
ACT ONE

EXT. OUTSIDE OF HOUSE, DAWN

The Muslim call to prayer, the Adhan, begins to play.

ZAAMENAH (O.S.)
It’s Fajr time, time to pray! 
Everybody up! And then we have to 
get you all to school. Oh, that 
feels so good to say.

INT. SAHAR’S ROOM, DAWN

SAHAR - 16, headstrong - is asleep in her bed. Her room is 
that of a typical teenager - there are posters of boy bands 
and Beyonce, but also of Bollywood movies. There is a framed 
photo of Priyanka Chopra and Nick Jonas on her side table. 
She rolls over, groaning, and puts her pillow over her head.

INT. LAILA’S ROOM, DAWN

LAILA - 12, gangly and awkward - snores peacefully through 
the adhan, undisturbed. Her room is filled with posters of 
cheesy inspirational Pinterest sayings and posters of Quranic 
verses. There is a ruffled prayer mat on the floor, and 
clothes strewn about the room.

INT. AZHAR’S ROOM, DAWN

The room is filled to the brim with stuffed animals, and the 
bed is made and empty.

INT. LIVING ROOM, DAWN

AZHAR - 6, wild and energetic - sprints up and down the 
stairs, already dressed with her backpack on.

AZHAR
First day of school! First day of 
school! Come on everybody we have 
to go to school! Because we all go 
to school! Schooooool!

Sahar and Laila trudge down the stairs, sleepy-eyed but 
dressed for school. Their mother, ZAAMENAH (40s, kind, 
determined), follows them. She is dressed for a day of work. 
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Her husband SAJJAD (40s, goofy) follows her, holding a 
briefcase and dressed in a suit and tie. Azhar continues to 
run around in circles, overly excited for her first day of 
Kindergarten.

ZAAMENAH
Lunches! Jackets! Backpacks! Summer 
book reports! What am I forgetting?

SAJJAD
We can’t baby you guys anymore, you 
need to start remembering this 
stuff. Mummy starts work today and 
we won’t be around every morning to 
get you ready anymore.

ZAAMENAH
And remember that we’re not picking 
you up either. You’re taking the 
bus both ways now.

SAHAR
(yawning)

Why do we have to be up at sunrise 
though?

ZAAMENAH
Because it’s good for you to start 
your day with prayer. And this is 
when the bus comes.

LAILA
We’re starting at a new school and 
you’re making us take the bus? You 
two are brutal. You know what 
people do to brown kids on the bus.

SAJJAD
They ask for the answers to the 
math homework. You’ll be fine. Lots 
of kids from the new mosque go 
there too, you’ll make friends. And 
you have each other.

The door bursts open. In walks MRS. JONHSON (40s, loud, 
nosy). In her hands is a huge casserole dish and behind her 
trails BRADY (6, stuck-up), who rolls a wheely-backpack 
behind him. Mrs. Johnson immediately beelines towards 
Zaamenah and Sajjad, unloading the casserole dish into 
Zaamnah’s arms.
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MRS. JOHNSON
Oh good morning, oh good you’re all 
up, I would’ve knocked but my hands 
are all full, oh -

SAJJAD
Excuse me, why -

MRS. JOHNSON
Oh, these must be your girls! Oh I 
did hear music playing from your 
upstairs windows very late last 
night, that explains it -

ZAAMENAH
Who are y - 

MRS. JOHNSON
Oh, how precious, oh, welcome to 
the neighborhood, we’ll have to 
throw you some kind of welcome get-
together soon -

Azhar walks straight up to Brady and gets right in his face.

AZHAR
Why are you in our house?

MRS. JOHNSON
Oh, I’m so sorry! Let me introduce 
myself. I’m Susie Johnson, and this 
is little Brady, and we’re your 
next door neighbors!

Zaamenah sets the casserole dish down on a side table and 
reaches out her hand to shake Mrs. Johnson’s.

ZAAMENAH
Nice to meet you. I’m Zaamenah 
Ibrahim, and this is my husband 
Sajjad. Girls, introduce 
yourselves.

SAHAR
Sahar.

LAILA
Laila.

Azhar’s face is still alarmingly close to Brady’s, who looks 
shell-shocked.

AZHAR
Azhar.
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MRS. JOHNSON
Oh wow, all of y’alls English is so 
great! How lovely!

The Ibrahims all visibly flinch, except for Azhar, who has 
grabbed Brady’s backpack and has started to run around the 
room rolling it with Brady feebly chasing behind her.

MRS. JOHNSON (CONT'D)
Well, I just wanted to introduce 
myself and give you some Welcome 
Casserole! It’s our family favorite 
- Kale Cass, with a surprise secret 
ingredient. I wasn’t sure what 
y’all Muzzlims could eat but I 
figure kale’s a universal favorite, 
right?

BRADY
Our family eats a lot of kale. It’s 
high in protein.

ZAAMENAH
Thank you, that’s very kind of you. 

There is a HONK from outside. Azhar stops abruptly, Brady’s 
backpack crashing to the ground behind her.

AZHAR
The bus is HERE! We have to GO!

MRS. JOHNSON
Y’all are taking the bus? Oh, my 
Kirk just started driving this 
year, this is the first morning 
he’s driving to school. Oh, I’m 
sure he’d be happy to take your 
girls! 

All three girls perk up, but Zaamenah shakes her head 
immediately.

ZAAMENAH
That won’t be necessary, Mrs. 
Johnson. Thank you for the 
casserole. Girls, you need to go.

Zaamenah hands off bananas to the kids, who begin to file out 
the door to walk to the bus stop.  
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ZAAMENAH (CONT'D)
Oh, good luck at school betas! 
Study hard and look after Azhar, if 
you need me I’ll come straight from 
the store, just give us a - SHOES! 
I knew I forgot something! Girls, 
you need to put on your shoes!

INT. BRIARWOOD HIGH SCHOOL, DAY

Sahar, Laila, and Azhar stand by the lockers nervously. There 
are many students milling around, grabbing books and talking 
and catching up after the summer, but no one speaks to the 
Ibrahims. There is a banner on the wall that read “Welcome 
back to school!” There is another under it that says 
“Homecoming Dance - This Friday!”

AZHAR
School school school!

SAHAR
Azhar, come on, we need to find 
your class -

AZHAR
I got it. My friends are over 
there, bye!

Azhar speeds off to a group of other five-year-olds, already 
chattering away, before heading into her classroom. Above the 
classroom is a sign that says “Mrs. Roberts’ Kindergarten 
Class.”

SAHAR
How did she already make friends? 
We’ve been here for five minutes!

LAILA
Man, that kid wastes no time.

SAHAR
Well, this is it. Don’t be scared.

LAILA
Who said anything about being 
scared?

SAHAR
Just don’t be scared! And if a boy 
asks you to homecoming say no.

LAILA
You too.
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SAHAR
No promises.

The bell rings. Laila and Sahar look at each other and take 
deep breaths.

LAILA
Good luck.

SAHAR
Don’t do drugs.

LAILA
No promises.

Sahar turns away from Laila and immediately slams into 
someone, both of their books and papers scattering all over 
the floor. She drops down to start picking them up, and look 
up to see JOHN (16, boy-next-door kind of guy). He drops to 
the floor too.

SAHAR
Sorry! I’m so sorry!

JOHN
You’re good! Hey - are you new?

The bell rings again, loudly indicating that they have one 
more minute to get to class. 

SAHAR
Yes! Sorry! Bye! Nice to meet you!

Sahar scurries away. John looks down at the books and papers 
now recollected in his hand. The one on top is a class 
schedule, and in big bold letters at the top it says SAHAR 
IBRAHIM.

INT. CAFETERIA, DAY

Sahar and Laila stand alone in the middle of the cafeteria, 
trays in hand. Their trays are almost empty - orange juice 
and a drab slice of cheese pizza each. The trays of the 
people passing them are laden high with hot dogs, burgers, 
chicken tenders, pepperoni pizza, sloppy joes, and turkey 
sandwiches. Nobody stops to talk to the two of them, and they 
scan filled table after filled table. There are no two empty 
seats next to each other.

LAILA
Should we just... sit with Azhar?
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Azhar is sat at the table with the other Kindergarteners. She 
is the center of attention, waving around a Go-Gurt while 
animatedly telling a story. The six-year-olds all have 
brightly colored lunchboxes, juice pouches, and peanut butter 
sandwiches, and none of their feet touch the ground when 
they’re sitting in their seats.

SAHAR
I’d rather transfer.

John walks into the cafeteria, surrounded by a gaggle of 
friends who are laughing and talking. He spots Sahar and 
Laila and beelines towards them. Sahar feebly attempts to 
hide behind Laila.

LAILA
What’re you doing dork? Do you know 
him?

SAHAR
No, I banged into him earlier -

JOHN
Suh-haar! Sahar, right? Am I saying 
it right?

SAHAR
Uh, close - Suh-her. Flat vowels.

JOHN
Well, Sahar, you dropped this 
earlier.

John hands her the lost schedule. It is folded up. 

JOHN (CONT'D)
Hey, are you guys already sitting 
anywhere? Do you want to sit with 
us?

LAILA
Please please let us sit with you 
please hi my name is Laila yes we 
will sit with you thank you.

JOHN
(laughing)

Hi Laila, I’m John.

Laila follows John to a nearby table crowded with a group of 
upper middle and younger high school kids. Laila follows them 
slowly, unfolding the schedule. 
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At the top is scrawled 404-596-2395 and the words “Do you 
want to go to the Homecoming Dance with me? - John” Sahar 
looks up to see John looking at her expectantly. She nods.

SAHAR
(mouthing)

Yes.

INT. DINING ROOM, EVENING

Sajjad, Zaamenah, Sahar, Laila, and Azhar sit at the dinner 
table in the kitchen eating Mrs. Johnson’s casserole. Azhar 
throws her fork down.

AZHAR
This is gross.

LAILA
Yeah mom, what’s in this? It tastes 
like nothing. But also like all of 
the wrong things.

Sahar gets up to rummage through the cabinets in the kitchen.

SAHAR
Where is the marcha? Maybe if it’s 
spicy it’ll taste better. Or taste 
like anything at all. 

SAJJAD
Oh, bring me some too dear.

SAHAR
Ooh, wait, never mind, do we still 
have the leftover samosas from 
Zyka?

Zaamenah shoots Sajjad a dirty look and beckons Sahar to come 
back to the table.

ZAAMENAH
Sit down and enjoy the nice 
casserole that Mrs. Johnson made, 
Sahar. And don’t complain. You 
know, when Daddy and I were your 
age, we never complained. Dinner 
was a race. When Ma cooked dinner, 
we were grateful to even get one 
bite. There were eleven -

SAHAR, LAILA, AND AZHAR
(together)

Siblings, it was like a zoo. 
(MORE)
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First come, first served, the rest 
go hungry.

SAHAR
We get it Mummy. You survived 
natural selection. But I’m pretty 
sure this is a casserole made 
entirely of kale and Kraft singles, 
so I’m going to take my chances.

SAJJAD
How was school today girls?

AZHAR
Good I made seven friends and at 
recess I looked for Dinosaur eggs 
with Samantha and during nap time 
teacher let us watch cartoons.

LAILA
Fine. We learned like maps or 
something.

SAJJAD
What about maps?

LAILA
Like what’s on them. I think.

ZAAMENAH
Wow. Look at our daughters. What a 
testament to the great American 
Education system.

SAJJAD
What about you Sahar?

Sahar keeps her head down and mumbles into her plate.

SAHAR
Fine. Nothing interesting.

AZHAR
What are you talking about? What 
about J -

SAHAR
What countries did you look at, 
Laila?

LAILA
What the heck dude. I already 
admitted I wasn’t paying attention, 
stop asking me about the dumb maps!

SAHAR, LAILA, AND AZHAR (CONT'D)
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SAHAR
South America? They have some great 
ones - Chile, Brazil, oh, have you 
ever heard of Suriname?

SAJJAD
Sahar, what are you talking about?

SAHAR
Maps! We’ve been talking about maps 
this whole time, remember?

AZHAR
Sahar is going to a dance with a 
boy!

Everyone freezes. The girls look between each other quickly. 

LAILA
Well, it’s getting late, I really 
gotta go to bed. Gotta study those 
maps.

SAHAR
Oh you know, me too! Oh you know 
what, I can help you - 

ZAAMENAH
Everybody freeze.

Laila freezes halfway out of her chair. Zaamenah turns her 
attention solely to Azhar, who is playing with her casserole, 
oblivious to the situation.

ZAAMENAH (CONT'D)
Azhar, what was the name of the boy  
that asked Sahar to the dance?

AZHAR
John. He is nice. He has spiky 
hair.

ZAAMENAH
Bedtime, everyone.

The girls scramble to get out of their chairs. Sahar flat out 
sprints to the stairs.

ZAAMENAH (CONT'D)
Except for you, Sahar.
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 INT. LIVING ROOM, NIGHT

Sahar sits on the couch with her parents standing over her, 
arms crossed.

SAJJAD
She can’t go to the dance with a 
boy named John.

ZAAMENAH
She can’t go to the dance with a 
boy! Astaghfirullah, what will 
people at the mosque say? And we 
just moved here!

SAJJAD
Wait, what are we talking about. 
This is ridiculous.

SAHAR
Thank you, I -

SAJJAD
She can’t go to the dance at all. 
What about her studies?

SAHAR
Oh my God, I’m right here! Please 
talk to me like I am a human being, 
not about me like I’m the bad 
daughter in one of your Indian 
dramas!

SAJJAD
Hey! Be respectful. 

SAHAR
I am going to this dance. And I’m 
going to do the wobble like the 
white kids and live the American 
dream.

ZAAMENAH
(swooning)

Astaghfirullah! The wobble?!

SAJJAD
Absolutely not. You are forbidden.

SAHAR
But Daddy -
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SAJJAD
This is not a discussion. Go to 
bed. 

SAHAR
Guys, it’s the 21st century -

ZAAMENAH
You heard your father, Sahar. We 
don’t do these things. Nice Muslim 
girls go to school, study, and keep 
their heads down. In a few years we 
can talk about you marrying a nice 
Muslim boy. But tonight, you go to 
bed.

SAHAR
What’s the point of bringing us to 
America in 2019 if you’re still 
going to live in the past?

Sahar gets up off the couch and storms up the stairs.

INT. AZHAR'S ROOM - NIGHT

Azhar and Laila are sitting on Azhar’s bed, swaddled in 
blankets and stuff animals. Sahar is pacing Azhar’s room.

SAHAR
Azhar, how did you even know that 
John asked me? How did you find 
out?

AZHAR
I know everything.

SAHAR
You are in Kindergarten! There’s no 
way that you know what’s happening 
in the 10th grade! Laila only knows 
because she was there.

Azhar shrugs, playing with a stuffed elephants and making it 
mime doing prayer.

AZHAR
He also asked me how to pronounce 
your name before lunch. He gave me 
candy so that I would promise not 
to tell you.

Laila almost falls off the bed, overwhelmed with the 
romantics. 
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LAILA
How cute!

Sahar throws a stuffed camel at Laila.

SAHAR
I know it’s cute! Which is why we 
have to figure this out! And Azhar, 
what part of “never take candy from 
strangers” do you not understand?

AZHAR
Nothing happened! I’m never not 
taking candy from people again!

Sahar throws a stuffed monkey at Azhar.

SAHAR
Not the point! Now what do I do? 
And Azhar, you better not go 
blurting to Mummy and Daddy again.

LAILA
The answer is simple, Sahar. Just 
sneak out. They do it in Bollywood 
movies all the time. 

SAHAR
That’s impossible. They’ll know 
immediately.

LAILA
No! Friday night is the grand 
opening party for the sari shop. 
They’ll be so preoccupied with that 
they won’t even notice you’re gone. 
And besides, we’ll distract them. 
Right Azhar?

AZHAR
Yes! What are we talking about?

LAILA
We’ll distract them. Promise.

SAHAR
If they send me to Hausa and make 
me memorize the whole Quran and 
stop eating McDonalds fries, I’m 
taking you down with me, you 
understand?

LAILA
We got this.
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INT. SARI NOT SORRY BACK STORAGE ROOM - EVENING

Sahar, Laila, and Azhar are in a tiny, cramped back closet of 
their parents’ new sari shop, Sari not Sorry. They are 
surrounded by shelves and shelves of colorful saris on all 
four walls. There are boxes of bindis, stacks of bangles, and 
a thin layer of glitter on pretty much everything. Laila and 
Azhar are both in dresses, but Sahar is clearly dressed much 
more formally - she is wearing a homecoming dress and heels. 
There is lots of noise from offscreen, and there is clearly a 
large crowd at a party outside of the room.

SAHAR
Okay, repeat the plan back to me 
one more time.

LAILA
Sahar, it’s simple! We’ve been over 
it like, ten times already! 

SAHAR
I know you and I have. That’s why I 
want to hear Azhar say it.

AZHAR
Fine. When mommy and daddy are 
giving their speeches, we open the 
back door and you leave.

SAHAR
Huh. I guess it is pretty simple 
when you put it that way. But 
Laila, don’t forget that I have to 
be back here before you guys leave 
to go back to the house. So shoot 
me a heads up text like, 30 minutes 
before. Azhar, you’re going to put 
mom’s keys back in her purse when I 
give them to you as soon as I get 
back, okay?

AZHAR
Sure.

SAHAR
Awesome. Okay, I think I can hear 
them starting.

Sahar cracks open the door of the closet. Sound filters in.

ZAAMENAH (O.S.)
Welcome to the grand opening of 
Sari not Sorry!
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There are cheers. Sahar nods to her sisters and all three 
slip out of the closet. Off screen, the CHIME of a store door 
being opened and the click of it being shut are heard softly 
over the speech.

INT. SARI NOT SORRY, NIGHT

Zaamenah is at the front of the Sari shop. The walls are also 
covered in saris, bangles, and bindis, and there are many 
members of the Muslim community as well as a number of 
diverse people in attendance. Zaamenah raises what is clearly 
a water glass.

ZAAMENAH
This shop has been a long time 
coming. After spending the last 
sixteen years as a stay at home 
mom, I could never have thought 
that my dream would come true. But 
our life has come to a transition 
at the perfect time - we moved to a 
beautiful new city with a vibrant 
Muslim community, my youngest just 
started school full time, and my 
husband just received a promotion 
at work. Alhamdulillah, it just 
feels perfect. And I couldn’t have 
done this without my loving family. 
They are all here to join me today. 
Sajjad, Sahar, Laila, and Azhar, 
could you please all come up here?

Laila and Azhar shoot each other panicked looks. Azhar turns 
to run away, but runs right into her father, who ushers her 
up to the front of the room.

ZAAMENAH (CONT'D)
Where’s Sahar?

Azhar opens her mouth, but Laila quickly covers it with her 
hand. Zaamenah shoots her a confused look.

LAILA
(whispering)

Bathroom. Doing the unspeakable. 
Keep talking.

ZAAMENAH
Well, Sahar will join us shortly, 
but thank you again for coming! 

(MORE)
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16.

Enjoy the refreshments and please 
browse the beautiful saris we have 
on display this season. Jazakallah 
khair! 

The party begins to bustle again. Zaamenah turns toward her 
family.

ZAAMENAH (CONT'D)
Is your sister okay? Should I go 
check on her?

LAILA
Oh yeah, she’s fine. You know, I 
think it’s the tandoori chicken 
skewers, I don’t think they’re 
done. You should go talk to the 
caterers.

Zaamenah and Sajjad nod at each other and dart towards the 
food. Laila breathes a sigh of relief. 

LAILA (CONT'D)
That was close, Azhar. We need to 
be careful. Listen, let’s split up, 
and if they ask where Sahar is, you 
say she’s with me and I’ll say 
she’s with you.

AZHAR
What?

LAILA
Okay, one more time. If they ask 
where Sahar is...

INT. SCHOOL GYM, NIGHT

Sahar and John walk into the school gym, which is decorated 
in twinkling lights and gauzy fabric. They approach the 
refreshments table and Sahar’s phone buzzes. She looks down. 
It is a text from Laila that reads “They r on to u. Don’t hav 
to come back yet but keep ur phone on”

JOHN
Everything okay?

SAHAR
Yeah, my sisters are just freaking 
out about something. Also, what is 
this about you bribing Azhar with 
candy?

ZAAMENAH (CONT'D)
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INT. SARI NOT SORRY, NIGHT

Laila is approached by Sajjad.

SAJJAD
Laila, have you seen Sahar? She 
hasn’t said Salaam to Zehra Aunty 
yet.

LAILA
Uh, I think she’s with Azhar. Go 
look by the bangles.

Sajjad wanders away, and Zaamenah approaches Laila with ZEHRA 
AUNTY (80s, ancient, almost deaf). 

ZAAMENAH
Laila, say Salaam to Zehra Aunty.

LAILA
Salaams, Aunty.

ZAAMENAH
Did you know Zehra’s grandson is in 
medical school?

LAILA
Congratulations, Aunty.

ZEHRA AUNTY
Alhamdulillah, thank you beta.

ZAAMENAH
Have you seen Sahar, Laila? I 
haven’t seen her at all.

LAILA
Oh yeah, uh... I think she’s with 
Azhar.

ZAAMENAH
Okay well, if you see her tell her 
I’m looking for her.

On the other side of the party, Azhar speaks to Sajjad.

SAJJAD
Azhar, where is Sahar?

AZHAR
With Laila.
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SAJJAD
But I just saw Laila, she said she 
was with you.

AZHAR
Who was with where?

SAJJAD
Sahar was with you.

AZHAR
But where’s Laila?

SAJJAD
Laila’s over there.

AZHAR
Yeah, with Sahar.

SAJJAD
No, she said she was with you.

AZHAR
Sahar said Laila was with me? But 
they’re with each other.

SAJJAD
Ya Ali Madad.

Sajjad leaves Azhar and Zaamenah approaches with Zehra Aunty.

ZAAMENAH
And this is my youngest, Azhar. 
Azhar, where is Sahar?

AZHAR
With Laila.

ZAAMENAH
I was just with Laila, she said 
Sahar was with you.

AZHAR
But I just saw Laila and she was 
with Sahar.

Zaamenah looks around and sees Sajjad and Laila talking. 
Sajjad looks even more confused. 

ZAAMENAH
Excuse us, Aunty. Enjoy the 
fatiyah, the tandoori chicken 
skewers are particularly delicious.
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Zaamenah takes Azhar by the hand, while Sajjad does the same 
to Laila on the other side of the room. The four meet in the 
middle.

ZAAMENAH (CONT'D)
Alright girls, where’s your sister?

Laila and Azhar point at each other.

LAILA & AZHAR
(together)

She was with you! She was with you!

Zaamenah and Sajjad share a knowing look and shake their 
heads.

INT. IBRAHIM’S LIVING ROOM, NIGHT

SAHAR and JOHN are sitting on the couch, dressed in 
traditional Homecoming Dance clothes and looking disheveled. 
John’s tie is undone and Sahar’s shoes are off. ZAAMENA and 
SAJJAD tower over them, angry. Unbeknownst to the four of 
them, AZHAR and LAILA are hiding in the kitchen, listening 
nearby.

ZAAMENA
You snuck out? After we explicitly 
told you that you couldn’t go to 
this dance with that boy?

SAJJAD
How could you betray us like this, 
Sahar?

JOHN
It’s not all Sahar’s fau-

SAJJAD
Ay, chup! We’ll get to you!

Sahar rolls her eyes, clearly not entertaining her parents’ 
antics. John looks terrified.

SAHAR
What if I told you that I didn’t go 
with him, and I just went by 
myself?

ZAAMENA
Well, that would be fine.
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SAHAR
Or if I told you that I went with 
Ali Nasser from mosque?

ZAAMENA
That would be great! Oh, he’s so 
respectful. And handsome!

CUT TO:

INT. KITCHEN - NIGHT

Azhar makes a disgusted face while Laila mouths “Gross!”

CUT TO:

INT. LIVING ROOM, NIGHT

SAHAR
And if I told you that I went with 
John?

SAJJAD
Not allowed!

SAHAR
You guys are hypocrites! John is 
nice! And respectful! And handsome!

John looks up, suddenly excited.

JOHN
You think I’m handsome?

ZAAMENA & SAJJAD
Chup! 

SAHAR
Daddy, Mummy, I’m a big girl now. I 
can make my own decisions. And you 
can’t just go around judging people 
because they aren’t Muslim! If we 
are going to ask other people to 
accept us for being Muslim, we have 
to do the same for them.

ZAAMENA
We just want what’s best for you, 
darling.
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AZHAR (O.S.)
Let them date I like him he gave me 
candy!

CUT TO:

INT. KITCHEN - NIGHT

Azhar gasps and covers her own mouth with her hand. Laila 
grabs Azhar and covers Azhar’s mouth with her hands too.

CUT TO:

INT. LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

SAHAR
And what’s best for me is not 
having my parents embarrass me in 
front of my date.

SAJJAD
Listen, we can talk about this boy 
stuff more, but I will never stop 
embarrassing you.

Sajjad looks John up and down menacingly.

SAJJAD (CONT'D)
Get out of my house.

John jumps off the couch and starts to run out the door. 
Sajjad shouts after him before he exits.

SAJJAD (CONT'D)
But you can come back tomorrow. 
Maybe.

ZAAMENA
We’re going to talk about this. 
There are going to be rules.

SAJJAD
Lots and lots of rules.

SAHAR
Can the first one be no more 
interrogating the boys I like in 
front of me?
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SAJJAD
Absolutely not. Now go to bed.

THE END.
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INT. LIVING ROOM - DAY

SAHAR (15, headstrong, in-charge) and her sister LAILA (12, 
gangly, snarky) are splayed across the couches in their 
living room, staring at the fan spinning lazily on the 
ceiling. Another fan is blowing in the corner. The windows 
are thrown open, and sun is streaming into the house. A clock 
on the TV console reads “!:00 PM.”

LAILA
Do you think there’s a scientific 
way to speed up the sunset? 

SAHAR
Shut up.

LAILA
What if we made a giant lasso and 
just started pulling it across the 
sky?

SAHAR
Please shut up.

LAILA
At what point does hunger make you 
hallucinate?

Sahar springs up from her seat.

SAHAR
I’m going to go take a nap, wake me 
up at midnight.

Immediately, LAILA and SAHAR’s sister AZHAR (6, spritely, 
hyper) bursts into the room carrying a wiggling puppy.

AZHAR
Guys! Look what I found in the 
backyard! A puppy!

LAILA jumps off the couch and runs to pet the dog, giggling 
all the way. SAHAR instead backs away in fear.

SAHAR
Oh my god Azhar, you need to get 
that thing out of here. You know 
that Mom is going to kill us.

AZHAR
(running around with the 
still wriggling puppy)

It's just a little doggy Sahar! 
Look, it can’t hurt you!
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SAHAR
It's haraam, Azhar, you know that!

LAILA immediately backs away from the dog, guiltily wiping 
her hands on her jeans. 

AZHAR drops the puppy to the floor and it darts around 
quickly to sniff the furniture. SAHAR, panicked, runs after 
it, trying to stop it from licking anything.

AZHAR
It's not Harambe. Harambe is a 
gorilla. And dead.

LAILA
No, Azhar. Haraam, like not 
allowed, like lying and alcohol and 
the lottery and stuff. Remember, 
you learned it last week in Sunday 
school.

SAHAR finally catches the dog and struggles to hold it as it 
tries to wiggle its way out of her arms.

SAHAR
The point is, we can't have the 
dog. Mom and Dad will flip out. And 
you, little guy -

SAHAR holds the dog up to her face and visibly softens. The 
dog licks her nose and SAHAR jerks her head backward, coming 
back to reality.

SAHAR (CONT'D)
Yeah, you gotta go. Listen Azhar, 
take him back wherever you found 
him and just -

The sound of a car pulling up and car doors slamming come 
from off screen. All three kids look at each other, panicked. 

SAHAR passes the dog off to LAILA, who yelps and stuffs it 
into AZHAR'S hands.

AZHAR takes the puppy gleefully and starts to run to the door 
with it in her hands as if to show their mom. SAHAR yanks 
AZHAR back by the shirt to stop her.

LAYLA
What do we do?

The sound of the front door opening and closing is heard. The 
puppy starts to yap and wiggle harder.
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SAHAR
Shh! Run!

SAHAR, LAILA, and AZHAR all sprint off. AZHAR accidentally 
runs the wrong way, but SAHAR reenters, grabs her, and 
carries her off screen.

INT. CLOSET - DAY

SAHAR, LAILA, and AZHAR are all stuffed inside of a small 
laundry closet, stuffed on top of a washing machine. AZHAR is 
still clutching the puppy.

AZHAR
It smells in here!

LAILA
Sahar, you're too big, you're 
squishing me!

SAHAR
Everyone shush! Now, we need a plan 
to get rid of this dog without mom 
seeing.

AZHAR
Why do we have to get rid of him? 
Why are dogs even haraam?

SAHAR
Because, because uh... Because... 
Well honestly, I don't even know. 
Laila?

LAILA
Uh, it's like their spit or 
something right? Their saliva isn't 
clean?

AZHAR
Their mouth water isn't clean? But 
then why is ours?

LAILA
These are all great questions.

AZHAR
Well then why do we have to get rid 
of him?

SAHAR
Uh...

3.
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The dog scrambles out of AZHAR'S lap and into SAHAR'S. SAHAR 
pets him and sighs, giving in.

SAHAR (CONT'D)
I don't know. I want the dog too.

LAILA
Maybe we can convince Mom and Dad 
that he's a halal dog, and then we 
can keep him.

AZHAR
Yeah! We can make him pray namaz 
and stuff. I'll teach him how to 
bow down and everything.

LAILA
We can make him fetch the Quran!

AZHAR
He'll be the first Muslim dog ever 
and then Mom and Dad can't say no 
to him!

SAHAR
You two are ridiculous. But for now 
we need to hide this dog, so 
someone think of something, and 
fast. 

The girls freeze as they hear a noise outside. Their mom and 
dad, ZAAMENA and SAJJAD, can be hear off-screen. 

ZAAMENA
Where are the girls? I’ve looked 
everywhere for them. 

SAJJAD
Did you check their rooms?

ZAAMENA
Of course I checked their rooms. 
Think harder, Sajjad.

SAJJAD
Maybe the living room?

SAHAR
We have to hurry!
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LAILA
Let’s hide him in the dining room! 
No one’s going to go in there 
because everyone’s fasting, except 
for Azhar. So she can check on him 
without looking suspicious.

SAJJAD (O.S.)
Did you check the laundry room?

ZAAMENA
Those girls don’t do laundry ever, 
especially not in the summer. But 
I’ll check anyways.

AZHAR
Guys, we gotta go!

The girls open the door and tumble out of the closet, 
sprinting toward the pantry, puppy close behind.

INT. PRAYER ROOM - NIGHT

SAHAR and LAILA are silently praying namaz in the prayer 
room. They are absolutely concentrated on their prayer until 
they hear shouting from the other room coming from their mom, 
ZAAMENA (40s, strict but kind).

ZAAMENA (O.S.)
Sahar! Laila! Azhar! Where did all 
of the iftaar go?

SAHAR and LAILA break their prayer and share a panicked look 
before running into the next room.

INT. KITCHEN - NIGHT

ZAAMENA is standing at the kitchen counter staring at what 
was once many plates of food. Instead, there are empty and 
half-eaten plates and food strewn across the table. SAHAR and 
LAILA run in, and AZHAR trails in behind them fearfully.

ZAAMENA (CON'T)
Are you guys serious? You really 
couldn't wait until you finished 
praying to break your fast? And you 
made a mess! Come on, I didn't 
raise you to be this way - in this 
house, we fast and we fast 
properly, and we break our fast 
together after we pray.
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AZHAR
No mom that's not fair, it wasn't 
us -

ZAAMENA
Well then who was it?

AZHAR
It was the do -

LAILA
We gave it to all to the needy!

ZAAMENA
Yeah, I just don't believe you.

SAHAR
Then it must have been a jinn!

LAILA lets out a small scared shriek. SAHAR kicks her and 
shakes his head furiously to try and get her to play along.

ZAAMENA
Hey, we don't joke about jinn in 
this house.

SAHAR
We're being serious mom! Who else 
could have done it?

ZAAMENA
(fidgeting nervously)

Well, if there is a jinn... I need 
to go pray.

ZAAMENA rushes out and the siblings breathe a sigh of relief.

SAHAR
This dog is sending us to hell in 
so many different ways.

LAILA
Good job pinning it on the jinn. 
They're always like -

ALL
"Do you think it's a jinn? It must 
be a jinn!"

LAILA (CON'T)
Where did the dog go?

AZHAR
I found him.
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AZHAR gets on her hands and knees and pulls the puppy, who is 
still gnawing on a halal hot dog, out from around a corner.

SAHAR
Keep him on you for the rest of the 
night - we can't lose him again.

INT. DINING ROOM - NIGHT

The entire family - ZAAMENA, SAJJAD (40s, kind, oblivious), 
SAHAR, LAILA, and AZHAR - sits around the dining table, 
saying a quick prayer in Arabic. The table is laden with 
fresh mac and cheese and other quick to make food. The puppy 
is laying at Azhar's feet under the table.

SAJJAD
Alhamdulillah. Now let's finally 
break this fast, shall we?

The family digs in. AZHAR piles her plate absurdly high with 
food, and then surreptitiously sneaks a little off and onto 
the floor at her feet.

SAJJAD (CONT'D)
So, what did you all do today? 
Besides maybe discovering the 
house's resident jinn.

The siblings all exchange looks squeamishly.

LAILA
Uh... I did homework.

ZAAMENA
In the middle of the summer? While 
you were fasting?

SAHAR
I did too. We did it together.

ZAAMENA
What are you talking about? You're 
not even in the same grade.

SAJJAD
Ma'shallah darling, they've been 
doing their Sunday school homework 
together! In the spirit of 
Ramadhan! What about you, Azhar?

AZHAR
I uh... made a new friend.
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ZAAMENA
Oh really? Is there a new family in 
the neighborhood? I should bring 
them some mithai.

SAJJAD
Who is your new friend Azhar?

AZHAR
He's uh... he's very small. And he 
has brown spots.

SAHAR
(clearing her throat very 
loudly)

Ahem, freckles. He has so many 
freckles.

AZHAR
And he wiggles a lot. And he has a 
tail.

LAILA shakes her head somberly.

LAILA
(whispering)

He's kind of a weird kid.

ZAAMENA
What's his name?

AZHAR
Musa.

SAHAR
(with surprise)

Musa? Like Moses?

AZHAR
Yeah, like the one who split the 
river and stuff.

SAJJAD
Well, maybe you should invite Musa 
over for dinner someti -

SAJJAD is cut off by three sharp, distinct yaps.

ZAAMENA
What was that?

There are several more yaps. LAILA rises halfway out of her 
seat.
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LAILA
Oh no, the jinn must be back -

The puppy jumps onto AZHAR's lap, who giggles maniacally, 
then onto the table, splashing straight into the mac and 
cheese. ZAAMENA shrieks loudly and backs away from the table.

SAJJAD
Ya Allah! Where did that thing come 
from?

SAHAR
Wow, we have no clue -

AZHAR
Musa! Musa no!

AZHAR lunges across the table and grabs the messy Musa, 
holding him to her chest.

ZAAMENA
Did you three really bring a dog in 
here in the middle of Ramadhan? You 
know they're haraam! Now everything 
is Najis! We can't eat any of this 
food! Again!

SAJJAD
What were you three thinking?

AZHAR
But can we keep him?

INT. LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

ZAAMENA and SAJJAD have called a family meeting in the living 
room. AZHAR sits in the middle of LAILA and SAHAR on the 
couch, holding MUSA in her lap.

AZHAR
Mom. Just listen. Dog is spelled D-
OG, right? And God is spelled G-O-
D. They're basically the same word. 
And so God has to love dogs and 
they have to be halal. It just 
makes sense.

LAILA
Dad, what we really wanted was to 
get a camel, but this is America. 
This really was the next best 
thing.
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SAHAR
Hear me out, hear me out. Maybe, 
this dog really is the jinn that's 
been haunting our house. So then 
it's not really a dog. And we have 
to take care of it because it lives 
in our house and it's a nice jinn 
and it probably won't eat us like 
other jinn.

ZAAMENA smacks SAHAR lightly upside the head.

ZAAMENA
Don't be dumb. You know jinn don't 
eat people. Do you three ever pay 
attention in Sunday school at all?

SAJJAD
He is pretty cute, darling...

ZAAMENA
We cannot keep this dog! At all! 
Whatsoever!

LAILA
But what about that story in the 
Quran where those townsmen got 
stuck in that cave? And then they 
fell asleep for a thousand years 
and they only survived because they 
had a dog protecting them. A halal 
dog! Maybe this is our halal dog!

AZHAR
Yeah! We taught him namaz! Look, do 
sajdah Musa.

AZHAR puts Musa on the ground and throws herself into a 
bowing position. Musa just stares.

AZHAR (CONT'D)
See?!

ZAAMENA
Okay first of all, we can't even 
wake you guys up to pray Fajr. I 
don't want you potentially sleeping 
for 1,000 years.

SAJJAD
Maybe the dog can wake them up to 
pray Fajr?

10.
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LAILA
He'll bark at sunrise and then 
we'll all pray together!

ZAAMENA
He's not a rooster, Sajjad. I need 
you to stay on my side.

SAJJAD picks up Musa and holds him up to his face. MUSA licks 
SAJJAD's nose and SAJJAD giggles.

SAJJAD
He's just so cute. Why'd you name 
him Musa, Azhar?

AZHAR
Because of the story we read in 
Sunday school last week about Musa. 
He took strangers and orphans into 
his home and fed them after he was 
saved as an orphan. We saved the 
baby orphan dog Musa.

ZAAMENA's face visibly softens. She even lifts a hand to pet 
MUSA, but then thinks better of it.

ZAAMENA
Azhar, where did you find this dog?

AZHAR
Uh... uh... in Mrs. Johnson's 
backyard...

LAILA
(smacking her forehead)

Oh my God, Azhar.

SAHAR
Are you serious Azhar? Did you 
seriously steal a dog?

ZAAMENA
Okay, that's it, we're giving the 
dog back. And as punishment you all 
have to clean this entire house. 
Three times.

LAILA
What?! Three times?!

SAHAR
But it's all Azhar's fault! Make 
her do it!

11.
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ZAAMENA
Everything is najis now! It all 
needs to be washed three times 
before it's clean! Now Sajjad, go 
give that dog back and apologize 
and bring Mrs. Johnson some of my 
mithai. And don't you hide it too, 
if I find a dog anywhere in this 
house again I will personally sic a 
jinn on all of you.

AZHAR
(starting to cry)

No! Musa!

ZAAMENA and SAJJAD immediately start to panic.

ZAAMENA
Oh no baby, it's okay, he's not 
ours so we have to give him back.

SAJJAD
But we'll get you a new pet!

ZAAMENA
We'll what now?

SAJJAD
Yeah, a nice parrot, okay Azhar? 
Don't you want a nice parrot? She 
can say your name to you and sing 
in the mornings.

LAILA
And wake us up for Fajr!

SAHAR
And scare away the jinn!

LAILA
We'll even teach it to say the 
Qalma! It'll be a Muslim parrot!

SAJJAD
And we can use it to teach the kids 
Gujarati, darling! Or we can teach 
it to recite the Quran and it'll 
give the adhan every day at prayer 
time!

AZHAR
And I'll teach it to say "poop!"
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ZAAMENA
(throwing her hands up in 
the air)

I'll never have peace in this 
house. Never. Allah, give me sabr.

INT. LIVING ROOM - DAY

It is six months later. The kids are lounging on the couches. 
SAHAR and LAILA are playing on their phones and AZHAR is 
reading. SAJJAD is reading the newspaper and ZAAMENA is 
flicking through channels with the sound on mute. A beautiful 
red and gray PARROT is sqwaking in the corner.

PARROT
Allahu-akbar! Sqwak! Allahu-akbar!
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