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FADE IN:

EXT. SUBURBAN BACKYARD - DAY1 1

Joyful, party music plays over the swelling sounds of a 
suburban backyard birthday party - it’s slow-motion, the 
colors are a little saturated. It's a happy, celebratory 
scene - no conflicts here. 

Kids run past a table full of presents and a bounty of all 
American foods. The mother and father smile and laugh. The 
grandparents hold hands and laugh. The clown juggles and 
laughs. 

A BIRTHDAY CAKE with 12 candles lands in front of a 
Caucasian, WASPY boy with sandy blond hair - the happiest kid 
in all the world - and just as he’s about to blow out the 
candles-

THE CLICK OF A COMPUTER MOUSE, THE MUSIC AND BACKYARD SCENE 1A 1A
FREEZE, 404 ERROR SOUND, A SCROLL BAR APPEARS AT THE BOTTOM.

WIDEN OUT TO SEE A COMPUTER SCREEN. THE BIRTHDAY SCENE IS A 
VIDEO POSTED ON A BLOG. THE FOLLOWING CAPTION IS TYPED OUT 
UNDERNEATH: THIS IS NOT MY LIFE. Following VO over opening 
montage:

ABRAHAM (V.O.)
This is not my life. But this is. 
My name is Abraham Solomon-Odeh. 
Some people call me Abraham. Or 
Avraim. Or Ibrahim. I prefer Abe. I 
really just prefer Abe. 

(pause)
Some kids like cars, expensive 
clothes, selfies, money, fancy 
musicians, celebrities.  I found 
out I enjoy food. I just can't 
resist it. Summer plans: chase 
flavors in Brooklyn, New York.

(pause)
DiFara's Pizza. People say his 
hands don't feel the heat of the 
oven anymore, because he's been 
doing it so long. #MusicToMyStomach

CUT TO:

INT. AMIR & REBECCA’S KITCHEN - LATE AFTERNOON2 2

Close on a bowl with two cracked eggs. Ingredients and 
utensils carefully lined up on the counter. 
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Standing over it all is ABRAHAM, 12, doe-eyed, curly hair, 
measuring cup in one hand, staring intently at his new 
laptop. 

ABRAHAM (V.O.)
Only thing I like more than food: 
Cooking. I all ready know some 
tricks in the kitchen. Cooking is 
way better than talking to off-line 
human beings. It's not that I don't 
have friends, I do, on the 
internet. I never met them off-
line, but who cares. Okay, let's 
focus on my birthday cake.

His floury fingers glide down the computer screen as he 
attempts the next step of the recipe - “Lemon Poppy Cake.” He 
works with expert precision and focus, cracks eggs, adds 
flour and poppy seeds into the mix and uses an electric hand 
mixer to combine them.  

The counter is filled with a smattering of appetizers: 
Sliders, chicken wings, potato skins, mini mac and cheese, 
grilled veggies.

Back on Abraham looking down at his recipe on the laptop. AN 
INSTAGRAM ALERT pops up on his phone from a foodie account he 
follows called “New Fork City.” 

CLOSE on the screen: showing a post of a “sushi burrito,” 
and:

>The sushi burrito with salmon, cucumbers, carrots, spicy 
mayo and wasabi guac. #newforkcity #creativefusion

ABRAHAM
(reading)

Niiiiiice!

Abe “likes” the image and types:

> Dope! #sushittos #newforkcity 

We see his Instagram handle: Abecooks.

He sets down his phone and rummages through the spice 
cabinet.

REBECCA, Abe’s Israeli-American mother, 36, enters, followed 
by AMIR, his Palestinian-Muslim-American father, 38.
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REBECCA
I don’t want to give them any 
reason to open their mouths about - 
whatever. 

AMIR
Babe - that’s what they do. They’re 
grumpy, old, Semitic fart machines. 

REBECCA
At this point, politics is a health 
hazard. Seriously. 

AMIR
Maybe one day we’ll get lucky and 
they’ll both stroke out at the same 
time but, you know, it’ll be like 
one of those strokes that affects 
speech function - and they’ll only 
be able to argue with each other 
with pencil drawings.

Rebecca laughs and play smacks Amir.

ABRAHAM
You want Sabba and Giddo to have 
strokes?

AMIR
No-no-we're joking

REBECCA
 No! No sweetie - of 
course not!

AMIR
(under his breath to 
Rebecca)

Maybe just like - little ones.

REBECCA
You’re the worst.

(peeking over Abe’s 
shoulder)

Oh - you don’t need to make the 
cake too -

ABRAHAM
I want to make it.

Amir surveys Abe’s food and the kitchen.

AMIR
Wow - Abe - looks great. Except 
this kitchen. Friggin’ mess!
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ABRAHAM
Supposed to be!

He grabs a chicken wing and gnaws on it.

AMIR
Mm. So good. 

ABRAHAM
Thanks. Just the classics. Nothing 
fancy. Except the “ramcos”. 

Abe shrugs.

REBECCA
Ramcos?

ABRAHAM
Ramen noodle tacos. Try one.

She does - it is not good.

REBECCA
Huh. Is there raw ginger in here?

ABRAHAM
Supposed to be crystallized.

Abe turns back to his cake. Rebecca spits it out while he’s 
not looking. 

REBECCA
(under her breath to Amir)

Thank God there’s just the one 
“experiment.” 

ABRAHAM
(rifling through cabinet)

There’s no baking powder?

REBECCA
Uh, we should have some. 

ABRAHAM
We only have baking soda.

REBECCA
Same thing.

ABRAHAM
No it isn’t, mom. Baking soda is 
pure sodium bicarbonate. 
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REBECCA
I don’t know what that means. 
English.

Abe pulls out something from the cabinet.

ABRAHAM
Cream of tartar! I can add this to 
the baking soda and make baking 
powder.

REBECCA
I think that stuff is pretty old. I 
don’t even know what it’s for.

ABRAHAM
(holding up the cream of 
tartar)

Cream of Tartar is the acid-
(holding up the baking 
soda)

And baking soda is the base. When 
you combine them and add liquid, 
they make carbon dioxide. Bubbles. 
Which is what you need to make the 
cake rise.  

(shrugging)
Basic chemistry.

REBECCA
We’re raising Walter White.

AMIR
Uh - are you sure about that, 
buddy?

ABRAHAM
Yeah - Satva showed me once.

REBECCA
She did?

ABRAHAM
You just have to combine them 
right. Here, I’ll YouTube it.

Abe types with sticky, floury fingers.

REBECCA
(grabbing the laptop)

Damnit, not with these fingers! The 
laptop is brand new! You’re getting 
crap all over it! 
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ABRAHAM
Sorry.

REBECCA
(grabbing Cream of Tartar)

This stuff -
(sniffing it)

- is done.

She opens up the trash and tries to throws out the Cream of 
Tartar, but Abe stops her, grabs it, and puts it back in the 
cabinet.

ABRAHAM
Mom!

REBECCA
I don’t want you poisoning anybody. 
Cause you know who your Tayta’s 
gonna blame? 

(pointing to herself)
The Jew who doesn’t cook.

ABRAHAM
But -

AMIR
Hey, hey - just use the soda, ok 
bud?

BENJAMIN (O.S.)
It's simply not true-

SALIM (O.S.)
Because you only see the truth you 
want to see-

INT. AMIR AND REBECCA’S DINING ROOM - LATER3 3

SALIM, 72, AMIR's Palestinian father, sits at the table with 
AIDA, 70, his wife (Amir's mother); also at the table are 
BENJAMIN, 73, Rebecca’s Israeli father, and ARI, 58, Einav's 
brother (Rebecca's Uncle), who scrolls through his phone. 
Abraham, Rebecca and Amir are finishing up putting dishes on 
the table. 

SALIM
Israel is the only country - 
besides the US - who militarily 
occupies another people - 50 years 
now - Benjamin - 50 years!

6.

ABE - FINAL PRODUCTION DRAFT (11th)



BENJAMIN
Ok- but look around - Assad kill 
180 thousand, ISIS kill thousands - 

SALIM
I know, I know -

BENJAMIN
Ok - your article doesn’t have the 
whole story - 

AIDA
(in Arabic)

What whole story?

BENJAMIN
Don't mistake the Israeli 
government, with Israeli people. 

REBECCA
Abba -

Rebecca looks at Amir. Amir exhales, shakes his head. Uncle 
Ari pats Rebecca's hand, makes a sly smile.

BENJAMIN
Especially after Netanyahu did what 
he did to Rabin.

ARI
(changing the subject, 
scrolling through his 
phone)

Hm, what’s the latest in cat 
videos?

BENJAMIN
What are you doing here?

ARI
I swore to my sister that I would 
help you forever old man.

BENJAMIN
I don't need your help.

ARI
I'm slaving away at the fruit stand 
for you and that's how you thank 
me? 

Benjamin ignores and goes back to Salim
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BENJAMIN
Israel is the only way we can make 
sure there isn't going to be 
another holocaust. Besides, other 
countries don’t have to answer for 
their actions the way Israel is 
expected to -

AMIR
Well, Israel keeps telling us how 
it’s the only “democracy” in the 
Middle East, Ben -

SALIM
Exactly - 

AMIR
But it's a religious state! Sorry 
but I'm with John Lennon here. 

REBECCA
OK! Politics. Off the table.

Rebecca takes a seat. Everyone struggles to contain the urge 
to argue.

REBECCA (CONT'D)
Right. Thank you. 

(raising her glass)
Happy Birthday, sweetheart.

Everyone raises their glasses.

BENJAMIN
L’Chaim, Avraim!

SALIM
A soHtak, ya Brahim!

REBECCA, ARI, AMIR, AIDA
To Abe!

Everyone clinks their glasses and takes a drink.

AMIR
Dig in, guys. Abe’s been working 
all day.

They start passing plates around and serving themselves. 
Nobody touches the “ramcos” except Ari, who takes several.

ARI
You made all this? 
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Abe nods his head. Ari makes a kind of joyous grunt. 

REBECCA
He’s basically taken over the 
kitchen, huh buddy!

AIDA
(in Arabic, to Salim)

Of course he has. The Jew, she 
doesn’t cook. 

ABRAHAM
I’m gonna have a restaurant in like 
five years.

AMIR
(laughing)

Get through middle school first, 
buddy.

REBECCA
And college.

ARI
(to Abe)

These crazy noodle sandwiches are 
the shit.

ABRAHAM
Thanks Uncle Ari! They’re tacos.

ARI
Of course they are.

ABRAHAM
Anyone else wanna try? Tayta?

AIDA
I am very happy with my chicken.

(to Rebecca)
Oh Rebecca, I made Abe a cake. I 
put it in the kitchen. Don’t 
forget.

REBECCA
Oh - you didn’t have to.

BENJAMIN
We also brought. I make it. Like 
Savta used to.

A moment. 
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SALIM
We hope things are getting easier.

BENJAMIN
Eh, slow, but - it’s life. 

AIDA
Yes. 

BENJAMIN
Thank you. Thank you for the figs 
you sent.

SALIM
Of course. 

ARI
Would you pass me the bacon?

BENJAMIN
Bacon?

SALIM
Bacon?

ABRAHAM
Yeah - it’s supposed to go on the 
potato skins - I just put it on the 
side. Because of Halal. And Kosher.

ARI
(reaching for it)

Yeah, I love bacon in any language. 

BENJAMIN
Technically, it shouldn’t even be 
on the table.

ABRAHAM
Oh. 

AIDA
Tsk. 

BENJAMIN
(to Rebecca)

Or in the house. 
(shrugging)

I mean, if you are serious about 
Kosher.

ARI
Should I go eat it outside? No need 
to get everyone all tense about -
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ABRAHAM
I - I’m sorry - I tried to -

AMIR
Well, you know guys, this family 
doesn’t do Halal or Kosher. So.

Rebecca and Amir share a look. 

AIDA
(in Arabic)

This family doesn’t do anything.

SALIM
Yallah, it’s ok, Brahim. You are 
almost a man. You can make your own 
choices, huh?

BENJAMIN
If you do your bar mitzvah next 
year - you will be a man 100%. 

REBECCA
Alright, Abba -

BENJAMIN
(backing off)

I don’t want to interfere - but 
it’s the time.

AMIR
Yeah - it’s best if you don’t 
interfere, Ben. 

BENJAMIN
(to Rebecca)

It’s what your mother wanted.

REBECCA
Abba. Come on.

ARI
WOW. WOW. Bringin’ out the big 
guilt guns, Ben? Guilt uzis and 
all. 

BENJAMIN
(simply)

No. It’s not for guilt. It’s just 
the truth.

REBECCA
God.
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SALIM
What a mother wants is important.

AIDA 
(in Arabic to Amir)

What about what your mother wants? 
(back in English)

I would love to take him to mosque. 

BENJAMIN
(to Abe)

Technically, you are a Jew. From 
your mother.

AIDA
(to Benjamin as politely 
as possible)

Technically he is a Muslim because 
of his father.

AMIR
(to Rebecca)

Is Atheism patrilineal or 
matrilineal? I forgot. 

REBECCA
Just - enough, all of you. Let’s 
just table this, ok? Pass the 
wings, please?

Some food is quietly passed around. Then:

ABRAHAM
I want to.

REBECCA
What?

ABRAHAM
I want to do the bar mitzvah.

AMIR
Abe, wait, no - 

ABRAHAM
And, like, go to mosque and stuff -

AMIR
Hell no.

REBECCA
Since when?

12.

ABE - FINAL PRODUCTION DRAFT (11th)



ABRAHAM
I don’t know. Just like - I don’t 
know anything - and like - all 
these kids I know are doing their 
bar mitzvahs and stuff and like, 
you know, the Muslim ban and -

REBECCA
Ok, sweetie - just -

BENJAMIN
(to Rebecca in Hebrew)

You see?

ARI
You gotta get a live band for your 
bar mitzvah. 

ABRAHAM
A band?

ARI
And like, a chocolate fountain.

REBECCA
Uncle Ari-

ARI
(whispering to Abe)

It’s not all just about you, man-

ABRAHAM
Uh...

REBECCA
Uncle Ari. Zip it. 

ABRAHAM
I can do both things - like - both 
Muslim and Jewish stuff.

AIDA
Well - you can try both. But you 
cannot really be both, habibi.

BENJAMIN
You have to choose, motek.

ABRAHAM
Oh.

AMIR
No, no he doesn’t have to choose. 
Because we chose for him. 

(MORE)
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(pause)
We chose nothing.

REBECCA
Amir - chill out -

ARI
(to Abe)

Well, you can't choose your family, 
kid-

AMIR
You guys are unbelievable - why are 
you all putting this on him? He's a 
kid!

ABRAHAM
I'm not a kid, Dad-

AMIR
Of course you are.

Abe looks shut down.

REBECCA
Maybe it’s time for cake.

INT. KITCHEN- CONTINUOUS4 4

Abe goes to the kitchen. He  stares down at the counter. His 
hot-from-the oven cake, steams, but looks strange. He knows 
the stupid baking soda didn’t work. Rebecca rushes in.

REBECCA
Abe, let’s go, come on.

ABRAHAM
It didn’t rise properly. And it
still needs to cool, I can’t-

Rebecca grabs the bowl of icing on the counter.

REBECCA
Here, I’ll ice it-

ABRAHAM
No, Mom-

REBECCA
Alright, just get your name on it
and LET’S GO.

Rebecca exits. Close on Abe who looks frustrated and 
stressed.

AMIR (CONT'D)
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INT. AMIR AND REBECCA’S DINING ROOM - CONTINUOUS5 5

Close on Abraham’s cake, the icing is a mess, and mixed in 
with cake crumbs. CLOSE on the three cakes: which read 
“IBRAHIM”, “AVRAIM” and Abe's cake that says "ABRAHAM." 
Everyone at the table is quiet and stewing as all the candles 
are lit.

REBECCA
(singing)

Haaaaaapy birthday--

AMIR
(joining in)

To you. Happy birthday to you--

Soon Benjamin reluctantly joins in Hebrew, and Salim and Aida 
join in Arabic. When they get to the “dear Abraham” part, 
Benjamin says “Avraim” and Salim and Aida say “Ibrahim.” The 
song fizzles out and everyone is silent and staring at 
Abraham. 

Rebecca sighs. Abe looks down at his three cakes. Close on 
the ABRAHAM cake which starts to deflate, his name melting to 
one side, the candles dripping wax.

ABRAHAM (V.O.)
Is family time supposed to be 
something nice? Or is it just 
always like this? Sometimes, I 
think what I really need is a 
Christmas party. #Cakeflop. I knew 
it wouldn't rise. I guess 
birthday's suck. #CakeImitatesLife

INT. ABRAHAM’S BEDROOM- LATER6 6

Wrapping paper scattered around the floor. The box his laptop 
came in is open with cords and plastic and Styrofoam all 
around, a card says “From mom and dad”. Abe’s ceiling has a 
mobile of the solar system. Stacks of cooking magazines 
around the room. A huge Iron Chef poster over his bed, and a 
couple of cool vintage food posters, one, of a hotdog that 
reads “Hot Dogs! Best in town! 15 Cents,” and another of a 
waiter carrying a pizza that says “Pizza!” Rounding out the 
room are photos of some cool NYC skater, the surfer Gabriel 
Medina taking on that wave off the coast of Portugal, and the 
Periodic Table of Elements.

Abe clicks awake his laptop, begins a new blog post. He 
types:

>Today sucked. 12 sucks. #cakeimitateslife
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He uploads a picture of the spread of food he made. And next 
to it a .GIF of an exploding piece of bacon.

#baconbombs #porkapocolypse #porkolypse

> Halal. Kosher. Does food create wars?

AMIR (O.S.)
Well, what’d you expect? Camp 
David?

INT. KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS7 7

Rebecca and Amir cleaning up.

REBECCA
Well - I didn’t expect that. Did 
you have any idea?

AMIR
No - I thought we were all - you 
know, enjoying our happy, Godless 
existence. 

REBECCA
Apparently not.

AMIR
I think he was just hanging out 
with your family too much.

REBECCA
Oh - sorry - you mean spending time 
with his dying grandmother?

AMIR
That’s not what I meant. I’m - I’m 
sorry, babe - I didn’t mean that. 

REBECCA
(cleaning)

I don’t know. Maybe - we should 
give him space to get into this, 
like, really explore it all. 

AMIR
Um. Ok. This from the woman who 
wore a red dress on our wedding day 
to make a point about “female 
sexuality and patriarchal 
oppression among the Abrahamic 
religions.”
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INT. ABE’S BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS8 8

Abe lies on his bed staring at the ceiling, listening to his 
parents. Close on his face, as he hears:

REBECCA (O.S.)
I'm not saying I like it - I'm 
saying - if he wants to explore it, 
then maybe he should.

AMIR (O.S.)
No way. He’ll never be Muslim 
enough or Jewish enough for these 
people. 

Abe lies awake in bed, thinking.

ABRAHAM (V.O.)
My family doesn't agree on 
anything. Not even when they eat 
the same food. Like, falafel - one 
of my grandmas makes it with chick 
peas, the other with fava beans - 
so how should I make mine? 

INT. ABE’S BEDROOM - LATER9 9

Abe scrolls through a food website on his laptop and looks at 
all the cool, creative food posts online: "Meet the Arabic 
Pizza: manakish". Abe is interested, but then something 
really gets his attention: "Brazil's version of falafel is 
nearly impossible to find. A new Jamaican veggie twist fusion 
version just landed in the Brooklyn food scene". Abe is 
interested.

ABRAHAM (V.O.)
What's this article about? Falafel 
cousin from Brazil? What's this 
supposed to mean? 

PHOTO INSERT: a picture of an Acarajé, split in half and 
stuffed with juicy Cashew sauce with hemp seeds.

>Acarajé Veggie Sandwich! Kingston meets Bahia. Pop Up at 
Franklin and Prospect. Hurry before they sell out! 
#newforkcity #chefteams #culturefusion

ABRAHAM (V.O.)
12 years old - time to cross the 
limits...the street limits.
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INT. HALLWAY - NIGHT - LATER10 10

Abraham tiptoes out of his bedroom. His parent’s bedroom door 
is open.   

REBECCA (O.S.)
Sweetie?

He comes back ...

EXT. AMIR & REBECCA’S- CONTINUOUS11 11

Abe sneaks out of the family brownstone through a lower 
window and then fire stairs - has he done this before? He 
walks off into the night.

EXT. BROOKLYN STREET - CONTINUOUS12 12

Abe walks down a busy commercial stretch in Brooklyn, getting 
closer to the sound of music and sound of people with 
interesting street food.  

EXT. A BROOKLYN PARK - CONTINUOUS13 13

A small corner park, filled with a diverse crowd drinking and 
eating, listening to an Afro-Brazilian and Jamaican band. A 
POP-UP KITCHEN is at the center of it all. A long line of 
people wind down the block. 

Abe approaches, wide-eyed, taking it all in. 

A banner hangs reading: 

“Mix It Up: Bahia meets Kingston.”

Abe winds his way through the crowds and towards the front of 
the line. He reaches the front of the pop up, but it’s so 
crowded he can’t see a thing. He spies a chalkboard hanging 
above the counter which reads:

Mix It Up Bahia meets Kingston Menu:

Acarajé Jerk Shrimp

Acarajé Veggie with cashew nuts and hemp seeds

Mix of Brazilian and Jamaican peppers

Jamaican (Red Sorrel) Fresh Water (Hibiscus + Biquinho 
pepper)

Fresh Fucking Lemonade

(No white Sugar,  honey, honey) 
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Hemp Seeds - high levels of flavor!

PAN across the long ass line. Abe balks, he walks around to 
where the Chefs are.

ANGLE ON: The Chefs in the pop-up - at the helm we see CHICO, 
40, Afro-Brazilian, working with intense focus in stuffing 
the Acaraje alongside CHEF GRACE (the Jamaican Chef) as she 
puts a final pinch of hemp seeds and something spicy.

CHICO
Looks good.

(tasting it)
Tastes good-

(his eyes water. In 
Portuguese)

Holy fucking shit, that's spicy-

MANDIOCA
(Eyes watering. 
Portuguese)

What did you put in this? Fire?!

CHICO
It's too hot, back it off, or the 
customers will hate us.

(to the other cooks)
Let’s go, let’s go, the line is 
getting backed up. Fuck!

Abe ducks his head into where Chico, Chef Grace, the Sous 
Chef MANDIOCA, and a Line Cook CADU, are flinging out food as 
fast as they can.

MANDIOCA
Limonada, Limonada, Limonada!

CADU
Okay, okay-

CHICO
Cada mendigo com seu papelão.  To 
cuidando da cozinha e você do limão-

MANDIOCA
E fazendo o acaraje e todo resto? E 
aguentando seu piti, tudo? Se 
situa. Ô Caetuaba. Se situa.

CHICO
Massa, pra que a pressa, se o 
futuro é a morte? 
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Abe looks on as they continue to work, then sees the hand 
press so he just goes to the counter and starts slicing 
lemons, then slamming them down in the hand press.

CHICO (CONT'D)
Who the fuck are you? 

(to himself)
I don't like to fucking curse when 
kids are around! 

Abe looks at Chico, but keeps slamming the slicing lemons.

CHICO (CONT'D)
(to Abe)

What are you doing?! STOP!

ABRAHAM
I thought you needed a hand with 
the lemonade-

CHICO
Who are you, kid? Where are your 
parents-

ABRAHAM
You want help or not?

CHICO
No. Get lost.

This breaks Abe's heart. He stops what he was doing, but he 
doesn't give up, he stays nearby, watching them. 

DJ
Give it up for the Chefs!!

Some people in the crowd cheer and the DJ puts on the next 
track.

EXT. BROOKLYN PARK - CONTINUOUS13A 13A

SOLD OUT sign. BACK ON The makeshift kitchen as the crew 
finishes their shift, cleaning up. Chico clinks his beers 
with the other chefs, all in a good night’s work. 

CHICO
You are like a little puppy hanging 
around.

Chico hands Abe a last plate of the pop-up food.

CHICO (CONT'D)
So, what's your story, kid?
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ABRAHAM
I'm Abraham. But you can call me 
Abe.

CHICO
I'm Chico and you can call me 
Chico. Your parents know you’re out 
this late?

ABRAHAM
Sure.

Eyeing him.

CHICO
Bullshit.

ABRAHAM
Well. Not really. I was hungry so I 
wanted to check it out.

CHICO
Didn't you have dinner?

ABRAHAM
It. Sucked. My family got into a 
big fight.

CHICO
Oh, sorry.

ABRAHAM
Happens sometimes on my birthday.

CHICO
Birthday?! You’re joking with me, 
for real?

ABRAHAM
For real. And I made dinner for 
everyone -

CHICO
No shit! I mean, you did?

ABRAHAM
Yeah but, like, I tried to do halal 
and kosher but my parents are 
atheists and my grandparents are 
religious so it’s weird.

CHICO
Huh. Where you from?
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ABRAHAM
Like, neighborhood?

CHICO
Like background.

ABRAHAM
Oh, um, Palestinian Muslim and 
Israeli Jewish. And American 
Brooklyn.

Chico laughs out loud. Abe takes another bite of his food.

ABRAHAM (CONT'D)
And Gryffindor.

CHICO
How’s the food?

ABRAHAM
Amazing. It actually kinda tastes 
like the falafel my grandma's make.

Abe takes another bite.

ABRAHAM (CONT'D)
What is this dough? Bean based?

CHICO
Black eyed peas.

ABRAHAM
Wow. So good. By the way, if you  
don't like sugar you can also use 
Meyer Lemons. My sabba, um, my 
grandpa has a fruit market, 
Benjamin’s on 3rd Ave, if you ever 
need anything.

CHICO
Okay, okay, good tip. 

ABRAHAM
Why don’t you, like, just have a 
restaurant?

CHICO
What we do is communal and it's not 
expensive and brings people 
together. And it’s not fast food, 
that’s for damn sure.

ABRAHAM
That's so cool.
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CHICO
Now, go home, get off the streets. 

ABRAHAM
Thanks for the food.

Abe doesn't leave, continues eating.

CHICO
Go! Go home!

Abe takes off, eating the best street food he’s ever had.

INT. ABE’S BEDROOM - LATER14 14

Abe on his computer typing into the search bar:
>Chico Mix It UP 

The search engine shows several headlines:
>Famous Chef Takes to the Street
>International Chef Chico Catuaba Pops Up Around NYC
>Bringing Communities Together: Mix It UP honors the Locals

Abe clicks on a headline:
>”...grew up in Brazil, where everyone is from 
everywhere...food fusion is the thing...”  
>“...you know, what are the flavors of a neighborhood? Food 
is emotional. Territorial.”
> pop-ups...three or four day food events...in different 
neighborhoods..

Abe is enthralled. He focuses in on a bit of info:
>”...preps at Kitchen Incubator in Brooklyn...”

Abe thinks.

INT. KITCHEN - EARLY NEXT MORNING15 15

ABRAHAM (V.O.)
Birthday Cake strikes back. This 
time, my way. Safta told me that 
when you mix cream of tartar with 
baking soda it makes baking powder. 
Basic science. #Science #Facts 
#IThinkItsRising #walter_white 

Abe, in his pajamas, flips on the kitchen light, opens the 
fridge. His three cakes sitting there. He shuts the door.

He opens the cabinet. CLOSE on the box of CREAM of TARTAR, 
Abe’s arm reaching down to retrieve it.

A STEP STOOL is placed on the ground. Abraham reaches for 
baking materials in the cupboard.
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CLOSE on the box of baking soda. Abe gets to work measuring 
everything out.

INT. KITCHEN - MORNING - LATER16 16

Close on a beautiful, golden brown lemon-poppy cake, which 
Abe finishes icing. He cuts a slice.

A POSTING ON INSTAGRAM of the cake.

EXT. BROOKLYN PROMENADE - DAY17 17

Amir and Abe walk together. Amir offers a piece of his hot 
dog to Abe. 

ABE
Is it made of pork?

AMIR
Why? ... ah.

Amir breathes in.

AMIR (CONT'D)
Abe.

(being careful)
You are not required to do or be 
anything. Religion... it divides 
people. This stuff - there's no 
logic, no sense. I don't want you 
to be controlled by anything or 
anyone.

ABE
I just think I should -

AMIR
Just don't worry about any of that. 
Ok? You are a great kid. A great 
kid.

ABE
Then why is everyone fighting 
because of the stuff I do or don't 
do?

Amir sighs, doesn't have an answer to this.

Abe posts a photo of him and his dad  The cursor blinks: 
#dadlectures #realtalks

EXT. SUNRISE OF BROOKLYN SKYLINE - DAYS LATER17A 17A
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INT. ABE’S BEDROOM - MORNING18 18

Abe takes his last bite of cake while typing.

ON THE SCREEN> school’s out for the summer. fourth of july 
weekend. #’Merica #freedom #newera

THE CURSOR BLINKS.

Abe is looking out the window. A huge BLINKING CURSOR appears 
on the window, writing suddenly fills up the Brooklyn 
skyline:

>summer plans: FOOD

> (the cursor blinks) Rate the city’s best ice cream.

EXT. ICE CREAM PLACE IN DUMBO - DAY19 19

A photo-selfie of Abe sitting with Rebecca, eating an ice 
cream cone. 

>Best ice cream in the city? Not sure, but good. Wish I 
wasn’t lactose intolerant. #gelato? #goatmilkicecream?

INT. DI FARA’S PIZZA IN MIDWOOD - DAY20 20

PHOTO: an old Italian man drizzling olive oil on a delectable 
slice.

>Best pizza in the city. #fivebucksaslice

PHOTO: of Amir. #dad.

EXT. STREET22 22

A line of old ladies sunbathing on the sidewalk next a big 
graffiti with happiness, summer and diversity. 

EXT. ROCKAWAY BEACH - DAY23 23

The beach is covered with people. A wave washes over Abe’s 
feet. He eats a popsicle.

<nobody goes to the beach anymore. too crowded. - yogi berra 
(i think). #iammelting

> Went swimming. Thought I saw a jellyfish - was plastic bag. 
#citybeaches #oceanart

>Had a lobster roll, an arepa, three tacos and a Mexican 
Coke. Almost puked in the Atlantic. #foodtruckoverload

PHOTO: of Rebecca sitting on the beach. #mom.
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The sun BURNS BRIGHT. The CURSOR fills the screen.

>4th of July. #sparklers

The sun becomes a sparkler.

EXT. ABE’S STOOP - LATER24 24

Abe eats a popsicle, waving a sparkler in the air, spelling 
out his name. The SOUND OF FIREWORKS POPPING. 

>4th of july weekend over. #longsummerahead #fireworksoutside 
#fireworksinside 

INT. KITCHEN - NIGHT25 25

Rebecca and Amir stand on opposite sides of the counter.

AMIR 
Can we just move past this already?

REBECCA 
Can you stop being so dismissive?

REBECCA (CONT'D)
Interfaith camp would be great for 
him -

AMIR
Rebecca, we have to get him off the 
religion thing - ok? He’s doing 
Model U.N. Camp. 

Abe enters and heads to the freezer to grab another popsicle.

AMIR (CONT'D)
Teach him diplomacy and logic -

ABRAHAM
I’m going to camp?

REBECCA
Interfaith -

AMIR
Model U.N. -

REBECCA
(to Abe)

You certainly can’t run around 
Brooklyn like you’re on a friggin’ 
food tour all summer. 

(pointing to the popsicle 
in his hand)

Hey - you’ve had like five of those 
already.
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Abe puts it back in the freezer.

ABRAHAM
Maybe I could like, work...

AMIR
(chuckling)

Work? You could help us cleaning 
the house!

REBECCA
(Rebecca flips through her 
phone)

What about this?

INSERT of phone, a webpage for: “Summer Cooking Day Camp for 
Kids. Ages 5-13.” Kids in aprons laughing and making food. 

ABRAHAM
(looking at the phone)

Six weeks? 

REBECCA
Each week has a theme, that’s kind 
of cool - pastry week -

AMIR
Cookies week -

AMIR (CONT'D)
Could be fun.

It is not going to be fun.

ABRAHAM
I guess.

REBECCA
Great. You start tomorrow.

INT. COOKING CAMP - NEXT DAY26 26

Abe stands at the door to a room with several kids and an 
instructor congregating over a counter laid out with cooking 
basics. Lots of pastries, piles of sugar, fake food coloring 
and flour. They all wear purple T-shirts that read: HAPPY 
KIDS COOKING CAMP YMCA. 

INSTRUCTOR
And this is how we use a measuring 
cup! 

Six weeks of this baby shit? Abe is in hell.
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ABRAHAM (V.O.)
Excuse me, people, I'm a 
professional chef. #kissmyass

EXT. NYC WHOLESALE FRUIT MARKET - DAY - ESTABLISHING27 27

An orchestra of car horns. Shot of the huge sign reading “New 
York City Terminal Produce Market”.

INT./EXT. NYC WHOLESALE FRUIT MARKET - DAY28 28

Shots of men unloading freight liners; produce boxes stacked 
up high on forklifts; purveyors unloading produce into neat 
rows; and shots of the many stalls. Miles and miles of 
bright, fresh, beautiful fruits and vegetables, and hundreds 
of wholesalers and buyers milling about. The scene is bright, 
loud, bustling and chaotic. Abe and Benjamin walk through the 
market, Abe snapping photos while Benjamin waves hello to all 
kinds of people. 

INT. BENJAMIN SPECIALTY FRUITS- CONTINUOUS29 29

The faded sign in blue bold-face type reads “Benjamin 
Specialty Fruits.” Rows of wonderful exotic type fruits - 
dates, figs, white mulberries, star fruit, papayas, mangos, 
persimmons, quince, Asian pears, melons, and interesting 
varieties of common fruits line the stall. Uncle Ari hauls 
crates onto a dolly. 

Abe snaps pictures of the market. Benjamin hovers around.

BENJAMIN
(to Ari)

Did we get the shipment of figs? 

ARI
Right here.

BENJAMIN
What are you waiting for? 

ARI
I fly to Israel every month, in 
shitty economy class, to get you 
these figs.

(to Abe referring to 
Benjamin)

Iron fist.

DONNY, AKA DONNY “THE THIEF” MARONNE, 50s, one of Benjamin’s 
regulars, is feeling up the figs. 
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DONNY
Hey there, General!

ARI
Donny The Thief!

ABRAHAM
(to Ari)

That’s his name?

ARI
Yep. Because he’s always looking 
for a steal.

DONNY
These figs look a little tired. 
I’ll take ‘em off your hands. 

BENJAMIN
You’ll take them for 25 a box.

DONNY
25!? You tryin’ to keep my kids 
outta college? Why ya tryin’ ta 
take my kids outta college?

BENJAMIN
Donny, I want your children to get 
PhDs. PhDs in figs. Then they can 
teach you a few things about this 
fine fruit. 

(he picks up a fig)
Look at this- like purple, plump 
candy. Here. Taste.

(he rips open a fig, it’s 
bright red inside. He 
hands it to Donny.)

DONNY
(taking a bite)

Good stuff. But I ain’t payin’ 24, 
General. Risetti’s is selling for 
13! 

(tapping the box of figs)
18.50.

BENJAMIN
(shaking his head “no”)

You want to go to Risetti, go to 
Risetti. You want small, hard figs 
with worms in them to sell at your 
gourmet store in Park Slope, this 
is your problem.
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DONNY
We’ll see, we’ll see.

(under his breath)
Jews.

ARI
What was that, Don?

DONNY
Aw, nothin,’ nothin.

BENJAMIN
You have a problem with Jews? Let 
me tell you something - you see 
those boxes of fruits there? They 
are for the soup kitchen over on 
the Avenue M. It's called charity, 
Donny. Look it up.

Donny turns and leaves; Benjamin gives Ari a look - “let it 
go.” Abe watches this tense moment unfold and dissipate.

INT/EXT. NYC WHOLESALE FRUIT MARKET - DAY30 30

Abe quietly dumps a huge BOX OF MEYER LEMONS into his 
backpack, looks around to make sure he doesn’t get caught.

EXT. COOKING CAMP - MONDAY MORNING31 31

Amir and Rebecca drop off Abe at camp. He wears his stupid 
cooking camp t-shirt.

AMIR
Have fun! Mom’s working late. See 
you tonight for Hancos. Don't even 
think about going off our street 
limits.

He waves, waiting for them to leave and he runs.

INT. SUBWAY - CONTINUOUS32 32

Abe sits on the subway, peeling off his cooking camp shirt. 
His backpack, stuffed, sits next to him. Series of shots. 
Where does this kid go?

INT. INDUSTRY CITY COMMERCIAL KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS33 33

Abe walks through an open, shared commercial kitchen with 
spaces carved out for different companies and chefs.
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Abe looks around, hears music and voices, follows. In a 
meticulously designed kitchen space, Chico stands at a 
counter with another chef, ROY WANG, a young Chinese-American 
chef. Roy is furiously stretching a wad of dough into his 
famous handmade noodles. His technique is downright Olympic. 
Chico cheers him on.

CHICO
Que delicia! É disso que eu to 
falando, ô mainha .... gostoso 
demaaaais

Roy magically stretches and twists this gluten log into a 
gorgeous set of perfect, springy noodles. The prep cooks 
stand around him “oohing” and “awwing.” Roy finishes with a 
flourish, and everyone claps and high fives.

Chico and Roy confer amid a storm of ingredients - spices, 
condiments, small bowls of cut up veggies and fruits - it’s  
a bit like a laboratory. Abe approaches quietly. Chico 
doesn’t notice; Roy does a little head nod over to Abe. 

CHICO (CONT'D)
American Brooklyn!

ABRAHAM
Brought you something.

Abe opens up his backpack to reveal the LEMONS from the 
Market.

ABRAHAM (CONT'D)
Meyer lemons. From my grandfather’s 
market.

CHICO
Why in your backpack?

Abe is silent.

CHICO (CONT'D)
Does your grandpa know you took 
‘em?

ABRAHAM
He wouldn’t care -

CHICO
Oh yeah? Is that your market? You 
doing the books?

Abe is embarrassed.
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CHICO (CONT'D)
(easing up)

How much you want?

ABRAHAM
Nothing.

Chico gives him a look.

ABRAHAM (CONT'D)
They usually go for 27 a box.

CHICO
I’ll give you 20.

ABRAHAM
They’re organic. My grandpa knows 
the farmer personally. 

CHICO
Oh, yeah? Does he know you are 
trying to rob me?

ABRAHAM
Probably.

CHICO
22.  

ABRAHAM
Uh - 24?

Chico shakes his head, digs some cash out of his pocket and 
hands it to Abe and then washes his hands.

CHICO
Give that to your grandpa. Don’t 
make me call him.

ABRAHAM
Please don’t.

Chico goes to the sink and washes his hand, turns his 
attention back to the food. Abe hesitates a moment, then 
notices a whiteboard onto which is scribbled: 

MIX IT UP: Week of July 10th

Flushing Meets Bahia!
Chef Roy Wang and Chef Chico Catuaba

Hand pulled noodle with duck and Jambu leaves

Chinese buns with Yanomami mushrooms
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Yucca fries with five spice sauce

Fresh Fucking Lemonade

ABRAHAM (CONT'D)
(to Roy)

Is this for the pop up today? No 
dessert?

Chico glares at him. 

CHICO
Chef Roy, some pushy kid. Some 
pushy kid, Chef Roy.

ABRAHAM
I’m Abraham. Um, Abe.

CHICO
He’s from Beijing.

ABRAHAM
(in perfect Pekinese 
Mandarin)

Hello [Ni-Hao]. 

Chico and Roy laugh.

ROY
(impressed)

‘Sup, man. I grew up in Flushing, 
Queens. Nice accent.

Roy walks off. Abe sees his chance.

ABRAHAM
Um - so - I’ve been trying to do, 
like, fusion stuff too...

He pulls out a small Tupperware container from his bag and 
hands it to Chico.

ABRAHAM (CONT'D)
Maybe...you can tell me what you 
think?

Abe opens the Tupperware and pulls out a small piece of 
something wrapped in aluminum foil. He unwraps it - it’s the 
ramen taco. Abe hands it to Chico.

CHICO
(smelling it)

What is this exactly?
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ABRAHAM
Oh, um, a ramen taco. Well, my take 
on a ramen taco. I’m calling it a-

CHICO
It’s terrible.

ABRAHAM
You didn’t even try it!

CHICO
I don't need to. You mix fusion 
with confusion.

(putting it back in Abe’s 
tupperware)

What the hell was that sauce?-

ABRAHAM
It’s ginger mayo! And I soaked the 
ramen in miso and-

CHICO
Hey, hey. Chill. You made something 
bold. Next time, make it good to 
eat.

ABRAHAM
Well, maybe you can teach me?

CHICO
Does this look like a summer camp 
for rich kids?

Abe doesn't answer. 

ABRAHAM
Not exactly--

Roy returns holding a small bowl of something and tips it to 
Chico, who samples it. He nods his head.

ROY
For the yucca. 

CHICO
I’ll give you a chili paste - 
malaguetas, man. Burn your fucking 
face off.

ROY
You think you got my people beat on 
fire, man? We’ll see, we’ll see.
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Chico nods over to Abe, and Roy tips the bowl over to him so 
he can sample it.

ABRAHAM
(trying it)

Sriracha! Lime?

ROY
Yup!

Roy walks off laughing. Abe stands there awkwardly.

CHICO
What’s your deal? Mom and dad let 
you go anywhere you want?

ABRAHAM
(shrugging)

They’re busy, they don’t always 
notice when I’m gone. Lately.

CHICO
Do you want me to play a violin for 
you?

ABRAHAM
What?

CHICO
Nothing. How long you been cooking?

ABRAHAM
Since I was little.

CHICO
Folks teach you?

ABRAHAM
Oh God no. They’re terrible cooks. 
We mostly eat out. My grandmothers 
taught me some stuff. But one of 
them, well, she died.

CHICO
Sorry to hear.

ABRAHAM
That's OK. My other grandma kind of 
doesn't like my mom. And my 
grandfather doesn't like my dad 
too.

Chico looks at Abe with some concern.
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ABRAHAM (CONT'D)
(replicating what he heard 
from Chico a while ago)

I wish I could cook "something 
communal that brings people 
together". Like you do.

Chico nods, cuts the bullshit...

CHICO
OK. The problem with noodles inside 
a corn tortilla is there is no 
dimension. Soggy. Make the shell 
FROM the noodles. You see?

ABRAHAM
Oh. Right. Yeah... I guess.

CHICO
Alright. You got somewhere to be?

ABRAHAM
Oh. Um. Sorry -

Abe starts to walk away.

CHICO
If you don’t, I could use some 
help. 

ABRAHAM
Oh -

CHICO
Come for a few hours everyday, 
during the week, help out, I can 
teach you a few things.

ABRAHAM
Really?!

CHICO
Better than you runnin’ the streets 
delivering stolen fruits to people. 
I run a tight ship. Can you handle 
it?

ABRAHAM
I can! I totally can! 

Abe puts out his hand and they shake on it.

CHICO
See you tomorrow.

36.

ABE - FINAL PRODUCTION DRAFT (11th)



Abe is thrilled and leaves.

CHICO (CONT'D)
(to his staff)

Alright, let’s go, let’s go!

EXT. STREET - DAY34 34

QUICK MONTAGE: Stop-motion of Abe walking through the street 
changing his Cooking camp T-Shirt. A series of shots of Abe's 
parents dropping him off at cooking camp without getting 
suspicious

INT. BENJAMIN’S DINNER TABLE - EVENING35 35

Benjamin finishes reciting the Kiddush over a bottle of wine 
at dinner. Abe watches intently.

BENJAMIN
(finishing the prayer)

Amen!

ABRAHAM
Amen.

ABRAHAM (CONT'D)
Can I have some?

REBECCA
Abe - no -

BENJAMIN
It’s ok. 

Ben pours Abe a bit.

BENJAMIN (CONT'D)
Give him some now, he avoids being 
a drunk later. L’chaim!

Everyone lifts their glasses. Abe takes a sip, then another.

REBECCA
Easy, Abe. God. 

INT. BENJAMIN’S KITCHEN - LATER36 36

Rebecca and Benjamin at the table, empty dinner plates before 
them. 

Benjamin looks at his daughter. 
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BENJAMIN
You take this for granted, Rebecca. 
The freedom you have.
These are traditions that my 
parents and many, many others were 
persecuted for and died for

REBECCA
I know...

BENJAMIN
Your mother - toward the end - she 
called for Avi more than she called 
for me, even... and he would soothe 
her, reading from some cooking 
magazine, or telling her what funny 
food he ate that day... they had a 
bond.

Rebecca is conflicted and looks to an empty chair.

BENJAMIN (CONT'D)
You have a responsibility to make 
sure he understands where he comes 
from.

INT. BENJAMIN’S OFFICE - LATER37 37

Rebecca is boxing up files, old photos, Abe helping. Abe is 
looking through his late Grandmother Einav’s old recipes in 
an 80’s rolodex.

REBECCA
Those recipes are pretty great, 
right?

ABE
Yeah. I love them.

REBECCA
She was a great cook. Must’ve 
skipped a generation, went straight 
to you.

She continues sorting stuff. 

ABRAHAM
We’re not packing this away are we?

Abe is looking through a photo scrap book. Close on a photo 
of Benjamin as a young man in the Israeli Defense Forces, in 
his paratroopers uniform, leaning against a tank.
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ABRAHAM (CONT'D)
What year was this again?

REBECCA
‘67 Abe. 

ABRAHAM
Oh right.

REBECCA
You want to start a fight with 
anybody in our family, just say 
“1967”, nothing else, and see what 
happens.

More photos of Einav and Benjamin. The page flips to a photo 
of Rebecca at her Bat Mitzvah.

ABRAHAM
Nice dress.

REBECCA
I had a farmer’s tan because we 
were in Israel that summer. 

Rebecca takes in the picture.

ABRAHAM
Was it hard to learn all the 
Hebrew?

REBECCA
I didn’t have to learn it all at 
once, so it wasn’t bad.

(finishing packing 
something)

Take care of those recipes, okay?

ABRAHAM
I can have them?

REBECCA
I think she’d want you to.

She walks out with a box, leaving Abraham to continue looking 
through Einav’s recipes.

ABRAHAM (V.O.)
Miss you grandma. Really. I guess 
people are not handling your 
absence very well. Not at all.

Abraham flips through and finds an old clipping from a 
magazine, which he unfolds. 
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Close on it: a recipe for “Thanksgiving For Many” with a shot 
of a 70’s-era family sitting around an American Thanksgiving 
Table happily eating.

EXT. INDUSTRY CITY - CHICO’S KITCHEN - DAY38 38

Abe removes his purple, cooking camp t-shirt, shoves into his 
backpack, and enters the industrial kitchen building.

INT. CHICO’S KITCHEN - NEXT DAY39 39

ON THE WHITEBOARD: 

Week of July 31st

TODAY: TEST KITCHEN

Mix It UP - BBQ! Sao Paolo meets Harlem -

Chef Russell Jones Pork Ribs with cane syrup and chili
Chico’s Banana Bacon Farofa
Brazilian style collard greens
Yucca Fries (signature) with rosemary and garlic mayo 
Mini corn bread muffins with guava marmelada 
Fresh Fucking Lemonade! 

Chico shakes hands with RUSSELL JONES who walks out and then 
he gets back to writing in his notebook.

CHICO
You’re late, kid. Get over here.

Abe brought some street coffee on a white paper cup with the 
name Chico written on it and hands it to Chico. 

ABRAHAM
I brought you this.

Chico takes a sip and spits it.

CHICO
This tastes like tea. Thanks, but I 
like it strong. It tastes like 
home.

Chico tosses Abe an apron, who looks at the whiteboard.

CHICO (CONT'D)
(also looking at the 
whiteboard)

Looks good, right?

ABRAHAM
Totally. Where do we start?
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CHICO
Start with getting those dishes 
washed.

Abe feels it's not his lucky day. 

ABRAHAM
Oh...

Abraham gets right to work.

CUT TO:

QUICK MIX MONTAGE: 40 40

Abe scrubbing pans, scrubbing cutlery, drying pans, then 
Chico finishing cooking something, handing Abe rubber gloves, 
then Abe starting another round of dishes, while he notices 
Chico taking his Pilão coffee from the shelf and preparing 
it.

ABRAHAM (V.O.)
Co-op kitchen, Day 2. Sao Paolo 
meets Harlem prep and I met lots of 
flies, garbage, and dirty dishes. 
Good start.

CUT TO:

INT. KITCHEN - LATER41 41

Chico motions with his knife at a pile of boxes, crates and 
trash. 

CHICO
Abe! Trash time.

ABRAHAM
Again...

CHICO
Come again?

ABRAHAM
No, I, just - I thought you were 
gonna teach me some stuff.

CHICO
I am. About working a kitchen. You 
master the basics first. 

ABRAHAM
(quietly)

Okay.
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Abe gets to it. Chico’s expression softens as the kid turns 
and walks away.

QUICK MONTAGE:42 42

Abe taking out the trash, sorting the recycling, replacing 
inventory on Chico’s shelves, cleaning and scrubbing the 
counters.

ABRAHAM (V.O.)
Co-Op kitchen Day 3. Day 4, Day 5, 
Day 6, Day 7. Mastering the basic, 
which means...still taking the 
trash out.

(takes out trash)
Got my balls busted these days. 
Still better than camp. Much 
better.

>Selfie of Abe sitting with the trash. #cheflife

EXT. COOKING CAMP 43 43

Abe stands waiting. He notices that he forgot to put the 
cooking camp t-shirt and just in time, Amir pulls up, waves.

INT. SALIM & AIDA’S DINING ROOM - NIGHT44 44

Close on a brown, wrinkled item, being seen through the 
screen of an iPhone. Sounds of chaos. A TV blares an Arabic 
station. 

AIDA (O.S.)
Yallah, Amir, put the fattouch on 
the table.

Widen out to reveal a plate of dates, which Abe is attempting 
to photograph, but he can’t quite get the right angle on the 
ugly things. Abe snaps the photo and types: "creepy balls" 
then picks up a date to inspect it. He looks vaguely 
disgusted. 

Amir enters carrying a pot of lentil soup, places it on the 
table. Salim sits at the table with his laptop and a bunch of 
papers everywhere, bifocals sliding down his nose.

AMIR
I don’t like them either.

ABRAHAM
It looks like a cockroach.

SALIM
It doesn’t taste like one. 
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ABRAHAM
How do you know what a cockroach 
tastes like?

SALIM
Prison.

ABRAHAM
What?

AMIR
When Giddo was an activist. In a 
place that didn’t like activists.

SALIM
Brahim, come.

ABRAHAM
(reading over Salim’s 
shoulder)

What are you writing about?

SALIM
A Palestinian prisoner on a hunger 
strike.

AMIR
I rest my case.

ABRAHAM
(reading)

He hasn’t eaten in eighty days? 

SALIM
Can you read me the last paragraph? 
I need to hear it out loud.

ABRAHAM
Israeli military’s arbitrary, dra -
” uh - “draco-”

SALIM
Draconian. Meaning: cruel. Origin: 
Greek. Comes from Draco, the name 
of an Athenian legislature who was 
known for his severe code of laws. 

AIDA (O.S)
Brahim!

Aida enters in a minor panic and sees Salim’s papers all over 
the dinner table.
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AIDA (CONT'D)
Salim! Get those things off of my 
table or wallah I will throw them 
in the trash and set them on fire.

SALIM
As in, “your Tayta’s threats are 
often draconian.”

AIDA
Brahim, I need you to taste the 
bamiyeh - yallah, yallah it’s 
almost sundown!

INT. SALIM AND AIDA’S KITCHEN- CONTINUOUS45 45

Aida and Abe stand in front of the stove over a pot of stewed 
okra. She spoon feeds a bite to Abe. He chews and thinks a 
second.

AIDA
Well?

ABRAHAM
There’s enough cumin - just needs 
some salt. 

AIDA
(adding salt)

Now?

ABRAHAM
(tasting)

That’s good.

AIDA
What is it, habibi?

ABRAHAM
Well...I didn’t fast, so... does 
that mean that I shouldn’t eat? I 
mean if iftar means to break the 
fast -

AIDA
Of course you can eat! Anyone can 
eat at iftar. And you are 12 now, 
you are old enough to fast.

ABRAHAM
Do you like it? Fasting?

AIDA
I do. 
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ABRAHAM
It sounds really hard. 

AIDA
It’s supposed to be. Clears your 
mind, connects you with God. And it 
makes you tough! 

She tussles Abe’s hair, and turns back to the food. The SOUND 
OF THE ATHAAN is heard.

AIDA (O.S.) (CONT'D)
Bismillaah ar-Rahman ar-Raheem
[In the name of God, the infinitely 
Compassionate and Merciful.]

INT. DINNER TABLE - MOMENTS LATER46 46

Iftar dinner: lentil soup, fattoush salad, rice, chicken 
dishes, pita bread, various dips, pickled items, and olives 
line the table. 

Abe looks to the food. 

TRAVELING IN

MINIATURES ON FOOD

We dive into Abe's daydream. Miniatures of the family on the 
delicious food with a Brooklyn touch. Still macro photos with 
traveling in, lateral and out. Stroboscopic. A series:

- A Fig sliced in half with Amir's family on one side, 
Rebecca's on the other.

- Amir and Rebecca meeting in a broccoli tree/rosemary twig 
garden on top of an LSAT Prep Book.

- Amir and Rebecca sitting on the ledge of the handle of a 
Turkish Tea Kettle (in the style of those iron workers 
building the Empire State Building).

- ZOOMING down to the ground where Amir's family looks up, 
sad, they stand in the coffee cup's thick grounds.

- Rebecca's family looking up, sad, standing on a lemon.

- Back to Amir and Rebecca at City Hall, Rebecca in Red 
Dress, getting married.

- And back to the fig with Amir's family on one side, 
Rebecca's on the other.

CUT TO:
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BACK TO REALITY. 

AIDA (CONT’D)
Ameen!
[Amen!]

Everyone says “Ameen!”  

AIDA (CONT'D)
Yallah, go ahead! Sahtein!

SALIM
Hamdillulah!
[God be praised.]

Aida eats her date with relish. Amir looks at Abraham and 
both smile. Everyone digs into the dips and pickled items.

AIDA
You want something to drink Brahim?

ABRAHAM
How come Muslims don't drink wine?

AMIR
Wine?

ABRAHAM
I had some on Shabbas. Sabba said I 
was old enough.

AIDA
We don't drink, habibi. Muslims... 
eh-- no drinking. 

ABRAHAM
My dad does.

AMIR
I’m not Muslim.

AIDA
(in Arabic)

You have to be an atheist during 
the holidays too?!

SALIM
Alcohol dulls the intellect. 
Haven’t you noticed that in your 
father?
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AMIR
There is only one reason for you 
not to drink: it’s illegal.

Amir takes a deep breath, and smiles at his son.

INT. DINING ROOM - LATER47 47

Salim, Amir and Abe eat fresh watermelon. Salim breaks off 
pieces of halloumi cheese to eat along with it. Abe watches 
him curiously.

SALIM
It’s the State Department’s 
definition - criticize Israel, you 
are anti-Semitic. It’s a fallacy.

AMIR
I know. But -

Salim puts a piece of watermelon and a piece of halloumi on 
Abe’s plate. 

SALIM
Try it. Halloumi cheese and 
watermelon.

ABRAHAM
Never.

SALIM
Don't be afraid to try new things.

ABRAHAM
You've been trying to get me to eat 
this my whole life.

SALIM
Try it.

Salim nods. Abe tries the two together and is surprised at 
how much he likes it, grabs another slice of both as Salim 
laughs.

AMIR
What do you expect when you build a 
country - any country - on the 
basis of religious myth? Every 
problem in the entire region can be 
traced back to religion.

SALIM
Or imperialism. Or greed. 
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AMIR
Pop, you give the God-loving masses 
something to believe in or 
something to be afraid of, and 
that’s how you forward your land-
grabbing, oil-loving, science-
hating, power hungry agenda whether 
you’re the Israeli right, ISIS or 
the Republicans.

SALIM
It is dangerous to allow criticism 
of racist Israeli policies to be 
conflated with anti-semitism -

Aida enters with a platter holding Arabic coffee and coffee 
cups.

ABRAHAM
But doesn’t anti-Semitism mean, 
like, you don’t like Jewish people?

AIDA
Oof, I hate this word. 

AMIR
Ok, Mom.

AIDA
Shoo, I am not a Semite? The Jews 
are anti-Semitic towards me!

AMIR
The term was used very specifically 
against Jews during WWII -  

AIDA
These people built their country on 
our backs. They took our homes, our 
lands, our lives. And if I try to 
tell that story - I am called anti-
Semitic. No. I am Semitic. It is 
also my word.

Aida pours out coffee while arguing with Amir. Salim and Abe 
have a side conversation while Aida and Amir argue.

SALIM
Semitic. It relates to languages. 
Hebrew, Arabic, Aramaic, among 
others. There is a family of 
Semitic languages that come from 
where we come from. 

(MORE)
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We belong to language and language 
belongs to us.

Abe takes this in.

INT. CHICO'S KITCHEN - THE NEXT DAY48 48

Abe enters the kitchen holding a cup of Pilão coffee, hands 
it to Chico who tastes it, approves it, but still looks like 
a tough guy.

Abe puts on his apron and walks back over to where Chico and 
CLAUDIA, Chico's friend, an experienced pastry chef, and 8 
months pregnant, stand over a few peeled, fresh yucca in 
front of them. Mandioca and Cadu are preparing more yucca at 
the sink.

CHICO
(to Claudia in Portuguese)

You need to go home. That baby is 
never going to come out if you keep 
working-

CLAUDIA
(in Portuguese)

I'm fine. And I'm holding a knife, 
so don't mess with me.

(to Abe, in English, 
pointing her knife at 
Abe)

This guy thinks women can't work 
and be pregnant, what do you think?

ABRAHAM
(scared of the knife)

I think you can handle it.

CLAUDIA
Thank you.

ABRAHAM
Any trash need taking out?

CHICO
You know how to use a knife?

ABRAHAM
‘course.

Abe grabs the biggest knife in the set - a cleaver.

CHICO
What?

SALIM (CONT'D)
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ABRAHAM
Just kidding.

CHICO
You cuttin’ up a goddamn rack of 
ribs? 

Chico shakes his head, grabs his own knife and sharpening 
stone, and sharpens the knife in a professional way. Chico 
cuts the yucca exactly the way he and Claudia want it, with 
Abe looking on closely.

CHICO (CONT'D)
You see? Your turn.

Abe picks up the sharpening steel and starts sawing the knife 
back and forth.

CHICO (CONT'D)
Stop, stop, stop. What are you 
doing, man?!

ABRAHAM
No, I got it -

CLAUDIA
Easy little brother-

Abe goes a little faster until the knife and steel fall out 
of his hand. 

CHICO
Mmm hmmm. You are lucky you still 
have fingers and toes.

Chico bends down and picks up the steel and knife.

ABRAHAM
I’m sorry - I -

CHICO
Follow what we did.

ABRAHAM
(taking a deep breath)

Okay.

Abraham chops the way Chico and Claudia did.

CHICO
Good.

He points to a crate of yucca in the corner.
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CHICO (CONT'D)
Peel ‘em, cut ‘em.

ABRAHAM
Any chance I’ll get to taste any of 
the food we’re making?

CHICO
Do your job first.

CUT TO:

MIX MUSICAL MONTAGE: 49 49

Abe peeling, cutting out divots and bruises, washing, 
peeling, Abe cutting the yucca, cutting, cutting, preparing 
for the pop-up. Chico organizes some ingredients on the table 
and on comes the music. Chico looks at the boy working hard 
and makes a gesture inviting him to come closer to the table.

Claudia leaves for the night, tussles Abe's hair as she walks 
out.

Quick cuts of Abe and Chico smelling the ingredients on the 
table, cheese, tomatoes, yucca, rosemary, garlic, lime, 
honey, fruits, sugar cane, breads, nuts, olive oils, cutting 
them up, tasting, Abe taking notes on his notepad, throwing 
things around, experimenting. Abe smells some raddichio. He 
writes bitter in his notepad. Chico motions Abe to close his 
nose with his hand. Abe acknowledges the different flavors 
and sensations, taking notes. He tastes some raw ham, writes 
"salty". He cuts a piece of lemon and tastes it. Makes a 
funny face and writes "sour". He tastes some thyme and 
gorgonzola and writes "aromatic".

Close on Abe’s note pad, words spread around: “texture”, 
”sweet”, “ harmony”. He combines pieces of ingredients and 
eats them together - “contrast”. Abe tastes a bit of nutmeg 
and writes "persistence of flavor". Chico takes a sip of 
coffee and looks at Cadu and Mandioca who laugh, are sharing 
the joy of observing Abe learning.

Chico gives Abe a piece of parmesan cheese, Abe tastes it. 
Chico writes "umami" in Abe’s note pad. Abe connects the 
words (flavors) as in Chico’s food maps on the white board. 
And Chico completes Abe’s note writing the word “Synergy”. 
They share a joyful look. A proud smile breaks through 
Chico's tough guy facade.
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ABRAHAM (V.O.)
After lots of learning on how to 
handle garbage, curses, curses in 
Portuquese, washing dishes and 
cutting yucca I learned sometimes 2 
+ 2 equals something more like 5. 
Or 7. Or taste 7. 

CHICO (V.O.)
Draw a map. A flavor map. Start by 
using ingredients from the same 
land-

ABRAHAM (V.O.)
-And connect the flavors to create 
something unique. Chico said fusion 
is about harmony. The best part is 
now I have an excuse to do lots of 
tasting and trying. I need to find 
things that match and complete each 
other. New dimensions. Salty. 
Umami. Sweet. Bitter. Sour spicy. 
#my face is melting #culture 
#tricks of the trade #mind blown. 
#FLAVORMAP #MASTER OF FLAVORS.

#FLAVOR_MAP_MASTER_OF_FLAVORS.

INT. CHICO’S INDUSTRIAL KITCHEN - DAY50 50

Abe pours lemonade into the muffin pans. He has a little 
SPRIG OF MINT, so he plucks little bits of mint off, and 
throws it in his popsicle creation. Cadu sees Abe's idea and 
grabs a couple of sticks to put in the mold, so they can hold 
the popsicle when it's finished, Mandioca shakes his head.

INT. TEMPLE BETH SHALOM- LATE AFTERNOON51 51

Rebecca, Abe, Benjamin and Ari sit in a pew at a bar mitzvah 
ceremony. A young boy donning a kippa and tallit stands at 
the pulpit reciting prayers in very Americanized Hebrew. 

REBECCA
(leans over to Ari)

My God, his Hebrew is terrible.

ARI
Shh. I’m trying to listen! Show a 
little respect!

Abe, in a kippa, listens attentively. His stomach grumbles 
loudly, catching Rebecca’s attention. Abe’s stomach grumbles 
again, and a few members of the congregation turn to look. 
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Benjamin looks at Rebecca admonishingly. Abe holds his 
stomach tightly, and looks embarrassed by the unwanted 
attention.

INT. BANQUET HALL - LATER52 52

MIKE GOLD, 40, Adam’s father, gives a toast into a wireless 
microphone. 

MIKE
Adam, you’re thoughtful as you are 
smart, kind as you are funny, and 
as loving as you are cool. I’m so 
proud of you and everything you 
stand for. Mazel Tov.

A loud “Mazel Tov” is heard along with clapping, pictures and 
flashes from mobile phones. Several Jewish grandmothers (some 
with a kind of blue grey hair) are super proud. 

Waiters descend on the table, dropping the first course. It 
is a little phyllo dough pouch filled with mushrooms and goat 
cheese (the “purse”). Abe snaps a photo, but doesn’t eat it. 
Ari leans over to Abe:

ARI
I’m not eating it either. 

 Abe picks up the menu. So does Ari. 

ARI (CONT'D)
What the fuck is a “cheese purse?” 
I do not eat accessories.

Abe snaps a photo of the menu: Close on various snippets: 
“Adam Gold’s Bar Mitzvah Menu”; First Course: Mushroom and 
Goat Cheese Purse;  Main Course* Salmon with Pecan Crunch 
Coat & Filet Mignon with Madeira Sauce; For the Kids: Chicken 
Tenders With Honey Mustard or Chicago Style Mini Pizza. Ice 
Cream Sundae Bar.”

A WAITER leans over Rebecca.

WAITER
For your main course would you like 
the salmon or the filet?

REBECCA
Salmon please.

WAITER
(to Ari)

Sir, would you like the fil-
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ARI
Filet. Don’t ever ask me that 
again.

WAITER
Young man, chicken fingers or 
pizza?

ABRAHAM
Nothing, thank you.

WAITER
Nothing?

Abe shakes his head.

REBECCA
What’s wrong, Abe? You haven’t 
eaten a thing? You love chicken 
fingers.

BENJAMIN
(to the waiter)

Get him the fingers.

ABRAHAM
No, no. I’m - um - I’m fasting. 

REBECCA
What?

BENJAMIN
Fasting? Why?

ABRAHAM
For Ramadan.

Benjamin is miffed.

INT. BOY'S BATHROOM - CONTINUOUS53 53

Abe finishing up at the urinal. A FEW OLDER boys in the 
bathroom smoking a joint. 

BOY #1
Did you see her tits? Fuck.

BOY #2
I heard she gave Sy a hand job 
under the desk in chem.
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RONNIE
She gives everyone a hand job in 
chem. She gave me one last week. 
Sucked.

RONNIE (CONT'D)
(extending the joint to 
Abe)

You want to hit this?

Abe shakes his hand "no"

RONNIE (CONT'D)
It'll take the edge off. I heard 
you're fasting.

(poking at Abe's stomach)
You don't have explosives under 
there, do you?

The other boys laugh.

ABRAHAM
Are you hitting on me, Ronnie?

The boys laugh even harder.

RONNIE
I'm just fucking with you. What'd 
you make at yours?

ABRAHAM
Huh?

RONNIE
(laughing)

Kid has a contact high already! 
Your bar mitzvah, fuckstick!

ABRAHAM
Oh - I didn't have one yet.

RONNIE
Do it right, you'll make a fucking 
killing.

BOY #1
I heard Adam got backstage passes 
to Yeezy! And made like 20K already 
- 

RONNIE
Bullshit, dude. I only made 5 grand 
on mine. Everyone gave me checks 
for 18 or 36 bucks!
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BOY #2
Because giving in multiples of 18 
is symbolic of giving chai, or life 
- 

RONNIE
Say anymore sanctimonious Bible 
shit and we're going to waterboard 
you.

They laugh. Abe walks out.

INT. BANQUET HALL - A BIT LATER54 54

ANGLE ON DANCE FLOOR

The DJ plays clubby music with loud beats as the lights in 
the banquet hall dim, and dramatic, colorful stage lighting 
brightens the dance floor. Benjamin looks irritated. 

DJ (O.S)
And now... give it up for Adam 
Goooooold!

More clapping and hooting as Adam works his way onto the 
dance floor. A mash-up of the tunes play, and Adam does an 
elaborate dance which includes some break dancing, Gangnam 
style moves, and maybe some tap. He is received wildly.

Rebecca, Abe and Ari are clapping and clearly enjoying the 
show. Benjamin looks completely baffled, shakes his head. 
Adam's look reveals him as a big Lady Gaga fan. 

BENJAMIN
(muttering)

What is this?

INT. BANQUET HALL HALLWAY - LATER55 55

Benjamin, Ari, Rebecca and Abe stand with Adam’s father, 
Mike.

MIKE
It’s really an honor to have you, 
Benjamin. It’s important to have 
your generation here.

BENJAMIN
I’m not dead yet, Mike.

MIKE
(laughing)

Lucky for us. Survivor and a hero.
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BENJAMIN
I don’t know about the hero-

MIKE
Seriously, you brought us home.

Benjamin glances at Abe, who is trying to understand. Rebecca 
looks tense.

ARI
Home? You live in Park Slope, for 
god's sake.

MIKE
We all went over before college and 
served in the IDF. Me, my sisters, 
my brother. 

REBECCA
But serving for what? Look what 
it's become.

ARI
The Promised Land! Super right 
wing, ultra religious, and none of 
my favorite bands play there 
because of the boycott. You can 
promise it to someone else.

MIKE
(to Ben)

Ben - I sense some self-loathing 
among these two. 

ARI
I love myself.

BENJAMIN
I have some “activists” in my 
family-

REBECCA
(shaking her head)

P.E.P!

MIKE
What?

REBECCA
Progressive Except Palestine. 
That's what you are, Mike-

MIKE
Look - our history-
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REBECCA
It’s a shared history -

MIKE
Unfortunately, our neighbors don’t 
agree. We have to do what we have 
to do to defend it. 

REBECCA
But what exactly are we defending? 
We have become the oppressors, 
Mike.

MIKE
Bec, Israel is the one place we can 
be safe in the world and I for one, 
don’t take it for granted.

BENJAMIN
Neither do I. 

INT. BANQUET HALL HALLWAY - MOMENTS LATER55A 55A

Abe looks at his grandpa. The two of them walk together by 
themselves.

ABRAHAM
Abba, why did you leave Israel?

BENJAMIN
Your grandma didn't want our 
daughter to fight in the army. I 
already did this for her. 

ABRAHAM
Why did you fight in the first 
place?

BENJAMIN
I wanted to do my part in making 
sure that after thousands of years 
of persecution that it never 
happens again. I always thought I 
was defending our people from 
another Holocaust.

(stops walking)
Now that things are out of control, 
I'm not always sure.

Abe is silent, thinking.

BENJAMIN (CONT'D)
Maybe your generation can find 
peace.
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INT. ABE’S BEDROOM - LATER56 56

Abe is changing out of his dress clothes, Rebecca helps him 
hang his stuff in the closet rack.

REBECCA
You ate that food a little fast - 
you okay?

ABRAHAM
It was sundown and I was starving.

REBECCA
Did you have a good time tonight?

(off Abe’s nod)
What did you... like?

ABRAHAM
The food was pretty interesting.  
Standard fare, but nice delivery.

REBECCA
(laughing)

Besides the food.

ABRAHAM
I dunno. It was cool that his whole 
family was into it, I guess.

REBECCA
That was cool. Look - I know 
religion can be a complicated 
thing, but it can also give you 
some insights. 

ABRAHAM
Seems like it just causes fights. 

REBECCA
The problem is... well, when things 
get literal. Some things are 
metaphors for large ideas. 

ABRAHAM
What do you mean?

REBECCA
Like, say, Heaven. Maybe it’s not a 
place in the sky. Maybe it’s a 
metaphor for living in a way that 
is loving and peaceful. Here, on 
earth. 
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ABRAHAM
Do you believe that?

REBECCA
It doesn’t matter what I believe.

ABRAHAM
Ok... well, which side am I 
supposed to choose?

REBECCA
You don't have to choose-

ABRAHAM
(speaking rapidly, hardly 
able to process his 
thoughts)

Yes I do. Muslims don’t like Jewish 
people and Jewish people don’t like 
Muslim people and If I do stuff 
from the Jewish side, the Muslim 
side will be mad and if I do stuff 
from the Muslim side the Jewish 
side will be mad and and if I do 
anything from any side Dad will be 
mad and if I don't do anything from 
either side you'll be mad - so - I - 
I don't know what I'm supposed to 
do, Mom.

Rebecca can’t answer this. Abe looks searchingly at his mom.

AMIR (O.S)
Of course he’s confused, Rebecca!

INT. BATHROOM - CONTINUOUS57 57

Abe stands in front of the toilet, his hand on his belly. He 
hears his parents arguing. He leans over the toilet and 
vomits. 

INT. KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS58 58

Amir and Rebecca stand on either side of the counter.

REBECCA 
You know he fasted today? For 
Ramadan?

AMIR 
What? Shit.
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REBECCA
Yeah, exactly. He’s exploring 
things on his own, and he’s - I 
don’t know - I’m terrified that 
we’re fucking him up -  

AMIR
Well stop letting him be 
brainwashed! God this and God that-

REBECCA
This is not a God thing - this is 
an identity thing - 

INT. BATHROOM - CONTINUOUS59 59

Abe wipes his mouth with a towel, and stares at himself in 
the mirror, eyes are bloodshot, but we’re not sure if it’s 
from crying or vomiting. 

AMIR (O.S.)
Yeah - and everyone wants to impose 
their identity.

INT. LIVING ROOM - CONTINUOUS60 60

REBECCA
Including you.

Amir can’t argue.

REBECCA (CONT'D)
Look, we knew this might come up 
one day and here it is and now, 
well, we should be open.

AMIR
I’m surprised by you. 

REBECCA
I just don’t want him to... miss 
anything...

Amir puts his hand on her shoulder.

AMIR
Is this about your mom?

REBECCA
We need to be flexible, Amir.

AMIR
We need to protect him -
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REBECCA 
From what?! His lineage? His 
grandparents? 

INT. BATHROOM - CONTINUOUS61 61

Abe leans against the door, exhausted and stressed, 
listening.

AMIR (O.S.)
Yes! They all want to claim him and 
I don’t want him to get torn apart. 

This hits Abe hard. A cursor on the screen:

>Anyone out there have this problem? #religiouscrisis 
#FamilyApocalypse

INT. CHICO’S KITCHEN - DAY62 62

Abe is dicing vegetables, but he looks bored, he’s not 
concentrating. Cadu and Mandioca are hard at work, Chico 
looking over their work. Chico looks over Abe's shoulder.

CHICO
You’re doing a shitty job. What’s 
going on with you today?

ABRAHAM
I tried fasting.

CHICO
Why?

ABRAHAM
Ramadan.

CHICO
Oh, right. What’s that like? 

ABRAHAM
It’s confusing.

CHICO
A lot comin’ at you, huh?

ABRAHAM
I guess.

CHICO
Well - you shouldn’t cook when 
you’re in a bad mood. 

62.

ABE - FINAL PRODUCTION DRAFT (11th)



ABRAHAM
Why? 

CHICO
Gets in the food.

ABRAHAM
What about how you’re always 
cursing?

CHICO
Venting. Look, food is living, has 
to be good energy. 

ABRAHAM
My dad would call that “New-Age 
Nonsense.”

CHICO
Mm hmm. Come sit for a minute and 
get us a snack.

Abe goes to the freezer and pulls out a couple of the frozen 
lemonade pops he made.

CHICO (CONT'D)
You made this? 

ABRAHAM
From the leftover lemonade. 

CHICO
Good thinking. 

(tasting)
Thyme?

Abe nods.

CHICO (CONT'D)
Nice.

ABRAHAM
I could eat popsicles, like, all 
day. Even in winter. I love them.

Chico takes a bite of the popsicle and chuckles.

ABRAHAM (CONT'D)
What?

CHICO
Remind me of Bahia, where I grew 
up, it’s very hot. We were poor - 
no A/C like you spoiled kids. 

(MORE)
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Me and my brothers would freeze 
cereal with the - you know - the 
milk- 

ABRAHAM
Cereal?!

CHICO
Anything, anything. Freeze it, eat 
it, stay cool. Man, tasting this 
sent me back. 

Abe enjoys this personal moment with Chico.

CHICO (CONT'D)
It’s not all about making fancy 
foods. If you love it, feel good 
doing it, and sharing it - that is 
the key. Make what you like.

Maybe Abe is getting it?

CHICO (CONT'D)
Think about staff meal. 

Chico hands him a SET OF KEYS TO THE KITCHEN.

CHICO (CONT'D)
Come early and open up the place, 
clean up, and we’ll get started. 
Good work today.

Chico pats Abe on the back as he walks off.

EXT. SALIM AND AIDA'S BACKYARD - DAY63 63

Establishing shot of Salim and Aida's backyard and their 30-
year-old Fig Tree, light shining through it.

INT. SALIM’S AND AIDA’S KITCHEN - DAY64 64

Aida slices a cut of lamb and places the pieces in a 
marinade. Salim and Abe ENTER with a bowl full of figs, Salim 
removing his gardening gloves.

SALIM
(to Abe)

Give those to your Tayta.
(to Aida)

Last figs of the season.

Abe puts the bowl on the counter and begins flipping through 
Aida’s old Arabic cookbook. 

CHICO (CONT'D)
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ANGLE on some 1970s images of dishes like kibbe, stuffed 
grape leaves and tabouli. Several pages are dog-eared and 
marked up.

ABRAHAM
Tayta, can I borrow this?

AIDA
Yes, of course. I give it to you 
after I die. 

ABRAHAM
Tayta!

AIDA
Come help me.

Abe makes sure Aida isn’t looking, then sneaks the cookbook 
into his backpack.

AIDA (CONT'D)
Hand me another piece of lamb - the 
big one there - 

ABRAHAM
(placing it down on the 
cutting board)

Why is there so much?

AIDA
Eid al Adha, habibi. We sacrifice a 
lamb.

She divides the meat, using a knife to push aside the 
portions:

AIDA (CONT'D)
We take a third of the meat for 
ourselves, a third for our 
neighbors, and a third for the 
poor. We always share. Always. Now 
this - here - I made a marinade for 
shawarma. You gonna take some with 
you. 

ABRAHAM
My grandfather Benjamin is always 
making donations too. It's part of 
the mitzvahs, good actions of the 
Jewish culture.

A silence.
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ABRAHAM (CONT'D)
 I know you don't like him.

AIDA
Of course I like him. It's just 
that we see the world from 
different lenses. That's all. 

She packs up two ziplock bags of raw, marinated lamb.

AIDA (CONT'D)
Here, habibi. Make something 
delicious.

Abe holds the heavy bags, thinking-

INT. CHICO'S KITCHEN - DAY65 65

The TWO ZIPLOCK BAGS FULL OF LAMB LAND ON THE COUNTER. Abe 
smiles at Chico.

ABRAHAM
For staff meal.

CHICO
(opening a bag and 
sniffing)

Nice.

ABRAHAM
It’s shawarma. My grandma made the 
marinade. I think she killed the 
lamb too. It’s fresh.

CHICO
So, what’s in the marinade? 
Identify.

ABRAHAM
Garlic, Cinnamon, Coriander, Cumin, 
Vinegar, Cayenne pepper?

CHICO
And what does lamb taste like? Does 
it taste like beef? Or pork?

ABRAHAM
No. Kind of, uh, it’s like, I 
always think of grass. And it’s 
kind of, almost, sweet.

CHICO
Grassy. Earthy. Sweet. Gamey. 

(thinking)
(MORE)
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So people usually grill it and wrap 
it up in a pita, right?

ABRAHAM
Yep.

CHICO
So we broke it down, now let’s mix 
it up. What else can we do with it? 

ABRAHAM
Is it crazy to put it on a corn 
tortilla?

CHICO
My friend, I think it’s finally the 
right time for your taco idea to 
work. So what goes with shawarma 
and goes with tacos?

ABRAHAM
People usually put yogurt on 
shawarma. And tahini. Tomatoes, 
lettuce. But I don’t know about the 
yogurt...

(thinking)
Creme fraiche, but still try the 
tahini? 

CHICO
Bring it! 

Abe goes to the fridge, grabs a bowl and spoons in some creme 
fraiche, tahini, salt, pepper.

ABRAHAM
Parsley? Cabbage, lime slaw? For 
crunch and texture?

CHICO
Test it out, man.

ABRAHAM
Okay.

CHICO
You got it?

ABRAHAM
I got this.

QUICK MIX: Chico throws the lamb on the grill. Abe chops up 
some green cabbage and adds it to the bowl. Chico grates in 
some lime zest. He tastes it. 

CHICO (CONT'D)
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Chico grabs tortillas and throws some on the grill. ANGLE on 
a warm tortilla, being topped with juicy grilled lamb 
shawarma, and creamy lime slaw. 

On the background we can see among the kitchen supplies, 
coffee. 

ABRAHAM (V.O.)
Co-Op kitchen Day 18. Time to make 
staff meal. Big chance. I really 
need to make this fly. 

The cursor appears on the screen, FREEZES, as Abe snaps a 
photo. The words type:

<FlavorMap in action. Shawarma Tacos. #shwacos

CHICO (O.S.)
Yes! Give it up for American 
Brooklyn over here!

The staff from around the kitchen clap and hoot, and high-
five Abe, as they eat Abe’s shawarma tacos, enjoying the hell 
out of them.

INT. CHICO'S KITCHEN - A BIT LATER65A 65A

Abe and Chico clean up. 

CHICO
You see what we did?

ABRAHAM
What?

CHICO
You took a flavor and built off of 
it, everything worked together - 
that’s fusion. 

ABRAHAM
It was?

CHICO
You used your instincts.

ABRAHAM
I did? Thanks.

Chico throws a little bag at Abe.

CHICO
By the way, I got you something.
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Abe opens it up, revealing a CHEF’S JACKET with the “Mix It 
Up” logo, just like Chico’s.

CHICO (CONT'D)
For your hard work this summer.

Chico helps Abe put on the CHEF’S JACKET. Abe couldn’t be 
happier, hides how much it means, gives Chico a fist bump.

EXT. COOKING CAMP - DAY66 66

Amir and Rebecca stand at their car, waiting, while kids from 
the cooking camp walk past them as they wave goodbye to the 
Instructor.

EXT. STREET - LATER67 67

Abe dreamily walks down the street with his camp shirt on, 
his head in the clouds, happy with his “schwacos” triumph. He 
gets to the -

EXT. COOKING CAMP - CONTINUOUS68 68

Abe walks up to the Cooking Camp building and sees Rebecca 
and Amir standing there with crossed arms talking to the 
Instructor. Abe is caught.

REBECCA (O.S.)
You were working in a professional 
kitchen all summer?

INT. ABE’S BEDROOM - LATER69 69

Rebecca and Amir are standing over Abe, who sits at his desk, 
rapidly texting on his phone-

TEXT to CHICO: “Yo, got in trbl and parents said I can’t work 
with u anymr. Sorry.” 

Abe quickly hits send. 

AMIR
You know how much money we spent on 
that camp? What a waste!

ABRAHAM
(under his breath)

I didn’t even want to go.

AMIR
I’m sorry, what?

Abe quickly types into his phone.
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REBECCA
Hey! Are you even paying attention? 
Do you think this is a joke?

ABRAHAM
The teacher and I. We see the world 
through different lenses. That's 
all.

AMIR
Do you know how much trouble we 
could have gotten in? 

TEXT from C: U ok?

TEXT to C from ABE: wil xpln l8r.

REBECCA
And the kitchen, the chef too, Abe? 
They could get in trouble for 
hiring an underage kid! 

ABRAHAM
I was just helping, like - 
training. 

REBECCA
There are laws against that. We 
could sue -

ABRAHAM
No! Mom!

She grabs the phone out of Abe’s hand.

REBECCA
Chico? Is that who it is?

ABRAHAM
Mom, please! He was helping me!

Rebecca takes out her phone, and dials the number on Abe’s 
screen.

REBECCA
(on phone)

Hello? Hi, Chico? This is Rebecca 
Solomon-Odeh, Abe’s mom?

ABRAHAM
Mom! You are embarrassing me.

Rebecca tosses Abe’s phone to Amir and walks out of the room.
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AMIR
I’m keeping this. 

ABRAHAM
But -

AMIR
And the laptop. You can have them 
back when school starts up.

Abe folds up his computer and hands it over. Amir shakes his 
head.

AMIR (CONT'D)
You’re grounded. 

Amir walks out and closes the door, leaving Abe frustrated. 
He looks out the window, but there’s no phone or computer, so 
no cursor.

INT. AMIR AND REBECCA'S KITCHEN - LATER70 70

Rebecca is hanging up the phone.

REBECCA
I’m saying it’s not like him, Amir! 
He’s never done anything like that!

AMIR
So - what - you’re blaming me?

REBECCA
Well your refusal to bend on 
anything hasn’t helped! He’s having 
an identity crisis - can’t you see 
that?

AMIR
Well stop fueling it! Stand by me 
for a change instead of feeding him 
all this religious nonsense that 
you don’t even believe in!

REBECCA
You are being so goddamn 
paternalistic - you don’t even see 
it. Everyone is wrong and you’re 
the only one who has the answers?

AMIR
I’m not trying to give him any 
answers, Rebecca, unlike you and 
the rest of our families!
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REBECCA
It’s your way, or no way and I’m 
sick of it.

Rebecca walks off and slams the door.

INT. ABE’S BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS71 71

Abe lies on his bed, listening to his parents fight. He puts 
a pillow over his head.

EXT. NYC/BROOKLYN TIMELAPSE - SUNSET72 72

The sun sets on a sweltering hot city as Labor Day weekend 
ends, turns into night.

EXT. BROOKLYN PUBLIC MIDDLE ENTRANCE - MORNING73 73

The first day of junior high is a flurry of kids milling 
around the front of the 1940’s Gothic architecture junior 
high school. Abraham stands looking intimidated. He sees 
other parents hugging their children.  

Abe goes for the main doors, joins some friends he 
recognizes, and is swallowed up by the sea of kids - Chinese, 
Biracial, Black, Hispanic, Red Heads - finally “big kids” - 
entering New York City Junior High School on their own.

INT. BENJAMIN’S KITCHEN TABLE - WEEKS LATER - NIGHT74 74

Close on all of the wine glasses coming together. Two candles 
lit behind, Benjamin with kippah, Ari, and Rebecca holding up 
their glasses. A beautiful spread on the table.

BENJAMIN
L’Shana Tova!

REBECCA
Happy New Year.

ARI
Happy Jew Year, Heebs.

Everyone sips, including Abe.

ARI (CONT'D)
(sipping the wine)

‘76? ‘77? Really good stuff. It’s 
grapey. A trace of... is that 
Creation?

He takes the bowl of honey and dips his piece of apple.

Everyone follows suit.
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                    BENJAMIN (CONT’D)
(Hebrew)

May God grant us a sweet New Year.

Everyone eats their apples and honey. Rebecca looks off.

Abe notices.

BENJAMIN
The first year without my dear 
Einav.

Rebecca holds Benjamin's hands. Abe joins her. 

INT. ABE’S BEDROOM - NIGHT75 75

Abe walks into his room to find his phone and laptop on the 
bed. He powers up his phone. A text from Chico pops up, from 
a few weeks back:

>Hope ur ok kid. C.

ABRAHAM (V.O.)
I'm back in the game after a 
compulsory detox. I recommend it, 
but only if it's your choice.

Then, the responses to his Instagram, Snapchat and Tumblr 
posts scroll in like lightening:

<I luv what ur saying about ur identity. don’t give up hope.

<U can be whatever u want. Forget what people think.

<Dude! We made schwacos! Great recipe

<You might think you are Jewish or Muslim, but all believers 
come back to #Christ. #Humble #Believe.

<Where’d you go? Why no more posts? Did Tumblr take down your 
site?

<How do I sign up for Chico’s chef school dude?

<Half Muslim, half Hindu. Feel your pain, man.

<Yo that looks doooooope! #shwacos 

<When’s the next pop up?? Come to Sheepshead Bay man!

<American Brooklyn! Where u at

And many, many more. Abe smiles, feeling a little less alone 
in the world.
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EXT. BROOKLYN SKYLINE - SUNSET75A 75A

Indication of the passage of time from summer to fall.

INT. AMIR AND REBECCA’S KITCHEN - WEEKS LATER76 76

Amir and Rebecca sit with Abe finishing a take-out dinner.

ABRAHAM
But - why? 

REBECCA
I think we need to just - you know 
give everyone a break from each 
other this year.

AMIR
Think of it this way - you’ll have 
two Thanksgivings! One with me and 
Tayta and Giddo, and one with 
Sabba, Ari and Mom. 

ABRAHAM
I don't understand-

AMIR
These are the terms, Abe-

REBECCA
This isn't a contract-

AMIR
At least I honor a contract-

REBECCA
Can you stop with the legalese-

AMIR
Can I just finish a sentence?-

ABRAHAM
Is it because of me?

AMIR
No, buddy. Not at all.

Rebecca and Amir are hit hard by this. Abe isn’t convinced 
it’s not his fault.

INT. ABE’S BEDROOM - NIGHT77 77

Abe drums his fingers on his desk. He notices Aida’s cookbook 
and Einav’s filofax of recipes sitting next to a stack of 
cooking magazines. 
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Abe sits in the middle of his room on the floor surrounded by 
a beautiful mess of recipes: his cooking magazines lay spread 
open, alongside Aida’s cookbook, and rows of Einav’s recipes 
on note cards. He’s in a whirl of culinary creation. Quick 
shots of pictures: Thanksgiving turkey; tabouli; hummus; 
kibbe; majadara; za’atar. And words: kugal; brisket; cholent 
stew; figs; quince; lamb. 

Abe writes furiously on a note pad as he refers to everything 
before him, building his own flavor map. He’s in the zone.

INT. AMIR’S OFFICE - DAY78 78

Amir at his desk checking his e-mail. ON THE SCREEN:  E-
INVITATION - You are invited to Abe’s Semitic Thanksgiving 
Pop Up Dinner. (At mom and dads house)

A PHOTO of a Cornucopia of Foods, Spices, and things from the 
Orient.

Amir is puzzled.

INT. REBECCA’S OFFICE - DAY79 79

Rebecca checks her e-mail on her phone, makes the same 
puzzled face as Amir.

INT. SALIM AND AIDA’S KITCHEN - DAY80 80

Aida stands over Salim as they receive their invitations.

INT. BENJAMIN’S STALL - DAY81 81

Ari looks at his phone, then pulls Benjamin over to look at 
the invite from Abraham. 

INT. AMIR & REBECCA’S DINING ROOM - THANKSGIVING DAY82 82

ON the beautifully set dining room table. There are tiny 
pumpkins and gourds all over the place, along with colorful 
napkins with turkeys on them, and two tall, orange tapered 
candles in the center of the table. Hand written name cards 
on construction paper sit on top of each plate, indicating a 
specific seating arrangement. 

A bread basket with pita and challah; bowls with olives, 
pickles, beets; a small tray with seven dates in the center.

The menu is written on a small portable white board, which is 
set up near the table: 

>Abe’s Semitic Thanksgiving Pop UP!
>Hummus and Challah Bruschetta 
>Falafel Bits in Tahini Dill
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>Potato - Za’atar Purse
>Chopped Fattouch Salad with Garlic Matzo 
>Turkey with Matzo, Pita & Olive Stuffing 
>Cranberry & Pomegranate Sauce 

INT. KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS83 83

QUICK MIX MONTAGE: Abe carefully plating appetizers onto a 
lovely platter; chopping vegetables for the salad; simmering 
cranberries on the stove and adding pomegranate seeds;  
tossing figs and apples in a bowl and laying them into a pie 
pan; breaking up pieces of matzo and pita for the stuffing;  
gently putting the turkey in the oven.  

LATER

ANGLE on Abe from inside the oven as he stares at his cooking 
turkey. He checks his phone: 4:55. He takes a deep breath. 
The DOORBELL chimes.

INT. FRONT DOOR - CONTINUOUS84 84

Benjamin, Rebecca and Ari enter as Amir and Abe greet them. 

BENJAMIN
Smells good in here.

ARI
You’re rockin’ that chef’s jacket, 
bro!

SALIM (O.S.)
Hello, hello!

Salim, Aida push open the door, and step into the now crowded 
entrance.

ABRAHAM
Hello and welcome.

AIDA
Hi, habibi. Wow, what a chef coat!

Benjamin and Salim cordially, but coolly, shake hands.

SALIM
Benjamin.

BENJAMIN
Salim, Aida.

AIDA
Hello.
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Everyone trying very hard to be courteous.

ABRAHAM
(English)

Happy Thanksgiving!
(in Arabic)

Happy Thanksgiving!
(in Hebrew)

Happy Thanksgiving!
(back in English)

Everyone, follow me.

All follow Abraham. 

INT. DINING ROOM- CONTINUOUS85 85

The families gather around the colorful dining room.

AIDA
Wow, Brahim! Very beautiful!

SALIM
Very spirited, wallah.

ARI
(putting it to his heart)

I love tiny pumpkins, man. I wanna 
just - hug them, you know? Stupid 
tiny pumpkins.

Rebecca takes the tiny pumpkin out of Ari’s hand.

AMIR
I like the whiteboard.

Everyone gathers around to read the menu.

SALIM
Nice touch, Jiddo.

(reading)
“Fattouch with garlic matzo.” Hmm.

ARI
“Hummus in Challah.” Sounds like a 
porno.

AMIR
Dude.

ARI
Sorry, sorry.
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ABRAHAM
Everyone please sit down where 
their name is.

They all look for their names and seats. The arrangement is 
tense and awkward: Aida next to Benjamin, Ari next to Salim, 
and at the head of the table, Amir and Rebecca. It’s kind of 
a Jewish and Arab layer cake, everyone flanked by their 
opposite. Everyone sits and bears it as politely as they can.

The lights dim. Abe lights the candles. 

ABRAHAM (CONT'D)
Everyone please close your eyes. We 
will fast together for 
approximately one minute.

He presses the timer on his phone. Silence.

The TIMER ENDS. Everyone looks perplexed.

ABRAHAM (CONT'D)
Now please bow your heads.

A RAPID SUCCESSION OF RELIGIOUS RITUALS:

Abe does a HANDWAVING CEREMONY over the candles, much like 
what he saw Benjamin do at Shabbat.

Benjamin looks disturbed. 

Abe places a BOTTLE OF TAMARIND JUICE and the PLATE OF DATES 
in front of him, hovers his hands over them and recites:

ABRAHAM (CONT'D)
Baruch atah Adonai 
[(Hebrew)Praised are You, Adonai 
our God]

Bismillaah ar-Rahman ar-Raheem 
[(Arabic) In the name of God, the 
infinitely Compassionate and 
Merciful.]

Aida looks scandalized. Amir shakes his head. Rebecca seems 
moved. Benjamin wants to flip the table over. Salim flinches 
at the terrible pronunciation. Ari is impressed. 

ABRAHAM (CONT'D)
Elohaynu melech ha'olam boray pri 
ha’gafen. [(Hebrew) Sovereign of 
the Universe, who creates the fruit 
of the vine.]

(MORE)
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(back to Arabic)
Bismillahi wa 'ala baraka-tillah.
[(Arabic) With Allah's name and 
upon the blessings granted by Allah 
(do we eat)].

Abe puts his hands over his eyes a moment and whispers:

ABRAHAM (CONT'D)
Ameen.

(Looking at them)
Please say “Ameen.”

Begrudgingly, they all chime in with “Ameen”, and not in 
unison.

ABRAHAM (CONT'D)
Please pour a glass and take a 
date.

Abe holds his glass of juice in the air in one hand and his 
date in the other. Everyone else does the same. 

ABRAHAM (CONT'D)
L’Chaim!

Abe drinks. Everyone says “l’chaim” and drinks. Ari makes a 
sour face after taking a sip.

ABRAHAM (CONT'D)
Sahtein!

Abe takes a bite of the date. Everyone follows suit, not 
happily.

ABRAHAM (CONT'D)
Ok, you can eat! Please enjoy the 
mezze. I’m going to get your 
appetizers. 

SALIM
Very, uh, interesting, Jiddo.

REBECCA
Nicely done, sweetheart. Need help 
in there?

ABRAHAM
Nope!

Abraham disappears into the kitchen. The table is quiet and 
awkward. Aida shakes her head.

ABRAHAM (CONT'D)
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ARI
It was pretty impressive, actually. 
Shit, give the kid some props.

Abe returns with a platter of the “challah and hummus 
bruschetta” a scooped out challah roll filled with hummus, 
topped with olive oil and pine nuts; and the “falafel bits,” 
mini falafel drizzled in dill tahini, which gets passed 
around the table, everyone taking one. 

ABRAHAM
Please take one and pass them 
around!

Aida tries to get her mouth around the thing, but it’s 
awkward to eat.

AIDA
Hmm.

ABRAHAM
It’s a mix of things.

AIDA
(in Arabic)

I would like to unmix them.

Everyone eats and tries to smile through it. 

ABRAHAM
Don’t get too full! Purses are 
next!

Abe exits. Aida scoops the hummus out of the challah. Ari 
wolfs down his falafel bits. 

ARI
Oh, man, this falafel tastes just 
like it does in Israel.

Salim gives a little “psht.”

BENJAMIN
It does.

SALIM
Does it? I wouldn’t know what the 
“National Snack” of Israel tastes 
like in Israel, being that I am not 
permitted. In Israel.   

Amir and Rebecca tense up.
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AIDA
“National Snack.” Falafel? Pft.

(Arabic)
First they take our land, then they 
take our food.

Ben is about to respond, but Abe re-enters with a plate of 
sizzling hot za’atar dumplings.

ABRAHAM
Very hot! Take one and pass it 
along!

REBECCA
Thank you, sweetie, how lovely!

Abe exits. The family continues to argue. Salim wipes the 
tahini-dill sauce off of the falafel.

BENJAMIN
Egyptian, Yemeni, Syrian Jews - 
came to Israel - and falafel was 
and is part of their culture. You 
don’t own it. It’s Middle Eastern, 
regional. My wife’s family in Egypt 
was making falafel for generations!

AIDA
(in Arabic)

Oh please god don’t say anything 
about hummus-

BENJAMIN
And hummus!

ARI
Damn. Sorry to bring it up. World 
War Falafel and shit.

SALIM
Your list is a convenient way of 
never having to refer to our food 
as Palestinian. As you say - it is 
regional - and you came to our 
country - Palestine -

BENJAMIN
 - It was hardly a country -

Salim is about to respond, but Abe pops back out with the 
fattoush with matzo salad. The family shuts up.

ABRAHAM
Salad! 
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Abe rushes out. The salad gets passed around. 

SALIM
Calling falafel the “national food” 
is another way Israel appropriates 
our culture - food, dance - even 
our curse words - 

(picking the matzo out of 
his salad)

- in order to contrive it’s own 
culture and continue to erase ours. 
The European Zionist colonizers 
erased us by design- 

Abe returns, so they quiet down.

ABRAHAM
Anyone need anythi -

Abe sees his dismembered food all over everyone’s plates and 
the angry looks on everyone’s faces.

ABRAHAM (CONT'D)
You guys don’t like it?

REBECCA
No, we love it, sweetie!

AMIR
We’re just saving room for the 
turkey!

ABRAHAM
Turkey is just resting. I’ll bring 
it out now!

Abe exits again.

REBECCA
Can we all just - be supportive? 
Please?

BENJAMIN
(ignoring, continuing 
where they left off)

I see. The women, the children, the 
families terrorized by a decade of 
brutal genocide, escaping 
unimaginable horrors - my own 
parents - they came to 
intentionally erase another people? 
After suffering their own erasure? 
Only a madman would believe such a 
thing!
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SALIM
The house was on fire, Benjamin. 
And those who jumped to save 
themselves landed on top of the 
people who were standing below.

ARI
Fire? Wha? Did I miss part of the 
story?

AMIR
Can you all please stop, for once-

Abe comes out from the kitchen, carrying an 18 pound turkey 
on a platter. He wobbles a bit under the weight so Ari and 
Amir jump up to help him set it on the table. 

REBECCA
Wow, sweetie.

AMIR
Great work, buddy. 

ABRAHAM
Thanks!

Abraham grabs a knife and starts carving. The knife goes in 
smoothly.... and then, doesn’t.

ABRAHAM (CONT'D)
(trying to saw through)

Um - 

AMIR
(standing up)

Hey buddy, let me help -

ABRAHAM
Uh - no, no - let me just -

Abe tries another part of the turkey, while Amir peers over 
his shoulder. The knife doesn’t get very far, and now, runny 
stuffing starts oozing out too.

AMIR
I think it’s still frozen -

ARI
Something is comin’ out of it’s 
booty...
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ABRAHAM
(grabbing the platter)

Uh - ok - it’s fine - just gotta 
put it back in for like 15 minutes. 

He exits with the platter. Everyone looks at each other with 
blame. Aida slams down her napkin.

AIDA
(in Arabic)

He can’t do the turkey on his own.
(in English)

I should help him.

Aida gets up to help.

AMIR
No, mom.

REBECCA
It’s important that he does it on 
his own.

SALIM
I think he could use a hand -

AIDA
(to Rebecca and Amir)

This is your parenting method? 
Leave him alone to do whatever he 
wants?

REBECCA
What is that supposed to mean?

AIDA
It means no one is looking after 
him!

REBECCA
We're right here, Aida.

AIDA
Oh really? Where were you when he 
went to work with some stranger?

INT. KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS86 86

Abe inspects the turkey, stops as he hears the family argue. 

AIDA (O.S.)
And pretended to be in camp? Huh? 
Were you "right here"?
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INT. DINING ROOM - CONTINUOUS87 87

SALIM
Aida.

AIDA
What? I’m sorry - I kept my mouth 
shut long enough. What if something 
happened? What if he got kidnapped? 
Or worse?

AMIR
Mom! 

(in Arabic)
Enough! "Khalas".

BENJAMIN
(to Amir)

Your mother is right. 

INT. KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS88 88

Abe opens up the oven, then lifts the turkey pan up.

BENJAMIN (O.S.)
Your child is lost. 

REBECCA (O.S.)
He isn’t lost.

AMIR (O.S.)
Of course he is!

AMIR (O.S.) (CONT'D)
You’ve all manipulated him with 
your beliefs and bullshit!

AIDA (O.S.)
Manipulated him?

As Abe lifts the turkey off of the platter to put it back in 
the oven, the pan tilts, the turkey slips onto the ground. 

ABRAHAM
No! Oh no!

He struggles to pick up the turkey, but it’s slippery, heavy 
and hot. Stuffing falls out in nauseating, white chunks. 

REBECCA (O.S.)
God, Amir, just stop!
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INT. DINING ROOM - CONTINUOUS89 89

Benjamin smacks his napkin on the table.

BENJAMIN
What did you expect, Rebecca? You 
married against everyone’s advice - 

REBECCA
(overlapping)

- Seriously - after 15 fucking 
years Abba, you have to say this 
tonight!-

BENJAMIN
(speaking over her)

- knowing you would have problems. 

REBECCA
(warning)

Abba.

AMIR
(to Benjamin)

You can't talk to us like that-

BENJAMIN
What life is this for Abe?

REBECCA
What are you saying?

AIDA
We feel sorry for that boy. Having 
him wasn't fair-

BENJAMIN
Not fair? It was a mistake to bring 
a child into your messy lives 
knowing how hard it would be. 
Selfish! A mistake!

AIDA
He’s saying what needs to be said. 

INT. KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS90 90

Abe is utterly crushed - he heard everything. Trying to catch 
his breath, he looks around the kitchen: the pans and dishes 
piling up in the sink, the counter is covered with utensils 
and ingredients - a mess. 
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He puts the turkey back in the oven, closes it, types 550 
into the touch controls on the oven. CLOSE on the oven’s RED 
COILS, heating up.

INT. KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS90B 90B

The turkey burns away inside the oven, its skin bursting and 
popping. 

EXT. A BLOCK AWAY - MOMENTS LATER91 91

Abraham is running away, down the block, as fast as he can. 
He is almost hit by A CYCLIST who swerves and crashes. 

INT. KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS92 92

CLOSE on the oven, which starts to smoke.

INT. DINING ROOM - CONTINUOUS93 93

AMIR
You’re all unbelievable!

REBECCA
(getting up)

I’m not listening to this. 

AMIR
What are you doing?

REBECCA
I don’t know. I can’t stay here.

AMIR
(standing)

How about all of you just - get 
out. Just get out -

Ari smells something. Everyone stops to pay attention to the 
weird smell pervading the room.

INT. KITCHEN - MOMENTS LATER94 94

Ari enters and sees: the oven with blankets of smoke 
billowing out. 

ARI
Shit.

He quickly turns off the oven, then opens it up to allow the 
smoke out, which fills the kitchen. 

THE SMOKE ALARM goes off. He grabs a couple towels and pulls 
the now charred turkey out of the oven.
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Rebecca rushes in, followed by Amir.

REBECCA
What happened?

ARI
(indicating the turkey)

He left it in the oven.

REBECCA
Where’s Abe?

They see the chef’s jacket on the floor.

AMIR
Shit.

INT. REBECCA & AMIR’S - MOMENTS LATER95 95

Amir and Rebecca running through the house looking for Abe.

AMIR
(Yelling)

Abraham!

REBECCA (O.S.)
Abe? Sweetie?

Amir gets his phone out and speed dials - no answer.

EXT. REBECCA AND AMIR’S STOOP - MOMENTS LATER96 96

The entire family spill out of the front door.

AMIR
Abe!

REBECCA
Abe!

They each pick a different direction and fan out. 

EXT. STREET CORNER - CONTINUOUS97 97

Ari is yelling out.

ARI
Abraham!

ON ANOTHER CORNER, Benjamin and Salim-

BENJAMIN
Avi!
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SALIM
Brahim!

EXT. BROOKLYN STREET - CONTINUOUS98 98

Amir and Rebecca running together.

AMIR
(yelling)

Abraham!

REBECCA
Abe!

They slow to a walk, and finally stop.

INT. AMIR AND REBECCA'S - MOMENTS LATER99 99

Salim, Aida, Ari, Amir, Rebecca and Benjamin all come in from 
outside.

REBECCA
I - I don’t know who we should call  
-

AIDA
Should we call the police?

REBECCA
Oh my god. No. Not yet. 

She quickly dials a number. No answer. She types out a text.

>TEXT TO ABE - Where did you go?

She continues typing and hits send. 

AMIR
Where could he have gone?

REBECCA
Anywhere he would go would be 
closed today. 

ARI
He couldn’t have gone far.

Rebecca looks at Amir concerned.

AMIR
Maybe he could have. 

(grabbing his car keys)
I’ll take the car -
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ARI
I’ll come with you.

Ari and Amir leave. Rebecca frantically makes another phone 
call to Abe. 

BENJAMIN
Nothing?

REBECCA
He’s not answering.

She sends a text:

>Sweetie, please let us know you’re ok. We love you. Come 
home.

She watches the phone hoping for a response.

REBECCA (CONT’D)
God, please, please. Please.

Aida, Benjamin and Salim look at Rebecca guiltily.

EXT. BROOKLYN STREET - LATER100 100

Deserted streets of Brooklyn. Sirens wail in the distance.

INT. REBECCA & AMIR’S KITCHEN - LATER101 101

Aida washes dishes, Salim dries them. Benjamin puts Abe’s 
food away, handing off dirty dishes to Aida, who takes them. 
They work together in silence. Rebecca sits at the kitchen 
table in a daze. Benjamin looks over at his daughter, who 
won’t look at him.

INT. SUBWAY PLATFORM - LATER102 102

An empty platform. Trains shuttle back and forth.

INT. KITCHEN - LATER103 103

Benjamin gingerly approaches Rebecca who sits with her head 
in her hands.

BENJAMIN
Motek.

REBECCA
I can’t right now, Abba. Just - I 
need space.

Ben nods his head, wanting to do something, anything, to ease 
his daughter’s pain.
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INT. LIVING ROOM - LATER104 104

Salim and Ben sit in silence. Salim checks his watch.

SALIM
Almost midnight.

Ben closes his eyes and says a little prayer. Salim looks 
off. 

BENJAMIN
I don’t know what else to do.

SALIM
It’s very difficult to wait... but 
we will pray and we will wait. 

Ben nods his head. They share a brief look. It’s the best 
they can do.

INT. REBECCA & AMIR’S KITCHEN - LATER105 105

Rebecca’s phone sits idle.

AIDA (O.S.)
Anything?

Aida sets a MUG OF TEA down next to Rebecca, who shakes her 
head “no.”

AIDA (CONT'D)
It’ll calm you.

REBECCA
Thanks.

She checks her phone again.

AIDA
He’ll come home, habibti.

Aida watches Rebecca, wanting to comfort her, but perhaps not 
knowing how.

AIDA (CONT'D)
We - I - shouldn’t have said what I 
said. It was cruel. I’m sorry. 

Rebecca nods her head, takes a sip of tea.

REBECCA
It’s been four hours. Oh my God. I 
feel so guilty. I just...
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Aida puts her hand on Rebecca’s arm.

AIDA
There’s no... manual. For being a 
parent. 

REBECCA
Nope.

AIDA
Hard to be one... hard to lose one.

Rebecca nods her head, gets choked up. 

EXT. BROOKLYN STREET - LATER106 106

The lights of downtown Brooklyn pulse.

INT. KITCHEN - LATER107 107

Ari enters, followed by Amir, who tosses his keys on the 
table. Ben and Salim follow them in. Rebecca looks at him 
hopefully, but Amir shakes his head no.

AMIR
I’m losing steam. I can’t see 
straight.

BENJAMIN
You should eat something.

AMIR
I don’t think I can.

Benjamin goes to the fridge and takes out some leftovers. 
Salim helps, grabbing some bread and plates and putting them 
on the table.

SALIM
Keep your strength up.

Slowly, Aida, Rebecca, Ari and Salim start to take a bit of 
food, realizing just how hungry they are.

ARI
I’m starving.

Benjamin puts utensils and some cups on the table, fills them 
with water.

BENJAMIN
Amir. Come. 
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Amir shakes his head “no.” He goes to the sink and leans over 
it. Benjamin goes to him with a small plate.

BENJAMIN (CONT'D)
You need it.

AMIR
I can’t lose him. I can’t lose my 
boy. 

BENJAMIN
We won’t lose him. 

Amir chokes up. He quickly wipes his eyes.

AMIR
Sorry.

BENJAMIN
I’m sorry... for my part in this. 
If I hurt him. Or you. I wish I 
could take back the things I 
said...

AMIR
We all said things we shouldn’t 
have.

Amir takes the plate from Ben and takes a few bites.

WIDE to see the family doing the one thing Abe has been 
hoping they’d do all along: eating together.

In quiet comfort, with shared concern, as a family. 

Ari picks up his phone and scrolls through it.

He stops.

ARI
Have you guys seen this?

He leans the phone over to Rebecca. 

ARI (CONT'D)
Abe’s on Instagram - I didn’t even 
realize -

CLOSE on a photo of Abe’s Thanksgiving Table and:

>Tonight is my Semitic Thanksgiving “Pop Up!” Wish me luck! 
#gratitude #familyfusion

The family gathers around Ari’s phone, scrolling through 
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Abe’s Instagram page:

A PHOTO of AMIR and REBECCA pizza 
A PHOTO of BEN and ABE at the market
A PHOTO of SALIM and ABE and a couple of figs
A PHOTO of ABE rolling grape leaves with AIDA
A PHOTO of EINAV and ABE making bread
A PHOTO of ARI dancing at the BAR MITZVAH

SEVERAL PHOTOS of his experiences in the kitchen.

A PHOTO of the very first MIX IT UP Pop-up. 

Rebecca looks at Amir. 

Amir & Rebecca’s POV: Abe’s chef’s jacket on the chair with 
the “Mix It Up” logo on it.

Rebecca grabs her phone and quickly dials.

INT. CHICO’S KITCHEN - LATER108 108

Chico walks through the kitchen space, and flips on the 
light. 

He finds Abraham, asleep on a little armchair next to the 
fridge, using his hoodie sweatshirt as a pillow. He gently 
wakes him.

CHICO
Hey brother. 

Abe starts and sits up. His eyes are red.

ABRAHAM
Oh, hi. Sorry. I didn’t know where 
else to go.

He holds up the key and puts it on the counter. Chico nods.

CHICO
Your folks are on the way. 

ABRAHAM
I’m surprised they noticed I was 
gone.

CHICO
What happened?
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ABRAHAM
(eyes red and tired)

I tried to make it right, tried to 
mix the foods, and bring them 
together, like you showed me. 

CHICO
Your family?

ABRAHAM
(nodding, trying not to 
cry)

But I messed it up... and they just 
fought... I just made everything 
worse.

CHICO
Look... these things - they take 
time. You don’t have to have 
everything figured out now... it 
takes - well, your whole life to 
work it out. And your dinner - I 
bet you didn’t fuck it all up. You 
probably put your whole heart into 
it. And I bet they know it.

REBECCA (O.S.)
Hello? Abe?

Rebecca and Amir walk in. 

REBECCA (CONT'D)
Oh, sweetie, oh thank God -

Abe casts his eyes down. Chico does a little nod to Rebecca 
and Amir, an “I’ll give you some space.” Rebecca gives a look 
of thanks to Chico.

REBECCA (CONT'D)
Abe... honey...

AMIR
We’re so sorry - we failed you big 
time -

They squat down next to him. 

ABRAHAM
...did they mean it?

AMIR
Mean what, bud?
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ABRAHAM
That you should have never had me?

Amir and Rebecca’s hearts break. Rebecca starts crying.

REBECCA
No, no, no, honey -

AMIR
You’re the best thing, the best 
thing that could have happened to 
any of us. 

Abe breaks down and sobs with Rebecca and Amir holding him 
tight.

INT. ABE’S BEDROOM - LATER109 109

An exhausted Abe gets into bed and shuts his eyes, Amir and 
Rebecca watching over him.

EXT. HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS110 110

Rebecca and Amir walk out, closing the door behind them. Ben, 
Aida, Salim and Ari, all in the hallway, relieved. Amir takes 
Rebecca’s hand, and they embrace - old friends, parents, 
tired and confused. 

ABRAHAM (V.O.)
Maybe sometimes life get really 
ugly before it gets pretty. 

EXT. SUBURBAN BACKYARD - DAY111 111

The birthday scene from the beginning of the backyard, blond-
headed boy, smiling with perfect white teeth. The parents, 
grandparents, the party clown are all arm-in-arm laughing and 
staring each other in the eyes, awkwardly. The screen pauses, 
freezing again on the tableau of the backyard scene.

ABRAHAM (V.O.)
This is not my life.

The MOUSE on the Computer Screen scrolls over to hit the X 
(Close Button).  

EXT. OUTDOOR POP-UP - THE FOLLOWING SPRING/SUMMER - DAY112 112

A crowded outdoor space on a summer day.

ABRAHAM (V.O.)
Mix It Up featuring American 
Brooklyn this summer!
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The Mix It UP banner hangs above the chalkboard, displaying 
the menu:

Mix It UP!
Chef Chico Catuaba Hits!
Guest Chef - Abe Solomon-Odeh AKA American Brooklyn
Tapioca dices with tamarind marmalade!
Shawarma Empadas

American Brooklyn Pops!
Fresh F@*$#!g Lemonade (with fresh mint)
Watermelon Halloum
Ambrosia Apples and Honey
Figs and Cream
Lemon Poppy

Chico and his staff plate food, while Abe hands beautiful, 
colorful popsicles to the customers.  

QUICK MONTAGE - A bright red watermelon popsicle dotted in 
white lovely saltiness; an apple and honey popsicle, vivid 
yellow popsicle with poppy; a fig with yogurt, a pop with 
luscious chunks of fig; a minty green lemonade pop, a milky 
white pop with juicy slices of apple, and a honey drizzle and 
the peace pop - coconut water with fig, mint and hemp seeds. 

Over the heads of all the cool people of Brooklyn who are 
loving it: foodies, kids Abe’s age, hipsters, locals, etc.

REBECCA (O.S.)
(waving)

Abe! We’re here.

Abe looks up. He sees Rebecca, Amir, Ari, Benjamin, Salim and 
Aida. They wave and watch him with pride. Abe smiles and 
waves back and gets back to work.

EXT. OUTDOOR POP-UP PARK LAWN - LATER113 113

Ari brings a few of the coconut water jamaican popsicles with
hemp-seeds for the family.

ARI 
What are these seeds in here?

ABRAHAM
Hemp.

ARI
Niiiiiiice…

(glassy eyed)
I knew I was feeling a little more 
peaceful and relaxed. Let's give 
these to everybody.
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ABRAHAM
There's no THC in them, Uncle Ari, 
they're just ordinary seeds. 

ARI
It's all it take's buddy. Just 
ordinary seeds. 

And they walk towards the family. Under a tree, a little 
patch of grass, where Amir, Salim and Aida, Rebecca, and 
Benjamin are sitting, relaxed and watching the scene. 

After a little while, Abraham comes and joins them, holding 
each kind of popsicle and handing them off to his family 
members. 

AMIR
Popsicles!

REBECCA
Congrats Abe!

AIDA
Please tell me this is halal-

AMIR
(cutting her off)

Mom. Not today.

BENJAMIN
What about kosh-

REBECCA
(cutting him off)

Dad.

BENJAMIN
Okay, okay. Does Chico need a deal 
on more fruit? We have organic 
shallots coming in-

REBECCA
Dad. Not today.

SALIM
Very good, Brahim. Did you know 
that every ingredient you used is 
originally from-

AIDA
(cutting him off)

Salim! Amir says not today-

ARI
I tried an edible popsicle last 
year, ate the entire thing all at 
once, totally blacked out-
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BENJAMIN
(cutting him off)

Not today Ari.

Abe watches his family as they eat, laugh, sit together. 

ABRAHAM (V.O.)
My name is Abraham Solomon-Odeh. 
Some people call me Abraham. Some 
Avraim. Or Ibrahim. Sometimes Avi. 
But, I prefer Abe. I really prefer 
Abe. Just Abe. This is my life. 

Abe and the rest of the family surrounding him. 

Widen out to see the rest of the pop-up, Manhattan behind.

The cursor appears on the screen:
<#thisismylife #abraham #avraim #ibrahim #avi #abe

THE END
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