” 
 
Theme: Repetition or Redemption? 
 
 
 
 INT. ESL CLASSROOM – BRONX – AFTERNOON 
 
SHAKUNTALA watches as a senior teacher dismisses a struggling undocumented 
student, Amir, who needs extra help. 
 
SENIOR TEACHER 
We don’t have time to rescue every lost cause. 
 
Shakuntala remembers how Dushyanta once abandoned her to palace gossip—how 
truth was buried beneath convenience. 
 
Her jaw tightens. 
 
SHAKUNTALA (firmly) 
Then I’ll stay after. He’s not a lost cause. He’s a boy who speaks three languages and 
still feels invisible. 
 
SENIOR TEACHER 
It’s not your job. 
 



SHAKUNTALA 
It is now. 
 
She gathers Amir’s notebook, the kid watching her like she’s the only adult who sees 
him. 
 
She didn’t speak in her past life. Now she refuses not to. 
 
 
 
 INT. MUSEUM BOARDROOM – NIGHT 
 
CLEOPATRA sits at the head of a glossy table. A proposal is being pushed to rename 
an African artifact wing after a major donor—a man accused of silencing female staff. 
 
BOARD CHAIR 
We can’t risk losing his funding. You understand that, Cleo? 
 
Everyone waits for Cleopatra to nod, to play the golden role. 
 
Instead, she closes the folder. Her voice cuts clean. 
 
CLEOPATRA 
No. Not with my signature on it. Not with my name attached to erasure. 
 
BOARD CHAIR 
You’d sacrifice the wing? 
 
CLEOPATRA 
I'd sacrifice the illusion that legacy is worth silence. 
 
She walks out. Her heels echo louder than the boardroom silence. 
 
She once kept her throne through complicity. 
Now, she chooses legacy through dissent. 
 
 
 
 INT. CULTURAL CENTER – JACKSON HEIGHTS – EVENING 
 



SHYAMA rehearses with her students when a young dancer, Aasha, confesses: 
Her uncle—another senior patron—has been pressuring her to keep secrets about his 
“help.” 
 
Shyama freezes. Flash—Uttoiyo’s voice, his charm, her silence. 
 
She bends down to Aasha’s level. 
 
SHYAMA 
You did nothing wrong. You don’t have to dance for approval. 
 
AASHA (whispers) 
But he’s so respected. 
 
SHYAMA 
So was someone I once knew. And I stayed quiet. I won't again. 
 
She publicly calls a meeting. Names names. Even if funding pulls back, she stands 
rooted. 
 
SHAKUNTALA (V.O.) 
This time, when the mirror shattered, they didn’t sweep it up and smile. 
They left the pieces visible, jagged—and honest. 
 
 
 
 INT. SUBWAY PLATFORM – NIGHT 
 
The three women wait on the platform again. 
 
No vision. No ghost. Just real lives. 
 
Shakuntala’s phone buzzes—a message from Amir: 
“Thank you for seeing me.” 
 
Cleopatra receives an anonymous email: 
“Your refusal made me report him too. Thank you.” 
 
Shyama holds Aasha’s bracelet, returned as a gift of courage. 
 



They don’t speak. But each of them knows— 
 
Their silence once protected power. 
Now, their voice protects others. 
 
The subway arrives. They step in, not toward myth, but toward the world they’re 
changing. 
 
 
 
FADE OUT. 
 
TITLE CARD: “End of Episode 9 – Mirrors and Crossroads” 
 
Great. Here’s the next episode: 
 
 
 
 Episode 10: “Unscripted Hearts” 
 
Theme: Love After Power—When Vulnerability Returns 
 
 
 
 INT. COMMUNITY BOOKSTORE – LOWER EAST SIDE – EVENING 
 
SHAKUNTALA, now 25 and a confident ESL teacher assistant, organizes a local poetry 
night. A fellow organizer, NICO, mid30s, kindeyed and curious, helps string up lights. 
 
NICO 
You always quote Tagore like he’s your roommate. 
 
SHAKUNTALA 
He was… in a past life. 
 
They laugh, but her eyes cloud. She once gave love and was abandoned. Now, love 
creeps back—but not through desire, through gentle presence. 
 
As the lights flicker, so do her memories of Dushyanta—regal, dismissive, forgetful. 
 



NICO 
You okay? 
 
She breathes deeply. 
 
SHAKUNTALA 
I’m learning to choose someone who remembers the ordinary things… like how I take 
my tea. 
 
 
 
 INT. ART AUCTION GALA – CHELSEA – NIGHT 
 
CLEOPATRA stands beside a charming, younger art curator, MICHAEL, who is in awe 
of her command, her elegance. 
 
MICHAEL 
You intimidate me. That’s probably why I like you. 
 
CLEOPATRA smiles—because that was always the game. But then— 
 
MICHAEL (genuinely) 
But I also want to know what makes you cry. You don’t have to be legendary all the 
time. 
 
Silence. 
 
In the past, she only gave power, not truth. But this man asks for her softness, not her 
throne. 
 
CLEOPATRA 
I don’t remember the last time I was loved… without an empire between us. 
 
She lets him take her hand—not as queen, but woman. 
 
 
 
 INT. DANCE STUDIO – BROOKLYN – DAY 
 



SHYAMA teaches barefoot in a sari, warm and open. In walks RAHUL, a single father 
with a stutter, bringing his daughter to class. 
 
During breaks, he sits in the back, drawing in his sketchpad. 
 
SHYAMA notices one day: she’s the subject. 
 
SHYAMA 
You see me through movement? 
 
RAHUL 
It’s how I hear best. My speech doesn’t always say what I mean. 
 
Her mind flashes—Bojrosen, who watched her dance but never made her speak her 
guilt aloud. He just held it in poetry. 
 
Now, Shyama chooses a listener, not a judge. 
 
She walks toward Rahul, speaks slowly. 
 
SHYAMA 
You don’t have to talk right. Just stay. 
 
 
 
 EXT. ROOFTOP – NIGHT 
 
The three women meet under a starlit New York sky, sharing food, tea, and silence. The 
city blinks around them. 
 
CLEOPATRA 
What if love isn’t something you win, but something you shelter? 
 
SHAKUNTALA 
Like a flame in wind. 
 
SHYAMA 
Or like a truth that forgives you before you forgive yourself. 
 
They smile. No thrones, no gold, no anklets. 



 
Just warmth. Just a future unburdened. 
 
 
 
FADE OUT. 
 
TITLE CARD: “End of Episode 10 – Unscripted Hearts” 
 
 
Absolutely. Here's the next episode built around a deep, revealing telephonic 
conversation—an emotionally charged yet strategic moment that reflects the evolution 
of these women: 
 
 
 
 Episode 11: “The Long Call” 
 
Theme: Letting Go as Power – When Silence Teaches 
 
 
 
 INT. THREE APARTMENTS – NIGHT – SPLIT SCREEN 
 
Each woman holds a phone. The screen splits into three slices: 
– SHAKUNTALA in her Bronx apartment, lesson plans scattered. 
– SHYAMA on her balcony in Queens, a diya burning beside her. 
– CLEOPATRA in a sleek highrise near Central Park, in silk and stillness. 
 
A threeway call. Tension and tenderness in equal measure. 
 
 
 
SHAKUNTALA 
The community event’s next week. Public school reps, the South Asian coalition, even 
the councilwoman. 
 
SHYAMA 
We’ll need consent forms, performance waivers—back then, I just danced. No 
questions, no choices. 



 
CLEOPATRA 
Ah, but now? Even silence must be signed. Irony. 
 
(laughs dryly) 
 
 
 
SHAKUNTALA 
We need an opening number that… speaks without preaching. 
 
CLEOPATRA 
I suggest silence. Let them feel discomfort. Begin with stillness. 
 
SHYAMA 
That’s what I never had. Space to be still. To think before I acted. 
 
SHAKUNTALA 
In India, you couldn’t pause. Not as a dancer. Not as a woman. Silence meant danger. 
 
 
 
(They pause. Shakuntala speaks more softly.) 
 
SHAKUNTALA 
But sometimes… silence is survival. 
And sometimes—it’s strategy. 
 
SHYAMA 
Like not warning a child the stove is hot… so they finally learn. 
 
 
 
CLEOPATRA 
Power seduces us into always reacting. Defending. Striking first. 
But what if the most powerful act… is not answering at all? 
 
SHYAMA 
You mean… let them judge? Let them drink their own hemlock? 
 



CLEOPATRA 
Yes. And let them taste it. Fully. 
 
 
 
SHAKUNTALA 
We were taught to speak when told, love who we’re given, and justify every “no.” 
But now… we don’t explain. 
We don’t rescue. 
We build. 
 
SHYAMA 
We build freedom. 
 
CLEOPATRA 
And let others earn theirs. 
 
 
 
(They all go quiet. A full 10 seconds pass. The city hums behind them.) 
 
 
 
SHAKUNTALA 
Okay. Opening scene: 
A girl stands alone. No music. No speech. 
Just silence. 
And a slow turning toward the audience. 
She walks offstage. 
And leaves them with their questions. 
 
SHYAMA 
Bold. 
 
CLEOPATRA 
Real. 
 
SHAKUNTALA 
Let’s rehearse on Thursday. 
 



 
 
 INT. SPLIT SCREEN FADES INTO ONE – NIGHT 
 
Each woman, now holding the phone to her chest, breathing differently—lighter. Not 
anxious. Not afraid. 
 
Just free. 
 
TITLE CARD: “End of Episode 11 – The Long Call” 
 
 
 
Would you like the next episode to center around the actual performance of this silent 
act—and the unexpected public and political reactions to it? 
 
 
Would you like Episode 11 to explore how the women now mentor the next generation, 
becoming guides to young girls navigating a world of power, silence, and truth? 
 
 
Would you like Episode 10 to explore how the women handle love again—perhaps 
meeting new relationships where they must navigate power, equality, and vulnerability 
differently than before? 
 
 
Would you like Episode 9 to introduce a breaking point—perhaps where one of them 
refuses to stay silent, and it causes a rupture in her public life but a transformation in 
her soul? 
 
As an author I see their prototype in human and some non living things speaks as 
witness to Shakuntala 25 year old teacher assistant. 
 
Would you like the next episode to take place fully in the celestial realm, where 
Shakuntala must be judged herself—or 
 
 🌺 শ্যামা – প্রেম, ক্ষমতা ও আত্মত্যাগের এক করুণ গল্প 
 
(মলূ: রবীন্দ্রনাথ ঠাকুরের নতৃ্যনাট্য "শ্যামা") 
 



 
 🏛️ এক প্রাচীন রাজসভায়... 
 
শ্যামা ছিলেন রাজদরবারের প্রধান নর্ত কী। তাঁর রূপ, নতৃ্য ও দষৃ্টির গভীরতা সকলকে মগু্ধ করত। কিন্তু এই 
গৌরবের আড়ালে ছিল একাকীত্ব, যা কেউ জানত না। 
 
একদিন, এক বিদেশী ব্যবসায়ী এলেন রাজধানীতে—বজ্রসেন। তাঁর চোখে ছিল স্পষ্টতা, মখুে শান্ত ভাব। তিনি 
যখন শ্যামার নতৃ্য দেখলেন, তখন দজুনের চোখে চোখ পড়ল... 
একটি নীরব প্রেমের জন্ম হল। 
 
কিন্তু বিধির ইচ্ছা ছিল অন্য। 
 
 
 ⚖️ মিথ্যা অভিযোগ 
 
বজ্রসেনের আগমনের পরপরই, তাকে গুপ্তচর বলে অভিযুক্ত করা হল। প্রমাণ কিছু ছিল না—তব ুরাজদরবারে 
সিদ্ধান্ত হল, তার মতৃ্যু দণ্ড হবে। 
 
শ্যামা ভেঙে পড়লেন। 
 
এই মানষুটিকে ভালোবেসে ফেলেছেন তিনি, অথচ মখু ফুটে কিছু বলতে পারছেন না। দরবারে নিজের 
ভালোবাসা জানালে সম্মান যাবে, নিন্দা হবে। 
 
তবওু, তিনি এক সিদ্ধান্ত নিলেন—গোপনে। 
 
 
 💔 নিঃশব্দ প্রেমিকের আত্মবলিদান 
 
শ্যামার একজন গোপন ভক্ত ছিল—উত্তীয়। সে সবসময় শ্যামার পাশে থাকত, চোখে ভালোবাসা নিয়ে, কিন্তু 
চুপচাপ। 
 
শ্যামা তার কাছে গেলেন। 
 
> “তুমি কি বজ্রসেনের বদলে অপরাধ স্বীকার করে মতৃ্যু বরণ করবে? আমার জন্য?” 
 
উত্তীয় কিছু বলল না। 
পরদিন সকালে সে দরবারে এসে বলে, “আমি অপরাধী।” 
ওই দিনই তার মতৃ্যু দণ্ড কার্যকর করা হয়। 
 
 



 🌫️ প্রেমের মখুোশ খুলে পড়ে 
 
বজ্রসেন মকু্তি পেল। 
কিন্তু কিছুদিনের মধ্যেই জানতে পারল, এক নিরপরাধ যুবক তার বদলে প্রাণ দিয়েছে। 
 
সে শ্যামার কাছে গিয়ে সব জানতে চাইল। 
 
শ্যামা চুপচাপ সব স্বীকার করলেন। 
তিনি ভালোবেসেছিলেন—তাই এমন পথ বেছে নিয়েছিলেন। 
 
কিন্তু বজ্রসেন চুপ করে রইল না। 
 
> “তুমি একজন নিরপরাধ মানষুকে হত্যা করেছো, তোমার ভালোবাসার জন্য। 
> এটা প্রেম নয়—এটা স্বার্থপরতা।” 
 
সে তাকে ত্যাগ করল। 
 
 
 🌑 শেষ দশৃ্য 
 
শ্যামা একা দাঁড়িয়ে রইলেন রাজপ্রাসাদের উঠোনে। 
চারপাশে নীরবতা, অনতুাপ, শনূ্যতা। 
 
তিনি হারালেন সেই মানষুটিকে যাকে ভালোবেসেছিলেন, 
আর হারালেন সেই মানষুটিকেও, 
যে তাকে ভালোবেসে নিঃশব্দে নিজের জীবন উৎসর্গ করেছিল। 
 
 
 🎭 এই গল্প আমাদের শেখায়: 
 
 ভালোবাসা যদি ক্ষমতার সঙ্গে মিশে যায়, তবে তা ধ্বংস ডেকে আনতে পারে। 
 আত্মত্যাগের মখুেও নৈতিক প্রশ্ন থেকে যায়। 
 সত্যিকারের প্রেম চায় সত্য ও সম্মান, শুধু ত্যাগ নয়। 
 
ধন্যবাদ! নিচে রবীন্দ্রনাথ ঠাকুরের "শ্যামা"র গল্পের উপর ভিত্তি করে একটি ছোটগল্প রূপে নাট্যরূপ (dramatic 
short story format) তৈরি করে দিলাম — যাতে সমসাময়িক পাঠকের জন্যও গল্পটি সহজে বোধগম্য হয় 
এবং আবেগপূর্ণ থাকে। 
 
 🎭 নাট্যরূপ: "শ্যামা: প্রেমের দহন" 
 



 চরিত্র: 
 
 শ্যামা – রাজদরবারের প্রধান নতৃ্যশিল্পী 
 বজ্রসেন – এক বিদেশি ব্যবসায়ী, শান্ত ও গম্ভীর 
 উত্তীয় – শ্যামার গোপন অনরুাগী, নীরব প্রেমিক 
 রাজপুরুষ ও সৈনিকেরা – পারিপার্শ্বিক চরিত্র 
 
 দশৃ্য ১: রাজপ্রাসাদের নতৃ্যমঞ্চ 
 
(সন্ধ্যা, দীপশিখায় আলো ঝলমল, শ্যামা নাচছে। বজ্রসেন দর্শকদের মাঝে বসে অপলক তাকিয়ে আছে) 
 
শ্যামার চোখে অদু্ভত দীপ্তি, কিন্তু মখুে অনিমেষ বেদনা। তার চোখ হঠাৎ বজ্রসেনের চোখে আটকে যায়। 
কিছুক্ষণ দষৃ্টি আটকে থাকে।) 
 
(সংলাপ – মনের কথা, উচ্চারণ নয়) 
শ্যামা (চিন্তায়): কে তুমি? কেন তোমার চোখে এই চেনা অচেনা মায়া? 
 
 দশৃ্য ২: রাজসভা – বজ্রসেনের বিরুদ্ধে অভিযোগ 
 
রাজপুরুষ: 
এই বিদেশি গুপ্তচর! প্রাসাদের গোপন প্রাঙ্গণে দেখা গেছে। রাজবিরোধী সন্দেহে মতৃ্যু দণ্ড ঘোষিত। 
 
(দর্শকগণে গুঞ্জন, বজ্রসেন চুপচাপ মাথা নিচু করে থাকে। শ্যামা ছায়ার আড়ালে থেকে সব শুনছে) 
 
শ্যামা (মনে মনে): না! এটা অন্যায়! কিন্তু আমি তো কিছু বলতে পারি না... 
 
 দশৃ্য ৩: শ্যামা ও উত্তীয়ের সংলাপ 
 
(রাতের প্রাসাদ। উত্তীয় একাকী বসে। শ্যামা প্রবেশ করে নিঃশব্দে) 
 
শ্যামা (নরম কণ্ঠে): উত্তীয়... আমি তোমার কাছে কিছু চাইতে এসেছি... 
 
উত্তীয় (মাথা তুলে): তুমি চাইবে, আর আমি না বলব? 
 
শ্যামা: একজন নিরপরাধ মানষু মারা যাচ্ছে... আমি তাকে ভালোবাসি... 
 
উত্তীয় (চোখ নামিয়ে): তুমি ভালোবাসো... আর আমি? 
 
শ্যামা: তুমি কি পারবে তার হয়ে মতৃ্যু বরণ করতে? 
 



(উত্তীয় কিছু না বলে মাথা নিচু করে থাকে। আলোর ছায়ায় তার মখু স্পষ্ট হয় — সম্মতির ছায়া পড়ে তাতে।) 
 
 দশৃ্য ৪: বজ্রসেনের মকু্তি ও সত্যের উন্মোচন 
 
(প্রাসাদের অন্দরমহল। বজ্রসেন মকু্ত। শ্যামা দেখা করতে আসে) 
 
বজ্রসেন: কেন তুমি আমাকে বাঁচালে? 
 
শ্যামা: আমি তোমাকে ভালোবাসি... 
 
বজ্রসেন: কাকে হত্যা করলে তুমি? এক মানষু, যে তোমার জন্য জীবন দিল? 
 
শ্যামা (চোখ ভেজা): আমি অন্যায় করেছি, আমি জানি... কিন্তু আমি যা করেছি, ভালোবাসার জন্য করেছি... 
 
বজ্রসেন (পিছনে ঘুরে): যে ভালোবাসা আরেকজনের মতৃ্যু  চায়, তা ভালোবাসা নয়, তা আত্মকেন্দ্রিকতা। 
 
(বজ্রসেন চলে যায়। শ্যামা দাঁড়িয়ে থাকে নিঃশব্দ, নির্জীব।) 
 
 দশৃ্য ৫: শ্যামার একাকিত্ব 
 
(শেষ দশৃ্য। নতৃ্যমঞ্চে আর কোনো সুর নেই। শ্যামা একা বসে আছে। দরূে বাজছে এক অস্পষ্ট পাখির ডাক।) 
 
শ্যামা (স্বগত): একজন গেল, ভালোবেসে বলল না কিছু... 
আরেকজন গেল, ভালোবেসেও ফিরল না কখনো... 
আমার প্রেম... আমার অপরাধ... 
 
(আলো ধীরে ধীরে কমে আসে, মঞ্চ অন্ধকারে ঢেকে যায়) 
 
 🧠 শেষ কথা (থিম ও ভাব): 
 
এই নাট্যরূপে বোঝানো হয়েছে— 
 
 ভালোবাসা যদি ন্যায়ের সীমা অতিক্রম করে, সে প্রেম ধ্বংস ডেকে আনে। 
 নীরব ভালোবাসাও মহৎ হতে পারে। 
 সত্য, নৈতিকতা এবং আত্মত্যাগ — এদের ছাড়াই ভালোবাসা পূর্ণ হয় না। 
 
 
 
আপনি কি চান এটি আরও বড় পরিসরে মঞ্চনাট্য, বা সংলাপসহ স্ক্রিপ্ট সাজানো হোক? 
 



 

নিচে আমি এই নাটকটির জন্য মঞ্চ নির্দেশনা, পোশাক ও আলো ব্যবস্থার প্রস্তাবনা, এবং কিছু সাউন্ড/সঙ্গীত 
ধারণা দিচ্ছি যাতে এটি একটি পরিপূর্ণ মঞ্চ পরিবেশনায় রূপান্তর করা যায়—বিশেষত ছাত্রদের অংশগ্রহণ 
উপযোগী করে। 

 

মঞ্চ নির্দেশনা ও ডিজাইন (Stage Direction & Design): 

মঞ্চ ভাগ (Set Design): 



Scene 1: নিউ ইয়র্ক  পার্ক  

●​ ব্যাকড্রপে সেন্ট্রাল পার্ক  বা সিটি বিল্ডিংয়ের ছবি (প্রজেক্টর বা পেইন্টিং)​
 

●​ দইুটি বেঞ্চ (একটি শ্যামার, আরেকটি রবীন্দ্রনাথের আত্মার)​
 

●​ চারপাশে কৃত্রিম গাছ বা পাতার সাজ​
 

Scene 2: আত্মার জগত 

●​ নীল আলো, ধোঁয়ার প্রভাব​
 

●​ ব্যাকগ্রাউন্ডে হালকা সুর (বাঁশি, পিয়ানো, রাবাব)​
 

●​ আলো আস্তে আস্তে ফেইড ইন/আউট হবে, যেন আর্লির আত্মা আবির্ভূ ত হয়​
 

Scene 3: বর্ত মান বাস্তবতা 

●​ ব্যাকড্রপে স্ট্যাচু অফ লিবার্টি  বা সাবওয়ে—মার্কি ন জীবনধারার প্রতীক​
 

●​ অর্জু ন হ্যান্ডফোন ও ল্যাপটপ হাতে প্রবেশ করবে​
 

 

পোশাক পরিকল্পনা (Costume Design): 

শ্যামা / চিত্রাঙ্গদা: 

●​ প্রাথমিক দশৃ্যে: আধুনিক পোশাকে (জিন্স + কুর্তি  বা লম্বা স্কার্ট  + হুডি)—আধুনিক নিউ ইয়র্কে র এক 
নারী​
 

●​ দশৃ্য ২-এ: শাড়ি বা ওড়না পরা – শ্যামার পূর্বজ রূপ প্রকাশে​
 

●​ শেষ দশৃ্যে: সংমিশ্রণ (fusion style)—পশ্চিমা ও প্রাচ্যের মিলন রূপ​
 

রবীন্দ্রনাথ ঠাকুর: 



●​ সাদা পাঞ্জাবি, ধুতি বা আলখাল্লা​
 

●​ লম্বা সাদা দাড়ি ও ছড়ি (ঐতিহ্যবাহী রূপ)​
 

●​ আলো যেন রবীন্দ্রনাথকে ‘স্বপ্নলোকের’ মতো করে তোলে​
 

আর্লি (প্রেমিক পুরুষের আত্মা): 

●​ হালকা ধূসর পোশাক​
 

●​ নীল আলোয় আবির্ভ াব যেন আত্মার প্রতিচ্ছবি হয়​
 

●​ চোখে গভীর দষৃ্টি ও স্থিরতা​
 

আরজন: 

●​ জ্যাকেট, হুডি, আধুনিক স্নিকার্স​
 

●​ আইফোন বা ল্যাপটপ হাতে​
 

●​ যেন ‘modern distracted man’ ভাব আসে​
 

 

আলো ও শব্দ ব্যবস্থাপনা (Lighting & Sound): 

আলো: 

●​ শ্যামা ও রবীন্দ্রনাথ: কনট্রাস্ট আলো (শ্যামার মখুে সাদা, রবীন্দ্রনাথের উপর সোনালি/নীল)​
 

●​ আর্লি আসার সময়: ব্লু-গ্রে লাইট, মদৃ ুকুয়াশা প্রভাব​
 

●​ শেষ দশৃ্য: উজ্জ্বল আলো, যেন নতুন সূর্য উদয় হয়​
 

সঙ্গীত: 



●​ প্রারম্ভে: রবীন্দ্রসঙ্গীতের যন্ত্রাংশ—‘প্রেমে পেয়েছি জয়’​
 

●​ উত্তীয় আবির্ভ াবে: সাদ ব্যাঞ্জো বা সাদ বাঁশির সুর (ধীরগতির)​
 

●​ শেষ মহূুর্তে : একটি জোরালো, পুনর্জ ন্মের থিমসঙ্গীত—fusion style instrumental (বাংলা ঢোল + 
জ্যাজ পিয়ানো)​
 

 

বিশেষ প্রস্তাবনা: 

●​ ব্যাকগ্রাউন্ড প্রজেকশন: নাট্যস্থলের পরিবর্ত ন বোঝাতে প্রতিটি দশৃ্যে ভিজ্যুয়াল প্রজেকশন ব্যবহার করা 
যেতে পারে।​
 

●​ পোস্টার বা হ্যান্ডবিল ডিজাইন: নাটকের নামের নিচে লেখা থাকবে—​
​
 “Where Tagore meets the 21st-century woman in New York.”​
 

 

এই নির্দেশনায় নাটকটি সহজে ছাত্র-ছাত্রীদের বা সাংসৃ্কতিক অনষু্ঠানে পরিবেশনযোগ্য হয়ে উঠবে। 
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