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1. EXT. BATTLEFIELD. MORNING.





1.

CAPTION: PALESTINE, DECEMBER 1917
Silence reigns over the bloodied bodies of British and Turkish soldiers on a battlefield in an arid, sun drenched landscape. Smoke and dust swirl about in the air. There is no movement, just an eerie stillness. 
PRIVATE WILLIAM GOODBODY, blonde, blue eyed, with Nordic good looks and about 16 years old, sits on the ground at the edge of the carnage. A line of blood runs from a flesh wound on his forehead, his face and uniform covered in sand and dust.
Goodbody dabs the wound with a cloth and then throws it to the ground. He surveys the slaughter before him with a look of disgust. 
Goodbody’s attention is caught by something in the distance.
At the far end of the battlefield a shimmering figure is on the move. Goodbody squints as he watches it. The mysterious figure gets closer and closer…

Goodbody stands and slowly readies his rifle. 

The figure comes ever closer into view until he is revealed to be a TURKISH SOLDIER, his rifle drawn up to chest height. His uniform looks too big for him and there is a bloodied bandage on his right arm. Goodbody raises his rifle as the Turk gets nearer. 
The young men stand their ground, both from two very different worlds; their rifles pointed at each other. Goodbody eyes his opponent and sees that the Turk is as young as he is, maybe even younger – and he is shaking. Goodbody smiles cautiously and the Turk reacts with confusion and hint of relief. 
Goodbody slowly lowers his rifle and the Turk does likewise a moment later. The two adolescents gaze upon each other. 
2. EXT. ROAD. DAY.







2.

Goodbody and the Turk walk side by side along an empty, dusty road which stretches off into infinity. The landscape about them is devoid of colour or life.
They pass a dusty sign which reads in English and Arabic: “JERUSALEM 22 MILES” with an arrow pointing in the direction they are walking. 

GOODBODY



Jerusalem…Solomon. Herod. Jesus. Private



William Goodbody.

A new line of blood runs down Goodbody’s face. The Turk, seeing this, withdraws a swab from his pouch and hands it to Goodbody who dabs the wound clean. 

Goodbody offers the Turk his canteen and the Turk takes a gulp from it and returns it to Goodbody. They walk on for a few more yards when the Turk suddenly taps Goodbody on the shoulder and then runs away, full of smiles.
Goodbody gives chase and pursues him. He finally manages to ‘tag’ the Turk which sets off the chase again, only now the Turk chases Goodbody. They finally collapse together on the ground laughing. 

3. EXT. TREE. AFTERNOON.






3.

A large tree offers shade in an otherwise sparse and desolate environment. Goodbody leans against a large rock while the Turk sits on the ground, propped up against the tree and plays with a set of ‘Jacks’.
The mood is serene and calm. The Turk grabs a few berries from the tree and without warning, hurls one at Goodbody. Goodbody offers no reaction. Another berry is thrown yet Goodbody doesn’t react. 

Determined to get a response, the Turk lobs yet more berries at Goodbody who remains unperturbed by the volley. All of a sudden, Goodbody reaches out and grabs one of the berries in mid air and immediately pops it into his mouth.

…3.continued

3.continued…

The Turk bolts to his feet, rushes to Goodbody and hits him on the back of the head, causing Goodbody to spit out the berry. 

The Turk takes a berry from his own hand, mimes putting it in his mouth and pretends to suffer a melodramatic painful death. Goodbody chuckles at the performance before him.

The Turk lies inert on the ground for a few moments then opens an eye and watches Goodbody who chuckles again. He gets up, dusts himself off, and playfully whacks Goodbody on the top of his head.

They walk away from the tree, back out onto the road, laughing. 

4. EXT. CAMP FIRE. NIGHT.





4.
A neat camp fire illuminates Goodbody and the Turk while everything else around them is clothed in pitch blackness. A small tin stove boils water. 
They both stare up at the brilliant night time sky, filled with thousands of stars and the majestic arm of the galaxy. 

Goodbody sits on the ground eating a ration of corned beef from a tin while the Turk, stretched out on his sleeping role, dresses the wound on his right arm. 

Goodbody takes a stick and writes 546-237 into the sand, a mathematical question and then hands the stick to the Turk. The Turk takes the stick and studies the problem but shrugs his shoulders; he is unable to solve it.

Goodbody takes the stick and shows him how to do it. The Turk’s face lights up and indicates for Goodbody to make a new one for him. Goodbody does so and the Turk solves it.

…4.continued

4.continued…

Goodbody creates a third math problem in the sand and then looks at the Turk. He is startled then quickly amused at the sight of the Turk who has pulled his eyelids back and is making a funny, silly face. 

Extending his right hand out, Goodbody makes his thumb bend and contort in an unnatural way, the result of being double-jointed. The Turk looks fascinated yet happily repulsed. 
Both boys carry on making faces at each other and demonstrating more weird talents.  

5. EXT. ROAD. MORNING.






5.

Walking along the road, both Goodbody and the Turk are stopped in their tracks by the sight of a large dust cloud forming on the horizon. Gradually, the sounds of gunfire, explosions and men yelling can be heard.

A battle draws nearer and nearer…
Goodbody watches the approaching commotion. With a far away look on his face he removes the rifle from his shoulder, holds it for a few moments, then with one mighty swing he THROWS it as far as he can. It lands in a ditch.

The Turk, momentarily stunned at this action, likewise removes his rifle and throws it in the same direction as Goodbody’s. 

With a look of triumph across his face, Goodbody withdraws the ‘Jacks’ from the Turk’s pocket and sits down on the ground. The Turk sits down with Goodbody and together they play the game.

IN SLOW MOTION:
As Goodbody and the Turk happily play the game, the battle comes into view behind them. Soldiers from both sides run, fall, die and fire their weapons, yet the boys play on.

…5.continued

5.continued…

The air is filled with the dust and debris from explosions, men are torn apart and others run for their lives, yet still the boys continue their game, confidently and happily oblivious to the fighting and killing behind them.
Gradually more men are left strewn dead across the battlefield than there are those left standing. The air slowly clears and the battle has moved on. 

SLOW MOTION ENDS
Goodbody and the Turk stop their ‘Jacks’ game and survey the battlefield. The smoky ruins of men and weapons litter the otherwise pristine landscape behind them. 
The two young men pick up their kit bags and resume their journey, back out onto the road to Jerusalem. Both Goodbody and the Turk have a look and aura of victory about them as they walk away.
THE END

