Halloween: The Series.


     Episode Thirteen: Past Mistakes.





     We hear deep breathing similar to Michael Myers over a blank screen. Small dots of light penetrate the screen and we see we are looking up at the stars, they are moving past us quickly. 


     The angle changes so we see that we a hospital table being wheeled along with a figure strapped down to it; we switch back to his point of view of the stars going by before cutting to a wide shot. 


    It is a dark night and it is two security guards who are taking the man towards a large, dark van. A cop with a clipboard stands waiting for them. The guards reach him and the first turns to the cop.





GUARD1: Here he is.





COP: Good, can you sign here to say you have passed possession of the prisoner on to me. 





GUARD1: Sure, glad to be rid of him. 





     Lightning flashes across the sky and the figures face is illuminated, or rather it would be if it wasn’t for the tight leather mask covering it. The second guard looks uneasily at him.





GUARD2: He’s been nothing but trouble since they brought him in.





COP: Yeah, well, where he’s going we don’t stand for any nonsense. He’ll find things quite different at Coaxston. 





GUARD1: Good to hear it. He’s all yours.





     The guards quickly roll him into the back of the van before turning and fleeing back towards the building where they had come from. The cop looks in and shakes his head before slamming the doors shut. 


     We see him get into the van next to a female police officer. He starts the car and begins to pull away.





FEMALE: So, that’s him?





COP: Yup, Grade-A nut job, killed his girlfriend and then tried to slaughter an entire class of kids.





FEMALE: I heard the story. How long has he been here anyway?





The van is seen driving along a main road through the rain. 





COP: Only about a year, he was previously at Country Manor Psychiatric Hospital under the care of some chick doctor. She couldn’t get through to him and in the end they decided to bang him up. Personally I say they should fry the fucker.





FEMALE: Let me guess. He was let off on accounts of mental trauma.





COP: Always the same shit…





Suddenly a figure burst through the grating behind them and grabs hold of the Cops head; in one swift move he breaks his neck as the female lets out a scream.


     We cut to outside where we see the van swerve off the road and start to crash down a steep bank.


     Inside the female is trying to fight the figure off of her. His leather mask glimmers in the moonlight.





FEMALE: Get.. off… fu…





     The van smashes into a tree and she is propelled out through the front window. Glass shatters everywhere and we see her hit the floor and role over covered in mud. She groans as she lies on her back looking up at the sky.





Her POV: The figure appears standing over her, lightning illuminates him. He holds up a gun to us and fires.  The Halloween Theme begins to play and the screen goes to black. The theme continues to play as the camera rises up over Haddonfield. A Jack-o-Lantern appears, an evil grin on it, and the titles come up:





   HALLOWEEN: The Series.





The music becomes a very rock and roll like version of the music and various images from the series fly up. The cast characters are named as Tommy Doyle, Debra Loomis and Lonnie Elamb. 





     We open with a shot of busy streets; a title caption reads “Haddonfield; April 4th 1990”. We seem a number of kids on there way to school and the such, a typical day. We pan down to a particular group who we see are GREG BRADFORD, GARRY JACOBS and DON HALLOWAY. 





GARRY: I still can’t believe it.





GREG: You want me to show you the scars again?





DON: It was real as fuck. I told them Michael was still here and I was right.





We see SUE and HELEN JACOBS head over to them and join them walking to school.





SUE: What you talking about?





GARRY: Don here decided to show off his wounds again.





HELEN: Please, don’t remind me of that. It was horrible. 





GARRY: Sorry Helen; it just pisses me off what happened to you; you’re my little sister after all.





HELEN: Not that little anymore. An I’m coping. I think we all are. I couldn’t believe it, Michael Myers was supposed to be dead.





GARRY: And he probably is; the cops reckon it was just hysteria, you saw what you expected. 





DON: Hey, I know what it was we saw!





GARRY: Watch it Don, I haven’t completely forgiven you yet! It was your half-assed idea to drag my sister around there despite it being her curfew. 





Tempers are starting to raiser and Sue steps in to try and keep the peace. 





SUE: Guys, that was in the past, it’s been more than a month; we have to try and let it go. The cops got the bodies of those Mafia thugs and did a search of the estate, things are fine now. 





DON: It could be a cover up, I reckon this town lives in denial.





GREG: Don, that’s enough!





     They reach the school and as they walk towards the entrance we pan around to show a figure in the undergrowth watching them.





     We cut to Debra who is sitting at a desk writing notes and sipping from a cup of coffee; she looks as if she’s been up all night. The room is small and dark, thick curtains cover the windows and we do not recognise the location. She rubs her eyes and yawns before placing her pen down and then puts the paper she was working on into a folder.





DEBRA: Finished. Finally. 





     She pushes her chair back and gets up stretching before turning and going over to the curtains; she grasps them and roughly flings them open allowing piercing rays of light to flood into the room. 





DEBRA: Morning already.





She looks at her watch.





DEBRA: Oh Christ. 





     She turns and heads back over to her desk and picks up the cup and wanders into an extremely small kitchen; she sighs as she tips the remains away and places the cup on a huge pile of washing up! Suddenly we hear a knock and Debra goes back through her study and out another door into a hall; she sees a figure at the front door and goes to answer it. She swings the door open to reveal NATALIE HENDRIX. 





DEBRA: Natalie!





NATALIE: Hello Debra, can I come in?





DEBRA: Of course!





They hug and then Debra shuts the door behind her friend and mentor. 





DEBRA: So, to what do I owe this pleasure? 





NATALIE: To tell the truth, my curiosity. It occurred to me that since you started working at Country Manor I haven’t actually seen where you live; it’s been like you appear when you’re needed and then vanish again.





DEBRA: Yeah, it has felt like that sometimes. Well, here it is, my sad excuse for a home.





NATALIE: Oh Debra, it seems quite.. cosy to me. 





DEBRA: Let’s face it, the hospital is hardly going to fork out for me to have a large home. 





Natalie chuckles as she wanders into the study followed by Debra.





NATALIE: You have a point. But still, it’s quite a bit of room for just you. 





DEBRA: I guess so.





NATALIE: And the Manor House estate is very well positioned, you can reach quite a few local towns from here. 





DEBRA: (quietly) Don’t I know it.





NATALIE: Pardon?





DEBRA: Oh, nothing. Would you like a drink?





NATALIE: I wouldn’t say no.





They walk into the kitchen and Natalie looks bemused by all the mess.





NATALIE: Well… this is…





DEBRA: A tip, I know. I just don’t seem to have the time for any housework.





NATALIE: Strange, when I was a private doctor I had a lot of spare time. The pay’s good and you work your own hours; tell me Debra, what on earth do you do with your time?





     The screen fills with a sudden montage of various images flashing up; Michael in a warehouse, Pete getting killed, Tommy chained up, a Vampire exploding to dust, the giant killer plant, Lindsey floating above the ground with demonic eyes, a church on fire and Lonnie and Tommy.





DEBRA: You wouldn’t believe. 





     We cut to a close up of a clock filling the screen; it shows the time as 4:00PM. We pan out and see the clock was part of the school building where we see various students leaving and heading for home. We see Helen walking out alone but Don runs up behind her and starts to walk with her.





DON: Hey, Helen, you walking alone?





HELEN: Not now it seems. 





DON: Hey, I thought you looked like you needed company. Looks like the others got let out early from Biology again.





HELEN: I guess.





DON: You’re still mad at me aren’t you. Look, I never wanted anyone to be hurt…





HELEN: Don, it isn’t that. But, you know, we were attacked and hung up like corpses. I still have nightmares about it and I’m afraid that both you and Greg stir up the memories. 





DON: Look, I know I act like a idiot at times but I’m a nice guy underneath it all and if you ever, like, want to talk I’m here for you.





HELEN: Course you are…





DON: What’s that meant to mean?





Helen stops walking and turns to look at him.





HELEN: Look, Sue told me that you had a crush on me. I didn’t want to admit it to myself but it’s obvious; Don I’m not interested, you’re just a friend so don’t bother. I’m sorry. 





     She carries on walking leaving a stunned Don standing there. Over his shoulder we see a figure walking away in the undergrowth.





     We follow Helen, as she looks down at her scars she begins to sob. She starts to run along looking down at the marks when she suddenly bumps into someone; she looks up to see it’s Lonnie.





HELEN: Oh… sorry!





LONNIE: Hey, no problem sweet lips. What have you done to your arms? 





HELEN: Nothing.. they’re just scars…





LONNIE: Hey, I know you. You’re one of the ones Lind… you were put up outside the Myers house!





Helen seems unnerved by the fact that he recognises her and Lonnie is unsettling her and it shows. 





HELEN: I…





LONNIE: Hey, relax, I’m not going to hurt you or anything. I helped the cops try and find out who did it, the name’s Lonnie Elamb. 





HELEN: Elamb? As in the lawyer?





LONNIE: Yeah, that’s my dad. Don’t suppose you want me to walk you home?





     A small smile crosses Helen’s face, she seems to be growing a little more comfortable.





HELEN: Sure. 





     We cut back to Debra’s place much later in the day where we see her saying goodbye to Natalie.





DEBRA: Nice seeing you again. 





NATALIE: Till next time, bye.





DEBRA: Bye. 





     Natalie wanders off as Debra shuts the door. She turns and walks back into her study when the phone starts to ring; she quickly picks it up.





DEBRA: Hello?





TOMMY (VO): Debra, hi, it’s Tommy. 





DEBRA: What’s up?





TOMMY (VO): I think I may have another lead on Jamie, I was wondering if you could come over to Haddonfield and give me a hand. 





DEBRA: Sure, I’ll be there in an hour.





She hangs up and sighs.





DEBRA: Here we go again. 





She grabs her coat and car keys and dashes from the room. 





     We cut to Debra driving into Haddonfield, the digital clock in her car shows the time to be 6:17PM and its just getting dark. Behind her is another car which has dirt covering most of the windows making whoever is inside impossible to see. Debra keeps glancing back, she becomes aware that the car seems to be following her. She starts to worry when it suddenly turns off down another road; Debra relaxes.


    Eventually she comes to the Blankenship Boarding House where Tommy is outside waiting for her. She gets out and goes up to him.





DEBRA: You seem extra keen today.





TOMMY: It’s kind of embarrassing actually. Turns out it was a false lead after all, just someone deciding to have a joke with the resident Michael Myers conspiracy theorist. Sorry to have brought you all the way out here for nothing. 





DEBRA: I suppose I should be grateful, this probably means no battling the armies of darkness.





TOMMY: You want to go out for a drink or something? Since you’re here.





LONNIE (VO): Sound’s like a great idea.





They turn to see him strolling up to them. 





DEBRA: Oh great.





LONNIE: What’s up Debbie? You look a little world weary. 





TOMMY: I expect she’s more weary of putting up with you Lonnie.





LONNIE: And who asked you?





Debra seems to be getting completely fed up with the bickering and just steps forward between them.





DEBRA: Look, I am weary. I’ve just driven all the way into Haddonfield for, it turns out, no reason at all. And that’s a good thing because normally I end up nearly getting killed! 





LONNIE: I’m thinking the psychiatrist is going on strike. 





TOMMY: I guess we usually do end up in trouble…





DEBRA: I’m starting to realise what my Uncle feels like, everything is becoming so much of a strain. I’m really not sure if I can keep it up.





LONNIE: I know what you need.





TOMMY: Lonnie…





LONNIE: Shut up Doyle, I’m serious. Debra, you need to chill and feel normal; you’re always out following Tommy on the wild side but when do you get to see us in normal day to day situations. We need to, like, bond and help you feel like we’re your best buds. Maybe even more than that in my case.





Debra manages a small smile.





DEBRA: Wow. Lonnie, half of that actually made sense. Except the more than friends part. Alright Tommy, why don’t all three of us go for that drink?





Tommy smiles and nods as they all head back to Debra’s car. We cut away to see the figure watching them, his leather mask gleams in the darkness. He is watching Debra. As the car pulls away he turns and heads back to his own vehicle; the one with dirt covered windows. He starts the car and begins to follow. 





     We see a cop car sitting by the side of the road; we cut inside where Deputy Breanan is sitting and sipping a hot chocolate. Suddenly his radio springs to life.





RADIO: Deputy Breanan, come in. Over.





BREANAN: This is Breanan, what is it? Over.





RADIO: We have a situation, you have to find Debra Loomis. Over.





BREANAN: I read you. Give me the details on the move. Over.





     He pulls away as the screen goes to black. 





     We open on Debra, Lonnie and Tommy in a pub sitting around a table, each have a different drink in their hands. 





LONNIE: And then Tommy fell flat on his ass.





TOMMY: Hey!





LONNIE: Well, it’s true. 





DEBRA: Tommy, I can see why you hated this guy so much, he used to be a lot stupider than he is now.





Tommy and Debra laugh at this and Lonnie looks pissed off but does share the joke after a while.





TOMMY: Debra, I’ve always wondered but never really asked; how do you find time to help me and hold down a job?





DEBRA: With difficulty. I work as an independent, I have my own patients who deal with me directly. That way I can organise my sessions for any time and as long as I have a few regulars I can sustain myself.





LONNIE: Shit, you must be good. 





TOMMY: He’s right there, I never really realised that. So where exactly do you live, I know it’s around the institute but that’s it.





DEBRA: Country Manor has a small number of full time staff but really it’s a private hospital; it provided those who work with small on-site accommodation as long as we give a small amount of our earnings to help run the place. It’s a good deal.





LONNIE: Damn, and there I was thinking that good grades meant harder work. 





DEBRA: It’s tough at times; being among the best means you treat the worst. Even I’ve had some failures in the past three years. 





Suddenly a gun shot rings out through the bar and one of the men at the table next to Debra slumps forward dead.





LONNIE: Oh shit…





He draws his guns and darts up looking for the gunman. Another shot rings out and misses Lonnie by inches. People run to the sides of the room and the three of them find themselves looking at the attacker. 


     Standing by the entrance way is a tall well built man wearing a long leatherjacket and leather trousers, around his neck is a studded collar and over his head a leather hood. He holds out the gun, the end smoking still from the shot. He stands still for a few moments before turning and fleeing the room. 





DEBRA: Christ…





LONNIE: Don’t let him get away!





     Lonnie darts out after him and Tommy and Debra share a look before following. They get outside and see the dirt covered car driving off.





LONNIE: Shit!





DEBRA: Oh my god, I know that car.





TOMMY: From where?





DEBRA: He was following me into Haddonfield, you don’t think…





LONNIE: He was after us? I’d put money on it. 





There attention turns to an approaching cop car, it skids to a halt and Deputy Breanan jumps out. He quickly runs over to them.





LONNIE: That was a quicker response than usual Deputy. 





BREANAN: What do you mean, I came here to find Debra.





DEBRA: What is it?





BREANAN: Do you remember a man named Casey Becker?





     Shock spreads across Debra’s face as we pan in on her before fading to black once again. 





     We open with the three of them in the back of Breanan’s cop car driving along. Debra looks out the window, worried. 





TOMMY: So, who is this Casey Becker?





DEBRA: My biggest mistake. Or my biggest failure, which ever you want.





LONNIE: Come on Debbie, don’t go all cryptic on us; we want it straight. Who is this ass and why did he take shots at us earlier? 





DEBRA: Alright. He’s an ex-patient of mine. About two years back he was the son of a wealthy industrialist, had everything made. 





LONNIE: Spoilt brat.





DEBRA: Basically. Anyway, he met this girl and fell completely in love with her; however he found out she’d only been after his money. He shoved her into a processing machine, churned her up completely.





LONNIE: Ouch. 





TOMMY: What happened then?





DEBRA: Something inside snapped. He went to the school where this girl’s younger brother was taught and planted explosives all around the class room. Luckily the FBI got to him before he could set them off; his father arranged for him to be placed at Country Manor Psychiatric Hospital, he was convinced his son could be ‘cured’ of the madness. Some hope. He would hardly say a word too me but I did get some things out of him. He told me he knew what he had done and wasn’t sorry and that it was my job to heal him and make him normal. 





LONNIE: Well, isn’t it? 





DEBRA: It’s not that simple! He actually put pressure on me to cure him for God’s sake, he was unlike any patient I’d ever had! He really wore me down. One day I came in though… and he seemed fine. He said he was cured. I didn’t by it but he’d been so much hard work I just wanted him gone. 





TOMMY: And…





DEBRA: The day his dad came to pick him up Casey stabbed him through both the eyes with a ballpoint pen. He was locked up but the last thing he said was that he’d come for me. One day.





TOMMY: And today is that day.





DEBRA: It seems so. He escaped whilst being transferred to a higher security prison. 





Suddenly Casey’s car ploughs into Breanan’s causing them both to fly off the road and through the front of a large electronics shop! 





LONNIE: Shit!





Breanan is slumped forward over the steering wheel, knocked out. 





TOMMY: Quick, out of the car!





DEBRA: The door’s jammed!





Lonnie tries his door, it opens partly but hits a wall stopping it going any further. They’re trapped! Debra looks out at the other car; the door is open and the driver’s seat is empty.





DEBRA: Casey’s gone!





TOMMY: Where is he?





Suddenly a large iron spike comes down through the roof and imbeds in the seat between Tommy’s legs. 





TOMMY: Oh.. oh shit…





It goes up and then comes down again just missing Debra. Lonnie grabs the rod and holds it down.





LONNIE: I can’t hold this forever, think of something!





Breanan starts to stir from the front seat. Debra bangs on the mesh separating the back and front seats.





DEBRA: Deputy Breanan! Let us out! Deputy, can you hear me? Unlock the doors! Please, Deputy!





He sits partly up and flicks a switch before passing out again. The doors flick open and Debra and Tommy dive out. Lonnie pushes the rod up and we see the other end hit Casey in the face. He stumbles back and falls off the top of the car. 





LONNIE: Shit, Breanan’s got my handguns! 





DEBRA: No time. Let’s get out of here!


They turn to the front of the building but the rubble and debris is blocking any form of escape. 





TOMMY: We have to try the back!





LONNIE: What the hell, there’s three of us and one of him! I say we…





DEBRA: Lonnie, watch out!





We see Casey jump down on Lonnie from behind holding a large wire which he twists around his neck. Lonnie gags as Casey begins to strangle him. Tommy grabs a large iron rod off the floor and whacks their attacker knocking him back. Debra helps Lonnie up and the three of them back away. 





TOMMY: Don’t try anything! You think you’re honestly at all scary after I’ve faced Michael Myers? 





CASEY: Myers never used a gun.





     The voice is twisted and evil, the words hissed out like snake. Casey reaches around and grabs his gun; seeing this the three of them run down into the store narrowly missing bullets that blow chunks out of various machinery and send sparks flying everywhere. 


     Calmly he walks after them. 





     We cut to a fat security guard sleeping in a small office. Suddenly an alarm clock goes off and he sits up.





FATTY: Time to check up….





His words trail off as he looks as a video monitor showing the state of the store. 





FATTY: Shit!





     He grabs his gun and rushes out into the store. Running towards him he sees Lonnie, Tommy and Debra. He quickly draws his gun.





FATTY: Freeze!





TOMMY: Thank god, officer…





FATTY: Shut the hell up, what the hell do you think you’re doing!





DEBRA: Someone is after us!





FATTY: What the hell you on about?





Suddenly Casey drops silently down behind him.





DEBRA: Behind you!





FATTY: You think I’m stupid or something?





LONNIE: I think you are if you don’t turn around!





Suddenly Casey rams an iron pole straight through the fat cop who has an expression of complete shock on his face. Casey pulls the weapon out and the security guard drops to the floor dead. 





TOMMY: Crap…





     Casey pulls out his gun and fires. There’s a click but nothing else, he is out of ammo. Seeing this Lonnie lunges forward.





LONNIE: Take this!





He smacks Casey once and then kicks him in the stomach. The killer collapses to the floor but grabs Lonnie’s legs and pulls him over. Tommy rushes at him but Casey smacks him around the head with the metal rod which sends Tommy hurtling into a nearby microwave stand. 





CASEY: Endgame. 





He stands over Lonnie and prepares to skewer him. Suddenly a gun shot rings out and Casey is struck in the shoulder sending him stumbling back into a huge stack of boxed radios; they all topple down on the killer burying him. We see Debra holding the security guard’s gun. Lonnie drags himself up.





LONNIE: Thanks Debbie. 





DEBRA: When I’ve got a gun it’s Debra. 





She smiles. Tommy stumbles over to them, a bloody cut on his forehead.





TOMMY: That was rough.





DEBRA: You’re hurt.





TOMMY: I’ll survive. I’m just glad you’re alright. After all your Uncle is in hospital in a coma following his last encounter with a serial killer. I think we should count ourselves lucky. 





DEBRA: Definitely. I can’t believe how long it’s been since I last visited uncle Sam, he’s been so close to me yet I haven’t been there in at least a month. 





The three of them start to walk towards the exit to the store. We close up on Casey’s hand that is visible under the boxes; it begins to twitch as we fade to black. 





     We fade in to see the front of the store swarming with police. It has been cleared and Breanan is seen having medical attention. Lonnie, Debra and Tommy are sitting on a bench sipping hot chocolate. Sheriff Cody comes over.





CODY: Why is it always you three?





LONNIE: Hey! You can’t blame us, that guy was trying to kill Debra!





CODY: I know that’s why I sent Breanan to pick you up. Thing is though we looked where you said and we didn’t find any body. 





DEBRA: What!





CODY: No body. A bit of blood and scattered boxes but no sign of Casey Becker. Which probably means he’s long gone by now.





DEBRA: I doubt it Sheriff. He was an obsessive, he’ll still be in Haddonfield looking for his revenge against me. 





CODY: In that case we should pick him up soon. Until then I’ll get someone to escort you down to the station, you should be safe there. 





TOMMY: Thanks Sheriff.  





Cody gives them a small smile before heading off to organise his troops. A crowd of people are standing around to watch what’s going on, amongst them are Helen and Garry. Helen spots Lonnie and goes over, Garry quickly follows.





HELEN: Hi Lonnie.





GARRY: Helen, what are you doing?





LONNIE: Hey, she’s a friend. Who are you her boy toy?





GARRY: I’m her brother actually. Garry Jacobs.





TOMMY: A bit young for you Lonnie.





LONNIE: Shut up Doyle. 





GARRY: I know you, you’re Tommy Doyle, the kid who saw Michael Myers. What happened, he come home again? Wrong time of year isn’t it.





The sarcasm in his voice is obvious. Still he looks at there wounds and suddenly feels a little guilty.





GARRY: Sorry, that was a bit…





TOMMY: It’s alright. And no, it wasn’t Michael. 





HELEN: So what happened?





LONNIE: We were attacked by a bondage nut. 





GARRY: Huh?





LONNIE: Well, not exactly. This guy is after Debra here. He was wearing long leather coat and tight leather clothes; looked like an S&M nightmare.





GARRY: Oh god…





His face has gone pale white and Debra notices it.





DEBRA: What is it?





GARRY: A few minutes ago, a man, dressed like that… he asked me the way to Hospital. He was carrying some kind of mask…





TOMMY: Casey!





HELEN: He was a… murderer… 





TOMMY: What would he want at the hospital..?





A look of shocked realisation spreads across Debra’s face.





DEBRA: Uncle Sam!





     She gets up and darts towards her car followed quickly by Lonnie and Tommy. 


     


     Cody is seen writing something on a notepad when he hears the screech of a car. He turns to see Debra and co driving off.





CODY: Where the hell are they going!?





     We cut to Haddonfield hospital. Stalking slowly down an empty corridor like the Shape before him is Casey Becker, seeking his prey. A doctor walks out of a door in front of him and Casey casually slams him against the wall before carrying on leaving the unconscious man to slump to the floor. 





     We cut to outside where Debra and the others pull up. She jumps out and rushes towards the entrance. Lonnie looks at Tommy as they climb out.





LONNIE: Jeez, I’ve never seen her like this before.





TOMMY: Doctor Loomis was a great man.





LONNIE: He isn’t dead yet and nor is she. But she probably will be if we don’t catch up, come on. 





They run after her.





     Casey walks up to a door and looks through the glass; lying on a table in the room beyond is Doctor Sam Loomis. He tightly grips the handle.





     Lonnie and Tommy run into reception where they find Debra; she is staring at the bloody, mutilated body of the receptionist. 





DEBRA: He’s here. He over heard us and he’s come to kill Uncle Sam!





TOMMY: Debra, calm down. Which room is he?





DEBRA: Room… he’s this way!





She darts off. Lonnie shrugs at Tommy and then they head off after her. 





     Casey stands by Sam Loomis looking down as his comatose body. We close up on the eye behind the leather mask; it is filled with hatred. For a brief moment the image of Michael Myers is superimposed over Casey Becker. Then the leather bound killer turns to the side board where various instruments are set out. The camera goes in close to the scalpel. 





     We see Debra run past the doctor that Casey had knocked out followed closely by her two friends. They turn a corner and see the door to Loomis’ room at the end of the next corridor. 





     Casey picks up the scalpel, the light reflects off of it and shines on his leather mask. He turns to face the comatose Sam Loomis. He steps forward brandishing his weapon. 





     Debra reaches the doorway and runs through to see Casey standing over Sam. He senses her and spins around clenching his weapon.





DEBRA: Get away from him you bastard!





     Casey lunges forward at Debra but she dodges to the side. He turns to face her again, his back to the door; Lonnie and Tommy both appear behind him and drag him out into the corridor and slam him against the opposite wall. Casey grunts as he slides down. Lonnie goes to grab the scalpel but he is knocked back as the killer picks himself up. He lashes out at Tommy and narrowly misses him. 





DEBRA (VO): Casey!





     Casey spins around at the sound of his prey’s voice. The moment he does Debra lunges forward and stabs him with another scalpel in the face; he cries out in agony and collapses back, dropping his own weapon in the progress. He holds up his other arm in defence and Debra slashes through his leather coat and cuts deep into his arm. 





DEBRA: Threaten a defenceless old man you scum! 





Tommy and Lonnie stand shocked as Debra begins to kick at Casey who is on the ground cradling his cut up arm. 





DEBRA: You bastard! 





Suddenly Casey grabs her foot and pulls her over. 





TOMMY: Debra!





Before the other two can react Casey grabs his dropped scalpel and leaps on her… only to find himself stabbed through the eye with Debra’s own weapon. He cries out and leaps to his feet, he stumbles back a few feet down the corridor before collapsing onto his back; he is still.


     Lonnie and Tommy rush over and help Debra up.





LONNIE: Remind me to never piss you off!





TOMMY: Are you alright?





DEBRA: I’m fine. Thanks. 





     The three of them look down at Casey’s motionless body. 





LONNIE: That’s one bad case of eye ache.





     Debra steps away and walks into the hospital room with her Uncle. She looks down at him, we hear the bleep of the life support machine in the background.





DEBRA: Uncle Sam, I’m sure you can here me. I know I haven’t visited you in a while but I’ve been busy. Very busy. I’ve met some people and we’re continuing your work, trying to find out what happened to Michael and Jamie that night. We haven’t made much progress yet but I’m sure we will, the more we search, the more we look; sooner or later we’ll find something. I’ll make sure this never happened to you in vain.





She starts to cry as she looks down at him, we close up on the ‘sleeping’ Loomis.





DEBRA: I miss you Uncle Sam, I really do. You always were my hero, I know the rest of the family thought you were mad but I always saw you for what you were; a kind hearted and good-natured man who risked his life for others. Wake up Uncle. Soon.





We cut to Lonnie and Tommy watching and then back to Debra holding her Uncles hand. The Halloween theme begins to play as we fade to black and the end credits roll.
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