Halloween: The Series


Episode 4.13: Damage Control, Part 1

“It has become appallingly obvious that our technology has exceeded our humanity.”

–Albert Einstein

We open on a courtroom.  Sunlight is streaming through the windows onto the congregation, a rather small assembly of townspeople.  Plenty of empty seats.  Near the back we find Debra Loomis, fumbling nervously with her car keys.  She checks her watch, scans the room, checks it again.


Somebody closes his hand over her own.  Lonnie leans over and whispers something into Debra’s ear.  She smiles.
DEBRA

Thanks for coming, I wouldn’t have made it here without you.  These court appearances always freak me out for some reason.

LONNIE

You’ll do great.  Just be yourself.


Debra tenses up as the defense, ARTHUR MURDOCK, enters the courtroom in handcuffs and an orange jumpsuit.  Murdock is unassuming but effectively creepy, a cross between Charles Manson and Norman Bates.  The bailiff seats him next to his attorney, a sleazy-looking fat guy named FRANK WHITHELM.  The court officials share some inaudible exchanges as Debra squeezes Lonnie’s hand tighter.

LONNIE

Don’t worry about him, all right?  We’ve faced much worse.

DEBRA

I know.  But there’s something about him…

(waits a beat)

He always seemed so empty in the evaluation meetings, like a shell of a person.  Nothing left inside…

LONNIE

Be careful.  You’re starting to sound like your uncle.


Debra smiles proudly and looks forward.  Her expression fades as she catches Murdock glaring at her.  He’s hunched over the back of his chair, tapping his handcuffs against the wood.  Wetting his lips with a threatening grin.

WHITHELM

Arthur?  Arthur, are you listening?


Murdock grunts in the affirmative and turns around.

WHITHELM

Stalking your therapist won’t do you any favors, all right?  She has the power to either get you parole or lock you away for another ten years.


He takes out a hankerchief, wiping the sweat from his forehead.  The parole board – a chairwoman and two male associates – enter at the front of the courtroom and take their seats.  The chairwoman stands in the middle.


Debra shifts uncomfortably in her seat, keeping an eye on Murdock.  Lonnie offers a reassuring smile as the session begins.

CHAIRWOMAN

The meeting is called to order.  We’re here today to review a request for parole by Arthur B. Murdock, currently serving a life sentence at the Country Manor psychiatric institution for homicide.  Is this correct?

WHITHELM

Unpremeditated homicide, ma’am.  My client was deemed legally insane and is currently undergoing treatment.

CHAIRWOMAN

Fair enough, counselor.  May we proceed?


Whithelm nods, loudly shuffling through some muddled paperwork – we get the impression that he might not be the best lawyer around.  Murdock looks annoyed.  One of the board member associates stands.

ASSOCIATE

The state calls Dr. Debra Loomis to give her testimony.  It should be noted that Dr. Loomis has been the primary caregiver for the patient.


Debra makes her way to the stand.  She is dressed professionally in a dark suit, hair pulled back.  She nervously clears her throat.

CHAIRWOMAN

Dr. Loomis, how long have you been treating Mr. Murdock at your facility?

DEBRA

Over two years.  After his former psychiatrist retired.  I was assigned his case file due to my experience with his type.

CHAIRWOMAN

In your meetings with Mr. Murdock, how would you describe his manner?

DEBRA

He was an ideal patient in many ways.  Generally respectful, very smart.


She glances at Murdock, losing her thoughts for a moment.  Debra turns back to the board members.

DEBRA

But he was diagnosed with a severe form of schizophrenia, which we believe brought on insanity and the will to commit murder.

CHAIRWOMAN

And you have administered medication for his disorder?

DEBRA

That’s right.  Unfortunately no cure has been found for schizophrenia.


Murdock waits in silence at his table, glaring at Debra across the room without blinking.  His fingernails tremble as they grind into the woodgrain.  They start to bleed but Murdock doesn’t appear to notice or care.

DEBRA

Arthur has remained prone to violent behavior at times, often dangerous.  We couldn’t trust him without restraints.

CHAIRWOMAN

And how do you find Mr. Murdock now?


Debra appears hesitant.  Murdock is clearly seeing red as his whole body shakes uncontrollably.

DEBRA

While he has made incredible strides in his treatment, it is my opinion that he remains at Country Manor.

CHAIRWOMAN

Thank you, Dr. Loomis.  You may take your seat while the board deliberates.


Debra obeys and rejoins Lonnie in the audience.  She watches the parole board closely, already knowing the result.  The chairwoman stands.

CHAIRWOMAN

The board has declined Mr. Murdock’s request.  Meeting adjourned.


The congregation begins to leave the courtroom.  Whithelm quickly collects his belongings at the defense table.  Murdock grabs his arm roughly.  His face is completely filled with rage.

MURDOCK

What the hell just happened?

WHITHELM

I didn’t make any promises, Arthur.  Now if you’ll excuse me I have another case to work.


Without warning Murdock lunges at Whithelm, mouth opened wide and teeth bared like fangs.  His lawyer screams as Murdock tears into the fatty flesh of his throat.  Blood gushes everywhere – all over the table, the floor, Murdock’s orange jumpsuit – the courtroom erupts into a panic.


Debra and Lonnie watch from the back of the room as the bailiff wrestles Murdock away from his attorney, but the damage has already been done.  Whithelm staggers backward holding his neck.  A good portion of his face is torn to shreds.  Blood runs down Murdock’s mouth and all over the courtroom floor as they drag him away.  His eyes lock onto Debra.  He grins as we cut to a dark corridor of Country Manor.  Words appear onscreen:
“July 1993.  One Year Later.”


Debra appears, looking rather weary these days, marking her clipboard as she passes by each of the cells.  She stops at one door and peers in through the observation window.  From her point of view we scan the cell – low lights, padded, its occupant hunched over in the corner.  Mumbling to himself.

DEBRA

Arthur?  You doing all right?


The whispering stops abruptly.  No response.

DEBRA

How are you feeling today?  Are you still having nightmares of the man in the mask?  The one you say visits you?


Still no answer.  Debra turns to leave as Murdock suddenly charges the door.  He presses his face hard against the glass.  From what we can see he appears unshaven, his hair wildly disheveled, a wide and empty gaze.  In other words, fairly insane.

MURDOCK

Come to watch me rot away in here, Dr. Loomis?  Come to laugh?

DEBRA

I want to help you, Arthur.

MURDOCK

You’re lying.  Nobody can help me now.  I’m a corpse.


Debra takes a step closer, more determined.

DEBRA

That’s not true.  There are ways to help you adapt to living at Country Manor.  For many patients it doesn’t seem like an institution at all.

MURDOCK

Is that what they tell you to say?  To give the poor bastards wasting away in here a reason to live?

DEBRA

No.  I believe it.


Murdock suddenly laughs savagely, his face filling the window.  He stares into Debra’s eyes.  She doesn’t move.

MURDOCK

You better fucking pray I never get out of here, Dr. Loomis.  Who knows what kind of things a raving psychopath like me might do?

DEBRA

Good night, Arthur.

She starts off down the hallway.

MURDOCK

You better pray, Dr. Loomis!  We are all judged sooner or later!


We stay with Debra as she abandons Murdock and his screams, the cell fading away behind her.  She pushes through a doorway and enters the next corridor.  Looking troubled, Debra stops and falls against the wall.  She glances at her clipboard, drops it on the floor.  The Halloween Theme begins to play.

HALLOWEEN: the series

The music becomes a far more rock and roll version of the theme as images from previous seasons flash up.  The cast is named as…

Paul Rudd as TOMMY DOYLE

Carrie-Anne Moss as DEBRA LOOMIS

Johnny Depp as LONNIE ELAMB

Rebecca Gayheart as HELEN JACOBS

with

Colin Baker as ADAM TRAVERS


We open inside a trendy-looking clothing store, meandering through all the shoppers as pop music plays in the background.  We find Helen standing outside the changing rooms with a load of clothes.  Sighs, folds her arms.  She’s been waiting for awhile.  Knocks on one of the doors.

HELEN

How’s it going in there?


No answer.  She starts to knock again as the door creaks open.  Lonnie steps out, looking cynical, in some very different duds than his usual.  Helen smiles.

HELEN

Well look at you.

LONNIE

I know.  I should kick my own ass for wearing these.

HELEN

Don’t be ridiculous, you look great.

LONNIE

I look like a yuppie.


Helen laughs and brushes off his shirt, making some adjustments.

HELEN

You are many things, Lonnie, but a yuppie is definitely not one of them.


Lonnie checks his watch.

LONNIE

I’m running late.  Think they’ll let me wear them out?

HELEN

As long as we pay for them…


They head toward the cash registers as we cut to the storefront minutes later.  Lonnie and Helen emerge carrying bags.  Lonnie sees his reflection in the window and stops, mussing his hair around.

HELEN

You seem kind of nervous about tonight.

LONNIE

Not really.  I’m just still trying to get back into the swing of things.  The dating world can be fierce, you know.

HELEN

That I do.  This whole Garry-Sue-Josh situation has been a huge juggling act.

LONNIE

It was bound to happen sooner or later.

HELEN

I guess so…maybe some apocalyptic evil will come along to put things into perspective…


A security alarm suddenly begins blaring behind them.  Lonnie turns around, right into the path of a man running from the computer store.  We can see a small but expensive piece of merchandise under his arm.  The burglar rushes out into the street, dodging traffic as he crosses.  Lonnie glances at Helen.

HELEN

Be careful, all right?  If that shirt gets stained you’re dead.


Lonnie takes off into the street, weaving through all the cars now stopped in their tracks.  From his point of view we can see the thief gaining momentum ahead.  He makes an abrupt turn and disappears down an alleyway.  Lonnie reaches it seconds later.  Nobody in sight.

The thief suddenly comes out from behind a pile of crates.  He swings a wooden board embedded with nails at Lonnie’s head, who dodges and elbows the guy in the jaw.  The stolen merchandise flies out of his jacket, breaking into two pieces on impact.  He grabs the larger one and stuffs it away as Lonnie throws a punch.  The thief stumbles backward, lands hard.  He reaches for the nail board again as Lonnie approaches.  He swings it again, this time connecting with Lonnie’s leg.


Lonnie yells in pain, dropping to his knees.  The thief sees his opportunity and takes off down the alleyway.  Helen arrives, goes to help Lonnie.  Blood is beginning to soak through his pants.
LONNIE

It’s okay.  He just grazed me.

HELEN

Says the guy with a nail sticking halfway out of his leg.  We should get you to the hospital.

LONNIE

I’ll live…


Something on the ground catches his eye.  The broken mechanism piece.  Lonnie picks it up and examines it as we cut to Country Manor the same night.  The employee lounge to be exact.  BECKY BATEMAN, mousy but cute, is working on a crossword puzzle at the table.  She looks up as Debra enters with a male attendant, clearing hitting on her.  His nametag tells us he’s ROSS HUNTER.
ROSS

So you’re spending the holidays at work?

DEBRA

Actually I was just checking out.  Meeting a friend for dinner.

ROSS

A friend?  Like a date?  Because I heard you weren’t seeing that guy anymore…


Debra shoots Becky a quick glance, who shrugs apologetically and goes back to her crossword.  Ross pours his crush some coffee.

DEBRA

Well technically I guess I fit into the single category…it’s just…

ROSS

What?  I’m not your type?

DEBRA

No type.  I’m just not looking for any relationships right now.  Being pursued by an active serial killer makes me nervous about dating, you know?

ROSS

Serial killer…right…


Debra sips her coffee and nods, completely not kidding.  Ross is freaked.  He waves off to some imaginary destination.

ROSS

Sorry…I forgot to do something…somewhere…not here…

DEBRA

All right.  See you around.


Ross quickly disappears through the exit.  Debra watches him go and sighs, collapsing into a chair at the table.  Becky is still focusing hard on the crossword puzzle in front of her.

BECKY

You do realize you’re scaring away all the single guys I send your way, right?

DEBRA

That’s the plan.

BECKY

What?  Living in fear?  Wondering if every random person you see on the street is the Pale Horse?

DEBRA

I don’t know.  Things with Lonnie were just different that way.  He made me feel safe, you know?

BECKY

Sure.  Cue the violins.

DEBRA

I’m being serious.  We went through stuff together that nobody else can understand.

BECKY

Whatever…have you ever considered becoming a lesbian…?

Debra sighs and drinks her coffee as we cut away to Angela Ryder, standing slumped over with an outstretched microphone in her hand, looking bored as hell.  Tommy is beside her playing cameraman.  The interviewee is a toothless backwoods yokel wearing overalls and gnawing on cotton candy.  Behind him we can see carnival rides and tons of holiday festivities.

YOKEL

We’ve never missed the Fourth of July fair, Marjorie and I, not in fifteen years.  Not ever going to neither.  I’ll bet my bottom dollar on that.


Angela turns to face the camera with an exaggerated smile.

ANGELA

Well you heard it right from the source, folks.  Haddonfield is northern Illinois’s premiere destination for summer fun.

TOMMY

And cut.  That’s a wrap.


Angela drops her microphone and phony grin.  She thanks the yokel for his time and heads for the nearest exit.  Tommy follows, fumbling with the camera equipment on the way.

TOMMY

That was…good…

ANGELA

You don’t have to stroke my ego, Tommy.  I know my career isn’t exactly the stuff of dreams.

TOMMY

Not necessarily.  It has its moments.

ANGELA

Which usually coincide with human bloodshed and carnage.  Even my own mother is scared of me.

(waits a beat)

By the way, how’s your friend?

TOMMY

Debra?  She’s doing all right, I guess.

ANGELA

Perish the thought, but another Pale Horse appearance would really boost the station’s ratings.

TOMMY

I’m going to pretend you didn’t say that.


They reach the television van and climb inside, slamming the door shut behind them.  Angela flips several switches.  All the tiny monitors on the wall behind her turn on.  They are programmed to several news broadcasts.  Angela hits a button and one of them enlarges to fill the four center monitors.  The woman onscreen is PENNY BRUMMEL, an anchor for a rival channel, who appears to be on location at Country Manor.  She is questioning a stern-looking older man with a silver crew cut.

PENNY

I’m here with Dwight Chandler, head of security at the Country Manor psychiatric institution.  Thank you for having us, Mr. Chandler.

CHANDLER

Of course.  The pleasure is all mine.


He takes and kisses Penny’s hand, followed by heavy girlish laughter.  Angela scoffs as Penny blushes into the camera.  She looks disgusted.

ANGELA

What a nympho.

TOMMY

Hold on a minute.  I’m picking up some awfully strong jealousy vibes here.

ANGELA

Please.  That woman is the definition of unethical reporting.  She’s a hack.

TOMMY

So what is she doing interviewing the head of security at Country Manor?


Angela flashes him a warning glare and turns up the volume.  Onscreen we see DWIGHT CHANDLER leading Penny into the institution’s security headquarters.  The place has clearly undergone some changes, teeming with all kinds of high-tech equipment and brand new surveillance monitors.

CHANDLER

Right here is the bread and butter of Country Manor’s new security system.  Completely state of the art and the first of its kind.

PENNY

How exactly is this new system an improvement over the old one?

CHANDLER

Well instead of having a labor-intensive security program prone to human error, with rusty keys and locks and all that nonsense, our new system is almost completely reliant on computers.

PENNY

But isn’t that dangerous?

CHANDLER

Hardly.  Let me demonstrate.


The camera focuses on a tiny device in the palm of his hand.  It seems barely capable of any purpose, simply a box with a few wires attached.

CHANDLER

What I’m holding is actually a camera.  We have these installed all over the complex, hidden to both patients and staff.

PENNY

Why both?

CHANDLER

Our system is based on the idea of a panopticon, which was first conceptualized as a prison where inmates could be observed at all times.

PENNY

Without the knowledge of whether or not they were actually being watched, correct?

CHANDLER

Precisely.  The new system trains patients and staff alike to act accordingly at all times.  It promotes obedience and compliance without force.  And that’s not all.


He moves on to another computer station, equipped with countless flashing buttons and switches.  In the van Tommy looks on with fascination.  It appears the institution’s entire security program has been remodeled.

CHANDLER

The facility has been outfitted with several other new technologies – automated locks on cell doors, special identification access codes for employees, computers that monitor suspicious movement and measure body heat.  We know the moment any person enters or exits.

PENNY

I understand the building even has a lockdown option.

CHANDLER

That’s right.  Essentially it means there is no chance for patients to escape, and given the number of dangerous tenants, that is an obvious plus.


Angela turns the monitors off, scribbling in her notepad.  Tommy stares at the blank screens for a moment before looking over her shoulder.

ANGELA

Unbelievable.  They’re probably using taxpayers’ money to finance turning that place into the next Alcatraz.

TOMMY

I thought it sounded pretty impressive.

ANGELA

From the outside.  But what about the people that have the work and live there?  Never knowing when you’re being watched?  It’s creepy.

TOMMY

I wonder what Debra thinks…

He lowers his gaze to the camera in his hands as we cut away to a moderately upscale restaurant in town, finding Adam waiting at a table by himself.  He rises to greet Debra as she approaches.  Still wearing her work clothes.
DEBRA

Sorry for being late.  We had a staff meeting about the new security system.

ADAM

I heard.  What happened to the old system?

DEBRA

Apparently it’s obsolete.  According to Dwight Chandler anyway.

ADAM

That man on the news?  I thought he came across rather arrogantly.  Going on and on about being all-knowing and omnipresent.

DEBRA

He definitely likes sitting in the big boy chair…

(waits a beat)

I’m going for a drink.  You want anything?

ADAM

Got one, thanks.


Debra nods and stands.  She weaves through the tables toward the bar, ordering a drink from the bartender.  She scans the restaurant while she waits.  The man at the stool beside her turns around – none other than Lonnie Elamb.  Debra doesn’t notice him.  He watches her for a second.

LONNIE

Looking for someone?


Debra groans, not bothering to glance in his direction.

DEBRA

All the restaurants in Haddonfield and he shows up at this one…

LONNIE

Good to see you too, Debra.  What are you doing here by yourself?  Trying to pick up some unlucky young gentleman?

DEBRA

None of your business.


An attractive redhead looking about Debra’s age approaches, glancing first at Lonnie then to Debra.

LONNIE

Charlie, this is Debra Loomis.  An old friend.

CHARLIE

Nice to meet you.


Debra nods and offers a handshake, somewhat intimidated by her appearance.  Both of them are dressed formally.  Clearly on a date.  Lonnie clears his throat.

LONNIE

Charlie works at Haddonfield Memorial.  She’s a coroner.

DEBRA

You must stay pretty busy.

LONNIE

That’s actually how we met.  When we were helping Robbie Redman out with those missing HU students.

DEBRA

Oh, right.  We were still dating, weren’t we?


Charlie turns to Lonnie, who shifts uncomfortably.  Still seated at the table in the background, Adam glances up from his menu.  He assesses the situation with a worried look on his face.

CHARLIE

You guys dated?

LONNIE

Sorry.  I thought I mentioned that part.

DEBRA

Don’t worry, nothing special.  Lonnie prefers to move around a lot, you know?  Gets bored easily.


Nobody says a word.

CHARLIE

I’m going to use the restroom…I realize I was just there, but I have this thing with awkward situations…


Lonnie glares at Debra silently until Charlie is out of earshot.  She just smiles innocently, scanning the restaurant.

LONNIE

What the hell are you doing?

DEBRA

Waiting for my drink.

LONNIE

You know what I mean.  Your whole jealous ex-girlfriend bit?  Really not amusing.


Debra takes her drink from the bartender and knocks it back.  She signals for another and turns to Lonnie.

DEBRA

What are you talking about?

LONNIE

You just sabotaged my date!  My really hot date!

DEBRA

Calm down.  I was just making conversation.  Work has been horrible lately.

LONNIE

Great.  Watch me not give a damn.

DEBRA

Have you ever?

LONNIE

That’s cute, Debra.  You know, how you always manage to cover up your insecurities by acting like a frigid bitch.

DEBRA

Who said I was acting?


They stare each other down.  Adam intervenes.

ADAM

Perhaps we should find another restaurant.

DEBRA

Of course, what was I thinking!  Lonnie always brings dates to this restaurant when he’s trying to get laid.


Several people in the restaurant look in their direction as Adam starts pulling Debra toward the door.

LONNIE

Dr. Debra Loomis, ladies and gentlemen.  Local psychiatrist, believe it or not.


He guzzles the rest of his drink and slams it down on the counter as we cut to the restaurant’s exterior.  Debra lets out a groan, still fuming.  Adam takes her by the shoulders to calm her.

ADAM

You shouldn’t let him upset you.

DEBRA

He wasn’t…I’m doing it to myself…


She looks through the restaurant’s front windows where we can see Lonnie flirting blatantly with the redhead.

DEBRA

Seeing him in there…with someone…

(waits a beat)

It’s really over, isn’t it?

She looks into Adam’s eyes, knows his answer.  They walk down the street together as we cut to Gertrude Moritz’s residence.  Colin and his aunt are eating dinner in silence at the kitchen table.  Colin paws at the plate in front of him.  Some kind of inedible sludge.  Gertrude looks annoyed.

GERTRUDE

Stop fiddling and eat.

COLIN

I’m not hungry.

GERTRUDE

Of course you’re hungry.  Look at yourself, nothing but skin and bones.  I always told your parents you were too skinny.


She shoves a forkful of the sludge into her gaping mouth.  Colin stares down at his plate.

GERTRUDE

That’s why the other kids always pushed you around.  Too weak to stand up for yourself.  Let them trample all over you.

COLIN

Can I be excused?

GERTRUDE

After you do the dishes.  Your parents had that beautiful new dishwasher and you just had to wreck that too.  Everything in that house…


Colin carries the plates to the sink and starts washing them.  We can hear an engine pull into the driveway outside, followed by impatient honking.  Gertrude heaves the last of her dinner into her mouth and grabs her purse.

COLIN

Who is that?

GERTRUDE

Bingo night, remember?  Now listen, no snacks, no television, no friends over.  Especially girls.  And do your homework.

COLIN

It’s summer, Aunt Gertrude.

GERTRUDE

Whatever.  Just make yourself useful for once, all right?


She hurries out the door, slamming it behind her.  Colin stands at the sink for a moment with a plate in his hand.  Listens for the engine.  She’s gone.  Colin gently sets the dish back with the others and heads for the basement door.  We cut to him walking down the creaky staircase.  He scans the cellar.  Lots of cardboard boxes and Gertrude’s forgotten junk strewn everywhere.  Colin turns on the lights, startled to see a figure standing in the middle of the room.  We recognize him as the thief Lonnie was chasing.  His name is EDDIE.  He raises the stolen merchandise for Colin to see.

EDDIE

Got the goods, now where’s my money?


Colin fumbles awkwardly through his pockets, taking out a bunch of crumpled bills.  They make the exchange.  Colin’s smile fades as he looks at the mechanism.

COLIN

It’s broken…what happened…?

EDDIE

Some guy was chasing me.  I dropped it.  Can’t you fix it or something?

COLIN

There’s too much damage.  The thing is useless now.

(waits a beat)

I want my money back.

EDDIE

Sorry.  No refunds.


He heads for the basement window but Colin grabs his shoulder.  Bad move.  Eddie spins around and punches him square in the jaw.  Colin lands hard on the concrete floor, blood trickling from his nose.  Eddie chuckles.

EDDIE

Wake up to reality, kid.  People like you don’t make the rules.  It’s the way of the world.


He goes for the window again.  Colin watches him, silent rage building in his features.  His fingers wrap around a hammer in the nearby toolbox.  He stands.

COLIN

Hey, Eddie.  You’re right.


As Eddie turns around the hammer connects with the side of his head.  We hear a piercing crack.  He collapses to the floor.  Colin looks at the hammer, then the body.  A pool of blood is slowly spreading across the floor.

COLIN

People like me don’t make the rules.  We break them.


He drops the hammer as music ascends over the scene and we cut to Stomping Grounds, a bohemian-style coffeehouse that appears to serve as a hangout for local college kids.  A grungy band with a long-haired lead singer is playing the stage.  In the crowd we find Helen and Josh Jamison watching the show from a lounge area.  Helen looks around, glancing at Josh from time to time.  Joe Thomas rocks out in the background with some other kids.

HELEN

So these guys are incredible, aren’t they?

JOSH

Yeah…they’re great…

HELEN

Your enthusiasm is overwhelming, Josh.  All that vigorous sitting and staring and not talking must be a big strain.


Josh offers a weak smile.

JOSH

Sorry.  I shouldn’t have come.  I’m killing the festive mood.

HELEN

No, it’s all right.  I’m glad you decided to get out of the house for awhile.

JOSH

I had to.  It seems like everything there makes me think about Sue.  Television shows we watched, songs on the radio.  I can still smell her perfume on my clothes.

HELEN

Give it time.  Things will get easier.


She watches the band play, music swelling again as we cut away to see Debra at her house.  She pours the remains of a wine bottle into her glass, spilling some of it on the kitchen counter.  Heavily plastered.  Adam sleeps in a nearby chair with an opened book on his chest.  We cut to Colin dragging the thief’s body up the basement staircase.  He collapses from the weight, hands trembling, covered in blood.  He starts again as we cut to Lonnie and Charlie walking up to his house.  They begin kissing and disappear inside.  Next we see Tommy on the floor of the boarding house, sorting through dozens of newspaper articles about the Pale Horse murders.  Finally we cut to see Murdock cowering in his cell at Country Manor.


The music fades away.  Murdock raises his head at the sound of approaching footsteps.  They stop in front of the door.  A photograph is shoved under the doorway.  Murdock takes it, turns it over.  A picture of Debra.  He looks at the faceless figure in the doorway.  The Pale Horse’s white mask appears.  The sad expression is especially haunting under the light.

MURDOCK

They all come to watch me rot away.  To laugh.  But not you.  You never laugh…


The mask only stares back as we cut to Lonnie’s house the next morning.  Sunlight streams through the open windows onto the body in bed.  Lonnie rolls over, squints from the brightness and looks around.  He watches Charlie enter from the balcony with a coffee mug in her hands.

CHARLIE

Did I wake you?

LONNIE

No…I always get up around…


Grabbing his watch from the bedside table.

LONNIE

…eight o’clock in the morning…which until now I didn’t know existed.  Is that my robe?


Charlie laughs and nods, joining him in bed again.  Lonnie pulls himself up against the headboard.

CHARLIE

Sorry, I had nothing else to wear.

LONNIE

It actually looks better on you.  Although my bedroom, as you know, has a strict “no clothing” policy.

CHARLIE

I’ll have to remember that.  How’s the leg?

LONNIE

Not bad, considering.  Doesn’t even register on my worst injuries list.

CHARLIE

Yeah?  Like what?


Lonnie shifts uncomfortably, thinking hard for a lie.

LONNIE

Nothing interesting…mostly just stuff from when I was younger…broken arms and legs and whatnot…

CHARLIE

Any of those battle scars from your ex-girlfriend?  Debra, was it?

LONNIE

Only the emotional kind.

CHARLIE

Let me guess, she broke your heart.  Cheated with another guy?

LONNIE

Something like that.  It was complicated.

CHARLIE

It always is.  I dated one guy for eight months, totally fell head over heels in love.  Then I found out he was married.

(waits a beat)

You’re not married, are you…?

LONNIE

No.  Not really the marrying type.

CHARLIE

Who knows.  Maybe you just haven’t found the right girl yet.


She smiles and kisses him, heading into the bathroom.  We hear the muffled sound of the shower as Lonnie pulls on some sweatpants and climbs out of bed.  He goes out to the balcony, breathes in the fresh air.  Behind him Debra emerges, wrapping her arms around his chest.  She rests her head against his shoulder and leans toward him with a haunting whisper.

DEBRA

Santa…what’s the magic secret…

LONNIE

I love you…


He turns around.  Nobody there but himself.  Lonnie frowns and looks out at the neighborhood as we cut to downtown Haddonfield.  Helen rides down the sidewalk on her bicycle, taking fleeting glances at all the holiday festivities.  She stops and watches two young men on ladders hanging a giant banner between each side of the street.  One of them is Josh.

HELEN

How’s it going, Josh?

JOSH

You know, just doing my part to spread some patriotic holiday cheer.  You headed somewhere?


He steps down from the ladder as Helen pulls away her shirt collar, revealing a bathing suit underneath.  Joe approaches from across the street.

JOE

What do we have here?  Showing off the goods, Helen?


Helen’s face goes red.  She crosses her arms over her chest.

HELEN

I was just telling Josh about our plans to go down to Finn’s Quarry.

JOE

Well, the more the merrier.  How about it, Josh?  

JOSH

But I don’t have my suit.


JOE

So?  Me neither…


She smirks as we cut away to the Moritz residence.  Colin is passed out on his bed.  His eyes open to pounding on the door.  Aunt Gertrude suddenly storms in, face red with full-blown rage.  She jostles Colin awake.

GERTRUDE

Wake up, open your eyes!  I should skin you alive, you greasy parasite, so help me God.

COLIN

What?  What did I do?


Gertrude groans and hauls him upright, pointing into the hallway beyond the bedroom door.  A path of muddy footprints streaks the carpet.  Colin’s eyes follow the trail directly onto the bed.  His clothes and the sheets are completely covered in dry sludge.

GERTRUDE

You left the house last night.  Where did you go?


We see sudden flashes of the previous night.  Colin dragging the thief’s body up the basement stairs.  Out to his aunt’s rusty car in the garage.  Stuffing it into the trunk.  Driving off somewhere.  Frantic.

COLIN

I…I don’t know…

GERTRUDE

You’re lying.  And you won’t step outside this house until you come clean, you hear me?

COLIN

Yes, Aunt Gertrude.

GERTRUDE

Now get started.  You have a lot of work to do today.


She leaves the room as we cut to a canopy of treetops, descending to the forest below.  There’s a dirt path with a crude wooden sign pointing to Finn’s Quarry.  Joe, Helen, and Josh wander into the area.  They spot the sign.

JOE

See?  Told you guys I knew where I was going.

HELEN

That was half an hour ago.  The quarry is only supposed to be ten minutes out of town.


Joe shrugs, leading them off the path.  We follow them through the forest undergrowth and into a clearing.  Beyond the clearing is a cliff, hanging twenty feet or so over the placid water.  The quarry is surrounded by trees and a small boomerang-shaped beach on the opposite shore.  The spot is deserted.

HELEN

Looks like we picked a good day.

JOE

Yeah.  Not a single annoying snot-nosed brat in sight.  We’re so lucky.
HELEN

Now we just have to find a way to the beach…there should be a path around here somewhere…

JOE

Or we could take the shortcut.


She strips off her top and shorts, tossing them onto some nearby branches.  She waits expectantly in her bra and underwear.  Helen and Josh stare back.

JOE

Come on, guys, time to live a little.


She breaks into a running start, disappearing over the cliff’s edge in a swan dive.  We hear the distant splash of the water moments later.  Helen laughs and glances at Josh, rubbing her bare arms uneasily.

HELEN

Live a little?  Isn’t fighting the forces of evil enough?

JOSH

Don’t worry about it.  You can blame me if anything goes wrong.


Helen blushes as Josh starts taking off his clothes.  She turns around and timidly undresses herself.  He notices, smiles, continues with his own.  Helen finally turns around in her bikini.  Josh is down to his boxers.  They just look at each other for a moment, then toward the cliff.

JOSH

So…are you ready…?


Helen nods, edging toward the verge of the cliff.  Screams suddenly erupt from the quarry below.  They exchange a quick glance.  Joe.  Without a second thought Josh leaps over the side.  Helen hesitates at the edge for a second, staring down at the water.  She closes her eyes, takes a breath.  Jumps.  We cut to the bottom of the quarry seconds later as Helen’s body hits and goes under.  She breaks to the surface.  Josh is already scanning the area.  On the shore Joe is waving both arms to get their attention.

JOE

Guys!  Over here!


We cut to a closer view to see her standing on the rocks, gaping down at something wedged between the rocks.  Helen and Josh approach from the background.  They shy away at the sight.  A bloated corpse, completely pale, blue veins and scratches running down his arms and legs.  The clothes are shredded like he was rolled down the hill.  His body is tangled in vines.  Josh leans closer but Joe grabs him.

JOE

Gross much.  What are you doing?

JOSH

Checking his wallet.  He’s probably got an ID.


He takes the wallet out of the body’s back pocket.  The girls crowd around on either side as he opens it and reads the driver’s license.

JOSH

Edward Miner.  Address is in Haddonfield.  Ever heard of him?


They both shrug.  Josh searches further, finds the crumpled bills.

JOSH

Well he wasn’t mugged.  There’s almost two hundred dollars here.

JOE

Maybe it was an accident.  Maybe he fell…

HELEN

We should get back to town and call the police.  Before dark.


The others agree, heading up the hill as we cut to Debra driving her car.  Through the windshield we can see Country Manor in the distance.  Storm clouds are moving in behind it, making the facility look even more unsettling than usual.  Rain starts coming down on the highway as we cut to the boarding house.  Lonnie stands at the front windows and watches lightning illuminate the neighborhood.  The house rattles with thunder.  Tommy is doing some kind of research nearby.

TOMMY

Are you going to help or just stare at the storm all night?

LONNIE

Neither.  I have a date.

TOMMY

You?  A date?  Who is the poor girl?

LONNIE

Remember the coroner hottie from Haddonfield Memorial?


Tommy thinks.  He looks confused.

TOMMY

Earl…?

LONNIE

No, you idiot.  She was a redhead, with green eyes.  Charlie Montoya.

TOMMY

Wow.  She has a first and last name.  Must be serious.

LONNIE

No amount of heckling from you or bad weather will dampen my spirits, Doyle.  The girl is amazing.  Nothing like anybody else I’ve dated before.


The phone rings in the kitchen.  Tommy goes to answer, calling back to Lonnie on the way.

TOMMY

In bed.  What you mean to say is amazing in bed, right?


He laughs and picks up the phone.  Back in the other room, Lonnie shuffles through the newspaper clippings and articles about the Pale Horse.  He stops when he sees a picture of Debra.  She is standing alone, looking on with blank eyes.  Lonnie quickly hides it among the others as Tommy enters again.  He looks troubled as we cut to Country Manor’s main lobby.  Debra hurries in from the rain with a jacket over her head.  She shakes it off and approaches the front desk where Mark McGee and security guard Chuck Beard are working on the computer.

MARK

Debra?  I thought you had the night off.

DEBRA

Forgot some things in my office.  What about you?

MARK

Damn computers lost my files.  They’ve been acting up ever since the rain started.

DEBRA

Oh…well good luck…


She glances at the computer screen before stepping into the open elevator.  The metallic doors close as we cut away to a Haddonfield television station.  Tommy, Helen, and Lonnie stand expectantly as Angela Ryder approaches with some papers.

ANGELA

Well it took some monetary persuasion but my source finally squealed.

TOMMY

What did he say?

ANGELA

Eddie Miner just happened to be one of Haddonfield’s most active criminals.  Paid criminals, actually.  He was a hired thief.

HELEN

Oh my God…

LONNIE

What?  Oh your God what?


We see sudden flashes of Helen’s memory.  The shoplifter running into her and Lonnie the previous day.  The broken mechanism piece he left behind.  The driver’s license.  A hired thief.

HELEN

I should have figured it out when I saw the license.  He’s the same guy you chased yesterday.  The one that got away.

LONNIE

Well he didn’t get too far, did he...

HELEN

I’ll bet you a thousand dollars I know who he was working for.


Tommy and Lonnie look doubtful.

TOMMY

You think Colin is responsible for this?

LONNIE

I agree with Doyle.  The kid couldn’t win a fistfight against his own grandmother if she were shit-faced on tequila.

HELEN

Well he accidentally killed his parents, didn’t he?  What makes you think he couldn’t do it again?

TOMMY

Because nobody is that unlucky…

LONNIE

Come on, Doyle, have you seen the guy?  Red hair, glasses, even the geeks reject him?  He’s like the poster child for misfortune.

HELEN

We can at least question him.  Get an alibi.

ANGELA

Shouldn’t the police handle that?

TOMMY

No.  Bringing them into it will only make it worse for Colin.  We have to be sure first.

LONNIE

Let’s check it out then.

ANGELA

Timeout.  Camera boy is coming with me to cover the body story.  If you catch the killer red-handed, be sure we’re the first to know.


Lonnie nods and takes off with Helen in one direction, Tommy and Angela in another as we cut to Country Manor.  Murdock lies in his cell, listening to the storm outside.  Whispering.  Laughing.  The lightning illuminates a grin on his face.  He slowly turns to see Debra looking in behind the observation window.

DEBRA

Good evening, Arthur.  Do you mind if we talk for a minute?

MURDOCK

I’m not going anywhere.

DEBRA

Last night, when I was leaving.  You told me that we are all judged sooner or later.

(waits a beat)

What did you mean by that?  What would I be judged for?


No answer now.  Debra presses a hand against the glass.

DEBRA

Please.  It’s important.

MURDOCK

Let me out, Dr. Loomis.  Set me free and we’ll talk about it.  I promise to be good.

DEBRA

You know that’s impossible, Arthur.  Now please tell me what you meant.

MURDOCK

Always sad…you make him so sad…

DEBRA

Who?  Who are you talking about?

MURDOCK

He says you smell like roses, Dr. Loomis…sweet red roses…


Debra’s face goes white, hands falling helplessly to her side.  She slowly backs away from the door as things begin to register in her mind.  She rushes back at the window, more resolute than ever.

DEBRA

You weren’t having nightmares.  That bastard was really here, wasn’t he?  Talk to me, Arthur.  Tell me who was here.


Murdock suddenly disappears from the bed.  Debra looks around the dark padded cell.  She can’t see anything.  Lightning brightens the room for an instant.  Still nothing.  Debra gasps as Murdock lurches into the glass with the roar of thunder.  He smiles at her, licks his lips.

MURDOCK

I like that game.  Never gets old.


He leans down and pushes several clippings facedown under the door.  They stop at Debra’s feet.  She stares at them.

MURDOCK

He brings me gifts…


Debra picks up the papers and looks at them.  In every single one an image of herself stares back.  Black and white newspaper photos, surveillance shots taken from a distance, personal pictures.  Everything.  Horror spreads over Debra’s face as we cut to the Moritz residence.  The doorbell rings.  Gertrude groans and rises from watching soap operas on the television.  She opens the door to see Helen and Lonnie standing out in the rain, getting completely soaked.  She doesn’t seem too welcoming.

HELEN

Sorry to bother you, Miss Moritz.  We’re friends of Colin.  Is he home?

GERTRUDE

He’s grounded.  He can’t have any visitors.

HELEN

Please, it’s very important.  We really need to speak with him.

GERTRUDE

No means no, darling.  Now get off my porch.


She starts to close the door but stops short, looking down to see a boot wedged in the doorway.  Lonnie grins at Gertrude.

LONNIE

Trust us, lady, we wouldn’t be here if it weren’t important.


Gertrude smiles back and suddenly slams a wooden cane into Lonnie’s foot.  He stumbles back in pain, getting the door slammed in his face.  He turns to Helen.

LONNIE

Strapping old broad, isn’t she?  Probably used to be a man.

HELEN

I wouldn’t be surprised.  Now what?

LONNIE

We’ll just have to wait for an opportunity.  She can’t keep him in there forever.


Helen sighs and follows him back to the car as we cut away to Debra’s office at Country Manor.  She’s freaked out, pacing back and forth on the phone.  We cut to see Tommy on the other line.  We can see Angela in the background with other reporters, waiting for some kind of announcement to be made.

TOMMY

All right.  Just calm down and start from the beginning.

DEBRA

Which part wasn’t clear, Tommy?  The Pale Horse has been screwing around with one of my patients!  Who knows, maybe more!

TOMMY

Are you positive?

DEBRA

Of course I am.  And who knows how long they’ve been talking.


She stops in her tracks.  Thinks of something.  Silence.

TOMMY

What’s wrong?

DEBRA

The new security system.  Chandler had it installed after the break-ins.

TOMMY

What break-ins?  I thought it was just to replace the old system.


Angela taps him on the shoulder, looking annoyed.  She signals the clock on the wall.  Tommy ignores her and moves out into the empty hallway.  We cut to Debra still on the other line.

DEBRA

That was the cover story.  About a month ago there were some reports that the facility was broken into.  Must have been the Pale Horse.

TOMMY

Could be.  At least you’re safe now.


His voice is suddenly cut off as the lights in Debra’s office flicker.  She looks at the phone in her hand, listens again.  The line is dead.  The room goes pitch black.  We cut to several other areas of Country Manor, seeing the same thing happening everywhere.  In the security headquarters Dwight Chandler is frantically flipping switches, watching helplessly as the controls methodically shut themselves down.  Pushing a cart, Ross Hunter stops in the middle of a hallway as darkness floods all around him.  Back in her office, Debra waits, holding her breath.


We hear three loud booms, sounding distant.  The building suddenly comes to life again, electricity surging through the walls.  The lights go back on.  Debra gives a relieved sigh as we cut to see Ross again, the hallway fully lit again.  He waits for a minute just to be sure, then continues on his way with the cart.  He spins around as a wicked laugh emanates through the corridor.

ROSS

Hello?  Who is that?


He keeps on.  Makes it only a few steps before the laughter starts again.  Ross turns around, looking pissed.

ROSS

All right, joker, I’ve got work to do.


He turns back, finding himself face to face with Arthur Murdock.  No walls or windows between them.  Murdock’s crazed eyes are filled with glee.  He just smiles.  Ross slowly lowers his gaze to the scalpel in Murdock’s grasp.  Murdock plunges the blade deep into Ross’s stomach, burying it.  Ross collapses forward onto the scalpel.  Very much dead.


Murdock pulls the scalpel out.  The body falls away, crashing into the cart.  Its contents go flying everywhere across the clean tile floor.  Murdock leans down over the corpse and starts cutting away.  He stops, raises his head.  Grins.


Standing motionless in the middle of the hallway is Becky Bateman, a look of sheer horror on her face.  Murdock rises to his feet as Becky turns and runs down the length of the hallway toward an open elevator.  Murdock gives chase, leaving a trail of Ross’s blood in his wake.


Becky swings into the elevator and hits the ground floor button.  The doors begin to shut as Murdock closes in, staring at Becky head on.  She screams as his bloody hand shoots through at the last second and reverses the doors.  He lunges into the elevator, pinning her against the back wall.  Becky fights back, thrashing her arms.  Murdock wraps his hand around her throat and smiles.

MURDOCK

I’ve always wondered how you taste…


He tongues the length of her neck as a hand tears open her blouse.  Becky winces, fighting off tears.  Murdock suddenly double over as she knees him in the groin.  Becky shoves him aside and punches the emergency stop button.  The elevator comes to an abrupt stop.


The doors open and Becky leaps out halfway between floors, running off down the corridor.  We cut to the security headquarters where Chandler is still manning the controls.  He turns around and suddenly crashes into Becky, her face stained with tears.
CHANDLER

Becky?  What is it?

BECKY

Something’s wrong…the system is down…


Chandler glances at the main switchboard over her shoulder.  Everything seems to be working fine.  He frowns and looks back to her.

CHANDLER

It was, you’re right, but just for a couple minutes.  Everything is back online now.

BECKY

No…he got out…maybe they all did…

CHANDLER

Who?  Who got out?

BECKY

I don’t know who goddamn it!  One of the patients!  He attacked me and…

(waits a beat)

Ross was there.  Oh God, I think he killed Ross…

CHANDLER

Impossible.  The locks are fail-safe.

BECKY

Yeah, right.  Tell that to the guy who just tried to murder me.


Chandler sighs in resignation.  He sits her down in a chair and goes back to the main switchboard.  Becky watches him, drying the tears from her eyes.

CHANDLER

All right, I’ll notify the rest of the night staff.  You just try to calm down, okay?

BECKY

But what if he’s still out there?

CHANDLER

He can’t harm you, Becky.  Nobody is getting in here without an access code.

BECKY

What code?  I didn’t use an access code…


She looks up at him, fear setting in.  Past him.  Murdock is standing right behind Chandler.  He smiles at Becky as he puts a finger to his lips, raising a scalpel in the air.  Murdock swings it down toward Chandler’s throat as we smash cut to darkness.  The Halloween Theme begins to play.
TO BE CONTINUED…
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