Halloween: The Series


Episode 18: Relics of the Dead





We open on the storefronts of downtown Haddonfield, a few pedestrians casually strolling the sidewalks.  Debra and Lonnie walk onscreen laughing and seeming to have a genuine good time with each other.





DEBRA: You know what I just realized about you, Lonnie?  You’re half the jerk you usually are when no one’s watching.





LONNIE: I have a reputation to uphold.





DEBRA: Ah yes, the whole rich-brat-who-steals-for-kicks persona.  I bet most girls love that one.





LONNIE: Damn straight.  Besides, most of the time it’s just to get under Doyle’s skin.





DEBRA: Speaking of Tommy, what are you getting him for his birthday?  I’m drawing a blank.





LONNIE: Well what can you buy for somebody who considers researching serial killers an ideal Friday night?





DEBRA: Don’t you mean steal?





LONNIE: Come on, Debbie, you know I’ve outgrown that.





Debra smiles up at him, looking sincerely satisfied.





DEBRA: The new and improved Lonnie Elamb-I like him better than the egotistical version.  Oh, I almost forgot…





She digs in her purse and pulls out a folded newspaper clipping, showing it to Lonnie.  On it we can see a picture of some kind of triangular-shaped gold object with ancient text engraved in it.





DEBRA: Tommy and me are going to this new exhibit at the museum tomorrow.  It’s called Vestigio de la Muerta, some kind of tribal remnant that’s supposedly worth like fifty grand and-





She glances down at her pager as it starts going off and reads it.





DEBRA: It’s Country Manor.





LONNIE: After that whole ex-patient murder spree you’d think they would give you some time to recover.





DEBRA: What can I say; I’m the best they’ve got.  I’ll be right back.





LONNIE: I’ll be waiting.





He watches her disappear into a nearby store, then turns and wanders in boredom.  Lonnie suddenly spins around as he hears a piercing scream.  It’s coming from an alleyway across the street.





Lonnie races out into the road, nearly getting run down by a car as it speeds by honking its horn.  He enters the dark alley but can see nothing.





LONNIE: Hello…?





A gloved hand suddenly covers Lonnie’s mouth and another wraps a blindfold over his eyes.  We pull back to reveal the two thugs attacking him as they drag him back to a waiting van in the street.  The thugs shove Lonnie inside, then slam the doors shut as the van speeds away.





The Halloween Theme begins to play as we ascend over the alleyway and rise up over the town of Haddonfield.  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





We open on the blindfolded Lonnie as he’s roughly thrown against a brick wall, his arms and legs now tied up behind him and duct tape over his mouth.  A hand reaches down and pulls the blindfold away.  From Lonnie’s POV, we look up to see the smiling face of SUZIE ROMAN standing over us.  It appears that we’re in some kind of warehouse.





SUZIE: What’s the matter, Lon?  Cat got your tongue?





Lonnie glares at her with hateful eyes, wincing as she violently tears off the duct tape.





LONNIE: What the hell do you want?





Suzie smiles to herself, tracing her finger over Lonnie’s bruised face.  She leans down and blatantly licks off the blood tricking down from his mouth.





SUZIE: You know exactly what I want.  But the question is, what does Drake?





LONNIE: I knew that son of a bitch was behind this.  What is this all about?





SUZIE: See for yourself…





She motions behind them as LEWIS DRAKE emerges from the shadows, cigarette smoke billowing around him.





LONNIE: So, Drake, to what honor do I owe your visit to Haddonfield?  Are you looking to settle down, because real estate is way low.  Granted, we do have one of the highest death rates in the country-





DRAKE: Cut the bullshit, Elamb.  You know what I’m here for.  You owe me.  You didn’t think I’d forget, did you?





LONNIE: Of course not…





DRAKE: So where is it?





LONNIE: Where’s what?





Drake glares at him, flicking his cigarette at the ground in front of Lonnie.  He smothers it with his shoe.





DRAKE: We’re not playing games this time.  If I don’t get my money you can say good-bye to your life as you know it.  And that includes that hot little number you were with.





LONNIE: I swear if you hurt Debra-





DRAKE: I won’t have to, as long as you do your part.  And soon.





LONNIE: When?





DRAKE: Tomorrow night.





LONNIE: Where should I drop it off?





DRAKE: Don’t worry about it.  We’ll find you.





We open on Lonnie’s room at the Blankenship Boarding House the next morning, panning over the trashed room to where Lonnie is sleeping facedown at the foot of the bed.  Tommy’s voice can be heard yelling outside the door.





TOMMY: Lonnie, open up, man.  It’s important.  Lonnie!





Lonnie rolls over, squinting in the morning sunlight.  He slowly stumbles out of bed and walks to the door.





TOMMY: I know you’re in there.  Now answer the damn door-





The door swings open with Lonnie standing there rubbing his forehead.





TOMMY: It’s about time.  I was starting to think you were dead.





LONNIE: You’re not that lucky.  What do you want?





TOMMY: Debra just called from the museum.  There was a break-in last night.





LONNIE: A break-in?  Since when did we investigate robberies?





TOMMY: I don’t know, Debra didn’t give me any details.  She just said to hurry so get dressed.  We’re leaving in ten minutes.





We cut to Debra waiting on the front steps of the Haddonfield museum as Tommy’s car pulls up.  Tommy and Lonnie get out and join Debra on the steps as they head into the building.





DEBRA (to Lonnie): Hey, you all right?





LONNIE: Yeah.  Why wouldn’t I be?





DEBRA: Well you did disappear last night.  What happened?





LONNIE: I was busy.





TOMMY: I think getting wasted would be a better description.





Lonnie ignores him, turning back to Debra.





LONNIE: So what’s the deal with this break-in?





DEBRA: It’s Vestigio de la Muerta, the artifact I was telling you about.  It was stolen.





LONNIE: So it’s a piece of ancient junk.  I still don’t see why we have to get involved.





DEBRA: The Vestigio isn’t just some expensive antique, Lonnie.  In its time it was thought to have significant supernatural power; it even translates as “Relic of the Dead”.  Most modern scientists have dismissed it as some kind of folklore, but there are a few who still believe that the artifact is a very powerful key.





TOMMY: A key?  To what?





DEBRA: The dimension of hell, figuratively speaking.  If the key were to be used there’s no telling what could happen.





LONNIE: I can’t believe you two dragged me out of bed for this.  A key that opens the door to hell, for Christ’s sake?  It’s crazy.





DEBRA: Since when did you start defending the skeptics of the world?





LONNIE: I’m not.  I just don’t know how many more of these apocalypse-type situations I can stomach.





DEBRA: Please, Lonnie, we need you with us on this one.





LONNIE: What you need is to take your heads out of your collective asses.  I’m going home.





Debra and Tommy watch speechlessly as Lonnie walks back down the steps to the car and speeds away.





TOMMY: He took my car…why did he take my car…?





We close in on Debra as she watches Lonnie disappear in the distance, a look of concern crossing her face.





DEBRA: It’s okay.  We can do this without him.  And I think I know who might have some answers for us…





We open on a small room in the warehouse that looks like some kind of makeshift office.  Drake is seated at a desk in the center, a single light bulb hanging down over him.  The rest of the room is in shadows.  Drake looks up as somebody knocks on the door.





DRAKE: What is it?





The door opens and Suzie walks in, followed by Lonnie and the thugs.





SUZIE: Mr. Elamb here to see you, boss.





DRAKE: Thank you, Suzie.  Give us a minute.





Suzie nods, flashing Lonnie a quick smile before closing the door behind her.





DRAKE (to Lonnie): Well?  Do you have it?





Lonnie sets a briefcase on the desk in front of Drake, who grins down at it greedily.  He starts to unlatch the briefcase.





DRAKE: I knew you were a reliable man, Elamb.  Somewhere in that dark twisted pit you call a soul-





He stops in mid-sentence, the grin fading from his face as he looks in at the contents of the suitcase.  He reaches in and pulls out Vestigio de la Muerta.





DRAKE (flatly): What the hell is this?  Where’s the cash?





LONNIE: That, my friend, is better than money.  That thing is valued at over fifty thousand dollars.





DRAKE: You stole it, I presume?





Lonnie nods.





DRAKE: The cops ain’t following you are they?





LONNIE: Not a chance.  It was a clean swipe.





We close in on Drake, looking questionably at the artifact.  A smile slowly forms over his shadowy expression.





DRAKE: You haven’t lost your touch after all, Elamb.  Welcome back.





We open on St. Luke’s Catholic Church as Tommy and Debra enter through the front doors.  From their POV’s we scan over the church.  We can see that part of the roof above the alter hasn’t been completely rebuilt from the fire and is covered by a transparent canvas sheet.





DEBRA: Father Murphy?  Hello?





We cut to a backroom of the church where Father Gabe Murphy is hovering over a desk covered in ancient scrolls and books.  He looks up as two figures fill the doorway, quickly slamming shut the book he’s reading.  He stands to greet them.





FR. MURPHY (smiling): Tommy, Debra…what can I do for you kids?  Not another exorcism, I hope?





TOMMY: Not this time, Father.  But we do have somewhat of a problem.





FR. MURPHY: Oh?





DEBRA: Did you hear about last night’s theft at the museum?  The Vestigio-





FR. MURPHY: -de la Muerta.  I know.





DEBRA: What do you know?





FR. MURPHY (gravely): More than I’d like to.





He motions to the scrolls and books on the desk.





FR. MURPHY: I brought these up from the basement.  I didn’t want to alarm the others so I took it upon myself to read up on the relic.  This is what I found…





He opens the book again and hands it over to Debra, who reads from the passage.





DEBRA: “…when the final years of the millennium number ten and with the light of the moon in full he of highest aptitude will know the key and hold its power…”





TOMMY: He of highest aptitude?





FR. MURPHY: The prophecies are old.  When they were written a man capable of reading and writing was considered of great intelligence.





DEBRA: The inscription…





She reaches into her purse and pulls out the newspaper clipping that she showed to Lonnie.  She gives it to Father Murphy.





DEBRA: See there?  The inscription on the artifact?





TOMMY: But people must have read that thousands of times before and nothing’s happened.





FR. MURPHY: The text says something about the last ten years of the millennium.  I have reason to believe that this past New Year’s activated the key.  All it needs now is for somebody to read the inscription on the night of a full moon.





DEBRA: Tonight is a full moon…do the scrolls say anything about what will happen if the key is actually used?





FR. MURPHY: They all refer to the coming of Ambrose Braeden, which roughly translates into “Immortal from the Dark Valley”.  “It is he who will release the worlds upon each other and will reign supreme…”





Father Murphy’s eyes lock onto Debra’s, stricken with fear.





FR. MURPHY: We must find the relic.  Before it slips into the wrong hands.





We cut to Drake looking thoughtfully at the triangular gold relic in his hands.  Suzie walks up behind him and wraps her arms around his neck, her eyes mesmerized by the artifact.





SUZIE: Do you think Lonnie told us the truth about that thing really behind worth fifty grand?





Drake shrugs, closely inspecting the relic.





DRAKE: We’ll know when we take it to the appraiser in the morning.





SUZIE: And if it’s a hoax?





DRAKE: Then we’ll follow through on our little threat.





Suzie glances over at the two files sitting on the desk.  Debra and Tommy’s pictures can be seen on each of them.  A small smirk crosses Suzie’s face.





SUZIE: Can I kill the girl?  I wanna watch her beg for her life…





DRAKE: You can kill both of them if you want-





A bright light suddenly erupts from the engravings on the Vestigio de la Muerta, illuminating the entire room.  As the light subsides, we can see that Suzie and Drake’s eyes are burning golden, immersed in the relic as if they’re hypnotized by it.





The possessed Drake rigidly lifts two trembling hands over the relic and picks it up.  He stands and follows the equally possessed Suzie to the part of the room where the moonlight is shining in through the windows.





They both sit down opposite each other with the Vestigio de la Muerta in the middle and place their hands hovering over it.  They begin to read the inscription.





DRAKE & SUZIE (in unison): Advoco prodo quas per valde immortalis de ater atra atrum, tyrannus!  Impero similis lues ut quod!





The relic begins to glow brighter and brighter, burning beneath their hands as they chant.





DRAKE & SUZIE (in unison): Barathrum orior oriri ortus!  Invalesco ut annullo mundus!!!





The room suddenly goes still as the relic goes dim again.  The fiery gold disappears from Drake and Suzie’s eyes and they look at each, dazed.





SUZIE: What the hell happened?





DRAKE: I don’t…I don’t remember…





Suzie shrugs, looking down at the relic sitting on the floor in front of them.  Drake grabs it and walks across the room to where the briefcase is sitting.  He puts the artifact inside.





DRAKE: Come on, let’s go.





SUZIE: Where are we going?





DRAKE: We need to find another hideout, just in case Lonnie decides to get a conscience and tell the cops where we are.





Suzie follows him out of the office to where the thugs, LENNY and STAN, are standing guard near the door.





DRAKE: Change of plans, boys.  We’re moving out and finding ourselves a new place to stay.





LENNY: Where to, boss?





DRAKE: There’s a town a few miles from here called Norwood Point.  We’ll meet up there.





He hands the briefcase to Stan.





DRAKE: The cargo goes with you in the van.  Guard it with your life.





STAN: Sure, boss.  Will do.





DRAKE: Good.





We cut to the black van speeding down a highway road with forests on either side.  Lenny is at the wheel and Stan is riding shotgun, constantly changing the radio station setting.  Lenny looks irritated.





LENNY: Would you quit touching that damn dial?  What the hell is wrong with you anyway?





STAN: Something don’t feel right about this job, man.  And I think the boss knows it.  He just don’t wanna admit to it.





LENNY: A job is a job.  It doesn’t matter what you think of it.





STAN: I shoulda been a mail carrier.  Or maybe a veterinarian or some shit like that-hey look out!!





Lenny glances at the highway in front of them just in time to see a shadowy figure wearing a trench coat standing directly in their path.  He wrenches the steering wheel to miss the figure, causing the van to go swerving across the highway.





We watch as the van spins out of control, hits a bridge guardrail, and goes airborne over the side into the valley below.  It crashes on the bank of the river, immediately igniting as flames flare out from under the hood.





We cut to the inside of the van moments later as Lenny slowly recovers.  He turns to see Stan’s body halfway out the broken windshield, dead.





LENNY: Jesus Christ…





He quickly grabs the bloody briefcase and climbs out of the van.  Lenny stumbles up the riverbank back toward the highway.  Wandering blindly, he trips over a tree root protruding from the ground and falls facedown into the mud.  He stands, not even realizing that he dropped the briefcase.  Staying focused on it, we follow it as it slides down the steep slope and into the river, lost in the current.





Lenny slowly staggers back up to the highway and falls again.  As he tries to get up, the trench-coated figure’s shadow closes over him.  It’s AMBROSE BRAEDEN.  Lenny looks up at him in fear, unable to move.





AMBROSE: Where is the key?





LENNY (trembling): The key…?  You mean, th-the relic?





AMBROSE: Yes.





Lenny looks around him, realizing he doesn’t have the briefcase anymore.





LENNY: I…I don’t know…it was here…





We pan up from the scene to the full moon as Lenny’s tortured screams penetrate the stillness of the night.





We open on Sheriff Cody’s office at the Haddonfield Police Department as Tommy and Debra enter.  The sheriff glances up from his paperwork.





TOMMY: You wanted to see us, Sheriff?





Sheriff Cody hands over two police files.  On them we can see mug shots of the dead thugs.  Debra reads from the files.





DEBRA: Lenny Colfax and Stanley Thayer.  They don’t ring any bells.





CODY: They shouldn’t; they’re not local.





TOMMY: Do you have any idea what they were doing in Haddonfield?





CODY: Not a damn clue.  All I know is that both of them were found this morning east of here on the highway.  They crashed the van on the bridge.





DEBRA: So they were killed in the crash?





CODY: Thayer was, but the other body was found several feet away with his insides ripped out and strung up like a bunch of damn Christmas tree lights.  I figured you were the ones to call considering your recent history with this kind of thing.





TOMMY: These files are from police records.  Were these guys into crime?





CODY: Big time.  On the date of their arrests they both claimed to be working in a cartel under a man named Lewis Drake.





We cut to Debra and Tommy heading across the police station parking lot toward Tommy’s car.





DEBRA: I think I’ve heard of this guy before.





TOMMY: Who?





DEBRA: Drake.  He’s infamous for theft…





TOMMY: So?





DEBRA: So don’t you think that the burglary at the museum and these deaths are more than a coincidence?





TOMMY: You’re right…which probably means that Ambrose…





DEBRA: …is here.





TOMMY: But where’s the relic?  We’d all be burning in hell right now if he’d gotten his hands on it already.





DEBRA: The thugs must have not had it with them.





TOMMY: Well wherever it is we need to find it now-





DEBRA: Lonnie?





Tommy looks up to see Lonnie walking toward them.





TOMMY: Well if it isn’t the little car thief…





LONNIE: You got it back, didn’t you?





TOMMY: And in one piece.  That must be some kind of record for you.





LONNIE: Back off, Tommy.  I’m here to help.  Sheriff Cody called and said two people died last night?





Debra hands him Lenny and Stan’s police records.  Lonnie looks surprised to see their mug shots, and it shows.





DEBRA: What is it?  Do you recognize either of them?





Lonnie slowly shakes his head and hands the files back over to Debra.





DEBRA: We think that they were in Haddonfield working for a guy named Lewis Drake.  Have you ever heard of him?





LONNIE: No, never.





DEBRA (disappointed): All right.  We’re headed over to see Father Murphy.  You want to come?





LONNIE: I’ve got some things to take care of.  But I’ll meet you two there.





We open on a shot of the full moon gleaming down on St. Luke’s Catholic Church.  Father Murphy is walking across the lot toward the front steps of the church.  He looks around nervously as we hear a deep whispering voice.





FR. MURPHY: Hello?  Who’s there?





He turns back around and gasps as he sees Ambrose’s shadowy figure standing over him.





FR. MURPHY: You…what do you want?





Ambrose slowly raises his hand to the priest’s forehead.





AMBROSE: I’m can see your thoughts.  You know what I want.  Where is it?





FR. MURPHY: I don’t know.  I don’t have it.





AMBROSE: You’re lying.





FR. MURPHY: No!  I swear!





Ambrose slowly closes in on Father Murphy, causing him to stagger back into a row of garbage cans.  The priest slowly gets to his feet and stumbles onto the steps of the church.





AMBROSE: Look at you, a man of such weak faith.  Where is your God now-?





Ambrose suddenly stops in his tracks, looking down at the ground in front of him.  Smoke is beginning to billow out from his trench coat.





FR. MURPHY: Evil shall not come to pass on holy ground.





Ambrose glares at him, slowly backing off.





AMBROSE: You will see me again, mortal.  And next time you won’t be able to cower under God.





Father Murphy watches as he disappears into the night, then quickly gets up and runs into the church.





We cut to minutes later as Father Murphy explains to Debra, Tommy, and Lonnie what happened in the parking lot.





DEBRA: What are you saying, that Ambrose can’t enter a church?





FR. MURPHY: Not without the relic in his possession.  But once he gets it his power will be limitless.





TOMMY: Then we should find the relic and store it inside the church.





FR. MURPHY: I’m afraid that’s easier said than done.  The relic, like Ambrose, is rooted in evil.  It would be blasphemous to keep it here.





LONNIE: So basically what’s you’re saying is that you can’t break one little rule to prevent hell from opening up in Haddonfield-?





DEBRA: What about weaknesses, Father?  Does Ambrose have any besides the holy ground thing?





FR. MURPHY: Being on Earth is slowly weakening him.  It could take days or even weeks, but eventually, Ambrose will have to succumb to living as a mortal.





TOMMY: Then the bottom line is finding the relic.  Any idea of where it could be?





DRAKE: That’s what I would like to know.





They all turn and look down the center aisle of the church where Drake and Suzie are walking towards them.





FR. MURPHY: Yes?  Is there something I can do for you?





DRAKE: Yes, as a matter of fact.  You can hand over Elamb.  We’ve got a little business to discuss.





Debra turns to Lonnie, a puzzled look across her face.  Lonnie guiltily steps forward.





LONNIE (to Drake): Leave them out of this.  They’re not part of it.





DRAKE: I will as soon as you hand over that artifact.  Again.





DEBRA: What is he talking about, Lonnie?  Do you know where the relic is?





SUZIE: Haven’t you caught on yet, sweetheart?  Your little Lonnie here was the one that stole the artifact in the first place.





DEBRA: Lonnie…?





She looks hurt, her stunned expression burning through Lonnie as he stumbles for something to say.





LONNIE: I didn’t know anything about Ambrose-





DEBRA: That doesn’t matter, Lonnie!  You stole it and you lied to us.  We might have had this whole thing solved if you had just confessed when we asked about the car accident.





DRAKE: Ah yes, the “accident”.  Lenny and Stan were two of my best workers, Lonnie.  It was very unnecessary for you to kill them.





LONNIE: I didn’t kill anybody.





Drake ignores him, taking a gun out from his point.  He slowly raises it at Debra and Tommy.





DRAKE: Sorry, Lonnie, an eye for an eye.  You killed my friends, now I’m going to kill yours-





LONNIE: Wait!





DRAKE: What now?





LONNIE: Give me one more day.  Just one more and you’ll have the money I owe you.





Drake ponders the proposition for a moment, then slowly lowers the gun.





DRAKE: All right, but you have to pay double the amount.  You know, to compensate for the workers I lost.





LONNIE: Okay, just don’t shoot anybody for Christ’s sake.





DRAKE: We’ll see you around, Elamb.





He turns and Suzie follows, blowing Lonnie a kiss before she exits the church.  The doors slam shut behind them, leaving the rest of the group standing in awkward silence.  Debra approaches Lonnie, her eyes averted from his.





DEBRA: Where are you going to get the money?





Lonnie looks at her with a knowing stare.





LONNIE: Maybe you guys should leave town for a few days while I get things straightened out.  It’s not safe here.





Debra slowly nods to herself, turning and heading down the center aisle.  Tommy approaches Lonnie as he watches her walk off.





TOMMY: You really screwed it up this time, Lonnie.





LONNIE: I know.





TOMMY: What do we do now?





Lonnie doesn’t respond, his gaze locked on Debra as she leaves the building.





LONNIE: Just take care of Debra for me.  I don’t know what I’d do if anything happened to her…





TOMMY: And you?





LONNIE: I’m going to set things right again.  I don’t know how, but I will.





We open on Tommy’s room at the Blankenship Boarding House.  Tommy is monotonously channel surfing while Debra is lying on the bed, staring up at the ceiling in a daze.  Tommy finally gives up and shuts the TV off, turning to Debra.





TOMMY: What are you thinking about?





DEBRA: That we were too hard on Lonnie.  And that we should have given him a chance to explain.





TOMMY: Explain what?  A detailed map of how exactly he broke into the museum?  How he managed to lie right to our faces without even flinching?  He’s the same old Lonnie he was when we were kids.





DEBRA: He’s changed; he said it himself.  You saw how ruthless that Drake guy was.  Maybe Lonnie felt like he had no choice.





TOMMY: He did.  He just made the wrong one.





They both glance toward the door as they hear somebody walk past outside.





DEBRA: That must be him.





She stands and goes to the door.





TOMMY: Where are you going?





DEBRA: To apologize.





TOMMY: Apologize?!  For what?





Debra ignores him and leaves the room, shutting the door behind her.  She knocks on Lonnie’s door and opens it.  The room is completely dark.





DEBRA: Lonnie?  It’s me…





He doesn’t answer her.





DEBRA: I’ve thought about everything that happened, and I decided it would be best if we all worked together on this.  Like we always have.  Lonnie?





She gasps as the light from the hallway is suddenly cut off and turns to see Ambrose blocking her path.  A look of pure dread covers her face.





AMBROSE: Am I not who you were expecting?





DEBRA: What do you want?  If you’re still after the relic I don’t have it-





AMBROSE: I figured as much, but unfortunately I’m running out of time and patience…





We close in on Debra’s fearful expression as Ambrose’s shadow slowly hovers over it.





We cut to the front porch of the house minutes later where Lonnie is stumbling blindly with a near-empty bottle in his hand.  He looks up in a drunken daze as Tommy comes running out the front door, a note in his hand.





LONNIE: Doyle, just the man I wanted to see…





TOMMY: We’ve got problems, Lonnie.





LONNIE: Here, have a drink-





The bottle slips out of his hand and smashes on the ground.  Lonnie stares down at the broken shards.





LONNIE: Oops…





TOMMY: Are you drunk?  Is this supposed to be part of your master plan to “set things right again”?





LONNIE: Well see that’s the thing.  I went to The Oasis to think about what to do and one drink kinda led to another…





TOMMY: Ambrose was here, Lonnie.  He kidnapped Debra and left this note saying to meet him at the clock tower with the relic.  He wants to make a trade.





LONNIE: Debra’s hot and all, but is she worth the risk of the sending us all spiraling into hell…?





TOMMY: It doesn’t matter either way.  We don’t have the relic.





LONNIE: Well that sucks…





TOMMY: You have no idea how much I want to kick your ass right now.





LONNIE: Why don’t you go ahead?  We both know the only way you could stand a chance against me is if I was wasted.  Now’s your chance!





TOMMY: Go to hell, Lonnie.





He turns and walks back into the boarding house, slamming the door shut behind him.





We open on Tommy’s room the next day where several assorted weapons are arranged on the bed.  Tommy appears to be packing them into a bag and preparing for battle.  He glances up as Lonnie enters the room.





LONNIE: Wow, check out the artillery.  Where have you been hiding this stuff?





TOMMY: Where you won’t find it.  What do you want?





LONNIE: To help.





TOMMY: I find that hard to believe.





LONNIE: Look, Doyle, what I did last night was stupid.  I wasn’t thinking straight.





TOMMY: Well I’m supposed to meet Ambrose at sundown, so there’s not much time left.





LONNIE: I know.  That’s why I spent the sober portion of my day making this…





He holds up the relic for Tommy to see.





LONNIE: It’s a fake.  I was thinking it would give us some extra time to get away before Ambrose realizes that it’s not authentic.





A grin slowly forms over Tommy’s face.





TOMMY: I never thought I’d say this, but you’re a fucking genius.





We cut to the summit of the Haddonfield clock tower where Debra is tied up to a chair, ropes around her arms and legs.  She glares up at Ambrose as he paces back and forth in front of her.  He gazes out at the sun setting over the town below.





AMBROSE: It’s getting late.  Maybe I overestimated your significance.





DEBRA: What are you talking about?





AMBROSE: The young man you call Lonnie; I’ve seen inside his thoughts.  He holds you very close to his heart, and I suspect you feel the same.





DEBRA: Can you see inside my thoughts too?





AMBROSE: Vaguely…my powers are fading.  But don’t think you can use that against me.  Even in a weak state I could crush you easily.





DEBRA: Then why don’t you?





AMBROSE: It’s more interesting this way, to see how mortals react in these kinds of situations where their hungers and desires take over.  Take yourself for example.  You’re searching for a man, and he knows it.





DEBRA: Michael Myers…you’ve seen inside his mind?





AMBROSE: It was overwhelming, something I never expected from a mortal.  He’s a very special person.





DEBRA: Oh he’s special all right.  Just not in the good way.





AMBROSE: I find it amusing the way you try to hunt him and the girl down but all you find are more questions.  You must be growing restless.





DEBRA: Are we close to finding them?





Ambrose just smiles at her, not answering.





DEBRA: We are, aren’t we?





They both look up as two figures emerge at the top of the staircase.  It’s Lonnie and Tommy with the phony relic.





LONNIE: Sorry to disturb you, but we’re here to send you screaming back to hell.





AMBROSE: Give me the key.





LONNIE: Not so fast.  We want her first.





Ambrose agrees and violently propels Debra’s chair across the room with immense strength.  Tommy quickly helps to untie her.





AMBROSE: Now it’s your turn-





DRAKE: What do we have here?  Trying to sell the relic behind my back, Elamb?





They all turn to see Drake and Suzie coming up the staircase, each with a gun at their side.





LONNIE: This isn’t what it looks like, Drake.  If you’re smart you’ll leave.





DRAKE: And if you’re smart you’ll hand over my artifact.





LONNIE: It’s not mine to give.  It belongs to him.





He motions to Ambrose, who steps forward.  Drake stares up at him, not intimidated by his looming height.





DRAKE: What the hell are you supposed to be?





AMBROSE: I am Ambrose Braeden, Immortal from the Dark Valley.





DRAKE: Right…and I’m impatient.





Without warning, Suzie raises her gun to Ambrose’s head point blank and pulls the trigger.  She watches in horror as the bullet seems to bounce right off him and lands spinning on the floor.  Ambrose grabs her throat and breaks her neck with an icy grip.





DRAKE: You son of a bitch…





Before he can fire a single shot, Ambrose grabs the shotgun from his hands and impales him with it, killing him instantly.  He watches as Drake’s body slumps forward on the ground, then turns back to the remaining three.





AMBROSE: Give me the key.





LONNIE (to Tommy and Debra): You guys go.  I’ll see you downstairs.





DEBRA: But we can’t leave you here.





LONNIE: I said I would fix everything and now I am.  Go.





Debra obeys and runs down the staircase with Tommy.  Lonnie turns back to face Ambrose.





AMBROSE: Stop trying to delay.  Give it to me.





LONNIE: Sure, no problem.





He tosses the fake relic to Ambrose, who stares down at it greedily in his hands.





AMBROSE: Yes!  The power is mine again forever-!





He stops mid-sentence, looking blankly at the relic as he realizes that he’s been tricked.  He crushes the fake relic in his hands and looks up at the grinning Lonnie with furious eyes.





AMBROSE: You stupid mortal.  You’ll die for this.





He starts to charge at Lonnie, his trench coat flying out behind him like a cape as he tears across the floor.  At the last possible second Lonnie dives out of the way and Ambrose goes soaring into the window, his body smashing through it.  As he seems to plunge downward in slow motion we can see that he’s headed right toward the unfinished roof of St. Luke’s Catholic Church.





FR. MURPHY (VO): Evil shall not come to pass on holy ground!





We watch as Ambrose is skewered on the end of a large cross on the church’s alter and immediately erupts into flames.  At he burns, we pan back to see Father Murphy, Tommy, and Debra watching.





From high above Lonnie stands in the broken window frame of the clock tower, admiring his work.  A smile forms over his face as he jadedly turns and exits.





We open on the porch of the Blankenship Boarding House where Debra is sitting on the front steps.  Lonnie exits the house and takes a seat beside her, a birthday hat on his head.





DEBRA: How’ the party?





LONNIE: You missed the look on Doyle’s face when he opened the present I got him.





DEBRA: What did you get?





LONNIE: A blow up doll.





DEBRA (smiling): Why am I not surprised…





LONNIE: Listen, Debbie, I didn’t get a chance before so I wanted to tell you that I’m sorry about everything I caused.  I know how much it hurt when you found out that I stole the relic and lied to you guys.  I shouldn’t have.  And I don’t know how, but I’m going to raise the money to pay for it.





DEBRA: Fortunately, you don’t have to.  They found it downriver this morning.  It’s already back at the museum in the curator’s possession.





LONNIE: I want you and Tommy to trust me again, Debra.  I realized something in the church that night Drake had the gun on you.  We’re more than the colleagues we started out as looking for Myers-





DEBRA: Lonnie if this is another attempt at trying to get me into bed, I’m not falling for it.





LONNIE: Well at least I tried.  I guess the third time’s not a charm.





Debra scoffs in disgust, unable to hide the smirk from her lips.





LONNIE: So what do you say we go back inside before Tommy gets any ideas about that doll?





Debra smiles and stands up.  As they walk back into the house, we pull back to a wider angle from across the street to see a dark figure watching from the shadows…





The figure waits a few moments, then disappears off screen as we ascend over the town of Haddonfield and fade to black.





Roll End Credits Over Halloween Theme.
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