BRAINLESS

SLOW PAN IN to a white house in a seedy neighborhood.  Peeling paint reveals dark, peeling wood underneath, feast to a billion termites.  The front door hangs slightly off-kilter.  We fly in, through the door, skimming the ground.  As we hit the kitchen, a small hole can be seen right behind the ugly green stove.  As the camera moves closer, we see a friendly mouse peeking its head out, looking left and right, hoping for a snack and fearing a cat.  Once it is sure of itself, it begins to inch its way out, further and further.  Suddenly,

THUNK.

A heavy boot lands on it, squishing its tiny skeleton and sending it’s mousey eyes skidding across the floor.  A Rorschach pattern of blood appears below its lifeless corpse.  The boot lifts up, taking the mouse with it.  As we move back, we can see the boot belongs to a pretty, black-haired woman in her early twenties.

SHEILA

Dammit, new pair of shoes too.  I swear, for every one of the little bastards I kill, there’s twenty more just waitin’ to shit in the corn flakes.  I swear, it’s like a lineup for the toilet at a Mexican restaurant!

DAVID walks in, getting ready to go to work.  He’s wearing a light beige suit, and is working on fastening a striped clip-on tie to his shirt.  He looks at the mouse in disgust.

DAVID

Oh, Sheila, what the hell’d you have to do that for?  Took me ten minutes to clean the blood off the floor last time…

SHEILA

Well, I wouldn’t have to do it if you’d actually do what you promised, and get rid of ‘em!  When was that, David, three months ago, when we moved in?

DAVID

You told me we had a mouse.  I killed the mouse.

SHEILA

Yeah, one mouse outta a lot of thousands!  What, you thought we only had one?  Nobody says, “We have mouse”.  They say, “We have mice”.  Clue in.

DAVID

I don’t have to deal with this; I’m off to the office.

SHEILA

What office? You drive a bus!

As DAVID walks out, SHIELA sits down dejectedly on a chair by the door, looking out.

SHEILA

It wasn’t supposed to be like this, was it?

With an EXPERT TWIST, she picks up a butter knife from a side table beside her, and flings it across the room.  A loud SHRIEK is heard as it impales a mouse against the wall.

SHIELA

It’s just you guys and me now, isn’t it?

CUT TO: David, getting into an old beat-up car.  His breath forms a mist from the cold outside.  His foot firmly on the brakes, he tries several times to start the car, but it doesn’t catch.  He bangs his head on the steering wheel a couple times, then tries again.  SUDDENLY, he is enveloped in a bright light.  He looks up in wonder, eyes and mouth open.  That look becomes terror, however, as a giant shadow surrounds him.  Suddenly, two massive claws grab each arm and proceed to rip his body in half, in a totally shameless and 100% R-rated kind of way.  Ribs show.  Without pressure on the brakes, the car begins to inch forward.

CUT TO:  CRAIG, a man in his early thirties, behind the wheel of a reasonably nice, new car.  Driving with one hand and unfolding a map with his other, his attention is temporarily diverted.

RADIO

And with every amateur astronomer in the area eagerly searching the sky for the moving lights in the sky, we are sure that a solution…

CRAIG suddenly looks up, to see a beat up car(DAVID) drifting across the road.  He slams on the brakes and tries to turn, but his car hits a patch of ice.  With a deafening crunch, his car collides with the back end of David’s, sending his car careening towards the white house.  DAVID’S car spins wildly, ending up facing down the street in the direction CRAIG’S car came from.

CUT TO:  INSIDE THE WHITE HOUSE.  SHEILA sits, watching TV and flipping through a woman’s magazine.  Suddenly, a car comes crashing through the wall to the left of her, with the front of the car up in the air, the bumper stopping only inches from her face.  Slowly, she looks over.  The car’s front is a mess of twisted metal.  A large, SHARP PIECE drops off the car and lands right between SHEILA’S legs, impaling the chair AND the magazine, right through the unmentionable area of a male model posing cheerfully for an advert.  SHIELA just stares blankly at the car, still in shock.

CUT TO:  OUTSIDE we see DAVID’S car casually rolling down the street, windows stained with blood.  At the bottom of a hill the car leaves the road and splashes lazily into an icy cold river.  Moments later, a single piercing scream can be heard from a white house with a car sticking out of it, just up the road.

CUT TO:  INSIDE, SHIELA finally realizing what just happened, staring down at the chunk of metal in her lap, breathing heavily.  A metallic groan is heard as a door falls off, and CRAIG drops to the ground.

CRAIG(Pulling a bloody window roller handle out of his leg)

Bloody useless drunk commuters…

CRAIG LOOKS UP to see SHEILA, and stops talking.  The two stare at each other for just a second longer than they should.

CRAIG

Cr… Cra… Cra… Cra…

SHEILA(puzzled)

Er… do you have something stuck in your throat?

CRAIG(Reaches into his mouth, and pulls out a bloody chunk of glass)

CRAIG

CRAIG! My name is Craig!

SHEILA

Craig?  Nice to meet you… I’m Sheila.

SHEILA pulls the metal shard out of the chair, and tosses it aside.  A SQUEAK is heard when it embeds into the wall.  She gets up, and walks towards Craig, offering her hand down.  She takes his hands in hers, and she lifts him up.  The two stare into each other’s eyes for a moment.  CRAIG looks down and sees a WEDDING RING on SHEILA’S finger.

CRAIG(dejected)

So… you’re married?

SHEILA looks down, quickly removes the ring and drops it onto the ground.  She steps on it, covering the ring with her foot.

SHEILA

What makes you say that?

CRAIG

Well, I saw the ring, and…

SHEILA

What ring?  I don’t have a ring.

CRAIG

But…

SHEILA

Want some coffee?

CRAIG

But…

SHEILA

Come on then, let’s get you fixed up…

SHIELA drags CRAIG out of the room into the kitchen, casually kicking the ring into a corner of the room, stopping at the feet of a mouse.  As we pull back, we see there is a whole row of about twenty mice sitting in the corner.  They begin to squeak…

CUT TO: INTERIOR SHOT OF SPACECRAFT.  HIGH TECH GADGETRY appears all around.  What appears to be giant translucent HAMSTER BALLS wheel around circular corridors.  We follow one particular ball with what appears to be a rank insignia printed on it.  It stops at what appears to be a significantly important doorway.  The ball bumps into the door several times, before the door slides gently open.  We see some sort of oddly shaped figure on a giant throne in the middle of the room, but it’s impossible to make out details.  As the ball rolls in, one side opens up.  We don’t see what’s inside.  Everything is obviously done in stop-motion photography.

FIGURE IN BALL

SQUEAK.

(translation/subtitle:  We have readied the invasion force.  Our patrol has found the perfect landing site.  We will start with a single insignificant dwelling of zero tactical advantage, just as planned, your lordship.  Brilliant strategy, might I add.)

FIGURE ON THRONE

SQUEAK.

(translation/subtitle:  Excellent.  Prepare the inadequately-numbered invasion force immediately!)

CUT TO:  OUTSIDE SPACESHIP.  A LARGE CRUISER-STYLE SHIP starts dropping small, round pods…

CUT TO:  Kitchen shot, SHIELA AND CRAIG sitting across from each other on either side of the small table.  CRAIG is bandaged up.

SHEILA

So you sure I can’t talk you into a sponge bath?  Some of those wounds look damn dangerous…

CRAIG

No, no… I’m sure… look, about the ring…

SHEILA

I don’t know where you get these fantasies about a ring.  I never had one.  It’s not like I go around carrying magic rings that suddenly disappear…

CRAIG

But I saw it, it was a wedding ring… you kicked it…

CRAIG looks over and begins to point towards the living room, before standing up in shock.  As he stands up, he knocks the table into SHEILA, who screams as she is knocked off-camera.  A CLUNK is heard as her head hits the fridge and she is knocked unconscious.  CRAIG looks at: A small army of miniature mice standing in the kitchen doorway.  As we look up, we see a giant, bloodthirsty, 6-foot alien creature vaguely resembling a zombie mouse with 6 inch claws standing there  It wears some sort of space battle gear.  IMPACT TREMORS begin to sound, as the other pods land nearby.

MOUSE:

SQUEAK.

(translation/subtitle:  It’s time to avenge my brothers.)

OUTSIDE SHOT: A quiet shot of the back yard to this beat-up white house.  “meteors” can be seen falling from the sky, all landing within a several-block radius of this house.  Suddenly, out of a center window, SHEILA’S unconscious body crashes through, landing on the pavement below with a THUNK.  CRAIG jumps through the same window, rolling on the ground.  In a panic, he turns around and picks up the body, before running off.  Behind him, a sea of mice pour out of the house in pursuit.  A POD crashes right in front of the camera.  We see it crack open, and a SECOND SPACE MOUSE jumps out.  He accidentally lands on a mouse, crushing it into the ground.

FIRST SPACE MOUSE:

SQUEAK.

(translation/subtitle:  That was my second cousin, you idiot.)

The FIRST SPACE MOUSE tears the SECOND SPACE MOUSE’S ears off before kicking it to the ground.  The FIRST SPACE MOUSE then runs off in pursuit.

CUT TO:  CRAIG carrying SHEILA through a suburban neighborhood.  He TRIPS, sending SHEILA flying into the side of a station wagon with a CLANG, denting the door.

CRAIG

Sheila, you OK?

CRAIG slaps her cheek a couple times to make sure she’s alive, before picking her up and running off again.  The mice follow behind.  More pods land, and more giant SPACE MICE emerge.

OUT OF BREATH, CRAIG runs up to a nearby house.  Flipping SHEILA’S body over his shoulder, he opens the door and runs in, slamming the door behind him.  SHEILA’S head gets caught the first time, so he throws her on the floor and SLAMS IT SHUT again, leaning against it.

WOMAN OWNER OF HOUSE:  Hey, who are you?

A POD suddenly crashes through the ceiling, landing right on the woman, splattering intestines everywhere.  As the NEW SPACE MOUSE emerges, windows break to the left and right of CRAIG.  Small mice ooze in from under the door, nibbling at his feet.  SPACE MICE climb in through the windows.  CRAIG finds himself surrounded.

SPACE MOUSE LEADER:

SQUEAK

(translation/subtitle:  You and your capitalist scum civilization will soon cower under the might of the true inheritors of earth, two-legged scum!  Now you will DIE!)

As the SPACE MOUSE moves forward, he is suddenly belted on the side of his head by the base of a FLOOR LAMP.  The POWER CORD wraps around his neck like a whip, and as it’s pulled away, it rips his head off.  PAN TO SHEILA, conscious again, wielding the floor lamp like a martial artist wields a staff.

SHEILA

There are only two things I’m afraid of.  One of them is bad custard.  Neither of them is mice.

As the SPACE MICE start to lunge, SHEILA whips the LAMP around, smacking one with the light bulb, shattering it.  Pieces of glass fly across the room and EMBED in the eye of another mouse, sending a clear viscous liquid spilling onto the floor.  She whips the lamp around and clobbers another one in the head, knocking the base off.  With the new sharpened point, she RAMS IT THROUGH the back of a mouse’s throat and into a wall, attaching the mouse permanently.  SHEILA then reaches down and offers her hand to CRAIG.

SHEILA

I’m not letting you die until I find out if you’re worth it.

As another SPACE MOUSE bursts through the door, SHEILA picks up a YULE LOG from the FIREPLACE, then charges it.  The SPACE MOUSE’s head is crushed between the YULE LOG and the wall.  It’s eyes pop out and go skidding across the floor, like the first mouse in the film.

CRAIG and SHEILA make their way to the kitchen, stomping on regular MICE as they run.  Two SPACE MICE accost them in the hallway.  SHEILA reaches up to a ceiling fan, grabs the cord, and yanks it.  The ceiling fan breaks free of the ceiling, swings down on a power cord, and proceeds to chop off the inside arms of both SPACE MICE as it flies between them.  Enraged at their loss, the SPACE MICE take a few steps forward… then get chopped to bits as the ceiling fan returns on it’s swinging arc and chews up their heads.  It finally comes to rest, inches from the two heroes, when one of the blades imbeds in ceiling.  SHEILA grabs CRAIG by the collar.

SHEILA

Come on.  There’s more of these bastards yet.

CUT TO:  Exterior shot, SHEILA’S house.  SPACE MICE surround it.  ONE calls up on some sort of radio device.

SPACE MOUSE:

SQUEAK.

(translation/subtitle:  Your excellence, we have been successful in securing the compound.)

CUT TO:  LORD OF THE SPACE MICE in his THRONE ROOM

LORD OF THE MICE:

SQUEAK.

(translation/subtitle:  Excellent.  We will begin the operation in five minutes.)

SPACE MOUSE

SQUEAK

(translation/subtitle:  Yes, your majesty.)

SUDDENLY, a RUMBLING is heard.  The MICE look around, confused.

SPACE MOUSE

SQUEAK.

(translation/subtitle:  Anyone know what the bloody hell that is?)

SUDDENLY, a LARGE VAN comes CRASHING through the LIVING ROOM, from the OPPOSITE side of the room that CRAIG’S CAR came through.  The VAN keeps going until it collides with the CRAIG’S CAR, crushing two SPACE MICE between the two vehicles.  CRAIG’S CAR rolls back, RUNNING OVER a third.  The VAN’S sliding door rolls open, and SHEILA leaps out, rolling on the floor and coming up with a TURKEY BASTER in hand.  She SHOVES the baster into a SPACE MOUSE’S eye, and squeezes, filling the EYE with air.  The SPACE MOUSE’S EYE naturally explodes, leaving a cavity.  SHEILA REACHES IN to the SPACE MOUSE’S eye cavity, pulling out MOUSE HEAD INNARDS.  These she throws at another SPACE MOUSE, momentarily blinding it.  She picks a CD off the coffee table and tosses it at the blinded mouse, frisbee-style, taking the top half of its head off.

SHEILA(laughing hysterically)

And I thought you alien fellows were supposed to be tough.

CRAIG peeks out from behind the wheel of the van.  The sound of SHEILA laughing and a vacuum cleaner starting up can be heard.  CRAIG ducks again as more blood splatters over the windshield.

CUT TO:  SHEILA, stuffing some remnants of fur down the end of the Vacuum.

SHEILA

Two more… you guys gonna stop playin’ or am I gonna have to tie my hands behind my back?

SHEILA produces a knife and a hatchet from somewhere under her clothing and without turning around, simultaneously stabs two SPACE MICE who were sneaking up behind her back.

CUT TO:  SPACE MICE outside the house

SPACE MOUSE

SQUEAK.

(translation/subtitle:  Full retreat!  Full retreat!)

CUT TO:  LORD OF THE SPACE MICE, in his THRONE ROOM.  He is listening to the screams of RETREATING MICE.

LORD OF THE MICE

SQUEAK.

(translation/subtitle:  Damn this!  I had not counted on the humans fighting back.  My rodent mind was not created for strategy.)

CUT TO:  four SPACE MICE running for their pods.  Four simultaneous BUTTER KNIVES fly into the back of each of their heads.  We turn to SHEILA, arms outstretched after a successful throw.)

SHEILA

That’s right, you little buggers.  Run away!  I’ll be waitin’ for you when you get back!

As SHEILA stands there, we can see a SPACE MOUSE, barely alive, rising behind her.  It raises it’s claw to slice her head off and…

With a THUNK, a GARDEN GNOME is thrust through the SPACE MOUSE’s head, with the GNOME’S smiling face coming out through the MOUSE’S mouth between it’s gleaming, slimy incisors.  The gnome smiles happily as the MOUSE collapses dead.  Behind the MOUSE, we see CRAIG.

CRAIG(sheepishly)

I… I thought you could use some help.

SHEILA

Maybe you’re worth it after all.

As the MOUSE PODS RETREAT, SHEILA grabs CRAIG in her arms, and the two embrace in a PASSIONATE KISS.

THE END
