Halloween: The Series.

     Episode 6.09: Lord of the Harvest Part 1
We open on a bright, shining sun in a clear blue sky. Slowly we pan down to reveal:

Last Hope Farm, Illinois: A large, wooden farmhouse sits on the landscape, accompanied only by a larger barn some distance away. Fields stretch out in most directions, some ploughed, some left fallow and oddly, one seemingly still full of corn despite it being only February. In the distance, maybe three or four miles we can just make out the small town of Last Hope. The fields are separated by hedgerows and a few small groups of trees.

Last Hope Farm, Outer Field: A large field on the edge of the farm hasn’t been ploughed, or even seemingly touched in a long while. A vast pile of waste vegetation is stacked on the fields edge, as it has recently been cleared. The only thing left now is vast tree, right in the centre of the field. It’s old, very old. The bark is broken and cracked and it’s trunk seems to twist as it rises and branches stretch out like clawed arms. There’s something very ominous about it.

A farm hand, BILLY-BOB (mid-twenties but not very bright, wearing dungarees and chewing on a bit of straw), approaches the tree lugging a chainsaw by his side. He stops and looks up at the massive tree and scratches the back of his neck.

BILLY-BOB

Awe heck, this is gonna take me forever.

As he contemplates it another man drives by on a small tractor which he pulls up in and looks down at Billy-Bob. He has short, dark hair and where loose, rough clothes, dirtied from a days work. Aged forty-two, but looking much older, this is CEDERICK DOYLE, owner of the farm.

CEDERICK

Come on Billy-Bob, you were meant to start that over an hour ago. There’s lots of work to do.

Billy-Bob turns, looking concerned.

BILLY-BOB

But Mr Doyle, sir, this field hasn’t been farmed in years. My Mam says she can’t remember it ever being farmed.

CEDERICK

Which is why it’s perfect, the soil will be extremely rich. My old man may have left it, but I’m not wasting any land. Money’s getting tight these days. Now come on, get to it, man.

Billy-Bob nods as Cederick starts to drive off.

BILLY-BOB

Right away, Mr Doyle.

He turns back to the tree even as we see Cederick disappear into the next field. Billy-Bob revs up the chainsaw. One. Two. Three. It springs into life, roaring angrily. Billy-Bob looks up at the tree towering over him. He feels nervous. A slight breeze blows. Billy-Bob swallows, feeling unnerved by something he can’t quite place.

BILLY-BOB

Come on Billy-Bob, what would your Mam say.

He moves towards the tree and swings the chainsaw into the thick trunk. It strikes and buzzes, screeching out. The noise sounds odd, unusual, almost like a scream. Pain. Sparks fly off from the tree as the noise increases, even Billy-Bob now noticing something is wrong. He pulls the chainsaw away but a noise remains, a twisted agonised parody of a babies scream. Billy-Bob looks terrified.

BILLY-BOB

That... that ain’t right.

The tree seems to twist suddenly. The bark cracking and splitting. 

POV: Through yellow, slightly blurred vision we’re looking at a terrified Billy-Bob wielding his chainsaw. We rush forward as he swings his chainsaw at us but we don’t stop. Billy-Bob is being pulled back now, shaken. We glance him occasionally, we look at the ground where blood splatters and, as the chainsaw buzz continues, we hear Billy-Bob’s screams of agony merge with the noise, also now accompanied by something between a twisted triumphant scream and unnatural laughter. Smash to black over the horrific noises...

     The Halloween Theme begins to play as we rise up over Haddonfield. 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 seasons two and three flash up. The cast characters are named as:

Paul Rudd as TOMMY DOYLE

Carrie-Anne Moss as DEBRA LOOMIS

Rebecca Gayheart as HELEN JACOBS

with

Colin Baker as ADAM TRAVERS
Blankenship House, Exterior: We see BETH O’BRIEN leaving the house and heading off to school as Mrs Blankenship cuts the front lawn, oblivious to anything around.

Blankenship House, Tommy’s Room: TOMMY is led out on his bed, quiet, as DEBRA LOOMIS sits in a chair next to his desk, a clipboard and pen in hand. She finishes noting something down and looks up at Tommy.

DEBRA

I’d like to say we’re making real progress Tommy but these last few weeks I’ve started to have doubts. You certainly seem a lot less negative and pessimistic but you haven’t replaced that with anything. You seem much more silent.

TOMMY

I’ve told you before, I don’t have much to say.

DEBRA

I know Tommy but it’s not just speaking that seems the problem. I mean, everything we’ve been through lately… with Romeo, Takata, Kane… everything else. You’ve always seemed distant.

Tommy doesn’t respond, he simply shrugs his shoulders slightly.

DEBRA

You need to make attachments Tommy. Relationships with other people are a part of life. Friends and family…

TOMMY

(interrupting)

Family. Like Carly. And Clark. I’ve lost them both... what’s the point anymore?

DEBRA

What about your mother?

TOMMY

She doesn’t understand, she’s not part of the same world. You know that as much as I do. Family matter, you’re right. But my family is gone.

At that point the phone starts ringing in Tommy’s room. Debra glances over to it. Tommy doesn’t move.

DEBRA

Are you going to answer that?

Tommy stays motionless for a few more seconds and then sits up and reaches out for the phone. He picks it up slowly.

TOMMY

Hello? (pause) Ethan?

Haddonfiled Hillside: A small wooded area, not far from the camp site that Adam could often be found at before spending most of his days with Rose. We move amongst the trees until we reach a small clearing where HELEN JACOBS sits. Her eyes closed and legs crossed, she’s sat in quiet meditation amongst the natural surroundings. She’s dressed in a flowing dress, shades of green and natural colours. Led out in front of her is a book, one given to her over a year ago in England, a guide to paganism, wicca and nature, (HTS episode 5.4). She breathes slowly, softly. She looks at peace.

As she sits, eyes shut, she hears footsteps approaching. She slowly opens her eyes, breathing out slowly. ADAM TRAVERS is walking through the woods towards her. She smiles as she sees him.

HELEN

Hi Adam.

Adam smiles back and starts to sit down on the grass opposite her.

ADAM

Hello Helen. Rose said I’d find you out here.

HELEN

I was just relaxing.

Adam raises and eyebrow and smiles.

ADAM

Meditating. Meditation is a form of spiritual awareness and cleansing that is used by a great number of religions.

HELEN

I often forget you’re a bit of an expert on these things.

ADAM

I let me genius out in drips and drabs so as not to embarrass the rest of you.

Helen laughs quietly and Adam smiles warmly.

ADAM

Good to see a smile, you’ve been quiet since you got back from Chicago. Not that I’m pushing for you to talk about it.

HELEN

I know, everyone wants to know what happened, I’m just not ready to talk about it yet. Some things happen, Adam, that really test your faith.

ADAM

Faith is a fascination of mine. Your mother and I are great believers. I have never had the sense that you’ve had much faith. Understandable, living with Wayne.

Helen nods, glancing away at the mention of her father’s name.

ADAM

I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to dig up bad memories. Only, now it seems that you’re finding some faith. Of a sort. Not the same as ours, but a faith none the less.

Helen looks at Adam, who smiles at her warmly.

HELEN

When I was in Glastonbury I felt so alive. Some of the people I met, even briefly... I felt something.

ADAM

A connection. You know, it has been said that God is in everything. And some have argued that, if this is the case, then why worship in a man-built house of stone. It’s not a religious debate I’ve ever truly gone in for… but interesting all the same.

HELEN

I feel so restful in nature. Just all that green… the plants, animals, sounds… away from everything man-made. My mind feels clear.

ADAM

You’ve made a spiritual connection with something. Wiccan belief in nature as a force is a faith that works on a very personal level, I understand that. I just wanted you to know that Rose and I are aware of this and we support you. 

Helen smiles and reaches out and holds Adam’s hand.

HELEN

Thank you. (pause) You came all this way to tell me that?

ADAM

Well, not entirely. Tommy got a phone call from his cousin, or his cousins son, something like that… something strange is going on at their farm. They asked for help…

Helen lets a wicked smile cross her face.

HELEN

…let’s rock and roll.

Blankenship House, Exterior: Tommy’s landrover is parked up outside, the trunk open, and Tommy is seen exiting the Blankenship house carrying a rucksack. As he comes we see Debra pulling up in her car and climbing out, accompanied by Helen and JOE THOMAS. He stops, seeing them approach.

DEBRA

Did you think we’d let you go alone?

TOMMY

It’s family business.

DEBRA

Tommy, I was there when Ethan called remember? Missing farm hands, dying animals? There’s a reason he called you and it’s the same reason we’re coming along. We know about this stuff.

Tommy looks around at the three of them, and we get a sense he’s a little glad though he’s not showing it.

TOMMY

The three of you?

HELEN

Josh has got some major work due, he can’t skip town right now. Adam and Rose…

TOMMY

Wedding.

HELEN

Pretty much.

JOE

Rain sends her apologies, she’s feeling sick. So I guess it’s just up to us. 

DEBRA

We want to help Tommy.

Tommy is still for a moment and then nods, tossing his bag into the back of his vehicle. He then goes and climbs in and waits.

TOMMY

Come on then. We’ll all fit in here.

Debra nods as Joe and Helen go and grab their things from the back of Debra’s car.

Last Hope, Illinois, Early Evening: The tiny town of Last Hope is about as far as you can get from civilisation in Illinois. It’s made up of roughly a dozen, old, wooden houses, several small shops, a bar, a petrol station at the crossroads that run by the entrance to the town, a church and two official buildings, the town hall and court/jail/hospital and police station all-in-one. Tommy and the others drive towards the town, Joe looking out at the landscape around them with disdain.

JOE

You’re family sure has great taste in locations.

DEBRA

Sarcasm hardly helpful Joe.

HELEN

Though, you have to admit, it looks pretty dead.

JOE

Still, better than Namon Snake.

HELEN

No argument from me.

They drive into the town where an OLD MAN at the gas station glances up from his newspaper, watching as they go past. They pull up outside the towns only bar, a pub called “The Last Stop”. Joe looks up at the sign, depicting a train line ending at a vast chasm. She raises an eyebrow.

JOE

Sounds like a cheery place.

Tommy swings the door open and climbs out.

TOMMY

Just going to ask directions.

DEBRA

I’ll come with you.

All three climb out, Debra following Tommy into The Last Stop as Joe and Helen stretch their legs after the long drive.

The Last Stop, Interior: An old, smoky drinking den, not unlike something out of a wild west film. An attempt has been made to modernise the place, a single television in the corner of the room, a badly fitted carpet around the bar area, but otherwise the place looks very much a throw-back. Sat around are various customers, nursing drinks, and keeping to themselves. They look up as the group enter, glancing a moment, then returning to their private conversations, thoughts and in one case, game of poker. Tommy and Debra move through the building to the bar where a large, red-haired woman of about 50 years of age is stood, cleaning out beer mugs. This is LARETTA. Sat at the bar, eating a packet of crisps and drinking from a bottle of red wine is an even older man of about sixty with thinning grey hair and matching moustache. This is GARETH FLETCHER.  Tommy and Debra approach Laretta, Debra smiling at her.

DEBRA

Hi, I’m wondering if you could help us. We’re on our way to Last Hope Farm…

LARETTA

The farm, eh? What you folks wanna be going up there for?

TOMMY

My cousin, Cederick Doyle, owns it.

LARETTA

Cederick’s your cousin, eh? He’s a good man, is Cederick. Has good kids. Ethan and Joss. Shame about his wife, really. 

DEBRA

Could you just point us to the quickest route?

GARETH

There’s one route.

They both turn to see Gareth finishing the bottle of wine before turning and smiling at the, revealing two missing front teeth.

GARETH

Straight through town and just follow the dirt path for about three miles. Can’t miss it. But I wouldn’t go up there if I was you.

DEBRA

Why not?

GARETH

Something peculiars been happening there lately. People vanishing…

He gets very quiet, stands and walks away without another word. Debra and Tommy turn to Laretta, looking puzzled.

LARETTA

His boy, Billy-Bob, worked at the farm. Disappeared without a trace. People vanish all the time around here, leaving for bigger and better places. Everyone thought Billy-Bob would stay, take over the family business, but seems not.

Tommy and Debra exchange concerned looks.

Last Hope, Streets: Outside The Last Stop we see Gareth walk down the streets as Joe and Helen look back. They see a young girl of about seventeen years of age stood by a convenience store window, cleaning the outside of the shop with a soapy sponge. With shoulder-length, brown hair and vibrant green eyes, this is MISSY FREEMAN. Joe and Helen wander over.

JOE

Hi there.

Missy turns to looks at them. She looks slightly nervous and shy, obviously not used to either strangers or being given attention such as this. She pushes hair from her face.

MISSY

Umm… hello.

HELEN

Hi, I’m Helen, this is Joe. We’re on our way to Last Hope Farm. Our friend is a cousin of the owner. Do you know them?

Missy blushes a little red and tries to hide it, letting her hair cover much of her face.

MISSY

Yeah… I know them. They’re… they’re nice people. 

JOE

(friendly, encouraging)

Mind if we ask your name?

MISSY

Oh… ummm… sorry. It’s Missy. 

DEBRA (VO)

Joe! Helen!

They turn to see Debra and Tommy climbing back into the car to head on to the farm. They turn back and smile at Missy.

HELEN

Nice to meet you Missy.

JOE

Catch you later maybe.

The two of them turn and head off as Missy gives them a nervous wave.

Last Hope Farmhouse, Exterior: On the porch of the old farmhouse we see Cederick stood, watching the road into the farm. From inside the house comes ETHAN DOYLE, Cederick’s nineteen-year-old son who actually bares a slight resemblance to Tommy. Taller, more confident, and rough looking but certainly a family resemblance between the two. Cederick looks irritated at Ethan as he approaches.

CEDERICK

There was no need to go calling Tommy.

ETHAN

Dad, things are getting out of control. There’s something going on here. Tommy knows about this sort of thing.

CEDERICK

And what sort of thing would that be?

ETHAN

He’s been through a lot. Aunt Patty’s always talking about it. He might seem weird to you, but that’s what we need. Someone with an open mind.

CEDERICK

You listen to your brother too much. He’s only seven, his imagination is wild.

ETHAN

It’s too late now anyway, they’re here.

He nods to the road where we see Tommy’s Landrover appearing through the dust as it approaches the farm. Ethan goes down the steps of the house to await them as Cederick looks on with disapproval. 

Last Hope Farmhouse, Exterior, Minutes Later: Tommy pulls up outside the farmhouse where Ethan, and now Cederick, are waiting. They start climbing out and head over to each other.

ETHAN

Tommy, great to see you.

CEDERICK

Hello Tommy.

They shakes hands, warmly. Tommy looks at Ethan, slightly bemused.

TOMMY

You were only fourteen the last time I saw you.

ETHAN

Wait until you see Joss, he’s grown into a right trouble maker.

CEDERICK

Aren’t you going to introduce us to your friends?

We cut a long distance shot as they introduce each other. As if we’re watching from somewhere out in the fields.

We move back to them, seeing Helen and Joe glancing about the place as Tommy and Debra get more serious not introductions are over.

DEBRA

So what’s the trouble, exactly? The details seemed a bit vague.

CEDERICK

The situation is a bit vague, if you ask me.

ETHAN

It started a couple of weeks back. Billy-Bob, one of our farm lands, disappeared whilst cutting down an old tree in the outer field. Since then there’s been a lot of weirdness, two other farm hands disappearing.

Joe looks slightly bored but intrigued by the area. She turns to Tommy and Debra.

JOE

How about me and Helen go check out the outer field, have a look round whilst you two get filled in? See if we can find anything?

Tommy nods his agreement as Cederick steps back indicating the house.

CEDERICK

We can at least go inside and discuss this further. I’m sure you need some refreshment after your journey.

DEBRA

Thanks. It’s appreciated.

Again we cut to a long shot as Ethan, Cederick, Tommy and Debra head inside the house whilst Joe and Helen head out across the field having had the direction pointed out to them by Ethan.

Farmhouse, Kitchen/Diner, Interior, Moments Later: The kitchen and diner are one large, old, rustic room, wooden beams as supports at various points. Modern technology is evident in places, a microwave and so forth but there is very much a sense of old and new combined together. Tommy, Debra and Ethan are sat around a large, wooden table as Cederick starts making hot drinks a metre or so away at the old gas stove. It’s a rather spacious room. Debra gets down to business.

DEBRA

So these disappearances, what’s been done about them?

ETHAN

Nothing. This is a small town, not many prospects. Some kids stay on take, over the family business. But its not unusual for people to just leave, too ashamed to tell their family they’re going away.

DEBRA

But three so soon?

ETHAN

One was a drifter, he’d only been working two weeks, people assumed he moved on. Another was Mable’s boy, he’d always spoke of just going. Billy-Bob was the only one people didn’t expect.

DEBRA

So what makes you so suspicious?

ETHAN

It does seem odd. Billy-Bob was in the middle of cutting down a tree and then nothing. The drifter left a tractor running, it crashed into a ditch, took us hours to remove it. Some of the crops have died, and animals taken ill…

He looks worried and Tommy thinks there’s more.

TOMMY

There’s something you’re not telling us.

ETHAN

Joss has seen things. Joss!

A moment after he cries out a young boy of seven-years comes running into a room, a toy aeroplane clasped in his hand. With light, blonde hair and blue eyes, he seems a bright child and yet his eyes look cautious. He looks up at Tommy and Debra.

ETHAN

Joss this is Tommy and his friend Debra. Tommy is our cousin, once removed.

JOSS

Hello, sir.

Joss does a mock salute which Tommy returns. Ethan takes Joss’ hand and leads him closer, looking at his brother with support.

ETHAN

Tommy’s here to help.

JOSS

The Nightmare Man?

Debra and Tommy glance at each other. Debra looks directly at Joss, calm and professional.

DEBRA

Joss, can you tell us about the nightmare man?

JOSS

I see him. Out in the fields. Walking through the corn.

TOMMY

(an aside to Ethan)

Corn? At this time of year?

ETHAN

I know. But it’s always grown early. No one knows why. Or how it survives.

DEBRA

What does he look like? This man?

JOSS

He’s hard to see. A shadow. He’s tall and walks about. He’s scary. I don’t like him.

Debra nods and smiles at Joss. She’s done. Ethan nods to his brother.

ETHAN

Run along and play.

Joss rushes off as Ethan turn to them. Cederick brings over four hot drinks and sits.

ETHAN

Well, what do you think?

DEBRA

Something’s obviously disturbed him.

CEDERICK

He’s just a child. I’ve never seen any man and nor has anyone else. Kids see things.

TOMMY

Maybe. Maybe not.

CEDERICK

Look, I like you Tommy, I really do. But I don’t believe in any of this ghost story stuff. If you want to look into it, be my guest, but  think you’re wasting your time.

He takes a sip of his drink as we cut away to – 

Last Hope Farm, Outer Field: The old tree has now been partially uprooted, a tractor attached to it by a heavy metal chain. It’s been left, the job half done. However, something is different about the tree. Where before the trunk was solid, now there’s a large, natural-looking hole in the side, leading to darkness. The roots that stick in the air are jagged and sharp looking. It’s just as unsettling as before, if not more so.

Helen and Joe are approaching the old tree and a breeze seems to blow around them. Helen shivers, clutching her arms around her tightly. Joe glances at her concerned.

JOE

Are you alright?

HELEN

Yeah, just a chill.

They approach the tree, looking around it. They notice the chainsaw gash. Joe smirks slightly as she jumps up onto the angled trunk of the tree and climbs up to the hole, looking in.

JOE

Pretty damn creepy isn’t it?

HELEN

I’d say very. Something doesn’t feel right.

Joe stares further into the hole but can’t seem to see anything. Just blackness. Endless, dark, nothing. A wind blows again. We notice Helen seems to stumble a little. She looks up at Joe.

HELEN

Joe, why don’t you come down from there?

JOE

Just trying to get a good look, if there’s anything in there. It shouldn’t be this dark.

Another gust and Helen slightly staggers, as if in a daze. She looks pale and holds a hand to her head. She doesn’t look well at all.

HELEN

Joe, I don’t feel too good.

JOE

Give me a moment.

She doesn’t look round. A wind blows again and on the breeze it’s almost as if we can hear a distant voice calling... Helen. A summoning, an enticement. Helen looks really bad now.

HELEN

Joe...

Joe glances round and sees how bad Helen looks instantly she gets worried, turning from the tree and jumping down. 

JOE

Shit, Helen, I didn’t realise…

HELEN

Hold me!

And Helen falls, collapsing, and Joe only just manages to catch her before she hits the dirt. Joe holds Helen in her arms as Helen’s eyes flicker open and shut.

JOE

Helen! Helen can you hear me?

Joe’s voice becomes distant as Helen slowly slips away into unconsciousness and we go to black.

Farmhouse, Guest Room, Midday: Helen slowly opens her eyes, blinking as bright sunlight blazes in through the cracks in the curtain. She slowly sits up and takes in her surroundings. She’s led in a large, wooden bed in a fairly spacious room decorated with a few oil paintings and furnished with a single wardrobe and side cupboard. Her luggage sits on the cupboard that rests under the window. As Helen takes this in there comes a knock at the door. Helen glances over.

HELEN

Yeah, come in.

She glances down and realises she’s pretty much dressed, just her top layers having been removed. The door opens and Joe enters, smiling and holding a large tray on which rests a selection of bacon, sausages, fried mushrooms, pancakes and juice.

JOE

Morning honey.

She winks as brings the tray of food over and passes it to Helen to takes it, hungrily. She looks a little confused, not quite certain how she ended up here.

JOE

You remember much?

HELEN

Not really, what happened?

JOE

You just collapses, out cold. Debra checked you over, said you’d just slipped into a deep sleep. Don’t you recall anything about what happened?

HELEN

I don’t know… there was a feeling… something cold… I’m not sure.

JOE

Don’t worry, you got me to look after you now.

HELEN

Breakfast in bed. I feel spoilt.

JOE

Don’t tell Josh, he might think I’m trying to turn you to the dark side.

HELEN

(smiling, playful)

I thought you always said you couldn’t ‘turn’ gay, you just were who you were.

JOE

You kidding? I’m so hot, I could make men lesbians.

Helen smiles as she takes a drink of orange juice.

HELEN

So what’s everyone else up to?

JOE

Tommy and Debra have gone out to look over that tree with Ethan. They were concerned about leaving you but I said I’d play nurse maid.

HELEN

Almost sounds kinky.

JOE

You better believe it.

Last Hope Farm, Outer Field: Debra and Tommy are looking around the tree as Ethan watches, stood a couple of metres back. He looks a little puzzled.

ETHAN

What exactly is it, you guys are looking for?

Tommy looks up from where he’s half-climbed the angled tree.

TOMMY

Helen’s particularly sensitive to any supernatural presence. The fact that she fainted suggests something… I just don’t know what.

Debra stands back, looking up the tree, very puzzled. She looks at Ethan.

DEBRA

This tree is old. Very old. So why is it even still here? Why is it only being dug up now?

ETHAN

This field has never been used before, not in living memory, at least. There was a reason once, I’m sure. Grandpa kept to the tradition but dad…. Well, we need all the money we can get these days. Things are tight, the soil in this field is perfect. 

Tommy looks deep into the hole in the tree.

TOMMY

But first you needed to remove the tree. And that’s when everything started.

ETHAN

I guess so.

Tommy looks thoughtful then climbs down to face Ethan and almost smiles.

TOMMY

We’ll work out what’s going on. Trust me.

DEBRA

Ethan, does the town have many records? Perhaps after lunch we should go and see if we can’t dig anything up on the history of this place.

Ethan nods.

ETHAN

Yeah, the records are meant to be pretty extensive. They’re kept in the Town Hall, you’ll have to see Mayor O’Rourke.

Debra nods as Tommy glances across at the field where the corn blows in the light breeze. For a split second he seems to see a shape amongst the corn but after he blinks a moment he can see nothing.

Last Hope Farmhouse, Exterior: Joss is playing with several toy tractors in the dust a few metres away from the farmhouse. Helen, now refreshed and dressed in clean clothes, and Joe come walking out of the farmhouse and towards him. He looks up and smiles a greeting at them.

HELEN

Hi there Joss.

JOSS

Ethan says you’re here to help find the Nightmare Man. That true?

HELEN

Yeah. We’ve got rid of a lot of nightmare men in our time. Joe and I, we were wondering if you could show us where you first saw him?

Joss looks fearful a moment and the nods.

JOSS

Alright. It ain’t too far.

He jumps up and starts walking towards the field.

Eastern Fields, Stream: The fields to the east sit alongside the farmhouse, several fields over from the outer fields and much closer to the main area of the farm. Separating two fields is a small stream that runs through a light ditch, surrounded by hedges and trees. A small wooden plank acts as a bridge at this section. Joss wanders over with Helen and Joe right behind.

JOE

What were you doing out here?

JOSS

I was playing down by the stream, my soldiers were trying to cross without getting eaten by no alligators.

HELEN

And where did you see the Nightmare Man?

Joss points down the stream. Helen walks down the edges and crouches by Joss and follows his gaze. Up stream, shrouded by shrubbery and vegetation is a large rock.

HELEN

By that rock?

JOSS

Yeah, he was stood behind it. It was scary and I ran home. Only other times I saw him was out in the corn field. Walking through the corn.

HELEN

We’re just gonna take a look, alright?

Joss nods, trying to put on a brave face but obviously scared. The group step on the wood, crossing the stream and then head down towards the rock.

Eastern Fields, Old Rock: After a few minutes they reach the rock. It’s imbedded in the ground and looks like its been that way for a long time. It’s almost completely hidden by vegetation and moss that have grown over it. Joe looks baffled.

JOE

It hardly fits the surroundings. How did a rock almost half my size end up sat here in the middle of the farm? It’s weird.

HELEN

Look at that.

She points to what looks like scraping marks. As if something had been scraped repeatedly against the stone. There’s quite a few of the fresh-looking marks. Helen and Joe glance at each other, concerned expressions on their faces.

Last Hope, Streets, Afternoon: Tommy and Debra park up in the jeep and climb out, looking about the town. A group of young kids are playing chasing games out in the street. People are seen wandering into The Last Stop and a few women going about shopping. Debra turns to Tommy.

DEBRA

So what’s the plan?

TOMMY

If you start with the records I can talk to some of the locals. See what we can both find out. 

Debra nods but before heading off allows herself a smile, looking at Tommy.

TOMMY

What?

DEBRA

It’s just good to see you being so proactive. 

TOMMY

Families family.

He turns and heads off, leaving Debra to frown. She sighs, turns, and heads to Town Hall, a large partially stone-built building in the centre of the town. Tommy walks over to a General store and heads inside.

General Store, Interior: The walls are stacked with wooden shelves, holding all kinds of products, a mixture of locally produced and brought in goods. There’s rows of shelving with freshly baked bread, from the bakery Tommy can just glance at through an open door behind the counter. There appears to be no one at the counter.

TOMMY

Hello?

He turns and walks over to a stack of newspapers. He looks down. The front cover mentions the possible closing of the towns only dentist but nothing about the recent disappearances. It’s seems it just isn’t news.

MISSY (VO)

(excited, gleeful)

Hey there handsome!

Tommy turns to see Missy’s smile evaporate into embarrassment and back into her usual shy stance. For a moment though, she seemed very alive.

MISSY

Sorry, mister, I thought you were someone else.

TOMMY

Hi, my names Tommy Doyle…

MISSY

Oh yeah, I heard you were in town. Everyone knows everything round here.

TOMMY

Does anyone know what happened to the missing farm hands?

Missy looks down, getting more nervous.

MISSY

We.. well… not quite. But folk leave this place all the time. We might be without a dentist soon enough.

Tommy glances around the store.

TOMMY

You seem a bit young to be running this place?

MISSY

My mother…she owns it. I’m just watching the store whilst she has some lunch.

She holds up a dusty rag as some sort of explanation and then with a elaborate and jerky hand gesture, possibly indicating she has work, she goes over to some shelves and starts dusting.

Last Hope Town Hall, Exterior: Debra approaches the most impressive building in Last Hope. Several stone steps lead up to the entrance of the building which is a large set of double doors surrounded by elaborate carvings. Two statues sit either side, both of me. Debra glances at the first, a tall, imposing figure in late 17th century upper class dress, and a cold, menacing expression on his face. The other statue is a more handsome male, dressed in rougher clothes and brandishing a sword. Debra seems to look at him, as if something about him rings a bell.

DEBRA

I swear he looks familiar…

She shrugs it off and goes inside the building.

Last Hope Town Hall, Mayors Office: The room is large and well furnished with an ocean blue carpet and matching drapes across the window. MAYOR LARRY O’ROURKE is sat behind his vast, neat and tidy desk. An man of Irish descent and proud, judging by the neat green suit and four-leaf-clover badge pinned to it. He’s a fairly large man with thinning hair, has an air of authority but also a sense of fun. There’s a knock at his door.

O’ROURKE

Yes, come in, come in.

The door opens and his SECRETARY, shirt skirt, blonde, enters followed by Debra.

SECRETARY

Debra Loomis, one of the Doyles friends. She’d like a word with you.

O’ROURKE

Please Ms Loomis, come in, have a seat.

Debra walks over as the secretary leaves but she doesn’t sit.

O’ROURKE

Excuse me if I don’t stand, this paper works been taking me all day. What can I do you for?

DEBRA

I was wondering if I could have a look at the town records actually?

O’ROURKE

Records, eh? Don’t see why not. Though could I ask you why, my dear?

DEBRA

I was wondering about the old tree over at the farm, the one in the outer field. It’s never been farmed in living memory.

O’ROURKE

Often wondered about that myself. Go right ahead, my Secretary will show you the way to the records.

DEBRA

Thank you, sir.

O’ROURKE

You’re welcome my dear.

Debra turns and starts to head out. Just before she leaves, she turns back, remembering something.

DEBRA

Oh one last thing. I was wondering who the two statues are of outside the town hall?

O’Rourke looks up with a big smile.

O’ROURKE

Ah, now that I can tell you. They go back a couple of centuries, to the early days of our town. Some dark days back then, my dear, trouble with…

He pauses for dramatic effect, leaning forward on his desk.

O’ROURKE

…witches.

DEBRA

Witches?

O’ROURKE

Or so we thought at the time. Terrible tragedy really. I’m led to believe they were both witch hunters. The grumpy looking chap was an infamous witch finder by the name of Malahide. The fellow with the sword, he was called Salem Bradley. Ironic name really. I think the story goes they killed each other or some such. I never did look into the details. Perhaps you’ll find something in the records.

DEBRA

Perhaps. Thank you Mayor O’Rourke.

She turns and starts to exit, only pausing briefly, something playing across her mind, a name she can’t identify but seems familiar...

DEBRA

Bradley…?

Last Hope, Old Church, Exterior: The old church is possibly the most untouched element of the town, resting be the dirt path that leads to the farm on the very edge of the more modern areas. We see Tommy slipping inside.

Old Church, Interior: Alter, pews, massive cross, the usual thing. Looks well kept and clean, a lot of effort has been put into keeping the church in shape. A few candles are lit on the alter and a figure is hunched in prayer. Tommy approaches, cautiously.

TOMMY

Hello?

The older woman turns. About 60 years of age, with greying hair and a sad, distant look in her eye, this is MARY FLETCHER. She looks up at Tommy and manages a small smile, though a not too convincing one.

MARY

I was just saying a prayer for the soul of my poor lost boy. My lost, lost Billy-Bob.

TOMMY

You’re Gareth’s wife? Your son disappeared?

MARY

He’s gone to God now.

TOMMY

No one else seems to believe it.

MARY

No, they wouldn’t. But he was messing with that old tree. I warned him.

TOMMY

Warned him about what?

MARY

That field hasn’t been farmed for at least a century and there’s a reason for that. I don’t know what but now it’s taken away my only son.

TOMMY

I saw your husband…

MARY

The poor lost soul, I pray for him too. Hiding in drink, to escape the loss we both feel. I wish he was here with me, here with God.

TOMMY

I can help. My… the others and I, we’ll find out what happened and we’ll put a stop to anything else.

MARY

I hope you’ve got faith. Because something’s coming to our little town, I can feel it in my bones, old as they are. Something’s comin’ and you want God on your side.

She turns back to her praying as Tommy looks up at the vast cross above him.

Last Hope Town Hall, Records Room, Later: The room is surprisingly big, lines with old, wooden cupboards that are juxtaposed against newer filing cabinets strewn about the place. Debra is sat at the large wooden table in the centre, going over some of the oldest records. After a knock, the Secretary enters the room.

SECRETARY

The Mayor would like to knock if you’d like anything to eat or drink?

DEBRA

No, I’m alright, thank you. These records are very detailed.

SECRETARY

People round here feel its important to keep track of how we develop. They always have. Our history is very important to us.

DEBRA

It’s crazy. I’m going further and further back, and every land survey mentions the outer field of the farm as lying fallow.

SECRETARY

Fallow?

DEBRA

Unused. I’m at a 1710 census and it’s still unused.

SECRETARY

Maybe it was never used. The town was only established in 1642.

DEBRA

I checked that first. The field was definitely being used then. And there was no tree. I’m working my way back though.

SECRETARY

Well, let me know if you need anything.

Debra smiles her thanks as the secretary leaves the room.

Last Hope, Streets: Tommy is seen wandering past the town’s Emergency Services building, looking about. He looks up and notices a cop escorting an obviously drunk Gareth out of the building. Gareth stumbles forward, noticing Tommy. The Cop calls down from above.

COP

Just go home Gareth.

He heads back inside as Gareth focuses on Tommy.

GARETH

I know you.

TOMMY

You don’t. I’m not from round here.

GARETH

No, no, no, no… you’re Cederick’s boy. Etan… Ethan. You’re Ethan.

TOMMY

Cederick’s my cousin.

GARETH

He’s your father.

TOMMY

Your drunk.

GARETH

Darn straight. You never leave your father, you here me. Don’t run out like my Billy-Bob did. My Billy-Bob. Gone.

He starts to cry slightly and turns and heads away, leaving Tommy to stare after him, his face a blank mask.

Last Hope Town Hall, Exterior, Shortly Later: Debra exits the building, a few files and photocopies tucked under her arm. Tommy is on his way there and they meet up a few metres from the building.

TOMMY

Did you find anything?

DEBRA

Not too much. A few details, I’ll fill everyone in back at the house.

Farmhouse, Kitchen/Diner, Interior, Dusk: Debra has her research spread out across the table in front of her as Ethan, Tommy, Helen and Joe sit round. Cederick is busy cooking in the kitchen. 

ETHAN

And you can’t find anything about the tree?

DEBRA

I thought perhaps it could be a memorial, maybe the land was being left in memory of those who died in the witch trials.

HELEN

Witch trials?

DEBRA

In 1697 a witch hunter named Malahide came to Last Hope after reports of witchcraft. Several locals were accused, found guilty and hanged. 

CEDERICK (VO)

That seems a rational explanation to me.

They turn to see Cederick approaching.

CEDERICK

The field never gets touched, the tree’s planted in their memory. If I’d known I’d might have left it.

JOE

Doesn’t explain Joss’ Nightmare Man.

CEDERICK

Childish imagination. If he was so scared he’d not be out counting the sheep for me. Ain’t you chores to be doing Ethan?

ETHAN

Sorry dad.

Ethan gets up and heads outside as Cederick returns to his cooking.

DEBRA

I’m not saying there isn’t more going on but I’m not sure if this is the right route we’re taking.

The others don’t look so convinced whilst Tommy merely stares off in thought.

Eastern Fields, Stream: Joss is walking back towards the farmhouse when he reaches the stream. He looks a little nervous and, gathering his courage, he jumps across the water. As he lands he hears a noise behind him. He spins round. 

A tall, imposing figure stands before him, towering over him and bathed in shadow. Joss can’t help it, he screams out. Terror overcomes him and he turns, screaming. The shadowed figure moves forward, as if wrapped in a cloak of darkness. We get the sense of a very tall, maybe six and a half foot, character wrapped in ragged clothes, with twisted claw-like appendages of silhouetted across the body at various points.

Farmhouse, Exterior: Everyone rushes out, looking in the direction of Joss’ screams. Ethan is already running towards them as everyone else takes off. Joss appears in site, running straight into Ethan who grabs the screaming child.

ETHAN

It’s alright, it’s alright, it’s me. Ethan. Your big brother.

JOSS

The Nightmare Man tried to get me.

ETHAN

There is no Nightmare Man.

As the others arrive, Tommy looks grimly forward.

TOMMY

Yes there is.

They all look in the direction where Joss had run from. Stood in the glow of dusk is the imposing, shadowed figure. Staring, watching. The figure holds a gnarled and twisted wooden-staff in one hand. Cederick looks furious.

CEDERICK

Whoever you are, get off my land!

The figure extends an arm, pointing a gnarled finger at the group.

NIGHTMARE MAN

One of you… 

He turns and, as he does so, he seems to disappear into darkness, as if swallowed up, vanishing from sight before them. Cederick can’t believe his eyes as Ethan comforts a traumatised Joss. Helen, Joe and Debra exchange concerned glances.

Farmhouse, Exterior: Cederick is seen driving on his tractor away from the house, a remaining FARM HAND at his side.

Farmhouse, Kitchen/Diner, Morning: The gang are sat round the table enjoying a fried breakfast of eggs, bacon, sausage and so forth. Ethan enters, looking worried.

ETHAN

Joss is eating his breakfast alright, he just seems shook up by everything.

DEBRA

I don’t blame him. I’ll go talk to him later.

JOE

Poor kid. So what’s our game plan?

HELEN

Well, I think we’re dealing with something supernatural here. Cederick may think it was a trick of the light but I say whoever that was, they vanished into thin air.

JOE

No kidding. Debra, are you sure your research didn’t turn up anything else. What about the witch hunts?

DEBRA

Typical paranoia. A village wise woman, a drunk and someone who probably had a mental illness all hung for witch craft. The witch hunter, a man named Malahide, was actually killed himself shortly after when he accused the Mayor’s daughter of being a witch.

HELEN

What happened to him?

DEBRA

Another man, Salem Bradley, accused Malahide of deceiving the towns people with black magic and apparently killed him.

Tommy looks up from his food, a flicker of recognition on his blank face.

TOMMY

Bradley?

DEBRA

Yeah. There’s a statue of him and Malahide outside the town hall. 

TOMMY

As in Summer Bradley? 

Suddenly recognition spreads across the group. We flash up images of Summer Bradley decapitating a vampire and fighting alongside the others (see HTS 3.21 and 3.22). The gang glance at each other, Debra annoyed with herself.

DEBRA

I knew the statue looked familiar. An ancestor.

TOMMY

They were all demon hunters. There’s definitely a supernatural connection.

Joe picks up one of Debra’s pictures. It’s a drawn illustration of the Outer Field, the tall tree in the centre, a familiar sight.

JOE

Ummm… Debra? This picture you got? It’s from 1697 right? When the tree was planted?

DEBRA

Ye… oh my God…

JOE

Exactly. It’s fully grown. Pretty twisted too.

TOMMY

We need to go examine the tree again.

DEBRA

Helen, I think you should stay here. You reacted badly to something there before, we don’t want a repeat of that.

Helen nods, understanding, but looking a little worried. Joe squeezes her hand.

JOE

It’ll all be cool. Don’t worry about it, hon.

HELEN

The feeling was so intense. Whatever is behind this… it isn’t going to be pretty.

Tommy stares at Helen, a grim look on his face as we fade to the next scene:

Outer Field: Ethan, Debra and Joe are stood around the base of the tree, looking up as Tommy climbs towards the hole. Debra looks nervous.

DEBRA

Are you sure this is a good idea.

TOMMY

No.

He reaches the hole and turns to the others. Ethan tosses him a torch which he catches and switches on. He shines it into the hole... but all he can see is yet more darkness. He shakes his head, throwing the torch back.

TOMMY

It’s no good. I’m going to reach inside.

Leaning forward, he reaches into the hole. He leans right up to it, his arm disappearing into the gap. He doesn’t seem to be able to find anything and reaches in right up to his shoulder. A look of serious concern appears on Debra’s face as she starts to walk round the side of the tree.

DEBRA

Tommy please tell me your arm isn’t straight.

TOMMY

I’m reaching straight in, why?

DEBRA

Because your arm should be out the other side of the tree by now.

ETHAN

But that’s impossible…

We cut to Debra’s view. She’s right. Tommy’s out stretched arm should be coming out the other side of the tree by now but there is just solid bark there and no sign. It’s as if the hole simply goes on, into a space larger than the tree itself. Tommy, looking concerned, starts to withdraw his arm. Suddenly he’s pulled forward and a look of panic appears on his face.

TOMMY

Something’s got my arm!

JOE

Holy shit.

Joe leaps up, jumping up the tree towards Tommy and grabbing his shoulder, and helping him pull. Tommy looks pained and a hard tug smashes his face forward into the tree. Tommy and Joe struggle and start to win...

JOE

Come no Tommy, pull.

Suddenly, whatever it is, let’s go and the two of them are thrown back, falling down the tree and hitting the ground hard. Ethan and Debra run to help them up, Tommy brushing off help to get himself up.

DEBRA

Are you alright?

TOMMY

Fine.

The four of them look up at the hole, leading to pure darkness, fear on their faces.

Farmhouse, Exterior: Helen is walking away from the farmhouse, when she notices someone lurking around the edge of the building. She moves round towards them.

HELEN

Hello?

The figure jumps, startled. Helen approaches and sees that it’s Missy, stood next to a small, red bicycle. She looks embarrassed to have been spotted and nervous.

MISSY

Oh, sorry, I… I didn’t mean to… sorry.

She pulls the bike up and starts climbing on it.

HELEN

Hey, no need to be apologise, did you want something? Did you need to see Cederick?

Missy goes red and shrugs, her hair covering her face.

MISSY

No, it’s alright. I’ve got to get home.

She pushes off on the bike and, wobbling slightly, heads off. Helen looks after her, obviously bemused. She turns and heads off.

First Field: A large field, the first one of the farm as you drive there from the town, is in the process of being cleared of vegetation in preparation for the summer’s crops. Cederick jumps down from his tractor as he sees a car approaching. The car stops at the edge of the field and the Mayor jumps out, the tow heading to each other.

CEDERICK

Mayor O’Rourke, what can I do for you?

O’ROURKE

I was about to ask you the same thing Cederick. I was just coming to check up on things.

CEDERICK

Is this about my cousin?

O’ROURKE

Well, I’m given to understand their investigation recent happenings. Now, I’m sure we all know these people simply left… but I guess this will put some minds at ease.

CEDERICK

I hope so too. There was someone on the farm last night though. I don’t know who, could have just been a drifter I suppose.

O’ROURKE

Well, if you need anything, you always know you can ask me. Just thought I’d let you know, we’re all here to help. 

CEDERICK

Thank you, sir.

O’Rourke smiles and nods, offering his hand which Cederick takes.

O’ROURKE

Best of luck, my man.

Cederick nods as the Mayor turns and heads back to his car.

South-East Field: A large field, situated at a south-easterly diagonal to the farmhouse, where the crops are already planted and there’s already the first sign of shoots starting to grow. Helen is sat at the edge of the field, near to a small pond, fed by the stream from the Eastern Field. She’s sat out, cross-legged and meditating. She clears her mind, and breathes deeply. We notice she wears her pentagram necklace on the outside of her loose, flowing clothing. As she lets her mind wander we see Joss appear by the edge of the pond, watching her. He slowly walks over.

JOSS

Miss Helen, what are you doing?

She opens her eyes and smiles at him.

HELEN

Didn’t expect to see you out and about so soon.

JOSS

I got bored. Anyway this is my daddy’s farm and I shouldn’t be afraid. I’m brave.

HELEN

Good for you. As for what I’m doing, I’m meditating.

JOSS

Meditating?

HELEN

Yeah. I find it peaceful. Relaxing. I just sit out amongst nature and let the world flow around me. No worries. Listening to the sounds, feeling the wind.

JOSS

Sounds awful dull to me.

HELEN

I guess it does. It’s a way for me to feel in touch with nature and the earth that provides us with so much.

JOSS

Still sounds dull. I’ve got to go now.

Helen laughs gently as Joss heads off, back towards the farmhouse. Once she’s alone again Helen closes her eyes and returns to her meditation. 

POV: We watch Helen from amongst a hedgerow, some distance away. Our vision is yellow and slightly hazy, unnatural. We slowly move forward, vegetation parting as we approach Helen from her right.

As Helen meditates her eye lids flicker slightly. Her fingers stretch out, as if feeling out for something...

POV: We move closer, now only five or six metres away from her. Suddenly her heads snaps in our direction.

Helen opens her eyes, she’s sensed something. Her looks becomes one of awe, panic, fear and shock all rolled into one. Stood no more than four metres away is the tall, imposing figure of the Nightmare Man, finally revealed to us.

As tall as ever, the imposing figure appears like some kind of demonic scarecrow. He’s dressed in ragged, ripped and torn clothing, just about recognisable as the fashion of the late seventeenth century, wrapped in a large, heavy coat of a more modern design, perhaps stolen from somewhere or someone. What should be skin is knarled and knotted, as if it’s s strange combination of flesh and wood. Across his whole body, vines and branches weave into and out of his ‘skin’, creating claw-like appendages as they jut out at various points. His eyes burn red, his teeth or razor-sharp points, his hands, clawed and savage-looking. For all the distortion, however, his face is still recognisable as the witch hunter MALAHIDE.

Malahide looks down at Helen, the tow of them caught in an impasse, waiting for each other to make the first move. With words like grated stone he speaks.

MALAHIDE

You… sensed… my presence. 

Helen slowly moves, uncrossing her legs, her hands planted on the ground, ready to leap up is she needs to. She tries to utter a few words, cautious.

HELEN

Who… who are you?

MALAHIDE

(ignoring her)

You… have power? Interesting.

He steps forward, his hand moving towards Helen who scrambles away across the dirt, calling out for help.

HELEN

Debra! Joe, everyone! Help!

Malahide moves suddenly a lot faster than we’d imagine, reaching out at her. However he stops when he notices Helen’s reaction. It’s like before, at the old tree. She starts shaking, getting weak. Malahide obviously seems as surprised by this. Then a small machiavellian smile crosses his lips.

MALAHIDE

It seems my prayers have at last… been answered.

There’s the sound of running feet and Malahide turns to see Tommy, Debra, Ethan and Joe running towards him. They stop a metre or so away, shock on their faces. Debra instantly recognises him.

DEBRA

You… you’re Malahide! 

JOE

The witch hunter?

DEBRA

He looks just like the statue. Complexion withstanding.

JOE

Get away from Helen, you creep.

Malahide smiles slightly and reaches behind him, his hand reappearing with a long, wooden staff, twisted and covered in jagged thorns. It’s as if it’s come from nowhere. With his free hand he reaches out for Helen. Joe surges forward.

JOE

Hey!

Malahide swings his staff round and there’s a sickening crack as it strikes Joe’s side, knocking her back, the thorns cutting her viciously. She hits the dirt. Helen scrambles away, getting to her feet as Debra rushes forward. Malahide swings at her but she blocks the attack, grabbing the staff between thorns. She jumps up, using the staff as support and kicks Malahide in the ribs. He’s knocked back maybe a step but is unharmed and he swings Debra round, throwing her into Tommy, the both of them collapsing to the floor. Helen grabs a heavy stone form the floor and flings it at Malahide, knocking him on the head. Malahide tuns to her angrily as Ethan grabs another rock, doing the same. Debra scrambles up, grabbing a heavy, broken tree branch, wielding it as a weapon as Helen rushes over to her side. Joe, picking herself up, moves to the group. Safety in numbers. Malahide snarls, surging forward, swinging his weapon. Debra deflects the blow as Tommy pulls a concealed knife from a sheaf under his top. He comes up under the staff and stabs out at Malahide. The knife blade jams into the skin and a white fluid oozes out. Malahide roars and knocks Tommy back, turns and runs back. Debra looks like she’s going to stay when Tommy takes off into a sprint after him. Debra sighs and follows. Malahide runs through the fields, across the Eastern Field and towards the cornfield. His movements are rapid but flowing, almost spectral, as if gliding through the air. He reaches the cornfield and disappears into the corn. Tommy rushes in partly then stops. There’s no sign of movement. Debra catches up, both of them exhausted.

DEBRA

He just vanished.

Tommy stares grimly out into the corn.

Farmhouse, Later: We see the group moving back into the farmhouse. Cederick is stood in the doorway looking concerned as Debra supports an injured Joe. We pan up to see the town in the distance.

Last Hope, Fletcher Residence, Living Room: A small, sparsely decorated room. An old, black and white television sits in one corner, a single chair facing it and a sofa to the side of the room. Religious imagery decorated the wall, including a large statue of the crucifixion. Gareth Fletcher sits in the chair, staring at the blank television, an empty bottle of wine in his hand. Two more empty bottles sit on a small table to his side. His wife, Mary, stands from a small ‘shrine’ against one wall, finishing uttering a prayer and kissing the cross she wears. She then turns and starts to head from the room. Gareth glances at her.

GARETH

Where you going?

MARY

I’m having a look at something in the attic.

GARETH

Nothing there. Why bother. You know Billy-Bob sorted that stuff out. Billy-Bob…

MARY

I need to get something. Have faith Gareth, all will be well.

GARETH

(drunk, frustrated)

Faith? Don’t be daft woman, he’s gone. Gone. All gone and nothing to change that.

MARY

I need to get something from great-grandmother’s trunk.

GARETH

Whatever.

Mary looks tearful as she leaves the room and her drunken husband.

Fletcher Residence, Attic, Minutes Later: The dark, cluttered space runs the length of the house. Mary is found at the very back looking through an ancient, and heavy-looking chest. It’s full of some very old looking clothing and artefacts, probably dating back to the towns foundation. As she searches she seems to find what she’s looking for and lifts out a very old, tatty looking leather-bound book. It’s small and easy to hold in one hand. Her eyes dart over it and she glances around, as if fearful of being scene.

MARY

This is it.

She slowly opens the book and we see text elegantly written by-hand on the first page. It reads “The Diary of Salem Bradley”.  Mary glances around again and slips the book into her coat pocket.

Outerfield / Corn Field Border: We see a break in the hedgerow between the two fields, a place for the farm’s tractor to drive by the looks of the tracks there. The figure of Malahide steps into frame. He stares out, across the farm in the direction of the farmhouse, a look of cunning and satisfaction on his twisted face.

MALAHIDE

She is the one. I have finally found her… and my work can at last… be complete.

He turns and glares at the old tree with bitter anger.

MALAHIDE

He will regret the day he imprisoned me.

He turns and moves into the cornfield, walking amongst the corn. Once there he raises his staff and bring sit down, striking the earth, imbedding it into the dirt. A wind seems to blow up around the staff, flattening the corn around him into a small, perfect circle. The dirt blows away from the base of the staff, leaving a hole in the ground. Malahide looks upwards, his eyes glowing an unnatural green.

MALAHIDE

I call upon… the souls of the departed, I invoke the name of Hades… give me access to the great River.

His eyes return to ‘normal’ and he looks down. Where the soils removed we see a unnatural sight. A river, flowing inches beneath the surface. But it isn’t natural. It’s a eerie, sickly green and it’s not liquid, but light. It flows underneath the field, unseen, moving through the dirt but now a tiny portion uncovered. And, briefly, we see what appear to almost be faces, shapes… distorted, in pain, unnatural.

Malahide smiles as he reaches down and dips his hand in, lifting a pulsing, flowing palm of the light out of the ‘river’. He moves from it back into the outer field. He stands in the field and, using his other hand, picks some of the green energy out of his palm and flings it down into the dirt. He does the same again, and again, and again, at different points, until it has all gone.

MALAHIDE

I reached into the dirt… and I made new life.

Suddenly, in the patch of earth he threw the first lot of energy, an arm explodes out of the ground. The pattern is repeated across the field as a dozen creatures burst forth, crawling from the ground. Some skeletal, some wearing clothes, some not, they’re a mixture of flesh, vegetation and dirt. One of them is recognisable Billy-Bob, accept a tree route is wrapped around half his body and covers half his face, disappearing into an empty eye socket. Two others look the most human, the other two missing people. Both are still partially decomposed and covered in dirt and rock. The others are formed from clay, strange rough shapes of men, some skeletons long buried and padded with dirt and weeds. They are GOLEMS of flesh and earth. 

Malahide smiles, and indicates a short distance away where a ton of farm implements lay, discarded. They move forward picking up pitchforks, scythes and various other instruments before facing Malahide. Malahide indicates four Golems, one a half-decayed farm hand who holds a scythe and whose other hand is utterly covered in clumped mud right up to the elbow so as if to resembled a heavy club (CLUB-GOLEM).

MALAHIDE

Go to the farmhouse. Bring her to me.

The four Golems turn and start to shuffle off as Malahide turns to the others, left by BILLY-GOLEM. He smiles sadistically.

MALAHIDE

Go to Last Hope. Kill everyone. Slaughter the people and let their bodies rot in the streets.

The Golem’s turn as Malahide glares malevolently after them.

We pan upwards to overlook the farm. As the sun sets the Golem’s shuffle towards the farmhouse and the town of Last Hope as we hear a rising, grating cackle, getting louder and louder as we smash to black.

Caption: TO BE CONTINUED...

Fade to black.
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