Halloween: The Series


Episode 4.14: Damage Control, Part 2


We open on a barred window at Country Manor, rain cascading down the glass.  Lightning illuminates the office.  Debra is organizing some paperwork at her desk, pausing as thunder roars overhead.  She turns toward the open doorway as the faint sound of screaming matches the storm outside.  Shakes her head.

Debra grabs several files, her keys and jacket, turning off her computer as she leaves.  She closes the door behind her.

Fumbling with the keys, Debra locks up and walks off as we cut to the facility’s security headquarters.  Despite a lack of supervision, the system appears to be working fine on its own – the wall of screens occasionally change to show different camera angles within the hospital, “hot points” monitor movement – basically everything is computerized.  A message pops up on the mainframe computer, with a corresponding electronic female voice.

MAINFRAME (VO)

System malfunction.  Permission to initiate automated lockdown option.


A bloody hand suddenly grabs hold of the computer’s switchboard.  Dwight Chandler pulls himself up, his face completely pale.  He tries to put pressure on his wounded neck with the other hand, but blood is gushing everywhere.  He punches a button.

MAINFRAME (VO)

Permission granted.  Lockdown to commence in thirty seconds.


Chandler sighs, relieved, falling back against the computer.  He looks up as a shadow crosses over him.  Murdock’s grinning face.  The scalpel still firmly planted in his grasp.

MURDOCK

You’ve been a naughty boy.  Keeping us locked up like animals.


He scans the switchboard.  Twenty seconds.

MURDOCK

Cancel it.

CHANDLER

No fucking way.  Lockdown is the only way to contain the situation.


Murdock lets out a sick laugh.  He rests the scalpel blade on Chandler’s face, tracing it across his features.  Chandler doesn’t flinch.

MURDOCK

Even staring death in the face, you sound like a machine.  No soul inside.

CHANDLER

Go ahead and kill me.  You’re not leaving.


Murdock looks at the mainframe.  Ten seconds left.

MURDOCK

Cancel it.  Now.

CHANDLER

Go to hell.

MURDOCK

Already been there for three years.  Now it’s everyone else’s turn.


Something catches his attention on the monitors.  Walking through the facility.  All alone.  Debra.  Murdock smiles and turns back to Chandler.

MURDOCK

On second thought…


He grabs Chandler by the hair, lifting his wide-eyed gaze to the light.  Without warning he jams the scalpel into his eye socket.  First the right, then the left.  Chandler screams in horror, blindly flailing his arms.  Murdock drops him back on the floor with a smirk.

MURDOCK

Maybe you’re human after all.


He steps over his writhing body, disappearing through the doorway.  After a few moments Chandler’s howling dies out.  Everything is silent.  We pull away to see the mainframe computer.

MAINFRAME (VO)

Lockdown initiated.  Major facility exits sealed.


On the security monitor Debra continues on her way, completely unaware of what’s happening.  The Halloween Theme begins to play.

HALLOWEEN: the series

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

Paul Rudd as TOMMY DOYLE

Carrie-Anne Moss as DEBRA LOOMIS

Johnny Depp as LONNIE ELAMB

Rebecca Gayheart as HELEN JACOBS

with

Colin Baker as ADAM TRAVERS

We open inside Haddonfield Memorial Hospital.  Emerging from the double doors to the morgue, Charlie Montoya snaps off a pair of bloody surgical gloves.  She approaches Lonnie and Helen, brushing back her auburn hair.  They wait expectantly for the news.

CHARLIE

All finished with your guy.  Looked like an acute blow to the side of his head.  Strong enough to break the skin and shatter a portion of the skull bone.


Lonnie glances at Helen.  She shrugs.

HELEN

Doesn’t sound like something Colin would do, does it?  It’s too…violent…

CHARLIE

You might be surprised what people are capable of when they’ve got adrenaline flowing.  In the heat of the moment.

She presses a hand against Lonnie’s backside.  He glances at Helen, turning red.  She raises an eyebrow at them.

LONNIE

Well we should get going, maybe stake out Colin’s house for awhile.

HELEN

Sure.  I’ll see if I can get a hold of Tommy.

(waits a beat)

Meet me outside?


Lonnie nods, watches her go.  Charlie rests her head on his shoulder.

CHARLIE

She’s not an ex-girlfriend too, is she?

LONNIE

Who?  Helen?

CHARLIE

You seemed a little uneasy when I touched you.  Guess I couldn’t resist…


She rests her head on Lonnie’s shoulder, wrapping an arm around his waist.  He uncomfortably maneuvers out of her hold.

LONNIE

We’re just friends.  Good friends.  With friends in common who I’ve, on occasion, boned.

CHARLIE

Debra.  You’re not over her.

LONNIE

We’re over, definitely.  I’m just not sure I should be parading a new girlfriend around in front of them.

CHARLIE

Girlfriend…?


She smiles.  Lonnie starts to respond but Charlie puts a finger over his lips.  She kisses him, long and heavy.  Pulls away.

CHARLIE

Come over tonight.  I rented some movies.

LONNIE

No horror, right?  Not really my favorite genre.

CHARLIE

Comedy.  Some drama.  Maybe a little gratuitous sex thrown in for good measure.

LONNIE

Perfect.  I’ll be there.


He kisses her briefly as we cut away to Haddonfield town hall.  Mayor Jon Hodges is standing at the podium, preparing to give a speech.  Angela waits near the front with a dead microphone in her hand.  She looks toward the exits, annoyed.  Penny Brummel notices her and approaches with a smirk.

PENNY

You know, you might want to invest in a cameraman if you want to get anywhere in the business.  Just a suggestion.

ANGELA

Got one.  Thanks.

PENNY

Did you happen to catch my report on Country Manor?


Angela fumbles with her microphone, trying to ignore her.

ANGELA

Sorry, I missed it.

PENNY

That’s strange.  Because it got a lot of coverage.  Last I heard they were broadcasting it to the whole region.

ANGELA

That’s great.  If you enjoy reporting that kind of thing, I mean.

PENNY

Well I wouldn’t dare lower you to covering fluff stories, Ryder.  I should have known you’re already too busy with the big leagues.  Your piece on the Fourth of July fair was truly fascinating.


Angela is ready to detonate.  Tommy approaches, hoisting the camera to his shoulder.  Penny casually slips back to her own set-up, stealing glances over her cameraman’s shoulder at Angela.

TOMMY

Sorry about the phone call.  Debra was having some trouble.

ANGELA

Tommy, does Debra pay you?

TOMMY

No…why…?

ANGELA

Well I do.  And when the mayor is giving a speech, you better be standing right beside me.  I don’t care if he’s announcing that he took a goddamn piss.  Your job is to record it, all right?

TOMMY

I’ve got a potential story.


Angela’s features soften as curiosity takes over.

TOMMY

The new security at Country Manor was just a cover story.  They didn’t want people to know that someone had gotten through the old system.

ANGELA

Somebody broke in?

TOMMY

Yeah.  Debra thinks this person was talking to the patients without authorization.

ANGELA

I love you, Tommy.  I really do.

(waits a beat)

You know I was kidding about the mayor thing, right?  Screw him.  We’ve got bigger fish.


Tommy starts packing up the equipment, following Angela out of the town hall.  She grins at Penny as they head for the exit.  At the podium Hodges rehearses his speech.  His assistant walks up, whispering something into his ear.  The mayor frowns and clears his throat.

HODGES

I’ve just received word that the Country Manor psychiatric institute has gone into lockdown following a security disturbance.


Tommy and Angela both turn around to listen.

HODGES

Officials are still attempting to make contact with the staff members inside the facility.


His voice is drowned out as the audience starts breaking up.  Reporters get on their cell phones, crewmembers shuffle around the equipment – everything has been thrown into a frenzy.  Angela’s eyes lock onto Penny and her cameraman across the room.  She grabs Tommy and rushes out the door as we cut to Country Manor.  Mark McGee is working on the front desk computer while Chuck Beard paces back and forth with his radio.  He turns to the desk, shaking his head.

BEARD

No answer from upstairs.  Either the power cut screwed up transmission or Chandler isn’t at his station.

MARK

That would be a first.


Beard thinks for a second, looks around the vacant lobby.  He goes for the nearby elevator.

BEARD

I don’t like this.  Something’s wrong.

MARK

Where are you going?

BEARD

To check out HQ.  Chandler wouldn’t just disappear, especially with the system acting up.


He steps into the elevator.  The doors begin to close.

MARK

What should I do in the meantime?

BEARD

Go home.


The elevator doors cut him off from view, leaving Mark alone as we cut away to Charlie’s apartment.  Upscale and modern but comfortable, the radio plays in the background.  Charlie straightens out random knickknacks on her way to the door.  She opens it to see Lonnie, who offers up a six-pack of beer and flowers.  Charlie smiles and accepts them.

CHARLIE

You read my mind.


She steps aside for Lonnie to enter.  He looks around curiously.

CHARLIE

Find the neighborhood okay?

LONNIE

Yeah.  The directions were perfect.  Very detailed.

CHARLIE

Good.


She pops open a couple beers, handing one to Lonnie.  We hear the microwave buzzer go off in the kitchen.  Charlie nods in its direction.

CHARLIE

That’s the popcorn.  Make yourself at home.


She disappears into the next room.  Lonnie roams the area, looking over photographs and decorations.  He lifts one of the picture frame and studies it – Charlie and a young man, both wrapped up in each other and smiling at the camera.  They appear to be on vacation.


Charlie enters with a bowl of popcorn, glancing at Lonnie and the photograph.  She sits back on the couch.

LONNIE

Who’s this?  Family?

CHARLIE

No.  Ex-boyfriend, actually.


Lonnie nods, setting the frame down.

CHARLIE

I guess most people don’t like to keep around old memories like that.  Out in the open, I mean.

LONNIE

So why do you?

CHARLIE

I don’t know.  Maybe it’s the thought of losing the good memories that scares me…

LONNIE

Even if it means having to deal with the all bad stuff too?

CHARLIE

Well, that’s life.  Nothing is ever perfect.


Crashing next to her on the couch, Lonnie grabs a handful of popcorn.  Charlie stops him short, drawing him in for a kiss.  They go at it for awhile, pausing as the radio broadcast is interrupted.

REPORTER (VO)

…News of the Country Manor lockdown first hit town hall ten minutes ago.  The majority of the press abandoned the mayor’s long-awaited speech, instead preferring to cover what could become one of the year’s bigger stories as it unfolds…


Lonnie stands and goes to the radio to listen.

REPORTER (VO)

…Officials are speculating that although lockdown stops patients from leaving the premises, it also prevents any employees from doing the same.  Entry to the facility from the outside is also difficult once the security setting goes into effect…


Lonnie turns around to face Charlie.  His motorcycle keys jingle from her fingers, already knowing his decision.  She tosses them to Lonnie with a smile.  He looks hesitant about leaving her.

CHARLIE

Go, Lonnie.  I’ll be fine.
LONNIE

Are you sure?

CHARLIE

She needs you more than I do.


She watches Lonnie exit as we cut back to Country Manor.  Debra is wandering the hallways, clutching several files at her side.  She turns a corner and stops in her tracks.  Beyond her we see a cart on its side, supplies scattered everywhere on the tile floor.  Nobody is in sight.


Debra cautiously approaches.  Bloodstains cover much of the area.  Bending down for a better look, Debra picks up a small plastic piece and turns it over.  Ross Hunter’s nametag.  Smeared in blood.


Following Debra as she rises to her feet, we see a figure standing at the end of the hallway.  She doesn’t seem to notice as she looks around the floor for something.  Ross’s radio.  She grabs it.

DEBRA

Hello?  Can anybody hear me?


Nothing but dull static.

DEBRA

Mr. Chandler?  Are you there?  Anybody?


She gasps as glass crunches in the background.  Debra spins around, ready to strike whoever is behind her.  Chuck Beard raises his arms in defense.

BEARD

Relax.  It’s just me.

DEBRA

Look…I think something happened to Ross…

BEARD

I know.  I found him.


Debra looks at the open doorway behind him.  Beard attempts to hold her back but she’s too strong, pushing past him.  She enters the room and takes in the sight.  Ross’s mangled body is fixed in the barred windows, open-armed with one hand pointed accusingly in Debra’s direction.  She turns and looks at the wall behind her where a simple message reads – “Judgment begins.”

BEARD

Any idea who would do this?


Debra nods, looking away from the words scrawled in black ink.  She glances at Ross’s corpse, then at Beard.

DEBRA

I know who…

(waits a beat)

Come on.  Help me get him down.


They start as we cut to the exterior of the Moritz residence.  Across the street a car is parked obscurely under a canopy of treetops.  Feet propped on the dashboard, Helen is reading a magazine.  Adam sits behind the wheel with his gaze trained on the house.  Dead silence.

HELEN

All right, next question.  “Your man forgets a date you’ve been planning for weeks, spending time with his pals instead.  Later that night he shows up with a bouquet of flowers and a love letter professing his undying affection.”  What do you do?


Adam groans, throwing back his head.

ADAM

Do we really have to continue…?

HELEN

“A, you accept the apology and end the night with a wild session of lovemaking on the kitchen floor.  B, you accept but tell him you need time to think things over.  C, you tell him to hit the road.  Or D, you’ve already gotten your revenge by sleeping with his best friend.”

ADAM

This is preposterous.  Nobody acts that way.

HELEN

Well, it’s all hypothetical.  Just give the answer closest to what you would do.

ADAM

I don’t know.  I suppose “C” then, if I have to choose one.

Helen marks it down, considering it for herself.  Adam looks at the Moritz residence.  Nothing is happening.

HELEN

I picked “B.”  Now we tally the scores…

ADAM

Uh-huh.  Tell me again why nobody else is here sharing in all our fun?

HELEN

Lonnie ditched to go on a date, Tommy won’t answer his cell phone, and I haven’t been able to reach Debra all day.

ADAM

She’s probably still upset about last night.


Helen glances up from the magazine, concerned.

HELEN

What happened?

ADAM

We ran into Lonnie at a restaurant.  He wasn’t alone.  They had a bit of a quarrel.

HELEN

Do you think they’ll sort things out soon?  I mean, they can’t fight forever, right?


Adam shrugs, offering a hopeful smile.  He continues watching the house as Helen goes back to her calculations.

HELEN

Okay, yours first.  “Adam, you are a decisive and strong-minded vixen, but some see you as bitter in the romance department.  Work on melting your icy exterior.  Your ideal mate is someone who can handle your unswerving attitudes with a little tender loving care.”

ADAM

Wonderful.  You know, you shouldn’t waste your money on these absurd magazines.

HELEN

I didn’t.  My mom bought it.

ADAM

Rose?


Helen nods distantly, still engrossed in the quiz.  Adam glances across the street.  He spots something – a figure crawling out of an upstairs window.  It’s Colin.  He stumbles across the roof, swinging a book bag across his back as he begins climbing onto the nearest tree branch.

ADAM

Look.  He’s sneaking out.

HELEN

Follow him.


Adam starts the engine as we cut to Country Manor.  Mark is heading for the lobby’s main entrance with a briefcase at his side.  He reaches the doors, tries to open them.  Nothing.  Mark raises his eyes to a flashing red light above the entrance.

MARK

Does anything work in this damn building?


He heads through a different set of doors into a narrow hallway.  The lights flicker as he passes beneath them.


Turning another corner, Mark stops short.  A figure dressed in patients’ attire rests against the white wall not far ahead.  Looks to be a teenage boy, no more than sixteen.  He sways forward, limping.

MARK

Excuse me?  Do you have authorization to be out here?


The boy ignores him.

MARK

Hey!  I’m talking to you!


The patient suddenly breaks into a run.  Mark drops his briefcase and follows, not about to let him get away.  He chases him through another hallway, then another.  He finally bursts through a door leading into the facility gardens, stopping to catch his breath.  He looks around as rain soaks his clothes.  The patient is gone.

MARK

Hey, kid!  I just want to talk!


He takes a step forward as the teenage boy emerges from the vegetation with a shovel.  He swings hard, taking Mark to the ground.  He looks up at his attacker.

MARK

Please.  I’m just trying to help you.  Tell me your name.


The boy ignores him and takes another swing.  Mark rolls out of the path, using his good arm to crawl to his feet.  The boy staggers forward as Mark reaches into his jacket and takes out a gun.  He points it directly at his attacker’s chest.

MARK

Don’t move.  Drop the shovel.


The boy runs toward Mark at full speed.  Mark aims the gun, prepares to shoot.  At the same moment Beard runs into the gardens, tackling the patient to the ground as a gunshot goes off.  Several birds take flight from the nearby treetops.  Mark looks up and watches Beard handcuff the boy.  Neither of them is injured.  Debra emerges from the doorway, kneeling beside Mark.

DEBRA

Are you okay?  Is your arm broken?

MARK

I don’t think so.


Debra pulls up his sleeve to inspect, glancing over at Beard as he leads the patient back into the hospital.

DEBRA

What are you doing with a gun, Mark?

MARK

Protecting myself.  I never thought I’d ever need it though.  What the hell is going on around here?

DEBRA

Security malfunction.

MARK

That’s the understatement of the year.  The goddamn patients are loose and we’re trapped with them.

DEBRA

What do you mean?

MARK

The building is sealed.  Locked down.  We’re not going anywhere.


They exchange grave faces as we cut away to Country Manor’s gates.  A number of police cruisers are blocking off the road, with officers holding back the crowd of reporters and onlookers.  Tommy and Angela are near the outskirts of the mob, looking over the situation.

ANGELA

We’re going to need a better angle, Tommy.  Right now all we’re getting is the same as everyone else.

TOMMY

Debra might be in there…

ANGELA

Great, call her.  She might know another way past these clowns.

TOMMY

I was thinking more along the lines of rescuing her.

ANGELA

Oh.  Well, yeah.


She shuffles her notes sheepishly, opening her mouth to say something else as Helen and Adam approach the news van.  They look surprised to see Tommy – and about a hundred others – standing around outside Country Manor.

HELEN

Tommy?  What’s going on?

TOMMY

The place went into lockdown about half an hour ago.  It’s been all over the news.

ADAM

Have you contacted Debra?

TOMMY

I doubt I could reach her if I tried.


He messes with his camera with a worried look.

TOMMY

What about you?  What are you doing here if you didn’t hear about the lockdown?

HELEN

We’re following an old friend.


She nods at someone in the distance.  Tommy and Angela both turn to see Colin ambling around a valley area by himself.  He kicks at the dirt, not paying much attention to anyone else.

TOMMY

What would Colin be doing at Country Manor?

ADAM

He could be the one behind this whole security breakdown.  Fits the bill well enough.

TOMMY

It’s possible.

HELEN

How many people do you as technologically-inclined as him?  I would say it’s more than pretty damn possible.

ANGELA

He’s gone.

TOMMY

What?


Angela points in the direction where Colin was standing.  Now nobody is there.  Everybody exchanges puzzled expressions, heading toward the valley.  They spread out and search the area.  Helen stops in her tracks.  She motions for the others’ attention.  They join her, all looking down at the ground.  A rusted manhole cover lies in the grass next to a hollow opening.  A ladder leads into the darkness below.

ANGELA

He went into the sewer?

TOMMY

Looks that way.  And I’ll bet you fifty bucks I know where it leads…

ADAM

I’ll get the flashlights.


He heads out of the valley as we watch from a distance.  Penny stands at the edge of the crowd, arms crossed, eyes narrowed.

PENNY

Walter.  Come here.


Her cameraman, Walter Albright, walks into the foreground.  Follows her gaze.

WALTER

Where do they think they’re going?

PENNY

I don’t know, but I’m not about to be upstaged by Angela Ryder.  Get the equipment together and call the station.  Tell them we’re going live.


Walter doesn’t move, looking doubtful.

PENNY

Walter!  Haul ass!


He obeys and disappears into the van.  Penny stares into the valley, where one by one the others are now descending into the sewer.  She smiles as we cut to the interior of Country Manor.  Debra and Mark are standing by as Beard puts the teenage patient back into his cell.  He returns, rattling his keys.

BEARD

Might be the old-fashioned way but it works.  Tried and true.


They start walking down the hallway, all on the lookout.  Beard takes the lead with Mark and Debra behind him.

MARK

Talk about a PR nightmare.  No way Chandler’s career is surviving this.

DEBRA

I’m just wondering if he survived at all…

MARK

Who else is in the building anyway?  Just the three of us now?


Debra shrugs as they approach the security headquarters.  Beard enters without using an access code, manually locking the door behind him.  Mark collapses into the nearest chair, cradling his injured arm.  Debra looks around, gently touching the flashing buttons with her fingertips.  

BEARD

Jesus Christ…there’s Chandler…his fucking eyes are gone…


Debra glances at Chandler’s body across the room.  She looks at her own hands.  Covered in blood.  Something at her feet catches her attention.  An arm with a bracelet lying limply on the floor.  Debra closes her eyes, stifling a gasp.

DEBRA

Becky’s over here…


She buries her head in Mark’s chest as we cut to somewhere else in the hospital.  Everything is completely quiet.  A body suddenly crashes through a window, shattering glass all over the tile floor.  Stands and brushes himself off.  It’s Lonnie.


He reaches into his jacket and retrieves a gun, making sure it’s loaded.  Lonnie makes his way down the hallway.


He stops and listens to the sound of shuffling feet.  Getting louder.  Continuing on his path, Lonnie keeps his gun poised.  He rounds a corner, spots and open door.  He crosses the threshold and looks around.  A simple examination room.  Nobody around.  Lonnie turns to leave, pausing in the doorway.  Without warning he reaches around a privacy curtain and yanks someone out.  Putting his gun to their chest, he realizes it’s Colin.

LONNIE

So you’re the guilty party.

COLIN

No I’m not!


Lonnie grabs his book bag and dumps the contents out on the bed.  A bunch of nondescript mechanisms fall out.

LONNIE

Caught red-handed.  You know if it weren’t for you I’d be getting laid right now.

COLIN

I told you I didn’t do anything!

LONNIE

And that guy they found at Finn’s Quarry earlier today?  I suppose you didn’t have anything to do with that either, right?


Colin doesn’t say anything, collecting his gadgets.

COLIN

I heard about the lockdown on the news...I thought I might be able to help…

LONNIE

Sounds real noble.  But I’m not buying it.

COLIN

Fine.  I don’t care if you or anyone believes me.  I’m doing this for myself.


He starts for the exit.  Lonnie grabs him by the collar and pulls him back, slamming the door shut.

LONNIE

Suppose you do want to help.  Do you know who could be out there?  Fresh out of captivity, just itching for blood?

COLIN

I can take care of myself.

LONNIE

Yeah, right.  That almost sounded convincing.

COLIN

Just leave me alone.

LONNIE

There’s nothing in the world I would rather do.  But these people aren’t playing games.

COLIN

Have you met my aunt?  I’m used to getting bullied around.

LONNIE

Trust me, dude.  She’s a fucking Smurf compared to some of the patients in here.

COLIN

Fine.  Just try to stay out of my way.

LONNIE

Likewise.


They leave the examination room as we cut away to the sewers beneath the Country Manor grounds where Tommy, Helen, Adam, and Angela are wading through waist-high water.  Tommy’s flashlight beam bounces off the rotting brick walls, crosses the pipes overhead.

TOMMY
I think we’re heading in the right direction.


He and the others continue moving.  Helen follows but stops short, sensing something nearby.  She shines her flashlight over the water.  An object is drifting across the surface.  Helen goes to it and turns it over.  A rag doll, waterlogged and covered in grime.

Helen raises her flashlight to the brick wall.  A young girl is standing there, looking frightened.  She appears to be a patient.
HELEN

Don’t be afraid.  I won’t hurt you.


The girl presses her back against the wall.  Helen holds up the doll.

HELEN

Is this yours?

GIRL

He’s trying to take Dolly…

HELEN

Who is?


The girl stands frozen in fear, staring at the dark water surrounding them.  Helen is suddenly jerked below.  The others turn around at the sound of splashing water.  Helen dives above the surface, catching her breath, as a man in a patient’s uniform tries to drag her under.

Tommy sees what’s happening and dives into the water.  He comes up again closer to the struggle and tears the man away from Helen, throwing him back into the water.  The patient rises and turns his attention to Tommy.  He starts strangling him.

HELEN

Tommy!


She rushes to him and with one resilient swing, strikes the man in the side of the head with her flashlight.  He limply drops into the water with a splash.

TOMMY

Yeah.  We’re definitely headed in the right direction.


From a safe distance, we watch as they go to see if the younger female patient is okay.  Penny and Walter’s silhouettes step into the area.  The rag doll floats toward them in the water.  Penny snatches it up as we cut back to the security headquarters.  Debra finishes covering the dead bodies with sheets while Beard works on the computer.  Mark watches, still nursing his arm.  The monitor’s glow sheds light on their troubled expressions.  Debra stands behind them at the mainframe.

DEBRA

Any good news?

BEARD

The automated system is shot.  We can’t do anything from here.

MARK

Okay.  So now what?  We wait?

BEARD

Well, right now all the cells in the north quad are unlocked.  We might want to do something about that.

MARK

Maximum security.  Great.

BEARD

There’s a chance some of the patients haven’t realized it yet.  If we manually reset that particular branch, problem solved.

DEBRA

How do we do that?


Beard looks doubtful, turning his gaze back to the computer.  Debra stands in front of him, cutting it off from view.

DEBRA

You said yourself the computers can’t fix it.

BEARD

Someone would have to go downstairs to reset it.  Below the north quad.

DEBRA

You mean the basement?


Beard nods, sees Debra’s reaction.

BEARD

You can’t go.  It would be too dangerous, especially for…for a woman…

MARK

He’s right, Debra.  We can’t risk it.


Debra ignores them both as she prepares to leave.  She opens one of the lockers and takes out a stun gun.  Waits a moment, grabs a handgun too.  Debra turns back to face Mark and Beard.

DEBRA

The facility is already out of control.  We’re not going to stand around while more people get killed.

BEARD

Better someone else than you.

DEBRA

I’m going down there no matter what.  It’s your decision if you want to help me or not.


Beard considers her proposition as we cut to a spacious bathroom in Country Manor.  Penny Brummel is primping her hair and make-up in the mirror as Walter works on the equipment.  Penny looks at him in the reflection with annoyance written all over her face.

PENNY

I can’t see a damn thing in this lighting.

(waits a beat)

What’s taking you so long anyway?

WALTER

It looks like some of the equipment has water damage.  We might not be able to broadcast live.

PENNY

Goddamn it, Walter.  Why weren’t you being more careful?

WALTER

I wasn’t trained to carry all this junk through the sewer.  This whole idea is crazy.

PENNY

Nobody forced you.

WALTER

I don’t have a choice.  Got a family to feed at home.

PENNY

Watch me give a shit.  So are you going to do this or not?

Walter gives a silent nod, lifting the camera onto his shoulder.  He follows Penny out of the bathroom and right into two other people.  They stumble back and stare at their counterparts – Lonnie and Colin.

LONNIE

What the hell…?  Are they handing out passes into this place now?
PENNY

We came in through the sewer.

LONNIE

That would explain the stench.  Time to dive back in, sweetheart.

PENNY

Not so fast.  What about you?

LONNIE

I’m here to help.

PENNY

And we’re here to report.  People have a right to know what’s going on.


Colin watches as they continue arguing.  He takes a few steps back from the others, staying close to the wall.  Giving Lonnie one last glance, Colin slips away unnoticed.

LONNIE

All right, lady, last chance to get the hell out of here.  It’s not safe.

PENNY

Tempting but no thanks.

LONNIE

Fine.  But tomorrow you won’t be reporting the news.  You’ll be the news.


He turns to go, realizes that Colin is gone.  Lonnie groans and sprints off down the hallway.

WALTER

Maybe we should take his advice.

PENNY

Walter, I didn’t ask for your opinion.  Just point and shoot.

WALTER

I’m just saying, he sounded serious…

PENNY

Are we going live?


WALTER

I already told you we can’t.  The best we can do is record a low-res video and try to broadcast it from somewhere in the facility.

PENNY

And where would that be?

WALTER

I don’t know.  Maybe a press conference room, if they’ve got one.

PENNY

Well start recording now.  I don’t want to miss anything.


Penny brushes a hand through her hair and stands up straight for the camera as Walter gets it ready.  He gives her the signal.  A red light appears.

PENNY

I’m Penny Brummel with an exclusive report from inside Country Manor.  No word yet on what caused the building to go into lockdown.  What we do know is that outsiders, including yours truly, have managed to gain access.


She continues walking and talking as we cut to Debra moving down a dark hallway.  She’s wearing a headset and carrying a flashlight.  Its beam stops at a gate with a sign labeled – “Maximum Security Wing.”

DEBRA

I’m at the north quad, Beard.


We cut back to the security headquarters where Beard is tracking her on the monitors.  Mark watches from the background as Beard speaks into the radio.

BEARD

Go through.  It should be open.


Back at the north quad Debra passes through the gate.  On the other side is an abandoned booth with a desk and chair.  Paperwork is scattered around.  Debra walks past the booth, down the hallway.

BEARD

All right, look at the ceiling about five feet ahead of you.  See the panel?

DEBRA

Yeah.

BEARD

You’re going to remove it and climb up there.

DEBRA

I thought I was going to the basement.

BEARD

It’s a shortcut.  Unless you want to pass through maximum security.

DEBRA

All right, hang on.


She clips the radio onto her jeans.  Going back to the booth, Debra picks up the chair and carries it out into the hallway.  Positions it below the ceiling panel.  She gets up on the chair, trying to remove the panel.  It won’t move.


Debra groans and pushes harder.  Nothing.  She takes out the handgun, using the blunt end to crack it open.  The panel starts falling away, raining drywall down onto Debra.  She breaks away the pieces until a large hole is left.  Debra jumps down from the chair.  She gasps as a figure in a patient’s uniform steps out from the booth.  It’s Leland Jericho.

LELAND

It’s really not my place to say this, but they’ve become a bit negligent about security around here, don’t you think?


Debra aims her gun directly at his chest.

LELAND

Dr. Loomis, how rude.  I thought we were old friends.


He takes a step forward.  Debra cocks the gun.

LELAND

Do you really think I’m your enemy?

DEBRA

Maybe.

LELAND

If that were true you would already be dead.  To be honest, I’m rather scared for your well-being these days.

DEBRA

I find that hard to believe.

LELAND

I would appreciate your talking to me like an adult.  I’m not just another maniac in here.  Not like your pal Mr. Murdock.


Debra lowers the gun.

DEBRA

Have you seen him?

LELAND

He was wandering the corridors, muttering something about judgment day.  He’s insane, you know.

DEBRA

He’s been corresponding with the Pale Horse.

LELAND

Well you have quite the psychotic fan club following, don’t you, Dr. Loomis?


He smiles.  Debra steps back, stumbling into the chair.  It falls over with a loud crash.  She looks to Leland.

DEBRA

What do you want?

LELAND

I’m a reasonable man, Dr. Loomis.  You have a gun, does it really matter what I want?

DEBRA

Go back to your cell.  If you cooperate now I’ll see what I can do for you later.

LELAND

Fair enough.


Debra keeps the gun poised as Leland walks by, whistling a tune to himself.  He stops and turns back.

LELAND

Good luck with Mr. Murdock.  He doesn’t strike me as the compromising type.

DEBRA

Do you know where he is, Leland?

LELAND

Looking for you, I imagine.


Debra nods and watches him disappear through an open doorway.  She looks at the hole in the ceiling panel as we cut away to an abandoned office somewhere in Country Manor.  Colin enters, closing the door behind him.  He zips open his book bag and starts taking out mechanisms and plugging them into the office’s computer.

He stops, looks over his shoulder.  The door loosely swings back and forth.  Colin stands and goes out into the hallway, checking both directions.  Nobody there.  He goes back into the office and frowns.  Something is missing.  Helen steps out from behind the doorway with a device in her hand.

HELEN

You looking for this, Colin?

COLIN

I really wish you people would leave me alone.  I haven’t done anything wrong.

HELEN

Then what are you doing at Country Manor?

COLIN

You wouldn’t believe me if I told you.

HELEN

Try me.

COLIN

Give it back, Helen.


Helen tosses the mechanism over his head, right into Tommy’s hands.  He enters the office with Adam and Angela in tow.  Colin’s face grows angry.

COLIN

Ganging up on me now?  Just like everybody else in school?

TOMMY

We’re just trying to understand.

COLIN

You really have no idea, do you?  I didn’t screw with the security system.

HELEN

Then what are you doing?

COLIN

Restoring power to the facility.  If that’s all right with you.


Tommy and Helen trade surprised glances as we cut to a hallway in the north quad.  One of the ceiling panels is lifted up and Debra climbs down, landing on her feet.  She brings the radio to her mouth.

DEBRA

Now what?

BEARD

There should be a doorway marked “Basement Access.”


Debra looks around, spots the door.

DEBRA

I see it.

BEARD

Take the stairs down to the last sublevel.  The radio might cut out along the way so don’t panic.


Debra nods and heads through the doorway.  A long metallic flight of steps leads into the basement.  She starts on her way down.  Moments later a shadow fills the doorway, following her down as we cut back to the office.  The group stands in the background while Colin works at the computer.  Helen approaches hesitantly.

HELEN

Listen, Colin, I’m sorry about…I’m sorry we doubted you…

COLIN

Forget about it.

HELEN

I can’t.  I feel terrible, treating you like a criminal.

COLIN

Exactly.  You feel.  It’s always about you, Helen.  You couldn’t care less how I feel.

HELEN

That’s not true.

COLIN

Just leave me alone.  I need to concentrate.


A hurt expression covers Helen face as she falls back with the others.  Colin continues working on the computer as we cut to the basement as Debra reaches the bottom of the stairwell.  She grabs the radio.

DEBRA

Beard?  Can you hear me?


Only muffled static answers.
DEBRA

Jesus.  Give me a goddamn break.  Just once in my life.


She heads down the length of the concrete floor.  The basement is lined with doors, each marked differently, the stifled sounds of machines and engines coming from the opposite side.  Debra stops at a door labeled “Manual Security” and takes out a keychain.  She tries one, it doesn’t work.


In the background a hand picks up Debra’s radio as static continues hissing through the receiver.  It turns the knob.  Silence.  Debra looks back to see Murdock smirking down at the device in his hand.

MURDOCK

Not so easy now, is it, thinking of something to say?  Not when the door is missing.  Nothing to keep you separated from the beasts.
DEBRA

You don’t know me, Arthur.

MURDOCK

I never pretended to.  Not like you did.  You think you’re so much better than the rest.
DEBRA

All I’ve ever wanted to do is help people.
MURDOCK

No!  Stop pretending!

Debra winces as Murdock throws the radio at her.  It smashes against the door, breaking into pieces.  He raises a syringe for her to see.

MURDOCK

Time for your medicine, Dr. Loomis.

His shadow closes in over Debra as an electricity surge rocks the building – a brief cut back to the office shows Colin restoring power from his computer – Murdock looks around, distracted.  Debra sees her opportunity and rushes past him toward the stairwell.  He chases after and grabs Debra by the ankle, wrenching her back down the steps to the bottom.


Debra turns and kicks Murdock across the mouth.  The syringe drops to the floor beside him.  Climbing to her feet, Debra goes for the stairs again.  She runs directly into someone and immediately punches him.
LONNIE

Jesus fucking Christ!
DEBRA

Lonnie…?

LONNIE

Is that the reward I get for trying to rescue you?  A black eye?

DEBRA

Lonnie, shut up.  Somebody is after me.


She points to the bottom of the stairwell.  Deserted now.  Lonnie moves past her with a gun in his hand.  Debra follows with caution.
DEBRA

Be careful.  He had a syringe.

LONNIE

Of what?


Debra shrugs as they reach the basement.  The long hallway ahead is empty.  Debra steps out from behind Lonnie.

DEBRA

Arthur, please come out.  We don’t want to hurt you.


Lonnie cocks his gun.  Debra shoots him a glare.

LONNIE

Sorry.  Couldn’t resist.


They continue walking.  Without warning Murdock drops from the ceiling pipes, taking Lonnie to the ground.  Debra screams as he sticks the syringe into Lonnie’s neck.  He shoves Murdock off before he can finish the injection, ripping the needle out.  Debra rushes to him and tears a piece of his shirt off to stop the bleeding.
LONNIE

Had to be my shirt…brand new…

DEBRA

Just hold it down, okay?


Debra takes Lonnie’s gun and points it at Murdock as he gets to his feet.  He turns around, smiling at her.

MURDOCK

What are you waiting for?  Isn’t this what you wanted?
DEBRA

I never wanted to hurt anybody.

MURDOCK

But you did, Dr. Loomis.  You’re a murderer too.


The gun trembles in Debra’s hand.  She uses both to steady it.

MURDOCK

But somehow I ended up rotting away in here while you went free.  Where’s the justice in that?

DEBRA

You’re insane, Arthur.  An insane son of a bitch without regret.  We couldn’t be more different if we tried.


Anger courses over Murdock’s face.  He erupts into a scream and runs at Debra, cut short as a gunshot goes off.  He falls facedown at Debra’s feet.  Motionless.


Debra looks at the gun in her hands, drops it.  She raises her gaze to the stairwell where Beard is standing with a pointed weapon.  He lowers it to his side and approaches, nudging Murdock’s body with his foot.

DEBRA

Is he dead?

BEARD

Tranquilizer.  He’ll just have a hell of a headache in the morning.


Debra nods, staring down at Murdock.  Lonnie climbs to his feet and joins the others as music rises over the scene.  We cut away to Colin lifting the building from lockdown, then a barrage of police officers storming the facility and apprehending loose patients.  The music fades away as we cut to the exterior of Country Manor later in the night.  Debra appears at the main entrance, looking dazed.


Among the crowd of onlookers, Helen spots Colin walking away with his book bag slung over his shoulder.  She starts to follow but stops as a hand rests on her shoulder.  Helen turns to see Adam.  He shakes his head as Helen turns to watch Colin disappear down the road.


Tommy and Angela stand at the edge of all the action, watching Penny and Walter gloat over their exclusive footage to other reporters.  Angela sighs and kicks at the dirt.
TOMMY

Well you can’t win them all, right?
ANGELA

I guess.  It’s just the losing to Penny Brummel that stings the most.

They start walking away but a commotion stops them in their tracks.  They turn around to see Penny kicking and screaming as police officers attempt to put her in handcuffs.

OFFICER

Miss Brummel, you’re under arrest for unlawful entry into a government facility during a time of crisis and without permission.

PENNY

Don’t you know who I am!  I’m on the number one station in the state goddamn it!


Angela smiles as the officers force Penny into a waiting cruiser.  She looks at Tommy, who returns a knowing grin.

TOMMY

I’ll get the camera.


He walks off toward the news van, stopping when he sees Lonnie in the back of an ambulance.  He approaches.

TOMMY

How are you feeling?

LONNIE

Not bad.  Turns out the maniac just pumped me full of a placebo drug.

TOMMY

Lucky.

LONNIE

I can think of someone luckier…


He signals into the distance where Debra is talking to her boss, Calvin Bannister.  He shakes her hand and climbs into his car.  Debra is left with a slight smile on her face as she watches it drive away.
TOMMY

What was that all about?

LONNIE

She just got a promotion, something about showing initiative in an emergency.

TOMMY

Good for her.


Lonnie scoffs.  Tommy pats him on the back and exits, leaving Lonnie alone to tend to his wound.  He doesn’t look up as someone else approaches.

LONNIE

All right, Doyle, what do you want now?


He glances up to see Debra, looks away.
DEBRA

Hey, are you okay?

LONNIE

Yeah.  Couldn’t be better.

DEBRA

I just wanted to say thanks, for helping me, I mean.  You probably saved my life.

LONNIE

You could have handled him.


Debra shrugs, gazing at the crowd.

DEBRA

Well thanks anyway.  I’ll see you around.

LONNIE

Yeah, you too.


He watches her walk off alone as we cut to Country Manor a few days later.  A fresh-faced Debra makes her way down the hallways, greeting repairmen as they rewire and restore security cameras.  Debra stops at a familiar cell and peers in through the observation window.  Murdock is standing inside with his back to her, staring out the window.
DEBRA

Arthur?  Do you have a minute?

MURDOCK

For you, Dr. Loomis, I have more minutes than clouds in the sky.  And there are a lot of them these days, believe me.


He approaches the door.  His appearance is more refined than before, but his expression remains empty and distant.

DEBRA

I wanted to ask you about someone.  The man in the mask.

MURDOCK

The one in my nightmares?

DEBRA

No.  No nightmares.  I know he was real.

MURDOCK

So maybe I’m not as crazy as you always thought, Dr. Loomis.  Isn’t that interesting?
DEBRA

I need to know about the Pale Horse.
MURDOCK

I can’t help you.

DEBRA

Do you know anything?  Did he tell you what he’s planning?


A hint of a smile crosses Murdock’s lips.

MURDOCK

Visiting hours are over, Dr. Loomis.


He goes back to his place at the window, mumbling quietly to himself.  Debra turns away with a haunted expression across her face.  She walks down the hallway as we fade to darkness.  The Halloween Theme begins to play.
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