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The Cellar

by

Josh Campbell &amp; Matt Stuecken



DARKNESS

And then -A GUNNED ENGINE -BLURRED HEADLIGHTS flash across the screen -TIRES SQUEAL on asphalt -A split second of unnerving silence and -CRAAASSSSH!

Lightning quick, CLOSE UP snippets of -GLASS SHATTERING -METAL BENDING and RIPPING -A VEHICLE coming to rest -A TIRE SPINNING upside down -SMASH CUT TO:

BLACK

And SILENCE.

The soft, rhythmic HUM of a distant generator fades in.

Followed by a deep, pained BREATH.

A dim light flickers, then steadies, revealing a -POV SHOT

But everything is out of focus -- blurred shades of grey.

The light fades as consciousness slips away, replaced again

by -DARKNESS

The generator continues its rhythmic HUM.

A slow FADE IN -DIM FLUORESCENT LIGHT illuminates --



2.

A SMALL ROOM

A young woman lies on a sheet-less mattress on the floor. A

thin blanket covers her body. Her eyes remain closed.

This is MICHELLE BURKE (18). Classic Mid-Westerner -attractive and smart with a slight edge that does little to

mask her deep-rooted wholesomeness.

But right now she’s bandaged, bruised and barely conscious.

Somewhere nearby -- the MUFFLED THUMP of a closing door.

Michelle’s EYES SNAP OPEN -- glassy but aware.

She touches her temple and winces. Her fingers come away

tinged with blood from the soaked-through gauze that’s taped

to her forehead.

Her eyes adjust. Take in her surroundings -Low ceiling. Unpainted cinder block walls. Cement floor. No

windows. A closed door.

She turns her head causing her to MOAN.

And -- seemingly in response to her moan -- there’s a

SHUFFLING SOUND on the other side of the door.

Michelle goes silent.

She waits, listens -- but the shuffling sound doesn’t return.

Her eyes flit around the room as her confusion builds.

She peels back the blanket -She's in her underwear and there’s a makeshift brace wrapped

around her knee. Her shirt is crusted with blood and torn at

the collar. Confusion quickly turns to panic.

She moves to swing her legs off the mattress but searing pain

stops her. She grabs the brace, struggles not to cry out.

Her jeans sit in a crumpled pile next to the bed.

Keeping her leg steady, she reaches out and pulls them toward

her. A shaky hand digs her cell phone from a pocket.

She ignores the display telling her she has new texts. She

punches 911 -- but there’s no signal.

She holds up the phone, moves it around -- still nothing.
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Michelle starts to sob. Stops. Takes a deep breath and -Rolls off the bed. Gritted teeth muffle her agony.

She drags herself toward the door.

A lone TWO-BY-FOUR rests against the wall. She uses it to

haul herself up onto her good foot, shock and adrenaline help

her fight through the pain.

Steadying herself on the wooden crutch, she turns the door

handle. It doesn’t budge -- the bolt is locked.

Michelle looks around the room for another escape.

And then -FOOTSTEPS on the other side of the door. Getting LOUDER with

each step. Growing CLOSER with each step.

She hops to the side of the door, grips the two-by-four like

a baseball bat... and waits.

The bolt lock slides -The handle turns -The door CREAKS open -A foot steps into the room -Michelle swings for the fences -The two-by-four smashes into a man's shoulder. A tray of food

flies through the air as the man tumbles to the ground.

We'll come to know the man as HOWARD STAMMLER (40s), but

right now, he's batting practice.

Michelle lifts the wood. Howard raises his hands.

HOWARD

Wait! Stop!

Michelle slams down the two-by-four with all she’s got.

Howard’s forearm absorbs the brutal blow.

HOWARD (CONT’D)

Just listen to me for a sec!

Michelle swings again, for his head this time.
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Howard rolls out of the way. The two-by-four splinters

against the cement floor. He reaches back, latches onto the

wood and jerks it from her hands.

Michelle chokes back panicked sobs as she hops toward the

open door. Her knee cracks against the frame. She cries out

in pure agony, collapses hard to the floor.

Blood seeps from under her bandages.

Howard gets up, his body blocking the doorway. He towers over

Michelle, the two-by-four gripped tightly.

He stares down at her -- breathing hard -- his expression

somewhere between surprise and anger.

HOWARD (CONT’D)

I’m only trying to help you!

Michelle frantically crawls away from him, her bad leg

dragging limply behind.

Howard steps after her.

MICHELLE

Stay away from me!

Michelle struggles onto her good foot, SCREAMS from the pain.

She hops toward a shovel that rests against the back wall.

Howard drops the two-by-four.

HOWARD

I’m not going to hurt you.

Michelle hops faster, stumbles, falls. Her busted knee hits

the floor. She blacks out from the excruciating pain.

Howard stands over her for a beat. Then he walks to the back

of the room and grabs the shovel that rests against the wall.



INT. SMALL BEDROOM - LATER

Michelle's eyes slowly open. She's back on the mattress, the

thin blanket covering her again.

A tray of food sits on the floor next to the bed. The two-byfour and shovel are gone.

Howard sits on a folding chair by the door, his forearm is

now wrapped with a bandage where she hit him with the wood.
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She peers at him through the dim light. Is he sleeping? She

props herself up.

His voice cuts through the darkness, startling her -HOWARD

You should eat the eggs. You’ll be

dreaming of fresh food before long.

Michelle looks at the tray of food, then back to Howard -detachment in his voice, intelligence in his weary eyes. A

combination that makes him hard to read.

HOWARD (CONT’D)

In a couple of weeks, everything's

going to be from a can.

Panic sets in again. Michelle grabs her cell. Holds it up.

MICHELLE

I called the police. They'll be

here any minute. Let me go now.

You'll be in a lot less trouble.

Michelle shoots him a defiant look.

Howard shakes his head -HOWARD

You've got no idea what happened,

do you?

Michelle lowers her cell but doesn’t respond.

HOWARD (CONT’D)

There was an attack last night.

Some kind of bomb exploded. The

city’s destroyed.

Michelle looks at Howard like he’s a lunatic.

MICHELLE

Yeah... Right.

HOWARD

I was rushing back here when I came

across your wrecked car. I couldn’t

just leave you there.

MICHELLE

If you’re such a good samaritan why

the hell am I locked in this room?
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HOWARD

I spent all night setting your leg

and closing that wound on your

head. I needed some sleep and

didn't want you wandering off.

(rubs his bandaged arm)

Or cracking my head open with a

shovel.

MICHELLE

You really think I'm stupid enough

to fall for this?

HOWARD

I think you're smart enough to know

that if I was gonna do something, I

would have done it already.

MICHELLE

How do I know you didn't? I woke up

in my underwear with no idea where

I am or how I got here. That's

pretty fucking disturbing.

HOWARD

I’m a doctor. I had to take off

your jeans to set your knee.

MICHELLE

I want out of here. Now.

HOWARD

You can’t leave. The entire

countryside is blanketed with...

with some sort of poisonous

chemical.

MICHELLE

You’re out of your mind.

HOWARD

You go outside, you die. But this

place has a filtration system. It

should protect us from whatever is

floating in the air out there.

MICHELLE

What's gonna protect me from you?

Howard shakes his head, knows he's not going to convince her

of anything right now. He stands up.

Michelle pulls the blanket tighter around her neck.
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HOWARD

You need to rest.

(pointing at the tray)

That's Ketamine in the small cup.

It’ll help with the pain. I

recommend you take it... but I'll

leave that up to you.

MICHELLE

Special K? We going clubbing?

HOWARD

I'm a veterinarian. It's the

strongest painkiller I have.

MICHELLE

Thought you said you were a doctor.

HOWARD

A veterinarian is a doctor.

He points to her leg as he tries for a little levity.

HOWARD (CONT’D)

Hey. Consider yourself lucky. If

you were a horse, I would’ve had to

put you down.

Michelle’s not laughing.

MICHELLE

Thanks, Doc. But I’m not taking a

date rape drug while being held

prisoner.

He takes a step toward her... and there’s a tiny shift in

Howard, something stirs beneath his calm exterior -HOWARD

If I wanted to drug you, I would've

crushed it up in your food or hid

it in your drink. Or shot you up

with it while you were already

unconscious. And then I could’ve

done what ever I wanted.

Michelle looks sick to her stomach. Howard takes a deep

breath, knows he went too far.

HOWARD (CONT’D)

This is a lot to take in. For both

of us. You need to eat and you need

to sleep.

(MORE)
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HOWARD (CONT’D)

There will be plenty of time to

talk when you're feeling better.

Michelle pulls the tray onto her mattress and starts picking

at the eggs. She’s not convinced of Howard's story but

realizes that either way, she's fucked.

HOWARD (CONT’D)

Call me if you need anything. I'll

be right outside.

That doesn't make her feel any better. He exits the room,

leaving the door open behind him. Michelle waits a beat...

She sets the food tray back on the floor.

Her hand lingers, grabs the butter knife.

She tries to pull herself up, but her weight shifts to her

busted knee. The pain is excruciating.

Michelle grits her teeth, falls back onto the mattress, eyes

watering. She can’t take it. She grabs the Ketamine off the

tray and drinks it.

She tucks the butter knife under her pillow and passes out.

INT. HOUSE PARTY - BASEMENT - NIGHT - (FLASHBACK)

(Note: All of the flashbacks are grainy and high contrast -it’s hard to tell whether we are watching history, a memory

or something altogether different.)

Dozens of college students drink from plastic cups and bounce

to hip hop music in the basement of an off-campus house.

In a back corner Michelle stands across from PATRICK (19).

Despite the raging party going on around them, the

expressions on their faces say that they’re not having fun.

PATRICK

Lauren’s in my lit class. We were

just studying...

MICHELLE

It took you ten minutes to close

your books and come downstairs?

PATRICK

I didn’t hear you knock. I didn’t

even know you were coming.
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