Halloween: The Series


     Episode 2.2:  Backlash





	We open with the ending scene from the previous episode.  In a cellar of a house, The Shape stands across from Tommy, Lonnie, Debra, and Adam.  The Shape picks up his butcher knife and approaches Tommy. Debra appears and rushes down the stairs.





DEBRA: Tommy, Lonnie!





     The Shape looks around as if panicking, he is surrounded by Tommy, Lonnie and Debra. He swipes out at them to keep them back, unsure how to proceed. 





LONNIE: What’s the matter Michael? Confused?





The Shape turns to face Lonnie. Debra grabs the metal pipe and passes it to Tommy who whacks the killer with it. The Shape falls and Tommy hits him again and again, blood oozes down the masks nose. 





TOMMY: This is for Doctor Loomis! This is for Pete James! And this is for me!





The Shape goes still. 





LONNIE: Is he...





He is cut off as the Shape sits up and kicks Tommy backwards. He launches himself at Debra and goes to stab her when suddenly Adam ploughs into him and stabs him with Natalie’s penknife, in the chest. 





SHAPE: Agh!





Adam hits him down and grabs at his face and pulling the mask clean off. We see Adam holding it in his hand. Tommy looks up and an expression of shock appears on his face.





DEBRA: You’re…





We pan around to see DON bleeding and sitting on the steps. His face is full of anger of having lost his disguise.  He yells out and lunges forward at Adam but Lonnie wrenches the butcher knife from Don’s hand and plunges it into the killer’s own chest.





LONNIE: Asshole!





Don looks shocked and then falls forwards driving the knife straight through him and out the other side. 





As a pool of blood forms Debra, Lonnie, Adam and Tommy stand around his body in shock as the Halloween Theme begins to play as we rise up over Haddonfield. The title card appears reading:


HALLOWEEN: the series





The cast characters are named as:


TOMMY DOYLE


DEBRA LOOMIS


LONNIE ELAMB


with


ADAM TRAVERS


	


We open on a greyish autumn day with a quick shot of Blankenship house.  Inside, Tommy Doyle is listening to ‘Back Talk’, with Barry Simms, as he stares out the window, a look of numbness and depression etched on his face.  He is getting dressed in a dark suit, getting ready to go somewhere.





BARRY (v/o):  What we have here, people, is a sexually frustrated teenager who couldn’t get laid, so he decides to get attention by murdering those who can.  Don Galloway will fade in a year as an afterthought.  If anybody should be pissed about the murders on Halloween, it should be Michael Myers himself.  I mean, this chump-stain Galloway tries to rip off his MO and steal his thunder.  If I was Michael, I would stop by the funeral just so I could take a massive shit on his coffin.  Any other opinions about the copycat fiasco on Halloween, listeners?  If so, you’re a dumbass, but I’ll listen, anyway.





RADIO VOICE #1 (v/o):  Don’t you think we should be blamed for creating kids like Don Galloway?  I mean, come on, Barry.  The kid had obviously been rejected by society, a society which now says that you must be the best-looking, the most athletic, the most popular, in order to fit into the grand scheme.





BARRY (v/o):  Fuck that bleeding heart liberal society bullshit.  I don’t know about you, but I don’t recall society being present when the fatal blows were plunged.  Was there a top secret meeting that no one told me about?  Did we vote to have those people killed?  Don’t think so.  Caller, I’m embarrassed, not because of society’s rejection of Don Galloway, but our lack of rejection towards you.  Next caller…





	Debra walks into the room behind Tommy, an equally sad look on her face.





RADIO VOICE #2 (v/o):  Who let that idiot on your show, Barry?





BARRY (v/o):  Probably the same idiot who let you on.  Now, do you have something to say or will this be your peak of dialogue?





RADIO VOICE #2 (v/o):  What do you think of the possibility that it was the real Michael Myers that returned and murdered those kids?  I swear that it’s a cover-up.  It was really Michael.  The government covered it up by killing Don Galloway and framing him for it!  He was an innocent victim!  It’s all a conspiracy, Barry.  The government is out to hide the truth!





BARRY (v/o):  Thank you, Oliver Stone.  Next…





	Debra flips off the radio, causing Tommy to turn around.





DEBRA:  The media is loving this, eh?





TOMMY:  It’ll pass.  You ready for the funeral?





DEBRA:  Almost.





	Debra looks over towards Lonnie’s room.  Tommy notices.





TOMMY:  Lonnie still hasn’t come home, Debra.





DEBRA:  Why doesn’t he at least call us and tell us where he’s at, and whether or not he’s okay?





TOMMY:  Because he deals with things differently than we do.  He’ll come back when he’s ready.





	Tears form in Debra’s eyes.





DEBRA:  I just wish he was here.





TOMMY:  Surely he won’t miss his own father’s funeral.





DEBRA:  Yeah.  Surely not.  I’ll wait outside.





	Debra is obviously upset as she exits the room.  Tommy looks on sympathetically.  We cut to Haddonfield Memorial Cemetery, where Father Gabe Murphy is shaking mourners’ hands.  He walks up to Garry Jacobs and Sue Adams, who are watching the open caskets with awe and disbelief.  They have just arrived.





FR. MURPHY:  I’m glad you could make it, kids.  How is Helen doing?





GARRY:  Still hasn’t spoken a word.  Dr. Debra Loomis is trying to draw her out, but still no response from her.





SUE:  Do you think a combined funeral is the way to go?  Shouldn’t people have their own farewells?





FR. MURPHY:  Mayor Hodges thought it would be best to not draw out the aftermath of this year’s Halloween tragedy.  I happened to agree.





GARRY:  I can’t believe Don did all of this.





SUE:  I can.  He had been acting weird ever since that Myers house cross incident.





FR. MURPHY (changing the subject):  You both holding up okay?





GARRY:  As well as we can, Father Murphy.  It’s just all a shock.





FR. MURPHY:  I know, but we shall overcome.





	Garry nods as he and Sue go have a seat next to Greg Bradford, who is staring intensely at the group of coffins in front of the rows of chairs.  Father Murphy walks away to other mourners.





GREG:  Why are we even here?





SUE:  To pay respect to the dead.





GREG:  Why?  It’s not like they can hear us.  They’re freakin’ dead!





	Garry and Sue just look at Greg as he continues to brood.  Sheriff Cody Hanes and Deputy Robbie Redman enter from the back of the church, dressed in nice suits.  Behind them come the rest of the police force, appearing to show their respects.





ROBBIE:  I’m just about sick of attending these funerals.  Same shit every year.





CODY:  Lighten up.  It could be worse.  You could be one of the victims.





ROBBIE:  Yeah.  I guess so.





	The police force spreads out around the grassy  area, having a seat as Tommy and Debra enter from the back.  They glance around the room.  Adam Travers looks at them from across the coffins.  They walk over and sit next to him.





ADAM:  They’re just about to start.





TOMMY:  The faster they start, the faster it will be over.





DEBRA:  Have you seen Lonnie?





ADAM:  No.  I sure haven’t.  I feel horrible for the Galloways, though.





	Tommy glances back at a middle-aged couple, Jared and Ravena Galloway, who are seated a few rows back.  Both of them are wearing completely black outfits.  Both have jet black hair, probably dyed.  Jared carries with him a strange-looking staff, which is in the shape of a snake.  Jared’s black goatee gives him a Gothic-like appearance.  They are obviously in mourning, as Ravena is sobbing into Jared’s chest.  Jared is comforting her, but a look of intensity is sewn on his face.





JARED:  It’s okay, Ravena.  He’s not in pain, anymore.





	Tommy shakes his head and turns back around.





TOMMY:  Don was their only child.  It’s a shame.





	As people are seated, Father Gabe Murphy comes to the front of the gathering and waits for everyone to stop talking.  When it is finally silent, he begins speaking.





FR. MURPHY:  First of all, on behalf of the victims and their families, I would like to thank everyone for coming.  We’re here to pay our respects to the fallen victims of Halloween night.  We are not here to point fingers or to mourn death.  We are here to celebrate life, the life that each of the victims lived.  We will miss them all, and will look back on them with fondness.





	Father Murphy glances up and sees Lonnie Elamb watching the funeral from a distance.  He is standing in front of a large headstone far away from everyone.  Lonnie quickly gets out of sight behind the headstone as Murphy continues to talk.





FR. MURPHY:  Jasmine Peterson.  (pause)  Deputy Breanan Stewart…





	Cody and Robbie look sad at the mention of their fallen comrade.





FR. MURPHY:  …Curtis Elamb…





	Focus on Tommy’s sad reaction.





FR. MURPHY:  …Victor Trez…





	Sue grabs Garry’s hand and holds it in support.





FR. MURPHY:  …and Dr. Natalie Hendrix.





	Adam and Debra have tears form in their eyes.





FR. MURPHY:  All innocent victims of a brutal slaying.  Don Galloway…





	Jared and Ravena look sad.





FR. MURPHY:  The poor, misunderstood soul who was secretly crying for someone to help him.  We will miss you all.





	We cut to behind the headstone in the distance, where Lonnie Elamb sits on his motorcycle, debating about whether or not to go over to the funeral.  He looks as if he hasn’t slept in days, and not a hint of a smile can be seen on his face.  A voice is heard behind him.





VOICE:  You know, a glass can only hold so much water before it shatters into pieces from the pressure.





	Lonnie turns and sees Michael (from Episodes 1.9-1.12).





LONNIE:  That’s just fascinating.  Thanks so much.





	Michael’s blue eyes glisten as he smiles and runs his hand through his bright blonde hair.  He steps towards Lonnie.





MICHAEL:  We’ve spoken before.  I gave you some words of advice.  Whatever doesn’t kill you will make you stronger.





LONNIE:  Oh, yeah.  I remember you.  Mister Rejoice-in-my-sufferings guy.  I heard you were, like, an angel or something.  You look pretty fucking real to me.





MICHAEL:  Believe what you will.  I am your friend.  I am here as a prophet of good faith.  You have a black cloud covering your heart.  You suffer in silence.  But, as with all days of grief and suffering, the dam will break and the waters will flow.





LONNIE:  You don’t know what the hell you’re talking about.  I’m fine.  Everything is just great.  Tell me, Mr. Prophet.  Is this all part of that big plan between good and evil you like to spout off about so much?  Was my father really that important of a figure in the larger game of life?





MICHAEL:  Understanding will come in time, Lonnie.  You must not question fate and the destiny of your fellow man.  This is a battlefield, where good versus evil collide.  There is a divine plan for all of it.





LONNIE:  Yeah, well.  I’ve got a divine plan for you.  My plan involves sticking my foot in your ass.





	Lonnie gets off his bike and gets in Michael’s face.





LONNIE:  I’m tired of all of this “Good vs. Evil” prophecy shit you ramble on about with no clear direction.  You think my entire family being taken away is for my own good?  I have a mind to break you in half right now.





MICHAEL:  Lonnie, I am your friend.





LONNIE:  Then leave me alone!





	There is silence as Lonnie walks back and forth, glaring at Michael.





LONNIE:  I don’t need to hear this shit.  I set out on a very simple quest.  To find the man that killed my sister and kill him!  What happens?  I get copycats, demons, vampires, and living plants!  My father is now dead and I have no one!  Someone has to pay for this!  I have to get rid of this anger!





MICHAEL:  Vengeance is never the answer.





LONNIE:  Then what is the answer?!!!  What will help me sleep at night?!!!  I’ll bet you can’t answer that one!  You just show up whenever my life is in hell and make it worse!  So, I’m begging you to please stop trying to help!





MICHAEL:  I will always be watching, and will never abandon the righteous.  Remember that.





	Michael fades away as Lonnie looks on in anger.  He quickly turns and gets on his motorcycle, starting it.  He then pulls away from the cemetery.  We cut to the end of the service, as Father Gabe Murphy is standing in the front of the full group of people in attendance.





FR. MURPHY:  I want to thank everyone for coming.  Thank you.





	Everyone stands and either leaves or begins mingling.  Tommy puts his arm around Debra and glances into her face.





TOMMY:  You doing okay?





DEBRA:  As well as I can be.  Natalie was like a mother to me.  I’m missing her already.  I just wish Lonnie had been here to say goodbye to his father.





ADAM:  Young lady, maybe you should stop worrying about Lonnie and worry about yourself.  It’s not always a good thing to put others before yourself.





TOMMY:  Uh, I’m going to go say hello to Father Murphy.





	Tommy exits as Debra turns to Adam.





DEBRA:  Honestly, Adam.  I’m just kind of numb.  It would do me some good to worry about someone else right now.





ADAM:  We all grieve in different ways.  Natalie was a wonderful woman, but I’m sure you know that.





DEBRA:  Sounds like you and Natalie had a little flirtation going on.





ADAM:  Well, I am male and she is female, so that’s natural, I think.  I never thought I would be attending her funeral this soon.





DEBRA:  Me, either.  I miss her already.





	Debra glances over and tears form in her eyes as the graveyard employees close the casket on Natalie forever.  Adam puts his arm gently around Debra as a few tears trickle down her cheek.  Tommy is chatting with Father Murphy at the burial site.





TOMMY:  Lonnie was here?





FR. MURPHY:  He didn’t come near.  He was in the distance.  He didn’t look too well.





TOMMY:  Oh, man.  This is all terrible.





FR. MURPHY:  Terrible indeed.





	We cut to Don’s grave, where Jared and Ravena stand.  Ravena is crying uncontrollably, as Jared looks at her with intensity.





JARED:  It can’t end like this, Ravena.  Don was a good boy.  He deserved to have a good life.





RAVENA:  I know, honey.  I know he did.





JARED:  We have to do something about this.  I’m not going to accept this!





RAVENA:  What can we do?





JARED:  You know what we to do.  It doesn’t have to be this way.





RAVENA:  What you are suggesting could be very dangerous.  I don’t know if we should mess with fate like this.





JARED:  We have no choice.  After tonight, Don will be gone from us forever.  Unless we act now, everything could be lost.





RAVENA:  But the consequences!





JARED:  The consequences are of no matter to me.  I’m gathering the clan.  Tonight, this mess will be fixed and everyone involved in my son’s death will have their whole world turned upside down.





	Jared rubs his goatee as his snake staff is clutched in his hand.  He turns and exits with purpose.  Ravena looks worried, but follows him.  We cut to Tommy and Debra, who are exiting the graveyard, towards their car.  They look up ahead and stop when they see someone waiting by Tommy’s car.  It is none other than Carly Jamison, FBI agent (Episodes 1.14 & 1.15).  She is with a man, Agent Neil Hart, who is dressed in a grey suit.





CARLY:  Hello, here.  It’s been a while.





TOMMY:  Carly?  Oh, my God!  I can’t believe you’re here.





	Carly greets Tommy with a hug as Neil watches on, all business.





TOMMY:  From your letters, it sounds like everything is going well for you.





CARLY:  Yeah.  My brother Josh is living with me now.  We’re forming a strong bond once again.  I’m sorry things here haven’t been as good for you.  (turns to Debra)  Hi, Debra.  Good to see you again.





DEBRA:  You, too.





NEIL:  I’m Agent Neil Hart.  Now that you’ve caught up, maybe we can get straight to business.  The FBI has sent us here to investigate you, Mr. Doyle.





CARLY:  Neil, I told you to let me break it to him.





TOMMY:  Investigate me?  Why?





CARLY:  It’s a long story, Tommy.





NEIL:  To make it short, several incidents have happened to you in the past year, haven’t they?  Let’s go over these events.  First, we have the death of a deputy named Pete James, which was shady in itself.  Next, we go on to the deaths of Riley Cotton, a still unidentified biker, and the disappearances of Max and Daisy Prescott in a little town not too far from here.





TOMMY:  Yeah.  I know about those.





NEIL:  Funny how you were seen in that very town the day they disappeared.  Where should we go next?  How about Crossville?  Two reporters, the town sheriff, and a man named Bud Boggs all disappeared.  Guess what?  You were there.





CARLY:  Neil, lay off.  We’re here to ask questions, not to interrogate.  Tommy, I apologize.





NEIL:  Don’t apologize to him.  We both know what he’s been doing.  Him and his friends.  Have you forgotten Dennis Holland?  A man your friend Lonnie Elamb claimed to kill in self-defense?  A likely story.  And let’s sure as hell not forget people up on crosses, churches burning, and two bodies being pulled out of the Blankenship home, both of which had similar deaths to Riley Cotton and the biker.





TOMMY:  Are you saying that I killed all of these people?





NEIL:  Not just you, but this shrink here and your friend Elamb are in on it, too.  You think I believe what you’ve fed to the cops about demons and psychos and small town legends.  This copycat fiasco was the last straw.  We’re bringing you down, Doyle, and we’re bringing you down hard.





CARLY:  Enough, Neil.  Tommy, can we talk?





TOMMY:  I’ll talk to you, but I am not saying a word to this guy.





CARLY:  Come on.  Let’s take a walk.





	Tommy stares with anger at Neil, who just returns his gaze.  He then walks away with Carly.  Debra looks at Neil with resentment.





DEBRA:  You know, I think you should come in for a session and we can get to the bottom of what happened in your life to make you such an asshole.





	Neil smirks.





NEIL:  I think you are more likely to come to my office, in handcuffs.  Remember stabbing Casey Becker to death?





DEBRA:  Never mind that he was as crazy as you possibly are and was trying to kill my comatose uncle.  If you’ll excuse me…





	Debra turns and gets into her car, sitting down.  Neil puts on his sunglasses and watches Tommy and Carly from a distance.  We cut to the Elamb home, where Lonnie has pulled up on his motorcycle.  He looks up at the house, hearing voices of his family as he stares at it.





SAMI (v/o):  You’re the best big brother a girl could have, Lonnie.





ABIGAIL (v/o):  Son, I know I haven’t been myself lately, but no matter what, I will always love you.





CURTIS (v/o):  I want you to learn responsibility, Lonnie.  I can’t always be here to bail you out.





	Tears form in Lonnie’s eyes as he slowly gets off of his bike and walks up towards the house.  He enters the house and walks inside.  Curtis’s things are strewn here and there, untouched.  Lonnie shakes his head.  As he walks past the front window, the room seemingly changes to a past version from a long time ago.  The front door opens, and Curtis, Abigail, Young Lonnie, and Young Sami all enter the house, carrying suitcases, smiles on all of their faces.





CURTIS:  Well, kids.  This is it.  What do ya think?





YOUNG SAMI:  I think it’s fantastic!





YOUNG LONNIE:  Can we put a big Cubs poster on the wall?





CURTIS:  In your room, you can put whatever you want, Lonnie.





YOUNG LONNIE:  Cool!





CURTIS:  Abigail?





ABIGAIL:  I love it.  I think we’re going to be very happy here for a very long time.





	Abigail smiles, tears in her eyes.  Curtis leans over and kisses her, hugging her, Lonnie, and Samantha in a group hug.  They fade away as Present-day Lonnie looks angrily around the room.  He paces back and forth, and in a rage, shoves a lamp from a coffee table to the floor.  The lamp breaks on impact and Lonnie seems to be very angry, breathing heavily and a look of pure rage covering his face.  We cut to Tommy and Carly, who are walking through the graveyard.





CARLY:  What can you tell me about the death of Marlon Gallagher?





TOMMY:  These people all died for reasons beyond belief.  If I start spouting off these stories, you’ll just think I’m crazy.





CARLY:  Tommy, I don’t think you’re crazy.  You can tell me.  What about the deaths of Lewis Drake and Suzie Roman?  Or Jimmy Lloyd?  Or Mark McSterm?  Any explanation will help me understand what’s going on with you.





TOMMY:  Carly, do you believe in the super-natural?





CARLY:  The super-natural?  Believe it or not, yes, I do.





TOMMY:  Carly, please don’t think I’m a nutcase when I tell you that all of these people either died of a super-natural attack or were super-natural creatures themselves trying to kill us that we killed in self-defense.





CARLY:  You’re serious?





TOMMY:  Yes.  Marlon Gallagher was a huge monster with razor-sharp teeth, hammers for hands, and slimy green skin.  Lewis Drake and Suzie Roman were killed by an Immortal From the Dark Valley.  I’m telling you, Carly, that underneath the world that you see every day when you walk down the street, there is another world beneath it that casts a shadow over the entire earth.  It is a world of great evil, where nothing is as it seems and you are never safe no matter where you hide.





CARLY:  Tommy, stop.  I believe you.





TOMMY:  You believe me?





CARLY:  Of course.  I’ve seen my fair share of the unexplainable in my line of work.  Plus, I know you.  You wouldn’t make this up.





	Tommy seems emotionally moved.  He quickly hugs Carly, who hugs him in return.  She smiles.





CARLY:  It’s okay, Tommy.  I’m going to do everything I can to clear you of all of this suspicion.





TOMMY:  Thank you, Carly.  For believing me, and for being here.





CARLY:  No problem.





	Cut to the car, where Debra is waiting impatiently for Tommy to return.  Neil is smoking a cigarette.  He smiles at her.





NEIL:  Funerals suck, ya know.  I always make up an excuse not to go.  Its my opinion that funerals are unhealthy.  You see the person sitting there, still as a board, and you think about that picture in your head from that day forward.  Me, I personally deal easier if I don’t go to the funeral.  That way, I can pretend they never died and that they just never call me or visit me anymore.





DEBRA:  If they had any brains, they probably never would have, anyway.





NEIL:  Hey, I’m just trying to kill time here.





DEBRA:  Well, just shut up, okay?  I lost my friend and mentor today.  I watched them close the casket on her for eternity.  I’m not in the mood to talk about this.





NEIL:  Are you ever in the mood to talk about anything?  Or is death just the only subject you avoid?





DEBRA:  No.  I’m trying desperately to avoid you, but I’m not getting anywhere.





NEIL:  You are going to have come clean sooner or later, and believe me, lady, I want this stay in Haddonfield to be a short one.  Get my drift?





DEBRA:  I’m not really concerned about your predicament in the least.





NEIL:  You should be, because the longer I’m here, the longer I’m going to be in your face.





	Neil gets extremely close to her, inches from her face.





NEIL:  Trust me, lady.  You don’t want me in your face.





DEBRA:  Especially without a breath mint.





NEIL:  You listen to me.  You may think you’re funny, but I know what you are.  You and your friends are a clique of death, and death is going to stop around here.  Understand?





	Adam Travers enters behind them, looking on with concern.





ADAM:  Excuse me.  What exactly do you think you’re doing?





	Neil turns around and smirks at Adam.





NEIL:  FBI business.  Butt out.





ADAM:  I most certainly will not.  I believe you have a bloody problem.





	Adam walks over to Neil, looking at him with anger.





ADAM:  This has been a rough day for all of us.  The last thing this young woman needs is to be harassed by you.





NEIL:  I’ll keep that in mind while I’m arresting you for obstruction of justice.





	Tommy and Carly return as Neil and Adam stare at each other with anger.  Carly grabs Neil by his arm and leads him away.





CARLY:  Tommy, we’ll be in touch.  Neil, we’re out of here.





	Carly and a reluctant Neil exit the scene, leaving Tommy with Debra and Adam.





DEBRA:  What did she say?





TOMMY:  She’s on our side.  She knows we didn’t kill those people.





ADAM:  What people?  The FBI thinks that you were responsible for the copycat murders?





TOMMY:  Among other things.





DEBRA:  If they only knew the truth.





ADAM:  What truth?





DEBRA:  It’s a long story, Adam., and you wouldn’t believe us if we told you.





ADAM:  Try me.





DEBRA:  Not right now.  We need to find Lonnie and warn him about this.





ADAM:  I’ll help you, but I want you to explain what’s going on while we drive.





	The trio gets into the car, shutting the doors behind them.  We cut to the asylum where Debra works.  In a dark room, Helen Jacobs sits, staring out a window.  All is silent until Garry and Sue walk in behind her.  Helen’s hands seem to be shaking with fear, but she doesn’t look up at them.  Garry grips her hand in his.





GARRY:  Hey, sis.  We just thought we’d stop by to see you.  The funeral was today.  Vic got a good speech, as did the rest.  It’s probably best you weren’t there.  It wasn’t fun.  I know how you like to have fun.





	Helen just sits staring out the window.





GARRY:  I hope you snap out of this soon.  I miss you and I need you.





	Garry gets frustrated and turns away from her.  Sue puts her hand on his shoulder.  Garry forms tears in his eyes and Sue hugs him.





SUE:  It’s okay, Garry.  I’m here for you.  I’m here for both of you.





	Cut to an abandoned pier, where Lonnie is sitting on a crate, staring out at the river water as it goes by.  Voices echo in his head as he stares with intensity into the dark night.





CURTIS (v/o):  Lonnie, I want you to grow up and be a success and have all of your dreams come true.





CURTIS (v/o):  You could be something really great if you would just use that head of yours for something other than skirt chasing and goofing off with your silly friends.





	Suddenly, a gun is put to Lonnie’s back.  Lonnie quickly starts to reach into his jacket, but laughter is heard coming from the gunman.  Lonnie looks up to see Richie and Keith, who are both laughing.  They sit on either side of him.





RICHIE:  Lonnie, don’t you know it’s not safe down by the docks at this hour?  You might get robbed.





LONNIE:  I have nothing left for anyone to take.





	Richie and Keith look at each other.





RICHIE:  Heard about your pops, man.  Sorry.





KEITH:  Yeah, sorry.





LONNIE:  I was just out here thinking about the crap we used to pull here.  Robbing people who worked 80 hours a week just to bring home a paycheck to support their children.





RICHIE:  Used to?  We still do that, man.





KEITH:  Yeah.  Got to make a living.





LONNIE:  Do you guys even realize how seriously demented that is?  I mean, are you going to be here five years from now robbing innocent people so that you can buy drugs?





RICHIE:  Who knows?  It all depends on whether or not we get caught.





KEITH:  We’re too smooth for that, though.





	Lonnie looks annoyed.





LONNIE:  Well, I’ll tell you what, guys.  I’m not going to be here with you in five years, and frankly, I’m ashamed that I was ever out here with you in the first place.  Have fun wasting your life, because it’s going to be a long and bumpy ride.





	Lonnie gets up and begins to walk away.  Richie looks angry.





RICHIE:  You don’t know anything, Lonnie!  Don’t take out shit on us because your daddy died!  We have our goals, man!  You’re no better than us!





KEITH:  Asshole!





	Lonnie ignores them and keeps walking down the pier.  We cut to inside Haddonfield Memorial Cemetery.  Several sets of legs are seen walking into the graveyard.  As we pan up, we see that they belong to several men in black robes, all carrying torches.  They march in unison towards a certain grave.  Leading them is none other than Jared Galloway with his snake staff, and his wife Ravena.





	We cut to Lonnie, who has now reached the road where his motorcycle is sitting.  Debra is sitting on it, waiting for him.  Lonnie stops when he sees her.





LONNIE:  What are you doing here?  How did you find me?





DEBRA:  We drove around and saw your bike here.  Tommy went to take Adam back to his car at the cemetery while I waited for you.  I want to help you, Lonnie.





LONNIE:  I don’t need your help, Debbie.





DEBRA:  I think you do.





LONNIE:  Sorry to burst your bubble, Debbie, but everything is hunky-dory in Lonnie’s world.





DEBRA:  I don’t believe that.  Lonnie, your dad just died.





	Lonnie’s expression turns serious and he looks away as Debra stares at him.





DEBRA:  We’re all hurting, Lonnie.  Natalie was like a mother to me.  I know it hurts.  You don’t have to pretend like it doesn’t.





LONNIE:  You know what?  I don’t need your help, I don’t need you, and I don’t need a lecture.  What I need is sleep and a good six pack.





	Lonnie tries to move her out of the way, but she stands firm.





DEBRA:  Lonnie, I know you better than you know yourself.  You have this tough guy act and you’re always in macho man mode.  But I know you.  I know what’s underneath that facade.  I know you have a heart in there, and I know its broken because of the tragedies that have plagued you all of your life.  You need to deal with your problems, Lonnie, not just for me, but for yourself.  Until you do away with all the baggage that comes with being Lonnie Elamb, I fear that you’ll never reach your full potential.





	Lonnie stares at her for a second.  Tears seemingly form in his eyes, but he fights them off.





LONNIE:  Listen, Debbie.  I know you’re just saying this stuff to seduce me, so let me let you in on a little secret:  I’m a sure thing.  So, there’s no need for this devious little plan of yours.  If you want to do the horizontal mambo with old Lonnie, you just say the word.





DEBRA:  There you go again.  You think that if you act like a jerk long enough, I will eventually go away.  It’s not going to happen.  I’m not going to let you push me away anymore.  At least go visit your father’s grave.





LONNIE:  Fine.  If that’ll get rid of you, let’s go.  Hop on the bike.





DEBRA:  I’m not riding that thing.





LONNIE:  Not going to let me push you away, eh?  I’m getting on the bike and going to the cemetery.  You can either go with me or start walking home.





DEBRA (sighs):  Fine.  But don’t think you’re getting off easy.  Until we talk, you’re not getting rid of me.





LONNIE:  Now why would I ever think that?  You’re too far gone being in love with me to go anywhere.  Like a little lost puppy just following his master in silly adoration.





DEBRA:  Start the bike before I forget that you’re going through a crisis.





LONNIE:  Are you going to get rough with me?  I sure hope so.





	Debra hits Lonnie on the back.





DEBRA:  Let’s go.





	We cut to the cemetery, where Jared Galloway and his robed accomplices have surrounded the grave of Don Galloway.  The coffin has been dug up and is on the surface of the ground.  Ravena looks on with fear.





RAVENA:  We must not do this.





JARED:  My son will not die!





	Torches surround the grave as the robed men form a circle around it.  Jared lights up a match and throws it on the ground.  The fire quickly spreads around the area into the shape of a pentagram.  Jared holds his snake staff up into the air and begins to yell as the wind begins to blow fiercely.





JARED:  We call upon the power of the Lord of Darkness!  We call upon his powers of resurrection!





	Suddenly, it begins to lightning.  Jared’s evil grin can be seen as he grabs a nearby bundle from another robed man.  He opens it to reveal a goat’s severed head.  He puts it on the casket, followed by holding up his staff to it.  Some blood comes out of the end of the staff, where the snake’s mouth opens.





JARED:  I offer you the blood of a serpent!  Show us your power and how great you really are!  Bring Don back to this world!  I lust for your power!





	Jared yells extremely loud as lightning comes down from the sky, striking the casket.  We cut to outside the cemetery, where Tommy is dropping Adam off at his car.





ADAM:  I don’t believe a bloody word of what you guys are saying.  The super-natural?  Insane.





	A second lightning bolt comes from the sky, lighting it up behind them.  Tommy and Adam turn.





ADAM:  What in heavens is that?





TOMMY:  Maybe we should check it out.  It’s been clear skies all day.





ADAM:  You check it out if you like.  I am not amazed by mere lightning.





	Adam gets in his car and pulls away.  Tommy looks at the skies, sees no clouds, and walks towards the cemetery.  We cut back to inside the cemetery, where the wind is fiercely blowing as Jared and his coven have the casket surrounded, along with the pentagram fire.  Suddenly, the coffin’s lid is shoved open with force.  Jared smiles.





JARED:  Lord of Darkness, bring back my son!





	Don suddenly sits up in the casket turning his head to them.  He is pale and motionless, a zombie of sorts.  He immediately pulls himself from the coffin and begins walking towards Jared, an almost insane look on his face.





JARED:  Don Galloway is reborn!





DON:  Dad?





JARED:  Ye-e-e-e-s-s-s!





	Jared spreads out his arms in victory.  Tommy enters behind them, but stop when they see Don and the entire scene.  Jared turns at their noisy footsteps.  The wind blows his black outfit.





TOMMY:  Oh, shit.





JARED:  Seize them!





	The robed men all charge Tommy.  Tommy decks one of them with a right, but is caught by a couple of others as they grab his arms, restraining him.  They drag him over to Don, who looks blankly and wide-eyed down at him.  Lightning lights up his face.  Don shakes his head.  Jared hands Don his knife.  Don grips it tightly, looking down at Tommy.





DON:  You will rot in the earth as food for the worms.





	Don brings the knife forward, stabbing Tommy in the gut.  Tommy howls in pain as the men drop him to the ground.  Don stares blankly ahead.





DON:  Helen.  I want Helen.





	Don walks away.  Jared laughs as he turns Tommy over, putting his foot on Tommy’s chest.  The fallen Tommy looks up at Jared, who is full of rage.





JARED:  Tommy Doyle, the town loon.  How does it feel to have the life draining from your body?  You interfered with Don’s quest, so now you will suffer.





TOMMY:  You told him to kill?





JARED:  If you want something, you do anything to get it.  Don wanted Helen.  He did what he had to do.





	Jared raises the staff and strikes Tommy in the face with it.  He bends down into his face as Tommy is now unconscious.





JARED:  Prepare to be part of the earth. (stands back up)  Followers, place him in the coffin!





	The robed men grab Tommy and jerk him up, bleeding and beaten.  They carry him over and throw him inside the coffin.  Jared walks over and looks down at the unconscious Tommy.





JARED:  This is what you deserve for having a hand in killing my son.





	Jared pulls the coffin shut and turns to his followers.





JARED:  Bury him!





	The robed men grab the casket and throw it back into the hole they dug it from.  It hits the ground with a thud.  Jared stands over the open grave, smiling in demonic glee as the wind blows his attire in the air.





JARED:  Cover him for eternity!





	Jared raises his arms as his wife Ravena looks on.  She looks like she isn’t enjoying this at all.  We cut to the asylum, where Helen is sitting, staring out the window.  Agents Neil Hart and Carly Jamison enter from behind.





CARLY:  Neil, this is a waste of time.  The girl is not ready to talk.





NEIL:  Jamison, you’re too soft, you know that?  If we waited every time someone wasn’t ready to talk, we’d never solve anything.





CARLY:  This is an open and shut case, Neil.  The Galloway boy killed those kids.





NEIL:  Maybe, maybe not.  But the girl is the key.  She may be silent because she’s scared of Doyle and his friends.  Now, just sit back and watch me work my magic.





	Neil comes in and sits down next to Helen, who doesn’t look at him.





NEIL:  Listen, Helen.  I know you had an ordeal, and I know you’re hurting, but if someone hurt you and you’re hiding it from us because you’re scared, we can protect you.  I promise.  So, tell us what happened that night.  Tell us what Tommy Doyle, Debra Loomis, and Lonnie Elamb did to you.





	Helen seems to get uncomfortable.  She begins to rock gently back and forth, shaking and mumbling.





HELEN:  Lonnie is my friend.  Lonnie won’t hurt me.  They save people.





CARLY:  Helen, you’re saying that they helped you, that they help others?  What do you mean?





HELEN:  Tommy pulled us off the cross.  They see things, evil things.  Everyone knows.  They talk about them.  They fight evil, great evils.  (becoming increasingly scared, still rocking back and forth)  I’ve dreamed about them.  Great sadness in their lives.  Darkness around every corner.  I see things sometimes in my dreams.  I see bad things.  Don’s father is an evil man.  It all started in the home.  I don’t blame Don.  But he’s coming back.  I dreamed it last night!  Don is coming back for me!





NEIL:  This is gibberish.  What the hell is she saying?





CARLY:  How would Don be coming back?





HELEN (begins crying):  Tommy, poor Tommy.  Buried alive.  Tommy is in Don’s grave.





CARLY:  Helen, you dreamed about this?





HELEN:  I always dream about the future.  Mom and dad told me to keep it secret.  People would think me crazy.  It seems as though I already am.  But, secrets kill the innocent.  Tommy can’t breathe through the dirt.





CARLY:  I don’t like this.  I’m heading back to the graveyard.





NEIL:  Don’t tell me you’re actually listening to this shit!





CARLY:  We have nothing to lose.  Watch her!





	Carly turns and runs out the door in a hurry.  We cut to a Haddonfield street, where Deputy Ryan is sitting in his police car, watching the streets, humming a tune on the radio.  From behind, we see Don walk out of the shadows with his knife.  His face is full of confusion and rage.  Deputy Ryan turns at the sounds of the footsteps.





RYAN:  Hey, who’s there?!





	Don is upon him, grabbing him by the hair and jamming his knife into Ryan’s head.  Blood oozes from Ryan’s head as Don jerks Ryan out of the car and throws him to the ground.  Don holds onto the knife as he gets into the police car and pulls away.  We cut to the cemetery, where Lonnie and Debra have arrived on Lonnie’s motorcycle. They look over and see Tommy’s car.





LONNIE:  Tommy’s still here.





DEBRA:  That’s weird.  Why would he still be here?





LONNIE:  Tommy hanging out in graveyards isn’t that unusual.





DEBRA:  Well, maybe we’ll run into him out here.  Come on.  Let’s go to Curtis’s grave.





LONNIE:  Lead the way, doc.





	Lonnie and Debra walk into the graveyard through the black-railed entrance.  We cut to Don’s grave, where the robed men have finished covering up the grave.  Jared holds up his hands as Ravena watches on.





JARED:  Oh, what a glorious night.  I have my son back.  He will finish his work and come home to us good as new.





RAVENA:  He was destined to die, and we’re cheating fate!





JARED:  Bite your tongue, woman!  Or you shall surely meet your fate!





RAVENA:  Jared!  You threaten me?  Your own wife?





JARED:  Time to go, followers!  Your job is well done!





	We cut to inside the coffin, where Tommy wakes up.  A lighter is lit and Tommy looks up to see the top of the coffin and that he is trapped inside, buried alive.  He bangs on the casket’s lid.





TOMMY:  Oh, my God!  No-o-o-o-o-o!





	We cut to above, where Lonnie and Debra enter to see Jared, Ravena, and his followers, along with the torches, the goat head, and the burning pentagram.  They frown.





LONNIE:  Call me crazy, but something doesn’t seem right in this scenario.





DEBRA:  Jared Galloway!  What are you doing here?





JARED:  I am righting a terrible wrong!  Followers, restrain them!





	Lonnie frowns.





LONNIE:  I don’t think so.





	Lonnie whips out his two guns points them at two men who step forward to grab them.  They stop.





LONNIE:  I don’t know what you freaks are doing up here, but I’m not going to participate in it.  You go back to your sacrificing virgins and fried pig parts and just act like I was never even here.





RAVENA:  He buried your friend!  Tommy Doyle has been buried alive!





	Lonnie and Debra look at her in shock as Jared smacks her with his staff.  Ravena falls to the ground.  Lonnie puts his gun in Jared’s face.





LONNIE (ticked off):  What was that about Tommy?





RAVENA:  Tommy is buried in Don’s grave!  Jared put him there!





JARED:  Shut your mouth, wench!





DEBRA:  Tommy is buried alive?  In Don’s grave?





LONNIE:  Okay.  Someone has to ask.  Where’s Don?





JARED:  Finishing what he started.





LONNIE:  A little vague.  Can we be more specific?





RAVENA:  The girl.  Helen Jacobs.  He wanted her so much, that if he couldn’t have her, no one could.  He’s going to complete his original mission, to kill her!





LONNIE:  Um, last I checked, Don was dead!





DEBRA:  Lonnie, look around.  They must have performed some kind of resurrection ritual.  They brought Don back to life.





LONNIE:  Hmmm.  Goat head, pentagram, a snake staff.  Must be a resurrection!  You know, Debbie before I ran into you a year ago, life was simple.





DEBRA:  We’re wasting time.  Tommy is buried alive!





LONNIE:  Well, that poses a problem.  If these men don’t dig him up right now, Jared, I’m going to resurrect death upon your family, starting with you.





JARED:  He will be dead by the time you reach him.





LONNIE:  Then you will be dead the minute we find him.  Dig…him…up!





	Jared, looking at the gun, motions for his men to start digging up the grave.  They grab their shovels and start digging up the grave.  We cut to outside a supermarket, where Adam Travers walks out with a bag of groceries.  He sees a police cruiser slowly approaching him.  He looks up in the driver’s seat and sees the face of Don Galloway.





ADAM:  Oh, dear God.  It can’t be him.





	Don guns the gas and heads straight towards Adam.  Adam’s eyes widen as he turns and tries to hide behind his car.  He is too late as Don hits him full-force with the car.  Adam flips over the top of the car and lands in the middle of the road.  Don continues to drive into the night.  Several witnesses run out to Adam in the road as he struggles to stand, but passes out in the street.  We cut back to the cemetery, where Lonnie is holding his gun on Jared, who is looking at him with seething anger.  The robed followers pull the coffin out of the grave and slam it to the ground.  Lonnie points his gun at the one nearest to the coffin.





LONNIE:  Open it.  Now!





	The follower opens the coffin.  Tommy is unconscious.  Debra quickly runs up and feels for a pulse.





DEBRA:  He’s not breathing!





	Debra immediately begins CPR, trying to revive Tommy.  She gives the breaths and then pumps his chest.  Nothing.  Lonnie looks on in horror.  As he is watching, Jared strikes out with his snake staff, knocking the guns from Lonnie’s hands.  Lonnie quickly recovers, catching the staff as Jared rings it down for a blow to his head.  Lonnie kicks Jared in the stomach, yanks the staff from his hands, spins around, and nails Jared in the head with it on the way around.  Jared smacks the ground as Debra continues CPR on Tommy, pumping his chest after more breaths.





DEBRA:  1,2,3,4,5!  Breathe, Tommy!





	Ravena jumps out and hits Lonnie with a log off of the ground.  Lonnie is surprised and drops the snake staff to the ground as he falls.





RAVENA:  Don’t hit my husband!





LONNIE:  Listen, hag.  You don’t want to mess with me.





	Several robed men charge the fallen Lonnie and begin to swing at him. Lonnie quickly stands back up, kicking one man in the chest, sending him sprawling to the ground.  He blocks the punch of another, elbows a third guy, and decks the second guy with a right.  A fourth man crawls over, picking up one of Lonnie’s guns, pointing it at him.  A shot rings out and the fourth man drops to the ground, dead.  Lonnie turns to see Carly Jamison with her gun pointed at the other men.





CARLY:  Don’t anyone move!





	Ravena lunges once again out of the shadows, clawing and tearing at Carly, who spins around, blocking her punches, and hits her with a spinning back kick.  Ravena falls back to the ground, but Jared grabs her by her hair spins her around, and decks her with a right. Lonnie springs into action, tackling Jared against the tree.  Jared swings wildly with rights and lefts, but Lonnie blocks all of them.  He then headbutts Jared in the nose, bursting it open with blood.  Lonnie nails Jared with a hard right.  Jared falls to the ground, but the two remaining followers tackle Lonnie from behind.  Carly jerks one of them off and elbows them in the face, sending them staggering back.  She then kicks him in the chest, making him airborne as she does this.  Lonnie flips over the other guy, but Jared appears above him, pointing Lonnie’s very own gun down at him.





JARED:  You killed my son.  Now, you pay for your crime.





	A shot rings out.  A little blood comes from Jared’s mouth as a bullet hole appears in his chest.  His eyes roll back and he drops to the ground, dead.  Lonnie turns over to see Tommy, alive and well, holding Lonnie’s other gun after having shot Jared.  Ravena immediately grabs Carly’s gun, pointing it at Tommy.





RAVENA:  You murderer!





	Lonnie quickly grabs the gun from Jared’s hand, spins, and shoots Ravena in the chest.  Ravena is blown back to the ground and is dead on impact.  The remaining followers take off running into the night.  Debra helps Tommy sit up as Carly helps Lonnie stand.





CARLY:  The bureau could use a man with your combat skills.





LONNIE:  I am impressive.





TOMMY:  Helen.  Don is going after Helen.  We have to stop him.





DEBRA:  Tommy, you aren’t going anywhere but to a hospital.





CARLY:  I’ll stay with him.  You guys know how to deal with this stuff.  I’ll let you handle it.





LONNIE:  Okay.  Doyle, try and stay out of trouble while we’re gone?





	Tommy weakly smiles as Carly takes Tommy in her arms.  Debra stands and exits with Lonnie towards the motorcycle.  Carly cradles Tommy in her arms.





CARLY:  Everything’s going to be just fine, Tommy.  I promise.





	We cut to the asylum, as Garry and Sue are waiting outside the room.  Suddenly, they hear screams coming from down the hall.  They turn.  A dead orderly with a stab wound to his chest is sent flying into the hallway.  Out of the elevator steps Don, who turns and sees Garry and Sue.  Their eyes widen at the sight of zombie Don.





GARRY:  Oh, my God!





SUE:  It can’t be!





	Don begins walking down the hall, holding his knife.  Garry jerks away from Sue.





GARRY:  It’s him.  You bastard!  I’ll kill you for attacking my sister!





	Garry meets Don with force, but Don catches him by the throat and pins him to the wall.  He brings back the knife, but Sue jumps onto Don from behind.  He lets go of Garry and begins flailing, trying to get Sue off of him.  He rams her backwards into the wall, knocking the breath out of her.  She slumps to the floor.  He door opens and FBI agent Neil Hart emerges, gun drawn.





NEIL:  What’s going on out here?





	Don walks forward with quickness.  He jerks back the knife to stab Neil.  Neil fires a shot into Don’s chest.  Don is unfazed.  Neil fires another shot.  Don walks through a couple of more shots and buries the knife in Neil’s neck.  Blood gushes from the wound and Neil collapses to the floor, dead.  Don enters the room and walks quickly over to the chair, turning it around.  It is empty.  Don hears a scream in the hallway and turns his head.  We cut to the hallway, where Helen has helped up Sue. She and Garry are supporting Sue as they run down the hallway.  Don’s head pokes out of the room and turns.





DON:  Helen!





	Don takes off running down the hall after them.  Garry, Sue, and Helen climb into elevator as it opens.  Don comes sprinting down the hall, but the door closes as he reaches them.  We cut to the lobby, where Lonnie and Debra enter.  They look around to see several dead bodies strewn about.





LONNIE:  Well, we’re in the right place.





DEBRA:  Oh, my.  How are we going to stop this?





LONNIE:  I don’t know.





	The elevator door opens and Garry, Sue, and Helen come out.





HELEN:  Lonnie!  He’s after us and he’s unstoppable!





DEBRA:  Get out of here, kids.  We’ll take care of this!





SUE:  You can’t beat him!





LONNIE:  Get out of here!





	Suddenly, the top of the elevator comes crashing down.  Don Galloway lands on his feet inside the elevator, staring straight at Helen with a blank expression.  Helen screams as Lonnie and Debra usher them out the door.  Lonnie turns and his eyes lock with Don’s as Debra exits with the kids.





DON:  You!  You killed me.





LONNIE:  You killed my father.





DON:  Now I’m going to kill you!





	Don charges Lonnie, tackling him against the wall.  On wraps his hands around Lonnie’s throat and begins choking him.  Debra returns, holding a fire extinguisher, blowing it straight into the face of Don, who drops Lonnie to the ground.  Don lunges for Debra, grabbing her and throwing her against a glass panel, breaking it on impact.  Debra lands in a heap and is motionless on the ground.  Lonnie hits a glass panel in the wall and grabs the axe.  As Don turns around, Lonnie swings a death blow as he connects with Don’s neck.  Dons head comes flying off and lands with a thud on the ground.  Don’s body collapses in a heap, finally dead.  Lonnie stands over the body as Debra sits up and they share a look of relief.  We cut to a couple of days later.  Lonnie is now in the graveyard, staring down at his family plot.  Samantha Elamb, Abigail Elamb, and now Curtis Elamb are buried side by side.  Lonnie’s look is of sadness.  Debra enters behind him, watching him.





DEBRA:  You finally made it here, eh?





	Lonnie turns to her.





LONNIE:  Yeah.  What are you doing here?





DEBRA:  I followed you.  I want you to open up to me.





LONNIE:  You’re stalking me now?  Debbie, I’m gonna file a restraining order if you keep this up.





DEBRA:  Very funny.  Tell me how you feel.





LONNIE:  Why?  What difference does it make how I feel?  Nothing will bring them back.  I’m alone now.  I have nothing.





DEBRA:  You have us, Lonnie.  We’re always going to be there.





LONNIE:  How are Tommy and Adam doing, anyway?





DEBRA:  Well, Adam just had a few cuts and bruises.  He’ll be okay.  Tommy got stitches, and is currently being waited on hand and foot by a certain FBI gal.  I think he’s going to milk it for all it’s worth.





LONNIE:  How are you?  I know that you’re having a tough time dealing with Natalie’s death.  Is there anything I can do for you?





DEBRA:  Lonnie, was that compassion I heard coming from your mouth?  Do you actually care about someone besides yourself?





LONNIE:  Nope.  You must have me confused with someone who actually has a heart.





DEBRA:  You have a heart.  You just hide it behind various walls.  You’ve been hurt badly in life, and you won’t let anyone break those walls down.





LONNIE:  Why should I?  Every time I get attached to someone, they die.





	Tears seemingly form in Lonnie’s eyes.





LONNIE:  People die around me, Debra.  I’m a curse.





	Lonnie is still fighting his tears.  He turns away and looks at Curtis’s grave.  He shakes his head.





LONNIE:  You ever heard of a song called Cats in the Cradle?





DEBRA:  Yeah.  It’s about a father who works too much and in the process is unable to spend time with his son.  When he gets older and retires, he makes time for his son, but its too late, as the son has already gone out into the world to make a difference.





LONNIE:  He spent his whole life making money as a lawyer, providing a stable home for Sami and me.  When we finally do make time for each other, he is taken away.  I never really got to know him as well as I should have.  I was too busy rebelling against authority for that.





DEBRA:  Well, you’re not a curse.  Things happen for a reason.  We may not know them right away.  We may never know them, but it’s just a lesson we should learn to live every day to its fullest and to appreciate what we have.





	Lonnie looks over at Debra.  Tears form in his eyes.





LONNIE:  I loved him.  He was my father and he’s gone and I don’t know how to handle it.  What am I supposed to do, Debra?





	Debra walks over to him and hugs him tightly.  Lonnie bursts into tears and hugs her tightly in return.





DEBRA:  Just let it out, Lonnie.  Let it out.





	Lonnie and Debra hug each other tightly as we fade out in silence.  A song plays over the closing credits instead of the usual ‘Halloween Theme’.





And the cat's in the cradle and the silver spoon�Little Boy Blue and the Man on the Moon�"When you comin' home, Dad?"�"I don't know when, but we'll get together then"�"You know we'll have a good time then"





FADE to black.
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