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Wishing upon stars makes crazy artists work.

Thusly, we

give you our magic!
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The Ballad of Angharad
Mab Jones
Note: “cymru” (pron. “come-ree”) is Welsh for “Wales”. “Angharad” is a
popular girl’s name.

Once upon a time there lived a young girl
A princess although she was raised as a pauper
Born into dirt but really a pearl
A diamond, a gem, a blue-blooded daughter
Descended from princes whose reign is now dead
But of course no-one knew that this girl was a treasure
As a baby the princess was dropped on her head
As she grew, men who knew her IQ was low measure
Used the young girl for their own secret pleasure.
She put the cum into Cymru all right
A few blokes each day and a few more each night
A Welsh Cinderella who’d let any fella
Try her for size if the payment was right
Carbuncled uncles and toad-featured teachers
Misused Angharad, this young girl so precious
Because she was simple these perverted creatures
Bribed her with Mars Bars and packs of Refreshers
And tho it was seedy, the young girl was greedy
She liked getting sweets in return for her use
Sweets turned to cash as the blokes got more needy
They felt if they paid then it wasn’t abuse
Not much, being tight, but it kept the girl loose
She put the cum into Cymru okay
A few blokes each night and a few more each day
A Cardiff born beauty who’d give all her booty
To any old beast who both asked and could pay
She should have grown up into a princess
Instead she was selling herself on the streets
She would undress for a tenner or less
Sixteen but she’d been on a million back seats
Her low IQ gave her a baby-like smile
Which most of her clients found very disarming
The most popular girl on the Riverside mile
She made every customer feel like Prince Charming
Except that she screwed at a rate quite alarming
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She put the cum into Cymru its true
There wasn’t much else that the poor girl could do
A celtic snow white who wasn’t quite right
In the head though in bed she still knew what to do
In stories a princess will often get wed
And live happily ever after
But this one was dropped on her head as I said
Her tale ends in tears not laughter
Pure-bred Angharad, unread, underfed
Caught a disease in some sick fucker’s bed
It spread, now she’s dead
And she has gone to the hereafter
So, unhappily, you’ll never shaft ‘er.
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Snapshot: Ibàdàn, Nigeria, 4 a.m.
Adrian Castro
In America the call to prayer is private
muffled in mosaic halls of mosques
mega-churches that sprout like suburbs
They wake you early in Ibàdàn—
the call to prayer public as poverty
not like the autochthons
whose homes are sacred spaces
the echo of secrets buried
the stomp of children
laughter opening windows to the sky
They’ve arrived again at Ibàdàn
calling for conversion with bullhorns
Religion born from
the ground up cut
the imagination
cut
the way running you fall into hidden pit
They should explain their purpose
their finger-pointing judgments
their threatening cloth
and the corruption cascading off dirt roads
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Handling Destiny: On Crossing Borders
Adrian Castro
We reinvent ourselves
sometimes counting beach pebbles
or land-locked cloth holding
water in place
The issue at hand—
Geography & who has access
Identity once you become ours
when crossing a pinup border
that marks you with whipping twigs
That is twigs—
the first slave to ancestors
the first to mast a mask of tattered breeze
At last in the Caribbean
we can begin—
Indians dressed in aviary monarchy
Spanish raiment chorizo’d by jade knife
stolen at Olmec sculpture
(Even African everything)
The cloth locked at your waist wading water
(Spanish was spoken here too)
illusory like thin blue pen on the ink of memory
Until tomorrow
another river peruses round stones stumbling
any río del Caribe
For instance a duck with waddling webbed feet
20

armor for feathers
(they say was the prototype for feet)
A border
of water & sand
all locked neatly in its cloth
an illusion of control
like sustained music of carnival
How do footprints know the future of their feet?
How does crooked beach know its balance of blue?
How does the moon get fooled by white curtain?
How does a child bereft
of history make his petition
acceptable to spirits?
With gravity as backdrop
more skin begins to reptile
Memories drip in collective mutiny
a parade of quetzal feathers drums stone calendars divination
instruments
Language cuts through the persistence of years
to form a clear
epitaph—
On another day we’ll smile
with multi-colored lips
showing our shiny leopard teeth
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The Origins of the Owners of Land
Adrian Castro

At first a child
rolled off a reed mat
a height of no consequence
Later the bald ageless vulture
circles the hill the man climbs

When the owners of the land arrived
they brought beaded bag in their search
Bag beaded big enough to house the echoes
that gave birth to sketches of words on dust
Bag deep enough to circle obstacles
that would sprout upon birth

They reached a clean house chalked walls
of peace a person of peace
They planted a pair of brass scepters
illumined male/female
short legs kneeling long torso crisscrossed
by arms
hands
clenching some secret
or just its thumbs

They saw three to be balanced—
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Earth & us
Impermanence & love
water & its gourd as gorge
fish & whirling water

How they all seemed dependent on each other
There is balance where there are three...
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Storybook
Malcolm R. Campbell

Once upon a time—when time was an innocent child yet to be
weaned away from his mother’s sweetness—young men were named after
their stories instead of their desires.
Naming Day occurred on the first winter solstice after a young
man’s twelfth birthday. On that day, all the families journeyed
through the deep snow to a rocky hill into the centre of the great
winter wood where the old ones tended a crackling fire that
petitioned the infant sun to come bring forth new life and new hope.
Tor stood beneath Grandmother Yew, a sacred tree born in the
Garden of Heaven before time began, and felt sheltered and expectant
as he watched the other boys gathering into a single line, ordered
between the gateway stones by their birthdates. He stood at the end
of the line.
He-Who-Bends-Time, also known as Garth, stood upon a blue
spotted dolerite plinth that some said once supported a ladder to the
stars. The wind pulled at Garth’s green cloak and tangled his long
red hair beneath the brim of his hat as he intoned the sacred
invocation of naming from the deep-cut Ogham lines upon the talking
sticks.
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The gathered families of the People stood silently in a circle
at the base of the hill while the twelve sons to be named stepped
forward one by one and stood at the edge of the shimmering plinth to
discover their destiny. The words from the talking stick made Tor
sleepy for they were old and twisted in upon themselves and in
Garth’s deep voice they flowed down into the woods like the music of
large drums.
First in line, tall Blackthorn, his hair dark as pitch, waited
for He-Who-Bends-Time, The-man-Who-Commands-the-Moon and He-WhoKeeps-the-Words to speak his adult name. Blackthorn had confided to
Tor that afternoon he wasn’t prepared to be nervous for he had done
nothing worthy of an important name, nothing that would involve
winds, gods or strange lights in the sky, and true to his word, the
skinny boy appeared even to slouch within his heavy black blanket.
“It is good,” said Garth, tapping Blackthorn on his right
shoulder with the talking stick, “you shall now be called The-ManWho-Carried-the-Children- Out-of-the-Water.”
“It is so,” shouted Blackthorn, more startled than sure, and he
flung off his blanket uncovering his white cloak, white trousers and
white boots. Except for the plinth and the moon, he was the brightest
thing in the night.
Following the line, Tor stepped forward three paces. The sun’s
truth be told, he felt sickly weak with disappointment and mingled
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shame, for had he not been there at the board river when the wagon
tipped over into the cold water, had he not rescued a wood toy and a
small cap? But he knew Blackthorn had done the most of it and truly
deserved to be named The-Man-Who-Carried-the-Children-Out-of-theWater. Blackthorn thought he had done little and Tor knew he had done
less.
And then Fen who was a small, somewhat misshapen child more pale
than the waning moon was named Carver-of-the-Sacred-Letters. The name
was no surprise, for everyone knew his letters marched from one end
of the amber-colored yew staves to the other like the perfect
branches of well-tended trees.
And then Deer who was fit and fast amongst the hills and dales
was named The-Man-Who-Spied the Bear-from-the Treetop. He had, on one
well-favoured day, stood bravely upon the head of Grandmother Yew and
found the angry bear next to the waterfall near the place where the
wagon once fell into the river.
While Blackthorn, Fen and Deer were being named and were
standing bright and splendid next to the plinth in their white
clothes, Tor searched his memory for any deed that might be large
enough to have caught the elders’ attention. He had been an obedient
son, had helped with the work of keeping the garden clean and the
woodpile stacked high, but such deeds were common and expected of all
obedient sons by the time they were twelve.
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And Walnut was named Man-of-Many-Songs, and that was good, and
Oak was fittingly named Wielder-of-the-Giant-Axe, and that was good,
and Marten was named Fearless-Man-in-Storms, and that was good. Tor
now stood close enough to He-Who-Bends-Time to see the deep lines of
his face and the light in his eyes, and still not a single deed ran
through his thoughts worthy of a name that would follow him for the
rest of time.
Without delay or untoward behavior, Sky, Deep River and Arrow
claimed their names and it was good and it was so, but Tor wasn’t
listening closely, so it was that he heard an odd admixture of words
rather like The-Man-Who-Spits-the-Seeds-Out-of-His-Mouth or possibly
He-Who-Sings-Heavy-Songs-About-Thatch-in-the-Rain. Sun’s truth, none
of that could possibly be good or so.
Two boys stood between Tor and his certain embarrassment, and
they were the identical twins called variously Spruce and Fir or Fir
and Spruce. When their names were found to be good and so, they were
either He-Who-Safely-Keeps-the-Sheep and He-Who-Chases-Away-the-LeanWolves or He-Who-Chases-Away-the Lean-Wolves and He-Who-Safely-Keepsthe Sheep. Though Tor’s thoughts were as foggy as a damp, cold
morning along the river near the place where The-Man-Who-Spied the
Bear-from-the Treetop espied the bear, his brain organized itself
enough to know it would no longer do to mix up Spruce and Fir or Fir
and Spruce again.
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As he pondered the consequences of safely keeping wolves or
chasing away lean sheep, he did not hear Garth calling his child’s
name until he felt the talking stick poke him rudely in the shoulder.
“Are you are so lost in thought you do not wish to be named?”
asked Garth.
Tor looked at the smooth edge of the plinth, blue and as deep as
the still part of the river where he once fetched up a child’s cap,
and he much preferred to perish within the magic stone than to speak
or to stand here before the People with nothing of enough merit to
jog his memory or draw words out of the sweet night.
“Why so pensive on a night of infinite promise, Tor?” asked
Garth.
“I have nothing worthy to offer up for a name.”
As he spoke, a house sparrow landed on the end of Garth’s
talking stick.
“Have you forgotten your young friend here?”
“It’s a mere fluttering bird.”
“Mere?” asked Garth, raising his untamed eyebrows so high they
half disappeared beneath the brim of his hat. “Not so mere that you
didn’t rescue her in the school yard that spring day when the other
students ran down the lane eager to get home at the end of class.”
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“It seemed the natural thing to do,” said Tor, remembering how
sad the baby bird looked after it fell from the nest. “I had
forgotten it.”
“The natural deeds that you forget are the noblest deeds of all.
In honor of your kind heart, you shall ever be known as Protector-ofSparrows.”
The-man-Who-Commands-the-Moon and He-Who-Keeps-the-Words nodded
their assent.
“Chissick,” replied the sparrow and flew to a low branch of
Grandmother Yew when Garth lifted the talking stick.”
“It is good,” said Garth, tapping Tor three times on his right
shoulder. “What say you, Protector-of-Sparrows?”
“It is so,” said Tor as he flung off his black blanket
And then Garth said, “May you ever live your story in the
light.”
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Miriam, Girl with Violin
Zita Muranyi
to the back of an Ira Cohen photograph
Blond, naked,
bow by her mouth,
her last song, the arranger,
the photographer,
before he clicks
pulls
one more clip in,
tilts the camera,
doesn't lean forward, doesn't
step closer,
fires the flash,
the girl's eyes are closed,
she closed them in time,
her eyelash is a dark layer of mascara,
musical notes break,
her arm is in someone’s
beyond the picture, not to be
alone, accompanying sounds
snap strings, lock themselves
in the tuned silence of
dry violin cavity.
translated by Michael Castro & Gabor G. Gyukics
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Surfeit
Zita Muranyi
she touches the skin, foreplay, exercise,
while sshe sits on it,
her fingerprints hand over their places
to more exciting shapes,
teenage body parts, callow
slices stick to some early
springs, not too promising,
later tepid summers, as she rises
in spite of her shivering youth
she feels the beginning of a breeze,
on the couch’s hilly surface
her arm slides skillfully.
translated by
Michael Castro & Gabor G. Gyukics
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The Girl, the Cat and the Bookworm
Marjorie Tesser
there once was a girl who didn’t care
she didn’t care about her family
she didn’t care about friends
she didn’t care for travel or politics or music
she didn’t care about drugs, or alcohol
about social injustice, hunger, the rainforest, global warming,
alternative energy, alternative culture, alternative dispute
resolution
in fact, she didn’t care about any alternatives at all
she didn’t care about morality, mortality, or wasted time
she didn’t care about truth, beauty or the american way
she once cared about something, but that was long ago
not now.
now, she didn’t care what she looked like, paid no attention to her
grooming, her makeup, whether the clothes she was wearing were
flattering to her figure, whether her purse matched her shoes too
well or not at all
she didn’t care about what she ate, whether it was fattening or even
tasty
she didn’t care about exercise, yoga, kickboxing or tae kwan do;
swimming, skiing or the rodeo.
she also didn’t care about the status of poetry, the viability of the
novel, the future of film, whether art was important, whether
anything was important, the meaning of importance, the meaning of
meaning, or of mean.
she liked playing a computer game called Bookworm. that’s it.
now this girl had a cat, whom she also did not care much about,
leaving him unappetizing dried food, putting out water desultorily,
but otherwise rather ignoring him. fortunately, this cat was very
self-sufficient. he could catch his own mice and birds to eat; and
he was rather discerning about the rodents and avians he selected to
consume.
he enjoyed sleeping, only on his 100% down cushion, and
playing with a ball of yarn, of the finest cashmere; the cat spent
many hours grooming himself and was rather vain of his appearance.
he was also socially conscious; he belonged to the spcmvb (society
for the prevention of cruelty to mice, voles and birds) and
contributed thereto quarterly; he felt he wasn’t hypocritical in
this for he was never unnecessarily cruel to his prey, batting them
about and toying with them for only the absolute minimum of time
before dining. he enjoyed music, and art, and fancied himself
something of a fusion artist, posting pictures of himself on the
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computer (when the girl wasn’t playing Bookworm on it) accompanied by
charmingly misspelled captions—in fact, the cat could spell perfectly
well, but believed creative spelling was his calling, his gift, his
contribution to the world of Art. and in fact, the cat enjoyed a
spate of celebrity for his whimsical postings; they were circulated
about the internet among young people in the know, whose clueless
parents wondered what they saw in them; his misspellings of
“cheeseburger” and “please” were particularly well-received,
critically. but alas, the cat never figured out how to benefit
financially from his celebrity, and it proved relatively short-lived,
he being soon eclipsed as internet sensation by a cha-cha-ing frog.
the cat became depressed; unable to segue into some new expression
of his talent. he lost his appetite, began consuming, willy-nilly,
butterflies, moldy cheese, mallomars; he stopped being as meticulous
about his grooming and his hair became matted, and stank.
one day, upon awakening, as she was wont, the girl made herself a cup
of coffee and repaired, as usual, to her computer to play Bookworm.
whom should she find but the cat, sitting up on the desk, dreamily
moving the computer mouse with a furred paw. the neon green worm
onscreen seemed to grin evilly.
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Eaves of Esk
Allison Hedge Coke
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River Esk Fairy
Allison Hedge Coke
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Creative Dervish Whirling
Charles Brooks III
Awake:

Earliest light is a soft reality.
Unhinge your smile,
ride up on love of duty.
Make the day your kingdom.

Sing:

Exalt!
Dip into your voice,
and let joy slip
unabashedly to the Source.
Enjoy your sound.

Dance:

Call down the stars
and kiss the moon.
Waltz with a stunning alchemist,
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whisper the most seductive truths.
The Conductor will play all night.

Laugh:

Real-Life is a splintered fist,
so play your rawest cards well.
Put your best chin to the sky,
and let your worst memories
burn like old paper.
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The Butterflies Caught Me
Nicole Peters

The butterflies caught me:
feather-veined wings
clamoring over, around
trembling fingers and tummy,
tickling to shrieking spasms of pained
laughter.

One clamped down
over protesting lips,
silencing SHOUTS

for help:

deceptive iridescent wing-muzzle.

Bound in butterfly kiss,
wrapped up in sticky clinging
foreleg, midleg, hindleg
tibia and tarsi:
suspended floating mass
of batting wings.
Who knew butterflies
couldbindsotight?
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Steadily they pulled
UP
UP
UP
rising wings,
lines of etched landscape blurred:
feathered heather-grey finger-painting.

They trembled me,
nearly dropped, nearly slipped free of dazzling
flighting fright—
held fast
steadied, continued on…on…on…on…
through murky ebony-threaded twilight.
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The Genesis of Dandelions
Zachary Kluckman
He wonders if there’s any truth in Genesis.
He’s never known the man
whose seed was swift enough
to sow the ground where he was born,
and it makes him wonder
if he was ever really planted in her womb,
or made of paper;
an origami fold in fingers
quick enough to trick the world
into believing in his existence.
Is he an optical illusion
of sharp corners and clever creases;
is he a flower
or a paper dove?
That’s why the rain frightens him.
If he’s a seed born of who he thinks he is
then he’ll grow into the man that he
thinks he can become,
but if he’s wearing a body
made of paper;
making him a distant cousin
of the cardboard cutout people
that he can not outrun,
then rain
or tears
will only make him come undone.
Genesis is a sound he carries in his brain
like the secret name of someone
you only ever love in quiet ways;
on brighter days
when the clouds don’t obscure the sun.
So,
Slowly
the need to grow outweighs the need to run.
As he falls his knees bend into the dirt.
The veins in his legs are warm tribal patterns
that breathe just below the skin,
extending out from him
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in a network of roots,
his hands become bearers of seed.
These
dandelion fists
thrust upwards
from the elbows he guards his ears with.
The rain still frightens him.
There’s thunder in his fingers.
The webs between them catch the breeze
for feral energy to feed the transformation, and
if he were made of paper
he would be torn.
But the skin peels back like a blossom
and he gives birth through his fingertips
to a doppelganger.
A shallow reflection of himself
that quickly expands and
smiles through his sadness like sunlight
through cigarette smoke-stained windows.
If there’s ever been a jazz song written for him,
he’s never heard it.
He knows
that everyone has some music within
worth listening for;
some saxophone soliloquy
that a brand new man
can match his footsteps to,
so he’s straining to hear it.
With his ear pressed to earth,
waiting for a heartbeat
that sounds like his own,
or a heart beat skip
quick trip of water through the trees
that promises rain.
Enough rain to drown a summer day.
Enough rain for Genesis,
The birthright of fingerprints.
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Heart-Broke Halogen Angel
Zachary Kluckman

Heart-broke halogen angel;
your feet bleed like a dancer
stepping past memories with the sharp edges of anger,
all steep inclines and strange angles.
Kicking stones against calluses
you point your feet into the wind
and rub the stinging from your eyes.
Leave us, in the front row,
witness to the slow hole growing
in the back of your throat.
You lead the gray parade with blood on your shoes
and we become neon, flaccid dancers
emulating your fashion,
audience to your falling;
in the stands, sinking into each step
like new lovers
dancing to a song with only
one
long
chord
slipping saxophone silhouettes
leaving boot print shaped puddles between the fast pirouettes
and high-heeled tornadoes.
Staging the breaking of wings
in a broken-back dance like a puppet
with strings cut to slack,
you sing your blood to strobe-lights,
flashing the curtains in crimson displays,
lighting your face between tears,
and we stop too suddenly,
like clay on the potter’s wheel.
You fell into verses, haunting
midnight with hurricane winds and whole note smoke rings.
You wet the empty feelings
we wept into our laps,
watching ex-lovers in cellophane slacks
dance reflection tight tangos
with women in dresses as short
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as the diminishing light every eye leaves behind.
We wait the perfect shatter of your tears
to upset the balance in favor of gravity,
craving the safety of floors
with the vulgar innuendo of waist line to bass line,
thrusting storm-warnings against the
wood in collapse,
falling with you from shadow to outline.
Your song is a mirror that masks a permanent stain,
and your dance spins you out of memory
with a slow release from pain.
You dance in circles, upsetting the stage.
The muscle sculpture of your legs
like curtains across windows,
drawing shelter against the rain,
and the lightning outside
flashing in your eyes,
throws your shadow across the floor.
And we dancers lie down.
Like cellos reaching for octaves
we unravel the strings of our voices,
unhinge the door to the storm.
We fold the threat in from the evening
and let the waters fill us in
like broken
halogen
headlights.
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West of Tip Top
Heather Riccio

Once upon a time, long, long ago in a far away land. Scratch
that. Just kidding. It was last week inside the brothel, which
coincidentally was located across the street from the porn shop and
behind the church with the bells that constantly rang, that Heidi
decided to give up her job as the local mortician and become an
exotic dancer at the Tip Top brothel. No more beautifying dead guys
now she would make guys gasp at the sight of her illuminating lips
and voluptuous body and derrière.
Heidi was one of those girls you never really talked about or
spoke to, you’d just sit there and stare, burning a hole straight
through her. She lived in an apartment on West 82nd street, in the
seedy part of town. It didn’t matter what town. What mattered was
that Heidi was stuck.
Forever stuck. Helga, her apartment manager, was so strict, she
couldn’t and wouldn’t let poor Heidi have any animals. That didn’t
matter anyway. Heidi kept Cuddles, her Peruvian pet pig in the
kitchen and Quakers, her manatee, in her porcelain bathtub. Both were
females. The hormones in that apartment raged sometimes, but it was
normal. That’s what Heidi kept telling herself.
Every day Cuddles would escape and enter the washroom in the
basement of the complex. Once he accidentally fell into the washing
machine. At least he was clean, Heidi told Helga when she hollered at
her while pointing at the “No animals allowed” sign. Underneath the
sign, it said unless for dinner. Heidi picked up her clean pig and
rushed upstairs and locked her door. She could still hear Helga
bellowing through the complex. She stayed inside the apartment for
the next couple of days until she knew Helga was gone for business.
She had off from the brothel anyway.

For once, there was a surplus of girls and Heidi was glad. It
must have been season. It was when all the married men left home on a
business trip looking for a holiday honey. She wasn’t one of them.
She could see the tan line that formed on their finger. It didn’t
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take a genius to notice that. Most of the girls she worked with
didn’t though. Then again they thought Mars was just a candy bar and
that a Mojito was an exotic form of mosquito from Brazil. Heidi
didn’t try to explain. She just did her job and left every day when
her shift was through.
It was inevitable that something would go wrong. One day Quakers
slowly slipped out of the tub and managed to slither with her
flippers down the hall and the stairs into Count Topper’s humble
abode. Count Topper was originally from Croatia, but he left years
ago to look for a new life in America. What he found was that royalty
didn’t count here unless they were in the public’s eye and the
paparazzi were constantly outside their door. He was rich. He had
money.
No one knew it though by the way he dressed. He looked like a bum. He
didn’t want people to know he had money. He wanted people to like him
for who he was. It proved to be challenging though. He became so
lonely that he had his nephew moved to the United States as well. No
one minded though. He was muscular with flaxen hair and emerald eyes.
He made the women go wild.
Count Topper’s nephew was in love with Heidi and Heidi had a
soft spot in her heart for him as well, but he didn’t like her job.
He wanted her for himself only, like anyone of royalty would.
What he didn’t know was that Heidi would do anything for him.
Besides, she hated the grabby men. It was fantastic money, but it was
getting old. Always with the grabbing, the wanting and the needing of
something they couldn’t have, but would never let go of. She only
wanted one man to want her that way. It would happen soon if she had
her way.
It didn’t take long for Cuddles to escape again. This time he
hobbled into Count Topper’s secret space, a room full of gold coins
and rum guarded by another pig named Vicious. Vicious
wasn’t really rude or mean. He just had sharp teeth that could cut
into anyone’s skin. It wasn’t hard to find Cuddles. Her squeal wasn’t
soft. It could make a deaf man hear again. Dogs hated it.
It seems that Cuddles and Vicious had a budding romance. Cuddles had
been escaping for weeks. This was the only time Heidi had caught her.
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It worked to her advantage though. She finally met the Count’s
nephew, Tip, and after several dates they were wed. So were Cuddles
and Vicious.
It worked out in the end because Count Top gave Heidi and Tip
the gold coins. All he wanted was his precious rum. And Heidi didn’t
have to work at Tip Top brothel anymore. Some of the customers were
angry, but they’d get over it. And if they didn’t, oh well. She
couldn’t help who she was. She had her ever after with Tip.
Or at least until Quakers escaped again. For a manatee, she
moved quick.
But that’s another story for another time and they had a
catching up to do. Lots of it.
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My life as a former headpiece as told to
The Lost Princess magazine
Heather Riccio

Do you believe in reincarnation? Do you believe that you can be
anything in the world if you want to be? Well, I was. But not what I
wanted to be. I was one of the snakes on Medusa’s head.
She was so vindictive. Our reaction, you know, all of the snakes on
her head, were solely based on the mood she was in. When she was
angry, we hissed at onlookers. When she was ecstatic, we
smiled and shook our rattlers. We were supposed to be a symbol of
death to all that crossed her path, but we weren’t really. All we
were, and this might surprise you, were princesses from
foreign lands. That woman may have been a “Greek goddess,” but she
couldn’t look into the future like many thought.
She was just some insane washed up beauty, who like the evil
stepsisters in “Cinderella” couldn’t win the love of one Price
Charming so she decided to take up the art of witchcraft and began
casting spells on all those who did live in that, “…and they lived
happily ever after,” situation. She was a bitter woman. She set out
seeking revenge on all the European castles including on their
precious princesses who lived inside. How you may ask? She
transformed them into serpents and placed them upon her head, laid
upon her feet and coiled the rest around her arms, all 101 of us.
This off the wall woman managed to poison us by taking some evil
concoction and spreading it around our rose gardens. She knew we
couldn’t resist picking flowers in our garden. It calmed our minds
and heightened our spiritual awareness.
So why didn’t this potion effect our male servants? We all
started to converse, in snake speak of course, while sitting upon
Medusa’s head and came to realize she made it to effect only women,
rich women, beautiful women.
I am princess of Godiva, like the chocolates. It’s a small
kingdom that harvests corn and grows water lilies and red roses. I
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was born of royalty, laced with a red rose gown and golden blonde
hair and blue eyes. I mesmerized onlookers. Many of the others were
the same hair, royalty with blonde hair and blue eyes. Each one more
radiant than the last. These girls were from kingdoms that were
known, but small enough that if the girls were missing it would take
awhile for anyone to truly take notice.
One day all of us became tired of Medusa’s evil ways. Perhaps,
because she made many think she was all powerful when in reality her
cauldron was more powerful than her pinky finger.
We all tricked that women into turning us back into our former
selves again.
I know you’re wondering how we could do such a thing. But we
did. It was simple. Once she was asleep, we whispered softly into her
ear, all one hundred and one of us. We whispered of the times when
she was kind and gentle. We whispered of our husbands and of the
armies who were set out to take a bow and arrow to the base of her
heart and the top of her head. We let her stew in her own thoughts
and nightmares. We let her become insane that believe the only way
out, the only way to sanity, was to let us go, to let us be free. She
scrambled frantically one day, beating her head up against the wall
and cast a spell while doing it. We all began to fall off as she hit
up against the wall, falling fast to the ground and all at once
becoming ourselves again.
And, that’s how I am able to tell my story today. Not many will
ever be able to say they were a snake on a madwoman’s head, but I
can. Oh, but I can.
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“Delirium Noel”
Ann Marie Trietley

It’s the end of another season, finally. I’ve paid my dues for
one more year.
With a heavy sigh, I extinguish my cigarette and turn the key in
the ignition. It sputters pitifully. Pigeons scatter in front of my
car and disappear into the gray sky. A mixture of rain and snow
falls, melting on contact with the asphalt.
My car drifts through a world of murky, miserable slush.
It’s December 23rd, and for another year - that is, until April
- I can relax. I’ve left the panicked shoppers and overzealous
toddlers at the Sandburg Mall. My white synthetic beard has been hung
up, my velour overcoat returned, tasseled hat thrown down. I have
listened to every last wish. The last strains of Neil Diamond’s “You
Make it Feel Like Christmas” have finally begun to fade.
The suburbs are shining. At every passing house, neon lights are
looped around shrubbery. Gaggles of reindeer and nativity scenes
decorate front lawns. I see happy families illuminated in each living
room window I pass, until I reach my house at 72 Deer Park Drive. My
flock of pink plastic flamingoes, garnished with strings of Christmas
bulbs, twinkles in the garden.
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I slam the driver’s side door with a creak. It’s the same every
year. I disappear into fuzzy folds of red velour, cinched by a shiny
black belt, hidden by white curls and rosy cheeks. Portraits of me
sit atop hundreds of strangers’ mantels. I become unrecognizable,
obscured.
As soon as I enter my kitchen I rip open a box of Ritz crackers
and shove a handful in my mouth. To quench my thirst I crack a
Milwaukee’s Best, standing wearily in front of the open fridge. I
shuffle into the living room and examine my own Christmas tree. It’s
artificial. My smattering of random ornaments are mostly Nascar,
Miller Lite and Playboy related. At the very top a plastic angel
stares down, sending her glow into the hidden corners of the room.
I shed my coat and stand there alone in a wife beater and my red
uniform pants. Just then, as I’m about to prostrate myself on the
couch, there’s a gentle knock on the door. I clump across the carpet
in my heavy black boots and peel open the curtain. There stands
Charlene, who works as an elf in Santa’s Village at the Sandburg
Mall.
“It’s open, Charlene,” I mouth to her through the window.
I’m resting my head on my forearm when she delicately steps into
the living room. At the end of each season, Charlene always comes by.
We keep each other company. She’s wearing her green elf tights and

50

snow boots. Her blonde hair flows out from beneath a red beret.
Charlene works as an elf to help pay for art classes at the community
college.
Sitting down next to me, she doesn’t say a word, but removes the
beer from my hand and takes a sip.
“There’s more in the fridge,” I say.
Charlene leaves for the kitchen and returns with two frosty
cans, stopping to remove her boots and fling them against the wall.
She plunks herself next to me, directly on top of a nearly-empty bag
of Lays. She holds it up between chipped purple nails. I accept the
offering and pour crumbs into my palm.
As she pops the tab on her beer, I dig for the remote under the
cushions and flick on the TV. I open the fresh one she brought to
wash down the chip crumbs.
Flipping through the channels, moving from Christmas on Ice to
Rosie O‘Donnell‘s Christmas Cooking Special, the magnetic field of
the television sucks us in. We sit for a while in silence drinking
more beer, gradually slipping into a trance. I look at Charlene. My
Christmas tree illuminates her profile.
Finally, she breaks through the static with a voice like jingle
bells.
“So, what do you want for Christmas?”
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For the past seven Christmases, I’ve been transformed into Santa
Claus, Father Christmas, Papa Noel, Old Saint Nick. I’ve sat on a
bedazzled throne in the center of Sandburg Mall, while child after
child sits on my lap and shouts their holiday wish lists into my
hungover ear. I’ve driven home night after night to pound beers and
stare at the Home Shopping Network. There really is only one simple
thing that I desire.
“I just want to wake up in the morning and feel ok,” I mutter.
“I don’t want to have to pretend to be all holly-jolly. I’m sick of
brawls in every mall, and kids thinking they can just own me.”
She sets her empty beer can on my coffee table and rests her
head on my velvety thigh. I look down and continue.
“I don’t think I’ve ever felt any real, honest holiday cheer.”
Charlene gazes up at me with soft eyes.
“I think people have forgotten what Christmas even means,” she
replies after a few seconds. “Lately it’s all about just buying
shit.”
We had to look like a seriously pitiful pair. Me, in my Santa
trousers and wife beater, nibbling chip crumbs. Charlene with her
green stocking legs pulled up beneath her on the couch and her head
on my thigh.
“Is that… mistletoe up there?” she asks.
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“I don’t have any - ”
Before I know what’s even going on, she grabs my face and kisses
me. I guess we didn’t have anything to lose. So I kiss her back while
taking off her beret. And her striped sweater. And her green elfish
skirt and tights.
She presses her face into mine with more energy. I embrace her
and push her back softly on the couch. An empty beer can crunches
underneath and we fumble around for a bit, pretty buzzed. The
television is still on. Its light flashes on us in sporadic bursts.
In my rush to get things over with I forgot to remove my patent
leather boots. Our bodies move together like synchronized reindeer.
She’s a warm body under mine. I sense a void being temporarily
filled. After a while, I realize she’s watching TV. It’s A Very Barry
Christmas with Barry Manilow. Great.
Afterwards, I offer her a sheet and a place to sleep but she
leaves, stumbling over empty cans, DVD cases and chip bags to drive
tipsily home. At least I have a few months off before I have to wear
a costume again and deal with Charlene. I’m also the Easter bunny.
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Mirrors of Music; A Fairytale
Daniela Gioseffi
"Reality invents me, I am its legend." [Jorge Gillan]
Once upon a time, there was a woman so beautiful that everyone meeting
her would exclaim: "My Dear, you are beautiful to behold!" It happened
that after several years of such pronouncements, she was unable to hear
anything said to her. Her special affliction, it must be understood,
was not actual deafness, but had to do with the look and shape of her
face, which was considered extraordinarily beautiful. The form of her
body was also inviting and voluptuous and pleasing to the eyes of all
beholders. Since nearly everyone greeting her would remark upon her
awesome beauty, her senses were soon dulled from hearing the same
comment applied over and over again to the fact of her physical
existence, and soon, she lost her sense of hearing altogether and
became very lonely in a silent world of mirrors.
You see, her world began to consist of nothing but mirrors, and
all the people she knew began to turn into mirrors. Their faces slowly
melted into flat silver surfaces into which she could gaze and see that
what she had heard, so constantly, when she was capable of hearing, was
quite true. She could look into the shiny flat faces that surrounded
her and see that what everyone valued most about her. She could see
that what she had heard, over and over again, until her senses were
dulled out of existence by repetition, was true.
Unfortunately, the silent world of mirrors which the woman
inhabited daily, was an icy world where bed-sheets and pillows, spoons
and teacups, and even human hands turned into flat cold silent silver
surfaces reflecting again and again, the image of her beautiful face.
After many years, as she sat alone, gazing into all the mirrored
objects that surrounded her, the woman felt such an unbearable pain of
loneliness emanate from all her beautiful reflections that she wept
uncontrollably and, in the act of weeping, so distorted her face with
the strain of painful loneliness that she noticed she could actually
hear. She heard the sound of her own tears falling and her own chest
heaving with the gasps of utter sorrow that flowed from her
reflections.
At that moment, when she heard her own sobs and realized that she
was again hearing, this woman had a marvelous idea which came to her at
the exact site of her pituitary gland. She began to let her ears grow.
She let them grow until all the curvature and voluptuousness of her
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body, and all the symmetry and grace of her face flowed into her ears.
The rounded smooth breasts which protruded from her chest, the soft red
mouth which opened in her head, the firm flesh of her thighs, the curve
of her belly, the lovely color of her bright eyes, the exquisite shine
of her hair, all, all became concentrated in her ears.
Her ears grew until they were so large and beautiful that
her body and face became ugly, gaunt, and pale. Her entire form so
radically changed that people, bit by bit, no longer thought of her as
beautiful. They ceased from exclaiming upon the fact of her beauty.
They would say things such as: "Oh my poor dear, what tremendous ears
you have! What eminent ears; what conspicuous odd gigantic shining
ears; what immense ears; what outstandingly prominent ears she has!"
They would whisper to each other. "What absurd, out-of-proportion ears
she has!" they would gossip, unable to contain themselves. "Oh my God,
I've never seen such huge, such hideously big, ears in all my life!"
they would emit.
The poor woman who had suffered for so long in her silent
world of mirrors found, slowly but surely, as her ears grew and her
face and body diminished, that she could hear better than she ever had
before. So thrilled was she, in fact, with the music of human speech
penetrating what had for such a long time been a silent world, that she
did not even notice what in particular was being said, but merely, that
sound, lovely sound, was coming form everything that existed around
her. Then, one day, a person whom the woman had known longer than any
other mirror she had ever encountered broke down and blurted: "Oh my
God, my pitiful dear, your ears have become so large, and your body so
thin, and your face so shriveled, that you have become quite hideous to
behold. There must be something else about you which I could find to
appreciate, because we can no longer remain friends simply upon the
basis of your beauty. It is gone. I hate to be cruel, but I can't bear
to look at you. It pains me horribly to behold you in such condition.
Something must be done! The fact is you are no longer beautiful at
all! You are quite disgusting to look at!" He closed his eyes in pity
to blot out the image of her face and wept.
The woman, rather than being offended and hurt by his
words, was thrilled, for she had heard every word and tear falling so
utterly. She was moved deeply by the fact that her world of mirrors
had finally been invaded by sound to such a thorough extent. Her sense
of hearing had been so miraculously and perfectly restored to her and
his voice was so musical and clear and penetrating that his face turned
from a mirrored surface into a flesh countenance before her dazzled
eyes. So shocked with joy was she to encounter--for the first time in
decades--a flesh face again, that she gasped and fainted, and fell to
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the floor, breaking into a thousand pieces, and when the repair men
came to put her back together, and hang her upon the wall, her ears
would not fit her tiny body. She had to be buried without them and was
doomed forever to listen to the loudest silence ever heard by a dead
human.
This could be the end of her story, but it would be such a
sad place to end that I must go on and tell you what happened next, if
for no other reason than the fact that this should not be the end of
any woman's story:
As the poor woman lay cold beneath the ground listening to
the loudest silence ever heard by a dead person, something wonderful
began to happen. Very slowly, from the place where her heart moldered
in agony, a leaf began to grow, an exquisite leaf which after a long
time of growing became a tree— a tree so beautiful and fragrant,
invitingly comfortable, peaceful and silent, standing in the sun and
quietly photosynthesizing light into the matter of its being, that
millions of song birds came to live contentedly in its tempting,
sheltering branches to sing uncontrollably. They sang so sweetly and
beautifully, and with such grace and absolute precision, for so happy
were they to be in the branches of this tree, that their song was
ecstasy, the very sound of ecstasy itself— a sound so thrillingly
penetrating that it vibrated through the entire tree and down into the
roots which grew above the dead woman's heart.
The roots vibrated and shimmered with the sounds of
millions of birds singing, and so much so that they began to shift
position beneath the earth and swim about under the soil as if in a
dance of ecstasy. One root vibrated and slipped into the woman's
silent mouth; another shimmered into her vagina and another wriggled
into her uterus. In fact, the birds sang so fully and exquisitely
every melody that was or had ever been that each nook and cranny, every
crevice of orifice, of the woman's body and bones, every dead cell of
her, became filled with roots.
Roots as thin as capillaries and roots as large as a wrist
filled her and wriggled inside of her, vibrating in her corpse so that
she was no longer distinguishable from the matter of the tree with the
singing birds in its branches. She vibrated with sound. She heard the
very sound of sheer ecstasy move within her womb. Sound filled her and
sound became the essence of her. Her body was music--the music of
ecstasy itself. The dead woman became pregnant with sound, filled with
the poetry of music, bloated with the ecstasy of song, and was doomed
forever to listening to the beauty that had once been her face.
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Assignation
Kimberly L Becker
Leave a trail for me
Where you’ve gone on ahead
I’ll follow and eat
Your fallen bread
Leave a light on
In the moss-clad house
Where you’ve turned down the bed
And are quiet as a mouse
Leave your
Instead of
When I get
I’ll climb

fur on
your skin
there,
right in

Leave a part of me left
For the wind to find
Leave the white of my bones
In the dark of your mind
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In the Purple and Blue of It
Kimberly L Becker

Walking the property
In the late afternoon
In the purple and blue of it
The stand of pines
Fairytale deepness
Past the reservoir
Crunching hulls of black walnuts
Thinking:
This is sacred ground
My eyes devour the view
That I like to claim as mine
But know it’s not, despite the deed
When I return to the anxiety
Of the city
I will long for this land
As a lover for the body of the beloved
I will recall its voice
The trickle of creek
call of hawks
rain as it comes up the valley
I have seen mesas
Great red tables
Altars for sacrifice
But it is these mountains
I hold against the bruise of my heart
The purple and blue
Of their mothering forms
Purple

and

blue
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Uncle Grimm
Kimberly L Becker
Deeper meaning resides in the fairy tales told to me in my childhood than in
the truth that is taught by life.
--Schiller

Here’s how it went down:
the beautiful maiden
let down her hair
and they took her scalp
Little Red Cap was raped by the wolf
The ginger bread cottage was gassed,
with all the children in it, who were
forced to scream in their killers’ tongue
Beauty was with the shaggy beasts
and the prairies moaned with piled-high bones
and skins so thick the princess
couldn’t feel the pea
The goose that lay the golden egg
was cooked; the corn stalk whacked-kernels more precious than gold
lay scattered and scorned
And the uses of enchantment are many and pernicious
Enthralled by a crystal ball
the size and heft of a head,
we see what we’ve been hypnotized to see
And I hate to break it to you, but you’re in this globe
being snowed
Shake it and the same shit falls
and Chicken Little called it
And you hold the key to the murderous room
Go ahead, open the door
It’s time to see the blood in the light of the day
oh say can you see the blood in the light of the livelong day?
And those damn spots won’t come out since once upon a time is now
and once upon a time is poxed and once upon a time is coming soon
A Jackson buys a book of lies
with the U.S. imprimatur
But Invisible Inc. bleeds through
to stain the pages red for reading true
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Doesn’t Belong
Adam Dukay Nagy
There are no hours, no days, here the change of seasons
is hardly conspicuous
Here from fall to fall slush
dribbles in your gullet,
and breaks towards the heart.
Here you are not the one,
who among colored bottles
looks back at „you”
from the mirror of the bar.
The one you think the self, here
is only a voice, behind the forehead,
but it doesn’t belong to you.
translated by Michael Castro & Gabor G.
Gyukics
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Hidden Life Style
Adam Dukay Nagy
Your hands bloom during the night.
When the cables slacken in your joints,
the laces of your toes get loose
around your skinny feet
pulled under your frame,
and the wrinkled petals
burst out of the clutch of your fist.
While the subscriber of your body
temporarily can’t be connected,
you are hiding in your natural habitat –
where no one ever
succeeded to take your picture
translated by Michael Castro & Gabor G.
Gyukics
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Icarium Mare*
Roger Weaver
As if a worrying father
could deflect the fatal rays,
or somehow lightning – rod
the inevitable catastrophe.
Doting Daedalus must
have applied the best lotion
to ward off UV rays,
or appealed to Gaia to weaken
her pull on falling things,
if not negate gravity.
Of course he enrolled Icarus
in the best swimming school,
so if he fell into the sea,
he would have a chance
of survival. As for youth’s
headstrong impetuosity,
there is no remedy. Flying
higher, flying faster, testing
the limits of space technology—
these remain. Therefore
there is no shortage of fathers
awake in the dark, eyes
ringed with regret.

* Icarium Mare (The Sea of Icarus)
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The Mice in the Attic
Roger Weaver
unpack pillows, mattresses, leave
feathers scattered. Nothing is secular
that walks, swims or breathes,
and every day is Sunday.
Even the lowly mouse in its highest attic
heaven deserves its feather boa,
no matter how tiny.
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Bizarro
Anthony Max
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The Ferryman
Anthony Max
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I've been experiencing this recurring dream over the past two weeks... one that
starts off amusing, then exciting, then becomes painful and finally leaves me
brokenhearted.
When it begins I'm exploring the forest. I'm usually just running
recklessly through the woods when I stumble into a depression in the dry
leaves. The more I stare at it, the more it resembles a cave, but made of
sticks and root with a canopy of red and orange leaves. If anyone I knew was
traveling through the woods with me, they at this point fade away and are no
longer part of the tale.
I shout into the wood-cave and throw a rock to see if a snake springs out.
A very small person appears with red hair, and it's hard to distinguish the sex
of this person because there is something very inhuman about this creature
besides its size. Its face is very wrinkly. But he looks mostly like a he... I
ask him if he is a leprechaun. He nods. He has a wicked smile at all times as
if I am the punchline in a joke. Now I don't doubt that he is a leprechaun so I
consider the possibilities of the situation I face. I look to the sky, but
there is no rainbow, and if there's a pot of gold it's not in sight. Perhaps
there's gold hidden in the wood-cave, which could very well be a snakepit. If
it hides gold, I am not interested in searching for it... But his tiny creature
must have something magical to offer me, even if I have to steal it. The
leprechaun begins to act nervous, but smiles still.
I decide to bluff him. 'I know where your gold is kept,' I boast. 'You
will give me my three wishes in exchange for your freedom and my
forgetfulness...' The leprechaun tells me he has the power to grant only one
wish, which can never be undone, yet he does not protest the situation, this
blackmail, in the least... I don't even hesitate. I know what to wish for. I
wish for the leprechaun to give me the powers of Superman... flight, xray
vision, strength and invulnerability. I could have the powers of a god. The
small man agreed. There's a spark of some sort, and almost instantly I begin to
float. Simultaneously I can feel my body grow larger and stronger.
And then the world goes fuzzy as I fall back to the ground. There are
alarms going off in my head, and my entire body feels sick. I beg for the
leprechaun to explain, but he laughs and bounds away. He is gone, and even the
wooded hole has vanished. I feel stupid. I feel like I'm dying. I remember that
I have the power of flight, so I pull myself from the ground into the air, so
weak, moving higher and higher. The world is awash in the color green and
everything is wavy. Light and sound echo. I only wish now to get away... away
from the green air... I see the blackness of space above me and I reach for it.
There I float alone in orbit above the Earth. The pain has subsided and I
know that I will live, but I realize what I have done wrong now. When the
leprechaun granted me the powers of Superman, he also gave me his weakness, and
the only thing that can destroy Superman is fragments of his home planet....
And now I have the same curse. My planet is a poison to me. A wish that can
never be undone... I suddenly know that I will never return and that my destiny
is alone among the stars... these strange powers, useful only in keeping me
alive forever. I turn and fly away in no particular direction... Just away.

67

There is another dream my mind revisits. An evil, feverish dream... I am walking on
the cobblestones beside the Mississippi River, and it is twilight time. As I pause
to watch the water rushing by, I see something move in the darkness. It's an
apparition of some sort, a man who is only half there. His face seems familiar. The
ghost begins to move until it is out of view behind a floodwall. The dream asks me
to follow this spirit, and I do. I climb the barriers beyond the area deemed safe.
There are still cobblestones beneath my feet, but I am much closer to the river
now. It mists my face like ocean waves, and it smells of catfish. The stones I am
walking on are wet and greasy and this path is sloping ever downward. But I can
still make out the spirit ahead. It keeps rounding brick walls, yet at all times
the river follows at my right.
The cobblestones slowly turn into stair steps as the sky grows darker, and from
somewhere I have produced a lighted torch. The ground levels out below, and there
at the bottom stands the faded spirit, close to the crawling river's edge. As I
reach flat ground I wave the torch and see myself surrounded by many shades, faded
people who don't seem to notice me. Now the spirit I have followed puts on a pair
of thick glasses, and I recognize him as my grandfather. I am mortified, yet I see
that he cannot speak to me, and I am too unsure to say anything to him.
A small light is now moving across the surface of the water, and as it draws
near, I can see that it is a lamp hanging from the bough of a small boat. And
standing in the boat is a tall cloaked figure clutching a long pike, which he
sweeps like an oar. He approaches the bank, and my grandfather's spirit moves to
enter the boat. I plead with this Charon-figure to allow me to ride. My grandfather
gives the ferryman coins and they both wave me in.
We glide across the surface of the river, which seems completely placid save
for the occasional eel or tentacle that roils to the surface, and the sky has
changed to a violent neon color. Everything is lit vibrant, but still there are
shadows everywhere. I squint downriver at the opposite shore to see if I can spy
our destination... I stare and then I know. There is a forest of spiky trees and
atop them, men and women impaled, writhing in agony yet dim and hardly present at
all. I have to squint to see, but I spy a large mountainous terrain with a large
fortress built into it and in the center, a colossal door that has begun to open
for us. The river rushes in to flow through it, and now I see that the river is
pure blood. Our ferry's destination is the Underworld.
I become frightened and I plead with my grandfather's silent spirit. I explain
to the ferryman that my grandfather was a good man when he was alive and that I
myself am still among the living. Neither of us belong in this place. Neither the
ferryman nor the spirit move and we are about to pass through the doors of this
hell. Seeing no other way out, I leap out of the boat into the warm river of blood
and struggle to swim against the current. I exert all my strength to push against
the rushing crimson waters. I swim past other sullen shades who moan and drown
beneath the waves, but I have the advantage of being alive and my pace is stronger.
I finally reach a tiny island of moss and dead trees. I climb up the brittle
branches and survey my surroundings, but it is too dark too see my way out, and the
river seems like an ocean with no banks. I do not even know the direction of the
hellmouth I swam away from. I wrap myself around brittle limbs and try to sleep,
but I know that there will be no dawn to wake me up...
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The Good
Don Boody

Being only six years old, Bernard Jakobs strove towards nothing
but being a good boy. When he was told to eat his vegetables, his
plate was soon clean. When he was told to wash his hands, it was not
long before the negative parabola between each of his fingers itched
of dry soap. When he was told to come inside, he took extra care to
ensure the door did not slam behind him. When he was told to pray, he
knelt with his knees almost entirely under his bed. Bernard was, for
all intents and purposes, a good boy. His mother loved him very much.
His father, too, loved him, and Bernard loved them. He loved that the
refrigerator was his gallery. He loved that his socks were clean. He
loved to sit in the back seat while his mother and father spoke in
sentences that involved not only words, but letters that he could not
account for. This was not because Bernard’s parents spoke in tongues,
but because he did not yet know that those letters spelled words.
Bernard was no smarter than any other boy of six. He knew there
was a man that lived at the North Pole who brought him toys every
year because he was good. He knew there was a fairy that bought teeth
from little children who left them under their pillows. He knew that
Jesus died on the cross for his sins. He did not know why the man at
the North Pole was so pleased that he was a good boy. He did not know
why poor people didn’t sell their teeth when they needed money. He
did not know why Jesus died for him, but he did not question any of
these matters. Bernard Jakobs believed what adults told him because
they were smarter than he was, and every year, without fail, there
were presents under the tree with his name on them. Every time he put
a tooth under his pillow, he woke up to find himself a rich little
boy. Every time he saw a picture of Jesus, he was nailed to a cross.
For Bernard, and all of his six year old friends, this proof was
proof enough.
One Sunday morning, Bernard’s mother came to him and said “Wake
up, my special one. It’s time for church” and, just like every Sunday
morning, he stood at the side of his bed while his mother dressed him
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in the same white collared shirt, the same blue clip-on necktie, the
same neatly-pressed khaki pants, and the same shiny black shoes with
laces that were considerably thinner than his “play shoes”. When his
mother combed his hair, she wet her left hand and rubbed the water
into his hair beginning at the back and, eventually, ending at his
bangs. Then, with her right hand, she took a comb and made a neat
part on the side of his head that pushed his bangs to the left so
high up that he couldn’t see them anymore without looking in the
mirror. His mother told him to wash his face and soon the bits of
yellow film that clogged the edges of his eyes were gone and his
right arm was already sliding through the appropriate sleeve in his
black spring jacket.
At Bernard’s church, the walls had no pictures of Jesus, but he
knew what the Lord looked like from the pages he colored in Sunday
school. He knew Jesus was a white, young man with long brown hair
that rested on his shoulders and a thick brown beard that covered his
face. Instead, there was a large, stained-glass crucifix that hung on
the wall to the immediate back of the pastor and in plain view of
what Bernard thought of as “the audience”. He did not like sitting on
the long wooden benches that were called “poos”, but he always did
because he wanted to sit with his mother and father. Bernard believed
that when he became an adult, he would like sitting on the “poos”
because his feet would touch the ground and he could slide them
around if he got bored instead of drawing stick men oozing out of the
fingers of the praying hands on the red and white collection
envelopes that sat on the shelf on the back of each “poo”. His mother
did not like when he drew on the red and white envelopes, so when she
told him that was the kind of behavior that makes boys bad, he made
it a point to never do it again. He imagined that his mother wouldn’t
mind him sliding his feet around while he was bored because he
wouldn’t do it in a manner that would draw attention to him. He would
be subtle—not necessarily seen, and most certainly not heard, because
that was the kind of behavior that put the presents under the tree
every year.
Bernard’s pastor was a young man, about twenty-five, but he
spoke in a way that captivated the audience and made them believe
he’d been sharing the word of the Lord since he, himself, was six
years old. His hair was always combed the same way that Bernard’s
hair was combed, and he wondered whether or not the pastor’s mother
combed it for him. When the pastor used words like “love” he smiled,
and the audience smiled back at him and the crucifix behind him. When
he used words like “sin” he frowned, and the audience turned their
lips upside down at the pastor in a way that made Bernard think of a
room full of tiny, sad, monochromatic rainbows and he made one with
his lips too. The pastor’s hands moved up and down and side to side,
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but not in a consistent and organized way. Sometimes he stood behind
a podium that Bernard thought made him look like he was a torso with
a head and arms sitting on a table. Other times, he would walk off to
the left and point to the cross while he spoke, and other times, to
the right. When the pastor opened a thick book with white pages and
black covers with gold writing, so did the audience. Then they would
stand and everybody would sing the same song, but Bernard did not
always know the words. This was partially because he could not read
what was in the book, partially because he had no idea what the sets
of rectangles divided into four sections with five lines in each that
were covered in roller-coaster dots were supposed to mean, and
partially because the accompaniment from the organ was usually a lot
louder than the audience. Instead, Bernard sometimes hummed and
sometimes moved his lips the way he thought everybody else were
moving theirs. When he saw the other children leave their parents and
head for the door to the left of where the pastor was standing (from
the view of the audience), Bernard kissed his mother’s cheek, shook
his father’s hand, and was soon at the end of a long line of children
that were mixed ages, colors, shapes, and sizes that would eventually
break off into five different groups. The group Bernard was in was
made up of twelve children that were all either five or six years
old.
When he got to Sunday school, his teacher told him that “God is
everywhere and God is everything and God is in everyone.” This made
Bernard happy because he knew that God was good and that having God
inside him meant he would go to Heaven and see his grandma Beth and
his grandpa Eugene, who he missed as much as any six-year-old can
miss his grandparents. One of the other children asked the teacher,
“But how can God be everywhere?” and the teacher replied,
“Because God is in all of us.”, and another of the children
asked,
“But how can God be in all of us?” and the teacher replied,
“Because God is in everything.” And another of the children
asked,
“But how can God be in everything?” and the teacher replied,
“Because God is everywhere.” And the children all said,
“Oh”, and, being satisfied, asked nothing else.
After Bernard’s parents came to pick him up, they drove to the
same restaurant that they did every Sunday, and Bernard ate his fill
of chocolate-chip pancakes, but could only have one glass of
chocolate milk because only soft-drinks were free-refills, and his
mother didn’t allow him to drink soda. His father always ordered a
four-egg omelet with cheese, ham, bacon, and sausage and always drank
71

coffee. His mother always ordered two egg whites on wheat bread with
no butter and a glass of grapefruit juice. His father always paid,
and his mother always drove the family back home where Bernard
changed into his “play clothes” and got his face and hands dirty
until his mother said it was time to come in.
The week passed as usual, and one of Bernard’s playmate’s
mothers called Bernard’s to ask if he might have permission to spend
Saturday night at their house and go with them to church in the
morning and Bernard’s mother said “Yes” and packed a bag for him with
the white collared shirt, the blue clip-on necktie, the khaki pants,
and the shiny black shoes with the tiny laces.
On Sunday morning, Bernard’s friend’s mother dressed him, but
she combed his hair to the right this time, and the part on the side
of his head was not nearly as neat as usual. He washed his face and
picked the film from his eyes and got into his friend’s family’s car.
The trip was longer than usual, and Bernard asked why his friend’s
father passed the church. His friend’s father said “We go to a
different church than you do, but don’t worry. You’ll fit right in
and be able to go to Sunday school just like at the church you go to
with your family.” Bernard was excited and hoped there would not be
any “poos” at his friend’s family’s church.
He arrived at a tall building that looked like the castle he saw
in Robin Hood and wondered if Maid Marion would be at this church,
too. Bernard entered the large wooden doors, much larger than the
doors at his church and was disappointed to see that his friend’s
family’s church still had “poos”, and there were a lot more of them
than at his family’s church. When he sat down, though, Bernard
noticed that there was a foot rest on the back of each of these
“poos”, and he looked forward to sliding his feet around on it should
he get bored. He looked around the room and saw not only large
crucifixes on the walls, but tall statues of Jesus and a woman with a
white blanket that sat on the top of her head and ran down her back
but did not cover her face, and he decided that it must be one of
Jesus’ friends. There were also pictures of Jesus not only nailed to
the cross, but carrying the cross and falling over under its weight.
Bernard counted fourteen of these, and spent the better part of
twenty or thirty seconds laughing at one in which Jesus and a man
were kissing each other.
When the pastor entered the room, he was wearing what Bernard
thought looked like his mother’s purple and white nightgown, only
much larger because the pastor was fat. Everyone called the man
“Padre” and Bernard assumed that, in this church, the audience calls
the pastor by his first name. Padre did not move his hands in a
disorganized and sporadic way, but moved them up and down and side to
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side over his face like he was drawing a cross on it. He looked an
awful lot older than the pastor at Bernard’s church, and his hair
wasn’t combed at all like his, either. This probably had a lot to do,
though, with the fact that Padre was bald. Bernard had to stand up
and sit down a lot more than at his family’s church, but he didn’t
mind because every now and then everybody got to kneel on the foot
rest and catch their breath.
Soon Bernard heard a bell, and Padre started singing in a very
unpleasant melody with poor rhythm while two boys in all-white
nightgowns brought him juice and cookies. Padre said that the juice
was Jesus’ blood and the cookies were Jesus’ body, and soon everybody
formed a long line in the middle of the “poos” like they were going
to see Santa Claus. Bernard followed his friend to this line and
asked him “What are you going to ask for?” and his friend replied,
“What do you mean?” and Bernard said,
“From Santa. I’m going to ask for blocks.” And his friend
answered,
“We’re not waiting to see Santa, silly! We’re going to drink
Jesus’ blood.” And Bernard said,
“Why would we do that? Is this a vampire church?” and his friend
said,
“Of course not! But when we drink Jesus’ blood, he comes into
our hearts and stays with us and everything we did bad is all right
again.” And Bernard couldn’t wait to drink Jesus’ blood. Then he
asked his friend,
“What about the cookies, then? They aren’t for Santa either?”
and his friend replied,
“No, that’s Jesus’ body. We eat his body because it does the
same thing that happens when we drink his blood.” And Bernard said,
“Oh.” And didn’t ask anything else because, he decided, it was a
pretty good reason to drink blood, if there ever was any.
After Bernard drank Jesus’ blood and ate Jesus’ body, he didn’t
go back to the “poo” with his friend’s parents because all of the
children were lining up at a door to the right of Padre like they
were going to Sunday school, so he and his friend got in line. Just
like at Bernard’s church, there were children that were mixed ages,
colors, shapes, and sizes, and just like at Bernard’s church, he was
put into a group with children close to his age, but there were more
than twelve of them this time. When he got into the room where Sunday
school was held, Bernard asked the teacher, “How did you guys get
Jesus’ blood?” and the teacher replied,
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“It isn’t Jesus’ actual blood that we’re drinking. We drink wine
because at the last supper Jesus shared wine with his disciples and
told them to think of it as his blood so they would never forget
him.” And Bernard asked,
“So it’s wine and not Jesus’ blood?” and the teacher said,
“Padre turns the wine into Jesus’ blood by blessing it and
raising it to God just like Jesus did.” And Bernard replied,
“So Padre is magical?” and the teacher replied,
“No. Magic is pretend. Padre uses the power of the Lord to bless
the wine and turn it into Jesus’ blood.” And Bernard said,
“Is that because God is in Padre?” and the teacher replied,
“Yes, just like God is in each of us, and everyone else that
accepts his word and drinks his blood. It is the only way to get into
Heaven.” And Bernard said,
“Oh,” because he already knew how God was able to be in
everybody and he already knew what Heaven meant.
After Sunday school, Bernard got into his friend’s family’s car,
but they did not go to breakfast and his friend’s father drove home,
not his friend’s mother. When Bernard got back to his house he said
to his mother, “I drank Jesus’ blood and now I can go to Heaven and
see grandma Beth and grandpa Eugene.” And his mother sat him down and
said,
“It wasn’t really Jesus’ blood. The church you went to today is
different from our church. Did you notice that?” and Bernard said,
“Yes,” because he did notice that, and said “But teacher said
that Padre has the power of God and turns the wine into Jesus’
blood”. And Bernard’s mother said,
“In our church, we don’t think that any man can have the power
of God, Bernard.” And Bernard said,
“Well, why not?” and his mother said,
“Because God is the most powerful being in all of the universe
and he is the only thing capable of being that powerful. Do you
understand?” and Bernard said,
“What if Padre drank a whole lot of Jesus’ blood at once? Could
he have the power then?” and Bernard’s mother smiled and went to the
cabinet above the stove. She moved three boxes of cereal and one box
of spaghetti noodles and put them on the counter. Then she pulled a
big jug out that was filled with Jesus’ blood and Bernard said, “We
have Jesus’ blood at our house, too?” and got very excited. His
mother replied,
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“No, Bernard. This is wine. It’s the same thing you drank this
morning when you thought you were drinking Jesus’ blood. It’s a drink
that mommies and daddies get to have once in a while but they use it
at the church you went to today because Jesus and his disciples were
grown-ups, and they drank it at the last supper. When they drank it,
it really was Jesus’ blood, but this morning it was pretend.” And it
was the first time that Bernard thought his mother was wrong, but he
didn’t want to talk back. Instead, he said,
“Oh.” And went to his room to think about what happened that
day, and he put his knees under his bed to pray. He said to Jesus,
“Dear Jesus. I know I’m supposed to listen to mommy, but I love her
very much and I want her and daddy to go to Heaven to see grandma
Beth and grandpa Eugene with me. The church I went to today had a lot
more people at it than mine does, and I don’t think there would be so
many people if it really was all pretend. I believe in drinking your
blood and having God’s power inside of me, but mommy says she only
drinks Jesus’ blood once in a while. So, tonight when mommy and daddy
are in bed, I’m going to sneak out into the kitchen and drink all of
the rest of the Jesus blood that we have. Then, when I have the power
of God inside me as much as Padre, I can turn any drink into Jesus’
blood and maybe mommy and daddy will drink enough of it to go to
Heaven too. I know I’m supposed to listen to mommy, but it seems like
if I know how to get her and daddy to heaven, then I would be a bad
boy if I didn’t do it. I’m not really sure what to do, so if you
don’t want me to drink all of the rest of the Jesus blood tonight
while mommy and daddy are in bed, then let me know.” And Bernard
waited, and waited, and waited, and nothing happened so he said
“Amen”.
When Bernard was sure his parents were asleep, he tiptoed into
the kitchen and moved the kitchen chair over to the front of the
stove so he could reach where his mother kept Jesus’ blood. He moved
the three boxes of cereal and the box of spaghetti noodles and put
them on the counter. Then, with two hands, he grabbed the jug of
Jesus’ blood and pulled it close to his chest while he slowly climbed
off the chair. He set the jug on the counter and moved the chair back
to the table as quietly as a boy of six trying to be quiet could. He
picked up the jug again and walked back to his room where he sat down
on his bed. He twisted off the cap with both hands and, as he was
sitting Indian-style, rested the jug in between his legs on his
ankles. “Now I will be a very good boy”, said Bernard. “Now I will
have as much of God’s power as Padre does and mommy and daddy will be
able to go to Heaven with me”. He put one of his hands on each side
of the jug, and began to drink the rest of Jesus’ blood.
In the morning, Bernard’s mother went into his room to find him
lying above his covers next to the empty jug and looking very pale.
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He wasn’t moving. He wasn’t breathing. There was vomit on his face
and chest. She rushed to her dead son, picked him up with one arm
behind his knees and the other behind his neck. She pressed him into
her chest and said “My special one! Oh, my sweet Bernard! Why has my
good little boy done this?” and, in her panic, didn’t look to the
floor on the opposite side of the bed. Had she, she would have seen
the broken crayons and the yellow piece of construction paper
depicting a boy, a woman, a man, an old man, an old woman, and a
white, young man with long brown hair that rested on his shoulders
and a thick brown beard that covered his face. They were all good.
They were all smiling.
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The Disaster Movie Theory of Writing
A.B. Emrys

Inside you storm fronts are building.
lightening far off.

You track it.

You hear the rumble, see

You hope the storm comes closer,

hope the air darkens green and gray, the sky swells, the clouds move
in two directions at once.
migraine.

In your head, magma bubbles and turns to

Karmic plates scrape over each other within.

You think it

would take a giant meteor to bust the rut you've grooved into family,
job, things, habit.

But you built your little pig house on the

slopes of an emerging cone.

Remember those tremors you ignored?

Remember those sudden vents of steam out of nowhere?
one.

This is the big

You smell the ozone tent coming down, and your thunder heart

lifts like a jet.

Leave the front door open, lights on, the car

running -- regular life is toast.
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Prelapse
Scott Owens
Naked without knowing nakedness,
breasts nothing but breasts,
biological urge simply
something to do when bored
with nuts and berries,
inconsequential mastication of fruit.
Equal that day they lay together,
Eve touching herself
for nothing but pleasure,
laughing at Adam’s hard on,
no knowledge of shame or power,
a world where one must rule the other.
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the bears on thunder mountain
Scott Owens
On Thunder Mountain there is a magical lake where wounded bears go to
heal.
Bears were human once, a clan like any other. They fouled their
precious lake with mercury and shit.
One day, their wise chief said, "It would be better if we were
bears." So, they grew fur and learned to walk on four legs. They like
to eat human garbage, because it reminds them of the old days.
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how coyote met his end : a western trickster tale
Scott Owens
Once, long ago, in the time of Coyote, there also lived many other
people. Among these were Rabbit and Ground Hog, and their numerous
brothers and sisters. They lived together in harmony, until one day
Coyote began to think only of himself. This day, Coyote woke up
feeling very hungry. It wasn't that kind of hunger you get because
you forgot to eat breakfast. It was a terrible, greedy hunger. He
began to eat everyone he could find, regardless of the needs of his
belly. He didn't even take the time to thank his victim. When he had
eaten all of the rabbits and ground hogs in one place, he would move
to the next, and so on, leaving behind a great desert.
But each season there were fewer and fewer tasty morsels to satisfy
this great hunger. Finally, he began to despair, so few were left.
Soon, Ground Hog, and all of his children and wives and brothers and
sisters were gone from the earth, so only the rabbits were left. But
Coyote kept eating until the day came when he found the last rabbit.
"Little doe," he said, "please come here and help me remove this bone
that is stuck in my teeth."
The doe was not fooled. "If there is a bone in your teeth, Coyote,
then it is the bone of one of my husbands."
So, Coyote left, and disguised himself as the doe's husband. He
beckoned her, but she remained suspicious and kept her distance.
Coyote, however, smooth-talked her and soothed her fears, until he
tricked her into coming closer. This is something at which Coyote is
very good. Then, he pounced on her.
The rabbit, pregnant with young, pleaded, "do not eat me, Coyote. If
you let me go, my children will grow to be fat rabbits, and make many
fine meals.
But that Coyote was so greedy, he did not even think about tomorrow.
He killed the young doe and began to eat her. In his gluttony,
however, he soon bit mistakenly into his own leg. "Why, this is
delicious," he thought, as he took another bite. In no time he had
completely devoured himself, and that is how Coyote met his end.
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Animals Inside Animals
(a postcard haibun for Rathanak)
Ching-In Chen
In the mosquito blood grove, there was an elephant with a belly of a
house and an itch. From the itch, flanks of clay marbled with the
trash of a thousand nearby soldiers and a wild-eyed bobcat with no
name. These grew in a land with no sun and no lake. Only a mile of
heaped grass strewn from the lawnmowers of gatekeepers. You are not
allowed in.
To get rid of fleas,
dunk the coat in solid gas,
let the flame eat breath.
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New Tokyo Bar
(a postcard haibun for Janine who I've never met)
Ching-In Chen
What for these crumpled first steps, squares of hello, tooting of tea
and Equals, here comes some instructions. One dull day on the
checkerboard, two diagonal misses with the sugar pot, an angry wife,
a crooked hang-man, the symbol for a blind test, a single tree.
I lost you again,
I say nobody follows
my winding grief trail.
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Blues Solo
Charles Brooks III
One bad headlight, rushing down a highway,
rushing down yellow lines,
I wear my soul like a chore.
Steering a severe ’67 Impala
its mellow wheels
burn through unbearable miles.
I feel like a prophet with smoke in his eyes:
the voodoo of her love letters
tucked in a bag
beneath John Lee's Hooker’s guitar.
An intangible life is in the back seat.
I want it back.
Nighttime is a shade of day; it passes.
This isn’t The Blues Café in Smyrna
where I read John Agard poems alone
watching an old romance grow haggard.
Again I remember the line,
'ain’t nobody’s fault but mine'.
She said she’d forgive me,
salvation.
I’m going home.
Car roaring, pushing, rattling apart,
this car is more than a car.
I haven’t shaved in four days.
I need to brush my teeth.
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The Capitulation
Daniela Gioseffi
And you will join the big brass band,
And with your trumpet in your hand,
You’ll march in step
with all the rest...(Bertolt Brecht)

Trapped within a giant forest enclosure by a high rock wall
which stretches farther than I can see beyond the big grassy meadow,
I find myself confronted by their hulking bodies, the vacant hurtbeast stare in their eyes. There's no shelter from them. Just sleek
rock cliffs behind me and a large outcropping behind which I've been
cowering for so many hours now that I'm no longer sure for what
length

of

time

I've

knelt

in

the

grass

with

my

hands

and

chest

pressed to the hard rocky surface behind which I'm hiding. I can feel
a fire of fear starting at the base of my neck and shooting off
firecrackers in my ears. By leaning slightly to the right, I can peek
out from my hiding place and watch their slow but graceful movements,
the lumbering of their great black bodies, their mountainous backs of
fur, as they move about making languid trips back and forth to a pond
far ahead to the right of me.
The only path to escape is through their midst. All sorts of
schemes skitter through my mind. For a moment, I feel as though I've
sprouted wings and will fly over them, a wishful dream, but a sudden
loud snarling sound brings me to my senses. Only the thick growth of
blossoming, berry brambles in front of me and some pines to my right,
plus the wayward direction of the wind must be blocking my aroma from
their keen noses. I'm without weapons, utterly defenceless,

against

their huge hulks, strong legs and fierce claws. Even the most daring
athlete could not scale the high smooth rock wall behind me. I lament
that my curiosity for the woods and its wonders has gotten me into
this predicament.
Just as it seems my brain will burst from the strain of studying
what is an insolvable and deadly entrapment, they seem to cluster
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near the edge of the water.

They seem to sniff each others' snouts

in communion as the moon begins to rise and the forest darken with
shadows. Then I see the strangest thing! The big creatures seem to be
coming from every angle of the forest into the clearing by the pond.
One

large

Their

black

pace

beast

seems

to

passes

quicken

uncomfortably
with

urgency.

near
I

my

watch

hiding
in

place.

fascinated

horror as they mull near the edges of the water. There are six of
them them now fishing in the stream.

Catching Blue-gilled Sunfish

with their long claws and shredding them in their teeth. They claw
over a large carp.
I feel my pulse beating against the rock or is it the vibrations
of

their

colossal

steps,

the

earth

shaking

with

their

enormous

weighty movements. I feel I will faint from the pumping of my heart
and that it will be merciful to do so and not feel the inevitable
crushing, tearing blows of their tremendous claws and teeth.
I can't believe what's happening. Slowly the earth beneath me
begins to throb. All the creatures seem to stare in my direction with
their hurt-beast eyes. I turn from their gaze and leap up and dash
toward the trees with a sense of fear so complete that it's hardly
distinguishable

from

ecstasy,

the

kind

of

emotion

that

turns

the

whole body liquid and numb. I charge so fast that I nearly smash
head-on into the nearest tree which I climb with superhuman strength.
I can't recall as I perch on a high branch which footholds or barky
protuberances I managed to use to propel me upward, but as my mind
returns from its utter hysteria and my consciousness floods back from
the thoughtless realm of primitive survival in which it has been
suspended. I find myself clinging to a leafy branch. Blood drips from
my palms onto the leaves in my grasp and falls in tiny rivulets down
my shins onto the brown bark of the branch upon which I crouch in
terror, balanced precariously above the ground.
....a salesman far off in the city is having dinner
with a client. The client enjoys smoking big cigars
and drinking a great deal of gin.
The salesman
desperately wants his commission and needs it in
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order to live and keep his job. The salesman smokes a
big cigar given him by the client though he hates the
taste of cigars. He drinks gin though he prefers
wine. He's supposed to be on a diet for his heart
trouble, but he eats a thick rare steak with the
client because the client loves thick rare steak. He
is smiling more than his face wants to and his jaws
ache. The muscles at the corners of his mouth strain
with smiling at everything the client says. He wants
to be having dinner with his lover. She is angry that
he's always busy entertaining clients and can't
manage to dine with her. She's threatened to leave
him for his constant neglect. He's supposed to call
her and it's getting very late. The client keeps
asking stupid, drunken questions. He won't close the
deal, but is getting closer and closer to doing so.
The salesman has to urinate but is afraid to leave
the client alone to think things over or change his
mind. The salesman's bladder is going into an
excruciating spasm and his mouth burns from the hot
cigar, but he goes on smiling and talking agreeably,
nodding affirmation to everything the client says....
I'm aware of nothing for a moment but my heavy breathing and a
sharp ache in my chest. Then the big beasts begin to sway in rhythm
towards where I perch hiding. Their big furry bodies rock to and fro
as they come swaying toward me en masse--raising first a front leg
and then a hind leg, one after the other: One two, one two, one two,
in swaying repetition all of them begin to dance and shake the earth
and the tree in which I quake.
Surely it will be uprooted by the force of their giant paws and
plummet me to the ground. They dance under me as though they are
surely plotting my destruction beneath their great black skulls. One
shakes the tree with his giant paws as another climbs upward onto his
back. Then I feel a wet nose against my ankle and I faint and slide
down a

warm

furry

back

onto

the

ground

into

the

midst

of

their

staring eyes.
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I see bright red pounding in my eyes. I, too, am dancing with
the Black Bears of Sussex County, stomping the earth in rhythm with
their big feet, as much as a person can dance the dance of the wild
bear, and as long as I dance with them they do not trample or claw
me, as long as I dance and keep on dancing the dance of the wild
bears, they do not, they will not
destroy me.
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Into the Forest
Kara Dorris
&

it

was

the

movement

that

was

the

token.

The

admittance ticket. The orange-red stub numbered &
raffled. The wind blew the way of fated-to-go & the
ridged leaves followed. Pawprints & steps. The girl
follows because what else is left to do? Swings her
arms & ballets in her slipper shoes. Thinks the
dark is only a state of nature. That the way birds’
feather is the only matter. But she soon finds it
isn’t. That to move isn’t a given. A gift. A star
always

night.

It

is

something

she

does

before.

Before the moment she can’t.
& it was sleep she waked into. The ride that spun
round & round with magic-studded horses, bears &
lions. Glint of ocean jewels & burning nights. The
view

from

inside

blurred

until

distinction

was

strands of colors, not stalks of being. Everything
was clearly the same. & nothing was felt. It was
sight, the backs of eyelids.
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Some Notes on the Origin of Ash & Flame
Kara Dorris

Ash comes before flame, not just after.
I am nothing but ash & flame & the cinder between—
Coal that stains black around the eyes doubling
lashes & brows until liminal, flowing darkly into flame.
The hearth warms my palms, the yellow-gold reds
always reaching. A girl allows herself to be burned.
I flame on as my stepmother’s footsteps sound, the squeal
of my stepsister’s sighs. They never touch me, if they did,
with skin, they would have erupted into fire & then—
My burnt flesh marks the ladle.
I resist the sooty film in my skin, slip to crystal springs
to wash & dry against sandstone that heats itself
with sun. A flame that is never—A girl allows herself to be burn.
I look for mother in sky, lightening creating—
The mare unafraid of what terror bright light holds.
In the ash tears igniting roots & grass burning higher
faster than natural grows.
As it was meant—White love, mother’s love, I have not known.
Her voice in the hearth, always the hearth at bedtime.
I make up stories the hearth’s flames tell me
about small birds trapped inside heated thickets. They
merge with flame, accept ash into their bloodstreams.
My palms & wrists tell stories of burnt peas
& wasted dinners, gowns seared beyond wear. Silver,
gold, sun or moon, charred & unmasked.
My body inflamed. Add the sun’s heat to mine & I’ll burst,
taking atmosphere with. I am but a heat dancing close, ashed
glass & fused flame, a body that cannot support the flesh of another.
Cover me in burlap, rice sacks, unimportant matter.
Whatever heats, melts. Make me diamond.
Reflect the sparkling heat in the cut dimensions of body.
Give myself to flame in the mirror of embrace.
I will be married & then—I will burn this past,
lentils & peas, the order of preparing soup.
Stepsisters & stepmothers & absent fathers will ash.
A girl allows herself to spray burn, vein blue, scar skin & then.
Enjoy the flame of days.

beauty

risk

obsession

new

saves
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Grizzly Magic
Kathryn Mueller
Although my mother knew how to handle yarn—
to knit and work it into cardigans and neverending afghans
—she did not tell us fairy tales.
We had no use for evil witches and wicked stepmothers
our home had
more than enough magic: sticky mixtures becoming bread
seeds blossoming into fruit
clothes appearing from under the foot of her sewing machine.
She taught us the non-magic of reality through tragedy
mostly other people’s.
And so I learned
that lightning could strike the most enterprising
center fielder on a clear day
that at high speeds a stranger’s carelessness could slice
the head from a trucker’s body
that a misplaced tree house jump could paralyze.
Mostly, reality seemed filled with bizarre coincidences and accidents
not unlike the magic of children’s tales
but far different from the magic in our house.
Mom never explained them, left the moral or lesson
for us to tease out in questions or mull over for days.
But one story was not about coincidence or accident. I was eleven:
a baby
a living drooling cooing crying baby
used as an ashtray
its back covered in burns
its limbs contorted and broken to hold cigars better
She cried as she told us, but to know cruelty
—to recognize how it lures you into the houses of witches &
wolves
how you too can choose to push anyone into an oven
sink your venom into poison apples—
was part of surviving a world that couldn’t believe in magic.
Everything you think you know can turn on you
grizzlies.

like Treadwell’s
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The magic is knowing that.
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Reservation Dreams
Dulbert Yazzie
The heart quivers
to the rounded hooves of trains,
scales the mountain into empty space
where palm-caked hands relieve arthritis.
A hard block of light shines through glass.
We sit at the computer
until eyes are crusted and the spasms
in our necks tilt heads.
He came for his tool belt,
pliers, hammer, nails,
measures the length of his life
at Burnt Corn Wash.
A rock was thrown, strikes an owl.
branches bend and snaps at the tips.
His body plunks near the base of a juniper.
He limps and drags a broken wing.
I stumble upon day
and slip into night
Where turtle shells
are strewn across pavement.
Reservation is a dream dreamt
By the restless and dignity
stripped from there skin
and bones scoured with rigor.
Released from captive,
they became prisoners again
at the edge of town.
An eye blinks at the only stoplight.
Ceremonies are no longer held,
yet, we still hunt for skins and burn hair.
Furs are pulled from dogs and
A bullet clips the wing of a crow.
The mind slides into convulsion.
The squeezing of a ladybug
Between thumb and index finger
Feels as familiar as inscribed lines.
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Alex Bahr in Vengeance
Joseph Boeing

93

Lauren Shoemaker in Alluring
Joseph Boeing
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arches
Joseph Boeing
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For Happy Ever After
Rick Marlatt

Thinking of writing a poem that bares my
soul
so what’s it going to be, a
leaving behind, 30,000 ft epiphany, forest maze & mother’s kolache
crumbs left behind to find myself, slow motion leap, 2nd grade tooth
stringing blood to the bottom of a water
glass?
Dear Jesus am
I too
late?
Dear
desert night tell me you’re all mine
Thinking of writing a poem to forgive myself
the days getting longer as my life
gets shorter
Dear childhood
Dear
baseball the dreams you breathed into me were a perfect red, the
kind
that floods your mind when you close your eyes in
late afternoon, I flew
on the current of July dusk
Thinking of writing a poem in which I’ll never not believe & this
wind I love will take me home Dear compassion, you feel good, good
like the moon’s breath on my skin, good like the blanket I gave the
gypsy couple strung out on coke & Kansas City sky
Dear karma tell me you’ve faith in the
future, tell me your memory’s faded
Dear G-rated
blue-eyed Jesus with your cotton skin & happy sheep
Thinking of writing a poem that makes me unafraid of
dying
Dear Buddha don’t sit on my world
don’t sit on my cock don’t salt my wounds, big
sleepy fantastic
Buddha
Dear PG
Jesus arms crossed over your robe
Dear clairvoyance you
showed me Scrubber’s death 3 days prior & I hate
myself
for not saying goodbye the Perfect Strangers episodes,
the Bond
gadgets & suction cups
Thinking of writing a poem that makes Dostoevsky proud when he haunts
me in blizzard midnights & love the people, especially up close like
human breath human touch human interstellar action & star the barbed
wire with frost so thick chanting fingers can only bleed
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Dear Ginsberg give me words give me Denver
erect like an urban-black god
towering above your
people on Colfax across from the Fillmore &
psilocybin mountain snow
Thinking of writing a poem that teaches me how to pray
Dear river valley thankful I am to have
been born of your whom fed on your breast & blitzed on your eyes of
shattercane swirls
Dear America
run through me in your furious streams
satellite
connections great fault lines scalded
and rhythmic
Dear PG-13 Jesus
your visible blood your snagging of tears
Thinking of writing a poem that makes me love to
pray
Dear desire you old back seat
smell you shape shifter, you winter park evergreens
wearing white
winter, I put my mouth to your nipples like the great honey, you
desert,
my tongue still chapped from the thousand licks in your
sour crevice brown skin rumbling all around, you Nogales sisters,
you Indi stripper I swear to God your name was
Kat, you songs of
food & body, your ursa minor moans swallowed my crystal
constellation streaks
Thinking of writing a poem for all-time
Dear history
Dear
empathy gracious I am for the
tears
during Obama’s victory
speech, Grant Park
Dear Bush
history has its own haunted
house for
you
Dear
mfa you’re so fucking expensive like
a
long Kubrick take, like a
lamp like a
llama like a
diamond white fire
night
Dear idleness
you always rob me rape me when I feel
like
laughing, kayaking, fucking, analyzing
Dear coincidence a
hookah star lighter landing
perfectly
on the back of a just-kissed hand
Dear unrated Jesus I
can’t stand it when you look at me like that
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Thinking of writing a poem for alltime
Dear cancer, insatiable gut,
this table has no room for another do your fandango in an
alley
that’s dark, that’s cold, where love doesn’t spill from bent Tuesday
windows
Dear anguish
Dear
sky
Dear
death do you accept bribes
cut deals?
I’m not ready to give grandmother
away nor her eyes of
lilac worlds, too
vivacious for your humdrum mornings,
your
Marlboro trails, your awkward suits & ties,
sun
blinding processions
when I
parted her peppery hair the
knot was a
ripe purple onion spun in layers of truth
half
buried in soil, its roundness, my soft
rain of tears, all
quickening winds ahead
of your storm, the eye so clear and
numb
Thinking of writing a poem that makes you see my love is
real
the peach pit you suck
to
the peyote you
suck to
the
earth core blue you suck to, your Ft Collins canyon, your aquatic
eyes this is Mercury to Einstein screaming don’t tell me I’m not in
love
Dear universe you’ll never be too old
to learn how to dance
Thinking of writing a poem
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Revenge
Rick Marlatt
As a matter of course you picked this restaurant,
this same booth she and I shared the night you
walked in. That was years ago, the wine whispers to me.
Much obliged, I give it another listen.
Your chicken sizzles under a creamy pool
of hollandaise sauce lying naked on a nest of slick rotini.
Mine soaks up a slice of melting pepper jack
on a bed of steaming foccacia.
My buzzing grin isn’t in response to the joke
you just cracked about the client who snubbed you,
as I savor each sliver knifed off the soft breast,
it’s the feral chickens growing up on the farm.
There were five, maybe six of the rabid pricks
who waged warfare on me each morning when
I walked out for chores. Two or three would
peck at the ground while the rest played
sniper hawks under the bunker of evergreens,
some days, I’d tiptoe my way out to the truck
before they triggered an attack, but usually it
would be a dead sprint with the needle of black beak
and scratch of feather on my legs. Finally
one morning I slammed the side door closed
and they all jumped onto the windshield, the animal
yellow in their eyes told me they meant death.
They dug their meat hooks into the glass
and ripped away at the windshield wipers, I sent
flinging them side to side, I’ll be damned if
those bastards didn’t hang on through it all.
But here with you slow forking the white hunks
into my mouth, my smile widens, thinking
of the French blood that oscillates behind
your sapphire eyes-blood conquered by the Italians
in the Sack of Naples, 1494, and Poe’s Middle Ages
Italy, the setting for Montresor’s vengeance on Fortunado.
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Extensive catacombs and carnival mortar remind me
to sip again. I do.
It’s like this, darling, our lives of infinite chess, this
constant jousting, this sadistic fairy tale, this
classic ballroom dance, we passionate aficionados,
and good sweet verdicchio washing down.
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West
Theo Van Alst
His eyes roved over the shitty dusty ground, stones and rocks as flat
and sharp edged as
the listless wind that blew at his open coat. He thought of Denver,
nasty and grimy, a city with
all the crap and none of the character that places back east had.
“Character.” He thought, did I really just say that?
Jesus.
“Ill wind, blow.” Now that he did say. But he said it out loud. And
when he did, it made
him jump a little. Nothing had spoken to him in a long time except
the occasional car that ripped
by down the highway along whose side he walked.
Hey look. A pack of cigarettes.
Christ.
Now, I know that you’ll be back, she had said. And he said he knew
it too.
Where are you going, she wanted to know. He said he wished he knew.
Do you know why, she said.
No, he really couldn’t say.
Here he was though. Going. Sometimes there’s no talking, no
explaining, just the going.
It’s the going that says maybe I do have something to be alive for,
or a place to be at, there’s
something, a reason. It would be nice to know every now and again
what or where that was, and
that the going wouldn’t be for nothing, but that’s the thing about
the going. With the going
comes the knowing. Even if it’s not clear why, it’s for sure.
His fucking lighter. Goddamit. He checked for matches. Of course he
had matches. They
were in the change pocket of his jeans. He always had a matchbook in
there. And that usually
had a little folded paper packet behind the matches. In that little
packet was another kind of
going. A going he saw coming all the time. Or at least most of the
time.
When are you leaving, she asked. When it’s time, he said.
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How do you know when it’s time?
I just do. It happens and then it’s time, you know, time to go, he
said.
He lit one of the cigarettes. It tasted like it had been soaked and
dried four or five times.
Which it couldn’t have been, he thought. It’s drier than a popcorn
fart out here. If it weren’t for
the odd clump of yellowy grass, he would have believed it had never
rained. Ever.
Is that a dog? his eyes narrowed.
What the fuck.
***
Today? Are you going today?
Maybe. Probably. Yeah. Today.
Call?
Yup.
When?
He called like two days ago.
Where are you?
Um. Kansas? Colorado? It’s flat as fuck. And weird.
How’s it going?
It’s flat.
I said how’s it going?
Weird.
I said how’s it going?
And I said weird. Jesus. Weird.
Well what the fuck is that? Weird?
I don’t know.
Do you ever know anything?
That’s what I’m trying to find out.
Call me.
Later.
The proverbial light in the distance winked at him. Blue. Sodium
arc? Neon? Bugwhack?
Too far off, and still too much sun light in the sky. He thought
about heading for it. The wind
annoyed his face. It blew grit in his eyes and made him cough. It was
getting colder by the
minute. He had a brief flash of Farmer Fritter’s motel and thought
fuck it.
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***
Jane says. Hmmm. This ain’t St. Andrew’s. But here I am. Now comes
night. Sssssip go
snakes. Chirp say frogs. Frogs? Ho-LAY….
How much further? the kids always all say.
You know. A ways. /don’t ask…/
Sunka.
Whistle. The wind screes. Scrabble down this embankment (yeah,
embankment) or the
hill, whatever. Quickly now. Blowing dark. Storm? No. Just light. But
that smell. Ozone. Ozone
must be some other language’s word for green. O-zone. Smells green.
Sounds green. Tastes
green.
Billowing, the air. Bolts of purple velvet heave around him, smother
his face and press in
on his lungs. Yellow stripes appear in the sky, randomly but in
fours, like rents in the fabric of
worlds. Something trying to get in? Or something trying to leave.
***
Sapa.
And sni sni sni motherfucker. Somewhere to stay the night. His
friends drove to Arizona.
Too hot. Too lunar. Too bad. But he…got out. Staaayed. And now what?
He walks. He likes that. Old ass boots, but old ass can be good.
Comfortable. Made for
something. Purposive. Really? Purposive?
He hears the world around him. Talking, on the wind. There is
movement, flashing.
Sibilant. (yeah) Whispers, and howls, all at the same time. Here is
where something happened,
happens, will be happening. All of the hair on his body cracks with
electricity, a light voltage
hums on his skin. His breathing expands, his heart skitters, beating
feathery, his pulse slams in
his ears.
You should be here too.
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Why?
Because. You should.
How would I find you?
You might not. But you would find you.
What?
You would find you. You find you. You find nothing until you find
you.
Are you high?
Maybe. I’m not sure.
Did we ever talk like this?
Over the years?
Yeah.
No. But
So why are we starting now?
Better late than never?
I gotta go.
He can feel people around him. They are there, but he can’t see
them. They come from
the way he came, but they weren’t following him. He knows that much.
Something brushes his
face, taps his back. He feels someone brush his shoulder. He looks
around him, slowly. Thunder
cracks and the wind is warm, hot almost. Quiet lightning beads the
sky and he can see, see the
people, outlined in softest blue.
They move. And peace floods his body, an unci’s hand calms his mind.
His half-lidded
eyes begin to water, and leak. He realizes he is crying, something he
can’t remember ever doing.
When you come here, I’ll be here.
Where?
Here.
And you’re waiting?
Well, you know. Sort of. I’m doin’ other stuff, but I’ll be here.
The dog has him by the throat. He feels some pressure behind his
nose, in his sinuses, but
that’s about it. It doesn’t hurt. He can feel the blood, his blood,
running down his chest, onto his
belly. It’s warm. Just warm. Seven stars say hello.
Give me six crap-shootin’ pallbearers and tell my friend Willie
Brown.
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The Solution
Gabor G. Gyukics
The itching took hold of them
they didn’t know
what caused it.
Did the sun become an enormous
anthill?
Because the itching has disappeared with the dark,
but returned with the sunrise.
They couldn’t work, eat, copulate
they were busy scratching their bodies.
Finally they decided, that
one of them
would go up
to the sun.
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Erasable Street Signs!
Gabor G. Gyukics
I rushed a palm against a silver cigarette case,
It bent, it curved feeling the touch,
A hollow measure.
A pebble tumbled out of a corner
To find the rain
Like my mother
Who prays anywhere,
To save her son,
To find his lost notebook,
Just to loose it again
Around...
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A Day
rose hugh
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Biscuit’s Fairyland
rose hugh
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Gas Station
Jon Walter
(an excerpt)
GRANDMA (OFFSTAGE) : Don’t leave without telling me. What’s today’s
date Lee?
Lee: The third. Why don’t you go on to bed?
ENTER Grandma
Grandma: I’ll sleep when everybody is safe.
Lee: We’re OK. I think they’ll make it. If not I’ll fetch ‘em.
Grandma: I’m not tired anyway. Old people sleep funny. And the
night ... What day did you say it was?
Lee: The third.
Grandma: I’ll check the calendar. Why didn’t they stay on the 65?
Hope it’s just me mis-remembering.
Lee: What about mis-rembering?Someone told them about a diner they
had to go to in Bentley, and then they just continued on the County
Road.
Grandma: I’ll check the date.
Lee: OK. (opensdoor and looks out) What is it? 11:30 and 96 degrees.
Wind coming up. You’ve got the best view Grandma, but you are so
alone out here. Mom always talks about that.
Grandma(Joining him on the porch. She holds a calendar): Country
people make friends. See that light to the east - ten miles or so?
That’s the Murchisons, we’ll be heading into town together tomorrow.
And on the other side of the hill is Betty and Bill, we see each
other twice a week. Quality, not quantity I always tell your mom.
Look on the calendar Lee, tell me when full moons and new moons are.
What time is it right now? Did anyone try to call? They are
comin’from the west, you remember where they were? (Grandma scans the
dark land to the west. Shakes her head.) I don’t feel good about
this.
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Lee: Grandma, they will be OK. I’ll check the calendar, and the
telephone. It’s the third.
Grandma: There are things out that way that we have never talked
about.
Lee: OK, calendar says new moon Grandma: Then Lord help us. It’s tonight. I felt it. And there’s the
light, Lee. Just now. It’s been a while. A long time. Now it’s
waiting for them. Lord help them.
Lee: That’s their car.
Grandma: That’s not your friends car. That’s a different light. Your
friends aren’t going to make it unless we get them first.
(Grandma goes inside. She pulls a shotgun out of a closet and begins
loading it.)
Grandma: Those kids don’t stand a chance unless we help them. Lee,
get the spare water out of the basement. We gotta get going.
Lee: What are you doing? What’s going on?
Grandma: Get the truck keys too. Dammit. Lee, get a move on.
(Lee exits. Enters with 2 water jugs and the keys.)
Grandma: OK, Honey, let’s go.
Lee: I’m not getting into the truck with you and a loaded shotgun
unless I know what’s going on. And what about a spare gas tank?
Grandma: Truck hold seventy five gallons; for your friends we can
syphon. We’ll talk on the way.(Grandma tosses the gun to Lee.) I’ll
take the keys Lee. I’ll drive. This is my road.
(On the porch they look at the light)
Lee: You sure that isn’t my team?
Grandma: One thing before we go. Give me a hug, and if you never see
me after tonight, promise me you will remain true to this day.

110

Lee: What do you mean?
Grandma: Promise me.
Lee: Alright, I promise. True to today. Who’s down there grandma?
What’s that light? You sure it’s not my friends.
Grandma: That light draws the lost and lonely. Wanderers, dreamers,
the prideful. It can’t hurt you Lee, if you stand your ground and
remain true to this day. Nothing can hurt a true soul. Let’s go get
your friends. Get in the truck. Let’s go.
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FADE UP:
EXT. OLIVE GROVE -- SUNRISE
The graceful stand of olive
branches twist -- pruned by
of age. There is a hint of
olive leaves flutter silver

trees runs to the river. Ancient
generations, gnarled by the whims
breeze as the sun rises. The
in the rising light.

Carrying a hoe and a bucket, SHAREEF AL-KHABBAZ treads with
natural reverence into his orchard to inspect his fruit. He
seems content, greeting the trees with sweet familiarity,
until he comes upon one especially GNARLED TREE whose leaves
are withering.
The tree droops plaintively. Shareef barely touches a branch
and desiccated leaves let go and fall. The fruit is
miserable and wrinkled, the moisture sucked out of it. Some
sort of blight has spotted the leaves black. Shareef sighs.
Will his entire grove suffer? This is his heritage. This is
his livelihood.
The branches of a healthy tree graze the outermost twigs of
this failing one. Shareef retrieves his scythe which leans
against a nearby trunk. He meticulously chops away all
contact between sick and healthy.
SHAREEF
It’s best to stay clear so you
don’t get sick too.
Shareef digs gently around the base of the ailing tree.
inspects the roots. They look brittle as bones.

He

SHAREEF
Old one, if it is the will of
Allah, you’ll come strong again.
Taking his bucket, he heads down to the
RIVER.
Water flows, but it is not deep. Just as Shareef bends to
collect a bucketful, he spots something caught among the
reeds at the murky river’s edge. It is bloated and floating.
A body? Breath suddenly snatching with fear, he hurries
toward it. Slogging through the water.
As he gets closer, he sees that it is indeed a body. A
WOMAN. Young. Dark hair like a wide halo. She is splayed
out on her back in the water, arms outstretched.
Her belly is huge. It pokes skyward, a mound. Taut. Round.
She floats serenely. There is a look of peace on her face.

2.

Her limbs are perfect with none of a drowning death’s
monstrous ballooning. Instead, Shareef realizes, she is
PREGNANT. Perhaps...perhaps she is not dead after all.
CUT TO:
EXT. SHAREEF’S HOMESTEAD -- MORNING
Shareef hurries toward his small homestead. A courtyard.
Squat white buildings. One for humans. One for animals.
SHAREEF
(yells as he goes)
ALI! WHERE ARE YOU! NEPHEW!
HELP! ALI! HELP!
Goats scattering before him, his teenage nephew, ALI, races
out of the goat shed.
ALI
What is it?! The Americans!?
they already here??!

Are

He listens.
ALI
I can’t hear them.
Shareef gasps for air and points at the rusty wheelbarrow.
SHAREEF
The wheelbarrow!
When Ali only gapes in confusion:
Now!!

SHAREEF

Ali takes up the wheelbarrow.
toward the olive grove.

Shareef turns and runs back
CUT TO:

EXT. RIVERBANK -- MORNING
Pushing the wheelbarrow over the bumpy earth, Ali races after
his uncle.
ALI
What is it? Uncle Shareef!
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And then Ali sees. She lies on the ground.
over her and struggles to scoop her up.
Help me.

His uncle bends

SHAREEF

ALI
Who is she?
SHAREEF
Into the wheelbarrow.
ALI
Is she dead?
With Shareef cradling her fragile neck as best he can, Ali
helps his uncle hoist the woman into the wheelbarrow. She
may not be dead but, unconscious, she is dead-weight.
The already-hot sun beats down mercilessly.
CUT TO:
INT. SHAREEF’S HOUSE -- BEDROOM -- MORNING
The woman now moans as Ali helps Shareef lay her on a bed in
a corner of one of the sparely-furnished rooms. A DEEPER
MOAN escapes from her and her body arches and shudders.
ALI
Oh my God, she’s not going to have
the baby, is she?
SHAREEF
Go to the village.
women.

Bring the

ALI
We don’t know who she is. We
shouldn’t let anybody see her.
Go!

SHAREEF

Ali turns and hurries off.
In a beat, the UNKNOWN WOMAN groans.
UNKNOWN WOMAN
(barely comprehensible)
Don’t let it come.
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SHAREEF
Everything’s going be okay.
No.

Ssh...

UNKNOWN WOMAN
No, it’s not.

SHAREEF
Hush now...
UNKNOWN WOMAN
I can’t bring a child to this
earth. Allah, forgive me.
SHAREEF
A child is a gift from God.
UNKNOWN WOMAN
All of them want revenge!
SHAREEF
Who? What did you do?
they do to you?

What did

UNKNOWN WOMAN
Even you! You‘ll have blood on
your hands!
She moans.
SHAREEF
Calm yourself.
Labor makes her buck.

She chews on her pain.

UNKNOWN WOMAN
(whimpers)
When will it stop?
Soon.

SHAREEF
Your baby will be here soon.

UNKNOWN WOMAN
No baby belongs here.
Hard pain hits her and she cries out.
DISSOLVE TO:
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EXT. SHAREEF’S HOUSE -- DUSK
Raising a torrent of dust, streaked with red in the lowering
rays of the sun, a battered old truck pulls up to the little
compound.
Out climb the MALE DRIVER and THREE WOMEN. The woman wear
hijab -- head scarves that cover the hair and neck only. It
is only in extremist Islam that woman wear the chador that
shrouds the whole head -- hair, face and all but the eyes.
Other than the head coverings, the women’s dress is more
Western than not. ONE WOMAN, THE YOUNGEST of the three, even
wears jeans and a t-shirt. The OLDEST WOMAN, THE MIDWIFE,
carries a stack of clean white linen.
Ali and OTHER TEENAGE BOYS hop down from the rusty bed of the
truck. The boys carry RIFLES.
WAILS AND WHIMPERS come from the house.
CUT TO:
INT. SHAREEF’S HOUSE -- BEDROOM -- DUSK
Shareef stands as the women bustle in. The women surround
the Unknown Woman -- whose eyes and mouth are wide open now.
She’s breathing hard and fast.
MIDWIFE
(to Shareef)
Go. We’re here.
Relieved but still reluctant to leave his charge, Shareef
sidles out of the room.
CUT TO:
INT. SHAREEF’S HOUSE -- KITCHEN -- DUSK
Of the boys, only Ali has come inside.
driver.

Shareef greets the

SHAREEF
Salaam, Ibrahim. Thank you for
coming. I’ll make us some tea.
Ali enthusiastically dismantles and cleans a RIFLE.
SHAREEF
Put that gun away.
so long?

What took you
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(O.S.) The unknown woman bellows in labor.
himself preparing the tea.

Shareef busies

SHAREEF
You were gone for hours.
ALI
Get yourself ready, Uncle.
we’ll be free!

Soon

SHAREEF
You’re free. You come, you go.
ALI
You don’t know what you’re talking
about. In America, they have
riches.
SHAREEF
We have riches.
Ali rolls his eyes.
ALI
Not the kind they have.
SHAREEF
This land has been in our family
for hundreds of years. It will be
for hundreds more. Keep your head
down. Press your heart to the
ground.
ALI
The Americans are coming to save
us. They’ll finish what they
started in Kuwait. That criminal
Saddam -- they’ll cut off his heavy
foot. He’ll never press down on
our necks again.
SHAREEF
Only God knows what will happen.
You don’t.
ALI
You’re wrong.
They’ll come.

They promised.

The woman cries out again (O.S.) As if afraid of disturbing
her, Shareef gingerly carries a glass of tea to Ibrahim, the
driver. Ibrahim rises to accept it.
CUT TO:
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INT. SHAREEF’S HOUSE -- BEDROOM -- NIGHT
Darkness has fallen. Mother-to-be groans as she bites down
hard on a folded-up cloth while another BIRTH PANG racks her.
The pains come more frequently now. The next labor pain
makes her wail. The sound
CROSSCUTS TO:
EXT. SHAREEF’S HOUSE -- NIGHT
Outside, having a smoke, Ibrahim shudders at the sound. The
boys hang out beyond the wall of the courtyard, smoking and
laughing. They seem oblivious to the woman’s suffering.
But when her cries are replaced by the BOOMING OF A BOMB in
the distance, the boys jump to their feet.
Somewhere helicopters drone, a vague buzz like bees.
Ali charges out of the house, holding his gun triumphantly
aloft.
ALI
They’re here!
He races past Ibrahim and through the courtyard.
Shareef runs outside after.
Ali!!!

SHAREEF

By the milky light of the moon, he sees Ali charge into the
night with the other boys, whooping and hollering and
rejoicing in the imminent demise of Saddam Hussein. He calls
again. But Ali and the boys keep running.
Beside him, Ibrahim exhales a long plume of smoke.
DRIVER
They’re young. They always think
the new is better than the old.
CUT TO:

8.

INT. SHAREEF’S HOUSE -- BEDROOM -- NIGHT
The women hold the laboring woman.
and coach.

They alternately console
CUT TO:

EXT. OLIVE GROVE -- NIGHT
The loud chuga-chuga whir of helicopters is close now. The
machines descend to the wide flat river bottom on the other
side of the water. Ali and the others race toward their
probing lights.
Americans!

ALI
Americans!

The trees are in silhouette, twisted phantoms.
down the alleyways to greet the coming heroes.

The boys run

AT THE RIVER’S EDGE,
TROOPS pile out of HELICOPTERS and splash into the shallow
river. And the helicopters rise.
Near the front, Ali is close enough to see the choppers now.
He keeps shouting greetings to the Americans only to see, as
the helicopters turn,
SADDAM’S ROYAL GUARDS’ INSIGNIA OF A WINGED HEART
emblazoned on the sides of the doors.
Ali stops dead.
Oh shit!

ALI

The troops storm toward him and the other rebels.
Ali turns and, stumbling in sudden despair and confusion,
runs the other way. Some of his fellow rebels also turn to
flee, but others keep coming on.
FELLOW REBEL
It’s Saddam’s Guard!
Suddenly, all is disarray.
The Guards fan out.
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One of Ali’s compatriots FIRES off a shot.

The crack
CROSSCUTS TO:

EXT. SHAREEF’S COMPOUND -- NIGHT
Shareef and Ibrahim freeze at the sound.
CUT TO:
INT. SHAREEF’S HOUSE -- BEDROOM -- NIGHT
The Unknown Woman thrashes and groans and pushes.
CUT TO:
EXT. OLIVE GROVE -- NIGHT
The rebels fire on Saddam’s Guards with their rifles. The
Guards spray them with automatic gunfire. Rebels go down.
Here and there a Guard is hit.
Infuriated Guards set fire to the grove.
trees BURN.

The ancient olive

In the heart of the orchard, terrified, praying to Allah, Ali
presses himself into the twisted embrace of a craggy olive
tree. Hiding; looking for an opportunity -- it’s impossible
to tell which; he’s not sure himself.
CUT TO:
EXT. SHAREEF’S HOUSE -- NIGHT
Ibrahim tries to hold Shareef back.
Let me go!

SHAREEF

Shareef shakes him off and runs toward his burning trees.
CUT TO:
EXT. OLIVE GROVE -- NIGHT
Girding himself, counting one, two, three, Ali pivots out of
his hiding place and fires at an
ONCOMING GUARD.
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Unharmed, the Guard returns fire.
Ali goes down.

Wounded, he tries to get away.

The Guard stands over him.
Shi’a dog!

SADDAM’S GUARD

He steps on Ali’s neck, pinning him down.
the Guard aims his Kalishnikov.

Shareef arrives as

SHAREEF
Nooooooooo!!!
But his yell is buried beneath the BARRAGE OF BULLETS from
the Guard’s weapon. He unloads his clip on Ali. It seems to
take forever.
CUT TO:
INT. SHAREEF’S HOUSE -- BEDROOM -- NIGHT
ECU of UNKNOWN WOMAN’S FACE screaming in the agony of birth.
(O.S.) The Midwife commands her to push, push!
CUT TO:
EXT. OLIVE GROVE -- NIGHT
The final flashes of fire SPRAY from the gun as the Guard
finishes riddling Ali’s body with bullets.
Behind him, silhouetted by the burning trees, Shareef can’t
suppress a moan of misery.
The Guard turns on him, pinning him in his sights.
fires. Click... His clip is EMPTY.

And

Shareef SPOTS his scythe, leaning against a nearby trunk.
The Guard reloads with well-trained speed.
CUT TO:
INT. SHAREEF’S HOUSE -- BEDROOM -- NIGHT
Drenched in sweat, the Unknown Woman puffs and pushes.
birth is near.

The

CUT TO:
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EXT. OLIVE GROVE -- NIGHT
Shareef GRABS the scythe.
The Guard SLAMS the clip into his Kalishnikov
Shareef ADVANCES, scythe raised as if he were Death himself,
The Guard pivots, raising his readied weapon.
Bellowing, Shareef brings down the scythe.

Hard.
CUT TO:

INT. SHAREEF’S HOUSE -- BEDROOM -- NIGHT
The Unknown Woman screams and screams in birth pangs.
CUT TO:
EXT. OLIVE GROVE -- NIGHT
Still alive, the Guard FIRES wildly.
Shareef SWINGS AGAIN AND AGAIN.
CUT TO:
INT. SHAREEF’S HOUSE -- BEDROOM -- NIGHT
The Unknown Woman WAILS.
CUT TO:
EXT. OLIVE GROVE -- NIGHT
Dropping to his knees, Shareef CHOKES the Guard with his bare
hands.
SHAREEF
(shrieks)
He was a child! He was just a
child!
Helicopters WHIR overhead.
All around, the trees are on fire.

Embers fly everywhere.
CUT TO:
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INT. SHAREEF’S HOUSE -- BEDROOM -- NIGHT
Birth PANGS come relentlessly now.
CUT TO:
EXT. OLIVE GROVE -- NIGHT
Shareef STRANGLES the Guard until he is DEAD. Exhausted,
gasping for air, he finally lets go. The body falls.
Shareef can’t believe what he has done.
His HANDS are covered in BLOOD.
CUT TO:
INT. SHAREEF’S HOUSE -- BEDROOM -- NIGHT
The midwife’s HANDS are also covered in BLOOD.
MIDWIFE
I can see the head!
The baby is crowning.
CUT TO:
EXT. SHAREEF’S COMPOUND -- NIGHT
Shareef stumbles/runs back toward his house -- BOOTS kicking
a path, scattering embers. The breath tears at his throat.
CUT TO:
INT. SHAREEF’S HOUSE -- BEDROOM -- NIGHT
With a HARROWING CRY of effort and pain, the Unknown Woman
gives the FINAL PUSH.
The ATTENDING WOMEN RECOIL, gaping in disbelief, but we don’t
see why. Invoking Allah, they drop to the ground and
PROSTRATE THEMSELVES.
The doors burst open. Suddenly, all time and space are
suspended, as if the universe were holding its breath.
In comes Shareef, focussed on his bloody hands, on the blood
the Unknown Woman foresaw, until he looks...
UP
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to see the
FRESHLY-BORN BABY FLOATING IN THE AIR,
buoyant as a helium-filled balloon, still attached to her
umbilical cord. She LAUGHS JOYOUSLY. And keeps laughing as
she floats around the room.
FADE TO:
TITLE SEQUENCE.
A MONTAGE:
-- A COLLAGE OF AERIAL PHOTOS from around the world has been
tacked to a WALL: A STEAMY GREEN JUNGLE, THE MIRACULOUS
PYRAMIDS AT GIZA, BREATHTAKING YOSEMITE, A WIDE EXPANSE OF
BLUE OCEAN, PARIS, BEIJING, THE IRAQI DESERT, GAZELLE RUNNING
ON THE MASAI MARA, THE MISSISSIPPI RIVER, STONEHENGE, all cut
out of NATIONAL GEOGRAPHIC magazine. FROM THESE HIGH-UP
POINTS OF VIEW, ANY HUMANS LOOKS LIKE AS TINY AS INSECTS.
-- A TEENAGE GIRL’S HAND touches the peculiarly dense image
of RUNNERS IN A MARATHON IN PARIS, clustered together, no
bigger than SPECKS.
The hand belongs to NOORA.
-- SCISSORS CUT OUT ANOTHER PICTURE, another overhead shot.
This one is of a CROP CIRCLE IN ENGLAND.
-- Strangely, PAPER TRIMMINGS rain down.
-- A STRING is tied to a chair. It extends toward the
ceiling and is taut, but we don’t see why.
-- NOORA’S HANDS add the crop circle image to the display.
-- A moment of DISLOCATION then reveals that, rather than
being tacked to a wall, the pictures are, in fact, tacked to
the ceiling.
-- There’s a KNOCK on the door.
-- SCISSORS drop to the ground.
-- A KEY scrapes in the lock.
-- Noora GIGGLES (O.S.)
-- A MAN enters the room.
BROTHER, AHMED.

He is, we will learn, SHAREEF’S
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-- Noora, beautiful, frail, with fever-bright eyes, sits on
her bed strapping on elaborate LEG BRACES.
Confused and suspicious, Ahmed looks up at the ceiling, then
around the room. There’s no ladder. Only the chair with the
string tied to it. The string snakes limply across the
floor, now attached to nothing. He squints at Noora.
She laughs, stands and cheerfully shuffles out on her heavy
and awkward leg braces.
Ahmed follows, only to pop back into the room for another
look at the mystery.
He can’t even reach the ceiling standing on the chair.
CUT TO:
INT. AHMED’S HOUSE -- LIVING ROOM -- DAY
A BANNER -- HAPPY BIRTHDAY, NOORA! -- and a SURPRISE
GATHERING OF AUNTS AND UNCLES AND COUSINS, her extended,
adopted family, greet Noora as she comes from the stairs with
Uncle Ahmed. Everyone smiles and claps and wishes her many
happy returns. The room is decorated with balloons.
With other women, AHMED’S WIFE, AUNT HANAAN, sets out what
food she can -- rice, olives and a little meat, a box of
baklava. Her name means ‘tenderness’ and so she is.
AUNT HANAAN
Happy birthday, Noora.
of many with us.

Your first

ELDERLY AUNT MARIAM sits in a chair in the corner. Ultraconservative, she alone of the women wears the chador, draped
in black from head-to-toe. A veil covers her face
completely, except for her eyes. She even wears long black
gloves.
ELDERLY AUNT MARIAM
(croaks)
If it be Allah’s will.
ANOTHER ELDERLY AUNT across the room lifts a finger and
grunts agreement and smiles toothlessly.
Noora laughs.
Elderly Aunt Mariam in the chair glowers at her.
Infected by Noora’s laugh, a YOUNGER GIRL COUSIN laughs too.
Now there’s two of them laughing.
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ELDERLY AUNT MARIAM
You shouldn’t laugh, child.
Why not?

NOORA
Is it unhappy birthday?

ELDERLY AUNT MARIAM
(scowls)
Allah punishes those who disrespect
their elders.
Gaunt and careworn, an aged Shareef comes through the front
door. The intervening years have weighed on him. He carries
a BASKET.
SHAREEF
How did you get out of your room?
NOORA
Uncle Ahmed came to get me.
Shareef looks at his brother.
UNCLE AHMED
The party was starting.
was open.
SHAREEF
That’s not possible.
myself.

Her door

I locked it

UNCLE AHMED
I don’t know what to tell you.
Shareef hands Noora the basket.
SHAREEF
Happy birthday, Noora.
She starts to laugh then, catching old Aunt Mariam out of the
corner of her eye, squealches it.
NOORA
Unhappy birthday.
laugh.

You shouldn’t

SHAREEF
Don’t be silly. Happy birthday.
Look inside.
Noora lifts the lid off the basket, revealing
THREE TINY KITTENS.
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Ahmed and Hanaan’s teenage DAUGHTER, SALWA, swoops in.
Kittens!

SALWA
They’re adorable!

Trying not to laugh, Noora pokes them gently.
No.

SALWA
Like this.

She scoops one up and cradles it under her chin. The Younger
Girl Cousin, grinning, scoops up a second kitten and cuddles
it. The kittens purr loudly.
SALWA
Poor little things, shut in a
basket.
NOORA
Poor little things.
Noora goes to grab the third kitten and laughs. Alarmed, the
kitten skitters to the furthermost edge of the basket and
hisses.
SALWA
You’re scaring it.
Salwa gathers up the third kitten. And goes off. Noora
follows, creaking clumsily after like Frankenstein.
Carrying one of the kittens, the Younger Girl Cousin imitates
Noora behind her back and laughs. Noora pivots around and,
seeing that her cousin is laughing at her, laughs too.
The Toothless Aunt makes a face. She turns to HAIDAR, Ahmed
and Hanaan’s 25-year-old SON, and wags a finger toward Noora.
Haidar...

TOOTHLESS AUNT
What’s wrong with her?

Haidar shrugs.
HAIDAR
She wears those leg braces all the
time.
TOOTHLESS AUNT
No, I mean with her head.
ELDERLY AUNT MARIAM
The desert. They spent almost
seventeen years there.
(MORE)
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ELDERLY AUNT MARIAM (CONT'D)
She never went to school. Her
brain could fit through the eye of
a needle.
TOOTHLESS AUNT
You’re not sharing a room with her,
are you, Mariam?
ELDERLY AUNT MARIAM
Allah be praised, I’m in with
Salwa.
TOOTHLESS AUNT
Allah be praised. When are you
going home?
Soon.

ELDERLY AUNT MARIAM
A week, more or less.

TOOTHLESS AUNT
I heard the buildings are brand
new.
ELDERLY AUNT MARIAM
Would you believe it? Just built
and we won’t have any hot water,
but they put up a cell phone tower
across the street.
TOOTHLESS AUNT
Allah, what a world.
She holds up her glass.
ELDERLY AUNT MARIAM
Get me some more tea, Haidar.
Haidar takes the glass and crosses to the table. There is no
more tea. He passes Shareef and his father and heads into
the
INT. KITCHEN
As he is refilling the tea pot...
OUTSIDE THE WINDOW,
his girlfriend, LULUWA, a sylph of a 20-something Sunni girl,
frantically SIGNALS him.
Careful not to be seen, Haidar slips out the back-door.
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INT. LIVING ROOM
A frustrated (eternally frustrated) Ahmed remonstrates with
his brother:
UNCLE AHMED
We’re short of food. We don’t have
enough water. You can’t help with
the rent, but you get her kittens?
SHAREEF
I thought they would make her
happy.
UNCLE AHMED
Everything makes her happy. The
girl never stops laughing. If a
bomb dropped she’d laugh. What
about me? Look at how many mouths
I have to feed.
Aunt Hanaan overhears.
AUNT HANAAN
Don’t listen to him. We’re
blessed. We should spend our days
counting our blessings.
Salwa rolls her eyes.
SALWA
Haidar’s so blessed he can’t finish
university. I’m so blessed I can’t
go to the hair salon to work
because I’m afraid some extremist
asshole will blow it up. Fareed’s
so blessed-Salwa.

UNCLE AHMED
Enough.

Clucking irritably, Salwa focusses again on the kittens while
FATIMA, a COUSIN IN HER TWENTIES looks around the room.
FATIMA
Where is Fareed?
AUNT HANAAN
He’ll be home soon. He had a
soccer match.
On the floor beside Salwa, Noora studies the
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HELIUM-FILLED BIRTHDAY BALLOONS
bobbing against the ceiling. Their long strings dangle
nearly to the floor. She pulls one down, then releases it.
One of the kittens jumps after the departing string.
Enthralled, Noora watches the balloon rise back to the
ceiling.
Fatima complains to Salwa:
FATIMA
My hair looks awful today, doesn’t
it? It’s completely flat.
SALWA
I told you ages ago you should wear
it shorter.
Noora repeats plucking the balloon down. The attentive
kitten swats at the string and leaps as Noora lets it go
again.
FATIMA
(to Salwa)
Go get your scissors.
AUNT HANAAN
Put those kittens back in the
basket first.
UNCLE AHMED
And take them outside.
Why?

SALWA
They’re not--

AUNT HANAAN/UNCLE AHMED
(practically in unison)
Don’t argue.
Salwa grumpily gathers two of the kittens and puts them back
in the basket.
SALWA
Poor things.
NOORA
(echoes)
Poor things.
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Salwa picks up the basket and goes out, heading for the front
door. Noora follows carrying the third kitten.
CUT TO:
EXT. COURTYARD -- DAY
At the farthest point of the courtyard, beyond the back-door,
Haidar and Luluwa huddle together. Face to face. On the
ground. Knees and arms entwined. They KISS -- anxiously,
breathlessly. Haidar swoops in for kisses even as Luluwa
talks in hurried whispers.
LULUWA
I’m not sure what happened (kiss).
I just know (kiss)... My family
(kiss)... I can’t see you.
HAIDAR
Yes, you can. Open your eyes.
You’re seeing me.
I can’t.

LULUWA
You know what I mean.

He leans in for another kiss.
LULUWA
Not for a while (kiss) I told you
(kiss) Stop it, Haidar. I’m
serious. There’s going to be
trouble. Othman and them... all
the Sunnis around here (kiss)...
She stands up.
Luluwa.

HAIDAR
Don’t go yet.

LULUWA
They’ve got so many guns.
really scared.

I’m

He gets up too and kisses her.
LULUWA
I love you. I need you too much.
She hugs him tight.
LULUWA
I don’t know when I’ll get to be
with you again.
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HAIDAR
It’s crazy.
LULUWA
They’re crazy. Please be careful.
You.

HAIDAR

She kisses him hard.
Bye, baby.

LULUWA

And takes off, scrambling over the back wall.
after.

He looks

A LOUD KISSING SOUND behind him makes him turn.
NOORA
peeks around the corner at him.
kitten.

She’s holding a squirming

Haidar snarls at her.
Bye, baby.

NOORA

She kisses the kitten hard, then snarls at Haidar, imitating
him.
HAIDAR
Don’t you dare say a word to
anyone.
Haidar storms off.
CUT TO:
EXT. FRONT PART OF COURTYARD -- DAY
Hanaan carries out a platter of baklava and passes it.
Most everyone has come out to sit in a circle with plates of
food on their laps. They drink tea and nibble at the baklava
and make small talk.
ELDERLY AUNT MARIAM
Where did you get the honey for the
baklava, Hanaan?
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AUNT HANAAN
I didn’t make it. Mohammed the
baker did.
On a nearby chair the cousin sits as Salwa cuts her hair.
Fatima has her eyes closed in anticipation.
In a corner of the courtyard, Noora opens the basket of
kittens and stares in.
SALWA
Noora, let the kittens out.
No.
Why not?

AUNT HANAAN
SALWA
They can’t go anywhere.

No answer.
Aunt Mariam helps herself to another piece of baklava.
ELDERLY AUNT MARIAM
So nice, so soft.
ANOTHER COUSIN
Everything he bakes is wonderful.
SALWA
As long as he can get the
ingredients.
ANOTHER COUSIN
The shortages are terrible.
TOOTHLESS AUNT
Disgusting.
HAIDAR
Do you think the Americans have
shortages?
Haidar...
What?

AUNT HANAAN
The Americans-HAIDAR

SHAREEF
(almost to himself)
The Americans finally came.
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ELDERLY AUNT MARIAM
(to Haidar)
Don’t interrupt your elders.
Haidar ignores her.
HAIDAR
They can say we’re free now as much
as they want, but I don’t feel
free. We’re all trapped here.
Listening to this, Noora studies the kittens.
disappears inside.

Hard.

Then

ELDERLY AUNT MARIAM
It is the way it is. Nothing can
be done to change God’s will.
You’re too young to realize this.
Haidar rolls his eyes.
Noora reappears with the bunch of helium balloons. RETURNING
TO THE BASKET OF KITTENS, SHE SQUATS DOWN BESIDE THEM.
Distant gun shots make everyone but Noora stiffen. Aunt
Mariam yelps and trembles. She buries her face in her hands.
In the next moment, 12-year-old FAREED, Ahmed and Hanaan’s
younger son, flies through the gate at a dead run -- panting,
bruised, cradling one of his arms, bleeding from his knee,
his nose. Hanaan overturns her chair as she stands.
Fareed!

AUNT HANAAN
What happened to you?

He practically collapses in her arms. He can’t talk for
catching his breath. Everyone but Noora gathers round.
AUNT HANAAN
Allah defend us, look!
bleeding!

You’re

Ahmed takes over supporting the boy as Hanaan hurries inside.
Tell us!

UNCLE AHMED

HAIDAR
Who beat you up?
FAREED
...Sunni... Abbas...
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HAIDAR
Othman’s little brother?
FAREED
...Luluwa’s cousin.
Fareed glares at his brother.
UNCLE AHMED
Who’s Luluwa?
Ask him.

FAREED

His father looks at him.
head.

Haidar grimaces and shakes his

HAIDAR
We heard shots.
Hanaan returns with water and a cloth.
nose.

She dabs at Fareed’s

In the corner beyond, NOORA CAREFULLY TIES THE HELIUM
BALLOONS TO THE KITTENS. She makes elaborate slings out of
several balloons for each one.
Fareed winces as his mother cleans him up.
steady.

Salwa holds him

UNCLE AHMED
Were they shooting at you?
FAREED
They say... they’re... taking back
the... neighborhood.
SALWA
It’s always been Shi’ia here.
UNCLE AHMED
What makes them think they can do
that?
FAREED
AK-47’s and missile launchers.
Shit.

HAIDAR

25.

UNCLE AHMED
They won’t get away with it. Every
single one of those bastards will
bring the sword of Mohammed down on
his own head.
Such talk upsets Shareef. He rubs the palms of his hands
together. Rubs and rubs them.
UNCLE AHMED
Whatever they do to us is nothing
compared to what we’ll do to them.
SHAREEF
Excuse me...
He bows out of the group.
CUT TO:
INT. KITCHEN -- DAY
At the kitchen sink, Shareef
under the dribble of water.
palms. They look completely
to him. He turns on the tap

scrubs his hands, then rinses
Afterwards, he examines his
clean to us, but evidently not
and scrubs them again.

As if he could see him, Ahmed calls from the courtyard.
Shareef!

UNCLE AHMED (O.S.)
Don’t waste water!

Shareef quickly turns off the tap.
CUT TO:
EXT. AHMED’S COURTYARD -- AFTERNOON
Fareed -- still surrounded by worried family -- points.
Look!

FAREED

Everyone turns to see the
KITTENS
FLOAT UP IN THE AIR. Noora is releasing them. The first is
already drifting off. A second kitten rises, not far behind.
The last kitten goes, clearing the courtyard wall. Noora
beams with pleasure as she watches the kittens carried aloft.
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Salwa SCREAMS.
Shareef rushes outside.
Noora!

SHAREEF

Shareef hurries over, but Hanaan gets there first.
Noora by the shoulders and shakes her.
AUNT HANAAN
What are you doing?? What do you
think you’re doing??!
Noora is baffled by her aunt’s fury.
NOORA
I set them free.
ELDERLY AUNT MARIAM
You horrible, wretched girl.
SALWA
Where’s your heart?
Salwa bursts into tears.
NOORA
Right here.
She points to her chest.
SALWA
You know that’s not what I mean.
TOOTHLESS AUNT
Allah, what’s this world coming to?
NOORA
(to Salwa)
No, what do you mean?
UNCLE AHMED
God, please give her a brain.
Rubbing his hands together, Shareef looks stricken.
ELDERLY AUNT MARIAM
Of course, she’s violent and
ignorant. All she’s ever seen is
violence and ignorance. Imagine
staying in the desert for seventeen
years!

She grabs

27.

SALWA
Poor things.
NOORA
They’re not poor things.
free.

They’re

SALWA
They’re helpless little babies and
you’ve killed them!
NOORA
(wants to explain )
No, I haven’t. Look at them.
They’re not trapped any more.
They’re free. They’re free now.
She points:
EXT. SKY
The kittens disappear into the clouds.
EXT. COURTYARD
Salwa slaps Noora. Hard. Wailing, tears streaming, she runs
into the house. Noora looks after, totally bewildered.
CUT TO:
INT. NOORA’S ROOM -- NIGHT
Noora is in her room in her
mirror, TRYING TO CRY. Her
imitation of Salwa’s crying
licks her fingers and drags
simulating the trails tears

nightgown. She stands before her
face is squinched up in an
face, but nothing happens. She
trails of saliva down her cheeks,
make.

There’s a knock. The key turns the lock.
There stands Shareef.

The door opens.

SHAREEF
I need to talk to you.
Noora laughs and clumps over to the spot on the bed where
Shareef indicates she should sit. He pulls the chair close.
SHAREEF
I want to talk about this
afternoon.

28.

NOORA
Salwa was crying.
Yes...

SHAREEF

NOORA
I can’t cry.
I know.

SHAREEF

NOORA
Why can’t I?
SHAREEF
Feelings are a part of having
gravity. You don’t have any
gravity. It’s not your fault.
NOORA
Are they having feelings?
and Aunt Hanaan.

Salwa

SHAREEF
Yes. Losing the kittens makes them
have feelings.
NOORA
What feelings?
SHAREEF
It makes them sad.
Why?

NOORA

SHAREEF
Because there’s no way to get the
kittens back.
Rubbing his hands together, he gazes at her dolefully with
his hang-dog eyes.
NOORA
Where did they go?
SHAREEF
Away from here.
NOORA
But they’ll be back.
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No.

SHAREEF
They’re gone forever.

As Noora struggles to comprehend the meaning of ‘forever,’ a
staccato round from an automatic weapon interrupts, cracking
open the night.
Footsteps race down the hallway outside the room.
More gunfire.

The sounds
CROSSCUT TO:

EXT. AHMED’S ROOF -- NIGHT
Haidar clambers up the rooftop water tank steps while Salwa
and Fareed run to the wall that encircles the roof. Flashes
illuminate the dark. Salwa looks up at Haidar.
SALWA
Can you see anything?
From his higher vantage point, Haidar SPOTS
SKIRMISHES.
HAIDAR
Shit’s heading this way.
Fareed clambers up beside Haidar.
below:
Children!

Their mother calls from

AUNT HANAAN (O.S.)
Where are you?!

Haidar shoves his brother.
HAIDAR
Get your ass downstairs.
Fareed hangs tight to the railing.
OPPOSING REBEL GANGS, suddenly in the immediate vicinity,
take shots at each other, duck for cover, fire more shots.
Boys and men barely older than boys.
Into view comes a group which includes ABBAS, the boy who
pummelled Fareed. Everyone is armed. His older brother,
OTHMAN, carries the AK-47.
It’s them!
Othman.

FAREED
That fuck, Abbas, and
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Haidar claps a hand over his little brother’s mouth to shut
him up.
AROUND THE CORNER,
slinks a GANG OF SHI’IA YOUTH.
OTHMAN, ABBAS and their gang can’t see the SHI’IA GANG. They
don’t know how close they are, but they are heading straight
for one another.
Fareed bites Haidar.

Haidar lets go.

FAREED
(screams to the Shi’ia)
SHI’IA -- SUNNIS TO THE LEFT!
While the Shi’ia rush around the corner and the Sunni charge
forward, weapons blasting,
OTHMAN
pivots and fires a round, toward the sound of Fareed’s voice.
Salwa screams.
The bullets whiz past -- very close -- as Haidar DIVES off
the water tank steps with Fareed. They tumble onto the roof.
Suddenly, FIGHTER JETS zoom overhead.

Then come the BOMBS.
CUT TO:

INT. HALLWAY OUTSIDE BEDROOMS -- NIGHT
Salwa runs from the roof stairs and down the hall.
Bombs!!!

SALWA

Haidar drags Fareed after.
them.

Their father thunders toward

Shareef hustles Noora out of her room. A CLOSE-BY BOMB rocks
the house. Everyone bounces off the walls. Noora laughs.
ON THE GROUND FLOOR,
Hanaan shrieks frantically. Aunt Mariam hangs onto Hanaan
with both hands digging in like claws.
CUT TO:
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INT. BASEMENT -- NIGHT
Ahmed herds Noora and Shareef down the stairs to the dark
basement. Another bomb rocking the house swipes their legs
out from under them. Noora trips too. She falls. And
laughs out loud as dust from the concussion sprinkles down on
her like a coating sugar.
AUNT HANAAN (O.S.)
Make her stop that infernal
cackling! We’re going to die here!
Heads buried, Hanaan and Salwa huddle on either side of
Haidar. A wailing Aunt Mariam clings to Hanaan. Salwa has
Fareed’s head in her lap and a death grip on him.
Shareef helps Noora up.
Child!

SHAREEF
Hush!

The rat-a-ta-tat of automatic gunfire is close.
Shareef hurries Noora the rest of the way down the stairs, as
quickly as he can, the crippled girl, step by step.
LATER -Hanaan pulls her kids to the floor, beneath the bench.
Mariam is already curled there. Fareed’s face presses
against his mother’s bosom.
On the bench, Ahmed stares at the floor.
rubs his hands together.

Aunt

Beside him, Shareef

There is a SMALL, DUSTY-STREAKED HIGH WINDOW that affords the
only view out of the basement. Noora squints up through it,
into the sky, looking for the kittens in the illuminations
made by the bombs.
NOORA
(quietly)
Meow...
No one notices as Noora begins to undo her leg braces.
CUT TO:
EXT. ALLEY -- NIGHT
The SHI’IA AND SUNNI GANGS fight on. From a SHED, Othman
drags out a ROCKET-PROPELLED MISSILE LAUNCHER.
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OTHMAN
(yells orders)
Get out the box! Abbas, the box!
Hurry, you guys! Move!
Excited, the boys wrestle out the box of missiles.
gunfire all around them.

There’s
CUT TO:

INT. AHMED’S BASEMENT -- NIGHT
Holed up, the family is quiet -- all but Hanaan and Aunt
Mariam who both cry. Outside, GUNFIRE rips the dark to
shreds, then
BOOM!
THE HOUSE NEXT DOOR BLOWS UP.
So does part of Ahmed’s house. GAPING HOLES. ROOF TEARS
OFF. Chunks of concrete and plaster fall. Aunt Mariam
WAILS:
Allah!

ELDERLY AUNT MARIAM

AN EERY HUSH descends as the rubble settles. Everyone has
their arms crossed defensively over their heads. The silence
is deeper and more solemn for all the chaos and noise that
came before. One beat. Two beats. In a moment,
NOORA
FLOATS OUT OF THE SWIRLING DUST, her white nightgown luminous
in the still-churning motes. She RISES UP. From the
basement to the
FIRST FLOOR.
From the first floor to the
SECOND FLOOR.
And calls quietly to the kittens.
NOORA
Here, kitty, kitty.
IN THE BASEMENT,

I’m coming.
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hearing her, Shareef uncurls and crawls toward the spot where
he’d last seen her.
CUT TO:
EXT. STREET -- NIGHT
The missile launcher on his shoulder, locked and loaded,
Othman, steadied by his gang of boys, AIMS AND FIRES.
He and the kids watch as the missile shoots upwards.
hold their breaths. Eyes wide.

They

The missile goes and goes and goes.
Then, BOOM! -- A HIT!
Overhead, a DAMAGED JET veers off course.
Wounded, it
CAREENS, pitching and rolling. BLACK SMOKE trails out of it.
Othman and the boys WHOOP and cheer.
IN THE SKY,
A PARACHUTE OPENS.
CUT TO:
INT. AHMED’S BASEMENT -- NIGHT
Groping, Shareef finds one of Noora’s leg braces.
Gasping, he looks frantically around, then UP

Empty.

INTO THE NIGHT
where Noora LEVITATES high above the TORN-OPEN ROOF.
From the bench, Ahmed sees too.
A gusting wind carries Noora OUT OF SIGHT.
Noora!!

SHAREEF
No!!!

Shareef charges up the basement stairs.
follows him.

Astonished, Ahmed

AUNT HANAAN
What is it?!! What’s happened?!!!
Noora’s empty brace catches the light of an exploding bomb.

34.

AUNT HANAAN
Don’t move!!
She mashes her children against her again.
CUT TO:
EXT. SKY -- NIGHT
Light as a feather, Noora ASCENDS INTO THE NIGHT SKY. Her
flowing white nightgown glows. Drafts of air buffet her,
then release her.
NOORA
Here kitty, kitty, kitty...
BELOW HER,
the city SPREADS OUT. She SEES PEOPLE RUNNING, POCKETS OF
FIGHTING, EXPLOSIONS here and there. Moment by moment, the
scene SHRINKS. The people are soon no bigger than ants -but no insect colony on earth would be so chaotic.
It isn’t long before the city becomes a mere PATCH OF
BRIGHTNESS, punctuated by flashes of even-greater brightness.
It seems to pulse. FLARES illuminate the sky. Beyond the
city’s borders lies the
DESERT
where all is COMPLETE DARKNESS.
CUT TO:
EXT. HIGHER IN THE SKY -- NIGHT
High above Noora, the PARACHUTE drifts down.
The MAN IN THE PARACHUTE, PILOT BOB SUSHITZKY, is wounded.
He CLINGS TO CONSCIOUSNESS, but he is no more than HALFAWAKE. He still wears a HELMET, GOGGLES AND AN OXYGEN MASK.
THERE, FLOATING UP TOWARD HIM, is what he thinks must be an
ANGEL.
Her hair streams out around her head. Her white gown is so
bright it seems lit from within. Her mouth is wide open in a
broad smile. Is that laughter coming from her?
He blinks.

The vision persists, coming closer.
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He GRABS HOLD as she reaches him, wrapping his arms around
her before he rushes past in his parachute. She’s warm. She
YELPS.
NOORA
Let go of me! I have to get the
kittens! Let go!
PILOT BOB
(muffled by his mask)
No... Please... Angel...
She flails among the cords of his parachute, disturbing it.
Suddenly, they DROP very fast.
CUT TO:
EXT. STREET OUTSIDE AHMED’S HOUSE -- NIGHT
Ahmed follows Shareef out of the yard to the street. He
looks up into the night and sees the PARACHUTE coming down.
UNCLE AHMED
She... she...
Shareef hurries off toward the direction of the parachute.
Ahmed mounts his only vehicle, a three-wheeled motorcycle
with a little flatbed on back. He revs it to life and
rumbles after Shareef.
Ahmed pulls up beside his brother.
back and off they speed.

Shareef climbs onto the
CUT TO:

EXT. CITY RESERVOIR -- NIGHT
The reservoir is enclosed by a chain link fence. The water
level is drought-conditions low -- several feet of steeplyangled concrete are exposed. Pilot Bob and Noora drop into
the
WATER.
Luckily, the reservoir is still DEEP ENOUGH to absorb their
fall.
Their landing makes a big SPLASH.
On impact, Bob releases Noora.

He SINKS as she RISES UP.
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She breaks the surface, arms raised, passive, surrendering,
fully expecting to float up. But she doesn’t. She is
astonished.
NOORA
Look at me! I’m down.
Earth.

On.

The.

She splashes the water.
NOORA
Gravity, gravity, gravity!
gravity!!

I have
CUT TO:

EXT. FENCE ENCLOSING RESERVOIR -- NIGHT
Shareef shakes the gate, rattles the chain that keeps it
closed, bangs at the padlock. Ahmed stares in at Noora
floating beside the parachute which bobs on the surface,
translucent.
UNCLE AHMED
Move aside.
He pulls out a pistol and shoots the padlock to smithereens.
The gate falls open.
CUT TO:
EXT. RESERVOIR -- NIGHT
Noora caresses the surface of the water as she bobs up and
down.
NOORA
It’s a miracle.
Ecstatic, she dives and shoots off like a dolphin. She resurfaces. Beams. Dives again. Reappears above Bob.
Smiling, she stares down at him.
Thank you.
He doesn’t respond.

NOORA
He isn’t moving.

Her smile fades.

She dives down to him. She wraps her arms around him... and
pulls him to the surface. Bob sputters as he hits air.
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NOORA
Let’s fall in again!
His eyes are barely open, dim slits.
JUST THEN,
HANDS
GRAB her. Ahmed and Shareef have waded in.
Noora to the side. She hangs on to Bob.

Shareef drags

NOORA
I want to stay here! Let go of me!
I have gravity! I found it!
SHAREEF
It’s just the water...
On the concrete lip, Ahmed pries Bob loose.
moaning.

Bob falls aside,

Noora rises up, weightless again.
Oh no...

NOORA
It’s gone.

Shareef hangs on to her.

She stretches her arms toward Bob.

GUNS ON THE GROUND
get closer.
TWO AMERICAN HELICOPTERS
swoop in, silhouettes, illuminated by the magnesium flares
shot off by the Sunnis.
Anxious to get out of there, Shareef hustles off with Noora.
Ahmed hurries after.
SHAREEF
What about the American?!
Leave him!

UNCLE AHMED
He’s not our problem!

The GUNFIRE ON THE GROUND is nearly upon them. Considerable
fire power is already being unloaded on the American
helicopters.
The CHOPPERS,
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caught in too much CROSSFIRE, hover another brief moment,
then buzz up and AWAY.
Shareef shoves the buoyant Noora into Ahmed’s arms.
Take her!

SHAREEF
Hold on tight!

Ever-astonished, Ahmed grips Noora.
UNCLE AHMED
(breathless)
You don’t weigh anything at all...
Shareef gapes at the American pilot sprawled on the concrete,
then looks at his own hands.
UNCLE AHMED
I must be dreaming...
Shareef hurries toward Bob.
Shareef!

UNCLE AHMED
What are you doing?!

SHAREEF
We can’t leave him!
be on our hands!

His blood will

UNCLE AHMED
No, it won’t!
Noora laughs her hollow laugh.
LATER, AT THE THREE-WHEELER:
Ahmed pins Noora down in the bed while Shareef hoists the
wounded and bleary American pilot on board.
SHAREEF
Stay on top of her!
Shareef covers them both with the black tarp that was there.
Only Noora’s face peeks out; it looks like she’s wearing a
chador. She continues to laugh.
Ahmed drives the three-wheeler off, PAST
ONCOMING SUNNI REBELS,
Othman and Abbas among them. There is enough going on that
the rebels ignore the two old men and the mad woman.
ARRIVING AT THE RESERVOIR,
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Sunnis converge from all sides. They turn their attention to
the parachute floating on the water. Obviously thinking the
pilot is still beneath it, they shoot the shit out of it.
CUT TO:
EXT. AHMED’S COURTYARD -- NIGHT
Noora floats overhead, wearing a hastily-fashioned harness.
She’s tied to a tree branch. She peers over the wall, into
the distance.
Ahmed sits below, gaping up at her in wonder.
UNCLE AHMED
How are you doing that?
Beside him, Bob is propped against the tree trunk, limp and
breathing hard. Shareef ties a bandage (of rags tied end to
end) around Bob’s chest, hoping to staunch the bleeding.
He glances up at Noora.
SHAREEF
She’s too high.
What?

UNCLE AHMED

Shareef grabs hold of the rope and draws Noora down toward
the ground. She’s now lower than the wall.
NOORA
(hisses)
Let me see.
Sssh...

SHAREEF

He passes the rope to Ahmed and squeezes his hand around it.
SHAREEF
Hold her down. Someone might
notice her.
UNCLE AHMED
Why not? Why are you hiding her?
Why hide a miracle?
Shareef steps into the
NEARBY SHED.
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It’s dilapidated, but will do for a shelter for Bob, at least
for the time being. He moves aside junk and tools, making
room.
UNCLE AHMED (O.S.)
How many miracles are there in this
world?
Exactly.

SHAREEF

UNCLE AHMED (O.S.)
Yes. Exactly. Miracles inspire
people.
Shareef comes out for Bob.
UNCLE AHMED
...If you had a flying carpet-SHAREEF
She’s not a flying carpet.
girl.

She’s a

Shareef hauls Bob to the shelter, It’s a struggle, but Ahmed
doesn’t get up to help. He’s stunned, too stunned to move.
He holds his head between his hands.
UNCLE AHMED
I must really and truly be
dreaming. There’s an American
soldier in my shed. And she
floats, Allah, she floats.
IN THE SHED,
Shareef lays Bob on the floor, as gently as he can.
UNCLE AHMED (O.S.)
What are we going to do with her?
Shareef comes out again.
Nothing.

SHAREEF

UNCLE AHMED
There’s no such thing as nothing.
Even nothing is something.
SHAREEF
I’ll do what I’ve always done, keep
my promise to her mother.
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Using the heavy rubble left by the blast as ballast, Noora
makes her way to the shed.
SHAREEF
I’ll protect her.
UNCLE AHMED
Her mother’s dead. You said you
didn’t even know the woman.
SHAREEF
The world is a cruel place, even
more cruel if you’re different.
IN THE SHED,
Noora stares at Bob. Her face almost touches his. He
groans. Noora stares closely as his eyes slowly crank open.
He looks at her, floating above him.
unearthly than before.

She appears even more

NOORA
(whispers)
Take me back to the water.
Bob’s eyelids flutter closed.

With them, all goes

BLACK.
CUT TO:
INT. AHMED’S HOUSE -- NOORA’S BEDROOM -- DAY
Bang.

Bang.

Bang.

Shareef hammers, fitting bars over the window in Noora’s
room.
She sits behind him on the bed.
SHAREEF
It was my nightmare come true.
At the saw horse he’s set up, he cuts additional lengths of
rebar for more window bars.
As he works, Noora studies the ceiling overhead.
been nailed down over a hole made by the bombs.
SHAREEF
You’re not a kitten.
everything to me.

You’re

A tarp has
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The ceiling that is left is starting to flake. Dampness
crimps it. It bubbles and buckles with water damage. The
pictures Noora pasted there are soaked through, sodden and
curling.
In one spot, a DROP OF WATER is beginning to form.
CUT TO:
INT. AHMED’S HOUSE -- KITCHEN -- DAY
At the kitchen table, Ahmed studies Bob’s American militaryissue GPS device, trying to get it to work. Hanaan dumps an
armful of bloody rags in front of him.
UNCLE AHMED
Get them off the table!
AUNT HANAAN
Ahmed, what’s he doing in our home?
UNCLE AHMED
My crazy brother with blood on his
hands brought him here!
(waves at the rags)
Rinse them out before the kids see.
Hanaan moves the cloths to the sink and runs water over them.
AUNT HANAAN
What are we going to do about him?
Ahmed shakes the unresponsive GPS device and bangs it on the
table.
Hanaan sits, facing her husband.
AUNT HANAAN
(urgently)
Get rid of him, Ahmed.
in the street.

Put him out

UNCLE AHMED
So the Sunnis can torture him?
They’ll cut off his head.
AUNT HANAAN
Let’s not be involved.
UNCLE AHMED
Are we killers, Hanaan?
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AUNT HANAAN
What business is it of ours?
UNCLE AHMED
Are we barbarians? Aren’t we
different from them?
AUNT HANAAN
(shrilly)
We can’t keep him here!
He bangs the G.P.S. again.
Stop it!

The sound grates.

AUNT HANAAN
What is that thing?

UNCLE AHMED
GPS. Global positioning.
Satellite... A way for the
soldier’s people to find him.
AUNT HANAAN
You think they’ll come for him?
UNCLE AHMED
Maybe it just needs new batteries.
AUNT HANAAN
I wish they’d come soon.
bad, Ahmed, very bad.

This is

Sniffling, Hanaan wipes her eyes.
UNCLE AHMED
A live American pilot -- he could
be very valuable to us.
AUNT HANAAN
For what except a death sentence?
UNCLE AHMED
Think about it -- everyone will
want him. We can use him. For
bargaining. If it gets really
rough around here, we might just be
able to save our necks.
AUNT HANAAN
He won’t be a live American pilot
for long. He’s going to die
without medicine.

44.

UNCLE AHMED
Then we’d better get him medicine.
CUT TO:
INT. NOORA’S BEDROOM -- DAY
The drop of water on the ceiling dangles, elongating,
trembling. Noora watches it attentively.
The drop FALLS, landing squarely on her nose.
it. Smells it. Tastes it. Her eyes widen.

She touches

Water!
Occupied with his sawing, Shareef doesn’t notice Noora leave
the room.
CUT TO:
INT. BOMBED-OUT SECOND FLOOR -- DAY
Noora clumps past Haidar as he covers exposed parts of the
house with tarps.
CUT TO:
EXT. ROOF -- DAY
Noora joins Fareed on the top step of the stairs beside the
water tank. She marvels at the sight of the water -- four
feet deep or so -- as Fareed finishes pouring in a bucketful.
NOORA
It’s called a water tank?
FAREED
It’s not such a big deal. It’s
just a tank that holds our water.
What happened to you last night?
NOORA
We fell in.
What?

FAREED

NOORA
Water tank...
Noora savors this magical new phrase.
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FAREED
Every house has a tank.
NOORA
I’ve never heard that.
one.

Or seen

FAREED
It got damaged last night. I
plugged up the holes myself.
Noora steps into air and FALLS INTO THE TANK with a splash.
Noora’s clothes cling to her. Every angle and curve of her
body, flesh shows through. Fareed gapes, mesmerized.
Her leg braces weigh her down, anchoring her feet to the
bottom of the tank.
She pulls off the braces and throws them away, one at a time,
up over the side of the tank where they land on the rooftop,
thunk! The sound
CROSSCUTS TO:
INT. NOORA’S BEDROOM -- DAY
Looking up at the ceiling as the second thunk! clunks
overhead, Shareef turns to Noora -- only to find that she’s
gone...
SHAREEF
(calls)
Noora?!
He hustles out.
CUT TO:
EXT. ROOF -- DAY
There’s barely enough room in the water for Noora to float
and certainly not enough room to swim. Disgruntled, she
scowls up at Fareed who still gapes down at her from the top
step.
NOORA
I thought it was the water, but
this isn’t right. This isn’t
gravity. Take me to the American.
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FAREED
(confused)
What American?
Fareed!

SHAREEF (O.S.)

Fareed whips around to see his uncle arriving from the second
floor. Blushing furiously, he takes off, jumping down from
the steps, bucket banging beside him.
SHAREEF
Have you seen Noora?
FAREED
I’m filling the tank.
Cringing guiltily, he rushes past.
Shareef spots Noora’s leg braces. Heart leaping to his
throat, he gapes up into the sky. Shading his eyes, he scans
360 degrees. Nothing. Not a bird. Not a cloud. Only the
shimmering heat of the merciless sun.
Then he hears water sloshing in the tank.
Noora?!

SHAREEF

NOORA (O.S.)
(voice reverberating in
the tank)
I fell in by myself, but I can’t
get out by myself.
Shareef hurries up the steps beside the tank.
CUT TO:
INT. NOORA’S BEDROOM -- DAY
Braces back on, a soaking-wet Noora sits on the bed with a
towel around her shoulders.
Shareef looks at her from the doorway.
SHAREEF
It’s only because I need to keep
you safe.
He closes the door, shutting her in.
tumbler.

The bolt turns in the
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Her attention drifts to the ceiling and the water damage.
Then she focusses on the door.
She gets up, clumps over and tries the knob.
in.

She’s locked

She crosses to the window and looks out through the bars.
CUT TO:
EXT./INT. SHED -- DAY
Shafts of sunlight slash into the shed where Bob lies flat
out on the floor. He is very weak. Not conscious. His
breath catches in his throat.
Ahmed and Shareef stand above him, on either side.
in harsh whispers.
SHAREEF
No, no, how many times do I have to
say no?
UNCLE AHMED
So you refuse to help this dying
man?
SHAREEF
The Sunnis control the hospital.
They control everything. They have
guards, armed militia. I cannot
help him.
UNCLE AHMED
Yes, you can. Noora could save
him.
SHAREEF
It’s too risky. I can’t risk it.
Why are you asking me this?
UNCLE AHMED
Because you’re the one who brought
him here. You said you didn’t want
his blood on your hands, but his
blood will most definitely be on
your hands when he dies. He needs
medicine.
SHAREEF
There has to be another way.

Arguing
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UNCLE AHMED
Yesterday, there was, but last
night the Sunnis took the hospital.
They’ll kill Shi’ia before helping
us.
Shareef sighs.
UNCLE AHMED
It would only be this once.
Not again.
more.

SHAREEF
Just one time and no

UNCLE AHMED
As you say.
SHAREEF
I have to be there too.
UNCLE AHMED
Without a doubt.
Pursing his lips, Shareef agrees.

He stalks out of the shed.
CUT TO

EXT. CITY STREETS -- NIGHT
Tonight, the town holds its breath. A PICK-UP truck, armed
with a mounted gun and full of Sunnis rumbles past the
EXT. ALLEY BESIDE THE HOSPITAL
Hiding, Shareef and Ahmed press against the building.
see that Ahmed and Shareef are holding a

We can

ROPE,
attached to something overhead.
Once the truck has passed, with Ahmed’s urging, they pay out
more rope. We FOLLOW IT UP THE
SIDE OF THE BUILDING
to
NOORA ASCENDING.
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Her harness is tied securely around her and the rope is
fastened to it. She carries an empty sack. When she reaches
AN OPEN WINDOW ON THE SEVENTH FLOOR,
Ahmed and Shareef hold the rope firm.
Noora points at the window, double-checking that it’s the
right one.
Ahmed signals from below that it is.
Noora makes her way inside...
INT. HOSPITAL SUPPLY ROOM
Holding onto whatever she can to keep herself from drifting
to the ceiling, Noora rifles through drawers and cabinets,
gathering needles and disinfectants and bandages and wound
creams and drip-bags full of fluids and antibiotics. She
fills the sack.
In a corner, she finds one of those metal hospital stands
with multiple arms from which to hang drip-bags. She rolls
the stand to the window and pushes it out.
EXT. ALLEY BESIDE HOSPITAL
The drip-stand CAREENS DOWN through the air. Shareef and
Ahmed leap out of the way as it loudly crash-lands.
Ahmed almost lets go of the rope.
tightly than ever.

Shareef holds it more

HERE AND THERE UP AND DOWN THE BUILDING,
lights snap on.

Shareef and Ahmed gape up.
CUT TO:

INT. HOSPITAL SUPPLY ROOM -- NIGHT
Noora looks around for anything else that might be needed
WHEN
she is YANKED OUT THE WINDOW SO FAST SHE’S ALMOST A BLUR.
She barely keeps hold of the sack.
CUT TO:
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EXT. SHED -- NIGHT
Shareef and Ahmed and Noora (back in leg braces and staring
hard at Bob) hold candles for light. Hanaan hangs a bag of
fluid on the stand, then inserts an IV needle into Bob’s arm.
SHAREEF
You do that like you know how.
I don’t.

AUNT HANAAN

UNCLE AHMED
You do too. She helped out in a
ward during the Kuwait war. You
can’t imagine the things she’s
seen.
Please.

SHAREEF
I don’t want to imagine.

Shareef hands his candle to Noora, then aims for a pan of
cool water beside Bob to wash his hands.
No.

AUNT HANAAN
You’ll dirty it.

Shareef heads out.
kitchen.

Soon, they hear water running in the
CUT TO:

INT. KITCHEN -- NIGHT
At the kitchen sink, Shareef scrubs his hands.
CUT TO:
INT. SHED -- NIGHT
Shareef wasting water annoys Ahmed, but yelling out would be
inappropriate in the silence, at this hour.
Bob stirs.

Noora starts.

Ahmed notices how she reacts to Bob, how intently she’s
focussed. She waits with breathless anticipation for more
from the American, but he lies still again.
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Hanaan peels the cloth off his forehead, dips it in the pan
of water, wrings it and replaces it. She stares into Bob’s
still face.
AUNT HANAAN
Man of war. If only you knew more
about peace.
CUT TO:
EXT. STREET -- DAY
A PUNCH
lands hard. Abbas, the 13-year-old Sunni kid who beat up
Fareed, staggers, his nose is broken and bleeding, but he
keeps on bragging.
ABBAS
You dogs are pathetic shit.
Fareed’s cousin, Fatima, is among those, mostly girls,
goading from the sidelines.
SIDELINE GIRL
Hit him again!
The SHI’IA TWENTY-SOMETHINGS surrounding him do.
ABBAS
(slurs)
We shot down a jet.
have you done?

What the fuck

ANOTHER SHI’IA
Hit the little pig!
The Shi’ia pound Abbas.
down.

More blood spurts.

Blood pours

FATIMA
You touch Fareed again -- you touch
any of us --- and you’re a dead
little Sunni pig!
Abbas moans in protest.

They mock him.

And hit him again.

Only when Abbas’ older brother, Othman, charges bellowing
into view with a gang of Sunni youth do they stop. And run.
Othman brandishes an automatic weapon.
Standing over his bruised and very bloodied little brother,
now collapsed flat out on the street, Othman FIRES.
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The Shi’ia streak out of there.
off with them.
Bullets fly.

There’s screaming.

Legs pumping, Fatima speeds
An OLD MAN is hit.

The fleeing Shi’ia race around a corner onto a wider street.
They PASS
AHMED’S SHOP
where, behind his shattered plate glass window, Ahmed stands
in the midst of the WRECKAGE that is now his store.
The place has been ransacked and looted.
stolen is broken.

What hasn’t been

The walls are defaced: DEATH TO SHI’IA! DEATH TO USA!
spray-painted in big letters. Sprayed there too is a
prominent image of a WINGED HEART, the insignia of Saddam’s
Royal Guard.
Ahmed doesn’t know whether to weep or to rage.
is still too shocked to do either.

Actually, he

Instead, in the mess, he spots a cardboard box labelled
BATTERIES. He goes and gets it. Moving mechanically, he
rights one of the splintered counters and sets the box on
top.
He pulls Bob’s GPS out of his pocket, opens the battery slot,
takes out the old 9v battery then sorts through the few
batteries left in the box, looking for a replacement. Not a
9 volt anywhere.
He CURSES -- spitting out an imprecation -- and throws the
old battery across the room. Then he crumples, yowling
frustration and covering his face with his hands. In a beat,
he hears:
SHIITE CLERIC’S VOICE
May your voice topple mountains.
Ahmed uncovers his eyes to see a SHIITE CLERIC, the
community’s sternest and most radical, in his doorway.
UNCLE AHMED
Salaam, Grand Ayatollah, salaam
aleikhem.
He pulls himself together to bow deeply, forehead to the
floor.
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SHIITE CLERIC’S VOICE
May the avenging sword of Mohammed
weigh as a feather in your hands.
When the Shiite Cleric says nothing more, Ahmed looks up.
The Cleric has gone.
Ahmed hurries to his doorway. The Cleric is moving slowly
down the street, drifting in his robes past the row of shops.
KHALED, owner of the MUSIC SHOP next-door, also stands in his
doorway looking after the Cleric.
Khaled.

UNCLE AHMED
Did they get your place?

KHALED
Except for my computer.
to save that. You?
Trashed.

I managed

UNCLE AHMED
Pigs.

Shaking their heads, they bid one another Salaam and each
return into his own shop to face clean-up.
But Ahmed can’t deal with it. He surveys the disaster, pulls
out the GPS to study once again, then goes out.
CUT TO:
EXT. CITY STREET -- DAY
Rubbing his hands together, Shareef stands in a BIG GROUP OF
UNEMPLOYED MEN. Young men. Old men like himself. Shi’ia.
Sunni. It is hot and the men have been waiting, but a CREW
BOSS has finally come for workers.
Me!

Me!

MAN BESIDE SHAREEF
Take me!

The man flexes his muscles.
CREW BOSS
Okay -- you. But not Gramps there.
He points at Shareef.
MAN BESIDE SHAREEF
Don’t worry! He’s not with me!
He’s old. He’s Shi’ia.
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CREW BOSS
There’s nothing more useless than
an old Shi’ia.
The man and other Sunnis laugh.
Mortified, Shareef hunches over and drops back into the
crowd.
THE MEN
who’ve been chosen to work clamber into the back of a truck.
The boss climbs into the cab. A STRONGMAN latches the rear.
ANOTHER STRONGMAN gets in to drive. The truck rumbles away,
belching the choking exhaust of diesel.
Many of the men left behind shake their fists and holler
after. In a moment, the truck is gone and the crowd of men
sags with disappointment.
Shareef examines his palms, rubs them together. Sighs.
stares out blankly as the waiting starts up again.

And

MAN IN CROWD
Here comes someone else!
VARIOUS MEN
(holler)
What do you need, mister?
Cleaning? Demolition?
BACKGROUND MAN
Who thought fighting and bombing
could be so good for work?
UNCLE AHMED (O.S.)
No. No. I don’t need anything.
I’m looking for...
Realizing that no work is forthcoming, the men groan and
complain.
UNCLE AHMED
...Shareef!
Seeing Ahmed, Shareef slowly makes his way to him through the
crowd.
CUT TO:
INT. AHMED’S SHOP -- DAY
Ahmed unearths a broom.

55.

UNCLE AHMED
You think you can get this place
cleaned up for me?
Ahmed thrusts the broom into Shareef’s hands.
SHAREEF
It’s better than standing in the
sun hoping for work.
UNCLE AHMED
It could take some time.
Shareef sweeps.
SHAREEF
I have time.
Ahmed watches him.
CUT TO:
INT. NOORA’S BEDROOM -- DAY
Noora stands at her window, looking out.
Down below, Haidar and Luluwa huddle together again in the
courtyard, kissing.
Noora watches them intently, MAKING KISSING NOISES.
Behind her, a key scrapes in the door and the door opens.
It’s Ahmed.
UNCLE AHMED
What are you doing?
She makes the KISSING SOUND.
UNCLE AHMED
You like the American, don’t you?
Noora clumps toward her uncle.
NOORA
Take me to him.
UNCLE AHMED
I have a problem. I need your
help. I’ll let you see him if you
promise to help me.
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NOORA
I’ll help you.
Good.

UNCLE AHMED

He goes to shut her in again.
NOORA
First, take me to the American.
Ahmed stares at her. She’s determined and stares right back.
A long beat. He’s been trumped.
She follows him out.
CUT TO:
INT. AHMED’S HOUSE -- DAY
Noora and Ahmed reach the bottom of the steps when old Aunt
Mariam suddenly yelps (O.S.) from the living room. There’s
the sound of a heavy box falling.
ELDERLY AUNT MARIAM (O.S.)
(trying not to shout)
Ahmed! Ahmed?! You have to come
see!
IN THE LIVING ROOM,
A box beside her, contents -- pots and pans and pilfered
sweets -- spilled out, Aunt Mariam huddles beside one of the
windows, frantically pointing outside.
ELDERLY AUNT MARIAM
(whispers)
Haidar’s kissing a girl! I think
she’s Sunni!
Ahmed crosses to Aunt Mariam as Noora heads through the
kitchen -- passing Fareed hammering wood over a hole in the
damaged wall. He watches her go out the back door.
CUT TO:
INT. SHED -- DAY
Noora goes into the shed, leaving the door open behind her.
Hooked up to the IV, Bob lies on the floor.
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Asleep or unconscious, it’s hard to tell -- but his breathing
is regular if raggedy.
CUT TO:
INT. AHMED’S HOUSE -- DAY
Ahmed storms toward the front door, Aunt Mariam follows on
his heels. Ahmed wheels on her.
UNCLE AHMED
Go upstairs. Go back to your
packing.
Obeying, Aunt Mariam scuttles up the steps.
AUNT MARIAM
Praise Allah that I get to go home.
CUT TO:
EXT. COURTYARD
Barrelling around the corner, Ahmed startles the cuddling
couple.
UNCLE AHMED
Haidar! What kind of shame are you
bringing to this house?!
They jump to their feet.

Panicked.
CUT TO:

INT. SHED -- DAY
Noora stares at Bob.
Wake up.

She pokes him.

No response.

NOORA

She pokes one of his wounds.

Still nothing.

Imitating Haidar and Luluwa, she KISSES him.
His eyes POP OPEN.
Suddenly awake, he moves instantly into action, rolling away
from Noora, going for his weapon, but it’s not there. He
full-on panics.
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PILOT BOB
(hoarsely)
Gun! Where’s my fucking gun?!
He looks around wildly. He sees Noora... and Fareed standing
in the open doorway, gaping at him. Fareed takes off.
FAREED
(calls loudly)
Dad?!! Dad!
Bob scrambles to the back of the shed. The IV rack falls
over. The needle rips from his arm. Desperate for cover, he
crawls behind as much stuff as he can.
CUT TO:
EXT. COURTYARD -- DAY
As Ahmed scolds Haidar and Luluwa, her terror resembles
Bob’s.
UNCLE AHMED
Don’t you dare talk back to me!
HAIDAR
But, listen-UNCLE AHMED
You listen!
Running up, Fareed interrupts:
Dad!

FAREED

UNCLE AHMED
(annoyed)
No, Fareed!
FAREED
Dad, there’s-Quiet!

UNCLE AHMED

FAREED
There’s an American in the shed.
This bombshell stops everyone cold. Using the distraction to
get the hell out of there, Luluwa runs off.
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Lu-No!

HAIDAR
UNCLE AHMED

But she’s already out the gate.
Dad...

FAREED

UNCLE AHMED
I told you, quiet!
Furious, he stalks toward the back of the courtyard.
astonished sons follow.

His two

CUT TO:
EXT./INT. SHED -- DAY
When Ahmed and Haidar and Fareed arrive in the doorway, Noora
is still kneeling beside Bob’s blanket. She points to the
dark corner.
NOORA
He’s hiding.
UNCLE AHMED
Come out, pilot.
PILOT BOB
(hisses from the corner)
Where the hell am I?
HAIDAR
Come the fuck out where we can see
you!
UNCLE AHMED
(to Haidar)
Silence!
HAIDAR
What’s he doing here?
PILOT BOB
Am I a hostage?
No.

UNCLE AHMED
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HAIDAR
How long has he been here?
PILOT BOB
(overlaps)
How long have I been here?
UNCLE AHMED
This is your second day.
Ahmed’s kids gape at him.
UNCLE AHMED
We won’t harm you. We’re trying to
help you. Return to the blanket.
When you’re strong enough, you can-PILOT BOB
(groans)
What happened?
NOORA
We fell in the water.
BOB
(overlaps)
I need to get out of here!
NOORA
Falling in with you was the most
different thing that ever happened
to me. We need to get back-My base!

PILOT BOB
I need to get to my base!

NOORA
--to the water.
UNCLE AHMED
You need to be on the IV drip,
young man. It is the only way you
will recover.
PILOT BOB
I’m bleeding...
UNCLE AHMED
Haidar, go get your mother.
HAIDAR
She knows too?
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UNCLE AHMED
(snarls)
Soon even the Sunnis will know,
thanks to your girlfriend! Go!
Ahmed shoves his son.

Haidar stumbles off.

UNCLE AHMED
Come out of there, Noora, let’s
leave the poor man be.
NOORA
Poor? How can he be poor? I
thought all Americans were rich.
Ahmed takes Noora by the hand and pulls her to her feet.
leads her out. Then shuts the door.

He

UNCLE AHMED
(through the decrepit
panels)
You are safe, young man. You were
safe before, but now you are safe
and alone. My wife will come soon
and hook you back up to the
antibiotics if you will let her.
Their footsteps recede.
The shed is black but for the shafts of light piercing
through holes in the rotten wood.
In a beat, Bob peeks out from his hiding place. He gnashes
his teeth in pain. Fresh blood seeps through his bandages.
He curls into the corner, feeling secure here, and hugs
himself. His head lolls back against the wall.
CUT TO:
INT. LIVING ROOM -- DAY
Salwa watches t.v. -- George Bush talking about the progress
the U.S. has made in Iraq. Dogging Haidar into the room,
Ahmed slaps him up side the head. Noora clumps after them.
UNCLE AHMED
You are a fool!
Stop it!

HAIDAR

Ahmed goes to slap him again, but Haidar ducks.
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HAIDAR
We can trust her!

She won’t tell!

SALWA
Who won’t tell what?
Noora makes a kissing sound.
NOORA
(imitates Haidar)
Don’t go, Luluwa.
HAIDAR
(growls at Noora)
Piss off!
UNCLE AHMED
You really think you can trust a
Sunni?
Yes!

HAIDAR
She loves me!

SALWA
Probably not after what happened
today.
HAIDAR
What happened?
SALWA
Fatima and a bunch of her friends
beat the shit out of her cousin.
What?

HAIDAR

SALWA
For hurting Fareed.
HAIDAR
But he didn’t really hurt Fareed.
SALWA
Well, they sure hurt Abbas.
Haidar buries his face in his hands.
HAIDAR
She won’t tell, I’m sure of it.
SALWA
She won’t tell what?

Papa?
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NOORA
About the American in the shed.
Startled, Salwa jumps to her feet.
American?
Sit down.

SALWA
UNCLE AHMED

Hanaan looks in from the kitchen.

Fareed is behind her.

AUNT HANAAN
I’m going to need more cotton roll.
FAREED
(to Salwa)
He’s wounded.
SALWA
How’d he get in our shed?!
There’s the sound of another heavy something dropping -heavier this time. It careens noisily down the steps.
Ahmed!

AUNT MARIAM (O.S.)
I need help!

UNCLE AHMED
Coming!
(harsh whisper to the
family)
Quiet. If Aunt Mariam hears she’ll
blab it to the Grand Ayatollah and
then we’ll have the Clerics on top
of the Sunni pigs-He hurries out to the
HALL.
Aunt Mariam stands at the top of the steps, wringing her
hands. Her clothing trunk lies at the bottom.
AUNT MARIAM
That’s the last of my things!
UNCLE AHMED
We’ll take care of it. Haidar,
help me carry it out to the threewheeler.
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Haidar and Ahmed lift the trunk and head outside with it.
Salwa follows them.
Aunt Mariam hobbles down the stairs.
good-bye.

Hanaan embraces her

AUNT HANAAN
May Allah bless your new home.
IN THE COURTYARD,
Haidar moans.
HAIDAR
Luluwa won’t tell.
UNCLE AHMED
(sotto voce)
By the beard of the prophet, I pray
that you’re right.
She won’t!

HAIDAR

SALWA
(voice raised)
We can’t keep him here!
Ssh!

UNCLE AHMED

SALWA
(loud whisper)
What are we going to do?!!
CUT TO:
INT. SHED -- EVENING
Still afraid to come out, Bob stays curled in the corner,
clinging to consciousness. Ahmed and Hanaan hover in the
doorway.
UNCLE AHMED
We need to move you. You’ll be
more secure in the basement. I beg
you to permit us.
AUNT HANAAN
If we were going to betray you, we
would have done it long before now.
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PILOT BOB
How many of you are there?
UNCLE AHMED
Altogether in my house we are
eight. Right now, right here, only
my wife and myself.
PILOT BOB
(practically crying)
Where’s my gun?
UNCLE AHMED
I don’t know.
I never saw a gun.
PILOT BOB
What about the GPS?
I have it.

UNCLE AHMED

Ahmed pulls out the device.
UNCLE AHMED
In my hand.
PILOT BOB
Give it to me.
UNCLE AHMED
It’s not working.
Throw it.

PILOT BOB

Ahmed tosses it into the corner. Bob finds it.
turn it on, but it’s dead. He whimpers.

He tries to

UNCLE AHMED
I’m hoping it only needs a new
battery. Nothing would please me
more than to summon your troops to
come for you.
Bob dares to peek out.
PILOT BOB
Can you get a battery?
UNCLE AHMED
I’m going to try.
CUT TO:
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INT. SUNNI SUPPLY DEPOT -- NIGHT
Noora, floating in her harness, searches for batteries. She
winds up throwing lots of other stuff out the open window.
CUT TO:
EXT. SUNNI SUPPLY DEPOT -- NIGHT
Hanging onto the rope attached to Noora, Ahmed gapes in
wonder as the bounty rains down -- rolls of masking tape,
cigarettes, notepads, pens, candles, matches, boxes of nails,
tools. He has to jump aside to keep from getting hit by a
hammer. And finally come the batteries -- all shapes and
sizes.
He quickly ties her off -- attaching the end of her line to a
jutting pipe or loaded dumpster -- then runs around,
feverishly gathering up the goodies.
CUT TO:
INT. BASEMENT -- NIGHT
By candlelight, Ahmed fits a new 9v battery into Bob’s GPS.
Awake, Bob watches. Noora watches Bob. And Bob can’t help
but keep glancing over at her.
The battery in, Ahmed turns on the device.
frowns at it.

Nothing.

He

UNCLE AHMED
It’s still dead.
BOB
Let me see.
Ahmed hands it over. With trembling hands, Bob takes the
battery out, puts it in again. Still nothing.
NOORA
Why do you have to go?
Noora...

UNCLE AHMED

BOB
I’m a soldier.
country.
Bob shakes the GPS.

I belong to my
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NOORA
You don’t belong to yourself?
UNCLE AHMED
Noora, stop.
No.

BOB

NOORA
We always hear that Americans are
free. How can you be free and
belong to somebody else?
He knocks the GPS against his hand, taps it on the floor.
Nothing Bob does fixes the GPS.
BOB
Must’ve sprung a leak on impact.
It looks like it shorted out from
the water.
Saying the word, ‘water,’ seems to jolt him.
NOORA
You remember the water, don’t you?
Bob stares at Noora.
BOB
I thought you were a dream.
(to Ahmed)
I thought I dreamed the whole
thing.
UNCLE AHMED
I’d like to try to get it fixed.
BOB
Please get it fixed.
Ahmed takes the GPS.
Salaam.

UNCLE AHMED

BOB
What does that mean, ‘salaam?’
UNCLE AHMED
It means ‘peace.’
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He steers Noora to the steps.
at Bob.

She stares over her shoulder

NOORA
Take me to the water.
DISSOLVE TO:
INT. HALLWAY OUTSIDE BEDROOMS -- MORNING
Shareef unlocks Noora’s door and goes into
INT. NOORA’S BEDROOM
Shareef closes the door behind him. Noora is still asleep -underneath the bed, floating upside down, her back against
the bed springs.
Nearby, her leg braces stand on their own. A breakfast tray
sits untouched on the floor, half under the bed.
Shareef kneels down to peer at Noora.
Noora...

SHAREEF

She moans.
SHAREEF
Why are you still asleep?
He shakes her gently.

Wake up.

Her eyes crank open.

SHAREEF
You haven’t touched your food.
What’s the matter with you?
I’m tired.
Why?

NOORA

SHAREEF
Didn’t you sleep?

NOORA
What’s going to happen to the
American?
SHAREEF
When he’s well, he’ll go back to
his war. Don’t worry about him.
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NOORA
Why does he have to go back?
his war miss him?

Does

SHAREEF
Eat your breakfast.
NOORA
Where does war come from?
SHAREEF
One person does something to
another person and the second
person strikes back. Before you
know it, both people’s tribes are
taking revenge on each other and
the fighting goes on and on, long
after anyone remembers what the
quarrel was about in the first
place. Eventually, there’s no
reason; there’s only war. Eat.
NOORA
It doesn’t make sense. Why are
there wars if nobody remembers what
they’re fighting for?
Shareef looks at his hands.
Eat.

SHAREEF

She takes a bite of bread and chews, staring ahead.
CUT TO:
EXT. AHMED’S ODDS AND ENDS SHOP -- MORNING
Painted on a board that covers the broken window: TAPE!
CIGARETTES! BATTERIES! MORE!
CUT TO:
INT. AHMED’S ODDS AND ENDS SHOP -- MORNING
Grateful CUSTOMERS gather goods.
tallies up purchases.

At the counter, Ahmed

Khaled, the owner of the electronics store next door, wanders
through, mouth open in wonder.
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CUSTOMER AT COUNTER
Allah, be praised, Ahmed.
UNCLE AHMED
God is greatest. Thanks be to God.
Ahmed takes the customer’s money.
OTHER CUSTOMERS AROUND THE STORE
(murmur agreement)
Thanks be to God.
Khaled drifts past the counter.
UNCLE AHMED
Khaled, salaam.
KHALED
Salaam, Ahmed.
UNCLE AHMED
Please. I need to talk to you for
a moment.
Ahmed leads the amazed man toward the back room.
KHALED
Where on earth did you get all this
stuff?
IN THE BACK ROOM,
separated from the store by a curtain, Ahmed pulls out the
GPS. Khaled gapes at it.
KHALED
(astonished whisper)
Where did you get that? There’s
talk about a missing pilot.
UNCLE AHMED
Can I trust you, Khaled?
KHALED
Can I trust you?
They gaze into one another’s eyes.
KHALED
This is a very dangerous thing to
possess. If it sends out a signal,
the Americans will come rescue
their man.
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UNCLE AHMED
Exactly. And in the process
they’ll have to take on the Sunni
pigs.
KHALED
Those Sunni pigs want the American
for their prize.
UNCLE AHMED
Then it’s a race to the finish,
isn’t it? Can you fix it?
Khaled considers.
KHALED
I’m hungry, Ahmed. My mother and
brothers and sisters are even
hungrier. I need a chicken.
UNCLE AHMED
A chicken? This is a miscellaneous
items shop. I don’t sell chickens.
KHALED
Get me a chicken.
Ahmed sighs.
Khaled takes the GPS and stuffs it first in his pocket then,
thinking better of it, down his pants. Ahmed makes a face.
CUT TO:
MONTAGE
-- Night.

Ahmed unlocks Noora’s door.

-- Wearing her harness, Noora floats over a fence, works her
way across a dark dirt yard and into a coop where she steals
a SLEEPING CHICKEN.
-- In the basement, Noora stares at BOB ASLEEP. He looks
better, stronger; his breathing is steady and unlabored.
-- In Noora’s room, in the morning, Shareef comes to retrieve
the tray, but once again the food is UNTOUCHED and Noora is
still asleep.
-- The chicken boils in a pot.
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-- In Ahmed’s store, CUSTOMERS vie to make REQUESTS, “We need
car batteries!” “Spare parts!” “Rotors, coils, wire, screws,
bolts, plates, hooks and eyes--! “Get us air conditioners!”
“Air conditioners? They’re no good without electricity.
First we need electricity!” As the requests are shouted, we
push in on Ahmed’s face.
-- Night. A KEY turns in Noora’s lock.
belongs to Ahmed.

The hand turning it

-- Harnessed, Noora FLOATS into a warehouse.
-- In the basement, Bob LEANS on Noora. He’s hunched over,
weak and still sore from his injuries, but walking.
-- Jump cut to Bob and Noora playing a game of marbles, using
pebbles instead of marbles. She laughs. He watches her,
enjoying her.
-- Morning. Shareef finds Noora’s tray once again UNTOUCHED.
And Noora dead to the world.
-- Ahmed’s cash register RINGS up sales.
-- On the streets, Sunni and Shi’ia CLASH.
-- Night. In the basement. Noora loosens the bindings on
her leg braces. She rises up, then out of braces. We end on
Bob’s astonished face.
END MONTAGE.
INT. KITCHEN -- DAY
Shareef arranges food on a tray.
and down the steps to the

He carries it to the hall

INT. BASEMENT
Bob looks up at Shareef from where he is sitting on the
floor.
BOB
Will you ask the angel to come
back?
Come back?

SHAREEF

BOB
She was here again.

Last night.
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SHAREEF
That’s impossible.
been dreaming.

You must have

BOB
She floats. How?
Shareef was hoping Bob didn’t remember.
SHAREEF
It would be easier if she were like
everybody else, but, as you said,
she’s an angel, and angels are
bound to be different.
BOB
But there are laws of gravity, laws
of physics-SHAREEF
Laws are broken here everyday.
are swimming in blood.

We

Shareef rubs his hands together.
BOB

But-Sssh.

SHAREEF
Eat your food.

Shareef goes.
CUT TO:
EXT. LULUWA’S HOUSE -- DAY
CLOSE ON A WINDOW -PEBBLES tap against the glass.
DOWN BELOW,
Haidar throws more pebbles -- at Luluwa’s second floor
window. Frustrated and impatient, he dares to call out:
Lulu!

HAIDAR
Luluwa!

Little ABBAS, still bandaged, appears at the window instead.
Haidar ducks away.
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He back-pedals around the corner and practically falls over
another cousin of Luluwa’s, WASSAM, who has DOWNS SYNDROME.
Wassam is playing a game of marbles by himself (also with
rocks instead of marbles). He grins up at Haidar.
WASSAM
Hi Haidar! I’m not supposed to
talk to you.
Why not?

HAIDAR

WASSAM
(imitates a girl’s voice)
I never want to see him again!
HAIDAR
Luluwa said that?
Wassam nods and giggles.
WASSAM
(imitates Haidar’s
heartfelt cry)
Luluwa! Luluwa!
AT THE FRONT DOOR OF LULUWA’S HOUSE,
Othman bursts out with Abbas.
ABOVE THEM,
Luluwa peers out her window.
Othman and Abbas blaze around the corner where Wassam is
still playing his game, but Haidar has fled.
CUT TO:
INT. KHALED’S ELECTRONICS STORE -- DAY
In the back
TRANSMITTER
has it been
impatiently

room of his store, Khaled hands Ahmed the
from the GPS. Ahmed is leery of touching it -down Khaled’s pants? Khaled shakes his head
and thrusts the transmitter into Ahmed’s palm.

KHALED
I need a new one of these.
UNCLE AHMED
What is it?
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KHALED
A microwave transmitter.
UNCLE AHMED
Where am I supposed to get one?
KHALED
Any cell phone tower will have
microwave transmitters.
UNCLE AHMED
Will it work?
Khaled shrugs.
KHALED
It won’t work without one.
CUT TO:
INT. NOORA’S BEDROOM -- NIGHT
Ahmed has come to get Noora. She’s sitting on her bed,
holding the transmitter, studying it.
NOORA
I want to go to the lake.
No.

UNCLE AHMED

Noora PASSES BACK the transmitter. Determined not to be
trumped this time, a stubborn Ahmed juts out his jaw and
glares at her.
CUT TO:
EXT. STREET OUTSIDE AHMED’S HOUSE -- NIGHT
Ahmed drives his three-wheeler. Two CHADOR-CLAD FIGURES ride
on the bed behind him, facing backwards. As the light of the
full moon illuminates them, we see that it is Noora and Bob
in disguise.
CUT TO:
EXT. RESERVOIR -- NIGHT
At the reservoir, Noora’s leg braces and the chadors lie on
the concrete lip. Noora and Bob are in the water. Bob wears
his uniform. One of his arms is in a sling.
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Parked outside on the three-wheeler, Ahmed watches, smoking a
cigarette.
Noora dives and resurfaces and giddily sports in the
shimmering water, a mermaid, loving the sensations, the
freedom this gravity gives her. Bob stands in the water up
to his waist, watching her.
She dives again and comes up beside him.

She giggles.

NOORA
Is this what gravity feels like?
BOB
Not all the time.
than air.

Water’s heavier

NOORA
Is this mostly what it’s like?
BOB
I guess so.
NOORA
So this is what it’s like to be
human?
BOB
No... Partly. A little. Humans
don’t just feel things on the
outside. There are inside feelings
too. Pleasure and pain. Courage.
Fear.
NOORA
That’s the one everybody talks
about.
What?
Fear.
I’m sorry.

BOB
NOORA
BOB

NOORA
Why are you sorry?
BOB
Humans also feel regret.
pity.

They have
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NOORA
Are Americans human?
BOB
Of course Americans are human.
NOORA
You’d never know it from watching
t.v.
BOB
What do you mean?
NOORA
Iraq is so little and America is so
big. What does America want with
Iraq?
BOB
I don’t know.
NOORA
If you don’t know what you want,
then why are you here?
Noora laughs at the absurdity.
BOB
You have a beautiful laugh.
laugh.

Humans

NOORA
Then I’m human!
BOB
Humans also cry.
NOORA
Oh... I’ve tried that, but I’ve
never been able to do it. I wish I
could cry. I want to be human.
Swimming round and round him, she brushes up against him. He
holds her face-to-face. He strokes her cheek. He draws her
closer. He KISSES her. Then gazes deeply into her eyes.
She laughs.
NOORA
You have the funniest look on your
face!
She wriggles out of his arms and slips off. He’s still too
hurt to swim after her. He smiles as she CAVORTS in the
moonlight.
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LATER,
Bob and Noora climb out of the water onto the reservoir’s
concrete lip. The instant her body hits the air, she starts
to RISE upwards.
NOORA
Oh no! I’m afraid I’m going to
float away. Hold me! Hold me!
He gets a firm grip on her.
BOB
I’ve got you.
He wraps his arms around her and presses her against him, but
he’s still clearly weak and wounded and she slips out of his
arms anyway and floats up.
It is only now that we see she has a safety line around her
ankle. The line zips through the water as she floats up into
the sky. Only to STOP her very abruptly as the line reaches
its limit.
Still casually smoking, Ahmed watches. The line, we now see,
is attached to his three-wheeler. He engages the winch with
the push of a button. It REELS Noora in.
CUT TO:
INT. BASEMENT -- NIGHT
The chador in a heap beside him, Bob sits on his bedding in
his wet uniform, cradling his arm -- he’s overdone it
tonight.
Noora stands at the top of the steps, watching.
Ahmed heads to the stairs and ascends.
BOB
Do you have any other clothes?
Ahmed turns and looks at him.
UNCLE AHMED
I’ll have Hanaan wash your uniform
in the morning.
BOB
I’m not sure I want to wear it any
more.
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Frowning, uncertain how to respond, Ahmed goes to the top of
the steps and follows Noora through the door.
The shaft of light on Bob’s face disappears as the door
closes.
CUT TO:
INT. ELDERLY AUNT MARIAM’S APARTMENT -- NIGHT
Sweets-loving, Aunt Mariam savors a big bite of BAKLAVA.
Fortified, she gets down on her prayer rug.
candle and fervently PRAYS.

She lights a

OUT THE WINDOW beyond her looms the
CELL PHONE TOWER
that stands across the street.
NOORA
enters frame and floats up.
Noora can be seen floating up the length of the
CELL PHONE TOWER.

CUT TO:
EXT. CELL PHONE TOWER -- NIGHT
Ahmed stands at the bottom of the tower.
A MAN comes out of the next alley.
suspiciously at him.

The man frowns

Ahmed angles himself as best he can in front of the rope tied
to his three-wheeler and attached to Noora overhead.
UNCLE AHMED
Salaam, friend. How are you this
fine morning?
SUSPICIOUS MAN
It’s still night.
So it is.

UNCLE AHMED
Good night to you then.
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The man squints at him.
UNCLE AHMED
May Allah rain blessings down upon
you.
SUSPICIOUS MAN
And on you.
The man heads along the road. Ahmed watches him go. The man
looks over his shoulder, but continues on. It is not until
the man has disappeared from sight for sure that Ahmed dares
look up.
AT THE TOP OF THE CELL PHONE TOWER,
Noora has found a transmitter like the one in her hand and is
in the process of prying it free.
Ahmed wiggles the rope to get her attention.
She looks down at him.
He shrugs up at her -- is everything okay?
She gives him the thumbs-up -- everything’s fine.
CUT TO:
INT. ELDERLY AUNT MARIAM’S APARTMENT -- NIGHT
Old Aunt Mariam blows out her candle and gets up off her
prayer rug, using the window sill to help herself up. She
looks out the window.
There, across the street -- IMPOSSIBLY -- is
NOORA, FLOATING IN THE AIR AT THE VERY TOP OF THE CELL PHONE
TOWER,
hovering with the ease of a BUTTERFLY.
Wide-eyed, Aunt Mariam POINTS a shaky finger at Noora. For a
beat, she is speechless, then she SCREAMS THE LOUDEST SCREAM
PRACTICALLY EVER HEARD.
Noora looks over at her and, transmitter in hand, waves and
smiles.
CUT TO:
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EXT. ELDERLY AUNT MARIAM’S HOUSE -- NIGHT
Panicking, Ahmed hoofs it to his three-wheeler.
machine and SPEEDS OFF, TOWING NOORA BEHIND.

He guns the

AT THE FRONT DOOR,
Aunt Mariam runs out.

Gasping.

ON THE THREE-WHEELER,
Ahmed realizes that the street dead-ends. He makes a
screeching U-TURN. He ZOOMS PAST a wailing Aunt Mariam.
UP ABOVE,
Noora looks down as lights up and down the street snap on, as
PEOPLE run outside.
NOORA
GRINS HUGELY as she goes fast through the air. Her hair
streams out behind her. The wind flutters her clothes. She
flings out her arms in abandon.
Wheeee!!!

NOORA
CUT TO:

INT. NOORA’S ROOM -- NIGHT
Ahmed guides Noora to her door. He unlocks it and opens it.
There, sitting on the bed, waiting for them, is
SHAREEF.
He’s furious.
SHAREEF
Give me the key.
He thrusts out his palm.
But-Silence!

UNCLE AHMED
SHAREEF
You’ve betrayed us!

Ahmed shamefacedly hands over his key.
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SHAREEF
Because of what you’ve done, we’re
not safe here. We’re leaving.
(to Noora)
Pack your things.
Noora laughs.
NOORA
I don’t want to. Things are going
on. I’m changing.
SHAREEF
No, you’re not.
But I am.

NOORA

SHAREEF
You need to accept one truth,
Noora. You are who you are.
You’re never going to change.
don’t belong here.

We

Noora’s face goes slack in confusion.
NOORA
Where do I belong?
CUT TO:
INT. KHALED’S ELECTRONICS STORE -- DAY
Khaled leads Ahmed to the back room of his store where Ahmed
hands over the transmitter Noora filched from the cell phone
tower. Khaled examines it.
UNCLE AHMED
Is it the right thing?
Yes.

KHALED
How did you do it?

Ahmed shrugs.
Mystified, Khaled pulls the GPS out of the back of his drawer
and sits down to work.
CUT TO:
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INT. BASEMENT -- AFTERNOON
Bob wears Haidar’s clothes.

Haidar and Salwa argue with him.

HAIDAR
Iraq is a rich country! Look at
our oil! But because of you we
have to live as a poor country!
BOB
America is here to help you.
HAIDAR
Help us how? By supporting Saddam
Hussein in his insane war against
Iran in the eighties? Help us by
imposing sanctions in the nineties?
Do you have any idea how many
children died because you wouldn’t
let in medicine? Do you realize
that in the nineteen seventies, we
had free education for everybody
from kindergarten through
university? We passed laws giving
equal rights to women! Not even
your country did that!
BOB
We did too!
Bullshit!

SALWA

BOB
Of course we did.
HAIDAR
You never passed the ERA. You want
to look it up on the internet? Why
is it that you Americans think
we’re nothing but an ignorant bunch
of camel fuckers?
SALWA
I’ve never even seen a camel.
HAIDAR
(to Bob)
Have you? You’ve flown all over
this country. Have you spotted a
single hump or tent since you got
here?
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Bob is silent.
HAIDAR
When Europe was still in the dark
ages, we had public baths and
libraries and law schools and
hospitals. We’re the opposite of
the fucking desert -- we’re
civilization!
They hear a COMMOTION overhead, coming from outside.
KNOCK on the door.
The three don’t move.

Then a

Then Haidar and Salwa hurry upstairs.
CUT TO:

EXT. AHMED’S HOUSE -- DAY
The local mosque’s stern Shiite cleric stands at the door,
accompanied by Aunt Mariam and a group of FOLLOWERS.
AUNT HANAAN
Grand Ayatollah. Salaam.
Behind her, Haidar and Salwa arrive from the basement,
carefully shutting the door.
SHIITE CLERIC
Salaam aleihkem.
AUNT HANAAN
What honor brings you-SHIITE CLERIC
I want to see the girl.
CUT TO:
EXT. ALLEY -- DAY
Othman, with Abbas and other Sunni teenagers helping, drags a
screaming and kicking Fareed off an alley and into a
WALLED-OFF DIRT COURTYARD.
No!

No!

FAREED
Let me go!

OTHMAN
Where is he?
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Othman smacks Fareed.

Blood runs from the boy’s nose.

OTHMAN
Where is he?!
Hiding!

FAREED

OTHMAN
Where? Or we’ll kill your whole
family.
FAREED
I knew Luluwa would tell you.
Haidar’s a fool.
OTHMAN
My counsin’s a whore and you’re
brother’s a dead man. Now, where
is he?
FAREED
First, you have to promise you
won’t hurt my family!
OTHMAN
I’m not going to kill your family,
but I will kill your brother.
FAREED
Then I won’t give you the American!
OTHMAN
The American?
Othman looks taken off-guard.

Fareed gapes at him.

Oh no...

GANG MEMBER BESIDE OTHMAN
We’re talking about your brother,
you stupid Shi’ia shit!
OTHMAN
Wait a minute -- what American?
The American pilot we shot down?
Fareed fully realizes what he’s done.

He bolts.
CUT TO:

INT. KHALED’S ELECTRONICS STORE -- BACK ROOM -- DAY
Because the cell phone tower transmitter is too big for the
slot, Khaled jerry-rigs a connection.
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Ahmed hovers, watching eagerly.
UNCLE AHMED
It will work, won’t it?
It should.

KHALED

As Khaled solders the last wire, the GPS activates.
TRANSMITS.

A SIGNAL

Relief practically melts Ahmed to his knees.
Thank you.

UNCLE AHMED

Khaled wraps the device with tape to hold it together.
The GPS is too big now for Ahmed’s pocket.
his shirt.

He hides it in
CUT TO:

INT. AHMED’S HOUSE -- DAY
Clunk, clunk, clunk... Noora clumps down the stairs.
Shareef stands beside the Cleric, anxiously inquiring:
SHAREEF
Please, Grand Ayatollah, what is
this about?
SHIITE CLERIC
(to Noora)
I understand you don’t need those.
He points at her leg braces.
ELDERLY AUNT MARIAM
(hisses at Hanaan)
You have a witch in your house.
Hanaan gapes at her.

So do Haidar and Salwa.

Shareef lurches forward to shield Noora.
SHAREEF
Of course she needs them.
A couple of the Cleric’s followers grab Shareef.
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We’ll see.
No!!

SHIITE CLERIC
SHAREEF

He bucks and pulls, trying to get free.
him.

The men restrain

SHIITE CLERIC
Remove her braces.
SHAREEF
Don’t touch her! Please!
Other followers take off Noora’s leg braces. They unbuckle
each buckle. One at a time. The tension is exquisite.
They get the first brace off.
Up that leg drifts.
The audience gasps.
Noora’s leg yearns for the ceiling.
The followers are afraid.

They cower.

SHIITE CLERIC
Unbuckle the second brace!
Timidly, the followers obey. The men flinch with every
sound. Pop! Pop! Pop! go the snaps.
Once the brace is completely unbuckled... gently, light as a
bubble, up Noora floats up out of them, leaving the stiff
leggings behind, standing upright all on their own.
Someone screams. Hanaan practically faints.
into tears. Haidar is awed.

Salwa bursts

Aunt Mariam stands rigid with vindication.
ELDERLY AUNT MARIAM
I told you!
Frail and weak and defeated, Shareef sags in the arms of the
men holding him.
The Cleric begins to pray.
SHIITE CLERIC
(prays)
There is no god but God.
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EVERYONE
(replies loudly)
Allah is great!
SHIITE CLERIC
By the beard of the prophet, we
will save her!
EVERYONE
Muhammad is the messenger of God.
SHIITE CLERIC
Allah be praised!
EVERYONE
Allah be praised!
CUT TO:
EXT. STREETS -- DAY
Othman gathers arms. He throws them into the bed of a truck
and climbs in. OTHER SUNNIS pile aboard. Abbas hops up,
carrying a video camera.
CUT TO:
INT. AHMED’S HOUSE -- DAY
Shareef is doubled over, in obvious distress, while everyone
else -- Cleric, followers, Aunt Mariam, Hanaan, Salwa,
Haidar, gape up at
NOORA FLOATING OVERHEAD.
SHIITE CLERIC
How do you feel, my child?
NOORA
Like nothing at all.
She laughs.
NOORA
That’s the problem.
me?

Can you help
CUT TO:
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EXT. AHMED’S HOUSE -- DAY
Ahmed heads through the courtyard. He pushes open the door
to find the crazy scene inside. He looks instantly faint.
Husband!

AUNT HANAAN
We’re cursed!

SHIITE CLERIC
Pray to Allah, child! You’ve lost
your connection to earth! Pray to
Allah!
Allah...

NOORA

SHIITE CLERIC
With Allah’s help, we will cleanse
you!
NOORA
Come, Allah’s help.
cleansing.

Come,

SHIITE CLERIC
We will take you to the desert and
bury you up to your neck in sand
for three weeks.
Stop!

UNCLE AHMED

NOORA
Will that make me like everybody
else?
Noora laughs.
SHIITE CLERIC
Lower yourself, my child.
yourself into our arms.

Lower

The Cleric and his followers reach for her.
UNCLE AHMED
(to Noora)
Stay where you are!
NOORA
But I want to be human.
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UNCLE AHMED
(to the Cleric)
Leave my house!
SHIITE CLERIC
By the beard of the Prophet, don’t
you see that the child is damned!?
Allah alone can save her!
He commands his followers:
SHIITE CLERIC
Capture her!
One of the followers stands on a chair, then on a table to
reach Noora.
No!

UNCLE AHMED

Ahmed lunges at the man, pushing him off.
cleric.

Then wheels on the

UNCLE AHMED
You’ll leave this house right now!
All of you!
He takes the Cleric by the arm and propels him toward the
door.
ELDERLY AUNT MARIAM
(screeches)
Take your hands off him, Ahmed!
SHIITE CLERIC
The child must be delivered!
Ahmed pushes the Cleric out.
scuttle after.

The followers and Aunt Mariam

ELDERLY AUNT MARIAM
Your house must be purified, Ahmed!
JUST THEN,
Fareed runs gasping into the house.

Beyond him, the

TRUCK HOLDING OTHMAN AND HIS SUNNI GANG
pulls up.
Some of the Shi’ia Cleric’s followers duck and run. The
Shi’ia Cleric, holding a cringing Aunt Mariam by the arm,
marches straight toward them.
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Haidar goes pale.
Ahmed SLAMS the door.
UNCLE AHMED
Everyone to the basement!
Fareed’s jaw drops open at the sight of Noora floating.
Shareef clutches his heart and groans.
AUNT HANAAN
Now what, Allah? Now what?
She told!

HAIDAR
How could she have told?

Shareef wobbles unsteadily.
My hands.
Noora!

Ahmed grabs him.

SHAREEF
I must wash my hands.

UNCLE AHMED
Get down! Now!
CUT TO:

EXT. STREET OUTSIDE AHMED’S HOUSE -- DAY
The Shi’ia Cleric confronts Othman and his gang. Aunt Mariam
beside the Cleric trembles and weeps into her hands. Other
followers take a stand.
SHIITE CLERIC
We are all Muslims. Think! Go
home! We must stop this violence
now!
OTHMAN
Get out of our way, old man. Today
is not your day to die, but it
could be.
Othman aims his gun at the Cleric.
CLERIC’S FOLLOWER
Infidel! May Allah turn you and
your tongue to dust!
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The follower charges at Othman.
him.

Othman shoots him, wounding
CUT TO:

INT. AHMED’S HOUSE -- DAY
The family remains paralyzed in the hall when the
BASEMENT DOOR
opens and
BOB
steps up.

WEARING HIS UNIFORM.

Time, the world, everything stands instantly still.
Bob...

NOORA

Bob looks up at her.
NOORA
What are you doing?
BOB
The right thing, Noora.
NOORA
What’s that?
Bob marches with stoic dignity toward the front door.
stunned family parts for him.

The

BOB
(to Ahmed)
Thank you for saving my life.
He extends his hand to shake.

Ahmed holds up the GPS.

UNCLE AHMED
Stay! They’re coming!
coming!

They’re

BOB
No. It’s too late. There isn’t
any time. I won’t have your blood
on my hands.
Ahmed gapes over at Shareef.

Shareef looks at his hands.
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Bob reaches for the doorknob.
NOORA
Where are you going?
Bob stares up at her.
BOB
Remember something, princess.
love you.

I

NOORA
Take me with you.
He opens the door and marches out.
No!

NOORA

Noora struggles to follow. There are no hand-holds to help
her. She crabs along the ceiling, swims in the air, getting
nowhere. She’s HELPLESS to go after him.
CUT TO:
EXT. STREET OUTSIDE AHMED’S HOUSE -- DAY
Wailing, Shi’ia carry off the wounded man. Others of the
Cleric’s followers surround Othman and his Sunni gang. The
gang members wait for Othman’s command to mow them down. The
Shi’ia Cleric himself pleads for calm.
In the midst of this chaos,
BOB
appears.

He raises his hands in surrender.
Take me.

BOB

Grinning, triumphant, the Sunnis swarm around him.
CUT TO:
INT. AHMED’S HOUSE -- DAY
Noora works her way along as fast as she can. She reaches
the stairs. Straining, Shareef manages to grab her at the
juncture where the ceiling meets the stairwell.

94.

Let me go!

NOORA

Weak and feeling ill as he is, she is luckily light as air.
Climbing the steps is far more difficult than towing her
along.
LET ME GO!

NOORA

Shareef takes her protesting upstairs.
CUT TO:
EXT. STREET -- DAY
The gang of Sunnis gleefully DRAGS Bob down the street. They
shove him around and POUND at him with their rifle butts.
Already bloodied, he SLUMPS between the men carrying him.
They RAISE HIM UP, lifting him ceremoniously over their
heads, then drop him to the ground. He LANDS HARD.
Little Abbas VIDEOTAPES it all.
BOB
(barely conscious)
Noora. Water. Water...
Water!

OTHMAN
No, Mr. Pilot, fire...

They BURN him with cigarettes.
Water...

He SCREAMS.

They LAUGH.

BOB
OTHMAN

Fire.
They burn him again.

He screams again.
CUT TO:

INT. AHMED’S HOUSE -- DAY
In the upstairs hall, Noora STRUGGLES with Shareef.
No!

NOORA
I want to go with him!
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She slows him by taking hold of anything she can.
CUT TO:
INT. AHMED’S HOUSE -- DAY
Ahmed ushers his family down to the
BASEMENT
as quickly as he can.
HAIDAR
Goddamn that betraying bitch...
Quiet!

UNCLE AHMED

HAIDAR
Goddamn her and-QUIET!

AUNT HANAAN
CUT TO:

EXT. STREET OUTSIDE AHMED’S HOUSE -- DAY
Othman and his gang TOW Bob from the street into Ahmed’s
courtyard.
CUT TO:
INT. BASEMENT -- DAY
The family holds its collective breath as they hear VOICES in
the front yard, the clomping of boots, raucous laughter.
CUT TO:
EXT. AHMED’S HOUSE -- DAY
Othman KICKS OPEN Ahmed’s front door.
bloodied Bob inside.

They drag a limp and

OTHMAN
(loud)
You’re next, Persians! Come out,
come out, wherever you are!
CUT TO:
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INT. BASEMENT -- DAY
The family huddles, trembling.
SALWA
(tiny voice)
They’re going to kill us all.
FAREED
(crying; whispers)
No, they won’t. They promised.
The fuckers. They promised.
Haidar GLARES over.

Shocked.

Furious.

HAIDAR
(hisses; realizing)
You told them?
Fareed sags, covers his face in SHAME.
CUT TO:
INT. NOORA’S BEDROOM -- DAY
Noora manages to get away from Shareef.
into the

She works her way

HALLWAY
and FLOATS to the ceiling where there are exposed pipes and
wires. She can move along quickly now.
Shareef STAGGERS out after her.
The Sunnis noisily DRAG Bob up the stairs to the second
floor.
Shareef grabs Noora by the leg and PULLS her into
HER OWN BEDROOM,
just as the Sunnis arrive with Bob in the upstairs hallway.
She floats to the ceiling.
As Shareef turns back to defend her, the insurgents SPOT him.
One hurries forward to KNOCK HIM OUT WITH THE BUTT OF HIS
GUN. Doubling over, he collapses in the doorway to Noora’s
room. Another Sunni KICKS him.
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They haul Bob past Shareef, toward the steps that lead up to
the roof.
CUT TO:
EXT. AHMED’S ROOF -- DAY
The Sunni gang pulls Bob across the rooftop, toward the water
tank.
SUNNI REBEL LEADER
You wanted water, Mr. Pilot.
will get your wish!

You

They pull out CHAINS and WRAP Bob tight.

Then don MASKS.
CUT TO:

INT. NOORA’S BEDROOM -- DAY
Noora floats on the ceiling beside the aerial pictures she
pasted there. Some of the pictures were glued over the
exposed ELECTRICAL CORD that runs from the ceiling lamp.
Noora yanks a long length of the cord loose, tearing pictures
as she does so.
The glass on the lamp itself has been broken.
protrude from it.

Sharp shards
CUT TO:

EXT. ROOF -- DAY
Little Abbas aims the VIDEO CAMERA toward the now-masked
insurgents.
OTHMAN
Make sure the camera’s running.
ABBAS
I’m rolling.
Othman and the others HOLD the trussed Bob aloft for the
camera, upside down like a prize fish. They POSE for the
camera.
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OTHMAN
Greetings, world! We hope you
enjoy watching the American pig
pilot die!
CUT TO:
INT. NOORA’S BEDROOM -- DAY
Shareef watches helplessly from the doorway while
NOORA
TIES the electric cord around herself and attaches it to her
bedstead.
She drifts up to the ceiling. With a bit of glass from the
broken lamp, she SLASHES an opening into the tarp and
MAKES HER WAY THROUGH IT.
CUT TO:
EXT. ROOF -- DAY
With the camera rolling, Othman and his boys theatrically
DANGLE A CHAIN-ENCIRCLED BOB above the water tank, holding
him by his ankles.
They DROP him in. The tank is nearly full with a good TEN
FEET OF WATER inside.
RISING UP through the gash she tore in the tarp, Noora sees.
Bob...

NOORA

Startled by her voice, Abbas whirls around, aiming the camera
upwards -- catching Noora hovering overhead. He shrieks.
The others look up and freeze, thunderstruck by the sight of
her.
In the water, Bob opens his eyes. He can see a DIM IMAGE OF
NOORA ABOVE HIM. She gazes down at him with fondness.
Through the wavery water, she looks more otherworldly than
ever.
NOORA
(to Bob)
Let me swim with you.
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She takes hold of the lip of the tank and LOWERS HERSELF in.
Once in the water, gravity frees her and she SWIMS down to
Bob until they are FACE-TO-FACE.
In an instant,
AMERICAN HELICOPTERS
swoop in -- blades whirring, GUNNERS FIRING.
Astonished Sunnis SCATTER, returning fire.

Some are hit.

Abbas scrambles to the stairs and down to cover.
Hit in the arm, Othman JUMPS from the top of the water tank
steps. He lands badly, snapping his ankle.
A SPRAY OF BULLETS PUNCTURES THE WATER TANK.

BOB IS HIT.

RED WITH BOB’S BLOOD,
the water drains out the bullet holes.
Screaming, holding his wounded arm, LIMPING horribly, Othman
manages to hoist himself up to follow his brother. He nearly
makes it to the stairs when
ANOTHER SPRAY OF BULLETS
catches him in the back, PITCHING him forward, throwing him
headlong down the stairs.
He LANDS DEAD at his horrified little brother’s feet.
Abbas WAILS.
Othman!

ABBAS
Brother!

He tries to drag the body away, but it’s far too heavy for
him. Helpless, he keens frantically. And then is forced to
RUN to save himself.
The water gone, Bob and Noora are ALONE in the tank.
Bob STARES at her.
Bob!

NOORA
Get up!

TEARS spill from her eyes, trailing down her cheeks.
BOB
(murmurs)
You’re crying.

Dying,
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Crumpled on the floor of the tank beside him, weeping, she
wraps her arms around him.
BOB
You’re not floating away.
He touches her face with a BLOODY HAND and leaves a mark.
smiles at her. She’s HUMAN.
Noora.

He

BOB

AMERICAN SOLDIERS launch out of the helicopters. In an
instant, a couple are up the steps and in the water tank.
Working fast and efficiently, they PULL Bob from Noora’s
arms. Crushed by the weight of the air, immobile, she calls
out weakly:
NOORA
Take me too...
A human chain, the soldiers PASS Bob up and out of the tank.
Bob RESISTS.
Stop...

BOB
Let me go...

Noora...

Running, two soldiers ferry him to the helicopter.
Other soldiers carry off the dead and wounded Sunnis.
In what seems the blink of an eye, the helicopter LIFTS OFF.
And Bob is GONE. We have no idea if he’s dead or alive.
Soon, even the sound of the helicopters is a memory.
SOBBING,
Noora is left alone at the bottom of the bullet-riddled water
tank. She can’t get up. She can barely move. She has no
muscles for dealing with her new-found gravity.
She finally
struggles halfway to her feet... only to fall again.
Terrified, she sprawls out on the floor.
mercilessly.

The sun bakes her
CUT TO:
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EXT. ROOF -- NIGHT
It is night before anyone dares come up to the roof. Shareef
uses the bannister to pull himself up the stairs, slowly,
step by frail, faltering step.
Shareef studies the bullet-splattered water tank, then hauls
himself up the water tank steps.
Reaching the top step, he peers over the edge. By the light
of the moon, he sees Noora trapped on the bottom. She
writhes, bruised, in pain, in anguish.
She blinks up at him, crying.
NOORA
This is what it is to be human?
SHAREEF
I’m afraid so, my child.
NOORA
It feels like I’m being crushed
alive.
SHAREEF
I imagine you’ll get used to it, if
it is the will of Allah.
FADE TO BLACK:

FADE UP:
EXT. STREET -- DAY
It is weeks, even months, later. An horrendous SANDSTORM
ruthlessly pelts the city. Everything is blanketed with
sand. The sky glows a terrifying translucent orange. Palm
trees bow to the ground. Trash flies. An AMERICAN TANK
rolls past.
THREE FIGURES, a boy and two chador-clad women, are bent
nearly double, struggling against the storm as they lug a
refilled KEROSENE CANNISTER through Ahmed’s gate and into
EXT. COURTYARD
The boy is Fareed. The other two are Salwa and a now-veryearthbound Noora. They drag the kerosene cannister into
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INT. AHMED’S HOUSE
The front door flies open as they push through. They carry
the cannister through the front hall. Sand swirls in.
CUT TO:
INT. KITCHEN -- DAY
Haidar, there with his mother, helps them set down the
cannister and kneels beside the stove to hook it up. Salwa
and Noora catch their breath.
AUNT HANAAN
(very on edge)
Did you shut the door!?
Shit...

FAREED

Salwa pulls off her chador. Noora starts to as well, but
Hanaan thrusts a broom into her hands before she can.
Hurry!

AUNT HANAAN

Noora obeys.
CUT TO:
INT. FRONT HALL --DAY
The sand is already invading. Noora sweeps madly, but the
more sand she sweeps out the door, the more sand comes in.
UNCLE AHMED
Shut the door!
Ahmed slams the door.
Now sweep.

UNCLE AHMED

Sighing at her incompetence, he marches off.
NOORA
Sorry, uncle.
She sweeps the sand into a pile. Picks it up with a piece of
cardboard. Struggles to open the door.
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The instant the door is open, the sand is blown off the
cardboard and into the hall again. Plus more sand blasts in.
Noora shoulders the door closed and begins sweeping up sand
all over again.
CUT TO:
INT. LIVING ROOM -- DAY
No longer clad in the black chador, Noora carries a tray of
food from the kitchen. She passes Ahmed, Salwa and the boys
watching television as they eat. On the t.v. is a debate
about the SURGE OF TROOPS IN IRAQ -- its pros, its cons, is
it working?
CUT TO:
INT. HALLWAY OUTSIDE BEDROOMS -- DAY
Noora carries the tray to the door of her room.
A feeble voice answers. She opens the door to

She knocks.

INT. NOORA’S BEDROOM
It is no longer her room, but now Shareef’s sick room. He
lies on the bed. Eyes huge. Face shrunken. Very ill. As
ever, he is rubbing his hands.
NOORA
I’ve brought you some food.
Noora sets the tray down and goes. Shareef keeps on rubbing,
scraping together his raw and bleeding palms.
Noora returns with a damp cloth. She takes each of Shareef’s
hands and carefully dabs at the blood.
SHAREEF
Thank you...
NOORA
Do they hurt?
SHAREEF
It’s not important. It’s only
pain. Pain’s nothing compared to
other things. Like hatred.
NOORA
Ssh... Here... Eat.
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He smiles softly at this echo of his own past with her.
carefully feeds him a spoonful of soup.

She

CUT TO:
INT. LIVING ROOM -- DAY
CLOSE ON T.V. SCREEN
now showing NEWS OF AMERICAN DOOR-TO-DOOR SWEEPS IN SEARCH OF
INSURGENTS.
CUT TO:
EXT. FRONT DOOR OF AHMED’S HOUSE -- DAY
As Noora struggles out against the still-battering storm, she
SPOTS
AMERICAN TROOPS
marching in formation past the gate.
and swirling sand.
Bob!

They lean into the wind

NOORA

Her face breaks into a broad grin and she trots to the
gateway. She calls again. Shielding her eyes from the
storm, she eagerly watches a
SOLDIER
turn at the sound of her voice. But it’s a STRANGER, not
Bob. He faces forward again and marches on with the other
troops as they CONVERGE ON A
HOUSE ACROSS THE STREET.
The soldiers don’t knock. As Noora watches, transfixed and
horrified, the soldiers LOUDLY ANNOUNCE their presence, KICK
IN the door, then, SHOUTING MORE, WEAPONS RAISED, they PILE
INSIDE.
A HUMVEE CONVOY passes. It wipes frame, sirens blaring, and
in its wake Noora hears shouting, then spots Fareed across
the street, once again fighting Abbas.
FAREED
Sunni scum! Whose neighborhood is
it now?
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ABBAS
The Americans, you cock-sucking
coward!
FAREED
Bullshit! It’s ours!
Shi’ia! Shi’ia!

Shi’ia!

Fareed and other kids pound on Abbas, giving him a good
beating. Noora charges across the street.
Stop it!

NOORA

She gets in the middle and breaks up the fight, putting
herself between the boys.
ABBAS
Go the fuck back indoors, Shi’ia
cunt.
Stunned, Noora slaps him.

Hard.

In the face.

Abbas’s cheek goes screaming RED WITH HER HANDPRINT.
eyes fill with TEARS.

His

Fareed LAUGHS.
Noora whirls around and SLAPS him too.
Then, her own eyes BRIMMING with tears, hand covering her
mouth in shock, she RUNS back home, LURCHING across the
street.
As she reaches the safety of the gate, she holds on to the
post as if to ground herself. The surprise at what she just
did makes the breath snatch in her throat. Tears streaming,
she stumbles forward along the walkway, then pushes through
the door and into the house.
CUT TO:
INT. KITCHEN -- EVENING
Kneeling on the floor, Noora scrubs pots and dishes with
sand. Hanaan buffs them off with towels. Grimly. Salwa
puts them away.
SALWA
Do you think we’ll ever have water
again?
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AUNT HANAAN
God willing.
A tear runs from Noora’s eye, down her nose and lands in the
sand with which she scrubs and scrubs.
Outside, the wind howls, the sand pelts the windows, and
American convoys roll.
CUT TO:
INT. LIVING ROOM -- NIGHT
The family sleeps upstairs. Noora sleeps on the couch.
Outside, the storm swarms unabated. The wind screams.
Sirens scream. Noora stirs, waking.
Still more asleep than awake, she glances out the window,
then sits bolt upright, gasping, terrified by the sight of
SOMEONE HOODED IN A CHADOR
peering through the window.
shadow, blank as death.

The face is cloaked, obscured in

She starts, ready to scramble away when the figure taps on
the window pane. It draws the cowl of the chador back off
its face. Revealing
BOB.
Fear is instantly replaced by joy.

She runs to the

DOOR,
pulls it open and throws herself into his arms.
Bob!
Ssh...

NOORA
BOB

He puts a finger to her lips.

Then kisses her.
CUT TO:

INT. BASEMENT -- NIGHT
Noora and Bob make love.

Entwined, they whisper.
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NOORA
Is this a dream?
BOB
No. It’s real. The most real
thing in the world. Maybe the only
real thing.
NOORA
I can’t believe you’re here.
BOB
Thank God I am.

Noora.

Noora...

He loves saying her name -- the warmth of it, the softness of
it.
BOB
How do you like being human,
princess?
She sniffles back tears and buries her head against him. He
holds her close, strokes her face, kisses her moist eyes.
BOB
Will you come away with me and be
my wife?
Now the tears spill.
BOB
Why are you crying?
He pulls out a handkerchief to daub away her tears.
NOORA
How can we?
BOB
I have the papers.
everything.

I’ve arranged

Still crying, she now adds laughter and a wide smile.
when she laughed a smile never went with it.
Yes.

NOORA
I will. Yes.

BOB
You have a beautiful smile.
So do you.

NOORA

Before
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Still laughing and crying at the same time, she blows her
nose on his handkerchief.
CUT TO:
EXT. AHMED’S SHOP -- DAY
Ahmed’s shop is not so well stocked any more, but the city is
livelier than it was. People are on the streets again.
Young men in jeans carry shopping bags of computer gear out
of Khaled’s electronics store next-door.
Concrete walls are plastered with posters of Shiite Clerics.
Behind the walls, Iraqi and U.S. soldiers, laden with battle
rattle, sit atop tanks and Humvees, watching over the street.
Battered sedans pass alongside armored BMWs and minivan
taxis. The passengers must be frisked for bombs before
boarding.
The markets have returned.

Today it is the

PIGEON MARKET.
Alongside the birds, a vendor’s table overflows with American
DVDs; another’s brims with FLOWERS.
Noora, Bob, Haidar, Salwa and Fareed head toward Ahmed’s
shop. The women are draped in chadors. The men wear western
clothes, but their heads are wrapped in the Arab way.
Nothing about Bob draws special attention.
Haidar spots Luluwa with her cousins, Abbas and Wassam, the
one with Down’s Syndrome.
Luluwa!

HAIDAR

FAREED
You’re crazy. Don’t you see that
bastard, Abbas?
Haidar heads toward Luluwa.
FAREED
Where are you going?
Shut up.
store.

HAIDAR
I’ll meet you at the

Luluwa breaks away from Abbas and Wassam to head toward
Haidar.
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ABBAS
What are you doing?
Wassam calls and waves.
Hi Haidar!

WASSAM

Abbas spits on the ground, then pulls Wassam by the hand.
zeroes in on Fareed and the others.
Come on.

ABBAS

Wassam stumbles after him.
ABBAS
See those people?
WASSAM
I see lots of people.
Abbas points.
ABBAS
Look through there. The two women
in chadors. That boy. That tall
man. Do you see them?
WASSAM
I see them.
ELSEWHERE,
Haidar and Luluwa meet, surrounded by people.
Hi.
Hi.

HAIDAR
LULUWA

She stares at the ground.

Shy.

HAIDAR
You’re brave to come here.
Everyone’s Shi’ia.
She looks straight at him.
LULUWA
I still believe we’re all Muslims.

He
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You do?

HAIDAR
Even after what happened?

Yes.

LULUWA

HAIDAR
I know you didn’t tell your family.
I didn’t.
Thank you.

LULUWA
HAIDAR

LULUWA
I never would.
HAIDAR
And I would never hurt your family.
I know.

LULUWA

IN THE THICK OF THE PIGEON MARKET,
Abbas unshoulders his knapsack.
ABBAS
I want you to wear this.
Wassam’s face lights up.
WASSAM
I get to wear your backpack?
ABBAS
Turn around.
Excited, Wassam giggles. He spins around and throws out his
arms to receive the shoulder straps. Abbas arranges it on
his back.
WASSAM
It’s heavy.
ABBAS
Your carrying very special stuff.
WASSAM
I’m special.
ABBAS
Yes, you are. Turn around again.
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Wassam does. Abbas fastens the belt.
laughs and jumps.

Wassam claps and

ABBAS
Don’t jump. Okay?
Wassam stops jumping.
WASSAM
Don’t jump.
Good.

ABBAS
See this button.

A WIRE WITH A BUTTON ON THE END snakes from one of the
backpack’s side pockets. The backpack is stuffed with
EXPLOSIVES.
ABBAS
I want you to follow those people I
showed you. You remember them?
Wassam points at Noora and the others.
WASSAM
I remember them.
ABBAS
When you reach them, push this
button. Okay? It’s a surprise.
Okay.

WASSAM

ABBAS
Don’t forget. When you get beside
them, push the button.
WASSAM
Push the button.
ABBAS
Good. What are you going to do
when you reach them?
WASSAM
Push the button.
Right.

ABBAS
Now go.

He aims Wassam in the right direction and gives him an
encouraging push. Wassam stumbles off on his spongy legs.
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Abbas watches him for a moment as he makes his way deeper and
deeper into the crowd, heading for Noora and Bob and her
cousins. Then turns and RUNS.
As Abbas STREAKS PAST Haidar and Luluwa, he catches Lulu’s
eye. She frowns, confused as he zips around a corner and out
of sight. Haidar watches him too.
HAIDAR
What’s he up to?
LULUWA
Where’s Wassam?
Lulu turns to look.
shimmering heat.

She shades her eyes against the

WASSAM
approaches Bob and Noora and Salwa and Fareed. They’ve
stopped to admire a bird. But they stroll on toward Ahmed’s
store before he reaches them.
BOB
spots the table of bright flowers up ahead.
BOB
I’ll meet you inside.
NOORA
Where are you going?
BOB
Stay with them.
minute.
Bob...

I won’t be a

NOORA

But he’s already hurrying off.
Noora follows the others toward the store.
Behind them,
WASSAM
is confused by their splitting up.
LULUWA,
from a distance, spots Wassam. She squints. Something’s
wrong. Then she realizes that he’s wearing Abbas’s knapsack.
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She looks back toward where Abbas disappeared.
toward Wassam. It can’t be true. Can it?

And back

LULUWA
(shouts)
Wassam! Shit!
What?!

HAIDAR

She plows through the crowd.

Haidar right behind her.

WASSAM
decides to FOLLOW BOB.
AT THE FLOWER STAND,
Bob pays for a bunch of blooms without haggling.
A PANICKED LULUWA
and Haidar hurry toward Wassam.
hear her.
Wassam!

Luluwa calls but he can’t

LULUWA

Noora looks over her shoulder at Luluwa, then at what Luluwa
is looking at. She sees the Downs Syndrome boy staring at
Bob and stepping up to him. Some intuition makes her yell
out:
Bob!

NOORA

Seeing her, Bob grins and holds up the flowers, waving them.
WASSAM,
right beside Bob now, grins at the colorful blooms too.
Bob looks down at him. Sees the backpack, the button.
gives Wassam a questioning look.
WASSAM
(quietly, with sincerity)
It’s a surprise.
Wassam PUSHES THE BUTTON.
BOOM!
THE BACKPACK

He
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EXPLODES.
Wassam is blown to smithereens.
The explosion KILLS BOB INSTANTLY. Others all around are hit
too. The pandemonium is immediate.
Luluwa screams.
Abbas went.

Then points frantically toward the direction

Haidar takes off, shouting:
Abbas!

HAIDAR

Noora races toward Bob. The embers of shredded and burning
flower petals swirl all around her.
CUT TO:
EXT. STREETS -- DAY
Haidar charges down the street after street, around corners.
He yells Abbas’s name. Finally he spots him, crossing an
alley.
Haidar races after, pointing and shouting:
Stop him!

HAIDAR
Stop him!

Murderer!

OTHERS join the pursuit.
Abbas does his best to shake his pursuers.
CUT TO:
EXT. NEAR THE PIGEON MARKET -- DAY
Amidst the chaos and the keening, in the middle of Luluwa
shrieking over Wassam and other hysterical loved ones tearing
their hair out and the assembling troops and police and the
emergency workers, Noora sits on the sidewalk holding Bob’s
torn-up body. It’s impossible to see exactly which wound
killed him, but he’s covered in blood.
His clothes have been shredded.
in his waistband.

Revealing a pistol stuffed

Noora hugs him and rocks him and covers his broken face with
kisses.
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She spots the gun and stares at it. Suddenly calm, scarily
composed, she wipes her face, stops crying, stares at the gun
more, then pulls it out. She turns it, studying it from
every angle. Looking down the barrel, she points it at
herself.
CUT TO:
EXT. SHI’IA MOSQUE -- DAY
The mob corners Abbas in the
COURTYARD OF THE MOSQUE.
The Shi’ia Cleric is there as they capture him.
Abbas bucks and shrieks and fights back.
Haidar pushes through to grab hold of Abbas.
Abbas spits in Haidar’s face.
mob hauls Abbas away.

Haidar punches him hard.

The

CUT TO:
EXT. FLOWER STAND -- DAY
Haidar and the mob -- joined now by Ahmed and Salwa and
Fareed -- drag Abbas to the spot where Noora cradles Bob’s
shattered body; she still holds the gun aimed at herself.
HE DID IT!

HAIDAR
SHOOT HIM!

Very carefully and decisively turning the gun around, Noora
AIMS it at Abbas.
SHOOT!

FAREED

SALWA
HE TOOK YOUR LOVE!

TAKE HIS LIFE!

Luluwa joins the furious mob.
guidance.

Noora looks at her, as if for

LULUWA
(softly)
Kill him... He deserves to die...
Abbas gapes at his cousin.

She shrieks at him:

116.

YOU DO!!

LULUWA
LOOK WHAT YOU’VE DONE!

REVENGE!

HAIDAR
DO IT!

KILL HIM!

MOB
KILL HIM!

SHOOT!

Standing, Noora AIMS THE GUN DIRECTLY AT ABBAS’S CHEST. Her
hands are steady, rock-solid. She has Abbas sighted
perfectly. The voices SWELL, INSISTING. Her breathing is
easy. All she has to do is pull the trigger.
HAIDAR
NOW, NOORA, NOW!
KILL HIM!

DO IT FOR BOB!

MOB
(chants)
KILL HIM! KILL HIM!
Noora takes in everything, slowly absorbing the entire scene:
BOB, her beloved, sprawled at her feet, torn to shreds...
The blood, the destruction, the CARNAGE...
The HATE-FILLED FACES surrounding her, chanting, demanding
retribution, commanding her to shoot...
No...
Noora DROPS THE GUN.

NOORA
It CLATTERS NOISILY to the pavement.

Shocked, everyone goes instantly SILENT, FROZEN.
looks of disbelief, even disdain, remain.

Only their

Then... softly... gently... Noora LIFTS OFF the ground.
Nothing holds her back now and
UP SHE FLOATS
away from the nightmare, away from the carnage and the death,
away from the confused and bewildered humanity.
SHE ASCENDS.
CUT TO:
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INT. NOORA’S BEDROOM -- DAY
Through the window, Shareef sees Noora in the air, ascending.
He smiles. In the next beat, he holds up his palms and looks
at his hands. They’re clean. No blood. Not a trace.
CUT TO:
EXT. SKY -- DAY
Noora floats, higher and higher, through the dazzling light,
through the scattered clouds, up into the stratosphere.
She
recedes, getting smaller and smaller until she is but a
SPECK
in the glare.

And then she is GONE.

THE END

