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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.



10.

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.



12.

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:






























































































































































































































































































































