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FADE IN

DAY ONE - LATE AFTERNOON
Zooming in on a beautiful family home with a front yard surrounded by a white picket fence, there is something wrong. Alone in the backyard is an old Lab/Pitbull mix. It’s a black dog with a white peppered face from old age and a white chest that looks like milk spilled down her. She is lying in front of her doghouse with a sad and lost look on her face. She stands up and slowly patrols her yard with her aching joints to keep the family safe that forgot about her months ago. There are several faded children’s toys scattered around the unkept yard and a weathered doghouse right in the middle. The yard has long grass, untamed weeds, and nothing has received love in months, including the dog.

DAY ONE - LATE AFTERNOON
Looking down the sidewalk are several front yards and then the white picket fence. An elderly man, Mr. Fritch, is on a stroll around the neighborhood with his cane. He is dressed in a knitted sweater over a windowpane, button-down shirt with a fedora hat and blue dress pants. He approaches the front yard and glances in to see the old dog lying in front of her house.

MR. FRITCH
Well, hello again, cutie.

DAY ONE - LATE AFTERNOON
The old dog is startled but walks over and hops up onto the fence with her front paws. She begins wagging her tail so hard that her bottom half starts to wiggle. Mr. Fritch gets a large grin on his face as he hangs his cane on the fence in between two pickets.


MR. FRITCH
There’s my girl. How are you doing today, Princess? You’re not alone now.

He reaches over and begins to pet her as the dog turns her head sideways and appears to melt into the wrinkled hand.

MR. FRITCH
Have you missed me? Sorry I haven’t been around much. I promise I won’t leave you alone like that again until you’re ready. You and I will be old souls together. I’ll see you tomorrow.

He gives one last ear rub to the dog then continues strolling down the sidewalk.

DAY ONE - EVENING
The old dog watches Mr. Fritch shuffle down the sidewalk and around the corner where he disappears from her sight. She hops down from the fence and slowly makes her way over to her doghouse. She curls up in front of it, but then curls her tail over her nose as she shuts her eyes.

DAY FIVE - LATE AFTERNOON	
A few days later, Mr. Fritch is slowly making his way down the sidewalk and sees the old dog hop up on top of the white picket fence. He begins chuckling at how much the dog wiggles as her tail is going crazy. She begins to start whimpering as the old man gets closer.



MR. FRITCH
Oh, is that my Princess making all that noise? Ya happy to see me?

DAY FIVE – EARLY EVENING
The elderly man stops and hangs his cane on the fence again. Leaning against the fence now, he uses both of his hands to rub the dog’s ears. She pushes hard into his hands as if it is her first head rub in months. The elderly man loses his balance slightly and uses the fence to steady himself as the old dog licks his hands and noses at his cane. She tries to notify the old man that he needs his cane. 

MR. FRITCH
Thank you. I’m not as spry as I once was. Imagine you and me in our hay-days. I could have taken you on so many hikes and to Lake Saol. You are a special dog that deserves so much more than this. 

DAY FIVE - SUNSET
He backs up a step, grabs his cane, and leans on it. He takes off his fedora hat and bows as much as he can to the old dog.

MR. FRITCH
I will see you tomorrow, Princess.

He puts his hat back on, shuffles down the sidewalk, and around the corner. He looks back at the old dog as he rounds the corner.



DAY 12 - LATE AFTERNOON
Several more days later, from the elderly man’s point-of-view, he approaches the white picket fence. He doesn’t see the old dog though. Very worried, he begins to shuffle towards the fence with more urgency. 
As the man approaches the fence, he sees the old dog standing in the yard wagging her tail. She tries jumping up to the fence but she’s too sore to jump up and has a small limp now. The elderly man smiles, takes a deep breath, and walks up to the fence. He leans over the fence and begins rubbing the dog’s ears to comfort her.

MR. FRITCH
It’s ok, Princess. I can’t move like I use to either. Maybe I need to bring you a cane like mine? Just remember, a frail body can’t hide a beautiful soul. 

Mr. Fritch continues to pet the old dog as she tilts her head upwards and he scratches under her chin.

MR. FRITCH
I love you, Princess. I won’t leave you like others have. I won’t go anywhere until you’re ready. I’ll see you tomorrow.

DAY 12 - SUNSET
Mr. Fritch walks away and glances back at the old dog still wagging her tail and trying to look through the fence pickets. 

DAY 20 – SUNSET
About a week later, the old dog hears footsteps coming down the sidewalk. She gets up extra slow, as her arthritis is making things more difficult. Her tail is wagging as she stares at the top of the fence. Suddenly, a young woman appears and glances in the backyard until she notices the old dog and smiles. She has her hands behind her back and is wearing a caregiver nametag that says “A. Ubis.” The old dog stops wagging and seems unsure of the elderly woman, beginning to growl slightly. The young woman, Miss Ubis, pulls the elderly man’s hat out from behind her back. The old dog lowers her ears and her head sinks as the tip of her tail wags slightly. The old dog slowly walks over to where Miss Ubis holds the fedora hat over the fence. She leans over and reaches out for the old dog to take the hat.

As she gestures for the old dog to take the hat, she speaks in a hushed, sweet voice.

MISS UBIS
Mr. Fritch wanted you to have this. He said he “knew you were ready.” I wonder if you even understand what that means, pretty girl.

She fights back some tears as she chokes up.

MISS UBIS
Thank you for lighting up his last weeks when I thought his light had already gone. 

The dog struggles to walk over due to arthritis and soreness. She reaches the hat and sniffs one side then the other. The old dog reaches out in the gentlest way, and barely grips the brim with her teeth as she slowly pulls it from the woman’s hand. Miss Ubis backs away from the fence and whispers towards the dog, but only loud enough for herself to hear.

MISS UBIS
Thank you, Princess.

As Miss Ubis begins to leave, the old dog walks up to her doghouse then climbs inside. She curls up into a ball and sniffs the hat again as she lays on the floor with it. She gives it a small lick, then nestles her nose into the brim of the hat. With a deep breath, she closes her eyes for the last time. 

BLACK SCREEN
In complete darkness, she sees a younger version of the elderly man appear in the distance. He’s about thirty years old, juggling some tennis balls and calling her over. 

MR. FRITCH (YOUNGER VERSION)
Princess! You’re here. I told you I wouldn’t leave until you were ready. We have eternity to be happy after what we’ve been through.

She appears to be a younger dog again, about 3. She barks, whimpers, and wiggles as she goes running up to him. Mr. Fritch tosses a ball as she energetically hops after it while he runs behind her. A white light envelops the screen.

FADE OUT
