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FADE IN.

EXT. CITY OF HALABJA

PANNING THE STREETS, ALLEYWAYS AND HOUSES.

Dead silence. An eerie feeling. 

Death is everywhere. 

Women, children, babies and the elderly.

Dead in groups.

Dead on sidewalks.

Dead in backs of trucks. 

Inside shops.

Inside houses.

In alleyways.

Some have died in mid action. 

Some are deformed with eyes popped.

With heads twisted.

With arms and legs in abstract positions.

A FAINT CRY OF A BABY. We follow it.

INT. ROOM - DAY

Dark and empty. A BABY CRIES in a crib, or maybe it LAUGHS. 
The SOUND OF THE WIND is fierce against the window.

EXT. HILLTOP - DAY

Overlooking the town of Halabje. A lone branchless tree. A 
swing hangs from it. JIYAN, 10 years old, sits in the 
swing. Her face is marked by a big scar covering most of 
her right cheek. Otherwise she is very attractive, with 
large eyes and long silky black hair. She wears a raggedy 
torn dress.

IN SLOW MOTION she swings back and forth, in and out of 
focus. 

From her POV we see the town also swaying IN SLOW MOTION.

SUPERIMPOSE: [FIVE YEARS LATER]

(CONTINUED)



In background a jeep appears in the far distance. It moves 
in JiyanÕs direction.

I/E. JEEP - DAY

DIYARI, thirties, pleasant looking, lightly bearded, HUMS 
ALONG THE RADIO while eating an apple.

EXT. HILLTOP - DAY

The jeep draws nearer. Jiyan is unaware of it as she 
continues to sway IN SLOW MO. 

The jeep pulls over beside her. Diyari walks out, waves at 
her.

Jiyan doesnÕt respond. Diyari walks up to her.

DIYARI
How are you?

Jiyan doesnÕt respond.

DIYARI (CONT'D)
My name is Diyari. WhatÕs your?

Jiyan remains silent, but brings the swing to a stop. 
Diyari scrutinizes her face with concern.

DIYARI (CONTÕD)
Your name is NazŽ... Shireen... No?... 
Jala... Pirsheng...You donÕt want to 
tell me?

Jiyan remains silent.

DIYARI (CONTÕD)
Alright, then tell me later when I see 
you in town.

He walks to the jeep then back with an apple, places it in 
her lap.

DIYARI (CONTÕD)
ChuartaÕs apple. Very tasty. Goodbye 
for now.

He mounts his jeep and drives away. Jiyan stares in his 
direction, then at the apple in her lap.

EXT.  STREET IN HALABJA - DAY

Diyari drives his jeep slowly. A MAN with legs cut off from 
the knees down walks along the roadside.
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DIYARI
Good day, brother.

LEGLESS PEDESTRIAN
Good health.

DIYARI
Do you know where Salar Hawari lives?

LEGLESS PEDESTRIAN
Sorry, IÕve forgotten.

DIYARI
Thanks anyway.

LEGLESS PEDESTRIAN
YouÕre welcome.

Diyari continues to drive.

EXT. TOWNÕS CENTER - DAY

Dusty. Shops, venders, tea houses, children playing, people 
milling about, many of them handicapped, deformed or 
disfigured.

SHŽRCO,12 years old, in jeans, T-shirt and worn out shoes, 
works at a shoe shine stand on the sidewalk. He SINGS.

SHƒRCO
O Mother please carry me, I can walk 
no more...

EXT. SIDEWALK TEA HOUSE - DAY

Diyari pulls over, dismounts his jeep, walks up to THREE 
OLD MEN.

DIYARI
Good Day.

OLDMEN
Good day, Mamosta (Master).

DIYARI
Where does Mr. Salar Hawari live?

OLDMAN ONE
SalarÕs home I believe is past the 
hospital, across from TinushadÕs 
barber shop.

Meanwhile children gather around Diyari. 

ShŽrco walks to the commotion, pushes the children out of 
the way.
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DIYARI
WhereÕs the hospital?

OLDMAN TWO
This is no Paris, brother. Just keep 
going till you see a big crowd. That 
would be our summer resort.

DIYARI
summer resort?

OLDMAN ONE
Halabja Hospital.

SHƒRCO
Mamosta, these old men donÕt know 
much. IÕll show you Kak SalarÕs house.

OLDMAN TWO
Shot your mouth, boy.

SHƒRCO
You see, they get angry too. Come on, 
Mamosta, IÕll show you Kak SalarÕs.

Diyari agrees. ShŽrco pushes the kids out of the way. 

As they walk through the crowd, Diyari almost collides with 
A MAN who doesnÕt look all together.

DIYARI
Good day.

MAN WITH TWISTED HEAD
Good...Good...Good...Good...

As Diyari turns to walk, someone pulls at his leg. He looks 
down to see A LEGLESS MAN on the ground.

LEGLESS MAN
Kill Sedam. Kill Sedam.

SHƒRCO
Okay, man, weÕll kill him.

(to Diyari)
This guyÕs crazy. LetÕs go, Mamosta.

SHŽRCO and Diyari walk to the jeep. Kids gather around the 
jeep.

SHƒRCO (CONT'D)
(to another shoe shiner)

Tishko, watch my stuff. IÕll be back.

TISHKO
Got you.
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Diyari looks at ShŽrco, amused, then drives away.

I/E. JEEP - STREETS OF HALABJA - DAY

Diyari drives through the narrow streets while careful not 
to run over pedestrians.

SHƒRCO
Welcome to martyred Halabja, Mamosta. 
It looks like youÕve come from far 
away.

DIYARI
Very far. WhatÕs your name?

SHƒRCO
Pardon me, Mamosta, ShŽrco, at your 
service.

DIYARI
Good to meet you, ShŽrco. YouÕre very 
bright.

SHƒRCO
Thank you, Mamosta. Martyred HalabjaÕs 
at your service.

DIYARI
Thank you. How old are you?

SHƒRCO
Twelve. I was seven at the time of the 
chemical attack.

DIYARI
Good thing you survived.

SHƒRCO
Unfortunately.

DIYARI
What do you mean?

SHƒRCO
In my family only Jiyan and I 
survived.

DIYARI
Is Jiyan your sister?

SHƒRCO
No, sheÕs my cousin. SheÕs two years 
younger than me.

Diyari is lost for words.
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SHƒRCO (CONTÕD)
If you saw a girl on the swing on your 
way to town, that was Jiyan.

DIYARI
Who takes care of you?

SHƒRCO
Aunt BesŽ. I also work. I shine shoes.

DIYARI
HowÕs work?

SHƒRCO
Not good. In the Ô91 exodus peopleÕs 
shoes got all torn. We donÕt get many 
new shoes to this region and the once 
that are made locally donÕt need a 
shining.

DIYARI
Is that so?

SHƒRCO
Yes, because theyÕre knitted from 
wool.

EXT. STREET IN HELEBCE - DAY

Diyari turns into a new street, passing by a clinic. ShŽrco 
points to the hospital.

SHƒRCO
This our summer resort.

Numerous crippled people crowd the clinicÕs entrance. 
Diyari is emotionally moved. He nearly runs over a 
pedestrian.

SHƒRCO (CONTÕD)
Watch out, Mamosta.

Diyari slams the brakes.

SHéRKO
Turn right, Mamosta.

DIYARI
Alright.

EXT. SALARÕS HOUSE - DAY

Diyari pulls over. ShŽrco jumps out, runs to the door, 
KNOCKS. 

A four years old girl opens the door.
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SHƒRCO
Call your dad

Salar appears at the door. He is in his fifties, pleasant 
looking with greying hair. 

DIYARI
Hello kak (Brother) Salar.

SALAR
Hello and welcome my dear. How was 
your trip? 

They shake hands, hug and kiss.

DIYARI
Very good. How are things with you, 
Kak Salar?

SALAR
Thanks to God, weÕre still kicking.
Mina, go put your shoes on. 
Kak Diyari came on in.

SHƒRCO
With your permission, Mamosta.

DIYARI
Thank you very much, ShŽrco dear.

Diyari takes out some money, gives it to him.

SHƒRCO
No, I wonÕt take it. Goodbye for now.

DIYARI
You must take it, ShŽrco.

SHƒRCO
No. Goodbye, Mamoste 

DIYARI
God be with you.

SALAR
Take care, ShŽrco dear.

ShŽrco walks away.

SALAR (CONT'D)
Come on in, Kak Diyari. 

(aloud)
Jala, Jala, Mamosta Diyari has 
arrived.

7.
CONTINUED:

(CONTINUED)



JALA
Welcome, Moamoste Diyari, we thought 
you will never make it.

DIYARI
It was a long journey.

INT. SALARÕS HOUSE - DAY

Salar, his wife JALA and Diyari eat lunch. The couplesÕs 
two children sit in their laps.

JALA
Kak Diyari, WeÕre truly thankful to 
you for your worthy undertaking. As 
children of this afflicted town weÕll 
be at your service to the end. We will 
work very hard to make this project a 
success. 

SALAR
We have also spoken with all the 
parties and everyone is supportive. 
God willing in three months we will 
have the largest orphanage in Halabja.

DIYARI
Thank you, I couldnÕt wish for more.

SALAR AND JALA
Same with us.

DIYARI
Thank you.

I/E. JEEP - STREETS OF HALABJA - AFTERNOON

Diyari, accompanied by Salar, drives slowly through town. 
The handicapped and the deformed mill about. Children play 
in alleyways. Venders and shopkeepers SHOUT OUT their 
goods. Their shouts blend with THE SOUND OF MUSIC from the 
tea houses.

SALAR
Life here is very hard. The future is 
uncertain. Those who died during the 
chemical attack were lucky. Those who 
survived have been left with one foot 
in the grave. All the diseases of the 
world can be found here, and the 
offsprings come out deformed.

DIYARI
WhatÕs the solution?
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SALAR
I donÕt know. When I look at our  
condition I yearn for Hiroshima and 
Nagasaki - being in a civilized world 
their problems are dealt with 
accordingly. Here, we are trapped 
between four monsters and our voice 
doesnÕt go far.

EXT. ALLEYWAY - DAY

Diyari pulls into the alleyway, stops in front of a house. 
They dismount the jeep. ROSTEM (sixties with white beard) 
sits on a roof before them, PLAYS THE FLUTE. Diyari walks 
to and stands below the roof and watches.

Rostem stops playing momentarily, looks at Diyari.

DIYARI
Good day.

Rostem doesnÕt respond. He returns to blowing on the flute. 
Salar walks up, stands next to Diyari.

SALAR
ThatÕs Mela Rostem.

Diyari is confused.

SALAR (CONTÕD)
He lost his family in the chemical 
attack. Wife and eight children. Since 
then heÕs quit preaching and has cut 
relations with the world. All he does 
now is play the flute.

Diyari is deeply touched. 

Three adolescent sisters, TAVGA, SHILAN and SHIRIN stand in 
the door of a neighboring house and check Diyari out. 

Further down the alleyway KEJAL, a middle-aged woman, 
sweeps her doorstep.

Diyari and Salar take out boxes from the jeep and to 
DiyariÕs new residence. Diyari looks up at the sisters. 

The sisters shift their eyes away and then look back when 
DiyariÕs back is to them.

INT. DIYARIÕS RESIDENCE - DAY

Diyari and Salar carry the boxes into a modestly furnished 
room.
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DIYARI
It is a nice place.

SALAR
I am glad you like it.

Diyari starts to unpack. Salar looks in one of the boxes 
which contains books.

SALAR (CONT'D)
May I, Kak Diyari?

DIYARI
Please

SALAR
(looks atb the books)

Did you come here to build an 
orphanage or a library?

DIYARI
Kak Salar, I canÕt live without books. 
Three months is a long time.

SALAR
ThatÕs true.

Salar picks up one of the books, reads the cover.

SALAR (CONTÕD)
ÒThus Spoke Zarathustra.Ó

DIYARI
Friedrich Nietzsche. ItÕs a good book.

SALAR
Yes. I have been looking for a Kurdish 
version.  IÕd love to read this as well 
although my English is weak.

DIYARI
Kak Salar, please help yourself.

SALAR
Thanks.

DIYARI
YouÕre welcome.

EXT. ALLEYWAY - DAY

Tavga, one of the three adolescent sisters, sweeps her 
doorstep. ShŽrco passes by on his way to DiyariÕs 
residence.
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TAVGA
ShŽrco dear, whoÕs the guy?

SHƒRCO
That is Mamosta Diyari. He came from 
abroad.

TAVGA
Really?

SHƒRCO
No, I lied.

Tavga takes her tongue out. ShŽrco enters DiyariÕs house.

INT. DIYARIÕS RESIDENCE - DAY

Diyari organizes books and pamphlets on a shelf. ShŽrco 
appears at the door.

DIYARI
ShŽrco? Come on in ShŽrco.

SHƒRCO
I just finished work.

DIYARI
Strength to you.

SHƒRCO
Thank you, Mamosta.

DIYARI
Where do you live?

SHƒRCO
Across the ally. Auntie BesŽ has made 
tea. WeÕd be happy if you came over.

DIYARI
With pleasure. 

INT. JIYANÕS HOUSE - DAY

Diyari and ShŽrco sit on mats before BAJI BESŽ, an old 
blind woman. Diyari sips tea.

DIYARI
Were your eyes effected by..... ?

BAJI BESƒ
Yes, by the chemicals. It smelled very 
good. I sniffed it a few times. It 
smelt like apples and oranges. 

11.
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I remember running to the well, and 
reaching for a towel, and then I 
blacked out. When I came to I was in 
Mariwan hospital. Iran and Iraq have 
destroyed me. They have taken away my 
sight, my family, my man, my life...

Diyari sweats as he is emotionally moved. He is speechless. 

DIYARI
ShŽrco, whereÕs Jiyan?

SHƒRCO
I think sheÕs at the swing. She loves 
the swing.

INT. DIYARIÕS RESIDENCE - LATE AFTERNOON

Diyari lies down on his back with eyes closed. The room is 
half-lit. The SOUND OF TEA GLASSES fills the silence. He 
opens his eyes, looks.

Jiyan, in her raggedy dress, unkempt hair, holds a tea 
glass in a saucer. Her hands tremble. The glass shakes. 
Diyari smiles, rises to a sitting position, takes the tea.

DIYARI
Thank you.

He places the tea on the side table, looks at Jiyan with a 
smile. She remains silent.

DIYARI (CONTÕD)
So, You still wonÕt tell me your name?

She doesnÕt look up.

DIYARI (CONTÕD)
Alright then, I will give you a name 

(thinks)
Nesrin. Tara. Khendan. Susan. Viyan. 
Jiyan.

Jiyan smiles shyly.

DIYARI (CONTÕD)
(aloud)

ThatÕs it, your nameÕs Jiyan.

Jiyan GIGGLES. 

DIYARI (CONTÕD)
Jiyan is truly a beautiful name. You 
should be proud of it.
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Jiyan reaches for her pocket, takes out a photograph and 
hands it to him. He looks at it next to the window where 
there is more light. The photograph is of Jiyan before the 
chemical attack. In the picture her face is clear of scars. 

FLASH BACK.

INT. ROOM

A boy and a girl, five years younger than ShŽrco and Jiyan, 
hold each other on the floor and cry as thick smoke fills 
the room through the crack of the door and the window. 

END OF FLASH BACK.

INT. DIYARIêS RESIDENCE - CONTINUOUS

Diyari and Jiyan look at each other. Jiyan then turns 
around, runs away. DiyariÕs eyes fill with tears.

EXT. ROOFTOP - MOONLIT NIGHT

Rostem blows on his flute. Full moon and bright stars fill 
the sky.

INT. DIYARIÕS ROOM - NIGHT

Diyari sits in the open window, watches and listens to the 
Flutist. The city is calm besides.

HIS POV: 

EXT. ROOFTOP - NIGHT

Rostem plays THE FLUTE by a fire.

BACK TO DIYARI.

INT. DIYARIÕS ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Diyari watches and listens.

EXT. STREET IN HALABJA - MORNING

Diyari walks down the street. A woman and a few children 
sit under a wall. Diyari hands the woman some change, then 
continues to walk, followed by a few children.

EXT. SHOE POLISH STANDS - DAY

Young kids with stools, polish shoes. Among them is ShŽrco 
who sings aloud. Diyari appears, stands before ShŽrco.

SHƒRCO
(sings)

O beautiful girl next door, 

13.
CONTINUED:

(MORE) (CONTINUED)



DonÕt fly so high like a beard,
You may fall and break your tender 
wings,
Like you have broken my heart.

DIYARI
Good morning, ShŽrco.

ShŽrco stands up to greet him.

SHƒRCO
Good morning, Mamosta Diyari. 

DIYARI
Come have a cup of tea with me.

SHƒRCO
Thanks, Mamosta, let me finish this 
pair.

DIYARI
Very good.

EXT. TEA HOUSE - MORNING

Diyari sits at a sidewalk table. People great him (ad lib). 
THE SERVER, a ten-year old boy, walks up to him.

SERVER
(breathless)

Sorry, Mamosta, we only have one egg 
left.

Diyari is amused, looks at a man eating yogurt.

DIYARI
Really. Bring me some yogurt then?

SERVER
OK

Boy disappears. CHAYCHI (Tea Server), an older man, brings 
him tea. Diyari looks at some of the disfigured people in 
the tea house. ShŽrco walks up to Diyari with flip flaps in 
hand.

SHƒRCO
Let me polish your shoes, Mamosta.

DIYARI
ThatÕs not necessary. Come have some 
bread and yogurt with me.

SHƒRCO
No, thanks. IÕd be happy to polish 
your shoes.

14.
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DIYARI
On one condition - if you let me pay 
for it.

SHƒRCO
No good.

DIYARI
In that case make it another day.

SHƒRCO
Any day, Mamosta, itÕll be my 
pleasure.

DIYARI
Sit down.

SHƒRCO
Thank you, Mamosta. Work is good in 
the mornings. With your permission, 
Mamosta.

DIYARI
Alright.

ShŽrco returns to his stand. The Server brings bread, 
yogurt and tea.

DIYARI (CONTÕD)
Thank you.

SERVER
YouÕre welcome.

Diyari begins to eat. Jiyan stands a few feet away, stares 
at him.

DIYARI
Jiyan. Come here, sweetheart. Come 
join me.

Jiyan doesnÕt move.

MAN IN TEAHOUSE
Jiyan, Come sit with the Mamosta. 
Come, donÕt be shy.

She doesnÕt move. 

SHƒRCO
Jiyan, go sit with the Mamosta.

No response from her.

SHƒRCO (CONTÕD)
Jiyan is too shy, Mamosta.
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DIYARI
Apparently, and also very bright. 

(to Jiyan)
IsnÕt that so, sweetheart?

She doesnÕt respond, just stares at him.

EXT. ALLEYWAYS - MORNING - NUMEROUS SHOTS

Diyari walks as if to explore the town. Jiyan follows him 
in a study distance. The neighborhoods are poverty 
stricken, very third world and war-torn. Children play in 
dirt and open sewage. 

EXT. ALLEYWAY - MORNING

Diyari, sensing that he is being followed, stop walking, 
turns to Jiyan. Jiyan too stops walking.

DIYARI
Jiyan, so you are following me. Come 
on, letÕs go. Come on, Sweetheart.

Jiyan doesnÕt move. 

DIYARI (CONTÕD)
Come on... Alright, then, here I go.

Diyari continues to walk. Jiyan proceeds following him.

EXT. ALLEYWAY - MORNING

Diyari speeds up his pace.

Jiyan follows suit. 

He slows down. 

She copies him.

He stops.

She stops. 

He walks.

She walks.

EXT. ALLEYWAY - MORNING

Two OLD MAN sit on a porch. One knits shoes (a specialty of 
people of Halabja) and SINGS a folk song. The other is 
legless. His mechanical leg is on the ground beside him. 
Diyari followed by Jiyan pass by. The men look at them in 
amusement.

16.
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EXT. ALLEYWAY - MORNING

Diyari turns a corner, stands against the wall, waits for 
Jiyan, listens to her footsteps. As the footsteps draw 
nearer, he surprises her with A SHOUT. But it isnÕt Jiyan. 
It is FATIM, a woman with containers of yogurt on her head. 
Fatim SCREAMS. The yogurt spills on the ground. Diyari is 
shocked and embarrassed.

EXT. ALLEYWAY - MORNING

The two OLD MEN look at the commotion.

OLDMAN     
We keep getting crazies here.

EXT. ALLEYWAY - MORNING

Fatim, dishevelled, picks up her belongings and hurries 
away.

Diyari sits against the wall, very embarrassed. Jiyan 
stands in front of him. He looks at her.

DIYARI
See what you did?

Jiyan smiles. He canÕt help it but smile too. Soon they 
LAUGH wholeheartedly.

Moments later, they hold hands and walk away, still 
LAUGHING.

EXT. ORPHANAGE - MORNING

Diyari and Jiyan approach it. Salar stands in the doorway.

SALAR
Kak Diyari. 

They enter the orphange.

SALAR (CONTÕD)
(shouting out)

Jale Mamoste Diyari is here.

EXT. ORPHANAGE - MORNING

A group of children stand in a circle along the walls of 
the hall. Jala and an assistant stand before them. Diyari 
and Jiyan walk in along with Salar and stand next to Jala.

JALA
Dear children, we have a special guest 
today. His name is Mamoste Diyari. 
LetÕs together welcome him.

17.
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CHILDREN
Welcome, Mamoste Diyari

DIYARI
Thank you.

JALA
Sweethearts, Mamosta Diyari is a Kurd 
like us. He has come from America to 
build a new home for you. The new home 
will be much larger than this one. It 
will have a TV, a playground and a 
library full of Kurdish books and 
magazines. So letÕs together express 
our thanks to Mamosta Diyari.

CHILDREN
Thank you, Mamosta Diyari.

DIYARI
Thank you too. Like Mamosta Jala said, 
IÕve come to build you a new home. In 
return I have only one thing to ask of 
you. That is, to study hard and become 
good examples for the future of 
Halabja and Kurdistan.

The children APPLAUD as instigated by Jala.

JALA
Long live Mamoste Diyari.

CHILDREN
Long live Mamoste Diyari.

DIYARI
Long live Halabja.

CHILDREN
Long live Halabja.

DIYARI
Long live Kurdistan.

CHILDREN
Long live Kurdistan.

EXT. ALLEYWAY - DAY

Diyari and Jiyan approach the two old man. Diyari asks for 
directions. The men point at a house.
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EXT. FATIMÕS HOUSE - DAY

A broken wall stands for a door. A couple of women sit 32 32
along with Fatim in the yard, bake thin tortia-like bread 
(a Kurdish specialty). Diyari and Jiyan walk in through the 
broken wall. 

Fatim stands up, runs into a room.

DIYARI
Please tell her not to be scared. 
WeÕre Kurds too.

WOMAN ONE
Fatim, Come back, donÕt be scared.

WOMAN TWO
Come out, Fatim, donÕt be scared, my 
daughter.

DIYARI
Fatim khan, I am very sorry. I had no 
idea it was you.

Diyari hands Jiyan some money.

DIYARI (CONTÕD)
Give it to here.

Jiyan takes the money, walks into the room.

DIYARI (CONTÕD)
ThatÕs for the yogurt. You must accept 33 33
it.

Jiyan walks in the dark room then back out.34 34

JIYAN
She wonÕt take it.

DIYARI
Leave it there for her. She has to 
take it. 

Jiyan places the money on the floor inside the door then 
walks back to Diyari.

DIYARI (CONTÕD)
Again, I apologize. Thank you, Goodbye 
now.

THE WOMEN
God protect you.

19.
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On the way out Diyari notices bomb shells used as pots for 
plants lined up against the broken wall. The plants inside 
them are dead and dry.

WOMAN ONE
They are SadamÕs shells.

Diyari stares at the shells.

INSERT FLASH BACK:

EXT. ELEMENTARY SCHOOLYARD - DAY

A collage of shots of the school being bombed and children 
falling to their death, intermixed with shots of the 
bombshell turned vases.

END OF FLASH BACK.

EXT. FATIMÕS HOUSE - DAY

Diyari feels dizzy and dishevelled. He takes JiyanÕs hand, 
they walk out.

EXT. ALLEYWAY - DAY

Diyari walks in a daze. Jiyan walks along hand in hand. 
Salar appears in a car, pulls up beside them.

SALAR
It Looks like youÕve just come out of 
Anfal prison. Are you sick?

DIYARI
ItÕs nothing. IÕm just a little tired.

SALAR
Let me take you to the hospital.

DIYARI
ItÕs not necessary.

SALAR
YouÕre going to have to visit the 
hospital anyway, why not do it now?

DIYARI
Another time, Kak Salar. IÕm really 
tired.

SALAR
Alright, then let me give you a lift 
home.

DIYARI
Thank you.
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Diyari and Jiyan ride the car. The car doesnÕt start. After 
a few tries Salar gives up. They look at each other.

EXT - CONSTRUCTION SITE - DAY

Various shots of construction work initiated and in 
progress. INTERCUT with shots of children playing in an 
alleyway.

INT SALARÕS HOUSE - DAY

Salar reads the borrowed book of Nietzsche . His two 
children sit next to him.

INT. DIYARIÕS ROOM - DAY

Diyari, Jiyan and ShŽrco play a game. A KNOCK is heard on 
the door.

EXT. DIYARIÕS RESIDENCE - COURTYARD - DAY

ShŽrco opens the front door. A man barges in.

MAN
Where is that man?

DIYARI
Can I help you?

The Man throws money on DiyariÕs face.

MAN
DonÕt ever do this again.

DIYARI
The money was for the yogurt I caused 
to spill.

MAN
Try to understand me, Mister. WeÕre 
Kurds. YouÕve embarrassed us. DonÕt 
forget your roots. Goodbye.

EXT. ROOFTOP - DAY

Rostem PLAYS THE FLUTE.

HAJI HEME, a middle-aged religious man with a rosemary in 
hand, stands in the alleyway below roof.

HAJI HEME
Mela Rostem, thatÕs enough. One year, 
two years, three years. EnoughÕs 
enough.
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Rostem continues to play. Kejal stands by her door with a 
broom in hand.

KEJAL
Leave him alone, Haji Heme. That flute 
is all we have. It is our only source 
of harmony.

HAJI HEME
Music is blasphemous. WeÕre Muslims.

KEJAL 
ThatÕs ridiculous. If music is 
blasphemous then IÕm not a Kurd 
either.

HAJI HEME
God have mercy on your souls.

He shakes his head, walks away.

EXT. SHOE POLISH STANDS - DAY

ShŽrco SINGS while working.

SHéRKO
Your eyes are made for love and 
romance. 
My eyes are made for crying and pain.

INT. DIYARIÕS RESIDENCE - DAY

Diyari reads a book. There is a commotion outside. He looks 
out of the window then walks out.

EXT. ALLEYWAY - DAY

Children fight. ShŽrco and another BOY beat each other. 
Above them Rostem plays his usual flute. Diyari walk to 
them, holds them back. Nearby, Jiyan CRIES.

DIYARI
Stop fighting. ShŽrco, thatÕs enough.

SHƒRCO
That son of a dog was making fun of 
Jiyan.

Diyari takes ShŽrco and Jiyan away. A neighbor orders the 
children to disperse. Everybody disappears. Rostem 
continues to play the flute.

EXT. DIYARIÕS RESIDENCE - DAY

ShŽrco is out of control. He tries to go back to the fight. 
Diyari holds him firmly.
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SHƒRCO
That son of a bitch. How dare he makes 
fun of Jiyan. I will kill him.

DIYARI
Constrain yourself, ShŽrco, itÕs 
enough.

INT. DIYARIÕS ROOM - DAY

Diyari, ShŽrco and Jiyan walk in and sit on the bed. Jiyan 
cries. Diyari wipes off her tears.

DIYARI
ShŽrco is sure protective of you.

SHƒRCO
Jiyan is my heart and soul.

DIYARI
Hmmm, Jiyan, what do you say?

JIYAN
ShŽrco is my heart and my soul.

Diyari kisses her on the head.

JIYAN (CONTÕD)
Mamosta Diyari is my heart and my soul 
too.

DIYARI
YouÕre the heart and soul of us all. 
YouÕre the beautiful bride of 
Kurdistan.

SHƒRCO
No, Jiyan is my bride. IÕll marry her 
in the future and weÕll have a dozen 
children.

JIYAN
DonÕt say that.

She beats him. He covers his head.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. SHƒRCOÕS AND JIYANÕS HOUSE - DAY

Five year old Jiyan (no scars) and seven year old ShŽrco 
sit among their family members (PARENTS, sisters, brothers 
and relatives). Jiyan beats ShŽrco.
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SHƒRCOÕS FATHER
Jiyan, beat him up, beat him up, 
Jiyan.

JIYANÕS FATHER
ShŽrco, you keep letting her beat you, 
one day when you marry her sheÕll keep 
on doing it.

SHƒRCO
Jiyan wonÕt marry me.

SHƒRCOÕS FATHER
Of course she will?

SHƒRCO
Jiyan, will you marry me?

JIYAN
Aha.

But she continues to beat him. He GIGGLES and protects his 
head.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. DIYARIÕS RESIDENCE - DAY

Jiyan continues to beat ShŽrco.

SHƒRCO
You remember you promised to marry me?

JIYAN
DonÕt say that, donÕt say that.

INT. BAJI BESƒÕS ROOM - NIGHT

Framed photographs of her family members line up the wall. 
Baji BesŽ sits in the middle of the room, stares at the 
photographs. Jiyan and ShŽrco are asleep.

EXT. ROOFTOP - NIGHT

Rostem blows on his flute against the backdrop of a starry 
sky.

EXT. DIYARIÕS ROOM - NIGHT

Diyari sits in his window, watches Rostem.

EXT. CONSTRUCTION SITE - DAY

Workers at work. Many of whom are crippled. Bulldozers, 
lifts, cranes, the nine yards. Salar supervises. 
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ShŽrco supplies drinking water. The Head Mason SINGS. 
Diyari takes photographs.

SALAR
Today weÕre MayorÕs guests for lunch.

DIYARI
Okay.

EXT. CONSTRUCTION SITE - DAY

Workers have lunch. Head Mason feeds an armless boy.

EXT. BAJI BESƒÕS HOUSE - DAY

Baji BesŽ combs JiyanÕs hair.

INT. MAYORÕS HOUSE - DAY

The Mayor, Diyari, Salar and a few others eat lunch.

MAYOR
Welcome to town, Kak Diyari.

DIYARI
Thank you, Kak Serdar.

GUEST
Kak Diyari, did you grow up in 
Derbendikhan?

DIYARI
No, dear brother, in QeladizŽ.

GUEST
I get a feeling your Kurdish is a bit 
rusty.

DIYARI
ThatÕs right. In seventy-five when Mr. 
Kissinger screwed up our revolution I 
was among the ones who escaped to Iran 
and ended up in America. I was nine 
years old when I left Kurdistan. So I 
apologize if my Kurdish is not up to 
date.

They LAUGH.

MAYOR
On the contrary. Considering the fact 
that youÕve been away since childhood 
your Kurdish is more than fine. You 
should be proud of it.
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DIYARI
Thank you, Kak Serdar.

INT. DIYARIÕS ROOM - DAY

Diyari looks at a framed photograph of his wife and two 52 52
children with nostalgia.

EXT. OUTDOORS - SUNSET

Diyari and adolescent Tavga walk hand in hand into the 
sunset.

EXT. ALLEYWAY - DAY

Diyari plays marbles with ShŽrco and other kids. 

Tavga, Shilan and Shirin sit by their front dooe and watch 
him. Tavga is in love. Rostem PLAYS HIS FLUTE. 

TAVGA
IÕd marry him in a heartbeat.

SHIRIN
IÕd take off with him even if he 
doesnÕt marry me.

SHILAN
IÕd marry him even if he has a wife.

SHIRIN
What a lie.

SHILAN
I swear to God.

SHIRIN
God will strike you.

SHILAN
Okay, IÕll make him leave his wife.

SHIRIN
What about Alan?

SHILAN
Alan is my life. AlanÕs the shining 
star of my nights.

SHIRIN
You just said you want to marry this 
guy, what is that supposed to mean?

SHILAN
Alright, keep him for yourself.
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SHIRIN
Myself?

With the movement of her head she points at Tavga who is 
lost in a world of her own involving Diyari.

TAVGA
IÕd die for that figure. IÕd die for 
those eyes. IÕd die for those lips.

SHIRIN
IÕd die for those round buttocks.

Shilan and Shirin LAUGH.

Diyari continues to play with the kids.

Haji Heme walks by, looks at Diyari, shakes his head, walks 
away.

EXT. ALLEYWAY - DAY

A few old man play dama (a game similar to Chinese chess). 
Haji Heme walks up to them, points to Diyari.

HAJI HEME
There goes our intellectuals. No 
wonder we are in such a condition.

INT. DIYARIÕS ROOM - EVENING

Diyari reads a book. Jiyan walks in with tea cup, gives it 
to Diyari.

DIYARI
Thank you, sweetheart.

Jiyan remains standing, looks at him.

DIYARI (CONTÕD)
Sit down.

JIYAN
Mamosta?

DIYARI
Yes, sweetheart.

JIYAN
Do you have children?

DIYARI
Yes, I have two lovely butterflies 
like you.
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He takes her hand and shows her the photograph on the 
cupboard.

DIYARI (CONTÕD)
Medya and Arya. And thatÕs their 
mother, Sozan.

Jiyan looks at them with admiration.

DIYARI (CONTÕD)
(pointing at JiyanÕs picture)

And whoÕs this?

JIYAN
ThatÕs me.

He kisses her picture. She touches the family photograph 
admiringly.

DIYARI
Medya is your age. SheÕs in third 
grade. Arya is in first grade.

JIYAN
IÕm in third grade too. But there is 
no school now, itÕs summer holiday.

DIYARI
ThatÕs right.

JIYAN
Is it summer holiday there too?

DIYARI
Yes.

JIYAN
If itÕs summer holiday then why didnÕt 
you bring Medya and Arya with you?

DIYARI
ItÕs a long way from here, sweetheart. 
Not to mention they are afraid of 
flying.

JIYAN
How far?

DIYARI
Very far. America is on the other side 
of the world.

JIYAN
I wish they had come.
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DIYARI
God willing I will bring them in the 
future .

JIYAN
Mamosta, do they get chemical attacks 
in America?

EXT. ROOFTOP - NIGHT

The city is asleep save for Rostem who PLAYS a harmonious 
flute.

EXT. ALLEYWAY - MORNING

A Cartwheel Venders peddles his cart full of colorful 
fruits and vegetables. Rostem PLAYS his flute.

EXT. BAZAAR - DAY

Shopkeepers are busy opening their shops.

INT. DIYARIÕS ROOM - MORNING

Jiyan looks at DiyariÕs books and magazine. A magazine 
cover contains a full page photograph of colorful flowers. 
Jiyan stares at it hypnotically. Diyari walks in while 
drying his face with a towel.

DIYARI
ItÕs a gorgeous picture, ha?

JIYAN
Mamosta, are these flowers?

DIYARI
Of course?

She continues to stare at the picture.

DIYARI (CONTÕD)
It looks like you havenÕt seen flowers 
before.

Jiyan is lost into the picture. Diyari is concerned. He 
sits next to her.

DIYARI (CONTÕD)
HavenÕt you seen flowers?

Jiyan looks at him, then back at the picture.

JIYAN
Auntie BesŽ says before the chemicals 
Halabja was like a rose garden in the 
spring time. Is that true, Mamosta?
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Diyari thinks.65 65

DIYARI
ItÕs true.

Jiyan stares at the picture with dreamy eyes.

DIYARI (CONTÕD)
Sweetheart, that magazine is my gift 
to you.

JIYAN
(beaming)

Thanks.

She takes the magazine and runs out of the room.66 66

EXT. ALLEYWAY - MORNING

Diyari mounts his jeep. Tavga stands at her door, smiles at 
him. Diyari waves at her. She waves back and disappears 
into the house. Diyari takes off.

INT. TAVGAÕS HOUSE - MORNING

Shilan and Shireen lie in bed. MUSIC blares from the radio. 
Tavga runs to them, awakens them. She is breathless.

TAVGA
Shilan, Shireen, wake up, wake up.

SHILAN
Tavga, whatÕs the matter with you?

They sit up.

SHIRIN
Tavga, are you going crazy?

TAVGA
He greeted me.

SHILAN U SHIRIN
Who?

TAVGA
Him.

SHIRIN
Who is him?

TAVGA
(impatient)

The new guy.
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SHIRIN
Diyari?

Tavga nods. The others are surprised.

SHILAN
What did he say?

TAVGA
He said Òhow are you gorgeous?Ó

SHIRIN
You swear?

TAVGA
I swear by BajiÕs head.

BAJI GULƒ
Watch your mouth girl.

The girls LAUGH. Baji GulŽ is hurt. She is their step 
mother.

BAJI GULƒ (CONTÕD)
I didnÕt come here to be mocked.

SHIRIN
We know that, Baji. YouÕre here 
because of your love for father.

HEME TAYIR, their father, is busy washing his face.

HEME TAYIR
Shut your mouth, Shirin.

TAVGA
Shirin!

Shilan walks up to Baji GulŽ, kisses her on the cheek.

SHILAN
YouÕre our dear mother now, Baji.

SHIRIN
Long live Baji. Long live our lovely 
stepmother, Gulistan Sharezuri.

BAJI GULƒ
Heme, when are you going to marry off 
these daughters of yours? IÕm telling 
you, theyÕre not normal.

TAVGA
DonÕt blame it on us, Baji, we, too, 
are victims of SadamÕs chemicals.
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BAJI GULƒ
Shut your mouth, girl. YouÕre victims 
of that senseless radio.

SHILAN
That is Kurdish music, Baji.

BAJI GULƒ
Day and night listening to that 
drumbeat. YouÕre living in a dream.

TAVGA
(whispering)

Poor thing, I donÕt blame her, she 
lost all her family.

SHILAN
What else did he say?

TAVGA
Who?

SHILAN U SHIRIN
Who?

They LAUGH.

TAVGA
Diyari? He said... ÒI love youÓ.

SHILAN U SHIRIN
You swear?

SHIRIN
Does he have a wife?

TAVGA
He will. Wait.

SHIRIN
When? When?

Shilan and Shirin tickle Tavga. They GIGGLE.

HEME TAYIR
Tavga, Shilan, Shirin, thatÕs enough.

EXT. CONSTRUCTION SITE - DAY 

DIYARI looks at the crippled labourers at work.

INSERT FLASH BACK:
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EXT. ELEMENTARY SCHOOLYARD - DAY

A collage of shots of the school being bombed and children 
falling to their death, intermixed with shots of the 
crippled laborers at work.

END OF FLASH BACK.

Diyari jolts out of his reverie. Salar walks up and sits 
next to him. 

SALAR
We have two funerals today. A baby and 
a teenager. You coming?

DIYARI
To tell you the truth, Kak Salar, I 
canÕt handle funerals.

SALAR
I donÕt know, Kak Diyari, with this 
soft heart of yours you certainly 
donÕt belong here, Ôcause this is the 
city of mourning and tears.

EXT. ALLEYWAY - DAY

A MAN pushes a cart of vegetables, SHOUTS OUT his goods, 
adding a flavour to RostemÕs flute.

Tavga walks down the alleyway with a dish in hand. 

AN ADOLESCENT BOY passes by her, makes come-on gestures. 
Tavga ignores him. 

She climbs the ladder and places the dish next to Rostem, 
climbs back down, walks towards her house, confronts the 
boy again, gestures to him to get lost.

Jiyan walks to her with the magazine in her hand.

TAVGA
Jiyan

Tavga grabs her hand, takes her into the house.

EXT. TAVGAÕS HOUSE - YARD - DAY

Tavga pulls Jiyan into the courtyard, closes the front 
door. 

TAVGA
Jiyan dear, whatÕs that in your hand?

JIYAN
Mamosta Diyari gave it to me.
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At the mention of DiyariÕs name Tavga beams, and out of 
impulse, kisses Jiyan on the cheek. She then takes the 
magazine and holds it against her chest with a sigh.

INT. SALARÕS HOUSE - DAY

Diyari, ShŽrco, Salar and Jala eat dolma (stuffed 
vegetables) on the floor. The two kids play nearby.

JALA
Did you see the hospital, Kak Diyari?

DIYARI
Not yet, Jala Khan. The truth is IÕm 
afraid if I go there it might effect 
me emotionally and distract me from my 
work.

SALAR
LetÕs finish the project. There will 
always be time for the hospital.

DIYARI
I agree.

Diyari notices the book ÒThus Spoke ZarathustraÓ on the 
console.

DIYARI (CONT'D)
How do you like it so far?

SALAR
I havenÕt decided yet.

DIYARI
It brings a vague sense of future to 
mind.

SALAR
I say Ahura Mazda (the Supreme God) is 
not dead and will never die. WeÕve 
just lost him. And we must find him 
back.

DIYARI
We must, but how?

SALAR
We must first free ourselves from 
AhrimanÕs (devil) traps.

DIYARI
I agree.
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INT. TAVGAÕS HOUSE - DAY

Tavga and Jiyan sit on the floor. Tavga pours hot tea from 
a samovar, gives it to Jiyan along with a candy bar. Baji 
GulŽ stands close by, weaving wool.

TAVGA
So tell me, sweetheart, did he like 
the tea?

Jiyan nods.

TAVGA (CONTÕD)
What did he say?

JIYAN
He said Ôthanks.Õ

TAVGA
Did you tell him it is TavgaÕs?

Jiyan shakes her head.

TAVGA (CONTÕD)
Why not?

JIYAN
He didnÕt ask.

Tavga places another candy bar in JiyanÕs lap.

TAVGA
This time you will tell him, okay?

JIYAN
Okay.

Tavga kisses her.

TAVGA
Is he married?

Jiyan nods her head. Tavga, unhappy, takes back the candy. 
Jiyan feels the lose.

JIYAN
HeÕs not married.

TAVGA
DonÕt lie.

JIYAN
No, IÕm not lying. I swear by BajiÕs 
head.

Baji GulŽ looks at her in alert.
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TAVGA
So what do you say? Is he married or 
not?

JIYAN
I donÕt know.

TAVGA
DonÕt lie.

JIYAN
I swear by BajiÕs head.

Baji GulŽ looks at them again. Jiyan looks at the candy in 
TavgaÕs lap, thinks.

JIYAN (CONTÕD)
HeÕs not married.

Tavga takes a handful of candy and gives it to Jiyan and 
kisses her. 

EXT. HEME TAYIRÕS SHOP - DAY

A small shop. Fruits, vegetables, other goods. Similar 
shops line up the street on both sides. Heme Tayir hands a 
bag of goods to Shilan.

HEME TAYIR
Let Baji know we have guests this 
evening.

SHILAN
Alright, Baba.

Shilan carries the groceries, walks down the street, turns 
a corner.

EXT. STREET CORNER - DAY

ALAN, in his twenties, stands with his back against the 
wall. Shilan stops before him, but doesnÕt look at him.

ALAN
Two OÕclock. Same place?

Shilan nods her head, walks away. Alan beams, puffs on a 
cigarette.

EXT. KEJALÕS FRONT DOOR - MID DAY

Kejal as usual sweeps her front porch. Rostem plays his 
flute on the roof across from her. Swara walks up to Kejal.

SWARA
Hi Kejal Khan.
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KEJAL
Hi, Swara.

SWARA
How are you?

KEJAL
IÕm good. How are you?

SWARA
Good.

 They look at Rostem, contemplate him.

SWARA (CONTÕD)
He is good.

KEJAL
IsnÕt he?

SWARA
Yes, he is really good.

KEJAL
Really good.

SWARA
Really, really good.

KEJAL
Yes, I agree.

SWARA
Beautiful melody.

KEJAL
Never misses a tune.

SWARA
Truly amazing.

KEJAL
Yes, may God keep him for us.

SWARA
He is good.

KEJAL
Yes.

SWARA
How are you?

KEJAL
Good. How are you?
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SWARA
Very good... He is really good, ha?

KEJAL
Yes, really good.

EXT. ROOFTOP - DAY

Rostem plays his flute. CAMERA PANS across the rooftops and 
LANDS ON:

SHILAN sitting low with her back against the roof divider. 
On the other side of the divider sits Alan, also hiding, 
with his back against the wall.

ALAN
Your seat is warm in my heart and in 
my mind.
But till I get to see you my eyes go 
blind. 
Your place is sacred in my world and 
in my faith.
When youÕre not within reach my life 
is bitter as death. 
Time stands still as I lay thinking of 
you.
Waiting for you to cure my heartÕs 
grievance.
Yes, my eyes ache when youÕre not in 
view.
My eyes and my life I will sacrifice 
for you.
For without you my life, like my 
world, is aimless.
Homeless, loveless and wounded like my 
town.
O my darling, my life is one with and 
bound by yours.

Shilan digests every word of the poem with full apatite. 
RostemÕs flute ads a touch of romance to the transaction.

EXT. CONSTRUCTION SITE - DAY

Workers work. Diyari does some paperwork.

MASON
(singing)

We have the will and the strength to 
rebuild our little Halabja.

ShŽrco brings Diyari a cup of tea while HUMMING a song.

DIYARI
ShŽrco, you look happy today.
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SHƒRCO
I sold my shoe polish stuff.

DIYARI
Really? When the orphanage is ready 
you can work in it.

SHƒRCO
Thanks, Mamosta.

DIYARI
What do you want to do in the future?

SHƒRCO
I want to be a pilot.

DIYARI
Really?

SHƒRCO
aha, so I can bomb Baghdad with 
chemicals.

DIYARI
If you do that a lot of innocent 
people will be hurt.

SHƒRCO
Then why did Saddam do it to us?

DIYARI
ShŽrco, do you think an eye for an eye 
will solve our problem?

SHƒRCO
I donÕt know.

DIYARI
ShŽrco, You can keep thinking of 
revenge or do something more useful 
for your people. If you really want to 
help your nation then let your gun be 
the pen and your warplane be the 
computer.

SHƒRCO
Mamosta, are there Kurdish computers?

DIYARI
There will be if you work for it.

EXT. KEJALÕS HOUSE - COURTYARD - DAY

Kejal and Jiyan look at the picture of flowers in JiyanÕs 
new magazine.
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INT. DIYARIÕS ROOM - EVENING

Diyari lies on his back immersed in thought.

EXT. TAVGAÕS HOUSE - EVENING

Tavga makes tea in a samawir while HUMMING A SONG with the 
radio. She pours tea in a glass and hands it to Jiyan.

TAVGA
What are you going to tell him?

JIYAN
ItÕs TavgaÕs tea.

Tavga kisses her on the cheek.

INT. DIYARIÕS ROOM - EVENING

Diyari remains lying down with eyes closed. The sound of 
tea-cup and saucer awakens him. He sits up.

DIYARI
Welcome, sweetheart.

He takes the tea, stirs it, takes a sip. Jiyan remains 
standing.

DIYARI (CONTÕD)
Sit down.

Jiyan sits down.

DIYARI (CONTÕD)
What did you do today?

JIYAN
Nothing.

DIYARI
Nothing at all?

JIYAN
I went to TavgaÕs. She gave me 
biscuits and chocolate.

DIYARI
WhoÕs Tavga?

JIYAN
Tavga is in love with you.

He almost spills his tea.

DIYARI
Tavga?
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She nods. He is speechless.

JIYAN
Tavga is crazy about you. She talks 
about you day and night.

DIYARI
Who is Tavga?

JIYAN
I think she is by the door.

Jiyan walks out of the room towards the front door. Diyari 
follows her.

EXT. ALLEYWAY - EVENING

Tavga stands by DiyariÕs door. As Jiyan and Diyari appear, 
she runs away and disappears into her house.

JIYAN
That was Tavga.

DIYARI
She sure is fast.

EXT. TAVGAÕS COURTYARD - EVENING

Tavga stands behind the front door and pants. A KNOCK on 
the door. Tavga nervously tightens the bolt on the door and 
sits against it.

THE KNOCK intensifies and the door knob is juggled. Tavga 
turns red, runs into the house. Baji GulŽ walks up to the 
door.

BAJI GULƒ
Tavga, what are you doing?

TAVGA
Baji, donÕt open it.

BAJI GULƒ
What is the matter, girl? Are you 
going crazy?

Baji GulŽ unbolts and opens the door. Heme Tayir walks in 
along with two old men.

HEME TAYIR
What is the meaning of locking the 
door? DonÕt you know we have guests?

BAJI GULƒ
I donÕt know, Tavga is acting strange.
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THE GUEST
Good evening, Baji GulŽ.

BAJI GULƒ
Good evening. Welcome to our home.

INT. JIYANÕS ROOM - NIGHT

Jiyan leans on Baji BesŽ. Baji BesŽ rubs her hand over her 
flower picture on the magazine.

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. HALABJA - DAY

City covered with flowers. Jiyan stands in a white dress in 
a garden. Flowers rain over her.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. JIYANÕS ROOM - NIGHT

Jiyan is asleep. She LAUGHS in her sleep.

INT. TAVGAÕS HOUSE - DAY

Tavga, Shilan and Shirin wash a carpet.

SHILAN
But why did you run away? Is this how 
youÕre going to get close to him? By 
running away?

TAVGA
Talk is easy. You have Alan. You donÕt 
care for anyone else.

SHIRIN
I wouldnÕt have run either. If I was 
you IÕd go knock on his door right now 
and introduce myself to him.

TAVGA
Go ahead. If you can do that then you 
can have him, but believe me I will 
kill first.

They LAUGH.

EXT. ROOFTOP - MORNING

Rostem PLAYS HIS FLUTE. In background THE CALL FOR PRAYER 
is heard. From the alleyway Haji Heme throws rocks at 
Rostem.
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HAJI HEME
Enough, for the fear of God. YouÕve 
been at it since the mourning prayers?

Kejal walks out of her house.

KEJAL
Haji Heme, leave him alone.

HAJI HEME
Shut your mouth, you infidel. Go away.

Kejal disappears into her house. Haji Heme throws more 
rocks at Rostem. Rostem continues to play his flute.

Kejal returns carrying her broom and beats Haji Heme.

KEJAL
Get out of here, you son of a dog, 
IÕll kill you.

Neighbors walk out of their houses, including Diyari, Tavga 
and her sisters, Jiyan, ShŽrco and Baji BesŽ. Haji Heme 
holds his head and runs for his life.

KEJAL (CONTÕD)
Get out of here. You think this is 
Afganistan for music to be prohibited? 
WeÕre Kurds till we die.

Tavga eyes Diyari. Diyari turns to her. Tavga turns red, 
looks down. Jiyan and ShŽrco walk up to Diyari. Jiyan 
points to Tavga.

JIYAN
Mamosta, thatÕs Tavga.

Tavga looks up again, notices that Diyari is still looking 
at her, for a moment doesnÕt know what to do, then 
disappears into her house.

DIYARI
TavgaÕs really shy.

EXT. TAVGAÕS HOUSE, COURTYARD - DAY

Tavga stands behind the door in the courtyard, closes her 
eyes. 

EXT. CONSTRUCTION SITE - DAY

MASON
Tangerines, lemons and oranges. Her 
bosom is a fruit stand. The stars in 
the sky are jealous of my lover.
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Diyari and Salar walk down the incline, away from the 
construction area (AWAY FROM THE CAMERA). IN FORGROUND, a 
crippled worker works. 

SALAR
Zoroaster says fear not of Ahura Mazda 
for he is the God of goodness, but 
beware of Ahriman for he is an evil 
God.

DIYARI
ThatÕs correct.

SALAR
It appears that other deities that 
followed him did not comprehend him. 

DIYARI
You think so?

SALAR
Yes, theyÕve turned God into some kind 
of a dictator. Some of them who have 
remained victims of their narrow- 
mindedness, will not cause sufferance 
to mankind only because of their fear 
of God, not because of their love for 
him. 

DIYARI
YouÕre right.

SALAR
And when they do cause sufferance, 
they do it for their fear of God as 
well.

DIYARI
ThatÕs amusing.

SALAR
Because they do not really understand
the concept of God.

DIYARI
No, they donÕt.

SALAR
On the one hand, we have those who do 
not fear God and are making a profit 
at his cost. These we must watch out 
for. On the other hand, we have those 
who fear God, but continue to live in 
an ocean of ignorance. 
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These we must really watch out for. 
Then we have those who understand God. 
Only they genuinely love him.

DIYARI
We shouldÕve stayed with our old 
faith.

SHOT ON DIYARI AND SALAR.

SALAR
It wasnÕt a choice.

Salar looks around. They have walked quiet a distance down 
hill.

SALAR (CONT'D)
LetÕs go back?

DIYARI
LetÕs run.

SALAR
Okay.

They run up the incline, reach the top, sit on the ground 
and pant.

SALAR (CONT'D)
We have two funerals today, but I 
wonÕt even ask you anymore.

DIYARI
God bless their souls.

EXT. TEA HOUSE - DAY

The three usual old men play a game of dominos.

OLDMAN ONE
How many funerals do we have today?

OLDMAN TWO
Today, two funerals, a circumcision 
and a marriage proposal.

OLDMAN ONE
ThatÕs right. Heme TayirÕs daughter.

OLDMAN TWO
ThatÕs the one.

OLDMAN THREE
ThatÕs really nice. Six years and we 
havenÕt seen a wedding celebration. 
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All we see are funerals, funerals and 
funerals.

OLDMAN TWO
Kak Suare, Halabja and fiesta? That is 
absurd.

OLDMAN THREE
Why not? Till when are we going to 
mourn? Other parts of Kurdistan have 
seen chemicals too, theyÕve seen death 
and destruction, but have their happy 
events too.

OLDMAN ONE
Suare is young at heart. I wouldnÕt be 
surprised if he gets married again at 
this old age.

OLDMAN TWO
ThatÕs obvious. He has his eyes set on 
chubby Kejal.

OLDMAN THREE
Shut your mouth. Kejal khan is a  
darling.

OLDMAN TWO
Suit yourself, but sheÕll finish you 
up in two days.

They LAUGH.

OLDMAN THREE
YouÕre wrong. SadamÕs chemicals didnÕt 
finish me.

More LAUGHTER.

OLDMAN TWO
Brother, IÕm telling you, all the 
dates of Basra wouldnÕt save you from 
Kejal Khan.

More LAUGHTER.

OLDMAN ONE
Unless if you can run like Haji Heme.

More LAUGHTER. Haji Heme is seen down the street.

OLDMAN ONE(CONTÕD)
Haji Heme, Is it true you made a pass 
at Kejal khan?
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HAJI HEME
God forbid.

Everybody including bystanders LAUGH.

EXT. GRAVEYARD - DAY

The usual faces - Salar, Haji Heme, Heme Tayir, FatimÕs 
husband, the three old men and more. A baby is buried.

INT. TAVGAÕS HOUSE - EVENING

Salar, the Mayor, the three old men and ALANÕS FATHER sit 
next to Heme Tayir on the floor. ALANÕS MOTHER and Baji 
GulŽ sit across from the men.

ALANÕS FATHER
Girl and boy love each other. WeÕre 
certain Alan has no effects of the 
chemicals. We have the doctorÕs 
report.

HEME TAYIR
Thanks be to God. We only lost 
ShilanÕs mother, God bless her soul, 
as she was at her late brotherÕs at 
the time of the attack.

EVERYONE
God bless their souls. May God break 
SadamÕs kneck.

HEME TAYIR
Amen.

MAYOR
The fact of the matter is we all have 
lost and continue to loose our loved 
ones. ItÕs imperative that our 
youngsters think of marriage and 
family making. How 
else are we going to regain our family 
life? How else are we going to refill 
the place of our martyrs?

The old men voice their agreement.

ALANÕS FATHER
Well said, Kak Serdar. If Heme Tayir 
and Baji GulŽ are in agreement, I have 
prepared the bridal apparatus.

HEME TAYIR
Kak Ferhad, Shukri khan, consider 
Shilan your daughter.
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ALANÕS FATHER
Thank you.

INT. DIYARIÕS RESIDENCE - DAY

MUSIC is heard. Diyari, ShŽrco and Jiyan run up to the 
roof.

THEIR POV:

Tavga, Shilan and Shirin dance in the courtyard. At the 
sight of Diyari, Tavga shies away, but Shilan wonÕt let go 
of her hand.

SHILAN
Oh, no, you wonÕt go. If I was shy 
like you I wouldÕve never gotten 
married.

SHIRIN
Come on, look at him.

Tavga doesnÕt look up. Shirin waves at them. They wave 
back.

TAVGA
Shirin, IÕll kill you later.

Shirin and Shilan LAUGH.

BACK TO DIYARI, SHŽRCO AND JIYAN

DIYARI
If you want to join them, go ahead. I 
have some work to finish up.

Diyari descends the roof. ShŽrco and Jiyan remain watching 
the dance.

INT. DIYARIÕS ROOM - DAY

Diyari returns to his paperwork.

EXT. ROOFTOP - DAY

Rostem stops playing the flute, lies down, goes to sleep.

INT. DIYARIÕS RESIDENCE - DAY

Diyari looks out of the window, sees ShŽrco and Jiyan 
dancing in the courtyard.
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EXT. ALLEYWAY - DAY

Haji Heme walks down the alleyway, hears music in TavgaÕs 
house, opens the door, peeps his head in, sees the three 
girls dancing, pulls back out, shakes his head, does a 
religious prayer along the lines of ÒGod forgive us.Ó

EXT. DIYARIÕS RESIDENCE - DAY

Diyari has joined the dance. They are at it full force. 
Haji Heme peeps his head in with eyes wide open, then pulls 
back out.

EXT. ALLEYWAY - DAY

Haji Heme makes a prayer again, begins to walk, notices 
Kejal sweeping her doorstep, stops walking.

Kejal looks back at him, tightens her grip on the broom.

Haji Heme turns around, walks in the other direction.

EXT. ALANÕS HOUSE - DAY

Townspeople, all the familiar faces, many crippled, some 
deformed, dance to DAHOL U ZIRNA.

People line up the rooftops, watching. Children play.

A legless man dances on his butt in the middle of the dance 
floor.

EXT. TAVGAÕS HOUSE - DAY

Cars are lined up in front of the house. One car is 
decorated to carry the bride.

Women accompany the bride while dancing. Spectators watch, 
among them Diyari, ShŽrco and Jiyan.

SHOT ON TAVGA.

She stare at Diyari with pleading eyes.

SHOT ON DIYARI.

He looks up at her. Their eyes lock. Diyari walks away. 
Tavga begins after him, then stops, remains looking in his 
direction.

EXT. ALANÕS HOUSE - DAY

The caravan of cars arrive. The bride is escorted with SONG 
and dance.
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Alan and a few of his relatives stand on the roof above the 
entrance. As the bride is escorted in, Alan throws down a 
jar. It smashes at her feet. Then rice is thrown over her 
head.

EXT. ALANÕS HOUSE - DAY

Children play.

INT. KITCHEN - DAY

Women cook in big pots.

EXT. ALANÕS HOUSE - DAY

People continue to dance. Two Singers SING before the 
dancers.

EXT. ALANÕS HOUSE - MOMENTS LATER

Groom and Bride sit under a canopy. People line up in a 
circle. A MAN with a rosemary in hand SINGS A HEYRANI.

INT. DIYARIÕS RESIDENCE - DAY

Diyari finishes writing a letter. Jiyan sits next to him. 
He folds the letter, hands it to her.

DIYARI
Sweetheart, give this letter to Tavga. 

JIYAN
Okay.

Jiyan leaves

INT. TAVGAÕS ROOM - MORNING

Shirin is asleep. Tavga sits against the wall in the corner 
of the room and reads DiyariÕs letter in tears.

DIYARI (V.O.)
Dear Tavga, You are the light of 
Halabja and the bride of Kurdistan. 
You are the sunshine from our ancient 
Goddess, Mitra, who has extended her 
wings over the rooftops of martyered 
Halabja. But you must understand that 
I am not worthy of your heart. A gem 
like you deserves her equal. You are a 
young pretty jewel and I am twice your 
age.
Furthermore I have a wife and two 
lovely daughters, Medya and Arya. Like 
you, my wife has a golden heart. 
Luckyily the type t seem to attract.
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I am flattered to know that an angle 
like you is attracted to me. However, 
I big you to save your love for 
someone who deserves it. I will pray 
for you and for the children of 
Halabja.
Sincerely yours, Diyari.

EXT. ROOFTOP - DAY

Rostem PLAYS HIS FLUTE. Diyari drives away.

INT. JIYANÕS HOUSE - DAY

ShŽrco and Jiyan stare at the picture of the flowers.

SHƒRCO
Jiyan, sweetheart, God willing, IÕll 
marry you in ten years. IÕll build you 
a garden the size of Halabja. Like the 
hanging gardens of Nebukhedneser.

JIYAN
Who is Nebukheser?

SHƒRCO
Nebukhedneser was the King of Babylon. 
He fell in love with a Kurdish 
girl,the daughter of a king in 
Kurdistan. She was gorgeous like you. 
But because Babylon was a desert, she 
got bored. To make her feel at home, 
Nebukhedneser built her a mountain and 
on the side of it he made seven 
hanging gardens. 

JIYAN
You would do the same thing for me?

SHƒRCO
Of course. YouÕre my heart and soul. 
IÕd bring the sky down to earth for 
you.

He kisses her on the cheek.

JIYAN
Baji, ShŽrco kissed me.

Baji BesŽ appears with a broom in her hand.

BAJI BESƒ
Shame on you.

ShŽrco runs to the front door, blows a kiss in the air.
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SHƒRCO
Goodbye, my future bride.

He disappears.

JIYAN
Baji, ShŽrco is joking right?

BAJI BESƒ
Of course.

EXT. CONSTRUCTION SITE - DAY

The building is complete. Painters are painting.

INT. NEW ORPHANAGE - DAY

Diyari, Salar, Jala and ShŽrco sit in an office, drink tea. 
Diyari looks over some paperwork.

SALAR
The furniture will arrive at the end 
of the month. God willing we will be 
cutting the ribbon on Wednesday.

DIYARI
Good.

JALA
The kids ask me everyday Òwhen are we 
going to the new home?Ó TheyÕre as 
happy as heaven.

DIYARI
IÕm happy for them.

SALAR
Meanwhile my stomach is crying, and 
JalaÕs dolma is waiting for us.

They LAUGH.

EXT. TAVGAÕS HOUSE - DAY  

Tavga sits on the ground, dejected .

EXT. JIYANÕS HOUSE - DAY

Jiyan stares at herself in the mirror.

EXT. CITY OF HALABJA - DAY

A wind storm. Brown dust covers the town. Heavy wind fills 
the air. 
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NUMEROUS SHOTS of people running for their lives, some 
screaming Òkimyaye.Ó

INT. SALARÕS HOUSE - DAY

Salar, Diyari, Jala and ShŽrco eat lunch. They look through 
the window at the menacing tornado. They cover their mouths 
with wet towels.

SALAR
These windstorms spreading cancer and 
tuberculoses because the dust still 
contains chemical agents which the 
wind carries to peopleÕs lungs.

INT. DIYARIÕS RESIDENCE - DAY

Diyari irons his shirt. ShŽrco looks at himself in the 
mirror.

SHƒRCO
Mamosta, is it true youÕll go back to 
America after the opening?

DIYARI
Yes, itÕs true. I havenÕt seen my 
family for four months now.

SHƒRCO
WeÕll really miss you.

DIYARI
I will come back to visit you and 
Jiyan.

SHƒRCO
If Jiyan and I get married, would you 
come to our wedding?

DIYARI
Of course. But why are you thinking of 
marriage at this age?

SHƒRCO
Ôcause JiyanÕs my only relative left. 
I believe that our parents will be 
happy in heaven.

Diyari nods his head in agreement.

EXT. JIYANÕS HOUSE - DAY

Jiyan continues to look at herself in the mirror.
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INT. DIYARIÕS RESIDENCE - DAY

Diyari and ShŽrco 

SHƒRCO
Mamosta, how come America didnÕt get 
Sadam for throwing chemicals on us?

DIYARI
Because Sadam was AmericaÕs ally.

SHƒRCO
How come?

DIYARI
Because Khomainy was AmericaÕs enemy.

SHƒRCO
What about the Kurds?

DIYARI
Kurds had no friends.

SHƒRCO
How come?

DIYARI
Because Kurdistan is a beautiful and 
wealthy place. ItÕs been divided 
amongst its neighbors, and we want to 
be free. This has angered our 
neighbors and so they are attacking us 
from all directions.

SHƒRCO
WeÕve got some shitty neighbors.

DIYARI
I agree.

A KNOCK on the door. ShŽrco runs to and opens the door. At 
the door Shirin looks hysterical.

SHIRIN
(breathless)

ShŽrco, Call Mamosta. Tavga is dying. 

SHéRKO
Mamosta!

Diyari runs to the door.

SHIRIN
Mamosta, Tavga has passed out.
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INT. TAVGAÕS HOUSE - DAY

Tavga lies on the floor, trembling. Baji GulŽ attends to 
her. Diyari, ShŽrco and Shirin run in.

EXT. ALLEYWAY - DAY

Diyari carries Tavga to his jeep. They ride the jeep. 
Diyari drives away.

EXT. HOSPITAL - DAY

Crowded with the sick, the deformed and the crippled. The 
jeep pulls in, stops at the entrance. Diyari and ShŽrco 
carry Tavga inside the hospital. Baji GulŽ and Shirin 
follow them.

INT. HOSPITAL - DAY

Diyari looks around in a daze. Burnt and/or deformed women 
and children lie around, visibly suffering. Diyari gets 
sick.

FLASHBACK.

EXT. ELEMENTARY SCHOOL - DAY

Helicopters bomb the school. Children burn and die in 
droves.

END OF FLASHBACK.

Diyari sweats. The room circles around him. He collapses to 
the floor, faints.

INT. DIYARIÕS ROOM - NIGHT

Diyari lies in bed with eyes closed. Salar, Jala, ShŽrco, 
Jiyan and A DOCTOR stand beside him. Diyari opens his eyes.

DIYARI
What happened?

SALAR
You fainted at the hospital.

DIYARI
What happened to Tavga?

DOCTOR
SheÕs okay. SheÕd taken too many 
pills. They cleaned up her stomach. 
SheÕs okay now. 

Jiyan brings Diyari a glass of water. Diyari sits up, 
drinks the water.
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DIYARI
Thank you, Jiyan.

SALAR
You really do have a soft heart. You 
werenÕt kidding.

DIYARI
Kak Salar, IÕm from Qeladiza. I was 
the child of 1974.

INSERT:

EXT. ELEMENTARY SCHOOL - DAY

The bombing of the school in Qeladize. Children run every 
which way. Ten-year old DIYARI hides under a desk, 
trembling as he watches his classmates burn to death.

DIYARI
I was in that school when it was 
bombed. I was JiyanÕs age, in third 
grade just like her. IÕve been living 
with this dark memory for twenty years 
now.

They look at him in silence.

EXT. NEW ORPHANAGE - DAY

Diyari, Salar, Jala, Jiyan, ShŽrco and the Mayor stand in 
the podium before a crowd of the townspeople (the familiar 
faces). A group of orphans and Musicians stand attentive to 
one side of the podium.

SALAR
Dear citizens of martyred Halabja. 
Three months ago someone very special 
to us had a dream. Today that dream is 
a reality standing before our eyes. 

(points to the building)
IÕd like you to know that Kak Diyari 
is a survivor of the 1974 bombing of 
the elementary school in Qeladiza. 
That infamous bombing which left 140 
children dead and another 85 maimed. 
That was one of the reasons for kak 
DiyariÕs undertaking of this project. 
Sisters and brother,I present to you 
kak Diyari Derbendikhani.

The crowd APPLAUDS.

DIYARI
IÕm honored to be a part of your 
lives. 
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Three months ago as I drove into this 
beautiful town, the first person I met 
became the closest and dearest to me. 
That person is Jiyan.

(points to Jiyan)
Like many of you, Jiyan lost her 
family to the chemical bombing. 
However, the good Lord didnÕt close 
all doors on her - Baji BesŽ and her 
cousin, ShŽrco, who had also lost 
their families, were there for her.

(points to ShŽrco and Baji 
BesŽ)

For being such a lovely person and for 
having such a meaningful name, I 
decided to name this orphanage 
ÒJiyanÓ.
Sisters and brothers of martyred 
Halabja, I present to you ÒJiyan 
Orphanage.Ó

They unveil the sign. It reads ÒLaney BŽnawayani Jiyan.Ó 
The crowd APPLAUDS.

MAYOR
We heartily thank Mamosta Diyari 
Derbendikhani for this beautiful gift. 
We will never forget him, for Kak 
Diyari, will always be a scented 
flower in our hearts. You have shown 
your true colors to this wounded city 
of ours and we pray that others will 
follow your example.

He cuts the ribbon. The people APPLAUD.

MAYOR (CONTÕD)
Dear citizens of martyred Halabja. 
It is a fact that we have been ignored
by the outside worl.  Our friends are 
numbered and our enemies are numerous. 
But the more brutal they get, the 
stronger is our will to preserve our 
culture and dignity, to protect our 
land and our language, the very core 
of our existence.
We have preserved our identity for 
5000 years and will continue to do so 
in the name of progress for a better 
future for you, dear children. For a 
better life, for love, for freedom.

People APPLAUD.
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SALAR
Long live Jiyan Orphanage.

THE CROWD
Long live Jiyan Orphanage.

SALAR
Long live Halabja.

THE CROWD
Long live Halabja.

SALAR
Long live Kurdistan.

THE CROWD
Long live Kurdistan.

EXT. STREETS OF HALABJA - DAY

NUMEROUS SHOTS as the Orphans walk across the town to the 
new home while SINGING.

ORPHANS
(singing)

Diyari brought us a gift.
A good deed for us Kurds.
A new life starts again.
Full of laughter and melodies. 
It came back to life in KurdistanÕs 
Halabja. 
You and I in this world,
True our home is all alone. 
But itÕs a source for our struggle.
And a big nest for love and hope.

EXT. ALLEYWAY - DAY

Rostem PLAYS HIS FLUTE. Diyari hugs and kisses Salar, Jala 
and ShŽrco, then rides his jeep. They bit him farewell.

DIYARI
Where is Jiyan?

SHƒRCO
At the swing.

DIYARI
Then IÕll see her there. Take good 
care of yourself and Jiyan. Especially 
Jiyan.

SHƒRCO
Thank you, Mamosta. JiyanÕs my life. 
She is all I have.

58.
CONTINUED: (2)

(CONTINUED)



DIYARI
Bravo.

Diyari kisses ShŽrco on the forehead, then drives away. 
Everyone waves goodbye.

EXT. HILLTOP - DAY

Jiyan sits in the swing, swaying IN SLOW MOTION. Diyari 
pulls over next to her, dismounts his jeep, walks up to 
her.

DIYARI
Sweetheart. I wonÕt forget you. I 
promise to come back. I want you to 
listen to ShŽrco and Baji BesŽ. 
Alright, sweetheart?

Jiyan nods her head. Diyari places a necklace around her 
neck, then kisses her on the forehead.

DIYARI (CONTÕD)
Goodbye now, sweetheart.

JIYAN
(tearfully)

Goodbye, Mamosta Diyari.

Diyari mounts his jeep, waves at Jiyan, drives away. Jiyan 
looks in his direction. He continues to drive away until 
the jeep disappears from our view.

FADE OUT
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