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EXT. BAR, RED HOOK, BROOKLYN. - NIGHT

A boy is looking for a bar late at night, he is on his phone
looking at the map and cant find it.

PHONE
You have arrived at your
destination

BOY
(Annoyed)
What?! No, I haven't! There's no
bar here. Stupid phone.

He looks up from his phone and sees lights in a building in
front of him

BOY (CONT'D)
(excited)
Lights down there. That must be the
place!

The boy enters the building
BOY (CONT'D)
These little speakeasies are always

such a pain to- huh?

The boy turns around and sees a monstrous creature towering
over him

CREATURE
KRUUUUK!

The creature grabs the boy and throws him into the ground
BOY
(terrified)
What? What are-? NO! NOOOO!!!

CREATURE
KRUUUUK!

BOY
AAAAGGGGHHH. .
INT. JERSEY CITY - EARLIER THAT EVENING
A group of 4 people, including FADI FADLALAH, his grandma/

SITTI and his cousins HASSAN and HUSAYN are sitting around a
table playing a card game called Tarneeb.



FADI
(thinking)
New Jersey is different.

FADI (CONT'D)
(thinking)
Weird accents. The hudson smells
different than the rouge river back
home. You can't pump your own gas.

FADI (CONT'D)
(thinking)
But I'm starting to get used to it.

Fadi looks at his cards, deep in thought

FADI (CONT'D)
(thinking)
I'm Fadi Fadlalah, just moved here
from Michigan. I play football, and
I want to study sports medicine.

FADI (CONT'D)
(thinking)
I live with my sitti- my grandma-
and my cousins Hassan and Husayn,
who run a juice bar.

FADI (CONT'D)
(thinking)
A lot of nights, we aren't all at
home at the time time, but when we
are, we play tarneeb.

Sitti slams the table with her card

FADI (CONT'D)
(disappointed)
You cant slam the table sitti-
that's cheating!

SITTT
Stop yer cryin' and get some sugar
for your Sitti's tea
Fadi looks at the ceiling and sighs
SITTI (CONT'D)
(cheerfully)
Now, who's in for-

BWINGGG- Fadi and Sitti's eyes light up like torches



SITTI (CONT'D)
it's free, free and preying on
people. I can see its only eye
burning! The cyklop!



