PRIO/PositiveNegatives: Migration Rhythms
-Mumbai Script-

IDEA: 
We love the idea of the city of Mumbai as a character.‘The Land of Opportunity'- a place that can give but also take away. The constant struggle to stay afloat and the hard working values needed. In this script I’ve envisioned Mumbai as a woman as as historically ‘Mumbapuri’ was derived from the Sanskrit words "Mumba" (meaning "mother") and "puri" (meaning "city"), it translates to "mother city" and ‘Manbai’ was an older name used in historical texts, possibly derived from the Marathi words "Mumba" and "bai" (meaning "lady"). But I look forward to seeing how the artist will envision this personification of the city.


NOTES:
· Timings: This script is a little longer that the others coming in at 6.5 mins which will give us some time for the visuals. We could cut it down further if needed to match the others? 

SCRIPT
VO: (Woman’s voice with an Indian accent) 
	I am Mumbai, City of Opportunities
Slow pan across a sprawling city that forms the shape of a woman glittering across a starlit sky.
	Where you can rise to dizzying heights
	Or plummet to desperate lows.
	For centuries, I've drawn dreamers to my shores, 
We pan across and see the boats, train tracks drawing people towards the city.
Hopeful migrants from all corners of India and beyond.
We pan across the interior of a packed train full of migrants.
To build their futures through study or work.
They come from the fertile plains of the North, 
The sleepy coasts of the South,
From tiny towns in the East.
Outside we see the scenery moving past- wet plains (we pass rivers and streams), beaches, little towns and villages.
They arrive on the trains that run through my veins.
Pull out to see the train tracks running into the city, millions of people crammed inside as we see the sun rising.
Carrying millions across me each day.
The same scene but the train is now leaving the city as the sun sets.
With millions returning each night.
Among them is Rahul- a young man with a broken heart
As the dawn rises again Rahul’s train passes the departing train, heading in the opposite direction towards Mumbai. Rahul is carrying many bags and is standing amongst commuters with briefcases and backpacks. 
And hope for a fresh start.
In his hands he clutches all he can carry.
A bag of belongings and a graduation certificate.
Rahul sits at a window seat under a pile of bags, holding a scroll, looking out nervously as the flashing lights of the city pass by.
An education encouraged by his mother 
And gifted from his hard working parents.
Giving him the self belief,
To make the impulsive decision to try his luck with me.
We see Rahul on the phone in the train carriage.
Rahul calls a broker on the journey,
Who holds the key to an overpriced flat.
We zoom in on the train windows where we see a series of houses passing. Each with Rahul in a window of a new house.
First we see him being passed a key by a broker.
A base for him to grow his freelance work.
Rahul will soon get wise and learn that he must share his accommodation to survive life within me.
We then see him through a house’s window in a more cramped room sharing with many others.
Sleeping in shared rooms then shared houses.
But sharing only homesickness with the strangers he lives with.
Finally we see him in the window of a house sitting round a table, laughing with friends.
Until he finally finds a circle of friends 
and a community within my sprawling metropolis.
A warm light glows from a small flat’s window where we see friends conversing and eating. We zoom out again into the vast darkness of the huge city.
To make my vastness less lonely.
For I am also Mumbai, City of Solitude.
We pan across the city that takes on a threatening appearance in the night.
It is easy to lose yourself in my mazes.
Like Varsha, arriving with her new husband.
We zoom into the city past the buildings to a poorer looking part of town. A sacred looking woman stands at a door to an apartment that the man is holding open for her. She carries a single pot in her arms.
	In her arms she carries a cooking pot given by her mother.
We cut to their small apartment. In the foreground the pot lies empty in the kitchen.
But when her husband leaves for work each day she is alone in the flat.
And in the months that follow, even this possession will often go unused
The couple lie in bed in the background facing away from each other.
as the newlyweds sink into a deep sadness,
falling asleep each night on tear stained pillows.
Together but alone.
Through the window behind their head the skyline of Mumbai melts into a colourful, dreamlike scene of Varsha’s village with friends and family there.
Varsha dreams of the village where her family still lives.
Her eyes snap open as if from a nightmare and the scene outside the window snaps back to Mumbai.
Within me she is cut loose from her community.
Freewheeling into my vast chaos.
We zoom out and see her husband is also awake but his back is still turned to her. 
Outside trains clatter, horns beep, neighbours argue,
but the silence between her and her husband is deafening.
Outside the sun rises and the room slowly turns pink.
Over time things will change for Varsha,
We pan back across to the pot in the kitchen which now contains a colourful dough. 
and the pot will be used once again 
Varsha smiles as she mixes the desserts.
as she mixes sticky kala jamun as a gift for some kind women she meets at the local Gurudwara.
Bonding friendships and building connections.
For I am Mumbai, City of Contradictions.
We zoom back out a window again and up the city of Mumbai.
Where your luck can change on the flip of a rupee.
We pan across Mumbai- to the left is a patchwork of slum houses that gradually change to the apartments and then to skyscrapers on her right. 
(*Artist to decide how to envision this- but please be mindful of not evoking this caste system image of rich at the personified Mumbai’s head and poor at her feet).
I embrace the poor who live in the slums with one hand
While on the other side I embrace the rich, 
living in towers of shining glass.
We zoom in on Shanka (an older man in his 80s) looking thoughtfully out a window of a middle class apartment somewhere in the middle of the slums and skyscrapers. 
Shankar lives somewhere in the middle.
He no longer fears me.
We pan across to the lower buildings of the city to see Shankar as a 20 year old boy lifting boxes and working hard.
From the moment he arrived from Ratnagiri to live with relatives.
He built on the tireless work of his engineer father 
and farmer grandfather.
The first in the family to start his own business.
We move further up and along the mass of buildings to see Shankar, now older, making bottles of mango juice.
Bringing mangoes from his village to turn into juice 
to quench the thirst of the hard working Mumbaikars.
Sending money back to his parents,
We pan further up and along the mass of buildings in the city to see Shankar, now older, getting married.
Then securing his place in the middle class 
through marriage to a bride with roots in his hometown,
Whose family had moved to live with me when her father got a job.
We pan further up and along the building to high-rise offices where men in suits sit around Shankar at a table looking shifty.
But, like the smog that settles over me,
fumes of success can pollute the minds of those who seek wealth.
And Shankar’s business partner succumbs to this greed, 
cutting him out of the business and losing him 85 lakhs.
The camera pans back down again.
Down Shankar plummets,
Until we see him looking sad in his wife’s house surrounded by her worried looking parents. 
Saved only by the safety net of his wife 
whose family have property and a place for them to live as they rebuild their lives.
We return to the original window with Shankar as an older man.
Today Shankar has achieved stability once more.
And a home from which his children can go out in the world
to study and work.
Outside the window trains pass below him and we pan out to see Rahul at another window.
Rahul still watches the trains departing. 
He tires of the hustle and yearns for a slower life.
Perhaps he will leave to study in another town?
He’s young. He can take risks.
We pan out further to see Varsha seated at another window- in her 40s now and smiling, looking happier. 
But Varsha will stay with me. 
She has now built a life for herself
with a child and circle of friends.
She and her husband no longer struggle.
They dream of moving to a new home. 
Nothing too fancy, Just one room and a courtyard to look out over. 
We zoom even further out of the city. 
For I am Mumbai, City of Contrasts. 
I get knocked down, I get built up.
We see cranes knocking down old and building new buildings. Trains arrive and leave and the sun sets and rises.
I may knock you down 
but I can also build you up.
STAPLINE: 	
The vast majority of the global increase in the size of middle classes occurs in Asia.
Migration Rhythms in a research project from The Peace Research Institute Oslo (PRIO) that explores trajectories of upward social mobility in Asia. 
To find out more visit: prio.org/projects/1883.
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