THIS STORY FOLLOWS THE EVENTS OF HALLOWEEN, HALLOWEEN 2, AND HADDONFIELD HOLLOW, BUT IGNORES ALL OTHER SEQUELS





HADDONFIELD HOLLOW II





NEW YORK CITY, NEW YORK-


October 29


10:33 pm





The sound of a match being lit breaks dead silence, and a ravaged face appears behind it.  It’s Lindsey Wallace, aged with years of troubled paranoia.  She slowly lowers the match down to a table completely covered with white candles and lights as many as she can before the flame dies out.  Then she takes one of the candles and illuminates the rest.





Lindsey advances, revealing another table of white candles.  The whole room is outlined with them, leaving a barren spot in the center of the chamber.





After finishing them all patiently, Lindsey drops to her knees in the empty space, brings her trembling hands together as if she is praying, and stares up at the ceiling.  Tears are welling up in her eyes, and slowly roll down her face.  She speaks in a low, almost inaudible voice.





LINDSEY


Is this what you want?  Is this what you’ve been waiting for…?





Lindsey pauses, as if waiting for a response although she is the only person in the tiny room.  She inhales with an infuriated sob, growing irritated that nobody is listening to her.





LINDSEY


Michael…answer me…please…Michael!





She breaks into a rage, grabbing one of the burning candles and heaving it across the room at her reflection in the mirror.  The glass shatters loudly and the jagged shards fall down to the wooden floorboards, breaking into smaller pieces.  Lindsey collapses on the floor, crying.





LINDSEY


You’ve won…





She slowly gains back her strength and stands.  Lindsey shuffles across the floor to a table where a long rope is sitting, a noose at the end of it.  She calmly takes it in one hand, a chair in the other, and takes them to the center of the room.





Lindsey stands on the chair and ties the end of the rope to the ceiling fan above her.  She wraps the noose around her quivering neck, tightens it and drops her hands to her sides.  Lindsey’s toes edge over the unstable chair, ready to take the plunge.  She stops and pulls them back, fighting against herself.  Lindsey takes a deep breath and tries again.  Her shuddering body causes the chair to wobble uneasily.  Lindsey stares down at the floor.  She can feel her heart pounding in her chest and throughout her entire body.





A gasp escapes Lindsey’s mouth as somebody starts pounding on the door behind her.  It’s the landlord, Mr. Gonzalez.  Lindsey freezes, her eyes staring directly at the ground.  Mr. Gonzalez yells in at her harshly with a gruff accent.





MR. GONZALEZ


Hey, what you doing in there?!  I told you I call the police next time!





Tears are streaming down Lindsey’s face.  She closes her eyes tightly, trying to block out everything.





MR. GONZALEZ


I call them if you not let me in!





A painful sob escapes Lindsey’s lips and she squeezes her eyes shut even more.  Then a strangle tranquility washes over her and she opens her eyes.  With no effort, she steps out into the air with one foot and pushes the chair backward with the other.  Lindsey’s neck snaps immediately.  Her body sways back and forth, lifeless.





The fallen chair knocks over one of the tables of candles and they topple over.  One of them catches the curtains, setting them ablaze.  Within seconds, the growing fire’s roar drowns out Mr. Gonzalez’s voice, spreading hungrily across the room, engulfing it in high red flames.





HADDONFIELD, ILLINOIS-


11:00 pm





Geri Crowe, a youthful blonde, walks through a maze of old bookshelves in the damp basement of the Haddonfield City Hall.  She hums quietly to herself, stopping to arrange the dusty volumes.





Geri turns her head down the aisle where books and papers are spread out on the floor like somebody had rummaged through them.  She hurriedly makes her way to the mess, looking at the scattered papers.





GERI


Tom?  Could you come down here for a minute?





A few seconds later, Tom Doyle comes down the staircase, kneeling down to see the mess.





TOM


What is this…?





He picks up some newspaper clippings: MYERS RETURNS-NINE DEAD, WALLACE SENTENCED TO 6 MONTHS IN HOSPITAL, SURVIVORS OF HOLLOW MASSACRE LEAVE TOWN…





TOM


Who did this?





Geri shrugs.





GERI


It wasn’t all on the floor an hour ago…





She looks at the articles in his hands.





GERI


I remember when this happened a few years ago.  One of my friends lived up in The Hollow.  Her family moved out right after it happened.





TOM


Go call Mr. Lincoln, okay?  Let him know somebody broke in.





GERI


Well these files are available to the public…Who would sneak in to look at them?





TOM


Just call Mr. Lincoln, Geri.  Tell him to come down here.





Geri nods and runs through the aisles to the telephone on the wall.  She picks it up and dials their boss’s number.





GERI


Hello?  Mr. Lincoln-





She screams as somebody suddenly grabs her by the hair and bashes her head into the phone again and again.











Tom glances up from the papers.





TOM


Geri?





He slowly stands, walking toward the phone.





TOM


Geri?  Are you all right?





He comes to the telephone, dangling on its cord.





TOM


Geri?





Something flashes behind a bookshelf near him.  He walks toward it, seeing the figure move again behind another shelf.  Tom spins around to see a white mask through a space in the books.





TOM


Jesus Christ…





He runs around to the aisle, only to find that there’s nobody there.  Tom hurries through all the aisles, searching for what he dreads.  He finally comes back to the papers.  Now one picture is lying on top of them.  He picks it up and looks at the girl.  Laura Stokely smiles up at him.  An old high school picture of her.





Tom realizes a shadow coming over him.  As he turns around, a blade slashes across his chest, splattering a streak of blood on the picture.





NEW ORLEANS, LOUISIANA-


October 30


1:04 pm





Tall tree branches loom over a quiet residential street of the city.  A beat-up car comes down the road and pulls into the driveway of a medium-sized picturesque house.  Laura Stokely steps out of the vehicle and walks to the front door.  She unlocks it, takes a quick glance around, and steps inside.





Laura doesn’t bother locking the door behind her.  She enters the kitchen and flips on the TV.  A voice yells down from the staircase.





JENNY


Laura?





LAURA


Yeah, it’s me.





Jenny Gordon bounds down the narrow stairs, a slip of paper in her hand.





JENNY


Hey, how was the seminar?





Laura inspects an apple before taking a bite out of it.





LAURA


Boring.





JENNY


Yeah?  Well Cary called while you were gone.





LAURA


What did he want?





Jenny shrugs and hands her the slip of paper with a phone number on it.





JENNY


I don’t know.  That’s his new number.





Laura glances at it and sets it aside.





LAURA


Thanks.  He probably wants me to help him move the rest of the stuff out of the old apartment.





JENNY


I don’t think so.  He said that was all finished…Oh, your dad called too.





She stops to see if Laura responds.  She doesn’t.





JENNY


He wanted you to call him back as soon as possible, said it was urgent.





LAURA


I’m sure it can wait.  





She stands up and tosses the rest of the apple in the nearby garbage.





LAURA


I’m gonna go study for a while at the library.  I just had to stop here for some papers.





JENNY


When will you be back?





LAURA


Late.  I’ve got a lot of work to do.





She leaves the house, shutting the front door loudly behind her.  Jenny watches her go to her car through the large front windows.  Laura speeds out of the driveway and down the street, as if she was trying to escape from something.





7:51 pm





Laura wearily turns the page of a thick book, reading it with semi-interest.  A male’s voice booms above her.





CARY


Hey, coincidence seeing you here.





LAURA


Hi, Cary.  Jenny told you I was here?





Cary nods and sits down next to her.





CARY


You’re avoiding me, right?  I can understand that after the hell I put you through last week helping me move.





LAURA


No I’m not.  I just had some reading to finish.





CARY


Well…if you weren’t too busy I thought we could go out to dinner as a thank you for helping me out.





LAURA


Right now?





CARY


Yeah, right now.





Laura shuts her book and stuffs it back in her bag.





LAURA


All right, lets go.





8:16 pm





Laura and Cary sit across from each in a small stuffy booth of a restaurant.





CARY


So where are you from, Laura?  I’ve known you for three years and that’s about all your past I know about, except that you haven’t talked to you dad in a long time.





Laura sighs and takes a drink from her mug of beer.  She answers hesitantly in a subdued tone.





LAURA


Well, I used to live with my parents and brother in Chicago.  After my mom died, we moved down to this town called Haddonfield.  My dad grew up there.  He was an architect and he started a housing development.  It was called, uh, The Hollow.  It was really successful for a couple years, but, there was an incident and it botched.  I didn’t really stay to watch so I came down here to go to school.





CARY


And you and your dad parted on bad terms?





LAURA


Yeah, something like that…





CARY


What about your brother?





LAURA


Sean?  He, um, he was killed.





CARY


I’m sorry.  What happened?





Laura stares down at the table.  She looks up as Cary’s beeper goes off.  He looks at it and frowns.





LAURA


What’s wrong?





CARY


I forgot I had the night shift this week.





He stands up and pulls his jacket on.  Then he grabs his wallet and takes out some bills.





CARY


This should cover dinner.  I’m really sorry, Laura.  I’ll call, all right?





LAURA


Yeah, okay.





She watches him hurriedly leave the restaurant, walking out to the dark street.  Laura notices that Cary left his book, which was sitting on the opposite seat.  She glanced around before reaching over and picking it up.  Laura glances out the window at Cary getting into a cab.  She grabs her jacket and runs out to him.





LAURA


Here, you forgot this.





Cary takes the book from her outstretched hand.





CARY


Thanks.  You want a ride to your car?  It would probably be safer…





Laura pulls her coat tight around her, shielding her from the cold wind.  She looks up and down the street.





LAURA


Um, no thanks.  It’s not that far.





CARY


All right.  I’ll call you.





Laura nods shyly and watches the taxi drive away, leaving her alone on the sidewalk.  She walks down the street, keeping her purse close to her side.





The wind is chilling, causing Laura to pull her coat even tighter.  She glances down a damp alleyway.  All that’s there is a beat-up car and a trash dumpster.  Laura can see her car at the opposite end of the alley, parked at the curb.  She glances at the car as she passes it, then stops.  Laura slowly turns around, her heavy breath in a small cloud of white in front of her.  She looks down at the car’s trunk.  A dark red liquid is dripping down from it.  Drip.  Drip.  Drip…





Laura begins trembling, and she reaches out to open the trunk and peer inside.  It won’t open.  Despite the terrified look in her eyes, she tugs on it.  It still won’t budge.  Laura puts both hands on it and tries to lift it open.  The trunk pops open and Laura screams, grabbing onto the car to keep from falling over.  Inside is the body of her dead friend, in the exact position she was when Laura had first discovered the corpse.





Laura turns away from the sight, her eyes falling on a tall growing shadow on the brick wall in front of her.





LAURA


No…





She slides down the wall, holding herself as she shudders.  Laura closes her eyes, not wanting to see the shape that’s coming towards her.  She already knows who it is.





A car horn blares loudly somewhere and Laura’s eyes flash open.  The body is gone, and so is the shadow.  She slowly stands and wipes her eyes, realizing that she was crying.  Laura slams the trunk door shut and walks quickly toward her car.





Laura is violently seized by an assailant.  She opens her mouth to scream, but a large soiled hand quickly covers her mouth.  Her attacker, an unshaven gruff-looking man, throws her against the cold brick wall.





MAN


Give me your purse.





Laura glances down at it clutched closely to her and back at the man.





MAN


Give me the fucking purse lady.





Laura holds it out to him with a quivering hand and he takes it, spilling the contents out on the ground.  He reaches down for her driver’s license and admires it for a second, then puts it in his pocket and looks back at Laura. 





LAURA


Please let me go…please…





He grins at her and she shrinks back against the wall.





MAN


I will, don’t worry…I will.





LAURA


Please…





The man holds his disgusting smirk on his face and reaches down in his pocket.  He pulls out a dull blade.  Laura pulls back even more, beginning to panic.





MAN


No, don’t worry.  I’m not gonna kill you.  It’s just my calling card.





He yanks her arm out and pushes up the sleeve.  With the blade’s handle in his fist, the man cuts into her arm without warning, right above her wrist.  A scream escapes her mouth, and he slams his hand over it.  Laura closes her eyes tightly, holding back tears.  She watches the blood trickle out from her wound, which looks like a deformed “A”.





MAN


It’s almost over…there.





He lets her arm go.  Laura holds it tightly, blood gushing out between her fingers.





MAN


You can tell them all about me.  I want them to know about me.





He stares at her for a moment and then backs away toward the street, disappearing behind the corner.  Laura falls to the ground and sighs, despite her bloody cut.





12:37 am





Laura sits on the edge of the white bathtub, running the water through her fingers.  She turns toward the door as she hears somebody come in downstairs.





LAURA


I’m upstairs, Jenny.





She carefully unwraps the white cloth and looks at the deep “A” cut into her wrist.  The doctor had cleaned it up fairly well, but it would definitely leave a scar.





Laura listens to Jenny’s soft footsteps up the staircase and down the hallway toward her.





LAURA


Jenny?





She doesn’t answer.  Laura stands and slowly walks toward the door.  As she reaches out for the doorknob, the door flies open and Jenny enters.





JENNY


Hey, I’ve been looking all over for you!  Are you okay?





LAURA


Yeah, I’m fine…





Jenny walks to the mirror and begins washing her face.





JENNY


So where were you?





LAURA


The hospital.





Jenny glances at her awkwardly for a second and continues to dry her face.





JENNY


The hospital?  Why?





LAURA


This guy attacked me downtown.





JENNY


Are you okay?





LAURA


Well…





She turns her hand over so that the cut is visible to Jenny.





JENNY


Oh my God…What the hell did he do to you?





LAURA


He took my driver’s license-





JENNY


So he knows where we live?





LAURA


Yeah, I guess so…





JENNY


What did the cops say?





LAURA


Nothing, really.  They just said to be cautious until they find the guy.





JENNY


Jesus Christ…You’re okay though?





LAURA


Yeah.





Jenny walks over to her and examines her hand.





JENNY


Why’d he do it?





LAURA


The cops have been after him for a while.  He attacks women and carves this into their arms…It’s some sort of sick fixation…I’m Victim Number Nine.





Jenny shakes her head in disgust.





JENNY


Well good thing your dad wants you to go see him in Illinois.





LAURA


What?





JENNY


He called back, said he wanted to talk to you about going to see him as soon as possible.





Laura thinks about it for a second and shrugs.





LAURA


If I do decide to go…you’ll come with me, right?  I don’t think I could go without somebody else.





Jenny glances at her in the mirror as she lets her hair fall down to her shoulders.





JENNY


Sorry, Laura.  I’ve got exams all week.  Maybe Cary would go?





LAURA


Yeah, maybe…





October 31


2:14 pm





Laura’s rusted car speeds down a long, endless highway, going past dead crop fields and a fading country house.





Inside, Cary is at the wheel while Laura sleeps on the passenger side, her head resting against the window.  The car hits a rough bump in the road, awakening Laura.  She sits up and rubs her eyes, noticing a sign that reads: HADDONFIELD, 8 MILES.





LAURA


We’re almost there…Why didn’t you wake me up?





CARY


You looked like you needed some sleep.





Laura nods, gazing out her window at the passing landscape.





CARY


You’re pretty nervous about seeing your dad, huh?





LAURA


Yeah.





CARY


When was the last time you talked?





LAURA


I can’t remember…So what about you?  Tell me about yourself.





CARY


Well, uh, I guess I’m pretty boring.  I grew up in Phoenix just with my parents-no brothers or sisters-and then I moved to New Orleans for school.





Laura smiles.





LAURA


And…?





CARY


That’s basically it.  I told you my life was boring.  Yours is a lot more interesting.





Laura laughs weakly, staring out her window at the familiar houses.





CARY


Sorry.  That was a stupid thing to say-





LAURA


You don’t have to apologize.  It was a long time ago.  Turn left here.





She cracks her knuckles nervously watching a woman and her children carving pumpkins on their front porch.





CARY


I almost forgot…it’s Halloween.





Laura turns and looks at him.





LAURA


Yeah, so did I…There it is.





She points to a rusted gate overrun with dead vines.  A cracked stone sign near it reads: The Hollow.


Cary drives through the gateway and up a winding hill into the long forgotten housing development.





LAURA


I can barely recognize it.





CARY


So where’s your dad’s place?





LAURA


Just around that corner.





The mansion emerges, looking abandoned just like the rest.  Cary pulls up behind the two cars in the driveway and they both get out, looking up at the house looming over them.


Laura rings the doorbell.





CARY


You’re ringing the doorbell to your own house?





Laura shrugs and waits for somebody to answer the door.  After a few seconds, an older woman with gray hair and an apron on opens it, smiling.  She’s one of the caretakers, Mrs. Ridger.





MRS. RIDGER


Hello, you must be Laura.





Laura nods shyly.





MRS. RIDGER


I’m Mrs. Ridger.  I work for your father.





LAURA


Nice to meet you.  Is my dad here?





MRS. RIDGER


I think he’s in the back.





She moves aside so they can enter.  The house is stuffy and confining, just like Laura remembered it.


Mrs. Ridger leads them into the kitchen where she appears to be making lunch.  She points out the window to Laura’s aged father in the yard playing with a dog.





MRS. RIDGER


There he is.





LAURA


Thank you.





David Stokely looks up as the back door opens and grins.





DAVID


Laura.





He jogs over to hug her.  She reluctantly hugs him back.





LAURA


Hi, Dad.  How’ve you been?





DAVID


All right…but I guess you can see that Haddonfield here isn’t doing too well.





LAURA


Well, it’s just like I remember it…Dad, this is Cary Nicholas.  I go to school with him.





CARY


It’s nice to meet you, sir.





They shake hands.





DAVID


I think lunch is just about ready, but you probably have time to unpack.





LAURA


Actually, I think we’re gonna stay at a hotel.





DAVID


Don’t be silly.  We have room.





LAURA


I just don’t feel comfortable staying here, okay?





Mr. Stokely nods, disappointed.  He whistles to the dog, who comes racing across the yard energetically.





DAVID


Come here, Freddy!  Come here!  Good dog, Freddy!  Good dog.





LAURA


Who’s this?  I thought you hated dogs.





DAVID


I’m, uh, taking care of it for a friend.





LAURA


It’s cute…So…what was it you wanted to talk about?





DAVID


I’ll tell you tonight at dinner.  We’re eating over at a new restaurant in Langston Hills.





LAURA


Oh, all right.





They stand there silently, not knowing what to say.





LAURA


So are you still working at the realty place?





DAVID


Oh, no, they went out of business after what happened.  Apparently too much money was invested in The Hollow and they went bankrupt.





LAURA


What are you doing now?





DAVID


Traveling.  I was in New York just a couple months ago.  I ran into that Wallace girl.





Laura’s expression livens up.





LAURA


Lindsey?  What did she say?





DAVID


Well, not much.  She wasn’t looking too well…





LAURA


Maybe I should call her.





DAVID


You’ll have time to call her later.  I want you to see my new project.





He points across the yard to where an older man is building some kind of structure, only its wooden skeleton complete.





DAVID


I decided to put in a storage shed back here so I’ll have room to actually park in the garage.  Mrs. Ridger’s husband John is helping me build it.





The old man at a workbench stops a loud spinning saw he’s using that’s connected to the table and smiles at Laura.





MR. RIDGER


Hi there.





DAVID


Mr. Ridger is a great architect.  He helped out with the plans for The Hollow back when it was booming.





He directs Laura and Cary away so that Mr. Ridger can get back to work.





DAVID


So how about some lunch?  I’m starving.





They walk back toward the door, revealing a dark figure watching them from the refuge of the trees through the eyes of a worn white mask.  He backs away into the trees and disappears.





6:45 pm





Laura lies on a bed in the hotel room, staring up at the ceiling.  She turns her head toward the table where Cary is playing solitaire.  He realizes he’s being watched and glances up at her and smiles.





CARY


You know your dad’s not that bad…





LAURA


Please lets not talk about him.





CARY


Why not?  What happened between you guys?





LAURA


I already told you.





CARY


No…you just said there was an incident in The Hollow and the project botched.  What was the incident?





Laura looks down at the scar on her arm, tracing it with her fingers.





LAURA


You ever heard of Michael Myers?  The Halloween serial killer?





CARY


No.





LAURA


He killed a lot of people in Haddonfield back in ’78 before he went into a coma, and then he came out of it three years ago…





Cary glances up from the cards.





CARY


What’d he do?





LAURA


He came back here for revenge…and he got it.





CARY


He was the one that killed your brother.





LAURA


And eight other people.  He came after me, but, I got away.  I watched him burn in the fireplace…After that night everything was different.  Every time my dad and I talked about Sean’s death we got in a fight, so I left.





CARY


Did Michael Myers die?





LAURA


Yeah.  As far as I know.





CARY


What do you mean?  You said you saw him die.





LAURA


I didn’t exactly stay to watch him burn.  And somehow that whole part of the house was burnt.  I think Lindsey must have set it on fire…





CARY


Does it still hurt?





Laura looks down at her arm.  She’s still touching the wound.





LAURA


Only when I think about it.





She glances at her watch.





LAURA


Time to go.





7:12 pm





Laura and Cary enter the elegant restaurant and look around.





LAURA


Wow, this is nice…





Mr. Stokely approaches them, smiling and lively.





MR. STOKELY


I was starting to think you wouldn’t show up.  Come on, the table’s this way.





He takes Laura by the hand and leads her through a series of tables.





LAURA


I’m impressed, Dad.  Your secret must be pretty big to go all out like this.





MR. STOKELY


Oh it is.





He stops directly in front of one of the tables where a woman is sitting.





MR. STOKELY


Laura, I want you to meet my fiancé.





The woman stands and extends a hand to Laura.





WOMAN


It’s so nice to finally meet you.  I’m Laurie, Laurie Strode.





Laura unknowingly drops her hand, taking a step back.





LAURA


Strode?





LAURIE


Yeah that’s right.





DAVID


You recognize her name, sweetheart?





LAURA


Yeah I do.





DAVID


I thought you would.





LAURA


You two are…are getting married?





LAURIE


It must be very awkward for you.  Why don’t you have a seat and we can talk about it.





Laura nods and sits down across from her, still mesmerized.





DAVID


Laurie and I met in New York in August.  You remember I told you I went there?





LAURA


Yeah…





DAVID


Well, anyway, it’s a funny story.





Laurie laughs in agreement.





LAURIE


I was walking my dog, Freddy, one day, and it was really hot so I stopped at a water fountain.  And when I looked up, Freddy was stealing this poor man’s sandwich right out from under his nose.





She laughs again, stifling it when she sees that Laura isn’t smiling.





LAURIE


So anyway I apologized to your dad and before long we were walking together, talking about everything.  We found out we were both from Haddonfield, and then we realized we were both trying to forget the same ghost…





DAVID


We helped each other through it, Laura.  And we even decided to come back to Haddonfield to face our fears.





LAURIE


I fell in love with your house.  And when David asked me to marry him I knew it was the perfect place for the wedding, don’t you think?





DAVID


We’re trying to fix it up before winter.





Laura is silent, feeling nauseous.





DAVID


I didn’t just want you to come here to tell you about the engagement, Laura.  I think that it would help to talk to people who know what you’re going through.





LAURA


I’m over it, Dad.  I really am.





DAVID


Well, I’m happy to hear that.  Because it’s such a terrible burden for somebody to have their whole life.





LAURA


It was only a burden for you.  My problems stopped when that bastard burned.





LAURIE


You know, Laura, denial is a healthy part of the recovery process.





LAURA


Recovery process of what?





LAURIE


Well…Post-traumatic stress disorder.





Laura shakes her head, laughing weakly.





DAVID


Please don’t be bitter about this, Laura.  I don’t want to lose you again.





Laura stands up.





LAURA


You never had me back.





She turns and leaves the rest of them sitting ineptly at the table.  Cary looks at David and Laurie and quickly stands.





CARY


I, um, congratulations on your engagement.





LAURIE


Thank you-





Cary hurries out to the parking lot after Laura and gets in the passenger side of her car.  Laura is at the wheel, beginning to sob.





CARY


What the hell are you doing?





LAURA


Were you not there, Cary?  Didn’t you hear what they were saying?  They’re getting married in that house where people were murdered!  It’s sick!  I mean, who wants to live in a place with a fucking death count?





CARY


They said they were over it though…





LAURA


He’s over the death of his son?  He shouldn’t ever be over it!  He should have just moved like me.





CARY


You mean he should let the ghosts scare him away?





Laura shakes her head, her tears starting to dry.





LAURA


You don’t understand.





She starts the car.





LAURA


We’re going back first thing in the morning.





9:31 pm





David’s car comes around a corner and pulls into the driveway.  He and Laurie both get out, tired and despondent.





DAVID


Listen, honey, I’m sorry about all that.  I didn’t think she’d get so worked up over it.





LAURIE


No, you don’t have to apologize.  I understand what she’s going through.  It’s natural to reject the people around you.  I went through the same thing myself-trust me, it’ll pass.





They approach the door and David prepares to unlock the door, realizing it’s already open.





LAURIE


That’s strange.





DAVID


Not really.  Mrs. Ridger is really forgetful sometimes.  We’ll just light a fire to warm the house up.





LAURIE


That sounds nice.





David opens the door and they step in, the blaring sound of the smoke alarm in their ears.  They both rush into the kitchen, which is overrun with gray smoke.  Laurie coughs, waving her hands her in face so she can see in the thick clouds.





LAURIE


Mrs. Ridger?  Hello?





David opens the backdoor to let fresh air in.





LAURIE


Where is she?





DAVID


I’ll check outside.





He goes out the open doorway, leaving Laurie to fend on the smoke by herself.  She notices the oven buzzing and hurries over to it.





LAURIE


That woman has lost her head…





She pulls the door open and waves the smoke out of her face to see inside.  Mr. and Mrs. Ridger’s burnt skulls stare up at her, their flesh melting.  Laurie screams, slamming the door shut and backing away.





LAURIE


Jesus Christ…





She coughs on the smoke, trying to catching her breath.  Laurie stops cold, noticing that the smoke seems to drift and swirl like there’s something there.  She looks closer, trying to detect something, anything.





Laurie gasps as somebody grabs her head from behind and drags her up on the countertop.  She cries out, seeing her brother standing over with a kitchen knife in his hand.  He brings it down violently, cutting her open.  He stabs her again, piercing her flesh and drawing blood.





Laurie kicks and fights to no avail, slowly settling down.  Michael keeps stabbing her until he’s sure that she’s dead.  Then he yanks her body off the counter, streaking her crimson blood across it.





Outside, David glances back at the door where smoke is drifting out from the kitchen.  He turns back to the yard, noticing that his shoes are soaked in blood.  He looks down at the red ground, then up above him.





The rest of Mr. and Mrs. Ridger’s bodies are hanging ropes attached to the branches along with Freddy’s.  David stares up at the dangling corpses swaying back and forth.





DAVID


Laurie!  Come out here!  Get out of the house!





He continues looking up at them, feeling a drop of blood hit his forehead.  He wipes it away.  Laurie doesn’t come.  He turns back to the door.





DAVID


Laur-





Michael is standing in the doorway, the smoke seeming to shroud him.





DAVID


You son of a bitch.





Michael walks toward him and David turns and runs, staggering across the length of the yard.  He reaches the unfinished shed construction, picking up a wooden plank.  David weakly swings it at Michael, who dodges it.





DAVID


You bastard!





He dives through the air at Michael, pinning him to the workbench.  Michael quickly regains control and flips David around so that he is backed against the table.  David watches fearfully as Michael flips the switch for the saw, and the blade roars to life.





DAVID


No, oh God no…





He fights to keep away from the saw but Michael is much stronger and forces his skull toward it.  The saw makes a scraping sound as the back of David’s head is forced against it, slicing it open.  David’s body goes limp and Michael drops him roughly.





9:47 pm





Laura flips through the TV channels in boredom.  She looks up as Cary enters the room, a newspaper under his arm.





LAURA


Could you lock the door?





Cary nods and locks the door securely.  He sits down on the bed next to Laura and hands her the newspaper.





LAURA


Thanks.





CARY


No problem.





Laura opens the paper and skims the columns for anything interesting.  Something catches her eye: FIRE, SUICIDE IN NEW YORK APARTMENT.  Laura reads it quietly to herself.





LAURA


Late on the 29th, firefighters reported to a call at an apartment complex on the city’s lower eastside.  After quickly extinguishing the flames, they discovered that the fire had claimed a life.  The body of Lindsey Wallace was found in her apartment where the fire allegedly started…





Laura can’t believe what she’s reading.  She goes on.





LAURA


…After investigation, police concluded that Wallace did not die as a result of the fire, but that her neck had been broken, most likely a result of suicide.   Neighbors didn’t seem surprised at the news of the suicide, saying that Wallace was a very odd woman who rarely left her apartment…





Laura drops the paper.





CARY


What’s wrong?





LAURA


Lindsey Wallace killed herself…





CARY


What?  When?





LAURA


Two days ago.





CARY


Do they know why?





LAURA


I know why.  It was because of Michael Myers.





CARY


What do you mean?





LAURA


Lindsey’s boyfriend was one of the people killed that night.  She couldn’t believe that he was dead, and she never got to thank him for saving her life.  All she wanted was to be with him again…





CARY


She let Myers take over her life.





Laura looks up at him, tears welled up in her eyes.





CARY


She ran away from it just like you, but it didn’t solve anything.  And it drove her until she couldn’t take it anymore.





LAURA


I don’t want to end up like that…





CARY


Then don’t.





LAURA


I’m too scared.





A tear runs down her trembling cheek, and Cary moves up closer to her, putting his arm around her shoulder.





CARY


I know you can face the ghosts, Laura.





He notices that she’s staring down at the scar.  Her hands are shaking.





LAURA


I don’t want to be hurt again…





CARY


You won’t be.  I’ll be there for you.





She looks into his set eyes.





CARY


I will.





Laura nods and turns to wrap her arms around him.  Cary hugs her back, feeling her press down on him, realizing what she wants.  They lie down on the bed slowly and begin kissing, shy at first then more passionate and unyielding.





Cary glides his hands around Laura’s back, gradually pulling her shirt off.  She returns the favor by unbuttoning his.  Cary gently turns Laura over and kisses her again, starting at her mouth then moving down across her chest and over her stomach to her jeans.  He carefully pulls them off, then follows Laura’s guiding hands back up to her face.  She kisses him.





CARY


You sure about this?





Laura nods, running her hands over his shoulders and down his back.





LAURA


Yeah.





She takes Cary’s hands in her own and puts them against her breasts, enthusiastically caressing them, causing Laura to sigh in pleasure.  Laura unbuckles his belt and pulls his pants off revealing the swelling in his boxers.  They start kissing again, and lie back down on the bed.  Laura reaches over to the lamp and switches it off, shrouding them in darkness.





10:22 pm





Laura, fully dressed, stands in the bathroom in front of the mirror as she puts a chain around her neck.  Cary approaches from behind her, a bed sheet tied around his waist.  He gently touches her shoulders and kisses the back of her head.





CARY


Are you sure you don’t want to wait ‘til tomorrow?





LAURA


Yeah, I’m sure.





She turns around to face him and smiles.





LAURA


But I’ll be back soon enough.  Don’t fall asleep, okay?





CARY


I won’t.





Laura leaves the hotel room, and Cary shuts the door behind her.  He walks back and sits on the bed, watching a news report on TV about two people missing in Haddonfield.  Geri Crowe and Tom Doyle, a survivor of Michael Myers’ massacre twenty-five years earlier…





10:31 pm





Laura’s car pulls into the mansion’s driveway and she gets out, hurrying up the front door.  She knocks twice and then opens it, stepping inside.





LAURA


Dad?





She walks into the kitchen, the smoke now cleared.  She looks at the bloody countertop and touches it with her fingertips.





LAURA


Oh shit…





She runs into the living room and picks up her father’s hidden gun in one of the bookshelves.  She goes back into the kitchen, following the trail of blood up the staircase and down the hallway to a staircase leading up to the attic.  She slowly walks up the stairs, entering the vast empty room.  Part of the roof is caved in.





Laura gasps, seeing a body restrained to the wall.  She slowly walks toward it.  It’s Laurie.  She’s barely alive.





Laura gently touches the ropes tying her to the wall, then diligently works to undo them.





LAURIE


Leave me…I’m already dead.





LAURA


No.  Where’s my dad?





Laurie shakes her head, sobbing.





LAURA


He’s dead.





LAURIE


I don’t know…I don’t know…I really thought it was over, Laura.  I thought he was dead-





She stops in mid-sentence, looking past Laura.  Laura turns around to see the shadowy figure of Michael Myers standing at the top of the staircase, knife in hand.





LAURIE


Oh God…I told you to leave…I told you to leave…





Laura raises the gun at Michael with an unsteady arm and pulls the trigger, shooting him in the shoulder.  He stumbles backward, but keeps coming.





LAURIE


Shoot him again!





Three more shots ring out and the masked figure falls down, nearly defeated.  Laura slowly approaches the body and aims the gun at his head.  As she pulls the trigger, Michael’s leg swings out beneath her and she misfires, hitting the floor instead.





Laura lunges backward from Michael’s recovering body, the gun flying backward into a mess of cardboard boxes.  Michael slashes his knife out at Laura, who narrowly dodges it.  She stands and picks up a wooden board, waving it in the air at her assailant.





He grabs a hold of her by the arm and raises the knife up in the air.  He stops, and Laura realizes that he is looking down at the scar on her arm, touching it gently with his hand.  Laura knees the preoccupied Michael in the stomach, escaping from him.  She screams as he grabs onto her and wrenches her backward.  He roughly throws her against a wooden column.  Neither of them notice that it causes the roof above it to tremble and start to break apart.





The knife comes down and Laura slides out of the way.  She pushes through the boxes, looking for the gun.  She spots it-Michael stabs Laura in the back, causing her to drop forward in agony.





Laura crawls across the floor, grabbing the gun.  She turns and points it at Michael.  Without hesitation, Laura pulls the trigger.  The bullet catches Michael directly in the chest and he falls back against the column, causing it to give way.  The entire roof begins to cave in.





Laura stumbles backward out of the way, watching as the rubble crashes down on Michael and Laurie, clouding them in dust.





After the dust settles, Laura slowly stands, gun poised.  She kicks away a board, finding the siblings lying next to each other.  Both seem to be dead.





11:43 pm





Laura and Cary stand in front of the mansion holding each other.  They watch as a stretcher is pushed past into an ambulance.





LAURA


I didn’t get to talk to my dad…I wanted to apologize.





CARY


I think he already knew, Laura.  He understood what happened to you, and he knew what you felt.





Laura smiles faintly in understanding.  She looks up at Cary and kisses him lightly.





LAURA


Lets go.





Cary nods and they turn, heading to Laura’s car.  They get in and Cary drives down to the gate with Laura lying her head on his shoulder.  She looks back one last time to watch the gates to The Hollow close, locking her ghosts inside…








