
EXT. FIELD - MORNING

It’s only a little past sunrise and the shadows in the field 
are still long. Or, they would be if the field contained 
anything but waving grass to cast shadows.

The grass... and the CLOUD SHEPHERD (52). He casts a shadow 
too. Wrapped in a poncho and sitting on a folding chair of 
his own design, he squints skyward. He’s tall, tan, and lean, 
with a patchy beard and long mop of black hair.

He rummages around in the large leather satchel by his feet, 
still keeping one eye skyward, and fishes out a small pipe 
and tobacco box. He settles back in his chair to smoke.

Everything the Shepherd owns feels like it was made by hand 
and has been repaired at least a dozen times - He has the air 
of a tired, but self-sufficient, nomad.

A stake is pounded in the ground by the Shepherd’s feet, 
anchoring one end of a long, thin rope. The rope arcs towards 
the sky like the string of a kite - Going up, and up, and up.

At first glance, it appears the other end of the rope is just 
a knot floating in mid-air. The dozens and dozens of micro-
strings branching off it are so thin they’re only visible 
when they catch the sunlight.

Each string is attached to a CLOUD. Puffy white clouds with 
strings, all attached together to the Shepherd’s leash.

The Shepherd finishes the fiddly business of lighting his 
pipe and takes the first puff with a satisfied sigh. He 
glances above him - not up the rope, but at a closer target.

SHEPHERD
Oh don’t you give me that look.

Another CLOUD, this one wispy and thin, descends towards the 
ground like an errant sheet of paper caught on the wind. It 
wears a harness that’s so light and thin it’s barely visible.

SHEPHERD (CONT’D)
(re: pipe)

Sirus. I promise. Only one today.

Sirus looks about as skeptical as it’s possible for a cloud 
to look as it waves an ethereal tendril at the Shepherd - He 
can understand whatever cloud sign language Sirus is doing.

SHEPHERD (CONT’D)
This time I mean it. On my honor.

(As he takes another)
(MORE)



Hm - You wouldn’t be so judgmental 
if you could try this though. Mm.

He stows his tobacco box as Sirus settles down near him.

SHEPHERD (CONT’D)
(Nodding towards clouds)

How’re they doing up there?

The cloud shrugs.

SHEPHERD (CONT’D)
Well once everyone’s full let’s 
move. Lotta stops to hit today.

The Shepherd looks out to the horizon, contemplating and 
humming a melancholy tune to himself --

ON THE TUNE:

EXT. CAMP - EVENING, DECADES AGO

Decades earlier. The Shepherd is a much younger man, sitting 
around a camp fire cheering and drink with a half-dozen other 
YOUNG BANDITS under a starry night sky.

They chant a merry DRINKING SONG - a happier version of the 
same tune the Shepherd is humming. Clearly, they are 
celebrating some victory.

Behind the camp is the smoldering wreckage of some sort of 
huge WOODEN SHIP. Like an ocean liner on land.

BACK TO PRESENT:

EXT. FIELD - SAME AS BEFORE

The Shepherd shakes it off. Clearing the cobwebs. He looks 
over at Sirus and sees that the little cloud is alert. 
Agitated. Like a dog that can hear something in the distance.

SHEPHERD
What is it-?

But before he’s even finished he’s heard it too. A DRONING in 
the distance. Getting louder. The Shepherd’s eyes widen.

SHEPHERD (CONT’D)
(Urgent)

Round ‘em up. We gotta move.

SHEPHERD (CONT’D)
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Sirus nods and zips skywards as the Shepherd extinguishing 
his pipe... but not without one more drag.

SHEPHERD (CONT’D)
(Re: pipe, to Sirus)

This one didn’t count!

The Shepherd gets everything packed into his bag as Sirus 
zips upwards towards the other clouds. In the distance we can 
see the source of their panic: AN AIRSHIP, getting closer.

Now we can see the intact version of the flaming wreckage 
from the Shepherd’s memory. Nearly a thousand feet long with 
dozens of sails and hundreds of propellers to match, its 
lacquered wood gleams as it churns through the air.

Right in its path: THE SHEPHERD’S FLOCK OF CLOUDS.

Bag packed, the Shepherd grabs his CROOK-STAFF from the 
ground beside him - It appears to be made of many 
interlocking pieces and have strange mechanical functions.

He hooks the rope with the end of his staff and attaches a 
handled mechanism, like a fishing reel, to the shaft.

SHEPHERD (CONT’D)
(Calling)

Here we go, everyone!

He turns the handle, which spins the end of the staff and 
starts to reel in the rope with great speed.

High above him, the clouds all jostle and resist, trying to 
fly in different directions. But Sirus darts around, this way 
and that, keeping the flock moving in the same general 
direction towards the ground.

With its massive sails and propellers, the airship’s wake 
blows the grass and trees below every which way and leaves 
chewed-up clouds and wind currents in its wake.

The Shepherd’s eye never leaves the wooden behemoth, 
carefully calculating its trajectory and the position of his 
clouds. He keeps reeling them in as fast as he can.

Finally, Sirus and the Shepherd get the clouds down towards 
the ground. They continue bucking and struggling as the 
droning of the airship keeps getting louder.

The Shepherd can see the massive wind disturbance on the 
grass, only a few hundred feet distant. He pulls a small 
cloth bundle out of his bag and starts unwrapping it.
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Despite starting smaller than a picnic blanket, the bundle 
unwraps again and again and again until it’s the size of a 
large tarp - Like Sirus’ harness and the cloud leashes, it’s 
made from something that must be magically thin and light.

The Shepherd hooks one corner of the tarp to Sirus’ harness 
so the cloud can help him get it draped over all the clouds.

He lifts the edge carefully, motioning to Sirus.

SHEPHERD (CONT’D)
All right, get under there boy.

Dutifully, Sirus darts under, squeezing between a few rowdy 
clouds inside. Satisfied, the Shepherd attaches another 
mechanism to his staff with a sparking electrical sound--

There’s a hum as a wire running through the staff glows blue. 
He shields his eyes and touches it to the edge of the tarp - 
ZAP! - there’s a flash as the tarp STIFFENS into a dome.

The Shepherd breathes a sigh of relief. He stows everything 
back in his bag and then sits next to the dome to help anchor 
it. For a second, everything is still.

Then, the airship flies overhead.

The drone is almost deafening, the wind like a concentrated 
hurricane. The Shepherd covers his ears and hunkers down as 
the wooden monstrosity blots out the sun--

ON THE DRONING:

INT. TREE HOLLOW - AFTERNOON

In a forest full of impossibly-tall trees, the Shepherd and 
his raider friends hide inside a hollow near the very top. 

They’re up so high that, when they look out, they are on the 
same level as an airship flying by on a carved-out route 
through the forest.

A CHARMING RAIDER (30s) with a gold tooth gives them all a 
daredevil grin - He’s obviously the ringleader here.

CHARMING RAIDER
You boys ready?

All nod. They pull on GOGGLES and WING-SUITS and prepare to 
fling themselves into the open air.

CHARMING RAIDER (CONT’D)
Then PROVE IT.
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As the young Shepherd and the raiders JUMP we go--

BACK TO PRESENT:

EXT. FIELD - SAME AS BEFORE

The dome, weighted and stiff though it is, nearly blows away 
from the force of the airship overhead. The Shepherd throws 
himself over top of it, gritting his teeth with effort.

Finally, after what feels like an hour, the sun comes back 
out. The droning dies down. And the Shepherd is finally able 
to stand without the wind pushing him back down.

As the airship leaves, the Shepherd breathes a heavy sigh and 
gives the dome a comforting pat.

SHEPHERD
(Exhausted)

Don’t worry everyone. It’s gone. 
It’s gone.

FADE THRU BLACK.

EXT. RIVER VILLAGE - LATER

At the place where the wide, flat, fields start to give way 
to hills and mountains beyond there’s a VILLAGE on a river.

A sprawling collection of pre-industrial wooden buildings, 
farms, and marketplaces, the River Village is bustling and 
going about its day as the Cloud Shepherd approaches from the 
fields.

EXT. CARA AND PEYTON’S FARM - SIMULTANEOUS

One of the farmers on the outskirts of the village, CARA 
(40s, friendly), spots him first. In the middle of wedding 
her vegetable patch, she straightens up to stretch her back 
and spots him - a man with a personal flock of clouds.

She calls to her family inside the house.

CARA
Hey Peyton! Boys! The Cloud 
Shepherd’s here!

PEYTON (40s, protective) and their three SONS (8, 15, and 19) 
come out, shielding their eyes against the sun.
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The Cloud Shepherd spots them watching him, so he gives them 
a wave, and they wave right back.

The Shepherd reaches the perimeter of the farm and raises his 
staff into the air - The rope “leash” for all the clouds is 
tied through the loop. He STABS the staff into the ground - 
burying it at least a foot deep, anchored.

SHEPHERD
Okay everyone, you know the 
routine...

He gives a little whistle to Sirus, who zips skyward and 
starts to nudge the clouds around.

Soon, the clouds are arranged over the fields just-so. The 
Shepherd cups his hands to his mouth and calls to the family.

SHEPHERD (CONT’D)
Make sure you’re somewhere dry!

(Smirk)
It’s starting to look like rain.

And with that, he gives a TUG on the rope.

For a beat, nothing happens. The youngest of the three sons 
cranes his head out.

YOUNGEST SON
What’s he talkin’ about?

PEYTON
Just wait. You’ll see.

Right on cue, the rain starts. Just a few drops at first. But 
soon it grows into a misting. Then a sprinkling. Within 
moments, the weather has gone from a warm, dry afternoon to 
an absolute DOWNPOUR.

The Shepherd watches, smug and dry, from the fence just 
outside the perimeter. He clearly loves this part.

He sees one of the clouds getting AGITATED. Shaking. 
Sputtering. Spitting out little arcs of lightning and rumbles 
of pre-thunder. The Shepherd points it out to Sirus.

SHEPHERD
Calm her down, would ya? Don’t want 
her going storm cloud on us.

Sirus flies up and nudges the cloud cautiously - He gets a 
brief ZAP like static electricity from a doorknob, but the 
cloud shakes it off like a sleepwalker. It’s calmed down now.
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Once the rain has died down, Cara and her family come out to 
greet the Shepherd at the fence. The oldest son holds a 
handkerchief-wrapped bundle under his arm.

CARA
Hey there, Shepherd.

The Shepherd looks up from where he’d been busying himself 
adjusting his ropes and gadgets. It’s clear he spends more 
time talking to clouds (and himself) than people.

SHEPHERD
Oh, ah, hey yourself. Hopefully 
that rain should do ya for a while.

Peyton sticks out his hand for the Shepherd to shake.

PEYTON
More than enough. Thank you.

There’s a beat where the Shepherd looks at Peyton’s hand, 
then remembers. He shakes it. Peyton looks surprised at the 
strength in the skinny older man’s hand.

SHEPHERD
Question for you folks... You been 
seeing a lot more airships around 
here?

PEYTON
Uh, now that you mention it... 
yeah. Any idea what that’s about?

SHEPHERD
(He has guesses but-)

Nah. Can’t say I do.

Cara interrupts, pushing her oldest son forward.

CARA
(To oldest son)

Go ahead.

OLDEST SON
Right. Here.

He holds out the bundle to the Shepherd.

SHEPHERD
Aw, I tell ya every time you don’t 
need to do that. I don’t do this 
for the--
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CARA
We know. But we want to.

She gives him a look. He’s not leaving without it.

EXT. FIELD - MEANWHILE...

Back in the big open field. A spot seemingly like a million 
others. A steel-toed BOOT crunches down into the dirt.

The boot belongs to a hunched, rail-thin figure who leans 
down to investigate the dirt below his feet. He’s mostly 
concealed in a dark cloak, and his limbs and torso that can 
be seen are tightly covered in bandage-like wrappings.

Atop his skinny neck is a tilting, bobbing head covered in a 
cracked porcelain MASK - All wide starring eyes and no mouth.

This... is THE MADMAN.

The Madman drags his long, pointed, fingers over the dirt and 
picks up a small bent MATCHSTICK - One of the matches that 
the Shepherd used to light his pipe.

He stares off towards the horizon, then whips his cloak 
around himself as he continues his hunt.

EXT. VILLAGE OUTSKIRTS - SIMULTANEOUS

Miles away, the Shepherd walks along the outskirts of the 
River Village. He’s halfway through eating an apple from the 
bundle of food Cara gave him.

They reach the next stop - another small farm on the water - 
and begin to set up the flock again.

The Shepherd tugs the rope, gets the rain going, and settles 
against a fence post to wait.

As he watches, a YOUNG GIRL (7) comes out of the farmhouse 
under a massive umbrella and starts walking towards him.

As she gets nearer, he calls out to her.

SHEPHERD
Where are you going? You’re going 
to get soaked!

She stops walking. The noise under her umbrella from all the 
rain is deafening.
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YOUNG GIRL
(Can’t hear)

What?

SHEPHERD
I asked “Where are you going?”

YOUNG GIRL
What?

Exasperated, the Shepherd waves her towards him. She walks 
over as fast as her short legs will allow.

Finally, she reaches the perimeter of the rain storm and 
drops the umbrella to the ground beside her with a thunk.

YOUNG GIRL (CONT’D)
What’d you say?

SHEPHERD
(Amused)

I was asking what was so damn 
important you had to come out while 
I’m watering. You’ll get soaked.

YOUNG GIRL
Nuh uh. Got my umbrella.

SHEPHERD
So I see.

(Beat)
So... what can I do for you?

YOUNG GIRL
Oh! Right! I was just wondering, 
well, I was wondering... how do you 
tell the clouds what to do?

SHEPHERD
(more amused)

Just that, then?

YOUNG GIRL
Um. Yes? Cuz my neighbor Tamlin... 
She has a cat who, her cat doesn’t 
listen to anybody, but when you 
talk to it, it still looks like it 
can hear you.

(Beat)
But when I talk to clouds they 
don’t do anything.

That finally gets a laugh out of the Shepherd.
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SHEPHERD
Well, if you were talking to your 
average clouds then, yeah, I 
wouldn’t have any luck with them 
either. 

(Beat, thinks on it)
Eh. Maybe a little luck.

(Anyway)
But. It’s not just about me. See, 
these are special clouds. They’re 
from a little grotto way up in the 
mountains.

YOUNG GIRL
How did you find them?

Sore subject. He withdraws a little.

SHEPHERD
That... That’s a long story.

(Beat)
But. Every year I go to the grotto, 
find all the new baby clouds, and 
bring them to their new home. Along 
the way, we stop and water farms 
like yours, help the grass grow... 
help everything be green.

The girl stares up at the flock of clouds in amazement.

YOUNG GIRL
Where’s their new home?

The Shepherd’s eyes grow distant.

SHEPHERD
It’s... pretty far.

YOUNG GIRL
Wow. Your job is amazing.

A beat as the two of them watch the rain together.

SHEPHERD
It has it’s moments.

FADE TO:

EXT. BACK TO THE PLAINS - LATE AFTERNOON

The sun is starting to get low in the sky as the Shepherd 
wraps up his last stop of the day. He whistles to the flock.
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SHEPHERD
Okay everyone, let’s get moving. I 
wanna find a spot to make camp 
before the sun goes down.

He gives a final wave to the FARMER they just helped and then 
turns away from the village back towards the wide open field.

Sirus comes zipping and weaving down to accompany the 
Shepherd as he walks.

SHEPHERD (CONT’D)
Hey boy. I’d call that day a 
success, wouldn’t you?

Sirus bobs amicably. The Shepherd “remembers” something.

SHEPHERD (CONT’D)
Oh! I think I’ve got something here 
in my bag for you-

As they walk, he starts to rummage in his bag and Sirus gets 
excited. This is clearly a routine they’ve done before.

SHEPHERD (CONT’D)
Where is... aha! There.

He pulls out a tiny jar containing glowing blue berries - 
They’re so light and ethereal-looking they almost resemble 
glowing bubbles. He slowly opens the lid and pulls one out.

SHEPHERD (CONT’D)
You want an air berry? Huh?

Sirus darts back and forth. He really does.

SHEPHERD (CONT’D)
All right, all right. Here.

With practiced ease he tosses the glowing berry high into the 
air. Sirus arcs upwards to envelop it and comes back down to 
earth with it caught in his “stomach.” It’s already starting 
to dissolve into nothing but light... then it’s gone.

SHEPHERD (CONT’D)
Clean catch. Very nice.

They keep walking, their shadows getting longer as the sun 
continues to set. In the distance some sort of STRANGE 
SKYLINE OF BUILDINGS looms on the horizon.

FADE TO:
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EXT. FIELD - SUNSET

The Shepherd and his flock arrive closer to the buildings - 
Concrete and glass towers reaching towards the sky. Or at 
least what’s left of them. It’s still not quite like anything 
in our world but... closer than anything we’ve seen so far.

The Shepherd guides his clouds through some of the shorter 
buildings on the perimeter, looking up at all the ruined 
structures now crawling with vines and overgrowth.

As they get closer, more destruction becomes visible - 
Buildings that have fallen over. Windows and whole floors 
blown away by time and destruction.

The Shepherd is cautious. Alert. Clearly this is the sort of 
area where dangerous things could happen.

He takes out the ELECTRICAL ROD again and snaps it to his 
staff. A twist here, a click there, and the tip of the staff 
lights up like a FLASHLIGHT to help them navigate.

He spots a second story window that leads into possible 
shelter. He clicks his tongue at his clouds as he steers.

Mounting his staff on his back, the Shepherd pulls out a pair 
of climbing hooks. Spinning them deftly, he starts to climb 
the side of the building. His technique is good, but he’s 
clearly not as young as he used to be.

INT. ABANDONED APARTMENT - A MINUTE LATER

The Shepherd reaches the lip of the window and peeks inside. 
Looks like some sort of sitting room - Couches covered in 
thick layers of dust, some kind of long-abandoned musical 
instruments in the corner. Everything covered in vines.

He takes a small piece of rubble and tosses it into the 
center of the room, checking for traps or waiting enemies.

A beat. Nothing happens. Satisfied, the Shepherd pulls 
himself up and then whistles to the clouds.

Sirus gets behind the flock and gently nudges them inside 
until all the clouds are safely inside the room.

The Shepherd continues to poke around, examining the space. 
He picks some things up to examine them - A trinket here, a 
tchotchke there.

Finally, he opens a door and finds a room full of elaborate 
piping and fixtures - A BATHROOM. His eyes widen hopefully at 
the sight of a SHOWER HEAD.
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Hardly daring to dream, he cautiously turns the faucet... and 
can’t help but gasp in happy surprise as the water starts.

He gives it a moment... and it’s even HOT. Best day ever.

FADE THRU BLACK.

INT. BATHROOM - A FEW MINUTES LATER

The Shepherd groans happily under the hot, steady stream of 
water. His torso revealed for the first time, we can see that 
it’s covered in SCARS - And nasty ones at that.

Huge gashes. Burns. What almost looks like acid. And, most 
prominently across his back, a raking trio of CLAWMARKS the 
approximate width of a rake. It’s the torso of a warrior.

For now though, he’s just a very tired man enjoying his first 
shower in a long time.

ON THE SOUND OF 
THE WATER:

EXT. WATERFALL - AFTERNOON

YOUNG SHEPHERD
Ahhhh! AHHH!

The young Cloud Shepherd is panicking, hysterical. His eyes 
dart side to side, blood covering his face.

The Charming Raider grabs him by the shoulders, staring right 
into his face trying to calm him down.

CHARMING RAIDER
Hey! Hey! Focus on me, eh?

YOUNG SHEPHERD
But we have to- They’re going to-

CHARMING RAIDER
We’re fine. We’re fine. Here. Let’s 
get that washed off.

He helps the Shepherd take off the mangled remains of his 
shirt. An UGLY WOUND is carved into his chest, ragged and 
bleeding. The Shepherd winces, but obeys.

The charming raider helps him navigate under the waterfall.

CHARMING RAIDER (CONT’D)
Easy, easy there.
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YOUNG SHEPHERD
That was... that was so horrible.

(Wince)
And it hurts. Hurts so badly.

CHARMING RAIDER
I know. I know. The first one is 
especially not fun. I wish I could 
say it got easier but... they all 
hurt like hell, frankly.

The Shepherd calms down as the water keeps washing over him. 
With the charming raider’s help he gets the wound cleaned.

YOUNG SHEPHERD
Why do you keep doing it?

The charming raider thinks on that.

CHARMING RAIDER
Everyday I see people dying, 
struggling, who can’t fight for 
themselves... I suppose I just want 
to do what I can for them.

(Laughing at his own 
pompous tone)

And also, at this point in my life 
what else do I know?

BACK TO PRESENT:

INT. BATHROOM - SAME AS BEFORE

SHEPHERD
(Quiet, contemplative)

“What else do I know...”

He turns off the water and shakes his shaggy hair dry.

INT. ABANDONED APARTMENT - A LITTLE LATER

The Shepherd emerges from the bathroom dressed in a simple 
pair of pants. The clouds have all moved to various corners 
of the room and seem to be dozing in piles of fluffy white.

The Shepherd smiles at the sight, grabbing some dusty pillows 
and blankets heaped in a corner, trying to make some 
semblance of a bed.

The Shepherd removes the electrical rod from his staff and 
extinguishes the light. Satisfied with the sleeping 
conditions, he settles down next to Sirus.
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SHEPHERD
Night boy. Just a few more days, 
and then it’s on to the mountains.

And with that, he tries to fall asleep...

EXT. ABANDONED APARTMENT - SIMULTANEOUS

The Shepherd is unaware that, as he settles into his 
makeshift bed, the abandoned apartment is being watched by a 
DARK FIGURE ON THE GROUND BELOW.

FADE TO BLACK, 
THEN SMASH TO:

INT. ABANDONED APARTMENT - MIDDLE OF THE NIGHT

The Shepherd inhales sharply as his eyes snap open. 

He heard something in the dark.

He sits up cautiously, looking around at all the sleeping 
clouds. None of them heard it.

The Shepherd starts to settle back down, but then-

He hears the sound again. Like a footstep. Shifting fabric or 
leaves. And it came from nearby.

Slowly, as inconspicuously as he can, the Shepherd rolls 
over... and that’s when he sees it.

They’re small, and covered entirely in leaves and vines like 
some sort of camouflage. They’re currently rummaging through 
the Shepherd’s bag.

As though they can sense his gaze, the leaf person turns to 
look at the Shepherd. There’s a frozen moment, as they stare 
at the Shepherd through goggle-covered eyes.

Then -

They stuff something from the Shepherd’s bag - HIS ELECTRICAL 
ROD - into an unseen pocket and BOLT-

The Shepherd jumps to his feet, grabbing his poncho and 
staff, as the leaf person takes off with shocking speed 
through a hole high up where the wall meets the ceiling.
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INT. ABANDONED HALLWAYS - A MINUTE LATER

The Shepherd clambers through the hole and comes out through 
the floor of an ABANDONED HALLWAY covered in dust and falling 
apart at the seams. Vines and vegetation everywhere.

He doesn’t see the leaf person anywhere.

Until. A rustling. A footstep.

The Shepherd turns, raising his staff, just in time to see 
the leaf person coming out of their hiding place and dashing 
around the corner.

INT. ABANDONED APARTMENTS - CONTINUOUS

The Shepherd skids around the corner after the leaf person. 
If the last hallway was dilapidated, this one is a lost cause 
entirely.

The floor is sagging and destroyed, massive trees and vines 
pummel through the walls and ceilings - It looks like the 
place could fall apart with very little provocation.

It’s not the ideal venue for a foot chase, but the leaf 
person leaves the Cloud Shepherd little choice.

SHEPHERD
Come back here!

The thief’s speed and agility are incredible, darting through 
the vines and debris with lightning speed. The Shepherd 
struggles to keep up, breathing hard.

The leaf person leaps down to a lower level, an incredible 
jump. The Shepherd pauses a moment to catch his breath.

He sees that the branches and vines holding up the floor here 
are especially precarious - The massive plants have taken out 
all the structural supports... and the thief is right below.

The Shepherd makes a quick assessment and spots what he’s 
looking for - a cable, straining with age. It holds up an 
massive vine and, on top of that, a literal ton of rubble.

He spins his staff, hooking it over the cable and starts to 
PULL - He strains, everything creaks...

And then something SNAPS.
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The Shepherd struggles to stay on his feet as the ground 
completely gives way beneath him and everything starts to 
collapse. There’s a rumbling, tearing, terrible sound as a 
whole section of the building implodes on itself.

Right on top of the leaf person.

The Cloud Shepherd surfs downwards on the debris as the thief 
huddles into a tight ball, trying to avoid getting crushed.

Finally, everything is still. Just a few sounds of stray 
rocks still falling and the dust filling the air.

The Shepherd emerges from the rubble, brushing dust off 
himself and coughing.

SHEPHERD (CONT’D)
Alright asshole. Get out here.

He looks around, clearly still winded, and then spots the 
thief - Struggling to pull themselves out of the rubble. Just 
an arm sticking out from between some rocks and vines.

The Shepherd angrily grabs the arm’s wrist and pulls upwards, 
yanking its owner out of the debris. They dangle, scared.

SHEPHERD (CONT’D)
(Angry)

Who are you? Why’d you take my 
Battery?

THIEF
I’m... I’m sorry! I’m sorry okay?!

The Shepherd stops. It’s a CHILD’S VOICE.

He grabs the leafy top of the thief’s hood and yanks it 
backwards, goggles and all to reveal... A LITTLE GIRL - 
Dirty, scared, and no more than 9 years old.

SCAVENGER GIRL
Put me down! I’ll give you back 
your stupid thing, just stop!

He lowers her to the ground again and hands back her goggles 
and hood. 

SHEPHERD
Who-- who are you?

She snatches her hood back. After a beat--

SCAVENGER GIRL
I’m Amalia. 
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She rubs her arm, the most child-like we’ve seen her so far.

AMALIA
And you hurt my arm.

SHEPHERD
You should be glad that’s all I 
did. Don’t care for thieves.

(Beat)
How’d you even find me?

AMALIA
Saw you and your clouds come into 
the city. You were using your Zap 
Stick as a light.

She fishes around in her leafy clothing and pulls out the 
Shepherd’s ELECTRICAL ROD (His “Battery.”)

AMALIA (CONT’D)
(Stubborn)

So I waited til you were asleep so 
I could take it.

The Shepherd gingerly takes it from her.

SHEPHERD
It’s not a “Zap Stick,” and it’s 
definitely not a toy.

AMALIA
I know.

SHEPHERD
What’s a Scav kid like you even 
want one for?

She looks at him. Doesn’t want to tell him. That makes the 
Shepherd cagey.

SHEPHERD (CONT’D)
Did someone want you to steal it 
from me?

AMALIA
No. I wanted to steal it from you.

SHEPHERD
Which brings us back to “why.”

She looks around. Looks like she’s thinking about running. 
The Shepherd grabs her arm preemptively. She gasps.
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SHEPHERD (CONT’D)
(Warning)

Amalia.

Another quiet beat.

AMALIA
(Finally)

He’s downstairs. I hid him.

That did it - The Shepherd’s interest is piqued.

SHEPHERD
“He?”

INT. ABANDONED APARTMENT ATRIUM - A FEW MINUTES LATER

The Shepherd shines his staff-light ahead of him and Amalia 
as they descend downwards into the old apartment complex.

They reach a tall building with no ceiling - an open-air 
atrium with the stars above. Porches and doors ring the 
central area, stretching upwards ten, twenty stories.

The vegetation and flora get thicker and thicker the lower 
they go. They Shepherd shines his light into the central 
atrium and sees that these plants have grown from some sort 
of old ornamental GARDEN/WATER FEATURE.

Finally, they reach the bottom floor. Amalia looks around 
cautiously... and then waves the Shepherd to follow her.

She shoves aside some massive leaves to reveal a small square 
service door, low to the ground. She swings it open and 
crawls through. The Shepherd pauses a moment-

AMALIA
You comin’?

Grumpy, the Shepherd gets down on his hands and knees with a 
wince of discomfort.

SHEPHERD
Yeah, yeah. I’m coming.

INT. OLD GARAGE - A MINUTE LATER

Amalia and the Shepherd emerge into Amalia’s hideout - An old 
garage of some sort, full of rusted industrial equipment and 
lots of long-dormant wires.
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Amalia gives a little hoot, like an animal call, to make sure 
nothing’s inside.

AMALIA
I’m home!

The Shepherd looks around and sees lots of little kid touches 
around the hideout - A shelf full of glittery bits of glass 
and trinkets, rough drawings on the wall, collections of old 
broken toys...

But Amalia heads right for a large COVERED SHAPE in the 
corner. About the size of a couple refrigerators under a 
sheet, she gives it a comforting pat.

AMALIA (CONT’D)
Told you I’d be back.

She turns to the Shepherd solemnly.

AMALIA (CONT’D)
You hafta swear you won’t tell 
anyone about him. Especially not 
any soldiers.

SHEPHERD
But-

AMALIA
Swear!

SHEPHERD
Okay, I swear.

AMALIA
To...?

SHEPHERD
(Sigh)

I swear I won’t tell anyone about 
him. Especially not any soldiers.

AMALIA
Good. Okay...

She grabs the sheet and, with her whole body weight, yanks it 
backwards.

AMALIA (CONT’D)
This is Stompy.

The Shepherd takes an instinctive step backwards at the 
sight. Under the sheet is a huge BIPEDAL ROBOT. 
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It’s currently sitting with its knees drawn to his chest, but 
if it were standing it would be easily 20 feet tall.

SHEPHERD
(Stunned)

That’s a Wrecking-Class Warmaker.

Now that the shock has subsided, the Shepherd walks forward 
to touch the giant robot. Stompy’s head is shaped like a 
mushroom, with tiny headlamp eyes - currently dark - peeping 
out from under the dome.

SHEPHERD (CONT’D)
Have you ever seen it move?

Amalia nods.

AMALIA
When I first found him. Out in the 
wastes. He was still moving. And 
super scared.

SHEPHERD
(Skeptical)

I don’t think these things get 
scared.

AMALIA
He was. His batteries were getting 
low. That’s why I needed to find a 
Zap Stick.

SHEPHERD
(Correcting)

His batteries were getting low 
because the war’s been over for 
ages and apparently no one 
remembered to turn him off.

AMALIA
Well... you can help me turn him 
back on.

The Shepherd lets out a bark of a laugh, uncomfortably loud 
in the echo-y space.

SHEPHERD
I am definitely not going to do 
that. That thing’ll destroy 
everything in sight.
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AMALIA
Nuh uh. It’s a nice one. Like you 
said, the war’s over. It doesn’t 
have to fight anymore.

SHEPHERD
Amalia. It’s a machine. It doesn’t 
know the war isn’t over.

AMALIA
I think you’re wrong.

The Shepherd looks at her - Seriously?

SHEPHERD
You’re gonna just have to trust me 
on this one. That thing has 
probably killed hundreds of people 
and, if it had the chance, would 
probably love to kill hundreds 
more. It should stay off.

The Shepherd starts to turn away, to get out of there. Amalia 
calls after him, pointing at the robot.

AMALIA
Doesn’t he deserve a second chance?

The Shepherd pauses. Thinks. Then he sighs.

INT. OLD GARAGE - A FEW MINUTES LATER

The Shepherd crouches next to Stompy’s tree trunk-like leg, 
where he’s flipped open a panel exposing the innards.

He holds his battery a foot or so away, looking like he’s 
rethinking every decision he’s ever made in his life.

SHEPHERD
(Last warning)

Now remember. This thing starts to 
pop out any weapons, or wreck 
anything, or lock-on...

AMALIA
“Run away.” I know. But we won’t 
need to.

The Shepherd shakes his head. He can’t believe he’s doing 
this. He takes a deep breath, readies the battery...

SHEPHERD
So stupid.
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And touches it to the robot’s panel. Immediately, electricity 
begins arcing and crackling all over it. It’s motors and 
limbs twitch and shake.

Gears deep inside it start to turn, shaking loose years of 
dirt, sand, and grime.

Finally, the tiny eyes under its dome ILLUMINATE, looking 
around. The Shepherd withdraws the battery and backs up.

Stompy looks around the room, assessing. He vents steam 
through his grill, making a curious low whistling sound.

AMALIA
Stompy! You’re awake!

Stompy looks to Amalia and his posture brightens like a puppy 
who has spotted his best friend. He whistles happily.

The Shepherd looks on in amazement at the sight. A little 
scavenger girl and a wrecking class Warmaker... friends.

SHEPHERD
Now if you’ll excuse me - I’m going 
to leave you to... this and get 
back to my flock. Still got a long 
walk ahead of us.

He starts to leave.

AMALIA
Wait!

SHEPHERD
(Sigh)

Yeah?

AMALIA
You’re the Cloud Shepherd, right?

SHEPHERD
(Why deny it)

Yeah.

AMALIA
Can you... can you...

SHEPHERD
Spit it out, kid.

AMALIA
(In a rush)

Can you take me with you to the 
mountains?
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He looks at her like she’s freaking nuts, and then he turns 
away to leave.

INT. ABANDONED APARTMENT ATRIUM - A MINUTE LATER

The Shepherd strides across the atrium without looking back. 
High above the sun is just starting to rise, sending shafts 
of golden-orange sunlight down.

Amalia comes running behind, followed by an oblivious (and 
true to his name) Stompy.

AMALIA
Wait! I just want to-

SHEPHERD
Put it outta your head. It’s not 
happening.

AMALIA
But my mom used to tell me stories 
and it sounded amazing. Like it was 
magical-

SHEPHERD
Did she ALSO mention it was 
incredibly dangerous?

AMALIA
Yeah but, but... that’s why you 
should bring me and Stompy. He can 
protect you and your clouds!

SHEPHERD
Don’t need it. I’ve done this 
plenty of times before.

Amalia can tell she’s losing this argument. New tactic time.

AMALIA
Even with all the new soldier 
camps?

That makes the Shepherd pause a step.

SHEPHERD
And what would you know about 
those?

Amalia is excited, she’s got him on the line. She reaches 
into her leafy clothes and pulls out a BRASS AND WOOD GADGET.
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AMALIA
I stole this mapper-tracker from a 
soldier train. It shows me where 
the safe places are.

The Shepherd turns around, reaches for it.

SHEPHERD
Seriously? Let me see that-

Amalia withdraws it.

AMALIA
Only if you take us with you.

The Cloud Shepherd stares at her. He thinks. Stares some 
more. Finally his head droops. Amalia grins.

EXT. ABANDONED CITY - LATER, EARLY MORNING

The Shepherd emerges from the abandoned apartment, all his 
things packed up again. He works with Sirus to carefully 
guide the flock of clouds out into the open air.

SHEPHERD
(To Sirus)

I don’t care what she says, that 
Warmaker is still dangerous. So 
don’t get too close.

Sirus nods, looking skittish.

SHEPHERD (CONT’D)
I’ll try and get that “mapper-
tracker” from her and then 
hopefully we can split off way 
before we reach the mountains. 
Don’t worry.

The Shepherd climbs towards the ground, pulling the clouds 
with him as Sirus keeps them all in formation.

Down below, Amalia and Stompy are coming out of the shadows 
into the streets. Amalia looks up in amazement at the clouds.

AMALIA
Wow! You have so many!

The Shepherd shrugs. He doesn’t know what to do with that. 
Stompy stares at the clouds too. He whistles, reaching.

25.



SHEPHERD
Hey hey hey. Keep the Warmaker away 
from them - Don’t want it spooking 
the flock.

AMALIA
(Hurt)

He won’t.

Stompy withdraws his hand with a low whistle. He can tell he 
did something wrong. Amalia pats his leg as the Shepherd 
starts to walk away, guiding the clouds.

AMALIA (CONT’D)
It’s okay. He’ll warm up to you.

SHEPHERD
(Calling back)

No he won’t.

Amalia and Stompy start to follow... and that’s when long-
dormant lights on the buildings start to light up.

No one notices them at first. They’re just a few red bulbs 
here and there. But then there’s the sound of old drives and 
gears grinding to life from all around them.

The Shepherd pauses, puts up a hand.

SHEPHERD (CONT’D)
What’s that?

AMALIA
I... I dunno.

Panels and compartments start to open and slide on all the 
buildings as a raspy old speaker squawks from somewhere-

SPEAKER
(Automated message)

Warmaker Detected. Warmaker 
Detected. Activating Defensive 
Counter-Measures.

SHEPHERD
(Rapid, to Sirus)

Get the flock out of here!

He unclips the leash from his staff and tosses it to Sirus, 
who immediately flies skyward as fast as he can with the 
clouds close behind him.
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From high above them there’s the sound of rapid beeping and 
then a sound like rushing water. They turn to see a pair of 
close-quarters ROCKETS coming towards them.

SHEPHERD (CONT’D)
(To Amalia)

Back!

The Shepherd reaches into his bag and pulls out a GRENADE-
SIZED sphere. He twists it, eyes the incoming rockets, and 
then HURLS it towards them with all his might.

As the sphere flies through the air it beep-beep-
beepbeepbeeps, crescendoing just as it reaches the rockets--

PFASH! It explodes into a sphere of liquid goo that envelops 
the rockets before immediately HARDENING into shiny crystal. 

The rockets, their trajectories completely thrown off, 
sputter out of control momentarily before SLAMMING into a 
building and exploding.

The wreckage falls right in front of the Shepherd who doesn’t 
even flinch. He’s as cool as a proverbial cucumber.

He looks over his shoulder to Amalia and Stompy.

SHEPHERD (CONT’D)
What, you think that’s the last of 
it? MOVE.

Don’t have to tell them twice. They MOVE.

As they do, more AUTOMATIC SECURITY SYSTEMS start to emerge 
from all over the city. Rockets, net guns, laser grids.

The Shepherd SIGHS.

SHEPHERD (CONT’D)
Can’t leave well enough alone.

With a whirl, he gets his staff into an offensive position 
and DASHES FORWARD as we -

SMASH TO BLACK.
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