Under The Rug – Issue 1: Rats – Rough Script
by Alex Atchley
[Red text and brackets indicate notes, asides and brainstorms]
Page 1
Low angle, rat's perspective panels [the reader is unaware of the perspective until the next page].
Different aspects of a police station are shown from this perspective.  

· A fallen trash-bin

· close up of edible refuse

The other officers can over hear a conversation going on in Commissioner Powell's office. 
· Powell: I'm sorry, Harlan, we're moving you to SID
· Harlan: I can't believe this shit!
· Powell: Be lucky you're not getting fired.
· Harlan: Getting fired would be a relief! You're just sweeping me under the rug! 

Page 2
Splash page with sprawled out rat, barely hanging on to life. 
Page 3

The Police Bull Pen. Harlan can tell that his peers are looking at him, judging him. Detective  Burke approaches him as he makes way to his desk. (IN THE BACK GROUND, JANITOR POURS TRASH INTO BAG)


Harlan: Shit. 


Burke: Rogers. I overheard they're moving down to the basement with the nerds in SID. 

Harlan tries to ignore him. 


Burke: I knew you'd blow the Klein Case. Powell should have given it to me. 

Harlan ignores him as he pushes stuff unceremoniously from his desk to the box.
Page 4

Burke continues. 


Burke: It must have been so embarrassing... all those cameras focused on you as you had to explain to that family how you failed them. 


Burke: … And now … 

Harlan is noticeably irritated, having trouble keeping his composure. 


Powell sticks his head out of the window, gives the two men a stern glare. 
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Burke: Good luck with the nerds.

Burke laughs to himself and walks out of the bull pen.


Harlan: Jack ass.

Harlan eyes a picture on his desk of a young girl. He shakes his head and shoves everything on his desk into the box. 
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Harlan walks through the police station, looking at officers going about their work, thinking most of them are glaring at him, judging him. He follows a sign reading “SID”

He walks down a bleak, dirty hall way, 

down some stairs.

Page 7

The basement is dark, dingy, a stupid light-bulb hangs  near a door that a peeled Making tape label reads “Specaial Investigation Divison”. [yes, the misspelling is intentional]

Harlan rolls his eyes and pushes the door open. 
Page 8
SID's hub is just as bleak, but slightly better lit. Filing cabinets and dusty computer terminals scattered about the room. The floor is covered in old books.

A young woman, Lyyn,  mans a desk with several computers, ticks away, not looking up at Harlan.


Harlan: Hello? 
She continues to type. A Moment passes. A  dot-matrix printer starts wirring


Harlan: what uh


Lyyn: (cutting him off, handing him a sheet of paper): Here's your first assignment. Get to it. 
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Lyyn: Graves, Rogers is here.


Graves: (not seen) Hang on. I'm looking for my sun glasses. 


Lyyn: They're in here.

Graves, a shaggy white dog enters. 


Harlan: Cool dog. (looks away briefly)


Graves: Thanks.

Harlan looks around 
Page 10

Graves looks up at Harlan.


Graves: Could put my sun glasses on please? 

Harlan is stunned. He grabs for the sunglasses, noticeably shaking. Puts them on his own face.

A frame or two of Graves looking mildly exasperated already.


Graves: On me, please. 

Harlan nervously puts the glasses on Graves


Graves: Thank you.
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Graves: Hang on, I gotta find the car keys. 

Graves sniffs around the room, rooting through some papers and some 


Graves: Found 'em.

Graves returns to where Harlan is, keys in his mouth. Harlan's hand still out, Graves puts it in there. Harlan looks perplexed. 


Graves: Well, I can't drive. C'mon let's go. 
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Head on view of Harlan and Graves in the car. Harlan still looks at Graves with disbelief. 

He looks forward, looks at Graves again. 


Harlan: I'm talking to a dog. 


Graves: I'm talking to an idiot. 
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The car is pulled over, Rogers is doubled over, wiping his mouth after a good hurl. The driver side door open.

Graves looks over at Harlan 

Harlan barfs


Graves: Beautiful. 

Graves goes up next to Harlan


Harlan: This can't be real. I'm on assignment with a talking dog. 


Graves: Are you done yet? We have a job to do. 


Harlan: I didn't even read the print out.


Graves: The widow Crabstone is hearing voices coming out of her walls. We haven't had a human detective to be our face in a few weeks. We're at least two weeks behind on all our service calls. 

Harlan, still sitting leans up against the car. Looks up at the sky. 

It is, of course a beautiful day. 

Page 14


Harlan: I can't believe how bad I've fucked up. Everything. Lower paycheck, more paper work... 

Cars pass by in indifference. 


Graves: Would you knock it off? 

Rogers mopes a bit. 


Graves: At least you're not a man trapped in the body of a dog. 

A moment of silence. 
Page 15

The car pulls through a dark, highly treed area.


Graves: Obviously, I can't talk in front of the old crow, so you'll have to do all the talking


Harlan:  What do I say when they ask why I brought a dog to an investigation? 


Graves: I dunno. Improvise.

The car winds through a woody area (still)

An old house juts out in the horizon.

Page 16
full page of old house, menacingly
Page 17
panels from inside the house, windows looking out into the yard where Rogers and Graves have parked. 

The two get out of the car, Harlan is talking to Rogers, whoever is standing in the window can see that.

Page 18
Medium of Harlan and Graves talking to themselves, from a different view [to give readers sense of being pulled out of the window-lurker's perspective


Harlan: Isn't someone going to be suspicious when I come in with a dog? 


Graves: No. Just make up something. Keep it simple.

Harlan rolls his eyes 
they get to the door

Page 19
Harlan knocks on the door. 

Old Lady Crabstone opens the door. 

Crabstone: Yes? 


Harlan: Mrs. Crabstone, we're from Special Investig-


Crabstone: (cutting him off) I know who you are! I put in a request weeks ago!


Harlan: I'm sorry, uhh...
Harlan looks at Graves, searching for an answer

Harlan: Severely understaffed. We're getting to everyone as soon as we can. 
Crabstone walks away from the door, leaving it open. Graves and Harlan paus a moment and walk in.

Page 20

Crabstone's abode is old. Very old. Cloth coverings over all her furniture. 


Harlan: You live here alone, ma'am?


Harlan and Graves survey the area.


Crabstone: Well... 


Harlan: Who else lives here?

Crabstone: I don't know.

She looks around, terrified. 


Crabstone: They speak to me at night. Through the walls.

Harlan looks at Graves, skeptically. Neither of them knowing what to say to her.


Harlan: Do you mind if I take a look around? 
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Harlan and Graves survey the house, listening to the walls, looking under beds.


Harlan: She's just old and crazy. I don't see anything here.


Graves: I saw a genuine look of fear in her eyes.


Harlan: Sure you did.

Graves ignores him, they search another room.

Harlan looks over at Graves, still ignoring him.


Harlan: You take this shit seriously, don't you?


Graves: You don't take your job seriously? 

Harlan does not reply, slightly hurt.  He looks around more.


[there can be a vauge visual cue that a voice can be heard... not Harlan's voice]


Graves: What did you say?
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Harlan: I didn't say anything.


Graves looks around the bed room, nose near the ground.

Harlan looks away


Voice: Come to us.


Harlan: (quickly turning around) Come where?

Graves looks up.


Graves: Shh. Quit talking

Harlan throws his hands in the air, frustrated.


Voice: You're cold. Very cold. 


Harlan: What? 


Graves: Would you be quiet! I'm trying to do my job!
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Harlan, looking around. 


Harlan: Wait a minute. Do you hear that?


Shot of a corner of the room. 

The molding.
Graves sniffs around


Graves: I hear it. Rustling. 


Harlan: Follow it. 
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shots of the 

walls down the stairs

into the living room. Crabstone looks forward


Crabstone: is everything alright? 

A door

down stairs down more stairs

a basement
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Harlan fumbles around in the dark, and finds a light switch

The basement is covered in dust and webs. Jars of [whatever] strewn about. Everything looks decayed, old, unused.  

The light flickers

They move closer to the rustling.

They find a pile of debris.


Graves: There must be something under here. 

The light flickers


Graves: That goddamn light is going to give me a seizure


Harlan: I can't hear it any more. 


Graves: C'mon, let's see what's under here. 
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Flicker.

They move the debris

Flicker.

Uncovering

Flicker.


Harlan: I found a flashlight

Flash – but the flashlight remains


Harlan: Huh. Still works. 

A cellar door.  A weird glyph carved into it. 

Page 27

Harlan, with his flashlight pointed straight forward


Harlan: What does that mean?

Graves: I don't think I've seen it before. Did you bring a note pad with you? Make a sketch of it, we'll look into it later. 

Harlan, flashlight under his arm makes a scribble on a notepad that looks pretty close to the symbol on the door. 


Graves: Let's open 'er up. 
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The flashlight reveals a crooked stone stairway. 

Harlan and Graves exchange looks. 


Harlan: What... what is …


Graves: Let's go. 


Harlan: Now wait a mintue! I'm claustrophobic. I can't go down there.   

Graves: Do your goddamn job. I'm sick of your whining. 

Harlan turns his back 


Graves: Where are you going? 


Voice: You must enter.
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Harlan: I get it, Graves. 


Graves : I didn't say that. 

Harlan spins around. 


Harlan: They're still here. 


Graves: C'mon, stop wasting time.  

Page 30

Shots of a deep tunnel, barely lit by Harlan's flashlight


Harlan: What's that ahead? 

A light in the distance emitting from an opening.

They get nearer, astonished as to what they saw .

Page 31

Splash page -  vast, labyrinthine catacomb and bone orchard... thousands and thousands of rats swarming about.



Page 32

Both Harlan and Graves stand stunned.

A group of rats gather in on a small pillar to address the two


Rats: Finally, a human has come to hear our message?


Harlan: Talking rats now? Jesus.                                                                                                                                                                                                                                            


Graves: We'll see. It's time for all you to leave. 

Page 33

Darkness


[Narration]

Rats: leave our home? We were here long before you. 

A tear, 

claws stretch out, attacking a man's face.

A trash bag slashed open,  Police station janitor bloody faced

The officers stand around, stunned, 

[Narration]


Rats: we will be here long after you. 
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The orchard. All stand in silence.


Rats: We will leave the old crow alone.  And we will let you live. 

The detectives frozen, not knowing how to handle what they have just seen. 


Rats:  We will let you live under the condition that you will spread our message. The age of man is nearly at an end. 

A scene of people walking down a crowded street.


Harlan: What do you mean?

Children playing in a park


Rats: A vast darkness will consume you all... only we will remain. 

A shadow falls on the park.

Little eyes light up from the dark corners 


Rats: (Continued) This plan has been in place for nearly 
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Harlan looks at Graves, 


Harlan: What can we do? 


Graves: We need to leave. 


Harlan: And do nothing? 


Graves: There's nothing we can do. They said they would leave Crabstone alone. This is all we can do. 

The rat swarm looks intently upon the detectives... and they leave. 

Page 36
Back in the house, The detectives tell Ms. Crabstone


Harlan: We don't think you will be hearing those “voices” any more, Mrs. Crabstone


Crabstone: Are you sure? How can be sure?

Harlan shrugs a bit - 


Harlan: I guess you'll have to trust us, ma'am. 

They leave. Get in the car, a rat scurries between their feet... looks at them. 

Page 37
Lyyn, Harlan and Graves gather in the SID basement. Piles of envelopes around them, 

they lick stamps and seal. 


Rats (narration): Spread our message ---

A message written on official Philadelphia Police Department – Special Investigations Division 


“The unholy vastness approaches. Embrace the void.”
