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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.














































































































































































































































































































































































