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INT. THE BOY’S BEDROOM - NIGHT

The sounds of machine-gun fire.

A nine-year-old boy climbs down from the bed. Star Wars

poster on the wall, Lego on the floor. He pulls back the

curtains.

Through the window in the night sky he sees tracers, the

anti-aircraft fire aiming at enemy aircraft. The tracers are

silent, but the machinegun fire in the distance is not.

The boy’s mother, 30-something and slim, comes into the room

to watch with him. It’s like fireworks, their faces lit up

by the red glow.

FLASHBACK

INT. THE BOY’S BEDROOM - MORNING

The sound of whistling wind.

A nine-year-old boy climbs down from the bed. Nothing on the

walls, boxes on the floor. He pulls back the curtains.

Through the window in the morning light the air is orange,

the sun blue. It’s a sandstorm... the sand a powdery fog,

everything grainy and pointillist. The wind howls.

His MOM, 30-something and slim, comes into the room to watch

with him.
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EXT. BAGHDAD STREETS - DAY

A Toyota Land Cruiser drives through dusty, busy city

streets. The nine-year-old boy in the back, barely tall

enough to see out the windows.

INT. BAGHDAD HOME LIVING ROOM - DAY

A 40-something man sits in a plush chair. He’s wearing 1970s

clothes, big lapels, wavy hair, chunky glasses. He smokes a

cigarette.

DAD

We’d read the posting reports, but

I didn’t really know what to
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DAD (cont’d)
expect. It wasn’t that I imagined

flying carpets and Arabian Nights,

but it was very different than

Ottawa, or anywhere else we’d been

to.

On another chair, MOM, also dressed in 1970s wear.

MOM

Saddam Hussain had just come to

power and was promising a new

beginning for the country.

EXT. MANSOUR NEIGHBOURHOOD - DAY

We see an overview of the neighbourhood.

MOM

(v/o)

We were lucky, living in a big

house in the fancy suburb of

Mansour [MAN-sewer]. It was only a

15 minute walk from the embassy.

But our son had to be driven across

the city to go to school. I was

always terrified for his safety in

the back of that truck.

EXT. BAGHDAD STREETS - DAY

Back to the Land Cruiser, speeding past markets, people

everywhere. Women in black burkas, men gathered on

streetcorners drinking tea and playing with worry-beads. Big

posters of Saddam Hussein’s face.

The Land Cruiser pulls up to a fence, the school behind.

EXT. SCHOOL GROUNDS - DAY

A bunch of kids’ faces playing marbles in the dirt under a

big tree.

INT. BAGHDAD HOME KITCHEN - DAY

MOM

(v/o)

There wasn’t much in the way of

fresh fruit or vegetables, except
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MOM (cont’d)
for a few months in the winter.

Even eggs were hard to get. We ate

a lot of chicken and canned food.

The Boy sitting at the kitchen table in a kitchen that has

tiles on the floor and walls, bars on the windows. The large

Chow Chow dog sprawled on the floor. Mom preparing a chicken

in the stove. Mom glances out the window.

EXT. MANSOUR NEIGHBOURHOOD - DAY

MOM

(v/o)

Our neighbours pretty much steered

clear of us, though I think we were

curious about each other.

A man comes out into his backyard with a lamb and a large

knife. Cut to MOM’s look of surprise as we hear the bleating

silenced by the slice of a knife.

MOM

(v/o)

A woman who lived across the

street, we only saw sometimes in

her garden. She never went out. Her

husband would padlock the gate

whenever he left for work or to do

grocery shopping.

We see a woman covered head to toe in a black abaya on her

hands and knees, doing some gardening, behind a large,

locked gate.

Then we see MOM riding a bicycle down the narrow street in a

dress, her head covered. Lots of people poking their heads

out of windows and over fences to watch her.

MOM

(v/o)

I liked to ride over to the local

bakery. The bread we got there was

the best we’d ever eaten.

INT. BAGHDAD HOME KITCHEN - DAY

Hands pulling apart baguettes. Mom, Dad, and The Boy at the

kitchen table.
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MOM

(v/o)

But you had to be careful. We’d

often find inedible stuff in the

bread, because the bakers smoked

and lived in the same room they

made the bread.

A c/u of The Boy picking out a cigarette butt from the

bread, shrugging, and eating more.

INT. BAGHDAD HOME - DAY

The doorbell sounds. Mom goes to answer the door.

MOM

(v/o)

We’d planned a brief vacation, a

few days in Kuwait.

A somewhat overweight woman in a light-coloured abaya, her

face uncovered, is at the front door. The woman is holding a

magazine, open to a particular page with an ad for

weight-loss device on it, one of those vibrating elastics

that goes around the waist.

MOM

(v/o)

The woman wanted me to pick

something up for her in Kuwait.

We can see the woman talking, but we don’t hear what she

says. Mom nods, shrugs. Mom closes the door with the

magazine in her hand.

INT. BAGHDAD HOME LIVING ROOM - DAY

Mom in her chair, telling the story.

MOM

How did this woman know we were

even going to Kuwait? We’ve never

met her before.

DAD

They must’ve bugged the house. But

we never saw that woman again.
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INT. BAGHDAD HOME - DAY

The Boy playing with his Lego on the floor. He hears the

sound of a truck.

DAD

(v/o)

Our sewage tank was under the

driveway. On Saturdays the Honey

Wagon would come around.

The Boy goes to the window and sees the tanker truck pull up

on the street. A man gets out and opens the gates, carrying

a large hose attached to the truck. He pulls back a manhole

in the driveway. A carpet of cockroaches stream out in every

direction, some of them flying. The man ignores them,

heaving the hose into the hole.

DAD

(v/o)

The smell was rotten.

The boy covers grabs his nose with his hand. The roaches are

legion, surrounding the man.

DAD

(v/o)

But we got used to it. Everything

gets to be normal after awhile.

We see the Chow Chow panting, spread out on the floor.

MOM

(v/o)

Caesar, our Chow, was probably the

least happy about our new home. He

hated the heat.

The dog rolls over, groans, and drools on the floor. A gecko

skitters up a wall.

EXT. BAGHDAD STREETS - LATE AFTERNOON

The family in a white 1970s Toyota.

MOM

(v/o)

We didn’t have a phone, or a

babysitter, so we took our son to

any social events we went to in the

evening.
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The car drives through the large gates of the British

Embassy, waved through by security.

EXT. BRITISH EMBASSY GROUNDS - LATE AFTERNOON

The sprawling grounds, a lush paradise of large green lawns,

trees, ponds, and tennis courts, all surrounded by a 20ft.

stone wall. The car drives up in front of a lowrise building

just adjacent to the Tigris River.

MOM

(v/o)

The British Embassy had a pub,

which was a popular gathering place

for the whole diplomatic community,

given it was one of the few places

in the city you could get a drink.

INT. BRITISH EMBASSY PUB - LATE AFTERNOON

Full of people drinking beer, standing and sitting in a

raucous atmopsphere. Mom and Dad step up to the bar. The Boy

finds a three other kids and they run outside.

EXT. BRITISH EMBASSY GROUNDS - LATE AFTERNOON

The kids sit on the low wall between the grounds and the

Tigris and watch the brown water of the river. A sailing

boat floats by. The kids go around the side of the pub

building, with piles of wine bottles lying around. They pick

the bottles up and throw them against one of the 20ft.

exterior walls. The bottles shatter. The kids laugh.

DAD

(v/o)

Sometimes they’d show movies, but

it was too warm to sit inside.

Rows of 40 chairs out in front of the Embassy Pub. A

projector is set up and the movie playing is The Omen.

The boy cowers into his mother, the light from the screen

illuminating his face. We pull out and see the Embassy from

above. The sound of The Call To Prayer overwhelms the sound

from the movie in the day’s fading light.
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INT. BAGHDAD HOME - DAY

Mom and Dad sitting in their living room chairs.

DAD

In September 1980, Iran and Iraq

went to war.

MOM

We tried to continue on as normal,

but at night Iranian planes

appeared over the city.

INT. THE BOY’S BEDROOM - NIGHT

Back to where we started. The Boy and Mom looking out the

window at the anti-aircraft fire.

EXT. BAGHDAD HOME ROOFDECK - NIGHT

The three family members walking out in pyjamas, looking up

at the night sky as those tracers silently criss-crossed

into the air. A flash or two and the distant sound of jets.

The two adults and the boy sit in lawnchairs to watch.

MOM

(v/o)

It probably wasn’t the safest thing

to do, sit out and watch aerial

dogfights, but we’d never seen

anything like it. And it started

happening every night. Only

sometimes, soldiers would shoot

their guns up at the planes.

We see soldiers on the street doing just that.

EXT. BAGHDAD STREET - DAY

An Arabic Canadian driver in a Datsun, with Dad in the

passenger seat, is stopped at a road block. The soldiers

point their machine guns in the car’s open window.

DAD

(v/o)

It started to get more difficult to

get around. They closed the bridges

across the Tigris to traffic.
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INT. LARGE TENT - DAY

A large group of International businessmen and Arabs are

gathered together to watch a presentation on a stage.

MOM

(v/o)

The international business

community started to leave when the

Iranian planes began bombing in the

daytime.

A bomb drops through the roof of the tent, landing between

seats, but it doesn’t go off. Everyone is terrified, but

also relieved.

MOM

(v/o)

Fortunately, not all the bombs that

dropped went off.

EXT. MANSOUR NEIGHBOURHOOD - DAY

MOM

(v/o)

Our son didn’t seem to mind when

the war started. His school was on

the other side of the river, so he

got an open ended vacation. Until

one day...

The Boy walking down the street in Mansour when the air raid

sirens go off. He starts to run. He turns a corner and a

group of Iraqi soldiers are standing there, looking scared.

One of them motions to The Boy to come over. When he does,

he grabs The Boy’s arm, and leads him into a house, followed

by the other soldiers.

INT. MANSOUR HOUSE - DAY

We hear a huge bang. The windows shake. Everyone, the

soldiers and The Boy, get down under a large dining room

table. Long seconds pass. The air raid sirens cease. The

group climbs out from under the table.
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EXT MANSOUR NEIGHBOURHOOD - DAY

The Boy stands on the street next to the group of soldiers.

They’re all looking at flame and thick black smoke rising in

the distance. The Boy looks at the soldier who grabbed him.

THE BOY

Shukraan.

THE SOLDIER

You welcome. Now, go home.

The Boy takes off, running.

EXT. BAGHDAD HOME DRIVEWAY - DAY

DAD

(v/o)

When they closed the airport,

that’s when the Canadian government

told us to go.

The family loads up the Toyota with bags, and the dog. The

Boy dwarfed by the dog in the back seat as they close the

gate from the outside. We see The Boy sadly looking out the

back window at the house.

Neighbours pop up their heads over the fences and out the

doors, the way they did to watch Mom ride her bike. The Boy

waves at them. They wave back.

EXT. BAGHDAD SCHOOL - DAY

We see The Boy looking out the back window at a group of

kids standing under the tree, their hands full of marbles.

The Boy waves at them. They wave back.

EXT. DESERT - DAY

MOM

(v/o)

We drove all day across the desert

to Jordan, where we could catch a

plane back to Canada.

We see The Boy looking out the back window at Baghdad

getting smaller in the distance, disappearing like a mirage

into the desert. The Boy waves at the memory.
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EXT. OTTAWA SUBURBAN HOME - DAY

The snow is falling gently on Caesar, who is turning into a

living snowbank. He looks very happy.

DAD

We all missed Baghdad. Except for

Caesar.

THE END


