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1. EXT. PACIFIC OCEAN - NIGHT - 1970'S

HMAS MULGA, an aging destroyer and now a training ship,
slices through calm waters under night steaming lights. Her
armament is mostly inoperable, as are many of the officers
and crew. Bow wave glows; rhythmic sounds hypnotic.

2. INT. CAPTAIN'S CABIN –– NIGHT

CAPTAIN DOHERTY lies in his bunk, wearing naval issued
pajamas, reading: 'Feng Shui for Insomniacs'.

3. INT. BRIDGE - CONTINUOUS

Red lights reveal bridge interior and a wide moon lit ocean.

Three people on the bridge in darkness.

A midshipman under training, a young able seaman on the
wheel, and the officer of the watch –– a crusty old
lieutenant.

MIDSHIPMAN
How long have you been on Mulga Sir?

CRUSTY OLD LIEUTENANT
Too fucking long. I hate this fucking
ship.

MIDSHIPMAN
I'm really excited about this four-
month trip around Australia, Sir.

CRUSTY OLD LIEUTENANT
You're the only one.

4. INT. CAPTAIN'S CABIN –– CONTINUOUS

Doherty twists in bed, compass in hand.
Tries pillow on floor.
Sideways on bunk.
Under desk.
None work.
He grabs the phone.

5. INTERCUT - BRIDGE & CAPTAIN'S CABIN



CAPTAIN DOHERTY
What's our course? 180 degrees? Good.
Change course to 090 –– head East
until 0530, then return southward.

6. INT. BRIDGE –– NIGHT

OFFICER OF THE WATCH
Yes Sir. Should I inform the
Navigator?

CAPTAIN DOHERTY (V.O.)
Just do your job. I'll tell  him.

7. INT. CAPTAIN’S CABIN –– NIGHT

Doherty sleeps soundly in his bunk.

8. INT. BRIDGE –– SHORT TIME LATER

MIDSHIPMAN
Why did the Captain change course,
Sir?

CRUSTY OLD LIEUTENANT
Best never to question him.
I'm getting a few hours shut-eye. You
take over.

The midshipman looks horrified.

CRUSTY OLD LIEUTENANT (cont'd)
It's easy. This chart shows noting
but a deep ocean. Wake me for
anything important.

9. MONTAGE: NIGHT ON BOARD

The course indicator settles at 090.
Waves shush. Engines hum. A snoring sailor.
Captain dreams, book open.
Crusty old Lieutenant snores in Captain's chair.
Helmsman’s eyes droop, head droops up and down.

10. INT. DARKENED BRIDGE - PEACE SHATTERED

Squawking, outdated depth sounder.
Midshipman awakens, races to console.
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Crusty Old Lieutenant stumbles out of chair.
Helmsman wide awake. Not me.
Everyone studies the depth sounder in horror.

CRUSTY OLD LIEUTENANT
(frozen then panic)

What's our course?...  Shit... 
Fuck...  full astern both engines... 
pipe hands to Emergency Stations.
Call the Navigator... 
Shit.
Call the Captain...  Fuck.

Quick cuts

11. INT. ENGINE ROOM — NIGHT

Engine telegraph clangs. Pointer shifts to FULL ASTERN

STOKER
Ah fuck...

Mechanical noises: propellers stop, restart in reverse.
Feet hit deck. Alarms blare.

INT. CAPTAIN'S CABIN - NIGHT

Captain continues to sleep, oblivious.

12. EXT. PACIFIC OCEAN –– GROUNDING

The ship slides on the sandbar, squeaks, groans…
HALTS.
Metal on sand vibration ripples through the ship

13. INT. BRIDGE –– CONTINUOUS

CRUSTY OLD LIEUTENANT
(shock snapping to
action)

Stop both engines!

14. INT. ENGINE ROOM

Ship sways on sand. Propellers slow, then stop. Telegraph
clanging on STOP. Steam hisses and strange mechanical noises
fade. Two grease-covered stokers exchange a look of dread.

15. INT. BRIDGE –– CONTINUOUS

CRUSTY OLD LIEUTENANT (cont'd)

(MORE)
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Where’s the Captain?
CRUSTY OLD LIEUTENANT (cont'd)

MIDSHIPMAN
He won’t answer his phone.

OFFICER OF THE WATCH
Go and fucking wake him up. This is
all your fault.

16. INT. CAPTAIN’S CABIN – NIGHT

Midshipman tries to wake Doherty
multiple times.

CAPTAIN DOHERTY
(dreamy commands)

Stand back men, I'll kill it with my
bare hands. Get ready to fire.

MIDSHIPMAN
We’ve run aground, Sir. Please wake
up.

Captain, half awake, confused.

MIDSHIPMAN (CONT'D)
Wake up, Sir, we’ve run aground.

17. INT. BRIDGE –– MAYHEM

The Navigator, LIEUTENANT WILL PAING races onto the bridge
and scans the charts

LIEUTENANT WILL PAING
Report.

LIEUTENANT WILL PAING (cont'd)
How can this be our position? We’re
off course... why are we... ..

CRUSTY OLD LIEUTENANT
The Captain ordered east a few hours
ago. He said he'd tell you. I left
this midshipman in charge. It’s his
fault.

LIEUTENANT WILL PAING
You left a trainee in charge? We’re
off course even if we were heading
east. What happened?
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18. INT. CAPTAIN’S CABIN — NIGHT

MIDSHIPMAN
Wake up Sir. Wake up. We’ve run
aground.

The Midshipman pulls Doherty half out of his bunk. Captain
babbles and finally stirs.

CAPTAIN DOHERTY
Where’s my dressing gown? Get my
steward. Aground? Nonsense. Bloody
idiots.

INT. DARKENED BRIDGE.

The Navigator, Lieutenant Paing, explores the carts and
cross-checks their position.

Crusty Old Lieutenant beside him.

CRUSTY OLD LIEUTENANT
I didn't fall asleep, just blinked
for a minute.

LIEUTENANT WILL PAING
(quietly)
You're so lucky. We're in a
clusterfuck of rocky reefs... and
you've parked us on the only sandbar.

The bridge door SLAMS open.

Doherty storms in, hair wild, half-asleep.

CAPTAIN DOHERTY
(shouting)
What the bloody fuck is happening to
my ship? Where are we? If the enemy
were out there, we'd be dead!
Full astern both engines.

The Crusty Old Lieutenant reaches for the engine telegraph––

Lieutenant Paing steps in fast, hand stops him.

LIEUTENANT WILL PAING
Belay that order, Sir.

CAPTAIN DOHERTY
(Ready to explode)

How dare you... .!
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Lieutenant Paing moves in closer, voice low but firm.

LIEUTENANT WILL PAING
(moves close and whispers)
Sir, we don’t know what damage we’ve
sustained… and the tide is going out.
If we go astern now, we could rip off
the rudder and the propellers.
That would mean the next few months
in a long court-martial.

Doherty freezes. The words court-martial lands like a
hammer. All eyes now on the exchange.

CAPTAIN DOHERTY
(suddenly calm)

Very good Nav. Just...  testing your
initiative.
We are a training ship after all.
Carry on.

Phones ring in the background as more officers enter the
bridge.

LIEUTENANT WILL PAING
We need the Engineer here Sir and we
need reports on the water tight
integrity of the ship before we make
any further action. Why was there a
course change Sir?

CAPTAIN DOHERTY
Just do your job. It was a necessary
change for operation commitments from
the Admiral. Top Secret.

The Crusty Old Lieutenant relays a message from the phone.

CRUSTY OLD LIEUTENANT

Sir, I can't understand what the
Engineer is saying.

CAPTAIN DOHERTY
Get the CHIEF STOKER up here then.

INT. CHIEF STOKER'S OFFICE

Quick cuts of CHIEF STOKER places pegs in the water tight
integrity board. Giving orders on the phone. Taking calls.
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PIPING SYSTEM
Chief Stoker to the bridge at the
rush.

CHIEF STOKER
Well I wonder what that could be
about.

Tells his Petty Officer to take over as he leaves.

INT. BRIDGE

The Chief Stoker enters the bridge which is now fully lit.

CAPTAIN DOHERTY
Chief I need the Engineer, where is
he?

CHIEF STOKER
He's as pissed as a parrot, Sir. But
for now the ship seems to be okay. No
reports of flooding but we're still
checking for leaks. We were very
lucky Sir.

From the sideline the Executive Officer, Commander Douglas
appears.

XO
Sir, I have divers ready to check the
outer hull. But, if there is no
flooding I suggest we wait until
daybreak to get a thorough look.
We'll need to check again once it's
high tide also.

CAPTAIN DOHERTY
Very good XO, make it so.

XO
Thank you Sir. But we need to
investigate this. What the fuck were
we doing going East. It makes no
sense when our course is meant to be
south. At the Board of Inquiry heads
will roll. I'll speak to the
Navigator.

CAPTAIN DOHERTY
(concerned and indigent)
Just do your job. And let me know
about damage, water tight integrity
and whatever.

(MORE)
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Don't hang half the ship before you
CAPTAIN DOHERTY (cont'd)

know the facts. And I'll sort out
what happened here.

XO
Excellent Sir. You know best Sir.

CAPTAIN DOHERTY
Of course I know what's best XO.
The last time I checked I was the
Captain.

INT. AFTER SEAMAN'S MESS.

Sailors lounge in anti-flash- gear –– white hoods, gloves. 
All crammed around mess tables and bunks.

PIPING SYSTEM
Captain speaking. You may be aware
that we have run aground and are
settled on a sandy reef. No apparent
damage although I am forever
cautious. Divers will enter the water
at daybreak for further checking. If
you see a leak report it to the Chief
Stoker.

TWO-PACK
Really? To the Chief Stoker, I
thought we'd tell the cooks.

Sailors laugh as they look over towards TUBBY. Young sailors
look uneasy.

Able Seaman Tubby McMahon, sixty, huge beard, WW2 relic.
Commands instant respect.

TUBBY MCMAHON
Nothing to worry about... yet. If we
have to abandon ship you'd know about
it. But remain alert. Remember this
is a training ship and as such, most
of the officers and senior sailors
are not the creme-de-la-creme.

YOUNG SAILOR
What's creme-de-fucking-cream mean?

TWO-PACK
He means most of our bosses are
fuckwits.
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Sailors laugh, younger ones look more uneasy.

INT. BRIDGE.

At the far end of the bridge, Chief Stoker and Doherty
murmur, both glancing behind to ensure no one overhears.

CAPTAIN DOHERTY
murmurs( )

Possibly a mechanical fault?

CHIEF STOKER
Yes Sir, steering gear breakdown I'd
say. Sent the ship right off course.

CAPTAIN DOHERTY
Perfect Chief. I'll let you sort out
the repairs and paperwork. Usual
terms?

CHIEF STOKER
Certainly Sir, I'll get to it right
away.

(beat — both men straighten from private voice to public)

CAPTAIN DOHERTY
Thank you Chief, I hope and pray you
can fix that steering gear. I'll
inform the Fleet Commander. Well done
Chief. I wish I could say the same
for my two officers here.

INT. MAIN SIGNALS OFFICE (MSO) - DAY

Two odd and gossipy radio operators work alongside each
other. They read and distribute all Navy messages coming in
and out of the ship. Hear personal phone calls. Decipher
classified messages. They are sworn to secrecy but not
inside the sealed MSO. We never know their names...

RADIO OPERATOR 1
Fuck, another FLASH message from
Fleet Headquarters. The Admiral is
convening a board of inquiry about
this grounding. I'd better take it to
him now.
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RADIO OPERATOR 2
Well it is a FLASH message and that
means fast. Off you go.

RADIO OPERATOR 1
I know my job. You must think I am
stupid? But, thank you. I was going
to walk slowly, but now, thanks to
you, I'll move fast. Wanker.

RADIO OPERATOR 2
Wanker.

INT. CAPTAIN'S CABIN –– NIGHT

Seated at his desk drinking coffee he barks at his Able
Seaman Steward, MARIO NALDANI.

CAPTAIN DOHERTY
I've been awake for some time now and
this is the first time I've seen you.
A proper valet would have a coffee
for his Captain as soon as he wakes.

MARIO NALDANI
Yes Sir, I will remember that in
future. Do you want me to make your
bed Sir?

CAPTAIN DOHERTY
The ship's run aground and I have to
care about the welfare of the
officers and my ship. Do I look like
I am going back to bed? No. And yes,
make my bed. Surely you know how to
do that. I get tired of telling
stewards how to do their job.

In the background the meticulous Mario makes his bed with
'hospital corners' as the Captain writes a signal. He then
notices a book 'A Good Night's Sleep' in the waste bin.

MARIO NALDANI
Sorry Sir, there is a perfectly good
book in your waste bin. Did you want
me to throw it out?
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CAPTAIN DOHERTY
If it was a perfectly good book it
would not be in the bin. Throw it
over the side with the rest of the
rubbish. How you ever made Able
Seaman is beyond me.

A knock at the door and the radio operator hands him the
FLASH signal.

RADIO OPERATOR 1
FLASH signal Sir.

Doherty gives a look of disdain being careful not to share
his feelings with sailors.

CAPTAIN DOHERTY
Come back in five minutes for my
reply.

INT. CHIEF STOKER'S OFFICE - NIGHT

The Navigator knocks on the open door.

NAVIGATOR
Hi Chief can we chat?

CHIEF STOKER
Come in, Will.

After the Navigator enters he closes the door.

CHIEF STOKER (cont'd)
What have your heard, Will?

NAVIGATOR
The whispers in the wardroom are that
the captain ordered the ship to
change course and told the OOW he
would speak to me about it –– but, he
didn't. Makes no sense to go east
when I had plotted us south.

CHIEF STOKER
To him it did. And we may never know
why. After many years and many ships
I still do not understand his logic
or lack thereof.

NAVIGATOR
I don't know how you've tolerated him
for so long.
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CHIEF STOKER
Let's just say the Navy makes it
worth my while. You're here by no
accident either –– the last Navigator
left swiftly and quietly... hence
your crash posting to Mulga. You must
have impressed the right people with
your navigation and people skills.

beat( )
Let's just say, we're both here to
keep him out of danger.

NAVIGATOR
Honestly Chief, my job is to keep the
ship safe, not to cover up a
captain's incompetence.

CHIEF STOKER
That's why they chose you Will.
Someone higher up knows you'll do the
right thing.

NAVIGATOR
It's not for me to say but... he
should never have been allowed to go
to sea.

CHIEF STOKER
A bit of history. He was born on the
land. Family owned huge cattle
stations in Queensland. Father dies.
He sells his inheritance... makes a
squillion. Pissed off the rest of his
family. Joined the Navy. Marries the
Defence Minister's daughter. Pumps
obscene money into father-in-law's
political party. Now an untouchable.
Even, navy brass are scared of him.
They even extended the life of this
rust bucket so he could have a
command. And lucky for us... imagine
him in charge of one of the new
missile ships?

NAVIGATOR
Fuck.

CHIEF STOKER
Didn't think you swore Will.

NAVIGATOR
I don't.

(Please contact Jack Fringe for the other 48 pages)

12.


