




Dead Heart
A film by Oliver Herbrich

Australia is shaped like a plate with slightly raised edges. Desert areas form a 
huge arid basin in the center of the continent. Sandstorms and intense heat 
keep this area almost completely lifeless. Rain is extremely rare. After any 
rainfall huge lakes appear in the desert.

The Australians call this area “Dead Heart”. Birdsville is located here.

Where the crows fly backwards to keep the red sand out of their eyes, 
that's where you'll find Birdsville.

23 houses and a pub with liquor licence, that's all there is. Birdsville's rise and 
fall occurred almost one hundred years ago. The once flourishing frontier 
town on the Birdsville track (the most important cattle driving route at the 
time) lost all of its importance with the establishment of the Commonwealth of 
Australia. After the ensuing natural catastrophes, it seemed destined to 
disappear as quickly as it had arisen.

Birdsville was probably almost a ghost town by the time an enterprising man 
by the name of Bill Brook arrived there. Since then, the town's fate has been 
linked closely to Brook's own story. He built cooling tanks to utilize the boiling 
water shooting up from the ground, installing a small turbine to the spring to 
generate Birdsville's first electricity. By building wind mills he was able to 
pump the ground water to the surface, thus making cattle farming possible on 
a modest scale. Birdsville is a very significant place precisely because of its 
remoteness. Indeed, it has since become something of a highlight, allegedly 
attracting almost 20,000 tourists each year.

Birdsville's most important achievement was the introduction of telephone 
service, the town's most important connection to the outside world, in 1979, 
90 years after an application was first submitted.

The Birdsville Races - the world's craziest weekend party

For days now, Birdsville has been preparing for a major onslaught - next 
weekend will see the world's craziest horse race. As a precautionary 
measure, the local pub is stocking up on 80,000 cans of beer, while a 
provisional tower has been erected at the airstrip and the police officer, 



whose district has the same area as Bavaria, is receiving 30-strong backup. 
Fans of the Birdsville Races (mostly urbanites tired of civilization) fall on the 
village like a swarm of locusts and have since indeed become a genuine 
plague.

Although the Birdsville Cup is completely insignificant in sporting terms and 
was originally only an occasion for the locals to get together, these days it is 
used as a pretext for one gigantic drinking binge. Some 300 aircraft - as many 
as at a major airport - land at Birdsville airport on the first day of the race 
alone. The 5,000 visitors quickly turn the village into a cauldron where 
everyone can do what they have always wanted to - let themselves go and 
drink until they can no longer stand on their feet. Anyone who is not yet drunk 
drives in the afternoon to the races where vast sums of money are placed on 
the horses. Many fall asleep wherever they happened to have emptied their 
last can of beer.

“Brashleigh” is the winning horse on the second day of the Centenary 
Birdsville Cup and, like just about everything else in Birdsville, is owned by 
the Brook familiy.

Yet, before the visitors return to their daily routine and Birdsville sinks back 
into oblivion for another 360 days, they drop all inhibitions for one final time. 
Everyone indulges in an ultimate uproarious round of revelry.

Monday morning it's all over again. Thousands of empty beer cans still cover 
the street and glisten in the rising sun – a short lived reminder of the 
weekend.


