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Enemy Alien Abstract 

Project Name: Enemy Alien 

Student: Lisa McGregor 

Degree: Masters of Creative Arts (Research) 

Supervisor: Margot Nash 

Enemy Alien is a feature screenplay inspired by the diaries of a German-Australian 
internee written during World War One and based on true stories of the treatment 
of the German-Australian community during this conflict. Its characters are both real 
historical figures and characters who have been invented. The exegesis explores the 
interplay between 'soft fiction' and 'hard fact' in the writing of an historical 
screenplay. 

The exegesis examines the creative process of transforming historical fact into 
cinematic drama and asks to what extent the screen writer can invent parts of a 
screenplay and still call it history? When does a creative work set in the past cease 
being history and start being fiction? The exegesis charts the recent 'History Wars' 
debates in Australia during which historians and commentators argued over the 
nature, methods and purpose of history. lt also looks at ongoing and fiercely argued 
debates between fiction writers and historians over where the line between these 
two genres should be drawn. 

Finally, the exegesis explores how the creative process transforms historical figures 
and facts into something more than themselves- into symbols and allegories. lt asks 
whether cinematic representations of history should be judged by different rules to 
literary history. 
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1 INT. POLICE STATION, 1914 - LATE AFTERNOON 

A vertical crack of light appears and widens, as a MAN, in 
silhouette, opens a door and enters a room. He looks around a dim, 
cluttered police station. we can't see him clearly but we can see 
he's youngish with dark hair. 

A dusty shaft of light illuminates the silhouette of a lone 
POLICEMAN 1 working at a table behind a counter. There's an empty 
chair on the other side of the table. He beckons the Man to sit 
down. 

The Man hangs his hat on the hat-rack and sits opposite Policeman 
1 who hands him a form. We snatch a glimpse of it's title: ALIEN 
REGISTRATION .•• 

In a series of shots, which suggest rather than reveal, we see the 
man fill out this form. In the AGE box he writes 31. He ticks the 
MARRIED box. In the BORN box he writes GERMANY. 

His shoulders and head lean against the wall with a measuring line 
painted on it. The top of his head comes a few inches under the 
6ft mark. 

The man's heavy work boots step on scales. The Policeman writes 10 
stone 12 pounds in the WEIGHT box. 

The man's thumb presses down into a black inkpad then presses a 
black print onto the form. He has rough workers hands. 

From behind the shoulder and neckline of Policeman 1, we see half 
of the man's face against a plain wall. A flash goes off as the 
Policeman takes his photo. 

Policeman One presses a big stamp into an inkpad then stamps the 
front page of the form, in big red letters: 

ENEMY ALIEN 

CUT TO BLACK: 

FADE UP: 

2 EXT. COUNTRYSIDE, BROKEN HILL - MORNING 

The wide, blue sky of the Australian outback. The sound of an 
approaching train and laughing voices. 

SUPER: 

In August 1914, world war breaks out. 

Great Britain, France and Russia are at 
war with Germany and Austria. 



In the distance, an open-carriage train, about 20 carriages long, 
cuts across the horizon line. It's crammed with people. Fast 
fiddle music comes from the train and there's laughter and 
clapping. 

SUPER: 

10 000 miles away, Australia sides with 
Great Britain and her allies. 

The train slowly snakes its way through the scrubby desert. 

SUPER: 

By November, Great Britain, France & 
Australia are at war with Germany's ally, 
Turkey. 

3 EXT. HILLSIDE - DAY 

The wheels of a rickety, wooden cart bump up a rocky desert, 
squeaking noisily. The distant sound of the approaching train and 
music. 

4 EXT. COUNTRYSIDE - DAY 

A large banner flutters from one of the carriages of the train: 
'Broken Hill Miners' Picnic'. 

SUPER: 

New Year's Day, 1915 

5 EXT. TRAIN CARRIAGE - DAY 

On an open carriage, a quartet of fiddlers plays a furious jig and 
the revellers, dressed in their Sunday best, dance, clap and 
cheer. 

Leaning on the side of the carriage, we see FRANK, tapping his 
foot to the beat. He's an intense, attractive man in his early 
30s. He could be the Man in the opening scene. Like all the men, 
he's smartly dressed, in suit, tie and hat. 

Frank is staring at IVY, a handsome young nurse, who's on the 
other side of the carriage. 

A lively woman in her late 20s, Ivy is talking and laughing with 
another NURSE. Catching her eye, Frank walks straight through the 
dancers to her. 

Frank takes off his hat and bows with an old-fashioned formality. 
He offers Ivy his hand and when he speaks, there's the slightest 
European accent. 

FRANK 
Madame, would you do me the honour? 
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I~ 

(flirtatiously) 
With pleasure. 

Ivy accepts his hand and Frank leads her to the centre of the 
dancers. The two soon lose themselves in the dance and each other. 
It is clear they know one another. 

From the side of the carriage, GRACE (7 years) watches them dance, 
entranced. 

6 EXT. HILLSIDE - DAY 

A YOUNG TURBANNED MAN and an OLD TURBANNED MAN wearing white, 
flowing pants and robes, pull the rickety wooden cart up the hill. 
Painted on the side of the wooden cart is a peeling 'Ice-Cream for 
Sale' sign. 

The men reach a rocky outcrop half-way up the hill and park their 
cart behind it. They hoist a flag with a white Islamic crescent on 
a red background. It's the flag of the Ottoman Empire. 

The men begin to unload ice-cream boxes from the cart but when 
they open them we see it's not ice-cream inside. The boxes are 
loaded with guns and ammunition. 

7 EXT. ON THE TRAIN - DAY 

The train heads for the base of the hillside where the rocky 
outcrop is. The band plays faster and louder. 

Frank and Ivy and the crowd are dancing wildly. 

Grace, who's still watching from the sides, waves to Frank and Ivy 
and they wave back to her. 

8 EXT. HILLSIDE - DAY 

From behind the rocky outcrop, the Old Turbanned Man and the Young 
Turbanned Man load and cock their rifles, aiming straight at the 
train. 

9 EXT. ON THE TRAIN - DAY 

As the dance reaches a crescendo, the sounds of gunshots ring out. 
The revellers are oblivious and keep dancing but the shots 
continue and a YOUNG FEMALE DANCER next to Frank and Ivy is hit in 
the chest and staggers into the arms of her boyfriend. 

Then an OLDER DANCER, is shot in the head and slumps to the 
ground. 

Confused, then afraid, the picnickers panic. Some scream, some 
keep dancing and some dive for cover. 

Seeing the two dancers fall, Frank quickly pushes Ivy, then Grace 
to the floor, then dives down over Grace. He yells to the crowd: 
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FRANK 
Down everyone! Get down! 

Still under constant fire, the train screeches to a halt. The 
crowd is suddenly silent but the shots continue to rain down. 
After lying low for a moment, Frank sees TWO POLICEMEN with rifles 
leap off his carriage on the opposite side to the snipers. 

FRANK 
(to Ivy) 

I'm going to help. 

Ivy nods and holds Grace close. Frank and THE LEAD FIDDLER 
carefully climb out of the carriage and join the policeman. The 
two men join the group of now FOUR POLICEMEN - Policemen 2, 3, 4 
and 5 - all of whom are scanning the hillside, trying to locate 
the snipers' position. 

POLICEMAN 2 
Over there, where those rocks are. 

Policeman 3 takes charge. 

POLICEMAN 3 
(to Policeman 4 and 5) 

You two, go wide and surprise them from 
behind. We'll try the front. 

Policeman 2 looks fearfully at Policeman 3. 

POLICEMAN 3 
We'll use the bushes for cover. 

POLICEMEN 4 and 5 run off towards the front of the train and 
disappear. 

FRANK 
We could track back and call town for 
help. 

POLICEMAN 3 
Yep, but keep your heads down. 

Frank and the Lead Fiddler both head back in the direction from 
which the train came, using the carriages as protection. 

Policeman 2 and 3 watch them head off. Then they cross the train 
tracks between the carriages and head for the hill, Policeman 3 
leading the way. The bullets are still raining down on the train. 

10 EXT. HILLSIDE - DAY 

The two turbanned men see that Policeman 2 and 3 are coming their 
way. They fire at them but the officers hide behind bushes and 
rocks and inch forward to the base of the hill. 

The turbanned men continue to open new boxes of ammunition and 
reload their guns. 
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EXT. BOTTOM OF HILL - DAY 

Under fire, Policemen 2 and 3 approach the base of the hill, 
taking cover behind wherever they can. 

Whenever they can, the policemen return fire. 

12 EXT. RAILWAY LINE TELEPHONE - DAY 

Stooping and running at the same time, Frank and the fiddler dive 
on the ground whenever they hear bullets. About half a mile down 
the track they arrive at an emergency phone box on the side of 
the train tracks. Frank makes the call. 

FRANK 
(out of breath) 

The picnic train. It's under attack. 

13 EXT. ON THE TRAIN - DAY 

All the train passengers are crouched down. Ivy is sitting with 
her arm around Grace. 

BOYFRIEND 
Help! Miss! 

Keeping low, Ivy crawls over with her nursing kit to where the 
wounded Young Dancer is lying, her head resting on her BOYFRIEND"S 
lap. Grace follows her mother. 

Ivy's Nurse friend also crawls over and helps. Together they work 
quickly, trying to staunch the chest wound. 

Grace watches on, worried. 

IVY 
(urgently) 

Grace, I need your petticoat, quick. 

Grimacing, Grace kneels, holding up her skirt in front of her 
face. Working fast, Ivy rips the petticoat into strips and with 
her colleague, bandages up the young dancer's chest wound. 

An OLD WOMAN calls out for help for the Older Dancer, who is lying 
on the floor, unconscious. He has a head wound. 

OLD WOMAN 
Over here!· Quick! 

Ivy leaves the Young Dancer with her friend, grabs her kit and 
crawls over to help the Older Dancer. 

14 EXT. HILLSIDE - DAY 

From behind a bush, POLICEMAN 2 and 3 watch as POLICEMAN 4 and 5 
go wide of the snipers and climb up the hill. The snipers don't 
notice them. 
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Below, POLICEMAN 2 and 3 are in an intense firefight with the 
snipers. Policeman 3 manages to hit the Older Turbanned Man in the 
chest. The Old Man falls back. The younger sniper continues to 
fire. 

Both Policemen 2 and 3 realise their guns are empty. When they go 
to reload them, they see they've also run out of ammunition. 
They're stuck in the firing line, with no protection. 

Policeman 2 panics. 

POLICEMAN 2 
We're screwed. What do we do? 

POLICEMAN 3 
Keep down. 

15 EXT. ROCKY OUTCROP - DAY 

Wounded, the Old Turbanned Man makes a last ditch effort to 
inflict damage. He takes two loaded guns and steps out from behind 
his rocky cover. He walks down towards the outcrop below, where 
the two policeman are hiding, shooting wildly as he descends. 

16 EXT. FIRST ROCKY OUTCROP - DAY 

Seeing the Old Turbanned Man bearing down on them, the two 
policeman duck even lower. Policeman 2 is terrified. 

POLICEMAN 2 
Shit! Let's get out of here. 

He panics and gets up to do a runner but Policeman 3 grabs him and 
drags him down. 

17 EXT. BEHIND THE HIGHER ROCKY OUTCROP - DAY 

Policeman 4 and 5 suddenly appear above the rocky outcrop, looking 
down on the firefight. They start to shoot. The Young Turbanned 
Man turns around and shoot at them but Policemen 4 is quick. He 
shoots and kills him. 

Policeman 5 charges down the hill after the older man, firing 
while he descends. Just before the Old Turbanned Man reaches the 
two policemen below, Policeman 5 shoots him a number of times in 
the back. He falls on his face. 

18 EXT. ON THE TRAIN - DAY 

Ivy's nurse friend is holding a white parasol over the YOUNG 
DANCER and her boyfriend. The dancer lies with her head on her 
boyfriend's lap. Her eyes are closed and blood seeps through her 
white dress and Ivy's bandage, colouring it red. 

The boyfriend, singing softly, feeds her small sips of water. 

Grace sits with her hands over her ears. Ivy is sitting next to 
her, her hand around Grace's shoulder. 
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Then the boyfriend stops singing. The young dancer is dead. 

Ivy looks on, in shock. 

19 EXT. THE HILL - DAY 

In a car packed full of policemen, Frank and the Lead Fiddler 
arrive. Policeman 4 drags down the dead body of the Young 
Turbanned Man down the hill. 

The newly arrived policemen jump out of the car, run up the hill 
and the small crowd surrounds the two dead bodies. 

Frank and the Lead Fiddler stand back as the men curse and kick 
the snipers. Policeman 5 spits at the dead bodies while he talks. 

POLICEMAN 5 
You filthy scum! Stupid bastards! 

Policeman 2 is especially vicious, kicking and rifle-butting the 
corpses. 

POLICEMAN 2 
Fucking bastards. 

POLICEMAN 4 aims fire at the Ottoman flag and shoots it till it's 
in tatters. 

Frank stands outside the group, watching. 

20 EXT. BROKEN HILL TRAIN STATION - DAY 

On the station platform, a brass band plays a dispirited Rule 
Britannia. 

Along with a crowd of deflated revelers, Frank, Ivy and Grace get 
off the train. They pass a NEWSPAPER BOY who's doing a roaring 
trade. 

NEWSPAPER BOY 
(shouting) 

War hits Broken Hill! Four Australians 
dead, seven wounded! 

A newspaper poster, displayed at the newsstand,reads: BROKEN HILL 
MASSACRE. TURKS ATTACK PICNIC TRAIN 

21 EXT. OUTSIDE STATION - DAY 

Frank, Ivy and Grace walk out of the station and see a crowd 
milling. They bump into an elderly friend MR HEINRICH HOMBURG 
who's rushing towards the station. 

Mr Homburg, a man in his 60s, is dressed in the formal European 
style of the previous century, wearing round spectacles, coat 
tails and a bowler hat. He's relieved to sees Frank and his 
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family. He pats Grace on the head. When he speaks, he has an 
unmistakable German accent. 

MR HOMBURG 
Thank God you are all here. Are you 
allright? I've been so worried. 

IVY 
We're fine Heinrich. 

Suddenly one of the crowd stands aside and begins to address a 
group of young men in a loud voice. Everyone listens. 

MOB LEADER 
(shouting) 

Citizens! Today, the enemy attacked our 
town, our people. Bob Robert's daughter 
Elsie - dead. Bill O'Reilly - dead. And 
many more are wounded, in hospital. The 
enemy flies the Ottoman flag but who are 
they really? Who are they working with in 
this town? 

The Mob Leader sees Mr Homburg there. He stares at him, full of 
hate. The men in the crowd all turn at look at the little group. 
Ivy looks anxiously at Frank and back to the Mob Leader. Grace, 
holding Ivy's hand, takes it all in. 

MOB LEADER 
The enemy is all around us. We'll track 
'em down and flush 'em out. If we don't, 
you and your families will be next! 

Mr Homburg steers Frank, Ivy and Grace away from the mob down the 
street. He speaks sternly to Frank and Ivy. 

MR HOMBURG 
(anxiously) 

You must go home now and stay inside. 
They'll be after us tonight. 

FRANK 
What about you? Come with us. 

MR HOMBURG 
I'm going to warn the others. I'll come 
soon. 

Frank and his family hurry down the street. Mr Homburg heads off 
in another direction. 

22 INT/EXT. FRANK AND IVY'S HOUSE - NIGHT 

Looking out their window, Frank, Ivy and Grace see the mob 
approaching. 

The Mob Leader is out the front carrying the Union Jack. Some 
carry torches, others carry the Union Jack or the Australian flag. 
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They're all singing aggressively. 

MOB 
God Save Our Gracious King, God Save Our 
Gracious King 

The mob stops in front of a building across the road from Frank 
and Ivy's. A sign announces it's The German Club. 

23 EXT. GERMAN CLUB - NIGHT 

The mob leader addresses his group outside the German Club. He's 
carrying a torch and is waving it around. 

MOB LEADER 
This is the Hun's Headquarters. 

MOB 
Boo! 

The Club is a modest wooden building with two flagpoles out the 
front, one flying the German flag, the other the Australian 'red 
ensign' Flag. 

MOB LEADER 
Look. They've no shame! They flaunt their 
love of our enemy. They're treating us 
like fools. 

MOB MEMBER 1 
Filthy Fritzes! Show your faces! 

MOB MEMBER 2 
Come out, Huns! Cowards! 

The men throw stones at the club. The Mob Leader throws his torch 
and part of the building catches fire. The mob cheers and 
continues to throw stones and tearing down the sign and whatever 
else they can destroy. 

MOB 
Hurrah! 

Under a hail of stones, Mr Homburg suddenly rushes out of the 
burning building. He's still wearing his hat. A man used to 
reasoned argument, Mr Homburg waves his hands and tries to calm 
the mob down. 

MR HOMBURG 
Please gentlemen! We must remain calm. 

Someone throws a stone at Mr Homburg, hitting him in the arm. Then 
another person throws a stone, yelling: 

MOB 2 
Traitor! Go home! 

MR HOMBURG 
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(holding his arm, shocked) 
Listen, I too am a British citizen! 

MOB MEMBER 1 
Filthy Hun! 

MR HOMBURG 
I am here now forty years, longer than 
most of you. 

MOB MEMBER 2 
Once a German, always a German. 

Mr Homburg tries to speak but the mob drowns him out. 

MR HOMBURG 
We support Australia in this war. We're 
with you! 

MOB LEADER 
Lies! Liar! 

Someone throws a stone at him, cutting his cheek. The mob leader 
throws his torch onto the Club. Mr Homburg tries to stop him but 
the men spring to their leader's defence. They push Mr Homburg to 
the ground. His hat falls off. 

24 INT. FRANK AND IVY'S HOUSE -NIGHT 

watching the mob push Mr Homburg to the ground Frank rushes to the 
door. 

Ivy rushes after him and grabs his hand and shakes her head. 

IVY 
Frank, it's too dangerous. 

Frank hesitates for a moment then rushes outside. 

25 EXT. GERMAN CLUB - NIGHT 

Frank arrives too late. He sees Mr Homburg getting up and fleeing 
down the street, without his hat. 

The mob is cheering and singing as they watch the Club go up in 
flames. Some pick up stray pieces of wood and start smashing down 
the building. 

Then a fire-truck and four mounted police arrive. Seeing them, the 
mob melts into the night. The police don't chase them, but watch 
the building burn. 

FRANK 
(to the firefighters) 

Hurry! You can still save it. 

FIREFIGHTER 
Out of the way. 
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The firemen try to put the fire out, but it's too late. 

Frank watches the fire, then walks over and picks up Mr Homburg's 
bowler hat and dusts it off. He takes it home. 

FADE TO BLACK: 

26 EXT. THE GERMAN CLUB - MORNING 

Frank comes out of his house and surveys the wreckage. The street 
is littered with bottles and the club is a ruin of charred 
remains. Frank sees a young man climbing up the burnt flagpole. He 
pulls down the ruined remnants of the German flag and hoists up a 
bright new Union Jack. 

Frank puts his head down, hands in his pocket and walks down the 
empty street. 

27 INT. MINERS' COMMONROOM - DAY 

Frank arrives at the miners' commonroom to find a union meeting in 
full-swing. At the front, on a small raised platform, a UNION 
LEADER, DANNY FITZPATRICK, is delivering a fiery speech. 

Behind Danny is WILL, a young bespectacled union official, 
clipboard in hand and an older man BILL, who could be his father. 

DANNY FITZPATRICK 
The Union will help families who've lost 
someone, or who've suffered injury. They 
need your help! All donations to Will 
here. 

Will waves at the crowd. 

Frank joins a group of men standing apart from the crowd, at the 
side of the room. Danny Fitzpatrick becomes more serious. 

DANNY FITZPATRICK 
After these terrible events, we must face 
facts: our world has changed. We are no 
longer safe in our own country. In our 
own town. 'But how can we help?', you 
ask. 'We're not soldiers, we're just 
miners.' 

Frank watches on, arms folded, a skeptical look on his face. 

DANNY FITZPATRICK 
Remember: our metals make tanks. Our 
metals make guns. We can no longer afford 
to shelter the enemy in our ranks! We 
must expel them from our mines! 

A few of the miners turn to look at Frank and his group. 

DANNY FITZPATRICK 
This is your chance to help your country. 
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There's loud applause. Will steps up to the podium. 

HECKLING MINER 1 
What are we waiting for? 

WILL 
Before we vote, let's hear from Frank. 

A few of the miners boo but others speak out in support. Frank 
nods at Will and pushes his way through to the front. Some miners 
heckle. 

HECKLER MINER 2 
Boo! 

HECKLING MINER 3 
(encouraging Frank) 

Go Frank! 

WILL 
Hear him out! 

Frank steps up on the podium, a little nervous. But his natural 
confidence soon kicks in. 

FRANK 
Friends, comrades. You workers are being 
asked to sack us, your comrades. Danny 
here calls us 'the enemy'. Us? The enemy? 
We're your mates. We work together. We go 
underground together. We fight for each 
other! 

There's scattered applause from the crowd. 

FRANK 
So I've got a funny name. It's still me. 
Joe here has got a funny face. It's still 
Joe! 

Everyone looks at JOE, a miner standing at the front, with a huge 
nose and ears that stick out like shovels. Joe looks sheepish. 
There's nervous laughter. Frank is warming up. 

FRANK 
My wife and daughter were born here. 
They've got the same funny name as me. My 
brother and father-in-law work here with 
you. 

Frank looks at Will, and the older man next to him, BILL. Bill 
looks uncomfortable. 

FRANK 
We're part of this town, like all of you 
here. 

Will nods encouragingly to Frank but Bill is stoney-faced. The 
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crowd is now silent and listening intently. 

FRANK 
(getting worked up) 

Remember last August? In this very room, 
we voted against this war because it 
sends honest workers to their deaths! 

There's a restless rumble in the crowd and some, including Will 
clap. Bill crosses his arms. Frank warms up. 

FRANK cont. 
And for what? For the glory of kings and 
kaisers thousands of miles away? Don't 
let the war divide this town now! 

The crowd starts to boo Frank. 

HECKLING MINER 1 
The war's already here, mate! Whose side 
are you on? 

The crowd applauds. 

HECKLER MINER 2 
(aggressively) 

Whose side are you on Frank? 

FRANK 
(yelling over the crowd) 

I'm on your side ••. the side of the 
workers! 

The crowd is booing Frank as he leaves the podium and makes his 
way to the group standing at the side of the room. 

Danny Fitzpatrick steps up and takes over. 

FITZPATRICK 
Quiet! Let's vote. Those in favour of 
expelling enemy aliens from the mines, 
raise your hands! 

MINERS 
Aye! 

About half the room puts their hands up and Will counts. When he 
gets to his dad BILL he see his hand is up. He's surprised, but 
counts him and moves on. Frank notices too. 

Clipboard and pen in hand, Will finishes the count and writes down 
a number on his clipboard. 

FITZPATRICK 
Those against? 

A similar number of miners puts their hand this time. As Will 
counts the hands, all eyes are on Frank and his group, who look 
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tense. The count done, Will consults his clipboard and frowns. He 
whispers something to Fitzpatrick. 

FITZPATRICK 
The motion is carried, by one. 

The room explodes into heated argument, miner arguing with miner. 
Frank looks over at Bill in reproach and sees Will talking 
heatedly to Bill. 

A man in a suit, the Mine Manager MR JOHNSON, who's been watching 
from the side, steps up onto the platform. 

MR JOHNSON 
Gentleman. Quiet! 

The room quietens down. 

MR JOHNSON 
I'm here to say the management supports 
your vote. 

Mr Johnson looks in the direction of Frank and his group. 

MR JOHNSON 
You must leave immediately. 

The crowd is suddenly silent. Four beefy mine security men appear 
out of nowhere, surround Frank and his group and hustle them out 
of the room. Frank is shocked. He yells to Mr Johnson as he's 
pushed out. 

FRANK 
You can't sack us like that! You've got 
no right. 

Frank and his group try to resist the security men but they're 
overpowered. Frank keeps yelling. 

FRANK 
Boys, stand up for your mates! 
Let's shut them down! 

The security guards push Frank and his group out the door. Will 
follows them outside. 

28 EXT. MINERS' COMMONROOM - DAY 

A group of tough-looking miners, including HECKLING MINER 1 and 2, 
also follow the expelled workers outside and begin to taunt them. 
Will tries to persuade them to walk away. 

WILL 
Let's get out of here. 

HECKLING MINER 1 
Aufweidesen ••• you bastard Huns. 
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HECKLING MINER 2 
(looking at Frank and Will) 

You and your family don't belong here. 
Get out of this town. 

Frank is walking off, dragged by Will, but when he hears this 
insult, he turns back. He's explosive. Frank grabs Heckling Miner 
2 by the collar and puts his face right up to his. 

FRANK 
Mention my family once more, you're dead. 

Heckling Miner 2 pushes it. 

HECKLER MINER 2 
Ivy's a good sort. Just chose the wrong 
man. 

Frank loses it and attacks Heckling Miner 2. They fight and Frank 
punches like a pro. Heckling Miner 2 gives as good as he gets, 
hitting Frank in the face and jaw a couple of times. 

Heckling Miner 1 tries to stop Frank but Will takes him on, 
pulling him away from Frank and wrestling him to the ground. 
Will's spectacles fall off but he keeps going. 

Two of the other EXPELLED WORKERS help Will overpower Heckling 
Miner 1 and the three of them pin him to the ground. 

Meanwhile, Frank lands a couple of big punches on Heckling Miner 
2, and knock him to the ground. But Frank doesn't stop there. He's 
like a wild animal. He loses control and keeps kicking and 
punching Heckling Miner 2 who's stopped moving. While Will and his 
helpers are distracted by Frank, Heckling Miner 1 bolts. 

Will and the two Expelled Workers drag Frank away, leaving 
Heckling Miner 2 curled up on the ground. 

Frank gives him one last kick in the side as he leaves and spits 
on the body. 

29 INT. FRANK AND IVY'S HOUSE - NIGHT 

Frank and Ivy's house is small and neat. Grace's bed is tucked in 
the corner of the main room. Next to it is a roughly made wooden 
doll's house. Grace is lying in bed but she's not asleep. Ivy and 
Frank's bedroom is up a ladder, in a loft. 

Frank and Will are both sitting at the kitchen table, sharing a 
bottle of whiskey. They're bruised, bloody, drunk and in a silly 
mood. Using her nurse's kit, Ivy patches up Frank's battered face 
efficiently but with little sympathy. Frank's eye is a mess. 

Grace watches everything from her bed. 

Ivy is not happy. 
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IVY 
I thought you were against violence. 

In between dabs and swigs, Frank tries to sing: 

FRANK 
(singing) 

Once a jolly German camped by a 
billabong ••• 

Will and Frank collapse in giggles at the joke. Ivy suppresses a 
smile and keeps dabbing sternly. 

IVY 
And how did the other one end up? 

WILL 
Bad. 

FRANK 
Worse. 

They collapse in a fit of giggles again. 

IVY 
(impatiently) 

It's not funny. You nearly lost an eye. 
You promised me you'd stop fighting 
Frank. 

FRANK 
(suddenly serious) 

I had to ... defend my name! Our honour! 

Frank swigs the whiskey and passes it to Will. Ivy is cleaning up 
Frank's bloodied eye. 

IVY 
(impatiently) 

What's a name matter if you can't see? 
This is a bad time to draw attention to 
yourself. 

Will addresses Ivy seriously. 

WILL 
Ivy, Frank and the others lost their jobs 
today. And the union backed the company. 

Frank is morose now. He looks at Ivy. 

FRANK 
Bill voted against me. 

Stunned, Ivy sits down. She picks up the whiskey and goes for a 
swig, but changes her mind and puts the bottle down. She looks at 
Will. 
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IVY 
Dad? How could he? 

WILL 
He supports the war. Always has. And he's 
never been a supporter of Frank. 

FRANK 
How does opposing the war make me a 
traitor? I don't support either side. 
Will, let's call a strike. 

WILL 
(gently) 

You saw the mood today. The workers 
aren't behind you. 

Frank knows Will's right. He thinks for a moment. 

FRANK 
We'll go straight to the people of this 
town. They know right from wrong. Will 
you help me Will? 

I~ 

I'm not sure that's a wise thing to do. 

Will gets up to go, staggers a bit, gives Ivy a kiss on the cheek. 
He shakes Frank's hand. 

WILL 
(shaking his head) 

I dunno Frank. 

FRANK 
Tomorrow. Nice and early then. 

Will shrugs and nods. When he's gone, Frank, tipsy but steady 
enough on his feet, walks over to Ivy and asks her to dance. 

FRANK 
(with mock formality) 

Madame, will you do me the honour? 

Ivy tries to stay stern, shakes her head and goes to clean up, but 
Frank grabs her by the hand and whirls her around gracefully. Ivy 
gives in and laughs. They dance and Frank hums 'Waltzing Matilda'. 

From her bed, Grace smiles as she watches her parents waltz around 
the living room. She closes her eyes and sleeps. 

31 INT. I~ AND FRANK'S BEDROOM - MORNING 

Sunlight streams through Ivy and Frank's bedroom. It lights up 
Ivy's peaceful face as she sleeps, alone in the bed. 

Half dressed - pants on but shirtless - Frank brings Ivy up a cup 
of tea and gazes at her with love. 
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She opens her eyes and sees Frank picking out a shirt. Her initial 
smile gives way to a frown. 

Frank puts the shirt on and kisses her good-bye. 

FRANK 
I'm off. Grace is still asleep. 

IVY 
Wait Frank. I need to tell you 
something ••• I'm 

FRANK 
I promise Ivy, I'll be careful •• 

IVY 
••• pregnant. 

Frank is taken by surprise. He sits for a moment then jumps up and 
walks around in excitement. Ivy starts to cry. Frank comes back 
and hugs Ivy. 

FRANK 
But that's wonderful! 

Ivy looks uncertain. 

FRANK 
We've been waiting for so long. 

IVY 
But it's a bad time. This is my town but 
I don't feel at home anymore .-

FRANK 
It's your home. And this one's too. 

Frank puts his hand on Ivy's tummy. 

FRANK 
And hiding won't work. It's like 
saying ••• 'we're guilty'. 

IVY 
That's pride talking. This isn't about 
your reputation. It's about them. They 
can't see the real enemy, but they can 
see you. If you keep out of sight, you 
keep out of trouble. 

FRANK 
I don't want to be invisible. 

Ivy looks at Frank sitting on the bed, the morning sun on him. 
He's got a bruised eye, but he's still a fine figure of a man. She 
touches his face. 
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IVY 
You're not, to me. 

They hug then Frank pulls back. 

FRANK 
With this one on the way, I need my job 
more than ever. I'm not giving up without 
a fight. 

Ivy sighs, then turns away from him and lies down, facing away 
from him. Frank stands for a moment looking at her, then leaves. 

31 EXT. GERMAN CLUB - DAY 

Frank walks out of his house and past the German Club. He notices 
someone has replaced the British flag with a German flag. He 
smiles to himself and stands up straighter. 

32 INT. POLICE STATION, BROKEN HILL - DAY 

Frank walks into the same dusty police station in the opening 
scene. This time, he keeps his hat on. The same police officer -
Policeman 1 - is there behind his desk. 

Policeman 1 ignores Frank, and continues with his paperwork. Frank 
taps his foot nervously, then clears this throat. 

After a time, the policeman picks up a thick hard book with the 
words 'Alien Register Book' in bold on the cover. Slowly, he turns 
the pages and eventually comes to today's date - 3rd January, 
1915. 

Pen poised, he looks up at Frank expectantly. Frank is stoney
faced. The two stare at each other. After a while the policeman 
gives in. 

POLICEMAN 
Well? Name? 

FRANK 
(impatiently) 

You know my name. 

POLICEMAN 
What's your name? 

Policeman 1 taps his pen, impatiently and keeps looking at Frank 
expectantly. Frank waits a moment then fed up, turns and leaves, 
slamming the door behind him. 

Without noting anything down in the Alien Register, Policeman 1 
puts his pen down and closes the book. 

33 EXT. MAIN STREET BROKEN HILL - DAY 

Frank and Will set up a small table on the footpath of the main 
street and put up a placard calling for signatures to 'GIVE US OUR 

19 



JOBS BACK! I 

Frank and Will work the passersby hard. Some sign, most don't. 

Will approaches a middle-aged woman. 

WILL 
Morning Madame! We're collecting 
signatures to protest the sackings at the 
mine. 

The middle-aged woman shakes her head and crosses the road. 

Will notices a SUITED MAN with a notebook leaning against a wall 
about 50 metres away. He's watching them and making notes. Will 
nudges Frank and nods in the man's direction. 

Frank doesn't take much notice. He's approaching an elderly man, 
holding a pen out. 

FRANK 
Morning. Eight loyal workers lost their 
jobs yesterday. They've got families to 
feed. Will you sign? 

The elderly man signs. Frank tips his hat to the elderly man. 

FRANK 
Thank you sir. 

ERNST, one of the expelled miners, walks past with his family. 
They're all carrying suitcases. Ernst looks nervous. 

FRANK 
Off on a holiday, comrade? 

ERNST 
(lowering his voice) 

Anywhere but this hole. It's not safe 
here. 

FRANK 
(raising his voice) 

Last I heard the war was ten thousand 
miles away. 

ERNST 
(whispering loudly) 

You should leave too. 

Ernst sees a horse-and-cart taxi going by and flags it down. 

ERNST 
To the station. 

Ernst and his wife and children get in. Frank speaks deliberately 
loudly so the passersby can hear. 
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FRANK 
We've got to show them what we're made 
of. Come on Ernst, sign! It's your job 
we're fighting for. 

The Carriage drives off. 

Will and Frank are still collecting signatures when Mr Homburg 
arrives. He is distressed to see them. 

MR HOMBURG 
What are you doing here? This is madness. 
They're arresting Germans. Three were 
detained last night. There are military 
police everywhere. 

They all look around and see the Suited Man, who's still watching 
them. Frank puts on a brave face. 

FRANK 
I don't see you running away. 

MR HOMBURG 
I'm a citizen, Frank. You're not. And 
looking after your family is not running 
away. It's your most important duty. 

FRANK 
How can I feed them if I haven't got a 
job? 

MR HOMBURG 
How can you look after them if you're 
locked up? 

Will starts packing up. 

WILL 
He's right. We're wasting our time. Six 
signatures in two hours? Pathetic. 

FRANK 
(digging in) 

I'll go, but only if you sign this first. 

Frank holds out the petition to Mr Homburg, who looks around 
warily. 

MR HOMBURG 
I sign, you go home? 

Frank nods. Mr Homburg signs. From a distance, the Suited Man with 
the notebook is watching. 

Will and Frank quickly pack up and leave 
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FRANK 
We've got seven signatures. We'll aim for 
fifty, then present it to the managers. 

They walk off down the street. 

34 INT. FRANK AND IVY'S HOUSE - DAY 

Frank works at the kitchen table carving a small piece of wood 
with a knife. 

Grace is absorbed in a game with her doll house figurines. The 
dolls house is wooden and looks home-made •. She's pretending to be 
a mother looking after her young daughter. 

GRACE 
(in a mother's voice) 

It's dinner time. We've got cake and 
chocolate. 

GRACE 
(little girl's voice) 

I'm hungry. Can I have three pieces 
please? 

Frank finishes his carvings and holds them up to inspect them. 
There's a tiny carved baby and a small wooden cradle. Grace 
appears by his side. 

GRACE 
What's that? 

FRANK 
It's present for you. A baby. And a bed. 
I think he wants to live with you. 

Grace examines the baby closely then places it in the cradle. 

GRACE 
It's a girl. She can sleep in my room. 

Happy now, Grace takes the figures back to the dolls house. She 
becomes engrossed in a new story: she's a big sister, looking 
after her baby sister. She places the figure in an upstairs room. 

GRACE 
Now, little sister, it's time for your 
sleep. Don't cry. I'm here. 

Grace sings the baby a lullaby. 

Frank notices that Ivy has walked in and is watching them. He 
smiles at her and she smiles back. 

35 INT. FRANK AND IVY'S BEDROOM - NIGHT 

Frank and Ivy are lying on their backs, on top of their bed. Both 
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have their eyes closed. 

IVY 
If it's a girl, what will we call her? 

Frank opens his eyes and thinks for a moment. 

FRANK 
Matilda. But it's going to be a boy. I 
can feel it. 

Frank puts a hand on her tummy and closes his eyes. 

IVY 
What then? 

FRANK 
Heinrich. 

IVY 
(smiling) 

Henry. Nice name. 

FRANK 
(putting on a strong German accent) 

Hhhhheinrrrrich. 

They both laugh. Frank leans on his elbow and looks at Ivy, eyes 
still closed, laughing. She opens her eyes and sees him looking at 
her. They kiss. 

36 INT. FRANK AND IVY'S HOUSE - DAY 

Ivy and Grace are getting ready to go out while Frank sits at the 
kitchen table, still engrossed in his woodwork. 

GRACE 
Can I take baby Alice to see Grandma and 
Grandpa? 

IVY 
Alice? Of course. We'll surprise them 
with the news. 

Ivy winks at Frank. There's a knock at the door. Grace rushes to 
answer it. 

GRACE 
(excited) 

Policemen! 

Ivy and Frank freeze. Grace stands at the door, looking back at 
her parents. The policemen have bayonets over their shoulders. 
Frank recognises Policeman 1 from the station. Policeman 2, the 
Policeman who was on the train, steps inside and reads from a 
piece of paper: 
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POLICEMAN 2 
Are you Frank Altschwager? 

Frank walks over and pushes them out, trying to close the door on 
them. 

FRANK 
Get out! Out of my house! 

POLICEMAN 2 sticks his boot in the door and they both force their 
way in. Ivy rushes over to Frank and holds him back. Frank is in a 
rage. Only Ivy and Grace's presence is holding him back. Policeman 
2 looks at Policeman 1, who gives him the nod. 

POLICEMAN 2 
Frank Altschwager, I'm arresting you 
under the War Precautions Act. You need 
to pack a bag and come with us 
immediately. 

POLICEMAN 1 
(waving a piece of paper) 

Here's the warrant. You'll need to pack a 
few •• 

FRANK 
(interrupting him) 

On what grounds? 

POLICEMAN 1 
Failing to report to the station as 
required under wartime regulations. 

Frank loses it and grabs Policeman 1 and pushes him up against the 
wall. 

FRANK 
(explosive) 

I was there yesterday. You saw me. 

Policeman 2 puts his bayonet into Frank's neck and holds up some 
handcuffs. 

POLICEMAN 2 
Do you want to wear these? Or do you want 
to bid your wife and child a proper 
good-bye? 

Ivy is now holding Grace close to her. They both look scared. 

IVY 
He had nothing to do with that train. 

POLICEMAN 1 
It's just for one night. 

His head squashed against the wall, Frank looks at Ivy, then at 
Grace. He pushes both Policemen 2 away and starts collecting a few 
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things. Ivy helps him. She grabs some clothes, food and money and 
puts them in a bag. 

Ivy goes to give Frank the bag, but drops it and they hug for a 
long time. Ivy is crying. Frank is in shock. Grace attaches 
herself to them. 

Then the two policeman give Frank the nod and Frank gives Ivy then 
Grace one last hug and picks up his bag. As he tries to walk 
outside Grace won't let him go. Policeman 2 tries to prise Grace 
off Frank, but she clings on tighter. Frank shoves Policeman 2 out 
of the way and then crouches down to talk to her. 

FRANK 
(whispering in her ear) 

I'll be back, I promise. Now promise me: 
be good, help your mother and remember: 
always hold your head high. 

Grace nods seriously, but her face crumples and she grabs onto 
Frank, crying. Policeman 2 then comes up and starts to pull Frank 
away, towards the door. 

POLICEMAN 2 
Time to come. 

37 EXT. FRANK AND IVY'S HOUSE - DAY 

The two Policemen hustle Frank to the waiting carriage. Frank has 
stopped resisting now. Grace, followed by Ivy, rush outside after 
them. Ivy is losing it. 

IVY 
Where are you taking him? When's he 
coming back? 

The policemen bundle Frank into the carriage and Ivy and Grace 
rush to the side of the carriage. Ivy grabs his hand. 

IVY 
I'll get you out. I promise. 

FRANK 
I'll be back. As soon as I can. 

The carriage starts to pull away and they let go of each others 
hands. Grace breaks free of Ivy and runs after it, screaming and 
crying. 

GRACE 
Daddy! Don't go! 

Grace keeps running next to the carriage. Frank leans out the 
window yelling something to them both. 

IVY 
I'm waiting for you Frank. 
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Ivy watches Grace runs after the carriage for a long time. She 
sees Frank, leaning out the window, mouthing words she can't hear. 
She watches until she can't see him anymore. 

38 INT/EXT. CARRIAGE - DAY 

Frank watches from the carriage window until Ivy, then Grace, 
shrink into tiny specks on the dusty road. 

39 EXT. TORRENS ISLAND - DAY 

Flat low-lying scrub stretches into the distance. The land is 
ringed by a silvery border of sea, glinting in the morning sun. A 
windy, sandy track cuts through low scrub leading to a cluster of 
rundown weatherboard huts. Two flagpoles fly ragged Australian and 
British flags. 

A procession of bedraggled, unshaven civilian men, of all ages, 
led by bayonet-wielding soldiers, appears around a bend in the 
road and makes its way along the sandy track. There are about 16 
of them. Frank is near the front. 

The men march in two lines towards the huts, past a large, 
handwritten sign 'Welcome to Torrens Island Concentration Camp'. 

Two soldiers stop in front of the biggest hut and one of them 
yells an order. 

SOLDIER 1 
Bags down! 

They put their knapsacks down with relief and look around in 
bewilderment. 

SOLDIER 2 
Registration inside! 

There's a hand-painted 'Reception' sign hanging crookedly over 
the front door and a bored-looking disheveled soldier with a 
bayonet standing guard. 

Franks dumps his bag and looks around. Like everyone else, he's 
hot, tired and dirty. 

The prisoners file inside. 

40 INT. RECEPTION HUT - DAY 

The office is small and crowded. At several desks, officers are 
interviewing and processing the newly arrived prisoners. 

CAPTAIN CLARK 
Frank Altschwager! 

Frank walks over and Captain Clark motions for him to sit down. 
Captain Clark has the biggest desk and the most stripes on his 
sleeves. 
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CAPTAIN CLARK 
Welcome to Torrens Island, Herr Alts -
Artswager - Antschwager. 

FRANK 
(sullen) 

Piss off. 

Captain Clark pretends he hasn't heard. 

CAPTAIN CLARK 
Place and date of birth? 

FRANK 
I'm here on a false charge. 

CAPTAIN CLARK 
You and everyone else. Place of birth? 

Frank suddenly stands up, leans forward and threatens Captain 
Clark with his fist. 

FRANK 
Show me the charge, show me the evidence 
or I'll show you ... 

A soldier standing behind Frank grabs his collar, and shoves him 
back into the chair. He sticks a bayonet in his back. Captain 
Clark nods at the soldier. 

CAPTAIN CLARK 
There's a war on, Mr Altschwager. The 
rules have changed. Where were you born? 

FRANK 
What are the new rules? 

CAPTAIN CLARK 
The rules are, I ask the questions, you 
answer them. And we don't need a charge 
and there'll be no trial. Where were you 
born? 

FRANK 
I demand to write to my lawyer. 

CAPTAIN CLARK 
You can write to your lawyer. 

Frank relaxes a bit. 

CAPTAIN CLARK 
(impatiently) 

Place of birth? 

FRANK 
Hamburg, Germany. 
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CAPTAIN CLARK 
But you've just given me all the 
"evidence" I need. You're German. That's 
enough to keep you locked up the whole 
war. You're allowed two letters a week. I 
wouldn't waste them on a lawyer. Married? 

Frank is shattered with this information. 

CAPTAIN CLARK 
What's her name? 

Frank looks down. Captain Clark sees he has a wedding ring on and 
fills in the form. 

CAPTAIN CLARK 
'Mrs Altschwager'. Children? 

Looking down, Frank mumbles his answer to Captain Clark. He sees 
that on the other side of the room a line of prisoners is forming. 
Each holds a number they've just been given. 

One by one the men stand in front of a grubby wall and hold up the 
number in front of them. The photographer takes a photo. 

Captain Clark finishes filling out the form and hands Frank his 
number, motioning him to join the queue. 

CAPTAIN CLARK 
That's you. Line up over there. 

Frank stands and joins the end of the queue looking defeated. He 
looks at his number. 

41 EXT. MAIN ROAD, CAMP - DAY 

Frank and another new arrival, GUS, follow their prisoner-GUIDE 
through the middle of the camp. The two new arrivals are amazed to 
see a rough but well-organised camp with rows and rows of tents 
and hundreds of inmates. The cheery Guide is proud of the 
facilities and spruiks them in a strong German accent. 

GSUIDE 
Over here, we have ze bakery, excellent 
brot in ze morning, open from 7am sharp. 
Here is the gymnasium ... 

Each place is no more than a simple tent or a basic wooden hut -
wooden pylons with a sheet of corrugatd iron laid over the top as 
a roof. Each has a handmade wooden shingle out front around which 
bored groups of men hang about, smoking. 

GUIDE 
This is the photographic studio. Gutten 
morgen Mikel! 

MIKEL the photographer is standing at the entrance to a rough 
shack, next to the sign TORRENS ISLAND PHOTOGRAPHIC STUDIO. There 
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are faded black and white photos of idyllic German country scenes 
stuck onto the wooden pylons. Mikel nods to the new prisoners. 

The prisoners walk past a large open-cleared area covered by a 
corrugated iron roof. Frank and the other two are amazed to see a 
small chamber orchestra playing a beautiful song. 

GUIDE 
Over here is our main hall. They're 
practising for the Kaiser's birthday. 
You're just in time! 

Frank and his two companions exchange 'what the fuck?' looks. 

FRANK 
Don't suppose there's anywhere we can get 
a beer, is there? 

GUIDE 
(whispering) 

We have a brewery too. Very gut German 
beer. Later I show you. 

The Guide leads the men away from the music through the rows of 
small tents. He stops in front of one. Five men are hanging out 
the front, playing cards on an upturned crate. They look up 
disinterestedly when the newcomers arrive. 

GUIDE 
And finally, your sleeping quarters. 
Luxury, no? 

FRANK 
All of us? in that? 

The guide nods, and chuckles at their horrified faces. Frank and 
the others aren't amused. They look at the tiny tent, and the five 
men, in disbelief. 

42 EXT. MAIN STREET BROKEN HILL - DAY 

Ivy walks down the main street holding Grace's hand. A small bump 
is just showing under her loose dress. Grace has her school bag on 
her shoulder. 

As Ivy nods and says hello to people she passes. Most look away 
and ignore her. 

Ivy and Grace arrive at the school gate. 

43 EXT. PRIMARY SCHOOL - DAY 

Ivy, carrying a bag, walks Grace to the school gate. There's a 
group of mothers standing there, chatting amongst themselves. Ivy 
smiles at them but they turn their backs on her and keep talking. 
Ivy kisses Grace good-bye. 
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IVY 
Bye bye darling. Off you go. 

Grace walks in hesitantly, but then stops and looks backs at her 
mother, anxious. Ivy nods, urging her to go in. 

Grace waves good-bye to her mother and walks into the school 
building, a grim look on her face. 

44 INT. SCHOOL CORRIDOR - MORNING 

Grace walks warily into the main school building and down the 
corridor. There are a number of children playing. 

As she walks past them many stop talking to stare at her. Someone 
whispers 'Dirty Hun'. Soon a number of children join in. 

Grace ignores the name-callers and keeps walking. A group of boys 
and girls fall in behind Grace and follow her, chanting. They 
start softly at first, then get louder. Grace starts running and 
they chase her, faster and faster. 

KIDS 
Dirty Hun! Dirty Hun! 

Terrified, Grace turns a corner and dashes into a classroom. She 
tries to close the door behind her but she's too late: the group 
push through the door. Grace realises she's alone: one 7 year old 
girl against a group of ten year old boys and girls. She's 
terrified. 

TEACHER 
What's going on? 

Startled, the kids all turn around to see there's a teacher 
standing in the back of a room. 

Grace is relieved. The group of kids turn and run away. 

45 INT. MR HOMBURG'S OFFICE - DAY 

Still carrying a bag, Ivy knocks and enters an office on the main 
street of town. The sign painted on the front door says: Mr 
Homburg, Attorney-At-Law, Hamburg & Broken Hill 

Mr Homburg sees her and gets up. Pen in hand and sleeves rolled 
up, he has the distracted air of someone in the middle of 
something. He still has a mark on his face from where the rock hit 
him. 

MR HOMBURG 
My dear Ivy. Come in. 

I~ 

I've bought you this. 

She takes his bowler hat out of the bag and gives it to him. He is 
delighted and inspects it closely. 
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MR HOMBURG 
Wundebar! I thought they'd burnt it. My 
father gave it to me when I left Germany. 
He told me a gentleman always needs a 
hat, no matter what country he's in. 

Mr Homburg gestures to a photo on the wall. There's an old, formal 
black and white photo of a European family, with the father 
wearing a similar hat. A young man, dressed in a three piece suit, 
stands next to his seated parents. The seated father has a hat on 
his lap. The young man looks like Mr Homburg. 

MR HOMBURG 
I thought I'd lost it, but perhaps it'll 
outlast me after all. Sit, please. 

Ivy sits down. Mr Homburg hangs the hat on a hat rack and sits at 
his desk, opposite Ivy. The desk is covered with papers and legal 
books. 

IVY 
(impatiently) 

Have you any news? 

MR HOMBURG 
(trying to be cheery) 

Good news! He's alive! Er ••• but, urn, a 
long way from home. He's in a camp 250 
miles south. 

IVY 
So far away. When's he getting out? 

Mr Homburg chooses his words carefully. 

MR HOMBURG 
This is trickier. I've written many 
letters explaining to the government why 
the charge is wrong, and they must 
release him. But their reply - it's the 
same every time - it's something I've 
never heard before in my 40 years in the 
law. 

Mr Homburg puts his monocle on, picks up a letter from his desk 
and reads from it. 

MR HOMBURG 
' ••• it is the Crown's prerogative to 
detain indefinitely any enemy alien ••• ' 

IVY 
What does it mean? 

MR HOMBURG 
It means British justice has gone up in 
flames, just like my Club. 
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Next to the family photo on the wall hangs a photo of a slightly 
younger Mr Homburg, wearing his black hat, standing outside the 
German Club, between the flagpoles. 

Mr Homburg touches the mark on his face. 

MR HOMBURG 
I can live without my Club. What's burnt 
in a fire can always be rebuilt. But how 
can we extinguish the hatred? 

IVY 
But we're not dealing with the mob now. 
This is the law. 

Mr Homburg snaps out of it and resumes a professional air. He 
picks up a letter from his desk and waves it around. 

MR HOMBURG 
That's right. The law's the answer. I've 
written to the Attorney General. If that 
fails, I'll try the courts. And I've no 
doubt we'll win there. But in the 
meantime you must write to him and keep 
his spirits up. And nothing critical - or 
the censors won't let it through. 

Dispirited, Ivy gets up and gathers her things. 

Mr Homburg stands up to say goodbye. 

MR HOMBURG 
Don't give up hope. The war will end soon 
and the smoke will clear. Then we'll all 
see how wrong this is. 

Ivy starts to cry. 

MR HOMBURG 
(trying to sound cheerful) 

And cheer up! I'm just getting started! 

Ivy tries to talk but she can only sob. Awkward, he gives her a 
pat on the back and ushers her out the door. She stumbles down the 
street. 

IVY V/0 
Dear Frank, everything's perfectly fine 
here except that Grace and I miss you 
terribly. 

She walks into a tea shop. 

46 INT. TEA SHOP - DAY 

Ivy sits at a window table, drinking tea. 
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IVY V/0 
I've been to see Heinrich and he's making 
great progress on your case. He's 
confident he'll get you out soon. 

47 INT. COMMUNITY HALL, BROKEN HILL - DAY 

We see knitting needles working fast and hands busily sewing 
military shirts. A group of determined women sit in a semi-circle 
in a large hall, working like demons. In the middle of the 
semi-circle is a table where they place the kntted goods. A large 
bright banner - Women for the War Effort - hangs on the wall 
behind them. 

Ivy and her mother MEG walk into a big hall carrying baskets full 
of wool. 

IVY V/0 
Mother too has been a support, in her own 
way. But she's still adjusting to our new 
situation. 

When Ivy and Meg walk in, the women all stop their work and look 
up. 

Ivy and Meg stop. 

MEG 
(brightly) 

Good morning! 

The women exchange awkward glances amongst themselves then one of 
them - an older woman, MAVIS MENZIES - gets up and walks towards 
them. 

MAVIS MENZIES 
(politely) 

Hello Meg, Ivy. Thank you for coming. 
This is difficult but we feel it wouldn't 
be right for you to join us. I'm sure you 
understand. 

Meg is taken aback. 

MEG 
What do you mean? 

IVY 
We're here to help. 

Mavis turns to include the other women when she speaks. 

MAVIS MENZIES 
(smug) 

We've been appointed the town's official 
fund-raising group. We need to be 
absolutely sure about each of our 
members. 
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~G 
But Mavis, you know me. I'm not, I'm not 
one of ••• them. And Ivy, well she's ••• 

IVY 
Let's go. 

Ivy takes her mother's arm and tries to steer her around, but her 
mother doesn't budge. Meg keeps staring at Mavis. 

MAVIS ~NZIES 
Meg, this isn't personal. We just can't 
take any chances. 

IVY 
Let's go mother. 

Meg is speechless. Ivy grabs her elbow and steers her mother out 
of the room. Mavis stands in the middle of the room, uncomfortable 
but resolute. 

48 EXT. COMMUNITY HALL - DAY 

Ivy and Meg walk outside the hall and stop. Ivy tries to comfort 
her distressed mother 

~G 
How could Mavis do that? I thought she 
was a friend. 

Meg is blinking back her tears. 

I~ 

(gently) 
She's not. Not anymore. I'm sorry. 

~G 
I knew it was wrong. I always said 
marrying Frank was a mistake. 

I~ 

Don't start this again mother. 

~G 
You could have had anyone, but you chose 
him. He's not one of us. And his name, 
why didn't he change it when we asked him 
to? 

I~ 

You know he could never do that. He's too 
proud. 

~G 
Well now he and his pride are dragging us 
down. 

Hurt by these words, Ivy walks away, leaving her mother standing 
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on her own. Ivy walks down the street, grim-faced. 

IVY VO 
Don't worry about us, my darling, just 
take care of yourself. And please, stay 
out of trouble. I'm counting the days 
till you're back. I will always be, your 
loving wife, Ivy. 

49 INT. BROKEN HILL CINEMA - DAY 

The cinema is packed. Ivy and Grace sit in the middle, watching 
the Hollywood comedy. Ivy is tired but when she sees Grace and 
everyone else laughing, she allows herself to laugh too. The film 
ends and the crowd, including Ivy and Grace, clap 
enthusiastically. 

Then a newsreel comes on and the mood changes. It's about the 
sinking of the English passenger ship the 'Lusitania' by the 
Germans. The music is dramatic and sombre. 

NEWSREEL TITLE: 'THE SINKING OF THE LUSITANIA' 

The crowd is transfixed. Ivy and Grace look uncomfortable. 

A woman in front of Ivy turns around and gives her a dirty look. 
Then the woman next to her does the same. 

Ivy gets up and drags a reluctant Grace out of the cinema. 

IVY 
(whispering urgently) 

We're leaving. 

GRACE 
Why? 

IVY 
Come on. 

Grace sees the women in front and picks up the bad vibe. She 
follows Ivy out of the cinema. As they walk out, they hear one of 
the women whisper. 

CINEMA GOER 
Traitor! 

50 EXT. STREET OUTSIDE MEG AND BILL'S HOUSE -NIGHT 

Ivy and Grace drag a couple of suitcases up the street, arrive at 
a small house and knock on the door. 

51 INT/EXT. MEG'S HOUSE -NIGHT 

Meg, wearing an apron, opens the door. When she see Ivy and the 
suitcases, she looks surprised. 
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~G 

Ivy! What's all this? 

IVY 
I can't do it on my own. It won't be for 
long. Just till I've had the baby. 

MEG 
(softening) 

Of course. Come in. 

Will and Ivy's father, BILL, are eating dinner at the main table. 
Will jumps up and gives Ivy and Grace a kiss. 

WILL 
(in surprise) 

Here, give me those! 

Will takes the suitcases from Ivy. 

Bill gives Grace a hug then goes up to Ivy and takes her hand. 

BILL 
We may have a problem with Frank, but 
you're still our daughter Ivy. You're 
always welcome here. 

(to Grace.) 
Hungry? Sit down! 

He smiles at them. 

52 INT. IVY'S OLD BEDROOM- EVENING 

In a small room with two beds, Will helps Ivy unpack. The room is 
lit by candles. On the shelf is a photo of Ivy and Will with their 
parents. Next to it she places a formal portrait photo of Grace, 
Frank and herself - in happier times. 

Ivy looks at it and has to hold back the tears. Will stands behind 
Ivy, and puts his arm around her shoulder. 

Ivy tries to hold back the tears. 

IVY 
I still haven't had a letter. I don't 
know what's happening. 

CU photo of Frank. 

53 EXT. PARADE GROUND TORRENS ISLAND - MORNING 

DISSOLVE TO: 

A close shot of Frank, standing in line for the morning muster at 
Torrens Island. 

Frank stands in the first of many rows of lOOs of detainees. At 
the front, about 15 soldiers, bayonets over their shoulders, stand 
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to attention. 

Out the front Colonel COOPER reads the names of each prisoner, and 
checks them off as they reply. 

COLONEL 
Frank Altschwager? 

FRANK 
Here. 

COLONEL COOPER 
Gustave,Bremer? 

GUS 
Here. 

FRANK V/0 
Mr dearest Ivy, I've been here a few 
weeks now, but it feels like forever. I 
feel like I'm at the end of the earth, in 
a kind of hell. ' 

COLONEL COOPER 
Mikel Danzig? 

MIKEL THE PHOTOGRAPHER 
Here. 

FRANK V/0 
The soldiers here, like us, are 
prisoners. The difference is they've got 
bayonets and rifles. 

When the Colonel finishes the rollcall, Captain Clark steps up to 
address the men. 

As he speaks four soldiers march in two handcuffed men, at bayonet 
point. They handcuff PRISONER 1 to a flagpole, tying his hands 
above their head. 

CAPTAIN CLARK 
Earlier this week, two of you escaped. 
You thought you were clever. But we found 
you -we'll always find you- and this is 
what happens when we do. 

One soldier - SOLDIER ONE - pulls the shirt of Prisoner 1 over his 
head so he can't see. A strongly-built soldier - SOLDIER 2 - steps 
forward and begins to whip his back. The sound rings out across 
the grounds. With every stroke, Prisoner 1's groans of agony get 
louder. 

The assembled detainees avert their eyes but Frank watches every 
lash, flinching whenever the whip cuts the flesh. The whip starts 
to draw blood. Finally, Prisoner 1 crumples, sliding down the post 
to the ground. 
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Soldier 1 pokes him with his foot to check he's alive then Soldier 
2 brings over PRISONER 2 and ties him to the pole. Frank can no 
longer control himself. 

FRANK 
(yelling) 

Get him a doctor! 

CAPTAIN CLARK 
Silence! 

FRANK 
He needs help! 

CAPTAIN CLARK 
Remove him! 

SOLDIER 3 marches up to Frank, pulls him out of line and 
frogmarches him off the grounds, his bayonet pushing in his rear. 

FRANK 
(yelling as he leaves) 

You can't leave him lying there! Ow! 

Frank tries to protect his buttocks with his hands but this 
doesn't stop Soldier 3 from prodding him' with the bayonet. 

As he's marched out, Frank turns back and sees Prisoner 1 still 
lying unconscious on the ground. SOLDIER 1 is now whipping 
Prisoner 2. 

Every time there's a lash, Prisoner 2 groans in pain. The 
detainees keep looking down. 

FRANK V/0 
You ask me to keep my head down, but 
it's hard to do nothing when you see 
terrible things. 

54 EXT. THE CAMP'S PERIMETER FENCE - DAY. 

Frank marches around the perimeter of the fence in the hot sun, 
the soldier behind him. 

SOLDIER 3 
Faster! 

Every time Frank slows down, the soldier pokes him with his 
bayonet. He puts his hands on his backside to shield it from the 
bayonet, but they too get pierced. 

FRANK 
You bastard! 

FRANK V/0 
Your letters, your love, our children, 
are all I have. 
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The soldier pokes him in the backside again. 

SOLDIER 3 
Keep walking! 

Frank does as he's told. 

FRANK 
I will always be, your loving husband, 
Frank. 

55 INT. FRANK'S TENT - DAY 

Frank is asleep on his mat. He wakes up dazed. He's got blood on 
his hand and on his pants. Groggy, he gets up and staggers 
outside. 

56 EXT. FRANK'S TENT - DAY 

The men, including GUS, are playing cards outside his tent, as 
usual. 

GUS 
You ok Frank? 

Frank nods. He staggers past the rows of tents and stops at a 
communal tap, outside the photographer's tent. He washes the blood 
off his hand, washes his face and takes a long drink. 

While he's drinking, Frank hears a whistle. He looks up to see a 
man outside the photographer's shack - the SENTRY - beckoning him 
inside. 

57 INT. PHOTOGRAPHER'S TENT·- DAY 

Frank limps inside the shack. There are curtains out the front 
which give it some privacy. In one corner Frank sees one of the 
whipped prisoners, sitting on an upturned crate with his back to 
him and shirt off. The photographer MIKEL is taking photos of the 
terrible wounds. 

In another corner he sees two men sitting on wooden crates. One 
man is typing on a typewriter, while the other man - ARNOLD - is 
dictating to him. 

ARNOLD 
We believe the indiscriminate use of 
bayonets and handcuffs is a breach of the 
laws under the Hague Convention ••• 

The SENTRY - who beckoned Frank inside - is standing at the 
entrance, on lookout duty. 

Seeing Frank enter, Arnold stands up and shake his hand 
energetically. Frank slightly flinches because he has a sore hand 
but Arnold doesn't notice. ARNOLD has a slight German accent but 
his English is flawless, if a little formal. He is clearly highly 
educated, focused and to the point. 
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ARNOLD 
Frank, I'm Arnold. You are allright? 

FRANK 
Nothing compared to that. 

Frank points to the wounds on the whipped prisoner's back. 

ARNOLD 
(nodding gravely) 

Please. Have a ..•• provisions box. 

He beckons Frank to sit down on an upturned crate. Frank points to 
his rear, and shakes his head. 

FRANK 
Prefer to stand. 

Frank folds his arms and looks at Arnold expectantly. 

ARNOLD 
That was very brave, what you did today. 

FRANK 
Didn't seem to help much. 

ARNOLD 
Perhaps you can help now. We're lodging a 
formal complaint about our detention and 
the way Captain Clark rules this camp. In 
a few weeks, the Army District Commander 
will visit this camp. We must take this 
chance to give him our complaint, and 
most importantly, proof of their 
brutality. 

Arnold gestures to Mikel taking photos. Frank looks at the 
photographer taking close up photos of the prisoner's back. 

FRANK 
And why would this ..• Army Dist .. 

ARNOLD 
District Commander ••• 

FRANK 
••. give a shit about us? 

ARNOLD 
We hear he's a good man. Our complaint is 
based on the law, their law. First our 
detention is illegal and second, Captain 
Clark is out of control. 

Mikel helps the whipped prisoner stand up and put on his shirt. 
The whipped prisoner can barely stand; every movement is agony. He 
helps the Whipped Prisoner walk to the entry. 
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Arnold points to Frank's bum. 

ARNOLD 
You have wounds yes? 

Frank nods. 

ARNOLD 
Can we photograph them? 

Frank looks at the men, sees they are serious, and nods. The 
sentry checks outside, then holds the Whipped Prisoner's arm as he 
staggers outside. 

Frank walks over to the photographer and drops his pants. The 
bayonet stab wounds are raw. 

One of the seated men does a low wolf-whistle. The men chuckle 
quietly then Arnold starts his dictation again. 

ARNOLD 
We demand an inquiry into Captain Clark 
who has repeatedly breached ••• 

Frank bends over and smiles - for the first time in weeks. 

58 EXT. TORRENS ISLAND CAMP, WINTER - NIGHT 

The sun sets over the camp. There are small fires outside each 
tent and the men sit around them, smoking and playing cards. Frank 
is standing watching a card game outside his tent, and tending to 
the fire. Some men are wearing coats now, others woolen caps. 
Frank takes some wood from the pile and throws it in. There are 
only a few pieces of wood left. 

A soldier - NICE SOLDIER- walks up to Frank's tent and hands 
Frank a letter from Ivy. 

NICE SOLDIER 
Another letter from your wife. 

Frank's face lights up and he takes the letter. Then Nice SOLDIER 
hands him another letter which has a big red stamp over it -
CENSORED. 

NICE SOLDIER 
But she wasn't so lucky. Your letter 
didn't make it through, again. Sorry mate 
but you have to be nicer about us. 

FRANK 
I tried. I really did. 

NICE SOLDIER 
Just make it up! Best she doesn't know 
the truth anyway. 

The Nice Soldier walks away. 
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Frank scrunches up the censored letter and throws it into the 
fire. Then he sits down on a crate and opens the letter from Ivy. 

The lights-out horn sounds. 

SENTRY 
Lights out! 

59 INT. FRANK'S TENT- NIGHT. 

Frank and six men lie in rows, head to toe, packed like sardines. 
Lying next to Frank is GUS who's awake too. The other men are 
asleep. 

Frank is reading Ivy's letter using a lighted match, covering the 
light with a cupped hand. 

Frank and Gus can hear the voices of an internee, ALFRED, and 
Captain Clark. 

CAPTAIN CLARK 
Lights out! 

ALFRED 
Got a cigarette Captain Clark? 

CAPTAIN CLARK 
Last call! Lights out! 

ALFRED 
Just one smoke! 

Franks folds his letter and blows out his match. Then he and Gus 
hear the sound of three gun shots, in a row. There are screams of 
agony from Alfred. A number of men yell for a guard. 

ALFRED 
Shit! I've been hit! 

DETAINEE VOICE 
Guard! Help! A man's been shot. 

60 EXT. OUTSIDE FRANK'S TENT -NIGHT 

Frank and Gus jump up and rush outside their tent. About 20 metres 
away they see a group of prisoners standing outside a tent. 
Alfred, is on the ground. About ten metres from the tent, they see 
Captain Clark walk away, holding a gun. 

FRANK 
That bastard. Does he think we're 
rabbits? 

GUS 
At least a rabbit can run away. 

Frank and Gus go back inside their tent. 
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61 EXT. MAIN STREET - MORNING 

On the way to school, Grace skips along, asking Ivy lots of 
questions. Ivy is obviously pregnant now. 

GRACE 
Will it be a boy or a girl? 

IVY 
What do you think? 

GRACE 
A girl. If it's a boy, will they take him 
away too? 

IVY 
No Grace. They don't take babies. 

Arriving at the school gate, Ivy gives Grace a kiss good-bye. 

GRACE 
I don't want to go to school today. 

I~ 

You must. 

GRACE 
I've got a sore tummy. 

IVY 
You'll be fine. 

Grace walks in, head down, not looking back. 

62 INT. SCHOOL CORRIDOR - MORNING 

Grace walks into the school building and sees the corridor is 
deserted. She walks down it cautiously, like an animal wary of 
predators. Suddenly right in front of her, from behind a closed 
door, a group of boys bursts out. A couple of them are carrying 
rifles made of cardboard. One, the General, wears a paper hat. 

GANG OF BOYS 
Attack! 

THE GENERAL 
It's the Filthy Hun Army! Men! Surround 
them! 

Grace turns around and sprints down the corridor. The boys, lead 
by the General, chase her. She runs into an empty classroom, 
realises it's a dead-end, manages to escape out of the room in the 
nick of time and runs out and up a stair well. As she runs up the 
stairs, another group of boys come down from the top. She's 
trapped on a stair landing. 
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The General approaches her from below, menacingly, his men behind 
him. 

THE GENERAL 
You're cornered. There's no escape. 
Prepare to die Hun. 

He makes a lunge for her and Grace realises she has to fight back. 
She sidesteps him, taking a big swing at the same time. She gets 
him right in the nose and there's blood everywhere. He falls down 
and his friends crowd around. In the moment of confusion, Grace 
escapes down the stairs and runs into the playground. She's 
crying. 

63 INT. MEG AND BILL'S HOUSE - DAY 

In the main room, Ivy is sewing stripes on Will's army jacket 
while Grace sits on the floor polishing his boots. 

Will buttons up his army shirt and Grace passes him his slouch 
hat. Will tries it on and looks at himself in the mirror. With his 
hat on, he salutes himself in the mirror. 

IVY 
You look like a real soldier. 

GRACE 
March for us! 

WILL 
I'll need my boots then. 

Grace brings Will his boot and he puts them on. 

GRACE 
Are you going to kill Germans? 

WILL 
Maybe. But only bad ones - the Kaiser's 
men. 

GRACE 
How can you tell who's bad? 

WILL 
I ••. I'll be really careful when I shoot. 

GRACE 
Is my dad bad? 

WILL 
Of course not. Look, sometimes countries 
fight wars for silly reasons. And us men, 
we've got no choice but to fight for our 
country. Same with the German soldiers. 
We're all just doing our duty. 

GRACE 



What's duty? 

WILL 
(faltering) 

When you do something because you have 
to, even though you don't really want to 
do it. 

After Will has tied up his boots, Ivy brings him over his jacket. 
He puts it on. 

GRACE 
(mimicking an Army Commander) 

Attention! 

Wills stands to attention. 

GRACE CONT. 
March! 

He marches up and down the room. He stops in front of her, and 
salutes her. She laughs. 

Will fixes his jacket in the mirror. Ivy can see he's rattled. 

64 EXT. FRANK' TENT - NIGHT 

Frank is sitting on a crate looking into the fire. 

The cheery Guide marches up with a new prisoner for Frank's tent. 
Frank is amazed to see Mr Homburg, looking dazed and disoriented. 
He's wearing his black hat. 

CHEERY GUIDE 
Another one for you! You're going to be 
nice and cosy this Winter! 

The guide chuckles. Stunned, Frank jumps up and takes Mr Homburg's 
bag. 

FRANK 
Heinrich! You're here? 

CHEERY GUIDE 
If there's anything you need - bread, 
sausages ... 

The two men ignore the guide who goes away. Frank offers him his 
crate to sit on. 

MR HOMBURG 
(still dazed) 

When they came, I asked why but ••• there 
is no why. 

FRANK 
Come and sit down. 
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Frank looks for another log. He scrounges around, finds one last 
one, then throws it on the fire. He finds a cup for tea. 

MR HOMBURG 
(shaking his head) 

All those letters I wrote for you Frank. 
I'm sorry. I got nowhere. 

FRANK 
Maybe those letters earned you a trip 
here? 

MR HOMBURG 
It's not your fault. It's happening 
everywhere. Both sides are digging in so 
deep they can't get out. They make out 
it's about right and wrong, good and bad, 
but really it's all about pride. Stupid 
pride. 

FRANK 
And Ivy, has she had the baby? How is 
she? 

MR HOMBURG 
Any moment now. And after, she's going to 
bring the children here to see you. As 
soon as she can. 

Frank smiles and hands him a cup of tea. Mr Homburg looks around 
at the rows and rows of tents in the scrub and shivers. 

Frank takes his coat off and puts it around Mr Homburg's 
shoulders. 

FRANK 
Keep this. The nights are freezing and 
firewood's like gold. You've got to try 
and keep warm. 

65 EXT. OUTDOOR THEATRE, CAMP - NIGHT 

A sign, lit by a makeshift flare, welcomes the inmates to 'An 
evening of song, dance and Wagner'. On the dirt floor stage, two 
detainees, transformed by makeshift costumes, are playing a scene 
from Wagner's The Ring Cycle. 

One inmate is dressed as the young woman SIEGLINDE who finds a 
wounded stranger SIEGMUND on her doorstep. She welcomes him into 
her home. They sing in German. 

SIEGLINDE 
A stranger here? Why did he come? What 
man is this who lies at my doorstep? He 
looks worn and tired. Is it weariness? or 
is he sick? 
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SIEGMUND 
A drink! A drink! 

SIEGLINDE 
I'll bring you water. 

Hundreds of internees are sitting around, clapping and 
wolf-whistling whenever Sieglinde sings. Mr Homburg, dressed as an 
aging courtesan, with bad wig and makeup, is standing at the side 
of the audience, with a number of other dressed up internees. 
Frank approaches Mr Homburg and whispers something in his ear. 

Frank slips away, and after checking no-one is watching him, Mr 
Homburg follows. The performers continue singing. 

SIEGLINDE 
Stranger, rest here: stay here till he 
returns! 

SIEGMUND 
Weaponless am I: a wounded guest your 
husband will welcome. 

66 EXT. CAMP PERIMETER - NIGHT 

At the camp perimeter fence, in the dim light, Frank and Mr 
Homburg meet a group of six men including Arnold, Gus and Mikel 
the photographer. Arnold has a wheelbarrow. Another man arrives 
carrying crates. Mikel cuts a hole in the barbed wire fence. Mr 
Homburg holds the wire open, and the men climb through. They leave 
the crates but take the wheelbarrow with them. 

FRANK 
(whispering) 

If you see them, whistle. 

Mr Homburg stays on watch duty at the fence. He sits on the empty 
crates, closes his eyes and sings along to the music in the 
distance, performing both roles. 

67 EXT. OUTDOOR THEATRE, CAMP - NIGHT 

Sieglinde's husband HUNDING arrives home and is not happy to see 
Siegmund there with his wife. 

HUNDING 
Too late came I, and now return home, to 
find this outcast in my house. 

My house shelters you today; tonight, 
rest safely: but tomorrow you must defend 
yourself; I choose the day for the fight. 

When Sieglinde tries to stand between the two men, to protect 
Siegmund from her husband, HUNDING shouts at her. 

HUNDING 
Leave this hall! Don't linger! 
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At the back of the audience one soldier is looking around. He 
walks up to three soldiers and says something. They all leave. 

68 EXT. CAMP PERIMETER - NIGHT 

The men arrive back at the fence, pushing the wheelbarrow loaded 
with wood. Frank and Arnold climb through first then the other men 
pass the wood through to them, working as quickly as possible. Mr 
Homburg holds up a candle for light. They stack the wood into the 
crates. When the wheelbarrow is empty the men pass it through the 
fence to Frank and Arnold. 

Just as they're doing this, four soldiers arrive, bayonets on 
their shoulders. 

SOLDIER 1 
So this is the sideshow! 

The prisoners stop dead. They're busted. 

69 EXT. BARBED WIRE ENCLOSURE - NIGHT 

The soldiers lead the eight men into an open air enclosure. It's 
about five by five metres, with a dirt floor and surrounded by 
barbed wire. It starts to rain. There's no shelter. The soldiers 
leave. 

SOLDIER 1 
Enjoy your stay! 

The men look at each other in despair. Standing, they huddle 
together, heads down. Frank puts his arm around Mr Homburg's 
shoulders to protect him from the rain. 

70 EXT. BARBED WIRE ENCLOSURE - DAY 

Filthy and unshaven, the men loiter at the barbed wire fence. Mr 
Homburg is sitting hunched in a corner, wig gone, makeup smudged. 
He's got a bad cough. He's wearing a coat over his dress. The Nice 
Soldier arrives with a tray of bread and water. 

NICE SOLDIER 
Some food. There's hot tea. 

The men look at the soldier sullenly. 

NICE SOLDIER 
I wouldn't turn my nose up if I were you. 
There's nothing till evening. Eat. 

Captain Clark arrives, and reads from a piece of paper. 

CAPTAIN CLARK 
You'll be detained here for 14 days
punishment for theft of government 
property, and attempted escape. 



ARNOLD 
We were just getting wood. To stay warm. 

FRANK 
(gesturing to Mr Homburg) 

At least let him out. He's sick. 

Frank lowers his voice so Mr Homburg can't hear. 

FRANK 
He's an old man. 

CAPTAIN CLARK 
He broke the rules too. 

FRANK 
What are the rule for sick prisoners? 

Captain Clark ignores Frank's question and walks off, turning back 
to give them one last message. 

CAPTAIN CLARK 
And all privileges are cancelled for a 
month. That means no letters. 

71 EXT. BARBED WIRE ENCLOSURE - NIGHT 

The Nice Soldier brings some dry clothes for Mr Homburg and 
carries away the empty trays. He also slips Frank some cigarettes. 

FRANK 
Thanks. 

Frank takes Mr Homburg the clothes and while he gets changed, 
Frank smokes a cigarette. 

In the distance the detained men can see the soldiers sitting on 
crates around a roaring fire, drinking and laughing. The empty 
wheelbarrow is parked nearby. 

SENTRY 
Lights out! 

Frank hands the cigarettes around to the men in the enclosure. As 
they stand around trying to stay warm, one of them suddenly starts 
to sing a German folk song. 

Gradually the other men join in, adding another harmony. Mr 
Homburg, back in his clothes, suddenly perks up, and joins the 
group, leading the baritone part with surprising strength. 

The men beckon to Frank to join them and he does, at first 
self-consciously, struggling with the German words. 

Then, to the men's surprise, they hear the detainees outside the 
enclosure joining in, adding a third part to the harmony. 

72 EXT. OUTSIDE TENTS - NIGHT 
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Holding candles, a number of men stand outside their tents and 
sing with their colleagues in the enclosure. Some walk over to the 
enclosure and soon, about 20 men are standing outside the fence, 
singing with them. 

73 EXT. SOLDIERS' BONFIRE - NIGHT 

Annoyed at the disturbance, SOLDIER 1 stands up and yells. 

SOLDIER 1 
It's lights out! Quiet! 

But the men keep on singing. 

Soldier 1 waits for a moment then fires his rifle in the air. The 
singing stops briefly then continues even louder. 

The group of 8 soldiers, some with rifles, some bayonets stand and 
quickly organise themselves. Captain Clark arrives and they all 
stand to attention. 

CAPTAIN CLARK 
Follow me! 

The soldiers follow Captain Clark over to the outside of the 
enclosure where the men are singing. Captain Clark addresses his 
men. 

CAPTAIN CLARK 
Move them inside! 

The soldiers surround the singing men outside the enclosure and 
start to push them inside. One soldier opens the gate to the 
enclosure. But the men outside refuse to budge, and continue 
singing. The soldiers push harder, using their bayonets. One 
soldier fires his rifle into the air. Some of the stop singing and 
start yelling at the soldiers. It's chaos. 

SINGING PRISONER 1 
We're just singing. 

SINGING PRISONER 2 
Bastards! 

74 EXT. BARBED WIRE ENCLOSURE - NIGHT 

Inside the prisoners see the gate open and they charge for it. 

FRANK 
Let's get out of here! 

Mr Homburg is swept up in the rush. But as they push out, they 
come up against the detainees being pushed inside by the soldiers. 

The singing has stopped and now the men and soldiers are all 
yelling at each other and pushing against each other. The soldiers 
are bayonetting the men. 
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SOLDIERS 
Inside! Move inside! 

75 EXT. OUTSIDE BARBED WIRE ENCLOSURE - NIGHT 

As they are pushed back by the detainees, the soldiers feel 
they're losing control of the situation. Frank and his men are 
nearly out. 

CAPTAIN CLARK 
Inside! Final warning! 

The soldiers panic and in an attempt to keep order, Captain Clark 
fires his gun twice into the crowd. 

76 EXT. BARBED WIRE ENCLOSURE - NIGHT 

On the outside of the crush, Mr Homburg is hit and falls to the 
ground, as does GUS. 

Arnold yells out a warning to the men. 

ARNOLD 
It's live ammunition! Pull back! 

Frank turns around to see Mr Homburg on the ground. He pushes his 
way out of the crowd and rushes over to him. He's been hit in the 
thigh and is bleeding profusely. 

FRANK 
Is it just the leg? Lie down. 

Frank takes his jacket off and tries to tie it around Mr Homburg's 
leg. Mr Homburg is groaning with the pain. 

As Frank binds the wound, the soldiers overwhelm the frightened 
detainees, pushing them all back inside. 

The soldiers break into small groups and immediately round up the 
ringleaders - Frank, Arnold and Mikel. They handcuff them and 
march them out of the enclosure. 

FRANK 
Take him to hospital! 

As they are being marched away, Frank looks back and sees two 
soldiers rush a stretcher to Mr Homburg and load him onto it. Two 
more soldiers carry a stretcher to GUS. 

77 INT/EXT. SMALL DARK CELL - DAY 

The men are locked in a small dark cell. Through a small grated 
window, they can see the camp outside. 

In the distance, Frank and Arnold watch as a posse of important
looking MILITARY MEN sweep through the camp, guided by Captain 
Clark. 
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Arnold waves a letter through the bars, trying to attract their 
attention. 

ARNOLD 
Over here District Commander! We've got a 
letter for you! 

FRANK 
Over here Sir! Over here! 

ARNOLD 
Please! This is for you! 

The group can't hear them and passes out of view. Arnold punches 
the wall. 

ARNOLD 
That was our only fucking chance. 

Next to him, Frank watches the scene through the bars. His fists 
are clenched. 

78 EXT. BROKEN HILL TRAIN STATION - DAY 

A small crowd is assembled on the platform. There's a brass band 
and an assembly of local dignitaries, including the Mine Manager 
Mr Johnson, a man in MAYORAL robes and Mavis Menzies and the 
ladies from Women for the War Effort. Will is lined up with ten 
other young soldiers, all shiny shoes, brass buttons and clenched 
jaws. 

Ivy and Grace, Meg and Bill stand slightly apart from the small 
crowd. Ivy is heavily pregnant. Meg looks anxious and is leaning 
on Bill. 

Everyone is listening to a Pastor deliver a fiery speech. 

PASTOR 
These brave, young men have embraced 
their most sacred duty: they're offering 
their lives for God, King and the British 
Empire. And as they enter foreign lands 
to face the enemy, God will be at their 
side! And victory will be theirs! 

When the Pastor finishes the brass band strikes up a jaunty 
version of 1 Australia will be there' accompanied by a choir of 
young boys. Mavis Menzies and all the dignitaries sing along 
heartily. 

BOYS CHOIR 
We soldiers of Australia Rejoice in being 
free, And not to fetter others Do we go 
o'er the sea. 

Old England gave us freedom, And when she 
makes a start To see that others get it, 
We're there to take our part. 
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The families rush to embrace their boys. 

WILL 
(hugging Ivy) 

I'm scared, Ivy. I don't think I can do 
this. 

I~ 

You don't need to be a hero. 

WILL 
If something happens, you'll look after 
mum and dad, won't you? 

IVY 
Promise. But you'll be back, I know it. 

Will hugs Grace and shakes Bill's hand. Then Meg throws herself on 
him and sobs. The whistle blows and the soldiers pick up their 
bags and board the train. Bill gently prises Meg off Will and 
shakes Will's hand again. 

Will goes to board the train. Before he gets on he turns and waves 
cheerfully to them. As he turns and boards the train, his smile 
falls away. 

79 INT. MEG AND BILL'S HOUSE -NIGHT 

Grace is sitting on the floor playing with her doll's house in the 
main room, trying to ignore Ivy's screams of agony coming from 
behind the bedroom door. The screams get louder and louder and 
Grace stops playing and puts her fingers in her ears and hums to 
herself, rocking back and forward. 

Then suddenly, Grave hears a baby's cries replace Ivy's. Slowly 
she takes her fingers out of her ears to listen. 

Meg opens the bedroom door and smiling at Grace. 

~G 

Come in Grace. 

80 INT. IVY'S OLD BEDROOM -NIGHT 

Grace enters the room shyly and sees her mother, exhausted but 
smiling. She's lying on the bed holding a little bundle. 

Meg leads Grace to the bed. Ivy proudly shows her the baby. 

IVY 
You've got a baby brother. 

A flash of disappointment crosses Grace's face but she peers into 
the tiny bundle and is transfixed. 

GRACE 
It's tiny! 
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The baby makes a little cry and Grace looks closer at him. 

GRACE 
What's his name? 

I~ 

I'm calling him Frank. Little Frank. 

Meg, who is busy cleaning up the room, stops and looks over to Ivy 
in surprise. 

~G 

Frank? But I thought ••• he'd be William. 
It's the family tradition. 

Exhausted, Ivy is stung by Meg's words. 

IVY 
Frank's a family name too. 

Ivy fights her tears. Meg starts cleaning again, not looking at 
Ivy. Grace is still transfixed by the tiny creature, oblivious to 
the tension. When the baby makes a funny gurgling sound she laughs 
in delight. 

GRACE 
Frank's trying to talk! What's he saying? 

Ivy wipes her tears and smiles at Grace. 

I~ 

Hello. He's saying hello. 

81 EXT. PARADE GROUND - DAY 

The prisoners are lined up in their usual positions for the 
morning muster. Frank is standing between Arnold and Mr Homburg, 
who is on crutches. 

COLONEL COOPER 
William werner? 

WILLIAM 
Here! 

When roll call finishes, Captain Clark steps forward to speak. 

CAPTAIN CLARK 
I've an important announcement. From next 
week, the Torrens Island Camp will close. 

The detainees go crazy, cheering and shouting. 

CAPTAIN CLARK 
In ten days time, you will transfer to 
another camp. 

Suddenly deflated, the men boo and hiss. 
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ARNOLD 
Where are we going? 

CAPTAIN CLARK 
That's classified information. 

There's a low level rumble amongst the men. 

FRANK 
(yelling out) 

My wife's coming to visit me. What do I 
tell her? What do we tell our families? 

CAPTAIN CLARK 
There'll be no notification of families 
until we arrive at the next camp. For 
security reasons. There's a war on. You 
should all start preparing for the move. 

FRANK 
(yelling) 

But she's coming soon! I need to tell 
her. 

Captain Clark walks off without responding. The prisoners boo and 
hiss at this announcement. Frank is furious. 

82 INT. PHOTOGRAPHER'S SHACK - DAY 

Frank, Mikel the photographer, Arnold and Mr Homburg, sitting on 
a crate with his bandaged leg outstretched, are all clinking beers 
when Frank walks in. They're celebrating the closure of Torrens 
Island. Frank is still visibly angry. 

FRANK 
I'm not going to another camp. I'm going 
home, to see Ivy. I don't even know if 
she's had the baby, if it's alive or 
dead. 

ARNOLD 
You're going to escape? How? 

FRANK 
I'll find a way. 

MR HOMBURG 
Don't do it Frank. You'll only give them 
a real reason to lock you up. And you 
know Ivy wouldn't want that. 

FRANK 
I'm as good as a criminal already. 

ARNOLD 
If you escape, can you take our letter to 
Sydney, to the American Embassy? 
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MR HOMBURG 
It's too risky. They could shoot him. 

ARNOLD 
Sorry Heinrich, but it's a chance. It's 
our only chance. 

Mikel picks up a stash of photos from under his mattress and 
offers them to Frank 

MIKEL THE PHOTOGRAPHER 
If you're taking the letter, take the 
photos too. They're the proof, no-one 
will ever be able to deny what's happened 
here. And once they see them, they won't 
forget either. 

Frank hesitates then takes the bundle of photos and looks through 
them. The last terrible months all comes back: the whipped 
prisoners' bleeding backs, the bullet wounds, the countless 
bayonet and bullet wounds on the detainees' bodies, including his 
own, and finally Mr Homburg's leg, and bewildered face. Frank is 
moved. 

Frank nods and puts his hand out to Arnold for the letter. Arnold 
hands it over and Frank bundles it up with the photos and puts the 
package into an inside coat pocket. 

ARNOLD 
Thank you Frank. 

Mr Homburg taps his cane in disapproval. 

83 EXT. ADELAIDE STATION - DAY 

The prisoners are lined up on the platform. A TRAIN GUARD blows a 
whistle and the prisoners file onto the train. 

When Frank and Arnold approach the train door they are pulled 
aside by Soldier One and Two who put handcuffs on them. 

SOLDIER 1 
This is so we can all get a good night's 
sleep. 

Frank resists, but two other soldiers hold him still while the 
handcuffs are put on. 

Frank struggles to pick up his bag and get on the train. 

84 INT. TRAIN - DAY 

Frank sits down next to Mr Homburg who's surprised to see the 
handcuffs. 

MR HOMBURG 
You can't do it now Frank. 
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FRANK 
Maybe not. 

Frank looks down and pulls at them, trying to see if he can get 
them off. 

Arnold walks on, with handcuffs on. As he walks past Frank he 
shakes his head, as if to discourage him. 

85 INT. TRAIN - DAY 

Ivy, carrying a basket with the baby Little Frank, and Grace walk 
into their train carriage and sit down. 

Grace bounces up and down excitedly on the seat. 

Ivy organises their belongings. 

The train starts moving. 

86 INT.EXT TRAIN - DAWN 

The lights in the train are all out. Frank looks around him and 
sees that everyone, even the soldiers, is fast asleep. Mr Homburg, 
his hat on his knee, is resting his head on Frank's shoulder. 

Through the window, Frank sees the smallest crack of dawn light 
break through on the horizon. 

Frank moves Mr Homburg's head carefully. As Frank stands up, one 
of the soldiers momentarily stirs and Frank freezes. The soldier 
falls back to sleep. Frank picks up his bag and quietly creeps 
down the corridor to the end of the carriage. 

He looks back one last time to check he hasn't been seen, then 
opens the w.c. door and goes in. 

87 INT/EXT. TRAIN TOILET - DAWN 

Frank closes the door and locks it behind him. He turns to the 
window. With both hands and a lot of effort, he cranks it wide 
open. It makes a loud noise. 

Then Frank hears footsteps and someone starts to bang on the 
toilet door. 

SOLDIER OC 
Frank are you in there? Open up! 

In the low light, Frank can make out that they're traveling 
through flattish countryside. The banging gets louder. 

SOLDIER OC 
Open up! 

Frank turns the tap on full strength and yells in the direction of 
the door. 
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FRANK 
won't be long! 

His bag over his shoulder, Frank climbs onto the window sill. He 
hesitates, then takes a deep breath and jumps. 

88 INT. TRAIN - NIGHT 

Looking out the train window, Ivy watches the countryside whiz 
past in the dusk light. Grace is sitting beside her. Baby Frank is 
in a basket on the floor at their feet. 

Grace is fascinated by three SOLDIERS sitting opposite them. Two 
are dozing and one is a reading a newspaper. Ivy can see the front 
page story about the horrific Allied losses in the Dardanelles, at 
the Battle of Lone Pine. 

The soldier folds up the paper and puts it on the seat next to 
him. 

IVY 
(pointing to the newspaper) 

May I? 

TRAIN SOLDIER 
Of course. 

He passes her the paper and watches her as she anxiously scans the 
front page story, reporting hundreds of casualties. She then goes 
through the paper, looking for casualty lists. 

TRAIN SOLDIER 
(gently) 

Got someone there? 

IVY 
(anxious) 

Yes, he's just arrived. But it's a 
bloodbath. 

TRAIN SOLDIER 
Don't worry. They'll turn it around. Your 
husband will be in Constantinople by 
Christmas! 

Ivy quickly changes the subject. 

IVY 
And you, where are you going? 

The soldier nods at the two other soldiers. 

TRAIN SOLDIER 
We're off to Europe to fight Fritz. Can't 
wait. 

The soldier looks at his friends and they nod in grim agreement. 
Th soldier winks at Grace, who looks down at her feet. Baby Frank 
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starts to cry and Ivy picks him up out of the basket. 

TRAIN SOLDIER 
(sympathetically) 

I guess this one has never met his 
father? 

GRACE 
No, Daddy's been taken away by the pol •.. 

Ivy cuts in abruptly. 

IVY 
No, he never has. But he'd be so proud to 
know he's doing his best for his country. 

The baby starts to scream and Ivy gets up and carries him out of 
the carriage. Grace looks cross. 

89 EXT. COUNTRYSIDE SOUTH OF SYDNEY - DAY 

Sunshine and rolling green hills dotted with grazing sheep. Frank 
breathes in the sweet air and enjoys the view. Then he walks down 
a small hill to a stream. He takes a long drink then, using his 
bag as a pillow, he lies back and enjoys the the sunshine poking 
through the trees. 

It's beautiful and Frank is thrilled to be free. 

90 EXT. ADELAIDE STATION PLATFORM - MORNING 

The train pulls into the station. Ivy, Grace and the baby get off 
the train at the same platform where Frank and the detainees 
recently boarded theirs. 

There's a crowd of people greeting the arrivals. 

As Ivy and Grace walk along the platform through the crowds, Grace 
spots photos of Frank plastered on the walls. 

GRACE 
Look! It's daddy! There's a photo of 
daddy. 

Ivy walks over, as if in a dream, puts the basket down and looks. 
She walks along and sees one, then another and another poster 
pasted on the platform walls. Frank's face is on every one of 
them. She's dumbfounded. 

Grace goes up and tries to read the fine print. 

GRACE 
ESC - aped. It says he escaped! Maybe 
he's waiting for us here? 

Ivy looks like she's about to faint. She puts her hand on the wall 
to hold herself up. Grace keeps chatting excitedly but Ivy doesn't 
hear a word. 
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EXT. COUNTRY ROAD - DAY 

Whistling quietly, Frank walks along the side of road, staying in 
the shade when he can. 

Frank hears a horse in the distance and he rushes to hide behind 
some bushes. He watches it pass then he comes out and keeps 
walking. 

He arrives at a clearing and in the middle a saddled horse is 
grazing. There's a campfire with a billy on it. 

Hiding behind the bushes, Frank carefully observes the scene and 
sees no sign of any humans. After a while, he walks quickly and 
quietly over to the horse and begins to untether it. Just as he 
puts his foot into the stirrup, someone puts a gun to his head. 

92 EXT. COUNTRY ROAD - DAY 

Frank walks along the fenceline with a gun pointed in his back. 
Next to him rides the BOUNDARY RIDER who's holding the gun. 

The Boundary Rider looks like a typical bushie - white beard, big 
hat and swag on his back. The horse is laden with bags and tools. 

The Boundary Rider listens skeptically as Frank spins him a story. 

FRANK 
My parents were Swedish- that's where my 
accent comes from - and I was heading to 
Sydney to join the Army. But my debts 
caught up with me and then this! 

(he holds up his handcuffs) 
Then I heard that if you join up, they 
wipe your debts for you so I escaped. 

Frank looks sideways to see if the Boundary Rider is buying his 
story but he can't tell. 

BOUNDARY RIDER 
That's the best reason for ]01n1ng up 
I've ever heard. But it's hardly a fair 
swap. Your life for a few debts? The 
whole war's unfair - all those young men 
think they're off on some big adventure 
but they end up •.. what do they call it? 

They talk over each other. 

FRANK 
Dead. 

BOUNDARY RIDER 
Cannon fodder. 

They look at each other and smile. Frank sees his companion with 
new eyes. 
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The Boundary Rider points to a fence line ahead. 

BOUNDARY RIDER 
Now, see there, that's MacMahon's fence. 
We'll fix a rough patch a few miles up, 
then make camp. 

Suddenly a dog barks and the Boundary Rider's horse takes fright. 
It rears up on its hind legs then bolts. The Boundary Rider holds 
on for a while,desperately trying to control the horse. 

BOUNDARY RIDER 
WHOOAAA! 

But the horse bucks him off and bolts. The Boundary Rider falls 
hard on the ground and Frank rushes after the horse. 

93 EXT. COUNTRY ROAD - DAY 

A few hundred yards up the road Frank sees the horse eating grass. 

He manages to approach the horse without frightening it and takes 
the reins. He looks at the horse, then back at the Boundary Rider 
sitting on the road, rubbing his shoulder. 

He knows he could easily mount the horse and escape. He takes the 
horse back to the Boundary Rider. 

94 EXT. CAMPFIRE - NIGHT 

The Boundary Rider and Frank sit warming their hands around the 
fire. The gun has been put to one side and the two are sharing a 
bottle of whiskey. The Boundary Rider stuffs his pipe and lights 
up, launching into his favorite subject: fences. 

BOUNDARY RIDER 
Way I see it, there's a problem with a 
fence, the neighbours need talk to each 
other and sort it out. Otherwise animals 
start escaping and before you know it, 
people are warring. And that only makes 
things worse. That's where I come in. My 
job's to sit 'em down and make 'em find 
the common ground. 

FRANK 
So you're like a roving diplomat ••. for 
fences??? 

BOUNDARY RIDER 
I'm just a humble boundary rider. 

The Boundary Rider pulls out some tobacco, stuffs his pipe, then 
lights it up. He looks straight at Frank. 

BOUNDARY RIDER 
So why'd ya help me today? You could've 
taken off with me horse. 
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Frank holds up his handcuffed wrists. 

FRANK 
Thought you might help me get rid of 
these. 

BOUNDARY RIDER 
You'd better tell me why they're on then. 
The real story this time. Not that 
Swedish bullshit. 

Frank looks shame-faced. 

FRANK 
I never was a good liar. 

95 MONTAGE 

Frank holds his wrists as close to the fire as possible without 
burning them then places them on a big flat stone. 

FRANK V/0 
Dear Ivy, by now you must know I've 
escaped. I can hear you say 'Don't do it 
Frank. It's dangerous'. 

The Boundary Rider brings his hammer down on the softened metal. 
While they do this, Frank talks and the Boundary Rider listens. 

FRANK V/0 
But Ivy, I'll risk anything, even my 
life, to see you. 

They repeat this process two or three times until Frank is finally 
free of his handcuffs. Relieved, Frank shakes his sore wrists, 
then shakes the Boundary Rider's hand. 

FRANK V/0 
I've got an important job to do in Sydney 
and after, I'll come to you. Don't tell 
anyone, for your sake and mine. 

While the Boundary Rider sleeps Frank writes to Ivy by fire and 
the bright light of the stars. 

FRANK V/0 
I love you more than anything, more than 
the stars, more than the sky. I am 
always, your loving husband, Frank. 

He puts the finished letter in the envelope, then addresses it to: 
IVY ALTSCHWAGER, C/0 Bill and Meg Simpson, 5 Argyle St. Broken 
Hill. 

On the back, next to SENDER, he writes: THE BOUNDARY RIDER 
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INT. ADELAIDE HOSPITAL - MORNING 

Ivy enters the cool, clean vestibule of the Adelaide Returned 
Soldiers Hospital. She looks around and sees a door with the sign 
MATRON on it. She knocks. 

MATRON FARLEY OC 
Come in! 

97 INT. MATRON'S OFFICE - MORNING 

Ivy enters the room and sees MATRON FARLEY, a no-nonsense nurse in 
her 60s. Matron Farley shows Ivy in and Ivy gives her a letter. 

MATRON FARLEY 
(smiling) 

Please sit down. 

IVY 
Thank you. 

The matron skims the letter as she talks to Ivy. 

MATRON FARLEY 
So you're Simpson, Ivy Simpson? 

IVY 
Yes. 

MATRON FARLEY 
And you've just moved to Adelaide for 
work. Your husband? 

Ivy doesn't meet her eye. 

IVY 
He's joined up. He's in the Dardanelles. 

Matron Farley looks sympathetic. 

MATRON FARLEY 
You must be so proud of him. 

Yes. 

IVY 
(hesitant) 

MATRON FARLEY 
(grimly) 

I always give priority to war wives. But 
I'm warning you: we're caring for men 
returning with the most terrible 
injuries. In all my time, I've never seen 
worse. Can you start tomorrow? 

IVY 
Of course. Thank you. 
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Ivy gets up and leaves. 

98 EXT. ROAD - AFTERNOON 

Frank walks along the road, whistling and swinging his arms, 
revelling in his freedom. 

He has tied a billy and a few tools to his bag - gifts from the 
Boundary Rider - and they rattle as he walks. 

99 EXT. CLEARING - EVENING 

In a clearing, Frank sits in front of a small campfire, with a 
billy on it. Using a knife, Frank cuts slices of bully beef on a 
tin plate. 

Hearing a noise, Frank looks up and sees a soldier walking over. 
He's wearing a uniform, slouch hat and has a rifle slung over his 
shoulder. The soldier - ED - is in his early 20s and looks scared. 
It's clear he's been sleeping rough. 

ED 
Spare a cup of tea for a soldier? 

Frank stands up, holding his knife. He's wary. 

FRANK 
(falsely cheery) 

Never say no to a man with a ••• thirst. 

Ed puts his bags down, but leaves his gun on his shoulder. Frank 
points toEd's gun with his knife. 

FRANK 
Mind putting that down though? It's 
making me nervous. 

Ed takes his gun off his shoulder and points to Frank's knife with 
his gun. 

ED 
So long as you put that down too. 

They both hold their weapons out, look each other in the eye and 
drop them at the same time. They laugh. 

FRANK 
Mutual disarmament! 

ED 
Easier than I thought. 

The two men shake and Frank reads his name on his uniform - EDWARD 
MILLER. 

FRANK 
Edward Miller - I'm Frank. Cup of tea 
coming up. 
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They both sit down. Frank rolls his sleeves up and prepares tea 
and food. He hands Ed a plate with some meat on it. 

FRANK 
I'm heading to Sydney to join up. Fight 
for my country. What about you? Seems 
you're heading away from Sydney. Did the 
war end or something? 

Frank tries to make a joke of this but Ed isn't laughing. 

ED 
(warily) 

Just taking a break. 

FRANK 
Where you headed? 

Uncomfortable with the questions, Ed suddenly pulls a big knife 
out of his pocket. He half holds it over his food, and then he 
stands up and points it at Frank. 

ED 
So many questions. And who are you? What 
happened to your wrists? 

Frank has marks from his handcuffs on both wrists. He looks at 
Ed's knife and stands up, putting both his hands up in a weary 'I 
surrender' gesture. Frank talks slowly, thinking on his feet. 

FRANK 
Ok Ed. Here's the truth. My name's Frank 
Altschwager. I'm not really joining up 
because I can't. I'm the enemy, or so 
they say. I've lived here for half my 
life, and I thought I was home, that I'd 
been accepted. But then the war came and 
turned everything upside down. Me 
included. 

As Frank talks he walks slowly over to Ed. Ed is swept along by 
Frank's revelations. 

FRANK CONT. 
Now I feel like an outsider and I'm even 
acting like one. See these? 

Right in front of Ed now, Frank holds out his wrists so Ed can see 
the marks on them. Ed looks down at them. 

ED 
Handcuffs? 

Frank brings his wrists up with full force under Ed's chin 
pushing him over. Ed's knife goes flying. Frank runs for the knife 
and so does Ed. Frank gets there before him and grabs him from 
behind, putting the knife to his throat. 
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FRANK 
Round One to the Germans. There won't be 
a Round Two. Now listen carefully Ed. 

EO 
(gabbering hysterically) 

I've gone AWOL. I couldn't get on the 
ship. I'm a coward. A stupid coward. 
Couldn't stand the blood, all the blood, 
the flies, the bodies, piles and piles of 
them. Thought you were gunna dob me in. 

Frank softens when he hears this outburst. 

FRANK 
(gently) 

Ok. Let's put all the weapons down and 
talk. I've got a plan. 

100 EXT. CAMP CLEARING - DAWN 

From a distance, we see the soldier packing up his knapsack. The 
other man, still in his swag, is stirring. He sits up and watches 
the soldier preparing to leave. The soldier puts his slouch hat 
on. The man in the swag gets up. 

We come in closer as the soldier walks over to the man. In close 
up, we see the soldier's face. It's Frank. The two men have 
swapped clothes. 

FRANK 
I've forgotten something. It's in my, I 
mean your pocket. 

Ed reaches into Frank's jacket and takes out the envelope with the 
letter and the photos. 

EO 
Something important? 

FRANK 
Yeah. 

EO 
Better look after it then. 

Frank takes it from Ed and puts it carefully in his pocket. The 
two men shake hands. 

FRANK 
Good luck Ed. 

As Frank walks off, Ed yells after him. 

EO 
You look the part! 
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FRANK 
Starting to feel it too! 

Ed watches him as he leaves. Frank turns around one last time, 
salutes him, then marches off singing Waltzing Matilda. 

101 INT. MEG AND BILL'S HOUSE -MORNING 

There's a knock on the door and Meg answers it. The postman hands 
her a letter. Meg shuts the door. 

MEG 
Thank you. 

Meg walks in with the letter and examines it. She sees it's 
addressed to Ivy. Turning it over, she reads the sender is The 
Boundary Rider. She's intrigued but she places the letter on the 
kitchen table. 

Meg sits down in her armchair and knits. She can't stop looking at 
the letter. Beyond the letter and table, Meg sees the kettle start 
to boil, steam coming out. Unable to control her curiosity, she 
gets up and walks to the table, picks up the letter and takes it 
over to the kettle. She holds it up to the steam, then opens it. 

Standing by the stove, she reads the letter from Frank. 

102 EXT. SYDNEY STREET - DAY 

Confident in his soldier's uniform, Frank walks past a noisy pub 
and decides to go in. 

103 INT. PUB - DAY 

The pub is crowded with men, young and old. Frank walks up to the 
bar and orders a beer. There's a group of men standing next to 
Frank. MICK is behind the bar. 

FRANK 
Bottle of lager, please. A big one. 

DRINKER 1 
I'll get this one, Mick. Least I can do 
for this brave young man. 

Frank holds his drink up to Drinker 1 and his friend Drinker 2 and 
nods to them. 

FRANK 
Cheers! 

DRINKER 1 AND 2 
Cheers mate! 

The men clink glasses. Frank hasn't had a beer for months and 
knocks it back in one. Drinker 1 reads Edward's name on his 
uniform. 

67 



DRINKER 1 
Edward is it? When are you off? 

FRANK 
Tomorrow. Going to Turkey. 

DRINKER 2 
Tomorrow?! No wonder you're thirsty! 
Mick! Another one for Ed here. 

DRINKER 1 
Now listen up everyone! 

Drinker 1 taps his glass and as the room quietens, he addresses 
the whole crowd. While he's talking a MAN IN A DARK SUIT comes up 
to the bar and quietly orders a drink. 

DRINKER 1 
We're gonna hear a few words from Edward 
Miller here. Tomorrow he's heading to the 
most dangerous peninsula in the world. To 
fight the allies of those dirty Huns! To 
fight for you and me! 

Frank looks around and sees the eyes of the whole room are on him. 
The Man in the Black Suit is taking a keen interest and is now 
scribbling into a notebook. Frank spots an exit to the side of the 
room and thinks about a quick escape. 

DRINKER 1 
Edward Miller! Give him a hand! 

FRANK 
No really. I don't want ... 

Drinker 1 pushes Frank forward. 

DRINKER 1 
Go on Ed. 

Frank realises he's trapped as the whole room starts to clap and 
chant his name. 

DRINKERS 
Ed! Ed! Ed! 

Frank's head's spinning. Mick pours him a beer and hands it to 
him, nodding in encouragement. Frank clears his throat, searching 
for words. He puts on his best Australian accent. 

FRANK 
I'm not who you think I am •.. I'm not a 
brave man. I'm no hero. 

CROWD DRINKER 
(yelling) 

Yes you are! 
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Frank struggles. 

FRANK 
I know where I'm going is full of danger 
and death; bodies, piles of bodies, blood 
everywhere. The smell, the flies •.• But 
I'm not afraid because war ... war brings 
out the best in us. 

Slowly, Frank finds his feet. 

FRANK CONT. 
Fighting for what we believe in makes us 
stronger. Out of fear and selfishness, we 
find purpose, strength and courage. For 
the good of others, for our country, we 
make sacrifices we never thought we 
would. 

The crowd is cheering and whistling. The Man in the Black Suit is 
listening hard. Frank swigs the beer and continues. 

FRANK CONT. 
But remember, war also brings out the 
worst in us. We allow fear to rule. 
Friends become enemies. The innocent are 
under suspicion. 

Frank looks at the man in black as he says this. The crowd becomes 
restless, not sure what direction Ed/Frank is taking them. 

FRANK CONT. 
I'm here because I love my country. 

The crowd cheers. 

FRANK CONT. 
But let's not forget what makes this 
country great: democracy and justice, a 
fair go for all. That's what I'm fighting 
for! 

Frank holds up his beer to the room and starts belting out the 
national anthem. 

FRANK 
God save our Gracious King, God Save our 
Gracious King. 

Everyone joins in. As the crowd sings noisily, Frank bolts for the 
side door. As Frank rushes down the street, the Man in the Black 
Suit comes out of the door and follows him. 

104 EXT. AMERICAN EMBASSY - EVENING 

Hiding behind some bushes, Frank watches a number of well dressed 
people enter a grand house. A doorman ushers the guests inside. 
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A large group of Australian military men and their wives arrive, 
led by an AUSTRALIAN GENERAL. Frank falls in behind them, 
following them inside. 

105 INT. AMERICAN EMBASSY - NIGHT 

The whole room is listening to an opera singer sing the patriotic 
song 'A Song of the Flag'. She's standing on a small stage, 
accompanied by a small orchestra. It's NELLIE MELBA. 

NELLIE MELBA 
(singing) 

Our Flag! Hurrah! My Flag! Hurrah! Our 
Southern Stars our Southern home 
declaring, 

England's cross and Ireland's cross and 
Scotland's faithful blue, 

Home and Empire, Faith and Freedom, Home 
and Empire, Faith and Freedom sharing. 

Frank stands in the middle of the audience. While he listens, he 
notices the Man in the Black Suit from the pub enter, and look 
around. Frank hides behind a large man. 

When the song finishes, there's loud applause and the AMERICAN 
AMBASSADOR walks onto the stage. 

AMERICAN AMBASSADOR 
Thank you Madame Melba for that stirring 
song. And thank you all for coming. Now, 
enjoy the party. 

The orchestra turns into a jazz band. Waiters with trays of 
champagne flutes circulate the room. Frank grabs a glass, all the 
while keeping his eye on his target, the American Ambassador. He 
sees the Man in the Black Suit has seen him. 

Frank knows he has to make a move. He sees the American Ambassador 
talking to a group of people and he heads over. As he does, he 
sees the Man in the Black Suit walk up to the Australian General 
and begin talking to him. 

FRANK 
Excuse me, Mr Ambassador, can I have a 
minute of your time? 

The Ambassador is annoyed at being interrupted and turns his back 
on Frank. 

AMERICAN AMBASSADOR 
In a moment, if you don't mind. 

Frank looks over and sees the Man in the Black Suit in earnest 
conversation with the AUSTRALIAN GENERAL. He sees them both 
looking over at him. Frank interrupts the Ambassador's 
conversation. 
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FRANK 
Sir, it's urgent. 

The Ambassador relents and gives Frank his attention. 

AMERICAN AMBASSADOR 
Well? 

Frank pulls the package out of his pocket and gives it to him. 

FRANK 
This letter is from a group of people 
who've been locked up against their will. 
There are thousands of us. We've been 
beaten, bayoneted and shot at. Please 
read it. We need your help. 

The Ambassador is thrown. He takes the package and looks at it, 
then reads the name tag on Frank's uniform carefully. 

AMBASSADOR 
So you're not Edward Miller? Who are you 
then? 

Frank pauses, then looks him straight in the eye. 

FRANK 
I'm just a man, an ordinary man. 

At that moment the Man in the Black Suit and the Australian 
General interrupts them. The Man in the Black suit speaks to the 
American Ambassador. 

MAN IN BLACK SUIT 
(urgently) 

Excuse me Sir, I'm Military Police. 
Edward Miller here is under arrest. He's 
a deserter. 

The American Ambassador steps in front of Frank protectively. He 
puts his hand firmly on the arm of the Man in the Black Suit, so 
he can't move. 

AMERICAN AMBASSADOR 
You're on US soil here and I think you're 
mistaken. This man is not Edward Miller. 

He turns around to see Frank bolting out the front door. 

106 INT/EXT. TRAIN CARRIAGE - DAY 

Frank, still in his soldier's uniform, his hat covering his face, 
sits in a train carriage. He looks out the window as the 
countryside rushing past. 

107 INT. HOSPITAL WARD - DAY 

Ivy is tending to a YOUNG SOLDIER's terrible wounds. He's 
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screaming with pain. She looks around and sees half a dozen 
soldiers in a terrible state, some surrounded by worried family, 
others sleeping, other alone, groaning quietly. 

As Ivy works, Matron Farley enters the ward. 

MATRON FARLEY 
Nurse Simpson! 

Ivy looks up to see Matron Farley waving at her from the ward 
door. She gets up and heads over. 

108 INT. HOSPITAL VESTIBULE - DAY 

Ivy walks into the vestibule with Matron Farley and sees a 
MILITARY OFFICER standing there, pacing. 

MILITARY OFFICER 
Are you Ivy Altschwager, the sister of 
Will Simpson? 

Ivy avoids eye contact with Matron Farley. 

IVY 
I am. 

Matron Farley looks troubled. Ivy fears the worst. 

MILITARY OFFICER 
I'm sorry to inform you that your brother 
William Simpson has been killed in battle 
in Turkey. 

Ivy reels at the news, puts her hand over her mouth and let's out 
a muffled scream. She nearly falls but Matron Farley holds her up. 
The Military Officer keeps talking but Iy can't hear a word he 
says. 

MILITARY OFFICER 
He died a hero. We're truly sorry to 
bring you this terrible news. 

109 EXT. STREET, BROKEN HILL - DAY 

Trying not to attract attention, Frank, still in uniform, walks 
down a street in Broken Hill. His hat covers his face and he keeps 
to the shadows. 

110 INT/EXT. MEG AND BILL'S HOUSE - DAY 

There's a knock on the door. Bill opens it and sees Frank. Frank 
puts out his hand to shake Bill's, but Bill ignores the gesture. 

FRANK 
Hello Bill. It's been a long time. I'm 
here, I'm here to see Ivy. 

Bill looks rough, as if he hasn't slept. 
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BILL 
(grimly) 

Come in. Meg, it's Frank. 

Frank sees Meg sitting in an armchair, red-eyed, immobile. She 
glances at him but doesn't speak. 

BILL 
We heard yesterday that Will ••• Will's 
been •.• 

Bill almost chokes on his sentence. Meg starts sobbing quietly. 
Frank sees a portrait photo of Will on the kitchen table and 
flowers. He realises what's happened. 

BILL 
(to Frank) 

I've got to go out. I'll be back soon. 

Without looking Frank in the eye, Bill grabs his coat and hat and 
heads out the door. Frank stands in the middle of the room, 
looking at Meg. 

111 INT. MEG AND BILL'S HOUSE - DAY 

Frank makes tea. Meg remains in her armchair. 

Frank takes her the tea and crouches down next to her. He puts his 
hand on hers. 

FRANK 
I'm so sorry Meg. 

Meg pulls her hand away. Frank pauses then his questions rush out. 

FRANK 
Where are Ivy and Grace? Do they know 
about Will? Did she have the baby? 

The door opens and Bill in walks in with Policemen 1 and 2, the 
officers who originally arrested Frank. Frank looks at them, then 
looks back at Meg. 

FRANK 
(more desperately) 

Where's Ivy? is she allright? 

MEG 
(bitterly) 

She took Grace and the baby all that way 
to see you but you'd escaped. After that, 
she couldn't face coming home. The shame 
of it. Now I've lost both my children. 
And you dare to come here dressed as a 
soldier. 

Meg sobs into shawl, oblivious to Frank. Frank stands up. He walks 
over to the policemen and holds up his wrists. They handcuff him. 
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The officers escort Frank out and Bill opens the door for them. 

FRANK 
(to Bill) 

And the baby? Is the baby allright? 

BILL 
It's a little boy. He's called Frank. 
He's fine. 

Frank smiles to himself and gives a nod to Bill as he leaves. 

112 EXT. HOLSWORTHY CAMP - MORNING 

Super: 

12 months later, Holsworthy Camp, 
outside Sydney 

A dusty street is lined with wooden shacks and tents. Men of all 
ages loiter in the street and around the shacks, smoking, playing 
two-up and cards. 

Outside one of the shacks there's a small crowd. A hand-painted 
wooden sign on the shack wall says 'Holsworthy Boxing Academy'. 
There's another hand written sign: MIDDAY! Don't miss Camp 
Championships! Micky 'The Mountain' v Harold 'The Hun'. Tickets 
SP! 

113 INT. HOLSWORTHY BOXING ACADEMY - DAY 

Inside the shack is a makeshift boxing ring. Inside the ring, two 
boxers are standing in opposite corners, waiting. They both look 
tired and it's clear they've done a few rounds. 

The room is packed. The bell rings and the two dance into the 
centre and begin to fight. The crowd follows the boxers' every 
move with cheers and boos. Standing in the ring refereeing the 
match, whistle in his mouth, is Frank. 

MICKY THE MOUNTAIN is the bigger and heavier of the two boxers and 
clearly has the upper hand. HAROLD THE HUN is doing his best to 
fight him off but he's struggling. Finally Micky the Mountain 
delivers a fast punch and Harold falls to the ground and is 
completely still. 

Frank puts his foot on Harold and begins to count out loud. 

FRANK 
Ten, nine, eight, seven .. 

The crowd starts to count with him. Micky starts to circle the 
ring, punching his fists into the air. Harold is immobile. 

FRANK AND CROWD 
Six, five, four •. 

The cheers get louder. Harold stirs ever so slightly. Micky's 
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still acting like he's won. 

FRANK 
Three, two ..• do I hear a one??? 

CROWD 
No! ! ! ! ! ! ! 

Harold the Hun is pulling himself off the floor and the crowd 
roars even louder. He manages to get onto his knees. Frank looks 
concerned and amazed. 

FRANK 
(to the crowd) 

And it's on! 

Frank blows the whistle. Harold is groggy but upright. The crowd 
goes wild. Micky starts dancing around, ready. 

Frank blows the whistle and the two boxers dance around each other 
for a bit. Harold turns to the crowd, holding up his arms, egging 
them on, but he looks unsteady on his feet. He's kidding himself. 

The two spar for a bit and Harold gives a few but he's vulnerable. 
Then Micky approaches Harold and manages to deliver a knock-out 
punch. Harold falls to the ground. He's a goner. This time, while 
Frank does the countdown, the crowd is more subdued. 

FRANK 
Ten, nine, eight, seven, six, five, four, 
three, two •.•.. one! 

Frank reaches one and Harold hasn't moved. Micky holds up his arms 
in victory and the crowd cheers but quickly loses interest. The 
crowd disappears. 

Frank helps Harold up from the ground and walks him to a chair. 
He's got a bloody nose, cut eye, and is in pain. Frank grabs him a 
rag and Harold holds it to his nose, slumping in the chair. 

FRANK'S ASSISTANT walks up to the two men and holds up two cloth 
bags. 

FRANK'S ASSISTANT 
Good door take today Frank. 5 pounds all 
up. 

Frank takes the bags and hands Harold the smaller one. Harold 
takes it with one hand, the other holds the rag over his nose. 

FRANK 
Hope that eases the pain. 

HAROLD 
I never stood a chance. 
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FRANK 
No point getting up if you're just gonna 
get knocked over again. It's smarter to 
save yourself for the next fight. 

HAROLD 
I don't like giving up. 

FRANK 
Sometimes you've got no choice. 

114 EXT. ROAD, HOLSWORTHY - AFTERNOON 

Frank walks down the dusty road between the falling-down wooden 
shacks. 

Frank walks past some soldiers, and they nod to each other. 

FRANK 
Afternoon! 

SOLDIERS 
(in unison) 

Afternoon Frank! 

Frank stops at a little shopfront, and waves the bag of money in 
front of Gus. 

GUS 
Hi Frank. You did well today. 

FRANK 
Where were you? Cigarettes and some of 
those biscuits. 

Frank leaves the shop and keeps walking down the road. 

FRANK V/0 
Dear Ivy, we had the championship today 
and pulled a good crowd. 

115 EXT. OUTSIDE FRANK'S SHACK -AFTERNOON 

Franks arrives at his shack. Arnold and Mikel are sitting outside 
on two crates, and playing cards. 

FRANK VO 
But it was over too quickly. Unlike this 
war. 

On a crate next to them, Mr Homburg sits, staring straight ahead, 
like a zombie. He's dressed in his old, formal clothes - hat and 
coat tails. Frank gives Mr Homburg the biscuits. 

FRANK 
Courtesy of the Boxing Academy! Your 
favorites Heinrich. 
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MR HOMBURG 
(in German) 

Dankeschern. If only we could eat them 
with that hot chocolate my dear mother 
served for afternoon tea. All that cream! 

FRANK 
(in a loud voice) 

English, Heinrich. Speak English. 

Mr Homburg is still in his own world. He imitates his mother, 
waving her finger. 

MR HOMBURG 
(in German) 

'Only two sugars Darling!', she'd say. 
But I'd sneak three or four in, then dip 
the cakes in. Delicious. 

Frank raises his eyebrows to Arnold and Mikel who shrug back at 
him. Frank throws them each a packet of cigarettes then pulls up a 
crate. Arnold deals him a hand, then lights up. 

FRANK V/0 
The hardest thing is not to count the 
days: the days in this camp; the days 
this war's been fought; the days spent 
away from you. 

The men play cards and smoke until the afternoon muster bell rings 
through the camp. They put their cards down, get up and walk away. 

116 EXT. MEG AND BILL'S HOUSE -NIGHT 

Ivy walks along the street in her nurse's uniform. She's lugging a 
heavy shopping basket. 

FRANK V/0 
I know you're angry with me but I ask you 
to forgive me. Please write. All I ask is 
one letter. I'm desperate for news of you 
and the children. I remain, your loving 
husband, Frank. 

117 INT. MEG AND BILL'S HOUSE -NIGHT 

Ivy walks into the house and greets everyone: Bill, Meg, Grace and 
little Frank. Meg is sitting in her armchair, knitting. She's aged 
and looks like an old woman. 

Bill is at the stove preparing dinner. Grace is feeding little 
Frank in his high chair. Ivy gives the children a kiss. 

IVY 
Hi! I've got bread. And something for you 
miss! For after dinner. 

Ivy gives Grace a lollipop. Grace waves it in front of the baby 
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who tries to grab it and screams when he can't. Grace taunts him 
with it until Ivy gives her a can-you-stop-that look. Ivy unpacks 
the baskets and puts some food on the table. Grace grabs the bread 
and starts eating it. 

GRACE 
I'm starving. 

BILL 
Ivy, there's another letter for you. 

IVY 
Oh. 

Ivy sees the letter on the table but doesn't look interested and 
doesn't open it. 

BILL 
Here's some soup Meg. 

Meg shakes her head. Bill takes her some soup on a tray and puts 
it on her lap. She smiles weakly at Bill but looks at the soup 
with disinterest. 

They all sit down at the table and eat and talk quietly. 

BILL 
How was work? 

IVY 
There was an accident at the mine. Not 
too serious but it kept us busy. 

Ivy goes and sits by her mother and feeds her some soup. Her 
mother drinks it, like a child. 

BILL 
Did you hear about the Toomey boy? 

IVY 
No? 

Bill looks at Meg and stops talking. Meg flinches and refuses to 
eat more soup. Then the baby starts to cry and Ivy picks him up. 
Holding the baby, Ivy looks at the letter on the table, then 
comforts the crying child. 

118 EXT. MEG AND BILL'S HOUSE -NIGHT 

From the street, we see two lights go off inside the house. One 
light remains on. 

119 INT. IVY'S BEDROOM- NIGHT 

Ivy lies in her bed reading Frank's letter by candlelight. Grace 
is asleep in the bed next to her and the baby in his cot. 

Ivy finishes the letter, folds it and puts it on a pile of other 
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letters stacked on a small table next to her bed. She blows out 
the candle. 

120 INT. HOLSWORTHY BOXING ACADEMY - MORNING 

Frank is pacing, training Micky and Harold, who has a bandage over 
his nose. The boxers are working out on punching bags. 

FRANK 
One, two, switch! One, two, switch. 

The boxers do a left-handed, then right-handed punch, then jump 
and do a foot change. Frank seems pretty disinterested in their 
progress and is smoking a cigarette. 

FRANK 
(speeding up) 

Faster. One, two, switch. 

As the boxers train, Arnold strides in waving a letter. He's 
grinning. He rushes up to Frank and hugs him. 

ARNOLD 
We did it Frank! We did it! Or, you did 
it. You did it Frank! 

Frank extricates himself from Arnold's embrace. Arnold waves a 
letter in front of Frank, taunting him with it. 

ARNOLD 
You won't believe it! 

FRANK 
Give me that! 

Frank moves fast and grabs the letter from Arnold. He reads it 
quickly and smiles in amazement at Arnold. 

FRANK 
An inquiry? A military inquiry? 

Arnold takes the letter back from Frank and reads it out in his 
best Australian accent. 

ARNOLD 
'Dear Mr Muller, upon receipt of your 
letter the Department of Defence has set 
up a Court of Enquiry to investigate 
events which occurred at Torrens Island 
under the command of Captain Clark.' 

Frank assumes the pose of a boxer and focuses on Arnold. 

FRANK 
So Captain Clark, it's your turn in the 
ring. Let's hear your excuses! Come on! 
Tell the Court! 
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Frank chases Arnold around the room, trying to land a punch. 
Arnold taunts Frank, then ducks and runs. 

ARNOLD 
Lights out! It's bedtime boys! 

FRANK 
Where's your gun now, Captain? Where's 
your bayonet? 

ARNOLD 
Stop that singing! It's out of tune! 

The two boxers stop training and look at Frank and Arnold, 
wondering what's got into them. Frank and Arnold finally stop next 
to the punching bags. Arnold is out of breath. 

ARNOLD 
We've got some work to do if we want to 
get that bastard. We want to deliver 
the ..• 

Arnold can't think of the word so he puts his fists up as if he's 
about to punch. 

FRANK 
The knock-out blow. 

Frank stands up straight and whacks the punching bag as hard as he 
can. The other two boxers are·impressed. 

121 INT. COMMUNITY HALL BROKEN HILL - DAY 

Ivy is sitting with the group of women knitters as if she belongs 
there. The banner - WOMEN FOR THE WAR EFFORT - still hangs on the 
wall behind them. 

They sit in a semi-circle, a table in the middle. On the table are 
piles of socks, scarves and jumpers. 

MAVIS MENZIES 
How's Meg? Any improvement? 

IVY 
No. She's getting worse. She barely 
speaks now. 

MAVIS MENZIES 
It's good you're here for her, Ivy. 

Mavis lowers her voice, assuming an intimate tone. The other women 
all strain to hear. 

MAVIS MENZIES 
And it's good you've finally cut ties 
with that man. I know it hasn't been 
easy. 
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WOMAN TWO 
It was the right thing to do. 

WOMAN THREE 
Better off without him. 

The women all nod in furious agreement. Ivy looks uncomfortable. 

122 EXT. FRANK'S SHACK - DAY 

A crowd of prisoners is standing around outside Frank's shack. 
There's Frank, Mikel, the two Whipped Prisoners, Gus, Alfred and 
Mr Homburg, who's sitting on a crate on the edge of the group, not 
taking part. 

In the middle, sitting on a crate is Arnold, who's taking notes 
and attempting to keep order. 

ARNOLD 
I want a list with the names of any 
prisoner bayoneted on Torrens Island. 
There were dozens. Mikel, do you still 
have the negatives? 

MIKEL THE PHOTOGRAPHER 
Yeah. I can print them up. 

ARNOLD 
Good. And we need to document the 
shootings. Alfred, you were shot weren't 
you? 

ALFRED 
I was. It was Captain Clark, I'm sure of 
it. 

ARNOLD 
Did anyone witness that? 

Everyone talks at once. 

ARNOLD 
One at a time. Gus? 

GUS 
Frank and I were inside our tents. 

FRANK 
We heard him scream. We saw Captain Clark 
there with a gun, but never saw him 
shoot. 

ARNOLD 
(to Alfred) 

Try and find an eye-witness. 

ALFRED 
Ok. 
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Arnold turns to Mr Homburg, who's only half-listening. 

ARNOLD 
Heinrich, I need you to talk about 
international law and the treatment of 
prisoners. But you'll have to speak in 
English. Can you do that? 

Mr Homburg is not paying attention and doesn't reply. 

ARNOLD 
Heinrich! This is important. We need your 
help. 

Mr Homburg suddenly looks alert and addresses the group. 

MR HOMBURG 
(in German) 

The rules for prisoners of war are set in 
Chapter Two, an annexure to the Fourth 
Treaty under the Hague Convention. 

ARNOLD 
There's no point speaking German. They 
won't understand you. 

MR HOMBURG 
(in German) 

The rules were formulated for military 
captives but also apply to civilian 
internees. 

ARNOLD 
(disappointed) 

Thank you Heinrich. 

Frustrated, Arnold puts his head in his hands. 

Frank walks over to Mr Homburg and pats him on the back. 

123 INT. DARKROOM - NIGHT 

In a dimly lit room, we see white paper underwater and indistinct 
black and white images begin to appear. As the images resolve they 
are taken out of the water and pegged up on what looks like a 
miniature clothes line. 

One by one, Mikel shakes the wet photos of the prisoners' injuries 
and hangs them up to dry. 

124 INT. CORRIDOR - DAY 

Frank and Mr Homburg walk slowly along a corridor. Mr Homburg is 
dressed in his formal clothes - his hat and coat tails - and is 
walking slowly with his cane. Frank is holding Mr Homburg's elbow 
and guiding him, trying, but failing, to make him walk faster. 
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INT. COURT ROOM - DAY 

Frank ushers Mr Homburg into the packed courtroom. They look 
around. 

At the front, facing the room, is a table on a raised platform, 
where three judges, in military uniform, preside. The middle judge 
has the sign 'President' in front of him. There's a framed picture 
of King George V on the wall. 

The room is divided into two parts. On one side sit the prisoners, 
about twenty, including Arnold, Mikel, Gus and the two whipped 
prisoners. The prisoners' clothes are worn, but they're all 
scrubbed and combed. 

There's an aisle down the middle and on the other side sit Captain 
Clark, Soldier One and Soldier 2. 

In front of them is the witness stand. 

On the other side, in front of the prisoners, is a bar table. 
Standing behind it, barrister MR PENNY is addressing the court. Mr 
Penny is a scruffy, middle-aged man with glasses and a mountain of 
files in front of him. He's representing the American Embassy. 

Frank bows to the judges, and elbows Mr Homburg to do the same. 
But Mr Homburg is looking around the room, lost. Frank motions to 
Mr Homburg to take his hat off which he does. They go and sit with 
the prisoners. 

PRESIDENT 
Silence everyone. So Mr Penny, you're 
here to represent the American Embassy? 

MR PENNY 
That's right Your Honour. To ensure the 
prisoners' complaints are properly 
addressed. To begin, I'll call Arnold 
Muller. 

Arnold walks to the stand. Mr Penny begins his questions. 

MR PENNY 
Mr Muller, you're the author of this 
letter delivered to the American Embassy? 

ARNOLD 
I am. 

MR PENNY 
Please outline your complaint to the 
court. 

ARNOLD 
Since the war began, thousands of 
innocent men, have been locked up. But 
we've done nothing wrong and yet we can't 
prove it: most of us haven't been charged 
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or brought to trial. We've worked hard 
for this country and been loyal but now 
we've lost everything: our families, our 
jobs, our freedom. 

Arnold is worked up. He turns to the three judges, who are 
unimpressed. 

ARNOLD 
We ask this court to give us a fair 
trial, or release us. 

The President is irritated by this speech. 

PRESIDENT 
I need to set some limits here. This is 
not a hearing into the legalities of 
internment. We're looking at claims of 
mistreatment at Torrens Island under 
Captain Clark. 

MR PENNY 
Yes, your Honour. 

Arnold is disappointed, as are all the prisoners. 

126 INT. COURT ROOM - DAY 

Mr Penny is on his feet, questioning the detainee ALFRED 
SCHNEIDER. 

ALFRED 
It was evening and I was standing outside 
my tent, smoking. I heard Captain Clark 
call 'lights out'. I was just finishing 
my cigarette when I heard the call again, 
then I heard some shots. I felt a 
terrible pain, like my knee had exploded. 

MR PENNY 
What caused this pain? 

ALFRED 
I'd been shot. There was blood 
everywhere. 

MR PENNY 
Who shot you? 

ALFRED 
It was pretty dark but I could see 
Captain Clark standing there with a gun. 

MR PENNY 
And how's your knee now? 



ALFRED 
I have trouble walking, especially when 
it's cold. 

MR PENNY 
Thank you Alfred. 

Mr Penny sits down and Captain Clark stands up to cross-examine 
him. 

CAPTAIN CLARK 
Did you talk to Captain Clark - to me -
the night of the shooting? 

ALFRED 
What do you mean? 

CAPTAIN CLARK 
Did you ask me 'Give me a cigarette, you 
bastard'?' 

ALFRED 
I dunno. Sometimes I'd ask the guards for 
a cigarette. But they never gave me one. 

CAPTAIN CLARK 
When 'Lights Out' was called, did you go 
into your tent, as the rules required? 

ALFRED 
I was finishing my cigarette. 

CAPTAIN CLARK 
Is that a no? 

PRESIDENT 
Mr Schneider, answer the question. 

CAPTAIN CLARK 
So you didn't follow the 'lights out' 
order, did you? 

ALFRED 
I just wanted to finish my cigarette. 

CAPTAIN CLARK 
This was your normal practice, wasn't it 
Alfred? Disobeying orders, insolence 
towards the guards. Day in, day out? 

ALFRED 
So you're not denying you shot ... 

PRESIDENT 
(impatiently) 

Mr Schneider. Answer the question. 
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CAPTAIN CLARK 
That's all. 

Alfred gets up out of the witness chair and limps back to sit with 
the prisoners. He glares at Captain Clark as he walks past him. 

Mr Homburg is frowning. 

127 INT. COURT ROOM - AFTERNOON 

The court room is packed. Mr Homburg is there, but looks as if 
he's not listening. 

Captain Clark is in the witness box. 

MR PENNY 
Captain, you were Commander of Torrens 
Island from January to August 1915? 

CAPTAIN CLARK 
Yes. 

MR PENNY 
And during your time, did you give the 
order to whip these two men? 

Everyone looks at the two whipped prisoners. 

CAPTAIN CLARK 
I did. They'd escaped. I had to show the 
other prisoners there were consequences. 

MR PENNY 
Under what powers did you order the 
whipping? 

CAPTAIN CLARK 
I did what I had to do to keep order. The 
prisoners were out of control. 

MR PENNY 
Would it surprise you to know you 
possessed no such powers to order these 
whippings? 

CAPTAIN CLARK 
I didn't know that. 

MR PENNY 
How many times did your men bayonet the 
internees? 

CAPTAIN CLARK 
(surprised) 

I don't know. Not many. 

MR PENNY 
Let me tell you. I have first-hand 
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accounts here of some 25 men with bayonet 
wounds to their bodies. There are photos 
too. Some of the wounds are serious. Your 
Honours ..• 

Mr Penny hands the list and the photos up to the judges. The 
three judges leaf through the photos and look concerned. 

Frank nods at Arnold, who looks satisfied. 

PRESIDENT 
This is unusual Captain. It seems you 
were using the bayonet as a tool to keep 
order? 

CAPTAIN CLARK 
Well, yes. 

PRESIDENT 
Did your commander approve this use of 
force? 

CAPTAIN CLARK 
No, but how else could I maintain order 
amongst hundreds of angry men? 

PRESIDENT 
This lack of discipline reflects very 
poorly on your command. 

Captain Clark sits down. Frank and Arnold exchange glances. 

MR PENNY 
I call on Heinrich Homburg. 

Frank has to elbow Mr Homburg to get up. He gets up, a little 
dazed, and walks with his cane to the stand. 

MR PENNY 
Heinrich Homburg, attorney and 
international law expert. Before we 
start, please tell the court why you walk 
with a cane. 

Mr Homburg thinks for a moment, then launches into German. 

MR HOMBURG 
I limp as a result of being shot by a 
soldier in Torrens Island. 

Frank and Arnold look disappointed. The judges raise their 
eyebrows and whisper to each other. 

MR PENNY 
(in a louder voice) 

English, Mr Homburg. You must speak in 
English for the court. Please tell the 
court why you walk with a cane. 
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Mr Homburg looks at Mr Penny and the judges, then concentrating, 
launches into a speech in fluent, flawless English. 

MR HOMBURG 
It was mid- Winter and with no firewood 
and few blankets, we were freezing. A 
group of us went to collect some firewood 
outside the perimeter. Firewood no-one 
else was using. It was a minor breach of 
camp rules. The soldiers caught us and 
locked us in a tiny open-air cage with no 
protection from the cold or rain. It 
wasn't fit for pigs. After two long weeks 
there, with no end in sight we were 
desperate. One night, we comforted 
ourselves by singing. Your Honours, that 
was our crime. And to silence us Captain 
Clark, open fired onto us. I was shot for 
singing! And now I can't walk without 
this. 

He holds up his cane and he immediately wobbles. He quickly grips 
the witness stand, regains balance and continues. The judges 
listen carefully. 

MR HOMBURG 
Few laws are able to control the madness 
of war, fewer still protect war's 
prisoners. We are the forgotten ones, the 
ugly understudies in a much bigger drama. 
But I believe our treatment reveals much 
about the country that detains us. The 
law says captors must treat their 
prisoners humanely. But the random acts 
of violence, the constant humiliations 
and the lack of any shred of justice -
all this has made us feel more like 
animals than men. Dankeschern. 

Mr Homburg nods to the judges then leans on his cane and limps 
back to his seat. 

The judges are moved. 

128 INT. COURT ROOM - DAY 

The court room is packed. Captain Clark looks nervous. 

As the three judges file in, everyone stands. Whey they sit, 
everyone sits. The room is silent. 

PRESIDENT 
Having considered all the evidence we 
find that Captain Clark managed Torrens 
Island Camp poorly, failed to maintain 
discipline and repeatedly breached the 
regulations. We have no choice but to 
demote him. 

88 



The prisoners cheer loudly. Frank shakes Arnold's hand and pats Mr 
Homburg on the back. Mr Homburg smiles to himself but remains in 
his own world. 

PRESIDENT 
Silence in the court! 

(addressing Captain Clark) 
You are no longer a Captain. You are 
hereby demoted to the ranks. 

The prisoners cheer again. Captain Clark looks cranky. The judges 
get up and f·ile out. 

129 INT. HOLSWORTHY BOXING ACADEMY - DAY 

Frank walks into the Boxing Academy and sees Harold the Hun 
training on the punching bag. Harold's nose is better. Frank walks 
over, picks up some gloves and puts them on. Harold looks 
surprised. 

HAROLD 
Thought you'd given up? 

FRANK 
Maybe not. 

Alongside Harold, Frank starts training. 

FRANK V/0 
Dear Ivy, A lot has happened here lately. 
I can't reveal much but it's given me 
hope. 

130 EXT. COUNTRYSIDE, BROKEN HILL - DAY 

It's a beautiful Spring day in the outback. Not far from where the 
picnic train was shot at, Little Frank, now around two years old, 
and Grace are playing hide and seek in the rocks and bushes. Bill 
is chasing them. The children are laughing and squealing. 

Nearby, Meg sits on a picnic blanket under an umbrella. There are 
the remains of a picnic on the rug. There's a car parked nearby. 

Leaning on a rock nearby, Ivy watches on. 

FRANK V/0 
And with hope in my heart, I ask you to 
bring our children to see me, their 
father. 

Little Frank sees a beautiful wildflower and is captivated. He 
picks it and proudly waddles over to show it to Grace and Bill. 

LITTLE FRANK 
Look! 

GRACE 
It's a flower granddad! 
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BILL 
That's beautiful. 

FRANK V/0 
I've never met little Frank but not a 
minute passes when I don't wonder what 
he's like, what he's doing. And my 
beautiful Grace, now a sister. Please 
let me see my children. Your loving 
husband, Frank 

Ivy walks up the hill. She passes the rocky outcrop where the 
shootings happened and arrives at the top. She sits down on a rock 
and looks back over the desert. 

In the distance, she sees a small passenger train appear on the 
horizon line, approaching her. It's taking the same route the 
picnic train took on that fateful day. Ivy imagines she hears the 
wild fiddle music that was playing when she and Frank danced 
together on the train. 

131 EXT. ON THE TRAIN - DAY 

In a flashback, Ivy remembers how she and Frank danced on the 
train. Frank twirls Ivy around then pulls her close to him. He 
looks her in the eye and smiles at her. His eyes are soft and full 
of love. 

132 EXT. COUNTRYSIDE, BROKEN HILL - DAY 

Sitting at the top of the hill, looking at the small train chug 
past, Ivy cries. And cries. 

133 INT. CAR - EVENING 

Bill drives back to town. Meg is in the front, silent. 

The children are asleep in the back, little Frank's head on Ivy's 
lap. Ivy is looking out the car window. 

IVY V/0 
Dear Frank, I'm sorry I've been silent 
for so long. The truth is I'm angry with 
you. Perhaps this is unfair? But too much 
has happened and too much has been left 
unsaid. Can we ever return to how we 
were? 

The cars bumps across the rocky desert until it disappears over 
the horizon. 

IVY V/0 
I will bring the children to visit you 
this Christmas. I want them to know their 
father. Until then I am, yours 
faithfully, Ivy. 



EXT. OUTSIDE FRANK'S SHACK - DAY 

A group of men, including Arnold, Mikel, Gus and Alfred are all 
standing in a semi-circle around a small gum tree, with a star on 
the top. They're singing 'Oh Christmas Tree'. 

SUPER: Christmas 1917 

Mr Homburg is sitting outside the shack in his usual chair, 
asleep. A number of the other detainees stand around watching, 
some joining in. 

The men sing in a two part harmony, one English and one German. 

CHOIR 
Oh Christmas Tree Oh Christmas Tree How 
Welcome Are your Branches 

Oh Tannenbaum, Oh Tannenbaum 

Frank comes out of his shack, his hair combed, his worn clothes 
clean. He's wearing his old hat. Frank is smiling but looks 
nervous. The men briefly pause to wish him luck. 

ARNOLD 
Good luck Frank. 

Gus wolf-whistles as Frank walks off. The men continue singing. 

135 EXT. PAVILLION - DAY 

The singing in the distance, Frank arrives at a pavilion with a 
corrugated iron roof. Under the pavilion roof he sees a long table 
with four soldiers sitting behind it. There are families milling 
around the table talking to the soldiers. 

There's been an attempt to make the pavilion feel Christmassy, 
with a home-made Star of David strung up and a small bedraggled 
gum tree with some decorations placed next to the soldiers' table. 

Frank spots Ivy talking to a soldiers while the two children wait 
by her side. They are in their Sunday best. The soldier is 
consulting an official book and checks off her name. 

Standing a little way away, Frank watches them hungrily. Ivy 
hasn't changed much, but Grace, now ten years old, is taller and 
older. Little Frank is about two and half. 

Ivy walks away from the table and sees Frank in the distance. She 
stops. Then Grace spots him and she rushes over, and jumps into 
his arms, nearly knocking him over. 

GRACE 
Daddy! I'm ten now. Look! There's little 
Frank! He doesn't even remember you. 

Ivy walks up slowly holding little Frank by the hand. Frank looks 
at Ivy then crouches down and looks at the little boy at eye 
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level. A tear rolls down his cheek. He grabs him and holds him 
close. 

136 EXT. ENCLOSURE - DAY 

It's a stinking hot day. The picnic area is next to the pavilion. 
It's a dismal, dusty, open field, surrounded by barbed-wire. 
There's no shade. There are a few families sitting on the ground 
on picnic rugs sharing gifts and food. Everyone keeps brushing the 
flies away. Frank uses his hat to shoo the flies away. 

The soldiers from the pavilion pace up and down, keeping a keen 
eye on the families. 

Ivy and Frank and the children are sitting on a picnic rug with 
food that Ivy has prepared. Ivy and Frank sit opposite each other, 
awkward. Grace, oblivious to the tensions, is chatting away to her 
father. 

GRACE 
We got a train all the way to Sydney, and 
stayed in a hotel. I had to sleep with 
Frank and he wriggled all night. 

FRANK 
Why didn't you push him out of bed? 

Grace laughs. 

GRACE 
We got a train to see you too and Frankie 
was just a baby and at the station we saw 
your photo everywhere. On the walls. 

Frank gives Ivy a look, but she doesn't meet his eye. 

FRANK 
How did I look? 

GRACE 
Scary! I'm hot. It's not very nice here. 

They look at the sky, and see clouds rolling in. Frank looks 
around and feels ashamed. 

FRANK 
I'm sorry. But there's a storm coming. It 
might cool us down. 

GRACE 
I love storms. I'm not scared of 
thunder. 

Little Frankie wanders off. 

IVY 
Do you mind looking after him Grace? 
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Alone with Frank, Ivy reaches into her basket and pulls out a box. 
She gives it to Frank. 

IW 
Merry Christmas. 

Frank opens the box. It's a stylish felt hat. He takes it out and 
tries it on. 

Frank moves closer to Ivy, taking her hand. They sit there for a 
moment, getting used to the proximity. 

Frank goes to kiss her, but the hat's brim gets in the way. He 
takes the hat off and goes to kiss her again, but there's a huge 
thunderclap. The children rush back, shouting. 

GRACE 
Thunder! Did you hear it? 

LITTLE FRANK 
Boom! 

IVY 
Grace, do you mind taking little Frank 
over there to the shelter? 

All the families are packing up their picnics and running for 
shelter. As the rain starts to fall, Ivy too jumps up and starts 
packing up. Frank jumps up and grabs her, tries to talk. 

FRANK 
Is it because I escaped? Is that why 
you're angry with me? 

Ivy is silent for a moment. The rain drops fall down her face, 
like tears. It all comes out. 

IVY 
You never wrote to me. Not once. I was so 
worried, so lonely. After I had Frank, I 
took the children to visit you but you'd 
gone. I told you I was coming but you 
didn't wait. You escaped, like a 
criminal. My family was so ashamed. 

FRANK 
I escaped to come and see you and our 
baby. But you weren't there. 

IVY 
Where? Wasn't where? 

FRANK 
Meg and Bill's. I went there. I sent you 
a letter. 

Ivy can barely take in what she's hearing. 
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IVY 
Letter? You went to my parents' house? 

FRANK 
Yes. And they handed me over to the 
police. 

Ivy is shocked. The rain is now drenching Ivy and Frank. Everyone 
else is under the pavilion. 

IVY 
They never told me. 

Frank grabs Ivy and whispers to her. 

FRANK 
Let's not blame each other. 

Ivy is reflecting hard and starting to see things differently. 

IVY 
But I have blamed you. I turned my back 
on you. Maybe I was just following the 
crowd. Maybe I was looking for excuses to 
disown you. 

With this admission, Ivy looks ashamed. 

IVY 
I betrayed you. 

Ivy sobs as Frank takes her to him and hugs her tight. 

IVY 
I'm so sorry. 

Everyone sheltering in the pavilion, including Grace and little 
Frank, watches on. 

137 INT. COMMUNITY HALL BROKEN HILL - DAY 

Ivy is with the Women for the War Effort, and is knitting without 
much enthusiasm. The table in the centre of the knitting circle is 
piled high with gloves, socks and jumpers. 

The women are experts at knitting and chatting at the same time. 

MAVIS MENZIES 
They say it won't be long now. 

WOMAN TWO 
I've heard that before. 

MAVIS MENZIES 
Then we can get back to how things were 
before. 
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WOMAN THREE 
Our young men back! 

WOMAN FOUR 
No more rations! 

WOMAN TWO 
I'm not holding my breath. 

MAVIS MENZIES 
(prying) 

But things will be different for you Ivy, 
won't they? I imagine you'll be reverting 
to your maiden name? 

The women all stop knitting and look at Ivy. Ivy keeps knitting, 
then stops. She stands up abruptly packs up her needles and wool 
into her basket. She addresses the group, calm but furious. 

IW 
I'm not ashamed of my name and I won't be 
changing it, now or ever. If anyone 
should feel shame here, it's you. You sit 
here in judgment of others, of anyone 
who's different, all smug and superior. 
But what do you really know about them? 
And what do you know about my husband 
Frank? 

She picks up her basket and marches out of the room. We hear the 
song. 

The women are for once, lost for words. 

138 EXT. PARADE GROUND - DAY 

All the prisoners are standing in rows. Frank is standing in the 
front row, in between Mr Homburg and Arnold. 

The Camp Commandant speak into a megaphone. 

CAMP COMMANDANT 
It is my pleasure to inform you that 
yesterday our countries signed an 
armistice. The war is over. 

The men go wild. Everyone is hugging each other and cheering 
madly. Mr Homburg hasn't comprehended at all. 

CAMP COMMANDANT 
(smug) 

Great Britain and her allies have 
defeated Germany. 

This news takes some of the shine off the celebrations. But the 
men continue to talk and laugh as they disperse. 
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EXT. FRANK'S SHACK - DAY 

Frank and Arnold are playing cards. Mr Homburg is sitting in his 
usual chair, asleep. Mikel runs up, out of breath and in a panic. 

MIKEL THE PHOTOGRAPHER 
The lists are up! Hurry! 

Mikel dashes off. Frank and Arnold get up and bolt down the dusty 
road. 

140 EXT. MAIL COLLECTION SHACK - DAY 

There's a huge group of men swarming around the shack. Frank and 
Arnold can't see a thing. They push through the crowd of men to 
the front and see a dozen lists with hundreds of names on them, 
all stuck on the noticeboards. 

Each list has the title NOTICE OF DEPORTATION written on top of 
it. The men are all yelling out to each other. 

MAN ONE 
You're here earl! 

C~L 
Home sweet home! 

MAN TWO 
Bastards! 

Frank searches for his name frantically. He looks over and sees 
Arnold scouring the lists. Arnold yells out to him. 

~NOLO 

Heinrich's name's here. 

Frank keeps looking and then finds his own name. He's stunned. 
People push him out of the way. He doesn't resist. Arnold yells 
out to Frank, not noticing that he's gone. 

~NOLO 

(yelling) 
Frank, I'm on it too. 

Arnold pushes through to the back of the crowd and finds Frank 
standing at the back, alone, in shock. 

~NOLO 
You're on it, aren't you? 

Frank nods. 

~NOLO 
We'll fight it. They can't do this. 

141 INT. HOLSWORTHY BOXING ACADEMY - DAY 

Frank is punching the bag while Arnold walks up and down, reading 



out his letter. 

SUPER: July 1919 

ARNOLD 
'Dear Sir, we are informed the Aliens 
Board has rejected our appeal and 
confirmed our deportation next month. On 
behalf of a group of Holsworthy 
internees, I make one final plea to you, 
as Minister of Defence, to reconsider 
this unjust and cruel decision. One 
member of our group, Heinrich Homburg, is 
a 69 year old Australian citizen who is 
fragile in mind and body.' 

FRANK 
Bastards. 

Arnold stops reading and looks at Frank. 

ARNOLD 
How's Heinrich taking it? 

Frank stops boxing. 

FRANK 
He didn't get up today. I had to answer 
for him at the muster. He understands 
what's happening, but he can't seem to 
deal with it. 

Frank is punching his two gloves together nervously. He looks 
tortured. 

ARNOLD 
It's not your fault Frank. 

FRANK 
It is. I was reckless. It was me who 
landed him here in the first place. Me 
and my stupid pride. I thought I could 
fight. I thought I could win. But I was 
only thinking about myself. 

Arnold looks at Frank, pacing up and down, tortured. Arnold speaks 
gently. 

ARNOLD 
You did your best. He would ended up here 
anyway. This is beyond you and I. What 
about Ivy? 

Frank takes off his boxing gloves. 

FRANK 
She's prepared for the worst. 

97 



ARNOLD 
She's not going with you? 

FRANK 
She can't leave her parents. Besides, the 
country's a mess. And you, have you found 
your family? 

ARNOLD 
(flatly) 

No. But I've got friends who'll help me. 

FRANK 
This is our last chance, isn't it? 

Arnold looks at the letter, defeated, but a spark of anger fires 
him up. 

ARNOLD 
It is. It's bound to fail. But I want 
them to know our pain. 

142 EXT. PARADE GROUND - MORNING 

1.41 

A smaller group of prisoners is gathered for the muster. 

CAMP COMMANDER 
Altschwager? 

FRANK 
Here. 

CAMP COMMANDER 
Danzig? 

MIKEL THE PHOTOGRAPHER 
Here. 

CAMP COMMANDER 
Homburg? 

There's no answer. Frank looks at Arnold and shrugs. 

CAMP COMMANDER 
Heinrich Homburg?? Where's Heinrich 
Homburg? 

The Camp Commander turns to two soldiers flanking him. 

CAMP COMMANDANT 
Take Mr Altschwager and confirm Mr 
Homburg's presence. 

Frank and the soldiers walk off in the direction of Frank and Mr 
Homburg's shack. 

98 



EXT. FRANK'S SHACK - DAY 

Leading the way, Frank walks up to the shack and parts the curtain 
which serves as a doorway. 

FRANK 
Heinrich? You must get up. 

In front of his face, Frank sees Mr Homburg's dangling feet. He 
looks up and see Mr Homburg hanging from a roof beam. He looks 
down and sees the bowler hat upside down on the floor. 

Frank groans and runs outside, distraught. 

FRANK 
Heinrich. I'm sorry, I'm sorry, I'm so 
sorry. 

Frank throws himself on the ground, weeping and moaning, like a 
wounded animal. 

The soldiers rush into the shack. 

144 EXT. HOLSWORTHY CAMP - DAY 

A group of prisoners, standing in a semi-circle, sing Schubert's 
Ave Maria. 

Next to them, Frank, Ivy, Grace and little Frank stand in front of 
Mr Homburg's grave. Grace is now around 11 years old and little 
Frank is nearly five. 

Arnold, Mikel and Gus are there too. 

Further behind the group are a number of soldiers with bayonets, 
on duty. They're keeping a low profile but watch everything 
carefully. 

The grave is marked with a simple wooden cross. Engraved on the 
cross are the words: 'Heinrich Homburg, 1850 - 1919, Lawyer and 
Friend'. Frank is holding Mr Homburg's hat. 

Arnold kneels down and places a bunch of wild flowers on the grave 
and touches the cross. Then Frank kneels down. 

FRANK 
Goodbye Heinrich. You sure outwitted them 
this time. You outwitted me too. Thought 
you might like this to keep you company. 

Frank places Mr Homburg's hat next to the flowers. 

The procession leaves the grave and walks up a dusty road. Frank 
and Ivy and the children walk holding hands. 

The choir walks behind them, still singing. 

145 EXT. ENTRANCE TO HOLSWORTHY DETENTION CENTRE - DAY 

99 



The procession arrives at the main entrance gate of the Detention 
Centre. There are more soldiers there, guarding about 15 other 
prisoners who wait in line with their bags. Three horse-driven 
carriages line up on the road. 

One soldier approaches Frank. 

SOLDIER 
It's time. 

Frank nods. 

The prisoners pick up their bags and get into the carriages. 

Arnold and Mikel shake Ivy's hand, give the children a kiss and 
start to collect their belongings. 

Frank turns to Ivy and the children. Frank hugs both the children 
hard, crouches down and speaks to them both. 

FRANK 
I'll be back. As soon as I can. I'll 
always be thinking about you. I'll always 
love you. 

The children are subdued. Grace cries quietly. 

Frank turns to Ivy who is now crying and they hug. Ivy is 
distraught. Frank looks at Ivy. 

FRANK 
I'll be back Ivy. I promise. 

IVY 
I'll wait for you. 

Ivy and Frank hug for a long time. Frank hugs the children again 
then picks up his bags. He and Arnold get into the last carriage. 

One by one, the carriages leave. 

Frank leans out of his window and waves at them. Little Frank lets 
go of Ivy's hand and runs after the carriage, chasing it down the 
road. 

LITTLE FRANK 
Daddy! Daddy! 

Grace and Ivy watch on as the carriages, and little Frank, get 
smaller and smaller. 

SUPERS: 

FADE TO BLACK 

After the war, the Government prohibited 
any 'enemy aliens' from entering 
Australia. 
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In 1925, it relaxed this law and allowed 
Germans to travel to Australia. 

146 EXT. RETURNED SOLDIERS HOSPITAL - AFTERNOON 

Ivy, wearing her nurse uniform, walks out of the hospital. It's 
the same hospital she worked in under Matron Parley. 

SUPER: 1925 

As she leaves, she takes off her nurse's habit and shakes out her 
hair in relief. 

Ivy is now in her late 30s. 

147 EXT. IVY'S HOUSE - AFTERNOON 

Ivy arrives at a small weatherboard house. She walks through a 
gate and up the path. She sees little Frank - now ten years old -
peering through the window at her. She waves at him. He disappears 
from the window, without waving. 

Little Frank is now at the front door, opening it for his mother. 
He looks excited. He takes her hand and leads her inside. 

148 INT. IVY'S KITCHEN -AFTERNOON 

Little Frank leads Ivy into a kitchen where a man is sitting at 
the kitchen table, a familiar hat placed there. Grace, now a young 
woman, is pouring tea. 

The man gets up as soon as they walk in and looks at Ivy. He looks 
older, but it's unmistakably Frank. 

Frank takes Ivy's hand. They smile at each other. 

FADE TO BLACK: 

Under the end supers and credits we see some of the hundreds of 
official black and white mugshots of Australia's 'enemy aliens'. 
Each man holds a registration number. 

SUPERS: 

Between 1914 - 1920, Australia interned 
around 7 000 'enemy aliens', 700 of them 
citizens. 

At war's end, Australia deported over 
four thousand men to their country of 
origin, many involuntarily. 

This film is based on true stories but 
the characters are fictional. 

THE END 
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Master of Creative Arts (Research) Exegesis 

Enemy Alien 

Lisa McGregor 

 

Enemy Alien – an investigation into the balance between ‘hard facts’ and ‘soft 

fiction’ in the construction of historical fiction in cinema. 

My creative project is a screenplay inspired by a diary I happened upon in Sydney’s 

Mitchell Library. The diary was written by a German Australian - Franz Werner Von 

Bungardy – an Australian resident who was detained in Australia during World War 

One because he was of German birth and therefore an ‘enemy alien’ under 

Australian law. His detailed, angry and deeply personal account of his five year 

imprisonment sheds much light on a little known chapter in Australian history. i 

Bungardy was born in Germany, but he had lived in Australia for ten years when the 

war broke out. At the time of his arrest, he was married to an Australian woman 

with whom he had two Australian-born children. He was detained from early 1915 

until his forcible deportation in 1920, two years after the war ended. His diaries tell 

the story of his experience in two detention centres in Australia during and beyond 

the war. The hardships and humiliations he endured in detention are typical of the 

experience of many German-Australian internees during World War One. Bungardy 

insists throughout his diary that the government’s case for their detention is unfair: 

‘A man, if proved to be disloyal, is a menace to the Country and ought to be 

interned, but a Man solely of enemy Birth after swearing not to lift a weapon, 

either for or against the country…ought to be permitted to enjoy his 

freedom…”ii  

 



 

 

2 

What makes the diaries compelling is their passion. Bungardy was a committed 

unionist, a political thinker and a camp activist, and it was perhaps these convictions 

which drove him to recount the story of the injustices suffered by himself and his 

community. While Bungardy’s strong political views make him, at times, an 

unreliable narrator, they also give the diaries a distinctive voice and energy. 

As well as describing the injustices he suffered personally, Bungardy writes about the 

broader story of the German-Australian community in World War One: how many, 

like him, were detained for years without being charged or tried, how they were 

ostracised from the broader community and pushed out of their jobs. He also 

describes how, at war’s end, the majority of those who had been interned, including 

Bungardy, were deported, many forcibly. As historian Michael McKernan says, ‘The 

German-Australians became the scapegoats for Australia’s fanatical, innocent 

embrace of war.’(1984, p.177)  

By war’s end, Australia’s German communities had been irreparably damaged, some 

argue permanently destroyed, by their experiences. A number of historians have 

written about this subject, but the story is not well known outside academia. Most 

Australians know about our role in the allied invasion of Turkey, which included the 

Battle of Gallipoli, but few know the story of what happened on the homefront to 

our then largest migrant group. I will argue that this is a story worth more scrutiny 

and one worth telling a broad audience. 

Bungardy’s diaries cover his five years in detention, 1915 - 1920. My creative project 

is to write a screenplay that dramatises a particular series of events in the diary, 

some of which I have changed for the purposes of the screenplay. The main plot in  

my screenplay centres on my main character Frank, and his experiences in the 

Torrens Island Concentration Camp (as it was called). One of the key events in both 

the diaries and the screenplay is a brutal crackdown by the guards on the detainees 

in Torrens Island. The prisoners decide to collect evidence to prove their captors’ 

treatment is both inhumane and illegal. Frank then escapes detention with 

photographic and written evidence of this brutality and heads to Sydney to alert the 

American Embassy, at that stage a neutral party in the war. Frank is later recaptured 
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and sent to the biggest detention camp at Holsworthy in Liverpool, Sydney. In my 

screenplay Frank’s actions trigger a military enquiry into the Commander of Torrens 

Island. In reality, the historical records are not clear about whether Franz Bungardy 

ever did deliver his ‘evidence’ and if he did, what consequences flowed from that. 

In the real story, the Camp Commander of Torrens Island was Captain Hawkes. 

Appointed in January 1915, his tough leadership style led to a deterioration of 

relations between guards and detainees. In an effort to maintain control, Captain 

Hawkes and the guards used (what would later be found to be) illegal disciplinary 

measures including the flogging of internees, excessive handcuffing and the random 

bayoneting and shooting of prisoners.iii 

When the upper echelons of the Australian Military heard about events in Torrens 

Island they held a military inquiry which took place in 1916. Many detainees gave 

evidence. A transcript of this inquiry exists today but there is no evidence which 

points to Bungardy as being the person who triggered the inquiry.iv The inquiry 

found against Captain Hawkes, who was stripped of his rank and demoted. 

Bungardy begins his diaries with the declaration: ‘I wish to state hereby, that 

everything are facts wich (sic) happened previous and during my internment.’v But 

despite this avowal, the diaries are only one man’s version of events and there are a 

number of reasons not to take them as the whole truth. It appears Bungardy didn’t 

write his diary contemporaneously. I believe he wrote about the events at Torrens 

Island later – probably from the Holsworthy Camp. The diaries are written in the past 

tense. They are not dated. Also, Bungardy does not mention carrying the diaries with 

him when he escapes from Torrens Island and given he was a fugitive, he would 

probably have mentioned if he had been carrying them. There are other sources to 

back up some of the key events on which I base my screenplay, such as the transcript 

of the military inquiryvi. Bungardy’s diaries become just one source for piecing 

together what happened. 

Bungardy and the other detainees did receive a small token of British justice with the 

demotion of Camp Commander Captain Hawkes. But the detainees lost the bigger 

battle for justice and freedom. At the end of the war, many did not regain their 
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position as citizens and residents of Australia. Their reputations were not restored. 

Their names were not cleared. Instead, the Australian government deported most of 

the detainees to Germany, whether they wanted to go or not. Bungardy was among 

the deportees. My screenplay is a quest-for-justice story, an exposé of a little known 

chapter in our history. But unlike most quest-for-justice stories, it doesn’t have a 

happy ending. Instead of justice prevailing, justice, in the main, is denied. The ending 

in the real story, and my fictional one, is an unhappy one.vii 

 

Fact v Fiction 

My screenplay is a creative mix of fact and fiction. It is inspired by, and based on, 

real events and real people, but there are large gaps in the historical record which I 

have filled with my own imagination. At the heart of the screenplay is the story of 

the fortunes of one family whose lives are affected and  forever changed by the war. 

This family, their experiences and emotional journeys are  fictional.  

While my central character is loosely based on the real figure of  the diary-writing 

Bungardy, I have had to  reshape, and reinvent him to make him a leading man. The 

real Bungardy, as he comes across in his diaries, is a feisty and compassionate 

working class man, steeped in class politics and driven by a sense of injustice. He’s 

also impulsive, hot-headed, a little thuggish and not entirely honest. In terms of his 

attitudes towards women, he’s a man of his time. I have tried to keep the fictional 

Frank true to the spirit of the original Bungardy, because he has the makings of an 

classic screen hero: he’s flawed, complex, a ‘doer’ and, I believe, a force for good. 

But I have also had to soften edges of the real man to make him more palatable to a 

21st century audience. As well, to make him more central to the action, I have made 

him do things he may not have done and go to places he may not have been.  

To mark this as a piece of creative writing, as distinct from a true story, I have given 

my main character a new name. The real Franz Werner von Bungardy is now Frank 

Altschwager. I have kept the name Frank because it so aptly describes one of his 

most endearing personality traits – he is Frank by name and nature. I have invented 
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the character of his wife. In the diaries, Bungardy’s wife, and their relationship, 

barely features, leaving me  space to invent. Most of the other characters in the 

screenplay are fictional, but some, such as the Boundary Rider, Mikel the camp 

photographer (based on the real photographer Paul Dubotsky), the soldier, Edward 

Miller, and Captain Clark (based on the real figure of Captain Hawkes), are inspired 

by real people who appear in the diaries.   

In the process of writing the screenplay, I have engaged in a continuous process of 

decision-making about which elements I feel able to invent and which elements 

must remain faithful to the historical record. It is this interplay between fact and 

fiction that I will explore here: to what extent can I invent parts of my screenplay and 

still call it history? When does a creative work set in the past cease being history and 

start being fiction? 

 Questions about the line between fact and fiction have come into sharp focus in 

recent years because of the explosion of interest in popular history, in particular 

historical fiction. Popular history takes any number of forms, from historical novels 

and film dramas to  docudramas, reality TV series and computer games. In Australia, 

historical fiction has become one of the major ways in which Australians consume 

history. Defining our past is less and less the domain of professional historians. 

Inevitably, this new history has an enormous influence on shaping public 

understanding of the past.  

Some historians feel threatened by historical fiction and the ambitions of fiction 

writers. One of Australia’s most respected historians, Inga Clendinnen, claims 

‘novelists have been doing their best to bump historians off the track. It seems that 

they have decided it is for them to write the history of this country…’(Clendinnen 

2006, p16) In recent debates in Australia about the nature and purpose of history, a 

number of historians have defined their work and methods in opposition to the work 

of novelists and filmmakers working with history. One historian even blamed the rise 

of historical fiction for the decrease in ‘critical history in the public domain’. 

(McKenna 2005, p4) As a result of this debate, some academics argue there has been 

a narrowing of the definition and form of history (Neumann 2008).  
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Whether I label my screenplay a ‘true story’ or not, by dramatising historical events 

and mixing them with fictional ones, I have waded into murky waters. I am aware 

that making even small changes to well documented events or depicting  the details 

of controversial episodes about which little is known, is a risky business. I know the 

integrity of my screenplay - should it see the light of day - could be attacked for 

changing history, inventing it or misrepresenting it. After all, I have had to make 

assumptions and take sides. I have had to change the details of real events. Can I 

escape these judgments by applying the label of fiction? And can I have it both 

ways?  Can a work be part history and part fiction? 

The Research 

The screenplay is set against the backdrop of Australia at war and tells the story of 

certain events described in some detail in Bungardy’s diaries, and documented in 

other historical sources. Through telling the story of my main character’s arrest and 

internment, I will also tell some of the story of the internment of many in the 

German-Australian community.  

To understand the times, I have read primary and secondary sources about the 

events depicted in the diaries and the broader era. I have also read more broadly 

about the history of the German-Australian community. I argue that this research is 

significant in the context of Australian history, as I believe Bungardy’s diaries reveal 

new details about the experiences of detainees in Torrens Island. They give a 

comprehensive insider’s account of a number of incidents which led to the 

detainees’ making complaints against their captors. These complaints led to a 

military inquiry, which in turn led to the demotion of Captain Hawkes. 

I also think the diaries’ detailed descriptions of camp life provide new information 

and insights about the workings of the Torrens Island Camp – which was shut down 

amidst controversy after just 10 months of operation – and about the Holsworthy 

Camp outside Sydney. This is significant because information about life in these 

detention camps was tightly controlled. During the war, strict censorship laws 

prohibited publishing information about the internal workings of the camps. The 

wartime public knew next to nothing about what went on there. This changed little 
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after the war. In the immediate aftermath, censorship eased only slightly so limited 

official information was released.  

After the war German-Australians themselves were not keen to talk about their 

experiences during the war and most of those who had been interned were 

deported so they were not around to tell their stories.viii A few German-Australians 

did write memoirs after the war, but most kept a low profile. They did not, as a rule, 

tell their story publicly. Their culture and identity had become a source of shame. As 

academic Gerhard Fischer notes, ‘Now that the war was over they would not risk 

new trouble. They would assimilate and cease being German.’(1989, p310)   

One account published just after the war by a former Australian camp guard, 

complete with photographs, illustrates commonly-held attitudes in the broader 

community towards the detention centres and policies. In his account published two 

years after the war ended, Lieut. Edmond Samuels gives the Australian camps a 

glowing review: 

‘…it is intended that a comparison will be made […] between these 

conditions and those our Allies had to suffer when similarly placed in enemy 

concentration camps [...] I feel confident that it is an immemorable credit to 

our race to know that we are so instilled with human feelings and ‘kindness 

not to pursue the brutal example shown by our enemies.’ (Samuels 1920, 

p48) 

In the  ‘Official History of Australia in the War 1914 – 1918’ (Bean 1921 – 1943)  

whose 12 volumes were published between 1921 and 1943, there is one chapter on 

the subject of the treatment of the German-Australians. In this chapter, ‘The Enemy 

Within the Gates’, author Ernest Scott gives a relatively balanced account of the 

treatment of ‘enemy aliens’ during the war, but heavily preferences Government 

policies and official statements over the voices and concerns of German-Australians 

and his account does not question the need for the policies (Scott 1941).  

In his ‘History of Australia’, historian Manning Clark writes briefly on the subject and 

concludes that ‘…by the absence of any concerted opposition, Australia gained the 
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unenviable reputation of being the most savagely anti-German of all the English-

speaking members of the British Empire.’ (Clark 1981, p412) 

Recent academic work on Australia’s treatment of ‘enemy aliens’ during WW1 has 

been more critical of government policies and given greater weight to the voices of 

the German-Australians themselves. Much of this work was done during the 1970s 

and 1980s. The most in–depth research on this subject is by academic Gerhard 

Fischer (Fischer 1989) and historian Ian Harmstorf (Harmstorf 1994, Harmstorf & 

Cigler 1985). But Franz Bungardy’s diaries only came to light in 1992, a few years 

after these works were published. They were discovered with a group of other 

documents in Sydney’s Mitchell Library. Since this relatively recent discovery, as far 

as I’m aware, there have been no serious academic study or analysis of the diaries.  

The relatively recent discovery of the Bungardy diaries is all the more significant 

because the story of events at Torrens Island has been ‘lost and found’ over the 

years. Censorship meant there was no contemporaneous public reporting of events. 

When it eased after the war, a 1919 newspaper article detailed some of the more 

controversial events at Torrens Island in sensationalist terms, including that ‘things 

are said to have gone from bad to worse’ after Captain Hawkes was put in charge 

and that  ‘…every time the Central Powers had a military success, the treatment of 

the internees became temporarily worse.’ix But the newspaper was limited in what it 

could report, saying ‘Even now, although the censorship has been somewhat 

relaxed, the War Precautions Act is still in force, so the full story cannot yet be told.’ 
x Much later, in 1979, another Adelaide paper, The Sunday Mail, reported that ‘…the 

chance discovery of old documents…has revealed the shocking truth about Torrens 

Island.’xi 

These 1919 newspaper articles were unearthed in the 1970s as part of a larger 

collection of papers which belonged to the German-Australian community. The 

collection, in South Australia’s Barr-Smith Library, includes copies of detainees’ 

letters, clippings of newspaper articles and some official documents.xii 

In reviewing this box of papers in 1979,  a journalist makes the dramatic claim that 

the official documentation of events at Torrens Island had been destroyed: 
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‘…until the discovery of these papers in the Barr-Smith Library officialdom 

had almost managed to expunge this chapter from our history. At the end of 

the war all the material was called in by the military authorities in 

Melbourne.’ xiii 

The article ends with a quote from an Army source saying ‘We weren’t stupid – we 

burnt all that’.xiv 

Ten years later, in his book about the treatment of ‘enemy aliens’ during WW1, 

Gerhard Fischer says The Sunday Mail got it wrong.(1989, p361) He says documents 

about Torrens Island did exist in the official government archives and he pieces 

together an account of some of the events I dramatise in my screenplay based on 

these documents. But when Gerhard Fischer published his book in 1989, the 

existence of the Bungardy diaries and other papers belonging to detainees was not 

known. In his ongoing work on this subject, Dr Ian Harmstorf notes the significance 

of the Bungardy diaires, describing them as ‘the most interesting discovery’ in this 

new cache of documents. xv Harmstorf, however, does not study them in detail.  

I believe the Bungardy diaries and the treatment of German-Australians during the 

war are also significant in a national historical context. The story touches on many 

important and recurring historical themes of the 20th century – nationalism, 

imperialism, trade unionism, racism, multiculturalism, democracy and the rule of 

law. Despite this, the fate of  ‘enemy aliens’ during WW1 does not figure high in our 

national consciousness and has made only fleeting appearances in popular culture. It 

remains a proverbial footnote to our national story. 

In contrast to this, an interesting parallel is another story of national importance 

which was unfolding at  the same time as the key events in my screenplay - the story 

of Gallipoli. The Anzacs were landing in the Dardanelles while inmates in Torrens 

Island detention camp were clashing with guards at the bottom of Australia. As 

Gerhard Fischer explains, only one of these stories captured popular imagination: 

“…the story of a home front war waged against the German Australian 

community has been overshadowed by the monolithic Anzac narrative and 
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the web of myths and legends that have been constructed around it.’ (2012, 

p222) 

These myths and legends surrounding the Gallipoli Anzacs grew out of pre-existing 

ideas about Australian identity, ideas that were developing at the turn of the 

century. Film historian Ina Bertrand says that around the time of Federation, 

Australians had begun to define themselves as different to the British:  

‘This difference was defined in terms of egalitarianism and independence, 

embodied in opposition to elites (whether social or intellectual) and to 

overbearing authority, and represented by the physical image and the 

mateship ethic of the bushman, the digger and later the surf life-saver.’ 

(Bertrand 1984, p.180) 

This image of the independent, tough but big-hearted Australian, or ‘Digger’, was 

perpetuated in the writings of Australia’s official WW1 historian, CW Bean. Bean’s 

writing laid the foundation for much of our contemporary thinking about the Anzacs 

and national identity.  

 ‘In no unreal sense it was on the 25th of April, 1915, that the consciousness of 

Australian nationhood was born. Anzac Day – a national celebration held on 

the anniversary of the Landing – is devoted to the memory of those who fell 

in the war.’ (Bean 1924, p910) 

Over the past 100 years, the Gallipoli story and the image of the Anzacs as innocent 

and courageous has developed almost mythical status in our popular consciousness. 

Today our leaders are fond of claiming that the Anzacs in Gallipoli embodied 

quintessential Australian values: mateship, egalitarianism and selflessness. As then 

Prime Minister John Howard put it in a 2005 speech, the Anzacs  ‘…bequeathed 

Australia a lasting sense of national identity. They sharpened our democratic temper 

and our questioning eye towards authority’. And, continued the Prime Minister, the 

Anzac spirit ‘…lives on through a nation’s easy familiarity, through Australians 

looking out for each other, through courage and compassion in the face of 

adversity.’ xvi 
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Without denying the bravery of the Anzacs or the potency of the Gallipoli legend, I 

hope to do as philosopher Walter Benjamin urges - to review the past: “In every 

epoch  the attempt must be made to deliver tradition anew from the conformism 

which is on the point of overwhelming it.”xvii To delve into the story of the German-

Australians is to remind ourselves of darker, murkier elements in our national 

character. As we celebrate and commemorate the centenary of WW1, I hope we 

remember this overlooked story. It’s a vital piece in the puzzle of our national 

identity, adding an important dimension to a crucial moment in history, a moment 

many see as the birth of the modern Australian nation. 

 

IS IT HISTORY? 

 

There’s been much recent debate in Australia about the status of historical fiction 

and whether it can claim to be history. These debates have occurred against the 

backdrop of ‘the history wars’, a term used to describe fierce arguments between 

liberal and right-wing historians over how to tell the national story. But in truth the 

tension between history as fact and history as fiction, between history as an 

empirical discipline and history as story-telling, has existed since the earliest days of 

the western historical tradition . 

 

Australian historians Ann Curthoys and John Docker chart the relationship between 

history and fiction in their book ‘Is History Fiction?’(2010). They point out that the 

two foundational figures of the western historical tradition – Herodotus and 

Thucydides – established ‘the very doubleness of history’ which ‘in the space 

between history as rigorous scrutiny and history as part of the world of literary 

forms – gives it ample room for uncertainty, disagreement and creativity.’(2010, 

p11) 

 

Over the centuries, history flourished in literary form, a mixture of fact and story.  

‘History was a genre which anyone could practice’, says academic William Guynn: 

‘..there was no significant separation between writer and reader, the reader being ‘a 
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lesser writer’ who could also dabble in the art.’(Guynn, 2006 p16) In the 19th 

century, however, the disciplines of literature and history separated, with history 

becoming more closely aligned with the natural sciences than the arts. As a separate 

discipline, it developed its own rigid codes of academic practice. This new so-called 

‘objective’ approach to history was pioneered by German historian Leopold Von 

Ranke, who advocates that ‘A strict presentation of the facts, contingent and 

unattractive as that may be, is the highest law.’(Curthoys & Docker 2010, p56) 

 

This approach always had its critics xviii but possibly its biggest challenge came from 

post-modernist thinking in the second half of the 20th century. Post-modernism 

questioned the validity of the single perspective, the idea that facts could speak for 

themselves and the author was absent or invisible in the text. It questioned the idea 

that truth could always be established with certainty and finality. The post-modern 

approach favours multiple viewpoints, acknowledgement of point of view (of the 

historian, the source material and the subject), and experimentation with form.  

Curthoys and Docker argue the influence of post-modernism meant a return to a: 

‘...delight in storytelling, of stories which at the same time offered competing 

and conflicting interpretations and explanations. The 1980s and 1990s would 

become a kind of Herodotean period of extended thinking about history as 

literary form; and of historians engaging in literary experimentation in 

imaginative and innovative ways.” (2010, p201)   

The outbreak of the history wars in the 1990s put a dampener on this free-wheeling 

‘Herodotean’ approach. Australian historian Stuart Macintyre describes these wars 

as ‘an argument for control of the past as a political resource’.(MacIntyre, 2003)  

Typically, the ‘wars’ involved right-wing historians attacking liberal historians for 

being loose with their facts and for their ‘negative’ interpretation of their country’s 

national story. In response to these attacks, liberal historians argued the ‘truth’ 

defence. They emphasised the rigour of their methods, the soundness of their 

sources and the strict codes within which they operate as proof their stories were 

factual and true, and not driven by pre-conceived political positions. But some 
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cultural theorists fear that in relying solely on truth as the key criteria for judging 

quality history, liberal historians have paid a high price, in that they are using a 

playing field defined by the right-wing critics. Academic Klaus Neumann claims that 

as a result of these bitter debates, ‘in Australia most historians no longer seem 

interested in engaging with those who challenge their discipline’s conventions’. 

(Neumann 2008, p31) Curthoys and Docker agree: 

 

‘…the atmosphere of formal experimentation and the emphasis on the 

instability of historical knowledge of a decade or more ago seems to have 

subsided. Historians’ wars have an intimidating effect on experimentation 

with literary form, and there have been few formal innovations in the new 

millennium.’ (2010, p233) 

This more cautious attitude amongst historians about how they define their craft 

was illustrated in a debate in Australia a decade ago around the status of historical 

fiction. The debate was unleashed when novelist Kate Grenville, while promoting her 

colonial-era novel ‘The Secret River’ (Grenville 2005), made some bold claims about 

fiction writers’ credentials for telling history. In so doing she raised the ire of many 

historians.  

Grenville made the offending remarks during a radio interview in response to a 

question about how she saw herself in relation to the history wars. She answered 

that historians had: 

‘got themselves into these polarised positions […] but a novelist can stand up 

on a step- ladder and look down at this, outside the fray, and say there is 

another way to understand it […] The historians are doing their thing, but let 

me as a novelist come to it in a different way, which is the way of empathising 

and imaginative understanding of those difficult events.’ (Grenville 2005) 

 

What followed was a robust debate about the respective roles of these two 

disciplines. Some historians felt Kate Grenville had overstated the novelist’s power 

and underestimated historians’ creative talents. Historian Mark McKenna said:  
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‘Grenville’s elevation of fiction to a position of interpretive power over and 

above that of history is a demonstration […] of the way in which the history 

wars have served only to turn readers away from history. At times she even 

sounds like one of the history warriors herself, demanding that the nation 

come to grips with her rendering of frontier history.’ (McKenna 2005) 

 Grenville’s chief antagonist, historian Inga Clendinnen, asserted that it wasn’t a line 

between the two disciplines but a ‘ravine’ and that the distinction mattered, because 

of the importance of not confusing ‘the primarily aesthetic purpose of fiction and the 

primarily moral purpose of history’. (2006, p34). According to Clendinnen:  

‘Some readers might think that my “ravine” – the gulf between writing 

imaginative fiction and writing evidence-bound history – is no more than a 

dent in the topsoil, or possibly only a line scratched in sand by historians 

desperate to defend their territory. But readers clearly do care about the 

truth-status of what they are reading.’ (2006, p34) 

In summary, Clendinnen says that good novelists ‘widen our sense of what humans 

might be capable. Historians are concerned with what men and women have 

actually done.’(2006, p31) And yet despite these differences, Clendinnen did 

acknowledge the connection between the two disciplines. In talking about 

historians’ method, she could be talking about a novelist or a filmmaker at work: 

‘The most assured historians reveal their moral vision in everything they do: 

through tone, the sequencing of topics, the interspersion of comment, the 

selection of particular moments for deeper inquiry.’ (Clendinnen 2006, p55) 

Clendinnen also concedes that while she sets high standards for these novelists who 

‘claim to illuminate the past’, she says that ‘those standards are sometimes met’. 

(2007, p77) She cites one novel as an example.xix Clendinnen’s ‘ravine’ between 

history and fiction suddenly seems to have a solid bridge over it.  
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As Curthoys and Docker remind us:  

‘History cannot escape literature because it cannot escape itself; history 

presents the results of its enquiries, its research, as narrative, and so 

necessarily enters into and partakes of the world of literary forms.’(2010, p1) 

 

Historical Films 

 

While this debate has been about the differences between history and literary 

fiction, much of it could apply to the historical film, as literary fiction and dramatic 

feature films share many conventions. Like academic history, they are both 

narratives, or dramas. They try to tell a story by connecting a series of events with a 

through line, a storyline or plot. They focus on characters/actors to illustrate points 

of view or particular themes, and place these characters at the centre of the 

particular historical drama. At the end the authors try and resolve or answer some of 

the questions posed at the beginning. Where there are gaps in the story, they often 

fill these with their own imaginations. 

 

But how do these films sit in relation to orthodox history? Robert Rosenstone, a 

pioneer of the study of historical films, says this relationship remains an open 

question. Rosenstone freely admits that almost every part of an historical film is an 

invention, from the way it compresses time and condenses long and complex events 

into short timeframes, from the dialogue and the characterisations, which are 

necessarily invented:  

 

‘…films are not mirrors that show some vanished reality, but constructions, 

works whose rules of engagement with the traces of the past are necessarily 

different from those of written history. How can they be the same, since it is 

precisely the task of film to add movement, colour, sound and drama to the 

past?’(Rosenstone 2006, p37)  
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The question of the relationship between history and film is the subject of ongoing 

academic debate. As academic William Guynn explains, most historians resist the 

idea that film can ever be seen as serious history. Guynn sums up just some of the 

concerns of what he calls the ‘skeptical majority’(Guynn 2006, p15): 

 

“Historical films typically gives us an unstoppable sequence of narrative 

assertions that do not allow the spectator to pause for historical reflection. 

Gone is the complexity of historical events that historians strive to render; 

gone also is the critical apparatus that places the historians’ narrative in the 

context of other historians accounts and substantiates it by reference to 

factual evidence.’(2006, p10 – 11) 

 

Even those who defend the idea that history films might hold some legitimacy as 

history, such as Rosenstone and Guynn, make a clear distinction between what they 

label mere ‘costume dramas’ and serious films: 

 

‘Such genre films have little pretence to authenticity. They are masquerades 

that disguise the trends and preoccupations of the day through ‘historical’ 

mise en scène and reproduce the melodramatic plot structures of the fiction 

film in  the guise of historical necessity.’(Guynn, 2006 p2) 

 

In contrast to the profound concerns of historians is the pragmatic advice of film 

industry workers. Screenwriting author and teacher Robert McKee is unabashed in 

his advice to screenwriters who wish to tackle history: 

 

“ The treasure chest of history, however, is sealed with a warning: what is 

part must be present. A screenwriter…must find an audience today. 

Therefore the best use of history, and the only legitimate excuse to set a film 

in the past and thereby add untold millions to the budget is anachronism – is 

to use the past as a clear glass through which you show us the present.’ 

(1999, p83) 
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Despite the polarised positions, Rosenstone argues that ‘to accept film makers as 

historians…is to accept a new sort of history’(2006, p159) The key difference 

between the two genres, he argues, boils down to the difference between words 

and images. Guynn asks ‘Is it possible to conceive  of audiovisual history as a parallel 

and equally valid mode of historical representation?’(2006, p11) Rosenstone thinks 

the answer is yes, that history films must be judged by different rules. ‘Film changes 

the rules of the historical game, insisting on its own sort of truths, truths which arise 

from a visual and aural realm that is difficult to capture adequately in words.’ 

(Rosenstone 1995, p159)  

 

While academics are still struggling to agree on the words that categorise and 

describe history films, they agree that it’s vital to understand more about the 

relationship between films and our past because films are one of the main ways that 

ordinary people engage with, and experience, history. It is perhaps this power that 

traditional historians fear. As French screenwriter Jean-Claude Carrière  says, ‘…film 

enters history through all doors. It remakes history, it helps recount the past, it 

becomes history itself.’(1994, p144). Films are also a powerful means of constructing 

historical memory. Academic Leen Engelen argues: 

‘Historical films shape our historical consciousness and thus become part of 

our cultural memory of past events. Impossible (for the younger generation 

at least) to think of the Normandy landings without thinking of fuzzy images, 

the handheld camera close to the ground, the muted sound of Saving Private 

Ryan or of the neat black and white images of The Longest Day.’ (2007, 

p.561)  

Australian academic Ina Bertrand says the power of film to shape national memory 

and so identity is particularly important in a young nation like Australia: 

‘This looking backward, then, is more than mere nostalgia it is the 

construction of communal memory […] In this formative process, film and 

history constantly work to reinforce each other: a film's specific location in 

time and space provides validation of already existing popular national 
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stereotypes, and the comfortably familiar icons and symbols in a film provide 

validation of the form in which the historical events have been depicted.’ 

(Bertrand 1984, p181)   

In trying to explore the relationship between film and history, Rosenstone tries to 

avoid fitting history films into the framework and the rules of traditional history. 

Rather, his approach is to take films on their own terms. His approach is to start with 

the films themselves and try and understand how they engage with historical 

debates. For him, the crucial factor is whether the film attempts to answer 

important and enduring questions about a particular topic of history. To assess the 

film’s contribution, he argues, you need to look ‘…at the level of argument and 

metaphor, particularly as these engage the larger discourse of history.’(Rosenstone 

2006, p39) In other words, at least one of the keys to understanding the value of the 

historical film is to look at the intentions and methods of the filmmakers. 

 

MY INTENTIONS AND METHODS 

Italian philosopher Benedetto Croce said ‘only an interest in the life of the present 

can move one to investigate past fact.’(Curthoys & Docker 2010, p 92) What we do 

remember tells us not only about the past but also about our present because, as 

Canadian author Margaret Atwood observes, the past only reveals itself when 

someone in the present is listening:  

‘What does the past tell us? In and of itself, it tells us nothing. We have to be 

listening first, before it says a word, and even then, listening means telling, 

and retelling. It’s we ourselves who must do the telling about the past, if 

anything is to be said about it.’(Atwood 1998, p1515)  

When I first came across the Bungardy diaries in mid 2000s, the world was caught up 

in the ‘war on terror’ in the aftermath of 9/11. Some of the questions being grappled 

with included: what are the restrictions on executive power when a state is 

defending itself in a ‘war’? How do you maintain the rule of law and justice at such a 

time? How do you deal with ‘the Other’ at home when you are at war with them 
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abroad? Ten years ago Australia was also debating, and still is, the ethics of locking 

up asylum seekers in detention centres for indefinite periods of time. Like the 

authorities during WW1, the government today maintains a high wall of secrecy 

around those being detained and the internal workings of the detention centres. 

Here’s a quote from a letter written by a group of detainees in the Holsworthy Camp 

ninety-six years ago: 

 

“…they have been imprisoned without any semblance of a trial; the reasons 

they have not been allowed to know: for considerable periods they have not 

been allowed to secure legal advice regarding their internment:…and they 

are not permitted to conduct any correspondence which might be calculated 

to enlighten the Australian general public as to the astounding acts of 

injustice which are being committed, strangely enough, in its name.’xx 

This quote could have been written by an asylum seeker in one of Australia’s 

offshore detention centres today.  

Some might read my screenplay as an allegory for today’s detention of asylum 

seekers, dehumanised by the bureaucratic processes, locked up indefinitely behind 

walls of secrecy and dealt with outside ordinary judicial processes. Historian Jerome 

De Groot says it’s common for history films to tell stories from the past as allegories 

for contemporary events: 

‘…particularly in relation to violence and national identity. In these films 

‘history’ becomes both a set of reference points…and an arena 

simultaneously connected to the present but also conceptually othered, a 

place where things happened in the abstract but which might be changed 

through understanding or reconsideration.’(De Groot 2009, p208) 

I have not set out to write an allegory of Australia’s asylum seeker policy though I 

acknowledge this story caught my attention because of its contemporary parallels. 

What interested me was how strongly this century-old story resonated with today’s 

political and social debates. Its lessons about human nature are, I believe, universal  
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and timeless. The core of the story is about how society demonises the ‘Other’ in 

times of crisis and how once society categorises a group as ‘Other’, it’s a short step 

to treating them differently or worse than those in the mainstream. In this case 

labelling the German-Australians as ‘Other’ justified removing their freedoms and 

democratic rights and treating them as less than human. History is, of course, 

littered with stories where the dehumanisation of the ‘Other’ has had disastrous 

consequences. 

 

 

TRANSFORMATION: PAGE TO SCREEN 

Despite the contemporary resonance of Bungardy’s concerns, it is a challenge to 

transform a story written one hundred years ago into a feature film script for a 21st 

century audience. Attitudes, daily life and the way people relate to each other have 

all changed so much that as the writer I have had to work hard to construct a 

compelling storyline and to make the situations and characters recognisable and 

appealing. 

The biggest challenge is transforming the true story into a cinematic drama, keeping 

it both broadly faithful to real events as well as fast-paced and entertaining. I set out 

to make an exposé of a chapter in our history, whose emotional impact, I hoped, 

would stem from the fact that it is anchored in truth. But can the mundane realities 

and complexities of history survive the demands of a tightly structured and plotted 

three-act cinematic drama? 

I remember clearly the moment when, reading the diaries, I thought ‘this is a film’. 

And this moment reveals the kind of film I want to make. It came after the Torrens 

Island prisoners had endured being locked up in terrible conditions for two weeks, a 

tough punishment for a petty breach of the rules. A riot broke out and the guards 

cracked down. After this, the authorities decided to close down Torrens Island Camp  

and transfer the prisoners to a camp in NSW. Bungardy asked permission to send his 

wife a letter to tell her they were moving, but was refused. He was furious. He was 

worried his wife would travel all the way to Adelaide, only to find him gone. He 
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decided to escape and become a whistle blower – he would take the evidence of the 

prisoners’ mistreatment to the American Embassy in Sydney. On the train heading to 

Sydney, just before dawn, Bungardy snuck into the toilets, opened the window and 

jumped to his freedom. A man jumps from a moving train to purse a quest for justice 

and in so doing complicates his chance to reunite with his family! I instantly saw a 

film, but can this type of film also be history? 

At the beginning of the writing process, I wanted to see the words ‘based on a true 

story’ at the top of my script. I felt the story was so complete and powerful that it 

did not need much changing. Presenting a ‘real’ story is also a handy marketing tool. 

If it’s real, I felt, people might be more interested in, or feel more obliged, to listen 

or watch more carefully because the payoff for the audience is arguably greater. The 

fact that it is real enhances the dramatic effect because the audience is not only 

surprised by the dramatic story, but also surprised that the story is true (and that 

they did not know about it). It also allows them to connect more directly with the 

characters. After all, they’re not just ‘characters’ but were ‘real’ people whose 

experiences cannot be easily dismissed. 

My professional background is producing television current affairs. My experience,  

therefore, is in shaping real, complex and often messy stories into accessible, 

watchable programs for viewers. To be successful, the program demands a storyline 

–  a clear narrative with a moral message. The storyline must, of course, arise out of 

the facts, but once a storyline is decided, facts which don’t fit it are often not 

emphasised and sometimes ignored.  

Shaping a storyline is a process which involves sifting and editing. In transforming 

this real story into a screenplay I am thus working in familiar territory. As in 

television current affairs, creating a coherent narrative from a raw idea means that 

story gaps, inconsistencies and complexities must be simplified, amplified, tweaked 

and twisted into shape. Chronologies need to be fudged, heroes and villains need to 

be found. Certain facts, viewpoints and events might need to be omitted, because of 

time limits, or because they do not fit in into the overarching narrative. Truth is not 
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the only criteria for inclusion: facts must fit the storyline and overall the product 

must be engaging. If not, the audience will just switch off. 

The finished product might well be defensible as ‘true’ because each fact on its own 

is true, or arguably true, but by arranging certain facts or events in a particular order, 

omitting other facts, highlighting the experiences of some people and not others and 

by choosing certain music, one is presenting a very particular version of the ‘truth’. 

In the conventions of television journalism, there is space for viewpoints within a 

narrative which question the dominant storyline, but those viewpoints cannot 

negate it altogether. They can comment on it,  complicate or question it, but  not 

deny it completely. 

In television and film, I believe there are more tools available to the film maker to 

impose a viewpoint or emotion onto the narrative than are available to literary 

writers. These tools include lighting, camera angles, frame composition, editing style 

and music, all of which work to conjure up a very particular and immediate version 

of reality. The images these tools create, argues Carrière, are so powerful that they 

obliterate the images which precede them: 

‘Cinematic images write themselves into us without our knowledge, like 

masks placed over past centuries. Little by little they replace the older official 

versions – the great battle panoramas, official portraits of monarchs and 

dignitaries, celebrated scenes, the long processions of lofty lies that once 

helped form our notions of history.’(Carrière 1994, p61) 

 

SHAPING STORY FROM FACT 

As I have worked to transform a series of real events into the screenplay, I have 

moved back and forth between sticking closely to the original version and swinging 

wildly away from it. Throughout, one of my guiding philosophies has been the one 

formulated by Margaret Atwood when she was writing her novel ‘Alias Grace’ 

(Atwood 1996), a novel about a real figure from Canada’s past: 
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‘…where there was a solid fact I could not alter it […] Also, every major 

elements in the book had to be suggested by something in the writing  about 

Grace and her times, however dubious the writing might be; but in the parts 

left unexplained – the gaps left unfilled – I was free to invent.’ (1998, p1514) 

Fortunately for me, there are wide gaps in the record of Bungardy’s story. The 

opening scene in my screenplay dramatises a well-known, if bizarre, incident from 

Australian history - the story of the Broken Hill ‘Picnic Train Massacre’ on New Year’s 

Day, 1915. It was the only time during WW1 that Australia was attacked by the 

enemy on home soil.  

On 1st January, 1915, two Afghans from Broken Hill armed themselves with a stash of 

arms and hid in the scrub outside the town. Australia was at war with Turkey and 

these two men were aggrieved. When the miners’ picnic train passed by, packed 

with hundreds of miners and their families on their way to their annual picnic, they 

open-fired. In the ensuing shootout, the Afghans killed four people and wounded 

seven. That night in Broken Hill, in retaliation, an angry mob went on a rampage 

against the German community, burning down the town’s German Club. The 

following day a crowd cheered as a young man climbed the Club’s flagpole and 

hoisted an Australian flag.  

At the time of his arrest, the real Bungardy lived and worked as a miner in Broken 

Hill, part of a German community of mine workers. But in his diaries, Bungardy 

doesn’t mention the picnic train shootings nor say whether or not he was on the 

train. To begin the creation of a fictional hero, I have placed Frank on the train. I 

allow him to demonstrate to the audience right from the beginning where his 

loyalties lie. If an Australian audience is to like him – and for me, this is vital - it must 

feel confident that on this day his sympathies were not with the Afghan snipers but 

with the ordinary townsfolk, the victims of the shootings.  

To help dramatise the events around these incidents I have read historians’ accounts 

and newspaper reports, including the local The Barrier Miner and The Adelaide 

Advertiser. There are numerous articles about how Mrs X was wounded in the 

shootings and how Mr Y’s car was used by the police to go out to the train, and how 
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it broke down on the way. Much was written about the heroics of the police and 

citizens hunting down and shooting the Afghans that day. But as the events of that 

New Year played out over the best part of a day, I have had to edit down and 

condense the attack on the train and the police chase that followed. To be utterly 

faithful to the historical record would mean a drawn out and less dramatic scene 

than the one I have written.  

The newspapers also reveal a lot about prevailing community attitudes. On the 5th 

January, there’s a short paragraph in The Adelaide Advertiser about how police 

rounded up and arrested eleven of the town’s ‘enemy aliens’.xxi The article doesn’t 

report the names or personal details of those arrested, even though many worked in 

the town’s mines. It doesn’t report any details, nor ask any questions, about the 

reasons for their arrest. It merely reports that ‘The arrests were effected without any 

trouble.’ The article reveals the extent to which the ‘enemy aliens’ were seen as 

outsiders in the town, as people of lesser import than ‘ordinary’ members of the 

town. This newspaper snippet is confirmed in Bungardy’s diaries. He writes he was 

arrested on a certain date though his handwriting is hard to read. It could be January 

3rd, 5th or the 8th. Bungardy’s sad but simple description of his arrest is a contrast to 

the bland, bloodless newspaper report: 

 

“The news to consider myself under arrest of course wher (sic) a great shock 

at first, especially as I had a Wife and Children at home…..my good by to the 

dear ones I wher forced to leave behind wher a short one. Heavy hearted in 

charge of a Detective,  I left my home, a weeping Wife, and my weeping 

children, bound for the Railway station…’xxii 

 

The arrest of my main character is a key dramatic moment in the story but there’s a 

lack of detail. Did he resist? Did he struggle? What did the police say to him? These 

gaps are useful however, as I am able to  invent them myself. This is the moment my 

main character’s real troubles begin. After his arrest and detention, he would never 

walk free in Australia again.  
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The further I got with my screenplay, the clearer it became that my main character 

was more fictional than real. It is a screenwriter’s job to imagine and create personal 

and intimate moments in their characters’ lives. The audience knows this is 

invention. I began to question whether it was fair to use the name of the real person 

Franz Bungardy for my main character. It’s likely there are living descendants of 

Franz Werner von Bungardy and his wife in Australia today. To avoid offending them, 

and to avoid confusing the audience, I decided not to use the name of the real 

Bungardy. I’ve also changed a number of other facts from his personal life to clearly 

distinguish the fictional creation from the historical person. For example, at the time 

of his arrest Frank had two children whereas the real Franz Bungardy had only one. I 

don’t believe Bungardy’s wife was a nurse nor that her family lived in Broken Hill. 

Also, the real Franz Bungardy never returned to Australia after being deported. 

While my fictional hero and his family have been inspired by the diaries’ author, they 

are not the same people and I wanted this to be clear in my screenplay.  

 

CHARACTERISATION  

 

Whether making documentaries or writing cinematic drama, the starting point to 

engaging an audience is to find or create emotionally compelling characters to tell 

the story. This is no different for history films. As Robert Rosenstone says, ‘Film 

insists on history as the story of individuals’.(2006 p47)  

 

In writing this script the difficulty has been imagining the lives of characters who 

lived one hundred years ago. I wanted them to be both credible as people from that 

era and appealing to a 21st century audience. It’s a tricky balancing act. The  writer’s 

job of creating their characters from the past for a modern audience is fraught, 

according to historian Inga Clendinnen:  

 

‘Historical novelists spend time getting the material setting right, but then, 

misled by their confidence in their novelist’s gift of empathetic imagination, 
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they sometimes project back into that carefully constructed material setting 

contemporary assumptions and current obsessions.’(2006, pp 27 – 28 )  

If there are risks here for novelists, there are more for film makers. A film maker’s 

job is to use his or her imagination, and whatever information that is available from 

the period, to make their characters live on screen. They do not share the historian’s 

duty to stand back and withhold judgment. To make a cinematic drama, the film 

maker needs to decide who their characters are and put flesh on their bones. And as 

it’s impossible to know how people living one hundred years ago thought and 

interacted, it’s impossible not to project our own assumptions onto them. What 

choice do we have?  

 

Nonetheless, the risk of projecting Clendinnen’s ‘contemporary assumptions’ onto 

historical figures exists, to a greater or lesser extent, for anyone who recreates the 

past. Historians are vulnerable too though the difference might be that their 

profession demands they do it cautiously whereas the world of fiction and drama 

rewards a freer approach.  

 

I have had to make changes to transform the real Bungardy into an acceptable ‘hero’ 

for a contemporary audience. (not everyone would see this as necessary but for the 

film I imagine, I feel it is). I saw a number of hurdles here. One of the difficulties in 

writing a film in the quest-for-justice genre is that it requires ‘goodies’ and ‘baddies’. 

But the diaries and other source material reveal a man who is far from perfect, and a 

mass of contradictions. The real Bungardy is opposed to war, but likes to fight to 

settle a score; he’s brave but also reckless; he’s intensely serious but likes a laugh;  

he’s idealistic but also cynical. While a flawed, complex hero is obviously acceptable, 

in fact preferable, I have airbrushed the real character somewhat. My fictional 

character is more altruistic, more consistent and more central to the action than 

Bungardy. 

 

Depicting the relationship between my main character and his wife – this is the film’s 

major subplot – was also tough not only because relationships between men and 
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women have changed so much since that time, but also because the diaries steer 

clear of this subject. While Bungardy clearly cares deeply about his wife and children, 

his attitude, such as it is revealed in the diaries, reflects old-fashioned attitudes 

towards women: 

“I have often pittied (sic) the poor australian Women who wher (sic) 

unfortunately married to an Enemy Subject, also the offspring of such a 

marriage. I am positive the larder of these unfortunate Mothers has been 

empty on many occasions during the European struggle...’xxiii  

 In the diaries he refers to his family as ‘the dear ones’ and ‘a weeping wife and my 

weeping children’, without using their names.xxiv He writes very little about his 

relationship with his wife. This lack of information frees me up to fill in the gaps of 

their relationship. But in imagining this relationship, I clearly do so with a 21st 

century perspective with a 21st century audience in mind. At the same time I am 

aware that a sophisticated audience will have certain expectations about how a 

relationship from the early 20th century ago worked. In depicting their relationship, I 

have, of course, been mindful of the tone set in the diaries and other primary source 

material.   

 

CHARACTERS AS REPRESENTATIVES 

 

In history films, characters typically represent broad themes and forces at play in 

society. Individuals are made to speak for, or represent, the attitudes of whole 

communities or sub-groups. Historian William Guynn says ‘Historiography describes 

historical characters as collective subjects that exists by dint of their participatory 

belonging to social groups.’(2006, p21) It’s through multiple characters, or points of 

view, that a screen drama attempts to portray some of the complexities of an era. 

In my screenplay, I have tried to make Ivy and Frank’s family a microcosm of 

Australian society. At the centre of my drama is Frank and Ivy’s relationship: one is 

German, the other Australian. At the beginning of the story they live in harmony but 
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by the end of the Second Act they are estranged, pushed apart physically and 

emotionally by politics and prejudice. The question the viewers want answered is: 

will they reconcile by the end of the film? They do, but their reconciliation is fragile.  

Ivy’s own family embodies other tensions and divisions present in Australian society 

back then. Both her father and brother are committed unionists, but while Ivy’s 

brother, Will, opposes the war, Ivy’s father supports it. This reflects a real schism in 

the union movement over the war. The men in the family also highlight the powerful 

role unions played in a society which divided along class lines. As Manning Clark 

describes it: 

‘The same division between classes emerged in attitudes to the war. In 

general the bourgeoisie believed in the righteousness of the British cause… A 

section of the working class smelt a rat. They accused the bourgeoisie of 

making a cruel discovery; unemployment among the working classes was 

such an effective recruiting sergeant that the bourgeoisie could stay at 

home.’(1981, p414) 

Frank, in real life and my script, is not just German, but also a union agitator. During 

WW1, the Australian government locked up radical unionists as well as enemy 

aliens. Frank is both. By sketching in his union politics, I am making the point that 

being an ‘enemy alien’ wasn’t the only reason a person was locked up: holding non-

mainstream political views also put people at risk. 

Ivy’s mother Meg embodies the hardened attitudes of the general public towards  

‘enemy aliens’. Overall, the general population swallowed media and government 

propaganda that characterised German-Australians as untrustworthy and disloyal, as 

‘Other’. Ivy resists Meg’s pressure to reject Frank, but by the beginning of the Third 

Act Ivy succumbs to family and social pressure and distances herself from him. I have  

tried to avoid creating black and white characters. As the embodiment of public 

prejudice, Meg’s character would be unsympathetic to a modern audience. I have 

tried to round her out by showing the pain she suffers in the war. Her town friends 

reject and humiliate her because of her connection to Frank, and she loses her only 

son Will, who dies in battle. After Will dies, Meg and Bill betray Frank. 
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In highlighting these divisions and conflicts, I am able to place the characters under 

pressure. Screenwriter and teacher Robert McKee argues that: 

 

‘The function of structure is to provide progressively building pressures that 

force characters into more and more difficult dilemmas where they must 

make more and more difficult choices and actions, gradually revealing their 

true nature, even down to their unconscious self.’ (1999, p105) 

If the war had not made the German-Australians outcasts, Ivy and Frank’s love would 

not have been so sorely tested, and found to be strong. If Frank had not been so 

pressured, would he have attained the self-knowledge that he does by the end of 

the story? 

It is obviously not enough to have only external drivers for the characters as this 

could easily lead to two dimensional characters. To ring true, the characters must 

also be motivated by what screenwriter Paul Lucey calls ‘a psychological imperative 

that inclines a character to behave or think in a certain way’.xxv Ivy’s mother Meg 

disapproves of Frank. Ivy’s desire for her mother’s approval makes her waiver in her 

commitment to Frank. Ivy’s mother Meg is conventional and needs the acceptance 

of her social peers. This makes her disapprove of Ivy’s marriage to Frank, a 

disapproval which increases after war begins. Frank is a self-made man. A migrant 

and a survivor, Frank has had to struggle to get where he is. He’s built his own 

identity around these struggles: he’s a union man, an activist and fights for what he 

believes is right. Gradually, however, external events undermine Frank’s confidence 

in who he is: the union withdraws its support for him, the government labels him an 

‘enemy alien’ and locks him up and Ivy’s family betrays him. This rejection makes 

Frank angry, aggressive and confused. And this anger fuels impulsive and sometimes 

reckless behaviour that Frank later regrets. 

Identity is a major theme in my screenplay. How do we define who we are? Do we 

define ourselves or does society define us? What happens if society suddenly 

changes our label, or gives us an identity which doesn’t match our own sense of who 
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we are? In writing the screenplay, I was interested in exploring the psychology of a 

person struggling to come to terms with this arbitrary attribution of identity. 

Frank’s search for his identity is a constant throughout the screenplay. At the outset 

Frank is secure enough in his identity as a miner, a unionist and a family man but 

when he is labelled an ‘enemy alien’ and locked up because of this label, his identity 

is shattered. He must find a new one. In the Torrens Island camp, Frank feels 

alienated and more like an Australian amongst the more ‘German’ Germans. Then, 

at the height of his anger towards Australia and Australians, Frank joins in with the 

other detainees when they sing in German in an act of rebellion. He swings from 

identifying as Australian to identifying as German. 

After his escape, on the road, Frank pretends he’s Swedish. Then he meets an 

Australian soldier and they swap clothes. Frank spends some time as a ‘Digger’ and 

during this time he starts to empathise more with the experience of ordinary 

Australians and soldiers. By experiencing so many different identities, Frank loses his 

sense of himself. But ultimately, these experiences help him grow. He learns to see 

the good in ordinary people, and to appreciate different perspectives. He is also able 

to arrive at a more sophisticated understanding of external events by realising that 

what’s happened to him is bigger than him, that it’s not his fault. At end of the 

Second Act, the American Ambassador asks him who he is. Frank is able to 

confidently answer ‘I’m just a man’. External labels no longer define him. Frank has 

grown up and accepted himself. 

Identity, to a lesser extent, is also an issue for Ivy. When Ivy marries Frank she takes 

Frank’s surname, which her mother resents. The surname is the symbol of the 

‘Other’. When the troubles begin for the Germans in Broken Hill, Ivy no longer feels 

at home in her hometown. When she has her baby she names him after Frank but 

her mother is cross because she wants Ivy to give him a name from her family. When 

Ivy begins to be estranged from Frank, she changes back to her Anglo maiden name 

in order to get a job. It’s a subtle rejection of Frank. Finally at the end of the film, 

when she reconciles with Frank, she re-embraces her foreign surname. The surname 

becomes a symbol of identity and difference.  
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I’ve used objects from the past, not just as exotic objects of nostalgia, but as 

metaphors. Frank’s hat is a recurring motif though it’s underplayed. It represents 

‘old fashioned’ notions of civility and formality which are lost and found during the 

film. In the opening scene, as the protocols of the day demanded, Frank hangs his 

hat  on the hat rack when he enters the police station. At this stage, the situation is 

tense but stable. By end of the First Act, when he returns to the police station, he 

doesn’t hang up his hat. The code of civility has broken down between Frank and the 

policeman, between Germans and Australians. In Third Act, the scene where Frank 

and Ivy reconcile, Ivy gives Frank a new hat – it’s a sign of a new, if awkward, start to 

their relationship (the hat gets in the way when Frank tries to kiss Ivy). When Frank 

finally comes back to Ivy after the war, he brings the hat Ivy gave him. 

For the character of Mr Homburg, the bowler hat is a symbol of Germany, the old 

world. The anti-German mob knock it from his head in anger and disrespect. Ivy 

returns it to him. Mr Homburg is not sure if the hat is going to outlast him or not. 

Will the German community survive the war? In the final scene, where the detainees 

farewell Mr Homburg at his gravestone, Frank leaves the hat on the grave. The new 

world has killed the old world. 

Rosenstone argues that history films’ strength lie in their ability to make powerful 

use of metaphor and symbols: ‘visual thinking of the past, metaphor and symbol may 

become far more important than amassing data or creating logical argument’. But he 

also argues that this is where written and screen history intersect: 

‘Vision, metaphor, overall argument and moral is precisely the point at which 

film and written history come the closest to each other. The details of the 

past are necessary, interesting, even fascinating but what we really want to 

know is how to think about them, what they mean.’ (Rosentone 2006, p163) 

 

FILLING IN THE GAPS OF HISTORY  

One gaping hole in the hero narrative is what Bungardy does after he makes his 

heroic, or foolhardy, leap from the train. He says in his diaries that he: 
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‘…even carried photos in my possession of our illtreatment […] wich (sic) I 

wher (sic) trying to deliver in Sydney to be forwarded on to the american 

assembly and the German Government.’xxvi  

Bungardy has already told us he wants to let the international community know 

what’s been happening in Torrens Island. But in his diaries, he does not say what he 

does with this information once he reaches Sydney. He describes how, after arriving 

in Sydney, he stays with a friend and has a good time drinking and going out. In the 

diaries, he seems to transform from determined whistle blower to man on a holiday. 

Could it be that he does deliver the material but decides, for whatever reason, not to 

write about it? This is one of the mysteries in this story. Historian Ian Harmstorf 

suggests that some material from Torrens Island did make its way to the German 

Government: 

‘Photographs were taken of the men's injuries and copies were smuggled out 

of the camp, with details of the atrocities. The information reached Germany 

and led to the German Government threatening reprisals against Australian 

prisoners of war unless conditions on Torrens Island were improved.’xxvii 

However, it’s unclear whether the source of this information was Bungardy. It’s also 

unclear whether this information was one of the reasons for the setting up of the 

military inquiry. 

In my screenplay I have filled the gap in the Bungardy diaries and made Frank deliver 

the material to the American Embassy. I don’t believe you can have a quest-for-

justice story if your hero drops his quest mid-adventure. In my screenplay, Frank 

dresses as a Digger after he swaps clothes with a deserting soldier (this is one of the 

many delightful details which does come from the diaries) and heads to the 

American Embassy in Sydney where he finds a cocktail party mid-swing (the party is 

fictional). At this party, Frank collars the American Ambassador, hands over the 

incriminating material and escapes into the night. 

The effect of this scene is to make Frank the catalyst for the military inquiry. This is a 

rewriting of history. Official documents say that the inquiry was sparked by a letter 
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from another detainee who managed to pass a letter of complaint on to a senior 

person in the Australian Army.xxviii It’s an open question whether Bungardy’s 

information was another reason for the setting up of this inquiry. In the end, how 

important is it which detainee tips off the authorities and how they do it? Historians 

might argue that it matters, especially since my version includes the American 

Embassy in the chain of events. For me, the key fact is that a disgruntled detainee 

from Torrens Island somehow managed to get his complaint to the right place and 

that a military enquiry ensued. What Frank has become, in effect, is a composite of a 

number of detainees. 

The detail of Bungardy forgetting his quest mid-mission, or not writing about it in his 

diary, is both intriguing and frustrating. Was he keeping his role quiet so that he 

wouldn’t be found out as a snitch by the camp guards? Or was he distracted in 

Sydney and just having a good time? Whatever the truth, I liked the idea of my 

character Frank momentarily forgetting his quest. I think there is a poetic parallel 

with the way history omits or excludes certain stories. Bungardy’s diary itself was 

forgotten, or lost, until relatively recently.  

To play with this idea, I have written a scene where Frank, on the road and heading 

to Sydney, momentarily forgets the package with the letter and photos. He has just 

swapped clothes and identities with the soldier, but Frank forgets to take his 

precious package of evidence out of his original jacket. In other words, as soon as he 

becomes a mainstream Australian, a ‘Digger’, he forgets the story of the ‘Other’. The 

victors write the history and those who lose are often excluded from the official 

version. As Walter Benjamin asks, ‘…with whom does the historical writer of 

historicism actually empathize. The answer is irrefutably with the victor.’xxix Frank 

snaps out of his momentary memory lapse, remembers his package and goes on to 

tell the world about it. 

At the end of his internment, the real Franz Bungardy is deported from Australia and 

never returns. I found this too heart-breaking a way to end the story. It also didn’t 

work with Frank and Ivy’s reconciliation. I thought that if Frank didn’t come back to 

Ivy, the audience would feel cheated, as if their love wasn’t real after all. In my 
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screenplay, I bring the fictional Frank back to Australia after five years away. In 

reality, however much they loved each other, the practicalities of life back then 

would have made it extremely difficult for Franz Bungardy to have returned to 

Australia after five years’ absence. Travel was difficult and expensive. Distances were 

far. But who knows why Franz Bungardy never returned to his Australian wife?  

I could argue that Frank’s return to Ivy in the postscript of the film is a metaphor for 

the (eventual) success in Australia of multiculturalism. In reality, I don’t want 

audience to go home feeling too depressed. There is a lot of pain and sadness in this 

story and I wanted to leave the audience with some hope at the end, however 

improbable. 

 

CONCLUSION 

The burden of history has both inhibited and anchored my creative process. To use 

the metaphor of a house, I believe that history lays the foundation for my 

screenplay. It provides both the framework for, and the structure of, my story. The 

walls, the interiors and the furnishings – in the form of character, plot and emotional 

narratives –  are drawn from, and inspired by, the era in which the story is set but 

they are fiction, the inventions of a 21st century writer. Perhaps it is this blend of fact 

and fiction, this new hybrid structure, which will make this story interesting and 

compelling. Historian Jerome de Groot says:   

‘…historians wish to mark history out, to control and boundarise it; but it is in 

the transformations and transgressions of the historical that culture’s desires, 

innermost workings and underlying assumptions might be seen.’(p250) 

Rosenstone argues that the test for a serious history film is ‘…the level of argument 

and metaphor, particularly as these engage the larger discourse of history.’(2006, 

p39) I have tried to engage seriously with the themes and the facts of this chapter in 

our history but in the end, others will decide how solid my foundations of history are 

and how true to the original are the renovations. My hope is that the house is 
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inhabited by characters who come alive for the reader, or viewer, and that their 

experiences linger on in our memories. 
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