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EXT. ARTHUR’S HOUSE - BACKYARD - DAY

A pretty, two story house sits on the corner of a moderately 
busy street.  

ARTHUR, 17, with blond hair, light blue eyes, and an athletic 
build, tosses a football to his best friend, LANCE, 17, who 
has auburn hair, brown eyes, and a buff build. 

GWEN, 17, with black hair and light brown eyes, sits on the 
steps of the patio. HAMLET, a black and white collie puppy, 
runs between the boys, trying to get the ball. 

ARTHUR
Do you two have any plans for 
summer break?

LANCE
Not really. Dad wants me to study, 
but...

Lance shrugs as he catches the ball. Hamlet runs over to him. 

HAMLET
Bark bark bark!

ARTHUR
That sucks. Your dad seems so 
strict. And that’s coming from me.

LANCE
Ah ha ha. Tell me about it. He 
means well. I know he just wants 
what’s best for me.

Lance throws the ball. Hamlet chases after it. Gwen suddenly 
stands, jumps up, and catches it.

ARTHUR
Hey! 

HAMLET
Yelp!

Gwen smiles and spins the ball on her finger.

GWEN
I got bored.

ARTHUR
We asked you if you wanted to play 
earlier.



Arthur walks over and wraps his arms around Gwen’s waist. 
Gwen laughs at him and leans closer. 

GWEN
I know. 

Arthur smiles. His eyes light up and he stands up straight.

ARTHUR
Oh, I know. We should go hiking 
this weekend. We can leave tonight.

HAMLET
Bark!

Hamlet runs into the house. Gwen and Lance glance at each 
other. Arthur notices.

GWEN
I’m sorry, Arty, but I’m going to 
be busy tonight. Maybe next 
weekend?

LANCE
Yeah. Dad needs me to do something 
tonight, too.

ARTHUR
Oh. Alright, it’s cool. We can go 
next weekend, then.

Hamlet runs back out of the house. He carries a hiking boot 
that’s almost as big as himself. He trips over it, rolls 
across the yard, and stops at Arthur’s feet. His tail wags.

HAMLET
Bark!

EXT. MAIN STREET - NIGHT

Arthur and Hamlet walk along the sidewalk. Hamlet bounces 
around Arthur’s feet and gets them tangled with the leash. 
Arthur falls to the ground.

ARTHUR
Oof! Hamlet! Ha, ha.

HAMLET
Bark!

Hamlet jumps onto Arthur’s chest and his tail wags. Arthur 
sits up slightly and pushes Hamlet off. He untangles his legs 
from the leash. 
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As he finishes, the sky emits a loud BOOM of thunder. 

HAMLET (CONT’D)
Whimper.

Hamlet hides behind Arthur. Arthur stands and looks up. Dark 
purple and black clouds roll over the town. He picks Hamlet 
up and runs towards the source. 

The clouds recede and disappear as he reaches the source, a 
destroyed house. The houses on either side look untouched by 
the storm. A news crew is already there.

NEWS ANCHOR
No one knows where this “freak 
storm” came from, or why it only 
struck this house. Meteorologists 
are frantically researching this 
now.

Arthur looks around. Gwen and Lance stand to the side of the 
crowd together. They turn and walk away from the scene. 

Arthur’s eyes widen, and a hurt look crosses his face. He 
follows them from a distance.

INT. ABANDONED WAREHOUSE - NIGHT

Gwen and Lance enter the warehouse. Pallet racking line the 
walls. Some still contain pallets and boxes. 

They walk through comfortably, without even a glance at the 
figure in the center of the room. 

They exit through a door on the other side. Arthur pushes 
open the door, Hamlet at his feet. The door CREAKS. Both 
jump. Arthur looks around as Hamlet sniffs the ground.

ARTHUR
(hushed tone)

Are you sure they came in here?

HAMLET
(softly)

Woof.

Hamlet lifts his head, and freezes. His tail drops to between 
his legs, and he backs up.

HAMLET (CONT’D)
Whine.
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ARTHUR
What is it?

Arthur looks up and freezes. A gold suit of ARMOR stands in 
front of them, its hands resting on a sword. An emerald gem 
is set into the hilt of the sword. 

The gem flashes and shoots a green light at Arthur. 

HAMLET
Grrrrrr!

Hamlet jumps up. 

ARTHUR
Hamlet! NO!

The green blast hits Hamlet. Arthur catches him and ducks 
under another blast. The Armor steps forward and slashes his 
sword at Arthur. 

Arthur rolls away from the blade and runs towards the pallet 
racking. He tucks Hamlet into his hoody and swings himself up 
onto the first shelf. 

The Armor chases him to the racking and swings again. Arthur 
jumps onto the second set of shelves. The sword glances off 
of the racking with a CLANG. 

The Armor shoots blasts at Arthur. Arthur dodges and runs 
across the pallets on the shelf. One breaks. Arthur falls 
through it and lands on his back.

ARTHUR (CONT’D)
Oof! Ugh...

The Armor slowly walks over to Arthur. Arthur pushes himself 
up and backs away. His foot hits a round piece of metal. 

He picks it up, weighs it in his hand, and throws it at the 
Armor like a football. 

The metal knocks the Armor’s helmet clean off. It stops, 
shudders, and falls apart. 

HAMLET
Whine.

ARTHUR
Hamlet? Are you okay?

Arthur unzips his hoody. Hamlet’s head pops out, and he 
blinks up at Arthur. 
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HAMLET
That hurt.

Arthur’s eyes grow wide. 

ARTHUR
W-what?

Hamlet squirms until he falls out of Arthur’s arms. He shakes 
himself out and runs to the door they came through.

HAMLET
We should leave! 

Arthur stares at the puppy with wide eyes. He glances at the 
sword that lays with the pieces of armor looks at Hamlet. 
Hamlet scratches at the exit and hops up and down. 

ARTHUR
H-Hamlet? Since when could you 
talk?

Hamlet turns and looks at Arthur. His eyes sparkle.

HAMLET
I’ve always been able to. But now 
you can understand me!

Hamlet bounces a little.

ARTHUR
R-right. Er... Yeah. Right. Let’s 
just get out of here.

Arthur rubs his head and tries the first door. 

ARTHUR (CONT’D)
Huh. No use. It won’t open.

HAMLET
Whine. Maybe there’s another door?

ARTHUR
Maybe. I guess the only option is 
forward.

HAMLET
Okay! I smell Gwen and Lance 
anyway. This way!

Hamlet darts forward, his nose to the ground. He leads the 
way to the door Lance and Gwen had used. 

Arthur rubs his head as he follows.
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