FADE UP:

ANIMATION THROUGHOUT:

TITLE: RAMALLAH, WEST BANK

EXT.  ROOFTOP: RAMALLAH STREET – DAY

David, a good-looking and easygoing 18-year-old IDF soldier, in military uniform, sits on the rooftop of a building, busy making a spliff with hashish.  Lighting up, he inhales, rocking back and forth on his stool, enjoying himself, his rifle nearby.  He hums a tune to himself.

CUT TO MONTAGE:

Birds flying in the sky, and singing on a tree top...
...The tree is next to the Wall separating Israelis and Palestinians

A beautiful flower grows amidst the rubble nearby

IDF soldiers check Palestinians’ papers at a checkpoint

Palestinian men drinking tea and smoking sheesha in a coffee shop

An Israeli orthodox settler waters plants in his garden in a settlement

CUT TO:

EXT.  ROOFTOP: RAMALLAH STREET – DAY

David, having finished smoking, picks up his rifle, which has a telescopic sight on it.  He is a sniper.  

He peers through the cross-hairs on his telescopic sight, looking down at the street below.  It has houses and shops on either side, and appears to be peaceful, with Palestinians wandering up and down.  There is not much traffic, the occasional moped rider, Japanese car or donkey cart.  He’s spent hours up here, and nothing has happened.
DAVID’S POV THROUGH CROSS-HAIRS ON RIFLE:

We follow a young moped rider along the road, shift across to a cat lying the pavement...a scrabbled and messy view of the street, out of focus, then into focus again, until we see two Arab boys hand in hand, joking about something, and laughing to themselves...

...WHAM!!!  It’s a beautiful Palestinian GIRL, around David’s age, and she’s the most gorgeous thing he has ever seen.

David’s jaw drops in amazement.  He sees that the Arab girl has a sexy figure in her djelleba, that she carries two shopping bags laden with vegetables and bread.  She moves gracefully like a model, and does not wear the Islamic hijab, or head scarf...
...Her silky black hair flows in the wind, her hazel eyes dart about, her fair skin and luscious pouting lips 

are like something from the front page of a magazine...
David has never seen anything like her before, and he falls in love with the Girl.  He looks down at the RIFLE in his hands...

...before his eyes, it magically TRANSFORMS into a VIOLIN AND BOW...

David stands up, takes off his helmet and drops it to the ground.  He takes the bow and begins playing the most beautiful MUSIC...

...The Palestinian GIRL stops in her tracks, amazed at the sight and sound of the IDF soldier playing a violin...and he is playing for HER, his eyes on her.
She smiles, drops her shopping bags, and begins swaying about gracefully, dancing to the tune of the violin...
EXT.  RAMALLAH STREET – DAY – SAME TIME

...Suddenly, David is no longer on the rooftop, but magically beside the Arab Girl on the street below, now dressed in a black suit and bow tie, as he plays the violin to the Arab Girl with superb flourish and style, ecstatically getting into the tune, as the Girl sways energetically, the MUSIC getting more and more frenzied, exploding with life and joy and excitement...David calls the shots, giving the slightest nuance this way or that in musical notes, to alter the Girl’s perception and hence her dance...Throughout, the Palestinian Girl and David watch each other intensely, deeply in love, the animal attraction between them more powerful than anything either has known...Finally, they move closer and closer to one another, seemingly ready to kiss, as David continues strumming his bow on the violin, gently now...
...BANG!!!

It’s an explosion of glass and petrol igniting and shattering into a thousand pieces...

EXT.  ROOFTOP: RAMALLAH STREET – DAY – SAME TIME

...David is magically back on the rooftop, again in military uniform, sitting on the stool, and he holds not a violin but his RIFLE in his hands...
In the street below, two Palestinian Arab Men have just thrown a MOLOTOV COCKTAIL at a passing IDF solider.  The Soldier, barely older than David, hides behind a dustbin.  The two Arabs throw a second Molotov cocktail, and the young Soldier fires at them with his gun.  The two Arabs run for it, in the direction of David’s beautiful young Palestinian Princess...

...The Soldier fires repeatedly at his two attackers, accidentally hitting the Arab Girl in the chest.  She falls back on the ground.

David, watching all this from the rooftop, is horrified.  He rushes down the stairs of the building.

EXT.  RAMALLAH STREET – DAY – SAME TIME

He emerges from the building and rushes across to the Palestinian Girl.  She is still alive.  She gazes up at David’s eyes, as he holds her, desperately hoping he can save her.  
David takes off his helmet.  He strokes her silken black hair.  The pair gazes into each other’s eyes, this time for real, and then she dies. 

David, crushed, wants to cry, but no tears will come.
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