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INT. J.0.R.N. OPERATIONS CENTRE - DAY

A radar screen blinks incessantly in the corner of a hi-tech,
newly opened surveillance headquarters.

The grainy digital image is mostly gray with faint white
lines of latitude and longitude dissecting the space.

As we come closer to the screen we see a solitary dark smudge
breaking up the grey.

We move closer still and now we can see the white caps of
waves faintly breaking through the grey sea on the screen.
The smudge now becomes clearer and we see it is a small
overcrowded fishing boat.

We come closer still to the screen and we see a mass of dark
shapes squashed together, squirming around on the top deck of
the boat - the passengers.

We stay on them for several seconds as the screen continues
to blink. Now we close in on the mass of bodies, slowly
disappearing into the black.

INT. SIEV X : LOWER DECK - DAY
Black.

We hear the sounds of howling wind, rain and waves crashing
against wood.

We emerge from the black as suddenly a torrent of water
smashes into the camera. As the water subsides we see the
drenched figure of a young Iragi mother, SONDOS ISMATIL,
wrapped in a Chador struggling across the half submerged
lower deck of an overcrowded fishing boat.

Ancther torrent hits the camera. This time as it subsides we
see the small figure of her daughter, FATIMA, a seven year
old girl dressed in a red spotted dress with black jacket,
clinging to a wooden support, water lapping around her knees.

Another torrent and this time as it clears we see Sondos lose
her footing and crash to the floor of the deck.

She remains on her hands and knees for a moment before
struggling back to her feet as ancther torrent of water
smashes into her.



TITLE: 3pm, October 20, 2001 - The Indian Ocean between Java
and Christmas Island

Sondos just manages to keep her balance and carefully places
one foot in front of the other, edging towards Fatima.

Fatima’s terrified face, water cascading down her forehead
from the deck above.

Sondos takes a few more slow steps and finally grabs her
daughter. Sondos pulls her up, c¢lutching Fatima by her side.
She kisses her young daughter’s forehead.

Sondos now turns around and makes her way back from where she
has come.

TITLE: Based on a true story

We lock down to see where her feet tread - navigating their
way carefully around the body of a 49 year old Iragi woman,
HAMDA AL ROWAIMI, mother of Hazam al Rowaimi, floating face
first in the shallow water.

Around the edges of the cramped lower deck Sondos can now
make cut GROUPS OF WOMEN AND CHILDREN, as many as one
hundred, huddled together against the walls.

A 33 year old Iragi mother, AMINAH HASSAN AL BATTAT, wife of
Dr Kamel Mohsen Al Battat, pulls her ten year old son MOHAMAD
in tighter.

Next to¢ the mother and son Sondos sees two Iragi men - AHSAN
ATLRTIMAHT (42) and FALAH AL-MUSAWI (31) - gathered arcund a
water pump, they use crude tocls to try and screw a large
bolt back in.

They are good workmen and know what needs to be done but do
not have the tools to do it.

Sondos eyes now pass over more women and children.

Squeezed amongst the woman and children on the further wall,
Sondos sees a huddle of people in the corner.

An Iragi Doctor, DR. KAMAL MOHSEN AL BATTAT (40), and an
elderly Iragi woman, SAMAR ALUCMER, kneel beside another
woman, ANSAM ATLUOMER (Samar’s daughter), on the floor.

Ansam screamg out in pain which we can just hear over the
wind, rain and raging sea.



As Sondos passes the group we see Ansam is in labour, about
to give birth. Ansam’s face twists in a mix of agony and fear
as she screams again.

Now Sondos passes a small puncture in the side of the beat,
the size of a fifty cent piece, where water gushes in.

She reaches the bottom of a set of old wooden steps, pounding
rain hits her from above.

CUT TO:

EXT. SIEV X : TOP DECK - DAY

On the deck the rain pounds down so heavy it obscures our
view. The small crowded deck is crammed with MEN, WOMEN and
CHILDREN, clinging together not to be thrown overboard.

A wave crashes over knocking a number of men, women and
children to the floor.

A young father, SADIQ RAZA reaches out, just managing to grab
his two year old daughter, KAUTHAR, before she is washed
overboard.

Sondos picks her way through the crowd, her daughter still
pressed to her side.

Two other young girls, eight-year-cld EMAN and six-year-old
ZAHRA, also dressed in sopping wet colorful summer clothes,
are clinging to an unpainted new wooden pylon. Eman is trying
to shelter her young sister from the pelting tropical rain.

The mother reaches her other daughters and the family is
momentarily re-united. She places Fatima down.

The young girls c¢ling to their mother, tears mingling with
the rain and sea water trickling down their petrified faces.

The mother looks up through the rain to see two Afghani men,
BAHRAM KHAN (45) and his brother KABER, in drenched shirts
and trousers hurling suitcases into the water from a pile in
the corner cof the deck.

Suddenly another wave crashes over the deck knocking Bahram
off his feet and his brother overboard into the foaming
waves. Bahram clings to the deck, trying not to follow Kaber
into the waves.



Scondos’ hand closes arcund a nearby pole, her three young
daughters in turn c¢ling to her, hiding themselves in their
mother’s socaked clothing.

The young mother looks up and behind her through the window
of the Captain’s compartment, to see the captain of the boat,
ZAINUDDIN, a middle aged Indonesian man.

He bends over an old radio, screaming into the mouthpiece.
Water pours through the roof ¢f the cabin on to his head.

Sondos locke back to the hole where she came up from the
bottom deck. She holds her children tighter and starts to
edge back towards the hole.

Suddenly a man’s hand grabs her.

Sondos turns to see the desperate face of an Iragi man in his
early thirties with dark hair and red face, FARIS KADHEM
(34). He screams at Sondosg cover the sea and rain.

FARTIS
(in Persian)
You must not go back down there.

SONDOS
(in Persian)
If we stay here we will be washed
overbecard.

FARTS
(in Persian)
If the boat tips you will be
trapped.

SONDOS
(in Persian)
There are many still down there.

FARTS
(in Persian)
They are all dead.

FARIS clambers away from her to his wife LEYLA and daughter
ZAHRA both c¢linging to the railing nearby.

Sondos loocks down at her children. She grips the rail
tighter.



A huge wave crashes over the side of the boat, knocking many
of the people on the deck over.

The mother tenses for the impact of the wave.

It hits the mother and three daughters, wiping them off the
deck and into the sea.

CLOSE UP of on Eman’s hand, slipping from her mother’s grasp.

The space where they were is now empty, dripping with water.

EXT. SEA - DAY

From beneath sea level we see the bodies of the young mother
and two of her daughters explode into the water.

A few seconds later above the water Sondos surfaces, still
clutching Zahra and Fatima to her side. She struggles to lift
their heads abkove the water, finding it hard to also keep
herself afloat.

With sudden, urgent despalr she realises Eman 1s missing and
her head snaps around, searching for her eldest daughter.

But around her she can only see the foaming white tips of
waves.

A wave hits the mother and daughters lifting them high
momentarily. Sondos scans the sea but sees only other
passengers, luggage and debris from the boat through the
teeming, never ending rain.

She screams out for her daughter.

SONDOS
(in Persian)

Eman ! Save her blessed God ! Eman
]

CUT TO:
EXT. CITY STREET : JAKARTA - DAY

KEVIN RILEY, 42, dressed in a faded Hawaiian shirt and canvas
pants leans against a grubby wall on a busy city street —
taxis, motorcycles and becaks bustle by.

TITLE: August 19, 2001 - Eight weeks to departure



Riley reaches in his top pocket and pulls out a crumpled pack
of cigarettes. He looks down into the packet through his
cheap sunglasses and sees a single cigarette. He pauses for a
moment and then decides to save it for later.

As he shoves the packet back in his pocket suddenly a small
STREET BOY appears in front of him. He locoks up at Riley, his
face beaming, and sticks out a grubby palm.

BOY
Money, Mister ?

Riley pulls off his sunglasses, revealing tired, hungover
eyes.

The boy is more insistent.

BOY (cont’d)
Money, Mister ?

Riley reaches into his trouser pockets and pulls out a
handful of crap — a half eaten pack <of chewing gum, some used
tissues and a few coins. He sorts through the objects and
then hands the coins to the boy.

The boy clutches the coins and runs off down the street.
Riley shoves his hand back in to his pocket and starts to
cross the street.

CUT TO:

INT. CAFE - DAY

ABU QUASSEY, a well dressed and good loocking Egyptian man in
his early thirties, is laughing lcudly.

He sits at a table loaded with focd and drink at the back of
a half full cafe, surrounded by a group of men — KHALED
DACED, an Iragi man with a trimmed beard in his mid-thirties,
MAYTHAM, an Iranian man alsgo in his thirties, MAYSAR, ancther
Iranian, and several off duty casually dressed INDONESIAN
POLTICEMEN.

The other men join in Quassey’s laughter.

Riley appears at the entrance of the cafe and makes his way
towards the table.

QUASSEY looks up and sees Riley. His smile broadens.



QUASSEY
Here he i1s — Warnie. Make way for
Warnie.

The group all laugh again.

Maysar stands and grabs a seat from a nearby table. Quassey
slides his chair over and Maysar squeezes the seat into the
table next to Quassey.

QUASSEY (cont’d)
Come on Warnie. Here. Next to me.

Riley doesn’t respond. He just sits next to Quassey, removing
hisg sunnies as he sits.

QUASSEY (cont’d)
And now - tell us all again why
Murali is a *“chucker 2”7

More laughter. Riley still does not respond.

QUASSEY (cont’d)
Come on Warnie. We are waiting.

A pause. The group look on expectantly. Riley must say
scomething.

RILEY
Never really thought about it.

QUASSEY
No, no. The other night you were
telling everycone. “Murali is a
chucker. Murali is a chucker.”

More laughter. Riley just shrugs. Quassey nods, smiling. All
eyes are again on Riley.

RILEY
Don’'t really follow cricket.

More laughter. Quassey leans into Riley. He indicates over at
the two smiling Indonesians.

QUASSEY
Neither do they.
(raising his voice)
They wouldn’t know Brian Lara from
Ricky Ponting ? Eh ? Eh 2



The two Indonesian men just smile and nod.

QUASSEY (cont’d)
They don‘t understand a word I say.

He pulls a wad of notes from his pockets and waves them in
the air.

QUASSEY (cont’d)
But they understand this. Eh ? Eh ?

The Indonesian men again nod and smile.
Quassey turns back to Riley.

QUASSEY (cont’d)
So what do you like Warnie ? Wog
ball, Aussie Ball .. or other more
direct pleasures ?

Riley is now getting a bit edgy.

RILEY
Locok, I haven’t got much time.

QUASSEY
Ah, Warnie has appointments. Warnie
is very busy.

More laughter. Riley is dead pan.

RILEY
Yeah.
(beat)
So, you got room or not ?

QUASSEY
Hey Warnie. Watch what you say.
There could be spies around. The
Government. Even the police.

Quassey indicates the two Indonesian men. More laughter.
Riley waits for it to stop. Riley is silent.

Quassey looks at Riley then leans back in mock fear. The mood
at the table has suddenly begun tc change.

QUASSEY (cont’d)
Warnie means business.
(to the table, louder)

(MORE)



QUASSEY (cont’'d)
You hear that gentlemen. Warnie
means business.
Beat.

Quassey leans in to Riley. He is an inch from his face now. 4
pause. The table has now fallen silent. Riley too has become
nervous.
QUASSEY (cont’d)
Didn’'t know you were in the ticket
selling business ... Warnie ?
Beat.

RILEY
Yes or no 7

A pause. The two men are very still.

QUASSEY
You got the money ?

Riley nods. For a moment Quassey does not respond.

QUASSEY (cont’d)
Well Warnie .. 1f you got the money
« then I got the room.

The table explodes inte laughter again.

QUASSEY (cont’d)
If anyone got the money .. then I
always got the room.

More laughter. Quassey looks at Riley.

QUASSEY (cont’d)
Now piss off Warnie — you‘re
spoiling my lunch.

More laughter. Riley stands and heads for the door.
Suddenly Quassey calls out to him. Riley stops in his tracks.

QUASSEY (cont’d)
Hey Warnie.

Riley does not turn to face him.
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QUASSEY (cont’d)
You wait till Egypt get a team. We
will fuck you up — I tell you. Fuck
- you - up.

Laughter. Quassey returns to his food. Riley again heads for
the door.

CUT TO:

EXT. CITY STREET : JAKARTA - DAY

Riley emerges from the restaurant on to the busy street. The
explosion of sound hits him like a wave and he rocks back
against a grimy, damp wall - surprised to find himgelf
gasping for breath.

He reaches in to his pocket and once more pulls out the
packet of cigarettes. He looks down at his lone cigarette. He
decides the moment has come and puts the sad looking
cigarette in to his mcuth.

He beging searching his pockets for a light.

CUT TO:

INT. HOTEL ROOM - DAY
A plush suite in a Five Star hotel.

Two well fed Australian Federal Police Agents, LEONARD MCADAM
and GARY SIMONS dressed in drab casual clothing, sit on an
antique sofa - a delicate coffee table in front of them.

Simons, the younger of the two, reaches forward and picks up
a tiny coffee cup in his oversized hand from the elegant tray
of coffee and biscuits in front of him. He raises the small
cup to his lips.

He sips the coffee and immediately grimaces.

SIMONS
(placing the cup down)
I'll tell you one thing — they make
shit coffee.

MCADAM
Always have, always will.
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Simons picks up a biscuit.

STIMONS
Didn’'t know they made biscuits.

MCADAM
They’re impocrted.

Simons reacts with mild surprise, examining the biscuit more
closely.

There is a faint timid knock on the door.
McAdam is mildly surprised.

MCADAM (cont’d)
Oon time.

SIMONS
Let him in ?

McAdam nods.

Simons goes to the door and opens it. Behind it we find
Riley, sweating even more than we saw him last.

A beat.

RILEY
Lgent McAdam ?

Simons nods over towards the sofa.
Riley creeps into the room, as if he doesn’t want to dent the

carpet. He stands in front of McAdam, behind a dainty chair,
a nervous schoolboy in front of the Headmaster.

He looks at McAdam. A beat.

MCADAM
Ain’'t gonna bite you.

RILEY
Sorry ?

MCADAM
The chair. It ain’t gonna bite.
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Riley moves around to sit on the chair. He looks at it for a
moment not sure if he will fit on it and then squeezes
himself down.

Simons moves back to join McAdam on the scofa. A smile passes
between them, as they enjoy Riley's edginess.

A beat. Riley loocks around the room and then down at the
table and the coffee tray. McAdam follows his eyes.

MCADAM (cont’d)
Help yourself.

Riley hesitates.

STIMONS
Go on. We're not paying for it.

Riley feels forced to take a coffee although he isn’'t really
that keen.

He leans forward and picks up the ornate coffee pot. With his
shaking hands he just manages to keep the pot still to pour
the coffee into his cup.

He picks up a silver spoon but his hands are trembling and he
drops it. It clatters back on to the saucer.

McAdam and Simons share another smile.

Riley retrieves the spoon. He picks up the sugar kowl and
puts two heaped teaspocns of sugar into the tiny cup.

MCADAM
Have some coffee with your sugar
there Kev ?

Riley locks up embarrassed. He smiles timidly.

RILEY
OCh. Yeah, vyeah.

He leans back, putting the coffee to his lips. It tastes
awful of course. He tries to suppress the grimace growing on
his face.

He places the coffee cup back down, the whole exercise a
disaster.
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Simons sees an opportunity to rubk it in. He offers Riley the
plate of expensive biscuits.

SIMONS
Biccy 7

Riley shakes his head.

SIMONS (cont’d)
Go on. They’'re imported.

McAdam is tiring of the game playing.

MCADAM
Sco, Kev .. how’d ya go ?

Riley is suddenly alert. He sits up.

RILEY
I met with him.

McAdam raises an eyebrow — perhaps impressed.

MCADAM
And ?

RILEY
He’'s getting ancther bcat ready.

McAdam shares a lock with Simons. This 1s unexpected. He
looks back to Riley.

MCADAM
Good for you Kevin. Good for you.

Riley allows himself a sheepish smile.

Riley
Ta.

A beat. McAdam walits for more information. None is
ferthcoming.

MCADAM
Sc, you gotta date ?

Riley locks at McAdam confused. McAdam tries to clarify.
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MCADAM (cont’d)
In order to act we need a little
. more.

Now it is Riley's turn to receive unexpected news. He tries
to mask his surprise.

RILEY
Right.
MCADAM
Like where ... and when.

Riley nods, vigorously.
Beat.

MCADEM (cont’d)
sSo ?

A pause.

RILEY
I’'1l need to come back to you then.

McAdam half frowns.

MCADAM
Right.

The conversation is over. Riley stands, disappointment
flooding his body.

He nods awkwardly and walks for the door.
MCADAM (cont’d)
(calling after him)
Ah Kev ? One more thing.

Riley stops. This time he turns.

MCADAM (cont’d)
What is it exactly that you do ?

Riley locks at him, confused.

MCADEM (cont’d)
I mean, when you’re not
undercover ?
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RILEY

Oh ... I used to run a surf shop.
MCADAM

And now ?
RILEY

Make boats.

MCADAM
Boats ? Could come in handy.

Riley hesitates.

MCADAM (cont’d)
Something else ?

Riley still hesitates. He finds this very hard to say.

RILEY
Do I get a cheque or scmething ?

Simons stifles a laugh.

MCADAM
You tell us where and when — you’ll
get your cheque.

Riley locks down - not moving. A beat.

MCADAM (cont’d)
Kevin, you sure you’re up to this ?

Riley loocks up. He meets Pratt’s gaze. Beat.
He nods and exits. The door closes behind him.

McAdam and Simons watch him go — uncertain exactly just what
Riley is — or is not - capable of.

CUT TO:

EXT. SEA - DAY

The face of Fatima, bobbing just above the water level in the
fecaming waves. Slowly her eyes begin to close.
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Suddenly a hand appears, lifting her above the water,
Fatima’s eyes jerk open. She gasps for air.

Sondos watches her daughter with growing desperation as she
struggles to keep both their heads above water. Behind we her
we see her other hand holding Zahra above the water level.

Already Sondos is on the point of exhaustion. She screams
again.

SONDOS
(in Persian)
Eman ! Eman ! My blessed daughter.

No reply. Just the sound of rain hitting the waves.

Now Sondos becomes aware of other voices, calling across the
waves: a FATHER calling “Ammar ! Aammar !”, a WIFE calling
“Haidar ! Haidar !”, a MOTHER calling #“Batul ! Batul !~

The voices are heard severally, then together - growing in
volume and intensity, c¢rying across the rain, wind and waves.

Now Sondos hears voices screaming behind her. She turns to
see the boat - now tossing wildly in the waves. A number of
WOMEN and CHILDREN still cling to the deck, trying to stay
out of the sea.

As Sondos watches more woman and children spill out of the
hole from the bottom decks, some immediately being whisked
into the sea.

Suddenly a huge wave hits the boat and lifts it above the
water, flinging it towards Sondos.

Sondos grabs her daughter and frantically tries to swim away
from the approaching boat.

The boat turns over and lands upside down a few metres away.

As 1t settles in the water Sondos is horrified to hear the
cries of women and children still trapped inside.

A young Iragi man, KAREEM JABAR HUSEIN (25), appears in the
waves, swimming towards the upturned hull. He pounds on the
side of the boat.

The cries and screams from inside grow louder.
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KAREEM
(in Persian)
Quickly ! Help me ! There are many
women and children here.

CUT TO:

INT. LOWER DECK - DAY
Ingide the darkened upturned lower deck, we see many women

and children floating on the water, the bottom of the boat
now acting as a roof above their head.

Women pound on the bottom of the boat, screaming for help.

EXT. SEA - DAY
On the outside of the hull Kareem pounds again. He hears some

more screams and puts his ear to the hull to listen. A
moment, then:

KAREEM
(in Persian)
My wife and son are here ! Help me

CUT TO:

INT. LOWER DECK - DAY

The gap between the water level and the bottom of the bcat is
closing rapidly.

Women hold children above their heads, pressing them against
the upturned bottom of the boat to keep them above the rising
water.

CUT TO:

EXT. SEA - DAY

On the outside of the hull another Iragi man, JAWAD HUSSEIN
ALT (37), arrives to help Kareem. He also listens.

Then he also begins to pound the boat.
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MAN
(in Persian)
My wife and child are also here !

Together Kareem and Jawad begin to pound the boat again,
bashing their fists pointlessly against the wood.

Suddenly there is a creaking and the boat lurches downwards
in the water.

Kareem and the Jawad cry out. Their screams are met by
horrified voices inside.

Suddenly the boat lurches again as the becat is sucked beneath
the waves. Jawad and Kareem disappear with the boat as they
are also sucked down by the force of the pressure.

Sondos watches on in horror. She pulls her daughters closer
to her.

The sound of the screaming has disappeared now, creating an
eerie silence amidst the wind, rain and waves.

Suddenly there is the sound of a muffled explosion beneath
the waves. Seconds later parts of the boat begin to surface
beside Sondos - bits of wood, luggage, rope.

And now more horrifically bodies begin to surface. Women,
young and old, children, boys and girls. Their bloated blue
faces rise up in the water next to Sondos.

Sondos tries to hide her daughter’s eyes from this new
horror.

A few metres away she sees a piece of wood now floating on
the waves. With great effort she swims over to the wood,
c¢lutching her two daughters.

She reaches the piece of wood and she lifts her youngest
daughter, Eahra, on to the wocd.

Zahra eyeg are closed and Sondos wipes the hair from her eyes
trying to work cut if she is still alive.

DISSOLVE TO:
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INT. TAXT - NIGHT

Zahra sitg in the back of a taxi, nestled into her mother’s
clothing. Sondos brushes the hair out of her eyes, watching
her daughter sleeping peacefully.

Eman sits beside Zahra next to the window, her face 1lit by
moconlight, watching the trees and foliage pass by.

TITLE: September 2, 2001 - 8ix weeks to departure

On the other side of Sondos, also nestling in asleep is
Fatima. Fatima’s face is also peaceful, a smile on her small
lips.

Now Sondos looks in front of her to see two men in the front -
the DRIVER and a PASSENGER, both Indonesian in their
thirties.

In front of them through the windscreen Sondos can see the
tail lights ©of another three or four taxis in front of them,
bumping their way hurriedly along the dirt road.

Suddenly the passenger hits the arm of the driver, pointing
to a side road. He barks out an instruction.

PASSENGER
(in Indonesian)

Here ! We turn ! Here !

Sondos watches in alarm as the car swerves violently on to a
side rcad and the tail lights disappear from view.

She leans forward, yelling to the driver in broken English
over the sound ¢f the motor. She points after the other cars.

SONDOS
Ne ! We go there !

The passenger turns back tc her. He smiles.

PASSENGER
We know better way. You guiet now.

Sondos sits back in the seat. She glances anxicusly out the
window at the dark trees. She meets Eman’s eyes. She smiles,
trying not to alarm her daughter.

CUT TO:
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EXT. OUTSIDE SHACK - NIGHT
The taxi screeches to a halt cutside a rusty tin shed.

Suddenly two more INDONESIAN MEN appear at the car windows.
They fling open the docrs and drag Scndos out.

Sondos drags her children with her. Zahra and Fatima, wocken
suddenly from their dreams, scream in terror.

The mother and her daughters are dragged across a patch of
dirt towards a door cut into the shack.

CUT TO:

INT. INSIDE SHACK - NIGHT

Sondos stands in a corner of the shack, usually used for cock-
fighting, her daughters huddle around her.

Scattered around her feet are chicken crap and feathers.

She tries to quieten her daughters, who c¢ry softly intc their
mothers clothes.

The Passenger from the taxi enters, followed by the Driver.
The three or four other INDONESIAN MEN in the room, tense a
little.

The passenger barks an instruction at the other men in
Indonesian.

Two of the men grab Eman and drag her away from Sondos, out
in to the middle of the room.

The Passenger steps towards Eman and produces a gun from his
cheap leather jacket. He holds it to Eman’s head.

Sondos screams out in Persian.
The Passenger turns to her.

PASSENGER
Give us money.

SONDOS
We have no money.
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PASSENGER
~ (angry)
Give us money !
Sondos just looks at him, pleading silently.

The Passenger lcoks back at Eman, he cocks the gun.

PASSENGER (cont’d)
(screaming now)
Give us money !

Sondos falls to her knees, bursting into tears.

SONDOS
(in Persian)
Please ! It is all we have !

Please.
The Passenger lowers the gun. He goes to Sondos.

Roughly he rips open her chador to reveal a small leather
pouch, stitched to her inner c¢lothing. He rips the pouch
away.

Sondosg sobs loudly.

SONDOS (cont’d)
Please

The Passenger rips open the pouch and pulls cut a small wad
of USS notes.

He shows them to the other men, who volce thelr approval.
The Passenger barks some more orders.

PASSENGER
(in Indonesian)
Take them ! Take them !

The men moves towards Sondos and her daughters. They grab
them and drag them back towards the entrance.

CUT TO:
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EXT. STREET OUTSIDE HOTEL - NIGHT

A short time later on a deserted street outside a run down
hotel the Taxi pulls to an abrupt halt.

The passenger leaps out of the front seat and opens the back
door. He screams to the passenger’s inside.

PASSENGER
out ! Oout !

Slowly Scndos and her three daughters emerge. She drags Zahra
and Fatima out with her. Eman is a bit slow and the Passenger
grabs her roughly and hurls her onto the battered pavement.

Sondos rushes to pick up her daughter.

The Passenger leaps back into the front seat and the taxi
roars off down the street.

Scondos clutches her daughters to her.

Suddenly FARSHID ALMAJID, a handsome young man with a neatly
trimmed beard kneels beside Sondos. He 1g alarmed to see
Sondos’ state of distress but this is mixed with relief that
she has finally arrived safely.

FARSHID
(in Persian)
Mother, what has happened ?

Sondos locks at him, the tears returning.
SONDOS
(in Persian)
We have lost everything

Everything.

Farshid helps Scondos to her feet. He then takes Fahra in his
arms and leads the young mother and her other two daughters
into the hotel.

CUT TO:

INT. HOTEL RECEPTION - NIGHT

The middle aged Indonesian man, who is the OWNER of the
hotel, is in no mood for charity.
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He barks at Farshid from behind the cluttered reception
counter of his one star hotel.

HOTEL OWNER
No money ! No room !

Farshid, nods trying to placate him. Behind him we can see
Scondos and her three daughters, huddled together.

FARSHID
Tomorrow we shall take a collection

from the other families.

HOTEL OWNER

Come back then. No money ! No room
]

Farshid leans forward, imploring.
FARSHID
Please sir, they have just been

robbed.

The Owner peers over towards Sondes and her children. He
realises this story indeed may be true.

FARSHID (cont’d)
They have lost everything.

Beat.

The Owner reaches down behind the counter. He pulls up a key
and tosses it on to the counter.

HOTEL OWNER
Money ! Tomorrow !

Farshid nods and quickly picks up the key.

CUT TO:

INT. HOTEL ROOM - NIGHT

With Zahra in his armsg Farshid opens the docor into a dingy
back room of the hotel, probably a converted laundry.

He switches on the light which is simply a bare light glcbe,
swinging from the ceiling. Behind him are Sondos, her other
two daughters huddled by her side.



24.

In the corner of the tiny room is a small bare mattress,
hardly big enough for cne child let alone three plus a
mother.

But Sondos and the children are so tired they will sleep
anywhere.

Sondos moves past Farshid inte the rcocom. Eman and Fatima
immediately fall onto the small mattress, desperate for
sleep.

Farshid hands Zahra to Sondos. He is embarrassed by the state
of the room.

FARSHID
(in Persian)
We will find you a better room
tomorrow.

Sondos too is embarrassed. She shakes her head, saying #No,
no.”

Sondos places Zahra down on the mattress between her sisters.
The little girl is already asleep.

Sondos turns to face Farshid again. Her soft brown eyes
betraying the trauma she has just experienced. Beat.

FARSHID (cont’d)
(in Persian)
I shall leave ycou.

Farshid turns to go but suddenly Sondocs speaks.

SONDOS
(in Persian)
My husband will re-pay you.

Farshid turns back to face her, pleased for the interaction.
He smiles.

FARSHID
(in Persian)
He is my brother. I need no re-
payment other than your safety.

Sondos nods. She lowers her head. Suddenly her eyes fill with
tears.

Farshid is alarmed.



25.

FARSHID (cont’d)
(in Persian)
What is the matter, Madame ?

Sondos’ voice is now full of panic.

SONDOS
(in Persian)

How will we go to my Haidar now ?
We have no money.

Sondos covers her eyes, now full of tears, with her hands.

Farshid steps forward slightly, trying to comfort her but
still staying a respectable distance.

FARSHID
(in Persian)
We will speak to Quassey. You shall
see. He is a good man. A good man.
It will be ockay.

Behind her weeping mother, Fatima’'s tired eyes watch her
mother crying.

Farshid inches closer.

FARSHID (cont’d)
My brother has entrusted me with
the most precious cargo. I will
give my life to see it delivered
safely.

Sondos raises her head. Her tears have stopped.

Farshid nods awkwardly, perhaps he has spoken toc fervently.
He turns and leaves.

CUT TO:

EXT. ROAD - DAY

A shiny, black 4WD Mercedes Benz bounces along a dirt track
snaking between a dense rainforest.

Behind the wheel through the windscreen we see Quassey,
expensive sunglasses in place.
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Over the engine we just hear the sound of bad Egyptian pop
music from the car stereo. Quassey noeds his head in time with
the tinny beat.

CUT TO:

EXT. BOAT YARD - DAY

A short time later the Mercedes Benz pulls up on the dirt
track of a rundown boat yard.

Behind the 4WD we see the disused hulks of small boats,
rusted engine parts and old becat trimmings.

Quasgsey steps out of the car and heads towards a small wooden
shack which serves as the Boat Yard’s office and workshop.

Outside the shack Riley is arguing with two INDCNESIAN
CREDITORS who thrust unpaid accounts into his face.

The Creditors berate him in Indonesian.

RILEY
(waving them away)
You’ll get your money. You’ll get
your money.

Riley locks up to see Quassey approaching. He changes
language hastily.

RILEY (cont’d)
(in Indonesian)
Next week I told you. Next week.

Riley shoves one of the men away.

RILEY (cont’d)
(in Indonesian)
Now you must leave. I have a
meeting.

The Creditors move away, one of them stops to call back again
to Riley.

RILEY (cont’d)
(in Indonesian)
Next week.
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Quassey arrives at Riley's side, his smile growing on his
face.

QUASSEY
S0, business is booming.

RILEY
What do you reckon ?

Riley locks at Quassey for a second, wondering what he is
doing at his yard. Quassey smiles.

QUASSEY
It is for me Warnie. It is for me.
(beat)
We go inside.

Quassey leads and they move towards the shack.

INT. BOAT SHACK - DAY

Ingide the cluttered and dark shack, Riley clears a chair of
scme unpaid accounts and files so Quassey can sit down.

Riley goes behind his battered and cluttered desk. He locks
up at Quassey warily.

RILEY
So, to what do I owe the honour ?

QUASSEY
An honour - to see me ?

RILEY
Llways. Well ?

QUASSEY
Warnie, Warnie - always in such a
hurry.
(sits)
You never take time just to enjoy
life.

Riley locks at the smiling Quassey. He doesn’t bite. Quassey
goes on.

QUASSEY (cont’d)
I've got some work for you. Help
you pay some of those angry locals.
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RILEY
I can pay my own debts.

QUASSEY
0Of course.

Quassey smiles again. Beat.

QUASSEY (cont’d)
Our next little voyvage

Riley is interested now.

RILEY
Yes 7

QUASSEY
Like I said, business is booming.
And with all of these new ticket-
sellers selling so many tickets -
supply can not keep up with demand.
Riley is listening. He waits for more.
QUASSEY (cont’d)
Our luxury cruiser ... it needs a

bit of re-fitting.

RILEY
What do you mean ?

Quassey smiles.

QUASSEY
I need you to expand capacity.

A beat. Riley shifts back in his chair.

Quassey stands and walks around the filthy office. He flicks
his fingers across the pile of accounts.

QUASSEY (cont’d)
I pay in US dollars.

Pause.

RILEY
Where is this boat ?

CUT TO:
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INT. HOTEL CORRIDOR - NIGHT

Zahra stands alone in the middle of the dingy hotel corridor
on the first floor. Her large black eyes gaze up at something
in front of her.

FARSHID (0.S.)
(in Persian)
I must see Mr Quassey.

DAOED
(in Persian)
You can speak to me.

Now we see what FZahra is watching - Farshid confronting Daced
at the door to one of the hotel rocms.

FARSHID
(in Persian)
A family seeks to travel.

DAOED
(in Persian)
Then I am your representative.

FARSHID
(in Persian)
Ne. I must speak to Quassey
directly.

DAOED
(in Persian)
You can speak directly to me.

Farshid tries to push past Daced into the room.

FARSHID
(in Persian)
Please, I must ...

But Daced is stronger. He flings Farshid back into the
opposite wall.

DAOED
(in Persian)
Come back when you have discovered
some manners.

Daced nods to Farshid and closes the door.



30.

Farshid is downcast for a moment and lowers his head.
Suddenly cut of the corner of his eye he glimpses Zahra
staring up at him.

Zahra's eyes blink, sleepily.

Farshid quickly gathers up the little girl and carries her
away down the corridor.

CUT TO:

INT. AUSSIE BAR - NIGHT

In a busy ex-pat Australian bar McaZdam and Simons, beers in
hand, stand at the bar chatting with some other out of
uniform AFP AGENTS.

We don’t hear their conversation in the noise of raised
volces and bar sounds.

Suddenly Riley is behind them.
Simons continues to talk, unaware of Ennis’ presence.
STIMONS
And this dickhead says, “that’'s a
kit un-ethical.” I go “Fuck that
mate ! You want ethics - or you

want results.” Fucking arsehole
should fuck off back to la-la land.

Some laughter from the group. Riley edges forward a little.

McAdam now becomes aware ¢f Riley's. His face changes. He
nods to Simons.

Simons turns to see Riley hovering behind him.
An uneasy pause.

MCADAM
Kevin. How nice to see you.

Riley half smiles, nervously.

CUT TO:



31.

INT. AUSSIE BAR : MEN'S TOILET - NIGHT
Simons slams Riley into the wall of the upmarket Men’s Room.

MCADAM
(fuming)
What did we tell you Kev ? Don’t
contact us - we’ll contact you.

RILEY
I know, I know.

MCADAM
Then what the fuck do you call this
? It’s the middle of the day,
fuckin’ public fuckin’ bar. What
happens if someone sees you 7?

Riley nods.

MCADAM (cont’d)
You die Kev. You die - then we die.
These people don’'t dick around.

RILEY
I'm sorry. I’'m sorry.

McAdam nods to Simeons. Simons releases Riley.
MCADAM
Now what could be so fuckin’

important ?

RILEY
I needed to see you.

MCADAM
If it’'s about your cheque - I ain’t
got it.

RILEY
Quassey.

STIMONS

What about him ?

RILEY
He came to see me.
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A beat. This news holds some interest.

MCADAM
He came to see you ?

Riley nods.

SIMONS
Where ?

RILEY
Lt me boat vard.

SIMONS
(tensing again)
And why would he do that =?

McAdam indicates for Simons to cool it.
RILEY
He needs me to re-fit the boat. Put
in ancther deck above the captain’s

cabin.

STIMONS
Expanding capacity ?

Riley nods.

MCADAM
Greedy prick.

McAdam walks away, considering this information.

MCADAM (cont’d)
Where’s the boat now ?

Riley pulls out a scrap of paper from his pocket.

RILEY
(reading from paper)
Some place called Chip-an-as ?
Wants me to go down there on the
weekend.

Simons grabs the paper from Riley's hands.

SIMONS
Did Quassey write this ?



Riley nods again.
Simons folds the paper gently and places in his pocket.
Riley locks anxiously towards Mcadam.

RILEY
8o, what do I do ?

MCADAM
Gary’ll give you a secure phone so
we can contact you. And don’t lose
it. Bloody thing’s expensive.

Beat.

RILEY
Contact me ?

MCADAM
In Cipanas.

Riley is confused.

RILEY
You mean ...
MCADAM
You’re a boat builder Kev - go

build a boat.
Riley half smiles, this is not what he expected.
McAdam and Simons turn to go.

Riley does not want to ask the next question but he is
desperate.

RILEY
Do I get scme ... compensation ?

McAdam has gone but Simons turns back.

SIMONS
You still ain’t told us where and
when.
(beat)
It don't mean jack unless we catch
him in the act.

33.
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And Simons exits leaving Riley - alone.

CUT TO:

EXT. CITY STREET - DAY

On the street back outside the bkar, Riley leans against a
wall gasping for breath. The sounds ¢f the busy city explode
around him once more.

He reaches into his pocket and pulls out a crushed cigarette
pack. He reaches inside the cigarette pack and pulls out a
Ventolin puffer.

He shakes it and takes a puff. Slowly his breathing eases.

Suddenly somecne i1s in front of him.

FARSHID
Excuse me 8ir ?

Riley locks up to be met by the beaming face of Farshid.

Riley is in no mood for charity. He shoves past Farshid and
walks off down the street. Farshid follows close behind.

FARSHID (cont’d)
Please Sir. Just a moment.

Riley keeps walking.
FARSHID (cont’d)
(raising his voice)

I have seen you with Abu Quassey.

Riley stops dead. He turns and locks at the young man —
surprised and a little concerned.

RILEY
Sorry ?

FARSHID
You work with Abu Quassey, the
Travel Agent.

Riley still lcooks at him, uncertain.
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RILEY
I don’'t work for Quassey.

FARSHID
You know of him though ?

Beat.
Farshid steps forward, he holds out his hand.

FARSHID (cont’d)
My name is Farshid Almajid.

Riley just looks at the hand. He turns and begins walking
away.

Farshid walks after him, becoming desperate now, close to
Riley's shoulder.

FARSHID (cont’d)
Please sir , you are a second
person ?

Riley locks at Farshid. He keeps walking. Farshid follows.

FARSHID (cont’d)
For those wishing to travel.

Riley just keeps walking.

FARSHID (cont’d)
I have a family wishing to travel.
A mother and three beautiful
children. Will vou help them ?

Riley stops, he turns to face Farshid.

RILEY
Iock, I don’t know any Quassey and
I have no idea what you are talking
about.

FARSHID
Please sir, they have been robbed.
They have lost everything. We have
taken a collection from the other
families but it is only enough for
the mother.
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RILEY
I told you - I don’'t know him.

FARSHID
Please, Mr EKevin.

Beat. Riley looks at Farshid, surprised.

RILEY
How do you know my name ?

FARSHID
Everybody knows vyour name. We also
know you meet with Abu Quassey.

Riley locks at him.

FARSHID (cont’d)
The mother and c¢hildren ask you to
be their second person.

Riley is unfamiliar with this term.

RILEY
Second what ?

FARSHID
Person.
(beat)
You hold their money - then when
they have safely arrived you give
the money to Quascey.

Farshid has said the magic word. Riley locks at him.
FARSHID (cont’d)
Please sir. You can gain entry. He
will listen to you.

But Riley’'s thoughts are already elsewhere.

RILEY
How much mcney ?

DISSOLVE TO:
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EXT. SEA - DAY

The piece of wood bobs up and down in the water, Zahra's
drenched face and hair pressed into the grain.

Beside her Sondos is working hard to keep herself and Fatima
above the water.

Sondos suddenly recoils as her nostrils are hit with a
pungent odour. A few feet away an empty fuel can floats on
the water, it’s contents floating on the surface.

Suddenly Sondos sees something floating on the water towards
them. She turns her face and hugs Fatima close to her,
covering her eyes.

In front of them floats past the body of Ansam who Sondos saw
struggling to give birth earlier. Ansgam’s lifeless mouth
gapes open.

Ansam’s head floats past Sondos and then her shoulders, her
bloated stomach, her legs and her feet. But as her feet past
we see something else is trailling behind her, still attached
to her body - her umbilical cord.

The umbilical cord floats slowly past now as we realise what
must be attached. Soon the horrific image of the new born
baby’'s lifeless, blue face flcats into view.

Sondos c¢lutches her daughter c¢loser, almost c¢rying out in the
horror of what she is witnessing.

Suddenly Sondos feels something bump intc her from behind.
She turns gquickly to see the bloated blue face of a dead wife
and mother, SAMEEYA AL ZOHAIRI, wife of Haidar Al Zchairi.

Sondos recoils when suddenly a second face appears over the
dead bedy. It is AMAL BASRY, a Muslim woman in her early-4os
with a round, kindly face.

She is clinging to Sameeya’s dead body to stay aflocat. Amal
speaks urgently.

AMAT,
(in Persian)
Have you seen my son — Rami ?

Sondos replies just as urgently.
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SONDOS
(in Persian)
Have you seen my daughter - Eman ?

L pause. The women look at each other.

Amal realises Sondos 1s in treuble. She gestures for her to
pass Fatima.

Sondos loocks at Sameeya’s dead face and recoils again. 2mal
gestures, more insistent.

Sondos hands over Fatima and 2mal carefully places her on the
Sameevya’s stomach, above the water level.

Sondos now rests her tired arm on the wood, helping her stay
a little above water level.

Sondos loocks out a short distance from them. Terror fills her
face as she makes out a shark fin moving nearby.

Amal calls to her. She points towards another fuel can
floating nearby.

AMAT,
(in Persian)
Stay close to the diesel. The
sharks do not like it.

Sondos now hears the voices again calling across the waves:
“Ammar !7, “Batul !7, #“Haidar !”

She adds her voice to the chorus.

SONDOS
(in Persian)

Eman ! Please ! My daughter ! Eman
]

The burst of screaming pushes her over the point of
exhaustion. Her head rocks back for a moment then her soft
brown eyes flutter and slowly close.

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. SONDOS' DREAM

Sondos’ eyes blink open again but now she finds herself in a
gstrange dream landscape.
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In front of her stands Eman, in a bright red dress. The
colours have been intensified and distorted so Eman’s dress
lecoks blecod red under the purplish sky.

Behind Eman a hill leads up to a solitary tree, whose leaves
look like they are on flame with bright autumn colours.
Standing underneath the tree is the figure of a MAN but he is
too far way to make out his face or features.

Sondos arms, c¢lcaked in black, reach out to Eman but her
daughter smiles and turns towards the tree. She begins
running away up the hill towards the man.

Sondos screams cut to her daughter but in the dream she makes
no sound. She continues to bellow out her silent scream.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. HOTEL ROOM - NIGHT
Sondos eyes blink open.

She is lying on the flcor in the dingy heotel room. Beside
her, her three daughters are huddled together asleep on the
mattress.

Sondos eyes blink open in the half light of the room. Bright
street lights pierce the grubby window.

TITLE: September 11, 2001 - Five weeks to departure

Scondos pulls herself up on to her knees and reaches for the
water bucket in the corner. She sees it is nearly empty.

She takes a quick lock at her sleeping children and beging to
get to her feet.

CUT TO:

INT. HOTEL RECEPTION - NIGHT
Sondos arrives at the counter downstairs.

Behind the desk the Hotel Owner sits on a chair watching a
leocal scapie on an old black and white TV.
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Scondos places her bucket on the counter. The Owner does not
move. Beat.

Sondos knocks gently on the counter. Still no response. She
knccks harder.

The Owner turns sharply, not pleased at being interrupted.
Sondos holds up her bucket.
The Owner stands slowly and makes his way over.
HOTEL OWNER
You people think water is free.
Water is not free.

Sondos does not reply. The Owner takes the bucket grudgingly.

Suddenly the HOTEL OWNER’S WIFE rushes in. She yells at the
Owner in Indonesian as she goes to the TV and starts changing
the channel.

The Owner bellows back at her, wanting to watch his show.
Socn a familiar image appears on the screen - the two towers
of the World Trade Centre, both ablaze shortly after the

planes have hit.

The Wife steps slowly back from the TV. The Owner forgets
Sondos and takes a half step towards the flickering screen.

Sondos’ face watching the screen, unsure what has happened or
what it means. The reflection of the screen can be seen
faintly in her eyes.
A long moment passes as time seems to freeze.
Suddenly a familiar face appears at Sondos’ shoulder.
FARSHID
(in Persian)

I have brought him.

Sondos locks at him blankly, still lost in the pictures on
the screen.

Farshid indicates to Riley standing awkwardly by the door of
the hotel.
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FARSHID (cont’d)
(in Persian)
He has come to see the children.

SONDOS
(in Persian)
They are not ready.

FARSHID
(in Persian)
But he has come now.

SONDOS
(in Persian)
Take him away. Eman’s dress is
dirty.

Farshid looks at Sondos.

FARSHID
(in Persian)
Mother please, he will not come
again.

Sondos locks over at the dishevelled man, slumped against the
wall, struggling for breath.

CUT TO:

INT. HOTEL ROOM - NIGHT

Sondos’ three daughters are lined up in a neat row. She has
done her best to guickly make them look presentable but their
dresses are creased and they are still half asleep.

The camera pans along the line from the oldest Eman, down
past Fatima to the youngest, Zahra. Zahra rubs her eyes.

Fatima frowns as we see a brush run roughly through her hair.

Sondos is kneeling in front of her daughter, brush in hand.
Farshid stoops behind, anxious.

FARSHID
(in Persian)
Please Mother, we can not keep him
walting any longer.
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Sondos finishes brushing. She wipes a smudge from Fatima’s
chin.

FARSHID (cont’d)
(in Persian)
Mother ... I am letting him in.

Farshid heads to the door.

Sondos stands quickly and steps back, locking at her
handiwork nervously.

Farshid opens the door and beckons to someone outside. A
moment later Riley slumps into the room.

He is taken aback by the sight of the half-asleep three small
girls line up to greet him and nearby their rigid, petrified
mother.

Riley nearly reels back in shock. To be greeted with such
respect is not a sensation he is accustomed to.

FARSHID is by his side, beaming proudly as if the girls were
his own daughters.

FARSHID (cont’d)
This is the family that I spoke of.

He introduces each one of them in turn.

FARSHID (cont’d)
Eman, Fatima and little Zahra.

Zahra smiles up at Riley. Riley locks at the child blankly.

FARSHID (cont’d)
And this is the proud mother —
Sondos Ismail.

Sondos bows, lowering her eyes.

Riley nods awkwardly. He looks over at Farshid as if to ask -
“Al]l these yours 27

FARSHID (cont’d)
She is the wife of Haidar Ismail.
My brother. These are his children.
(beat)

(MORE)
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FARSHID (cont’d)
I have been entrusted with the
great honour of bringing them to
him safely in Australia.

Sondos can no longer contain herself. She blurts out her
request in desperation.

SONDOS
(in thick accent)
Boat. Boat.

Riley holds up his hands and backs away, scared by Sondos’
intensity.

RILEY
Go easy Missus.
(turning to Farshid)
Tell ‘er to calm down.

Farshid is embarrassed. He placates Sondos.

FARSHID
(in Persian)
Please Mother, let me speak for
you.

Sondos is gquiet. 8She tries to compose herself. Farshid turns
to Riley.

FARSHID (cont’d)
I am sorry. She is just so excited
to sgee her husband.

RILEY
Not there yet.

Sondos is still concerned. She whispers to Farshid.

SONDOS
(in Persian)
He must take us. Please he must
take us.

FARSHID
(in Persian)

Quiet now. I will arrange it.

Farshid turns to Riley.
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FARSHID (cont’d)
So this is the family. Will you be
patient to consider thelr request ?

Riley locks at him.

RILEY
It ain’t all up to me.

Beat. Farshid nods to Sondos.

She goes to an ¢ld suitcase in the corner. She opens it and
from underneath some neatly folded clothing she pulls out a
wad of US Dollars. She places it on the mattress.

Farshid quickly picks up the money and thrusts it towards
Riley.

FARSHID
Three hundred US decllars. If it is
not enough, perhaps we can get
more.

The sight of the money shocks Riley into action. He stares
down at the grubby green and white notes.

Riley takes a moment, remembering his purpose. He comes
forward, trying to sound now like he knows what he’s talking
about.

He walks along the line, locking at the children — an absurd
mock military parade.

RILEY
They’'re pretty small.

FARSHID
Sco they take up less room.

RILEY
It’s a tough trip. They up for it 2

FARSHID
0Of course.

Sondos comes forward and speaks to Farshid.
SONDOS

(in Persian)
What does he ask ?
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FARSHID
(in Persian)
He asks if the children are strong.

Sondos steps towards Riley. She speaks quickly in Persian.

Riley steps back, again kewildered by this intense, beautiful
WOoman .

RILEY
(to FARSHID)
What did she say ?
FARSHID
She says her children will do
anything to join their father. They
will die to be with him again.

Riley *considers”. A pause.

FARSHID (cont’d)
Kind Mr EKevin, will they be allowed

?

RILEY
I wish you’d just call me Kevin.

Another pause. Riley loocks down at his worn, scuffed brown
shoes.

Farshid inches towards him. He holds the money up.

Riley loocks up confronted by the faces of Farshid, behind him
Sondos, Eman, Fatima and finally Zahra.

Zahra wipes away some hair from her small face, watching him
expectantly.

Riley now turns back to Farshid.

RILEY (cont’d)
And what about you ?

Farshid looks at him.

RILEY (cont’d)
How are you gettin’ there ?



46,

FARSHID
My ticket has already been paid
for. Many months age, by my father -
in Iraqg.

Beat. Riley has very few options. He reaches out and takes
the money from Farshid.

Sondos realises what this means and she can not contain her
excitement. She throws herself at Riley's feet and bows
kissing the ground.

Riley is uncomfortable and suddenly a little terse.

RILEY
Calm down. Settle.

Farshid quickly indicates for Sondos to stand. Sondos goes to
her children embracing them.

Farshid turns to Riley.

FARSHID
She is very happy.

RILEY
I can see that.

Suddenly Sondos comes back to Farshid, she speaks quickly in
Persian. Farshid listens intently.

RILEY (cont’d)
What is it now ?

Farshid translates quickly, trying to keep up.

FARSHID
She asks how long the journey will
take and how much food she must
bring ?

Riley just looks at them both, bewildered.
FARSHID (cont’d)
Little Zahra -

(indicating her)
is a Celiac.

Riley locks at him: #A what 2”7
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FARSHID (cont’d)
She can not take wheat. She may not
be able to eat the food provided on
the becat.

Riley wants to say: “How the fuck should I know ?” Instead he
says:

RILEY
Well tell her to pack a lunch.

FARSHID
How many ?

RILEY
For all of them.

Farshid nods. He translates back to Sondos.

RILEY (cont’d)
ILock, I gotta go.

Riley heads for the door.
Sondos gestures to Farshid that she still has questions.
FARSHID
But when will we travel ? From
where will the becat leave ?

But Riley is already gone.

Farshid holds up his hands, placating Sondos. He quickly
follows behind Riley out the door.

CUT TO:

INT. HOTEL STATRCASE - NIGHT

Farshid catches Riley at the top of the Hotel’s badly worn
staircase. Without thinking he grabs Riley by the shoulder
and sping him around.

Riley glares at him.

Slowly Farshid removes his hand. He smooths out Riley's
shirt.
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RILEY
Thought we were done.

FARSHID
You have not given us the boarding
information.

Riley starts to walk down the stairs.

RILEY
I don’t know it.

Farshid is emboldened now. He grabs Riley by the shoulder
again.
FARSHID
You are their representative now.
You have accepted their money. You

must at least tell them where they
can get on the boat.

Beat. Riley considers.

RILEY
The boat’s in Cipanas. I guess
that’s where you should be.

FARSHID
But how will we travel there 7

But Riley is already moving.

RILEY
That’s your problem.

Riley leaves Farshid behind and turns at the bend in the
staircase.

As he does he comes face to face with Daced, who is standing
at the bottom of the staircase, an old exercise bock in his
hands.

Riley freezes, not expecting to see this particular face.
Daced loocks at him. Beat.

Riley is not sure what to do.
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Daced nods slowly and turns towards an open door several
metres away. He walks through the doorway, the door closing
behind him.

Riley breathes unevenly, the sweat beading on his forehead.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. BUS - NIGHT

Sondos peers out the grubby window of the full bus at the
dense foliage passing by.

Beside her Fatima and Zahra are asleep, snuggled into their
mother. On the seat behind her is Eman, alsc stretched out
asleep.

Sondos is lost in her thoughts.
Suddenly a familiar face appears beside her, kneeling in the
aisle - Farshid. He holds the handles at the backs of the

seat to stop from falling as the bus lurches over the uneven
road.

He sweats profusely on this stifling summer night.
FARSHID

(in Persian)
Good evening mother.

Sondos nods politely.
FARSHID (cont’d)
(in Persian)
The children are sleeping. Goocd. A
rest for you.

Farshid beams, trying hard to get a smile from Sondos.
The merest hint of a smile appears on her troubled face.
FARSHID (cont’d)

(in Persian)

I have scme important news for you.

Sondos’ eyes widen.
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FARSHID (cont’d)
(in Persian)
See those men over there.

Farshid turns his head towards three men - BAhsan Alrimahi,
Falah Al-Musawi and ISSAM MOHAMMED ISMAIL (45) - seated on
the other side of the bus, they chat animatedly amongst
themselves.

FARSHID (cont’d)
(in Persian)
If we have an opportunity, we must
try to get on the same boat as
them.

Sondos loocks at Farshid, asking a silent question.

FARSHID (cont’d)
(in Persian)
They use to work in a boat yard in
Najah. They are experts in engines
and all workings of the boat.

Sondos locks over at the men, locking in their faces.
FARSHID (cont’d)
(in Persian)
Their boat will be blessed.
Farshid is beaming now. Beat.
FARSHID (cont’d)
(in Persian)
I will leave you with your
thoughts.
Farshid stands and makes his way to another part of the bus.

Sondos eyes stay on the trio of men.

CUT TO:

EXT. BOAT SHED : CIPANAS - DAY

Riley pulls a long shiny nail from an old bucket. He hammers
the nail into a piece of chipbocard he is attaching above the
Captain’s cabin of a small fishing boat, forming a makeshift
Upper Deck.
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In a simple boat shed on a deserted beach Riley is midway
through his job of re-fitting the Siev X.

Riley pounds the nail in and reaches for another. Quassey
appears on the gangway at the side of the bcat.

QUASSEY
So Warnie, finished yet ?

RILEY
Only been two days.

Quassey smiles and lets out a chuckle.

QUASSEY
You can never take a joke. Why is
that ? I always thought Aussies
were good with jokes.

Riley just pounds in the second nail.

QUASSEY (cont’d)
Come down here. I have someone I
would like you to meet.

Riley locks down at Quassey. Quassey indicates for Riley to
jein him.

QUASSEY (cont’d)
Come on. He’'s not going to bite.

Riley puts down the hammer and clambers down from the
extension on to the top deck of the boat. Behind him we see
the unpainted wooden pylons he has put in to hold up the new
extension.

TITLE: September 28, 2001 - Three weeks to departure

Riley jumps down from the boat on to the gang plank in front
of Quassey.

Beside Quassey stands Daoced. He watches Riley with dead eyes,
old exercise book in his hand.

QUASSEY (cont’d)
I don’t think you have been
officially introduced.
(indicating Daoced)
This is my business partner -
Khaled Daoed.
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Daced lowers his head a little stiffly. RILEY returng the
nod.

RILEY
Come to check up on me ?

Quassey just smiles again.

QUASSEY
I believe you have something for
us.

Riley looks at him blankly.
Quassey nods to Daced. Daced opens his book and reads.

DAOED
Ismall and three daughters.

QUASSEY
Some kind of a mix up. They gave
their money to you, when they
should have given it to us.

From Riley expression it is clear he no longer has the money.

RILEY
(quickly)
I'm their second person

Quassey is surprised to hear this term coming from Riley's
lips.

QUASSEY
You ?

RILEY
Yeah. They asked me to be their
representative.

Quassey lets ocut a short, sharp chuckle.

QUASSEY
Their representative ?

RILEY
I'm meant to hold on to their money
till they safely reach Christmas
Island.
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Quassey smile slowly departs.
Riley is just managing to hold his nerve.

RILEY (cont’d)
Then I hand it over.
(beat)
That’s what I was told.

QUASSEY
I am well aware of the tasks of the
representative.
Beat. Riley shifts uneasily.
Quassey follows Riley with his eyes, fire in his gaze.
QUASSEY (cont’d)
I didn’t know you were acquainted

with this family.

RILEY
Somebody introduced us.

Quassey looks at Riley, hinting at a name. It doesn’'t come.

Beat. Quassey suddenly relaxes, a rye smile growing on his
lips

QUASSEY
Maybe I let you keep their money.
It can be your fee for fitting out
the boat.

Beat.

RILEY
If you like.

QUASSEY
(to Daoced)
Put him down. Riley. Five hundred
us.
RILEY
(quickly)

Three.
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QUASSEY

You are a very stupid
representative if you think I take
three children and one woman to for
three hundred deollars. Very stupid.

(to Daoed)
Five.

(loocking at Riley,

smiling)
Special discount.

Riley lowers his head. He is snookered.
Daced writes it down in his book in slow, neat handwriting.

QUASSEY (cont’d)
Now we leave you to get back to
work.

Quasgsey and Daced head away down the gang way.

RILEY
You want me to take a look over the
rest of the boat. Make sure it’s
alright ?

Quassey stops and turns. He smiles.

QUASSEY
You want to start working off your
debt ?

Riley is silent.

QUASSEY (cont’d)
No, it’s okay Warnie. Just put on
the new deck.

RILEY
Sure ? Looks pretty shoddy.

QUASSEY
The bcat hasg already been checked.
By the owners.

Riley locks up to the boat and then back to Quassey.
RILEY

How many you taking on this piece
of junk ?
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QUASSEY
L hundred. Maybe squeeze on a few
more.

RILEY

(to himself)
Good luck to ‘em.

QUASSEY
Good luck to us all.

Quassey smiles.

QUASSEY (cont’d)
I have a nice house nearby. You
should come up for a few beers. We
watch the cricket - on satellite.

Riley nods.

RILEY
I’'ll see how I go.

Quagsey turns to leave.

Riley gazes back up at the old, decrepid vessel, with the
gleaming new chip board Upper Deck.

CUT TO:

EXT. SEASTDE BAR - NIGHT

Watched from the POV of some trees Riley is being pushed out
of the doorway of a wooden beach side bar, raised high on
stilt=s on the sand.

The stout middle aged FEMALE OWNER gives him ancther shove,
trying to get the door closed. It’'s several days later and
Riley has been celebrating finishing his work on the boat.

RILEY
(yvelling drunkenly)
It’s eleven o’'clock. Who shuts a
pub at eleven o’‘clock ?

Riley gets his arm back inside but the Female Owner pushes
his arm out again and now manages to get the door closed.
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Riley locks at the door. He gives it one last kick and grunts
in frustration. He begins to stumble down the bar verandah
towards the stairs.

RILEY (cont’d)
(mumbling)
Eleven o’'clock. Not even midnight.
Wouldn’t bloody happen in Bundy.

From the POV of someone emerging through the trees, we
approach Riley.

Riley now reaches the stairs, he puts one foot slowly on the
top step. He goes to place the second one down but misses his
footing.,

He overbalances and tumbles towards the sand below. Suddenly
he is caught by two strong arms. Riley looks up.

RILEY (cont’d)
(slowly)
When d’you guyse get here ?

CUT TO:

EXT. CLEARTNG BESIDE ROAD - NIGHT

A mud spattered generic 4WD pulls to a stop next to a dirt
road.

The front door opens and Simons steps out of the driver seat,
moving quickly to the back door. He opens the back door and
Riley rolls cut of the wvehicle on to the muddy ground.

McAdam steps out of the passenger side of the 4WD.

Simons picks Riley up and drags him to a nearby tree. He
props him up against the tree and releases him.

Riley slowly slides down the trunk until his arse lands with
a soft plop in the mud at the tree’s base.

McAdam has a water bottle in his hands. He opens it and
splashes some in to Riley's face. He slaps Riley, rousing him
from his stupor.

MCADAM
Come on Kev. Haven’t got all night.



Simons wanders away, watching this from a distance.

STIMONS
You’re wasting your time.

MCADAM turns to his partner.

MCADAM
You got a better idea.

SIMONS
Yeah. Let’s cut this dickhead loose
and go for Quassey ourselves.

MCADAM
Gary - he’s half way there.

SIMONS
Half way where ?
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Simons grabs the torch and shines it on Riley’s stupified

face.

SIMONS (cont’d)
Len, look at ‘im. He’'s a fuckin’
drunk. We're professionals. Can’'t
believe we even considered using
him.

MCADAM
Well we are and it’'s too late now.

SIMONS
No it’s not.

Simons is close to McAdam now.
Riley’'s eyes begin to blink cpen.
SIMONS (cont’d)
Listen, we got enough already.
Let’s just grab Quassey and piss

off back home.

MCADAM
That s not our directive.
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SIMONS
Who gives a fuck ? We take him now -
we take him later - what difference
does it make 2

MCADAM
A lot of difference. And don't go
all innocent with me. You know what

this is all about just as much as I
do.

STIMONS
It’s not right. What about those
twe on the last boat ?

MCADAM
Oh, grow up you little baby.

Simons notices Riley is now awake, watching them. He nods to
McAdam.

McAdam kneelsgs in front of Riley. He shines the torch on
Riley's face. Riley eyes blink in the bright 1light.

MCADAM (cont’d)
There you are. Nice of you to join
us.

Riley rubs a hand across his face, trying to revive himself.

RILEY
8o, Len, what’s up ?

MCADAM
Not muck Kev. Just wanted to ask
you

McAdam pulls a piece of paper from his pocket. He unfolds it.

MCADAM (cont’d)
About this.

McAdam holds the piece of paper in front of Riley's face. It
is a photocopy ¢f a page of an exercise book.

It appears to be a page from Daced’s exercise book. There are
three columns and clearly circled in one column is the name
“Riley” alongside the names “Ismail, Sondos, Eman, Fatima and
Zahra.”
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Riley locks through the light towards McAdam.

RILEY
How did you -

MCADAM
Don’t you worry how we got it. You
just tell us what your fuckin’ name
is doing in it.

RILEY
That’s Daoced’s book.

Simons gives Riley an ironic round of applause.
McAdam lets out a short breath. He tries to remain calm.

MCADAM
Now Kevin, I know this i1s going to
be hard for you to understand. One,
because you're pissed, and two,
because you're cbvicusly a complete
fucking idiot - but it’s called the
Pecple Smuggling Disruption
programme for a reason. That reason
being that we’re trying to disrupt
the people smugglers not help them
sell tickets.

The booze has given Riley a bit of dutch courage. He looks up
at McAdam.

RILEY
You told me to find out i1f he had
room on the boat ?

MCADAM
True but I didn’t ask you to find a
mother and three kids to £ill it.
Riley is not backing down.
RILEY
They give me three hundred bucks.
You ain’t given me shit.

Simons steps forward.

SIMONS
Well you listen to ne now ?
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MCADAM

(without turning)
Shut it Gary.

(beat, back to Riley)
And here’s a newsflash - we won’t
give you shit unless we stop that
boat from reaching it’s
destination.

Riley is shocked a little by this statement. He looks at
McAdam.

MCADAM (cont’d)
We told you Kev, right from the
start. You stop ‘em from going
anywhere - we’ll look after you.
You don‘t - we don’t.

Riley drops his head. He has no response.

MCADAM (cont’d)
Now you listen to me. We’'ve done
the sums. We know how much you owe
and to who. Round here they’re not
toc keen on blokesg who don’t pay
their debts. You ever seen the
inside of an Indonesian jail. Very
ugly Kev. We give just cone tiny
word and you’ll be finding out just
how ugly at very close range.

Beat. Still no response from Riley.

McAdams stands. McAdam has made their point clear. They head
back to the car.

Riley raises his head, a hint of desperation in his voice.

RILEY
What do I do now ?

MCADAM
Well Kev, you made your bed. Now
shit in it.

McAdam and Simons get into the 4WD, Simons still shaking his
head ruefully. The engine turns over, the wheels spin on the
soft dirt and the car lurches off down the road.
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Riley's head lolls again as he slowly passes out. His
bloodshot eyes blink once, twice and close.

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. SONDOS' DREAM

Two eyes blink open, but they no longer belong to Riley. They
are Sondcs’

They open again on her strange dream landscape.

Underneath the tree with fiery red leaves she can now make
out the shadow of a man and her oldest daughter Eman.

Her eyes shift down the hill and she sees her two other
daughters Fatima and Zahra, their clothes shifting in the
same distorted colours.

They are holding hands running away from her, up towards the
tree under the mauve sky.

Sondos’ mouth open and she lets out a silent cry for her
daughters. Her lips make the words *“Zahra”, “Fatima” but no
sound is heard.

The little girls continue to run away from her up the hill.

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. SEA - DUSK
Black.

An urgent voice calls Sondos cut of her dream.

AMAT,
(in Persian)
Mother ... mother

Slowly the sounds of waves and rain begin to build.

Sondos’ face comes slowly back into view. Her head lolls
kack, almeost hitting the water.

The voice is insistent, piercing the wind and rain.
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BMAT, (cont’d)
(in Persian)
Mother ! Mother !

Sondos head snaps upright and she realigses with horror that
she had passed out.

A few metres away from her she sees Bmal and Fatima, still
perched on the body of Sameeya.

The waves have begun to get more choppy and as each one hits,
it drags BAmal and Fatima further away.

Sondos locks at Zahra, still on the bobbing piece of wood.
She hesitates then makes a decision.

She swims towards 2mal and her other daughter. She is a poor
swimmer and makes heavy going through the gigantic waves.

Finally she reaches Amal, panting heavily, spitting water
from her mouth. Amal screams at her over the waves

BMAT, (cont’d)
(in Persian)
No mother, leave her. I will
protect her. Save the little one.

Sondos locks at Amal, half wanting te trust her kindly face.

Ancther wave lifts them up, threatening cnce more to drag
Fatima further away. Sondos reacts instantly and plucks her
daughter off the woman’s body as the wave drags Amal and
Sameeya away.

Struggling to keep her daughter’s head above water Sondos now
struggles to reach Zahra again.

But the waves are coming with increasing regularity and each
one takes Zahra and the piece of wood further away.

Sondos struggles on but her flailing in the water only seems
to take her further away. She cries out to her daughter.

SONDOS
Zah - ra ! Zah - ra !

Sondos struggles on towards Zahra but a large piece of the
upper deck that Riley installed floats in her direction,
blocking her way.
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A man lies still on the top of the deck.

Sondos reaches the piece of wood and comes face to face with
the dead face of Ahsan Alrimahi, a member of the trio who had
worked so hard to restore the boat’s pumps.

His eyes are open and still, staring with mute shock.
Sondos recoils and lets out a silent scream.

But she has to move the husband and father’s body so that she
can place Fatima up on the wood.

She pushes at Ahsan once. He does not move. She pushes again
with all her strength.

She lifts Ahsan’s head up, a bloodied red nail which had
pierced his skull sliding out of his temple as she does.

Sondos internally recoils again in horror but she uses her
last cunce of strength to push Ahsan’s boedy off the piece of
wood .

Now she lifts Fatima carefully on to the woocd, between
ancther nail and the bloodied one.

Fatima is still, hard to tell whether she is breathing in the
wind, rain and gathering darkness.

Sondos now quickly scans to where she last saw Zahra. In the
water she can see BODIES OF WOMEN, MEN AND MANY CHILDREN,
other debris and suitcases - but she can no longer see the
gliver of wood with its precious cargo.

She screams for her daughter.

SONDOS (cont’d)
ah - ra ! Zah - ra !

Her face is flooded with tears as her head bobs beneath
another waves and re-emerges.

She once again scansg fruitlessly for Zahra. She locks at
Fatima, floating on the wood.

Her choice is agonising - leave Fatima and go in search of
her other daughter and risk losing them both.

She prods her daughter gently, locking for any sign of
movement. Nothing. She slaps her now a little harder.
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The logic is simple, if brutal - if Fatima is dead she should
search for Zahra.

Sondos is growing in desperation now, she slaps her child
harder, patting her on the back.

Suddenly Fatima’s body convulses and she begins to cough,
water spurting from her mouth. Her tear filled eyes flicker
open and she sees her mother.

Fatima instinctively sits up on the wood and embraces her
mother. From shock and fear the young girl begins to sob.

Sondos has no choice now. She will stay with her one
remaining daughter.

Mother and child cling together in an unguiet sea filled with
death and debris.

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. GARDENS : VILLA AMELIA - DAY

On a bright sunny day Amal chases children through the lush
tropical gardens of the two star village resort.

It is a idyllic afternoon and the children laugh and scream
as Amal follows them beneath trees and beside flower beds.

Amongst the children are Zahra, Fatima and Eman. Their
clothes have been handwashed and their faces scrubbed shiny
and clean.

TITLE: October 5, 2001 - Two weeks to departure

They laugh and <lap enjoying the game with Amal, enjoying
scme much needed respite from their tough journey.

A group of women sit on the ground nearby, laughing with the
children. 2Zmongst them is Sondos.

She too is smiling. Like all the women she believes their
long journey to actually getting on the boat is nearing its
end. They all are allowing themselves a much needed chance to
hope.

Away from the women but also watching the children, sit
Farshid and Riley. Riley is waiting for Quassey and Farshid
and is passing the time with his new friend.
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FARSHID
I studied Australian Literature at
Tehran University. I greatly
enjoyed the work of Patrick White.

Riley locks up at him as if to say: “Who ?” Instead he half
smiles.

RILEY
Don’t know him that well myself.

FARSHID
Tell me — have you ever been over
the Sydney Harbour Bridge ?

Riley locks at him, surprised at the absurdity of the
question.

RILEY
Cource.

FARSHID
That is my dream. To drive over the
Sydney Harbour Bridge — in my new
car.

Farshid is beaming — his mind filled with the image of his
dream. Riley grimaces, uncomfortable.

RILEY
It’s not all like that.

FARSHID
I know -
(leaning in)
It’'s better.

RILEY
How can yvou be sc¢ keen to go to a

place you don’t know anything about
?

FARSHID

(simply)
It is my dream.

Farshid watches the women and the children running through
the gardens.



FARSHID (cont’d)
Five years ago in Tehran I watched

my father dragged from our house in

the middle of the day, kicking and
screaming. They said he had been
teaching irregularities at the
University.

(beat)
My whole family was there except
for my brother. My two sisters, my
mother.

(beat)
They made us watch as they cut off
his head.
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Farshid turns to Riley. There are tears in his eyes but he

tries to smile.

Riley locks at him, tryving to comprehend what he has just

said.

FARSHID (cont’d)
After that, everything else is a
dream.

Farshid turns back out to watch the children, a single tear

cascading down his cheek.

FARSHID (cont’d)
My brother was told he would be
next so he never came home. He fled
to Malaysia the next day, leaving
me to care for his family and one
day ... to bring them to him.

Riley toc looks out at the children and women.

RILEY
Is that what happened ... tcoc all of
them ?

FARSHID
All our stories our different - but
the same.

A long pause.

Farshid looks over to SHAHIN, a bearded young Iranian man,

standing in a group of men.

FARSHID (cont’d)
That one there is Shahin. He is a
great writer.

(MORE)
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FARSHID (cont’d)
He wrote a play that was against
the Government in Iran. He was
lucky to escape with his life.

Now his eyes fall on, a young single Iragi woman, YVONNE
SALEEM ABOUD, clapping and singing.

FARSHID (cont’d)
She is Yvonne.

RILEY
Yvonne ? Sounds Aussie.

FARSHID
(smiling)
We do not all have funny names. She
is a Kurd. Her whole family was
murdered with the poison gas.

A young couple, ABU YASIN, and his wife HAMZA, sit on the
grass watching a little girl nearby, their daughter HOUDA.

FARSHID (cont’d)
That is Abu Yasin, his wife and
daughter. They are Mandeans and
believe in John the Baptist. They
are persecuted and killed by their
own people.

RILEY
We don’'t care too much about all
that in Australia.

Farshid turns to him.

FARSHID
Then why did you leave there ?

Beat.

RILEY
Just how things worked out.

Farshid smiles.

FARSHID
Sc, we are all refugees.

Beat. Riley's eyes find Sondos, her three children dancing
around her.
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RILEY
Good of you to look after them.

FARSHID
It is my privilege to care for the
family of my brother. And soon we
will all be in cur new home. Thanks
to you.

Beat. He turns to Riley.

FARSHID (cont’d)
You are their representative. It is
good you know my family’s story.
Now you too will protect them.

Riley locks at Farshid but before he can speak a veice behind
them breaks the moment.

QUASSEY
Hey Warnie -

Riley's head spins around to see Quassey standing a few
metres away, flanked by Maytham and Maysar.

QUASSEY (cont’d)
You finish my bocat yet ?

Riley stands awkwardly and makes his way towards Quassey.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. VILLA AMELTA : HOTEL ROOM - NIGHT

In a more spacious hotel room with large windows and a wooden
floor, Fatima climbs on to a mattress on the floor in the
corner next toe her two sisters. Some washing is hanging
neatly in the corner, drying.

The girls sleep wear is worn but c¢lean. They have worn it
nearly every night of their three month journey from Iran via
Malaysia and Indconesia to this small village on the south
east coast of Sumatra.

Fatima settles in between her two sisters who seem to be
already asleep. Sondos kneels beside the girls on a second
mattress pushed up against the first on the flocor. She even
has her own bed here!
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Fatima looks up at her mother, eyes blinking, wide awake.

Sondos strokes her head and begins to sing a soft Persian
lullaby.

Her voice seems to carry on the bright mconlight, slanting
through the window, illuminating mother and child.

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. SEA - NIGHT

In the middle of the Indian Ocean, half way between the
islands known as Java and Christmas, flocats the wreckage, the
victims and the remaining survivors of the Siev X.

Sondos’ song continues as we push our way through debris from
the doomed anonymous fishing boat, clothing strewn across the
water, luggage and personal belongings and bodies of men,
women and children.

Bodies and bodies and bodies. Human beings like flotsam and
jetsam on the gentle night sea.

It is early morning now on the 20th of October and over 300
have died. 53 more will die before their ordeal is over.

Among the carnage we find two of the survivors clinging to a
piece of wood, a mother and daughter.

The daughter, Fatima, is on top of the wood out of the water,
resting between two sharp nails, while her mother, Sondos,
rests her head and armg on the makeshift life raft, the rest
of her body still in the water.

The singing continues as we watch the pair gently rocked by
the waves. Perhaps asleep, perhaps dreaming.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. VILLA AMELTA : HOTEL ROOM - NIGHT

In the warm, dry hotel room Fatima’s little eyes blink a few
more times then close.

Her mother pushes hair from her eyes and finishes her song.
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In silence she looks down at her sleeping daughter, allowing
a rare smile to grow on her lips.

CUT TO:

INT. HOTEL ROOM : CIPANAS - DAY

Across town a few days later Riley sits on a cane sofa in a
comfortable suite of another resort.

McAdam leans over him, his face glowing red with frustration.

RILEY
I'm just trying to understand what
you are asking me to do.

MCADAM
We’re not asking you to do
anything. We’re telling you.

RILEY
You can’t make me do it.

MCADAM
You know where you’re going if you
don't.

Riley just looks at him. McAdam takes a deep breath and backs
off. He takes a seat at a nearby table, passing Simons on the
way.

Simons leans on a side board, behind him we see delicate
water colours of orchids hanging on the cream walls. He looks
up at McAdam.

MCADAM (cont’d)
Don’t you say a fuckin’ word.

McAdam sits. Beat. Simons comes forward, picking up the baton
for his partner. He sits in front of Riley

SIMONS
How you doing Kevin ?

Riley is bemused, surprised to his this new tone from Simcns.

RILEY
Okay thanks. How about you ?



Simons nods.

SIMONS
Look Kevin, I can understand where
you're coming from.

Riley locks at Simons: #Can you 2”7

SIMONS (cont’d)
I'm not wild about it either. Len
can you tell you that.

McAdam looks up, nodding.

SIMONS (cont’d)
But the people who know - and
that’s not me or you - they reckon
it's for the best.

RILEY
Who'’'s they ?

SIMONS
The people who see the big picture.
Not like you or me. We’re too close
- we can’t keep in it perspective.
We can’t always tell what’s for
better or

RILEY
Worse 72

Beat.

SIMONS
They are in absolutely no danger. A
few hundred vards cut to sea the
pumps stop working, then the engine
packs up. They ain’t going
anywhere.

He moves forward to Riley now, emphasising his point.

SIMONS (cont’d)
Socn after - they spring a leak.
Boat goes down, fishing boats pick
‘em up. Journey at an end, lesson
learnt. #Don’t like going in that
water, better fuck off back hcme.”

71.



712.

RILEY
But what if they don’t just sink ?

SIMONS
Trust us, they will.

RILEY
But what if they don’t ?

McAdam realises his partner has pried open a gap. He’'s not
going to let it close.

MCADAM

Kevin, unlike you. We have done
this before. Many times. It’s a
good system. It works.

(beat)
We did have a few problems early
on. Few bcats gettin’ further than
they should but now we’ve got it
just right.

A pause. Riley looks at them.

MCADAM (cont’d)
Give us the map.

McAdam holds out a hand and Simons sticks a photocopied map
into it.

McAdam holds the map in front of Riley, stabbing it with his
finger.

MCADAM (cont’d)
Now we’'re here, on the east coast
of Sumatra. Their destination is
right down here

His finger trails off the bottom <of the map.

MCADAM (cont’d)
You’d think if they had any chance -
any chance at all of reaching their
destination - they’d at least be
leaving from the right side of the
friggin’ island !

Beat. McAdam takes a breath, calming himself. He traces their
planned route with his finger.
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MCADAM (cont’d)
8o they start here and they go all
this way down the Sunda Strait
before they even get to open occean.
Now if by some fluke they don’t
sink here -

He points to Strait.
MCADAM (cont’d)
Which they will - they will

definitely hit the drink by the
time they reach here -

He points to the scuth coast of Java.
MCADAM (cont’d)
Still a million miles away from
where they want to be.
He places down the map and loocks at Riley.
MCADAM (cont’d)
They’'re just goin’ for a liitle

swim, that’s all.

Riley is far from convinced. He looks to Simon.

RILEY
How many bcats have you done this
too ?

SIMONS
A few.

RILEY

How many people have died ?
Simons locks at McAdam. He’s not fielding this one.
MCADAM
(irritated)
Who are you - fuckin’ Mother
Theresa ?

Riley stands firm.

RILEY
How many ?



MCADAM
Two.
(beat)
Which, in an operation of this
kind, is a wvery acceptable number.

Pause. McAdam pulls up a chair. He sits close to Riley.

MCADAM (cont’d)
Lock, I don't know if you’ve been
reading the papers lately but
there’s an election on back home
and the people who pay our wages
reckon it’s real important that
these boats stop arriving.

(beat)

Now we have been given considerable
leeway to do anything necessary to
halt this illegal activity. You are
now a part of that. If you don’t do
this - life can be made very
difficult for you. If yvou do - then
it's a clean slate. Fresh start
with a big fat cheque to set you on
your way.

Beat. Riley looks over to Simons.

RILEY
What do you say ?

Beat.
SIMONS

If you don't do it - somebody else
will.

McAdam glares at Simons. This was not the right answer.

turns kack to Riley, tightening the screw.

MCADAM
Believe me Kevin, one way or
another these people are not
reaching their destination. I
guarantee you that.
(beat)

Now you c¢an either gain by that -
or lose by that. It’'s your choice.

74.
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Riley locks at Mcadam. McAdam holds his gaze.

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. CIPANAS : BEACH - NIGHT

Sondos’ haunting song returns as Riley sits alone on the
beach, staring cut intc the waves.

He slowly raises the beer in his hands to his lips.

He looks down the beach at the boat shed, the Siev X’'s bow
seen protruding from the end.

He looks back to the waves, lost in his thoughts.

He raises the beer once more and drains the rest of the
bottle.

He hurls the bottle ocut on to the sand and pulls himself to
his feet. He walks towards the boat shed.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. SIEV X : LOWER DECK
The song continues ags Riley begins his “work” on the Siev X.

With a metal spike he punches a small hole in the side of the
boat. The wood is old and brittle and it takes just two
strikes of his hammer to make a small hole the =size of a
fifty cent piece.

TITLE: October 17, 2001 - Two days to departure

He then picks up a small chunk of wood he has already
prepared nearby and taps it lightly into the hole. It will
plug up the leak, for awhile.

He now moves to the old water pump in the corner. He removes
a small plastic disc from his pocket and jams it into the
water pump.

He taps it further into place with the spike and hammer.

The singing fades.
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EXT. GARDENS : VILLA AMELTA - NIGHT

Farshid emerges from the mess hall with a group of men. They
are in deep discussion, hearing some news that has concerned
them.

A voice calls to Farshid from the nearby trees.

RILEY
Farshid.

Farshid does not hear, still arguing animatedly.

RILEY (cont’d)
(louder)
Farshid.

The group of men turn to see Riley standing beside a tree.
Farshid gives his apologies to the group and heads over
towards Riley. The other men move off.

FARSHID
Mr Kevin, good news. We are to
leave on the next becat.

RILEY
You mustn’t get on that boat.

Farshid is surprised.

FARSHID
But we are next in line. We have
earnt our place.

RILEY
Doesn’'t matter.

Beat.

FARSHID
Something is wrong with the boat ?

RILEY
Nothing is wrong with the boat.
Calm down. You should just wait for
the next one - that’s all. Be
better.
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FARSHID
But Mr Kevin, have you not heard ?
The Australian navy is stopping the
bocats now. One boat has sunk and
the survivors were rescued by a
shipping vessel. Now the Australian
Government will not let them land.
They tell the Captain to take them
back to Indonesia.

The next questicn surprises Farshid.

RILEY
Anybody die ?

FARSHID
I do not know.

Farshid looks at Riley, confused by the question. Riley
becomes uncomfortable.

RILEY
I just den't want you gettin’ on
that boat. Not with her and the
kids.

FARSHID
But there will be many mothers and
children on that boat.

RILEY
Well not that mother and children.

Riley turns and walks off, leaving a bewildered Farshid
underneath the trees.

CUT TO:

EXT. VILLA AMELTA : GARDENS - NIGHT

Sondos’ song returng as around midnight that night all the
refugees - Mothers, Fathers and Children - wait outside the
Hotel. They stand expectantly, dressed in their best
c¢lothing, luggage packed by their sides.

They are all nervous but excited.
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An old bus, with curtains drawn, pulls up and opens its door
on the roadside in front of the hotel. There are five cther
buses waiting behind them.

Daced stands in front of the group calling names from his
exercise book. Behind him we see Quassey leaning on the boot
of his 4WD.

A father, YASSER AL HELOU (45), hugs his friend SAYED HASSAN
AT, YASSTIRY (38) as his name is called. He picks up the
families luggage and his sons AHMAD (16), NOOR (7) and
daughters MARWA (9) and DOHA (6) follow him towards the bus.

Ancther mother, ROKAYA SATAR, clasps her hands with joy as
her name is called. She collects her bag and young daughters,
KAUTHAR (4) and ALYAR (2), and moves towards the bus.

L group of men embrace and say goodbye. Two of them, Falah Al-
Musawi and Issam Mohammed Ismail - the men Farshid indicated
to Sondos on the bus from Jakarta - pick up their bags and
move towards the bus.

Nearby Scondos stands with her three daughters, watching Falah
and Issam get on to the bus.

Sondos too now clasps her hands as her name is called. She
picks up Zahra and her suitcase and followed by Fatima and
Eman, the foursome move towards the bus.

The song fades.
Farshid suddenly appears in front of her, blocking her way.

FARSHID
(in Persian)
Mother, I must speak with you.

SONDOS
(in Persian)
Our name is called. We are
travellers.

There is desperation in Farshid’s eyes. Sondog continues to
walk but suddenly Farshid reaches down and grabs her arm.

Sondos is appalled by this public contact.
FARSHID

(in Persian)
You must not travel.
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Suddenly Maysar and Maytham appear in front of them.

MAYTHAM
(in Persian)
Her name has been called.

MAYSAR
(in Persian)
The bus is waiting.

FARSHID
(in Persian)
She has decided not to travel.

Sondos looks at Farshid, alarmed.

MAYTHAM
(in Persian)
Why would she decide that ?

Farshid looks at them. He does not answer.

MAYSAR
(in Persian)
There is no other boat for her. She
must travel now or not at all.

Sondos pulls her arm away from Farshid. She continues to move
towards the bus.

Farshid grabs her again.

FARSHID
(in Persian)
I beg you Mother - for the sake of
your children - you must not travel
on this boat.

Other TRAVELLERS nearby over hear this last comment and loock
over towards Farshid, alarmed.

Maysar realises Farshid is “spooking” the other passengers.

MAYSAR
(in Persian)
She is a traveller. Let her
continue.
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FARSHID
(in Persian)
She is my brother’s wife. These are
his children. I say she must not.

Suddenly Maytham is in front of Farshid. He raises the butt
of his gun and smashes it intc Farshid’s face.

It happens sc¢ guickly the other passengers are unaware of
what has occurred.

Farshid staggers bkack. Sondos is too terrified to scream.

MAYTHAM
(in Persian, to Maysar)
Take them.

Maysar moves in front of Sondos and leads her and the
children away to the bus.

Farshid straightens himself up and tries to follow.
Maytham again stands in his way.

FARSHID
(in Persian)
Let me pass.

MAYTHAM
(in Persian)
I told you - they are travellers.

FARSHID
(in Persian)
And so am I. I will accompany them
on the boat.

MAYTHAM
(in Persian)
Your name was not called.

Farshid tries to push past him.
FARSHID
(in Persian)

I must accompany them.

Maytham shoves him back. He holds his gun peinting at Farshid
so only he and Farshid can see it.
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MAYTHAM
(in Persian)
I will kill you in front of all
these people if I must.

Farshid staggers back, he falls toc his knees, tears now
streaming down his face.

In the distance through watery eyes he sees Sondos hand her
children through the doors, up on to the bus, shadowed
closely by Maysar.

The song rises up again and then ends.

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. VILLA AMELTA : GARDENS - NIGHT

A short time later Maysar steps down from the final bus after
checking its capacity.

He nods to Quassey. Quassey steps forward towards Daoced.

One more family - ZAYNAB SOBIE (31) and her three daughters,
DONYA (14), MARVA (123 and HAJARAN (10) - hug their good byes
before stepping on to the bus.

The crowd has thinned now on the grass but there must still
be around one hundred men, women and children hoping to
travel.

Quassey whispers to Daced and Daoced closes his book.

DAOED
(in Persian)
No more tonight. The rest must
wait.

A woman falls to her knees, devastated that she has missed a
place on the boat. Her sister kneels beside her, trying to
console her.

Behind the truck an old 4WD pulls up. The door opens and a
rudely awcken Riley steps out.

Quassey sees him and walks towards him smiling.

RILEY
Bit late in’it ?
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QUASSEY
Sorry to wake you Warnie. Follow
me. There's somecne I'd like you to
meet.

Quassey indicates for Riley to follow him. A short distance
away Zainuddin waits at the 4WD.

Quassey introduces Riley to Zainuddin.

QUASSEY (cont’d)
This is the proud Captain <f our
fine ship. Captain, this is Shane
Warne. Famous Aussie cricketer.

Zainuddin smile and nods, not getting the joke. Quassey
chuckles at his ignorance.

QUASSEY (cont’d)
(to Riley)
A people without cricket are a poor
people indeed.

CUT TO:

INT. BUS - NIGHT

From inside her bus Sondos peeps through the curtain to see
Riley talking with the two men.

Her children nestle in to her sides.

CUT TO:

EXT. VILLA AMELTA : DRIVE WAY - NIGHT

ZATNUDDIN
(to Riley)
You make good boat for us ?

QUASSEY
(answering for Riley)
He make very good boat for us. Make
us lote of money.

Quassey pats Riley on the back.

Zainuddin locks up at Riley, still smiling.
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ZATNUDDIN
Must come back to family.

Quassey laughs and opens the back docr of the 4WD.
QUASSEY
Forget him. He worries, always
worries.

Zainuddin climb aboard the wvehicle.

QUASSEY (cont’d)
(to Riley)
Come. You drive with us.

RILEY
What you need me for ?

QUASSEY
Don’t you want to be there for your
ship’s maiden voyage 7
Beat. Riley moves towards the open door.

Quassey signals to Daoced standing further down the road.

Daced lets out a shrill cry. The buses behind him turn cn
their engines and lights.

RILEY
Lotta buses.

QUASSEY
Lot of people.

Quassey gets into the driver’s seat. Riley takes one lock
back at the buses then c¢limbs in to the back seat next to
Zainuddin.

CUT TO:

INT. 4WD - NIGHT

In the front passenger seat next to Quassey sits a uniformed
high ranking Indonesgian Police official, AGUS SAFUAN. He
counts US$ bills into several neat piles.

Quassey turns back to Riley, smiling.
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QUASSEY
(nodding to Safuan)
Don’t worry about him. He’s just
the local chief of Police.

Quassey starts the engine and the automatic air conditioning
and sterec, playing Egyptian pop music, kick in. Quassey

pulls his vehicle out onto the road.

CUT TO:

EXT. DRIVEWAY : VILLA AMELTA - NIGHT

The buses fall in to line behind Quassey’s 4WD, forming a
slow moving conveoy, bumping their way down the uneven road.

The final bus passes another 4WD and Daced sees Maytham still
standing watch over Farshid. Daced calls to him.

DAOED
(in Persian)

Leave him.

Maysar turns and comes over to the jeep. He leaps in behind
Daced and Maytham. They pull their vehicle cut onte the rcoad
behind the final bus, bringing up the rear.

Farshid staggers slowly to his feet.

CUT TO:

INT. 4WD - NIGHT

Behind Riley in the back seat of the 4WD we see Farshid
through the rear window staggering on to the road.

He screams to Riley but Riley can not hear him over the tinny
rattle of the Persian pop music.

CUT TO:

EXT. BEACH : BANDAR LAMPUNG - NIGHT

A few hours later Sondos huddles on the beach with her
children by her side, among a group of around a hundred women
and children.
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Nearby Scondos watches an off duty out of uniform POLICEMAN
patrolling along the beach with a semi-automatic rifle.

Her eyes flick away from the Policeman and land on Quassey’s
4WD parked on the road next to the beach. The buses have long
departed.

Safuan leans against the 4WD, loocking out to sea.

CUT TO:

INT. 4WD - NIGHT

Riley is becoming impatient in the back seat. The air
conditioning and music whine on.

RILEY
How long’s this gonna take ?

Quassey calls to him from the front seat.

QUASSEY
Not much longer. We’ll go out on
the last boat. Make sure
everything’s alright.

Quassey chuckles at his own private joke.

CUT TO:

EXT. BEACH : BANDAR LAMPUNG - NIGHT

Sondos loocks out to sea where she can see the faint outline
of a boat, the Siev X, moored out beyond the sand bar.

SONDOS
(in Persian)
It looks very small.

A young Iraqi woman beside her, NAJAH MUHSIN (26), answers
Scondes.

NAJAH
(in Persian)
That is not our boat. That boat
just takes us to the one we sail on
to Australia. Our bcat is very big.
Like a luxury liner.
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Sondos loocks back out to sea, a hopeful smiling breaking on
her lips.

Nearby the group a large row boat rolls in with the waves and
skids to a stop in the sand.

From the sand near the boat Maysar calls for the next group
to come.

MAYSAR
(in Persian)
Hurry ! Hurry !
A group of women and children scuttle towards the boat.
Najah taps sondos on the shoulder.
NAJAH
(in Persian)

Come mother. It is us.

Sondos stands and picks up Zahra. She grabs Fatima and Eman’s
hands together with her other hand and they run towards the
boat.

Eman stumbles and falls into the sand.

CUT TO:

INT. 4WD - NIGHT

Through the windscreen, tapping his finger along to the
music, Quassey watches Eman fall face first into the sand on
the beach below.

He smiles, bemused.

Riley locks straight ahead, stewing impatiently, wishing he
wags a million miles away. He does not see what is happening
just below.

CUT TO:

EXT. BEACH : BANDAR LAMPUNG - NIGHT

Najah arrives at Eman and lifts the young girl from the sand.


















































































































