Episode 528
In Seva’s flat – Tirath’s bedroom with Tirath sat down behind his desk, he’s writing on a piece of paper; signing his signature “TIRATH BAINES” on it. There’s a door slam coming from the corridor
Jamail – *From the corridor* Jessa, please just—

Jessa – *From the corridor* I’M NOT HAVING THAT PATHETIC EXCUSE OF A MAN PUT YOU IN ANYBODY’S BAD BOOKS, ALRIGHT?! YOU’VE BEEN THROUGH HELL AS IT IS!

Jessa enters, slamming the door open; looking down at Tirath madly

Tirath – You know that it’s polite to knock before entering a room, don’t you?

Jessa – Do I look like I care what YOU of all people have to say, Tirath?

Tirath – You should care. It’s rude to speak to your elders like that.

Jessa – Is that what you call yourself, is it? Jamail is my brother, Tirath; and you’ve tried to make him look like the villain here, you’re going to throw all of the blame at him!

Tirath – What are you going on about, Jessa? I’m busy. I have no time for children like—

Jessa – YOU HAD HIM THROW ACID AT AASHA’S FACE, TIRATH; YOU—You blackmailed my  brother into doing something which he didn’t want to, and this time Tirath—It’s time for you to pay the price.

Tirath stands up, rolling his eyes at Jessa; staring at her madly

Tirath – Get out of my flat, will you?

Tirath grabs hold of Jessa by her arms, beginning to push her out to the corridor

Jessa – What are you—? GET OFF ME!

As Tirath eventually pushes Jessa out to the corridor, they see Tariq stood by the front door in front of them

Tariq – What are you doing?

Tirath – Your sister here; she’s out of control, boy.

Tirath pushes Jessa over to Tariq madly and Jessa turns to Tirath, staring at him madly

Jessa – You’ll pay for what you’ve done to Jamail.

Jessa walks out to the hallway, exiting; slamming the front door behind her

Tariq – JESSA, WAIT; JUST—

Tariq grabs hold of the front door handle and Tirath slams his hand down on the door; preventing Tariq from opening it

Tirath – Tariq, why don’t you take a seat in the living room; have a cuppa?

Tariq turns to Tirath as they both let go of the front door

Tariq – I’ll speak to you, but I won’t have a “cuppa;” and I certainly won’t take a seat near a man like you.

Tirath – I thought that you had the same opinion on Jamail as I have?

Tariq – He’s family. And no matter how much I hate him, no matter how much I disagree with his actions; he is still my brother.

Tirath – That really disappoints me, you know? To think that I thought of you so much more.

Tariq – To be honest with you, Tirath; I thought of you just the same as everybody else. 

Tirath – Oh, really? And what’s that? What do you think of me, Tariq? Go on, tell me.

Tariq – I think that you’re what you always have been; what I remembered you when I was little—A woman beater.

Tirath punches Tariq across the face madly and Tariq holds his face in shock, staring at Tirath madly before he scoffs at him
Tariq – You reacted that way because it’s the truth.

Naveen enters, looking at Tariq puzzled madly

Naveen – What’s going on here, then? A family discussion and I’m not invited?

Tirath – We’re not “family,” control your grandson, will you?

Tirath walks into his bedroom as Naveen puts his hand on Tariq’s shoulder

Naveen – Tariq—

Tariq shoves Naveen away from him, staring at him madly

Tariq – GET AWAY FROM ME YOU DIRTY OLD MAN!

Tariq walks out to the hallway, exiting; slamming the front door behind him as Naveen walks into Tirath’s bedroom where Tirath is stood by his desk; leaning on it

Naveen – You seem to discipline my grandchildren in a violent manner, Tirath.

Tirath – “Grandchildren”? Only Tariq has visited me so far; not Jamail. Your daughter visited me; Jessa.

Tirath turns to Naveen, staring at him madly

Naveen – You know that she’s alive, don’t you; Rani?

Tirath – So he told me.

Naveen – Who? Tariq?

Tirath – No, not Tariq. Aakar. I presume that you know he’s alive too?

Naveen – I—Yes, I do.

Tirath – Well—I can easily find the gun which Daner used to shoot himself; to end his life. 

Naveen – What are you trying to say, Tirath?

Tirath – Well, I have some unfinished business with your daughter Rani, haven’t I? I mean—Shooting Aakar; that was an accident, he got caught in the firing line when I was supposed to shoot your little girl; your PREGNANT little girl. And you think that you can criticise me, do you Naveen; judge me? I know what you did to Nina, and all I can say is that it’s not the Naveen which I used to know; the Naveen who I grew up, who I saw as my “best friend.”
Laila enters, standing nearby Naveen by the door

Laila – Tirath Baines; there’s a face I haven’t seen in years.

Tirath – L—Laila? Naveen, do you mind leaving me and your ex-wife be; let us speak in private?

Naveen – With pleasure.

Naveen walks out to the corridor, exiting as Laila looks at Tirath as he walks over to her

Tirath – I—

Laila – Rani; I know what you planned to do to her, Tirath. I know what you wanted to do to my daughter.
Tirath – She had sex with Aakar in a non-arranged way and—

Laila – What is this to you, Tirath; the dark ages? This is the twenty first century; forgive and FORGET!

Laila stares at Tirath madly as Tirath scoffs at her

Tirath – To think that I thought that you were the only intelligent woman in this Hotel. Rani; she brought shame onto your family.

Laila – Says who? Naveen? I don’t stick by his “rules” in Sikhism; there are very few rules, but now—We’re not in Nigeria, Tirath; not anymore. We stick by this governments rules, and killing; pulling a gun out your pocket and shooting an innocent girl; a MOTHER, is just—It’s wrong.

Tirath – And what are you going to do about it, Laila; kill me?

Laila stares at Tirath madly, staying silent before walking out to the corridor; looking in at him

Laila – Goodbye, Tirath Baines.

Laila exits; shortly after she walks away there’s a door slam coming from the corridor and Tirath rolls his eyes, pouring himself a glass of tomato juice. Fareed enters; standing at the door, Tirath turns to him

Tirath – Are you here to collect my loan agreement; on this flat?

Fareed – You’re everything I expected you to be; an ignorant old man.

Tirath – Excuse me?

Fareed – I’m Fareed Baines; your Grandson.

Fareed walks up to Tirath, staring at him madly

Fareed – You planned to shoot Rani Kapoor; my mother. And do you know who was inside her; her unborn child? That’s right, me. And you think that you haven’t got death on your doorstep? 

Tirath – Well—Not only do I have unfinished business with your Mum, I have unfinished business with you, too.

Fareed – The same goes for you.

Fareed stares at Tirath madly, scoffing at him before walking out to the corridor, exiting; there’s a door slam shortly after he walks out and Ranveer enters, standing by the door; staring at Tirath madly

Ranveer – Who do you think you are?

Tirath – Oh, Ranveer—

Ranveer – No, I asked you a question. Who do you think you are; lashing out at my WIFE like that?

Tirath – I did no such thing; I just told her where to go.

Ranveer – And what would you have done if Tariq hadn’t have walked in? Would you have violated her; hurt her?

Tirath – I’m not you, Ranveer.

Tirath looks at Ranveer, scoffing at him as Ranveer stares back at him madly

Ranveer – I asked you a question, and I want you to answer it properly. WHAT—WOULD—YOU—HAVE—DONE—IF—TARIQ—HADN’T—HAVE—WALKED—IN?

Tirath – I would have made sure to have burned her dead body.

Ranveer punches Tirath across the face, grabbing hold of his shirt; slamming him against the wall nearby, staring at him madly

Ranveer – I just thought I’d let you know that if I’m the one who kills you, and I hope to god that I am—I’ll burn your body.

Ranveer lets go of Tirath, shoving him away from him before walking out to the corridor, exiting; there’s a door slam shortly after he walks out and Tirath puts his hand on his cheek where a cut is; he looks at his hand, seeing blood on it where he touched the cut on his cheek; he groans slightly before sitting down behind his desk. There’s a door slam coming from the corridor 

Tirath – Aakar, is that—

Jamail enters, standing by the door; looking down at Tirath madly

Jamail – I’m sorry to disappoint you, Tirath; I’m not your Son.
Tirath – Well, at least I was close; you’ve been a son-figure to me for the past—I don’t know how long; so many years.
Jamail – Aasha; why—Why me?

Tirath – Because you’re the one who threw the acid at her face. Are you going to deny it, boy?

Jamail – Of course not, I just—

Tirath – Then keep that mouth of yours closed. I need to arrange something.

Tirath stands, walking over to Jamail

Tirath – Your brother; he’s got a mouth on him, hasn’t he?

Jamail – He means well.

Tirath – And he’d say the same about you, would he?

Jamail – No, but—He has his reasons; all of them do. 

Tirath – Family is about being together; being a team. What are you family, boy? Because I see no team in your family; I see no “team” in the Kapoor family.

Jamail – And what about the Baines? At least I didn’t stoop as low as what you and Seva did; hiring a man to have acid thrown at her face, I—

Tirath – She’s a “Kapoor,” you know? She married Daner, your little brother. That’s right, you threw acid at your sister-in-law; your family. So tell me, Jamail—Is the Kapoor family a “team”?

Jamail – You’ll pay for what you’ve done, Tirath. You hear me—You’ll PAY.

Jamail stares at Tirath before walking out to the corridor, exiting as Tirath scoffs, laughing slightly

Tirath – So I’ve been told.

Nina enters, staring at Tirath

Tirath – Oh, what do I have here; another visitor? Take a seat, Nina!

Nina – I’ve not here to have a “meeting,” so jump off your high horse, will you?

Tirath – Well, what are you doing here?

Nina – It’s about Jamail.

Tirath – Oh, dear; he’s a lost cause, you know? Damaged goods.

Nina – I saw him walking out from this flat; what did you say to him?

Tirath – Your family are trouble-makers, you know that? Especially that father-in-law of yours.

Nina – I can’t disagree with you there, but—I’m not siding with Jamail’s actions, alright? What he did to Aasha; what you made him do to Aasha, it—It was cruel, and it was spiteful.

Tirath – So, this makes Jamail innocent, does it?

Nina – When did I say that he was innocent?

Kanvar enters, grabbing hold of Nina’s arm

Kanvar – Nina, please—

Nina – No, Kanvar; I need to speak to—

Kanvar – Please Nina, just—Just go.

Nina rolls her eyes, walking out to the corridor; exiting

Kanvar – It’s over, Tirath.

Tirath – What is?

Kanvar – Your “unfinished business” with Rani, that’s what.

Tirath – Oh, here we go—!

Kanvar – No—NO, YOU LISTEN TO ME, ALRIGHT?! She’s got her own life now; with Aakar whether you like it or not, and quite obviously you don’t like it in the slightest, do you? 

Tirath – I could get rid of them both, the boy and MYSELF in the click of a finger.

Kanvar – And you think that I’d let you get away with murdering my sister AND my nephew unpunished, do you?

Kanvar takes a knife out from his pocket, staring at Tirath madly

Kanvar – You keep your distance, you back away from BOTH Rani and Fareed, or else this will be the last face you see, do you understand?

Tirath – Understood.

Kanvar walks out to the corridor, exiting; there’s a door slam shortly after he walks out and Tirath smirks slightly, sitting down behind his desk again.  He sits there silently for a short while before standing up, walking out to the corridor where Aasha is stood outside her bedroom door; she has her headscarf on, covering half of her face

Aasha – Guru should be back soon; he shouldn’t be too—

Tirath – Have you been in this flat this whole time?

Aasha – Yes, I have; I’ve heard everything too, and now I know that you manipulated Jamail into throwing acid on my face. I heard you earlier; the short-conversation between you and Uncle Aakar, was it really worth that; just a few words with your Son who you shot dead? 

Tirath – You think that it’s easy, girl; to see a face who you thought was dead?

Aasha – Well, guess what? I’d rather you be dead than Daner; I’d rather him knock on my door and be ALIVE and well; but that’s never going to happen to me, because I never get MIRACLES, DO I?!

Aasha stares at Tirath madly with tears in her eyes

Aasha – I NEVER—EVER GET MIRACLES, AND DO YOU KNOW WHY? It’s because I’m young, it’s because I’m a push-over, it’s because I—

Tirath – It’s because you married a KAPOOR. 

Aasha – The Kapoor family are a better family more than what you’d ever be, Grandad; even Naveen.

Aasha walks over to the front door, putting her hand on the handle 
Aasha – You didn’t meet “Aasha Baines,” did you?

Aasha turns to Tirath, staring at him madly as Kafi enters; walking out from the kitchen

Aasha – Well, guess what? You’re about to.

Aasha walks out to the hallway, exiting; slamming the front door behind her as Tirath turns, seeing Kafi stood nearby him; he rolls his eyes at her

Tirath – Aren’t you going to run after her; tell her that everything is alright?

Kafi – Do you know what? I don’t have to; she’s stronger than that and I know it; she knows it.

Tirath – She’s weak, woman—

Kafi – I have a name, you know?

Tirath – Women shouldn’t have names; especially not women like you. Who do you think you are; sticking your nose up at me? When I first met you; when I was approached by your Father I was flattered that he actually wanted his beautiful girl to marry my Son; to marry Seva, but really—You’re scum.

Kafi – And what about Tia; do you remember her? “The local prostitute,” that’s what you nicknamed her.

Tirath – Yes, and I knew that you were in that kitchen with her; in that house.

Kafi freezes, staring at Tirath puzzled  

Kafi – What are you talking about?

Tirath – I wanted you gone, Kafi; I wanted you out. You think that her Father did that to kill her? No, Kafi; it was ME.

Kafi stares at Tirath in horror with tears in her eyes

Kafi – I have burns, I—I have scars from that FIRE; FROM THAT NIGHT!
Tirath – Looks like we’re even then, isn’t it? Well—You and your daughter; you’re practically the same – scarred for life.

Kafi swings the front door open

Tirath – Where are you going, woman?

Kafi – Away—AWAY FROM YOU!

Kafi stares at Tirath madly before walking out to the hallway, exiting; Tirath rushes into his bedroom, picking up a pile of paperwork from the desk; stuffing them into his pocket and rushing out to the corridor and the hallways, slamming the door behind him; looking around for Kafi

Tirath – Kafi? KAFI?! 

Tirath storms down the hallway towards the stairs as Rani enters, following him from behind

Rani – You’re not very good at aiming.
Tirath turns to Rani, staring at her madly

Tirath – I have no time for you, girl.

Rani – “Girl”? I’m not a little girl I was once, Tirath; not anymore. You think that Aakar respects you; like he used to do? No, he doesn’t; that’s the answer. 

Tirath – You ruined the Baines family; you ruined MY family, you—

Rani – NOBDOY RUINED EITHER OF OUR FAMILY’S, TIRATH; THOSE SINS ARE NOTHING, NOT ANYMORE!

Tirath – YOU SHOULD HAVE BEEN SHOT INSTEAD OF HIM, INSTEAD OF ME BOY; YOU AND THAT SON OF YOURS, YOU AND THAT GRANDSON OF MINE!

Tirath stares at Rani madly with tears in his eyes

Rani – So what are you going to do, Tirath; get revenge and kill both me and Fareed?

Tirath – I’ll do whatever it takes to show that Aakar that what I did was an ACCIDENT; he got caught in the firing line, girl; I wasn’t meant to shoot him, I was meant to shoot YOU!

Rani – OH, MY HEART BLEEDS FOR YOU, TIRATH; IT REALLY DOES(!) You think that I’m going to let you get away with this, do you?
Tirath – I wouldn’t shoot you, Rani; not now, I just need to find my boy, alright? I need to find Aakar!

Rani – IT’S TOO LATE, TIRATH! IT’S TOO LATE TO APOLOGISE. DON’T YOU GET IT?! AAKAR WILL NEVER FORGIVE YOU, TIRATH—And neither will I.

Rani walks down the hallway back from where she came from before Tirath walks down the stairs into the Reception, rushing outside the Hotel; he looks up, seeing Aakar walking into the Marketplace before rushing after her

Tirath – Aakar! AAKAR!

As Tirath rushes into the Marketplace, Aakar stops walking; turning to him

Tirath – You forgive me. YOU FORGIVE ME, DON’T YOU?! YOU DO FORGIVE ME, AAKAR; I—

Aakar – Guru—

Tirath grabs hold of Aakar’s arm, shaking his head at him

Tirath – PLEASE—PLEASE FORGIVE ME; I DIDN’T MEAN TO SHOOT YOU, I—

Aakar – GET OFF ME!

Aakar shoves Tirath away from him, staring at him madly as thundering is heard; beginning to rain
Aakar – JUST—Just stop it, Guru; you’re weak.

Tirath – “Weak”? No—NO, I’M NOT “WEAK,” ALRIGHT? I’M NOT “WEAK”! I AM THE STRONGEST BAINES; THE STRONGEST PERSON IN THIS WHOLE HOTEL, THE COMMUNITY!

Aakar – You keep telling yourself that. 

Tirath – You—Do you believe that I planned to shoot you, Aakar? You’re my Son; my boy, and—

Aakar – You called me a “sinner,” Guru; that’s what you called me. So if I’m honest—I’m not surprised that you went far enough to shoot me; try and end my life.

Tirath – I was meant to shoot Rani; the girl, not—

Aakar – EXACTLY! YOU WANTED TO SHOOT MY WHOLE LIFE! YOU WANTED TO SHOOT MY BOY; MY UNBORN SON! DO YOU KNOW HOW MUCH THAT HURTS ME, GURU; TO SHOUT AT YOU LIKE I AM DOING NOW?!

Tirath – I—I was wrong. I was wrong, alright? I can see that now! But I—

Aakar – IT’S TOO LATE! IT’S—IT’S TOO LATE!

Aakar stares at Tirath madly before walking towards the Hotel exiting before walking inside; slamming the door behind him as Tirath walks down the Marketplace; Seva enters, walking down the Marketplace towards him before stopping in front of him
Seva – Look at you; a pathetic excuse of a man, aren’t you?

Tirath – That makes you a hypocrite, doesn’t it?

Seva – No, Guru—Tirath Baines; I’ve changed. I’m changing.

Tirath – That makes you weak. Who persuaded you to “change,” boy?

Seva – Myself; with some words of wisdom from my daughter; Aasha.

Tirath – SO YOU LISTENED TO A WOMAN, DID YOU?! YOU LISTENED TO A FEMALE? YOU WEAK AND PATHETIC—

Seva – YES, I DID LISTEN TO A FEMALE; I LISTENED TO A WOMAN, I LISTENED TO MY DAUGHTER! I DON’T WANT TO BE THE MAN WHO I WAS BROUGHT UP TO BE; AN ABUSIVE THUG, THAT’S WHAT YOU MADE ME! THAT—THAT’S NOT ME, NO—NO, THAT’S YOU! THAT’S YOU, AND—

Tirath – I AM YOUR FATHER! I AM YOUR “GURU,” AND YOU DARE TO SPEAK TO ME LIKE THAT?!
Seva – NO! NO YOU’RE NOT MY “GURU,” AND YOU—You’re not my “Father.”

Tirath – So what am I to you, then; your enemy? Your foe? How about your—

Seva – Do you want to know what you are to me?

Seva walks up to Tirath, staring at him madly

Seva – You’re dead to me. If you died; if you fell on the floor right now, and you got shot like you shot Aakar, or if you had acid thrown at your face like Aasha did, if you died right now—I’d be glad.

Seva shoves past Tirath, walking towards the Hotel; exiting as Tirath begins to walk down the Marketplace and through into the Town. Outside the Hotel; the Baines’ flat light is seen turning off, aswell as the Kapoor’s flat. Dogs are heard barking from a distance away; in an alleyway Tirath is laid down on the floor unconscious; he has a wound on his head which is pouring with blood, he breathes heavily; reaching his hand out to somebody who’s stood at the alleyway door

Tirath – P—Don’t—Do—Help—Help me—HELP ME—!

The alleyway door slams shut and Tirath drops his hand down onto the floor beside him; he takes a deep breath before his face finally goes pale. Tirath lies on the floor deceased as blood continues to pour out from the wound on his head
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