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TEASER 


FADE IN 


as a young man runs from a cabin in the woods.


He is 16 years old, with dark, short-cropped hair and lanky, good-looking features. 


And he is screaming for his life. 


Behind him, a figure races up to the doorway and stares out at him. It is a husky man wearing a sheriff's uniform. His eyes glow red and black veins zig-zag across his face. "Dead by dawn, boy!" he drawls, taunting the youth, then laughs maniacally. 


The young man leaps over the hood of the sheriff's car, marked "Spiegel County Sheriff" with the Tennessee state logo underneath. He throws open the door and dives into the driver's seat. 


He looks around frantically, but finds no sign of keys. 


At the door of the cabin, the demon-possessed sheriff jingles his keychain. "Lookin' fer these, sonny?" he yells, then swallows the keys. 


The young man winces at this. "I shoulda paid more attention to all those movies," he mutters, looking through the car and trying to find a weapon. "They made it look so easy to hotwire a car..." 


Something creaks and groans outside the car. 


The young man looks up and groans himself. The trees nearby are uprooting themselves and starting to move toward him, their limbs bending in impossible positions to form would-be arms reaching for the car. 


The young man throws open the passenger side door and runs.


Bullets hit the ground in front of him, and he pulls to a stop. 


The sheriff is on the front porch, cackling as he twirls his revolver on one finger. 


Beside him are a red-haired girl and a Japanese-American boy, both about 16 years old, and both with the same glowing-eyed, crazy-faced look of demonic possession about them. One of the Japanese boy's arms is missing and blood flows from the wound, but he doesn't seem to be paying any attention to that. 


"Come on, Ashley!" the red-haired girl taunts. "Don't you want to come back in the cabin where it's warm and snuggly?" 


"Warm as a steaming corpse," the Japanese boy adds. 


"Steaming corpse! Steaming corpse! Steaming corpse!!" the two teens and the possessed sheriff cry out in unison, then turn it into a sing-song cry of "stea---meee-eeng co--ooorpse" over and over. 


Ashley looks from them to the trees, which are stomping over and around the sheriff's car and heading toward him. 


"Looks pretty grim, kiddo," a voice says. 


Ashley spins around, and jumps back. 


Standing behind him is an attractive woman clad in a stylish business suit and high heels. Her hair is jet black and long, with small red horns protruding from the hairline; her skin is blood red; and her eyes glow yellow. A demon tail flicks impatiently from side to side behind her. 








FADE OUT. OPENING CREDITS ROLL 








ACT ONE 


TITLE CARD: "Ash to the Infinite Power" 


SPECIAL GUEST STAR: Tyra Banks as Debri 


FADE IN 


As 16-year old Ashley stares at the demonic woman. 


"Are you responsible for this?" Ashley asks. 


"No," the woman says wearily. "You are." 


The trees stop suddenly, and the taunting stops. Ashley looks at the trees and at the three possessed people on the porch; all of them are still, as if caught in freeze-frame. No wind blows, and the outside world makes no sound at all. 


"You see, Ashley, you shouldn't have come to this cabin," the demonic woman says. "And you really shouldn't have turned on that tape recorder. Back in 1982, when your parents Ash and Linda came to this cabin with their friends, they started to play the recorder. It scared your aunt Cheryl, and she turned it off...." 


"Yeah, I know," Ashley says. "They told me about it. Said this was a spooky place they were afraid to come back to. Wish I'd listened to em." 


"There are some realities where the tape recorder was turned back on that night, and the spell recited on it unleashed the demons, who killed your mother and everyone else at the cabin except Ash." 


"Killed mom?" 


"Don't worry, tiger, your mom's alive and well, because in your reality the recorder wasn't turned back on," the demon woman explains. 


The boy takes a few tentative steps back from the woman. "What does this have to do with you?" 


"Nothing compared to what it has to do with you," the demon woman says. "So you felt compelled to come here, to the cabin where you were conceived way back in 1982, after your dad gave your mom a locket..." 


"Yeah, I guess so," Ashley says. "I just always grew up thinking about the cabin, for some odd reason." 


"And you brought your girlfriend Amy and your buddy Kasu along, thinking it would be a fun weekend in the woods." 


"Yeah." 


"But you played the tape recorder you found in the basement, abandoned for all these years, and now your friends are demons and the sheriff you called for help with your... what's the word?" 


"Cell phone," Ashley says, shell-shocked. 


"Ah," the demon says. "The sheriff you called for help with your 'cell phone' was possessed as soon as he walked in the cabin to help you." 


"Yeah, that's the Cliffs Notes of it all. You still haven't explained why this matters to you." 


"You're quite the survivor, Ashley," the demon says. "Just like your father, in those other realities." 


"Thanks, I think." 


"The boss man is NOT gonna like hearing about this," the demon says. "T.T.F.N., hotshot." 


She vanishes in a burst of fire. 


Ashley stares at the spot where she vanished. Then, he hears sounds again as everything around him comes back out of freeze frame. Ashley runs for safety as the trees close in and the possessed sheriff continues to take potshots at him. 


CUT TO: 


The GlobeCo Industries corporate headquarters in New York City. 


It is a majestic metallic blue building, 30 stories high, its windows shining in the morning sun. 


And somewhere in the basement level of the building, the demonic woman barges through a set of double doors. 


Fisk follows closely behind her. "I tried to stop her, boss," he says apologetically. 


Inside the darkened room, Lajos Szabo looks up from his copy of the Wall Street Journal. 


Debri glances around. "Why's it so friggin' dark in here?" 


She hits a panel on the wall, and the room lights up. 


Fisk flinches from the sudden brightness. 


"An unusual intruder, it seems," Szabo says. Through obnoxiously convenient camera angles, we do not see his face, only his thin, somewhat pale hands, the fingernails of which are immaculately trimmed. He is clad in a Navy blue Armani business suit with black shirt and thin white necktie. 


"I don't know who this bozo is, sir, but..." the woman starts to say, then pauses. "What's with the goatee?" 


"You don't like?" Szabo asks. 


"You don't have," the woman says. Then she groans. "Aw, shit, I'm in the wrong reality! I thought I could find my way home without any problems." 


"She's crazy," Fisk says. "Should I throw her out?" 


"No," Szabo says. "I'm intrigued." 


"Nothing for you to worry about, handsome," the woman says. "You see, I'm---" 


"An associate of Lajos Szabo's from some parallel dimension," Szabo says. "And you've been off visiting other realities and were on your way home." 


The demonic woman and Fisk exchange glances. 


"You're good," the demon says appreciatively. 


"I've been around long enough to figure things like this out," Szabo says. "Who are you, and what are you doing?" 


"Sorry, fella, that's priviliged information for my boss, and he's in some other dimension." 


Szabo walks back to his seat and drops into the leather chair. "Let's see, ten feet from the front doors and about thirteen feet from the south wall," he says, typing on his keyboard. 


"Pardon the phrase, but what the Hell are you--" the demon starts to say. 


Bright red lights stream out from hidden projectors in the walls of the room. The lights connect at odd angles. 


"Containment spell," Szabo explains as the demon tries to walk through the beams of light but cannot. 


"I've dealt with enough demons to know how to handle your type." 


Seen from above, the beams of light connect to form a large pentagram across the floor of the room, with the demon woman in the center. 


"You're VERY good," the demon says. 


"Name?" Szabo asks. 


The woman sighs. "Debri." 


"Purpose?" 


"Scouting the multiverse for ways to overcome Ashley J. Williams." 


"Indeed?" 


"You know I can't lie to you while you've got me contained in this thing," Debri says. "In the reality I'm from, you summoned me to travel the dimensional barriers in search of a world where Ash was defeated and brought under your command." 


"And?" 


"I've found worlds where he was killed, and worlds where he was driven insane," Debri explains. "But not one single world where you've managed to win." 


"Since you're in the containment spell, I hope you don't mind if we chat about this in more detail." Szabo hits a button on his telephone. "Marge, bring in some tea," he says. "And Ms. Debri, what will you be having?" 


"Got any goat's blood?" 


Szabo smirks. "And Marge," he says, pressing the button again, "also some of jar 32 from my special collection...." 


Debri looks at him curiously. "I'm surprised, if you don't have a demon like me in your service why would you have that lying around your cupboard?" 


"Like the boy scouts say," Szabo replies, "be prepared." 


FADE OUT. 








ACT TWO 


FADE IN 


On Ashley J. Williams, tugging fiercely at his restraints. He is in an asylum, and a large, unpleasant-looking female nurse eyes him warily. 


Several inmates, including an oily-looking man and a hulking American Indian, watch from the sidelines. 


"You might want to calm down a tad," the oily-looking man says in a low, weaselly voice, "Nurse Ratchet is gonna call the goons if you don't...." 


Ash stares up at the nurse, his eyes blazing with anger. "Kill them all," he growls, "must kill them all..." 





PULL BACK to reveal that this image is being seen inside of a three-foot wide sphere that floats in mid-air. 


Debri, the demoness, sits to one side of the sphere, sipping on a cup of red liquid. 


Lajos Szabo sits at his desk, sipping tea, (though we continue not to see his face, owing to convenient camera angles). Fisk and Oracle, a painfully thin, elegantly dressed blonde woman with dark glasses, stand on either side of his chair. 


"This is Ash of what I've arbitrarily dubbed 'Earth 3'," Debri explains. "He went out to the cabin with his college friends and his younger sister Cheryl, when Ash was just starting his sophomore year. His friends were massacred, his sister was raped by the local foliage and then possessed by the Evil Dead herself, and Ash was left certifiably insane." 


"But not controllable, it seems," Szabo says. 


"Less so than a sane -- so to speak -- Ash is," Debri replies. "Now, here's the interesting thing... no matter what time he goes to the cabin, it seems, that is when the professor has just completed his translations and been killed." 


"Impossible," Fisk says. 


"Improbable," Oracle replies evenly. 


"The book involved varies," Debri adds. "In some realities, it is the Naturum Demonto, in others the Necronomicon Ex Mortis, in still others the Tome of Vile Shadows..." 


"Fine works, all," Szabo says off-handedly. "Any of which contain demon resurrection passages that could prove troubling." 


Oracle casts a curious glance in Szabo's direction. We do not, of course, see his face or any sign of a reply. 


"Watch this one," Debri says, and she snaps her fingers. The sphere vanishes, replaced by another one. 


In it, we see Ash with a chainsaw hand and a white streak in his hair, screaming "No!!" as Medieval soldiers kneel to salute him as their champion. 


"In this reality... Earth 8... Ash went to the cabin a few years later than before, with a girlfriend named Linda as his only companion.... a different Linda than the one who accompanied him the first time around, mind you..." 


"And what happened?" Szabo asks. 


"He was tossed back in time where the people of Kandar accepted him as a savior from the heavens. He led them against the armies of darkness and won, destroying the Necronomicon Ex Mortis in the process." 


"Destroyed it?" Szabo gasps. 


Debri nods. "Then he was crowned King of Kandar and settled down with a beautiful maiden there. Their descendants caused untold havoc to the forces of darkness..." 


Debri snaps her fingers. "Moving on to Earth-12," she says. 


"Why not take them in order?" Fisk asks. 


Debri rolls her eyes. "Some earths, the variations are too subtle to make a difference. Sometimes he had to cut off his left hand instead of his right, and sometimes he winds up with his teeth kicked out. I'm getting at the big divergences here. On Earth-12, Ash goes to the cabin even later than before, with another different girlfriend named Linda..." 


"What is that, a fetish?" Fisk asks. 


"He likes Linda's, I suppose," Debri says with a shrug. 


The sphere shows Ash emerging from a dark cave and screaming in disbelief as he looks out at a post-apocalyptic world. 


"Earth-12, you see, is almost identical to yours right up until he tries to return to his home time period," Debri says. "He goes back to Kandar, fights the deadites, woos a maiden, causes the army of the dead to arise, and beats them. But this time, instead of coming back to the present with an incorrectly recited spell that allows the deadites to follow him, he takes a sleeping spell and oversleeps, waking up after a nuclear holocaust." 


Debri snaps her fingers again. "Earth 13, that's your world." 


We see Ash stocking shelves at S-Mart. 


"You know all the nuances of that one." She snaps her fingers. "On to the Earth-18 Ash, a real wild card..." 


We see a new image: Ash is dressed in Old Western clothes, dueling against a deadite gunslinger. Ash has a golden cybernetic leg, a mechanical hand like usual, and an eyepatch. His opponent is dressed in black with a handlebar mustache and grey mottled skin; a decaying Wyatt Earp-type zombie. 


Nearby, a pretty, young dark-haired woman watches the duel, holding her breath; beside her are Brisco County Jr. and Lord Bowler, two 19th-century bounty hunters. 


"On Earth 18, you never stopped your attacks on Ash, so by modern day he had become even more unhinged than usual. He also lost a leg during a side-trip to post-Apocalyptic Moscow, met a vampire slayer --- that young woman you see near him --- in ancient Greece, and had a final duel with the vampire lord Usumgal in the Old West." 


"A 'final' duel?" Szabo asks. "A vampire as old as Usumgal would be no easy target..." 


Debri smirks. "Through clever trickery, Usumgal was killed retroactively, a few days after this duel with one of Usumgal's henchmen..." 


"Retroactively?" Oracle asks. 


"Long story," Debri replies. 


"What makes this Ash a wild card?" Fisk asks. 


"He travelled through time, more often than usual," Debri says. "I can't be sure he hasn't done more damage in other time periods. And the nature of time travel is troubling in a multiverse sort of way. Say reality is an ever-forking road. Each decision and random event leads it to branch out further." 


"Like on Star Trek," Fisk says, then smiles sheepishly in Szabo's direction, obviously under a withering stare we cannot see. 


"When you travel back in time, you are moving backwards on that road," Debri continues. "Which means, conceivably, in travelling forward you could end up in a different reality than the one you left. It's entirely possible that the Ash of Earth-18 could show up in my reality or yours, and wreak havoc on all concerned." 


"Two Ashes, no waiting," Oracle says quietly. 


Debri snaps her fingers again. 


"There are also Ashes who were much younger when they first faced the Evil Dead, such as this one who stumbled across the cabin while on a fishing trip with his family..." 


We see Ash, age 7, running through the woods with a deadite flying after him. He leaps up to grab a limb from a sapling tree and pulls it back, letting it snap so it hits the deadite in the face. This does not hurt the deadite, but confuses it long enough to give the boy a head start. 


We see Ash with his hair died dark blue and cut into a mohawk; he wears a torn T-shirt with the "Anarchy" symbol on it and black leather pants, and he is wrestling with a squid-like demonoid creature. 


Then, we see a bookish Ash clad in tweed and wearing glasses; he is in a library, dodging lightning bolts flung by a creature that looks like a bipedal skinned panther with glowing yellow eyes. 


"Zombie-possessed Ashes..." 


We see Ash, eyes bulging out of their sockets and dangling partway down his face, chasing a young woman around in the cabin. 


"Ash-parallels from worlds where a different sperm resulted in a different person..." 


We see a woman (special cameo by Jamie Lee Curtis) laughing maniacally as all the objects in the cabin around her come to life, all possessed by demonic spirits. 


"Or where reality itself was sufficiently different for... er... different results..." 


In a more log cabin-designed place, we see a bipedal Golden Retriever Ash as he faces off against an obese St. Bernard, the demon-possessed Henrietta that emerges from a trap door in the floor. 


"The list goes on, and on," Debri says finally, snapping her fingers and making the sphere vanish. 


Szabo strums his fingers on the desk. "So, what you're telling me is, no matter which world you've been to, he has never fallen in line with my desires?" 


"Absotively," Debri replies. 


"So your whole quest to find a way to beat him was a failure?" 


"I wouldn't say that," Debri replies. 


"And why not?" 


"Because it's not for me to say, big guy," Debri explains. "It's for you... or, rather, the 'you' from my home reality." 


"Agreed." 


Szabo flicks a switch and the laser-light pentagram vanishes. "On your way, then. But if you DO ever find a way to beat him, I would appreciate it if you shared this information with me, as well as the 'Szabo' of your reality." 


Debri salutes, then vanishes in a column of fire. 


Szabo, Oracle, and Fisk watch this. 


"Oracle, be a dear and document all the information we just heard," Szabo says. 


Oracle nods and departs the room. 


"So, does this mean we're gonna give up?" Fisk asks. 


"Bite your tongue," Szabo replies. "Unless you'd rather I bit it out for you." 


Fisk gulps. 


"Somewhere, in the entire multiverse, there has to be a world where I am able to conquer Ash Williams' combination of fierce willpower, dumb luck, durability and pain resistance..." Szabo says, taking a long sip of his tea. "And I intend for that somewhere to be here." 


Fisk's eyebrows lift, but he says nothing. 


"You see, before this I was just competing against my own agenda," Szabo says. "And now, I have other... MEs... to compete with.. so I can defeat him before they do...." 


Szabo finishes his tea off and flicks the empty cup into Fisk's hands. 


"So nice to finally have worthy adversaries," Szabo says with a sinister chuckle. 


FADE OUT. 




















