HALLOWEEN: The Series

Episode 5.09: Unwelcome 

FADE IN on a pretty big yet secluded village. As night falls upon this idyllic traditional Greek village, we pull down into one of the quiet, sandy streets. As a title card fades onto screen: ‘Komoku – Greece’, we pull down between several small homes, each with their lights on and curtains closed.

As we scan past one house, an elderly woman quickly shuts her door, blocking out the night. As we pan around this sandy street, we notice several people shuffling into their homes, slamming their doors shut. The sound of locks getting turned.


FADE TO the outskirts of the village, as near the edge of the last house, a small hut has been set up with two guards standing by. As they stare out into the bleak darkness outside the village, a breeze picks up, rustling through their sleek black hair and clean beige clothes.

VOICE (OS)

(Greek, subtitled)

Enjoy the shift! See you at two!

One of the two guards nods slowly, as we pan around towards a concrete path leading into the village. A slim guy in his late twenties walks slowly along the path, humming to himself as he pulls off his beige top. His guard uniform. We leave the other two guards behind, as we focus on this individual. As he walks, we pull up slowly towards his right, passing by a dark house. As the side of the house pans into view, a shadowy figure appears, sneaking through the darkness between the houses. The man turns his head, as if sensing something. Something bad. He frowns into the darkness, stopping.

MAN

(Greek, subtitled)

Hello? Anyone there?

(firmly)

It is not wise to play jokes in this village!

The man scowls into the darkness, taking a small step towards the house. In the background, we see a light appear within the guard hut, as the two guards move inside, shutting their door. Back on the man, as he rolls his eyes. It’s to late for this shit. He sighs, turning back to head on, as a shadowy figure suddenly springs into frame!

The man opens his mouth to yell in shock, but a cosh is suddenly smashed across the front of his face, shattering his nose. As blood spills down the man’s face, a gloved hand swings into view, clamping over the man’s mouth. Another cosh swings into view, smashing across the back of the man’s head, knocking him into oblivion. As we pull back, we see three dark, shadowy commando-look-a-likes standing around the man. As the mouth-covering commando slowly moves back, the other two put their coshes away. They gently help the man down onto his back, before dragging him to the side of the dark house.
COMMANDO #1

(quietly)

Hide him somewhere good. We don’t need any

liabilities.

COMMANDO #3

Got it.

We pull back, as two of the commandos dump the man down into some shrubs in front of the dark, foreboding house. An unusual sight in this village. A house with no lights at night. We notice this as we briefly do a 3600 pan.

We pan up over the village, as we see more and more of these commandos. As they use their stealth and tactics to stay hidden from human eyes, they move swiftly forwards towards the heart of the town. As we pull forwards over the village, we hear the bells of a church, whilst the commandos continue to move underneath us...

FADE TO the insides of a large, local church. A temple. As we pan around this holy place, we’re greeted with the gruesome sight of bloody and torn bodies. Robed monks lie across the floor, benches and altar, blood everywhere. On the pillars, walls, ceiling and even the ornaments at the front. As several commandos step into frame, they look around slowly, silenced PPK’s in their hands. Some with automatic guns.

As an eerie glow comes from the church’s lights, casting a pale glow of death amongst the corpses, we pull down slowly by one bloody monk who lies near the seal front wooden doors. His eyes are barely open, as we close in on his face. He stares coldly at the killers ahead, as they appear not to notice him. He mutters something under his breath… Something in English…
MONK

You’ll never find the box... I swear to God...

As we pull back slowly from the dying monk, he starts to mutter jumbled words under his breath… An incantation? A prayer to his God? Or bitterness towards his killers?

FADE TO BLACK...

-----------------------

...as the ‘Halloween Theme’ begins to play…  The title card appears reading:

HalloweeN: the series

The music becomes a far more rock and roll version of the

theme tune and various images from all seasons flash up.
The cast characters are 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

-----------------------

FADE IN on a large blue mini-van as it leaves the capital of Greece. We pan up, getting a brief shot of the large city, Athens. As the mini-van leaves behind the hustle & bustle of city life, it travels along a desert styled road, heading off somewhere secluded. We come into the mini-van, as the air con is on full blast, the blistering heat from the sun above becoming unbearable. In the front are Tommy and Debra.

Debra drives firmly, wearing a cap to cover her eyes. There’s no sun-guard above the windscreen… Whilst Tommy rubs some lotion onto his arms, he takes a brief glance ahead on the road, a slight scowl across his face... An inner darkness. We pan over towards the back seats, where first up, is Lonnie, taking up the entire middle row. He wears an unbuttoned shirt with shorts. Lying back, his shirt flipped open, trying to get anybody’s attention, he clears his throat.
DEBRA (OS)

I’m driving Lonnie. You want me to crash the mini

van just so I can steal a look at your body?

LONNIE

(smirking)

Well... Yeah. We used to stare at each other naked

quite a bit-

DEBRA

That was then. This is now. Cover yourself up.

You’re scaring Helen.

HELEN

(blushing)

No he’s not.

LONNIE

(grinning)

See. Some girls find me attractive.

Debra rolls her eyes, as Lonnie smirks smugly. Tommy, who would have normally told Lonnie what an idiot he is, keeps quiet, lowering the lotion bottle. As we move to the back, Adam with a small guide to the Greek life sits comfortably next to a heated Helen. She wears a tank top with three-quarter length shorts, burning up, whilst Adam comfortably wears his shirt & trousers. She steals a look at Adam, as he gives an interested mumble to his book.

HELEN

(slowly)

What are you doing?

ADAM

Just learning... A few phrases.

He turns to Helen, lowering the book.

ADAM

Where’s the bathroom? How much? Thank you.

Please. Hello. The usual.

Helen nods slowly, turning towards the window. She looks out to the now small city that they appear to be entering. As several cafes filter past with happy tourists sitting outside, Helen smiles slightly at the sight of civilisation.

DEBRA

So, Tommy. You care to explain why we’re heading

to a village in the middle of Greece?

Tommy nods slowly, twisting around in his seat to face the others, whilst Debra keeps her eyes on the road. She makes a turn, passing a pub.

TOMMY

(clearly)

We’re heading to Komoku. A traditional, Secluded

Greek village a few miles east of here. It’s near

some mountains and is rumoured to be the home of

the Order of Pandora.

LONNIE (OS)

Pandora? You’re taking us to the people who are

involved with all that disease and despair crap?

TOMMY

(unfazed)

The Order of Pandora are guardians. They keep a

vigilant watch over Pandora’s Box, making sure

no one gets their hands on it. For good or evil,

Pandora’s Box must never be opened. Releasing

one side also releases the other.

DEBRA

(slowly)

To keep the balance steady.

TOMMY

Exactly.

ADAM

This should be interesting. Hunting for the facts

behind a myth.

HELEN

(smirking)

And with everything we’ve seen so far… Makes

you wonder what isn’t real out there.

LONNIE

(smugly)

The Loch Ness Monster. (unsure) I think.

CUT TO a large view of a small gas station near the edge of the small town the mini-van is cutting through. As we pull down towards the empty pumps, we see the blue mini-van pulling into view, swinging round from the edge of town. As Debra parks up next to a pump, a door to a small shack opens swiftly. A large local, wearing a tank top with jeans, steps out. A broad smile spreads across his face, as he talks in sketchy English.

GAS MAN

A customer! And here I thought today would be

a bad day.


Debra steps out of the mini-van, stretching her legs slightly, as Lonnie exits from the back. Tommy also climbs out, leaving Helen and Adam inside. Lonnie turns towards the gasman, as the large man moves towards them with greedy eyes.

LONNIE

Wow. Debra. I see a new guy for you.

DEBRA

I think he saw you first.


Lonnie mimics insult, before Tommy moves past him. The gasman steps up to them, pulling up his slack jeans.

GAS MAN

Here for gas, yes?

TOMMY

And some drinks. Pretty hot out here.

GAS MAN

Uh? Yes, hot. I have drinks. Inside.


Tommy nods, before turning towards the station. We pull over towards the back of the minivan, as Debra walks around slowly towards the open side window. Adam’s face leers out, holding his small translation book, as Helen shuffles closer to him.

ADAM

You know, this has one of the best climates in the

Mediterranean. Greece is famous with the British tourists.


Debra lowers her head, smirking, as Helen leans over Adam, grabbing the book away. Shocked, Adam turns to Helen, as she plants the book onto her seat, shifting over it with her legs.

ADAM

Hey, that was-

HELEN

(quickly)

Very boring. I normally respect your great intellect,

but for today, please can we just be typical dumb

Americans?

ADAM

(brightly)

Ah, but I am not an American.

As we pull away from the squabbling duo, along with Debra standing by the side of the minivan, we come across Lonnie as he stands by the gasman, who inserts the gas pump into the side of the van.

GAS MAN

So, where are you people heading?

LONNIE

(shrugging)

I dunno. Some poko place or something.

The gasman frowns slightly, as he squeezes the trigger on the pump. He takes a small step back to look clearly at Lonnie, who buttons his shirt up slightly. Lonnie whips out some sunglasses from his shirt pocket, placing them on as the dreary heat continues to rise.

GAS MAN

Not Komoku, uh?

LONNIE

(nodding)

Yeah, that’s the place. How’d you know?

The gasman’s face drops, as he staggers forwards towards Lonnie. Lonnie frowns, backing up slightly, taken aback.

GAS MAN

You must not go there! Komoku is a dangerous

place!

We close in slowly on Lonnie’s thrown face, as he opens his mouth slowly.

LONNIE

Ah, what the hell. (giving in) Why shouldn’t we

go to Komoku?

Tommy appears in the background behind the gasman, walking slowly towards them. The gasman lowers his voice as he leans in closer to Lonnie, his breath washing over Lonnie’s face. Lonnie looks pretty repulsed.

GAS MAN

Bad things happen there. People go missing. People

like yourselves. Greedy americans-

TOMMY

(slowly)

What’s going on here?

The gasman clears his throat, turning around to face Tommy. He shakes his head, as if it was nothing. Lonnie watches the man slowly, as Tommy raises a six-pack of cola. The Greek version.

TOMMY

(suspiciously)

I’ll take these.

GAS MAN

And the gas. Let me price it up for you.

Tommy nods slowly, as the gasman walks away towards the station. Lonnie steps up to Tommy, watching the man go.

LONNIE

Something tells me that we’re going to run into

trouble.

TOMMY

What makes you say that?

LONNIE

Oh I don’t know. Possibly the whacked out gas

attendant? Or the fact that we’re always getting

into trouble. Your call.

Tommy rolls his eyes, turning away from Lonnie. We close in slowly on Lonnie’s face, as he stares narrowly ahead after the gasman.

CUT TO the large yet secluded village of Komoku. As the sun sits midway in the sky, beaming down in all its glory, happy villagers move to & fro their daily lives along the streets. Some sandy streets leading to a beautiful small lake area, with driving streets leading in & out of the village.

As the beautifully crafted homes enter frame, we pan up slowly towards the main road leading into the village, where the guard hut from earlier still stands. The two guards, having changed shifts, stand about with two rifles, bored, hot and getting moody.

Up ahead, passing out through a small woodland area, a concealment of the village, comes the gang’s blue minivan. As they draw closer, the two guards step forwards slowly into the middle of the road, one oft hem holding out their right hand to signal Debra to stop. As Debra pulls up slowly towards the guards, Lonnie’s head pokes out of the middle window.
LONNIE

What’s going on?

The first guard rolls his eyes, turning to his counter-part. He speaks through clenched, angry teeth.

GUARD #1

(Greek, subtitled)

More Americans. When will that country learn that

we do not welcome them here?

GUARD #2

(Greek, subtitled)

Act nice. They bring us money. And smile for God’s

sake.

We pull back slowly, as the guards descend upon the minivan for routine checks. As Debra opens her door, we pull way back into the village, until we can just see the van. A shoulder enters frame, wearing black. We turn slowly, as the face of wise, elderly priest comes into view. A white beard, chest length, flows from his creased, tanned face. He narrowly stares ahead at the newcomers, letting out a small grumble.

PRIEST

(quietly)

You should not be here...

CUT TO the inside of a small, bare room. With white walls & ceiling, a simple wooden door and two single beds with a small cabinet for clothes, this appears to be the living quarters for two of the gang. And which two? We pan towards the door, as it opens, revealing Helen and Debra. They walk in slowly, looking around. A small window catches Helen’s eyes, as she looks towards it slowly. From behind, Adam appears, looking around.

ADAM

This place looks pretty old. Like the setting for one

of my books. The one where the family are

relocated to Greece and the mother indulges in-

DEBRA

I think I’m gonna go check on the guys. Make sure

they’re not killing each other yet.

Debra quickly turns, as Helen turns towards Adam.

HELEN

I haven’t read this book... What’s it called?

We close in on Adam slowly.

CUT TO Tommy & Lonnie’s singular beds, as they both struggle against each other over by the window. The door opens to the basic room, as a beautiful, olive skinned, dark haired woman steps in. She looks over at the immature guys, as they try to wrestle each other.
LONNIE

It’s mine Doyle! Lighten up a little, Mr. Brood!

TOMMY

No! I need the space for my stuff! My research!

LONNIE

And I need it for my hair products! Just let me have

the damn dresser!

FEMALE

Excuse me.

The female is clearly a local, her English slightly sketchy, but pretty good. The two guys jump from fright, whipping around to face her. They both straighten up, as the girl steps forwards, her flowery dress wavering as she walks.

TOMMY

Can we help you?

FEMALE

Forgive my rudeness. I am Takata, daughter of the

priest of Komoku. I am here to welcome you to our

village.

Lonnie, staring with bulging eyes at the slim, beautiful body in the thin dress, steps forwards, offering his hand. Takata smirks, taking it and shaking it slowly.

LONNIE

I’m Lonnie Elamb. This here is my dorky,

backwards patient from a home, Tommy Doyle.

TOMMY

Hey!

TAKATA

(frowning)

Patient?

LONNIE

(nodding)

Uh huh. I’m a doctor. He’s here to tell himself that

fairies don’t exist and that his clothes aren’t

haunted. You know, the usual crap.

Takata grins slightly, as we see Debra appearing around the side of the taller Takata. Takata looks down at Debra slightly.

DEBRA

I’m sorry Takata. But if there’s anyone here who’s

insane. It’s Lonnie. He’s just out of therapy.

Lonnie gives a sarcastic ‘haha’, as Debra grins. Takata, looking pretty confused, backs towards the door.

TAKATA

I must go. The villagers are not too friendly towards

outsiders. And to those who mix with outsiders.

Enjoy your stay.

Takata smiles briefly, before turning and leaving the room. Lonnie looks slightly downhearted at the sight of a beautiful woman walking away from him. He sighs, turning to Tommy.

LONNIE

Nice going Doyle. You scared her off.

DEBRA

(sighing)

I think you did that on your own. Can’t you go for

one week without sex?

LONNIE

Do you really have to ask?

Debra gives a ‘phhhf’, turning and leaving the room. Lonnie shrugs, heading towards his suitcase as Tommy steps up to the window. He gazes out across some of the tiled rooftops of Komoku.


CUT TO the outside of the large, ancient looking church/temple, as Debra and Adam step into view. Adam holds his small translation book as he stares up at the church in awe. Debra folds her arms, bored a little.
DEBRA

We should hurry up and get this over with.

ADAM

I think we should take our time. Getting a chance to

view such culture before it vanishes is a thing we

should savour.

DEBRA

I just don’t feel comfortable out here. After stepping

out of the motel... Or whatever that place is... Things

just don’t feel right.

Adam rolls his eyes, as if Debra’s being silly. He advances forwards towards the large wooden doors, as an eerie wind picks up. Debra looks around, her eyes falling onto a space between two homes. She frowns... Did she see something?

CUT TO the inside of the clean, brightly lit church. No bodies. No blood. No sign of what happened the night before. Debra and Adam enter frame, looking up towards a large cross-situated at the end of the church, hanging from the ceiling. The benches are neatly in place, with the altar flowing from the light from a large stained glass window. Debra shivers slightly.
DEBRA

It’s weird. I’d of thought a house of god would have

comforted me.

ADAM

I’m sure it’s just like you said. It’s the village. Not

the church itself.

DEBRA

(slowly)

I don’t know. Maybe God is still angry with me for

killing someone.

Debra looks solemnly at Adam, as he sighs. He gently places his hand on Debra’s shoulder, looking deeply into her eyes.

ADAM

How many times-

DEBRA

(quickly)

I know. I was just giving you a theory of why I feel

so damn uncomfortable in here.

ADAM

Ok. It looks like there isn’t much in here. Let’s go

outside and ask some of the villagers.

Debra nods, turning her back quickly on the cross. As she moves, Adam takes one more glance about the place.

CUT TO the inside of a small, local bar. As a counter holds the spirits (not many beers), an older middle-aged woman wearing a loose top with a skirt sighs as she steps up to the small bar. She looks over at her customer. We pull over to see Lonnie grinning at her. She doesn’t smile back.
LONNIE

Gimme a Jack Daniels. Double.

The waitress nods, turning around as Takata appears by Lonnie’s side. She sits on a small stool beside Lonnie, looking at him with curiosity. Lonnie suddenly notices her, smiling happily.

LONNIE

Hey Ta...

TAKATA

Takata. Lonnie right?

LONNIE

That’s the name. And being bad is my game. What

about you? What’s your game?

TAKATA

(frowning)

I am confused.

LONNIE

Ah, forget it. Just me and my yanky mouth. Don’t

worry.

TAKATA

(slowly)

I am curious as to why you and your friends are

here. Are you on holiday?

As the waitress slams down Lonnie’s double shot, Lonnie quickly takes it, twisting his face as the burn works it way into him. He puts the glass down, breathing in deeply as he nods towards the waitress.

LONNIE

Another. (to Takata) We’re just here to look about.

Find out some stuff.

Takata raises her right eyebrow, as her voice lowers the friendly attitude. Lonnie receives his second double, taking it instantly and asking for another.

TAKATA

Have some more drinks my American friend. Then

we shall continue our talk.

Lonnie nods, shrugging it off as Takata stands. She slowly walks away, as Lonnie’s third double shot arrives. He grabs the glass, tilting his head back and taking it quickly. He gives a small burp as he lowers the glass slowly.

CUT TO the outside of the church, as we find Tommy looking about the side of the church, something catching his eye. He frowns into some dried weeds, poking his foot into it slowly. In the distance, we see a blurry figure watching. Suddenly, feet sound from behind Tommy. He gasps as he whips around. Debra jumps back.
DEBRA

Easy!

TOMMY

Sorry. Just a little edgy. (then) How’d it go?

DEBRA

Adam’s just looking about before heading back. We

asked around some homes and even at the guards

huts. No one appears to know anything about these

Monks.

The blurred figure in the background suddenly turns away, walking to the side, as Debra & Tommy continue.

TOMMY

We have to keep asking. The Monks have to be

here somewhere.

DEBRA

(slowly)

What are you looking for round here anyway?

Tommy turns back to the bush, as a golden disc catches his eye, nestled against his foot. He slowly bends down as Debra watches. Tommy grabs the golden medallion.

DEBRA

What’s that?

TOMMY

I think it’s a medallion belonging to the Order of

Pandora. It has their mark on it, see.

DEBRA

The monks were here...

TOMMY

(slowly)

They wouldn’t leave this behind.

We pull back slowly as Tommy stands up, turning over the medallion. Debra eyes it suspiciously...

CUT TO the small, bare white room, as we find Helen sitting on the edge of her bed, alone. She sighs to herself, reading a small book. Suddenly, a blast of grey light flashes around us, as Helen lets out a loud yell. She drops the book, grabbing at her head!
HELEN

What the hell?

Suddenly, Helen closes her mouth, as we see a small flash of various images flashing across her eyes, too small for us to make out. Another grey flash and it’s over, as Helen lets out a loud gasp, clutching at her chest for air. We hear the bang of a door in the background, as Helen slowly looks up towards her doorway.

TOMMY (OS)

Helen! We’re back! We found something!

HELEN

I’m in here...

Helen looks around slowly, still fazed by her vision as the door to her room flies open. Tommy moves in quickly, Debra and Adam behind him. Tommy holds the golden medallion in his hand as Helen slowly stands from her bed as Debra looks at her.

DEBRA

Are you ok?

HELEN

(slowly)

I saw blood. Lots and lots of blood. And a crucifix.

TOMMY

You had a vision?

Helen nods as Debra steps up to Helen, placing her hand onto her shoulder.

DEBRA

What else was there?

HELEN

Something shiny... A gold medallion or something.

Tommy holds up the medallion as Helen raises her eyebrows at it.

TOMMY

Like this?

HELEN

Yeah, that’s the one. With the weird inscriptions on

it. Where’d you get it?

TOMMY

By the side of the church.

ADAM

(slowly)

She also saw a crucifix. The church...

DEBRA

I knew something was wrong with the church.

TOMMY

Ok, let’s research into the Order a bit more. They

were obviously here and the locals aren’t spilling.

DEBRA

Huh. It appears the Greek’s are good at covering

things up. Just like the rest of mankind.

Tommy moves slowly towards the door to leave, when Helen suddenly lunges forwards, grabbing Tommy’s arm. He turns to face her as she looks desperately at him.

HELEN

Someone’s out there. Listening to us.

TOMMY

Are you sure?

Helen nods as Adam and Debra quickly rush to the side of the door. Debra grabs a book from Adam’s collection as Tommy steps up slowly to the door. He nods towards the others as Helen backs away towards the other end of the room. Tommy’s hand slowly extends towards the doorknob, shaking with nerves…

Tommy suddenly grabs the handle and rips open the door, revealing a  shady looking character in a brown hooded robe. He jumps back, shocked as Tommy lunges forwards.
TOMMY

Come here!

Tommy grabs the figure quickly, dragging the man into the room as Debra swings with the book, smashing the spine against the back of the man’s head.

MAN

Please! I come to you in need of help!

Tommy frowns, as Debra drops the book. Adam holds up his fists, ready for a fight as the man looks up, dropping his hood to reveal a blond haired man in his mid-twenties with good looks and a good built. Tommy lets go of the man as he stumbles back against the door, closing it firmly.

MAN

Please, I need shelter! It is not safe for me outside!

TOMMY

Who are you?

DEBRA

And why are you here? In our apartment?

The man looks around at them slowly, as Helen catches his eye. He stares at her for a few silent seconds, as Helen stares back, charmed by this good looking robed man.

MAN

I am Ashwell. A monk of the Order of Pandora.

We close in on Tommy, Debra, Adam and Helen’s shocked faces as they stare at one of the surviving monks from the massacre…

CUT TO the inside of the small, dank bar as a drunk Lonnie swings on his stool, taking down another double Jack Daniel’s shot. In the background, Takata appears, moving through the narrow doorway. She moves slowly towards Lonnie, a seductive look on her face. Narrowed eyes and wearing a thin, revealing dress, she steps up to Lonnie, as he turns to her with a surprised look on his face.
LONNIE

Hey, Baka!

TAKATA

(angrily)

Takata!

LONNIE

Right. Come and have a drink with me! I’ll show

you how us Americans drink!

TAKATA

No thank you. I am quite well. Why don’t you come

back to my house? I have plenty of Jack Daniels

there and other spirits.

Lonnie thinks about this for a few silent seconds, staring at the irresistible Takata as her smile beckons him to come.

LONNIE

I should tell my friends-

TAKATA

Feel free. But a few of my friends will be there. No

Jack Daniels left if we do not hurry.

Lonnie jumps to his feet, grabbing Takata’s right hand and smiling broadly at her.

LONNIE

Well, let’s get going! They’ll understand. I can never

turn away free drink! Especially from someone as

sexy as you Baka.

TAKATA

Takata! Come, let us go.

Takata turns, pulling Lonnie towards the door as he drunkenly follows, stumbling about the place. We close in slowly on the middle-aged waitress as she shakes her head slowly.

WAITRESS

(Greek, subtitled)

Another falls for Takata. Lucky girl.

CUT TO Tommy’s room, as Tommy stands by his window, holding a thick book titled ‘The Legend of Pandora’. Debra, Helen and Adam sit on one bed, whilst Ashford sits on the other, a casual look on his face. Every few seconds, he glances towards Helena s they make eye contact.

ASHWELL

We were in Scandinavia for a few years, fleeing

from a force of greed and corruption. We came here

to hide the box in its original place of resting.

ADAM

I take it you mean Komoku?

ASHWELL

Yes my British friend. My order came here. We hid

the box after centuries of constantly moving it about

the world.

TOMMY

Why was it taken from its original place?

ASHWELL

We feared the greedy may find the box. Open it. Use

it. We did not want to take the risk. So we fled. The

leader of a powerful corporation soon had his army

tracking us down, killing as many of us as he could.

He wanted the box. Offered us a lot of money. But

we refused.

HELEN

(slowly)

That’s so brave and courageous. No matter what this

man did, you didn’t sell out.

Helen smiles sweetly at Ashwell, as Ashwell returns the warm smile. Debra and Tommy exchange glances as a fascinated Adam listens intently.

ASHWELL

Indeed, we did not sell out. We returned here several

months ago and it took us a few days to discover the

exact location of the box’s origin. As it was our

forefathers who originally unearthed it. As we hid the

box, the corporation’s army found us. They gunned

everyone down, killing all but myself and another

monk. I watched from the distance as they executed

him after he refused to tell them anything… I

watched them kill my holy brothers, my friends...

My family.

Ashwell lowers his head in sadness, holding back tears as Helen looks sadly at him. Tommy clears his throat as he lowers the book, placing it on the window ledge. He slowly steps towards Ashwell, as Ashwell wipes his eyes.

TOMMY

We can help protect the box. Ashwell. Let us help

you.

ASHWELL

I don’t know… You need not risk your lives for my

sake.

HELEN

(quickly)

No, we need to. It’s kinda our thing.

DEBRA

We even have a motto. For your sake, we will risk

our lives. Kinda catchy. Don’t you think?

ADAM

Debra-

DEBRA

Sorry. Look, Ashwell. We’re the only ones you have

left here. Please let us help you.

TOMMY

We can take the box somewhere safe. Keep the

corporation from getting their hands on it.

Helen slowly stands as Ashwell looks up to her. She slowly stands above Ashwell, placing her soft, angelic hand onto his shoulder. She smiles comfortingly down at him as he stares deeply into her eyes.

HELEN

Please. We won’t let you down.

ASHWELL

(smiling)

You are pure and full of good intentions. If I cannot

trust you with the box, who else can I trust?

HELEN

Good going Ashwell.

Helen nods at Ashwell, dropping her arm as Ashwell stands slowly, tugging at his robe.

TOMMY

Ok, we need to get you into some ordinary clothes.

We can’t risk you being spotted.

ASHWELL

I do not carry any other garments.

DEBRA

I’m sure Lonnie has some stuff you can borrow.

ASHWELL

Will this Lonnie not mind?

Debra, Tommy, Helen and Adam exchange glances as Ashwell stands with a simple look on his face.

TOMMY

I’m sure he’ll cope with it. Then, you need to show

us to the box. We need to grab the box as quick as

possible and get it back here.

DEBRA

Are you sure? If there’s an army running around

looking for this thing, shouldn’t we get the hell out

of here?

ASHWELL

Besides the curse word, she is right. We are not safe

here.

HELEN

What about Lonnie?

DEBRA

(sighing)

I’ll get him from the bar.

ADAM

(quickly)

No. I’ll do it. Stick with Tommy. I don’t want you

going at it alone.

TOMMY

(surprised)

Wow, Adam.

ADAM

(shrugging)

I know. I’d rather not go and spend time with that

man but I’d also rather Debra be safe.

Tommy nods as they all turn to Ashwell.

ASHWELL

(nodding)

Ok. Let us change my clothes.

CUT TO a small, secluded street as the afternoon sun sinks behind the tiled roofs of the homes in Komoku. Lonnie and Takata enter frame, walking slowly along this street as Takata practically drags him along.

TAKATA

We shall drink first. Then talk. Remember? About

your trip with your friends?
LONNIE

Whatever. Just give me the booze and I’m fine

babe.

Lonnie hiccups as Takata rounds a corner of a small stonewall, pulling Lonnie with her. They both stumble along a crooked cobbled path, leading up to a thick wooden door to a tall, eerie looking house.

CUT TO the front hallway of this house, as the wooden door opens. Takata and Lonnie slowly enter. She shoves Lonnie towards the base of the stone steps. He sits down as Takata slams the door shut. She flicks the lock and puts on the chain. She turns slowly to Lonnie, her seductive look gone, replaced by an angry, scary expression.

TAKATA

Now, let us go through to the front room. My friends

are waiting for you Lonnie. With plenty of Jack

Daniels.

LONNIE

Good. Let’s go.

Lonnie stands, turning through a short, narrow doorway, into a wide, spacious front room filled with simple, yet good furniture. A TV sits in one corner, with a stereo in the other. Takata walks in behind Lonnie, as he eyes scan the room. His eyes fall on to four muscular, bad looking men. With stubble, dark eyes and wearing all black, these guys look like they mean business. Lonnie frowns, his hands slowly going towards his twins under his shirt.

LONNIE

Baka... What’s-

Smash. Lonnie collapses forwards, hitting the stone floor hard as one of the guys yells excitedly. We pan up to see Takata holding a fire poker, a sadistic look in her twisted eyes.

TAKATA

It’s Takata. You American pig.

We pull back slowly as Lonnie lets out a loud groan. Two of the men jump to their feet, moving towards Lonnie as he climbs to his hands and knees. Takata lowers the poker by Lonnie’s face, gaining his attention as his eyes wander over the point of the poker.

TAKATA

I suggest you co-operate Lonnie. I only wish to

know a few things about you and your friends. No

more. No less.

LONNIE

You stupid bitch.

TAKATA

(taken aback)

Excuse me?

The guys exchange glances, as the front two step up to Lonnie’s head. Lonnie seethes in a drunken rage, spitting over the guy’s shoes.

LONNIE

You’ve just made one big mistake lady. My friends

won’t be pleased with you.

TAKATA

Mmm. I sense spirit in this one. Tie him up.

LONNIE

You fu-

Suddenly, one of the men smashes his foot into the side of Lonnie’s head, sending Lonnie rolling onto his back. Lonnie groans as a bleeding gash shows on his cheek. The other guy suddenly stamps down onto Lonnie’s ribs, winding him.

The other two guys stand slowly, holding up long pieces of rope. Takata watches, enjoyment clearly visible on her wicked face. As the other two guys bend down by Lonnie, they grab his wrists, binding them quickly.
TAKATA

I want to know why you’re here. Why your friends

are here. What are you looking for?

As Lonnie is hauled up like a bound animal to his knees, the four guys hold him tightly. Lonnie stares at Takata with rage.

LONNIE

Bite me bitch!

Takata growls angrily, stepping forwards and kicking Lonnie hard in the gut. He bends forwards, winded, coughing up blood from the stamped ribs as the guys grin.

TAKATA

Yes. Spirit. You have it. But that won’t be enough

to save you from some good old torture.

CUT TO the outside of the church, as the sun lowers in the sky. A plain-clothe wearing Ashwell walks into view slowly, with Debra, Helen and Tommy close behind him.

ASHWELL

It is within the church. The box is hidden deep

within the organ.

TOMMY

Then we’ll get in there quickly, grab-

ADAM (OS)

Tommy!

Tommy turns, as we see a panting Adam jog up towards them.

DEBRA

What is it?

Helen suddenly staggers backwards a bit, unnoticed by the others. As a small grey flash lights up her eyes, we see various, tiny images running across her pupils as she gasps for air. We focus on her...

ADAM (OS)

Lonnie isn’t in the bar.

TOMMY (OS)

Typical.

DEBRA (OS)

Then where the hell could he be?

Another grey flash and Helen’s eyes dart to the right, her breathing lighting up.

HELEN

I saw Lonnie...

The others turn, confused as Tommy moves up to her, grabbing her by the arms.

TOMMY

Where is he Helen?

HELEN

I don’t know... I saw blood and a girl... She was

holding a weird dagger. Go, he’s in trouble Tommy!

Deep trouble!

DEBRA

(sighing)

Typical.

ASHWELL

A woman has your friend? In danger is he?

HELEN

She had dark hair, beautiful skin and a wicked face.

I saw her!

TOMMY

Shit. We need to find him.

DEBRA

Should we split up?

PRIEST (OS)

Your friend. I know where he went.

The gang whip around quickly, as we see the old, wise, robe-wearing priest standing outside the open double, wooden doors to the church. The commotion has obviously riled him.

TOMMY

(confused)

You know where he is?

PRIEST

My daughter, Takata.

DEBRA

(slowly)

The girl from earlier...

PRIEST

They were heading to my home. The man was

drunk.

Debra looks hurt by the fact Lonnie went back with another woman, as she slowly looks down towards the ground. The priest steps forwards, moving past the gang.

PRIEST

Come. I take you there. My home. To your friend.

We pull up and back, as the gang follow the priest along the street, moving at a quick pace. We fade slowly to the priest’s house, as we hear the gang’s footsteps approaching. As the sun lowers even further, placing an ominous shadow across the entire village, we close in on the front door of the priest’s house.

The priest enters frame, trying the door handle. He frowns as it doesn’t move. He bangs his fist on the door as we pull back to accommodate for the rest of the gang.
PRIEST

Takata! Open the door! You better not be

intercoursing with that man! I swear to God!

TAKATA (OS)

Papa… What are you doing here? I am trying to

socialise. Friends are here.

PRIEST

Just open the door. Now!

As they continue to argue, Debra whispers something in Tommy’s ear. The Priest is banging on the door though it seems no one is now listening. Tommy nods slowly, as Debra turns to the side of the house. We follow her steadily as she moves around the house, along shrubs and the side of the house. As she moves towards the back, she turns to instantly be greeted by the back door, lit up by the setting sun. She steps up quietly to the door, twisting the handle. The door pops open.

DEBRA

(grinning)

Bingo.

CUT TO the front room, as we see Lonnie tied to a simple wooden chair, smoke rising from his chest, his shirt ripped off. He groans in pain as Takata stands before him, rubbing a glowing, red-hot knife across his chest.

TAKATA

If you think this hurts, wait until it touches your

penis.

We pan up slowly towards the kitchen doorway, as we see a shocked Debra standing in it, the four thugs with their back to her. Suddenly, we hear a smashing sound as the thugs move towards the window. Takata turns quickly towards the front hallway, as we hear the priest protesting. Suddenly, the front door falls, smashing onto the floor as Tommy steps forwards, looking around. Takata steps in front of Lonnie, trying to hide him.

TAKATA

Outrageous! What is the meaning of this?

Suddenly, Takata screams as she falls forwards, dropping the knife. Tommy looks ahead, to see Debra standing with a rolling pin in her hands.

DEBRA

Hands off skank!.

Takata looks up evilly, as two of the thugs charge Debra. Lonnie groans lightly as Tommy rushes the other two. Ashwell and Adam soon follow Tommy, as Tommy swings a punch into thug #1’s face. He floors the thug, as the other thug uppercuts Tommy in the gut.

As Debra dodges a swing from Thug #4, she swings the rolling pin upwards into the thug’s groin. He yells in agony, falling to his knees. Debra smirks as she swings the pin across his jaw, shattering the bone. The other thug suddenly jumps over the kneeling thug, tackling into Debra and taking her down. The pin rolls off along the floor.

DEBRA

Get off of me!

Takata rises slowly, pulling out a small pistol. She growls, taking aim towards Ashwell as he steps past Tommy, Adam and the other two thugs. Ashwell stops, raising his hands as Takata spits in rage.

TAKATA

You bastards! Just-

PRIEST (OS)

Takata!

Takata looks slowly towards her father, as he steps around Ashwell, a huge scowl on his face, clenching a small cross around his neck. Takata turns the gun on her father.

PRIEST

You have gone too far, my daughter! What are you

on? Did they give you drugs? These thugs?

TAKATA

Don’t try that on me papa! You did the same to

mama! She was not on drugs! She hated this place!

She wanted to leave! And you kept her here!

As they talk, the sounds of the fistfight continue in the background, as we get a brief shot of Debra poking her finger into the thug’s eye. He screams, falling off of her.

PRIEST

(slowly)

What are you talking about? I love you Takata!

TAKATA

No! You’re weak! A weak old man. I have no

reason to let you live, you dictating bastard! I want

out of this place. The corporation pays good money!

PRIEST

(angrily)

After everything I’ve done! After protecting this

village for forty-years! Concealing the deaths of those

monks! Hiding your sins and even your mother’s

sins!

Takata looks insulted, fury running through her as her grip tightens around the pistol’s handle.

TAKATA

Do not dare portray her as one of your pets! One of

the people you’ve helped cure! She was a good

woman! The best! But you... You are not even a

man anymore!

The priest angrily moves forwards to grab Takata as she lets out a yell. She pulls the trigger, a bullet smashing into the priest’s neck. The priest stops dead, eyes wide, blood pouring down his chest. He looks at his daughter with passionate eyes as he falls onto his knees. Everyone stops fighting, turning and looking at the fallen priest. Even the thugs appear shocked at Takata’s actions.

TAKATA

(slowly)

Goodnight... Papa.

The priest’s eyes glaze over as Takata whispers something under her breath. Suddenly, a thug smashes down on the ground by her feet, as she looks up slowly to see an angered Tommy. Adam and Helen stand behind him as Takata turns for an escape route. Debra stands behind her, the two thugs down, one with a small knife in their chest. Debra’s hands have blood on them, as she looks at them slowly, flash backs occurring in her mind.

TOMMY

There’s nowhere to run Takata! It’s over. Drop the

gun.

Takata looks at Debra, figuring something. She darts forwards, passing Debra with ease as Debra stares at her bloody hands.

DEBRA





(hysterically)

It won’t come off... It never washes away! The

blood!

ADAM

Should we go after her?

HELEN

What about the box?

ASHWELL

We must get to the box before the she devil does!

TOMMY

Debra? Stay focused Debra...

We close in on Debra, as if she suddenly snaps out of the trance when Lonnie groans. She looks towards her soul-partner, quickly diving down behind him, grabbing at the ropes.

DEBRA

Oh god, Lonnie!

LONNIE

Debbie...

DEBRA

It’s ok. It’s all right.

Debra pulls the ropes away, Lonnie’s hands simply falling by his side. Tommy steps up to them, holding Lonnie’s twin golden guns. Debra smiles gratefully, taking one as Tommy turns to the others.

TOMMY

Let’s get to that church. Now!

We pull back as Debra helps Lonnie stand slowly, whilst the others pile out of the door, marching away.

CUT TO a large, ominous shot of the church. As darkness rolls out across the village, several orange streaks left on the horizon, footsteps sound from behind us...

CUT TO the inside of the church. Lit by flickering candles and a candle-chandelier, we pan up towards the large cross hanging from the ceiling, the stained glass window visible behind it.

The sound of the wooden doors flying open come from behind us, as we whip around to see a determined Tommy walking in, holding one of Lonnie’s guns. Adam, Ashwell and Helen move after Tommy, as they all head along the main aisle at a striding pace. They start to slow, as Tommy opens up his arms, signalling the others to stop.
MALE VOICE (OS)

Welcome. I think its safe to say that this is the end

of the line for your adventures.

Tommy raises an eyebrow as we whip around to see a tall, yet slim padded commando. Wearing all black and holding an automatic gun, he points it slowly towards Tommy, a sneer on his face as we pull back from the altar. Several more commandos appear from behind the pillars, all training their weapons on the gang.

COMMANDO

Put down the gun and raise your hands. Very

slowly. All of you.

We get a long shot of the gang from the commando’s side, as Tommy drops Lonnie’s gun to the floor. It clatters noisily, as the gang raise their hands slowly. The other commandos start to walk forwards slowly, Tommy’s eyes glancing over all of them. Adam, Ashwell and Helen move closer together, as if collaborating on something.

TOMMY

So, you slaughtered innocent monks to get some

little box, huh?

COMMANDO

(smirking)

That box is no ordinary box. You see, it contains-

TOMMY

Spare me the speech. I know it already. Just answer

my question.

COMMANDO

(shrugging)

Yes. I slaughtered a lot of innocent monks to get

Pandora’s Box. Something that does not hinder

myself. Or my men’s objective.

HELEN

How can you do this? They don’t harm anyone!

COMMANDO

Silence girl. Your death will be quick. Unlike most

of those monks.

Tommy slowly lowers his right arm, flicking his wrist as two commandos reach him. Helen suddenly yells as she lunges forwards, kicking up hard into one of the commando’s groin. The commando yells, falling onto his back and letting rip on his gun. Tommy swings around with a left hook into the other commando’s face, sending the guy crashing sideways into the benches.

COMMANDO





(angrily)

Kill them!

TOMMY

Get down!

The gang dive to the sides, landing in the rows of benches as the commandos open fire, bullets smashing into the large wooden doors and walls. We pan down over one of the rows, as Tommy crawls up by Ashwell.

TOMMY

If I divert them-

ASHWELL

I’ll get the box.

TOMMY

Take Adam. Go!

Ashwell nods, turning and crawling under one of the benches, where we can see Adam’s body lying. Tommy looks over his shoulder slowly, as we see a terrified Helen on the other side of the main aisle, cowering as shards of splintered wood falls onto her from the bullet-torn bench.

The firing stops. Footsteps sound. Heavy breathing. Tommy motions to Helen to back away. Helen nods, turning around and crawling quickly along her row, before disappearing under the bench. Tommy looks out, spotting Lonnie’s fallen gun a few feet away from the end of his row.
COMMANDO (OS)

Give it up. Don’t make this any harder than it already

is.

Tommy suddenly stands, yelling loudly as he jumps over the bench to the back row. The commandos turn, firing quickly, bullets splintering into the wood. Tommy crashes to the stone floor, grabbing his side, wincing in pain.

The main commando smirks to himself as he walks slowly along the middle aisle, several commandos in front of him, the fallen two standing again. We see the blurred figures of Adam and Ashwell in the background, heading for the large organ.

COMMANDO

It is pointless to resist. You can’t escape. The only

way out is in a wooden box.

TOMMY (OS)

You’re nothing but a murdering coward!

COMMANDO

(shrugging)

Maybe. But it keeps me alive.

LONNIE (OS)

Is that so?

The commando jumps, spinning around as we see the battered and bruised Lonnie standing a mere foot behind him, holding a gun up to the commando’s face. The commando frowns.

COMMANDO

How did you-

LONNIE

What? You think those big old doors are the only

way in? Fat chance.

The other commandos turn quickly, raising their guns. Lonnie gives a ‘tut, tut’ sound.

LONNIE

You really don’t want me to splatter his brains all

over your nice, sleek black uniforms... Would you?

COMMANDO

(nervously)

Lower your weapons. (to Lonnie) You won’t escape.

Trust me.

LONNIE

(smirking)

Oh we will. And with that little box. Your psycho

mistress almost had me. I won’t make that mistake

with you.

COMMANDO

(smirking)

I see you met Takata. Amazing woman.

LONNIE

Yeah, well, I was more going for psychotic tramp.

But hey. To each his own.

The commando takes a step back. Lonnie cocks his gun, shaking his head as we SWOOSH over to the back area, where we find a large gaping hole in the back of the organ player, Ashwell’s hand delving deep inside. Adam looks around nervously. Ashwell pulls back, as we close in on his hand, as it drags out a large, material bag in the shape of a box.

ASHWELL

I’ve got it!

ADAM

Then let’s-

COMMANDO (OS)

Hey!

Adam whips around as a lone commando charges towards him. Adam yells, swinging roughly with his fist, smashing the commando in the jaw. The commando swings around to the side, smashing head first into the wall. He crumples as Adam smiles proudly.

ADAM

And one for the English guy.

ASHWELL

Let us hurry!

Ashwell moves swiftly around the pillars, heading alongside the edge of the large room, Adam quickly following. We SWOOSH back over towards the commandos and Lonnie, as Helen and Tommy back up towards the doors slowly. Adam and Ashwell quickly rejoin them, a furious looking leader-commando scowling at them.

ADAM

We’ve got the box!

TOMMY

Lonnie! Let’s go!

Lonnie winks at the commando, slowly circling around him, keeping his gun trained on him. As he moves, he slowly starts to bend down, the other commandos filtering slowly into the rows of benches, their weapons lowered. Lonnie grabs his second, fallen gun. He stands quickly, backing towards the doors. We see Tommy opening them, moving out with Adam, Ashwell and Helen.

CUT TO the grim outside of the church, as night begins to fall. Lonnie backs out of the church, pulling the doors shut. He quickly turns, darting to the side and running as gunfire sounds. Bullets rip out through the wooden doors, as headlights fall on Lonnie.

We pull back as Lonnie runs up to the gang’s blue mini-van, the side door open. Debra winks from out the driver’s window, as Lonnie climbs past Tommy and Helen. He falls down in the backseat, as Tommy slides the door shut. We pull up as the mini-van rips forwards, picking up speed.

CUT TO the inside of the mini-van, as Debra concentrates on the road ahead. She swings the wheel violently, the mini-van screeching around a corner. We pan over the back seats, as Tommy turns over to look at the battered Lonnie.
TOMMY

You ok?

LONNIE

I’ll live.

TOMMY

That’s good enough.

HELEN

What do we do now?

ASHWELL

We must protect the box. I know of an Order five

miles south in Ju’Neare. In the church. They can

shelter us for now. But they will not be able to help

us protect the box.

TOMMY

Well, we’ll rest up there, then I think we should

make our way home.

DEBRA

Back to Haddonfield?

ADAM

Bring out the party hats...

TOMMY

It’s the plan. For now.

DEBRA

Well, let’s see what else we go through before we

get back.

HELEN

A lot. That’s my guess.

We pull back slowly from the tired group, as Debra turns. Ashwell, tightens his grip on the box in his lap. Tommy and Helen turn to talk to each other, as Lonnie closes his eyes slowly.

CUT TO the dusty, dark street leading towards the guard’s hut on the edge of town. As the large, orange moon is low in the sky, we spot the gang’s blue mini-van bundling along the road at high speed. As the headlights dazzle us, we switch views to the opposite end of the road, as a darkened figure steps out from behind a tall swaying tree. The figure is illuminated. An angry looking Takata, wearing a robe with a large hood.
TAKATA

(quietly)

You won’t get away with this you American pigs...

Takata’s right arm rises slowly, revealing a gun in her small hand. The same gun she used to kill her own father. As her dark hair sways in a breeze, the sound of the minivan coming closer, we smash to a brief shot of a shocked Debra behind the wheel of the vehicle, with a scared looking Ashwell clutching Pandora’s Box tightly in his hands, a soft golden glow coming from the small wooden casket.

DEBRA

She’s crazy...

TOMMY (OS)

Keep going!

We hear the engine speeding up as Debra pushes her foot down, as Ashwell closes his eyes slowly, a cold wave seeping over him.

ASHWELL

I do not fear the coldness.

DEBRA

(frowning)

What?

We smash back to Takata as she fires the gun, yelling in rage, baring her teeth as she screams. Bullets fly from the gun, as we switch back to a front view of the mini-van. The windscreen suddenly cracks as the bullets tear through the glass, blood suddenly splattering over Debra. Debra screams as she wrenches the wheel to the left, the tires screeching as the minivan skids.

As the vehicle slows to a stop, we pan over the terrified passengers, as we see Helen sitting in the back with blood all over her face and hair, a terrified look on her face. She lets out a bloodcurdling scream as Lonnie slowly looks towards her. Adam and Tommy’s eyes travel to the front seat. We pan over Debra as she looks towards Ashwell.

We finally pan over the monk, as he lies motionless against his seat, a neat, bloody hole in the centre of his forehead, blood dripping down his face.
DEBRA

Oh god...

TOMMY

(slowly)

Ashwell...

ADAM

Tommy...

TOMMY

(angrily)

No, not another life taken! Not another innocent

life!

LONNIE

(slowly)

We have... to keep going!

DEBRA

Oh god, what do we do with him?

Debra motions to Ashwell as tears start to run down her bloodied cheeks. Helen cries quietly in the back, as Adam and Lonnie exchange glances.

LONNIE

We have to get him out of the car...

DEBRA

What? Are you crazy?

TOMMY

He’s right! I know it’s wrong, but he’s right! We

Can’t turn up at the airport with a body in the van!

DEBRA

(stunned)

Tommy! We can’t just dump him! He’s a human

being!

ADAM

She’s right... We shouldn’t-

Suddenly, another gunshot rings, as the headrest by Adam’s leaning head smashes apart. He yelps as everyone turns towards the road, looking out as Takata walks steadily towards them, as she changes the carriage on the gun. Tommy suddenly leans into frame, pushing open the door as Debra grabs his arms.

DEBRA

We. Are. Not. Leaving. Him.

TOMMY

Debra-

DEBRA

God damn it Tommy! I said we’re not leaving him!

Tommy sighs as Debra turns towards the road, Takata aiming her gun. Debra slams her foot on the gas, as the tires screech loudly. We pull up into the night time road, as the large orange moon is visible in the background over the rooftops. The mini-van flies forwards towards Takata. Takata fires off a few more bullets, before diving to the side, smashing through the front fence of someone’s garden. The mini-van flies past her, flying past the guard’s huts and out of the village.

We pan up slowly as we watch the taillights disappear slowly into the darkness ahead, the sound of crickets chirping overtaking us as Takata scowls angrily...

FADE TO the outside of a large, foreboding church, lit up by an orange light. We slowly close in on the large wooden doors to the church, as a sad, mournful tune plays in the background.

FADE TO a close up of Ashwell’s face, cleaned up, eyes closed and looking peaceful. We pull back slowly, getting a view of some of the architecture of the church. Ashwell lies in a coffin, surrounded by several monks, two priests and a shaking Debra, Tommy and Helen.
PRIEST #1

We cannot thank you enough for bringing him to

us. He will be well looked after.

DEBRA

How did you know him?

PRIEST #2

He was once a part of us. Before he was anointed.

HELEN

He mentioned this place. We were on our way here

when it... happened.

The priests nod as the monks start to prey, mumbling gently and humming as we pull back, several candles catching our eyes as an eerie, orange glow falls over everyone.

TOMMY

What about the box?

PRIEST #1

We do not have the power to protect the box, nor the

permission. If the fates are always accurate, then the

box found its way to you and you have greater need 

for it.

DEBRA

(slowly)

Are you sure about your decision?

PRIEST #1

Time will tell.

PRIEST #2

There has been several times that the box has used

people to get to others. Do not let this happen. Keep

it hidden. Keep it safe. And never allow it to be

opened.

DEBRA

(sadly)

So many people have died for this box.

PRIEST #1

An unwelcome price to pay.

We close in slowly on the second priest’s face as he tone drops to a warning, the monks’ prayers drowning out.

PRIEST #2

The weight of the world is on your shoulders. This

box is only a part of the bigger picture and I sense

you know this. There is a great darkness ahead of

you, and an evil of such purity. You must be careful.

We smash to a shot of Tommy’s face, filled with grim determination and understanding. We pull back slowly from the funeral, as Adam, Debra, Helen, Lonnie and Tommy slowly turn towards Ashwell. They all watch with high emotions as the coffin lid slowly lowers, sealing the good-hearted monk in eternal darkness...


FADE TO BLACK over the Halloween Theme.
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