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A couple of drags calms him down. He stares out the window at the 
deserted street below. 
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6 INT. BEDROOM, BUENOS AIRES - NIGHT 

SUPERIMPOSE: Buenos Aires, Argentina - 2008 

A streetlight shines intermittently through the POURING RAIN 
into a dark room, curtains fluttering in the breeze of a 
oscillating fan, exposing a sleeping man. Sweat covered 
BILL RAMIREZ (Guillermo), now 52, tosses and turns restlessly. 
Beside him, a woman in negligee, PILAR, late 30s, slumbers, 
unaware of the turmoil building next to her. 

BILL (V.O.) 
I'd been in B.A. for over a year 
when the voices started. Always 
very faint and always in the dead of 
night when no other noises would 
interfere. At first I couldn't make 
out what they were saying but over 
time I began to understand that what 
they had to say was not good. Not 
good at all. 

 
As Bill begins to moan, the barely audible but 
indistinguishable sound of urgent whispering voices is heard, 
volume ebbing and flowing. 

BILL (V.O.) 
They would invade my sleep, turning 
my dreams into nightmares. Only 
when I woke up, the nightmare 
continued. 

 
Bill sits up, holding his head in his hands. As the voices 
get louder he turns, leaning over the edge of the bed. Pilar 
awakens and sits up, rubbing Bill's back. 

PILAR 
What's the matter? Not again? 

The voices get very loud for an instant and then disappear. 
Bill's face is covered in sweat as he stands, reaching for a 
pack of cigarettes. 

 

PILAR 
Will you look at yourself. Why do 
you get so worked up? 

 
As he lights up, the flame reveals that he has a dartboard 
tattoo on the left side of his neck. A couple of drags calms 
him down. He stares out the window at the deserted street 
below. 

 

BILL 
It was them...again. 
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PILAR 
Oh, don't start with that...again. 
Why don't you come back to bed? I 
have to work tomorrow. 

BILL 
In a minute. 

Pilar rolls over, drifting back to sleep. 

PILAR 
What's happened to you? You used to 
be so laid back. Now you just get 
upset all the time. 

 
Bill watches a drunk stumbling up the sidewalk. A couple of 
teenage boys knock the drunk down and steal his wallet. The 
drunk gives a token yell but then passes out on a stoop as 
the rain gets heavier. 

BILL (V.O.) 
I'm sure that boracho would have one 
helluva headache the next day but 
then at least he could get on with 
his life. For me, it just never 
ended. 

 

7 INT. HECTOR'S RESTAURANT, BUENOS AIRES - NIGHT 

Bill is head chef at Hector's, a touristy restaurant in the 
La Boca section of Buenos Aires. As purposeful chaos reigns 
around him, in total SILENCE, Bill, in chef's jacket, gingerly 
puts the final decorative touch on a meal. He looks up at a 
young female ASSISTANT CHEF, 20s, watching anxiously, 
transforming his somber expression into a friendly smile. 
As the assistant chef smiles back, relieved, the LOUD bedlam 
of the busy kitchen breaks out. 

BILL 
There. You see, you just need to 
filter out all the surrounding 
madness, put yourself in the zone 
and focus. Then it's a piece of 
pie. 

 

 
Cake. 

Huh? 

ASSISTANT CHEF 

BILL 

ASSISTANT CHEF 
It's a piece of cake. 
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BILL 
You like cake, I like pie. Now off 
with you. Don't let it get cold! 

 
As the assistant chef rushes the masterpiece to a patient 
waiter, Bill meanders about the kitchen, barking out orders 
to various workers. 

 

BILL 
Eltidia, please keep stirring the 
sauce or it will coagulate! 

(to another) 
Wipe up that mess! We're not in the 
business of breeding salmonella. 

 
Bill pauses, taking stock of the situation and, satisfied 
that things appear under control, ducks into a back stock 
room. Glancing back over his shoulder, he reaches behind a 
pile of boxes, pulls out a bottle of wine and pours himself 
a taste. Just as he's finishing off the last swallow, a man 
in a suit wanders in, HECTOR, 60s, the owner. He is looking 
for something in a desk and doesn't notice Bill at first, 
buying him time to hide the evidence, but not before spilling 
a few drops of wine on his jacket lapel. 

HECTOR 
(surprised) 

Bill, I didn't expect to see you 
back here. 

 

BILL 
Sorry, we ran out of stock so I had 
to grab some. 

Hector eyes the stain and frowns. 

HECTOR 
I see. Did you find it? 

Bill smiles nervously and grabs a box. 

BILL 
Yes, why? 

HECTOR 
You know what I'm talking about. I 
just don't want a repeat of what 
happened a few months ago. You're a 
great chef and I wouldn't want to 
lose you so try to take it easy. Do 
I make myself clear? 

BILL 
As clear as an unmuddied lake, Hector. 
You can rely on me, sir. 
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Wise ass. 

HECTOR 

 

As Hector leaves the room, Bill gathers some cartons. The 
second Hector's gone he looks at his watch, pulls out a bottle 
of prescription pills, pops a couple in his mouth and washes 
them down with more wine. 

BILL (V.O.) 
One thing was clear, I was on notice. 
Hector was a good guy but strict. 
However, the job was pretty good and 
I wanted to keep it so I vowed to be 
more careful moving forward. At 
least as careful as my mind would 
allow. 

 
A faded print hanging on the wall of Jose de San Martin 
catches Bill's eye, putting him into a trance as he fixates 
on the gaudy epaulets. After a few beats a crash is heard 
from the kitchen, snapping him out of it. He picks up his 
cartons and leaves the room. 

BILL (O.S.) 
What now? 


