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Film Script
Abu Al-Adhanayn










Number of Main Characters: 2

Abu Al-Adhnayn
(A young man in his thirties, with a small head and large ears) is on a quest to escape the nickname that has stuck with him and tries to rid himself of it.
The Wolf
Along the journey, Abu Al-Adhnayn comes across a wolf, whom he helps. The two then share a journey together, spending a day in each other's company.

Number of Secondary Characters: 4
The Name-Giver
An old man who always sits on the bench, with a tilted headband and traditional robe. His role in life is to give people nicknames.
The Man in the Well
 A young man who fell into the well and was rescued by "Abu Al-Uthnayn" (the man with big ears). He becomes the means by which Abu Al-Uthnayn plans to rid himself of his nickname.
The Malsounah 
 An elderly woman, nosy and very chatty, always gossiping and spreading news.

The Neighborhood Children
 They play around joyfully.




Dialect Used in the Episode: the dialect of the people of Hail.
Location: Hail | Thousands of years ago, approximately 605 AD
Number of locations in the story: 10















1/ Exterior. Top of Hail City – Night
An owl perched on a solitary tree in the desert... the full moon illuminates the sky, with Mount Aja and Mount Salma standing tall... darkness surrounds, except for the glow of a campfire in the middle of a tent... the haunting melody of a rababa echoes... a sorrowful voice harmonizes with the flickering flames, battling against the night's darkness.

Text On Screen
'Morning cannot be reached with eyes closed.'

CUT TO

2/ Exterior. Desert – Morning
Abu Al-Uthnayn (a young man in his thirties with a small head and large ears) sits before a campfire in the desert, wrapped in a cloak, with a shmagh that barely covers his ears. He tries to hide them, but they are too large and keep showing. He struggles to light the fire, blowing on it until it catches, resisting the wind that tries to put it out. Finally, it ignites.
Abu Al-Uthnayn
(With a sigh)
"Even fire needs to breathe... so it doesn't die out..."
He turns and tries to focus, as if he hears a sound from afar: the call of an owl... mixed with a man's scream... a wolf's howl of pain... the sound of the wind... the melody of a rababa drifting from a distant tent.
Abu Al-Uthnayn
(With a sigh)
"I hear a sound, but I don’t know where it’s coming from!"
He carefully lights the fire, takes a piece of meat from his pouch, and places it over the fire, keeping another piece aside. He resumes singing softly.
Abu Al-Uthnayn
(With a sigh)
"I've burned all the wood, my skin is scorched, and the meat is cooked, yet my heart remains a frozen block of ice in my chest, refusing to thaw..."
Suddenly, he hears a rustling sound and stops. He finds an injured wolf nearby and calls out to it. He takes out the piece of meat from his pouch and throws it to the wolf. The wolf approaches and eats it. Abu Al-Uthnayn pats its head, gives it some water, then takes out a bandage and wraps the wolf's wound, sitting down beside it.
Abu Al-Uthnayn
(Happily, looking at the wolf)
"Finally, I have a companion... Naturally, we search for water so we don’t die of thirst, for food so we don’t die of hunger.”
 (Sarcastically)
“We search for fire so we don’t die of cold, for friends so boredom doesn’t kill us, for the shade of trees from the sun... You spend your whole life searching for them because they are tangible, important, and obvious things.”
“And yet, not once in my life have I ever felt the desire to search for any of these things. Even when I find them somewhere, I end up searching within them, behind them, for something entirely different…”
He looks at the wolf, who seems to be drifting off to sleep. Abu Al-Uthnayn glances over, and his large ears pop out from the shmagh, startling the wolf. He quickly covers them again.
Abu Al-Uthnayn
(Sadly, turning to the wolf)
"Even you!!
"People look for everything, but I search for my name, a different name. No, not a different name, I’m searching for the first name I truly deserve—a name that suits me.
"My ears aren't that big. It's just that my head is small. Even my older brother has big ears, but his swollen head—barely born from my mother's belly—saved him, and since that day, he's been the 'head.'
"My father used to say it, laughing at his look, and now he takes pride in that name."
Deeply saddened and with anger:
Abu Al-Uthnayn
(Sadly, turning to the wolf)
"I'm not Abu Al... I'm not Abu Al... I can't even finish the word, not even to myself, I can't say this cursed name.
"I did everything a man could think of to free myself from this shame, but unfortunately...
(With a sigh)
'Each time I plant a peg in the ground, bad luck brings me a stone instead.'"
He begins to cry. The wolf approaches to comfort him, and the sounds start to merge... Abu Al-Uthnayn notices a sound, motioning for the wolf to stay quiet, gesturing "Shhh" toward the bewildered wolf, who hadn’t made a sound. He resumes his story after they continue on their way.
CUT TO

3/ Exterior. Desert – Night
Abu Al-Uthnayn is walking, the wolf limping beside him... and Abu Al-Uthnayn continues to chatter.
Abu Al-Uthnayn
(Poking the ground with his stick)
"Maybe I'll become a wolf companion or a feeder of wolves...
You know, no one ever figured out how it all started! How did it evolve?!
How does a nickname stick to someone and not to others?!... It's like everyone agreed on a nickname without any agreement. You can't count the number of names people throw around, yet somehow, none of them ever stick to anyone.
Do you know about The Name-Giver?"
The wolf shakes its head, indicating it doesn't know about the name-givers.

CUT TO

4/ Exterior. Market – Daytime
The name-giver, an old man sitting on a bench, wearing a tilted agal and a traditional robe, watches as children play soccer. Among them is a boy with a limp who kicks the ball, which then hits the old man.
Name-giver
(Sipping his tea)
"May God deal with you, ya Limper!"
The four children, stunned as if hearing the nickname for the first time, start chanting:
Children
(Jumping up and down)
"Limper! Limper! Limper! Limper!"
The boy with a limp looks annoyed by the nickname.
Abu Al-Uthnayn (V.O.)
(With melancholy)
"When the name-giver bestows a nickname on someone, it sticks like a shadow. It doesn’t leave until you have no shadow left. Nobody knows why. Hundreds of nicknames are thrown around and die off, but one will cling to you, as if it were a part of your body that can only be removed with a deep wound that could destroy you. Or you might die, and your nickname will live on."
A hyena walks into the neighborhood, and a young girl, dressed in her beautiful Hail attire, becomes terrified and screams:
Girl
(Fearfully)
"People of the village!"
The boy with a limp hears her, grabs the ball, aims it at the hyena, and hits it, causing the hyena to flee in fear.
Children
(Lifting the boy with a limp up)
"Limper, the brave! Limper, the brave!"

CUT TO

5/ Exterior. Desert – Night
Abu Al-Uthnayn is walking, with the wolf limping beside him... and Abu Al-Uthnayn continues to chatter.
Abu Al-Uthnayn
(Poking the ground with his stick)
"That was the fastest name correction in the village."
Distant Voice
Well Man (V.O.)
(Fearfully)
"People of the village!"
Abu Al-Uthnayn
(To the wolf)
"Did you hear that?"
The wolf shakes his head, indicating no.
Abu Al-Uthnayn
(To the wolf)
"That's the same voice I heard back when we were there..."
Wolf
(To Abu Al-Uthnayn)
"That voice is just from the name-giver story."
Abu Al-Uthnayn
(To the wolf)
"No, no... trust me, it's a real voice."
They begin walking toward the well.
CUT TO

6/ Exterior. Well – Night
Abu Al-Uthnayn peers into the well, with the wolf beside him doing the same.
Abu Al-Uthnayn
(With the wolf looking down too)
"Human or jinn?"
Distant Voice
Well Man (V.O.)
(Fearfully)
"People of the village... O kind one... I ask for your help."
The wolf runs away in fear but soon returns.
Abu Al-Uthnayn
(To the man)
"What got you down there?" 
(Turns to the wolf) 
"Not really the best time, right?!" 
(Back to the man)
 "Don’t worry, hold on a bit; I’ll get you out."
Abu Al-Uthnayn begins to think, then calls out again.
Abu Al-Uthnayn
(To the man)
"I feel sorry for you, I feel your pain, and I'll get you out, one way or another."
Wolf
(To Abu Al-Uthnayn)
"Why are you making such a big deal out of it?! He’s just in the water; he’ll be fine..."
Abu Al-Uthnayn
(To the wolf)
"No one knows better than I do that someone who has nothing to be envied for is more deserving of pity than the envied.
"And nothing surprises me more than those who envy others for their envious followers. They strive to get things—not because they desire them, but because others do. Not to own them, but because others can’t."
Wolf
(To Abu Al-Uthnayn)
"You always blow things out of proportion. Just take it easy, and everything will be fine."
Abu Al-Uthnayn
(Calling to the man from a distance after coming back with a rope)
"Alright, alright, I was just looking for a rope to pull you up."
He reaches the well and calls down.
Abu Al-Uthnayn
(To the man in the well)
"Hold the rope tight, don’t let it slip." (He begins to pull, struggling as he does) "You are my hope."
Well Man (V.O.)
(From inside the well)
"You are my hope."
Abu Al-Uthnayn
(To the man in the well)
"You are my hero."
Well Man (V.O.)
(From inside the well)
"You are my hero."
Abu Al-Uthnayn
(To the man in the well)
"You are my salvation."
Well Man (V.O.)
(From inside the well)
"You are my salvation."
Abu Al-Uthnayn
(Looking up at the sky)
"I'm not just pulling a rope; I’m pulling my future, my life ahead, my head held high..."
(Pauses briefly, then continues)
"Without ears..."
Midway through, the worn-out rope begins to fray, trembling and breaking thread by thread, the snapping sound like whips lashing at them. Without thinking, Abu Al-Uthnayn wraps the rope around his neck and continues pulling from the well, saying:
Abu Al-Uthnayn
(Looking up at the sky)
"It’s almost done, you’re almost there."
At that moment, he lets the rope fall into the well, startling the wolf. The wolf turns to Abu Al-Uthnayn, who says:
Abu Al-Uthnayn
(To the wolf)
"If he gets out so easily, there's a good chance I won't get a nickname, and this will just be a passing incident...
"But maybe he'll fall and die!
"I don’t have time to think." 
(Shouts loudly) 
"Nooo!"
In that instant, he takes off his shmagh, revealing his ears, ties one end of it to the rope, and starts pulling again while saying:
Abu Al-Uthnayn
(To the wolf)
"The most precious moments of life are on the edge of death."
Abu Al-Uthnayn pulls the man out, looks at him, then hugs him, while the wolf watches in amazement.
Abu Al-Uthnayn
(To the man)
"Thank God you’re safe.
"I know if I tell you I'm happier than you are, you won't believe me, but it doesn't matter. The important thing is that you survived."
He removes his shmagh from his shoulder as if taking off a shirt, kneels down, and ties it around the wounded, bleeding leg of the man. With two swift movements, he lifts him and throws him over his shoulder with pride, saying:
Abu Al-Uthnayn
(To the wolf)
"A hunter, a hunter... I’ve always been a hunter."
CUT TO

7/ Exterior. On the Road to the Village – Night
Abu Al-Uthnayn walks along the road, carrying the injured man on his shoulders, with the wolf walking beside him. Suddenly, Abu Al-Uthnayn stops and looks to his right and left. A shadow moves nearby, its nature unclear (it's the "Malsounah"). He then starts walking quickly, as if hiding something from someone he fears, and speaks to the injured man:
Abu Al-Uthnayn
(To the man)
"Don't worry, there's nothing to be afraid of. It's just the 'Malsounah.' Let's hope we stay hidden and don't trigger her curiosity."

CUT TO

8/ Interior. House – Night
Abu Al-Uthnayn arrives at the house, lays the injured man down on the couch, and begins treating his wounds.
Abu Al-Uthnayn
(To the man)
"You'll heal, trust me. Whether by force or with care."


CUT TO

9/ Interior. House – Daytime
Abu Al-Uthnayn wakes up on the couch. The wolf is still asleep, as is the injured man. Abu Al-Uthnayn leaves them and walks over to the window, gazing out with a smile and a small tear rolling down his cheek, lost in a moment of silence and contemplation. The sunlight gradually grows brighter until the sun is fully visible through the window. The wolf wakes up and comes over to him. Abu Al-Uthnayn then turns towards the injured man on the bed, bringing him maqshoush (a traditional Hail sweet), offering it to him as he wakes him up.
Abu Al-Uthnayn
(To the man)
"Get up, my friend, get up. The sun is up, and you're still sleeping."
He turns to the wolf and dances with him, saying:
Abu Al-Uthnayn
(To the wolf)
"Have you noticed? Have you noticed that the sun is extra bright today... smiling? The wind, unless I'm mistaken, is playing music—do you hear it? And the birds, they're not just chirping today, they're singing.
"Can you hear it, or is it just me?"
He stops dancing with the wolf, nudges the man gently, and says:


Abu Al-Uthnayn
(To the man)
"Come on, get up! We need to catch the market, there's no time.
"Can you walk, or should I carry you like yesterday?"
Well Man
(To Abu Al-Uthnayn)
"I need something... to lean on."
Abu Al-Uthnayn
(To the man)
"That's it... You didn't ask for anything. Sure, your request is a cane."
Abu Al-Uthnayn looks around, then heads to the right, takes a piece of wood from the door, and brings it back to the injured man.
Abu Al-Uthnayn
(To the man)
"I only have this piece of wood from the door. It’s useless now that the door’s open... take it, it’s time for it to be of some use." 
(Turning away, mumbling to himself)
 "I don’t know, is the stick long, or is he just...?!
"No, it must be that he's short."

CUT TO

10/ Exterior. Road to the Market – Daytime
Abu Al-Uthnayn walks, supporting the injured man, with the wolf walking beside them.
Abu Al-Uthnayn
(To the man)
"What do you think my new nickname will be once people hear the story?"
Well Man
(To Abu Al-Uthnayn)
"'The Savior,' no doubt about it!"
Abu Al-Uthnayn
(To the man)
"No, no, someone else got that nickname a few days ago."
Wolf
(Cheerfully)
"'The Noble One.'"
Abu Al-Uthnayn
(To the man)
"Nice."
Well Man
(To Abu Al-Uthnayn)
"'The Strong Rope.'"
Abu Al-Uthnayn
(To the man)
"Good idea."
Wolf
(Cheerfully)
"'The Right Hand.'"
Abu Al-Uthnayn
(To the man)
"It doesn’t matter; any name is better than that cursed one."

CUT TO
11/ Exterior. Market – Daytime
Abu Al-Uthnayn arrives at the market with the wolf and the injured man, amidst the cheering and welcoming shouts of the people. He hears the different nicknames being called, and with each one, he seems to rise a little from the ground, as if growing taller with every cheer.
People
(Cheering)
"The Noble One!"
"The Brave!"
"The Right Hand!"
"The Strong Arm!"
"The Hero!"
Abu Al-Uthnayn turns towards another direction, facing the name-giver. He drops to his knees in front of a chair in the middle of the market, whispering without opening his mouth, as if pleading.

Abu Al-Uthnayn
(To the name-giver, in a whisper without speaking aloud)
"Please, say it. Just say it. One word from you can make me forget everything that's gone before. Say it, let no one else speak but you. Say it."
Suddenly, silence falls as Abu Al-Uthnayn waits for the name-giver to speak. He lowers his head to the ground, appearing as if he's lost hope. At that moment, he suddenly turns in another direction, speaking quietly to himself as the Malsounah approaches from the opposite side.
He quickly heads toward the Malsounah, wraps his shmagh around himself, covering his face. The Malsounah stands before the gathered crowd.
Malsounah
(To the crowd, Abu Al-Uthnayn, and the name-giver)
"You are truly a worthy man. How did you hear the wolf's cry from afar and help him, and then hear the injured man from the depths of the well, while we, who live closer, heard nothing?!"
The name-giver stands, adjusts his agal, and quiets the crowd.
Name-giver
(Standing, in a wise tone)
"No udder split, no milk spilled... whether we agree or disagree, it doesn't matter. It’s true, they once called you Abu Al-Uthnayn to belittle you, and you used to be ashamed of that name. But now, these ears saved a fierce animal, turning it into your loyal guardian, and saved a man from certain death. You have every right, from this moment on, to be proud of them, never ashamed.
"From this moment, with all due pride, you are:
'Abu Al-Uthnayn.'"
Abu Al-Uthnayn, stunned, doesn’t know what to say. The scene pulls him away from everyone, focusing on him alone.
Abu Al-Uthnayn
"My heart beats... and the block of ice in my chest has started to melt..."
The scene shifts back, showing him among the crowd.
Abu Al-Uthnayn
"Yes, that’s me. This is me. Yes, I am... Abu Al-Uthnayn."
He is lifted onto shoulders, with the wolf and the injured man smiling happily at what has happened. The name-giver and the Malsounah stand among the crowd, while an owl perches on a tree, signaling the end of the story.

CUT TO
END
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