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[PANEL 1: We are looking at a wide landscape view of vast, grassy plains; nothing 
but windswept prairieland as far as the eye can see. On the far right of the shot is a 
lone wigwam with smoke drifting from the top. On the far left sits the story title and 
credits. The sky above the prairies looms heavy with thick, dark rainclouds: a 
powerful rainstorm is only moments away.] 
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[PANEL 2: An aerial shot of the wigwam, with smoke blowing away diagonally from 
the top of it. The wigwam is giving off a soft orange glow from within: we can see the 
shadows of a fire dancing and flickering against its animal-skin walls. In the top left 
of the panel, there is the sound effect of exploding thunder.] 
 

SFX 
Kabooooom! 

 
[PANEL 3: We are inside the wigwam, looking upwards from a low viewpoint at a 
male Choctaw. We see him from the waist up: he is bare-chested but wears the skin of 
a deer on his shoulders and back, like an open cloak. The deerskin reaches up to the 
top of his head, where two large antlers stick up into the air. The man has raised his 
arms above his head, motioning to the skies above. He wears an expression of awe 
and wonder, made all the more impressive by the yellow/orange/red glow of the 
firelight across his features and the creeping shadows in the wigwam. He is playing 
the role of storyteller, trying to frighten and inspire his small son.]  
 

CHOCTAW FATHER 
Child – hear how the mighty thunder rumbles. 

But do not fear it! 
 

[PANEL 4: We are still inside the wigwam. We are directly behind the man now, 
looking down between the black silhouette of antlers at a small campfire. Sitting 
cross-legged next to the campfire is a young Choctaw boy, perhaps six years old. He 
chews nervously at a balled-up fist, looking up at his father with wide eyes, totally 
absorbed in this dramatic pantomime.] 
 

CHOCTAW FATHER 
Do you not know why the sky quakes? 

 
[PANEL 5: We’ve returned to the wide landscape view of Panel 1, but we’ve pulled 
even further out. The wigwam is now a tiny little triangle surrounded by mile after 
mile of empty plains. The clouds have formed into one giant, gloomy blanket and are 
now a platform for Heloha’s giant eggs. These eggs should be a similar colour to the 
clouds i.e. blue/purple/grey – but they should look exactly like eggs and not clouds. 



They are enormous; each egg is as big if not bigger than a house. They all sit on the 
swollen bank of clouds at different angles, some rolling onto their sides, others 
bobbing to the left or right. They should look big, solid and heavy as they sway and 
judder into each other in the stormy sky – imagine Chinese “worry balls” clacking 
together, but on a truly monumental scale! As the eggs bump into and grate against 
each other, they produce the sound effect of booming thunder.]     
 

CHOCTAW FATHER 
Heloha has laid her giant eggs among the clouds.  

Now they roll and crash like boulders! 
 

SFX 
Booooom 

Ka-raaaaash 
Gruuuuumble 
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[PANEL 1: We’re back inside the wigwam, looking at a close-up of the small 
Choctaw boy. He is now sucking on a finger and his face is somewhere between fear 
and delight. The glowing firelight reflects a film of tears in his eyes.]  

 
CHOCTAW FATHER 

Do you not know why the heavens flash with fire? 
 

[PANEL 2: We are now up among the clouds, looking along the top of Heloha’s nest 
of giant eggs. In the sky directly above it, a white streak of lightning is splitting the 
sky, fanning and branching out as it does so into the shape of a giant bird. The bird 
has its wings spread wide and its hooked beak is open, sending out a silent cry.]  
 

CHOCTAW FATHER 
Helatha, her husband, is watching over his young. 

He flies faster than your eye can see! 
 

[PANEL 3: In the centre of the panel we see the backdrop of the fire in the wigwam. 
With one hand, the Choctaw father is reaching across the panel and taking hold of the 
Choctaw boy’s outstretched arms. With his other hand, he is pushing the deerskin and 
the antlers off his head... he fears he has frightened the boy too much.] 
 

CHOCTAW FATHER 
Do not be afraid. There is a thunder even greater than this. 

 
[PANEL 4: We are looking at the Choctaw father and the Choctaw boy in profile. The 
boy has his ear pressed up against his father’s chest, with his face tilted in our 
direction, as he listens intently. The father holds the boy in his arms, with his chin 
resting on top of the child’s head.] 
 

CHOCTAW FATHER 
Can you hear it? 

 



[PANEL 5: We’ve zoomed in closer on the Choctaw boy’s face. He still has one ear 
pressed up to his father’s chest and he has closed his eyes. A single tear is trickling 
down his cheek as he smiles faintly, hearing his father’s heartbeat.]  
 

CHOCTAW FATHER 
That is the drum of my heart.  

It beats strong and true… and it will protect you, forever. 


