
“Are you sure its really dead?”
“Im telling you yes, it hasn’t moved in days.”
“But it doesn’t even smell.”
“Every day after school we come home and its  
layin’ there in the same place, it must be dead!  
Good thing we’re taking care  
of it now, before it smells”
“There are so many stupid, old toys in here!”



The two brothers were digging a grave for their 
neighbor’s dog, which they believed to be dead.  Little 
did they know, they were being watched.  Hamlet, a boy 
recently arrived next door was observing them closely 
with his bunny-friend, Horatio.

“Look Horatio!  They’re just throwing those toys  
around like they’re junk!  That train has probably  
traveled all the rooms of a house, and that dolly was 
probably so loved.  Those guys are just treating them 
like nothing,” he whispered.



“Jeeze it’s hot out here.  Go and get us  
some soda pops will ya?” The smaller  
boy left to go fetch the drinks for him and  
his brother.  Hamlet emerges from the  
fence, “Why are you just throwing those  
toys aside like that?  You’re breaking them.”
“We don’t have time to worry about that 
now, me and my brother gotta bury this 
dead dog here before it starts stinkin’ up the 
whole neighborhood!” exclaimed the fat boy, 
“Who’re you?”
All the sudden they heard the rustling near 
the house and hurried footsteps.   
“What was that?  Horatio just heard 
something,” Hamlet exclaimed.
“Who knows.  Maybe it was that kid, 
Hamlet, his dad sent him here from the other 
side of town.  They say he got kicked out of 
his old school!  He’s one of them bad eggs…”



Another boy ran up to the pair of them.  It was their  
neighbor Laertes.  He was out of breath saying,  
“Don’t bury Ophelia!  She’s not dead!”
“What are you talking about?  That dog has been layin’ there for 
days not moving!” said the fat boy.
“Wait, that’s your dog?” Hamlet asked.
“Yes! And she’s not dead, she’s just old!” Laertes exclaimed.
“Your dog bit me last summer in my own yard!   
Bury it!” Hamlet yelled.



“My dad’s gonna be out here any minute, 
so you better not hurt Ophellia or else!” 
said Laertes.
“You were the one spying on us!  You little 
taddle tale!” Hamlet said, hitting Laertes 
right in the nose… Just as Laertes’s dad 
arrived.  
“Hamlet!  What in the world is going on  
here?” he demanded.



At the same moment, Hamlet’s mother 
appeared on the scene having been 
out looking for hamlet.  She ran to the 
sand box saying, 
“Jesus, I am so sorry.  Hamlet, gets 
like this, he’ll calm down soon.  What 
is wrong with you!? Get in the house 
immediately, and head straight to  
your room.” She glared as Hamlet 
retreated across the street, then  
shortly, after making sure that Laertes 
was alright, picked up Horatio before 
following her son inside.  


