HALLOWEEN: The Series


Episode 2.7 : Ever and a Day.





OPEN ON-


EXT.BLANKENSHIP BOARDING HOUSE- NIGHT





The Blankenship boarding house stands predominately in the foreground of the picture, silhouetted against an eerie, full moon.  





All is quiet, a light wind blow’s through the tree’s.





That calmness doesn’t last long.   The loud screech of tires fill the neighborhood as a Volvo station wagon pulls up in front of the boarding house.   The engine shuts off and Debra Loomis gets out of the car, a worried expression on her face.  





She clutches something in her hand.





Adam Travers gets out the other side and calls after her before walking off.





ADAM: See you later Debra.





INT.BLANKENSHIP BOARDING HOUSE- FOYER-





The front door blows open and Debra storms into the house.   





DEBRA: Mrs.Blankenship?!  Mrs.Blankenship!!?





No response.  Debra walks down a narrow hallway and peaks her head into the living room. 





The television is on, volume at full blast, but Mrs.Blankenship is nowhere to be seen.





DEBRA: Mrs.Blankenship?





Suddenly, a hand shoot out from behind Debra, grabbing her around the shoulder.





Debra screams and turns around to see MRS.BLANKENSHIP behind her, a friendly smile on her face.





MRS.BLANKENSHIP: Hello dear.  Is there anything I can help you with?





DEBRA: Mrs.Blankenship, I’m glad I found you.   Do you know if Tommy’s home?





MRS.BLANKENSHIP: No, he went out to get groceries a half hour ago.   Do you want me to tell him you stopped by?





DEBRA: Do you think I could just wait in his room till he comes back?





MRS.BLANKENSHIP: I’m sure he wouldn’t mind.   





DEBRA: Thanks.





Debra turns away from Mrs.Blankenship and begins toward the stairs.   





The old lady watches her go, a warm smile on her face.





INT.SECOND FLOOR/HALLWAY-





Debra enters the hallway, still clutching the item in her hand.    





She walks over to Tommy’s door and reaches into her pocket, fumbling around for her key, when all of a sudden she stops dead in her tracks.   Her face becomes concerned.  Concerned, because Tommy’s door is slightly ajar.





DEBRA: Crap..





Debra reaches into her handbag and withdraws a small pocket knife.     





With the weapon in hand, she kicks open Tommy’s door and steps into his room.  





INT.TOMMY’S ROOM- SAME





The room is empty.   All the lights are off.  Everything looks fine.





Debra sighs in relief and puts the knife away in her handbag.





DEBRA: Debra, you paranoid frea...





Just then, Debra is interrupted as a dark figure lunges out of the shadows, tackling her to the ground.





Debra and her attacker wrestle around on the floor, trading blows.





DEBRA: Get off me! Get off me!





The man slaps Debra across the face and picks her up, throwing her head first against the wall.





Slowly the screen... 





FADES TO BLACK-





And the Halloween theme begins.





A jack o lantern appears in the middle of the screen and the title comes up:





HALLOWEEN: THE SERIES





The theme becomes very rock and roll as various clips from previous episodes come up on the screen.  The main characters are named as TOMMY DOYLE, DEBRA LOOMIS, LONNIE ELAMB and ADAM TRAVERS.





Slowly the music dies out as we-





 - FADE BACK IN.





She drops to the ground, blood rushing from her mouth, a small cut opened above her eye.





FIGURE: Who the fuck are you?





The figure moves over to a lamp and turns it on, revealing himself to be BROCK WATERMAN, a tall man with broad shoulders and rugged features.





Debra stares up at him, in a world of pain.





DEBRA: I should be asking you the same question.





BROCK: My names Brock Waterman.  





DEBRA: My names Debra Loomis.  What the fuck are you doing in this room?





BROCK: I live here.





DEBRA: No you don’t.  Tommy Doyle lives here.





BROCK: No shit.  I’m his new roommate.  I moved in yesterday.  





Brock puts out his hand, offering to help Debra up.   She declines, getting up on her own power.





BROCK: I figure you’re a friend of Tommy’s?





DEBRA: Who else would I be?





BROCK: Hey, I’m not taking any chances.  There’s a lot of weirdo’s in this town.  





DEBRA: Tell me about it.





MALE VOICE: (o.s) What the hell’s going on here?





Debra and Brock turn around to see LONNIE ELAMB standing in the doorway.  





LONNIE: Oh shit Debra, what happened to your face?  I knew you liked it rough but this is beyond belief.





BROCK: Who the hell are you?





LONNIE: Freddie fucking Kreuger.  Who are you?





BROCK: Brock Waterman.  I’m Doyle’s new roommate.





LONNIE: Shit Tommy has a roommate now?  Great, now I can’t bring my dates here when he’s not home.





DEBRA: Ewww!  You’re the sick freak who was doing that?





LONNIE: Who did you expect?





BROCK: Can I ask what’s going on here?





DEBRA: I’m here to see Tommy.  I have no idea why Lonnie’s here.





LONNIE: You called me and told me to come here.  Remember?





DEBRA: Oh yeah.  I guess it slipped my mind.





LONNIE: Funny.  I’ve saved your life on numerous occasion’s and now I’m nothing more then a back thought.





DEBRA: Don’t flatter yourself.  I never even said you were a thought.





TOMMY: (o.s) Guys?





Tommy walks into the room, grocery bags in his hands.





TOMMY: What’s going on?  I can hear you all the way down the hall.





DEBRA: I just had a little encounter with your friend here...





Debra motions to Brock.





DEBRA: (cont’d) You never told me you were getting a roommate.





Tommy walks over to a small table and places the bags down.  





TOMMY: It cost money to live here.   





DEBRA: Get a job.





TOMMY: I’d love to get a job but chasing Michael Myers doesn’t really give me time to fill out any job applications.





LONNIE: You can pimp out Debra.  I do it all the time...weather she realizes it or not.





Debra shoots Lonnie a dirty look. He quickly stops.





TOMMY:


(to Lonnie and Debra)


Not that I don’t love hearing you two argue, but why are you gracing me with your presence tonight?





Debra opens her palm, giving us a chance to finally see what she’s been gripping.   It’s a cassette tape.





LONNIE: You called us all the way down here to listen to music?





DEBRA: It’s not a music tape, weirdo.   ��TOMMY: Then what is it?





DEBRA: Listen for yourself.








Debra hands the tape to Tommy.   Tommy examines it for a moment before walking over to his tape player.





LONNIE: What’s the tape about?   Is it audio porn?





DEBRA: You wish.   





TOMMY:


(putting the tape in the player)


Then what is it?





DEBRA: Rather disturbing information.   About him.





Debra points to a picture of Michael Myers on Tommy’s ceiling.





LONNIE: Oh, the tapes about our good friend Mike?





DEBRA: Bingo.





LONNIE:


(pointing to Brock)


Should let him listen to this tape or are we starting some kind of community observation class?





BROCK: Don’t worry about me.  Tommy’s already told me everything.





Debra turns toward Tommy, an angry expression on her face.





DEBRA: You told him?!





TOMMY: He had to know.  Especially if he’s going to be living with me.   Maybe he can even help us sometime.





LONNIE: Lonnie don’t need help.  Lonnie a thug.





Debra sighs.  We can tell she doesn’t agree with Tommy’s logic.





DEBRA: Just play the tape Tommy.





TOMMY: Will do.





Tommy rewinds the tape and hits play.    





The four friends gather around the cassette player,  waiting for the mysterious tape to begin.





VOICE: (on the tape) Help me!  Help me!  Clear out!  Clear out!  Duck down duck down!! Watch out!  Shoot the fucker!





Slowly the voices trail out. All we can hear is the sound of a machine gun, firing a mile a minute. 





Then, there is nothing.   Perfect silence.  The tape is still running but no sound is coming out.





LONNIE: Is it done?





DEBRA: No, listen.





A door can be heard opening on the tape, followed by light footsteps and the sound of a little girls voice.





VOICE: No...





Just then, the tape cuts out.   It’s over.





Tommy stares at the cassette player, then back at Lonnie and Debra.  He’s shocked.





TOMMY: Oh my god.  Do you know what this is?





DEBRA: It’s the audio from the police station’s surveillance camera’s.  It’s from Halloween night.





TOMMY: But that’s impossible.   The surveillance equipment was destroyed in the explosion.   





DEBRA: Then how do you explain this?





Tommy shakes his head.  He can’t honestly explain what he just heard.





LONNIE: Where did you get this?





DEBRA: Somebody mailed it to me.





LONNIE: Who?


�DEBRA: I’m not sure, but they put a return address on the package.





Debra reaches into her pocket and withdraws a piece of paper.





DEBRA: I wrote the address down on this.





Debra hands the paper to Tommy.   He unfolds it and looks down at the address.





TOMMY: 1 Lord’s Path.  Haimsville, Illinois.





DEBRA: Do you know where that is?





TOMMY: Yeah, it’s right outside town.  Near the tower farm.   





Tommy puts the paper in his pocket and walks over to his closet.





DEBRA: What are you doing?





Tommy opens the closet door and takes out his jacket.





TOMMY:


(putting on the jacket)


We’re finding out who sent you that tape.





LONNIE: Now?  It’s 10 a clock at night. I have to be somewhere in the morning





TOMMY: Hey, I never said you had to come.





Tommy opens up a cupboard door and reaches inside, taking out his gun.   He places the gun in his back pocket and looks over at Brock.





TOMMY: I want you to take care of the place while I’m gone.





BROCK: Oki Doki.





TOMMY: Good. I’ll probably be home by tomorrow.  If I’m not, I want you to call the police and tell them to go to Lords Path in Haimsville.  





BROCK: Sure.





TOMMY: Good.  Now let’s go to that place before it’s too late.





Tommy opens his door and walks out of the room, Debra and Lonnie following close behind.     





EXT.BLANKENSHIP BOARDING HOUSE- NIGHT





Tommy, Debra, and Lonnie glide down the porch steps and on to the front lawn.





The three friends walk across the grass and over to Tommy’s jeep.





LONNIE: This is stupid.  It’s just a tape.  





TOMMY: It’s a tape that should have been destroyed.   If this person was able to get that tape before the explosion, then he probably saw who abducted Jamie and Michael.





DEBRA: What if it’s a trap?   What if the person wants us to go to that place?


�TOMMY: Then were screwed, but we have to try.





Tommy, and the others, load into the Jeep.  





 LONNIE: (v.o) Here goes another exciting adventure.





TOMMY: (v.o) I hope not.





The engine revs up as the jeep backs out of the driveway, turning into the street, and racing out of sight.





Slowly the screen fades to black.





FADE IN TO-





EXT.RURAL ROAD- NIGHT





A very secluded road, lined with dead tree’s and broken down car’s.    A dilapidated street sign reads “LORDS PATH”





Tommy’s jeep races into view, turning on to the dirt road and coming to a slow halt.





The vehicle shuts off and our three hero’s pile out of the car.





TOMMY: This is the place.





Debra takes a look around.  The area looks like a waste land. She cringes.





DEBRA: Yep, this is definitely the type of place I’d expect to find some crazy Michael Myers worshipers.





LONNIE: I don’t see a house anywhere.





TOMMY: It’s probably further down the road.  Come on.





Tommy zips up his jacket and begins down the dirt road.  Lonnie and Debra follow.





DEBRA: Do you think we’ll actually find anything out here?   It looks like nobody’s lived in this area for a long time.





TOMMY: One can only hope.





LONNIE: We better find something. I don’t know about you but I’m missing out on some serious beauty sleep.





Lonnie reaches into his back pocket and pulls out a flashlight. He turns it on and walks ahead of the group, shining the way for his friends.





TOMMY: Where did you get that?





LONNIE: Stole it from your apartment.  Somehow I knew we’d be walking down a road without street lamps.





DEBRA: Wow, you actually worried about future events.  I’m impressed.





LONNIE: Thanks.  Of course, it’s only one of my MANY talents.





Lonnie glances over at Debra and winks.





She looks away and rolls her eyes.





DEBRA: Oh please.





LONNIE: Hey, someday your going to be wishing you had a strong man like me...





Suddenly Lonnie stops, something has caught his attention.





DEBRA: What is it Lonnie?





Lonnie puts his finger over his mouth, signaling for Debra to be quiet.





LONNIE: I think I hear something.





Tommy and Debra are silent, trying to figure out what Lonnie’s listening too.    They hear it to.  It sounds like running water.





LONNIE: You hear that?





Debra and Tommy nod.   





Lonnie shines the flashlight a few yards ahead of them, revealing a RIVER in the distance.  We recognize this place.  It’s the stream that Michael used to escape the cops at the end of Halloween 4.  





DEBRA: A river.





LONNIE: If I didn’t steal this flashlight from Doyle’s place, we would have fallen right into that river.   Hell, the current would have washed us halfway to Chicago by now.





TOMMY: Lonnie...





LONNIE: (cont’d) Man, you people don’t realize how genius I am.  Everything I do is for a reason and...





TOMMY: Lonnie!!





LONNIE: What?  Can’t you see that I’m enjoying myself?





TOMMY: Look.





Tommy points over Lonnie’s shoulder at a dilapidated Cabin, resting on the shore of the river.  It’s the same Cabin that Michael Myers was in at the beginning of Halloween 5.





Lonnie turns around, spotting the modest home.





LONNIE: Oh Crap.  It’s a house.





You don’t have to say that twice.  Debra and Tommy are already up and about, walking toward the run-down building.





LONNIE: Hey!  Wait up!





Lonnie sighs and runs to catch up with his companions.





INT.CABIN-





The front door crashes open, sending years of dust into the air.





Tommy and the rest of the gang step into the cabin, looking around in all directions.  It’s hard to see.  There’s no light.





Debra reaches over and try’s a small switch on the wall.  Surprisingly enough, the light’s turn on.  This place has electricity.





With the lights on, we can see that the cabin is nothing more then two rooms, separated by a thin wall.





The room that our hero’s are in- is filled with cooking devices and fishing equipment.   





Hanging from the ceiling is an empty birdcage.





Tommy looks around the dirty room, confused.





TOMMY: It doesn’t look like anyone has lived here in a long long time.





LONNIE: Are you sure this is where the letter came from?





TOMMY: The mailbox had a 1 on it.





LONNIE: That doesn’t mean anything.  I have a T-shirt with a 1 on it.  That doesn’t mean I sent the letter.





DEBRA: Lonnie, shut up.





LONNIE: Whatever you say babe.





Lonnie blows Debra a kiss and walks into the other room.





Debra and Tommy walk on, exploring further into the main room.





DEBRA: Have you noticed how obnoxious Lonnie’s being?





TOMMY: Don’t worry.  That just means he’s feeling normal.





Debra chuckles and Tommy’s dry humor and rests her head on his shoulder.





DEBRA: Do you think this will ever be over?





TOMMY: What?





DEBRA: This hunt. This search for Michael.  Do you think it will ever end?





Tommy looks up at Debra, staring her right in the eyes.





TOMMY: It’s over when he’s dead.   Dead for good.  





DEBRA: What if you don’t live to see that day?





TOMMY: Then I died a miserable man and may god rest my soul.





Debra nods, finding sorrow in Tommy.   This obsession rules his life.  In a way, she feels bad for him.





Suddenly, we can hear something in the distance.  It sound a lot like an approaching car.





TOMMY: Shit.  You hear that?





Debra nods.





Tommy runs across the room and peers out a small window.    Through the glass, we can see a car coming to a slow halt outside the cabin.  The drivers side door opens and a man dressed in a sweater and a pair of khakis steps out.





Tommy frantically turns toward Debra.





TOMMY: Somebody’s coming! Somebody’s coming!





DEBRA: What should we do?


�TOMMY: Hide!





Debra nods and ducks down, crawling underneath a wooden table.   





Tommy races over to the kitchen area of the room and opens up a cupboard door.   Luckily for him, the cupboard is big enough to fit a whole person inside.  





Tommy crouches down and slithers his way into the cupboard, closing the door behind him.





Just as he does, the cabin door swings open and the man steps in, taking off his jacket and placing it on a coat rack by the door.





The man looks around the room. You can tell by the look on his face that something’s different.





MAN: Funny, I didn’t leave the lights on when I left.





The man shrugs and walks across the room, placing his car keys down on the table that Debra is hiding under. Thank god he doesn’t notice her.  She sighs in relief.





The man glides across the room and opens the back door, stepping outside the cabin and closing the door behind him.





As soon as he’s gone, the cupboard door cracks open and Tommy pops his head out.





DEBRA: Holy shit?  Who is that man?





TOMMY: I don’t know.  We better get...





There’s a jiggling at the back door.   The man’s coming back in.    





Tommy closes the cupboard door, once again concealing himself from view.   





Debra tenses up, not wanting to be found by any Michael Myers stalkers.  





She slides further underneath the table, concealing herself in the shadows.





The back door swings open and the man walk’s in, a unlit cigarette dangling from his mouth.





MAN:  Forgot my lighter.





The man walks across the room and over to the kitchen table.   He searches around the table top.   His lighter is nowhere to be seen.





MAN: Come on, where did I put it.





The man reaches into his pockets and checks them too.  Nope, they’re not in there either.





Suddenly, a lightbolb goes off over the man’s head.  He knows where the lighter is.  Slowly, he smiles and looks over at the cupboard that Tommy’s hiding in.





MAN: I remember now.





From under the table, Debra watches in nervous fright as The man goes over to the cupboard and try’s to open the door.





For some reason, the door isn’t opening.   Tommy must be holding it shut from the other side.





The man continues to tug at the door, trying his best to open it up.





MAN: Why the hell wont this thing open!





Veins bulge.  His face is red.   Clearly, the man is putting in his best effort but nothing can open that door.





Finally, the frustrated man gives up, collapsing to the ground, out of breath.





MAN: The door must be warped.  That old piece of shit.





Disgruntled, the man winds up and kicks the un-opening door.





TOMMY: Owww!





From Inside the cupboard, we can hear Tommy squeal in pain.   





The man hears this too.   He jumps to his feet and perks his head up, scared by the unfamiliar voice.





MAN: Oh no!!! Not again!! Not again!!!!





The man reaches into his back pocket and withdraws a small pistol.





MAN: Not this time.  You wont get me again!





 WHAM WHAM WHAM!!!!!!!!!!!





The man points his gun at the cupboard and fires off three quick shots.  





Each shot causes a large bullet whole to appear in the door of the cupboard.   Within seconds, a thick red liquid begins to pour from those very wholes.  It’s Blood.  Tommy’s been shot.





Slowly the man smiles, a sadistic grin growing on his face.    He blows the smoke of the barrel of his gun and puts it back in his pocket.





Under the table, Debra weeps.





MAN: Not this time.





LONNIE: (o.s) I leave for one second and look what happens.





The man frowns and turns around, coming face to face with Lonnie who stands in the doorway to the other room.





LONNIE: You will not get away with that.





MAN: You wont take me alive.





The man goes for his gun but Lonnie is too quick.   He lunges at the mysterious shooter, tackling him to the ground and slamming his face into the hard floor.





The man cringes in pain, his nose blowing open in a wave of crimson.





Lonnie has the man pinned to the floor, his hands around the back of his neck.





LONNIE:


(holding the man down)


As you can tell, when somebody shoots my friends I get very pissed off.  





Seeing that the situation is safe, Debra crawls out from under the table.   The man sees her and rolls his eyes. 





MAN: Great, there’s more of you freaks.





 Debra runs over to the cupboard and swings the door open, gasping at what she sees inside.





DEBRA POV-CUPBOARD





Tommy lies inside, bleeding horribly from two gunshot wounds on the lower chest.  HE looks at us, his eyes half glazed over.





TOMMY: Help me.





DEBRA: Hang tight.   Your going to be alright Tommy.





MAN: He’s not going to live.





Lonnie punches the man in the back of the neck, shutting him up.





LONNIE: Don’t talk unless spoken too.





MAN: Fuck you.





Debra moves away from the cupboard and walks over to the man, kicking him in the face.





DEBRA: That was for Tommy.





MAN: I should be the one hitting you, bitch.   What are you doing in my house.  Why have you returned?





DEBRA: I’ll be asking the questions.   Not you.





MAN: Go ahead.  It wont save your friend.





DEBRA: Who the hell are you.





MAN: You know who I am.





DEBRA: Apparently I don’t.





MAN: Then why are you In my house?   Why did he send you?





DEBRA: Who’s he?





MAN: Give me a break.  Don’t act like you don’t know.





DEBRA: I don’t.





MAN: Don’t play stupid.  You people have been haunting me for the last year.





DEBRA: I don’t know what your talking about.  I came here because you sent me a package.





MAN: What package?





DEBRA: A package containing a tape.  A tape from Halloween night. 





MAN: I don’t understand.





DEBRA: Look asshole.  I came a long way and I want to know the truth.   Now talk.   Who are you?





MAN: I’ll tell you if you your friend gets off me.





The man motions to Lonnie, who’s still holding him to the ground.





LONNIE: I’ll get off you.  But only if you talk.





The man nods.   Lonnie slowly gets off of him and back’s away.





The man sits up and rubs at his broken nose, inspecting the wound. 





MAN: My name is Erick Hanson.   Obviously, your on the lower end of the cults pecking order if you don’t know that by now.





DEBRA: Cult?  Who do you think we are?





MAN: You’re the cult.   The cult that worships the devil himself.   You belong to the cult that worships Michael Myers.





DEBRA: And that’s why you shot Tommy?





MAN: Exactly. Those cult weirdo’s are always hiding in my house somewhere.  They watch me.





DEBRA: Sir, I can ashore you, we belong to no cult.  My names Debra Loomis.   My friend that tackled you is Lonnie Elamb and the man that you shot is Tommy Doyle.   The three of us are trying to track down Michael Myers...so we can kill him. In fact, were here because we received a video tape from this address.





MAN: Oh no.  Not again.





DEBRA: What?





MAN: They want you hear.   





DEBRA: The Cult?





MAN: Yes.  They use my address to lure people here.   To get them out of the way.





DEBRA: How long has this been happening?





MAN: Ever since I moved here 7 months ago. I’m a writer.   I moved out here to write a book about Michael Myers and his murders.   The reason I chose this house is because Mike himself killed somebody within these very walls.  It was the Halloween before last.   A fisherman by the name of Smith was found stabbed to death.   Ever since then, weird stuff has been going on here.  I’ve been visited by these hooded men.   They use my address to lure people here.  





DEBRA: But why?  Why would they lure us here?





MAN: My only guess is that they needed you out of the way.  Out of the way so they could commit some type of crime or mischief.





LONNIE: What about the tape? How did they get it?  It was supposed to be destroyed.  





MAN: I don’t know.  They have there ways.  





DEBRA: But it’s impossible.





MAN: Nothing’s impossible.  Now look, you have to get out of here as fast as you can.   Get your friend to the hospital and leave this area, before it’s too late.    They walk tonight.  Nobody’s safe...........nobody.





CUT TO:





EXT.HADDONFEILD MEMORIAL HOSPITAL- SUNRISE





A golden sun rises over the Haddonfeild Memorial Hospital.  





Debra sits on a bench outside the main gates.   Her face is nervous.  She holds a cup of coffee in her shaky hands.





Lonnie walks over and sits down beside her.  Putting his arm around her.  Trying to calm her down.





DEBRA: What did the doctors say?





LONNIE: He might be out by tomorrow night.  Only one of the bullets penetrated. Luckily for him, it didn’t hit any major organs.   The other bullet only grazed him.





DEBRA: Thank god.  I don’t know what I’d do if Tommy was gone.





LONNIE: Me neither.  I may give the little shit a hard time but the truth is that I love the guy.  He’s saved my ass before and I’d throw myself in front of a bullet for him.





DEBRA: That’s the most sincere thing I’ve ever heard you say.





LONNIE: That’s because it’s the most sincere thing I’ve ever said.  Even Lonnie Elamb can have a serious side.





DEBRA: I guess he can.





Lonnie smiles at Debra.  She manages to half-smile back.  





Lonnie notices something’s not right.





LONNIE: What’s wrong?





DEBRA: I’m still thinking about that man and the cult.   Why would they want us out of the way tonight?  What did they do?





LONNIE: Who knows.  Quite frankly, I hope I never find out either.





DEBRA: Me too.  Some things are left better to the imagination.





Lonnie nods.   Debra takes a sip from her coffee and stands up.





DEBRA: I’m going to Tommy’s place.  Brock needs to know what happened. I’ll see you around Lonnie.





LONNIE: Later Debra.  Take care.





Debra nods and walks off.  Lonnie watches her go, wishing that things turn out for the best. For everyone.





CUT TO-





INT.TOMMY’S ROOM- MORNING





The bedroom door is wide open.   Debra walks out of the hallway and into the room.





DEBRA: Brock?





Debra looks around the room.   Brock is laying face down on his bed.  Obviously sleeping.





Debra goes over to Brock’s bed and shakes him.   Trying to wake him up.





DEBRA: Brock.  Wake up.  Wake up.





Brock shows no response.  He’s in a deep sleep.





Debra sighs 





DEBRA: Come on Brock. Rise and Shine.





Debra grabs Brock by the shoulder and turns him around, revealing that HIS THROAT IS SLASHED.  Dry blood covers the entire bed and his entire body.





His eyes are wide open, in one last horrific stare.





Debra stumbles back, startled at the sight.   Her eyes widen in fright and she lets out a bellowing SCREAM that can be heard throughout the neighborhood.





SMASH CUT TO BLACK-





LEGEND:                





TO BE CONTINUED...





Fade out.
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