


(Screen goes black.  Thunder and rain are heard.  The opening movement to


Mozart's Requiem plays in the BG as the credits appear and disappear)





URBAN LEGENDS: THE MORTAL COIL








(Scene opens.  It is night time.  Out in the woods.  As POV flies through


the trees, foosteps can be heard crunching on the ground.  POV shows a young


man in a yellow rain jacket running through the foggy, muddy terrain.  His


expression is one of terror.  He holds a cell phone and talking desperately)





Lavery: DAMMIT, Paul!!!  Where are you????





(CU of Lavery as he redials the phone.  An answering machine can be heard on


the other end.  Paul's recorded voice asks for him to leave his name and


number)





Lavery: Shit!  Paul!!  Paul, pick up the phone!!!  This is not only the


scoop of a lifetime, but my fuckin LIFE is in danger!!!!  Paul!?





(Lavery hears the crinkling of leaves behind him.  He looks around


cautiously.  POV scans the dark woods.  He sees nothing.  Lavery gets back


to his message quickly)





Lavery: Paul, your theory was almost correct, it was ALMOST correct!!  You


missed some details I found at Profe-





(More rustling noises interrupts his message.  Lavery only quickly glances


before breaking into a blind panic)





Lavery: PAUL!!  PICK UP THE GODDAMN PHONE!!!  This is BIG!!  Bigger than you


thought, and I DON'T WANT TO FUCKIN DIE!!!!  PAUL?!?!





(He huffs and puffs in his run, trips a little but keeps on running.  POV


watches him run off.  POV stays stationary for a few seconds.  A shadowy


figure steps into view, its back to the audience.  An axe can be seen in its


arms)





Lavery: Paul?!  Listen carefully, I can't talk!  You were RIGHT about the


coverup, but your theory on the killer's ID was WRONG!!  It's too


complicated....





(He stumbles as he runs, landing flat on his face.  His phone breaks on


impact)





Lavery: Shit!





(The Lavery gets up.  POV flashes behind him.  He looks back and sees the


figure in the black winter coat walking towards him.  The figure carries an


axe.  Lavery scrambles for his life.  He reaches a lonely road.  A car


passes by)





Lavery: Hey!!  HEEEY!!!!!





(The car goes on.  It is driven by Reese, former University security guard)





Reese: Damn weirdos!  Doesn't he know it's gonna rain!?





(Lavery kicks the mud and curses, going down the road from where Reese came


from.  He fearfully looks around.  His pursuer is nowhere to be seen.  He


keeps going until he reaches a familiar bridge.  The one known as "CryBaby


Bridge")





Lavery: (cough) Come on, get it together!  Gotta get to campus....





(Exhausted, he lightly jogs to keep up his escape from whomever is chasing


him.  As he gets halfway across the bridge, a pair of headlights comes into


view behind him.  He hears the vehicle and turns  around)





Lavery: Hey!  HEY!!!  Over here!!!  STOP!!!





(The car speeds up and seems to be "aiming" for him.  It slowly dawns on him


that the driver intends to ram him.  He starts running away)





Lavery: SHIT!





(He runs.  The car gains on him.  Just as he reaches the edge of the bridge,


the speeding car rams him in the leg, throwing his whole body off the road


down a muddy hill.  POV follows his body as it is hurled downward until he


reaches the bottom.  He screams in pain, in complete agony)





Lavery: AAAAhhhhhhhnnngg!!  My leg!  Oh God......





(POV does a CU of his crumpled body as he lays in the mud, face wincing in


pain.  In the BG, a figure obscured by the trees moves from the top of the


hill slowly towards him.  The figure is wearing a heavy coat.  Lavery looks


up and begins to whimper as the figure gets closer)





Lavery: Oh God!!  Come on, man!!  Don't....(whimper) don't kill me!!!  Shit


man!!  I don't want to die....





(The figure lifts up the axe, ready to strike)





Lavery: No!  Don't!!  Fight it!  FIGHT IT!!!





(POV shows the figure swing the axe down onto Lavery.  His screams are cut


off abruptly)





***********************************************





(Just as the attack hits, scene changes to the inside of a dark movie


theatre.  POV looks upon an audience of young kids, teens, etc.  The screen


is showing the horror film "Mixed Culture", based on the Urban Legend


killings from almost a year ago.  POV pans across the audience, stopping at


four college friends.  Paul, Chris, Sam and Sommer.  They are watching


quietly, while the rest of the audience howls and laughs or scream in


fright.  The place is a bit noisy.  CU of Paul's face shows he is unamused,


almost irritated.  Chris looks bored.  They watch as the final climactic


scare strikes.  The movie's killer, a red haired female, reaches up from


behind the hero and heroine while holding an axe.  They struggle in the car


until the hero slams on the breaks, launching the killer out the front


window and over the bridge)





Paul: (sighs) I've seen enough.





Chris: Wait, it's almost over.





Paul: Don't tell me you're getting into this?





Chris: I have to have the review ready by morning, Dear.  I need to sit here


until the credits end.  And no, I'm not particularly gripped by this "Stab"


wannabe.





(They watch for a few more seconds as the ending wraps up with the killer


giving the last line)





Killer: Let me tell you how the story REALLY goes.....





(Paul and Chris exit the theatre holding hands, followed by Sommer


Baumeister and Sam Jackson.  Behind them are a bunch of giggling teens)





Chris: Well, THAT was a waste of time and money!





Paul: (doesn't look at her) Hm.





Sam: I thought it kicked ass!  That killer was sooo cool!!





Sommer:  It was ok.  Not as good as "Stab", but it was an interesting


thriller.





Paul: You guys have *got* to be kidding!





(Sam smiles and shrugs his shoulders.  Sommer raises an eyebrow at Paul


curiously)





Chris: "Mixed Culture", based on a story that possibly happened at a


University people MAY have heard of.  Frankly, the acting was a bit bland by


some, over the top with others.  Predictable scares, two dimensional


personas, and a killer that could be spotted a mile away.  Though premise is


unique, the film is clearly cashing in on the "Stab" craze, just like the


other Stab imitations like "Valentines Day: V2O" and "Santa Klaws" and "I've


Still Been Waiting For You".





Paul: I'll be suprised if the mighty Gail Weathers doesn't publicly


criticize it like she's done with the others.





Chris: Yeah, write a book on true events and suddenly she acts like she owns


the whole concept of slasher movies!





Sam: What's up with you guys?  That bitch was talkin about Woodsboro.


"Mixed Culture" was supposedly based on what *may* have been true.  It's


purely hype and speculation





Paul: It's purely two hours of my life that could have been spent on


important things like sleep.





Sommer: So, I take it you hated the movie?





(Paul puts his hands in his pockets as they keep walking to the car.  He


thinks for a second)





Paul: Well, where do I begin?  Apparently, the director completely ignored


all the speculations and facts revolving around what IS a true story...





Chris: As you've told us a million times.....





Paul: (agitated) They got it all COMPLETELY wrong!!!  To top it off, they


changed the names of the people and locations involved!!!  It's all so


SIMILIAR to what happened at Pendleton, but just different enough so that


nobody can file a lawsuit.  All they had to do was place the killings in a


college in the alps so that NONE of us would suspect a damn thing.  Well


they can't fool me!





Sam: Take it easy, man.  I guessed I had to have been there.





Chris: Sorry, I didn't think you took it so hard.  You were so quiet during


the film-





Paul: I was waiting to see how it all turned out.  You know, when I heard


that some big shot studio was going to do a film "based" on certain


unexplained events that happened a year ago, I thought this would be the


chance to reopen the unsolved investigations on campus.  I see I must live


with disappointment again.  My best friend was MURDERED, Chris!  Killed in


cold blood, and THEY DIDN'T EVEN MENTION HIM IN THE MOVIE!!





Chris: Calm down.





Paul: My cousin Tosh will be completely THRILLED to know that the movie


kills her off at the halfway point!!  It's probably just as well, nobody


believes it happened anyway.





Chris: Hey, you forgetting?  I believe you went up against a killer.  A lot


of students on campus believe you.





(Sam turns to Sommer and whispers)





Sam: Probably not a good time to tell him I thought his cousin's movie death


was well deserved!





(Sam and Sommer start going in another direction towards another car)





Sommer: See you guys tomorrow.





Sam: Snootchie-bootchies!





(Chris waves at them, but Paul is still fuming at the movie)





Paul: It was all so cleverly tied up into a neat little package.  Dean


Adams?  He's killed in a *terrible* hunting accident.  Michael?  Michelle?


BOTH written off as "suicide" despite Brenda's testimony.  Officer Reese is


pink slipped, Brenda is transferred, and I'm tucked away in a quiet townie


job!  How's that for convenient!  Damon doesn't even GIVE a shit!  The Board


of Trustees treat him to a vacation in Hawaii and he's more than happy to


accept their "proposed" explanation!   They paid for Eddie's hospital bills


to keep HIS mouth shut!





Chris: Hey, maybe you're being just a little unfair!  Eddie has gone through


a lot.  It's enough effort just to finish his courses in a wheelchair!





(Paul stops and looks at her, regretting his words)





Paul: Sorry, I still get mad about it sometimes.  Thanks to this movie,


NOBODY will take it seriously.





Chris: The killer was never found?





Paul: No......probably at the bottom of the river.....the story to end all


stories becomes fish food.





Chris: I'm sorry.  I shouldn't have invited you, Sweetie.  I had to get a


review...and Sam and Sommer wanted to go.





Paul: It's not your fault.  I wanted to see this, to see if I could finally


put it behind me.  It's my own fault.  You going back to your apartment?





Chris: Where are you going?





Paul: I'm probably going back to finish my article about the Mayoral race in


town, and the upcoming premiere opening of Namor's pet project.





Chris: (smiles) Well......you can use my computer and printer if you want.


It'll only take me five minutes to type up my review.





Paul: I really shouldn't annoy you with my rambling anymore.  I'd better go


home.





Chris: You sure?  I could keep you company.





(They kiss)





Paul: Well.....It won't take long to finish the reports.  Maybe I'll stay


for a quick sandwich.








(Scene fades)








(Scene opens at Pendleton.  It is morning.  POV does a fly by of the campus.


POV keeps going until enters one of the residence halls and approaches a


door.  After a moment, a hand knocks on the door.  The occupant of the dorm


room answers.  It is Tosh Calvert.  She gives a dreary response to the


knocker, who happens to be Eddie Bester.  Eddie, crippled from last year, is


now in a wheelchair)





Tosh: What the hell do you want?





(Suprised to see Eddie, she is cautious but irritated)





Eddie: Hi, Tosh.  I, uhhh, was wondering if I could, umm...





Tosh: What?!  Just spit it out...





Eddie: I need your help.  I'm sorry to bother you, but I need somebody to


take me to the roof of Kingsley Hall, and my usual wrangler is on vacation.





Tosh: (grimaces) Eddie, can't this wait??  Couldn't you get somebody else??





Eddie: Sorry, I was passing by.....and....I just thought...well, I thought


I'd see how you were doing.....





Tosh: So.....how am I doing?





Eddie: Umm.....fine?





(Tosh rolls her eyes)





Tosh: Look, whatever it is, I'm sure you can find somebody to help.  Ok?


Bye.





Eddie: Umm, Tosh?





Tosh: What!?





(She is becoming impatient)





Eddie: .........Nothing.......sorry.....





(Sheepishly, Eddie wheels himself away.  Tosh watches for a moment.  A


expression of guilt flashes across her face for an instant before she closes


the door.  Tosh leans against the door and sighs.  She looks at the state of





her blackened moody room.  She looks at the music she was writing up on her


computer.  CU of her hands by her side as they trace the outline of the


repaired yet visible axe markings from last year's vicious prank.  POV pans


up from her hands to her frowning face, frowning as she remembers the terror


and humiliation.  She closes her eyes and tightens her face up)





Tosh: Goddammit!





(POV changes to Eddie, who quietly prepares to exit the old dorm building, a


building that has not been modified to be "handicap friendly".  He wheels


himself down the steps with some difficulty.  A pair of pale hands grab the


handles on his chair.  It is Tosh, though she looks very reluctant)





Tosh: Ok, here's the deal, I'll wheel you to the roof of Kingsley, and then


I'm leaving!  Got that?





Eddie: Your secret's safe with me.





Tosh: Look, it's not that I don't like you or anything.....just don't get


any ideas.....





Eddie: No problem.  I won't be making a habit of this.





Tosh: And don't tell anybody I was with you......





Eddie: Uhhhh.....





Tosh: Don't talk, just direct!





(They head into Kingsley Hall and into an elevator to the third floor.  From


there, Eddie directs her to a ramp going up to the roof.  Several people in


gym cloths are up there with Dean Namor.  Tosh steps back in suprise at all


the activity)





Eddie: Thank you, Tosh.





(Namor turns and smiles as he sees her.  Tosh looks at him cautiously)





Namor: Hello, Edward, and hello to you, Miss Calver.  I see you are both


doing well.





Eddie: Hello, sir.  Tosh was just helping me up.





Namor: Well, Miss Calver.  You are certainly welcome to stay.





Tosh: (unamused) What, you having one of those faculty/student orgies?





Namor: Oh no.  Nothing like that.  It's a meditation session.  Tai Chi.





Eddie: It's therapuetic, Tosh.  The Dean and several others have been


helping me get over all that....stuff from last year.....





Tosh: You mean with brainwashing and mindfucking?





Namor: Eddie, why don't you take your place with the group.  We'll be


starting in a moment.





Eddie: Ok.





(Eddie goes over to the main group.  Namor continues to smile, Tosh


continues to feel creeped out)





Tosh: Look, I have to get going.  I'm getting a new room mate today, thanks


to a glitch in the system!





Namor: Tosh-





Tosh: -*Miss Calver*!





Namor: I am looking out for Eddie.  That's what these sessions are all


about.  I'm helping him cope with last year's tragedies-





Tosh: -(sarcastically) And I applaud your humanitarianism!  Pip pip and


fucking cheerio to you.....





(Tosh turns to leave.  Namor continues to be understanding and friendly)





Namor: We meet here every morning to meditate, because Kingsley Hall has the


best view of the horizon in the morning.  Tai Chi meditation brings inner


peace to those in need of it.  You are always welcome should you change your


mind.  I know you are upset with the way things were handled.  I know you're


angry.  I did what was best.  I had no choice, really.  It's what the


Trustees wanted.





Tosh: You really know how to mindfuck, don't you?





Namor: (chuckling) If you want a good mindfuck, go to the psycholgy


department.  Me?  I'm just eccentric.  All theatre people are eccentric!





(Tosh continues walking away, no emotion on her face)





Tosh: Do me a favor, ok?





Namor: I'm hesitant to comply, but name it.





Tosh:......Just.....watch after the dork.  He's annoying, but.......I don't


have time to play this Princess Diana shit.  I don't know why he always goes


to MY door, but it's....it's pissing me off!





Namor: I understand.  I promise you, Miss Calver, that I'll take good care


of him.





(Tosh exits to avoid any chance of sentimentality)





Tosh: Thanks.





(Eddie wheels himself over to the other guys.  Two preppy looking guys,


Anatoly and Adam, do warm up exercises next to the more sloppily dressed


Sommer and Sam.  Eddie joins the conversation)





Sam: You know, I think she likes me





Sommer: You haven't even told me who she is!





Anatoly: Yeah, when you gonna show here off to us?





Sam: You'll see....





(Sam just grins and looks over at Eddie)





Sam: Hey man, whatcha up to?





Eddie: Ran over a nun today!





Sommer: Man, you're going to hell for that one!





Adam: Dudes, you all coming to the party?





Sam: You can count on it!





Sommer: Dude, like *who* is this cute chick you're dating?  Is she going to


be there?





Eddie: Yeah, who did you pay to actually be seen with you?





Sam: (playfully) Fuck you, Mario Andretti!





(Eddie flips him off and laughs.  Sam looks out over at the faculty parking


lot below the building.  A young woman gets out of her car and heads for the


science building)





Sam: Hey....See that fine specimen?  That's who I'm bagging currently....





(The other three get wide eyed in disbelief)





Eddie: YOU'RE dating Professor AMANAR???





Adam: (mimicking Cartman) Sweeeet!





(Sommer, Adam, Anatoly and Eddie bust out laughing, mocking Sam's claim)





Sommer: You have to be shitting me!!!  She wouldn't give you the time of


day!!





Sam: We ARE dating, dipshit......she just......doesn't know it yet....





(The guys laugh even harder)





Eddie: Sam, dude....she's WAY out of your league!  She's a psych Prof, for


cryin out loud!  She would instantly know you're trying to get in her pants!





Anatoly: (sarcastic) Oh, but good luck with her anyway.  I'm sure you'll get


her with your wit, charm, and fabulous wealth!





Adam: Sam, if you've got the hots for her, go for it.  I hear she's single,


smart, and I already KNOW she's the hottest looking PhD on campus.  The


worst thing that can happen is that she'll say no when you ask her out.





Sam: You don't understand.  "No" is not an option.  It's part of this little


contest our Pleadgemaster, Damon, set up.  If I want to get bonus points


before becoming a brother, I need to....well, I need her to be at that


party.





(Eddie, putting two and two together, starts to frown)





Eddie: Sam, you WOULDN'T.......





Sam: I'll bet she'd thank me for a night on the town like this!  That woman


hasn't been out with a man in years!  She probably has cobwebs up her p-





Eddie: SAM!





Sam: (Startled)......Hey, I'm just kidding, Eddie.  What, you think I'm some


kind of giggilo or something?





(They are interrupted by Namor, who returns to the main group to begin their


Tai Chi meditations)





Namor: Everybody Line up now.  Let's start with the breathing.  Adam, did


you take your heart medicine yet?





(Adam sighs, remembering his routine medication.  He pulls out some pills


and swallows them quickly)





Adam: (smiling) Where would I be without you?





Namor: You'd be in a DeVry Technical School and deep in debt!





(Everyone chuckles as they start of the day on a good note)











(Tosh quickly makes her way across campus.  Three preppy sorority students


walk by.  One of them is Belinda Melon, The snotty little bitch from last


year)





Belinda: (deliberately) Oh my God, you smell that?  I think there's a dead


fish around here!





(Tosh stops for a moment as the three girls giggle behind her back and walk


on.  She sneers but refrains from confronting them)





Tosh: (muttering) Don't worry, you little cunt!  I'll get you soon enough...





(Tosh heads towards one of the dorms.  She quietly walks down a hall, not


looking at some of the gawking freshmen girls.  She reaches a door and


unlocks it.  As she closes the door, she hears a breeze of air flowing.  She


discovers that someone has opened one of the room windows.  Her heart almost


stops as she stares at the window)





Tosh: Aries?





(A breeze flutters by the black drapes.  She takes a step forward, staring


at the curtains.  A shadowy figure grabs her from behind.  Tosh gives out a


shriek and thrashes about until she hears the deep chuckles of Aries'


laughter)





Tosh: Urgh!  Aries, you fuckshit!





(She smacks him on the shoulder in anger)





Aries: Relax!  I just wanted to suprise you, baby!





Tosh: I TOLD YOU TO NEVER DO THAT!!!!!  You stupid cheese dick!!!





Aries: Hey, chill!  It's not like I'm some damn bimbo with an axe!!





Tosh: You scare me one more time, and I'll fuckin castrate you!  Now get in


that bed, you little slut!





(She pushes him down on the bed and sneers as she gets on top)








(Scene change.  It is about an hour later.  POV pans across the campus,


coming to Namor who is walking casually towards one of the buildings.


Enters and goes down several hallways, down a flight of stairs into the dark


basement.  He comes across an office door left ajar.  He pushes it open.


The office belongs to Professor Wexler, a nice office despite its location)





Wexler: Come in.





Namor: Good morning.  I hope I'm not interrupting anything.





Wexler: No, no.  I'm just getting ready for....well, paperwork, I suppose.





Namor: Care to go for a walk?  I'm heading for the Administration building


to take care of your class syllabus.





Wexler: About the syllabus.....did the trustees approve of my modifications?





Namor: They'll be holding a meeting soon, but everything looks to be in


order.





(They head out.  Wexler walks with a slight limp, supported by an ornately


carved cane.  Soon, they are walking out in the sun.  A cool breeze whips


by)





Namor: How's the leg?





Wexler: Doctors say I should be in better shape after another 6 months.....





Namor: At least you weren't hurt worse in that nasty accident.





(Wexler scowls with sarcasm)





Wexler: "Accident".......God, Alex.......you actually hear yourself?





Namor: We must keep up appearances for the sake of Pendleton.  I'm sorry


that we couldn't tell the press everything.  It's what the trustees wanted.


It's what I had to do when I was sworn in as President of this campus.....





Wexler: How many died last year?  How do you make all those killings look


like a fluke accident!?





(POV follows from behind as they walk towards the large gothic chapel)





Namor: Calm down.  Don't think I enjoy doing it like this......but without


the killer, you have no leads, too many questions.......not enough answers.


I needed to end it quickly, and that's what I did!





Wexler: I don't want to think about it anymore.........At least I don't get


freaked out as much as I used to....





Namor: You still leave your door open.





Wexler: It's to help, uhhh......circulate air into the office.......and let


my students know I'm in.





Namor: Hmmm, which reminds me.  The administration plans on giving you more


classes after your leg is better.





Wexler: Good.  I feel like I'm wasting my time here teaching one class


through the year.





Namor: It's for your own good.  Besides, the university has compensated for


the lack of a real schedule.





(As they walk, several students run past them towards the chapel.  A crowd


is gathering.  POV is now in front of Wexler and Namor)





Wexler: I wish I could just put last year's events behind me





Namor: Don't worry.  It'll all be a bad memory before you know it-





(A girl screams, catching their attention.  They quicken their pace to the


edge of the crowd.  Everyone's looking up in shock.  Namor and Wexler look


up and gasp)





Wexler: Dear God.....





Namor: Damn.......





(POV pans up.  Hanging from the bell tower in view of everyone is the body


of Lavery tied to a rope)





Namor: Dammit!





(Namor gets out a cell phone and calls security)





Namor: I want everyone to clear the area!  Everyone, go to class or your


rooms now!





(Wexler heads back to his office, looking around nervously)





Wexler: It's happening again......





Namor: Wexler, where are you going?





Wexler: Don't worry about me!  You've got enough to deal with!











(Scene change.  Paul slouches on his chair in his apartment, eating a


waffle.  Nearby is the phone.  The light on the answering machine indicates


he has messages, but Paul is in no hurry.  The phone rings.  It is Chris,


calling from her office at the local newspaper)





Paul: Hello?





Chris: Hey, loverboy!





Paul: Morning.  You're early.





Chris: Just want to check on you and see if you recovered from that bad


movie!





Paul: (chuckles) A few mental scars, nothing that can't be cured with a


lobotomy!





Chris: Will you being going in today?





Paul: Not right away.  I'm going to the campus to check on my cousin.  She's


getting a new roomie.....God help her!  I finished up my draft last night.


You can proofread it and all at lunch time.





Chris: Ok....I'll be over at 11:30.





Paul: Ok.





Chris: Love you, dear.





Paul: Love you, too.





(He hangs up.  The phone rings again)





Paul: Hello?





(It is Wexler, holding his cellphone.  He is hobbling to the administration


building)





Wexler: Paul, it's me.  Wexler.





Paul: Good Morning.....is everything ok?





(Long pause as Paul listens on his phone.  His eyes get wide as he hears the


gruesome details)





Paul: WHAT??





(Scene fades as he listens in shock)











(Scene opens.  It is later in the day.  POV pans to Professor Namor's


office.  Tosh approaches the door nervously.  She knocks on it)





Namor: Come in.





(POV is now behind Namor as she walks through the door.  She is still in


pale makeup and black jeans with a black blouse)





Namor: Hello, Ms Calver.  Please, have a seat.





(He motions to the chair in front of his desk with a smile.  She looks


around and frowns before sitting)





Tosh: You wanted to see me?





Namor: I just wanted to let you know that the Orchestra has been doing a


good job on your adaptation for the play.  The dress rehearsals have been


going splendidly.





Tosh: (sigh) That's good.





Namor: I just wanted to say that I think your piece is excellent.  Your


music has a lot of depth.





(Tosh looks at the floor)





Tosh: Thank you.





Namor: Is anything bothering you?  Are you alright?





Tosh: Just peachy.





Namor: It's still too bad that you didn't want to conduct the orchestra.  I


would be very proud to have you become more involved in this production.





Tosh: I don't have the time.  I'm working on some funeral music.





Namor: Funeral music?





Tosh: This is the anniversary week, you know.





Namor: Anniversary?





Tosh: Of the massacre.





(Namor looks away)





Namor: Oh.





Tosh: I felt compelled to work on some stuff, you know?  Anyway, I'd better


be going.





Namor: If there's anything you want to talk about.....





(Tosh pauses and looks at him)





Tosh: You mentioned earlier that Eddie was taking....hypnotherapy....to help


cope with what happened.....does it work?





(Namor's face brightens up)





Namor: Why, yes, it does.  I don't think I've seen him so cheerful since he


started the sessions.  That and the Tai Chi have focused his mind on more


positive accomplishments.





Tosh:  Does this hypnotism......does it, like, make you zone out?  Make you


think you've been fishing all day or something?





Namor: (chuckles) Oh no.  It doesn't work quite like that.  It helps the


subject relax, allows him to focus on any task he or she needs to do.  Ms


Calver, am I to understand you would like to try hypnotherapy?





Tosh: I don't like to be fucked with like that.  Who does the sessions?





Namor: I do.  I am a fully licensed therapist.





Tosh: Ummm, you?  The drama teacher?





Namor: Much of it is used to help eliminate stage fright for my actors, or


getting rid of bad habits like smoking.  It's completely harmless, I assure


you.





Tosh: Well, I'll think about it.





Namor: Ms Calver, I am well aware of some of the troubles that plague your


mind.  If you give me a chance, I can make the world a brighter place for


you and your music.





Tosh: I don't want a brighter world.  I just want my music.





Namor: Fair enough.  If you're interested, Tai Chi is at Kingsley Hall every


morning.  The hypnotherapy sessions are usually once a week, one student at


a time.





Tosh: Hm, how many do you work with?





Namor: Right now, I have 12, but you wouldn't believe how many people are


trying to quit smoking around here.





(Tosh gets ready to leave)





Tosh: Can you erase fear?  Erase the terror that one might feel?





Namor: Yes I can, Ms Calver.





(Tosh opens the door, but doesn't look back)





Tosh: Please, call me Tosh.





(She exits.  Scene fades)























(Scene change.  Paul is walking with his cousin, Tosh, towards her dorm)





Paul: I'm sure this won't be as bad as you think....





Tosh: Hmp.





Paul: She might be into the same stuff.......there's no reas-





Tosh:-Ok, ok.  I get the point.





Paul: How are you doing?





Tosh: Why?  What have you heard?





Paul: I haven't heard anything.  That's just it.  I don't see you much


anymore.





Tosh: And you won't after this year.  I'm going to


graduate...hmp....graduate, thanks to the University's generous management


of my grades.......





Paul: Then what?





Tosh: Then.......nothing I suppose





(They enter her room.  Tosh's new roommate, a bouncy blonde gal named


Tiffany, is halfway finished unpacking her things in what used to be


Michelle's side of the room.  Tiffany is listening to her headphones and


sings along)





Tiffany:....And I think I know what is....I think I'm in love......





(Paul tilts his head curiously.  Tosh frowns and pulls out her medicine


bottle)





Tosh: I'm in HELL!





(Tosh takes some lithium, then throws the bottle unexpectedly at Tiffany.


It beans her in the head)





Tiffany: OW!





(Paul steps in quickly to diffuse the situation before Tiffany and Tosh


start feuding)





Paul: Whoops, Sorry about that.  the bottle slipped.





Tosh: No....it didn't.





Tiffany: Oh HI!  I'm Tiffany.  Which one of you is my new roomie?





(Tosh rolls her eyes and goes over to light a cigarette)





Paul: This is Tosh, your roomie, and I'm Paul.





Tiffany: Hi Paul.....





(Tiffany looks at Tosh hesitantly)





Tiffany: Everything all right?





Tosh: Just peachy.





Paul: Well, I'll be going here, uhhh, I'll let you two get acquianted and


stuff.....uhhh, Tiffany....can I....can I talk to you for a moment?





(Paul takes Tiffany off to the side)





Paul: Look, uhhhh, I'd better warn you about Tosh.  Tosh is my cousin, and,


uhhh, she doesn't take well to bright cheerful people.  I mean, she's REALLY


not a bad person, but, uhhh-





Tiffany: -I think I understand what you're trying to say.  Thanks.  I've


dealt with difficult people like her before.





Paul: You have?  Oh.  What do you major in?





Tiffany: I'm a Law student, plus I do Sports medicine, so if we get into a


catfight and break some bones, I'll at least be able to bandage us both up!





Paul: Whoa.....that's kind of cool......well, I'll leave now and let you two


duke it out.....





Tiffany: I think we'll get along just fine.





(Paul leaves.  Tiffany and Tosh stare at each other in a less than friendly


way)





Tosh: Ready to bond, *Tiff*?





(Tiffany smiles insincerely, then slowly goes over to Tosh)





Tiffany: I think it's only fair to warn you......don't *ever* call me Tiff!





(Tosh stares at her defensively.  Tiffany continues smiling)





Tosh: Look, let's get some ground rules into play.  Don't bother me, and I


won't bother you.  No distractions when I'm composing, no distractions when


I use the phoneline for *my* computer, and NO distractions at night.  Lights


out at nine and don't talk to my friends while they're in the room.  As far


as I'm concerned, Tiff, you don't exist!





Tiffany: I'll stay out of your way.  I'll even follow your rules, but...





(Tiffany grabs Tosh's wrist, twists it tightly and grips it in a martial


arts pose before Tosh can react.  She quickly applies painful pressure to


the tweisted arm)





Tiffany:.....Don't *ever* call me "Tiff"





Tosh: OW!!





(Tiffany releases Tosh, but stays in a defensive position)





Tosh: Just stay on your side of the room, you skinny little bitch!





(Tiffany flashes an angry look, but then smiles)





Tiffany: (chuckles) Hey, did you just call me skinny?  Cool......





(Tiffany turns on her radio and finishes unpacking)





Radio: ....And that was the latest hit by Barenaked Ladies off their new


album.  Coming up, the number one song 4 weeks in a row.  You guessed it!!


It's the latest hit by N'Sync!!  Once thought to be killed in a plane crash,


they revealed themselves to be very much alive and ready to present their


next album which they worked on in secret while only pretending to be dead!


Hot from their Quadruple platinum album, here's their version of "Total


Eclipse of the Heart"......





Tiffany: WOOHOO!  Justin, you are ALL MINE!!!!





(Tiffany giggles to herself, Tosh frantically pulls out a cigarette and


smokes in frustration)





Tosh: (muttering) I am in HELL!


























(Scene change to The campus, late afternoon.  Professor Namor is pushing


Eddie to his dorm)





Namor: So, I take it classes are going well?





Eddie: Yes, Thank you.  The homework is easy.  Physical therapy.....that's


hard.





Namor: You'll make, my boy.  I've seen you play football.  You're one tough


hombre.  You have unrealized capabilities.





Eddie: Really?





Namor: You're quick, strong, agile.  A perfect specimen if I've ever seen


one.





Eddie: Not so perfect anymore.......Is it true what happened today?  At the


cathedral?





Namor: It was an accident, nothing more.





Eddie: What if it wasn't?  What if the Urban Legends are-





Namor: -Eddie......I've told you before not to bring that up.





Eddie: They never caught the killer....





(Namor stops and leans down to face Eddie)





Namor: There IS NO killer, Eddie.  You are perfectly safe.  You've been


doing an excellent job at our Tai Chi sessions, and the hypnotherapy has


produced excellent results.  There's no need to create unnecessary stress


for yourself.





Eddie: Sorry, I didn't mean to.  It's just that a lot happened last year,


especially after that meeting with Benda and Wexler.





Namor: A meeting?  With Brenda and.....Wexler?





(The conversation is interrupted by a blonde haired student wearing a blue


jacket and carrying a bookbag.  It is Margeret Pizam, "Peg" to her friends.


Eddie's eyes light up)





Peg: Hey, Eddie!





Eddie: Hi, Peg.





Namor: Miss Pizam, are you ready for today's soccer club activities?





Peg: I hope the boys are ready to get beat!





Namor: (chuckles) We shall see!  I've developed some new strategies with the


guys.  We'll give you and your Amazons a run for their money!!





Peg: Eddie, you coming to watch the soccer club?





Eddie: I'd like that, if it's all right with you, sir?





(Eddie looks up at Namor)





Namor: Of course it is!  Our club meets in fifteen minutes.  I'll take you


to the field.





Peg: See you there!





(Peg dashes off.  Namor pushes Eddie's wheelchair casually)





Namor: Peg is quite a darling.





Eddie: Yes, she is.





Namor: You know, I see a twinkle in your eye when she's around.  Bit of a


crush, eh?





(Eddie gets embarrased, but grins)





Eddie: Well.......she's nice.  If I thought I stood a snowball's chance in


hell......





Namor: But....





Eddie: But....there's still all this....





Namor: Nonsense, Eddie.  You will walk again.  I'll wager my last paycheck


you can walk now......you just don't realize it yet.





Eddie: Hmp......Doctor's won't know for a long time.......





(Eddie's expression becomes sour, bitter)





Eddie: I'll never.....I....





Namor: Mister Bester, I don't take kindly to self-indulgent pity parties.


You're better than that!  Don't ever lay yourself down in a coffin to die


when you still have a fighting chance.  *When* you start walking again, I


want you to join our soccer club.  You'd be a valuable asset to my team.





Eddie: (slightly sarcastic) Would I?





Namor: You have value to me.  More value than you can imagine......





(Namor pushes him out of the POV)








(Scene change to a dim locker room.  Peg and several other girls are


changing, taking showers, casually wandering around in bath towels.  They


are just ending their session with the soccer club.  Among them is also


Tiffany)





Peg: Heheheh, we stomped them!!  4-1!!





Tiffany: Now, all we have to do is make up for the last three defeats they


gave us over the summer!





Peg: Piece of cake.





Girl #3: Anyone going to the White Bear for some grease?





Tiffany: I'll go.  It'll give me one last shot at being around some humans!


Peg: How's your roomie doing?





Tiffany: Oh, Puh-LEASE!!!  I never met such a depressing organism in my


whole life!  She's already laying down ground rules for turning off the


lights and playing the radio!  Like, WHAT THE FUCK?





Peg: Namor says she just needs an outlet or something.  Had a bad past and


all that.





Girl #4: Some say she was part of the massacre that took place here last


year.....





Tiffany: Massacre?  What massacre?





(Everyone glances at her, like she was the "one who hasn't heard")





Peg: You don't know about THE massacre of Pendleton????  Girl, where have


you been?





Tiffany: What happened?





Girl #3: About two or three dozen people were butchered by a killer living


in the old Stanley Hall building.  The killer was angry because Namor was


going to tear down the old haunt!





Girl #4: Oh, you're so full of shit!





(Girl #4, topless and in the process of putting on her shirt, turns to


Tiffany)





Girl #4: Before Namor became Dean of the school, the place was run by Dean


Adams.  Dean Adams and several students were brutally murdered by a maniac


who was gunned down by that woman on campus security.  The killer fell into


the river and was never found or identified!!  They say Namor covered it all


up to keep the media from smearing the name of Pendleton!





Tiffany: You don't say.....





Peg: Hey, Namor didn't have anything to do with it, because there *was* no


massacre.  That whole thing is just a big story told by some loser who got


kicked out of the university.  That tabloid reporter kid.  He was trying to


get chicks by making up a whole bunch of crap.





Tiffany: But the deaths....





Peg: They were all accidents.  Mere coincidence.  There never was a killer.





Tiffany:.....But these deaths.....they must have happened so closely


together, during the same week....?





(Peg looks at her with skepticism)





Peg: I told you.........mere coincidence.











(Scene change.  Several minutes have past and now Peg is the only one in the


locker room.  She puts on her coat.  It is quiet for a moment before a


locker slams shut in another part of the vast lockerroom)





Peg:  Tiffany?  If that's you, I need those bio notes for the chapter of


Arachnids.......Tiffany?





(She looks around.  Peg quietly turns a corner to where she heard the noise.


POV follows and reveals that no one is there.  She takes a few more steps)





Peg: Tiffany?.........





(Peg jumps when she hears the showers being turned on in the stalls behind


her.  POV watches her from the other side of the locker aisles, and follows


her as she strides towards the showers.  She looks inside the stalls.  They


are empty.  POV closes in on her rapidly)





Peg: This isn't funny, guys!





(POV is upon her.  A metallic *sching* is heard.  She turns and gasps.  ECU


on her terrified face before scene cuts to black)











(Scene change.  It is now the next day.  Camera pans down the halls of the


sports building where the locker rooms are.  A squeaking sound fills the


halls.  The janitor from part one is pushing his mop and bucket.  He is


zoning off in his own dull world until he comes to the door the the girl's


locker room.  He phases back to terrible reality as he spots a puddle of


blood leaking under the door)





Janitor: Sweet mother of God!





(He goes to open the door, but it is locked.  He unlocks it and scrambles to


get in.  Blood is on the floor, leading to the shower room.  As he slowly


got closer to the shower room, his dread builds.  POV pans around the


corner.  There, we see Peg on the floor.  Her limbs are outstretched.  Under


her, a pentagram has been drawn on the floor.  Several satanic symbols have


been drawn around her pale dead body.  Her throat has been cut.  Also


surrounding her, oddly enough, are several bottles of cough medicine, jars


of Gerber baby food, bottles of mustard.  The janitor clutches his heart as


he tries to calm down)





Janitor: Oh God!  Ohhhhhhhh.....





(He looks up at the wall and begins screaming hysterically.  Written in


blood were four words)





DAVID EVANS HAS RETURNED











(Scene change to Brenda's apartment.  It is still early in the morning.


Brenda is face down in her pillow, half awake, but unwilling to move.  Her


phone rings.  Groggily, she answers)





Brenda: Hmmmllo?





(She listens for a moment, then gets wide-eyed and sits up in bed)





Brenda: Shit!  Where are you Eddie?  Are you ok?  Oh........I'm


sorry......look, how about I come down there?  Don't be silly, this *is*


important!  If the fucker has returned, then I want to be there to nail


him!!








(Scene change to Brenda and Leonard, driving down the road in a convertible.


The wind blows through their hair.  "Total Eclipse of the Heart" by Nikki


French plays in a fast dance mix on her stereo)





Leo: We've been listening to this song for an hour and a half.





Brenda: So?





Leo: Soooo, take out the tape before you wear it down.





Brenda: No.





Leo: Well....okaaaaay, I guess I never knew you were such a fan of Nikki


French, who I've never heard of before!





Brenda: She redid this song a while back.  Let's just say, this song is sort


of a good luck charm for me.  It sort of has significance....





Leo: Oh....





(Leo clutches his stomach uncomfortably for a moment)








(Scene change to Paul's apartment.  He sits in front of his phone and


answering machine.  His head is in his hands.  He looks like he's


concentrating, thinking, deducing something.  A knock comes at his door,


snapping him out of his thoughts.  He gets up and goes to the door.  He


opens it to see Professor Wexler.  Wexler glances behind himself nervously)





Paul: (suprised) Mr Wexler....come in....





Wexler: Thank you.





(He enters quickly)





Wexler: No doubt by now you have heard the news?





Paul: Yeah.....Two deaths in two days.  I knew Andy Lavery.  I still can't


believe it....





Wexler: I'm sorry.  Was he a friend?





Paul: A colleague.  He was helping me with something when he died.





Wexler: That's what I've come to talk to you about.  I think.....I think


it's happening again.





Paul: You *think* it's happening?  I KNOW it's happening again!!  The Urban


Legend killings are picking up where they left off....





Wexler: You have to be right about this.  How can you be so certain?





Paul: Listen to this.





(Paul plays back Lavery's panic stricken message on the machine)





Machine: Paul?!  Listen carefully, I can't talk!  You were RIGHT about the


coverup, but your theory on the killer's ID was WRONG!!  It's too


complicated...





(The sounds get scratchy, and can be heard breathing and yelling in fear.


Paul turns off the machine and looks at Wexler with dread)





Paul: In my little secret niche at Pendleton, I wanted to reopen the case.


I wanted to uncover the truth.  So, in my arrogance, I went to great lengths


to find any little clue connecting the victims, the faculty, the history of


Pendleton, the works.  I sort of hired Andy to do some field work since I


wasn't a welcome presence on campus.  He was perfect for the job.  He didn't


even want money.  Said he'd do it for the kicks.





Wexler: He seemed to do too good a job by the sound of it.





Paul: Andy stumbled on something and the Urban Legend killer silenced him.


To think I had to go to that worthless movie!!





Wexler: Worthless movie?





Paul: I went to see "Mixed Culture" at the theatres.  It depressed


me......It's depressing me even more knowing he might still be alive if I


hadn't gone!





Wexler: I think we need to get a hold of everyone.  They've got to know


about this-





Paul: -Wait a minute.  Let's not get carried away.  I want Brenda to get on


with her life.  She's at Ashton now.  She doesn't need to be involved.  I


also want to keep Tosh out of this as much as possible.  Maybe I'll tell


Damon, though I doubt he'll be concerned at all.  You think Namor would be


receptive to this?





Wexler: No.  Namor doesn't want to talk about last year.  He'll write off


Andy's death as, well....





Paul:.....Suicide.





Wexler: Exactly.





(Paul's phone rings.  Paul answers, getting a deep, demented voice)





Paul: Hello?





Voice: Hey, Paul......I'm game for a rematch.  That is, if you can stomach


it!!





Paul: Is this someone's idea of a joke?  Who is this?





Voice: You thought you stopped me last year, didn't you?





Paul: You son of a bitch!  I'll make that trip over the bridge look like a


picnic when I'm through with you!  YOU HEAR ME??





Voice: See ya in the funny papers!





(The caller hangs up.  Paul looks at the phone, confused by that last


statement.  He turns to Wexler)





Wexler: It was him, wasn't it?  I know.....I used to get those calls a lot


last year.





(Wexler gets ready to exit the apartment)





Wexler: Better prepare yourself.  He'll be calling after every kill he


makes.





Paul: The Anniversary is only a day or so from now, isn't it?





(Wexler just looks at him, but doesn't answer)











(Scene opens at the Radio station.  Brenda's old friend Nancy sits at a desk


in an office.  She is now the Assistant to the head of the station.  Brenda


and Leo approach the door and knock)





Nancy: (gasp) OH MY GOD!!!!  BRENDA!!!





(They hug enthousiastically)





Brenda: Hey, you remember Leo, don't you?





(Nancy grins mischieviously)





Nancy: Oh, baby....how can I forget?





Brenda: have you been up to?





Nancy: Eh.  Too much bullshit.  This station is my life, now.  I take a few


classes now and then!





(She smiles at her little joke.  There's an awkward silence)





Nancy: So....I guess you must have heard about things happening.  Why else


would you be here?





Brenda: (frowns) Yeah.  I thought it was all over until this happens.  Eddie


called me.  The girl they found this morning was a good friend of his.





Nancy: You know, there were two deaths.





Leo: Two?





Nancy: Some guy named Andy was found hanging from the school chapel


yesterday.  Strange thing is I haven't had any requests for "Total Eclipse


of the Heart".





Brenda: Wanna get something to eat in a while?  We were going to have dinner


with Eddie.





(Nancy lights up a cigarette as she sits down)





Nancy: Yeah, that would be great.  I'll see you in a few hours at...





Brenda: The White Bear Inn.





Nancy: Cool.  Brenda....





Brenda: Yeah?





Nancy: Be careful...if it IS the killer or a copycat, we may all be in


trouble.





Brenda: Tell me, did that girl die an Urban Legend death?





Nancy: Don't know.  Security is tight lipped as usual, Namor has officially


declared both deaths as suicides, you know the drill.





Brenda: Yeah, I guess some things never change.  See ya when you get done





Nancy: Bye.





(Brenda and Leo exit the building)





Leo:  You know, we shouldn't jump to conclusions.  It can't be the killer.


He's in the river.  If it *is* a copycat, it can only be someone who is part


of the whole coverup.





Brenda: Or maybe they really were suicides and my imagination is running


away with me





(They continue walking)





Brenda: After all....I don't know of any Urban Legends that involve getting


hanged from a church.





Leo: What makes you think new legends can't be born?





(Brenda looks at him with concern.  Their thoughts are interrupted by a


shout)





Amanar: BRENDA!  Brenda, I never thought you'd come back!





(Professor Amanar catches up with them, her face brightened by the chance


meeting)





Brenda: Hi!!  How has everything been??





Amanar: Oh, life goes on.  The students are all the same.  Only the names


change.





Brenda: They can't be any worse than I was!





(They laugh and hug)





Brenda: Ms Amanar, this is Leonard, the future father of my kids!





(Leo takes a step back at her bold statement.  He is a little embarassed,


but joins in the laugh)





Leo: Oh, uhhh, heheh, hello....





Amanar: Well, looks like there's no doubt about YOU TWO!





Brenda: This is my Psych teacher, Ms Amanar.  She taught me everything worth


knowing.





Leo: Oh, I see.  Psychology.  Do you deal with any specific subject on the


mind?





Amanar:  I specialize in dream analysis.





Leo: That sounds pretty cool.  So, what does it mean if I'm dreaming that


I'm playing a tuba in front of Brenda and all her female friends?  Is that


supposed to be freudian?





(Amanar shrugs her shoulders)





Amanar: Sometimes a tuba is just a tuba!





(Brenda gently smacks Leo on the shoulder)





Brenda: You're such a nut!





Leo: I know I am!





(They giggle and kiss.  Amanar looks away modestly.  After a pause, the


three of them continue to walk)





Amanar: So tell me....What brings you back here?





Brenda: Well, Eddie called.  His friend was found dead this morning.





Amanar: Yes, I heard about it.  Terrible thing to happen.  She was a good


smart student.  Don't know why she'd kill herself.





Leo: If it was really suicide, you mean.





Amanar: Huh?





Brenda: Can I ask you something risky?





Amanar: Go ahead.





Brenda:  Could this girl have been murdered or maybe killed in an accident?


Could Dean Namor be covering up the whole thing like he did last year?





Leo: Could Namor be hiding something?





(Amanar stops and looks at her.  She hesitates, not knowing what to say)





Amanar:  Don't tell me you think that whole thing is starting up again?


It's not my business to poke my nose into how she died, but I know that


Namor is grief stricken.  She was one of his Golden Girls in the soccer


club, and a hard worker for the play they're putting on in a few days.





Brenda: Soccer club?  Play?





Amanar:  Dean Namor takes an active interest in the campus life, believe it


or not.  He's not the secretive type like Adams.  He's head advisor for the


soccer club, the chess club, and he even holds Tai Chi sessions every


morning.





Brenda: And here I thought he was just a glorified Drama teacher!





Amanar:  He does so much for the students.  You guys wouldn't believe the


pressure he goes through for the well being of this place........if there


was a scandal or a controversy involved in these deaths, then Namor is doing


the honorable thing by not plastering the humiliating truth all over the


news.





(They enter the psych building and head for Amanar's office.  POV pans away


as they walk in.  Camera pans until we see Madame Belu watching them from a


tree)





(ECU of Belu's face.  She sneers to herself)





Belu: You little bitch!  You cannot stop it now.......you cannot stop the


vengeance!!!  Dave has returned to finish you all!!!








(Scene change to inside Amanar's office)





Brenda: But what if more deaths occur?





Amanar:  You shouldn't worry about it.  There was nothing special about


those deaths





Brenda: Are you absolutely sure?





Amanar: Brenda, you went through a lot last year.  B-but it's over n-now....





(Amanar's hands start shaking a bit.  Her upper lip begins to twitch for a


moment.  Brenda and Leo blink for a moment)





Brenda: Everything all right?





Amanar: Oh, yes.  Yes, I'm fine.  I....I'll be right back.....





(Amanar leaves the office for a moment, leaving Leo and Brenda in her


office.  Leo wanders around, staring at the diplomas on the wall and the


little knicknacks on her desk.  On her desk are some papers, grade books, a


fuzzy haired troll toy and one of those contraptions with silver balls on


strings.  He plys with it, watching the spheres bounce off each other)





Leo: She ok?





Brenda: Yeah, it's just time for her medicine.  She takes them for an


ailment.





Leo: Oh.





(The phone rings.  They stare at it for a moment.  It keeps ringing until


Leo picks it up)





Brenda: Leo, don't....





Leo: Hello?





(He listens for a moment, then hangs up)





Brenda: Who was it?





Leo: Hmp.  Nobody.  Must've been a wrong number.





Brenda: Well, don't go answering other people's phones.





(Amanar, freshened up from the ladies room, returns and sits down)





Amanar: If you want, I'll talk to Namor.  He'll clear things up, I'm sure.


Right now, I suspect he's at an early play practice





Leo: What play are they doing?





Amanar: They're going through final dress rehearsals for Hamlet.





Brenda: Hamlet?





Amanar: Namor is a big fan of Shakespeare.





Leo: Well, sounds like this guy lives an interesting life.  By the way, you


need to get your phone fixed.  You had a call, but all I could hear was this


buzzing, ringing noise.





Amanar: Oh, I've been trying to fix that.  Seems to happen once in a while.





Brenda: Hey, Leo and I are going to check out things on campus.  We'll see


you around, ok?





Amanar: Hey, take care you two!


