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ONSCREEN TEXT:

For we know that the whole creation groaneth and travaileth
in pain together until now. Romans 8:22.

INT. SWAMP HIDEOUT - EVENING

What?

Are?

We?

Looking? 

At?

We’re submerged in water.

Is it water?

It looks pure at first.

Then it gets darker.

We’re mystified. Appalled.

We’ve never seen something like this before.

We’re looking at an immense MONSTER. 

Many MONSTERS. 

Different ones.

We’ve never seen such monsters.

They’re totally strange. Bizarre. Scary. Indescribable.

Apart from their looks, they don’t seem militant.

But then it looks as if they’d change their minds.

And get dangerous. Mean.

Just about to attack each other.

There are more and more of them.

An ocean of MONSTERS.

They get tinier and tinier. 



Darker and darker.

Mingle.

Disappear.

We leave the MICROCOSMOS behind.

Leave a CELL.

Look at many cells.

An ocean of cells.

Getting tinier.

And tinier.

Watch circulating blood.

Like a river.

But the river stops flowing.

Gets dark.

Look at circulating bloodstreams and blood vessels.

Like more rivers.

But they stop flowing as well.

Also get dark.

There are EGGS.

Many eggs.

Some of them seem to be about to open.

Some of them do.

MAGGOTS come out of them.

Start to move.

To feed.

We leave the decomposing body of the ONE-EYED MAN through a 
bullet wound.

There are more MAGGOTS.

There are FLIES on the body.
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FLIES in the air.

We drift away from the body which is in an early state of 
decay. 

It features two bullet wounds next to where the heart is.

He’s got a hole for an eye.

Apart from those three wounds there’s no other sign of 
violence done to the body prior to death. 

We drift further away.

The body of the One-Eyed Man lies at the corner of what 
appears to be a a room made of brushwood. Some kind of 
hideout.

The ground is treated down soil.

Drifting further away we see animal corpses in different 
phases of decay, animal bones, and maybe human bones.

Lying around.

Piled up. 

But our One-Eyed Man’s place is special, almost clean, 
compared to his surroundings.

A FLY slips into our field of vision.

We follow it to the One-Eyed Man’s hole for an eye.

We are the fly. 

We enter the One-Eyed-Man’s eye hole.

FADE TO BLACK.

FADE IN:

EXT. SWAMP - NIGHT

We follow a RED ANT. 

Other RED ANTS join her.

There are more and more of them.

They attack an ASIAN LADYBEETLE.

She defends herself heroically.
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Succeeds in detaching herself.

Flies away.

Only to get stuck in a spider’s web.

The spider is a RYUTHELA SECUNDARIA. 

She approaches.

Starts weaving around the Asian ladybeetle.

A young WILD BOAR breaks through the web.

Scrunches the ryuthela secundaria.

The Asian ladybeetle’s alive. 

Almost free.

Succeeds in breaking out from the web. 

Flies away.

Follows the wild boar.

For a while.

The wild boar moves through brackish water.

Pauses.

Notices that something’s wrong.

Doesn’t know what.

We’re beginning to see something in the swamp, beneath its 
surface.

It’s big. Very big.

The wild boar is petrified.

There’s a sudden movement.

The brackish water lashes. 

We attack the wild boar. Even if we don’t know what we are.

The wild boar gets submerged.

Struggles for his life.

But there are teeth around his neck. They don’t let go.
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There’s no escape.

We move through the swamp.

Then through thick branched undergrowth.

Follow a path through it.

Leave the brackish water behind.

Enter treated down soil.

Go on following the sinuous path.

On and off it resembles a tunnel.

Some kind of labyrinth. 

INT. SWAMP HIDEOUT - LATER

We enter the hideout. 

Look at the One-Eyed Man for a moment.

The corpse of the wild boar lands on a pile of corpses.

It’s as if through his dead eyes we’d see our CROCODILE.

He starts feeding on the wild boar. 

He’s about 5,2 m (17 ft) long. About 60 years old. 

Looks like a dragon in his eerie kingdom. Only that in place 
of diamonds, gold and silver, there are bones and corpses. 
Bloody, more or less.

We don’t know if crocodiles build hideouts like this one, and 
we don’t care, for our crocodile certainly has done so. 

We look at him closer.

There’s a healed bullet wound in his left side.

His right shoulder blade has been deeply wounded in the past.

Then we have a look at his bad eye. It looks destroyed by a 
knife or something. A long time ago. White and red. Blind. 
Old. Ugly.

Just now it generates a tear.

Our crocodile stops feeding on the wild boar.
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Turns.

With his tail wipes away what remains of it. Quite a lot, 
actually.

He advances some feet to something we might call his sleeping 
place.

He sleeps in.

Opens his mouth.

Pants like a dog.

We watch him sleep like that.

Then we listen to something that sounds like an explosion 
taking place not too far away.

Our crocodile awakens abruptly.

He knows: 

SOMETHING BIG IS COMING! 

But doesn’t know what.

Doesn’t move. Is too perplexed.

TITLE:

CROCODEILOS, THE OLD ONE

EXT. SWAMP - MORNING

We watch a big wave consisting of brackish swamp water, soil, 
sand and undergrowth come our way.

While the BEGINNING TITLES run off. 

We are being dragged. Submerged. Rubbed against the ground. 
Whirled around.

We watch different ANIMALS in their life-or-death struggle.

Absorb more soil, sand and undergrowth.

FADE TO BLACK.

FADE IN:
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INT. SWAMP HIDEOUT - LATER

Our crocodile remains still. Waiting. Petrified.

Awakens of his apathy.

Turns around.

It’s almost too late.

An insane orchestra of brackish water, drifts, whips, whirls, 
swirls and dragging is forming. 

Our crocodile moves quickly.

Is about to step out of his hideout. And enter the path. When 
all hell breaks loose. 

More than entering the path he’s pushed and thrown into it.

It’s quite impossible what we’re seeing, but our crocodile 
seems always a step ahead of the wave of destruction that’s 
after him.

But we’ve seen it happen to action film heroes before. It’s 
the same thing here. 

Only difference: our hero’s a crocodile. 

Behind of our crocodile the One-Eyed Man comes into sight.

It seems as if he’d persecute our crocodile.

For a moment they happen to be side by side. 

Then the One-Eyed Man entangles himself in the undergrowth.

The pressure is such that our crocodile loses the path.

Breaks right through the undergrowth.

EXT. SWAMP - LATER

The orchestra, compounded by water, drifts, whips, whirls, 
swirls and dragging, plays the song of destruction. 

Our crocodile gets packed by the wave eventually.

Gets dragged. Submerged. Rubbed against the ground. Whirled 
around.

In a deadly flow.
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Struggling for his life.

A branch streaks his bad eye.

It segregates blood, tissue.

He leaves the undergrowth behind.

Keeps on struggling.

Seems to get the upper hand.

The wave spreads. Loses might. 

As does the orchestra.

Our crocodile is able to keep his head above the water now.

EXT. RIVER - LATER

The dark muddy water streams in the river’s light water.

The orchestra stops.

Gets relieved by water sounds. 

Water to water.

We watch our crocodile. As he lets himself drift. He isn’t 
struggling anymore.

We watch him between the dark and the light water. 

As if he couldn’t do anything against the drifting. As if 
he’d be powerless. Or as if he’d actually enjoy it. Or as if 
he’d just be dreaming.

We go on watching him. As he drifts off.

FADE TO BLACK.

FADE IN:

EXT. JUNGLE NEAR GRANGE - DAY

We follow a varicolored BUTTERFLY fluttering in the jungle.

Beneath her an army of RED ANTS is fighting against an army 
of BLACK ANTS.

It’s a vast battlefield.
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Unimpressed the butterfly goes on fluttering.

Leaves behind the piece of jungle soil were the war is taking 
place. 

It seems like an erratic flight. Through alternating light 
and shadows. 

There are people in the jungle now. Arguing.

We go on accompanying our butterfly.

Because of the erratic flight it takes a while to count the 
three men standing amongst the trees: The MAN, FRIEND 1 and 
FRIEND 2. All of them are quite tall and about thirty five 
years old. 

We listen to snippets of their conversation. 

It’s some ASIAN LANGUAGE they’re speaking. How good there are 
ENGLISH SUBTITLES that help us understand what they’re 
saying. 

FRIEND 1 (O.S.)
It’s many years they’ve coveted 
this land for what’s in it, beneath 
it. It was only a matter of time. 

We are the butterfly now. Don’t care for the men and their 
problems. But flutter around in their surroundings.

FRIEND 2
First the cocaine manufacturers. 
Then the swamp’s flooding. It’s a 
triangle. We’re next! 

FRIEND 1
Then all the land will be theirs! 
That’s been their plan all along!

FRIEND 2 (O.S.)
It makes perfect sense! We come 
last. For they think we’re not as 
tough! 

We come to rest on the man’s shoulder.

MAN (O.S.)
We’re their only obstacle now! 

FRIEND 2 (O.S.)
Maybe we should leave as well! Like 
the others did!
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Now we’re able to have a look at the man. With the butterfly 
still on his shoulder.

MAN
But it’s our land!

FRIEND 2 
We have to leave for the hiding 
place! Follow the others! To 
safety!

The butterfly leaves the man’s shoulder. Flies away.

MAN (O.S.)
No! My wife, yes! My children! But 
we? We know they’re coming! We’ll 
wait for them! We’ll fight! Now 
that we know!

We follow the butterfly.

Don’t hear them talk anymore. 

The butterfly wanders through the wood. Goes on fluttering 
her unsteady flight. 

Comes to a a clearing.

Far above there are HERONS flying.

EXT. RIVER - AFTERNOON

We are amongst flying HERONS.

Follow the flight of one of them.

She’s looking for something. Spots it.

Approaches the ground.

Takes a twig in her beak.

Flies to her nest in construction.

Applies the twig.

Flies away.

Spots another twig.

Lands near the river.

Flies away.
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Applies the twig to the nest.

Flies away again.

Spots some twigs in the river.

Approaches in flight.

Too late she notices the shadow under the twigs. 

Our crocodile emerges. Catches the heron.

The heron disappears in our crocodile’s mouth.

Our crocodile spins round in the water. Round and round.

He’s healthy. His body doesn’t feature a scar. His eyes are 
young.

We look at him closer.

Observe his teeth. Next to each full grown tooth, there’s a 
small replacement tooth and a stem cell in the dental lamina 
in standby that can be activated if required.

EXT. RIVER BANK - LATER

Swimming in the river he spots a FEMALE CROCODILE lying on 
the riverbank.

He looks at her.

She does as she wouldn’t notice.

He keeps on looking at her.

She turns around. Shows him her back.

He steps out of the water at a prudent distance.

Moves into the undergrowth.

Describes half a circle around her.

For a moment, can’t see her for the trees.

Orbits the trees.

Looks at the spot she was at.

But she’s gone.

He breaks through the bushes.
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Goes straight to where she was lying.

Looks around.

We watch her in the undergrowth.

She’s looking at him.

She moves.

Describes half a circle around him.

For a moment, can’t see him for the trees.

Orbits the trees.

He’s still on the spot, waiting.

She keeps on looking at him. Patiently. 

Finally he moves.

Approaches the water.

Takes a dive.

She steps out of the undergrowth.

Moves to her spot. Settles in.

Watches him looking around in the river.

Finally he sees her. Watches her.

He’s in love.

She turns around.

Shows him her back again. 

But what she sees is the RIVAL CROCODILE approaching.

He comes close. Takes place by her side.

She moves away some feet.

He advances the same amount of feet.

She moves away again.

More feet this time.

He starts to move again. Advances in her direction.
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Our crocodile kind of jumps him. Furiously. 

They fight. Writhe. Turn over. Punch each other. Bite. Roll 
over. And roll over.

Until it’s the rival crocodile who suddenly loses ground.

Falls some feet. Into the river.

The rival crocodile looks up.

Watches our crocodile and the female crocodile standing side 
by side.

Can’t stand the sight.

Turns around.

Drifts away.

We follow him.

Until he reaches a rocky riverbed.

Where he starts to swallow stones. A lot of them.

This can’t be normal. Right?

EXT. JUNGLE - EVENING

Different jungle impressions.

We look at different trees and plants.

We are the wind that plays with the leaves. Goes around the 
trees. 

We fly through the jungle.

Follow a leaf. The leaf leads us to a horde of ORANGUTANS. 
They’re traveling.

They have long, reddish-brown hair and grey-black skin.

They jump from one branch to another. From one tree to 
another.

The four long fingers of their hands are curved.

The four long toes of their feet are curved as well.

They grasp the branches with their hands and their feet. 
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The tallest, the biggest of them all, is a full-grown 
orangutan of about 30 years. His body is large and bulky. 
He’s about 136 cm (4 ft, 6 in) tall. Weights about 75 kg (165 
lbs). He’s the ORANGUTAN LEADER. 

Behind him we see a CHRYSOPELEA, a “flying snake”, gliding 
through the trees.

Have we seen correctly?

Yes, we have! But we’ll come back to the chrysopeleas, so 
I’ll describe them later.

EXT. RIVER REGION - LATER

The orangutans enter the river region. Move lengthwise the 
river. Keep on jumping from one branch to the next.

Some of the branches aren’t far from the water surface.

Beneath them there are five CROCODILES in the water. They 
don’t seem too dangerous. One of them is the rival crocodile.

The orangutans go on jumping.

Leave the crocodiles behind.

The orangutan leader jumps. Is between branches. Between 
trees. But can’t reach the next one.

Violently falls into the water.

Moves around struggling.

Hurt and full of fear he tries to orientate in an element he 
isn’t very familiar with: water.

Behind him the orangutans disappear in the covert. 

He tries to wade. His feet are too short, too bowed.

But he’s lucky enough to get hold on some river rocks 
reaching almost the river’s surface.

The water around him turns red.

He spins around.

His throat pouches allow him to make a loud call. He has 
large cheek flaps, made of fatty tissue, supported by the 
face’s musculature. 
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He tries to show his dominance. Spreads his strong arms. The 
arm span is of about 2 m (6.6 ft).

He’s annoyed. Sucks in air through pursed lips.

Our crocodile snaps at his left arm. 

But receives a blow from the orangutan leader’s right hand 
that makes him spin around.

The orangutan leader’s large head comes with a prominent 
mouth area. In order to intimidate our crocodile a series of 
low guttural noises known as “rolling call” come out of the 
orangutan leader’s mouth.

Our crocodile nudges him with his head.

But the orangutan leader strikes his head with both his 
hands. 

Our crocodile draws back a little. 

Very annoyed, the orangutan leader makes a kissing sound, 
known as the “kiss squeak”.

But our crocodile has only receded in order to be able to 
attack with more might. 

He attacks the ape frontally.

The orangutan leader falls backward. Splashes into the water. 
Immerges.

Our crocodile slips over the stones.

The orangutan leader emerges. Wants to wave his long arms. 
Succeeds to wave only one.

The other happens to be in our crocodile’s mouth.

The other crocodiles swarm in. Surround the orangutan leader.

Our crocodile holds the prey down. 

One crocodile goes for the orangutan leader’s thick neck. 
Another one for his other arm. Another one for one of his 
legs. Another one for his body.

The rival crocodile wants to participate. Tries to seize the 
orangutan leader’s other leg. But doesn’t succeed. 

Every time he intends to seize some part of the struggling 
orangutan leader’s body, everything moves violently. Hinders 
him from apply his teeth.
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Or another crocodile’s already there. Obstructing his 
approach.

Continually, he’s pushed back by the struggling bodies.

Some of the crocodiles rotate their bodies, doing the so-
called “death roll”, while they don’t let go of the orangutan 
leader. They rip him apart. 

Start swimming with their prey.

EXT. RIVER BANK - LATER

Step out of the water.

Bring their prey to the bank. Put it down.

Everybody has something to contribute. With the exception of 
the rival crocodile.

Our crocodile puts down the head of the orangutan leader and 
some of his chest.

We feel that he stands out. That he’s the leader.

And that the rival crocodile is the group’s outsider.

The female crocodiles approach. Start feeding.

The male crocodiles join.

The female crocodile approaches the prey our crocodile put 
down. Starts feeding.

Our crocodile is keen of her.

He’s so much bigger than she is. But well, he’s bigger than 
them all.

The rival crocodile approaches. Wants to join the female 
crocodile.

But our crocodile wants her to have an undisturbed dinner 
time. With a hissing sound that seems like a coughing noise 
he scares him off.

The rival crocodile approaches the next group of feeding 
crocodiles. But isn’t welcome there either.

Other hissing sounds that resemble coughing noises are heard.

He goes to another group.
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Again we hear the hissing sound.

But this time he is able to catch a bite.

He steps to the water.

Our crocodile watches him.

Then turns around.

Approaches the female crocodile.

Joins her in feeding.

EXT. RIVER BANK - LATER

Our crocodile swallows a stone. Swallows another one.

As does another crocodile.

As does the rival crocodile.

Our crocodile rests.

We have a look at his inside.

Food is being crushed by the stones. 

Our crocodile lays down on the hot sandy riverbank.

EXT. RIVER BANK - NIGHT

Our crocodile casts up his eyes. 

Nudges the female crocodile.

She opens her eyes. Follows him.

They step through the lying crocodiles.

As they walk through, they open their eyes. Start moving. 
Accompany them.

With the exception of the rival crocodile who opens his eyes, 
but doesn’t move.

Our crocodile steps into the water.

The others follow him.
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EXT. RIVER - LATER

With delay the rival crocodile follows as well. Steps into 
the water. But diverts.

The other crocodiles move to the middle of the river.

Disperse.

Start to swim in circles.

In order to trap fish.

FISH start swimming to the center surrounded by the 
crocodiles.

The crocodiles make the circle tighter.

Take turns snatching the fish.

Feed right there.

While the rival crocodile describes a long and lonely circle 
around the inner circle of crocodiles.

He tries to catch some fish.

Succeeds in catching a little one.

EXT. RIVER BANK - LATER

We look at the rival crocodile swallowing stones again. A lot 
of them.

No, this isn’t normal.

He doesn’t look good. Seems paler.

Must have some kind of condition.

And we’re right.

We have a look at his inside. Not only food is being crushed 
in there. Something of his guts is crushed too. Some internal 
organ is bleeding.

INT. CAVE - DAY

We’re looking at a birth site, a maternal den. It’s a 
sheltered location, some fusion of thicket, cave and rocky 
crevice. 
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We look at two tigers:

MOTHER TIGER and her TIGER SON, a lovely cub who looks as if 
he just came out of her mother’s belly.

He’s blind. Helpless. Cute. Weights 1,400 g (3.09 lbs).

Now mother tiger gives birth to her second cub, her TIGER 
DAUGHTER.

Who comes out weighting only about 680 g (1.50 lbs).

She’s also blind. Helpless. And cute. Even cuter than her 
brother.

EXT. RIVER - LATER

We follow our crocodile into the water. 

His streamlined body seems to get more streamlined when 
stepping into the water. 

He begins swimming. Tucks his feet to the side. Immediately 
gets faster by decreasing water resistance. Swims swiftly. 

His webbed feet allow him to make a fast turn, a sudden move 
in the water. 

He submerges. We see how his nostrils close. How his palatal 
flap, a rigid tissue at the back of his mouth, is blocking 
the entry of water.

He dives. Gets faster.

Leaves behind some FISH.

Doesn't care for them. 

Gets real fast. 

We start to lose sight of everything that isn't our 
crocodile.

An orchestra of water, drifts, and currents, created by 
speed, is forming.

He's in a flow. 

The orchestra now plays the song of water, drifts, and 
currents.

He's in a tunnel. 
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And it’s wonderful.

But suddenly there’s another crocodile beside him.

It’s the female crocodile.

It’s as if the song of water, drifts, and currents would play 
with an additional tone or instrument now. A tone or 
instrument that was missing.

Everything's perfect. 

There's only he and she in the tunnel.

This could go on forever.

But they slow down.

And the tunnel disappears.

We start to see everything around the two crocodiles again.

The water orchestra stops playing. 

But the silence that compasses us is perfect as well. 

Our crocodile and the female crocodile begin to describe 
circles around one another. 

It's obvious for us that we’re watching an animal love story.

I/E. RIVER - LATER

The crocodile courtship we are witnessing consists of a 
variety of snout rubbings and submissive display that take 
quite a long time...

...on land...

...on water...

...and under the water...

...and on land again.

Actually it seems a new day has dawn when our crocodile and 
the female crocodile step into the water again.
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EXT. RIVER - THE NEXT DAY

They start mating in the water. Since they are animals we 
don't feel too ashamed of watching them. Especially since its 
portrayal is a decent one. 

We're diving around them while their mating resembles a 
dance.

It seems they’re alone in the world.

A wonderful place.

INT. CAVE - MORNING

Mother tiger nurses her two cubs.

The eyes of tiger son and tiger daughter are closed.

But now tiger son opens them.

For the first time ever.

His eyes are big. And beautiful. In wonder.

EXT. RIVER BANK - LATER

As our crocodile is watching her, the female crocodile is 
digging a nest. 

But it isn’t to her liking. 

So she moves on. Looks for another spot.

Starts digging another nest. 

But it’s another trial nest she abandons incomplete.

Our crocodile goes on watching her.

She abandons another trial nest.

And it seems as if our crocodile would shake his head.

She excavates. Goes on excavating.

Our crocodile comes a little closer. Watches her.

As she goes on excavating.

She’s content now. The nest is to her liking.
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EXT. RIVER - LATER

Our crocodile is in the water again.

He inflates as he raises his tail and head out of water.

Slowly waves his tail back and forth.

Then he puffs out his throat. And with a closed mouth, begins 
to vibrate air. He projects an infrasonic signal at about 10 
Hz through the water.

These low-frequency vibrations travel a great distance 
through both air and water.

The water vibrates the ground and nearby objects. 

The sand on the riverbank trembles slightly.

The leaves of the nearby trees tremble slightly.

The low-frequency vibrations are so powerful they result in 
the water appearing to dance.

We follow the dancing water.

Here and now the dancing water reaches other crocodiles.

One crocodile inflates as he raises his tail and head out of 
water. 

Another crocodile slowly waves his tail back and forth. Puffs 
out his throat.

Yet another crocodile, with a closed mouth, begins to vibrate 
air.

The water dances wilder.

Our crocodile starts bellowing.

We’re listening to a bellowing chorus that starts with one 
voice.

Another crocodile joins in the bellowing. And another. And 
another. 

The water dances wildly to the bellowing chorus.

EXT. RIVERSIDE - LATER

We follow the dancing water. It reaches a place where mother 
tiger is taking a bath. Keeping cool in the heat of the day.
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Her two cubs are with her.

They are about to enter the water for the first time ever.

They approach it.

Taste it with their feet. Noses. Mouths.

Tiger son enters.

Tiger daughter just looks.

Then tries to enter too.

More falls then steps into the water.

Jumps out of the water again. Rather quickly.

Tiger son follows her out of the water. And into a mist of 
MOSQUITOES.

Tiger son and tiger daughter move away as fast as they can. 
The mist of mosquitoes chases them.

They jump into the water.

The mist of mosquitoes floats over the water.

Keeps on floating.

EXT. RIVER BANK - NIGHT

There’s another mist of MOSQUITOES floating over the water.

We follow it to the bank. Approach a congregation of breeding 
crocodiles.

Watch the congregation. Come closer. Browse over them.

Observe that there are at least four completed and about 10 
to 15 unfinished trial nests on the bank. 

The female crocodile lays 15 to 20 eggs into the hole nest.

It’s a slow process. 

The eggs are hard shelled but translucent.

Our crocodile wants to approach the eggs. But she edges her 
body in. Very protective of her nest.

He gets it. Lies down by her side.
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She raises her head. Emits a hatching call.

Other female crocodiles join in the hatching call.

It alerts other crocodiles that they’re breeding and that 
they have laid eggs in their nests.

Our crocodile looks at the sky.

There are wonderful clouds. A lot of them.

Some leaves are flying by. Carried by the wind.

EXT. RIVER BANK - DAY

Again it’s a MICROCOSMOS we’re looking at.

There’s circulating blood. It’s natural red.

We start to see a network of small capillaries that allow 
blood to absorb heat. 

Leave one of the scales through one of the pores. 

Follow the dorsal surfaces with large osteoderms, the armored 
skin of our crocodile. 

Follow its scales. They’re thick and rugged. 

We kind of get the impression that it's a dragon we're 
looking at. 

We follow many teeth in an open mouth. Watch heat coming out 
of it.

A dozen of crocodiles are congregated in a river section, 
basking. 

But the best basking site of them all belongs to our 
crocodile. It’s located at the highest point of the bank.

Our crocodile overlooks it all. 

He's the largest and heaviest of all the crocodiles. At the 
top of hierarchy.

Together with the female crocodile.

Our crocodile looks at the sky.

Clouds are moving fast. Everything’s in motion. Everything’s 
perfect.
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Our crocodile closes his eyes.

FADE TO BLACK.

FADE IN:

EXT. RIVER BANK - LATER

Opens them again.

Lifts his head. Hasn’t he heard something?

Eyes, ears and nostrils are located on top of his head. It 
seems that all of them are working extra hard.

Our crocodile stretches his muscles.

His flat flaps (concealing his tympanic membranes) raise. 

He observes the wind.

The sand.

The trees in the distance.

Moving slightly in the breeze. 

He stands up.

Raises his body clear of the ground.

Starts to do the “high walk”.

Leaves the bank.

Enters the bushes.

EXT. JUNGLE - LATER

There’s movement in the bushes.

It’s mother tiger, tiger son and tiger daughter.

Our crocodile approaches.

Does the threat call, a hissing sound that sounds like a 
coughing noise.

Mother tiger bares her teeth. Flattens her ears. Her pupils 
enlarge. It’s her defense threat.

The tigers move on.
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But our crocodile follows them.

Mother tiger turns. Uses her hyoid apparatus in order to 
roar. The roaring comes forced through her open mouth as it 
progressively closes.

Tiger son opens his mouth and exposes his teeth. Makes the 
shorter, harsher “coughing” roar.

His little sister, tiger daughter, imitates him.

For a moment, we see the three of them roaring.

Then our crocodile turns rapidly. Starts to move away 
quickly.

The tigers turn again. Go on their way.

Our crocodile goes back the way he came from. As fast as he 
can.

It starts raining.

He moves quicker.

We are tempted to believe he does it out of fear. If we think 
so, we’ll think again in a minute.

EXT. RIVER BANK - LATER

We're following a SANDWORM in the sand.

The sand is warm.

The sandworm arrives at the place of the female crocodile’s 
eggs that are ready for hatching.

Within the eggs, the YOUNG start calling. They chirp. It’s a 
“peeping” noise.

They have an egg-tooth at the tip of their snouts, which is 
developed from the skin.

They start to try to pierce out of the shell.

Out there (above the sand) the sun’s still shining.

The female crocodile hears the calling. And feels encouraged 
to excavate her nest.

Moves a little to the side. Turns around.

Starts excavating. Exactly where she was lying.
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She gets to the eggs. Takes the unhatched eggs in her mouth. 
All of them.

Slowly rolls them there to help the process.

It starts raining here as well.

The crocodiles seem to be dreaming. 

Around them water drops explode on the sand.

We listen to the explosions.

The light sand gets darker. And darker.

Sudden gun shots are being heard.

HUMANS!

They’re everywhere!

In boats on the river. 

Behind the crocodiles.

It comes as a shock to us to see so many human beings all of 
a sudden.

It’s the first time we see the crocodiles afraid. 
Overwhelmed. 

The moments of indecisiveness are devastating. 

The gun shots decimate them. 

When the remaining crocodiles, hurt and unhurt, try to react, 
it’s already too late. 

It’s a bloodbath.

The boats land.

We watch jumping feet.

Follow them to land.

Move around on the bloody bank. 

See some of the faces.

Listen to more gun shots.

The men begin to work.
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Start skinning the dead animals.

Cutting their tanned hides.

Their crocodile armature.

It’s some ASIAN LANGUAGE they speak. We wouldn't understand a 
thing if it wouldn't be for the ENGLISH SUBTITLES.

CROC HUNTER 1 (O.S.)
Let’s cut their delicious meat, 
folks!

CROC HUNTER 2
Look for their eggs!

They bend.

Hands are digging. For eggs. Take out eggs. Put them in 
crocodile bags.

We hear another gun shot.

CROC HUNTER 3
This one was still moving! Not 
anymore!

CROC HUNTER 3 laughs.

CROC HUNTER 2 (O.S.)
I want their oil! Also!

CROC HUNTER 1
This one’s easy 1,600 pounds, man!

YOUNG CROC HUNTER (O.S.)
Is that normal? Hey, Hunter!

The YOUNG CROC HUNTER actually speaks in English. Only 
listening to his voice we already decide we don’t like him. 
It’s an arrogant voice. Of an exaggerated self-esteem. 

HUNTER (O.S.)
What?

HUNTER speaks in English too. 

Hunter and the young croc hunter are the only North Americans 
amongst the men.

Our attention turns to the young croc hunter. 

We first see quite a big bag made of crocodile leather put on 
the ground. There are crocodile eggs in it.
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Then we see shoes that are made of crocodile leather. Then a 
belt made of crocodile leather. Then a hat made of crocodile 
leather that covers the head of a sarcastically smiling young 
croc hunter who seems to be in his element. 

After the introduction of this superhero-like looking guy we 
think that he'll play a big role, but we're dead wrong. 

YOUNG CROC HUNTER
What’s that? Is that normal? 

We see Hunter from behind. He’s about 45 years old.

He’s busy cutting meat out of a dead crocodile.

He seems to know exactly what he’s doing.

Keeps quiet while the others are shouting around. Nervously 
snickering. Giving orders. Or receiving them. 

Hunter turns.

He looks like an old sea bear. A breaking wave, a breaking 
sea.

He shoulders his rifle.

A cautious guy.

Approaches the young croc hunter who’s standing before the 
last of the crocodiles: the female crocodile. 

The young croc hunter points at her.

YOUNG CROC HUNTER (CONT’D)
Look! This one’s got eggs in her 
mouth!

HUNTER
Watch out!

Hunter takes his rifle rapidly.

We approach from afar. We’re our crocodile. Come closer.

See what’s happening.

Stop abruptly. Watch.

Hunter aims.

The female crocodile moves. Quickly. But not quickly enough.

29.



Hunter shoots. Shoots again. Gives the female crocodile the 
coup de grâce.

HUNTER (CONT’D)
Haven’t you learned anything?

YOUNG CROC HUNTER
Shut up, man! Who are you?

The dead female crocodile’s mouth opens.

Many of the eggs are crushed.

Some fall out of her mouth. 

But only one of the eggs reaches the ground unharmed!

And starts rolling down the sand, slowly at first, toward the 
river

Hunter puts his rifle down. Too soon.

Suddenly our crocodile is there. Beside himself with rage. 

Seizes the young croc hunter. Who’s just unlucky to stand in 
the way.

Because our crocodile’s true goal is Hunter. 

Hunter’s eyes widen.

Big part of the young croc hunter’s belly region is being 
covered by our crocodile’s mouth. 

Our crocodile does kind of a one-time “death roll” in the 
air.

Doesn’t let go of the young croc hunter.

Impacts on the ground. 

The young croc hunter is already lifeless.

Hunter pulls out his knife as fast as he can.

It’s a big knife. A large one.

Our crocodile lets go of the lifeless body of the young croc
hunter. And seizes Hunter’s left arm.

Yet in the very same moment Hunter’s knife falls down on our 
crocodile.

Our crocodile seems to move on two feet for a moment.
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His eyes have vertical-slit shaped pupils, similar to 
domestic cats. 

The blade of the knife entering his eye covers this vertical 
line perfectly. 

The pain is so sudden and profound that our crocodile almost 
describes something like a back salto in the air.

The knife, still in Hunter’s hand, gets out of our 
crocodile’s eye. Without Hunter doing anything.

Since our crocodile doesn’t let go of Hunter’s arm and since 
Hunter is shying away as well, as best as he can, it all 
results in a terrible jerk. And Hunter losing his arm.

There’s screaming around from all sides.

Our crocodile spits out Hunter’s arm.

While Hunter falls to one side, our crocodile flees to the 
other.

Heads toward the water. 

In the meantime the egg has gone on rolling down the sand. 
Sometimes slower. Sometimes faster. In direction of the 
water.

Once or twice it almost seems as if one of the men would 
trample it down. Without wanting to.

Because they’ve only eyes for what’s going on with Hunter and 
our crocodile.

They’re fear-stricken. They've never witnessed something like 
that. 

Don't read me wrong: They're all ruthless croc hunters. They 
all know about crocodiles and their fierceness.

But this is different!

Some men arrive where Hunter has fallen.

Some fire their weapons behind our crocodile. 

One even scores. Having shot out of trembling hands.

There’s blood coming out of our crocodile’s left side.

Other bullets fly past our crocodile.

The egg falls into the river.
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Our crocodile jumps into the water.

Bullets lash the water.

Pass by the egg.

Pass by our crocodile.

One of the bullets streaks our crocodile’s armature.

The egg almost reaches the ground, but before it does, our 
crocodile takes it into his mouth.

He starts moving quickly. His streamlined body seems to get 
more streamlined instantly.

He tucks his feet to the side. Immediately gets faster by 
decreasing water resistance. 

Submerges. His nostrils close. His palatal flap blocks the 
entry of water.

He gets faster.

Leaves behind a trace of blood.

Doesn't care.

Gets real fast.

From a secure distance, the rival crocodile watches the bank. 
The men. And our crocodile’s escape.

EXT. RIVERSIDE - LATER

We see the egg at the riverside.

Our crocodile lies beside it. Right next to the water.

He constantly puts his head in the water. In order to cool 
his bad eye.

Besides him, his CROCODILE SON starts to come out of the egg.

Our crocodile approaches. Helps him come out.

His crocodile son is about 7.9 inches long.

He takes the hatchling in his mouth. 

Carries him to the water. 

Lets him out of his mouth. 
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Introduces him to the water.

Catches him again in his mouth.

Brings him to the riverside.

Puts him down carefully.

Watches him. The smooth skin on the hatchling’s belly and 
sides. 

It's just an animal, some may say, but we like that little 
crocodile son. And want to protect him. For we get the 
impression that he's defenseless.

Our crocodile takes him in his mouth again.

Starts moving.

His bad eye is constantly generating tears in order to clean 
and lubricate it.

EXT. CREEK POOL - THE NEXT DAY

Our crocodile’s bad eye is wet. Glued.

Our crocodile opens his good eye.

There’s a BIRD OF PREY standing before his crocodile son.

He looks big compared to him.

Our crocodile shoos him away.

Covers the crocodile son with his body.

He looks at the sky.

Tree tops are moving in the wind.

EXT. RIVER - DAY

It’s the herons’ nesting season again.

We watch how a HERON with a twig in his beak flies above us.

We watch the crocodile son watching it.

We watch our crocodile watching his crocodile son.

He nudges him.
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Starts to move.

His crocodile son follows him.

Our crocodile is looking for something.

Finds some twigs.

Places them in front of his crocodile son.

The twigs are between them.

Our crocodile nudges his crocodile son.

The crocodile son goes searching for twigs.

Finds some. Brings them.

Places them above the twigs laying on the ground.

Our crocodile takes half of the twigs in his mouth.

His crocodile son takes the rest of the twigs in his mouth.

Follows our crocodile to slow moving water.

Our crocodile steps in the water. Lets loose the twigs.

Submerges his head for a moment.

His snout emerges. Just were the twigs are. He balances the 
twigs on his snout.

His crocodile son steps into the water.

Lets go of the twigs.

Submerges fully.

Half his body appears and the twigs drive apart.

He reunites them again.

Submerges.

Emerges again. This time more carefully.

The twigs are scattered on his face. One is lying on his 
right eye. A leaf covers the eye fully.

He tries again. This time succeeds. Balances the twigs on his 
snout. 
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EXT. RIVER - LATER

Our crocodile and his crocodile son are lying in the water, 
partially submerged. 

They wait.

A HERON comes flying.

Sees the twigs. But notices something.

And flies away.

Another HERON appears.

Comes close.

The crocodile son emerges.

Tries to catch the heron. But doesn’t succeed.

He reunites the twigs. Places them on his snout. Balances 
them.

EXT. RIVER - LATER

Our crocodile and his crocodile son wait again.

Two HERONS come flying. Swoop in.

When they land, it’s too late for them to react.

Two mouths open. One is immense. The other one considerable. 
Compared to the herons.

They don’t stand a chance. 

Water splashes.

EXT. CREEK POOL - LATER

Our crocodile is sleeping.

Opens his good eye.

And doesn’t believe what he’s seeing.

A SIAMESE KING COBRA. A serpent with two heads. Looks at him 
out of four eyes.

He looks at them out of his good eye.
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Shoos the Siamese king cobra away.

Covers the crocodile son with his body.

The Siamese king cobra quickly attempts to escape.

But her two heads don’t seem to coordinate. Go different ways 
around a branch that stops the two bodies where they become 
one. 

The two heads look at our crocodile again. They rear and 
produce hoods. Show their fangs. Hiss loudly. Almost at the 
same time. It’s a growling hiss. That almost sounds human. 
While most snakes’ hisses have a frequency near 7,500 Hz, 
king cobra growls consist solely of frequencies below 2,500 
Hz, with a dominant frequency near 600 Hz. 

For a moment we have a closer look at the Siamese King 
Cobra’s tongues. One after another. 

Then the moment of disorientation is gone. And the Siamese 
king cobra disappears rather quickly behind bushes.

Our crocodile’s bad eye generates some tears.

EXT. RIVER - NIGHT

Our crocodile and his crocodile son are in the river. Lying 
low in the water, almost submerged and hidden from prey.

We see their eyes, located on top of their heads.

We see their ears, on top of their heads.

We see their nostrils, on top of their heads.

They submerge. Their nostrils are closed.

They can’t smell under the water, but they detect something 
gustatorily. Follow some trail in the water we can’t see.

Spot some FISH in the distance.

Get closer. 

Our crocodile comes out with a FISH in his mouth.

His crocodile son emerges without any.

Snaps at the fish in our crocodile’s mouth.

Seizes it. Engulfs it.
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They submerge again.

Come out with FISH in their mouths.

Engulf them at the same moment.

EXT. RIVER - MORNING

They are lying in the river. Motionless. Drifting.

We look at our crocodile and his crocodile son from a 
distance. They’re lying in the sun.

Our crocodile’s bad eye generates tears. Other tears appear 
on his face. On his body.

It’s not tears anymore, it’s raindrops!

A curtain of rain appears from a side. Approaches more and 
more. Reaches them. Seems to stop right where they are. 

For some time our crocodile and his crocodile son are just 
lying in the middle of it. Between sun and rain.

Our crocodile lies in the rain, his crocodile son in the sun.

Our crocodile looks at the sky.

Above him, the curtain of rain is moving. Then fills all the 
sky. Everything’s in motion. 

EXT. RIVER - LATER

Our crocodile opens his good eye. 

Looks around.

Doesn’t see his crocodile son.

Swims to the bank.

Steps out of the river.

EXT. CREEK - LATER

Steps in a creek.

Follows the creek.

Gets faster, preoccupied.
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EXT. CREEK POOL - LATER

Comes to a creek pool.

Sees the rival crocodile who’s driven his crocodile son into 
a corner made out of stones and scrub.

We don’t know if he wanted to kill him. Maybe eat him. Or 
just have some small talk.

But it looks dangerous. Strange.

And the rival crocodile looks strange too. Very, very 
strange.

He’s a shadow of what he used to be. Deathly pale.

Notices our crocodile’s presence.

Moves away. Slowly. Clumsy.

Our crocodile follows him. 

And is being followed by his crocodile son.

We leave the creek behind.

EXT. JUNGLE - LATER

The rival crocodile goes on moving slowly. Very slowly.

We follow him for a long time.

The crocodile son slowly falls behind. 

He sees a FROG. 

Starts chasing him.

The frog disappears in the bushes.

The crocodile son pauses.

Looks around.

Sees an ATTACUS ATLAS with a wingspan of 30 cm (12 in); its 
wing area is 400 cm2, the largest of any insect. 

The crocodile son starts to follow her. Disappears from our 
sight.
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EXT. JUNGLE - LATER

Our crocodile keeps on following the rival crocodile.

Doesn’t notice his son’s absence.

They come to the river.

EXT. RIVER - LATER

The rival crocodile doesn’t want to enter the river.

But being under pressure and all, decides to step in the 
water nevertheless.

Immediately it seems like he hardly keeps afloat.

Our crocodile notices.

The rival crocodile drifts.

His head sinks under water.

He lifts his head. But it’s so heavy.

It sinks under water again.

He notices he must step out of the water.

But there’s our crocodile standing. Watching him.

He can’t step out there. Turns around.

Struggles to get to the opposite riverbank. 

His head appears and disappears in the water.

Having reached the other riverbank, he looks up.

It can’t be! There’s our crocodile again. Standing on the 
bank. Watching him.

Still he tries to step out.

But our crocodile doesn’t let it happen. Pushes him back 
again. And again.

There’s no more strength in the rival crocodile’s body.

He slips back. 

Turns around. 
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Wants to get to the other side again. 

Moves slowly. 

His head more under then over water.

Moves slower.

His head falls under water. Remains there.

More or less in the midst of the river he disappears 
completely.

We have another look at his guts. He seems to have stones for 
organs. Many stones for few organs. It looks like a potato 
soup with tomatoes in there. Heavy.

He sinks deeper and deeper. Approaches the stones at the 
bottom of the river. Remains there. Motionless.

Stones to stones. 

EXT. RIVER - LATER

It’s as if our crocodile would awake from a dream.

He enters the river.

Strides across it fast.

Steps out of the water.

Leaves the river behind.

EXT. JUNGLE - LATER

Moves faster. And faster.

It’s almost as if he’d anticipate tragedy.

Where did he leave his crocodile son?

He follows his sense of smell.

His sense of hearing.

De facto hears a distress call. A high-pitched call that 
alerts to imminent danger. A call that comes from his 
crocodile son.

Our crocodile moves faster.
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Makes the “high walk”, raising his body clear of the ground.

Commences kind of galloping now.

Does some kind of “belly run”. Where the body moves in a 
snake-like fashion. Limbs splayed out to either side. 
Paddling away frantically. While the tail whips to and fro. 

Comes to a place where the earth is stirred up. Where the 
shrubbery is trampled down. And the branches buckled.

He follows the trace left by a body. Through the bushes.

Sees his dead crocodile son and the three tigers surrounding 
him: mother tiger, tiger son and tiger daughter.

Attacks them with all his might. With all his wrath.

The first one he’s able to seize is the tiger son.

Mother tiger snaps.

And tiger daughter hisses.

Mother tiger tries to help her tiger son.

Gets a hit from our crocodile’s tail. 

Our crocodile spits out the tiger son. Lifeless.

Jerks the leg of the tiger daughter.

Mother tiger tries desperately to pack our crocodile. She 
isn’t lucky.

The tiger daughter whines. Isn’t able to wrest herself free. 

The mother tiger snaps. And hisses.

Tries to get to our crocodile once and again.

But our crocodile is too furious.

Then she succeeds. Drives all her teeth into our crocodile’s 
right shoulder. Doesn’t let go. 

Our crocodile almost goes mad with the pain.

Let’s loose of the tiger daughter.

Does everything in order to shake mother tiger off. To crash 
her against the bushes. And stones. To make go away the pain.

But she doesn’t let go.
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Until she’s dead.

Our crocodile must peel her off from his shoulder.

Looks around.

Not far away there are the dead sons: crocodile son and tiger 
son. Lying side by side.

But the tiger daughter has disappeared.

Our crocodile approaches the dead mother tiger.

As he feeds on her, a butterfly comes fluttering.

It’s the same attacus atlas the crocodile son was chasing 
earlier.

We follow her for quite a while.

Listen to moaning fading in.

See the tiger daughter wander through the bushes. As fast as 
she can. What means slow. Because she’s hurt.

Dragging her bad leg behind her. Leaving a bloody trail.

But we’re the attacus atlas now. And go on fluttering.

Until the moaning fades out.

And we enter the dark of some bushes.

FADE TO BLACK.

FADE IN:

EXT. JUNGLE - AFTERNOON

Our crocodile nudges his dead crocodile son.

Nudges him again.

Petrifies. Watches him. Does so for a long time. Motionless.

There are tears in his eyes. Good one. Bad one.

Our crocodile is dreaming. Dreaming of better times. 
Imagining better times.
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EXT. RIVER - DAY (FLASHBACK AND IMAGINATION)

We follow a FISH through the water. 

He approaches other FISH.

All of them are moving in the water.

A shadow approaches. It’s our crocodile.

He dives. Gets faster.

Leaves behind the fish. Doesn't care for them. 

Gets real fast. 

We start to lose sight of everything that isn't our 
crocodile.

An orchestra of water, drifts, and currents, created by 
speed, is forming.

He's in a flow. 

The orchestra now plays the song of water, drifts, and 
currents.

He's in a tunnel. 

And it’s wonderful.

But suddenly there’s another crocodile beside him. It’s the 
female crocodile.

It’s as if the song of water, drifts, and currents would play 
with an additional tone or instrument now. A tone or 
instrument that was missing.

Everything's perfect. 

There's only he and she in the tunnel.

But now another crocodile enters the tunnel besides them. 
It’s their crocodile son.

If the music was perfect before, it gets even more so now.

It’s the moment. The most awesome one. This could go on 
forever.

But the tunnel disappears abruptly.
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As does the music.

FADE TO BLACK.

FADE IN:

EXT. RIVER - EVENING

Our crocodile is lying in the water. Alone. Motionless.

EXT. JUNGLE - EVENING (FLASHBACK)

Our crocodile follows the bloody trail left behind by the 
hurt tiger daughter.

We remember the way she took.

She moved slow.

Our crocodile moves fast.

EXT. RIVER - EVENING

Shadows and light pass overhead. In a fast succession.

Everything is flowing but our crocodile.

EXT. JUNGLE - EVENING (FLASHBACK)

Our crocodile follows the bloody trail the hurt tiger 
daughter left behind.

He’s moving faster. And faster.

Until he gets to the river.

Where the bloody trail ends.

He steps into the water. 

Turns around. And around. And around.

EXT. RIVER - EVENING

Our crocodile looks at the sky.

Watches the last sunbeams through the fast moving clouds. 
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EXT. RIVER - EVENING (FLASHBACK AND IMAGINATION)

Our crocodile is lying in the water.

Amongst many other crocodiles.

There’s the female crocodile.

There’s the crocodile son.

The sky is full of fast moving clouds.

As is the river water. Reflecting the sky perfectly.

There are wonderful sunbeams through the clouds.

Both in the sky as on the river.

The crocodiles don’t seem to move at all.

But everything around them is moving.

We’ve never seen something as beautiful!

EXT. RIVER - EVENING

It’s almost dark now. 

Our crocodile is still lying in the water. Alone. Motionless.

We look at our crocodile from beneath. What we see makes us 
shiver. We didn’t know that a crocodile watched from beneath 
could look so frightening. His arms and legs are longer as we 
thought. It’s almost as if our crocodile was another animal 
altogether. He looks like some kind of monster to us. 

We notice a shadow in the water approaching. A big shadow. 

Slowly, a RETICULATED PYTHON with a length of 6.5 m (21.3 ft) 
and a weight of 75 kg (165.3 lbs) dives past our crocodile. 
She’s about 1.3 m (about 4 ft, 3 in) longer then our 
crocodile.

For a moment, our crocodile holds his head under water.

We look at the two big animals out of an interesting 
perspective under the water, our crocodile looking down at 
the reticulated python as she passes him by at a short 
distance.

The reticulated python wiggles out of the water. And into the 
bushes. 

45.



Our crocodile raises his head. Abruptly.

Makes the water splash violently.

Moves in direction of the bank.

EXT. JUNGLE - NIGHT

We look at the jungle’s bushes and trees.

Two ASIATIC BRUSH-TAILED PORCUPINES appear. And disappear 
rather quickly. 

The reticulated python comes into sight. 

We follow her for a while.

Then stop.

Look as long as it takes for her to disappear in the jungle.

Keep on looking.

An ASIAN GIANT HORNET, 45 mm (1.8 in) long, a wingspan around 
75 mm (3.0 in), and stinger length of 6 mm (0.24 in), comes 
flying toward us.

Then stops right before us. Like a helicopter in the air.

Then goes on flying.

As she passes us by, we turn.

And follow her. 

Until our crocodile appears breaking through the bushes. 

We leave the Asian giant hornet and follow our crocodile.

As he moves through the jungle. Fast. Desperate. Driven by 
rage and sadness.

Eight eyes are looking at us. As we describe a circle around 
a spider’s head.

Then she turns and looks frontally at us. Out of her two big 
front eyes. 

It’s a ZEBRA BACK SPIDER (a SALTICUS SCENICUS) with a body 
length of 7 mm (0.276 in), sitting on tree bark, high above.

Something makes her uncomfortable. 
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She stretches her third and fourth pair of legs. 

Jumps. About 14 cm (5.5 in) straight ahead.

Resembles something like a leaf. As she planes through the 
air. Just as a leaf would fall. 

Lands between leaves.

Hides in between. Camouflaged.

Leaves to leaves.

Our crocodile runs past her. So near, it makes the leaves 
whirl around.

The zebra back spider remains steady in the midsts of it. 
Doesn’t get hurt. 

Our crocodile keeps on moving.

Above him there are three SLOW LORIS jumping in the branches.

We follow our crocodile. 

The jungle looks more and more inhospitable.

EXT. SWAMP - LATER

He enters a swamp.

It looks forbidding.

Its brackish water is shallow. 

Our crocodile’s webbed feet are an advantage.

He moves easier now.

EXT. DAM IN THE SWAMP - LATER

He notices some kind of immense wall in front of him. It 
looks rather eerie. 

He gets closer to it.

It’s a dam.

He moves along its walls. 

High above, on the wall, there’s a CLOUDED LEOPARD that moves 
along with him. 
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It’s a female clouded leopard with a head-to-body length of 
94 cm (37 in) and a 82 cm (32 in) long tail. 

They move with the same speed for some time.

Then our crocodile diverts.

Leaves behind the dam. 

Enters the swamp again. 

From high above the clouded leopard, now standing still, 
watches our crocodile remove himself.

EXT. JUNGLE - MORNING

Who’s trampling through the jungle?

It’s a family of Asian black bears: FATHER, MOTHER, SON and 
DAUGHTER ASIAN BLACK BEAR.

The biggest of them is, of course, father Asian black bear. 
He’s 100 cm (39 in) high. And 190 cm (75 in) long.

They walk in a procession of largest to smallest. From father 
to daughter.

They leave the jungle.

EXT. SWAMP - LATER

Enter the swamp.

Detect a group of about 30 WILD WATER BUFFALOES there. Their 
skin color is ash gray to black. Their hooves are large and 
splayed. Their tails 60 to 100 cm (24 to 39 in) long. The tip 
of their tail is bushy. The moderately long, coarse and 
sparse hair is directed forward from the haunches to the long 
and narrow heads. There is a tuft on their foreheads. And the 
ears are comparatively small. Their horns are heavy at the 
base and widely spreading up to 2 m (79 in) along the outer 
edges. It’s the largest horns we’ve ever seen. Their head-to-
body-length is 240 to 300 cm (94 to 118 in).

The WILD WATER BUFFALO LEADER raises his head. There’s 
something in the air.

He looks in bewilderment as he sees three Asian black bears 
approaching: mother, son and daughter!

They’re running. Roaring. And grunting. 
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After a moment of perplexity, the wild water buffaloes start 
running as well.

Being hunted by the three bears. 

Who chase them directly to father Asian black bear.

Who’s amongst the wild water buffaloes all of a sudden. In 
the midst of them. Trying to intercept them. 

Hasn’t luck with the first ones.

The wild water buffalo leader passes by. As do others.

But then father Asian black bear drives wildly against an 
adult wild water buffalo. Does so from the side.

The adult wild water buffalo falls to the ground.

And jumps to his feet again. 

Rears up.

Tries to spear father Asian black bear with his horns.

But father Asian black bear is faster.

Screams. 

Kills the adult wild water buffalo by breaking his neck.

The last wild water buffaloes jump by.

The other Asian black bears approach.

And start feeding. Make some slurping sounds.

EXT. SWAMP - LATER

The wild water buffaloes go on rushing. Racing.

Only to be confronted with our crocodile.

The first wild water buffalo passes by. It’s the wild water 
buffalo leader.

But our crocodile’s got no problem to grab the leg of the 
second one.

The others startle. Scatter.

The sound of their gallop dies away.
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Our crocodile bites the hurt wild water buffalo once. Bites 
him twice.

Then goes on moving.

Leaving behind the agonizing wild water buffalo.

It’s the first time we see him killing an animal without any 
gain. Without making use of it. We don’t like it.

We remain with the dying wild water buffalo.

FADE TO BLACK.

FADE IN:

EXT. JUNGLE - LATER

There’s the adult wild water buffalo’s carcass on the ground. 
At the foot of a high climbing tree.

We follow a GIANT HUNTSMAN SPIDER who is climbing it quite 
fast. Almost 100 cm (almost 39 in) per second. She’s 2,5 cm
(1 in) long, with a leg span of 30 cm (12 in). Like a crab, 
the alignment of her legs, splayed out to the sides, allows 
them to move side-to-side. 

Fifteen feet high we come to some nests. The family of Asian 
black bears rests in them. Their hunger satisfied.

Well, let’s let them rest. They’ve earned it. Good-bye, 
bears!

EXT. SWAMP - THE NEXT DAY

Our crocodile looks at the sun unsteadily. 

The sun seems to be flying through the sky.

Hurts him.

To protect himself he draws his nictitating membrane over the 
eye from the inner corner, while the lids keep open. 

He’s exploring the swamp.

Comes to a place with undergrowth.

Approaches it. Seeks an entrance.

Goes through thick branched undergrowth.
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Follows some kind of path through it. Or what could become a 
path with a little crocodile help.

He leaves the brackish water behind.

Goes on following the sinuous path.

On and off it resembles a tunnel.

Some kind of labyrinth. 

INT. SWAMP HIDEOUT - LATER

He enters what will become his hideout. 

Looks around.

Likes what he’s seeing.

Lays down.

EXT. SWAMP TRAIL - LATER

He goes on exploring the swamp.

Comes to some kind of elevation. It’s a trail through the 
swamp.

He moves parallel to the trail.

Watches it.

Something’s coming up to him.

He looks at it from afar.

Remains motionless. Almost invisible. Near the path.

Four persons are approaching... five, in fact: THREE MALES 
and a pregnant WOMAN of about nineteen or twenty years of 
age. 

Our crocodile submerges. Disappears from sight.

They come close.

The three males joke around in some ASIAN LANGUAGE.

Suddenly there’s a splashing sound.

MALE 1 makes a frightened face. Disappears from the path. 
Disappears in the brackish water.
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The others are in wonder. What happened?

Male 1 emerges again. Screaming.

The brackish water surrounding him turns red.

Males 2 and 3 are looking at him. Look at each other.

Our crocodile’s mouth seizes the leg of male 2. 

Pulls him down.

He falls into the swamp water.

Starts to jump. And swim. As good as he can with his bleeding 
and hurting leg. 

But our crocodile’s coming after him.

Where we’ve seen male 2, there’s only our crocodile now. 
Under him the brackish water turns red instantly.

Meanwhile, male 3 and the pregnant woman have started 
running.

Male 3 looks over his shoulder.

Our crocodile’s running behind them. On the path. He’s so 
fast!

Male 3 stops. Draws his knife.

Our crocodile attacks him.

Male 3 stabs at him. But the blade breaks on our crocodile’s 
armature. 

Our crocodile throws male 3 into the water.

Water sprays up around male 3.

Our crocodile goes after him.

His tail dousing us with brackish water. 

The pregnant woman has gone on fleeing. She’s already far 
away. We know she’ll make it. She and her unborn child.

EXT. SWAMP - LATER

Male 1 is wading through the swamp. Holding his bloody side.

He’s lost much blood. But he’s tough.
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Looks over his shoulder time and again.

Seems to see movement everywhere.

Is frightened to death.

We watch his human feet struggling with the swamp. Advancing 
slowly.

We watch our crocodile’s webbed feet moving in the swamp. 
Easily.

We’re looking from a distance. Watch male 1 advance. He 
disappears from sight. 

Then we see nothing. Nothing but the swamp.

EXT. SWAMP - LATER

Male 3 is sliding through the brackish water. Male 3 is dead.

Our crocodile is taking him along.

There’s a branch in the water that hits the membrane over our 
crocodile’s good eye. But no harm is done.

We follow male 3 sliding.

Then stop.

Watch our crocodile and dead male 3 slide away.

FADE TO BLACK.

FADE IN:

EXT. SWAMP - LATER

A BIRD lands on our crocodile.

Slips into his open mouth.

Starts to eat from the remains between his teeth.

Our crocodile puts up with it. It seems he likes it.

INT. SWAMP HIDEOUT - LATER

Piled up there are human and animal corpses.

Many bones are laying around.
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We watch at what remains from male 2 and male 3.

INT. SWAMP HIDEOUT - LATER

We watch the process of decay. Watch it in fast motion.

The corps of male 2 gets partly eaten. Partly decays.

Animal corpses appear.

The corpse of male 3 disappears.

Other animal corpses appear.

EXT. SWAMP - LATER

A BIRD lands on our crocodile.

Is it the same one?

We don’t know!

Slips into his open mouth.

And starts eating.

INT. SWAMP HIDEOUT - LATER

Animal corpses come and go.

Get eaten partly. Decay fast.

Why are there so many of them? Our crocodile can’t possible 
eat them all! He can’t possibly eat that much!

EXT. SWAMP - LATER

A BIRD is eating in our crocodile’s mouth.

INT. SWAMP HIDEOUT - LATER

Further animal corpses come and go.

As do the bodies of TWO MEN and ONE WOMAN.

Get eaten partially. Decay fast.

More and more bones lay around.
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Suddenly there’s the corpse of a BOY of about eight years. 
His skin is pure. Intact. The only one of all the remains 
that doesn’t show traces of crocodile (or other kind of) 
violence.

The body of the boy doesn’t get eaten. Decays. Disappears.

While other animal corpses pile up.

Many of them. Too many.

EXT. SWAMP - LATER

We watch a BIRD between our crocodile’s teeth.

Poking around.

Our crocodile shuts his mouth. The bird disappears in it. 

INT. SWAMP HIDEOUT - LATER

Now there are the remains of a WILD BOAR and a WILD WATER 
BUFFALO in the hideout. 

Amongst more or less decayed corpses. Some of them partially 
eaten.

And many, many bones. 

Some feet away there’s our crocodile.

His mouth is closed, but all his teeth are visible. All teeth 
in the lower jaw fall along the edge or outside the upper 
jaw.

His good eye is closed as well.

FADE TO BLACK.

FADE IN:

EXT. WHERE THE SWAMP SHADES INTO FOREST - AFTERNOON

Our crocodile doesn’t believe his eyes. He’s confused. 
Petrified.

Then starts to move again. Slowly.

If there’s horror for crocodiles, this is it! 
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There’s a CAGE on a bank. Just where the swamp shades into 
forest. It’s nearly 9 m (30 ft) long and weights a ton.

He inspects it from outside. 

The cage is empty. With the exception of some piece of animal 
corpse lying in there.

We’re not sure if our crocodile is able to think out of the 
box here. 

He surrounds the cage. 

Approaches the entrance. Is about to enter when he hears the 
motor of a LIGHT PLANE.

Again he’s surprised. Looks up.

Watches the light plane flying over his head. Watches until 
it disappears.

When he lowers his head, he isn’t looking in the direction of 
the entrance of the cage anymore.

He moves to a nearby tree. Feeds upon the tree’s far drooping 
fruits.

EXT. JUNGLE - LATER

Primate hands are reaching for fruits.

The fruits are put into primate mouths.

There are a bunch of GIBBONS who are feeding on trees’ 
fruits.

Suddenly they listen to an approaching motor sound.

They raise their heads.

Above their heads, they see the light plane through the leafy 
canopy.

The gibbons go on eating.

With the exception of one young light-brown GIBBON who 
decides to go after the sound.

He’s a true brachiator. Propels himself through the forest by 
swinging under the branches, using his arms.

He’s fast. Playful.
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But the light plane’s motor sound fades away.

He pauses. Indecisive. Shall he return to from where he came 
from?

Suddenly we hear an English voice!

PARROT (O.S.)
Come here, boy, come here!

What’s that? Who’s talking to him? A human? No, it’s a 
PARROT!

Parrots aren’t native here, but our GIBBON doesn’t deepen in 
this philosophical matter. Doesn’t seem to think it’s strange 
the parrot’s speaking English either. Was he abandoned? Did 
he “run away”? It doesn’t matter to him. But he’s enchanted.

Approaches the branch the parrot is sitting on. Yet the 
parrot flies away.

PARROT (CONT’D)
You’re so sweet!

The gibbon, amazed, kind of chuckles.

Brachiates behind him.

The parrot sits down on a branch.

PARROT (CONT’D)
You’re so sweet, so sweet!

The gibbon sits down on a nearby branch. 

Watches the parrot.

PARROT (CONT’D)
Good boy, sweet boy!

The gibbon kind of applauds. 

The parrot flies away.

The gibbon follows him.

But can’t reach him.

The parrot shrinks in the distance.

PARROT (O.S.) (CONT’D)
Come here, good boy! You’re so 
sweet!
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The gibbon comes to the place where the forest shades into 
swamp.

EXT. WHERE THE SWAMP SHADES INTO FOREST - LATER

He’s never been here. So far away from home.

He pauses.

Keeps on swinging from tree to tree, following the dividing 
line between jungle and swamp.

Does it slower now.

And there, on a bank, he spots the cage.

Pauses again. Petrifies.

EXT. WHERE THE SWAMP SHADES INTO FOREST - THE NEXT DAY

Our crocodile approaches the cage. Carefully.

There’s movement in there. It’s our young gibbon.

This time our crocodile would have entered in order to catch 
the gibbon, but he can’t. The trap is locked! Must have 
snapped shut behind the gibbon. The gibbon is trapped.

Nonetheless our crocodile tries to get to the gibbon.

Yet the gibbon draws back every time our crocodile 
approaches.

His back always touching the bars of the cage’s back.

Our crocodile tries several times.

Surrounds the whole cage while doing so. 

Then pauses. Remains motionless. Waits. But nothing happens.

The light plane’s motor sound fades in.

Both our crocodile and the gibbon take notice. React to it. 
Look at the sky. Search it for the sound. 

It seems that the gibbon wants to follow the plane again, for 
he thrusts at the cage’s front bars.

His arms pass by the bars. Are outstretched through the bars 
now.
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Meanwhile it sounds as if the light plane loses speed. As if 
the motor would slow down. The place it lands must be near.

Suddenly our crocodile snaps at the still outstretched hands.

But the gibbon is faster. Draws back.

Starts something that sounds like laughter. Like he would 
laugh at our crocodile. Even pokes his tongue out at him. 

Draws further back. Until his back touches the back bars. 

But our crocodile seems unimpressed.

Maybe he thinks the gibbon can’t go anywhere. Will be his at 
some later point of time.

The gibbon starts singing now. Maybe does so to indicate his 
territory to our crocodile. Or to annoy him. His voice is 
very powerful.

Our crocodile moves away. Actually moves in the direction the 
light plane disappeared.

Enters the jungle.

EXT. JUNGLE - LATER

Moves through the jungle.

EXT. LANDING PLACE IN THE JUNGLE - LATER

Steps out of the jungle.

What’s that? A landing strip! Free from bushes. Quite trim 
even.

He steps on the landing strip.

And there’s the thing that made the noise: the light plane.

But what’s happening? The plane approaches. Directly toward 
him. Closes in. Rather fast. Gains speed. Disassociates from 
the landing strip. Right in front of him. Races away right 
over him. 

The engine sound is overwhelming. The blast pressure is such 
that it actually moves our crocodile some feet. Almost fans 
him.

He flees the landing strip.
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Enters the jungle.

EXT. JUNGLE - LATER

He raises his head.

Watches the light plane disappear behind treetops.

Goes on moving.

His head drones. He’s got some buzzing in his ears. 

But the buzzing fades away. While something else fades in.

But what’s that? Our crocodile hears something he’s never 
heard before: Somebody’s playing the guitar!

Lured by the sound our crocodile keeps on moving.

Enters shallow water.

EXT. CASCADE PLACE - LATER

Approaches one high rock amongst shorter rocks and stones, 
surrounded by undergrowth and shrubbery.

At the rock’s side there’s a little cascade. A man is sitting 
on the rock’s top. 

It’s all like in a picture book, but our crocodile wouldn’t 
know the difference.

Isn't this the same guy we saw in the beginning? Yes, he is, 
it’s the One-Eyed Man! Only difference: He's still alive. And 
there’s a bandage over his bad eye that makes him look like a 
pirate. 

He's singing LEARNING TO FLY by TOM PETTY AND THE 
HEARTBREAKERS. 

Haven’t we heard this voice before? It can’t be, right? But 
yes, the One-Eyed Man sounds a little like the parrot!
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ONE-EYED MAN
Well, I started out down a dirty 
road / Started out all alone / And 
the sun went down as I crossed the 
hill / And the town lit up and the 
world got still / I’m learning to 
fly, but I ain’t got wings / Coming 
down is the hardest thing / Now the 
good ol’ days may not return / And 
the rocks might melt, and the sea 
may burn / I’m learning to fly, but 
I ain’t got wings 

It’s here that the One-Eyed Man spots our crocodile.

After a little break he goes on singing. And incorporates our 
crocodile in the song’s lyrics.

ONE-EYED MAN (CONT’D)
And coming down is the hardest 
thing, my dear crocodile / Yes, it 
is / Now some say life will beat 
you down / Yeah, it will break your 
heart, steal your crown / So I 
started out for God knows where / 
But I guess I’ll know when I get 
there, my dear ol’ crocodile

He stops singing and playing. 

Looks at our crocodile.

Starts to speak in English.

ONE-EYED MAN (CONT’D)
(speaking to himself)

Never smile at a crocodile? Makes 
him cry? I don’t believe so! No!

Clicks his fingers.

Waves to our crocodile.

Addresses him.

ONE-EYED MAN (CONT’D)
Hey! Hey, mister! Yes, you, sweet 
crocodile! Are you the one they 
call the man-eater? Croco-
something! Crocodeilos, right? The 
one who can’t be killed?

Laughs.
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ONE-EYED MAN (CONT’D)
You know why I know that? Because 
that’s what they call me! 
Crocodeilos! Man-eater! Want to 
know why?

Stands up.

Clicks his tongue.

Clicks his fingers.

ONE-EYED MAN (CONT’D)
Take a look! 

Removes his bandage.

ONE-EYED MAN (CONT’D)
Because of our resemblance, I 
guess, my friend! Snickersnee. 
Knifing. Stabbing. It’s true what 
they told me: We’re pirates, you 
and I.

Our crocodile thinks: Can something as strange as this really 
be happening? Isn’t this the strangest thing ever? Who is 
this guy? Maybe it’s a dream?

He looks to the right. And looks to the left.

There are TWO FROGS jumping.

ONE-EYED MAN (CONT’D)
I’m a man-eater myself, yes!

The One-Eyed Man laughs.

Clicks his fingers.

Our crocodile looks at him again.

ONE-EYED MAN (CONT’D)
No! Not like you, boy! I don’t 
actually eat them. But I...

The One-Eyed Man forms a gun with his hand.

Clicks his tongue. This time the clicking is clearer.

He looks at our crocodile.
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ONE-EYED MAN (CONT’D)
Well, hopefully not anymore. But 
since this is the devil’s world, 
you never know! Right? However, my 
dear ol’ crocodile, we all long for 
salvation. To a greater or lesser 
degree. Isn’t that right? For 
somebody to take us away from this 
ruined planet and bring us to a 
better place. Where the bogey 
doesn’t rule! Lord Harry! Old Nick! 
The demon! The deuce!

Applies his bandage again. 

ONE-EYED MAN (CONT’D)
Don’t you worry! The show stops 
right here! It’s only for your 
eyes! Eye! 

Laughs. 

Then bows to our crocodile.

ONE-EYED MAN (CONT’D)
So, nice to meet you, Mr. 
Crocodile, my look-alike! 

Pauses again.

Closes his eye. At least the one we’re still seeing.

ONE-EYED MAN (CONT’D)
We’ve travelled to and fro. Have 
had our share. Maybe don’t deserve 
to live for what we’ve done, baby 
boy, oh, boy. But we’re alike. A 
knifing here, a stabbing there. Eye 
for an eye. So let’s cut a deal: I 
won’t kill you...

Points at the rifle at his side. 

Clicks his tongue.

ONE-EYED MAN (CONT’D)
...if you don’t kill me! Alright? 

Looks as if he’d wait for a reply.

Our crocodile sticks his head into the water.

Then raises his head again. Watches the One-Eyed Man.
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ONE-EYED MAN (CONT’D)
Shall I take that for a Yes?

They watch each other without blinking. 

ONE-EYED MAN (CONT’D)
Want to listen to something else? 
You like music? How about J. J. 
Cale? Know him? Yes? No? Doesn’t 
matter, here it goes!

He sits down. Takes the guitar. 

Starts singing CALL THE DOCTOR by J. J. CALE.

Incorporates our crocodile here and there.

ONE-EYED MAN (CONT’D)
Somebody call for the doctor, I 
think I’m sick / Ain’t had my 
medicine in over a week / My mind’s 
fine, but my body feels weak / Call 
the doctor, my sweet crocodile boy, 
I think I’m sick 

He pauses.

ONE-EYED MAN (CONT’D)
I don’t remember the second verse, 
my dear, but the third goes like 
that: My money’s gone and I’ve got 
no place to go / I don’t believe 
I’ve ever felt so low / If you’ve 
got the time while you hang around 
/ Call the doctor, my dear ol’
crocodile, and tell him I’m down 

The song’s last guitar accord dies away.

The One-Eyed Man seems to dream.

Then awakens from the dream.

Clicks his fingers.

ONE-EYED MAN (CONT’D)
Did you like it?

Stands up.

Takes his hat off to our crocodile.
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ONE-EYED MAN (CONT’D)
Well, I’ve got some place to go, my 
friend! So see you later!

Outstretches his hat.

ONE-EYED MAN (CONT’D)
How about a coin for this solitary 
old man? No? I thought so! But 
that’s okay! I’m not the best 
singer! And life goes on just the 
same!

Waves with his hat.

Puts it back on. 

Clicks his tongue.

Clicks his fingers.

ONE-EYED MAN (CONT’D)
Was nice meeting you, Mr. 
Crocodeilos! Don’t forget our deal!

Clicks his fingers.

Starts leaving.

Stops.

Doesn’t look back. We’re watching his shoulders.

ONE-EYED MAN (CONT’D)
See you later, alligator!

Then his shoulders disappear from sight. 

ONE-EYED MAN (O.S.) (CONT’D)
In a while, crocodile!

The One-Eyed Man has gone.

Our crocodile remains. As if he’d wait for the One-Eyed Man 
to unburden himself farther. Or the show to go on.

EXT. WHERE THE SWAMP SHADES INTO FOREST - LATER

Apart from some piece of meat, the cage is empty. The 
gibbon’s not there anymore.

We’re not sure why, but this enrages our crocodile.
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Repeatedly he jumps against the bars.

Somehow triggers the trap’s mechanism. The entrance door 
falls shut.

He can’t go in there anymore.

Disappears from sight.

We wait.

He comes back. With a long branch in his mouth.

Succeeds in nudging the piece of meat that’s lying in the 
cage.

Does it again and again.

Surrounds the cage.

Grasps the piece of meat. 

Eats it right there.

Disappears from sight again.

INT. SWAMP HIDEOUT - LATER

Our crocodile’s mouth is closed, but all his teeth are 
visible. All teeth in the lower jaw fall along the edge or 
outside the upper jaw. We’ve seen that before. But now we 
witness something that makes us think that our crocodile is 
getting old at last. For there are no replacement teeth to 
the full grown teeth anymore. The large fourth tooth in the 
lower jaw that fits into a constriction in the upper jaw 
seems to be lose. 

Our impression strengthens when his tongue tries to reach 
that tooth. Maybe in order to play with it. But can’t. For 
his tongue cannot move freely. It is held in place by a 
folded membrane.

So our crocodile must think of something else. Starts rubbing 
his mouth and teeth on a stone.

Does so more and more vehemently. Until the tooth falls out.

Our crocodile raises his head. He’s in pain.

EXT. LIGHTER JUNGLE - AFTERNOON

We follow a MALE TIGER spying on a bunch of WILD BOARS.
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When he thinks the time’s favorable, he starts running toward 
them.

But he’s got bad luck. The wind changes.

And the wild boars are able to spot him almost instantly.

They are bulky, massively built. They have short and 
relatively thin legs. But they are fast!

The male tiger approaches steadily.

But the wild boars gain speed.

The male tiger has reached about 49 km/h (30 mph). But 
abandons the hunt rather than chase them any longer. He’s 
good in short bursts only. 

So he stops. And watches the wild boars run away.

He turns.

Wanders through the jungle.

Spots a herd of about nine GAURS.

Hides. Plans to ambush them when time is favorable. Waits.

The gaurs come closer.

But it seems that they’ve sensed him.

They walk toward him as a menacing phalanx. Force the male 
tiger to retreat. And abandon this hunt too.

Again he wanders through the jungle.

Comes to a big rock. Circles it. And sees something 
unexpected that makes him pause. 

In front of him the tiger daughter approaches. She’s about 15 
years old now. Still drags her leg behind her. But does it in 
a dignified manner.

Lays down a dead HARE before her. Before him. Between him and 
her.

Draws back a little.

The male tiger approaches slowly.

Describes a circle around her.

Looks at her.
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Describes a second circle around her.

Then starts feeding.

She nestles to him.

Makes a soft, low-frequency snorting similar to purring in 
smaller cats. 

Starts feeding as well.

Behind them we spot a CHRYSOPELEA, a “flying snake”, gliding 
through the trees.

Another one follows. And another one.

We follow the flight of the chrysopeleas.

They continuously move in lateral undulation to create the 
same effect of increased air pressure underneath their arched 
bodies to glide.

One of them “slithers” in the air. 

Their flight is quite long.

One of them lands.

The others go on flying.

The second one lands.

We follow the third one. She lands at the foot of a rough 
looking tree.

Slides to it.

Starts climbing it. Climbs using ridge scales along its 
belly, pushing against rough bark surface of the trunk. That 
allows her to move vertically up the tree. 

High above she decides for a branch. Follows it until its 
end. Continues moving until its tail dangles from the 
branch’s end.

She then makes a J-shape bend. Leans forward to select the 
level of inclination she wishes to use to control her glide 
path. Also selects her desired landing area.

Then she propels herself by thrusting her body up and away 
from the tree.

Sucks in her abdomen. And flares out her ribs to turn her 
body into a “pseudo concave wing”. 
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All the while she makes a continual serpentine motion of 
lateral undulation parallel to the ground to stabilise her 
direction in midair in order to land safely.

She glides through the air. Passes by many different trees.  
It’s awesome to watch her fly. She flies about 100 m.

Lands in a snake-cool way.

Behind her we already see another chrysopelea flying.

She passes by not only trees, but also a MALE GREEN PEAFOWL. 

His call, which is often repeated, is loud.

MALE GREEN PEAFOWL
Ki-wao! Ki-wao! Ki-wao!

He moves through the jungle.

MALE GREEN PEAFOWL (CONT’D)
Ki-wao! 

Then a FEMALE GREEN PEAFOWL answers.

FEMALE GREEN PEAFOWL (O.S.)
Aow-aa! Aow-aa!

Her call is loud as well. 

MALE GREEN PEAFOWL
Ki-wao! Ki-wao! Ki-wao!

The female green peafowl appears behind a tree.

FEMALE GREEN PEAFOWL
Aow-aa! Aow-aa!

The male green peafowl displays before her.

What a wonderful sight!

FEMALE GREEN PEAFOWL (CONT’D)
Aow-aa!

MALE GREEN PEAFOWL
Ki-wao! Ki-wao! Ki-wao! Ki-wao!

We follow the flight of another CHRYSOPELEA.

MALE GREEN PEAFOWL (O.S.) (CONT’D)
Ki-wao! Ki-wao! Ki-wao! Ki-wao!

69.



EXT. JUNGLE - EVENING

We watch some TERMITES moving in the soil. Following their 
own path. One after another. 

Until a long, specially adapted tongue appears. And the 
termites as well as the tongue disappear from sight.

Where the termites were, a fore paw curled over a front claw 
appears.

It belongs to a PANGOLIN who’s moving through the jungle. We 
follow along. 

He’s about 100 cm (39 in) tall. Large, protective keratin 
scales cover his skin.

Where the jungle meets civilization, he stops.

Well, at least it’s a kind of civilization. It’s an 
accumulation of poor buildings behind a street. Some kind of 
street.

Our pangolin turns back. 

Moves into the jungle again. Isn’t interested in any kind of 
civilization. 

Meets a swarm of MOSQUITOES.

We follow the swarm.

Listen to their music. Music that comes from dozens, maybe 
hundreds of mosquitoes. 

They “cross” the street. Seem to be attracted by the light.

Approach a building that consists of one single room.

Divert. Apart from one single MOSQUITO that enters through a 
gap.

It’s like he’d play a solo instrument now. While the other 
players have fallen silent.

INT. ONE ROOM BUILDING - LATER

We’re the mosquito that has entered the room.

Hunter’s in there.
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He’s 15 years older than the last time we saw him. Got a 
prosthetic left arm. There’s some kind of apparatus attached 
to it. We’ll come back to it later.

He’s looking at a muscular man in his thirties, the ENEMY 
LEADER. As the enemy leader is watching him.

While we fly around. And hum. Sometimes more. Sometimes less.

While Hunter speaks in English, the enemy leader speaks in 
some ASIAN LANGUAGE. Even if they speak in their own 
languages, they understand each other. But since we don't, 
it's good for us the ASIAN LANGUAGE comes SUBTITLED IN 
ENGLISH. 

ENEMY LEADER (O.S.)
Why are you here? 

Hunter doesn’t answer.

ENEMY LEADER (O.S.) (CONT’D)
Why are you really here? In this 
remote and impoverished place, 
facing social unrest? Why have you 
come back? 

Hunter’s ill humored. 

HUNTER
You know why! 

ENEMY LEADER
I saw it in your face when we 
almost run over the croc! When you 
almost lost it!

HUNTER
It wasn’t a croc! It was the croc!

The enemy leader smiles.

HUNTER (CONT’D)
Have a problem with that?

ENEMY LEADER (O.S.)
Maybe it was the Serpent. Maybe it 
wasn’t. Let’s presume he was... The 
thing is: You can’t kill a demon!

HUNTER
He’s not a demon, he’s not a ghost, 
he’s a crocodile!
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ENEMY LEADER (O.S.)
Isn’t he Crocodeilos, the Old One?

HUNTER (O.S.)
Crocodeilos, the Old One?

Now it’s Hunter who smiles. Laughs even.

HUNTER (CONT’D)
The Old One? I don’t think so!

We fly around some bit. Sit down on the enemy leader’s cheek. 
He doesn’t seem to care. We start sucking his blood. 

ENEMY LEADER
There are crocodiles over a hundred 
years old, Hunter!

HUNTER
I know that, but this one got all 
his teeth! At least had them all 
when I last encountered him, 
fifteen years ago! He’s not older 
than 60! 

ENEMY LEADER (O.S.)
He’s old with experience, Hunter!

HUNTER
This might be.

They pause.

ENEMY LEADER
You know that our employee can’t 
take a joke. 

They look at each other.

ENEMY LEADER (CONT’D)
What I want to say is: First it’s 
hunting humans, then hunting 
animals! Or whatever it is you plan 
to do! You with me?

HUNTER  (O.S.)
All the way! Don’t worry! 
Everything’s fine!

ENEMY LEADER 
Good! Very good! But don’t 
forget...
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The enemy leader smacks his cheek. There’s blood on his 
cheek. And on his hand.

ENEMY LEADER (CONT’D)
They pay me for worrying!

The almost dead mosquito falls to the ground.

Out of his eyes we have a last look up to the enemy leader.

One of his boots appears. Falls on us.

FADE TO BLACK.

FADE IN:

EXT. LANDING PLACE IN THE JUNGLE - AFTERNOON

We follow the light plane as it flies above the jungle.

Beneath us we spot the river.

Then the landing place. We approach it. 

The light plane lands. Not far away from where we’re hiding 
in the bushes. Observing.

Four men approach the plane: THREE ASIANS and the One-Eyed 
Man. He’s the only North American amongst them.

They are carrying bags.

Hunter steps out of the light plane.

As does the enemy leader.

The men drop the bags inside the plane.

Gather in front of the plane. 

HUNTER
Want to get paid?

ONE-EYED MAN
Sure!

The two North Americans watch each other for a moment.

Some kind of cognition darts over the One-Eyed Man’s face. 
But it’s too late. 

HUNTER
Well, here’s your payment!
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Hunter and the enemy leader shoot them down. All of them. 

The first to go down, with two bullets next to the heart, is 
the One-Eyed Man.

The others follow. Receiving at least two bullets each.

There’s movement in the bushes.

Both Hunter and the enemy leader aim at the bushes. And just 
go on shooting.

There are no more bullets in Hunter’s gun.

He throws his gun away.

Reaches for something behind his back. Makes appear another 
gun. A rather quick process. 

Goes on shooting.

Now it’s the enemy leader’s turn to go out of bullets.

He reloads his gun. Joins Hunter in shooting.

The treetops seem to lose their crowns. The leafy canopy 
comes down.

They stop shooting. But there’s smoke in the air. And our 
ears still hurt.

Hunter runs to where the movement was seen.

Enters the jungle.

We listen to two more shots. 

Comes out.

HUNTER (CONT’D)
It’s a tiger! A big one! Let’s get 
the knifes!

ENEMY LEADER
Good catch!

Since the enemy leader speaks in an ASIAN LANGUAGE, we are 
again happy for the ENGLISH SUBTITLES.

HUNTER
We’ll have to gamble over his skin!

Hunter and the enemy leader disappear in the jungle.
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EXT. JUNGLE - LATER

We follow the tiger daughter running through the jungle. As 
fast as she can.

She’s moaning.

Disappears in the bushes.

We watch the bushes move. Until they’re motionless. And the 
moaning has faded away.

EXT. LANDING PLACE IN THE JUNGLE - LATER

Our crocodile moves parallel to the landing strip.

Then steps on it.

Moves along the landing strip. As if he’d be a plane 
approaching.

There are some scarce huts burning in the distance.

Our crocodile leaves behind the three dead Asian men.

Goes on moving. Follows a blood trail. Until spotting some 
kind of canvas spanned between trees.

EXT. UNDER THE CANVAS - LATER

An instrumental music version of JOHN LENNON’s COME TOGETHER 
is playing on the radio.

Before we see him, we already hear the One-Eyed Man clicking 
his tongue.

Then we hear him sing some of John Lennon’s lyrics, adding 
them at the right place and time to the instrumental music 
version.

ONE-EYED MAN
One and one and one is three, I 
guess. And finally we’ve come 
together again, right now, good 
looking. You and I. 

Our crocodile moves slower. 

ONE-EYED MAN (O.S.) (CONT’D)
Come here, boy, come here! Sweet 
boy! Let’s come together!

75.



Our crocodile pauses.

ONE-EYED MAN (O.S.) (CONT’D)
The generator’s still working! Can 
you believe that?

Goes on moving. 

ONE-EYED MAN (O.S.) (CONT’D)
Good boy! 

Goes on approaching the canvas spanned between trees.

ONE-EYED MAN (O.S.) (CONT’D)
To tell you the truth: You’re not 
the best replacement for my dear 
parrot who flew away some days ago! 
I’d have preferred his whistling 
and singing and talking to your 
silence in the last minutes of my 
miserable life! But hey, it’s 
alright! It’s alright! Let’s share 
the last mile, Mr. Crocodile! 
You’re welcome to accompany me!

Now we spot the One-Eyed Man who’s looking at the burning 
huts. From a distance. And listening to the radio.

ONE-EYED MAN (CONT’D)
It’s not that bad to die like that, 
my boy. Warming at the fire. 
Listening to music. Seeing a good 
ol’ friend approaching.

He's repeating some of the words of John Lennon's Come 
Together in his following phrases.

ONE-EYED MAN (CONT’D)
I know you. You know me. One thing 
I can tell you is you got to be 
free! Or what do you think, boy? 
Can you feel my disease? 

The One-Eyed Man clicks his fingers. 

Something very hard to do now. Something that causes him 
pain.

John Lennon’s Come Together comes to an end.

ONE-EYED MAN (CONT’D)
If you know what I mean!

Our crocodile pauses at a distance.
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On radio, a choir starts singing NEARER, MY GOD, TO THEE. 

ONE-EYED MAN (CONT’D)
Remember our agreement?

The One-Eyed Man clicks his tongue.

ONE-EYED MAN (CONT’D)
Well, maybe it was one-sided. 

He pauses.

He’s in pain.

He shivers. 

ONE-EYED MAN (CONT’D)
You know the song that’s playing? 
How fitting! I’m your Titanic, 
you’re my iceberg! 

He laughs.

Our crocodile starts moving again.

The One-Eyed Man clicks his fingers. Hardly manages. Only the 
fingers of one hand are sounding like it’s meant to be.

Shivers again. 

ONE-EYED MAN (CONT’D)
You guys don’t like the cold, I 
know that! Another thing we’ve got 
in common.

Now our crocodile has reached the One-Eyed Man and stops just 
in front of him. 

The One-Eyed Man clicks his tongue.

ONE-EYED MAN (CONT’D)
We’re something to watch, cowboy, 
both of us!

They watch each other out of their good eyes. From where we 
are, we can't see neither our crocodile’s bad eye nor the One-
Eyed Man's bandaged eye, for they happen to be on the other 
side of their heads.  

ONE-EYED MAN (CONT’D)
Will you give me the time to repent 
and make piece with my God and 
Creator? The one that made heavens 
and earth? You and me?
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The One-Eyed Man wants to click his fingers. But his fingers 
cooperate no longer.

He smiles for a moment. Then gets serious again.

They go on looking at each other.

ONE-EYED MAN (CONT’D)
(singing along)

There in my Father’s home, safe and 
at rest / There in my Saviour’s 
love, perfectly blest / Age after 
age to be, nearer my God, to Thee / 
Nearer, my God, to Thee, nearer to 
Thee

FADE TO BLACK.

We listen to the One-Eyed Man clicking his tongue.

FADE IN:

EXT. JUNGLE - LATER 

Our crocodile drags the dead One-Eyed Man through the jungle. 
As gently as he can.

INT. SWAMP HIDEOUT - LATER

Brings him to his hideout.

“Cleans” a corner. Sweeping away corpses and bones. 

Places the One-Eyed Man there. On a special place. He 
deserves it.

Our crocodile looks at the dead One-Eyed Man.

They seem to watch each other out of their bad eyes, an 
impossibility, obviously. It’s the perspective!

INT. SWAMP HIDEOUT - THE NEXT DAY

Our crocodile is losing some teeth. We don't know if he loses 
them normally. Or if he's sick. We just witness him losing 
them.

We look at the One-Eyed Man lying in the corner. Look at him 
for quite a while.

He’s starting to decay.
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EXT. SWAMP - LATER

A BIRD flies into our crocodile's open mouth. 

Eats between the teeth. Eats out of the holes where teeth 
have been.

Our crocodile remains motionless.

EXT. WHERE THE SWAMP SHADES INTO FOREST - THE NEXT DAY

Our crocodile is behaving very strange.

Advances. Stops. Advances again. Stops again.

He’s confused. Where’s the cage? The cage is gone!

Our crocodile reaches the place the cage stood. Only a 
strange looking squarish imprint remains on the ground. 

He surrounds the imprint. The not existing cage. A peculiar 
sight indeed.

He stops exactly where the cage’s entrance has been.

Moves forward.

If the cage would still be there, he’d be inside now. Yet 
strangely enough he does seem like a prisoner to us.

He doesn’t move.

But we do. We move away from our crocodile.

He gets smaller. And smaller. Vanishes from our sight.

EXT. UNDER THE CANVAS - LATER

Just where the One-Eyed Man died, we see our crocodile 
examining the place.

The radio is still playing. We listen to TOM PETTY AND THE 
HEARTBREAKERS's I WON’T BACK DOWN.

Our crocodile approaches the burnt down huts. They housed 
some kind of kitchen. Some kind of sleeping room. Some kind 
of cocaine processing lab.

There’s a damaged bag lying in the bushes.

He approaches it.
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There’s something white in it. Some kind of powder. 

The wind goes. Blows some of it in our crocodile’s face. 
White dust.

He opens his mouth. 

Approaches the bag.

The bag and all its content disappear in his mouth. 

EXT. JUNGLE - LATER (FLASHBACK AND IMAGINATION)

As he's having a drug-induced vision, we enter our 
crocodile's good eye. 

Approach something that quite resembles a mirror. It’s the 
lens behind our crocodile’s pupil. It reflects the Siamese 
king cobra looking at us. Both from the pupil’s left and 
right.

We turn.

Look out of our crocodile's good eye. Look at the Siamese 
king cobra looking at us. Out of her two heads. Out of her 
four eyes. 

But she's big and long now. And heavy. Like a trunk. Or like 
two. As if she’d become two reticulated pythons.

She approaches our crocodile who has stiffened. He seems 
quite small out of a sudden.

One of her heads passes by our crocodile’s left side. The 
other one passes by his right side. 

One of her mouths opens. Then the other. 

The mouths close at the same time. 

The Siamese king cobra warps around his body. Chokes him. 

While hissing. Louder and louder. Duetting. Stereo.

Our crocodile comes to his senses. Finally.

Seems to get taller.

Tries to get her off. Wriggles. Rolls over. And over. 

Crashes one of her heads. Crashes the other. 

Crashes against bars. Inner bars! He's in the cage! Trapped!
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The Siamese king cobra has gone. But he’s not alone. From the 
corner of his good eye he notices the tiger mother is in 
there. Right behind him!

But before he can react she sinks her teeth in his right 
shoulder blade again.

He turns in pain.

Just outside the cage the rival crocodile is about to kill 
his crocodile son.

Our crocodile tries to impede it, but the bars are standing 
in his way. Don’t let him through!

And the tiger mother is still hanging on his shoulder blade. 
Doesn’t let go!

He listens to the gibbon laugh at him. At his back.

He turns. Turns again. But there's no gibbon to be seen. 

Turns yet again. Faster this time. 

Crashes the tiger mother against the bars. 

Keeps on turning.

The tiger mother lets go of his shoulder blade.

Falls to the ground. Lifeless.

Enraged, our crocodile wants to crash her. Turning. Numbly. 
But she’s gone as well. 

Still turning, our crocodile crashes against the bars.

Hunter is standing behind them. 

Our crocodile straightens up.

Man and animal seem to have the same height now. 

They look at each other from up close. Face to face.

Hunter stabs his bad eye again. Pulls the knife out.

But the knife doesn’t leave our crocodile’s eye. It’s the One-
Eyed Man’s bad eye it leaves. 

The One-Eyed Man is singing.
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ONE-EYED MAN
And coming down is the hardest 
thing, my dear crocodile / Yes, it 
is / Now some say life will beat 
you down

INT. SWAMP HIDEOUT - LATER

We watch the dead One-Eyed Man from up close. He seems to be 
sleeping. Peacefully. 

Then we watch our crocodile sleep. But it’s a bad sleep. A 
disturbed one. He’s having a nightmare. Moves in his sleep. 
As if in pain. 

EXT. JUNGLE - LATER (IMAGINATION)

Our crocodile listens to the gibbon laugh at him again. 

He turns. But there's no gibbon to be seen. 

He listens to gun shots. Many gun shots. 

Turns yet again. Faster this time. 

Watches Hunter kill the female crocodile again. Just outside 
the cage! Shooting her. Once. 

Our crocodile turns. 

Twice. 

Our crocodile turns again, gaining speed. 

Wants to get to Hunter, standing behind the bars.

He jumps against the bars with all his might. Again. And 
again.

The cage turns. Bowled down by our crocodile’s strength.

INT. WATER - LATER (IMAGINATION)

Crashes into the water.

Buries Hunter beneath it. 

Hunter’s hands clasp two of the bars.

He looks at our crocodile.

82.



Our crocodile looks at him.

We’re in a tunnel pit. Going down.

The cage spins. On its way down. 

A downward spiral that only can lead to death and 
destruction.

INT. SWAMP HIDEOUT - LATER

We watch our crocodile sleep.

With his mouth open. 

And panting like a dog.

EXT. DAM IN THE SWAMP - LATER

We look at the dam. 

Everything looks peacefully.

But in a second everything changes. 

With an ear-battering sound the dam explodes. 

The bursting of the dam is an awesome and terrifying sight.

Fire and water. And stones. 

Rising up high.

Coming towards us. 

INT. WATER - LATER (IMAGINATION)

Brackish water, earth, sand, branches, bones and stones are 
after the cage. And our crocodile. And Hunter. On their way 
down.

An insane orchestra of brackish water, drifts, whips, whirls, 
swirls and dragging is forming.

Still our crocodile and Hunter look at each other.

As they sink deeper. And deeper.

As they turn. And turn.

As it goes darker. And darker.
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While they fall faster. And faster.

The cage’s inside space gets narrower. And narrower.

The cage’s bars draw nearer. And nearer. 

And the brackish water, earth, sand, branches, bones and 
stones come closer. And closer.

While the insane orchestra of destruction goes louder. And 
louder.

The brackish wave of water, earth, sand, branches, bones and 
stones reaches our crocodile and Hunter.

Buries them beneath its might. 

INT. SWAMP HIDEOUT - MORNING

Our crocodile awakens abruptly.

He knows:

SOMETHING BIG IS COMING!

EXT. SWAMP - MORNING

We watch a big wave consisting of brackish swamp water, soil, 
sand and undergrowth come our way.

The insane orchestra keeps on forming.

Both the wave and its accompanying insane orchestra music 
come directly our crocodile’s way.

Get louder. And louder. Scarier. And scarier.

INT. SWAMP HIDEOUT - LATER

Our crocodile almost waits too long. But then starts moving.

Tries to get away as fast as he can.

The wave’s after him. 

Reaches him.

Throws him into the path.

Where he moves as quickly as he can.

84.



For some moments it seems he would get away. 

Behind him the One-Eyed Man comes into sight.

As if he’d be after our crocodile.

Finally the wave gets our crocodile.

For a moment our crocodile and the One-Eyed Man are moving 
alongside.

It looks as if the One-Eyed Man would look at our crocodile.

Then the One-Eyed Man entangles himself in the undergrowth.

And disappears. 

Our crocodile gets gripped. Dragged. Submerged. Rubbed 
against the ground. Whirled around. In a deadly flow.

He struggles for his life.

A branch streaks his bad eye. It segregates blood, tissue.

He leaves the undergrowth behind.

Keeps on struggling.

The insane orchestra plays its music as loud as it can. 

Then it stops with a last “explosion”.

FADE TO BLACK.

Everything is darkness.

Everything is silence.

FADE IN:

EXT. SWAMP - LATER (IMAGINATION)

We leave our crocodile via his bad eye. As he emerges out of 
the swamp’s brackish water.

But he does so a strange way. And then doesn’t move.

Just drifts in the dark muddy water. It looks as if he’s 
dead. But we know better. 

FADE TO BLACK.
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We listen to water sounds.

FADE IN:

EXT. RIVER - LATER

The dark muddy water streams in the river's light water.

Water to water. 

We watch our crocodile. As he lets himself drift. 

Watch him between the dark and the light water.  

As if he couldn't do anything against the drifting. As if 
he'd be powerless. Or as if he'd actually enjoy it. Or as if 
he'd just be dreaming. 

We go on watching him. As he drifts off. 

FADE TO BLACK.

FADE IN:

EXT. RIVER - LATER (FLASHBACK)

There are crocodiles inflating as they raise their tails and 
heads out of water. Slowly waving their tails back and forth.

They then puff out their throats. And with a closed mouth, 
begin to vibrate air.

It’s a bellowing chorus we’re listening to.

There’s a branch floating by in the river. We follow the 
branch.

The bellowing chorus fades away.

The river sounds rise.

EXT. RIVER - LATER

We’re the branch floating in the river. Reach our lone 
crocodile. Remain with him as the branch floats away.

He projects an infrasonic signal at about 10 Hz through the 
water.

The water around him starts to dance.
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We follow the dancing water. Until it ceases to dance. 

It seems as if the water’s stopped moving altogether. No 
river sounds are heard anymore. 

EXT. JUNGLE - LATER

No leaf is moving.

No sound is heard.

The jungle is silent.

Lifeless.

EXT. RIVER - LATER

A single water drop falls into the river. There's a little 
disturbance in the water surface taking place. A vibration. 

We follow it. As it approaches our crocodile. Reaches his 
upper jaw. 

There are small, black speckles on his upper jaw’s skin. We 
enter his skin through one of the speckles.

Encounter bundles of nerve fibers they encase. They begin to 
vibrate lightly. 

Our crocodile is drifting. Slowly. Very slowly.

His good eye changes direction. 

In the distance we see the rain falling down. It’s a dark 
horizon.

The rain comes closer. As does the darkness. It looks quite 
menacing.

Our crocodile doesn’t move a muscle. As if he’d know every 
attempt to escape would be foredoomed. Resigned.

But here the river’s moving a little bit faster again. Kind 
of comes to his rescue. Takes our crocodile with it.

Slowly turns him round. Until he faces the curtain of rain. 
That comes closer as he watches.

The current starts turning him round again. Slowly.

Finally the rain reaches him. Alongside.
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For a little while we look at our crocodile just lying in the 
dividing line between the rain and the sunshine, the darkness 
and the light.

Only at one of his sides the rain's falling. It’s the bad 
eye’s side. 

Then the rain decides to cover our crocodile completely. 

Seems to want to bury him. 

Lashes down on his armature.

His good eye watches the rain. Then closes.

For a while we watch our crocodile being punished. Being 
crashed.

The raindrops seem like bombs exploding on him.

Then, suddenly, he takes a dive. Disappears from our sight. 
Just like that.

It rains heavier.

The river’s lashed by the rain. Merciless.

EXT. JUNGLE - LATER

Trees are whipped as the rain comes beating down. 

It beats the coppice. 

The scrub. 

The bushes.

Every branch gets bent. 

No leaf gets ignored.

The sound of it hurts our ears. 

We fear for the trees. The scrub. And the bushes. And all 
life forms they’re housing.

EXT. RIVER - LATER

We are at the rain’s mercy.

Everything’s water. Everything’s exploding. Everywhere on the 
river.
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Water above. Water below.

Water to water. 

The rainfall stops. We’re thankful for it. 

Notice that it’s another place we’re watching. A place where 
the water’s moving fast.

Our crocodile emerges. 

Just lets himself drift away. Faster. And faster. And faster.

Apparently resigned. On the ropes. 

We’ve never seen a crocodile in wild water.

He seems like a little boat about to collide.

Disappears from our sight rather quickly.

EXT. WATERFALL - LATER

We have a look at a waterfall. 

We know what will happen. And it happens. 

Our crocodile falls down the waterfall!

All the way down.

Disappears in the wild waters beneath.

We look for him in the water.

We look for him in the stones.

We look for him on the banks. 

But we are not able to find him. 

EXT. JUNGLE - AFTERNOON

We follow the wild river.

Look at the stones and the coppice on its sides. 

The river gets calmer.

We spot our crocodile on a bank. Finally.

Approach him. 
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He isn’t dead. But what’s he doing?

Our crocodile is practicing gular pumping. It’s a rhythmic 
movement of the floor of his pharynx, what enables him to 
detect volatile odorants. 

In this case it's human! 

He tenses his muscles. We’re able to see one of his concealed 
tympanic membranes.

Our crocodile moves abruptly. Describes a circle, nervously. 
Enraged. 

Starts following the trail in the air. Leaves the scene 
rather quickly. 

I/E. JUNGLE CLEARING - LATER

From afar he spots Hunter.

Out of the trees and the bushes.

It comes to him as a shock. At last! This is his chance to 
attack him! To kill him!

Hunter’s still far away. Standing in a nice little clearing.

But what’s he doing? It makes our crocodile freeze in the 
bushes that limit the clearing.

First Hunter fires a gun with his good right hand. 

Keeps on shooting until there are no more bullets left. 

Lets loose of the gun.

The gun falls to the ground.

Then he raises his prosthetic left arm. The one with the 
apparatus attached to it. At its side, lengthwise, a rifle 
comes attached. But it’s only deep-seated at its top. All the 
rest is free to move.

Hunter moves. 

Aims. 

And shoots. 

Shoots again.

Then he uncouples the rifle. 
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Throws it away.

Reaches for something behind his back. 

Makes appear a crossbow. 

Attaches it where the rifle was attached.

Reaches for an arrow. 

Fixes it to the crossbow.

Stretches the crossbow with his right hand. 

Shoots the arrow.

Reaches for another arrow.

Stretches the crossbow again. 

Shoots the second arrow.

Then approaches a tree.

All bullets and both arrows have hit the same tree. Almost at 
the same spot.

He pulls out the arrows.

Picks up his weapons.

And disappears in the jungle.

Our crocodile moves. But the moment’s gone.

Hunter is a total mystery to our crocodile. Like the One-Eyed 
Man was. Only that the One-Eyed Man resembled him. Whereas 
Hunter’s his exact opposite.

Our crocodile enters the clearing.

Places himself before the tree Hunter used for his aiming 
skills.

Looks at it where it’s hurt. 

Where its bark looks like a battlefield. 

There’s resin resembling blood coming out of its burned 
scars. 

Gunpowder’s still in the air. 
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And doesn’t it all resemble a crocodile’s damaged armature as 
well?

Our crocodile looks at it frozen, out of his good eye that 
seems bigger than usual. Bigger and shiny. Filled with fear.

He awakens from his torpor when listening to some not too far 
away engine noise. 

He follows the sound. Slowly.

Stops in the midst of the clearing. 

Listens to the engine noise fading away.

Remains in silence. 

Lost. 

A little spot in the midst of the clearing.

Hunter’s gone. Maybe for good. 

I/E. GRANGE - MORNING

It’s dawn.

We look at a ROOSTER. He’s standing on the grange’s main hut 
roof. We listen to his cock-a-doodle-doo. 

A BIRD is flying.

We listen to a rifle shot.

The bird falls down.

The man picks him up.

While a DOG passes him by.

We follow the dog. 

He passes by some chicken.

The chicken are busy picking their breakfast. 

The dog approaches a BABY BOY. This baby boy is so sweet!

He climbs the dog. Mounts him like a horse. 

The dog goes on moving. And the baby boy riding him. We love 
that baby boy!
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We follow them through the grange’s main hut.

Step in at one side. Step out at the other.

There the baby boy kind of jumps off. 

Falls down. 

Sits up.

Starts walking. 

And trips over a CAT.

The cat runs away. 

We follow the cat.

The cat climbs the roof. 

Looks at the dog on the ground.

The dog is behaving strangely. 

Looks toward the jungle. 

Approaches the jungle. 

Disappears in the jungle.

EXT. RIVER - LATER

The river’s befogged.

Our crocodile is drifting with the current.

Out of his good eye he watches what’s going on.

The woman and her DAUGHTER are on the bank. The woman is 
sitting on her haunches. The daughter is standing. They look 
at the river.

It’s some ASIAN LANGUAGE they speak. But hey, what a relief: 
it comes with ENGLISH SUBTITLES!

DAUGHTER
The stream is too slow. The river 
is still dark. Changed colors. Will 
it change back?
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WOMAN
Animals are bloodthirsty. They’re 
animals. But humans? It’s supposed 
to be different! 

The daughter spots our crocodile from afar.

DAUGHTER
You see him? You think it’s him? 
The Old One?

WOMAN
Animals? It’s in their nature! But 
humans? They should be able to 
forgive! We’re not animals! But do 
they ask for forgiveness? Do they 
change? 

DAUGHTER
You see him?

WOMAN
We’re only defending ourselves! How 
can you forgive if they don’t ask 
for forgiveness? They don’t change! 

The dog appears. Barks. 

Places himself between the woman and the daughter. Barks 
keener. 

Near the other side of the river our crocodile drifts by.

The daughter follows him with her eyes. 

DAUGHTER
Do you think it was the Old One? 
The Man-Eater?

The woman stares at the water.

DAUGHTER (CONT’D)
The one that almost killed us 
before I was born? When you had me 
in your womb? 

The woman smiles. She feels proud with the memory.

WOMAN
Maybe! With the swamp changed and 
everything! But I don’t think so. 

DAUGHTER
Why?
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WOMAN
He would have eaten us already!

She laughs a short laugh.

DAUGHTER
I don’t think so! You would have 
saved us again!

The daughter smiles. Proud as well. Proud of her mother.

She looks down river where our crocodile disappears from 
sight. 

DAUGHTER (CONT’D)
I think he was big!

WOMAN
If they’d only recognize! And ask 
for forgiveness! 

The dog hasn’t stopped barking. Now he runs away. Still 
barking.

We follow him.

WOMAN (O.S.) (CONT’D)
But they don’t!

DAUGHTER (O.S.)
Maybe it was him!

WOMAN (O.S.)
They don’t change. Nothing changes.

The dog stops.

Starts running again.

Barks louder.

Passes by our crocodile.

At a headland, just a little bit further away, he waits for 
him. 

Our crocodile’s slowly approaching. Drifting.

The dog stretches all his muscles. Ducks down. Stops barking. 
Looks more dangerous than ever. 

There’s a moment that seems to be forever, when they're face 
to face. And their eyes meet. They hate but they also respect 
each other. 
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Than the moment's gone and our crocodile drifts away. Slowly. 

Disappears in the dark of the river. 

EXT. SPACE - AFTERNOON

We’re in space. Everything is peace.

Further down the world isn’t only round. It looks round as 
well.

Slowly, we approach it.

Migrating BRANTS move into our field of vision.

Their wing beats and the air they move are a gentle melody. 
Appeasing us.

We close in on them.

EXT. SKY - LATER

The gentle melody gets more audible. Fills the air.

We are amongst the brants now. Are them. Join in their lovely 
song.

We move quickly.

Since we’re birds, we enjoy a majestic bird’s eye view.

Far beneath us we see the lights of civilization. We may even 
hear civilization’s far away sounds. 

But we quickly move away from it.

There’s a light plane coming and going. Some hundred feet 
away. Following its own orbit.

Beneath us almost everything is jungle now.

Far away se see a frighteningly big forest fire. But it 
doesn’t affect neither us nor our story.

We fly deeper.

Right beneath us there’s a tarred road. There’s still some 
traffic going on down there. We follow it from high above.

The road leads to another road. An earthy road. 
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Traffic decreases. As the villages and settlements become 
less and less. Get smaller and smaller. 

We leave the migrating brants. Let them fly on their way.

Start approaching earth.

Beneath us something’s moving. 

We approach it. 

It’s a NIGHT OWL.

The night owl descends flying. 

We descend with her.

EXT. INN - LATER

There’s the strangest rock music we’ve ever heard fading in.

The night owl flies down to sit on a tree near an inn.

Friend 1 steps out of the inn. 

Mounts and old moped. 

Starts driving it.

The sound is loud and ugly. 

He comes toward us. The moped sound gets louder.

The night owl flies away annoyed. 

We fly away with her.

The strange rock music fades away.

As does the moped sound.

EXT. JUNGLE - LATER

On her way the night owl encounters a BAT.

We watch the bat on his uneven flight. 

Follow him for some time. Are the bat.

Approach friend 1 on his moped.
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He’s driving venturesomely. Recklessly. Doesn’t measure 
danger.

The jungle path he’s following is unstable. Uneven. 

We fear for the driver. 

Pass him by.

Follow the bat. 

Into the dark. 

We fly through the dark. 

Through the trees. 

Through the bushes.

EXT. GRANGE - LATER

And sit down on the roof of the man and the woman and the 
daughter and the baby boy’s grange’s main hut. 

The moped’s sound reveals its driver’s approach.

The man steps out of the main hut. 

Followed by the woman. The baby boy is in her arms.

The moped arrives. 

Pulls in. 

The moped sound dies away. 

Friend 1 descends.

They speak in an ASIAN LANGUAGE. Everything they say we 
follow by reading the ENGLISH SUBTITLES.

FRIEND 1
The innkeeper told me of some 
rumors. Says they might come 
tonight. 

Silence.

FRIEND 1 (CONT’D)
Sounded like: They will! Come 
tonight!
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MAN
Let them come! 

Behind the man and the woman we see other MEN, amongst them 
friend 2.

They are serious looking. They have knifes. Machetes. 
Blowpipes. Rifles. 

WOMAN
Let’s prepare! If they come with 
the dark, we’ve got a couple of 
hours!

The man takes the woman apart.

MAN
You’ve got to go! You’ve got to go 
now! You’ll be safe! But you must 
leave now!

He kisses her and she kisses him back.

They hug.

We know from the expression of their faces that their love 
for each other is real.

The man kisses the baby boy on his forehead.

EXT. JUNGLE - EVENING

Our crocodile opens his eyes. 

Raises his head. 

Looks at the moon. Does so without halting.

That’s why it looks as if the moon would be flying through 
the sky. 

Some of the moon’s light reaches the tapetum lucidum on the 
wall of our crocodile’s eye. From there it's being reflected 
into the retina. 

His night vision seems to better and we see his surroundings 
brighter. 

His prey animal’s night vision is poor. It’s an ELD’S DEER 
standing in the water.

He bows his head. And starts drinking.
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Our crocodile uses this to his advantage. Comes close. 

But then pauses. Lifts his head.

Water splashes. Silently. 

But the eld’s deer’s heard it. 

And starts jumping. In the water. Toward land. 

Jumps out of the water. 

Gets away.

While our crocodile remains petrified. Waiting until the 
eld’s deer’s sound’s gone.

He raises his head again. Looks at the night sky.

There are numberless stars in the clear and unclouded sky.

Since our crocodile is moving his head, the stars seem to 
move.

Our crocodile’s sense of smell is very well developed. And 
yes, there’s something in the air. Something of interest.

EXT. JUNGLE NEAR GRANGE - LATER

We follow some plant's dust particle that lands on the eld’s
deer.

A particle of the eld’s deer’s skin disengages. 

And spins through the air.

Passes by the woman that carries her baby boy in a baby 
sling.

A particle of the woman’s skin disengages.

Spins through the air. We follow it. As it is moved by the 
wind. Flying through the air.

Until it enters our crocodile’s nostril.

He lifts his head. Looks right at us.

EXT. JUNGLE - LATER

The woman walks among the trees.
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EXT. RIVER - LATER

Reaches the river.

Walks along the river.

Isn’t far from the nearby canoe.

Sees our crocodile between her and the canoe. 

He’s blocking her way.

She paralyzes stricken with fear.

For a moment nobody moves. The moment seems eternal.

In the woman’s eyes we notice her considering her options. As 
she seizes her baby boy harder.

Our crocodile approaches.

She awakens from her apathy. 

Starts running downstream, the way she came from.

We see a line of trees reaching half into the river.

Reaching the first of the trees, she jumps.

Our crocodile snaps at her just as she jumps.

Her jump is interrupted, but somehow succeeds.

We lose track of our crocodile. Remain with her.

She reaches for a branch. 

Lifts herself. 

Starts moving hand over hand from branch to branch.

Brachiates. 

Reaches the second tree. Goes on like that. 

Reaches the third tree. 

Reaches the fourth. 

It’s the last one. There’s nowhere else to go.

She sits on the thickest branch. Her face is pale.

She looks at her baby boy. The baby boy is alright.
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She looks everywhere. But our crocodile has gone.

She starts to breast-feed her baby boy.

EXT. JUNGLE NEAR GRANGE - LATER

Our crocodile follows the way the woman came from.

In the distance, there is movement in the shadows. 

The grange silhouettes itself against the sky.

Our crocodile starts surrounding the place. 

Always keeping something like a prudent distance. 

We understand that he’s doing something like a compound 
survey. It seems as if he’s about to surround the whole place 
in a big circle.

From a distance he sees the man in a strategic place. 

Our crocodile pauses.

The man is looking at his grange. He’s ready to fight. But he 
doesn’t notice our crocodile.

Our crocodile watches the man.

Suddenly a burning piece of wood divides the darkness of the 
night. 

We follow it until it reaches the thatched roof of the 
grange’s main building. 

It starts burning explosively.

Clearly our crocodile sees ENEMY 1’s silhouette setting 
itself apart in front of the ardent house. 

Shies away a little. 

But he’s not the only one who is watching the imprudent enemy 
1. 

The man aims at him. 

Shoots.

Enemy 1 falls to the ground. 

Our crocodile begins to move again. 
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Approaches the man. 

Then he hears somebody shouting.

HUNTER (O.S.)
Watch out! They’ve been expecting 
us, it seems!

And it changes it all. This voice! It belongs to his enemy!

He turns back. Forgets the man. Thinks of Hunter alone!

Gets faster. 

We hear gun shots.

Somebody screams.

Suddenly we spot ENEMY 2 behind a tree. 

Our crocodile bites his leg. 

Lets loose of it. 

Enemy 2 aims his gun at him. 

Our crocodile snaps at the gun. 

Closes his mouth around the barrel.

Enemy 2 shoots, the barrel trembles and the bullet hits the 
ground.

Our crocodile trembles as well.

Enemy 2 lets loose of his gun. 

Straightens up. 

Hobbles away, screaming.

Receives a bullet to his head. 

Breaks down.

Our crocodile passes him by. 

Lets loose of the gun.

Spots Hunter in a distance. 

Approaches. 

Comes close.
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A bullet makes Hunter’s hat fly away several feet.

Our crocodile, approaching fast, opens his mouth wide. 

Is about to bite Hunter in a moment.

But Hunter runs for his hat.

Turning, our crocodile entangles in a series of ropy roots. 

Has problems to cut loose. 

Hunter takes his hat. 

Puts it on.

Watches how the dog jumps and sinks his teeth in the enemy 
leader’s arm. 

The enemy leader screams.

Since the dog doesn’t let go, the enemy leader drives his 
large knife through the dog’s head.

Again there is screaming.

Hunter isn’t a timid guy, as we all know, but he's neither 
stupid nor loyal either. And yes, he might fear for his life 
as well. Definitely, he isn't one to carry a lost cause any 
further. All or some of it reflects in his face.

He looks back. 

For a moment watches a strange movement. 

Doesn’t know what it is. Doesn’t want to find out either.

Uncouples the rifle from his prosthetic left arm’s apparatus. 

Puts it behind his back.

Starts moving quickly. 

Away from the grange. Away from the gun battle. 

Toward safety.

Our crocodile cuts loose. 

Moves through the jungle.

An arrow comes flying. 

Reaches the armature of our crocodile. 
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Rides the armored skin of our crocodile. Between its scales.

Diverted, the arrow leaves our crocodile’s back. 

Disappears in the jungle.

ENEMY 3 is leaning on a tree. He’s more dead than alive. 

With vacuous eyes he follows the arrow that’s flying by. 

As he turns his neck we see two light darts growing out of 
it, projectiles that were fired by blowpipes. 

Suddenly, a third one appears on his forehead. 

EXT. JUNGLE - MORNING

It’s dawn.

The shots and screaming become more distant.

Our crocodile moves fast.

Runs almost parallel to Hunter.

Changes direction. 

Is on target for Hunter now.

Hunter shoots an arrow out of his crossbow. 

Uncouples the crossbow from the apparatus. 

Puts it behind his back.

Never stops. 

Our crocodile passes by a tree were a poisonous snake, a 0.9 
m (3.0 ft) long COMMON KRAIT, is nailed to a tree by the 
arrow Hunter shot.

The common krait is moving violently, but can’t break free. 

There’s no shooting anymore. It has stopped abruptly.

EXT. NEAR THE RIVER - LATER

Hunter looks through the trees at the river, shimmering down 
there, not too far away.

Notices movement behind him. 
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Looks over his shoulder.

A steep fright flashes through his body.

He stumbles. 

Falls through the bushes. 

All the way down.

Our crocodile is fast over short distances. Very fast.

He is kind of galloping now. It’s some kind of “belly run”. 
His body moves in a snake-like fashion. His limbs splayed out 
to either side paddling away frantically. His tail whips to 
and fro. 

Our crocodile slithers down on his belly. 

Gets even faster. 

But then entangles himself in the brushwood.

Right in front of Hunter. 

Who stands up. Painfully. Hurt

Hunter leans on a tree. 

Our crocodile struggles to break free. 

Doesn’t succeed.

Hunter already has attached his rifle to the apparatus. 

Pulls the trigger. But there’s no bullet left in the barrel. 

Uncouples the rifle with an unsteady hand. 

Throws it away.

Reaches for his gun. 

But it isn’t there no more. The gun’s holster’s gone. 

It’s hanging on a nearby branch some feet above, from where 
he came from.

Hunter gets real scared.

Reaches for the crossbow behind his back. 

Tries to apply it to the artifice of his outstretched 
prosthetic left arm. 
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Succeeds. Trembling. 

Reaches for the arrows. 

Takes out all of them. 

Trembles so hard that they fall to the ground. 

With the exception of one he can seize in the air. In the 
last moment.

Suddenly he gets calm again. And we’re back to the Hunter we 
know.

He applies the arrow. 

Aims. 

Shoots.

Hits our crocodile in his bad eye.

Just when he breaks free. 

And jumps at Hunter. 

But Hunter reaches a branch over his head. 

Raises himself as far as he’s able to with only one 
functioning arm.

Beside himself with rage our crocodile crashes into the tree. 

Hunter jumps on our crocodile. 

And from there to the ground.

Runs.

Our crocodile turns around. 

Goes after Hunter.

Hunter spots the canoe. 

Runs toward it.

Tries to jump into it. 

But is pulled round hard.

His prosthetic arm is in our crocodile’s mouth.

Both of them seize it violently.

107.



It drops away from Hunter’s body.

Hunter falls toward our crocodile.

Extends his right arm and left stump. 

Pushes off on our crocodile’s armored body.

But our crocodile is too engaged in Hunter’s prosthetic arm 
as to take advantage. 

Hunter bounces.

Jumps into the canoe. 

EXT. RIVER - LATER

Pulls out.

There are trees in the river. 

He’s on target for driving straight through the last two of 
them. 

But there’s the woman sitting on a branch. 

She’s as pale as death. 

It’s only now we see that her right foot is missing on her 
body. We don’t know how much blood still remains in her.

Hunter approaches. 

Looks at her. Stunned. 

She reaches her baby boy to him. Maybe she’s aware that 
Hunter’s the enemy, but she may also know that he’s her only 
shot for her baby boy to survive.

He reaches out to the woman, his right arm and left stump 
uplifted. 

From our perspective his right arm points at her stump and 
his stump to her undamaged foot. If that’s not a sight filled 
with connotation I don’t know what is. 

Hunter reaches out to the baby boy with his good arm.

In order to get hold of the baby boy, Hunter must support his 
right leg on the tree.

He receives the baby boy out of the dying woman’s hands.
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Our crocodile jumps out of the water.

Closes his mouth around Hunter’s right leg.

Hunter first crashes into the tree. 

Then falls hard into the canoe. 

The baby boy falls on Hunter’s body.

The canoe inclines. 

We think it will overturn. Or our crocodile will drag Hunter 
out of it. 

But our crocodile, with a little help from the tree, enters 
the canoe as well. 

The canoe gains speed.

There’s movement in the bushes on the opposite side of the 
river.

Through the bushes we watch the canoe gaining speed. 

As we jump through the bushes. 

Always looking at the canoe. 

Going along with it.

Hunter reaches to the arrow in our crocodile’s bad eye. 
Shakes it.

Our crocodile, very hurt, straightens up. 

Leaves the arrow in Hunter’s hand.

Something nasty comes out of our crocodile’s eye. 

Bespatters Hunter. 

Hunter tries to sting the arrow into our crocodile’s belly.

Our crocodile falls on Hunter again.

The arrow, snapping, disappears under our crocodile’s belly.

Hunter is able to have a look at the inside of our 
crocodile’s mouth nobody would envy. 

He perfectly sees his tongue that's not free, but held in 
place by a membrane that limits movement. 
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With his good hand and arm he succeeds in shutting our 
crocodile’s mouth. 

And keeping it shut for a while. That’s possible, because 
despite the strong muscles to close the jaw, crocodiles have 
extremely small and weak muscles to open the jaw. 

For a moment we might think that Hunter's got a chance there.  

But then reality sinks in again and we know this can’t last 
forever. And we’re right.

Our crocodile wrests himself free. 

But there’s Hunter’s knife in our crocodile’s head now. 
Blood’s pouring out of it.

We watch the canoe from out there.

A fountain of blood appears.

The canoe dangles furiously.

We see our crocodile arise.

He leaves the canoe with impotent anger and pain. 

Almost overturns the canoe. 

The canoe staggers wildly.

Our crocodile’s good eye changes color. 

Is going blind. 

Our crocodile has lost orientation. 

Is drifting. 

Splashes water violently. 

Moves hither and thither. 

Tries to reach land.

There’s no music. Only swoosh and hissing. 

And water. Blue. And green. And red.

Somehow he manages to reach a little island, not far from the 
slightly elevated riverbank.

He wants to rest. 

110.



But can’t.

Everything’s in movement in front of his eyes. 

He’s movement himself.

We are the canoe, drifting away.

Watch how a tiger jumps from the riverbank into the water. 

Yes, it’s our old friend, tiger daughter.

Although being handicapped, she’s a strong swimmer. 

Reaches the island rather fast.

Approaches our agonal crocodile. 

Kills him quickly. 

Biting his head. 

Crashing his neck.

We don’t know if she was out for revenge. But if she was, she 
surely got it. 

There are some last convulsions.

The formerly good eye closes.

Nothing moves. Everything is still. The struggle is over. Our 
crocodile is dead.

The tiger daughter feeds on him.

We are the water. Drift away from the island.

Get faster. And faster.

Reach the canoe.

Ours is the terrible sight of dead Hunter. 

Half covered by Hunter finally we spot the motionless baby 
boy. We fear the worst. 

Then we look at him closer. 

The baby boy moves.

We follow the canoe through changing river scenarios. 
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PARROT (O.S.)
Good boy, good boy! You’re so 
sweet, so sweet!

It starts raining.

It rains heavily.

But inside the canoe the baby boy is okay for Hunter's dead 
body protects him from the rain. 

The canoe overcomes some rapids.

Passes by a big stone.

The rapids not only seem dangerous. They are.

We constantly fear the canoe will overturn. Or crash.

But time and again the canoe succeeds in mastering danger.

We hope there won’t be another waterfall. There isn’t. 

The water gets calmer. 

It stops raining.

The canoe follows a bend. 

Where the river melds with the horizon, there’s a rainbow 
shining in all its beauty. 

The canoe rifts near the bank now.

Suddenly we hear the daughter cry out loud.

We see her jump into the water.

She wades to the canoe.

Looks inside it.

Startles.

But sees something.

Takes the baby boy in her arms.

Weeps. 

And laughs.

Wades back.
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Is helped by other WOMEN.

At the bank we see women and CHILDREN.

See their astounded faces.

Hear their animated expressions.

The canoe drifts away on the river.

We drift away with the canoe.

Watch the canoe.

Follow it.

Pass it.

Have a last look at dead Hunter.

We are the waves.

We are the wind on the river.

We are the leaves in the wind above the river.

We follow a leaf and hit the river.

We submerge.

We get speed.

Leave behind a YELLOW-LIPPED SEA KRAIT (a LATICAUDA
COLUBRINA) with a length of 1.420 m (56 in). 

We enter the tunnel.

An orchestra of water, drifts, and currents, created by 
speed, is forming.

We're in a flow.

The orchestra now plays the song of water, drifts, and 
currents.

We follow a FISH that enters the tunnel.

We follow him until he comes to a LEATHERBACK SEA TURTLE that 
enters the tunnel.

He’s 2.5 m (8.2 ft) long and weight almost 700 kg (1543.23 
lbs). 

We follow the turtle.
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The river flows into the ocean. 

EXT. OCEAN - LATER

The leatherback sea turtle passes by some SHARKS. 

But he watches them from inside of the tunnel where he's 
invulnerable. 

He leaves behind an INDO-PACIFIC SAILFISH. 

Comes to a DOLPHIN that enters the tunnel.

We follow the dolphin that jumps in and out the water. In and 
out the tunnel.

While over the water, we see wonderful SEA GULLS. 

While under the water, we see wonderful FISHES. 

The dolphin dives deep, never leaving the tunnel.

Passes by a majestic BLUE WHALE he watches from inside of the 
tunnel. 

The Blue Whale is over 30 m (98 ft, 5.1 in) long, his tail 
fin more than 7 m (22 ft, 11.5 In) wide. 

While breathing he exhales about 4500 liters of air what 
results in a so-called blow that’s 9 m (29 ft, 6.3 in) high. 

With might the water falls down.

We leave behind the blue whale. 

Dive again.

Reach some FLYING FISH.

We jump out of the water with them, 6 m (19.68 ft) high.

Follow them as they glide up to 200 m (656 ft) above the 
water through the air. As they reach a speed of 60 km/h 
(37.28 mph) per hour. 

We’re in the air for 45 seconds.

Are amongst the flying fish.

That jump. That fly. That dive.

Then we take a dive again.
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Leave behind the flying fish.

We’re in the tunnel.

Everything’s water.

We're in a flow.

Everything's perfect. 

FADE OUT.
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