Halloween: The Series


Episode 2.11: Seeing is Believing





We open on a desert landscape as the sun disappears beneath the hills.  A jeep comes racing over the horizon toward us, kicking up a path of dirt and sand behind it.  A gruff, unshaven man in khakis is at the wheel, and a younger version of Adam Travers is holding on for dear life in the passenger seat.  We realize that this is a flashback.





DRIVER (yelling over the wind): You say you never been to the Mojave before?  The old man’s been out here since the hippie craze!  Most of ‘em are gone now, still a few diehards though!





ADAM: Have you ever gone to see him?





DRIVER: Nah, can’t say I’m a superstitious man.  He sure has suckered a bunch of folks out here though.  It’s practically a new religion for them!





The jeep comes to fast stop near a collection of tents.  Adam scrounges around his pocket for cash and hands the driver a crumpled twenty.





DRIVER: Thanks! He’s in the one at the end.





Adam nods and gets out, slinging his backpack over his shoulder.  He watches the jeep take off.  Adam starts walking through the village of tents, nodding to several hippies surrounding a fire.  One man playing a guitar looks up at Adam as he smokes a cigarette.





HIPPIE: The wise one knows you’re coming.  Do not be afraid.





Adam nods again and makes his way toward the last tent.  Approaching it we can hear soft music floating out from within.  Adam slowly pulls back the sheets blocking the doorway and enters.





Inside THE PROPHET sits cross-legged on the floor smoking a pipe.  The smoke drifts up towards Adam’s face as he enters.  The old man looks up at him.





ADAM: My name is Adam Travers, I-





PROPHET: I know who you are, Adam.  Please sit.





Adam obeys and puts his backpack down, taking a seat on the cold ground.  He shifts uncomfortably.





PROPHET: Tell me what you seek.





ADAM: I, um…seek…the different religions of the world.  It interests me to see how people act in response to their faiths-





PROPHET: No.  What you truly seek is your own interest.  You don’t like not being able to know what the future holds for you; that is why you came here.





ADAM: Maybe it is.  I want to know my purpose.





PROPHET: We all have many purposes to be on this earth.  Very few of us will ever completely live them out.





ADAM: Then what are mine?  What are my purposes?





The Prophet sits back and draws in a deep breath, closing his eyes.  He holds his hands out to Adam with his palms up.  Adam carefully puts his own hands over the Prophet’s…





We see several quick images between flashes of white light: Adam writing one of his books, Adam kneeling next to Natalie Hendrix as she dies, her blood on his hands, a shot of Tommy and the others, a dark figure in a white mask.





The Prophet’s eyes suddenly flash open and he pulls his hands away from Adam, trembling.





ADAM: What is it?  What did you see?





PROPHET: You will face many challenges in your life…you will see the face of evil itself…





ADAM: Tell me.  What did you see?





PROPHET: Beware the night of the thirty-first.  Beware the full moon…





ADAM: Why?  What’s going to happen on the thirty-first?





PROPHET: I have told you what you came for and what you need to know.  Now it is your choice whether or not you will heed what I say.





Adam begins to stand and slings his backpack on again.





PROPHET: Wait.  There’s one more thing.





He hands Adam the pipe.  Adam takes it and looks down at it questionably for a moment.  He uses it, exhaling the smoke in a thick cloud.





Adam, now in the present again, suddenly sits up in bed.  Sweat is pouring down his forehead.  He breathes heavily as we silently pull back through the window and ascend over the town.





The Halloween Theme begins to play as we rise up over Haddonfield and the titles come up:





HALLOWEEN: The Series





The theme becomes a very rock and roll-like version as the main credits roll and images of the series fly up…





TOMMY DOYLE	DEBRA LOOMIS	LONNIE ELAMB	ADAM TRAVERS





We open on a bright and sunny afternoon in the front yard of the Blankenship Boarding House where several rowdy neighbor kids are in the middle of a soccer game with Lonnie.  Debra and Adam are sitting on the porch going through some paperwork.  Debra looks up at Lonnie and smiles.





DEBRA: At least some of us still know how to have fun…





ADAM: Or maybe we’ve just learned to be responsible.





DEBRA: Come on, Adam, don’t be such a killjoy.  This is the first time in how many weeks that we actually get to enjoy ourselves?  We can only hope this summer will be quieter on the baddie front than the last one.





ADAM: But you know what comes at the end of summer…





DEBRA: Tommy’s been saying that a lot too.  Ever since that weird dream he had about the future he’s been pretty gung-ho about finding Michael and Jamie.





ADAM: Speaking of dreams, I had a very vivid one last night.  Actually it was more of a flashback, of the trip I took to the Mojave Desert many years ago.  I was doing research on a man who supposedly had visions of the future.  They called him ‘The Prophet’.





DEBRA: Could he really see the future?





ADAM: It depends on who you ask.  I never believed it myself.





DEBRA (glancing at her watch): I’ve gotta get over to Smith’s Grove with Lonnie.  Uncle Sam referred me to a new arrival there.  They just brought in a six-year-old boy who attacked his parents with a knife last Halloween.  Sound familiar?





ADAM: It does sound quite similar to Michael Myers.





He stands and offers his hand to help Debra up.  As their hands touch Adam’s face suddenly goes rigid…





We see multiple shots between white flashes, much like what The Prophet saw: Debra kissing Lonnie, the Thorn symbol, the Man in Black with several cult members in robes.





Adam suddenly opens his eyes to see Debra’s concerned face.  They’re in the front yard of the boarding house again.





DEBRA: Adam?  Are you okay?  You looked a little…lost.





ADAM (regaining his composure): Yeah, I’m fine.  It’s nothing…





DEBRA: Well get some rest, just in case.  Tommy’s upstairs if you need him.  Lonnie and I will be back later, okay?





Adam nods distantly, watching Debra walk across the yard to where Lonnie is.  They get into the car and take off down the street.





We open in the Smith’s Grove institution, where Dr. Terrance Wynn is leading Debra and Lonnie down a long corridor.





WYNN: I’m glad you came, Dr. Loomis.  Your uncle was very kind to refer you to the case.  He thinks very highly of you, you know.





DEBRA: What can you tell me about the boy’s condition?  Does he talk?





WYNN: He’s been completely unresponsive since the incident.  Frankly, we can’t make heads or tails out of the situation.  It’s almost as if he’s in a coma, but awake.





They arrive at a door with a barred glass window at eye level.  Debra peers into the chamber.  From her POV we see the boy, JACK HOLMES, sitting rigidly at the window but not particularly looking at anything.





Wynn unlocks the door with an electronic card and lets Debra enter.  He closes the door behind her and locks it again.  Lonnie looks uneasy, watching from the window as Debra approaches the boy.





DEBRA: Hello Jack.  My name is Debra Loomis.  I came to pay you a visit today.  Can you say hello?





The boy doesn’t respond.





DEBRA: That’s okay, you don’t have to talk.  I was pretty shy too when I was your age.  Listen, Jack, I was hoping we could play a little game.  I’m going to ask you some questions and all you have to do is either shake or nod your head, okay?





Jack continues to stare out the window.  Lonnie observes from the door, looking around the room.  He notices several drawings posted on the walls.  They are pictures of violent and bloody killings.





DEBRA: Do you remember Halloween night, Jack?  Do you remember what happened?





No answer.  Debra sits down on the bed next to him.





DEBRA: Were you angry with your mom and dad?  Sometimes it’s okay to be angry, Jack.





The boy faintly shakes his head.





DEBRA: It’s not okay?





JACK (almost inaudible): No…he told me to do it…





DEBRA: Who told you, Jack?





JACK: The man.





DEBRA: What man?  Was he at your house?





Jack slowly points to his head.





DEBRA: You heard a voice.  Do you hear voices a lot, Jack?





JACK: He wants me to do bad things.  To hurt people.





We cut to the hallway as Wynn locks the door behind Debra.  They begin walking down the hallway.





WYNN: Well?  Anything new?





DEBRA: Just that he hears voices.  Imaginary friends are fairly common with kids his age, but his seems…darker, even sinister.  You should check up on his family life.  Do they spend a lot of time together, or is he often alone?  Stuff like that.





They pass through a door leading into the building’s lobby.





WYNN: I’ll look into your suggestions, Dr. Loomis.  Thank you for coming by.





DEBRA: I’d like to come in and see him again, if that’s all right with you?





WYNN: (hesitantly at first) Yes, of course.  Whatever you feel is necessary.





DEBRA: Thank you.  I’ll be in touch with you.





Wynn nods and opens the door for Debra and Lonnie.  We follow them out of the building and toward their car.





LONNIE: So what was the deal with that kid in there?  Is he like a little Michael Myers in training?





DEBRA: God I hope not.  I don’t think this town could handle any more psychos roaming the streets on Halloween.





LONNIE: But he’s just a kid.  And he hasn’t actually killed anybody yet.





DEBRA: Exactly.  The same thing happened with Jamie Lloyd when she attacked Darlene Carruthers a few years ago.  Luckily she got help at a children’s hospital.





LONNIE: But the evil still found her.





The two exchange concerned glances as they climb into the car.





Back at the Blankenship Boarding House, Tommy and Adam are sitting in the kitchen as Mrs. Blankenship makes coffee in the background.  She hands a steaming mug to Adam.





ADAM: Thank you very much, Mrs. Blankenship.





She smiles and disappears into the next room.  Adam and Tommy get back to their conversation, talking in low voices.





ADAM: After the vision with Debra I decided it would be good to look up The Prophet again.  I found out that he died last night in his sleep.





TOMMY: Do you think his gift was passed on to you?





ADAM: The idea of it is downright absurd-





TOMMY: But you still think it’s possible.  Otherwise you wouldn’t have come to talk to me.  I don’t see how it’s a bad thing anyway, all of the sudden being a psychic…





ADAM: But it doesn’t come without a price to pay.  Legend has it that those who sought after the gifted ones were also cursed at the same time.  Afterwards they would have delusions of reality.  And they would die unexplainably.





TOMMY: But you never hallucinated after you saw The Prophet did you?  And you’re definitely not dead.





ADAM: No, but he did make me smoke a pipe before I left.  Of course at the time I thought it was just drugs, but maybe it was some kind of elixir.





TOMMY: Do you think Debra could be in danger?  I mean, you did come in contact with her and see those visions.





ADAM: I don’t know.  It probably would have happened by now and we would have heard about it.  I’m starting to think it’s all in my head.





TOMMY: Well there’s only one way to find out.





He holds his hand out in front of Adam.  Adam looks at it questionably, not wanting to go through with it.  Before he can answer Tommy grabs his hand…





Like the others, we see quick images between flashes of white light: Tommy’s room completely taken over by anything and everything relating to Michael Myers, Tommy discovering a small baby, Tommy and Kara Strode battling the Shape.





Adam’s eyes flash open, wide-eyed as he suddenly convulses, his coffee mug smashing on the floor.  He staggers back and knocks his chair over.  His whole body is trembling.





TOMMY: Did it work?  Did you see something?





Mrs. Blankenship enters the room.





MRS. BLANKENSHIP: What’s going on in here?





TOMMY (motioning to the broken coffee mug): Just an accident.  We’ll clean it up, don’t worry.





Mrs. Blankenship looks worried but goes back into the other room.  Tommy rushes to where Adam is leaning against the wall, breathing heavily.  His eyes are fixed on the broken mug.





ADAM: My God…Debra’s in danger…both of you are…





We cut to Debra’s car speeding down a winding road in the rain.  She and Lonnie are inside talking.





LONNIE: I know he’s retired and all but maybe Sam Loomis could go to see Jack.  After all, he was Michael’s doctor for all those years.  He’d know the symptoms.





DEBRA: Symptoms of what?  Being possessed by evil?  Besides, the Michael Myers case was so difficult for him.  I don’t want to put him through that again.





LONNIE: And you’re willing to put yourself through it?





DEBRA: I’m hoping I don’t have to…





LONNIE: We’ve been through a lot of bad stuff, Debbie, but it can get a whole lot worse when emotions get involved.  I want to find Michael and Jamie just as much as you and Doyle do, but I’m not going to obsess over it.





DEBRA: Michael killed your sister in cold blood, Lonnie.  It’s too late for emotions to not get involved.  And like you said, Jack hasn’t killed yet.  He can still be redeemed-





Debra looks ahead at the road and we suddenly see a figure emerge from the fog making his way across the road.  It’s Sam Loomis!





Debra slams on the brakes and the car begins to spin.  Before she can regain control of the vehicle it goes off the shoulder of the road and plows into a rocky ditch.





Lonnie slowly sits up, a bloody cut on his forehead.  He turns and looks at Debra.  She’s not moving.  Lonnie sits her up and brushes the hair out of her face.  Her eyes begin to open.





DEBRA: Lonnie?  What happened?





LONNIE: We were in an accident.  You lost control of the car.





DEBRA: Oh God, my uncle!  I hit Sam!





She tries to get up as Lonnie tries to calm her.





LONNIE: Debra, what are you talking about?  Sam’s not here.





DEBRA: I saw him, in the road…right before the crash…





Lonnie looks down at her with a puzzled look.  Debra’s eyes slowly close again, unconscious.





We open on the Haddonfield Memorial Hospital as Tommy and Adam rush in completely soaked from the rain.  They run up to the receptionist’s desk.





TOMMY: We’re looking for Debra Loomis.  She was brought in from a wreck.





The receptionist points to a nearby room.  Through the window we can see Lonnie sitting at Debra’s bedside.  He looks up as Tommy and Adam rush into the room.





TOMMY: How is she?  Is she okay?





LONNIE: The doctors don’t know what happened…they say the crash wasn’t too severe, but…





ADAM: But what?





Lonnie looks up at him, his eyes filled with tears.





LONNIE: They say she won’t make it through the night.





Adam sinks into a chair, exchanging knowing glances with Tommy.





We cut to a while later in a vacant hospital corridor.  Tommy is standing at a vending machine.  He suddenly looks up as he hears a faint voice, realizing that it belongs to Jamie Lloyd.





JAMIE (VO): Tommy…you have to help me…





Tommy turns and looks down at the hallway to see Jamie standing at the opposite end.  The Man in Black slowly emerges from the darkness behind her and puts a hand on her shoulder.





JAMIE: …Before it’s too late.





She and the MiB slowly fade back into the background.





TOMMY: Jamie?





We follow him down the hallway and through a set of double doors, finding ourselves in the hospital chapel.  Tommy looks up to see Jamie lying on the altar; the MiB is gone.  The Shape is standing over Jamie preparing to stab her.





TOMMY: No!





He runs up the center aisle toward them, the knife coming down.  Tommy lunges through the air to attack Michael.  Jamie and the Shape suddenly disappear as Tommy is in midair.  He suddenly realizes that he’s headed right for the stained glass windows.





Tommy shields his face right before impact, smashing the colored glass to pieces as he rolls out onto the grass, motionless.





We open some time later on Adam and Lonnie in a hospital hallway.  Adam is sitting in a chair reading over some notes as Lonnie paces back and forth.





LONNIE: We should have known Tommy would hallucinate too…and we didn’t do anything to stop it…





ADAM: It’s not our fault.  It would have happened sooner or later.





Lonnie suddenly pounds his fist into a metal cart, knocking its contents onto the floor.





LONNIE: I just can’t believe there’s nothing we can do.  We can’t stand by and watch them die!





ADAM: I’m reading as fast as I can.  There’s nothing useful in these notes.





LONNIE: I’ve seen a lot of crazy shit in the last year and a half, Adam.  There’s an answer somewhere-





ADAM: Here!





LONNIE: What?  What does it say?





ADAM: The Prophet came to me in my sleep last night even after he died, right?  Well if we can successfully perform a sort of hypnotism ritual I might have a chance to confront him again.  Do you think it would work?





LONNIE: It will if we believe in it.





We open on a darkened room of Lonnie’s house.  Several candles are set up in a large circle of the room and Adam is lighting them.  He glances up as Lonnie enters the room.





LONNIE: It might be a little late to mention this, but I’m not exactly experienced with the whole spells and ritual thing.





ADAM: And you think I am?  I just pray that this works.





LONNIE: It can’t be that hard.  We light some candles, do a couple chants…





ADAM: Just sit down.





Lonnie takes a seat in the middle of the candles across from Adam, who lights the final candle between them.  We begin circling them as Adam begins reading the ritual from a book.





ADAM: Stare into the flame and try to relax yourself.  We’re completely safe here-





LONNIE: Enough with the pep talk, Travers.  Let’s get this thing over with.





Adam groans and tosses the book aside.





ADAM: Keep your eyes on the fire and don’t let it out of your sight.  Let it be your guide.  Let it surround you…





We continue to circle the two of them as they stare into the burning candle flame, their eyelids slowly beginning to close.  All of the sudden all the candles in the room go out…





We cut to Adam and Lonnie standing in the Mojave Desert, their eyes still closed.





LONNIE: I don’t think it’s working-





He opens his eyes and looks around in awe at the vast desert terrain.  Everything is hazy as in a dream.  Lonnie looks down at his feet to see a scorpion crawling at his foot.





LONNIE: What is this place?





ADAM: The desert.  This is where I saw him.





LONNIE: Well it looks like he vacated.  I don’t see anybody.





ADAM: There…





He points in the distance where the lone tent of The Prophet is standing, the cloths blowing around in the wind.  Adam walks toward it and Lonnie reluctantly follows, looking very creeped out by the experience.  Inside the tent we see The Prophet very much like he was in the beginning.  He looks at Adam, then Lonnie.





ADAM: We came here to ask you something.  Our friends…they’re sick.  We want to know how to help them.





The Prophet nods slowly, exhaling the smoke from his pipe.





PROPHET: The key to their survival is through the gift.  It has a purpose with you.





ADAM: What is it?





PROPHET: You are on a great mission, a battle of good against evil.  Your beliefs must reach beyond the natural world in order for you to be successful.





ADAM: I don’t know what that means.  What do I have to do?





PROPHET: The boy.  You must find him before they do.





ADAM: What boy?  What are you saying?





LONNIE: He must mean Jack!  The kid at Smith’s Grove; he had the same symptoms as Michael Myers did.





PROPHET (to Adam): He who walks with you is wise.





ADAM: There’s one more thing.  I don’t want to have these visions of the future anymore.  I don’t want the gift.





The Prophet nods, a hint of a smile on his face.





PROPHET: Very well.  It is done.





We cut to Adam and Lonnie back in the room.





LONNIE: We have to get to Smith’s Grove.





We open in Jack Holmes’s room.  He is sitting right where he was before, staring out the window at the thunderstorm.  A flash of lightening suddenly illuminates the room and we can see a figure standing outside his cell door.





We hear the metallic click of the lock and the door opens.  The MiB enters.





MiB: Jack.  It is time to join us.





The boy slowly turns in his chair and looks at the MiB.  He stands up and follows him out of the room.





We cut to the outside of the hospital as Lonnie and Adam pull up and rush into the building.  They run past the reception area despite the nurse’s pleading and make their way towards Jack’s room.  They arrive, only to find the door swinging back and forth.  The room is empty.





LONNIE: Damn it!  We’re too late.





ADAM (hearing fading footsteps): Maybe not…





They both run back out to the hallway to see two figures, the MiB and Jack, turning a corner.  Adam and Lonnie take off after them.  The MiB looks back to see them in pursuit and breaks into a run dragging Jack with him.





The MiB reaches into his jacket pocket and pulls out a gun, firing back at them.  Lonnie and Adam dive behind a corner.





ADAM: He’s got a gun!





LONNIE: Thank you, Mr. Obvious.





ADAM: Well what do we do?  We can’t let him get away with the boy!





They get up and run down the now empty hallway.  The pair cautiously walks through a set of double doors just in time to see an emergency exit door swinging back and forth.  They both run out to see the MiB slamming the back doors of a van shut.





The others watch helplessly as he gets into the driver’s seat and speeds out of the area.





We cut to the highway where the MiB is driving down the road.  From his POV we look into the rearview mirror.  Nobody’s trailing.





The MiB looks ahead in the road again just as Lonnie and Adam come speeding onto the highway from a dirt road.  The van’s tires squeal as it spins around and heads back in the opposite direction.





Lonnie floors the accelerator as he chases the van down on the highway.  The other car suddenly makes a steep right onto another dirt road.  Lonnie follows, staying close.  Gaining speeds, he pulls up next to the van but can’t see the driver.





The van veers over and hits them, nearly running the car off the road.  Lonnie returns the strike.  The MiB’s car begins to swerve and lose control.





ADAM: Lonnie, watch out!





Lonnie looks ahead just in time to see a roadblock ahead of them and slams on his brakes.  The van is not so lucky, slamming right into it.  It comes to a stop as smoke billows out from under the hood.





Lonnie and Adam get out of the car and cautiously approach the other.  They stop in their tracks as the van’s door opens and the MiB steps out.





LONNIE: This is the end, you son of a bitch.  Give us Jack.





The MiB doesn’t answer as Lonnie closes in.  He slowly reaches into his pocket and retrieves the gun.  He aims it at Lonnie and fires.  As he does Adam leaps out and shoves Lonnie out of the bullet’s path.  The gunshot rings out over the sounds of the pouring rain and Adam hits the ground, blood soaking his shirt.  Lonnie runs over to him as the MiB runs off.





ADAM: I’m okay…just got my shoulder…get the boy.





Lonnie nods and runs to the van.  He pulls open the back doors and grins.  Jack, huddled inside, lifts his head to see him.





We open in a hallway of Haddonfield Memorial Hospital where Lonnie and Tommy are talking to a doctor.  Through a window we can see Adam sleeping in a bed with Debra nearby.





DOCTOR: …Fortunately the bullet only hit cartilage and no vital organs.  Your friend might be a little tired for a few days, but other than that he should be fine…





TOMMY: Thank you for your help, doctor.





The doctor nods and walks off.  Tommy and Lonnie turn to look in on Debra through the window.





Inside the room, Debra holds Adam’s hand within her own.  She sits up as his eyes begin to flutter open.  He quickly pulls his hand away.





ADAM: Debra?  You’re okay?





DEBRA: Uh-huh.  Lonnie told us all about your heroic deeds.  I don’t know if I’d ever take a bullet for him.





Adam laughs weakly.  He tries to shift, wincing in pain.





DEBRA: How are you feeling?





ADAM: I’ve been better.  What about Tommy?





DEBRA: He’s a little cut up but other than that neither of us could be healthier.  Thanks to you and Lonnie.  Who knew the two of you could make such a good team?





ADAM: None of this would have happened if it weren’t for me in the first place.  You wouldn’t have had those hallucinations.





DEBRA: There was nothing you could have done to prevent it. There was a reason for you to have the gift.  It served its purpose.





ADAM: And now it’s gone.  Good riddance.





DEBRA: You should get some more rest.





She stands up and walks to the door but stops.  She turns around, a slight smirk on her lips.





DEBRA: Can I ask you something?





ADAM: What is it?





DEBRA: What did you see?  In our futures?





We suddenly flashback to see all the disturbing images of Tommy and Debra’s futures.  We cut back to see Adam’s troubled face.





ADAM: I…don’t remember…





DEBRA: I guess it’s better to be surprised, huh?





Adam offers a weak smile, watching her go.  His smile slowly melts into a look of fear as we fade to black and the Halloween Theme begins to play.





Halloween: The Series


Season 2


Episode 11


Seeing is Believing


By Screamer009


Edited by: MysterioMan007


Creative Consultant: robbie.red666


Produced by: Scarecrow Cenobite


