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Film Script
Birds Whose Shape is Unknown










Number of Main Characters: 4

Hudhud
A male hoopoe, intelligent, insightful, calm, and perceptive. He is wise and has the ability to locate water sources.
Habari
A beautiful chlamydotis bird, swift in flight, who enjoys provoking his quick-tempered friend.
Najeer
A one-eyed woodpecker, always grumbling, often complains of headaches, and is rarely satisfied. He wears an eye patch, is irritable, but has a kind heart.
Babbaghawiya
A colorful female parrot that imitates the sounds she hears and mimics the movements of other birds.
Na'ima
A young female ostrich, quiet and simple. She doesn’t speak, follows commands without thinking, and is very fast at running. She has the ability to hear distant sounds by putting her head down and can dig in the sand at lightning speed.





Number of Secondary Characters: 1

Woqouqa
An elderly female cuckoo bird, wise yet filled with despair. She is burdened by regret, which makes her ill, as she lives out the final days of her life.


Dialect Used in the Episode: Simple Modern Standard Arabic
Location: Raghadan Forests | Al-Baha | 660 B.C.
Number of Locations in the Story: 13

Cultural Elements:
Brands: Tourism in Kdumbul, Lake Al-Asfar, promoting natural reserves, and boosting tourism in cities through their natural attractions.
Architecture: Islands and natural lakes.
Music: Inspired by the intro of "ELODIE RAMA - Strange Island" and infused with local musical instruments, especially the barrel drum, considering its integration as a substitute.






1/ EXT. ASEER – KADMAL ISLAND – MORNING"
Various birds circle around Kadambal Island from every side in a breathtaking scene — a black mountain, white sand, crystal-clear blue sea, a radiant sky, and white clouds hiding the sun’s disk, which leans from behind them, trying to sneak a peek at this magnificent view before darkness falls. The clouds drift in and block the sun… moments later, rain begins to fall, and the beauty and splendor grow even more. Music inspired by the intro of the strange island song plays at the entrance, with our local musical instruments."
The episode’s phrase appears:
(Search within yourself)
CUT TO

"2/ EXT. BEACH – MORNING"
Seagulls fly above the shore, and other various birds. Dozens of crabs in beautiful colors — red and yellow — walk as if parading on Kadambal beach, and the fish behind them leap about. (A Voice-over plays while the following visual scenes appear to represent Wuqooqah’s message:):
· Wuqooqah’s egg is being carried in her mother’s talons

· The mother drops the egg into a seagull’s nest

· The egg lands beside other eggs

· Wuqooqah’s egg hatches before the others

· Baby Wuqooqah pushes the other eggs

· The seagull returns, finds Wuqooqah alone, and cares for her

· Wuqooqah grows up and learns to fly

· Adult Wuqooqah appears to close the voice-over


Wuqooqah (V.O)
Regretfully
I am Wuqooqah.
My story began as an orphan before I even left my egg.
My mother abandoned me in a nest I did not recognize,
beside eggs that looked nothing like me, and yet, suspected nothing.
I hatched before them,
and committed the most horrific crime wings have ever known:
I pushed them... one egg after another.
Alone, I waited for their mother.
She became my mother...
She wrapped me in her wings,
protected me... protected the danger that had killed her children.
When my feathers grew, I left her—
Such is the way of cuckoos.
Since that night, guilt has haunted me.
So I vowed to atone for the sins of my kind.
I became the heart that cannot bear to see even one egg left behind.

CUT TO

"3/ EXT. MOUNT MEYFA – MORNING"
The birds hover around the mountain, and the fish leap beside it in a beautiful scene. The birds catch their food from the flying fish, and the rectangular black piece of the mountain looks like a divine sculpture. Transition to Wuqooqah’s cave...

					   Wuqooqah
Warmly
Here… on the island of Kadambala,
(Shot of Wuqooqah in her nest)
I am Wuqooqah,
The mother of every lost egg.
My nest, wide and open.
And every egg is my child… and my hero.
CUT TO


"4/ EXT. BEACH – NEAR THE TREE – MORNING"
The houbara bird “Habari” walks slowly with close, measured steps, drawing curves and beautiful patterns on the sand with its feet. Next to it, the hoopoe “Hudhud” stands by one of the small bushes, picking insects off it. By the largest tree on the island, the woodpecker “Najeer” leans his back against it, holding his head and furrowing his brow between his wide-open eyes — one of which is covered with a leather patch. He tries to tie a headband around his head, pulling it tightly with the help of the parrot “Babghawiya.” The colorful parrot jumps on the same tree, hangs from it, flips using her beak, leans on the trunk from above, and mimics the woodpecker’s movements.
CUT TO

"5/ EXT. BEACH – NEAR THE CIRCLE – MORNING"
The hoopoe, Hudhud, walks slowly across the sand, eyes scanning the ground as if he’s searching for something. Suddenly, he stops in the middle of one of the circles drawn by the Asian Houbara, Habari — as if he’s sensed something beneath the sand.
Hudhud
 Excited
 I found it... I found it!
Above, the parrot Babghawiya flies past, repeating the same words in a flat tone.
Babghawiya
 Flatly
 I found it... I found it!
She mimics Hudhud’s voice as she flies.
 Habari calmly approaches Hudhud. Babghawiya lands beside them. The woodpecker, Najeer, arrives shortly after. In the distance, the ostrich Na’eema comes sprinting toward them. Habari steps in front of her and spreads his wings protectively, shielding something on the ground. Hudhud watches nervously as Na’eema charges forward — then suddenly stops, kicking up sand as she brakes, showering them all.
The group gathers around.
Najeer
 Impatiently
 Finally... Where is it?
Hudhud gestures with his wing to the center of the pattern Habari drew in the sand — a clear circle.
Habari
 Calling out to Na’eema
 Na’eema...
She approaches, cheerful.
Habari
 Gently
 Go ahead. Do what you do best.
Na’eema lifts her head high, glances left and right, then gently presses it into the sand, burying it up to her neck. The birds watch, waiting.
Habari
 Encouraging
 Quickly, Na’eema — Waqwaqa is waiting.
Na’eema digs faster.
Babghawiya
 Repeating playfully
 Waq... Waq... Waqwaqa...
After a moment, Na’eema lifts her head — her beak is empty.
Hudhud
 Startled
 Where is it?
Babghawiya
 Echoing loudly
 Where is it? Where is it?
Na’eema looks anxious. She swallows, opens her beak — still nothing. But a small bulge is visible in her throat, moving downward slowly, like an Adam’s apple.
Hadhoud
Realizing
"Females don't have Adam's apples... Nice try."
Najeer, suddenly understanding, leaps toward Na’eema. He grabs her neck and pecks beneath the lump, pushing it upward. Na’eema bolts as the egg rises from her throat. Habari jumps, flies forward, and catches it just before it hits the ground.
Hudhud wraps the egg in a large leaf, ties it carefully, and hangs it around Habari’s neck. Together, they begin their journey toward the mountain — Hudhud, Habari, and Babghawiya flying above.
From above, we see Na’eema running across the land, climbing the mountain until they all reach a small cave tucked into its side.
CUT TO

"6/ INT. CAVE - MORNING"
The cuckoo bird “Waqwaqa,” elderly, sick, and exhausted, lies on a bed of branches in the middle of the cave.
The birds enter joyfully, carrying the egg they brought with them. Waqwaqa’s eyes light up with joy when she sees it. She slowly rises from her rest, grateful.
Waqwaqa
 In a frail voice
 Thank you, my little ones.
 (She walks toward them)
 I don’t want to leave this life without having an egg beneath me.
 (She takes it from them)
 Maybe, just maybe, I can make up for my sins — and those of my kind — the cuckoos who gave us a bad name.
Hudhud steps forward with gratitude.
Hudhud
 Acknowledging her care, glancing at his friends
 You looked after us, egg by egg, until we grew up.
Habari nods in agreement.
Habari
 Supportively
 If it weren’t for you, the eagles would’ve eaten us.
Hudhud glances out the cave window, which overlooks the trees outside. On a nearby branch, he spots a turtle dove perched. He turns to look the other way. Waqwaqa is smiling, joyful.
Waqwaqa
 Her voice filled with happiness
 The flock of turtle doves has arrived — they’ll circle now, just like they do every year above Mount Mifa.
Habari, Hudhud, and Najeer step out through the window toward Mount Mifa. Na’eema exits through the door, heading in the same direction. Babghawiya stays behind with Waqwaqa.
CUT TO

"7/ EXT. MIFA MOUNTAIN - MORNING"
The turtle doves circle above the mountain. Habari, Hudhud, and Najeer join them in flight, soaring through the sky, taking part in the beautiful scene.
CUT TO

"8/ INT. CAVE - MORNING"
The cuckoo bird, Waqwaqa, sits contentedly on the egg. In front of her stands Babghawiya, visibly uncertain — a question lingering in her chest, one she hasn’t voiced. Waqwaqa notices her unease and gently asks:
Waqwaqa
 In a soft, frail voice
 What’s troubling you, Babghawiya?
 (Babghawiya looks up)
 There’s a question circling over your head.
Babghawiya
 Hesitantly
 I... I want to know what my voice sounds like.
Waqwaqa
 Smiling
 Ahhh... I’ve been waiting a long time for you to ask that.
Babghawiya
 Attentively
 I can imitate every sound… yet I’ve never been able to imitate my own.
Waqwaqa
 With a knowing smile
 How can you imitate your voice if you’ve never heard it?
Babghawiya
 Stepping closer
 Then how do I find it?
Waqwaqa stands, gently places a wing on Babghawiya’s shoulder, and walks toward the window.
Waqwaqa
 You’ve been searching everywhere... except the one place that matters.
Babghawiya
 Following her
 Where?
Waqwaqa
 Softly, with warmth
 Search within yourself.
Babghawiya takes flight, soaring out through the window. Waqwaqa watches her go, a quiet farewell in her eyes.
CUT TO

"9/ EXT. MIFA MOUNTAIN - MORNING"
The turtle doves are still circling above the mountain. Babghawiya joins them in flight. From the shore of Kadambal Island, Na’eema watches them, then starts running across the water — she slips under, then swims with effort until she nears the end, where she starts to sink.
Habari swoops in and pulls her to the shore of Mount Mifa. She climbs onto a rock, regains her footing, and runs alongside the others. Hudhud turns and heads toward the cave...
CUT TO

"10/ INT. CAVE - MORNING"
Hudhud enters through the window.
 Waqwaqa, the old cuckoo, slowly opens her eyes as she wakes.
Waqwaqa
 In a frail voice
 And what’s on your mind now, Hudhud?
Hudhud
 Worried
 The turtle doves all look alike. I know what they look like — their shape, their markings — I can even draw them. I know what every bird looks like...
 (pauses)
 Except myself. I don’t know what I look like.
Waqwaqa
 Smiling softly
 That’s all right... just wait. The season of the hoopoe migration is near.
Habari and Najeer climb in through the window as the conversation continues.
Habari
 Interrupting
 What about me? I waited for the houbara migration — no one came!
Najeer
 Chiming in
 It’s not about seeing others… I want to see myself.
Habari
 Laughing
 Says the one-eyed woodpecker!
Najeer lunges at Habari, annoyed, but Hudhud quickly holds him back. Habari grins, clearly teasing. Najeer calms down, and Hudhud tries to change the subject. Meanwhile, Waqwaqa heads back to her egg and lies down beside it.
Hudhud
 Redirecting the conversation
 Where’s that lake you once told me about?
Habari
 Remembering
 The Asfar Lake!
Hudhud
 Nods
 The one that shines only once a year — turns into a clear mirror.
Waqwaqa
 Eyes closed, softly
 I fear, little ones... if you go, you might not return.
Najeer
 Surprised
 Why wouldn’t we come back?
Habari
 Placing a wing on Najeer’s shoulder
 Because this is our home.
 (Najeer gently rests his wing in return.)
Hudhud
 Affectionately
 First love always stays with you.
 And is there anywhere more beautiful than Kadambal?
Waqwaqa
 Opens her eyes and stands up
 Then, with tomorrow’s sunrise... fly.
 Chase every rising sun.
 You’ll fly toward the twin moons — but don’t let any of you leave a brother behind.
 Keep going until your feet touch the shores of Asfar Lake.
 Arrive at midday — when the sun is overhead — and you’ll see no shadow beneath you.
Hudhud
 Slowly
 It sounds like a long journey... we’ll need to prepare.
Waqwaqa
 Gently reassuring
 Don’t overpack.
 Follow the shoreline.
 After two sunrises, you’ll reach the Hareed Dock.
 There, the fish will leap into your beaks. Eat, gather your strength — then move on.
 (turning to Na’eema)
 But you, Na’eema... eat only a little.
Na’eema hugs her, as if she doesn’t want to let go.
The birds take flight.

CUT TO
"11/ EXT. MOUNTAIN – NEXT TO THE CAVE - MORNING"
The birds bid farewell to Waqwaqa. Na’eema stays beside her, unwilling to leave. The others take off, soaring into the sky.
Waqwaqa gently nudges Na’eema with her foot, causing her to stumble — and try to fly.
Waqwaqa
 Eyes filled with tears
 Go after them… and don’t come back.
 I don’t think I could bear losing you all again.
 Goodbye, my little ones.
Na’eema starts running, picking up speed on her feet, chasing after the others as they fly ahead.

CUT TO
"12/ EXT. BEACH - MORNING"
The birds soar toward the sun.
Na’eema runs on her feet, stepping onto the water, her toes just grazing its surface.
She flutters her wings and surges forward like an arrow, slicing through the sea. At first, her feet dip into the water as she flaps her wings, rising higher until she masters the rhythm of running across the surface.
She catches up with her friends, who cheer joyfully at her arrival.
The sun sets…And rises again.
CUT TO
"13/ EXT. HARID BEACH - MORNING"
They reach the shore, where hareed fish leap from the water.
 They eat joyfully — Na’eema joins in, but Hudhud gestures to her, reminding her of Waqwaqa’s advice. She stops eating, watching the others as they continue.
The sun sets…And rises again.
They set off once more — journeying through the mountains of Asir, its forests, and deserts. The transitions are quick and fluid, with the background shifting seamlessly behind the flying birds and Na’eema’s steady pace — mountains giving way to forests, then to deserts, as the journey unfolds —similar to the reference here.
Na’eema runs across the ground while the rest of the birds fly overhead. At times, Najeer clings to her back, tying his head from the pain of a headache and resting atop her as she continues to run.

CUT TO
"14/ EXT. GREAT TREE - MORNING"
Hudhud lands beneath a large tree for shade, and the others follow him down.
Hudhud
 Exhausted
 We’ve chased more than one sun… I’m afraid we might lose our way back.
Najeer
 Suggesting
 We need a sign — something to mark our path.
Babghawiya
 Repeating softly
 Search within yourself.
Habari
 Proposing
 Let’s mark this tamarisk tree.
Babghawiya tries to carve into the tamarisk tree, but her curved beak isn’t suited for it. Najeer, with his head still wrapped, steps forward and starts pecking at the tree. As he does, he smiles — realizing he actually enjoys it. (The tapping soothes his headache — a discovery.)
He continues pecking happily, then removes the wrap from his head and ties it around his neck like a scarf.

CUT TO
15/ EXT. DESERT – MORNING
Hudhud, Babghawiya, Najeer, and Habari fly on, exhausted.
Habari leads them — the fastest of the group — cutting through the sky ahead. Below, Na’eema continues running, but fatigue begins to slow her pace. Najeer, now completely drained, lands on her back to rest.
Najeer
 Weary
 I’m dying of thirst…
Habari
 Concerned
 Where could we possibly find water in this desert?
Babghawiya
 Repeating the phrase, but this time with a new tone — adjusting it slightly
 Search… within yourself.
Hudhud overhears their conversation and begins circling above, scanning the landscape below. He flies lower, walking beside Na’eema, studying the terrain carefully. Eventually, he stops at a spot in the middle of the desert, he looks closely, then suddenly lands and signals to Na’eema. (Just as he once did when he said "I found it" back in scene 5).
Na’eema pushes her head into the ground, digs — and water bursts forth. Everyone rejoices, drinking and refreshing themselves. Nearby, a lone palm tree stands in the sand. Najeer pecks a mark into its trunk as a sign.
Then they all take off again, continuing their journey, chasing the morning sun.

CUT TO
16/ EXT. FOREST – NIGHT
At dawn, on the promised day, the birds finally arrive at Asfar Lake.
 They find many other birds there — of all shapes and colors — drinking from the water.
Our five Kadambal birds arrive a night before the sun reaches its peak. They rest beneath a large tree by the lake.
As night falls, Najeer begins carving into the tree to pass the time. He starts by etching a picture of Hudhud.
Habari
 Curiously
 Where am I?
Babghawiya
 Repeating the familiar phrase, this time with a warm, knowing tone
 Search within yourself.
Habari pauses, reflecting — something about her words clicks. A quiet realization. The sun rises, climbing higher in the sky. The moment of truth draws near. They are certain now — this is Asfar Lake, the lake that transforms into a flawless mirror once a year, where every bird can see its true reflection with perfect clarity.
Minutes remain…Soon, shadows will disappear, falling directly beneath their owners — a sign that the mirror is ready.
The Kadambal birds remain by the tree, watching as Najeer continues carving their portraits into the wide trunk. Hudhud comes and goes, bringing news, confirming that this is indeed the day — and the place.
The moment arrives. Birds from across the land begin circling above the lake, gazing at their reflections in the shining surface below. A breathtaking scene — the sky filled with birds, their mirrored images rippling below — like a living painting.
But the Kadambal birds don’t move. They’re still beside the tree, content to watch Najeer finish his carvings. He completes the last portrait — a detailed image of Habari. Then, without a word, he removes the scarf he once wore around his head — once used to ease his pain — and throws it into the sky, free. He continues carving.
When he finishes them all, Habari steps closer.
Habari
 Softly
 You carved all of us so beautifully...
 But who will carve your portrait?
Najeer smiles, proud… but there’s a trace of quiet sadness.
Hudhud
 Gently, with finality
 Search within yourself.
Najeer laughs — content, at peace. And just then, another woodpecker lands beside him on the same branch. He looks at Najeer, then at the carvings — admiring them in silence. Then he begins to carve Najeer’s portrait into the tree.

CUT TO
18/ INT. CAVE – MORNING
Waqwaqa sits gently on the egg. It begins to hatch.

					    Wuqooqah
Happily
I am Wuqooqah,
The mother of every lost egg.

From the egg emerges a small bird — resembling a young hoopoe. Waqwaqa smiles warmly, eyes soft with joy, and pulls the chick into an embrace.

CUT TO
END
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