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*To the Honorable Production Company*
*From*: Yousef Al-Salhi
📞 *Contact*: +96896104490
📧 *Email*: yoooasf222@gmail.com
🎬 *Script Title*: _Seasons of War_
📝 *WGA Registration Number*: 2308195

Warm greetings,

It is my honor to submit the screenplay for my feature-length film, _Seasons of War_.
The work is a dramatic, historical, and human narrative with strong visual and poetic character, set in a mountainous Bedouin environment charged with conflict, symbolism, and raw emotion.

📎 A full version of the screenplay is attached in PDF format.
I look forward to the opportunity to collaborate with you and welcome your interest in the project.

With sincere appreciation,
*Yousef Al-Salhi*

---

*🎬 Title*: _Seasons of War_

*Logline*
His mother fled with him in fear, only to die carrying his unborn brother... Raised by his uncle’s tribe, he returns seeking revenge for one soul — but finds many awaiting him.

*Tagline*
From the womb of suffering, heroes are born.

*Genre*
Drama / Historical / Action

*Target Audience*
All ages, subject to content suitability; intended for both Arab and global distribution.

*Time Period*
Set between 1900–1940; woven into the events but not referenced explicitly.
:

🟥. Commercial Objective*
*Selling the entire script to any interested production company,*
*with the possibility of collaborating in directing or artistic supervision

:

🟨. Unique Selling Points*
- The first modern Bedouin film with a humanitarian message
- A revenge story that transforms into a moral revolution
- Deep religious and ethical symbolism
- Characters shown only in two life stages: childhood and youth
- Low-cost production potential
- Global distribution potential due to its symbolic and humanistic nature

*Objective*
A realistic and humane story conveying themes of identity, betrayal, and dignity — offered for acquisition by any production company.

---

*Synopsis*

In a fleeting moment of childhood innocence, _Harb_ plays beside _Reem_, his childhood friend, unaware that tragedy looms. His father is murdered, and his mother _Shaikha_ flees with him from the village, fearing for his safety. She seeks shelter in her brother _Saeed’s_ tribe in the heart of the desert, where she dies — carrying an unborn son who is buried with her, never having seen life.

Harb grows up among the tribe, befriended by _Ruba_, daughter of _Nawwaf_, _Saeed’s_ closest friend and Harb’s spiritual father. As Harb matures, _Saeed_ secretly visits the village and finds that _Shaikha_ is falsely accused of killing her husband. He returns burdened with silent doubt, sharing the truth with no one.

Years pass. Harb becomes a man. News of him reaches _Suleiman_ — the true killer. Suleiman pays the leader of an enemy tribe to raid _Saeed’s_ people. War erupts. _Nawwaf_ is killed. _Ruba_ is devastated. Rage and the thirst for revenge ignite in Harb’s soul.

While seeking answers, Harb is bitten by a snake and taken in by a tribe — unaware it is the same tribe *that had previously attacked his own*. _Saeed_ receives the news from his spies and raids the tribe. In battle, he sees Harb among them and mistakes him for a traitor, chaining him in anger.

But _Ruba_, confident in Harb’s innocence, secretly frees him and promises to wait until he returns with the truth.

Harb arrives at his father’s village and finds it drowning in oppression, debt, and silence. He meets _Reem’s_ father — an old friend of his father — who lacks direct proof but strongly suspects _Suleiman_ is responsible for everything.

Harb begins his own investigation, infiltrating _Suleiman’s_ house and eavesdropping. The full truth unfolds:
_Suleiman_ orchestrated the murder, caused his mother’s death, and spread vicious rumors. He conspired with British colonialists, aiming not only to seize their village — but also to dominate neighboring areas through money, religion, and fear.

Harb tries to expose the truth, but the villagers are silenced by fear. He is falsely accused of betrayal. After surviving an assassination attempt, he returns to _Saeed’s_ tribe and reveals everything.
_Saeed_ finally supports his nephew, sending his sons to join the resistance.

Harb returns stronger than ever, leading a revolution that liberates the land. _Suleiman_ escapes, but Harb hunts him down and kills him in a final scene that ends an era of betrayal, injustice, and distortion.
It wasn’t merely the fall of a corrupt man...
It was the collapse of a conspiratorial regime — and the revival of a truth buried for years behind walls and silence.

🎬 *Main Characters Table in the Film "Seasons of War"*
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*Cover Image Description*
An old Arab fortress surrounded by mountains on three sides — symbolizing dignity under siege and a buried past.

🟥. Preliminary Production Plan*
- *Filming duration*: 40–45 days
- *Locations*: Desert, mountain villages, traditional marketplace
- *Requirements*: Horses, tents, traditional costumes, child and youth actors

🎥📝
🟨 *Estimated Budget*
A mid-budget production that does not require heavy visual effects or industrial locations.



🟩. Artistic Comparison*
Carries symbolic depth reminiscent of _The Message_ and an internal struggle akin to _The Revenant_,
yet distinguishes itself with a rare Arab Bedouin setting and locally rooted characters with universal human appeal.
🟦. Marketing Strategy*
- Participation in Arab and international film festivals
- A symbolic cinematic poster to highlight the film’s thematic depth
- A targeted social media campaign focused on audiences interested in historical drama

. 🎯📣




*"Unbreakable Thread": *
_SCENE 1_
_Muddy alley – Mountain village – Rainy evening_ — EXT.

Rain washes the walls of clay.
Small feet run through the narrow paths, leaving traces of water and childhood.

_Reem (8)_ stops _Harb (9)_ at a narrow intersection.

*Reem*
>If you get lost… this thread
>Tied to my heart, don’t undo it.

She hands him a faded red thread and wraps it around his wrist.
He looks at her, doesn’t reply… his eyes ask, his face doesn’t understand everything yet.

*Reem*
>Your mother’s eyes are screaming… go back.

She runs off, disappearing between the alleys.
Their voices fade… but the rain continues to fall.


*SCENE 2*
_Shaikha’s House – Inner courtyard – Moments later_ — INT.

Shaikha (in her 30s) opens the door, tense.

*Shaikha*
>Your father is by the falaj… go.

Harb steps in, glances at the rain drops on his wrist.
The red thread is tight.


*SCENE 3*
_Falaj stream – At the time of the call to prayer_ — EXT.

Abdullah (in his 40s) bends to wash his face, scooping water with tired hands.

“Allahu Akbar… Allahu Akbar…”

Behind him, a shadow moves silently.
A hand cloaked in a black abaya draws a dagger without a sound.
It interrupts the call… the blade pierces his back, stealing the voice of the prayer.

Abdullah collapses… whispering:

*Abdullah*
>…Is that you? You devourer of interest...

His face hits the water.
“…Blood spreads, and the prayer continues…” — “I testify there is no god but Allah.”


*SCENE 4*
_Shaikha’s House – Same moment_ — INT.

Shaikha freezes upon hearing a distant woman's scream:

“Abdullah has been slain! They killed him!”

She recoils, instinctively clutching her lower belly, breath strained.
She opens the door, trembling.


*SCENE 5*
_At the falaj – Minutes later_ — EXT.

Women stand at a distance from the blood.

*Woman 1 (bold whisper)*
>She wanted to get rid of him… long ago.

*Woman 2*
>She once swore he meant nothing to her.

Shaikha approaches… sees her husband’s body, reaches a hand toward him… then withdraws.
No reply. No defense.
She quietly returns to her home.


*SCENE 6*
_Shaikha’s Room – After dinner – Single candle_ — INT.

The room is dark.
Shaikha sits in silence… holding Harb close to her chest.

He doesn’t speak. Doesn’t ask.
He looks into her eyes — as if the answer is there, but she doesn’t say it.

She breathes heavily, clutches her belly briefly, rises slowly.
She gathers a robe, a piece of cloth, a small bottle of water… then leans over Harb.

She takes his hand… the wooden door creaks open gently.


*SCENE 7*
_Back alley – After midnight_ — EXT.

The village sleeps.
Shaikha walks quietly, carrying what she could.
Harb follows barefoot — the red thread still around his wrist.

The camera slowly rises above their escaping bodies.
Above them: sky.
Beneath: the beginning of a merciless chapter.


*"Chapter Two": On the Edge of Thirst *

*SCENE 8*
_Desert fringe – Just before dawn_ — EXT.

The sky is gray, the wind sweeps the sand like digging a grave.
Shaikha (33) stumbles forward, her body wrapped in threads of exhaustion.
Harb (9) walks silently behind her, gripping the tightly wrapped red thread.

From afar: desert dogs barking mingled with the neighing of a horse.


*SCENE 9*
_Sand dune – Moments later_ — EXT.

Saeed (55) dismounts his horse, runs with his dusty robe through the sand.

*Saeed*
>Shaikha!!
>Shaikha, daughter of my mother!


*SCENE 10*
_Base of the dune – Reunion_ — EXT.

Shaikha collapses into Saeed’s arms… her body trembles.
Saeed sits with her on the ground, gently opens her face with his palm.
Her eyes waver through the air… then settle in his.

*Shaikha (broken whisper)*
>…They killed him, Saeed…
 
 خيط لا يُقطع" : *

 >Abdullah… he didn’t die… he was murdered… stabbed while he was making ablution.

Saeed freezes.
His eye twitches once.

*Shaikha (continues faintly)*
>I can’t go on…
>This is my son… his will is in your hands.
She touches her belly silently.
She shivers, then her hand falls.
Her voice disappears.

Saeed doesn’t scream.
He bows his head over her.
Then lowers his forehead to the sand.


*SCENE 11*
_Tribe outskirts – Before sunset_ — EXT.

A pit is dug in the sand.
Shaikha’s body wrapped in a white shroud.
Women watch from afar in silence. The tribe stands atop the hill.

Saeed is still, eyes fixed on the grave. He seems to be walking through memory.
Harb (9) approaches the grave, kneels at his mother’s head.

He lifts a handful of earth — drops it over the shroud.
Then another… and a third.
His hand trembles, his chest tight… no sound, no tears.

---

*Visual Flashback — inside Harb’s memory* ⏪

An old sunset — a clay courtyard.
Abdullah twists a rope, Shaikha washes a robe, Harb runs around them laughing.
He hides behind his father’s back, runs around his mother.
Abdullah lifts Harb to his shoulders.
Shaikha smiles… says something inaudible.
A fleeting moment of joy suspended in warm sand.

---

Return to present.
The sand begins to cover the shroud’s edges.
Harb continues in silence, then stands, eyes frozen.
Saeed watches him. Nawwaf whispers:

*Nawwaf (50)*
>No child buries his mother…
>Without burying something of himself along with her.

— Cut —

---

*SCENE 12*
_Nawwaf’s tent – After dinner_ — INT.

The fire is dim.
Mohammed (13) silently flips dates.
Ghanem (9) scratches his hand.
Sultan (11) gazes into a distant shadow.
Harb sits in the corner, head down. Silent for an hour.

Ruba (9) enters quietly, carrying a pitcher and a glass — sets them in the center.

*Ruba (whispering)*
>Will you drink?

Everyone nods.
Harb lifts his head, looks at her, says:

*Harb*
>You look like… my mother’s eyes.

The tent falls silent.
Ruba slows her movements, sits further away.
The silence heavier than the fire.

---

*SCENE 13*
_Outside the tent – Same time_ — EXT.

Saeed sits alone.
Back to the tent, eyes in the dark, hand gripping his cloak at the shoulder.

Nawwaf approaches, stands beside him, silent for a long moment. Then speaks:

*Nawwaf*
>No one asked about you…
>Not from the city, nor the valley.

*Saeed*
>Silence doesn't mean forgetfulness.
>But one who hides what he knows… breaks from within.

*Nawwaf*
>You never asked Harb about Shaikha.

*Saeed*
>I don’t want answers.
>I want a wound — when it cries, I know its name.

*Nawwaf*
>And if it never cries?

*Saeed*
>Doubt never sleeps.
>It plants itself inside you… and wakes before you do.

---

*SCENE 14*
_Desert – Before sunrise_ — EXT.

Silence reigns.
Saeed tightens the camel’s reins, arranges his cloak, straps his sword — never looking at anyone.

Nawwaf approaches, tying his turban, stands beside him.

*Nawwaf*
>You’ve decided to go?

*Saeed*
>Yes.
>I’ll see who took my sister from my chest —
>And left me burying her with a stilled heart.

Saeed glances toward a distant tent, where his children sleep.

*Saeed (continuing)*
>The children are entrusted to you… don’t break their dignity.

*Nawwaf*
>What’s carried on a man’s shoulders… he must bear.
>Your children won’t lack anything.

Saeed nods silently.
He mounts the camel. No goodbye — only the wind bids him farewell.

---

*SCENE 15*
_Narrow sandy passage – Noon_ — EXT.

Saeed crosses a quiet valley.
He passes a rock with a faint carving:
A woman carrying a vessel —
A man behind her, dagger tilted.

His eyes hold for a moment — then he moves on without a word.

---

*SCENE 16*
_Mountain village gate – Afternoon_ — EXT.

Tilted gate.
An old sheikh leaning on his cane.

*Saeed*
>I’m looking for Abdullah Al-Salhi’s house.

*Sheikh*
>That’s his house… but he’s gone.
>No one’s opened it since.

---

*SCENE 17*
_In front of Abdullah’s house – Slanted sunset_ — EXT.

A clay house breathing dust.
The door slanted, ash piled at the threshold.

Saeed dismounts quietly, stands before the door.
A man passes, face partially covered, trying to avoid him.

*Saeed*
--- >Brother… where is this household?

*Man (hesitates)*
>The home is gone.
>They say the woman fled after the stabbing.

The man quickens his steps — as if he spoke forbidden words.
Saeed doesn’t move… but inside, his voice begins to crash against the walls.

---

*SCENE 18*
_Behind the market – Early night_ — EXT.

Saeed drinks from an old water pouch.
Behind him, faint voices of men talking inside a closed shop.

*Man 1*
>Since that day, everyone says: Shaikha stabbed him and fled.

*Man 2*
>The dagger came from her house.
>No witnesses… just talk.

A faded laugh… then silence.
Saeed lowers the pouch… exhales once — but doesn’t drink.

---

*SCENE 19*
_Mountain market – After dusk_ — EXT.

From the alley’s depth, an elegant man descends from his mount.
Heavy cloak, composed steps, never looks at anyone.

People avoid his gaze.
A woman pulls her laughing child inside.

Saeed watches from afar.
His eyes lock on the movement… no questions — but a quiet ember ignites.
The face remains unseen — only the merchant’s sandal crushing a fallen date.
Then he disappears into the crowd.

---

*SCENE 20*
_Edge of a dune behind the tents – Before sunset_ — EXT.

Harb, Ruba, and his cousin Sultan make swords from broken sticks.
Their laughter is loud — until Ruba points her stick at Harb.

*Ruba*
>Shall I slay you… or declare a truce?

*Harb*
>We declare… but who would believe you?

He ties a red thread to the stick’s end — and runs.

---

*SCENE 21*
_Returning path – Dark night_ — EXT.

Saeed rides silently on his camel.
His face shows no rage — but something is restrained.

He stops at a sandy dune, dismounts quietly.
Draws the sword from his side… gazes at it.

He plants half of it in the sand — hesitates.
Then pulls it out, wraps it in cloth, ties it to his back.

No final decision.
But the intention has changed.

*Saeed (whispers)*
>I never hated the stabbing…
>But I hated the hand that never knew when to stop.

---

*SCENE 22*
_Tribe outskirts – Faint sunrise_ — EXT.

Saeed appears on his camel, alone.
The breeze is light, people watch from a distance. No greetings, no questions.

He dismounts silently, wraps his cloak around his shoulder.
Approaches his tent — hears his children breathing inside… but doesn’t enter.

He sits by the same old rock — in his usual spot.
Places the sword bundle beside him. Doesn’t look at anyone.

Nawwaf stands far at the tent’s entrance — whispers as he watches:

*Nawwaf*
>He returned…
>But left something of his soul behind.

---

*SCENE 23*
_Silent montage – A year walking along the edge of sand_ — EXT.

📍 _Shot 1 – Next morning_
Saeed sits by the rock. Same pose, same distant gaze.
The difference? In his lap — remnants of last night’s ash.

📍 _Shot 2 – Days later_
Nawwaf adjusts Harb’s hand on the bow.

*Nawwaf*
>Shoot without sound…
>The arrow hears more than the voice.

Harb releases his first arrow — it misses.

📍 _Shot 3 – Another week_
Saeed watches from afar — never approaches.
His hand clutches the sword bundle — never opens it.
But each night, he pulls it a bit closer.

📍 _Shot 4 – Rainy season_
The ground around the tents turns muddy.
Harb runs through the rain with his bow — strikes his first bird.
He stares at the red thread on his wrist.
He doesn’t smile — but he holds firm.
📍 _Shot 5 – Night, indoors – Fire in the gathering_
Nawwaf shoots an arrow — hits a fixed plank
Harb imitates

*SCENE 24*
_Suleiman’s Farm – Late Morning_ — EXT.

The midmorning sun sparkles on the tops of the palm trees.
The air is still — as if waiting for news.
The farm is isolated, the palm fronds rest quietly like sleepy arms.
A still pond glimmers in the center.
An old clay building stands at the edge — cracked and worn.

---

*SCENE 25*
_Under the shadow of a tall palm – Later moment_ — EXT.

Suleiman (late 50s) stands firm.
His robe spotless, turban tight, and beside him a small wooden box wrapped in cloth.
His eyes don’t search… as if he knows who is coming.

---

*SCENE 26*
_Farm entrance – Same time_ — EXT.

From deep in the frame, a lean man approaches — Bedouin features.
His face unclear… staff swaying behind his back… footsteps silent on the dirt.
Utter silence. No greeting. No questions. Just a studied approach.

---

*SCENE 27*
_Shadow confrontation – Beneath the palm_ — EXT.

They meet in the shade.
The camera circles them slowly from behind.
No introductions — lips move, slight gestures… a language from another time.

Suleiman opens the box, removes a coarse wrapped cloth.
He hands it to the Bedouin, who takes it without looking.

*Suleiman (calmly)*
>Leave nothing… nor anyone.

---

*SCENE 28*
_Among the palms – A moment later_ — EXT.

The Bedouin’s eyes are steady — black as scorched earth. No blink. No hesitation.
He turns and walks between the palms.
No parting words. No farewell.

---

*SCENE 29*
_By the well – Final moment_ — EXT.

Suleiman turns to the well, picks up a small stone — tosses it in.
The silence persists.
No echo.
No sound.

---

*SCENE 30*
_Sandy path – Outside Nawwaf's tent – Midday_ — EXT.

Harb passes by the tent with calm steps, head lowered.
From inside, Nawwaf calls out:

*Nawwaf*
>Come in, Harb…

Harb pauses — enters the tent silently.

---

*Nawwaf's Tent – Harb’s entrance* — INT.

Ruba quietly arranges the coffee cups. She turns as Harb enters.
Her gaze changes — shy blush appears.
Her eyes drop instantly — she busies herself with anything nearby.
Nawwaf notices, smiles without comment, then gestures for Harb to sit.

*Nawwaf*
>How are you? How’s your uncle Saeed?
>Haven’t seen him since yesterday.

*Harb*
>He’s fine.

Nawwaf tightens his sandal strap slowly — his voice deepens.

*Nawwaf*
>I find Saeed’s silence strange…

*Harb*
>Why?

Nawwaf sighs, hesitates, then faces him directly:

*Nawwaf*
>Have you forgotten your revenge, Harb?

Harb looks him straight in the eye.

*Harb*
>I haven’t.
>I must return to my father's village…
>Find who killed him…
>And what caused my mother’s death.

A heavy moment passes. Before Harb can stand—

A man’s distant cry: “Prepare yourselves!” — _SFX_.
Followed by horses’ hooves, noise approaching, then scattered *takbeer* in the horizon.

Ruba freezes — her eyes widen.
Nawwaf stands quickly, shouting without pause:

*Nawwaf*
>Ruba! My sword — bring it!
>And go to your mother… don’t return until I come to you!

Harb rises, leans toward the entrance — eyes pulled toward the noise.
Ruba exhales, then rushes out swiftly.

*CUT TO BLACK.*

---

*SCENE 31*
_Sandy horizon – Midday_ — EXT.

The sky thick with clouds, no sun… but faint light creeps in.
A squad of horsemen advances from behind the dune, dust rising beneath their hooves.
Leading them — a masked rider. Only steady eyes visible.

---

*SCENE 32*
_Camel groans, horse cries… then a flaming torch lands on a side tent_ — _SFX_

---

*SCENE 33*
_Inside the tribe – Panic moment_ — INT.

Screams erupt like sparks — children running, women crying.
The fire starts in one tent… then spreads.

---

*SCENE 34*
_Between the tents – Amid chaos_ — EXT.

Harb runs past the camel stall — pulls aside a tent flap, shouting through smoke:

*Harb*
>Saeed! Ghanem! Sultan! Where are you?

Women’s voices rise — men scramble for their swords.

---

*SCENE 35*
_Tribe entrance – Clash moment_ — EXT.

Horsemen storm the village from the west — cloaked in dust.
Tribe men rush out of tents — line up chaotically… then the battle explodes.

---

*SCENE 36*
_Open battlefield – Battle ignites_ — EXT.
- A spear pierces a young man’s chest — then pulled from behind
- A man split in half by a heavy sword
- Horses collapse atop corpses
- Blood splashes onto rain-damp sand
- Harb blocks a blade, then stabs an enemy from horseback

---

*SCENE 37*
_Southern edge – Nawwaf vs. the masked attacker_ — EXT.

Nawwaf faces off directly — they exchange strikes.
Nawwaf wounds his shoulder, but the masked man pierces Nawwaf’s chest with a dagger.
Nawwaf collapses — his sword falls away into the sand.

---

*SCENE 38*
_Behind the women’s tent – Key moment_ — INT.

Through the tent’s opening, Ruba glimpses her father falling.
She runs toward him, screams, embraces him — blood staining her hands.

*Ruba*

---Daaaad

*SCENE 39*
_Battlefield – Consecutive beat_ — EXT.

Saeed is hit in the leg by an arrow — falls.
Harb fights — then a bullet hits his shoulder.
He falls off the horse — crawls through sand, in pain.

Among the chaos, a loud voice:

*Unknown Voice*
>Harb! Harb is dead!

---

*SCENE 40*
_Masked man surveys the battlefield_ — EXT.

With pride, he watches Saeed’s tribe from afar.

---
---

*🎬 SCENE 41*
_Top of the dune – Moment of decision_ — EXT.

The masked man halts his horse and raises his arm swiftly.

*Masked Man*
>Retreat!
>Take the camels and provisions… leave nothing behind!

---

*Final montage shots:*

- Men dragging camels swiftly
- Swords pulled from bodies
- A tent consumed in flames
- _Harb_ raises his head, hears the retreat — then collapses again.

*FADE OUT* — on the wail of wind and the scent of blood.

---

*🎬 SCENE 42*
_Edge of the Bedouin cemetery – Sunset_ — EXT.

The sky is completely overcast.
The last light of the sun spills faintly.
Tribe men line up around _Nawwaf’s_ body — wrapped in a Bedouin rug.
Faces look exhausted… broken… silent.
Wind brushes past as if consoling the ground.

---

*🎬 SCENE 43*
_Beside the grave – Silent moment_ — EXT.

_Saeed_ sits on a low rock, cane resting on his thigh, eyes fixed on the earth.
He closes his eyes for a moment… then opens them slowly.
A quiet voice from a man beside him:

*Man*
>Do you want to say something… before we bury him?

Only the sound of wind persists — uninterrupted.

*Saeed*
>Since when… does a Muslim attack another Muslim?
>Since when did invasion become pride… not disgrace?

The crowd falls deeper into silence.

---

*🎬 SCENE 44*
_"Cutaway montage – Those Who Remained"_ — EXT.

- _Ruba_ kneels at her father’s head, hand resting on his chest — then lowers her forehead to him in silence.
  No tears fall… but her breath trembles noiselessly.

- A young boy clutches his father’s bloodstained shawl — stares at the men, unmoving.

- _Saqer_ and _Ghanem_ lower a heavy axe beside the grave.
  _Ghanem_ gasps suddenly… then continues.

- A man in his forties digs his brother’s grave — lips move in prayer, unheard.

- An old woman sits on a torn rug — reading from a worn page.
  Her voice doesn’t rise… but her lips tremble.

- _Ruba_ closes her father’s eyes… kisses his forehead, trembling.

---

*🎬 SCENE 45*
_End of the line – Harb’s moment_ — EXT.

_Harb_ stands off to the side.
His shadow stretches long over the sand.
Staring at the body — unmoving.
Camera from behind. His shoulder wrapped.

No one speaks to him… and he asks nothing.

---

*🎬 SCENE 46*
_Over the grave – Burial moment_ — EXT.

The sound of sand striking the shroud.
Each handful lands like it seals a buried pain within someone’s chest.

The music chokes — transforms into a drawn-out flute tone.
Camera rises over the burial — revealing a small scene in a vast land beneath heavy clouds.

---

*🎬 SCENE 47*
_Palm oasis – Midday – Under the shade_ — EXT.

The air is calm.
Palm fronds sway with a soft breeze.
_Suleiman_ sits cross-legged on a rug over the sand, with a wooden table holding dates and coffee before him.
He wears a crisp robe and taut headband — as if nothing ever burned.

---

*🎬 SCENE 48*
_Oasis entrance – Arrival of the masked man_ — EXT.

The masked man walks slowly from the far edge… face now uncovered.
A scar marks his cheek. A light beard. Sharp eyes.
He walks with confidence — stops before _Suleiman_ without bowing.

*Suleiman*
>Don’t hide your face again… war reveals itself after it ignites.

The masked man sits across from him — takes a coffee cup without asking.

---

*🎬 SCENE 49*
_Under the palms – Silence_ — EXT.

Distant birds chirping.
Wind rustles the fronds.

*Suleiman (smiling)*
>They say you returned without resistance.
>Says the tribe broke at the first thorn?

The masked man remains silent — staring into the distance.

*Suleiman*
>And _Harb_… the one who searched for Abdullah’s revenge?
>Looks like he followed his father… underground.

A light laugh.
He opens a pouch of coins and holds it out.

*Suleiman*
>You deserve it… the dust didn’t cloud the aim.--- 
The masked man accepts the pouch without a word.

---

*🎬 SCENE 50*
_Oasis rear courtyard – End of encounter_ — EXT.

A quiet moment.
_Suleiman_ looks at him with half-closed eyes.

*Suleiman*
>Abdullah wasn’t ordinary.
>And men like him… only father sons who dream of fire.

The masked man rises, fastens his sword, wraps his cloak.

*Masked Man*
>The raid is done.
>What’s left… begins with them, not me.

He walks away — no glance back.
_Suleiman_ remains beneath the palm — gazing at the sun through the fronds’ shade… then whistles softly.

*FADE OUT* —
On a palm swaying with a dying breeze.

---

*🎬 SCENE 51*
_Tribe outskirts – Calm dawn_ — EXT.

Blue dawn light brushes the sand.
_Harb_ mounts his horse — sword fastened over his shoulder.
His silence longer than the road.

_Saeed_ exits his tent, leans on his cane — slowly approaches the horse.

*Saeed (with a broken voice)*
>Where to… my nephew?

*Harb (quietly)*
>To my father’s village.
>There’s something inside me that’s lingered for years… its time has come.

_Saeed_ lowers his head.
A moment of regret unspoken — but visible in his eyes.

*Saeed*
>May God protect you… and return you safe.

---

*🎬 SCENE 52*
_By Ruba’s tent – A crossing_ — EXT.

_Ruba_ steps out from behind the tent — stands in the horse’s path.
Her face calm… but something boils under the skin.

_Harb_ slows the horse — meets her gaze and says:

*Harb*
>Your father… is my father.
>And I haven’t forgotten his blood.

She remains silent.
Her eyes speak a line no pen can write.

_Harb_ moves the horse forward — begins to depart.
Then, trembling within the scene, she shouts:

*Ruba*
>Take care… you are my eye’s light!

The horse jolts slightly.
_Harb_ doesn’t look back — but raises his hand.
A farewell gesture — soft, tender… like a promise, or a long goodbye.

---

*🎬 SCENE 53*
_Mountain path – Shadows and rocks – Daytime_ — EXT.

_Harb_ dismounts by a small spring.
He sits, washes his face, rests his head on a smooth rock beneath a tree’s shade.

Peace resembles forgetting.
But behind him… a faint dragging sound.

A thin snake strikes from beneath a dead palm leaf — bites his foot.

*SFX* — A sudden rustle, then a muffled gasp.

_Harb_ falls onto his back — writhes slightly… then collapses beside the stream.
His eye widens for a moment… and shuts.

---

*FADE TO BLACK*
Then, a weak breath.
Daylight flickers above him.

---

*🎬 SCENE 54*
_Woolen tent – Quiet night – Firelight warmth_ — INT.

_Harb_ opens his eyes slowly.
Light from a small flame dances on the walls.
He breathes heavily — sweat coats his forehead.
His gaze shifts — sees the tent ceiling, hanging herbs, a red pouch, a slim center pole.

An elderly woman sits on an embroidered cushion — places a cool cloth on his forehead.

*Old Woman (gently)*
>Relax, my son…
>You haven’t crossed the edge of death yet.

_Harb_ tries to speak — a faint voice escapes.
A young man enters, holding a clay cup.

*Young Man*
>We found him by the spring — still as stone.
>The dog barked… otherwise we wouldn’t have known.

The woman nods — helps _Harb_ drink.
In the corner, an old man grinds herbs rhythmically — filling the scene with a steady beat.

*Old Woman*
>Once you’ve rested…
>We’ll ask you: where from, why, and what’s chasing you?

_Harb_ looks at them all.
Doesn’t know the faces — but senses kindness wrapped in neutrality.

*Harb (groaning softly)*
>Lost from my path…
>And heading back. I meant no harm.

She smiles faintly — as if she knows more than he said.

*Old Woman*
>Som

* SCENE 55 (Continued)*
_Tribal Council Tent – Late afternoon – Sunlight melting at the edges_ — INT.

_Saeed_ sits at the head of the council.
Before him: his sons — _Mohammed_, _Ghanem_, and _Sultan_.
A heavy silence lingers before speech begins.

*Saeed*
>Spies have come to me…
>And I now know who attacked us.
>Prepare yourselves… we will strike back.

*Mohammed (cautiously)*
>Shouldn’t we wait for Harb…?

*Ghanem (his eyes blazing)*
>Our blood is still warm.
>We’ll strike without him.

_Saeed_ steadies his gaze. His voice is quieter than thunder — but sharper than stone.

*Saeed*
>Since Nawwaf was martyred…
>Four months have passed — all of it fire and grief.
>An eye for an eye.
>Blood for blood.
>We did not start this.
>But we will end it — and the aggressor bears the blame.

He turns toward _Sultan_, commanding firmly:

*Saeed*
>Sultan… go.
>Inform the men of the tribe to prepare.
>We’ll reclaim our blood.

_Sultan_ rises immediately — exits swiftly.
The others watch him — knowing war is no longer a question.

* SCENE 56*
_Masked Tribe – Dawn of the Raid_ — EXT.

_Harb_ steps out from the old woman’s tent, blinking away sleep.
The land is wide open, the sand still… no shadow of anything.
He walks slowly between the tents, breathing In silence.

*Sudden screams tear through the horizon* 🔊

>Allahu Akbar!
>They’re raiding us!

Horse neighs. Gunfire. Men shouting.
Harb spins in panic, runs fast, enters the tent, and grabs his sword.


*Tribal courtyard – Explosion moment*

_Dhiab_, the old woman’s son, runs among the tents — sword raised.

*Dhiab*
>Wake up! They’re raiding us!

Men stumble out, half-asleep… dust rises, horses storm the yard.

A bullet strikes _Dhiab_ In the neck.
He drops silently… the old woman runs to him, screaming his name.


*Frontline – Saeed’s confrontation*

_Saeed_ battles with a familiar masked figure.
Their eyes gleam beneath the cloth — two strikes, a feint, then a direct stab.
The masked man falls without revealing his face — _Saeed’s_ blade drips blood.


*Tent edge – Harb’s shock*

Harb emerges between tents…
Faces… clothing… movements — familiar.

He freezes.
His heart sinks Into his lungs.

*Harb (whispering)*
>These are… our men…

He steps back. Doesn’t raise his sword. Doesn’t shout. Just watches.

_Mohammed_ appears through the dust — stops before him.

*Mohammed*
>Drop your weapon.

_Harb_ lets the sword fall quietly.
Mohammed binds him In silence — no force needed.


*Dhiab’s body*

The old woman cradles him — face scorched with tears.

*Old Woman*
>Dhiab… my soul…
>We brought a spy Into our tents…
>He killed our men!


*FADE OUT*
Harb is led In chains through tent ashes — tribe men stare at him like a stranger.
The old woman mourns — they leave her behind.


* SCENE 57*
_Tribal courtyard – Men return late at night_ — EXT.

Tribe warriors return from the battlefield — dust still clinging to their clothes.
Among them: _Harb_ — hands bound, walking silently, face void of anger or remorse.


* SCENE 58*
_Tribal Council Tent – Moments later_ — INT.

_Saeed_ sits at the head.
Beside him: _Mohammed_, _Ghanem_, and _Sultan_.
The fire flickers calmly… eyes speak the words left unsaid.

*Mohammed*
>What do we do with him?
>Harb is our blood… our flesh.
>Today he fought beside the men who butchered us…
>The ones who killed Nawwaf.

_Saeed_ doesn’t respond — stares into the fire.
His hand stirs an ember, as If the answer lies within.

*Saeed (hoarse voice)*
>Tie him in his own tent…
>We’ll see what the heart reveals by dawn.

A faint gleam of pain crosses his eyes… then fades.

*Ghanem*
>Our revenge was once a sword… now it’s a burden.
>Heavier than war Itself.

*Sultan*
>You heard him, men.
>Bind him… and don’t sleep unaware tonight.


* SCENE 59*
_Beside a small, Isolated tent – Moments later_ — EXT.

Men tie _Harb_ securely — no violence… but he remains silent.
They seal the tent behind him.
And the desert night swallows the last of his voice

 *SCENE 60*
_Women's Tent – Ruba alone_ — INT.

The wind slips through the seams —
Ruba weeps softly.

She clutches her father's cloak… then whispers:

*Ruba*
>Before… I used to cry for my father.
>Now…
>I cry for my father… and for _Harb_.


*🎬 SCENE 61*
_Behind the tents – Dim moonlight_ — EXT.

_Ruba_ creeps toward _Harb’s_ tent.
Her eyes are anxious… her steps determined.

---

*🎬 SCENE 62*
_Inside the tent_ — INT.

_Harb_ sits bound — silent.
_Ruba_ kneels, quietly untying the rope.
Tears glisten in her eyes… but don’t fall.

*Harb*
>I didn’t betray anyone…
>And I never will.
>But… even my voice…
>They didn’t let me speak.

*Ruba (shaking whisper)*
>I believe you.
>But promise me…
>You’ll return with revenge… and with your innocence.

_Harb_ looks at her — then nods wordlessly.
_Ruba_ stands… and leaves.

---

*🎬 SCENE 63*
_Outside the tent – Moments later_ — EXT.

_Harb_ scans his surroundings.
The tribe is asleep — guards distracted at the edge of the courtyard.
He moves silently… disappears into the desert shadows.

---

*🎬 SCENE 64*
_Courtyard – First sunlight_ — EXT.

Men shout:

*Men*
>Where is he?
>Harb escaped!

---

*🎬 SCENE 65*
_Tribal Council – Tense faces_ — INT.

_Ruba_ stands before _Saeed_.
Her eyes swollen from sleeplessness.

*Ruba*
>I… I untied him.

_Saeed_ doesn’t reply — stares at the sand in the distance.
Then turns his face away — a vague smile appears.
A mix of sadness… pride… and something unspoken.

---

*🎬 SCENE 66*
_Courtyard – Rising anger_ — EXT.

Men shouting angrily:

*Men*
>This can’t be ignored!
>He betrayed us and ran before our eyes!

_Mohammed_ raises his hand — calm voice, but resolute.

*Mohammed*
>Everyone back to their duties.
>What happened… has happened.

---

*🎬 SCENE 67*
_Facing Ruba – Confrontation moment_ — EXT.

_Ghanem_ approaches _Ruba_, tense expression.

*Ghanem*
>Harb… loved you and left you.
>Then abandoned you.

_Ruba_ doesn’t respond — her eyes follow the trail _Harb_ walked.

---

*🎬 SCENE 68*
*FADE OUT*
The wind erases Harb’s footprints…
Covers the sand… as if nothing ever happened.

---

*🎬 SCENE 69*
_Date Market – Scorching midday_ — EXT.

The air thick with dust.
The market is loud… but the voices are trembling.

_Ali_ (55) approaches _Suleiman’s merchant tent_, hunched —
Carrying a half-empty basket of dates.

Guarding the tent is _Omar_, a large man — arms seasoned in dragging and kicking.
On the raised rug sits _Qasim_, the merchant’s accountant.

*Qasim (loudly, for the whole market)*
>You’re Ali? Three seasons late.
>Your palm trees no longer cover your debt.

_Ali_ places the basket at the rug’s edge — voice faint but clear.

*Ali*
>I haven’t sold anything…
>These are the fruits from my own land.
>The land barely feeds us —
>How can it feed the eyes of others?

_Qasim_ gestures with his stick toward _Omar_.
_Omar_ steps forward, grabs _Ali_ by the collar — shouting:

*Omar*
>If you plant and don’t pay…
>You’ll reap it across your face!

A violent slap crashes against _Ali’s_ face —
He collapses onto his back in the middle of the market.
Dates scatter — some crushed beneath feet.
People whisper and pull back — no one interferes.

---

*🎬 SCENE 70*
_Market – Rima’s moment_ — EXT.

A scream from among the palms.

*Rima*
>Father!

_Rima_ (20) rushes from the groves — dark robe flowing.
She reaches her father — kneels, gently lifts his head.
His face: stunned… silent.

_Omar_ approaches — cruelly tears off her headscarf.
Her hair cascades over her shoulders.
A sudden silence floods the marketplace.

Women pull their children away.
Men freeze.
_Qasim_ raises his head — startled by the unexpected act.

_Rima_ doesn’t scream — covers her head with trembling hands.
Her eyes drop — no tear escapes.
But her stance… cuts through the air.

*Ali (from the ground, rasping)*
>…What’s left?

_Qasim_ stands — slowly lifts his ledger — steps back.

*Qasim*
>Those who are late…
>Pay in silver… or in honor.

_Omar_ spits near the basket.--- 
_Rima_ helps her father up — gripping his hand, supporting him without glancing at anyone.

They walk through the market…
Each step weighing heavier on memory than sand beneath their feet.



---

*SCENE 71*
_Ali’s house – Late afternoon_ — INT.

The sunlight turns amber.
_Ali_ lies on his side, bruises visible across his back — his breath labored.
_Rima_ sits behind him, gently tending his wounds with a damp cloth, trying not to cause pain.

*Rima (softly)*
>Today… I felt my face wasn’t my own.
>Not in their eyes, nor in the hand that reached for me.
>We were exposed, Father… and no one spoke.

_Ali_ swallows, holding back a tear.

*Ali*
>The market isn’t sacred… it just measures worth.
>I thought they were men… they turned out to be merchants.

_Rima_ wipes a darker bruise on his shoulder — her hand trembling.

*Rima*
>Even my breath felt heavy.
>Like honor was cut from my hair… right in front of them.

_Ali_ lowers his face — a tear he didn’t expect escapes.

*Ali*
>Forgive me… I couldn’t protect you.
>Even my dignity… became a debt to endurance.

_Rima_ falls silent — her gaze drifts to the corner of the room as if seeing something invisible. She whispers:

*Rima*
>Harb…
>Why didn’t he come back?
>Why did Shaikha vanish… with no shroud, no word?

_Ali_ opens his eyes to respond — but _Rima_ speaks first:

*Rima*
>You think they were killed?
>Or found a place far from knives… far from debts?

_Ali_ exhales deeply — voice heavy with sorrow:

*Ali*
>Shaikha knew what was behind Abdullah.
>Maybe she feared it… maybe she protected her son.
>Maybe she ran… from our silence.

*Rima (broken whisper)*
>When Harb walked beside me, I wasn’t afraid.
>There was something between us… unspoken, but preserved.
>Even now, when I close my eyes… I hear his steps.

_Ali_ reaches out, gently squeezes her hand.

*Ali*
>If he returns, daughter…
>He’ll come with pure intent — or with the fire of years.
>Be ready. Don’t wait for just his shadow.

_Rima_ looks at him — longing in her eyes too honest to hide.

*Rima*
>I haven’t forgotten.

---

*SCENE 72*
_Rocky desert – Before sunset_ — EXT.

_Harb_ walks wearily among the stones — back slightly hunched, features worn from long travel.
The sky is clouded. Cold wind blows.
Light rain falls — as if the sky mourns him more than cleansing him.
His left wrist still wears the faded red thread — pulled tight as ever, through all the years.

---

*SCENE 73*
_Old palm – Village entrance_ — EXT.

_Harb_ reaches the mountain falaj — the same place he passed as a child.
He kneels, scoops water into his hand, washes his face.
Then places his palm on the palm trunk — fingers tracing the cracks as if searching the wood’s memory.
He grips the thread for a moment, pulls it slightly… his eyes tremble.

*Call to prayer echoes from the distant mosque* 🔊
_Harb_ slowly lifts his head — two raindrops fall on his cheek, merging with two real tears.

---

*SCENE 74*
*FLASHBACK – Scene 1 fragment*

_Little Rima wraps the thread around Harb’s wrist, whispering softly._

*Rima*
>If you ever get lost… this is my thread.
>Tied to my heart.

She runs off — vanishing between alleyways and mud.

---

*SCENE 75*
_By the falaj – Back to present_ — EXT.

_Harb_ remains standing — motionless, like a statue of return.
His tears fall quietly. No sound. No sobbing.
Just a shoulder bowed… fingers softly trembling.

---

*SCENE 76*
_Abdullah’s rooftop – Midnight_ — EXT.

_Harb_ lies flat on the rooftop of his father’s home.
His cloak soaked with rain — but he doesn’t retreat inside.
The red thread still visible under the dim light — clinging to his skin like it’s part of him.

He gazes at the sky… clouds parting… stars begin to peek through.
One… then two… then none.
A single tear glimmers at his eye’s edge — he doesn’t wipe it away.

*SCENE 77*
*Harb’s POV*

He looks over the village below — rooftops, alleys, the minaret.
Everything has changed… except this roof.

Camera rises slowly above him — until he becomes a dot in the darkness.
Between the rain and the stars, the red thread remains…
A single mark still tied.


*SCENE 78*
_Village market – Afternoon_ — EXT.

The market pulses with life — vendors shouting, weighing scales clinking, children playing through the paths.
_Harb_ walks slowly through the crowd — scanning the faces.
At the doorways… behind closed gates… memory seems to watch him.

He turns into a narrow alley — hears arguing.

*Man 1*
>You’ve had two weeks, old man.
>Next time, we’ll carry you on the back of debt.


*SCENE 79*
_By the wall – Confrontation_ — EXT.

_Harb_ turns toward the voice.
Sees two men grabbing an old man — one shoves him into the wall hard, knocking him down.
It’s _Ali_ — aged, unrecognizable.

_Harb_ rushes in — voice rising as he approaches.

*Harb*
>Enough!
>Shame on you — shouting at an elder!

*Man 1*
>He owes a debt. What’s it to you?

*Harb*
>Anyone who slams an old man into a wall… has no honor, no brotherhood.

*Man 2*
>Don’t raise your voice with us.
>We know our business — and he knows what he owes.

*Harb*
>And I know — that debt never justifies breaking bones.

The men exchange looks — then scoff, retreat, and throw a warning glance.

*Man 1*
>Stay out of it next time.
>Debt doesn’t vanish with words.


*SCENE 80*
_Near the wall – Reunion with Ali_ — EXT.

_Harb_ kneels beside _Ali_, helps him up — lifts him with quiet strength.

*Harb*
>Why did they do this? What’s happening?

*Ali*
>Suleiman’s corruption and his men… they rob the poor.
>And if we speak — they drag us to the wall.

He looks at _Harb_ — stares long at his face.

*Ali (hesitant)*
>You… haven’t said.
>Who are you, son?

*Harb (softly)*
>I’m _Harb_… son of Abdullah Al-Salhi.

_Ali_ freezes — steps closer.
His face shifts, eyes fill with tears.

*Ali (hoarsely)*
>Dear God… you?
>You’re Abdullah’s boy?

>No god but God… oh, time…


*SCENE 81*
_By the wall – Reclaiming the story_ — EXT.

_Harb_ lowers his head — shy, overwhelmed.

*Harb*
>Who are you, uncle?

*Ali*
>I’m _Ali_… I was your father’s friend.
>I knew his shadow by his voice.
>You used to come with my daughter, _Rima_…
>You’d play in the alleys…
>Get lost in the laughter.

_Harb’s_ eyes tear up. He leans silently into _Ali’s_ chest.

*Harb (whispers)*
>And Rima?
>What happened to her?
>Gone? Married? Hurt?

*Ali (gently)*
>She’s down by the palms… gathering dates.
>You’ll find her there.

Without a word, _Harb_ rises — dashes through the market toward the groves.
His steps are anxious…
But his eyes carry clarity he hasn’t felt in years.

Camera lingers on _Ali_…
He exhales — whispers with trembling nostalgia:

*Ali (tearful smile)*
>He returned…
>Abdullah’s son has returned.



*SCENE 82*
_Palm grove – Late afternoon_ — EXT.

_Harb_ walks among tall palms.
Soft earth underfoot.
A gentle afternoon breeze brushes the edge of his robe.

---

*SCENE 83*
_Near the falaj – Date basket_ — EXT.

He reaches a palm by the falaj.
A basket of dates sits beside the trunk.
He pauses, looks around… no one.

He quietly sits.
Takes a date, tastes it… then smells the back of his hand — a soft smile appears.

*Harb (thinking)*
>Same scent… like when _Rima_ used to pass here.

---

*SCENE 84*
_The strike moment_ — EXT.

He eats another date, leans in to take a third —
Suddenly:
A strike from a palm frond lands on his head.
His face falls into the mud beside the falaj.

*Rima (from behind)*
>You thief! Stealing our basket… you date bandit!

---

*SCENE 85*
_By the falaj – The thread revealed_ — EXT.

_Harb_ slowly rises, face covered in mud — he glares at her.

*Harb*
>Is that how you welcome a guest? With a beating?

_Rima_ bursts into genuine laughter.

*Rima*
>Forgive us, stranger…
>But baskets are for those who work, not those who wander and taste.

Harb kneels by the falaj — washes his face, calming.
As he scrubs, his sleeve rolls up… revealing:

_A faded red thread wrapped three tight loops around his wrist._

---

_Rima_ sees it. Falls silent.
Her eyes lock onto the thread. 📍

*Director’s Flashback 📍*
A brief visual flash:
Little Rima tying the thread around Harb’s wrist —
Night of Abdullah’s murder. No dialogue.
Only a scream — then a sudden blackout.

_Rima_ raises her wrist — reveals an identical thread wrapped around her.
Her voice lowers.
Eyes don’t leave his.

*Rima*
>This thread… never fell off your wrist all these years?
>You’re… Harb?

_Harb_ gazes at her —
A quiet smile sneaks across his face.

*Harb*
>And you… Rima?

A deep look. Silence.
Then they both laugh —
A soft laugh that carries a pinch of pain. 📍

They sit beside the basket — sharing stories. 📍

*Rima*
>What happened?
>Why were you gone?

*Harb*
>Everything shattered…
>A door closed that had no key, back then.

They rest by the palm — a soft laugh fades… silence takes over slowly. 📍
Camera holds, then gradually rises. 📍

From above:
Palms surround them — crisscrossed shadows on the ground.
The falaj flows quietly nearby.
Their voices fade to whispers — then replaced by soft music.
Keeping the moment alive, without words.

*Long aerial shot*
Palms, water, and two souls reunited after years of silence. 📍

---

*SCENE 86*
_Ali’s home – Calm night_ — INT.

Simple room. Mud walls.
A small oil lamp casts flickering shadows.
A rug in the center. Three modest dinner plates set out.

_Harb_ sits across from _Ali_ on the rug.
_Rima_ enters, carrying a plate of dates and bread — pauses briefly.
Her father smiles — she smiles back and places the plate between them.

She sits quietly beside her father.
A gentle happiness glows on her face —
As if she's gathering pieces of her home.

---

*SCENE 87*
_Same room – Minutes later_ — INT.

_Ali_ looks at _Harb_ — voice heavy like a deep breath.

*Ali*
>When we found your father stabbed…
>We knew people who knew what happened.
>But instead of speaking the truth…
>They turned it into accusations — against your mother.

_Harb_ lifts his head quickly — eyes freezing.

*Harb*
>My mother?
>What did she do?

_Ali_ shakes his head — tone a mix of anguish and certainty.

*Ali*
>They said… she was the one who killed him.

---

*SCENE 88*
_Room – Boiling truth_ — INT.

A moment of silence…
Soup whispers over the fire pit.

_Harb_ slaps his palm against his own hand.

*Harb*
>Impossible…
>My mother is purer than the earth beneath us.

_Ali_ leans in — voice tightening.

*Ali*

>I never believed them.
>My suspicion has always been on the merchant _Suleiman_.

>Your father couldn’t stomach his actions —
>He always stood against him.
>He’d say it in public:
>“You steal from them… you profit from them with interest.”


*SCENE 89*
_Same room – Collision of truth_ — INT.

_Harb_ burns inside — voice rising alone, eyes lit with fury.

*Harb*
>By God, I’ll drink from his blood.
>He ruined our lives.
>Stomped our honor.
>And turned my mother… into a murderer in their eyes!

_Rima_ lifts her gaze — her voice soft, but cutting.

*Rima*
>Don’t judge… before you prove.
>If you build your justice on suspicion…
>You’ll become him. Not defeat him.



---

*SCENE 90*
_Ali’s House – End of scene_ — INT.

Breaths grow quiet… everyone is silent.
The plates remain untouched.
The tea goes cold.
And the night grows heavier.

Camera slowly rises above them —
Revealing the empty plates filled with silence.
A shadow from the palm outside slips in through the window… like the edge of a blade.

---

*SCENE 91*
_Outside Ali’s House – Silent night_ — EXT.

_Harb_ steps out of the house. His gaze dim…
But his features tight — like a rope pulled from a mountain.
He walks quietly — each step weighted like an unspoken word.

_Rima_ stands near the door — she feels the storm.

*Harb (softly)*
>Where’s Suleiman the merchant’s house?

*Rima (whispers)*
>Over there… there’s always light.
>But no goodness ever came from it.

*Harb*
>Wait for me.
>Don’t listen to anything — even if your heart calls out.

---

*SCENE 92*
_Behind Suleiman’s House – Near the window_ — EXT.

_Harb_ approaches silently — pressed against the clay wall.
He reaches the back window — eyes tracking two shadows inside.

---

*SCENE 93*
_Suleiman’s House – Night_ — INT.

The *British officer* sits in a wooden chair — dressed in a refined civilian suit.
Long gray coat. Leather gloves. Burgundy tie.
His face clean-shaven, ash-blond hair, small metal glasses resting on his nose.

He speaks in chilling English calm — like reading a weather report:

*Officer*
>Has the moment come… the moment of control?

---

*SCENE 94*
_Suleiman’s House – Conversation continues_ — INT.

_Suleiman_ stands before him, holding a small coffee cup.
His smirk comes before his answer.

*Suleiman*
>I’ve taken over the village.
>Everyone’s drowning in debt.
>Those who couldn’t pay… sold their dignity before their homes.
>I killed anyone in my way — starting with Abdullah.
>Al-Salhi… when will full control be declared?
>No one else will be sheikh but me.

The officer stares silently — then scribbles in a small notebook.

---

*SCENE 95*
_Behind Suleiman’s House – Still night_ — EXT.

_Harb_ crouches behind the wall, utterly quiet.
His face in shadow… but a fierce gleam in his eye.

Camera zooms in on his hand —
Holding a dagger wrapped with an old red thread. 📍
His lip trembles slightly… then tightens — as if he swore not to speak.

---

*SCENE 96*
_Near Ali’s House – Return moment_ — EXT.

_Harb_ retreats slowly.
His steps make no sound — as if the earth itself carries him to keep him hidden.
He returns to _Rima_ — waiting like a shadow on the edge of expectation.

*Rima (whispers)*
>Did you see something?

*Harb (looking away)*
>I saw everything that can’t be forgiven.

The scene fades with wind whispering through the windows…
And a voice echoing, remembered but still alive:

>“Tonight, there is no sleep… tonight, reckoning begins.”

---

*SCENE 97*
_Village Courtyard – Tense morning_ — EXT.

_Harb_ storms out of _Ali’s_ house — after a heated exchange.

*Harb*
>Humiliation is not who we are.
>Submission has no place in our story.

*Ali (trying to stop him)*
>You have nothing on Suleiman…
>Don’t break your back against a mountain that never trembles.

*Harb (sharp and piercing)*
>Men like you… only speak when injustice tells them: “Speak.”

He pushes the door — steps out furiously.
Behind him, _Rima_ appears — tears held in, silent…
Just one look — full of gratitude and witness.

---

*SCENE 98*
_Same courtyard – Flashpoint_ — EXT.

_Harb_ stands at the center — voice raised.

*Harb*
>People… listen!
>I am Harb, son of Abdullah!

>Suleiman the merchant murdered my father!
>He accused my mother of blood —
>And she’s cleaner than anything they ever wrote about her!

Crowds gather…
Curiosity and fear mix in their eyes. 📍
Harb’s voice shakes the earth. 📍

>You see a village crumbling —
>And you say: “Tomorrow will pass.”

>But tomorrow…
>Other villages will be sold like us, erased like us.

People shout.
Cries rise.
Faces ignite. 

>“He’s telling the truth!”
>“Abdullah didn’t die for nothing!”
>“This village is not for sale!”
>“Suleiman betrayed us!”


*SCENE 99*
_Village courtyard – Suleiman’s arrival_ — EXT.

From the alleys, _Suleiman_ rushes in —
Sweat on his face.
His steps chaotic.
Fear fails to hide itself.

*Suleiman (shouting, trembling)*
>Kill him!
>Kill this traitor before he spreads more poison!

His men surge forward —
One of them raises his weapon… takes aim at _Harb_. 

🎬 *SCENE 100*
_Rima's Moment – Deflected Shot_ — EXT.

_Rima_ leaps forward — shoving the gunman just before he fires.
The bullet veers — slamming into the wall behind.
A scream. Chaos erupts. People scatter.

But _Harb_…
He stands like a mountain. 📍

*Harb (shouts — a vow)*
>I will return…
>And revenge never dies!

He mounts a horse tied near the palm —
Gallops off into a rising cloud of dust…
A storm that will not settle. 📍

🎬 *SCENE 100 – The Deflected Shot*
_EXT._

_Rima_ leaps forward, shoving the gunman before he can fire.
The shot veers — piercing the wall.
Screams. Chaos. People run.

But _Harb_…
He stands like a mountain. 📍

*Harb (raising his voice – a vow)*
>I will return…
>Revenge never dies!

He mounts a horse tied beneath a palm —
Rides off, vanishing into dust that refuses to settle. 📍

---

🎬 *SCENE 101 – Near Saeed’s Tent – Afternoon*
_EXT._

_Harb_ gallops across the sand like lightning.
He reaches _Saeed’s_ tent, dismounts, and falls to his knees before the upright elder. 📍

*Harb (hoarse, eyes burning)*
>I came back.
>And I wronged too many by staying silent.

*Saeed (with a voice steeped in hurt)*
>You betrayed us, Harb.

*Harb (lifts his head firmly)*
>No, uncle.
>I never betrayed — nor will I betray my faith… or my roots.

_Saeed_ steps closer — eyes sharp, yet filled with one final hope.

*Saeed (soft, but deeply resonant)*
>Speak…
>Say everything that weighs your heart.

---

🎬 *SCENE 102 – Same Tent – Inner Explosion*
_INT._

_Saeed_ jumps up — flings the date bowl aside as he stands.
Face tense.
Chest pounding with fury and grief.

*Saeed*
>Harb… my nephew — don’t let injustice grow.
>Don’t let betrayal become character.
>Suleiman? He broke the promise, broke the faith…
>One who sells his people cannot be honored.
>The killer? He must be struck.
>And truth… doesn’t wait for even two days!

---

🎬 *SCENE 103 – Beside the Tent – Before Sunset*
_EXT._

_Mohammed_, _Ghanem_, and _Sultan_ emerge from behind the flap — faces grim, edges carved in anger.
Shadows stretch across their expressions —
As if the sun prepares to leave, leaving the weight of the moment.

*Mohammed*
>Harb… we stand with you.

*Ghanem*
>What happened wasn’t just injustice…
>It smeared our blood. It must end.

*Sultan*
>And revenge?
>If it doesn’t roar through us… it means nothing.

_Harb_ looks at them — says nothing.
But his eyes shine again…
Light returning where it had gone dim.

---

🎬 *SCENE 104 – Tribe Tents – Before Dusk*
_EXT._

_Harb_ walks through the tents with steady steps.
The people watch him — their silence thick with disbelief.
As if his return resurrected something long forgotten.

📍 _Ruba_ sees him from afar —
Her steps slow.
A whisper rises straight from her chest:

*Ruba*
>You came back…
>And the smile came back with you.
>I missed you…
>And my longing choked me every night.

_Harb_ stops, sees her —
His voice soft, but heavy with emotion:

*Harb*
>How are you… daughter of a noble soul?

A long look between them…
No need for many words.
Everything left unsaid since the blood began — lives in that gaze.

Camera rises overhead —
Captures the tribe bathed in a golden glow. 📍

---


---

*🎬 SCENE 105 – "The Ride to Truth"*
_Vast Desert – Dawn_ — EXT.

The desert stretches without end.
The air still — as if the earth holds its breath before eruption.

📍 *Wide Aerial Shot*
A squad of horsemen cuts through the sand in a straight line.
At the front: _Harb_, eyes fixed on the horizon.
Beside him: _Mohammed_, _Ghanem_, and _Sultan_ — their faces tense, each carrying a vow carved into their soul.

📍 *Montage Shots*
- Hooves pounding the earth in a heavy heartbeat rhythm
- Riders’ faces alert, sleepless, lit with resolve
- _Harb’s_ grip on the reins — the red thread wrapped around his wrist, as if part of his flesh

📍 *Side Angle Shot*
Sun begins to rise, slicing through dune lines —
Its light dripping onto saddles, cautiously greeting them.

📍 *Final Moment*
Camera from behind — the riders charging toward a hazy village in the distance,
like a dream resurfacing after long exile.

---

*🎬 SCENE 106 – "The Final Spark"*
_Village Market – Afternoon_ — EXT.

The market is crowded but tense —
The sun hangs high, and the roof offers no shade from what’s coming.

_Suleiman_ stands on a wooden platform at the market center,
leaning on a staff like a false sultan.
His guards behind him — walls built from wealth.

📍 From within the crowd, _Rima_ walks forward with boldness.
Each step slices through silence —
Eyes follow her as fear begins to retreat.

*Rima (voice sharp as a blade)*
>For years you bought obedience with bread…
>Sold dignity for a handful of coins.
>Are you a sheikh? Or a merchant with a rotting oath?

📍 _Suleiman_ brandishes his staff erratically — responds in anger:

*Suleiman*
>Watch your place!
>Don’t overstep your rank!
>The people didn’t give you voice — the council gave you no right!

📍 _Rima_ steps closer — gaze unwavering:

*Rima*
>Truth gave me voice.
>And made our silence a shame to be burned.

📍 An elder steps forward — removes his headband and throws it before the platform.

*Elder Sheikh*
>We’re tired of silence that lifts you and breaks us.
>Today… every silenced voice becomes a sword.

📍 The crowd moves — whispers turn to chants.
Children, women, elders — each in a different voice.
But all share one tone:

>“Enough! This is our market!”
>“We fear no one anymore!”
>“Rima spoke — and we’re behind her!”

📍 _Suleiman_ retreats — trembling under his turban.
He whispers to his deputy as he slips away:

*Suleiman (whispers)*
>To the fortress… don’t wait for the sand to split.

📍 He leaves with a few guards —
Crowd screaming behind:

>“He ran!”
>“A sheikh doesn’t flee!”
>“He holds no place anymore!”

📍 Moment of stillness.
Then from afar — the sound of galloping hooves.

📍 A boy runs into the square, eyes shining:

*Boy*
>Men are coming!
>The dust is from the south!
>This... is _Harb_!

📍 People turn —
As if the earth itself parts to welcome them.

📍 Final shot:
Village eyes locked southward.
In their gaze — hope at the front…
Oath at the back.

---

*🎬 SCENE 107 – "The Idol Falls"*
_Village Courtyard to Fortress Gate – Before Sunset_ — EXT.

The village erupts.
Alleys tremble under scattered cries.

>“Whoever protects Suleiman betrays us!”
>“Suleiman sold us — sold our land, sold the bones of our ancestors!”

📍 Market youths clash with Suleiman’s men.
Villagers defend with sticks — mothers shout from rooftops.

Stones fly.
The air thickens with justice long silenced.

📍 A commoner kicks free, stands in the crowd, shouts:

*Man*
>You slaves of silver — he sold you, left you dying under his name!

📍 Doors slam open and shut.
Dust blinds the earth.
Screams evolve into a new language for the village.

---_Mohammed_, _Ghanem_, and _Sultan_ charge from the southern ridge.
Gunfire erupts overhead — echoes like guilt itself trembling.

📍 _Ghanem_ screams through light rain:

*Ghanem*
>Servants of the British…
>Your end is today!

📍 A rock explodes near _Sultan_ —
But he keeps running.
Leg bleeding.
Never looking back.

📍 They don’t enter through gates —
They carve entry through the body of the earth.

---

*🎬 SCENE 109 – "Harb and the Final Blow"*
_In front of the Fortress Gate – Sunset_ — EXT.

Amid chaos, _Harb_ emerges dragging a burned palm trunk — one end ablaze.

📍 His shoulder bleeds from a bullet wound.
The sand beneath him anchors his resolve.

📍 Gunfire aims —
But the trunk shields him.
Flames rise higher.

📍 People scream, chant, recoil —
But _Harb_ does not veer.

📍 At the gate:

>Pushes the trunk
>Strike one
>Strike two
>Strike three

Then he hurls it deep into the door —
As if restoring meaning to fire.

📍 The gate blackens.
Passage ignites.
Suleiman’s men scream from within.

📍 _Suleiman_ appears in smoke — alone, trembling.

📍 _Harb_ enters without a word.
One strike.
Head falls.
Sound dies.

---

*🎬 SCENE 110 – "Cleansing History"*
_Fortress Rooftop – Moment after Victory_ — EXT.

And as _Suleiman’s_ head falls…
Rain pours.
Heavy — as if it waited for the strike to cleanse the past.

📍 _Harb_ climbs the ruined fortress —
His face soaked in blood and rain.

📍 He raises his head to the sky —
Then screams —
A cry like a wounded earth releasing its voice.

*Harb*
>This is the end…
>Of darkness and traitors!

📍 _Rima_ stands in the village square — rain falling over her face.
She stares toward the fortress — tears in her eyes.

📍 Cut swiftly to _Ruba_ — in a faraway Bedouin tent.
She grips her heart, closes her eyes —
As if the cry reached her across the mountain's breath.

📍 The village goes quiet.
Rain falls.
And injustice rises — like smoke, disappearing.

*THE END 🩸*

>Victory was not written in verse — nor bought with gold.
>It arrived in the hand of a man…
>And a cry the sky chose to believe.

[❤️]
.جميع الحقوق محفوظة لصاحب النص ©
 .لا يجوز النسخ أو النشر أو التعديل دون إذن خطي
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Characters from the Film

Role Age
Harb 9-23
Shika 33
Abdullah 40
Said 50-65
Nawaf 50-65
Ruba 9-23
Reem 9-23
Suleiman 40-55

The Muffled 40
Man

Said’s sons 10-25
Mohammed,  Mohammed,
Sultan Ghani ~ Sawon

Dhiab 20
British 40-50
soldier

British 50-40

soldier

Description

Orphan a strong sense of
justice evolving into a

Strong mother who dies
early in the film

First victim: Harb’s father

Harb’s hesitant uncle
exhibiting silence silence

Loyal, strong, and brave
Nawaf’s daughter, loves
Harb, intelligent d d voted

Loves Harb, has an
assertive. bold personality

A merchant, chicftain,
conspirator with the Kitsh
controlling a village

Bribed to lead a raid
against Said’s tribe

Each son has a distinct
personality

From another tribe
killed in a raid

Tool of colonization

Tool of colonization

R

Protagonist

Am butal
First victim

Harb’s guardian

Killed in a taid
Harb’s love

Protagonist’s
childhood friend

Main
antagonist

Ally

Support the
revolution

Killed in a
raid

Behind the
scenes




