Hello.


 


 Welcome to my script (just for you lawyers I do not


 own the rights blablablabla!)


 


 That apart, I want to say apart from Halloween 4 or


 maybe 2 THE SEQUELS SUCK!


 


 This is why I wrote a script that I hope doesn't. 


 


 But this is only part of it, Depending on your


 reaction, I will keep writing.


 


 So at the end of this part, my internet address will


 be there for your feedback.


 


 I crave FEEDBACK!


 


 P.S. Enjoy yourselves. 


 


 H A L L O W E E N 8 


 


 





 Screenplay written by


 


 Robbie red 666


 


 Title card


 


 Credits roll


 


 FADE IN to:


 


 A SMALL TOWN - day


 


 We focus on a house.


 


 SCREAMING is heard, coming from inside.


 


 A large orange title appears:


 


 OCTOBER 29, 2001 


 


 Salt Lake City


 


 Int. House


 


 Laurie Strode is screaming at the phone, drunk, she


 could not look more pathetic with her bottle of


 vodka in the other hand. She is sitting up on her


 bed turned to her night table.


 


 Laurie


 


 Don't talk to me that way I'm your mother!


 


 


 We now know she is talking to John as we hear him on


 the other side of the phone.


 


 John (O.S)


 


 Look Mom, I know these times are hard for you, but


 you can't.


 


 


 Laurie 


 


 Oh save the bullshit, try to tell the truth for


 once.


 


 


 John (O.S)


 


 The truth? What are you talking about?


 


 


 Laurie 


 


 What am I talking about! I haven't seen you in two


 fucking years!  I guess you won't wanna fuck up 


your life with your drunken mother! So tell me how 


drunk were you when you conceived the joy of your life!


 








 


 Int. Tate house


 


 John slams the phone, we hear a BABY'S CRY.


 


 John turns around.


 


 We see a baby boy crying in its cradle.


 


 John


 


 It's okay Kyle, it's okay.


 


 (He takes him in his arms.)


 


 It's just your grandma, she's going through her


 tough times again.


 


 


 John looks at the calendar posted on the room's


 door. October 31 is near, very near.


 


 Cut to:


 


 Int. Strode house


 


 We see from the windows night is approaching.


 


 Laurie is still on her phone screaming for John, her


 tears muffle her calls. 


 


 Finally she gives up, hangs the phone.


 


 She gets up from her bed, walks to the kitchen


 occasionally drinking from her bottle.


 


 She opens her fridge. It is empty.


 


 We can see Laurie's rage as she comes to realize


 what a wreck she has become. Her tears cover her


 face even more. She slams the fridge, walks back the


 hallway but suddenly stops. She turns around and


 throws her bottle of vodka, the bottle smashes on


 the window of her principal door. 


 


 As the glass falls down the camera focuses on a


 crack the bottle left.


 


 Laurie approaches the door.


 


 Laurie


 


 Shit!


 


 


 Ext. Strode house


 


 We can see Laurie looking at the crack then threw


 her window. 


 


 


 Int. Strode house


 


 Laurie turns around and rests on her wall. She


 closes her eyes and tries to relax with deep


 breaths.


 


 Ext. Street


 


 Someone's POV- a tree is in front of our view, we


 seem to keep looking at Laurie's house.


 


 Int. Strode house


 


 Laurie gets up and walks to her bedroom until she


 hears a PLANT POT fall to the floor.


 


 She turns around scared as hell, but after a deep


 moment of silence she starts laughing at herself. 


 


 Int. bedroom 


 


 Laurie closes her lights; pure darkness invades the


 room. We hear a couple dogs barking in the


 background. A long moment of darkness invades the


 screen as it leaves us fearing that the worst has


 happened.


 


 Suddenly a flare lights up the room, until we


 realize it's a match. The match approaches orange


 candles as it lights the wicks one by one. The room


 is now filled a dark orange pasted on the walls; it


 leaves a relaxed atmosphere. 


 


 Laurie slides on her bed, turning around trying the


 find the right position. 


 


 Her hands tucked under her cheeks and bent knees;


 Laurie is ready for a long night of sleep. But 23


 years of pain don't slide that easily, at first


 Laurie looks like she's just shivering, but then


 moans start to escape her mouth. But for some reason


 she wakes up, rolling on to her back, taking back


 all of her breath all at once. After having relaxed


 once again she turns around to her favorite sleeping


 position. She closes her eyes.


 


 From an AERIAL POINT of view, the camera pans down


 for a close-up to her sleeping face. But something


 not visible rolled past us from the corner of the


 frame. 


 


 As it hit Laurie's arm, a drop of blood splashed on


 Laurie's cheek. All do trying to sleep Laurie felt


 it. She slowly opened her eyes, as she realized what


 was resting on her stomach, Laurie, in her whole


 horrific life, has never screamed this hard. 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 GO DOWN TO FIND OUT.


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 The camera pans from Laurie's screaming face to her


 stomach.


 


 Sitting on her stomach is the head she cut 3 years


 ago, the head of Micheal Myers.


 


 His dark brown eyes made her scream even more. The


 mask was ripped and under it we could see his pale


 dead skin, flawless and unburned. His square shaped


 head was wrapped with dirt, the mask was almost


 coming off, and blood was escaping from where the


 neck should have been. 


 


 But before Laurie could push it away, something


 started glowing in the head's eyes. 


 


 At first she didn't know what to make of it, then


 she heard footsteps coming closer and closer.


 


 She turned to look over her shoulder, 


 


 Micheal Myers (including his head) is raising his


 shiny ax.


 


 As a reflex Laurie shrieked at the sight of her


 brother, trying to crawl away, she hit the head. It


 rolled over the bed and bounced to the floor. The


 head rolls out of frame but the mask stuck to the


 floor.


 


 Micheal brings down the ax with all of his might, it


 misses her arm by an inch, Laurie screams. He brings


 it up again, Laurie tries to get away but all she


 can see are those big hands holding the ax, and how


 they are severely burned. That of course brought bad


 memories. Micheal abandons the ax with his left hand


 and grabs an escaping Laurie. 


 


 He brings her back on the bed by her neck and slams


 down the ax with his other hand. Laurie screams, as


 the ax penetrates her leg. He retrieves the ax and


 pushes Laurie over the bed and onto the floor.


 Laurie turns around to face Micheal and tries to sit


 up.


 


 Micheal takes a step forward and the candles lit up


 his face, Laurie could see through his eyeholes:


 Micheal had no eyes. She shot them in the hospital.


 Micheal takes another step.


 


 Laurie tries to crawl backwards as fast as she can;


 she slowly starts to get up. Micheal starts walking


 after her, Laurie gets on one foot, Micheal stops.


 Laurie starts screaming for help, dragging her leg


 in pain; she slowly gets into the hallway.


 


 Int. Bedroom


 


 Micheal raises the ax.


 


 Int. Hallway


 


 Laurie is about to reach the front door, we hear a


 SWOOSH sound. She brutally stops, she swallows her


 saliva, her eyes get wide open. A small moan


 escapes.


 


 She falls to the floor, the camera pans down, the ax


 got in the upper part of Laurie's back. She extends


 her arm to crawl towards the door.


 


 In the background, we see THE SHAPE walking towards


 Laurie.


 


 Laurie screams for help.


 


 Laurie's POV


 


 Her vision is distorted, the front door and the


 closet start to fade together.


 


 The shape approaches, Laurie cries for help as she


 approaches the closet by mistake. 


 


 The shape enters the hallway, Laurie opens the


 closet doors and starts to drag her body into it.


 The shape is only feet away. Laurie enters the


 closet only at stomach length believing she is


 outside, but her belief fades away as she touches


 the wall in front of her.


 


 Laurie


 


 No, no this can't be right! 


 


 Laurie gives up resting on the floor crying, but her


 cries turn to screams.


 


 The camera pans behind her: Micheal put his foot on


 the wounded leg, he bends down and rips the ax out


 of her back, Laurie screams harder. Micheal raises


 it and brings it down hard. Laurie's cries stop


 instantly. Micheal brings it up again and brings it


 down again and again and again and again and again


 and again and again and again and again and again.


 


 The camera pans away from the Shape and intrudes in


 Laurie's room. 


 


 It pans over her bed and passes the dirty mask stuck


 on the floor, we flatly stop on one thing: The


 unmasked head.


 


 The candle light glows well against his orange,


 brown hair, his face is not very familiar to us, in


 fact it is not familiar at all. The tone of his skin


 is pale and the upper lip is decorated with a


 mustache. His brown eyes are haunting at the way


 they look at us, the dark shade make them almost


 seem black and deep, which could very easily be


 mistaken for the eyes of Micheal Myers. 


 


 


 








 


 So did you like it, can't wait to know who it was


 under the mask.


 


 or did ya hate it


 


 write to me and suggest ideas at 


 


 robbie.red@caramail.com


 


 by the way thank you for reading.





