Halloween: The Series


Episode 20: The Darkness Within Ourselves





We open on a shot of The Elamb Home.  It is late night in Haddonfield.  The town looks much livelier than the current version, signifying that this is a flashback.  Inside the house, yelling can be heard.  A male voice, belonging to Curtis Elamb, and a female voice, belonging to Abigail Elamb, his wife.





CURTIS:  I know you’ve been seeing him, Abigail!  I know you two were together!  I have pictures!





ABIGAIL:  Pictures?  How?  Did you have me followed?!





CURTIS:  You’re damn right I did.  Don’t act so insulted.  You’re just mad because you got caught!





ABIGAIL:  Oh, please!  I’m glad I got caught!  Now I don’t have to hide it anymore!  I don’t have to pretend that I still love you!  I can leave!





	Curtis, enraged, grabs Abigail by her face, looking her in the eyes.





CURTIS:  If you don’t leave, I will force you to leave!  If you’re not gone by the time I get back, you will be very sorry!  I could kill you for what you’ve done to me!





	Curtis pushes her back and walks out the front door, slamming it behind him.  Upstairs, from a bedroom, young children Lonnie and Samantha Elamb peer out of their room as Abigail walks over to a phone, dialing a number.  A few seconds go by.





ABIGAIL (into the phone):  Come and pick me up.  He knows.  It’s over.





	Lonnie and Samantha shut their door, turning to each other, tears in their eyes.





SAMANTHA:  What are we going to do without mommy and daddy together?





LONNIE:  Don’t worry, Sami.  I’ll take care of you.  We’ll always have each other.





SAMANTHA:  I hope so.  They make me sad.





LONNIE:  Me, too, Sami, but we’ll survive.  Us Elambs are tough.





	Samantha hugs Lonnie.  She begins crying.  FLASH.  A close-up of Abigail Elamb’s dead body, eyes glazed, open in shock.  She is being dragged out of a lake, her body half-rotted.  Lonnie and Samantha watch from a distance.  It seems that Abigail is staring straight at them as they cry.  Sheriff Leigh Brackett is speaking with Curtis Elamb.





BRACKETT:  There’s no telling what killed her at this point.  We’ll have to do the autopsy.  Do you know of anyone who would have wanted Abby dead?





CURTIS:  No one.  She was a great woman.





	Curtis’s last statement echoes over and over again as we see the Elambs watching Abby’s coffin being lowered into the ground.  Lonnie and Samantha cry tears.  Suddenly, the coffin bursts open.  Michael Myers sits up and turns his head, looking straight at Lonnie and Samantha.  Everyone screams as he lunges for them.





	Lonnie jerks awake in a cold sweat.  He immediately looks at the calendar on his wall.  The year is 1990.  He breathes a sigh of relief.  He catches his breath, but looks afraid to go back to sleep.





The Halloween theme begins to play, as a high shot of Haddonfield is shown.  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 a shot of Haddonfield Memorial Cemetery, the afternoon sun shining down on the graveyard.  Through the rows of graves walks Lonnie Elamb, carrying 2 bouquets of flowers.  He stops at a certain point and stares ahead, down at the tombstones of Abigail Elamb and Samantha Elamb, side by side. A genuine look of sadness covers his face.  He puts a bouquet on each of their graves and stares down with sorrow and anger.





LONNIE (to himself):  Why does everyone in my life that I care about end up here?





VOICE (v/o):  I’ve caught myself talking to them a time or two myself.  The trouble is that they don’t talk back.





	Lonnie turns around and sees the caretaker of the graveyard, LEON SIMMS.  He is a tall, athletic-looking African-American male, dressed in dusty clothing and a hat.





LONNIE:  I wish they could.  I’d give anything to hear their voices again.





LEON:  Ah, boy.  Everything happens for a reason.  God brings down on you only as much as you can handle.





LONNIE (sarcastically):  Yeah.  Well, that’s great.  Thanks.  I feel great now.





LEON:  This one gets many visitors.





LONNIE:  My sister and I used to come up here all the time.  This is the first time I’ve been here since last Halloween.  This town is getting to me.  Everywhere I look these days is a bad memory or a reminder that my family is gone.





LEON:  Pfft.  Family isn’t just blood and genes, my boy.  You can have family without sharing DNA.  Family is who is there for you when it matters.





LONNIE:  Yeah.  That’s the problem.  When it mattered, I wasn’t there for them.





	Lonnie turns and exits the graveyard, leaving Leon confused as he looks down at the graves.  He turns as Lonnie disappears into the distance.





	We cut to the Blankenship boarding house in Tommy’s room, where Tommy Doyle sits, typing away on a keyboard.  Debra Loomis sits at a desk on the other side of the room, doing paperwork.





TOMMY:  There have been a series of murders in Derry, Maine.  Some witnesses have claimed that a clown was responsible.





DEBRA:  What would that have to do with Michael Myers?





TOMMY:  Well, he dressed like a clown when he killed Judith back in ’63.





DEBRA:  Why would Michael be in Maine?





TOMMY:  I don’t know.  Why does Michael do anything?





DEBRA:  You have a point.





	They hear footsteps and turn to see Lonnie in the hallway.





DEBRA:  Hey, Lonnie.  Come on in.  Tommy found murders in Maine.  A clown.  I know you have something funny to say about that.





LONNIE:  I don’t feel like it right now.  Excuse me.





	Lonnie turns and goes into his room, shutting the door.  Debra frowns.





DEBRA:  I wonder what’s wrong with him.





TOMMY:  He’s always been moody.  I think he’s bipolar.





DEBRA:  That’s not funny.  It seemed like something was really wrong with him.





TOMMY:  Why don’t you go ask him?





DEBRA:  You know, it wouldn’t hurt you to be a friend to him every once in while.





TOMMY:  Why?  So he can brag about how many times he’s saved my butt.  “Good thing you have me around, Doyle.  You can be the brains and I’ll be the muscle and the lady killer”.





DEBRA:  I’ll be back.





	Debra gets up and exits the room, going into Lonnie’s.  He turns as she opens the door and frowns.





LONNIE:  What do you want?





DEBRA:  What kind of a greeting is that?





LONNIE:  What kind were you expecting?





DEBRA:  Oh, I don’t know.  Something like, “Wow, Debbie.  Don’t you ever knock?  What if I was naked in here?  But then again, you were probably hoping for that.”





LONNIE:  Contrary to popular belief, my existence doesn’t completely revolve around thinking up good wisecracks to amuse you.  Now, if you’ll excuse me…





	Debra’s feelings are visibly hurt and she looks worried about him.





DEBRA:  What’s wrong with you, Lonnie?





LONNIE:  Like you care.  I want to be alone.  Just go away.





DEBRA:  No.  Tell me.





LONNIE:  Debbie, you’re getting on my nerves.  Get out.





	He gently ushers her out the door and shuts it in her face.  Debra is shocked.  A moment later, she walks into Tommy’s room and has a seat next to him, almost pouting.





DEBRA:  He kicked me out.





TOMMY:  Told you not to worry about it.





	Tommy goes back to reading his newspapers as Debra frowns.  We cut to another flashback, in the mid-70’s.  It is again the Elamb house.  Young Lonnie is seen creeping down the upstairs hallway, looking down below, where Abigail Elamb is seen looking out the window.  He sees a shadowy figure appear outside the front door.  There is a knock heard, and Abigail runs over and opens the door.  Only the silhouette of the man can be seen.  He speaks in a gruff, distorted voice.





MAN:  Come with me.  Let’s go.





ABIGAIL:  I want to take my kids.





MAN:  We’ll come back for them.





ABIGAIL:  You promise?





MAN:  Of course.





	Abigail glances up towards their room, but Lonnie hides.  She walks out the front door with the mysterious man and closes the door behind her.  Lonnie runs over to the window and looks outside.  He sees Abigail being led to a ’67 Mustang convertible.  The top is up as it is raining heavily outside.  Lonnie watches as they both climb into the car and pull away.  FLASH to the dead Abigail, eyes staring at Lonnie and Samantha at the lake.





TOMMY (v/o):  Lonnie?





	Lonnie turns in his room to see Tommy, looking at him strangely.





LONNIE:  What do you want, Doyle?





TOMMY:  Well, I want to know what’s going on with you.  You upset Debra.





LONNIE:  Do you remember my mother, Doyle?





TOMMY:  Huh?  Yeah, a little.  Why?





LONNIE:  Today is the 15th anniversary of her death, to the day.  She had this gaze on her face when they pulled her body out of the lake.  She was glaring at me.  She was angry with me because I let it happen.  I watched her walk out of our house with a strange man and didn’t say a word.





TOMMY:  What is bringing this on?  Lonnie, you were just a little boy.  You couldn’t have done anything.





LONNIE:  I’ve been having nightmares, Tommy.  They never solved the case and I’m not a little boy anymore.  I can do something now.





TOMMY:  Like what?





LONNIE:  Find the person who put her in that grave and make sure he gets one of his own.





TOMMY:  How do you plan to do that?





LONNIE:  There’s bound to be a police record somewhere.  I just have to locate that and pull some tricks out of my old repertoire to get them.





TOMMY:  You mean steal them?





LONNIE:  The end justifies the means.





TOMMY:  I don’t think you should do this.





LONNIE:  When did I ever care what you thought?





	Lonnie turns and walks out the door.  Tommy looks concerned.  We cut to the Elamb house, where Lonnie is seen walking up the path towards the front door.  The door opens and Curtis Elamb steps out, an angry look on his face.





CURTIS:  What are you doing here?  You’re not welcome here anymore.





LONNIE:  I want to ask you about something.





CURTIS:  You can’t move back in.





LONNIE:  I don’t want to move back in.  I want answers about mom.  I want you to tell me who killed her.





	Curtis gets a look of pure terror on his face as he is suddenly silent for a moment.





CURTIS:  Why would I know?  The police never found out.  You know that.





LONNIE:  Mom had an affair, didn’t she?  You knew that, too, but you never told the police.





CURTIS:  I was trying to salvage her reputation.





LONNIE:  Bull!  You were trying to save face, because you were embarrassed.  Who was mom cheating on you with?  Huh?





CURTIS:  Lonnie, I suggest you go home and forget about it.  You don’t need to be sticking your nose in yesterday’s news.





LONNIE: That night has haunted me for years!  Now, are you going to tell me what was really going on, or are you going to make me get angry.





CURTIS:  Lonnie, I’m trying to protect you.  Go home and forget you ever came and asked about this.  You have no idea what you are getting yourself involved in.





LONNIE:  Why don’t you tell me?





CURTIS:  Never.





	Lonnie walks towards Curtis and grabs him by his suit.  He shoves him back against the wall and looks him in the face with intensity.





LONNIE:  Mom was murdered and you’re covering for whoever did it!  Tell me what you know, damn it!





CURTIS:  Let go of me!





LONNIE:  Or maybe you did it.





CURTIS:  What?





LONNIE:  Maybe you killed her because she was having an affair.  I heard you that night.  You said, “I could kill you for what you’ve done to me”.  Funny.  That night, she died.





CURTIS:  Lonnie, I loved her!  I would never have killed her!





LONNIE:  Well, as long as you continue to keep the secrets of the people who did this, you might as well have.  Just to let you know, from this point forward, you don’t exist.  If you see me on the street, I am a stranger to you.  You never had a son and I never had a father.  Understand?





CURTIS:  Don’t say that, Lonnie.





LONNIE:  Have a good life…Curtis.





	Lonnie gently shoves Curtis back against the wall, turns, and exits the porch.  Curtis kneels down in a bundle and begins to cry softly to himself.  We cut to the Blankenship house, where Tommy is on the phone with someone.





TOMMY:  You’re coming here?  Why is that necessary?  (pause)  If you say so.  I look forward to seeing you again.  Okay.  Bye.





	Tommy hangs up the phone as Debra walks into the room.





DEBRA:  Why won’t you tell me what you and Lonnie talked about?





TOMMY:  It was personal.  If he wants to talk to you about it, he will.





DEBRA:  Why do I get to be the only one who doesn’t know what’s going on?





TOMMY:  Why does it bother you so much?





DEBRA:  Because I’m part of this team, too.





TOMMY:  This isn’t about Michael.





DEBRA:  What is it about?





TOMMY:  Don’t worry about it, Debra.  Everything will be fine.





DEBRA:  Fine.





	Debra gets up and storms off, angry.  We cut to Haddonfield Memorial Graveyard, where Lonnie comes walking through.  He sees Leon Simms cleaning a tombstone and walks over to him.  Leon looks up and smiles.





LEON:  This isn’t exactly a place to be hanging out all day.  Why have you come back already?





LONNIE:  Something you said earlier.  You said that my mother and sister get lots of visitors.  Who else has been to see their graves?





LEON:  A few people, actually.  You, your father, and your sister before she passed on.





LONNIE:  Is that all?





LEON:  Father Murphy is up here a lot, too.





LONNIE:  Father Murphy, as in Gabe Murphy?





LEON:  Yeah.  He stops by all the time.  Looks extremely sad most of the time.





LONNIE:  Anyone else?





LEON:  Not that comes to mind.





LONNIE:  Okay.  Let me know if you think of anything else.





LEON:  Sure.





	Lonnie nods at him, turns, and exits.  We cut to a shot of Curtis Elamb.  He is walking at a quick pace, seemingly anxious to get somewhere.  We pan back to see Dr. EW Hoffman leading him through a mental institution, which at the sight of Dr. Hoffman, we know it to be Ridgemont.





HOFFMAN:  Why in heavens would you drive all the way out here to see this lunatic?





CURTIS:  Because it’s important.  Situations have arisen that require my immediate attention.  Lonnie’s been asking questions.





HOFFMAN:  I assure you, Curtis.  Leland Jericho will never see the light of day again.  He wave him in the strictest restraints possible.  No one has ever escaped from maximum security.





CURTIS:  Michael Myers did, and my daughter was lost as a result.  Despite our current relationship, I won’t lose my son, too.





HOFFMAN:  Are you implying that I am at fault for Michael Myers’s escape?  If anyone is responsible, it’s that comatose quack, Loomis.  He’s the one who was always obsessed with the man.





CURTIS:  Obsession didn’t set him free, doctor.





HOFFMAN:  Neither did I.  I suggest you make this a short visit, Curtis.  I’m getting irritated with you already.  I do my best to serve my patients.  Loomis did his best to bury his.  He wasn’t professional.





CURTIS:  I wasn’t there.  I just know what I read in the paper.





HOFFMAN:  Reminders, Curtis.  You are not to cross the line drawn in the center of the room.  No matter what Leland says or does, do not cross the line.





CURTIS:  I’ve dealt with the likes of Leland Jericho before.





HOFFMAN:  He’s learned a few things since then.  I’ve had twenty-three security guards quit in the past 15 years.  Twenty-one of them were guarding Leland.  His mind games are legendary around here and he will strike when you least expect it.





CURTIS:  I guess he’s been a bad boy, eh?





HOFFMAN:  Be careful.





	They reach a room, where they look through a glass circle in the door.  An older, long gray-haired gentleman (Leland Jericho) can be seen, sitting in the room by himself.  He is playing with a chess board, an intense gaze on his face as he studies it.  Curtis turns to Hoffman.





CURTIS:  Here goes nothing.





HOFFMAN:  My guards will be watching every move, Curtis.





CURTIS:  I hope so.  Thanks, Dr. Hoffman.





	Curtis turns as one of the standing security guards opens the door.  Curtis walks inside as Leland still stares at the board, not even turning around.  Curtis watches him as the door shuts.  He glances down at the floor, where a line of tape is attached, signifying not to cross that portion of the room.





LELAND:  The game of chess can be summed up as a game of wits, of strategy and intelligence.  In reality, you have an objective to capture and kill the king.  But, in theory, the queen yields the most power of all those in the fantastic world of war.  She is able to move far and wide and cover all distance,while the king watches on and prays to God that his army will protect him.  Fascinating, is it not, Curtis?





CURTIS:  How did you know it was me?





LELAND:  Life is made up of moments of destiny and fate.  It was fated long ago that this day would come.  I have been waiting with enthusiastic anticipation for you to again come crawling on your hands and knees to plead with me to keep the dark Elamb family secrets, to take the blame for a long ago tragedy that haunts your family to this day.





CURTIS:  Managed to get through that whole speech without even getting close to answering my question.





LELAND (finally turning around):  I smelled that cologne, Curtis.  That cologne is the stench that reminds me of the reason Abby wouldn’t have me.  God, has it been 15 years already?  Where does time go?





CURTIS:  Abby wouldn’t have you because you’re a fucking psycho.





LELAND:  Well, no one’s perfect.  Tell me, Curtis.  How is that lovely daughter of yours?





CURTIS:  You know damn well that she’s dead.





LELAND:  She was a lovely girl.  Looked almost exactly like her mother.  If I had been just a few years younger, and out of this place, I would be courting her as we speak.  They don’t make them like her anymore, Curtis.  She was simply alluring and voluptuous.  Too bad about the whole getting murdered in barn thing, especially considering she was in the act of getting deflowered.  They say the first time is the worst, but it usually gets better from there.





CURTIS:  Enough, Leland.  You’re not going to coerce me into attacking you.





LELAND:  What brings you by, Leland?   Gonna try to get a confession out of me?





CURTIS:  How did you know that?





LELAND:  Save your breath.  You’ll never get a thing from me.  Well, except for a large sum of my bank account, of course.  You had simply no hesitance to take that, did you?  Especially after you purposely lost my case in court.





CURTIS:  I tried my best to win your case, Leland.





LELAND:  If you choose to believe that, then believe it.  I’m a big supporter of the theory that the mind can convince itself of anything, even if it isn’t the truth.  But, I also believe that we can live in denial with the fact that some of our minds and hearts are filled with darkness.  You have actually convinced yourself after all these years that you’re right about the past.  I see through your mask, Curtis.  Your heart is filled with deceit.  There is no hiding it.  The sooner you come to grips with what you actually are, the sooner your mystery will unravel.





CURTIS:  My son is asking questions about Abby.  I’m sure he’ll find his way here.  He’s smart and he’s stubborn.  I want you to confess to him.





LELAND:  Curtis, Curtis, Curtis.  Why would I do such a foolish thing?  I am an innocent.  I am a martyr.  The angels in heaven will sing praises to me in my final days.





CURTIS:  If you confess to him and make it convincing---





LELAND:  Oh, poor Curtis.  Is Little Lonnie digging into the past?  Is he going to uncover your lies and treachery and expose them to the free world?  He wants to find Abby’s killer.  Am I correct?





CURTIS:  Yes.





LELAND:  Why would I want to confess to this crime?





CURTIS:  For the well-being of Abby’s son, Leland.  You and I have had our differences, but Lonnie did nothing to you.  It’s me that you hate, not him.  Don’t make him pay for what happened between you and I years ago.





LELAND:  Ah, the old good cop, kiss-ass routine, where you convince me that I am the one that is lying to your son and not yourself.  In response to your question, I can only respond with the phrase, “The sins of the father are cast down upon the children”.  What happens from this moment was brought on by you.





CURTIS:  You bastard.  I wish they had given you the chair.





LELAND:  Complain to my attorney, though I find he’s a bit overpriced.  Good day, Curtis.  The truth shall set you free.





	Leland turns back to his chess game and moves his king a space, taking the “opponent’s” queen.  Leland laughs loudly as Curtis stares with fear at him.





LELAND:  It always feels good when the king takes the other man’s queen!





	Leland laughs loudly as Curtis reluctantly exits the room, the doors locking behind him.  We cut to St. Luke’s Catholic Church, which has a new look since it was rebuilt after the fire.  Lonnie enters looks up at the church as the church bell gongs loudly.  He walks towards it.  We cut to inside as Lonnie enters and looks around.  Sister Mary Aquinas sees Lonnie, smiles, and walks over to him as he enters.





SISTER MARY:  Hello, Lonnie.  It’s so nice to see you here.





LONNIE:  Sister Mary.  Tell me.  Have you decided to give up the life of a nun and run away with me to Vegas?





SISTER MARY (laughing):  Tempting, but I’m afraid not.  What brings you by today?





LONNIE:  I’m looking for Father Murphy.  Is he here?





SISTER MARY:  Of course.  I will go find him, if you like.





LONNIE:  Thanks.





	Sister Mary walks away as Lonnie looks around the church.  Gargoyles and stain glass line the walls.  A moment later, Father Gabe Murphy comes walking in.  He stops when he sees Lonnie.





FR. MURPHY:  Lonnie.  Good to see you again.  What brings you by?





LONNIE:  I have some questions for you that I need answered.





FR. MURPHY:  Certainly.  What is this concerning?





LONNIE:  My mother.  Abigail Elamb.





	Father Murphy’s expression quickly becomes serious.





FR. MURPHY:  What do you need to know?





LONNIE:  I need to know why you have been visiting my mother’s grave on regular basis all these years.





FR. MURPHY:  What brought this on?





LONNIE:  I’ve been thinking about her a lot lately.  She’s been popping up in my dreams.  I haven’t been sleeping well.  I want to find out who killed her.





FR. MURPHY:  Sheriff Brackett was almost certain that it was that Haddonfield Strangler fellow that your father defended back in the 70’s.  Leland Jericho.





LONNIE:  The Haddonfield Strangler?  I remember that.  That college professor that was strangling his students?





FR. MURPHY:  Yes.  Your father thought it was him, too.  The whole town did.





LONNIE:  Then why was he never convicted? Better yet, why was he convicted of killing all of the others and not my mother, unless he really didn’t do it.





FR. MURPHY:  Not enough proof.





LONNIE:  My mom wasn’t strangled.  Anyway, back to the original question.  How did you know my mom?  Why have you been seen visiting her grave?





FR. MURPHY:  She was a member of this church, Lonnie.  I know most of the town.





LONNIE:  But you don’t visit everyone that dies on a regular basis, do you?  What are you hiding, Father Murphy?





FR. MURPHY:  I can’t tell you, Lonnie.  I am bound by my oath as a man of God to keep the confessions of my members sacred.





LONNIE:  My mom was coming to you for confession?





FR. MURPHY:  Lonnie, I can’t say any more.  I’m sorry.





LONNIE:  What was your relationship with my mother?  My source says you look very sad when visiting her.





FR. MURPHY:  To be perfectly honest, I loved your mother with all my heart.  She was a beautiful woman with a lot of problems.





LONNIE:  I think its a well-known fact around here that my mother was having an affair with someone  Who was it, Father?





FR. MURPHY:  Lonnie, you must not ask me these questions.





LONNIE:  Who should I ask, Father?!  No one can tell me anything!





FR. MURPHY:  All I can tell you that your mother was a very unhappy woman.  Unhappy people end up hurting the ones they love the most.  Your mother was on a self-destructive path for a long time before she met her fate.





LONNIE:  You know who did it.  Don’t you?  Why is everyone covering up the truth?





FR. MURPHY:  Lonnie, sometimes the truth is scarier than the imagination.





LONNIE:  I’m not giving up on this.  I won’t.





	Lonnie stares instensely at Father Murphy before turning to exit.  We cut to the Blankenship House, where Tommy Doyle and Debra Loomis are seated.  Debra looks restless.  She glances over at Tommy.





DEBRA:  Don’t you ever get tired of working all the time?





TOMMY:  Are you still cranky that Lonnie isn’t talking to you?





DEBRA:  No!  Of course not.  (pause)  I just don’t understand him.  One minute, he’s  flirting with me and hitting on me, the next he’s shoving me away like we can’t even be friends.





TOMMY:  I wish you two would just get a room already and get it over with.





DEBRA:  Tommy!  How dare you suggest that I would ever have any romantic connection at all with Lonnie Elamb.  He’s rude and arrogant and self-centered.  The thought of it makes me want to vomit.





TOMMY:  Uh, huh.





DEBRA:  Oh, forget it!





There is a knock at the door.  Tommy and Debra turn to see Curtis Elamb standing in their doorway.  He looks worried.





CURTIS:  Tommy, can we speak?





TOMMY:  Sure.





CURTIS (looking at Debra):  Alone.





DEBRA:  Ugh!  I see the apple doesn’t fall far from the tree!  Fine.  You two enjoy a nice, secret society-like chat and I’ll go down to the kitchen where I belong and make everyone some cookies!





	Debra gets up and stomps out of the room.  Curtis frowns.





CURTIS:  What was that about?





TOMMY:  Oh.  I think she likes your son.





CURTIS:  My son.  Exactly what I want to talk to you about.





TOMMY:  Why do you want to talk to me?





CURTIS:  Well, I assume with all the time you’ve been spending with him, that you two have become friends.





TOMMY:  Lonnie and I?  Friends?  I don’t know about that.





CURTIS:  I want to ask you a favor.  Lonnie looks to be involving himself in his mother’s gruesome murder from back in ’75.  I want to ask you to keep him away.  As far away as possible.





TOMMY:  Mr. Elamb, you know as well as I do that no one can stop Lonnie when he sets his mind to something.





CURTIS:  He may listen to you, Tommy.  Trust me when I say that he has no idea what he’s dealing with here.  It goes beyond anything remotely imaginable.





TOMMY:  I think Lonnie can handle it.  Our minds at this point are open to anything.





CURTIS:  You don’t understand.  If Abigail’s secrets are uncovered, it would ruin our entire family.





TOMMY:  Mr. Elamb, with all due respect, your family isn’t exactly prospering at the moment.  With Sami’s death and you two fighting…





CURTIS:  Any chance at a reconiliation would be destroyed, Tommy.  I beg you to stop him from involving himself in this matter.





TOMMY:  I’m sorry, Mr. Elamb.  I can’t do that.





CURTIS:  Why not?





TOMMY:  It’s not my place.  If, like you say, I am Lonnie’s friend, I’m going to do whatever I can to help him.





CURTIS:  Then you will be bringing something down on yourself that you will never be able to handle.





TOMMY:  Are you threatening me, Mr. Elamb?





CURTIS:  I’m making you a promise.  If you two persist on this matter, the fires of hell will be no comfort to you when death knocks on your door.





	Tommy and Curtis stare at each other in a tense moment before Curtis walks out of the room.  Tommy stares out the window to across the street at the Myers house, thinking.  We cut to ‘The Oasis’ (The bar from ‘Halloween 4’), where Lonnie is seated at the bar, chugging a beer.  He slams it down, having gulped the whole thing.  Several rednecks in the bar cheer.  Lonnie smiles big and takes a bow.  A couple of patrons, Cliff and Jerry, pat him on the back.





JERRY:  You’re like a machine, Lonnie.  How many is that?





LONNIE:  Let’s see.





	Lonnie starts counting on his fingers.





LONNIE:  1, 2, 6…Hell, I only have ten fingers!  Yahoo!





CLIFF:  What’s the occasion, Elamb?  Did your family get a new spot in the trailer park?





	Lonnie looks over at Cliff angrily.





LONNIE:  What’s that supposed to mean, jackass?





	The bartender, Jackie, walks over.





JACKIE:  Lonnie, he didn’t mean nothin’ by it.  Just likes messin’ with the heavy drinkers.





LONNIE:  He doesn’t want to mess with this heavy drinker.  Can I get another beer?





JACKIE:  I think I’m going to have to cut you off, Lonnie.





LONNIE:  Oh, come on, Jackie!





CLIFF:  Maybe you didn’t hear her.  She’s cutting you off!





LONNIE:  What are you?  A tape recorder?  I heard her!





	Lonnie looks over at Cliff and they lock eyes in a staredown.





CLIFF:  Damn Elambs are all scum of the earth, especially that whore mother of yours.





	Lonnie quickly grabs Cliff by the head and slams it into the bar.  Cliff almost falls, but Lonnie grips him by his hair and looks him straight in the eyes.





LONNIE:  Don’t you ever mention my mother again!





JERRY:  That’s it!





	Jerry charges the bar and tackles Lonnie from his stool to the ground.  They roll around on the floor as Cliff snaps out of his daze and kicks Lonnie from behind.  Lonnie struggles with all his might, but Cliff grabs him from behind, restraining him for Jerry, who nails Lonnie with a right.  Lonnie falls to the ground, knocking over a table in the process.





JACKIE:  Guys, cut it out!





CLIFF:  That’ll teach you to mess with us, Elamb.





	Lonnie quickly grabs a chair and swings it at them, connecting with Cliff’s head, sending him sprawling back to the ground.  The chair breaks on impact as Jerry nails Lonnie with a right to the jaw.  Lonnie hits Jerry in the stomach with a right, doubling him over.  He decks him with a right to the jaw, knocking him over some barstools nearby.  Cliff grabs a beer bottle and breaks it over Lonnie’s head, causing him to stagger.  Cliff nails Lonnie with a right, sending him down.  Jerry stands and the two begin kicking him over and over again.  Tommy and Debra enter the bar.





DEBRA:  Oh, no.





TOMMY:  Lonnie!





	Tommy charges into the fight, nailing Cliff with a right to the jaw.  Cliff staggers backwards.  Jerry spins Tommy around and swings with a right.  Tommy ducks under it and nails Jerry in the jaw with a right cross.  Jerry staggers back.  Lonnie turns over as Cliff charges Tommy.  Lonnie jumps out and tackles the charging Cliff to the ground.  He then knocks him unconscious with a right to the jaw.  Tommy hits Jerry with a hard right, knocking him to the ground.  Jerry stays down as Tommy helps Lonnie up.





LONNIE:  Thanks for the help, Doyle.  It wasn’t necessary, though.  I had them right where I wanted them.





TOMMY (smelling his breath):  Oh,God!  How much have you had to drink?





LONNIE:  Janice, do you remember how many I’ve had?





JACKIE:  My name is Jackie and I’m calling the cops if you don’t leave.





LONNIE:  I’m gonna write your manager about your service.





JACKIE:  I am the manager, Lonnie.  You know that.





LONNIE:  You’re damn right!





	Lonnie laughs and staggers as Tommy helps him stand.  Lonnie looks over at Debra and smiles.





LONNIE:  Hey, Debbie!  How’s it hangin’?  You missed it.  Doyle and I just kicked some ass!  We are bad asses!





DEBRA:  I saw, and I’m not impressed.  You’re not driving, are you?





LONNIE:  No.  I’m standing here.





TOMMY:  Okay.  Come on.  We’re taking you home.  Jackie, sorry about the mess.





JACKIE:  Just make sure he gets home okay.





LONNIE:  My mom used to work here, you know.  See her picture on the wall?





Tommy and Debra look on the wall and see a picture of Abby Elamb, smiling in a waitress uniform next to former owner Earl and Jackie.





DEBRA:  Your mom’s pretty.





LONNIE:  Yeah.  Looked just like Sami.  Why do people so beautiful die so tragically?





DEBRA:  Tragically?





TOMMY:  Come on, Lonnie.  It’s a good thing we found you.  We’re taking you home.





LONNIE:  Thanks, Doyle.  You’re a real pal.  I love you, man.





TOMMY:  Yeah.  That’s great.  Come on.  Let’s go.





	Tommy and Debra help Lonnie stagger out of the bar.  We cut to inside the car.  Tommy and Debra are in the front seat as Lonnie is now asleep in the back seat.





DEBRA:  How did his mom die, Tommy?





TOMMY:  She was murdered when he was about 7or 8.  They never caught the killer.





DEBRA:  Oh, my God.  Sami’s death must have been twice as hard on him.  Is this why he’s been so moody lately?





TOMMY:  Yeah.  It’s the anniversary.





	Debra glances in the back seat at the sleeping Lonnie.  She looks sympathetic.





DEBRA:  A classic case of putting up a strong front while dying on the inside.





TOMMY:  Debra, I don’t think he’s looking for a diagnosis from you.  He doesn’t need a doctor.  He needs friends.





DEBRA:  We are all he has.





	Tommy stares ahead as we cut to the Blankenship house, where Tommy and Debra help Lonnie into his room.  Lonnie falls onto his bed and laughs.





LONNIE:  Doyle, you are crazy!  We were like Batman and Robin tonight!  Luke Skywalker and Han Solo!  Bo and Luke Duke!  Ricardo Montalban and that little plane guy!  We are cool!





TOMMY:  I’ll go get a pot of coffee going.





	Tommy turns and exits as Debra looks at Lonnie, who snuggles up to his pillow.





DEBRA:  Lonnie, why are you shutting me out?  Why won’t you let me help with whatever it is you’re doing?





LONNIE:  Because you’re a girl.





	Lonnie laughs at his drunken humor as Debra frowns.





DEBRA:  I’m serious.





LONNIE:  I can’t let you help, Debbie.  People who matter to me die.  I don’t want you to matter, so leave me alone.  I’m tired.





	Lonnie seemingly falls asleep as Debra looks at him sadly and exits the room, shutting the door.  Debra looks over and sees Tommy listening at his door.





DEBRA:  Tommy?  What are you doing?





TOMMY (whispering):  Sshhh.  There’s someone in my room.





	He quickly counts down with his fingers.  3, 2, 1…Tommy throws the door open and charges into the room.  A strong arm grabs him from behind, locking him in a vice grip as Debra charges into the room.  The man whirls Tommy around to block Debra from jumping on him.  We see that former Sheriff Leigh Brackett is the man in the room.





BRACKETT:  Don’t even try it.  I served thirty years on the force and I’ve dropped guys bigger than the two of you combined.





TOMMY:  Sheriff Brackett?





BRACKETT:  Tommy?





TOMMY:  Yeah.





	Brackett lets go of him and Debra looks on, confused.  Tommy turns around to look over Brackett.





TOMMY:  You got here fast.  I didn’t expect you to be in my room, though.





BRACKETT:  Mrs. Blankenship knows me from the old days.  She let me in.  She thought you were home.





DEBRA:  Who are you?





BRACKETT:  Leigh Brackett, former sheriff of Haddonfield.





DEBRA:  You’re Sheriff Brackett?  I’ve heard about you.





BRACKETT:  All good, I hope.





DEBRA:  Not really.  My uncle, Dr. Sam Loomis, has mixed emotions about you.





BRACKETT (eyeing Debra):  Yeah.  I’m sure he does.





DEBRA:  Surely after all these years you still don’t blame my uncle for what happened to your daughter.





BRACKETT:  Time heals all wounds.  And living in Florida with a bunch of old geezers watching the sunsets will put a man at peace.  How is your uncle?





DEBRA:  He had a stroke trying to stop Michael Myers again.  He’s in rough shape.





BRACKETT:  That guy never gives up, does he?





DEBRA:  Why exactly are you here, Mr. Brackett?





BRACKETT:  Tommy called me about the old files on the Abigail Elamb murder.  It was one of my most complex cases, and one of my biggest failures.





DEBRA:  Why don’t you fill us in?





	We cut to minutes later, as Brackett, Tommy, and Debra are in Tommy’s room, drinking coffee.  Brackett finally reaches over and points to a manila folder on a table.





BRACKETT:  I left that for you.





TOMMY:  What is it?





BRACKETT:  It’s every little detail on our investigation into Abigail’s death.  That was one case that I wish I had been able to solve.





DEBRA:  What was so special about that case?





BRACKETT:  It was before Michael Myers ever came here.  Murder back in those days in Haddonfield were rare, and Abby Elamb was a person that everyone cared about.  Don’t know why she got all wild in her final days.  It wasn’t like her at all to behave the way she did.  She broke a lot of hearts when she died.





TOMMY:  What wild behavior did she exhibit?





BRACKETT:  Got real big into the party scene.  Used to run out on Curtis and go to the clubs in Chicago.  There was cocaine found in her system and on her person.  She had also had sexual intercourse with at least three men that night, one of which raped her.





TOMMY:  How do you know about her activities?





BRACKETT:  The truth is that I moonlighted as a P. I. to make a little extra Christmas money when Annie was younger.  Curtis hired me to follow Abby and report back to him what I found.  He wasn’t happy with the result.





DEBRA:  Were you following her the night she got killed?





BRACKETT:  No.  That night was the night I gave Curtis the full report.





TOMMY:  Did that make Curtis a suspect?





BRACKETT:  It gave him motive, but we never found any connection between him and the evidence.  We had our sights set on Leland Jericho.





TOMMY:  The Haddonfield Strangler.





BRACKETT:  Like I said, murder was rare back then, so we didn’t believe there would be two separate murder cases.  We assumed that Jericho was responsible for all of it.  He had the motive, too.  Curtis had just lost his case and Jericho had just been sent up.





DEBRA:  If he was in jail, how could he have been a suspect?





BRACKETT:  We think he slipped out and then slipped back in without detection.





TOMMY:  Why do you think that?





BRACKETT:  Cameras in the station blacked out for hours.  Someone attacked the guard on duty and locked him up in a closet.  Prisoners claim that Jericho didn’t even come out of bed to see all of the commotion going on.  The guard never got a look at his attacker, though.





TOMMY:  What kind of evidence did you have?





BRACKETT:  Sperm samples from the three men who had sex with her.  Some DNA under her nails, which we matched with Kenny Fanelli, a guy who owns a club called “Fanelli’s” in Chicago.  He also matched one of the sperm samples, so he had sex with her on the night she was murdered.





DEBRA:  He didn’t kill her?





BRACKETT:  Had an air-tight alibi.  He was seen by many patrons of his club that night, all of which saw Abby leave with another man that we could never identify.  We believe him to be our culprit, though we never ruled any of the others out.





TOMMY:  So we know that Fanelli was one of the men she had sex with that night, and we can assume that Curtis was another, so the third guy must have raped and killed her.





BRACKETT:  We think so.





DEBRA:  Why’d you hold on to the file after all of these years?





BRACKETT:  A cop’s work is never done until it’s closed.  One thing about the case bothered me and I never could get it out of my head.





TOMMY:  What?





BRACKETT:  The method of the killing.  There was never a murder weapon found.  There were claw marks all over her and blunt object struck her in the head.  She was fighting with someone, but I have no idea who.  We only got her DNA from the amples we pulled.  Whoever it was tried to cover it up.





DEBRA:  Why do you believe that?





BRACKETT:  Because she didn’t throw herself in the lake.  That’s why.





TOMMY:  This is going to be tough.





DEBRA:  I’m in.  I don’t care how much you or Lonnie protest, I’m helping out with this.





TOMMY:  Debra, I’m staying out of it.  I just did Lonnie a favor by calling Mr. Brackett.





BRACKETT:  I’m glad you did, Tommy.  I haven’t been to Haddonfield in years.  I’ve been meaning to come back for personal reasons, but your phone call gave me the reason I was looking for.  I’ll be in town a little longer, so if you should need me for anything, give me a call over at the Inn.





TOMMY:  I’ll tell Lonnie when I give him the file.





BRACKETT:  Good night, kids.  Peace be with you.





	Brackett stands.  Tommy nods his head as Brackett turns and exits the room.





DEBRA:  Lonnie’s going to get my help whether he likes it or not.  Good night, Tommy.





	Debra gets up and exits.  Tommy shakes his head as we cut to Lonnie, who is tossing and turning in his bed.  We slowly dissolve into a dream sequence.  We see Lonnie walking through the Haddonfield woods.  Owls hoot in the distance as a full moon shines brightly over the night sky.  There is a scream heard in the distance.  Lonnie quickens his pace, throwing aside the bushes to see Pete James, former deputy of Haddonfield, standing in a small clearing.  He smiles at Lonnie.





PETE:  The journey is beginning.  The end is nowhere in sight.





	Pete suddenly morphs into Harry Walters, the rhyming man.





HARRY:  To solve the mystery, you can’t be outclassed.  The solution you seek comes from your past.





LONNIE:  What do you mean?





	Harry disappears.  Down the path a bit is Abigail Elamb, wearing a long white dress, staring blankly at him.





ABIGAIL:  You know who did this.  It was the one who hated you as a child.





LONNIE:  Who?  Tommy Doyle?





ABIGAIL:  He’s coming back!  He’s coming back!





	Suddenly, the Axe Man appears, slicing off Abigail’s head.  Her head bounces on the ground and skids to a halt.  Lonnie takes out his guns and shoots holes into the Axe Man, who goes flying through the air and out of sight, disappearing in the night sky.





LONNIE:  This is one screwed up dream.  Jackie must have slipped something in my drink.





	Abigail’s body suddenly stands, headless.  Her head, on the ground, opens her eyes with a fright.





ABIGAIL:  I hate it when he does that!  Lonnie, can you be a good boy and put my head back on?





LONNIE:  I, uh, want to wake up now.





ABIGAIL:  Lonnie, mother is talking to you!





	Samantha Elamb enters, grabbing her head and putting it back on.





SAMANTHA:  There you go, mom.





Abigail straightens it out and looks angrily at Lonnie.





ABIGAIL:  Why can’t you be more like your sister?!!!





	Suddenly, a black crow flies through the trees and attacks Abigail and Samantha.  Lonnie starts to move after the bird.  They start running for cover as Monica Juliano appears, laughing.  Lonnie hesitates and frowns.





MONICA:  Come on back, Crow!  It’s HIM we don’t like!





LONNIE:  Oh, man.  YOU.





	As Abigail and Samantha disappear, Crow flies and sits on Monica’s hand.  He then becomes a stuffed bird again.





MONICA:  See a pattern forming?  Your recent history has taught you some lessons.  Read the fine print!





	Crow flies away, taking Monica with him, laughing uncontrollably.  Dennis Holland, psycho author, suddenly appears, holding a spiral notebook and pencil.





DENNIS:  I’m going to write a book about your life!  One day, I’ll be famous!





Next to Lonnie appears Harrison Kiela, who is half-plant, half-human.





KIELA:  Betcha there will be a chapter about me in there!





DENNIS:  Anything is possible!





	Dennis and Kiela start laughing as Lonnie runs past them to find Abigail and Samantha.





LONNIE:  Mom?  Sami?  Where’d you go?





	Suddenly, Lindsey Wallace apears, blocking his path.  Lonnie looks up at her.





LONNIE:  Lindsey?  What the hell is going on here?





LINDSEY:  I’m not Lindsey.





	Lindsey’s eyes turn yellow and she smiles demonically.





LINDEVIL:  You’ll never find her!  You’ll never find your mother’s killer!





	Mia Caulfield appears beside Lindsey and puts her arm around her, laughing.





MIA:  She’s with us in hell!  Just another victim of evil!





	Lindsey and Mia laugh.  Lonnie stares at them.





LONNIE:  Who killed my mom?





LINDEVIL:  Well, it wouldn’t be any fun if we just blurted it out, would it?!!!





LONNIE:  What the hell happened that night?!!!





	Suddenly, Lindsey and Mia disappear.  Behind them, Samantha is washed up on the shore of the river, dead.  Her blank eyes seem to be staring at Lonnie.





LONNIE:  Sami?  Sami!





	Lonnie runs forward and grabs Samantha, trying to shake her awake.  Two feet step into the picture.  Curtis Elamb looks down at Lonnie, who has tears in his eyes.





CURTIS:  I blame you for all of it, Lonnie.  You are not my son.





LONNIE:  Dad, no.  I don’t want it to be like that between us.  Don’t say that!





	Suddenly, Michael Myers walks out of the woods.  He has a butcher knife in his hand.  He grabs Curtis and stabs him in the back.  Curtis screams in pain as Michael lifts him up into the air.  Curtis goes into convulsions.





CURTIS:  It’s all your fault, Lonnie!  All of it!





	Michael throws Curtis at Lonnie’s feet.  Lonnie begins crying and looks up into the black eyes of Michael Myers, who stares motionless down at Lonnie.





LONNIE:  Damn you.  Damn you for ever existing!





	Lonnie yanks off the mask to reveal…a doppelganger of himself, smiling an evil grin.  Evil Lonnie laughs.





EVIL LONNIE:  We killed her, Lonnie.  We brought damnation into her life!





LONNIE:  What are you talking about?





EVIL LONNIE:  If we had never been born, she would have been fine.  It’s because of us that she died.





LONNIE:  That’s impossible.  You’re not me.





EVIL LONNIE:  Oh, but I am.  We’re all afraid of the darkness within ourselves, aren’t we?  You know Debra will never have you.  Tommy, he just hangs out with you because he’s not strong like you and me.  Why don’t you just forget about them and go out on your own?  You’re better off!  You’re better off without any of them!





LONNIE:  No!





EVIL LONNIE:  You’re a curse!  You’re a curse on everyone you know!  Mom, Sami, Tina, Spitz, Brady, Rachel.  You knew them all.  If you keep hanging out with these losers, they’re going to end up just like all of the other people you knew, and you will again be alone and abandoned!





LONNIE:  Enough!  You don’t know what will happen tomorrow or the next day!  I am starting to find my place in life, and I will continue to evolve into a better person!  I do not want to be like you!  You hear me?!





	Evil Lonnie suddenly morphs into Young Lonnie from the original ‘Halloween’.  He looks up at the grown-up version and tears flow from his eyes.





YOUNG LONNIE:  We were there!  It’s our fault!





	Young Lonnie begins to cry.  He turns and walks over to the bushes, hiding behind them as Present day Lonnie sees Abigail run out of the woods at him, rage in her eyes.





LONNIE:  Mom?





ABIGAIL:  It’s all your fault, you little bastard!  All of it!





	Present day Lonnie watches as Abigail charges towards Young Lonnie and jumps on him.  Young Lonnie screams as she wraps her arms around Lonnie’s throat, choking the life out of him.  Present day Lonnie forms tears in his eyes.





LONNIE:  Mom!  What are you doing?!!!!





	Young Lonnie claws and scratches at Abigail, who keeps choking him, screaming.  Young Lonnie grabs a rock nearby and smashes it over Abigail’s head, right in the temple.  Abigail falls to the ground and is motionless.  Young Lonnie then sits up and looks at Abigail, who has the blank eyes, staring at him.  She is dead.





YOUNG LONNIE:  Mom?  Mom?  Wake up, mom.  Mom?!!





	Young Lonnie tries to shake her awake, but she doesn’t move.  Present day Lonnie watches on in awe as his young self begins crying over his dead mother.





Lonnie awakes from his sleep with a start in the Blankenship home.  He is sweating heavily and tears are flowing from his eyes as he yells.  The door opens and Tommy Doyle walks in, turning on the light.





TOMMY:  Lonnie, what are you yelling about?  And don’t lie about having a girl in here.





LONNIE:  I remember everything.  I know what happened the night my mother died.





TOMMY:  Then you know who killed her!  Who was it, Lonnie?





LONNIE:  I did.  I killed my mother!





	Tommy and Lonnie stare at each other with shock as ‘TO BE CONTINUED…’ appears on the screen.  The credits roll over ‘The Halloween Theme’.
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