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INT. OMAN INTERNATIONAL AIRPORT CUSTOMS OFFICE - DAY

A tired Max Barnes, 19, slumps in a chair outside a 
nondescript office.  

A robed woman strides past.  She carries a small boy, asleep 
in her arms. Another boy, older, tear-stained, trails behind.  

She turns and grabs the boy’s shirt.  Roughly pulls him 
toward her and points to the exit.

Max barely registers their presence.

OFFICER (O.S.)
Mister Bar Nes.

Max looks around.

OFFICER (O.S.) (CONT’D)
America Bar Nes!

Max gets up.  An official in his office points to a chair.

His backpack’s open on the desk.  His passport too, and a 
copy of Penthouse.  

The customs officer coldly studies the computer screen. 

OFFICER (CONT’D)
How is it do you know Mister 
Mohammed Sadoon?

MAX
I don’t. He was my father’s boss.

OFFICER
Why father’s boss?  Why not meeting 
father?

Max says nothing.  The customs officer suspicious.  

Max looks so unsure now.  So young.  His eyes are fixed, 
focused on the wall past the officer.  

OFFICER (CONT’D)
Very bad material. 

A hard tap on Penthouse.  He glares at Max.

Max shrugs.



OFFICER (CONT’D)
I suggest you say.  Or I phone 
American Embassy and they send you 
back Chicago.

He fingers Max’s passport, then reaches for the phone.

A second officer appears.  

With him is MOHAMMED SADOON, 55.  MOMO.  A handsome man in a 
flowing white dishdasha.  The red braid around his turban is 
stamped Gucci Gucci Gucci.

The officer stands quickly.

Momo sweeps past the officer and approaches Max.  

MOMO
Stand.  Stand up!

Max rises.  Anxious.

The man wraps his arms around Max.

MOMO (CONT’D)
Welcome, my son.  Allah be praised.  
Momo. I am Momo!

The officer pushes Penthouse to one side.  Slides the 
passport back to Max.

EXT. OMAN INTERNATIONAL AIRPORT - DAY

Momo has a protective arm around Max’s shoulder.  He steers 
Max towards his gleaming silver Mercedes.

Max squints to adjust to the bright light, to a sky so blue 
it’s white. 

MOMO
It is fitting that you have come.  
Such a surprise for NuTech!

MAX
You saved my ass, Mister Sadoon.

MOMO
Please.  Your language.

MAX
Oh, shit. Sorry.

Momo’s eyes widen.
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MOMO
Quick stop at office.  Then to your 
hotel.

MAX
My dad’s office?  

MOMO
You look much like your father.  
People say this all the time, yes?

MAX
Not recently, no.

He climbs into the car. 

INT. NUTECH CONSTRUCTION COMPANY - DAY

Momo and Max step inside the gleaming lobby, with its massive 
chandelier and long marble reception desk.  

Arabic and English letters for ‘NUTECH’ are etched in gold on 
the walls.  A huge photo of a mosque hangs beside another of 
a gleaming, strut-ironed oil derrick.

The biggest photo looks like a white-tented city. Dozens of 
colored flags along its peaks.     

MOMO
Our stadium!  

Max tries to absorb it: his father designed this.

RASHID SADOON, 60, imperious and impatient, enters the 
building, flanked by two assistants.  

RASHID
Momo.

Momo snaps to attention.  Puts his arm around Max’s shoulder.

MOMO
This is my brother, Mister Rashid 
Sadoon.  Chief finance.  We build 
stadium for Sheik Amir al Tabani.  

Rashid nods.  

RASHID
(Arabic with subtitles)

Another intern? 

The exchange continues in English.
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MOMO
This is son of Phillip Barnes.  

RASHID
Our famous Mister Barnes.

MOMO
Max will come to opening ceremony.  
We present him.

Rashid gives the boy a long hard look.

RASHID
How sorry I am about your father.

INT. CORRIDOR OUTSIDE EMPTY OFFICE - DAY

Max follows Momo slowly.  Employees exchange glances.

Momo opens an office door with a sweeping view of Muscat. 

INT. NUTECH OFFICE - DAY

A modern desk, clean save for scale models of the stadium.  
In wood, metal and plastic, they are beautiful, futuristic.

A Mies van der Rohe Pavilion chair in the corner.

MOMO
Difficulty to find someone for fill 
his shoes. That how you say?

Max says nothing.  Hovers in the doorway.

MOMO (CONT’D)
You may go in.  Go.

An employee signals for Momo’s attention.

MOMO (CONT’D)
Please excuse, Max.  Arrangings for 
stadium ceremony.

Employees watch as Max stands at the door.  

He does not enter his father’s office.

INT. MOMO’S MERCEDES - DAY

Max stares vacantly out the window as Momo drives away from 
the center of Muscat.
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Traffic lightens.  Palm trees outnumber modern office 
buildings.

Max rolls down the window.  Feels the hot wind on his face.

Sees a huge structure glimmering in the distance.  

MAX
Holy shit!  Is that it?  

Momo grimaces.  Then nods vigorously.  The gleaming white 
stadium is planted in the sand like a mirage, a UFO on 
steroids. 

Max stares in disbelief.

MAX (CONT’D)
It’s awesome.  

EXT. NAD AL MAQBA STADIUM - DAY

Max walks ahead, away from Momo and toward the entrance.

The mesh-like roof swoops like two huge, delicate wings of a 
butterfly.  Stables on one side, and a souk to the other 
before opening out to a central track.

EXT. STADIUM SOUK - DAY

Momo walks through the new market stalls.  Max scurries to 
keep up with him.  Men bow slightly as Momo passes.      

The noisy market is filled with merchants.  They arrange 
their camel supplies on new metal tables: woven saddle 
blankets, braided whips, vats of dates and grain.  

Supply trucks move in and out.  Indian workers are 
everywhere.  They run cable across the ground, erect ladders, 
carry chairs and large boxes.  

Entranced, disoriented, jet-lagged, Max has a hard time 
staying out of anyone’s way.

He looks through the central corridor to the stands, and a 
huge green area beyond.

Momo guides him through to the track. Two banks of newly 
built stands are divided by a high commentary box.  

It’s state-of-the-art. No expense spared.  Large flat screens 
and microphones line the massive glass window.
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Across the track, Max can just make out a group of camels as 
they gallop across the sand.  

Racers sit behind their humps.  Low, leaning forward.  

A Land Rover stays parallel, then speeds beyond the camels.  

MAX
What’s the car doing?

MOMO
Trainers stay close.  

Momo taps his ear.

MOMO (CONT’D)
Orders by radio.

Max is intrigued.  Walks closer.

MOMO (CONT’D)
You see race on opening day.

EXT. BEHIND STALLS - DAY

A truck pulls up.  It hauls a trailer without windows.   

AHMED, 40, heaves himself down from the driver’s seat.  He’s 
an overweight camel trainer who moves slowly.  But talks very 
fast.  

He unlocks the trailer’s back panel.  

Ten sweaty young boys spill out.  Scatter in all directions.  

Some run toward Max.  Then dodge down side corridors through 
the stalls.

MAX
What are they doing here?

MOMO
Jockeys race our camels.  Very 
fast!

Momo approaches Ahmed.

MOMO (CONT’D)
(Arabic with subtitles)

How is Bright Star?

AHMED
Better.  
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Momo follows Ahmed.

Max wanders down the aisles between gleaming new stalls.  
Absorbed by so many new sights and sounds.  

A boy brushes a camel.  He can’t be more than 8.  A much 
younger boy struggles with a heavy bucket of grain.  

These are the boys whisked through security at the airport. 

The younger boy drops his bucket. 

He scoops up the grain.  Puts some into his mouth.  

The older boy yells.  His hand is in the younger’s mouth.  

But it’s too late. He swallowed the grain.

Max is confused.

MOMO (O.S.)
Come to see.  Max!

Max follows the sound of Momo’s voice through the labyrinth 
of stalls.  We hear water, other voices in Arabic.  

Max turns at a corner stall and sees... 

a one-humped camel.   Up to its neck in a small pool.  

Ahmed gently tugs the reins on its bridle. 

Max is now totally confused.

MOMO (CONT’D)
My brother’s fastest camel.  Bright 
Star. 

MAX
OK... 

MOMO
Special exercise to help legs.

Ahmed looks anxiously past Max.  Then relaxes.

It’s Rashid.  All smiles.  With a camel cradled in his arms.  
It’s pure white, with a tight curly coat.  

And it’s the size of a Great Dane. 

RASHID
Baby camel.
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Astonished, delighted, Max pets the creature.

MAX
But how old is it?

RASHID
Four days old.  And when she is 
year old, learns to race.

Ahmed gently pulls Bright Star from the water pool.  

Rashid hands the calf over to a veterinary assistant.    

Then he turns to Ahmed.  Any softness gone. 

The exchange is in Arabic with subtitles.

RASHID (CONT’D)
Their price?

AHMED
Three hundred thousand rial.     
If Bright Star wins.

RASHID
You have arranged that?

AHMED
Yazeed.  I’ve never had a jockey 
this good.

MOMO
Allah willing, your jockey will 
ride like the Sharki wind across 
the sands.

Rashid turns and gives his brother a thin-lipped smile.

Ahmed claps his hands, hard and loud.  Startles Momo.

AHMED
Now.  Quick. Don’t keep our tailor 
waiting. 

The boys return at full speed.  

They jump up and down as SALMAN, 38, approaches.  He is 
bearded and turbanned, a calm man with kind eyes.  

A cloth measuring tape hangs around his neck.  Long strips of 
brilliantly colored silk draped over his arm.

Max takes out his digital camera.  Steps near to the boys.  
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YAZEED, 10, bends and swivels, pretends to take photos of Max 
instead.  Moves his index finger up and down, makes a 
clicking noise again and again.  

Max lowers his camera to smile at the boy.  

Rashid scowls. 

MOMO  
I take you to hotel.            
You look very tired.
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