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FADE IN:

EXT. EMERSON HOUSE - DAY

A small, rundown farmhouse sits amongst dry scrub and stringy 
bark trees. Paint is peeling, gutters are hanging off and 
clucking CHICKENS move below a tall WINDMILL. 

The windmill’s rusty iron blades turn slowly atop an old 
wooden frame that CREAKS and bends. A split slowly forms in 
one of the legs. 

SUPER: 1894

INT. EMERSON HOUSE. BEDROOM - DAY

ABRAHAM ‘UKULELE’ EMERSON, a scruffy looking man in his early 
30s, paces the dusty room deep in thought. He has braces 
holding up his worn trousers and his wild hair, unshaven chin 
and red eyes show a man obsessed with his work.

Nearby sits a small desk, covered with papers and ink pens. 
Ukulele talks to himself as he strides back and forth 
attempting to write a poem.

UKULELE
“The wind swept over the wheaty 
wheat fields.” No, no. “The windy 
wind swept over the wheaty wheat 
fields.” Yes.

Ukulele jots the line down on a piece of paper, stares at it 
a moment then bangs his fist on the desk.

UKULELE (CONT’D)
No, no, no.

He screws up the paper and continues pacing. From off we hear 
Ukulele’s wife, Mary, calling.

MARY (OOS)
Abraham! 

UKULELE
“The wild windy wind swept swiftly 
over the wobbly, wheaty wheat 
fields...”

MARY (OOS)
ABRAHAM! 



UKULELE
(Still to self)

“The wild windy wind swept swiftly 
over the wobbly, wheaty wheat 
fields, that blew the wheaty wheat 
towards the wild and wheaty 
west...”

The bedroom door flies open and MARY EMERSON, an attractive 
Northern English woman in her late 20s, stands in the 
doorway. She’s wearing an apron over a plain, dirty dress and 
her face is smeared with sweat and grime. She’s angry. 

MARY
Did you not hear me call man?! 

UKULELE
Sorry darling. I'm working on a 
poem.

MARY
Well, what a surprise. The chicken 
coop’s fallen over, the windmill’s 
about to do the same and you're 
writing another bloody poem!

Ukulele is muttering to himself.

UKULELE
“...the windy wind swept wildly...”

MARY
Abraham!!

He snaps out of it. 

UKULELE
Mary, from now on I want you to 
call me Ukulele.

MARY
You what?  

UKULELE
Ukulele Emerson. Australia's finest 
bush poet. It's my new nick name. 
What do you think?

MARY
Your nick name?! 

UKULELE
Banjo Paterson has a nick name. 
Lots of bush poets have them.

2.



MARY
You're not a bloody poet! 

UKULELE 
Really? Listen to this. (Recites) 
“The wild, windy wind swept swiftly 
over the wobbly, wheaty...”

MARY
Stop it! I just want you to do some 
work around here! Now will you go 
and fix that windmill?!

UKULELE
Hang on. You’ve given me an idea.

Ukulele starts thinking and reciting.

UKULELE (CONT’D)
“The rickety, rotting windmill 
creaks creakily, on it’s creaky 
cracking legs...”

MARY
(Fed up)

Gawd help me!

Mary exits, slamming the door shut.

EXT. EMERSON HOUSE - DAY

A well appointed HORSE and CARRIAGE pulls up to the front of 
the house. Sitting on the carriage is HARVEY NEWBERRY, a 
stout, wealthy looking man in his late 30s.

INT. EMERSON HOUSE. KITCHEN/LIVING AREA - DAY

Mary is in the only other room of the dirt poor house. 
Through the window she sees the carriage pull up and smiles 
broadly. She tidies herself quickly and rushes outside.

EXT. EMERSON HOUSE - DAY

Excited, Mary bursts out of the front door as Harvey leaps 
from the carriage. They fall into each others arms.

MARY
Oh Harvey.

HARVEY
Mary.
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They hug and kiss.

MARY
Where have you been? It’s been 
days.

HARVEY
I'm sorry my love. I couldn't get 
away. (Looking past her) Is he 
here?

MARY
(Annoyed)

Of course he is!

HARVEY
Damn.

MARY
Well what did you expect? He's 
always here. All he ever does is 
sit in the bedroom writing those 
ridiculous bloody poems.

HARVEY
Is there anywhere else we can 
go...? 

MARY
(Annoyed)

No.

HARVEY
But I must have you.

MARY
And I you...

They kiss again just as Ukulele sticks his head out of the 
bedroom window. He’s a naive, happy idiot and oblivious to 
their affections. 

UKULELE
Morning Harvey.

They quickly separate. Harvey smiles weakly.

HARVEY
Abe.

UKULELE
(Correcting him)

Ukulele.

4.



HARVEY
Pardon?

UKULELE
Ukulele Emerson. It’s my new nick 
name. I’ve decided to go 
professional with my bush poetry. 
I’m going to write a book.

HARVEY
Oh. Splendid.

Harvey gives Mary a confused glance. She rolls her eyes. 
Ukulele holds up a sheet of paper.

UKULELE
Listen to this. (Reads with 
passion) “The rickety, rotting, 
windmill sits on creaky, cracking 
beams as the rusty blades spin 
round and round like spinning 
things in trees”   

Harvey looks confused.

HARVEY
Marvelous.

UKULELE
Wait. That’s not it...

He disappears back inside. Mary is at her wits end.

MARY
Jesus wept. Day in day out, all he 
ever does is recite those godawful 
poems. You've got to help me.

HARVEY
That’s why I’m here my love. I have 
a surprise.

MARY
(Hopeful)

You're leaving your wife?

HARVEY
Well, no.

MARY
(Annoyed)

Jesus Harvey. I can’t believe you!
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HARVEY
My father in law has a vacant 
apartment in the town. I was 
thinking, maybe I could set you up 
there?

MARY
You what? Don’t be daft. I leave my 
husband and suddenly you’ve got me 
shacked up in a house in the middle 
of town? There’d be a scandal. 

HARVEY
(Ominous)

Ah, but what if something was to 
happen to dear Abraham first?

MARY
(Curious)

Go on.

HARVEY
I could come to your aid. I’d be 
taking care of the wife of one of 
our dearest employees, in her hour 
of need. 

MARY
Your employees?

HARVEY
Yes. My Drovers are taking a heard 
of cattle north tomorrow. If I can 
convince your stupid husband to go 
with them, my men will make sure he 
doesn’t return. 

MARY
Why don't you just leave your wife?

HARVEY
It’s complicated. You know her 
father’s my boss. One wrong move 
and I’ll lose everything. 

MARY
I don't know.

Ukulele walks out of the front door.

6.



UKULELE
I’ve got it. (Reads) “The rickety, 
rotting, windmill sits on creaky, 
cracking legs, the rusty blades 
turn slowly round, like a fat man 
in a bed.”

Both look dumbfounded. 

UKULELE (CONT’D)
Well?

Mary whispers intensely to Harvey. 

MARY
Do it! 

HARVEY
Listen Abe.

UKULELE
(Correcting him)

Ukulele.

HARVEY
Sorry. Ukulele, I've got a 
proposition for you.

UKULELE
Really?

HARVEY
It's a job offer as a matter of 
fact.

UKULELE
But, Harvey. I've got a job. I'm a 
poet. I’m writing a book. 

HARVEY
Yes I know, but this job would be 
good for your poetry.

UKULELE
Really?

HARVEY
How would you like to be a drover?

UKULELE
A drover?
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HARVEY
Yes. Herding my cattle to 
Willapine.

UKULELE
(Dreamily)

A drover...

HARVEY
Banjo Paterson was a Drover you 
know.

UKULELE
I know. But I've already written a 
droving poem. (Recites) “Drovers 
droving dusty cows down dirty, 
dusty roads. There's dust and dirt 
and dogs and things where droving 
drovers drove. The Drovers 
drove...”

Interrupting him.

HARVEY
That's great Abe, but think of how 
much better your poems could be if 
you experienced droving first hand. 
And let's face it, you could do 
with the money. 

UKULELE
I don’t know...

MARY
Look at this place!

Harvey hurriedly pulls some cash out and hands it to Ukulele.

HARVEY
I tell you what. You promise to 
take the job and I'll give you an 
advance right now. You can take my 
carriage, nip into town and buy 
what you need to fix a few things 
around here, before you head off on 
the herd.

UKULELE
Really?

HARVEY
My word.
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UKULELE
That's mighty decent of you Harvey.

HARVEY
Think nothing of it. Now off you go 
and I'll stay here and keep Mary 
company. What do you say?

UKULELE
(Touched) 

Sir, you deserve a poem. (Reciting) 
“Harvey Newberry oh what a man, oh 
what a man is he...”

Harvey rushes him off.

HARVEY
Yes, yes. I can hear the poem 
later. Now you get a move on, 
there’s a good chap.

Harvey ushers Ukulele onto the carriage.

UKULELE
Okay, back in a jiff.

HARVEY
Take your time. 

Harvey and Mary, eager to get started, rush inside and SLAM 
the front door. 

UKULELE
(Calling to Mary)

Bye darling!

Ukulele smiles and moves off reciting his new poem to 
himself.

UKULELE (CONT’D)
“Harvey Newberry what a man, oh 
what a man is he, his carriage is 
well painted and his horse... 
has... lovely... knees..?”

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. OUTBACK - DAY

A blistering SUN fills the screen. Tilt down to see a lone 
figure staggering through rough, scrubby terrain. He has a 
swag and on his back and a satchel over his shoulder. 
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CLOSE. This is MICK MCCAFFERTY, a weary IRISH gold prospector 
in his late 60s. His clothes are tattered and he has a long 
bedraggle beard, with hair to match. Sweat runs down his 
grubby, weatherbeaten face as he shuffles on.

Exhausted, Mick falls to his knees. He pulls out his water 
bag and drinks. There’s nothing left. He holds it above his 
mouth, licks at the last few drops then angrily tosses it 
aside. He has a thick Irish accent.

MICK
BOLLOCKS! 

CUT TO:

EXT. ALDERSHOT TOWN - DAY

Establishing shot of an old pioneer town.

EXT. ALDERSHOT TOWN CENTER - DAY

ELEANOR NEWBERRY, a prim, well dressed woman in her mid 30s 
walks down the street. Men tip their hats as she passes, but 
she barley acknowledges them.

She gets to the front of THE ALDERSHOT GENERAL STORE just as 
Ukulele is walking out. He’s awkwardly carrying a collection 
of wood, paint and building equipment.

They almost collide. Eleanor is curt.

ELEANOR
Please watch where you’re going.

UKULELE
I beg your pardon. (Beat) Oh. Mrs 
Newberry.

She is forced to acknowledge him.

ELEANOR
Mister Emerson.

UKULELE
How are you?

ELEANOR
Very well.

UKULELE
What a coincidence. I was just with 
your husband, Mister Newberry.
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ELEANOR
(Quizzical)

Really?

Ukulele moves to the back of Harvey’s carriage, which is 
parked in front of the store. He attempts to throw in the 
equipment. Most of it falls to the ground.

UKULELE
Yes. Lovely man. He’s letting me 
borrow his carriage.

Eleanor recognizes the carriage and is a little surprised.

ELEANOR
He is?

UKULELE
To get some things.

ELEANOR
Really? And where’s my husband?

UKULELE
Oh, he stayed back at the farm with 
Mary. My wife.

ELEANOR
(Suspicious)

Oh. Yes. The pretty one.

UKULELE
Goodness. I’ll let her know you 
said so. She’ll be ever so pleased.

ELEANOR
He told me he was going to the 
cattle yard.

UKULELE
Well, he’s out at the house with 
Mary right now. It was so nice of 
him to stay with her. It gets a bit 
lonely out there. No one around for 
miles.

Eleanor suppresses her anger.

ELEANOR
Quite. 

UKULELE
I came up with a poem about him. 
Would you like to hear it? 

(MORE)
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(Reciting) “Harvey Newberry what a 
man, oh what a...”

ELEANOR
Not right now thank you. Good day 
Mr Emerson.

Eleanor exits quickly.

UKULELE
Oh. Good day Mrs Newberry. (Beat) 
What a lovely woman.

The rest of the stuff falls off the carriage.

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. EMERSON HOUSE - DAY

Establishing.

We hear Mary and Harvey LAUGHING.

INT. EMERSON HOUSE. KITCHEN/LIVING AREA - DAY

Mary and Harvey are running around the house in their 
UNDERWEAR, laughing. Harvey is trying to catch her as she 
squeals with delight.

HARVEY
(Playful)

Come here you...

Mary ducks from his grasp, laughs and runs into the bedroom. 
She slams the door behind her and bolts it.

HARVEY (CONT’D)
Come out of there!

MARY (OOS)
(Laughing)

Never!

HARVEY
Wait ‘til I get my hands on you, 
you scrumptious little wench. 

Suddenly the front door opens and Ukulele strides in wiping 
his hands with a rag. 

UKULELE
All done.

UKULELE (CONT'D)
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Harvey looks up in horror.

HARVEY
Ahhh! Abe!

UKULELE
Hello Harvey. I've fixed that leg 
on the windmill stand. Should keep 
Mary happy.

CUT TO:

EXT. EMERSON HOUSE - DAY

The leg of the windmill stand has one scrappy bit of wood 
attached to it by several bent nails. It continues to CREAK 
and bend.

CUT TO:

INT. EMERSON HOUSE. KITCHEN/LIVING AREA - CONTINUOUS

Harvey stares at Ukulele in disbelief. Ukulele is oblivious 
to the fact that Harvey is only half dressed. 

UKULELE
Everything ok?

HARVEY
How long have you been out there?

UKULELE
Quite a while. Your horse is 
incredibly fast. I’ve been writing 
a poem about him. Listen...  

Harvey is dumbfounded.

UKULELE (CONT’D)
(Reciting) “Harvey's horse is huge 
and horsey. It’s legs are swift 
it’s torso torsey...”

Ukulele stops. He has suddenly noticed how Harvey is dressed.

UKULELE (CONT’D)
Harvey. Where are your clothes?

HARVEY
(Nervous)

What? Oh. Yes. I...
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Mary walks out of the bedroom, hurriedly dressed, carrying a 
bundle of clothes.

MARY
I've been washing them for him.

HARVEY/UKULELE
What?

MARY
He was trying to fix the gutter. A 
job you should've done ages ago. He 
fell in some mud.

Ukulele is mortified.

UKULELE
Oh, Harvey. I'm so sorry.

HARVEY
What? Oh, think nothing of it.

Ukulele looks up towards the ceiling.

UKULELE
Are they your pants hanging from 
the rafters?

Ukulele stands on a chair and retrieves the pants. Harvey 
snatches them off him.

HARVEY
Oh, good. They’re dry. 

Harvey quickly puts them on.

UKULELE
How can I make it up to you Harvey? 
I know. How about a poem...? 

HARVEY
No! No. I know. Let’s head over to 
the cattle yard and get you started 
on this droving job. Why don’t you 
grab your things.

Harvey grabs the rest of his clothes off Mary and starts 
getting dressed. Ukulele collects some things.

UKULELE
Your wife thought you were already 
at the cattle yard. 

Harvey and Mary exchange a look.
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HARVEY
(Concerned)

My wife? When did you see my wife?

UKULELE
Just now. In town. I told her you 
were here, with Mary.

Mary gives Harvey a concerned look. Harvey’s look tells her 
not to worry.

HARVEY
Oh. Well. Come on A... Ukulele. I 
want to get the cattle moving 
today.

Ukulele moves to Mary.

UKULELE
Looks like I’ll be away a little 
while darling. Will you be ok?

Mary looks to Harvey. There is a knowing smile between them.

HARVEY
I’ll keep an eye on her my friend.

UKULELE
This job will make my poems better 
than ever. You’ll see. I’ll publish 
my book and we’ll live in the 
grandest house in Aldershot. 

Ukulele goes to kiss her and she turns away.

MARY
All right then. Off you go.

Ukulele is unperturbed, remaining positive. 

UKULELE
Farewell my love.

HARVEY
Afternoon Mrs Emerson.

The two men exit.

EXT. EMERSON HOUSE - DAY

The carriage pulls away with Harvey and Ukulele on board. 
Mary stands at the front door.
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UKULELE
Goodbye.

Mary smiles weakly.

The carriage is gone, Mary slams the door and the patch on 
the windmill stand drops off.

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. ALDERSHOT STABLES - DAY

Establishing shot. A gate with a sign that reads: ‘Aldershot 
Stables’

CUT TO: Harvey and Ukulele walk past some cattle.

UKULELE
My goodness. You own all these 
cows?

HARVEY
Technically they’re my father in-
law’s. But, one day...

A cow MOOs. Ukulele smiles

UKULELE
(Recites) Harvey’s cows they moo 
and eat, while standing on their 
hoofy feet..

HARVEY
Abe, please. Look, there’s Archie. 
(Calls out) I say. Archie!

Cut to ARCHIE DONAVAN, the head drover. He’s a mean, scary 
looking man in his 50s, with a long scar on the side of his 
face. He looks up with a sneer.

Harvey and Ukulele approach. 

HARVEY (CONT’D)
Archie this is Abe Emerson, the new 
Drover I was telling you about.

Harvey and Archie give each other a knowing glance. Archie 
holds out his hand and he and Ukulele shake.

ARCHIE
Abe. 
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UKULELE
Actually, my friends call me 
Ukulele. I'm a poet.

ARCHIE
(Sardonic)

A poet eh? Well, I'll be. (Calls 
out) Boys! We’ve got ourselves a 
poet here.

The other drovers, NED late 30s and WILL a kid in his early 
20s, wander over. They both look tough and give incredulous 
smirks. 

WILL
You don’t say.

ARCHIE
Ya published?

UKULELE
No. But I’m writing a book of 
poetry at the moment.

WILL
Well. Let's hear one.

UKULELE
(Excited)

Really?

Harvey interrupts.

HARVEY
No! You’re already running late. I 
want you boys to get saddled up and 
on the track within the hour.

Archie nods to Ned.

NED
(To Ukulele)

Come on Shakespeare.

Ned leads Ukulele away.

UKULELE
Actually my friends call me 
Ukulele...

Harvey takes Archie to one side and pulls out a wad of cash. 
Will stands nearby. 
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HARVEY
I’ll pay you half now and half on 
your return. Remember it’s got to 
look like an accident.

ARCHIE
Oh, don’t worry about that Sir.

Will smiles as Archie takes the cash.

HARVEY
He's not to come back, you hear? Or 
it’s your jobs.

ARCHIE
He’s as good as gone.

EXT. OUTBACK - DUSK

Mick McCafferty collapses with a THUD into the dirt. He drags 
himself beneath a lone tree, then stops and rolls onto his 
back.

MICK
Well McCafferty. Looks like this is 
it. So close. 

Mick has a coughing fit.

MICK (CONT’D)
So very, very close. (Beat) Come 
here me little darlin’.

Mick grabs his satchel and lovingly cuddles it.

MICK (CONT’D)
At least we’ll be together at the 
end. (Beat) God I’m hungry.

EXT. DROVER’S CAMPFIRE - NIGHT - ESTABLISHING

Tilt down from a STARRY night. A campfire lights the darkness 
of the bush. We hear CATTLE OOS.

EXT. DROVER'S CAMPFIRE - NIGHT

Archie, Ned and Will sit around the fire. Ned, scoops a 
spoonful of disgusting STEW, from a POT on the fire, into a 
metal BOWL and hands it to Will. 

Archie is rolling a cigarette.
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NED
(To Archie)

When do we...? You know... 

ARCHIE
Tomorrow. The cliff at Blind Man’s 
ridge. Our little wordsmith is 
gunna take a bit of a tumble.

The men give a sinister smile as Ukulele joins them.

UKULELE
Well, the cattle seem pretty 
settled. What a great day. My 
creative juices are well and truly 
flowing.

ARCHIE
Well then mister poet...

Archie sticks the cigarette in his mouth, lights it, takes a 
drag and slowly blows out the smoke.

ARCHIE (CONT’D)
Why don’t you entertain me and the 
boys here with one of ya little 
limericks. 

Ned and Will grin.

UKULELE
I’d love to. But they’re not really 
limericks Archie. I write bush 
poetry. 

WILL
What’s that?

UKULELE
Well, they’re poems about the 
outback I suppose, and every day 
people, like you and me.

WILL
Go on then.

NED
(Sarcastic)

This should be good.

ARCHIE
Pay attention.

19.



Ukulele clears his throat and recites his poem. It’s a 
dramatic, heartfelt performance. 

UKULELE
“Drovers drove their dusty cows 
down dirty, dusty roads. There's 
dust and dirt and dogs and things 
where droving drovers drove. 

The men begin to get interested.

The Drovers drove and drove some 
more, they drove their cattle far. 
Through wind and rain and droving 
strife it’s really, really hard. 

But on they drove and drove some 
more, ‘til their drovey day does 
end. Then they sit and eat some 
stew, for tomorrow, they drove 
again.”

There’s a pause. All we hear is the crackling of the fire. 
The three men are awestruck. It is the most moving thing they 
have ever heard. 

WILL
I...

Ned wipes tears from his eyes.

NED
That was... incredible.

Archie pulls out a handkerchief and blows his nose and tries 
to hide his tears.

ARCHIE
I never heard nothin’ like it.

Ukulele is surprised at this positive reaction.

UKULELE
Really?

WILL
It was... amazin’ Mr Emerson.

Ukulele smiles. He’s a little embarrassed with the praise. We 
hear a LOUD MOOING.

UKULELE
I... I’ll just check the cattle 
again.
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Ukulele exits.

NED
Did ya hear that? It was beautiful.

WILL
(To Archie)

Boss. We can’t...

NED
The man’s a genius.

Archie is wiping his eyes.

ARCHIE
I know. But we can’t take him back 
neither. Newberry wants him gone.

The men look sad and think. Ukulele returns.

UKULELE
They’re fine. My, my. You boys look 
a bit down in the dumps. I hope it 
wasn’t my poem.

WILL
No. Tell us another one Mister 
Emerson.

UKULELE
Really?

NED
Please.

UKULELE
Very well.

Ukulele begins his poem. 

Archie has a concerned look on his face. 

We cut wide as the men listen, enthralled.

UKULELE (CONT’D)
“The wild windy wind swept swiftly 
over the wobbly, wheaty wheat 
fields, that blew the wheaty wheat 
towards the wild and wheaty 
west...”

DISSOLVE TO:
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EXT. EMERSON HOUSE - DAY

Establishing shot.

HARVEY (OOS)
Oh yes!

MARY (OOS)
Rub me there.

INT. EMERSON HOUSE. BEDROOM - DAY

Harvey and Mary are rolling around under the covers on the 
bed.

HARVEY
Oh yes!

MARY
Mmmmmm.

HARVEY
Oh yes.

MARY
Oh Harvey.

Suddenly there is a KNOCK on the door. They stop. Worried.

HARVEY
Christ. Who’s that?

Mary is unsure.

HARVEY (CONT’D)
Take a look.

Mary, half dressed, sneaks up to the window and looks through 
a crack in the curtain. From her POV we see Archie at the 
front door.

MARY
I don’t like the look of him.

Harvey, wearing only underpants and singlet, sneaks up behind 
her and looks.

HARVEY
It’s my drover. They’re back.

MARY
And Abraham?
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HARVEY
I don’t know.

CUT TO:

EXT. EMERSON HOUSE. FRONT DOOR - DAY

Archie stands waiting. Harvey, now wearing a rumpled shirt 
and pants slowly opens the door.

HARVEY
Archie. Are you alone?

ARCHIE
Yes sir.

HARVEY
Well?

Archie is emotional. Sad.

ARCHIE
He won’t be botherin’ you no more 
sir.

Harvey is a little unnerved by the reality.

HARVEY
You mean he’s...?

ARCHIE
Yes sir. I... I’ve come to collect 
the rest of the money if you don’t 
mind sir.

HARVEY
What? Oh yes. Of course.

Harvey searches his pants pocket, pulls out a roll of notes 
and hands them to Archie.

Archie takes his hat off.

ARCHIE
(Close to tears)

It was a terrible thing what we did 
sir. That man was a true talent, 
the likes a which we may never see 
again. 

Harvey looks at him, confused. Archie shakes his head.
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ARCHIE (CONT’D)
It was a terrible thing.

He turns and sadly walks away. Harvey watches him a moment 
then closes the door.

INT. EMERSON HOUSE. KITCHEN/ LIVING AREA - CONTINUOUS

Harvey turns to Mary.

MARY
Well?

His eyes widen and a smile appears.

HARVEY
He’s gone my dear. He’s gone!

Mary is stunned.

MARY
Oh, my lord.

Harvey pulls down his trousers and rips off his shirt.

HARVEY
Now come here you gorgeous 
strumpet!

Mary quickly loses any remorse and runs to his arms.

MARY
Oh Harvey!

They start kissing passionately when there is another KNOCK 
on the door. They pause.

HARVEY
(Annoyed) What the-? (Calling out) 
Forget something Archie?! I’m a 
little busy if you don’t mind!

Suddenly the door is KICKED off it’s hinges and a LARGE, well 
dressed, TOUGH looking man, in his mid to late 60s, strides 
into the room. Mary screams.

HARVEY (CONT’D)
What the-?!

This is THEODORE ALDERSHOT, Harvey’s father in law. He stares 
angrily at Harvey, whose face has drained of colour.
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Harvey’s wife, Eleanor, rushes in behind Aldershot. She 
points at the half naked pair who are still in a fond 
embrace.

ELEANOR
(Angry and in tears)

See Daddy! I told you he was with 
her!

Aldershot’s face is SHAKING and RED. Harvey is very, very 
scared.

HARVEY
Oh shit.

Aldershot runs towards Harvey, holding up a RIDING CROP and 
screaming.

ALDERSHOT
(Anger)

Aaaaaahhhhhhhhh!

HARVEY
(Fear)

Aaaaaaahhhhhhhhh!

CUT TO:

EXT. OUTBACK - DAY

Mick sits under the tree holding his satchel. He’s breathing 
heavily and mumbling ‘An Irish Lullaby’.

MICK
Over in Killarney 
Many years ago, 
Me Mither sang a song to me 
In tones so sweet and low. 
Just a simple little ditty, 
In her good ould Irish way, 
And l'd give the world if she could 
sing. That song to me this day. 

Mick’s eyes close, his head tilts. The satchel drops from his 
arms and a big GOLD NUGGET rolls out of it.

DISSOLVE TO:

Close on Mick’s eyes, moments later.

UKULELE (OOS)
Hello? I say. Hello?
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Mick’s eyes flicker open and he looks up. 

Standing above him, against the sun, is Ukulele. He kneels 
down next to the old man. 

UKULELE (CONT’D)
My dear chap. Are you ok?

Mick COUGHS. He is abrupt and cantankerous.

MICK
Do I feckin’ look ok?

UKULELE
Well, no. Not really.

Mick grabs Ukulele’s collar.

MICK
Where’s me feckin’ gold ya thievin’ 
bastard!

He lets go. Too weak to hold on. Ukulele holds up the nugget.

UKULELE
You mean this?

Mick grabs it and cuddles it close.

MICK
Me baby. Me darlin’ baby.

Ukulele grabs his water bottle, opens it and holds it up to 
Mick.

UKULELE
Drink.

Mick guzzles the water and coughs.

UKULELE (CONT’D)
Who are you? What are you doing 
here?

MICK
I could ask you the same. You’re 
after me gold!

UKULELE
No. I was droving. But my friends, 
sort of, took off. 

Ukulele pulls out a scrappy bit of paper.
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UKULELE (CONT’D)
It was quite odd. They left me a 
note telling me not to return to 
Aldershot because my life was in 
danger. But urged me to keep up 
with my poetry.

Mick struggles to talk. He is close to death.

MICK
Poetry? 

UKULELE
Bush poetry.

Mick coughs.

UKULELE (CONT’D)
What are you doing out here?

MICK
I’m rich boy-o. (Re nugget) Isn’t 
she incredible.

Ukulele nods.

MICK (CONT’D)
(Getting sentimental)

But... I don’t think I’ll ever get 
to spend her.

UKULELE
Why not?

MICK
(Annoyed)

I’m dyin’ ya moron!

UKULELE
Oh.

MICK
People laughed at me they did. They 
said Mick McCafferty, ya mad Irish 
twat. You’ll never find no gold in 
these parts. But I showed ‘em. 

Mick coughs some more, then looks Ukulele in the eye and 
thinks a moment.

MICK (CONT’D)
Lad. I want you to have it.
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UKULELE
What? No, I... You’re going to be 
fine...

MICK
No. I don’t think so. It’s my legs 
ya see.

UKULELE
Infection?

MICK
No. I ate them yesterday.

Reveal Mick’s BLOODY STUMPS.

MICK (CONT’D)
Lost a lot of blood.

UKULELE
Oh.

Mick looks at Ukulele.

MICK
You’re a poet you say?

UKULELE
Yes.

MICK
Published?

UKULELE
No. It’s my dream. 

Mick grabs at Ukulele’s collar again.

MICK
Well, do me a favor boy. You follow 
your dream! This nugget’ll make you 
rich. Use that money to publish yer 
book of poems. 

UKULELE
(Genuinely touched)

Mr McCaffery... I... I don’t know 
what to say...

Mick coughs some more.

MICK
Promise me you’ll do it lad. And 
don’t let anyone tell ya, ya can’t!
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Ukulele looks determined. 

UKULELE
I promise.

He sees Mick is fading fast.

UKULELE (CONT’D)
Here. Let me recite you one.

MICK
Aye. That would be lovely. Just 
like me old Mither use to do.

Ukulele makes up a poem as he goes.

UKULELE
I wandered in the bushy bush. 
The birds they sang, the wind did 
woosh. 
I was lost, feeling pretty sick. 
Then I met a bloke called Mick. 
He was dying, that’s for sure. 
Dying dead he’ll be no more. 
Deady, deady, deady dead. 
That bloke called Mick, with the... 
craggy head. 

Mick has a look of horror and confusion on his face. The end 
is here and he struggles to get his final words out.

MICK
Jesus! That was shite!! Arrggh.

Mick dies. His eyes open. 

Ukulele is unfazed by the comment and solemnly pulls down 
Mick’s eyelids.

EXT. EMERSON HOUSE - DAY

The house looks slightly more rundown and unkept. There are 
no chickens left, but the leg of the windmill stand bends and 
creaks even worse.

SUPER: 6 MONTHS LATER

Move to Mary slowly sticking a RIFLE out of the kitchen 
window.

We see she is aiming at a RABBIT that is nibbling on tufts of 
grass in the front yard. 

29.



She FIRES the gun and misses. The rabbit hops away.

MARY
Bollocks! 

She notices the creaking windmill stand and screams out.

MARY (CONT’D)
HAR-VEY!! 

INT. EMERSON HOUSE. BEDROOM - DAY

Harvey lies on the bed, SNORING. He is now unshaven and 
filthy looking. 

MARY (OOS)
Harvey!

He stirs and pulls a sheet up over himself.

HARVEY
(To himself)

Quite woman.

Mary, still holding the rifle, appears at the door.

MARY
That windmill stand still needs 
fixing. And there’ll be no rabbit 
for dinner tonight. In fact, 
there’ll be nothin’!

Harvey groans, uninterested. 

Mary storms in and pulls the sheet off him.

MARY (CONT’D)
Will you not get up and do 
something for foocks sake?! We’re 
out of food!

Harvey pulls the sheet back.

HARVEY
Go away woman!

MARY
If you want to stay here, and let’s 
face it you have no where else to 
go, you better start pullin’ yer 
weight!
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EXT. EMERSON HOUSE - DAY

We are low as we see the bottom half of a SQUEAKING 
wheelbarrow moving towards the house. Behind it walks an 
expensive pair of LEATHER BOOTS.

INT. EMERSON HOUSE. BEDROOM - DAY

As before Mary stands above Harvey, who lies in bed.

MARY
Get - Up!

 There is a KNOCK on the door.

MARY (CONT’D)
Who’s that now?

Mary walks to the window and looks through a crack in the 
curtain. She REELS BACK in shock and jumps onto Harvey, 
pointing.

MARY (CONT’D)
(Scared)

Ohhhh. Harvey! It’s... It’s...

Mary can’t speak.

HARVEY
What’s wrong? Who is it?

Harvey struggles up and goes to the window. He too is in 
shock.

HARVEY (CONT’D)
It can’t be!

EXT. EMERSON HOUSE - DAY

Ukulele stands at the front door holding a thick BOOK. He 
looks very neat and tidy and is dressed in an EXPENSIVE SUIT.

The door slowly opens and Harvey, dressed in his filthy 
underpants and singlet, and Mary, still holding the rifle, 
stand dumbstruck.

UKULELE
(Surprised)

Harvey? Goodness. I didn’t expect 
to see you here.
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HARVEY
You’re... alive?

UKULELE
(Confused)

Yes?

MARY
But, how...?

HARVEY
(Annoyed)

Those bloody drovers lied to me.

UKULELE
Sorry?

MARY
What are you doing here?

UKULELE
Well, I live here don’t I?

MARY
But, where have you been?

UKULELE
Ah. Well, it’s a funny story. The 
thing is. I actually struck it 
rich.

Mary’s eyes light up. 

MARY
What?

UKULELE
I found a bit of gold.

Mary smiles. She puts the rifle down and pushes past Harvey.

MARY
You did?

UKULELE
Well, another chap found it, but he 
died so...

MARY
(Excited)

Oh Abe!

She squeezes Ukulele. Harvey looks furious.
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UKULELE
(Correcting her)

Ukulele, remember?. And guess what? 
I published a book of poems.

Ukulele holds up his book and we see the cover. There is a 
badly drawn (Fredrick McCubbin style) picture of Ukulele and 
Mick, depicting the scene when he died. The title reads: A 
Book of Bushy Poems by Ukulele Emerson.

UKULELE (CONT’D)
And look at this...

He opens the first page and it reads: Dedicated to Michael 
McCafferty.

UKULELE (CONT’D)
I dedicated it to the man who gave 
me the gold.

MARY
(Smiling/ Excited)

You published a book of poems? 
You’re rich?

UKULELE
Well... I was.

MARY
What?

UKULELE
I actually used the money to 
publish my book.

Harvey begins to suspect a problem.

MARY
Sorry?

HARVEY
Really. And how many did you have 
printed?

UKULELE
Oh. Um... fifty thousand.

MARY
What?!

HARVEY
And how many did you sell?
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UKULELE
Um... Let’s see. (Thinks) Three. 
Then I burnt quite a few over the 
winter. But I still have some left.

We see the WHEELBARROW is piled high with copies of his book.

Mary is getting angry.

MARY
You spent all the money you had on 
printing a book of your poems?

UKULELE
Uh-huh. Oh, and this suit. I wanted 
to look my best when I told you.

Mary is seething. She picks up the rifle.

MARY
I’m going to kill him myself.

She points the gun at Ukulele and he starts backing away.

UKULELE
(Confused)

Mary? What’s going on?

MARY
I hate you! Don’t you get that?

Ukulele moves further out into the front yard. 

UKULELE
What?

MARY
Harvey and I plotted to have you 
killed.

UKULELE
You and Harvey?

MARY
Yes!

UKULELE
The Drovers said my life was in 
danger, but I never thought... Why?

HARVEY
Because we’re having an affair you 
idiot! 
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UKULELE
I don’t understand...

HARVEY
I’m sleeping with your wife!

UKULELE
(Genuinely surprised)

You are?

HARVEY
Yes! Why do you think I’m always in 
my underpants?

UKULELE
Gracious.

Ukulele is suddenly struck with inspiration.

UKULELE (CONT’D)
Wait. That’s good. (Reciting) “My 
wife she took a lover, that lover 
he was fat, always in his 
underpants he wasn’t....”

A now furious Harvey grabs Mary’s gun and they begin to 
tussle over it. 

HARVEY
Aaaaah! Let me kill the little 
shit!

Mary won’t let go.

MARY
No. Me!

They keep fighting.

UKULELE
(Nervous)

Now, now you two. No need for 
that...

The tussle continues and... BAM! The gun goes off.

The bullet hits the windmill’s dodgy leg and it creaks. There 
is a pause. All three of them look up at the windmill 
towering above Harvey and Mary.

HARVEY
Oh dear.

The leg snaps and the stand begins to collapse.
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Mary & Harvey’s POV as the windmill falls towards them.

MARY & HARVEY
Ahhhhhhh!

The windmill falls onto Harvey and Mary and the blades CUT 
them both in half. There is lots of BLOOD and their bodies 
fall to the ground as the stand crashes down on them.

Ukulele stands for a moment, unsure what to do. Harvey and 
Mary’s legs stick out from beneath the twisted windmill frame 
that is now piled on top, as blood oozes out around them.

A kookaburra laughs. Ukulele slowly moves towards them. 

UKULELE
Hello? Everything ok?

Ukulele stops and thinks a moment.

UKULELE (CONT’D)
(Reciting)

The rickety windmill’s blades they 
span, around and round they went. 
Then it fell and killed my wife  
and her tubby gent. No, that’s not 
quite right...

Ukulele sits and, thinks. We tilt up to the sky as a SUPER 
with VO begin.

UKULELE (CONT’D)
(Reciting)

The rickety windmill’s blades they 
span, around and round...

VO
To this day Abraham “Ukulele” 
Emerson has only sold three copies 
of his legendary book ‘A Book of 
Bushy Poems by Ukulele Emerson’. 
Following the windmill accident he 
was never heard of again and 
remains to this day another Lost 
Aussie Legend.

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. CAMP SITE - NIGHT

Archie, Will and Ned sit around a crackling fire. Each has a 
copy of Ukulele’s book.
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WILL
Ok Archie, your turn.

ARCHIE
Right, let’s see. Ahh. The Droving 
Drovers.

NED
Awww. I love this one.

Slowly pull back as the men listen and smile.

ARCHIE
(Reading) “Drovers drove their 
dusty cows down dirty dusty roads. 
There's dust and dirt and dogs and 
things where droving drovers drove. 

The Drovers drove and drove some 
more, they drove their cattle far 
through wind and rain and droving 
strife it’s really, really hard. 

But on they drove and drove some 
more, ‘til their drovey day is 
done. Then they sit and eat some 
food,  their droving life is fun.”

FADE OUT:
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