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INT. UNIVERSITY, LECTURE ROOM - DAY

BAXTER, a pug, dressed in a collar and tie, sits listening

to his TEACHER give a lecture in finance economics.

TEACHER

...and that’s why Potash share

price has risen. Along with their

competitors in their field.

A sleepy Baxter holds an untouched cup of steamy COFFEE in

his right paw, while his left doodles on the notepad that

rests upon a fold out mini table.

TEACHER

Any questions?

FOXY, a red fox, sits to his left, whispers to Baxter.

FOXY

What’s he talking about?

TEACHER (O.S.)

Good.

Baxter greets her question with silence.

She looks over to him and gasps at his doodle.

Baxter has fallen asleep. His notepad reveals a surgically

enhanced Foxy, using her features to suffocate Baxter’s

self-portrait.

INT. UNIVERSITY, LECTURE ROOM - NIGHT

BEXLEY, a genetically modified cat with no hair, and so

freaking ugly he scares himself when he catches sight of his

reflection.

He slaps Baxter across the face, catapulting his tongue

around his head.

BEXLEY

Wake up.

A startled Baxter manages not to spill the cold coffee and

sets it down.

BAXTER

Thank you.

Baxter looks around the empty room.
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BAXTER

Damn, I’ve missed another lecture.

Bexley shoves a MAP into Baxter’s face.

BEXLEY

Here.

Baxter reads it.

BAXTER

A treasure map. Where?

BEXLEY

Out west. Found it in the library.

BAXTER

Lets go.

EXT. MOUNTAIN - DIY STORE - DAY

A sign reads D.I.Y. STORE above the entrance. The store’s

located in the side of a dry dusty mountain.

INT. DIY STORE

ROCKFORD, a black frog with red eyes, stands behind the

till.

Baxter stands at the counter with a number of products piled

high.

ROCKFORD

Seven fifty.

Baxter looks in his wallet.

BAXTER

Only got seven.

He turns around to call Bexley who stands up to leave his

own pile of excrement. His back paws kick up dirt to cover

the excrement.

FLIES have instantly landed upon their new meal.

BAXTER

Bexley!

Baxter picks up a torch, walks over to Bexley and smacks him

over the nose.
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BAXTER

No! Bad Bexley.

He points outside.

BAXTER

Give me ten then wait outside.

Bexley slowly trails his paws over the dusty floor.

Baxter returns to Rockford.

BAXTER

Sorry ’bout that.

Rockford’s tongue quickly lunges towards the flies.

EXT. EXCREMENT

FLIES eat from burger stalls, soak up rays in sun loungers,

others eat from tiny buffets, all having the time of their

lives.

Suddenly an air siren breaks the holiday mood as an enormous

red pulsating tongue rains down upon them.

Stuck flies already on the tongue scream, as this Venus fly

trap of the sky tears through the fly resort.

INT. DIY STORE

His loose tongue hasn’t snapped back all the way. He

swallows the tip of his tongue, inducing a Mexican wave of

screams.

ROCKFORD

It’s no problem. Leave it

there. So what brings you out

here?

BAXTER

Lost treasure and a map.

His eyes lids close a little bit to give him a sinister

look.

ROCKFORD

Really? Good luck with that.

Baxter turns to exit.
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BAXTER

Cheers.

ROCKFORD

(Whispers)

You’re going to need it.

EXT. DIY STORE

Wheels out a shopping trolley full of DIY gear. WHITE

T-SHIRTS rest on the top.

BAXTER

Get your whites here.

Bexley shakes his head.

BAXTER

No?

Baxter throws the t-shirts off.

BEXLEY

Where to?

Baxter pulls out the map then points towards a pair of

mountains, which look suspiciously like breasts.

BAXTER

The twin mountains.

EXT. TWIN MOUNTAINS

The ground shakes beneath Baxter & Bexley. Bexley looses

his grip on the trolley which falls spilling its contents.

Baxter’s eyes slowly open and close.

BAXTER

So tired...need sleep.

Bexley rushes over to smack Baxter with a wrench that sends

his eyes popping out from his cranium.

BEXLEY

No! Stay awake! If you sleep

you’ll never wake up.

Baxter reaches into a pocket and brings out a slinky.



5.

BAXTER

Thank you kind sir.

He rolls the slinky down the hill. A few moments later it

stops bringing a sigh of relief.

Bexley goes to pick up the slinky that panics Baxter.

BAXTER

Nooo!

Baxter picks up the slinky.

BAXTER

If you pick it up, how will I know

if this reality is real or just a

dream?

BEXLEY

Good point, that makes total sense.

INT. CAVE

BAXTER (O.S.)

...We take this turn and the

treasure-

Baxter walks into the open cave illuminated by a crack in

the ceiling.

BAXTER

Should be right in here.

Bexley struggles with the trolley as he leans over it to

rest his body weight.

He sees a treasure chest center of the cave.

BEXLEY

Sooo, right there then.

BAXTER

That’s odd, not buried, huh.

Baxter lifts up the lid to reveal what looks like a thousand

gold coins decorated with a skull and cross bones, and a

one-eyed parrot on the other side.

Bexley looks at the shovel in his hand, screws his eyebrows,

then drops it.

He strolls over to Baxter, then throws his hands into the

chest.
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BEXLEY

I’m rich! I’m going to buy a

mountain of kitty litter, a fish

farm, a ball of string, everything

I ever wanted.

Rockford saunters in. He casually waves a lasso, wears a

holstered gun and stetson hat.

ROCKFORD

You boys aren’t thinkin’ ’bout

walking out here with all that

lout, now are ya?

BAXTER

Has a cat got nine lives?

BEXLEY

Yes.

ROCKFORD

Your funeral.

BAXTER

Why do you think we ought not to be

leavin’ with this treasure?

ROCKFORD

Just hear me out. I take city

slickers on tour guides, and

they’ve paid for the treasure hunt

package. And they’re waiting

outside.

BAXTER

What you gettin’ at?

ROCKFORD

I want fifty per cent of the loot.

BAXTER

Done.

They shake hands.

BEXLEY

What!

BAXTER

He can have your share.
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BEXLEY

My share!

BAXTER

After that list of crap you were

buying, no point seeing good money

go to waste.

Bexley snaps the lasso from Rockfords hand then begins to

choke Baxter, then throws his body off the walls.

BEXLEY

You bastard!

EXT. DESERT

The sun burns the scorched earth. Heat has started to

ripple the horizon as Baxter crawls over the baking sand,

followed by Bexley who still pushes the trolley now filled

with the open topped chest.

The trolley’s wheels screech as the metal wheels begin to

stiffen.

The sound of over cooked meat from a barbecue rumbles in the

background.

Baxter & Bexley’s skin has hardened and retracted, revealing

more of their eye balls, gums and rib cage.

Bexley has turned from a bright pink to a dark rustic

brown. The skin on his back has begun to bubble, as if its

reached boiling point.

Baxters once refined torso is now but a shell. The meat

dried out to leave just skin and bone. The fur around his

face has grown and thinned out.

Flies have started new homes on Baxter & Bexley. Like when

fish discover a man made reef.

Vultures circle above.

BAXTER

Water...need water.

BEXLEY

Milk...milk.

They both collapse through exhaustion.

Bexley bursts into flames.
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A sprinkle of sand gets kicked up onto Baxter’s ailing hand.

Baxter looks up.

Foxy leans down close, her breasts not more than an inch

from Baxter’s face.

FOXY

Want milk?

Bexley speaks from amongst the flames that have engulfed

him.

BEXLEY

Yes...milk! Now!

FOXY

(To Baxter)

Your burning bush is talkin’ to me.

Baxter looks back.

BAXTER

It’s not biblical, that’s Bexley.

Baxter raises an empty glass to Foxy, then shakes it a

little.

FOXY

Yes?

BAXTER

Milk.

FOXY

Oh yes, silly me.

Foxy drops the single strap off her shoulder, then clasps

the edge of her top, and with the other hand grabs Baxter’s

glass.

CUT TO:

INT. UNIVERSITY, LECTURE ROOM - DAY

An irate Foxy shrills at the top of her voice.

FOXY

Eh!

Baxter’s eyelids burst open, his eyes bulge as their resting

on Foxy’s breasts.
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Foxy shoves Baxter over to his other side, knocks the

untouched coffee onto the lap of a PITBULL TERRIER.

The Pitbull growls in pain, grabs Baxter by the throat, then

throws him through the window.

The unperturbed Teacher continues with the lecture.

EXT. GARDENS

A shaken Baxter sits up, shakes his head, then brings out

his slinky.

BAXTER

I thought I wasn’t a sleep. But if

that was a dream, then what is this

reality?

Baxter rolls the slinky down the garden hill.

The slinky slowly navigates the bumps and humps of the

hill. Then it waivers on a mound.

The metal slinky glistens and wobbles as it tries to

overcome it’s center of gravity.

Baxter holds the sides of his face, jaw dropped, tongue

rolled out, saliva spaghetti hangs from his chin.

TIME SLOWS DOWN

A child’s hand reaches out to pick up the slinky.

Baxter shrieks like a girl.

BAXTER

Ahhh!

CUT TO:

CREDITS


