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20 EXT. IRMÃO DECK - DAY 

Day 3 of the journey and bored Bill is gazing off the deck 
of the river boat Irmão which is chugging slowly down the 
river through the jungle. A steady rain is falling but since 
there is no wind, Bill stays dry under the deck overhang. 

BILL (V.O.) 
It was still only October but the 
rainy season was apparently getting 
an early start. It hadn't stopped 
since we left Iquitos. 

 
A couple other passengers play dominoes.  Bill gingerly lights 
a cigarette, using the special lighter. Just then a large 
fish jumps out of the river grabbing a passing bird in its 
mouth. 

 

DOMINO PLAYER 
Hey did you see that? 

BILL 
That was huge. 

DOMINO PLAYER 
Pirarucu. 

BILL 
A what? 

DOMINO PLAYER 
Pirarucu. They can grow to three 
meters. 

 

 
Wow! 

BILL 
 

DOMINO PLAYER 
Prehistoric. They breath air. 

BILL 
Really? 

DOMINO PLAYER 
They need to surface every ten, 
fifteen minutes to breath. The locals 
know that so they're ready with their 
spears. 

 

BILL 
Spears? I wouldn't go up against 
that thing with anything less than a 
bazooka! 
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The domino players have a good laugh and settle back into 
their game. Bill continues his gazing. After a few moments 
a door opens a little ways down the deck and a sinister 
looking, large BEARDED MAN, 30s, pokes his head out, looks 
up and down and ducks back in. A second later the Bearded 
Man re-emerges and strolls down the deck away from Bill and 
takes up position leaning over the railing. A few seconds 
after that, ZARIN himself, 40s, calmly emerges and gazes out 
over the water. He looks over at Bill, who pretends not to 
notice, and walks over, pulling out a pack of cigarettes as 
Bill nervously shifts. 

ZARIN 
Excuse me, I seem to have forgotten 
my lighter. May I trouble you? 

BILL 
Sure, no problem. 

Bill pulls out a pack of matches but nervously fumbles and 
into the water it goes. 

ZARIN 
Uh-oh. 

BILL 
That's OK, I think I have a lighter. 

He reluctantly pulls out the Boca lighter and fires it up. 

ZARIN 
Thanks. Hey, I recognize those 
colors. Boca Juniors, no? 

BILL 
Yes. My home town. 

ZARIN 
May see it? 

Bill hesitates. 

ZARIN 
(smiling) 

I assure you, I won't repeat your 
mishap. 

Bill gingerly hands it to him. 

ZARIN 
Nice, real nice. 

Zarin sees Bill's concern and feigns dropping it, making 
Bill thrust his hands out to catch it. Zarin laughs loud 
and hands it back to Bill, patting him on the shoulder. 
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ZARIN 
I'm sorry, I couldn't resist a little 
joke. A weakness of mine. 

(offers his hand) 
René Palacio. 

 
Bill shakes his hand while securing his lighter back in his 
pocket. 

 

BILL 
Bill Sanchez. 

ZARIN 
Bill? That's an unusual name for a 
Porteño. 

 

BILL 
Guillermo actually. But my mother 
was English so I was always Bill. 

ZARIN 
I see. 

BILL 
And where do you hail from if I might 
ask? 

 

ZARIN 
Spain. Madrid. I'm a writer for El 
País. 

 

BILL 
I know that paper. I believe there's 
a local edition in Buenos Aires. 

ZARIN 
Why yes, there is. I'm doing a story 
on life in the Amazon basin. The 
sad thing is, I don't do too well on 
boats so I usually stay in my cabin. 
Feeling a little better today, though. 

ZARIN 
You don't do well on boats and they 
assigned you to an Amazon story? 

Zarin looks a little suspicious but then smiles slightly. 

ZARIN 
Well, I'm the best. 

(puffs cigarette) 
And what's your story? 
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BILL 
Nothing that exotic. I'm a chef in 
B.A. but I make time to help out on 
ecotours out of Iquitos. 

ZARIN 
Aaah, riding the fat-cat Westerners 
around in the jungle. I hear there's 
good money in that. 

BILL 
I'm not in it for the money. I 
actually have this sentimental hope 
that this jungle might outlast us 
humans so I want to see what I can 
to help. 

 

ZARIN 
Indeed. So why are you on this boat? 

BILL 
I'm going to visit my sister in 
Manaus. 

 

ZARIN 
That's a long trip. Why not just 
fly? 

 

BILL 
Hate flying. 

ZARIN 
Good reason. Planes are to you as 
boats are to me. 

A few beats pass. Zarin waxes sentimental. 

ZARIN 
Must be nice to have a sister. 

BILL 
Yes, she's a good person. Do you 
have any siblings? 

ZARIN 
Not any more. I had a brother but 
he died. 

 

 
I'm sorry. 

Iraq. 

BILL 

ZARIN 
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BILL 
Recently? 

ZARIN 
No, in 91. Spain only sent a few 
hundred engineers. My brother was 
an engineer. Brilliant. Not a 
soldier. Nevertheless, they were 
still in the field and he took some 
Iraqi shrapnel from an RPG. Killed 
him instantly. 

 
They both stare in silence into the jungle through the pouring 
rain. The rain suddenly comes down very heavily. 

BILL 
I also had a brother who was killed. 

ZARIN 
Really? In combat? 

BILL 
No, he was mugged in New York City. 
By some junkie who figured his next 
fix was worth more than a human life. 

ZARIN 
That's a shame. Did they ever catch 
him? 

Bill shakes his head. 
 

BILL 
Yeah, I mean, no. The thing is this. 
When he was alive we never really 
got along. You know, sibling rivalry. 
Mainly me, being hard headed. Now I 
regret we never got to know each 
other. 

Zarin looks thoughtful. 

ZARIN 
Well, don't torture yourself over 
what might have been, my friend. 
With me, my brother and I were 
inseparable growing up. When I heard 
he died I mourned for weeks. Then I 
found out, quite by accident, that 
he had been sleeping with my wife 
for a year before getting shipped 
out to Iraq. After that I was happy 
he was gone. 

A few beats. 
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BILL 
And your wife? 

ZARIN 
Dead. 

Bill slowly nods his head looking out into the jungle, 
deciding it's best not to pursue this conversation further. 
The rain starts to slow. Zarin looks up at the sky. 

ZARIN 
Maybe we'll get a break after three 
days. 

 

 
Yeah. 

BILL 

 

Zarin shakes Bill's hand. 

ZARIN 
Well, it was nice chatting with you. 

BILL 
Likewise. 

ZARIN 
Now, if you'll excuse me, I need to 
catch cup on my writing. If I don't 
see you again, enjoy your visit in 
Manaus. 

 

BILL 
Have a safe trip. And good luck 
with your story. I will be traveling 
on. 

 
Zarin winks at Bill and walks back through the door, followed 
by the Bearded Man who nods at Bill as in thanks. Bill sits 
down to watch the dominoes players. 

BILL (V.O.) 
 

21 EXT. DOCKS, MANAUS - MORNING 

The rising sun glows red through the early morning haze 
hanging over the flat river. Passengers are disembarking 
from the Irmão while stevedores unload cargo. Bill walks 
across the gangplank carrying his suitcase. He nervously 
looks back over his shoulder at the boat and reaches into 
his pocket for his lighter, readying himself for what he has 
to do. 

 
He rounds the corner of a stack of crates and finds himself 
right behind Zarin heatedly speaking to the Bearded Man, in 
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Farsi. The Bearded Man notices Bill, nods in his direction, 
prompting Zarin to turn around, his scowl transforming into 
a phony smile, knowing he's let his guard down. 

ZARIN 
Good morning my friend. So good to 
see you. 

Bill slips the lighter back into his pocket. 

BILL 
Hello. I thought you were traveling 
on. 

 

ZARIN 
Yes, we are, but the boat won't be 
leaving for a few hours so we thought 
we'd get on to terra firma and get a 
decent breakfast. Would you care to 
join us? 

 

BILL 
Thank you but I really must be going. 

ZARIN 
Oh, but I insist. Please? Surely 
you can indulge in breakfast...on 
me? 

 
Zarin puts his arm around Bill, making him a little 
uncomfortable. 

 

BILL 
Well, I suppose there's no big rush. 

ZARIN 
That's the spirit. 

The three start to stroll away from the docks when Zarin 
suddenly reaches into his jacket vest pocket, looking 
perturbed. Bill defensively steps back, expecting the worst. 
Zarin pretends not to notice this, though he does. 

ZARIN 
Damn! I seem to have forgotten my 
wallet. Let me run back to the cabin. 
I'll just be a minute. 

He turns to go but the Bearded Man grabs his shoulder. 

BEARDED MAN 
I'll get it. I forgot my smokes 
anyway. 
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ZARIN 
Thanks. It should be on the dresser. 

The Bearded Man walks off. Meanwhile, Zarin unslings his 
camera. 

 

ZARIN 
What kind of photographer would I be 
if I passed up this beautiful scene? 
Do you mind? 

BILL 
No, please, snap away. 

Zarin takes a quick picture of Bill, catching him off guard. 

ZARIN 
(smiling) 

So I don't forget my Porteño friend. 

Zarin walks back towards the water's edge and starts taking 
pictures. 


