
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

ك عَلْْ
Masticating

 
written by

 
 

Talah Alatasi
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Haya, her mother, Eman, and her grandmother, Farida, are driving 
Haya to the airport when Eman starts receiving mysterious phone 

calls and texts. At a pitstop, Haya discovers the caller is a man, 
leading her to suspect Eman is in a relationship. Overwhelmed, Haya 
contemplates confronting her mother by confiding in Farida but is 
interrupted. The tension follows them to a supermarket, where a 

heated showdown between Haya and Eman ensues, with both exchanging 
painful accusations. Then, in a quiet moment between Haya and 

Farida alone in the car, a conversation shifts Haya’s perspective, 
allowing her to see her mother in a more compassionate and 

humanising light.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

FIRST DRAFT



FADE IN:

EXT. HIGHWAY - SYRIA - EVENING

Bent trees, scattered weeds, and patches of garbage line the 
rocky roadside. Amidst them stands a white sign with the 
words "استراحة" ("Pitstop") and "7 KM" scrawled on in black ink.

An old baby blue 2000's KIA sedan speeds past it down the 
highway.

INT. CAR - CONTINUOUS 

In the back seat, HAYA (22, F) is sprawled in her spot, 
wearing tie-dye black-and-white jeans, an oversized baby blue 
sleeveless shirt, a black leather jacket, and combat boots. 
She is chewing gum.

A traditional Arabic song plays through the speakers.

In the driver’s seat, EMAN (47) wears a floral blouse, jeans, 
and a white hijab. An electronic rosary wraps around her 
finger, her grip firm on the steering wheel. Her phone rests 
on her lap, face up. She keeps her eyes fixed on the road 
ahead.

Beside her, FARIDA (69) wears a black abaya and matching 
hijab. A glass rosary dangles from her hand, her other hand 
gripping the grab handle.

Eman and Farida quietly sing along, their voices blending 
with the song. The mood is light, familiar.

In the back, Haya watches them through half-lidded eyes. A 
faint smile tugs at her lips—brief, almost unconscious—before 
she turns to the window, her expression shifting to something 
more distant.

Eman lowers the music slightly.

EMAN
ضبيتي المكدوس بعدين؟

Haya barely reacts. Eman steers the car toward a pitstop.

Eman peeks into the rearview mirror, her eyes sharp on Haya.

EMAN (O.S.)  (CONT'D)
هيا!

Haya blinks, snapping back.



HAYA
نعم؟

EMAN
ا��غراض يلي كانو عالطاولة ضبيتين؟

Haya pauses, her brow furrowing.

HAYA
أيو أغراض؟

Farida sighs, turning to Haya.

EMAN
(to Farida)

قلتلك ما ح تاخدن معا، قلتلك و �� ما قلتلك؟

Farida sighs and turns to face Haya.

FARIDA
 لي نسيتين تيتا؟ وا� هالبيتنجانات كانو كويسات.
 استوصيت بأبو راكان ينقيلي ياهن من مزرعتو طازة.
 و جبتلك الفليفلة من عند جارتنا أم مازن، هو صحي
 لسا ما رجعت�� صحن السكبة من تبع العيد
...الماضي

HAYA
بس صار في مية محل بالمانيا بيعرفو يعملو مكدوس

A smile tugs at Farida’s lips.

FARIDA
اي بس مكدوساتي غير

Eman’s phone rings—shattering the moment.

Eman glances at Haya again through the rearview mirror.

EMAN
اي وا� ما في منن بس في عالم ما بتستاهل

She answers, her voice shifting to something softer.

EMAN (CONT'D)
اهلين، معلي احكي معِك بعدين؟ انا بالسيارة.

Pause.

2.



EMAN (CONT'D)
��، لسا بدنا شي ساعة لنوصل عالمطار

The car slows to a halt.

Eman listens, her fingers toying with the electronic rosary.

EMAN (CONT'D)
ا� يسلمِك

Beat.

Eman smiles.

EMAN (CONT'D)
حاضر، مع الس��مة

Beat.

She hangs up, turning to grab her purse, stuffing the phone 
inside.

Haya watches. Her suspicion sharpens.

HAYA
مين هادا؟

Eman meets her gaze.

The passenger door opens as Fardia struggles to exit the car 
alone.

EMAN
(dryly)

رفيئتي.

Haya’s brow furrows.

HAYA
و شو اسما رفيئتك؟

EMAN
شيرين.

HAYA
و شو بدا منك شيرين؟

Eman opens her mouth to respond—

A grunt from Farida pulls them both toward her. One leg out, 
the other tangled in the doorframe.

Eman sighs, already climbing out.
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EMAN
 يا ا� يا ماما، كم مرة قلتلك ما تجربي تطلعي 
لحالك!؟

Eman leaves the purse on the middle consol, turns, and climbs 
out of the car.

FARIDA
 اي شو لكن بدي اقعد انتظر مفاصلكن المطقطقة لحتا
تجو تساعدوني؟

Haya follows Eman out.

Eman’s purse sits abandoned—the phone glowing with another 
notification.

Outside, footsteps crunch against gravel as Eman and Haya 
round the car.

HAYA
اي فرجينا شو صاير معك

Haya crouches beside Farida, inspecting the situation.

HAYA (CONT'D)
يه. الحمد � وقفنا عند ا��ستراحة

FARIDA
لي شوفي؟!

HAYA
مشان نجبلك زيت لحديدات وركك المصدايات

Haya looks up, grinning.

Farida gasps, swatting her arm.

FARIDA
مصدايات يا بنت ال...

Haya grabs Farida’s leg, wiggling it dramatically.

HAYA
اي اي سمعيني منيح، ايييع ايييع

Farida pinches Haya's arm, making Haya laugh.

EMAN
خلص انتي و اياها. روحي جيبي�� العكازة من ورا
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Haya walks over and pulls open the right backseat door and 
grabs the cane—a sturdy silver metal rod with three sprouting 
legs at the base.

Behind her, Farida mutters.

FARIDA
قال مصدّاي قال...

Eman struggles to free her from the tight spot.

EMAN
خلص شو بدك فيا، محصورة كتير؟

Haya’s fingers linger on the cane—her eyes flicking toward 
the middle console.

Eman and Farida are preoccupied.

FARIDA (O.S.)
حزري

Haya hesitates, gaze locked on the phone. A thought forming.

EMAN (O.S.)
 طيب هي رجلك هلق شو بدو يطلعا؟ روح شوف ازا
في مكنسيان جوا؟

Eman starts laughing.

Haya exhales. Then—swiftly, decisively—she snatches the 
phone, shoving it into her jacket pocket.

Farida laughs, shaking her head.

FARIDA (O.S.)
لك تضربي منّك لبنتك. يا ويلي، زربت زربت 

Eman chuckles, the sound light but frayed.

Haya closes the car door with a soft thud.

INT. SUPERMARKET - LATER

The modest supermarket has flickering fluorescent lights and 
shelves packed with dusty goods. A few people browse quietly, 
their movements slow and deliberate, their booming voices 
loud and succinct.

Haya stands in line, clutching a handful of snacks in her 
right hand. Haya glances over her shoulder and gives an 
awkward smile to the man waiting behind her.
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Her gaze shifts to the shelves behind the counter, lined with 
neatly arranged cigarette packs. She fidgets, her fingers 
tapping the snacks nervously, as she contemplates. She 
catches herself staring and quickly redirects her attention. 
The line shuffles forward, and now she’s second.

Eman's phone starts ringing in her jacket pocket. 

Haya sighs, reaches into her pocket, and pulls out the phone. 
She looks around her. She hesitates, her thumb hovering over 
the screen.

The caller ID reads: "Shirene"

She glances at the cigarette packs again, cracks under the 
pressure.

She raises the phone to her ear.

The call connects. Haya freezes, her mouth going still. A 
warm, unmistakably masculine voice breaks the tension.

MAN (O.S.)
اهلين، صرتي لحالك؟

Haya’s eyes widen. Her hand trembles as she quickly ends the 
call.

Beat.

The world around her dulls—muffled voices, the faint buzz of 
the lights, the distant clatter of the door and windows. All 
white noise.

Her fingers tighten around the phone in her other hand, the 
screen still glowing. She flips it over, pressing it into her 
palm like it might disappear.

She blinks hard, once, twice, as if trying to reset reality. 

MATCH CUT TO:

INT. BATHROOM - LATER

Haya stands, still dazed. Her vision blurry, and every sound 
muffled.

The bathroom is in disrepair. Pale green paint peels from the 
walls, and mold creeps into the corners like a lingering 
shadow.

6.



EMAN (O.S.)
(Muffled)

 العروس ما قعدت. أضت السهرة ك�� هشّك بشّك متل
غسالة ا��توماتيك

FARIDA (O.S.)
 اي ما شفتيا كيف كانت عم تتطلع علي. قطة و لقت
عشاها

Farida and Eman stand at the cracked sinks, performing their 
wudu. Sleeves rolled back. Water splashes over their arms and 
faces.

Haya forces a smile, her grip tight around Eman’s phone in 
her pocket. Her knuckles are white.

HAYA
ع مين عم نحكي؟

She edges closer to the sinks. Eman's purse sits close, a 
tempting distance away. One step. Maybe two.

Eman glances at Haya.

EMAN
(rubbing water over her 
arms)

عرس ابن خالتو فردوس

Eman turns back to Farida, bending down to take off her shoes 
and roll up her pant legs.

EMAN (CONT'D)
 بس بتعرفي وا� حرام يعني حطو اللي فوقن و اللي
 تحتن مشان هالعرس مشان آخر شي يطلعو آخدين
عيلة شراشيح

Haya’s fingers twitch. She shifts her weight, a small step 
closer to Eman’s purse. The phone feels heavy, burning a hole 
through her pocket.

Eman straightens, wet hands slicking back a stray hair. Her 
gaze, sharp and knowing, lands on Haya.

EMAN (CONT'D)
لي ما عم تتوضي؟

Eman lifts her bare foot to the sink, balancing effortlessly

HAYA
بصلي بعدين بالمطار، ما تاكلي همّي

Farida, her back slightly hunched, looks over her shoulder.
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FARIDA
 بالمطار يا تيتا بدك تاكلي هم شناطيكي و ما تروح
 عليكي الطيارة. ما أحسنلك تصلي هون و تستقيلي
الهم؟

EMAN
و انتي بتعرفي ص��ة الجماعة أأجرلك

Haya and Eman lock eyes through the mirror.

A pause. The air grows tight. Haya swallows, the sound loud 
in her own ears.

She sighs, rolls up her sleeves, and steps to the sink next 
to Eman. Cold water gushes over her hands, and she mimics the 
motions of wudu, but there’s a stiffness to her actions. A 
disconnect.

Farida wets her hands, passing them over her feet with 
practiced ease.

FARIDA
 اي بس عالقليلة كنت متوقعة أم العروس
تزوق ع دما و تقوم تسلّم عالمعازيم

FARIDA
 و كمان ما شفتي كيف انقضّو عالصفرة؟ اكلو
ا��خضر و اليابس و ما خلولنا شي

Eman slides her shoes back on and gently helps Farida with 
hers. The older woman grips her cane, her movements 
deliberate and slow.

Just as they finish, a faint PING echoes through the 
bathroom. It collides with the sound of a toilet flushing. 
Haya’s breath catches. Eman’s phone. Still in her pocket.

Haya's eyes widen, and she glances at Eman and Farida.

EMAN
 هلق وا� لو انا ��بسة و متشكشكة مت��
كنت خجلت قوم من عالكرسي

EMAN
اي شو متوقعة من بيت ا��خرس؟

FARIDA
وا� فضيحة الن و لبيت العريس

Eman pulls tissues from a crumpled pack, passing one to 
Farida. They start toward the door, their steps a soft 
shuffle against the worn tiles.

Haya turns her back to them, her pulse thrumming in her ears. 
She pulls out the phone, shielding the screen with her hand.

FARIDA (CONT'D)
المهم. ا� يخترلن الخير
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Haya reads the text. Haya’s face drains of colour. Her 
breathing quickens.

EMAN (O.S.)
ي�� يا هيا

Haya shoves the phone deep into her pocket, her wet hands 
smudging her jeans. She straightens, wiping her face with the 
back of her hand. Her expression neutral. Blank. Only her 
eyes betray her—burning, confused, betrayed.

She steps forward, slipping into the shadow of her family.

CUT TO:

INT. PRAYER ROOM - LATER

The prayer room is small, its pale walls peeling. A shoe rack 
sits in the corner beside a few scattered chairs. The red 
prayer carpet, worn from years of use, stretches across the 
floor. A handful of women pray in quiet devotion, while 
others sit reading the Quran.

Farida sits on a chair, her cane rested against it. She is 
praying. Eman on her left. Haya on her right.

As Eman kneels, pressing her forehead to the carpet, Haya 
mirrors her movements, but her attention drifts. When she 
rises first, her gaze lingers on Eman, who follows suit.

The room is silent, save for the rhythmic whispers of prayer. 
Eman steals a quick glance at Haya as she bows. Haya catches 
her. They quickly look away.

A loud ringtone shatters the quiet.

Eman’s phone blares from her purse near the shoe rack.

Women turn, eyes darting toward the sound.

Eman flushes. She hesitates. The phone keeps ringing.

Haya glances at her mother. Eman’s jaw tightens.

Taking a breath, she breaks her prayer and rises hastily, 
striding toward the noise. She takes Haya's jacket. She grabs 
her phone. Eman turns to Haya, her eyes widen.

Haya exchanges a glance with Farida, who mutters prayers 
under her breath.

Haya exhales, shutting her eyes, trying to refocus.
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Beat.

Eman slowly returns. Her body is stiff and her face pale. 
Clutching her phone, she tucks it back into her purse and 
resumes her spot. She briefly meets Haya’s eyes—uncertainty 
and fear glimmering there—then lifts her hands and begins her 
prayer again, her fingers trembling ever so slightly.

Haya, still seated, turns her gaze downward. After a long 
moment, she straightens up and resumes her own prayer.

INT. PRAYER ROOM - LATER

Haya stands near the entrance, her prayer clothes removed, 
shoes in hand. She glances toward her grandmother.

Farida moves with quiet deliberation, her expression calm yet 
unreadable.

Haya kneels down to help put Farida's shoes on.

HAYA
معلي احكي معك بموضوع؟

Haya rises.

FARIDA
اكيد حبيبتي. في شي؟

Haya glances back into the room where her mother is just 
about finished with her prayer.

Haya opens her mouth to speak, but when she looks to Farida, 
she closes her mouth.

Farida’s gaze sharpens, her lips pressing together. A knowing 
glint flickers in her eyes.

FARIDA (CONT'D)
ما تاكلي هم امك حبيبتي. انا دايرة بالي عليا

Haya stills, a flicker of shock crossing her face before she 
exhales sharply.

She pats Haya’s hand, her touch warm and grounding. Then, 
with a lightness that seems almost intentional, she takes 
Haya’s hand in hers and starts walking.

FARIDA (CONT'D)
 تعالي معي نشتري شي حلو حاسة السكر عندي عم
ينزل
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Haya lets herself be pulled along, casting one last glance at 
Eman as she rises from prayer.

INT. SUPERMARKET - LATER

Haya, Eman, and Farida stand in front of the juice aisle. 
Haya’s eyes move over the bottles, her movements slow, 
deliberate.

Eman watches her out of the corner of her eye, feigning 
interest in the labels. The air between them is taut, like a 
wire stretched too thin. Farida, standing between them, 
senses it—her gaze flickering from one to the other.

Eman picks up two bottles of orange juice, comparing them. 
Farida, eager to break the tension, turns to the opposite 
shelf. Her face lights up. She lifts a box of “Fifi Flakes”, 
beaming.

FARIDA
 هيّوش؟ هدول كنتي تحبين كتير، مو؟ شو رأيك
اشتريلك علبة؟

Haya glances at the box, a flicker of recognition in her 
eyes. For a split second, she almost smiles—but it never 
fully forms. Instead, she looks away, reaching for a bottle 
of apple juice.

HAYA
شكراً. ما بدي

She turns and walks away without another word.

Farida watches her go, her hopeful expression faltering. She 
looks at Eman.

Eman doesn’t answer. She just exhales sharply, glancing down 
at her phone.

Haya moves along the candy bars, her fingers grazing over 
them absently. Farida trails behind, unwilling to give up.

FARIDA
طيب شو بدك اشتريلك؟

Haya doesn’t look at her.

Farida’s hopeful smile fades.

Eman, still a few steps behind, watches. Her expression 
tightens.
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EMAN
 ما تعزبي حالك هلق البسكويتة بتطير بتطير و بتصير
بجيبتا

Haya stiffens. Her jaw clenches.

She puts the biscuit back on the shelf and steps further down 
the aisle, widening the distance between them.

Eman watches her go. Then—her phone buzzes. She checks the 
screen, thumbs typing quickly.

Haya notices.

Her voice, when she speaks, is light—mocking.

HAYA
كيفا شيرين؟

Eman freezes. She composes herself quickly, but a crack has 
appeared.

EMAN
منيحة، الحمد �

Haya picks up a random chips bag. Haya's hand shakes as she 
prepares to speak. Still not looking at them.

HAYA
و طلعتي ��بستي ل��حمر؟

She finally turns, her eyes locking with Eman’s. The older 
woman’s face pales. Her lips part, but no words come. 

Eman looks back at Farida but only finds disappointment on 
her face, Her grip on the cane tightening.

Haya breaks the stare, moving toward the checkout counter. 
She places the items down. 

Haya sees Eman and Farida approaching from the corner of her 
eye. Their footsteps are slow, measured.

The CLERK, a gruff man in his fifties, eyes her selection.

CLERK
بس هدول؟

Haya sees Eman and Farida approach the counter out of the 
corner of her eye. Their footsteps measured, careful.

Beat.

Haya inhales and smiles.
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HAYA
و واحد من ا��شور ازا بتريد

CLERK
تكرمي

The clerk turns, reaching for the cigarettes. 

Haya looks down, satisfied.

EMAN
ب�� ا��شور لو سمحت

The clerk hesitates, glancing between them. Haya doesn’t 
move, her head slowly turning toward her mother.

Haya looks at Eman.

HAYA
شو ب��؟ ضبلي اياه بالكيس

FARIDA
 عيب يا تيتا.ما حلوة بنت بعمرك تبلش تدخن. رجعوا
ابني

Haya’s expression hardens, a wall coming up.

HAYA
مين قال عم بلش هلق

Eman quickly turns to face Haya fully. 

EMAN
ماشي، يعني انتي ما ناوية تحترمي حالك

Haya turns to face Eman.

HAYA
�� محترمة. بس في عالم ما بتستاهل

Eman's face flushes, a mix of anger and hurt. 

FARIDA
 خلص انتي و اياها خجلتونا قدام هالشب. شرفونا
 نحاسب و نحرّك مشان هيا ت��قي مقعد مرتب
                                                         بهالطيارة

Haya shoots a glance at Farida, her expression a mix of 
disappointment and disbelief.

Eman slaps the counter.
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EMAN
(to the clerk)

سؤال. لو كانت بنتك كنت خليتا تدخن إدامك؟

The Clerk, caught in the crossfire, fidgets.

EMAN (CONT'D)
أكيد ��. ��نو هي حركات بنات ما شامّة ريحة الترباية

Haya’s lips curl into a bitter smirk. She raises her 
eyebrows, a challenge.

HAYA
(to the Clerk)

ترباية مين برأيك؟

Eman’s expression darkens, her voice sharp.

EMAN
  لمعلوماتك هي مو تربايتي حبيبتي. هي ترباية
شوارع المانيا

Haya lets out an exasperated sigh, throwing her arms up in 
frustration.

HAYA
شوارع المانيا هي عرفت تحويني و انتي ما عرفتي

Eman's voice rises, her anger evident.

EMAN
 كلن كم ساعة و بترجعي ع المانيا  و ما تاكلي هم
خليكي مرتاحة هنيك. و أنا الدخان ماني دافعة حقو

Silence. The clerk shifts his weight, uncomfortable.

Haya pulls out her wallet, her hands trembling. She slaps a 
few bills onto the counter.

She grabs the cigarettes and the bag of items, turning on her 
heel. She walks away, her shoulders squared, but the 
fragility of her movements betrays her.

Eman and Farida remain at the counter, a rift between them 
that feels insurmountable.

Farida hesitates, then follows Haya, her steps uncertain. 
Eman lingers, her hand still on the counter, eyes unfocused.
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INT. CAR - CONTINUOUS

Haya climbs into the car, the sting of the confrontation 
still etched on her face. She slams the door, the echo 
filling the silence. Her chest rises and falls.

Through the window, Haya notices Farida struggling with the 
car door, her frail hands fumbling with the handle. The old 
woman shifts her weight, grunting as she tries to get into 
the seat.

Haya sighs, frustration giving way to duty. She opens the 
door and steps out, her movements sharp and deliberate.

Farida offers a grateful, tired smile. Haya gently holds her 
arm, guiding her into the seat.

FARIDA
ا� يرضى عليكي

Haya responds with a tight-lipped smile. She closes the door 
softly, then circles back to the passenger seat, the silver 
cane in her hand. She slips in just as Eman approaches the 
car.

Eman opens the driver’s door and gets in, her movements 
controlled, her expression still hard. She glances at Haya 
but says nothing.

Eman starts the car, the engine’s hum filling the silence.

Farida looks between Haya and Eman.

Haya reaches into her pocket and pulls out a cigarette. She 
pops it between her lips and leans toward the window.

Eman watches, her expression tightening.

Haya retrieves a lighter, flicks it open. As she is about to 
ignite the cigarette, she notices Eman looking at her through 
the rearview mirror.

Haya hesitates, her eyes locked on her mother’s.

Farida glances between them, saying nothing.

Haya exhales slowly, then lights the cigarette and takes a 
puff, smoke curling through the cabin.

Without a word, Eman adjusts the rearview mirror and eases 
the car onto the road.

Eman turns on the radio. An Arabic instrumental song playing.
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Haya lowers the car window.

All three women sit in silence as Haya smokes, Eman drives 
and Farida drifts off to sleep.

THE END.
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