Halloween: The Series


Episode 17: Drive





We open on heavy swirling fog as it rolls across the highway landscape toward a bridge.  Two headlights cut into the haze, and as the car comes closer we can hear an old 40s tune play over the radio’s airwaves.  In the vehicle’s driver seat 28-year-old JAMES BENNETT soberly sings along with the lyrics, his voice barely audible over the rising, almost unbearable music.





The words catch in James’s throat as his eye catches sight of a mug shot photo sitting on the car’s dashboard.  His trembling fingers reach over and pick it up, and he slowly lifts it to his glassy eyes.  We can see that it’s a picture of a young woman with long blonde hair and blue eyes.  James flips the photo over where a message is scrawled across the back: “WITH LOVE ALWAYS, CHLOE”.





JAMES (in a whisper): Always…





James suddenly jerks the steering wheel hard left.  Outside, the tires squeal as the car veers off course into the opposite lane, cutting through the fog like a bullet.  The headlights illuminate the bridge’s guardrail for a split second, then go into it head-on.  Sparks erupt as the car grinds jarringly through the metal and plunges down into the murky black waters below.





The Halloween theme begins to play as we descend into the churning waters and fall into darkness.  A Jack-o-Lantern appears, an evil grin on it, and the titles come up:





HALLOWEEN: The Series





The theme becomes a very rock and roll-like version as the main credits roll and images from the series fly up…





TOMMY DOYLE          DEBRA LOOMIS          LONNIE ELAMB





Guest Starring MARLON GALLAGHER, CHLOE CHRISTIANSON, JACK MORGAN, and JAMES BENNETT





We open on Tommy’s room in the Blankenship Boarding House where Lonnie is stuffing his face with chips, his eyes glued to the basketball game on TV.  Tommy, who is working on the computer, glances over at him.





TOMMY: You know it’s a strange concept, Lonnie, but there’s actually more than one television in this place.  Like in your room.





LONNIE: Yeah, but my room doesn’t come with a fully loaded supply of junk food.  You’ve got enough hoarded in here to eliminate world hunger.





TOMMY: I guess it could be worse.  At least Dumb and Dumber didn’t crash here too…





LONNIE: Who?  Keith and Richie?  They got the invite, don’t worry.  I doubt they’ll make it though, since they’re behind bars and all.





TOMMY: Note my complete lack of surprise.





LONNIE: It’s only temporary…





Both of them look up at the door as Debra enters, fully dressed in black.





LONNIE: Hmm…you’re either getting an early head start for Halloween, or applying for membership in a cult.





DEBRA: I’m going to a funeral.





LONNIE: That woulda been my next guess.  Who bit the big one?





TOMMY (annoyed): Lonnie-





DEBRA: It’s all right, Tommy.  I really didn’t know the guy.  I used to read his work back when I was getting started.





LONNIE: And who is this nameless guru?





DEBRA: Dr. James Bennett.  He worked in the university’s science department.





TOMMY: I think I’ve heard of him.  He was famous a few years back for his work in genetics, right?





DEBRA: Yeah, that’s the guy.





LONNIE: So why again are we interested in the life and times of Dr. Dull?





DEBRA: Well, it’s more of an interest in his death…





LONNIE: I knew it!  Debbie’s planning a covert operation-





DEBRA: Not so fast.  The newspaper said Dr. Bennett killed himself and I want to find out why.  I mean, the guy was rich and renowned for his work so why would he do that?





TOMMY: Well I’m in; I don’t know how much longer I can stand being shut in here all day with Lonnie.





DEBRA: I see your point.  Let’s go.





Lonnie scoffs as he unwraps a candy bar, watching them leave the room.





 LONNIE: Fine, but you guys don’t know what you’re missing out on!  I’m talking about prime chocolaty goodness here-!





The door slams shut.





Panning over a cemetery, we come to where Debra and Tommy are walking with an older man named JACK MORGAN while the rest of the funeral-goers are heading to their cars.





JACK: Bennett sure was a high-flier if there ever was one.  The man won more awards than he knew what to do with, and all before he hit thirty.  A goddamn prodigy if you ask me…





DEBRA: Then why would he do it, Mr. Morgan?  Why the suicide?





JACK: Who knows…he had everything going for him in life.  Kids do crazy things these days…





TOMMY: You said your corporation financed Dr. Bennett’s projects and experiments.  What were those projects for?





JACK: They’re top secret, I’m afraid.  Hell, I couldn’t even tell you very much if it was allowed.  Bennett was a private man, you see.  I suppose the only reason he got that kind of clearance was for all the honors he had.  He had one hell of a reputation in the industry.





DEBRA: Yes, I imagine he did…did he work alone?





JACK: No, he had a colleague-Dr. Gallagher.  I could get his number for you if you’d like-





DEBRA: Gallagher?  As in Marlon Gallagher?





JACK: You know him?





DEBRA: Sort of…well, I used to.





JACK: You can call my secretary.  She’ll give you any information you need.





DEBRA: Thank you, Mr. Morgan.





Jack nods, walking toward his limousine.





TOMMY: What now?





DEBRA: I’d say it’s time we pay a visit to the good doctor.





TOMMY: I’ll get the car.





As he walks off, Debra takes out her cell phone and dials a number.





Back in Tommy’s room, Lonnie’s hand searches for the ringing phone beneath a pile of garbage while his eyes are still fixed on the TV.





LONNIE: Hello?





DEBRA: Lonnie I have a favor to ask you.





LONNIE: Unless it involves you, me, and a lap dance, forget about it.





DEBRA: I need you to check out Bennett’s car at the junkyard.





LONNIE: What would I be looking for?





DEBRA: I don’t know.  Anything that might give us a clue about why he committed suicide.





LONNIE: All right, but you owe me.





DEBRA: Fine-just do it.





She flips the phone shut and stuffs it back in her purse, glancing toward James’s grave where only a single figure now stands.  We recognize her as CHLOE CHRISTIANSON, the blonde girl from the picture James had with him.





Both women seem to be caught off guard as thunder booms over the emptying cemetery, and we suddenly realize just how isolated it is.  Debra glances at Chloe one last time with thoughtful eyes, then turns and climbs into Tommy’s car as it pulls up.





We open on a dark apartment, expensively furnished but very cold and unwelcoming nevertheless.  Light spills in from the hallway as the door opens and Chloe enters, gently closing it behind her.  She collapses on the couch.





Chloe notices a picture on the table in front of her and picks it up.  It’s a photo of herself, James, and Marlon Gallagher, all smiles.  Chloe sighs, setting the picture back down.  She reaches for the phone and dials a number.  We can hear it ringing over and over again.





Chloe lets the phone fall to her side without hanging up, the ringing still distant in her ear.  She slowly sinks down and buries her head in the pillow.  Tears trail down her face as she closes her eyes.





Fading in on a glowing “MORGAN INDUSTRIES” neon sign, we pan down from our bird’s eye view to see Tommy’s car driving toward us.  It pulls up to the facility’s security gate.





We cut to inside the security office where the guard is watching the same basketball game Lonnie was.  He flips it off as Tommy’s car pulls up outside and walks out to meet them.  The guard leans down to see inside the car.





GUARD: Can I help you folks?





TOMMY: We’re here to see Dr. Marlon Gallagher.





GUARD: Dr. Gallagher has asked that no one disturb him.  Did you have an appointment?





DEBRA: No, actually, see he’s an old friend of mine and-





GUARD: Sorry lady, if you don’t have an appointment you don’t get in.  Rules are rules.





Tommy and Debra both sigh, looking disappointed.  They exchange glances.





We cut to the two of them as they struggle to climb over a chain link fence.





DEBRA: Why does it feel like we always have to resort to doing things the hard way?





TOMMY: Because we do.





Debra rolls herself over the top of the fence, screaming as she goes crashing down into the bushes on the other side.





TOMMY: Debra?  Are you okay?





Debra moans in response, crawling out from beneath the undergrowth.  Tommy leaps down from the fence and joins her.





TOMMY: I wonder if they’ve got watchdogs here.  Like the ones they train to rip you apart?





DEBRA: It’s a little late for that now.  But thanks for the sentiment.





TOMMY: No problem.





They both stealthily scurry across the yard to an open window on the first floor.  Tommy tries to push it open more.  It won’t budge.





TOMMY: I can’t fit through there.





DEBRA: But I might be able to.





Tommy hoists her up into the window.  We hear her crash loudly inside the building.





TOMMY (whispering): Debra?  Debra…?





DEBRA: I’m okay.  Again.





TOMMY: What should I do?





DEBRA: Keep your eyes open in case they decide to check the perimeter.  I’ll try to find Marlon.





We cut to Debra sneaking through a hallway.  She comes to a sign that has various department names printed on it.  “BENNETT/GALLAGHER” is on the list.





DEBRA: Room 314…





We cut back to Tommy waiting uneasily near the open window.  A flashlight beam suddenly illuminates his face.  It’s the guard.





GUARD: You!  What the hell are you doing back here?





TOMMY: Um…that’s a very interesting question…





He opens his mouth to say something more, then turns and bolts in the opposite direction.





GUARD: Hey!  Stop!





Inside the facility, Debra approaches the doors to Room 314.  She slowly pushes it open and looks inside.  We can see MARLON GALLAGHER inside the laboratory, standing over a table with his back to us while he examines some kind of chemical in a flask.





Debra silently slides into the room and approaches behind him.





DEBRA: Marlon?





The man spins around in surprise, dropping the flask.  It smashes across the table but Marlon doesn’t seem to notice, or care.





DEBRA: It’s me…Debra Loomis.  You don’t remember me…?





MARLON: Yes of course I do.  I was just surprised to see you.  Here.  In the lab.  How did you get authorization?





DEBRA: Well I didn’t exactly…but listen, I need to talk to you about your former colleague, James Bennett-





MARLON: This isn’t a good time, Debra.





As he turns his face away from her, we can see a fiery yellow flash through his eyes.





MARLON: I can’t talk to you now.  I’m busy.





DEBRA: It would only take a few minutes…Marlon, you’re bleeding.





Marlon glances down at his cut hand gripping the broken glass on the edge of the desk.





MARLON: I’m fine.  It’s just a scratch.





DEBRA: Let me help you.





She grabs a towel from a nearby cart and puts it over his hand to soak up the blood.  Debra takes the towel off to see the deep cut.





DEBRA: This doesn’t look good.  We should get you to the hospital-





Before she can finish her sentence, the wound seems to disappear in a matter of seconds.  Marlon tears his hand away from Debra, seeing the shock in her face.





MARLON: Please, you have to go.





He suddenly stumbles backward in pain, clutching his chest.





MARLON: Debra, leave!





DEBRA: Let me get some help…





MARLON: No!  I’m fine, really.  You just, you have to go-





He roars in agony, staggering across the room.  Marlon collapses in a heap, his body heaving up and down.





DEBRA: Marlon?





Marlon’s head whips up, his eyes now flaring bright yellow.





DEBRA: Oh God…what’s happening to you?





MARLON: It’s coming.





DEBRA: What-?





She gasps as the back of Marlon’s shirt rips directly down the center.  We can see the innards of his body move beneath the surface of his flesh.  Two huge clawed feet explode from Marlon’s shoes and then his hands.  His teeth grow into sharp daggers, and his skin begins to turn a slimy green.





Debra watches as his arms turn into two swooping hammers, and his legs make a sickening pop as they bend backwards at the knees.





Debra looks on in horror at the monster in front of her, no longer human.  It notices her and begins to growl.  Debra turns and runs, looking back to see the creature sprinting after her in huge leaps.





Tommy bursts through the doors as she runs toward them.





TOMMY: Debra, we’ve gotta go-





Debra shoves him backward out into the hallway again.





TOMMY: What was that all about?





Debra screams as a bullet hole erupts from the wall inches from her face.  They both turn to see the guard running toward them.  Tommy looks around, seeing the fire escape exit down the hallway.





TOMMY: Come on!





The fire alarm goes off as he and Debra run through the door to the fire escape.  They race down it, the metallic steps shuddering beneath their feet as they run.





GUARD: Freeze!





Debra and Tommy glance up to see the security guard aiming his gun down at them.  Just as he starts to pull the trigger, the creature explodes from the door behind him and plows into him.





The guard screams as its razor-sharp teeth dig into the back of his neck, gushing blood as it tears out his spinal cord.





Debra looks horrified, unable to take her eyes from the carnage.  Tommy takes her hand in his own.





TOMMY: We have to go.





DEBRA: But we can’t just leave him-!





TOMMY: There’s nothing we can do now.





Debra looks pleadingly into his eyes and gives a defeated sigh, knowing he’s right.  The two of them disappear into the night as the creature continues to devour the guard’s corpse.





We open on the worn picture of Chloe that James was looking at.  Panning up to Debra’s tired face, we can see that we’re back in Tommy’s room at the Blankenship Boarding House.





LONNIE: It was on the floor of the car.  Do you know who she is?





DEBRA: She was at the funeral.  Alone.





Tommy, standing at the window, turns to face them.





TOMMY: Do you guys think we should call the sheriff?  Maybe he could send some extra officers out to patrol.





LONNIE: What would we tell them to look for?  The creature from the black lagoon?





DEBRA: It doesn’t matter.  They wouldn’t listen to us.





TOMMY: Then what do we do?





DEBRA: What we always do.  Solve it ourselves.





LONNIE: Oh, I almost forgot…





He reaches in his pocket and retrieves a vile of red liquid, handing it to Debra.





LONNIE: This was in Bennett’s glove box.





TOMMY: What is it?





DEBRA: Well it’s not exactly my field of work.  I would ask Marlon…if he wasn’t an uncontrollable monster, that is.





TOMMY: Do you think the condition’s reversible?





DEBRA: Fortunately, yes.  It must come in waves.





TOMMY: How do you know?





DEBRA: Marlon knew what he was turning into…but still, I’m sure what’s happening to him isn’t a plus in the long run.





She stands up and puts on her jacket.





DEBRA: I’m gonna head over to his place.  Maybe there are some files there.  Can I borrow your car, Tommy?





TOMMY: Sure.  You want me to come with?





DEBRA: No, that’s all right.  It shouldn’t take too long.  I’ll call if I need help.





She heads out into the hallway and closes the door behind her.  Debra puts the vile and picture into her jacket pocket as she descends the stairs to the front door.  She stops in her tracks.





Marlon, back in human form, is standing outside on the porch drenched in the rain.  The security guard’s blood is still all over him.  Debra walks out to the porch to meet him.





DEBRA: You’re okay.





MARLON: Yes.  I’m sorry you had to see that.





He notices Debra looking at the blood trailing down from his mouth and touches it, looking at the crimson red on his fingers.





MARLON: I couldn’t stop it…





DEBRA: You remember, then?





MARLON: Vaguely.  See that’s the thing…the creature and I are one in the same, no matter how much I hate it.  It’s drawn to the places I’ve been, the people I know…





DEBRA: Let me help you, Marlon.





MARLON: There’s nothing you can do.  It’s too late.





DEBRA: How did you get this way?





MARLON: It’s a long story.





DEBRA: I’m listening.





Marlon nods, taking a deep breath.





MARLON: It started about a year ago.  James Bennett and I had just started working in one of Jack Morgan’s laboratories…





We flashback to the lab where Marlon and James are working on some kind of experiment.





MARLON (VO): We were trying to find an anecdote that would increase the speed of the recovery process-that’s why my hand healed so quickly before.  Anyway, it had never been attempted before so you can imagine the risks we were taking with our careers.  We decided I would play lab rat…





While Marlon waits tied down to a chair in the background, we watch as James fills a syringe with a blue liquid.  He walks to where Marlon is sitting and injects it into his arm.





MARLON (VO): The reaction was instantaneous.  The transformation came as soon as it was introduced into my bloodstream.





We watch as Marlon begins thrashing and kicking in the chair, his strength beginning to break the straps holding him down.





James retreats in fear as the monster breaks out of the chair and begins to destroy the lab, smashing everything in its path before it escapes through the doors.





…Debra looks at Marlon, who seems lost in his memory as he stares out into the dark night, not even acknowledging her presence.





MARLON: The next morning I woke up and realized I had killed two civilians after I ran from the lab.





DEBRA: I remember reading about that in the newspaper.  They thought it was some kind of wild animal…





MARLON: It was.





DEBRA: Why didn’t you go to the police after that?





MARLON: I wanted to but James thought we could figure out a serum before I turned again.  So he worked on it, day and night, because he didn’t know how else to deal with the guilt…





DEBRA: Marlon, my friend Lonnie found this picture in James’s car.  Do you know who she is?





Marlon takes the picture from her.  A small smile forms over his face.





MARLON: It’s Chloe.  She was James’s fiancée, until…





DEBRA: Until what?





MARLON: His work became more important to him.  One day Chloe went to the lab-she almost found out about the transformation and the link to the murders.  James went into a rage.  Chloe got so scared by the way he acted that she never went back there again.





DEBRA: And they split up?





MARLON: Chloe wanted to, but James convinced her to stay.  A few weeks later he killed himself.





DEBRA: Why?





MARLON: The guilt, I guess.  His whole life had spun out of control because of this drive he had for science and he couldn’t deal.  I’m beginning to know what it feels like…





DEBRA: Don’t say that.  I know we’ll figure out a way to help you.





MARLON: I already told you, it’s too late.





DEBRA: Maybe not.  Lonnie found this too.





She takes the red vile out of her pocket and shows it to Marlon.





DEBRA: Do you know what-





MARLON: Jesus Christ…





DEBRA: What?





MARLON: It’s the serum!  It must be the one James was working on!





DEBRA: Will it work?





MARLON: Only one way to find out…but we should run some tests on it first.  We can go to the lab.





We cut to Tommy’s car driving through Haddonfield with Debra behind the wheel and Marlon on the passenger side.  He’s looking at the picture of Chloe in his hands.





MARLON: The three of us were such good friends before the experiment went wrong.  Then it was gone, just like that.  All because James couldn’t keep his damn ego in check.  He had this ambition to know everything he could about the sciences and it went too far.





DEBRA: Did you hate him for it?





MARLON: No, I knew he had good intentions.  I just hated him for what he did to Chloe.  She didn’t deserve to be caught up in any of this…





DEBRA: You love her.  More than a friend, I mean.





Marlon looks over at her in surprise.  A smile crosses his face, but then fades.





MARLON: But she was never mine.





He suddenly grimaces in pain, grabbing his chest.





DEBRA: Are you okay?





MARLON: I’ll be fine.  Just drive faster.





Debra nods, concentrating on the road ahead.  Marlon lets out another tortured roar.





MARLON: It’s coming faster…





He grips the red vile in his hand and pulls off the cap.





MARLON: There’s no more time.  I have to try it now.





Debra pulls the car over to the side of the road and watches as Marlon drinks the contents of the vile.  Debra looks into his eyes for some kind of assurance.





DEBRA: Is it working?





Marlon shrugs, closing his eyes in determination as he grips the car’s dashboard.





DEBRA: Marlon?





MARLON: I can still feel it.  It’s weak…but it’s there.





He opens his eyes and turns to Debra.





MARLON: It only slowed it down.





DEBRA: How long will it last?





MARLON: I don’t know.  Minutes.  Maybe seconds.





DEBRA: What do we do now?





MARLON: There’s nothing we can do.  It’s over, Debra.





DEBRA: No, Marlon, you can work for a cure.  And I can help.  So can Tommy and Lonnie-





MARLON: You and me both know it’s too late, so stop trying to pretend it’s not.





He winces in pain as the creature begins to come back again.





MARLON: Thank you for everything.





DEBRA: Marlon, wait!





She watches as he gets out of the car and runs off down an alley.  Debra hits the steering in anger, then starts the car again and follows.





We open on Chloe sitting huddled in front of the window, watching the raindrops slide down the glass.  Her face is suddenly illuminated by lightening as we hear a crash in the adjoining apartment.  Chloe looks at the wall, then stands and slowly walks toward it.





CHLOE: Mrs. Cross?





Chloe jumps back startled as a muffled scream erupts from the other side of the wall.  She pounds her fist on the wall.





CHLOE: Mrs. Cross, are you okay?





Nobody answers.  Chloe slowly leans her head in and puts her ear against the wall.  We can hear heavy breathing on the other side-a giant claw suddenly plunges through the wall right in front of Chloe’s face.





We cut to the lobby of the apartment complex where Debra enters drenched in rain.  She looks around for a second then sprints toward the elevators.





Back in the apartment, Chloe runs from the creature as it bounds over the furniture after her.  She staggers into the kitchen, her hands fumbling tensely for a knife.  Chloe screams as the creature springs up on the countertop, glaring down at her.





She turns and runs into the bathroom, slamming the door behind her.  Moments later we can hear the monster rush against the door.  Chloe looks around for some kind of defense or escape.  There isn’t any.





Chloe slumps back against the wall, watching the door shake on its hinges as sweat pours down her face.





The creature lunges through the door and starts toward her.  Debra suddenly appears behind it, one of the knives in her hand.  She swings the blade deep into the monster’s back, causing it to shriek in pain.





DEBRA: Come on!  It won’t be down long.





Chloe obeys and takes Debra’s hand.  The two of them run out of the apartment and down the hallway to the elevators.  They get in and Debra punches the button for the lobby.  The elevator car begins its descent.





CHLOE: That thing…what the hell was it?





DEBRA: Marlon Gallagher.





CHLOE: I don’t believe you.  That is not Marlon.





DEBRA: Well it’s not him, but he’s in there.  Somewhere.





Both women look up as they hear a thud above them.





CHLOE: What was that?





Debra motions for her to stay quiet, looking up at the ceiling panels.  She can’t see anything.  She notices the fire extinguisher and smashes the glass case open with her elbow.  Chloe suddenly screams as a ceiling panel breaks open and the creature dives down into the car.





The monster grabs Chloe’s arm with its claw and snaps the bone, throwing her body against the wall.





Debra slams the extinguisher across the creature’s face, then again.  It growls, swinging at air to get to her.  Debra hits it again, this time putting it down.  She looks up at the descending floor numbers.  The second floor light flashes.





DEBRA: Almost there…





The light for the lobby level flashes and the doors open to reveal Tommy and Lonnie entering the building.  Debra helps Chloe up and they weakly step off the elevator.





LONNIE: Debra get down!





Debra glances back to see the creature soaring at her and dives into the floor.  Lonnie raises his Uzis up at the creature as it sprints toward them, firing the guns straight up into the air as the monster is right overhead.  He watches as it’s body plows through the front windows of the building and rolls out into the pouring rain, dead.





Tommy runs to help Debra and Chloe.





TOMMY: Are you both okay?





DEBRA: She needs to get to a hospital.  I think her arm is broken.





Tommy nods and helps Chloe to stand.  Debra joins Lonnie where he is standing and the two awkwardly stare at each other for a few moments.  Lonnie looks surprised as Debra hugs him, putting her head on his shoulder.  He hesitantly puts his arms around her too, unsure of what to do.





LONNIE: Rough day at work?





DEBRA: You might say that…thanks for saving us.





LONNIE: Sorry we weren’t here earlier.





DEBRA: It’s okay.  We made it.  But next time I go out alone…





LONNIE: Yeah?





DEBRA: I’m taking your guns with me.





We pan past the hugging pair out into the rain, past Marlon’s now-human corpse, and past the approaching ambulances as we fade to blackness.





We open on Marlon’s gravestone, panning up to see Chloe standing in front of it.  She glances up as Debra stands beside her.  Both their eyes are fixed on the grave.





CHLOE: I was wondering if you’d come…he was lucky to have you as a friend.





DEBRA: You too.





CHLOE: I just wish I could have done something more to help.





DEBRA: You didn’t know what was going on inside of him.  Nobody did.





She turns to face Chloe.





DEBRA: If there’s anything I can do for you, Chloe, let me know.





Chloe looks at her and smiles softly.





CHLOE: Thank you.





Debra glances back at the road where Tommy is waiting near the car.





DEBRA: I should go.  Can we give you a ride?





CHLOE: No thanks.  I think I’ll stay here a while.





Debra nods, turning and heading off in the opposite direction.  As she does, we close in on Chloe’s face.  A hint of yellow flashes over her sad eyes…





We flashback to the day Chloe went to the lab.  James is yelling at her angrily, shoving tons of chemicals from a table in a rage.





Concentrating on Chloe, we watch as she fearfully steps away from him and places her hand on a broken piece of glass, a trace of a chemical glimmering on it.





Chloe’s hand flies away as her finger is cut on the glass.  She holds it up to her face as the blood trails down her finger.





…Back in the present, we stare into Chloe’s solemn face, now knowing the secret held within.  She slowly turns and walks away as we ascend from the cemetery.





Roll End Credits Over Halloween Theme.
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