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Teaser
Fade In
Ext.
A Skyline of a City – Day
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London, 1975
Cut to:
Int.
An Attic – Day
London, England

"This is pointless, you know?" Humphrey Sellers said out of the side of his mouth to Nigel Corrigan, who was right next to him. "This bloke's long gone…why the hell are we worrying about his stuff?"

Corrigan merely shook his head at his co-worker.

"Hezekiah was one of the most feared abusers of magic in his time," Corrigan pointed out. "It's true he may be dead but his possessions might still be enchanted," he added.

"Why in bloody hell are we on clean up detail?" Sellers asked as he tossed a few items absently into a box. "Why not have some big time Watcher like Travers or Tyrell handle this mess?" [image: image2.jpg]



"Travers is far too busy," Corrigan replied regarding his companion with look of annoyance, possibly even distain. "Besides, once we get the last of this it's finally over with."

"Says you," Sellers countered. "If it's not one bleedin' pointless job, it's another."

Corrigan rolled his eyes as if tired of debating the subject.

"You'll be worrying about this stuff when it enchants someone or something and we'll be in trouble for it," Corrigan responded. "You know Rupert's in charge of this one, he's going to go over everything with a fine toothed comb. We're going to get every piece of it. Hezekiah's rein will be over."

"The old bastard's been dead for forty years, Nigel," Sellers shot back. "He can't hurt us now."

Corrigan sighed, "Tell that to Novak."

"What's that?" Sellers responded, sounding distant. Something in one of the boxes caught his attention.

"Geoffrey Novak," Corrigan went on, oblivious to his partner's distraction. "Poor lad came across one of Hezekiah's old books. It was empty, so he kept it…thought nothing of it. Then, one day, he disappears without a trace…along with all of his belongings."

"Fascinating," Sellers replied, although his tone suggested he was anything but enthralled. His gaze was still fixed upon the box he slowly began making his way over to.

"They couldn't find anything," Corrigan continued the tale, "except the book of Hezekiah's. That could be us, Humphrey, if we don't take this job seriously," he warned.

Sellers laughed as he fished out a hat from the box. It was a ratty old thing – one that someone of Hezekiah's stature would never own. It was a mixture of gray and brown, even though the gray appeared to be dirt that couldn't be washed out. The rim was torn in several places with strings dangling down from them.

"Yes, Nigel," Sellers joked as he put on the hat and turned to face his partner. "This hat, it's going to gobble me up if I keep on wearing it. God, have you ever seen anything uglier than this?"

"As a matter of fact," Corrigan responded by holding up a dusty, old mirror that reflected Sellers. "That's a pretty horrid sight."

"You slay me, Nigel, really," Sellers dryly responded. "Oh! Bloody hell, there's a ratty outfit to match the ratty hat."

"Enough!" Corrigan shouted, stopping Sellers dead in his tracks as he began picking up the coat and pants. "I'm sick of your jokes! Now just put the sodding hat, with its sodding ensemble wardrobe into the sodding box!"

Corrigan turned away, as if not able to stand the sight of Sellers. As soon as he turned his back, Sellers mocked him from behind and looked at the jumbled mess of old clothing in his hands. He shrugged and threw it back into the box from where he picked it up.

"It's just a bloody suit…" Sellers trailed off as he kicked the box aside and began to walk away from dingy looking cardboard container.

Fade to:
Int.
Thrift Store – Day

Penfield, OH 2004
A pair of hands grabbed the suit and lifted it from the same dingy looking box. The man in a navy blue vest over a white golf shirt, the uniform for the store, shook the coat out. He coughed a little as dust flied off the old, withered jacket. The young man began to place the suit on an empty mannequin as an older man watched from a few racks down.

Cut to:
Int.
Thrift Store – Moments later

A shot of a pair of hands, again, but this time money is placed into them. The older man handed over some small bills and watched as the clerk neatly folded the garment. His expression appeared stone cold, almost emotionless. [image: image3.jpg]



His cold gray eyes watched as the employee bent below the counter for a bag. With the same dead expression he watched as the clerk finished stuffing the suit into the bag. After pocketing his change, the older man removed his hat and brought his hand up, running it through his unkempt salt and pepper hair.

With a smile, the employee said, "Here you go, sir! Thanks for shopping with us; and, please, come again!"

The older man barely cracked a smile as he stared back at the employee. He snatched the bag and tilted his head downward. Making what appeared to be some kind of nod, the man turned on his heel and marched out of the thrift store.

While the older man's back was turned, the employee shot a dirty look his way before a flicker of the thrift store lights caused him to jump a little. They continued to flicker until the older man left the store and walked past the window and out of sight.

Cut to:
Int.
Watcher's Council – Later
Cleveland, OH

The ringing phone caused Giles to momentarily lift his head and look off into the distance. Giles picked up the steaming cup of tea and took a sip, ignoring the mild annoyance and returning to the book he was reading.

Three rings later, Giles was forced to look up again and sighed. That was when Andrew shouted, "Could someone answer the phone? I'm busy!"

Giles scoffed as he pushed himself away from his seat and headed toward the nearest phone.

"Doing what?" he muttered as he made his way toward the table where the phone sat. "Basting something? Stuffing a bloody turkey?" [image: image4.jpg]



The Watcher lifted the phone to his ear, "Watchers Council…ah, yes, this is Rupert Giles speaking," Giles listened before a small smile spread across his face. "Nigel! It's good to hear from you. I do hope you're doing we–"

He sunk into the chair next to the phone and removed his glasses so he was able to easily rub his forehead. "Yes, yes of course…until then," he said into the receiver. With a heavy sigh, Giles hung up and muttered, "Bloody hell."

Fade Out

End of Teaser


Act One
Guest Starring:
Nigel Hawthorn as Nigel Corrigan, Derek Fowlds as Humphrey Sellers and Laura Prepon as Lori. 

Fade In
Int.
Watchers Council Library – Evening

Giles juggled a stack of heavy, thick, old books as he entered the library. Willow and Xander were seated, rifling through stacks that already lay out on the table. As the Watcher slammed them down, Willow and Xander looked up and sighed before continuing with their current books.

"So, what's so scary about this…Hemorrhoid guy, anyway?" Xander asked as he walked back to retrieve a few more books.

"Hezekiah," Giles corrected, making his annoyance well known with his tone. "And the scary thing about him was he was one of the most well respected and gifted Watchers of the century. There was nothing this man could not do, a-and he proved that to be correct when he became a wizard."

Willow looked up from her research on some old Watcher diaries and furrowed her brow. "So…why are we worrying?" she asked. "I mean, i-it's not that uncommon for Watchers to work with covens and gain Wiccan knowledge, right? Rowena's told me about her time with the Devon Coven and she's helped me out with a couple rituals."

"No, it's not uncommon," Giles agreed before dropping his voice ominously as he let his memories of Hezekiah come back as he retold the story. "Too much magic, however…"

Both Xander and Willow looked up, both apparently startled at Giles's tone.

"Exactly how much magic is too much?" Xander asked, sparing a quick glance to Willow. "Are we talking black veins and blood a pumpin' magic? No offense," he added to Willow.

Willow gave an agreeable shrug and continued to wait for Giles's answer.

"Remember Ripper?" Giles asked and continued when he received hesitant nods from Xander and Willow. "Hezekiah's abuse of magic made Ripper look like, well as you might put it, a Hogwarts drop out."

"Well…he's dead, isn't he?" Xander asked in response, continuing his search. "Correct me if I'm wrong, but our job is done."

"No, Xander," Giles interrupted. "It's true, Hezekiah has long since been dealt with. His magic, however, lingers. When I was still a Watcher in training some…odd years ago, we would be sent out to retrieve items that belonged to Hezekiah. They were still enchanted with his magic and might harm those that came in contact with them."

"So you were all assigned to take care of that?" Willow asked.

Giles nodded before continuing, "Yes, we were, a-and I was in charge of one team that had assured me that an attic that contained many of Hezekiah's old, personal belongings had been taken care of."

Willow sighed, "Not the case, huh?"

"No," Giles responded. "An old colleague of mine, Nigel Corrigan, informed me that there is some sort of apparel located in Ohio…near Cleveland, specifically; but, I'm afraid, he couldn't provide much more information."

"And hence the hitting of the books," Xander piped up as he knocked on one book in particular to reinforce his point. "And Watcher's journals, my favorite! I can see why you asked me to help, what with seven years of experience. And it's reassuring to see I'm still part of the gang. Doing research…again. Shouldn't I be building something right about now? I mean that's why I –"

"No," Giles and Willow both answered at the same time and in the same authoritative tone, which prompted Xander to give a frustrated sigh as he collected a few books in his grasp bring them to the table.

Rowena came in and took an empty chair next to Giles. "So," she greeted before getting straight to business. "Any luck?"

"We know the history," Willow replied. "Now we just have to figure out what the heck's going on."

Rowena responded by laughing a bit before picking up a nearby book. Willow, on the other hand, continued to watch Rowena and eye her up. [image: image5.jpg]



"What's with the hehe?" Willow asked. "Something funny?"

Looking up from her book, Rowena gave a quick nod before replying, "Yes, actually. I find it amusing that we're here researching. We're looking for something wrong when I suspect you know what's wrong."

"Do you?" Willow asked before shaking her head. "I mean, I do?"

Rowena just nodded.

Willow looked around the table and then back at Rowena. "Mind if you clue me in on what I seem to know?"

"Hmm, let me see…" Rowena started slowly. "I am sitting next to one of the most powerful Wiccans I've ever met, dare I say, the world has ever known and she has no idea where these articles might be?"

The compliment was not entirely lost on Willow. "Well, thanks, I guess, but I didn't feel anything amiss around here in Cleveland. Whatever we're looking for might be too far away."

"So you do have a feeling but nothing concrete?" Rowena asked.

"Not really," Willow shrugged. Giles nodded Xander over to the bookcase and they began to gather more books. "Besides, if we find this stuff we need to figure out a way to destroy it. Hence the study group."

Rowena still eyed Willow, however. "Are you sure? Something is off with you though, right?"

Willow fidgeted nervously in her seat. "What makes you say that?" she asked before burying her nose into one of the books. [image: image6.jpg]



Rowena took the book away. "Body language, for one," she countered.

Before answering, Willow looked up to see if Giles and Xander were actively listening. Noticing they were near the stacks, even though they were still within earshot, Willow moved around the table and took a seat next to Rowena. She responded in a low tone.

"This is all just hitting too close to home for me. The Hezekiah thing, I mean."

"How so?" Ro prompted.

"The abuse of magic, leaving behind cursed objects, yada, yada…i-it's kinda me but…in reverse." Rowena still looked a little perplexed, so Willow went on. "I went from being a Dark Witch to a Watcher. He went from being a Watcher to a Dark Witch. So magic talk, dark magic that is, kinda makes me edgy and feeling a bit drained. I think I'm blocking myself here subconsciously."

Rowena quirked an eyebrow.

"Okay, maybe it's more conscious blockage than subconscious," Willow admitted as she looked away and reached for the book across the table. "Point is, I'm not getting a strong signal here a-and a strong signal might lead to…bad stuff. I don't want to go there again. I haven't been around black magic for a long time so..."

Willow noticed the apology in Rowena's eyes as she took in what Willow was saying and patted her hand. Before Rowena could say anything the redhead quickly changed the subject. "So, do you have anything to add? Any developments I mean?"

"Andrew's looking at the coroner's reports as we speak," Rowena informed as Giles and Xander returned to the table. "Hopefully there's something there that can tell us more about that farmer just outside the city."

"What farmer?" Xander asked, joining the conversation and slamming the book he was reading shut. "Someone died because of this Hematoma guy's old magic outfit?"

Giles sighed as if he was stopping himself from correcting Xander again.

"We don't know that for sure," Giles interjected instead. "All we know is that a man with no family history of heart problems suddenly died from a heart attack. The man, according to his family, was in perfect health and Willow feels that something might be going on in that general area but nothing concrete. It merits investigating."

"Yep, rumblings in my tummy think it might be something more," Willow stated, followed by a firm nod. "Or just a wild goose chase," she muttered less convinced.

"In any case," Giles went on, "I'm going to try to call Nigel back and see if he can give us a more definite location as to where this magical clothing might be located or any other odd occurrences. Miss Hagness picked up the first signals of its use so perhaps she might know more now."

"Any specific needle in any specific haystack?" Xander quipped. "This is the Hellmouth, after all."

Giles rolled his eyes before leaving the table.

"Just keep looking," Rowena said softly and tapped the book in front of Xander as if to defuse any eruption that might follow.

Fade Out

Fade In
Int.
Watchers Council Computer Lab – Later 
"Well, looks like you were right, Mr. Giles," Andrew announced, turning his computer monitor so that the others could look at the coroner's report on the screen. "'Doctors feel that Mr. Blake's death was due to a heart attack.' The press didn't release anything that disproves this, so…"

"Ah ha!" Willow pointed at her own computer that sat next to Andrew's. "Look at this. There are police reports from the family stating that a scarecrow was chasing Mr. Blake before his heart attack. Funny but the paper left that little detail out."

"What'd that suit look like again?" Xander asked.

"No wonder it wasn't in the press," Giles thought out loud as he squinted his eyes so that he could read the words off the screen. "They would have made fools out of themselves if they printed this."

"Doesn't mean it's not true, though," Willow responded, sharing a grim look with Giles before Faith and Robin entered the room. A taller girl with red hair walked between them.

At first, Faith and Robin were smiling, but their faces suddenly fell. "Jeez, who died this time?" Faith asked.

"Baby?" Robin said softly, trying to nod nonchalantly to the new Slayer with them.

"Oh," Faith said, sparing a glance to the young woman. "I'm…kidding," she tried to add.

"Somehow I doubt that," the young woman replied.

Willow got up and walked over to them before Faith could say anything more. "I see you found another Slayer," the witch said optimistically.

"That we did," Robin confirmed as he gently put a hand on the newcomers shoulder. "This is Lori. Lori, this is Willow, one of our finest Watchers." [image: image7.jpg]



"Oh, go on," Willow blushed before offering her hand to Lori. "Hi! It's nice to meet you." While Lori accepted the hand, all she did was smile. "Hmm, how was the ride home?" Willow muttered to Faith, who laughed.

"Not too bad," the dark Slayer answered. "Lori just has a lot to deal with."

Giles walked up to them and smiled warmly at Lori. "Hello, I'm Mr. Giles."

Lori politely smiled before recoiling behind Robin and Faith. "It's okay, Giles is a Watcher, too. He oversees the Council," Robin told her. "Lori's had more than her share of run-ins with some wrinkly faced guys lately."

"So it would seem," Giles said under his breath before turning to Faith and Robin. "I don't really have time to go into details, but I need to be sure that I can count on you two to keep an extra careful eye on the girls for the next few days."

"Normally you would," Robin replied. "But…we have that trip to Tulsa."

"Yeah, we're leaving at the crack of dawn to go down there," Faith added. "Otherwise, you know we got your back."

"Then perhaps we can get a Slayer to show Lori around," Giles told Faith.

"On it," Faith responded before turning and yelling out. "Yo, Ken!"

Kennedy looked up from some kind of print out and walked over toward the group, particularly Willow. "Found a few typos in the new and improved Slayer Handbook. Circled 'em in red – it might look bad if we can't spell," she said tossing it on the desk before facing Faith.

Willow silently chastised Kennedy as Rowena hastily grabbed the print out and began to thumb through it. "I checked this," Rowena insisted.

"Yeah, and you're in America now. Drop the Cannuck spellings already," Kennedy added. Rowena shot Kennedy a dirty look before looking back at the copy in her hands.

"This is Lori," Faith introduced as if trying to divert an impending argument. "Why don't you show her to the Slayer dorms and get one of the girls to show her around?"

Kennedy obeyed, leading Lori out of the room and towards the dorms.

"The old Council never had a problem with my spelling. Not my fault American's can't remember to add the 'u' in colour," Rowena muttered as she briskly turned another page. Andrew gasped and whispered, "Oh boy," getting everyone's attention.

The group gathered around the computer screen, each cringing a little at the sight from the coroner's file that Andrew had successfully hacked into. It was a close up shot of Mr. Blake, the farmer, and his face was the perfect personification of fear.

"Heart attack or scared to death? Looks like a fine line," Xander commented knowingly.

Fade Out

Fade In
Int.
Watchers Council Dining Room – The Next Morning

Giles and Willow talked privately while Xander, Kennedy, Andrew, Rowena and a group of younger Slayers conversed in the background, looking over the printed out police reports and coroner's notes.

"So, we're decided then?" Giles asked Willow. "We'll go out to the farm and investigate, yes?"

"Yeah," Willow agreed. "It's just too coincidental. This man mysteriously dies when you get a phone call about an evil magical suit that's missing along with reports of a homicidal scarecrow. Add it up, and you get a connection…as well as a really weird sentence."

"Well, I suppose you and I will go," Giles said and elaborated when Willow gave him a look of confusion. "I-I have to admit that I do feel a-a little responsible for this man's death."

"Giles you entrusted others to do their job. They're the ones that dropped the ball on this one," Willow replied.

"Which is precisely why I'm going this time. While I have every faith in you to handle this situation, for my peace of mind I need to see its finale over."

Willow nodded her agreement. "I'm thinking we might need to bring someone with a little magic experience if Hezekiah's was as powerful as you say. Sorry but you and I together might not be enough Giles."

"No, I concur, a-and his power was, well, is, everything I've told you," Giles agreed. "The more help we can get the better."

"Okay, so on the magical front we can either bring Ro or Andrew," Willow told him. After a pause they looked over to both of them sitting at a table on the far side of the room. Rowena was looking at a book while Andrew was blowing bubbles in his milk through a straw with a group of younger Slayers, making the girls laugh.

Giles and Willow concluded in harmony, "Rowena."

Giles paused a moment in thought. "Are we sure it's wise to have all the Watchers away?" Giles asked. "Faith and Robin will be gone as well."

Willow pondered this a moment before nodding. "Kennedy can handle things for one night, Giles. Besides, Xander will be around."

"You are trying to make me feel more secure, yes?" Giles teased. Willow simply smiled. "No, you're right and as we've said the Council can't survive by just a few individuals," Giles replied. "Xander is…" Giles seemed to search for more to say but finally gave up. "Anyway, Kennedy has shown vast improvement in her leadership skills."

"You mean like not getting drunk and screwing around with lesbian vampires?" Willow quickly looked guilty. "Okay, I still have issues, all right, so sue me." She slowly cracked a grin and Giles, too, began to smile. "Personal agendas aside…I think she can handle it."

"If you're sure about this –"

"I am," Willow assured Giles. "I might just have to convince her that she is able to do this."

Cut to:
Int.
Watchers Council Hallway – Moments Later

"Are you for real?" Kennedy exclaimed. "You're gonna leave me in charge?" [image: image8.jpg]A, ‘ }‘.‘"‘” I
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"Giles wants to go because he feels responsible and I wanted someone with a little more magical experience to come with us –" Willow explained before being interrupted.

"Did I get this job because there was some Sci-fi marathon on T.V. that Andrew couldn't miss?" Kennedy joked, trying to cover up her uneasiness. When Willow didn't say anything Kennedy continued, "Let's be honest. I'm gonna win this year's award for greatest decisions or judgments. Sorry."

"Hey, nothing to be sorry about. We're past that, okay?" Willow responded. "Look, I wouldn't have even considered this if I didn't trust you or think that you were up to this. Besides, things have been quiet, so I think you won't really have to worry about too much."

Despite the small bit of confidence Willow began stirring inside the Slayer, it all began to seep away after Willow's last comment.

"What are you saying?" Kennedy asked. "I'll only be okay on my own when there's nothing going on?"

"No," Willow responded softly but insistently. "You know that's not the case. Kennedy, I'm telling you that you're capable. You don't have to do a standard patrol, just show Lori the ropes and get her settled in a bit more. From what Faith and Robin said she's had a tough go of it so far and has been fighting demons off left and right. Maybe she could use a little breather from all the action she's seen lately."

"Fine, I can do that but it would be nice to get a patrol in. The weather is actually pretty warm this week. It'd be nice to go out and not see my breath," Kennedy explained. "I guess I'm just itching for action a little too, you know?"

Willow simply raised her eyebrows.

"Not that kind of action," Kennedy sighed. "It's been quiet and from what you've said it's always quiet before the big stuff goes down. I'd just rather not sit around and wait for it to come to us, follow me? Maybe this mission you're going on is more than what you're ready for. You guys might need a Slayer, too."

"Yeah, I get what you're saying but we need the girls protected here so just lay low for the night," Willow told Kennedy. "Besides, a two hour car trip to a farm doesn't sound like anything you'd be interested in anyway."

Kennedy shrugged as her thumbs found their way to her pockets. "You got a point," she admitted with a small grin.

"Just understand that what I want you to do is like a mission. These girls are in your hands, Kennedy, and I know that you can handle it whatever you decide to do. Just go easy is all and don't stray too far from the Council."

Kennedy smiled and let Willow's confidence in her give her strength. "I get that, and for what it's worth, thanks."

Fade Out

Fade In
Ext.
Mr. Blake's Farm – Early Evening
Penfield, OH

Clouds loomed in the sky, turning it a dark gray. Sounds of thunder roared not too far from the Blake farm. With Giles at the wheel, the Council car pulled up to the farm. After parking the vehicle, Giles, Willow, and Rowena stepped out of the car and took in their surroundings.

"Looks like rain," Ro commented as she turned her head to the sky.

As if on cue, small droplets of water began to fall lightly before starting to pour down on the three Watchers.

"Feels like rain, too!" Willow shouted over the storm as she broke out two umbrellas from the car.

Rowena responded with a smile on her face. Giles and Willow lifted the umbrellas as Giles leaned over Rowena to share his. "I love the rain. The sound it makes. The way it smells," Rowena added.

"Well in that case," Giles said moving it back over to shield only himself as he began to walk. [image: image9.jpg]



"Hey!" Rowena said, stepping under Willow's umbrella and pulling it toward herself. "Didn't say I loved it that much."

"So, what's the plan? Do we even have a plan?" Willow asked as she and Rowena walked to catch up.

Giles shrugged. "Investigate?" he offered.

The trio made their way to the nearest barn. Once inside, they handed their umbrellas to Rowena. Giles pulled out the folder he had tucked away in his jacket.

"According to the reports, Mr. Blake was found in one of the barns. Which one, I'm not really sure. If you would, you two look around out here. I'm going to check the house and see if any family is at home to question."

Willow nodded. "Be careful and good luck."

"Same to you both." Giles replied before moving towards the house.

Cut to
Int.
Watchers Council – Evening

Andrew and Kennedy were sitting in the living room. Andrew flipped through the channels, not finding anything good to watch. Kennedy had her head propped up on her shoulder while making it obvious that she was bored.

"So, this has got to be cool, huh?" Andrew asked, noticing Kennedy's boredom. "I mean, being in charge…the big boss, the head honcho, the –"

"I get it, I'm in charge," Kennedy snapped. "It's not that big of a deal."

"Are you kidding?" Andrew gasped. "You're the glue holding this whole operation together. You don't have to answer to anybody…for one night anyway. I'd think you, of all people, would be enjoying this a lot more than you actually are."

"I know," Kennedy agreed with a sigh. "I should be enjoying this more…but Willow and Giles are out on a mission and Rowena's with them. They get to do something and I'm, more or less, a glorified babysitter."

"Well…we could do something to make you not feel that way," Andrew suggested.

Before he could come up with any suggestions, however, Kennedy's face lit up. While Andrew stroked his chin, trying to think of something to do, Kennedy had already thought of her own thing to do.

"You're absolutely right, Andrew," she told him, still smiling. "And I'm taking a few of the girls out."

"Uh, whoa…hold on!" Andrew said, holding up his hands. "I was actually thinking about hosting a movie night. In honor of the first spring storm, I was thinking the 1939 Judy Garland classic The Wizard of Oz." To reinforce his point, Andrew went over to the media organizer and held up the DVD and waved it front of Kennedy as a way to entice her to watch the movie.

"What? No, look, I'm going out," Kennedy replied. "I'll take Lori. I won't have her engage or anything and it's so dead right now we probably won't see anything. Vi can come too and we can clue her into what we do each night."

"Okay, I'm not liking this plan," Andrew told Kennedy. "I'm smelling trouble with a capital 'T' here. Let's just watch the movie."

"Sorry, Andy," Kennedy said as she pushed herself out of the chair and ignored Andrew's shocked face. "Willow said it was best that I stick around here and show Lori the ropes. It's a nice night out so we'll 'walk and talk'."

Andrew bolted out of his chair and tried to block Kennedy's path. Using her Slayer strength, she lifted him out of her way, but that didn't stop him from trying to talk Kennedy out of going out.

"Kennedy, you can't go," he pleaded. "Not only am I getting a bad feeling about this, but what if something happens here. You're in charge!"

"Xander's here, and Rona," Kennedy responded. "Listen, Andrew, this Lori girl's already had a taste of vamps. She's even dusted a few from what they told me earlier. She just needs a little more confidence. Besides I promised Willow I'd stay close so a couple of times around a few blocks is all I'm talking about."

"Okay, point taken, but –," Andrew began, trying to answer.

"Look, everything will be fine."

Without another word or objection from Andrew, Kennedy headed towards the Slayer dorms. Andrew just watched and hugged the DVD to his chest before sighing, "My vote's still on Dorothy."

Cut to:
Int.
Mr. Blake's House – Night
Penfield, OH

Giles stepped into the dark house and called out. "Anyone home? The door was unlocked and I'm an investigator. Anyone here I can speak with?"

There was nothing to be seen as the electricity was out. Giles chalked this up to the lightning outside as the storm drew closer to the location. When the lightning did strike, however, the room Giles was in lit up.

The Watcher got a good lay of the place. First, it revealed the living room that was nearly covered entirely in dust and old furniture. He quietly maneuvered his way into the next room, which ended up being the dining room. The table was set and covered bowls cluttered it as well, telling Giles that perhaps the remaining family abandoned their meal to seek shelter from the storm.

Giles continued moving and stopped in the doorframe to the next room, waiting for the lightning to hit nearby and light up the room for him. The thunder crashed outside, and Giles stood, waiting for the next flash of light. What he received, however, was a sharp, familiar click from ahead.

When the lightning struck, the room lit up. Giles gasped when he saw eight or nine people squeezed into the small utility room, huddled together.

"It's all right," Giles began. "I won't…" [image: image10.jpg]



Giles heard the cocking of a gun.

The lightning flashed again, giving Giles a good look at the kid, around 16 years old, pointing a double barrel shotgun at him. He was sweating and looking nervous.

"Freeze! Or I'll shoot!"

Giles sighed and slowly raised his hands towards the ceiling. "Bloody hell," he muttered.

Fade Out

End of Act One
 

Act Two
Fade In
Ext.
Mr. Blake's Farm – Evening

As the drops of rain begin to fall more and more, Willow and Rowena raised the umbrella. As they move closer to the next barn, Willow looked back and squinted.

"Now that's funny," she thought out loud.

"What is?" Ro asked, thinking that Willow was talking to her.

"Hm? Oh, sorry," Willow replied, coming back down from whatever thought she was lost in. "See the land there? The mounds from the rows?" Rowena turned and looked where Willow was pointing. "They're flat. If you look at the same rows, farther out, they're intact."

"Like something has worn it down in this area but only to a certain point?" Rowena began to point too. "It just ends right over there for some reason. That is curious," Ro agreed. "We should investigate some more, see if there are distinguishable tracks."

"Standing in an open field holding a metal rod during a thunderstorm? Not on my 'to do' list today," Willow said with a teasing grin. "Let's look around the barn first. Some of the reports talked about dead animals, so let's see if anything is still around that might clue us in to a ritual sacrifice."

Moving into the barn, Willow lowered her umbrella and looked over at Ro. The blonde looked suddenly uncomfortable and Willow raised her eyebrows.

"Something I said?" [image: image11.jpg]



"Well…yes, actually," Rowena said quietly. "Ritual sacrifices, gore, all that stuff, it's the one part of magic that truly bothers me. I just don't understand how someone can kill an innocent creature."

"Some rituals call for…sacrifices," Willow responded.

"Could you ever kill for a sacrifice?" Ro asked.

"I have…actually," Willow answered reluctantly, quietly. "But, now, I have limits on what I'm willing to do in the name of magic."

Willow continued on to where animals were still munching on hay in their stalls. It did not go unnoticed that Rowena hung back a little. Willow continued deeper into the barn and noticed two hoofed legs laying flat on the ground, partially sticking out of one of the stalls.

"That's weird." Willow muttered as she got a closer look before she glanced over her shoulder to Rowena.

"What is?" Ro asked, finally coming up behind Willow.

"The calf…" Willow replied as she pointed to the dead animal. "It's too much work for a sacrifice. I mean, a pig or a chicken would suffice…why kill such a big animal? Not to mention the fact that I am sensing zero mojo here. Nothing is adding up."

"Well, what are you thinking then?" Rowena pressed on. "That whatever is going on here has nothing to do with magic?"

"No," Willow shook her head, looking at the cow more closely. "The cow looks like it was killed in a ritualistic fashion. But whoever sacrificed the cow didn't have any magical energy or enough power to complete what they were doing." Willow chewed on the inside of her cheek before muttering, "Hmm…I'm thoroughly confused."

Slowly the pair crept closer to the carcass for a closer examination. The sharp, shrill ring of Willow's phone made Rowena jump and she grabbed Willow's arm instinctively, making the witch jump too as a result. But soon both women gave a half chuckle and smiled at each other.

"Nervous much?" Willow rhetorically asked Rowena who began to blush. Willow then pulled the phone from her pocket. "Hello?" she said a little louder than normal. The wind was beginning to pick up and she couldn't hear anything on the line but static. "Hello?" Willow tried again, yelling this time.

With a shrug, she looked down at her phone before flipping it shut.

"No reception," she explained as she stepped deeper into the barn and motioned for Ro to follow. "We should look around here some more."

Cut to:
Int.
Mr. Blake's House – Evening

"Willow?" Giles shouted into his phone. "Willow? Can you…bloody technology!"

The lightning struck, revealing the still huddled family, but the teenager no longer had the shotgun. Giles now controlled the weapon. [image: image12.jpg]



"Listen to me," Giles began slowly. "I'm not here to hurt you -"

A scoff from the boy interrupted Giles's comment. He had a tissue shoved up his nostril, stopping the blood from pouring down his face.

"Too late for that," he quipped.

Giles sighed and continued. "Well I couldn't let you bloody well shoot me," Giles assured them. "Please understand something. I heard of the passing of your father, or I'm assuming Mr. Blake was your father. And I have reason to believe this death might have been mystically related. Myself and two of my colleagues outside are investigating what happened. We came to help you."

"Good luck," the boy scoffed again. "There's no way to help. Not with what's been goin' on around here."

This comment sparked Giles's interest. He lowered the gun slightly and leaned forward. "Can I please put this gun down so we can discuss this? I promise I won't harm anyone here," Giles repeated. "I'm a…parapsychologist of sorts and I'm here to help."

The boy looked reluctant but finally nodded. Getting the affirmation, Giles did as he promised and took a seat at the kitchen table, placing the gun beside himself. The woman of the house gingerly stood up and Giles gave her a suspicious look.

"Power went out," she told him. "The oil lamp is over there," she pointed.

Giles nodded his approval and she turned it up to bring some light to the room.

"Again, I'm not going to hurt anyone. I just need some information," he reminded them. The boy nodded again. "This question might seem bizarre but…have any items around the farm been acting unusually –"

"That's the understatement of the year," the boy responded with a dry laugh.

"I need more specifics," Giles pressed on. "What exactly have you experienced?"

"He shouldn't have gotten that damned suit!" The boy exploded, loud enough to make Giles sit forward in his chair and reach toward the gun again. "Is that what you want to hear? Pa was foolish for bringin' that kinda devil suit out here, and it cost him his life!"

Seeing the boy was no threat to him Giles moved back in his seat again.

"I am deeply sorry for your loss," Giles told the boy quietly. "But I believe we can stop this from happening again."

"We?" he asked.

"As I said, my associates outside are investigating as we speak. So please tell me what you know. Start at the beginning."

"He needed a new suit for the scarecrow," the boy hesitantly began. "Something happened the day after, though. Everything just felt…it all felt bad. Weird stuff started happenin'."

"Like what?" Giles prompted.

"Stuff was disappearin' from the barn then showin' up somewhere in the crops. Animals were bein' released with no explanation as to how, and then the real creepy stuff started happening."

"Creepy how?"

"Some animals started to die or…actually get ripped apart. Then, at night, something was knockin' at the windows and the wind was howlin' but not like the wind. It was kinda saying stuff." [image: image13.jpg]



"Saying stuff?"

"Yeah like you couldn't make out words but it was like…chantin'. Then the night before Pa died the cow got killed. Up until then it was just a few smaller animals and we buried them. Thought maybe it was a fox but a fox can't kill no cow."

"Did you actually see anything?" Giles asked.

The boy looked reluctant again and spared a glance to his mother. She nodded for him to continue.

"That's when I saw it." The boy paused, his eyes teared up and he looked past Giles and out the kitchen window. "I heard screamin' and I get up and see Pa runnin' out of the barn. He was bein' chased…by the scarecrow with the suit on. At least, that's what I thought I saw. When Pa fell, though, that was all I could focus on."

Giles's face dropped at the end of the boy's story as the pieces were coming together. "Dear lord," he muttered almost inaudibly. "The suit brought the scarecrow to life."

Cut to:
Int.
The Watchers Council TV Room – Same time

"Hey Andy," Xander said coming into the cozy room. "Where is everyone?" [image: image14.jpg]



Andrew turned from the wall of videotapes and DVDs he appeared to be organizing. "Well, Rona is with Marsha and some of the younger girls doing weapons training. Um…I think they're working on the…oh yeah, the quarterstaff tonight. Tracey went home early because she has an exam tomorrow. Becca's at her literary club meeting. Mrs. Lindquist took Jeffrey out to dinner at that Czech restaurant in Little Bohemia. Jeff just loves all kinds of weird foods and his mom promised to let him taste the beer, which is called…um, oh yeah! Pivo! And you know where the head Watchers and Faith and Robin are."

Xander looked as if he was about to fall asleep after Andrew's speech. "What about Kennedy?" he yawned.

"Oh," Andrew said uncomfortably as he turned back to his organizing. "Her and Vi took the new girl out for a short patrol around the block." His words ran into each other and Xander tilted his head as if trying to decipher them.

"What?" the tall man finally said. "I thought Kennedy was supposed to just get her settled in, not take her out to face the creatures of the night!"

"I know!" Andrew said miserably. "Do you think anyone listens to me around here? No, I'm just the chief cook and bottle washer. And then when they finally do send me on a mission all I get is teased and ridiculed when I get back."

"Hey," Xander said softly, placing a gentle hand on the shorter man's shoulder. "Look Andy, you did do a good job. Hell, you outwitted Angel and believe me, that's a big accomplishment. In fact," Xander paused with a growing smile. "When Willow told me it actually made MY day. So you told a few of your stories in the process…no big deal."

"Well, I just didn't want them to know all our business, that's all," Andrew explained. "I mean, you should have seen that place, Xander. It was…evil, tainted a-and I couldn't believe that good people like Wesley and Fred could stand to be in there more than five minutes. It…it was upsetting."

"Evil, tainted and Angel's a part of it. I'm shocked," Xander said sarcastically, his eyes dark. "You were right not to trust Angel…hell, I never trusted him from day one. But don't let the gang here bother you. They know you did a good job and that poor girl is getting the help she needs all because of you. Besides anyone that can pull one over on tall, dark and brooding is tops in my book. Okay?"

Andrew pouted a moment more and then his face cracked into a slow smile. "Okay…hey! Do you want to join me for an evening of fantasy and musical entertainment with The Wizard of Oz?"

Xander sighed. "Sure, why not?" he said. "It'll help pass the time waiting for the girls to get back."

Andrew happily pranced over to the big screen television.

Cut to:
Ext.
Mr. Blake's Farm – Evening

Willow and Rowena dashed through the torrential rain, their umbrella useless in increasing wind as they reached the final barn. Looking around, Willow breathed a sigh of relief.

"Good," she said to her fellow Watcher. "No dead animals in here. That last building was giving me the creeps."

"How can you tell?" Rowena asked. "I mean about the animals. It's dark in here."

"I feel dead things," Willow said mimicking the boy from 'The Sixth Sense'. She chuckled at her poor attempt at humor. When Rowena just raised a suspicious eyebrow Willow went on. "I guess it's something I picked up fighting vamps over the years...Or maybe just residuals from the black magic bender weekend from hell," she muttered as she moved away and began looking around the barn.

Rowena joined in the search and found an oil lamp hanging on a peg pounded into a support beam. "Great," she said pulling it down. She pulled her lighter out and tried lighting the wick. The small device only gave off a weak spark in the darkness. [image: image15.jpg]



"You smoke?" Willow asked spotting the gold lighter's reflection.

"Uh? Oh," Rowena said looking at her hand and flashing the lighter, "No, not anymore. Tyrell Sr. gave this to me as a gift…It's silly really but it's, well, it's my good luck charm. When I go out on assignment I still carry it. Superstitious and bizarre, I know."

"Giles used to smoke too, years ago." Willow told her before pausing in thought. "Is that like a Watchers requirement because I might be having second thoughts about this whole destiny thing?" she joked.

"No it most certainly is not a requirement and it's not an addiction I'd like to see you start," Rowena answered.

"You really did read my file didn't you?" Willow said with a slight grin.

Rowena look up from trying the lighter again with apology in her eyes. "I'm sorry. I didn't mean-."

"No it's okay," Willow told her. "I wasn't trying to put you on the spot. It's good to know you understand what you're dealing with here. I mean I'm not a model citizen and I've done horrible things."

"You have," Rowena nodded, "but unlike most people I think you've faced them and you've learned from them. It takes a strong person to walk through hell and still be walking once they make it to the other side."

Willow blushed slightly and turned away. "Well at least you knew what you were getting into when you signed on," she offered.

"I know and I don't regret it in the least," Rowena added. After a few more flicks of the lighter, Willow reached over and stopped Rowena's hands from trying again.

"You must be wet," the witch said. "Here, let me." She took the lamp from Rowena and with a mumbled word waved her hand over the wick.

Rowena breathed deeply as if feeling the magic flowing and then smiled as the lamp finally cast its warm light. "Thanks," she said taking the lamp back and replacing the globe. "You're handy to have around. Would have been great in the Girl Guides," she jibed.

"Not me!" Willow laughed. "My mother didn't believe in Scouting. She thought they were simply organizations which perpetuated the patriarchal hierarchy and reinforced skewed gender roles."

"After meeting your mother, I can believe that. And don't you dare say I told you so," Rowena laughed as she hung the lamp back on its peg. Willow lit a second lamp and held it as she wandered around.

"Anything…mystical?" Rowena asked joining Willow.

"Not a thing," Willow said. "Animal-free, living or dead, but it's still creepy." She shone the lamp into several empty stalls, but found nothing.

"I spoke to Althenea the other day," Rowena remarked as Willow led the way towards the rear of the barn.

"Oh yeah?" Willow said with a smile. "And how is our illustrious Miss Dimmons?"

"She's fine," Rowena said. "The Coven is raising her to third degree at the next full moon."

"Really?" Willow said. "Oh that's wonderful! I'm so proud of her. We'll have to send her something nice as a congratulations gift. Want to go in with me?"

"I'd like that," Rowena said. "We'll think of something special when we get back."

"Will she be remaining with the Coven or forming her own?" Willow asked, opening up a cabinet to find various farming tools.

"She'll stay with the Coven for now," Rowena said, poking through another storage cabinet. "I think she likes working with the Council also. I wouldn't be surprised if she became our official liaison."

"That would make sense," Willow said. "She's young and she already has connections with you and I. A-and Giles, too of course." Willow sighed as they finally reached the rear of the barn. "Nothing. Of course, it might help if we knew what we were looking for other than a suit of old clothes."

"No magical traces?" Rowena asked.

"Not a thing," Willow said and they headed for the front of the barn again.

"Willow?" Rowena asked softly. "From talking with Althenea, I kind of got the idea that she was…well, fond of you."

Willow blushed. "Uh, yeah, I guess you could say that."

Rowena was silent and finally Willow sighed as if making a decision. "Althenea was interested in me while I was in England. We…we even went out one night…well, sorta. But it was way too soon after Tara. She did help me with one thing though."

"What was that?" Rowena asked.

"Helped me realize that I really am gay…that it wasn't just Tara," Willow admitted. "I think perhaps in another life maybe Al and I could be together, but not this one. I'm just glad she was there and I'll cherish her friendship the rest of my life."

"She's been a good friend for me, too," Rowena said. "After Istanbul and everything, I was a wreck. Somehow I stumbled my way to Devon and ended up on her doorstep. I was so incoherent I couldn't even tell her what had happened. She just bundled me into her guest bed and let me sleep for three days. Then she sat me down, made some tea and listened as everything came out. I think that's when I started on the road to healing."

"I'm glad the Coven is recognizing her skills," Willow said. "Not only her magical ability, but her wisdom as well. She'll make a good high priestess."

"It's funny, isn't it?" Rowena asked after a short silence.

"What's that?"

"How both of us were helped by the same person in one of the darkest period of our lives?" Rowena replied.

Willow thought a moment. "Giles goes on sometimes about destiny and fate, but I do believe that people come in and out of our lives for a reason. Sometimes we might not recognize that reason until much later, but we do eventually. Everyone is here to learn certain lessons. We just have to open our eyes to what the universe is telling us."

Rowena chuckled. "I'm glad one of us on the Council is not an old cynic."

"Ha," Willow countered. "I'm just the youngest…give me a few years and I'll be more crotchety than you and Giles put together."

"Hey!" Rowena protested, smiling as if glad the mood was lightened. "Who you calling crotchety?"

"If the shoe fits…" Willow joked and laughed as she jumped away from Rowena's playful slap.

Cut to:
Ext.
Cleveland Alley – Night

After receiving a quick, hard kick to the stomach, Kennedy spun around and slammed into the brick wall of the alley the vamp ambushed her in. It didn't faze her, however. She took the stake from inside her jacket, getting a good grip on the handle, and plunged it into the heart of the vamp. A big smile spread across her face as she looked over to Lori. [image: image16.jpg]



The tall, shy brunette looked on with wide, scared eyes as she clutched a small stake to her chest.

"Did you see that?" Kennedy asked her, switching into teacher mode. "I didn't waste any time. I went for the kill, for the heart, and that's what you have to do. Can you fight?"

The girl nodded quickly as Kennedy saw a vamp from the pack look their way.

"Good," Kennedy said. "Give it a go. If it gets too heavy, I'm here. Nothing's gonna happen to you."

To Kennedy's right, Lori began engaging in combat with the vampire. To her surprise, the new Slayer was holding up pretty well. "Shy ones you gotta look out for," Kennedy said to Vi as she turned to her left in time to meet the vamp that was just about to tackle her.

The Slayer shifted her weight so that when the vampire hit her, she was able to flip him over. Like Kennedy had just told Lori, she didn't waste any time and dusted the vamp immediately. Without a chance to admire her work, two vampires came from behind and pummeled Kennedy at the same time.

By accident, one of the vamps leaned against her out stretched stake and dusted itself, but the other was able to hold Kennedy down and deliver several blows to her face. She felt her nose break at the same time that she heard the snapping noise that accompanied the last blow. [image: image17.jpg]



Kennedy hadn't realized the vampire had stopped hitting her and was slowly making his way down towards her neck. His hands forced her to look over to the right. Kennedy watched Lori fighting her vampire, but then she was flipped over and landed with a thud on her back.

The vampire was too strong for Lori, and Kennedy began to struggle against the vampire that held her down. But she felt more strength and assumed another vampire had piled on top of her. Kennedy cried out, completely helpless, as she watched a vampire sink its teeth into Lori's neck.

Fade Out

End of Act Two


Act Three
Fade In
Ext.
Cleveland Alley – Moments Later
Cleveland, OH

The vampire's teeth submerged into Lori's neck, and it seemed as if all sound had ceased so that the vamp's sucking was all that could be heard on the humid night. Lori's whimpers could be heard as well, but the horrible, graphic sucking noise rang in Kennedy's ears.

She shut her eyes and continued to struggle against the two vampires that had pinned her down and forced her to watch what was happening to Lori. As soon as she shut Lori's face out, she saw Chloe's. The scared, young girl whom she pushed so far that she was weak enough for The First to convince her that there was no hope and death was the only way out.

With a determined expression and all the strength she had Kennedy suddenly flung the vampires off of her as if they were mere rag dolls.

In one swift movement, Kennedy kicked herself to her feet and ran over to the vampire hunched over Lori's limp body. Like she had preached, Kennedy staked the vampire and watched him turn to dust. Everything around her seemed to slow down in her mind.

Vi was dusting two vampires in the background, but it sounded miles away. Kennedy was lost in the eyes of the poor girl who was lying on the ground bleeding and barely alive.

Vi rushed over and checked Lori's vitals as Kennedy slowly began to back away. Her eyes were still locked on Lori and she crumpled to the ground. [image: image18.jpg]



"She's alive," Vi announced. "But we have to get her back right now. Kennedy?"

The petite Slayer turned her head and looked at Kennedy. Her brown eyes were glazed over and fixed on Lori. Vi looked worried as if she had seen Kennedy's eyes reflecting something never before seen.

Fear.

Cut to:
Int.
Mr. Blake's Barn – Night

"Don't you feel completely helpless?" Rowena asked as she hastily pulled her hands out of her pockets and ran them through her hair. The petite blonde paced back and forth in the barn.

"Not much to do when you're stuck in a barn in the middle of nowhere," Willow said, sitting down on a bale of hay and patting the space next to her. Rowena sat beside Willow with a sigh as if glad to be off her feet. Willow tried to use the phone again only to close it with a snap.

"Long day," Rowena commented.

"Not over yet," Willow grinned.

"Never is, is it?" Rowena asked.

"What do you mean?"

"The work, the duty, the responsibility," Rowena mused. "Fix one problem and five more pop up."

"Such is the life of a Watcher." Willow shrugged. "It's what we're destined to do. At least according to Giles who is in the process of modifying his 'into every generation' speech to include Watchers."

The two women grinned at one another.

"Yes, but you're different from Giles and me," Rowena said. "He and I were classically trained at the Academy from a young age. At least I was. But you…you just came into it naturally. Something you chose rather than had it chosen for you."

Willow thought a moment. "I suppose it seems that way," she offered. "I chose the Scooby life when I could have gone anywhere and done anything I wanted. I had plenty of opportunity, but at the time I don't think it really was that much of a choice. Giles is right – this is what I was destined for. I think my life was set the moment Buffy Summers sat down next to me at Sunnydale High School."

"Still, you were so young," Rowena said. "You couldn't have truly understood the consequences of your decisions."

Willow chuckled. "Oh, I think all of us understood," she said and then at Rowena's puzzled look, attempted to explain. "One time the three of us – Buffy, Xander and I – were joking around saying how all our relationships were doomed after I fell in love with a robot."

"A robot," Rowena said trying to stifle a chuckle. "Sorry. I-I think Tyrell missed including that in your file."

Willow nodded. "We laughed about it, but I think deep down we knew it was true, especially relationship wise."

"Oh, come now," Rowena scoffed. "All three of you?"

"Yep," Willow nodded. "Buffy's never truly gotten over Angel – the only man in all the world she wants the most, yet can't have. Every other relationship she's had since then has, well, ended disastrously. Xander's thing with Cordelia was doomed from the start, even without my interference and then he found, and lost, Anya, the ex demon. And me…werewolf boyfriend who cheated on me followed by the most wonderful woman in the world who I lost to a crazy bastard with a gun. And let's not forget, of course, Slayer girlfriend who I wished I could love, yet couldn't. Not exactly a great track record for any of us."

"I suppose on the surface it would seem your prediction would prove true, but you're all young yet," Rowena said.

Willow peered curiously at her companion. "Then what about you, old lady?" Willow teased.

"Me and relationships?" Rowena laughed sarcastically. "Doomed even before they begin," she explained.

"No!" Willow joined in the laughter. "Sounds like you've got the Scooby curse too."

"Well, I don't know about that," Rowena said, still chuckling. "Seems like my work has always been more important than anything else. But there was one time…" Rowena broke off, a faint blush rising to her cheeks.

"Oh, come on!" Willow protested, folding her leg under herself so she could face the blonde. "Don't leave me hanging here."

Rowena smiled and her blush deepened. "Well, not long after I graduated from the Academy, I decided I would set myself to the task of finding the perfect mate. I even drew up a list of traits which were most desirable, which could be tolerated and which could not."

"Oh!" Willow said excitedly. "Did you color code your list?"

"Nooo," Rowena laughed, drawing out the word as she thought about it. "But I did keep each list in a separate folder, each titled – must haves, acceptable and no way in hell."

Willow clapped her hands in delight and laughed making Rowena grin even more. "So, what happened?" Willow asked. "Did you find anyone matching your qualifications?"

"I thought I had," Rowena said. "That Christmas I spent the holiday with James Tyrell at his country estate. His son Jordon had leave from the Royal Air Force and joined us. I hadn't seen Jordon for several years and he'd filled out nicely during his service." [image: image19.jpg]



"Jordon?" Willow asked, her eyes growing wide. "The same Jordon who drew designs on you with a lit cigarette? That Jordon?"

"Yeah," Rowena admitted. "See what I mean about doomed?"

"So did this list of must haves include meglo-maniacal sociopath on it? 'Cause I have to say, sounds more like a 'no way in hell' trait to me," Willow joked.

"The sociopath part came later." Rowena smiled, then continued. "That Christmas he wasn't like that. He was handsome and charming and attentive and I guess I just wanted to believe that he'd changed, that the service had made a better man out of him. James was delighted, of course, and encouraged Jordon to propose marriage after we'd been dating a few months."

"Did you say yes?" Willow asked, obviously into the story now.

"I told him I needed time," she said. "After the holiday I returned to the Council and he to the service. We'd get together on weekends when he could get leave, and that was fine for me, but he began to pressure me to quit the Council entirely and join him where he was stationed, but I refused."

"Something tells me he didn't like that," Willow noted, her tone dark.

"No," Rowena confirmed. "He felt it only made sense that I quit, because after we were married I wouldn't have time for that Council nonsense anyway. But I think he disliked the Council because it took so much of James's time from him. He didn't want to 'share' his wife as he did his father. Besides that, he never paid any attention that I'd never said yes in the first place. I wasn't looking at starting a family at that moment and I guess he felt I'd be so busy producing babies I wouldn't have time for anything else."

"You don't want children?" Willow asked.

Rowena blinked. "I'd love to have children someday but not to the exclusion of everything else in my life. But that's what Jordon wanted so I broke it off with him. He didn't like that either and kept coming to London, trying to get me to change my mind. He'd gone AWOL so many times the RAF was ready to toss him in the brig, but James used his influence and managed to get him honorably discharged. Before that happened, though, I left for Turkey and that was the last I'd heard of him until he showed up in Cleveland."

"Yep," Willow said, and then nodded. "Definitely Scooby material."

"Get burned like that once and it's not easy putting yourself out there only to get burned again," Rowena said. "Never thought in my case it'd be literal."

"What's the alternative then?" Willow asked, looking at Rowena. "If you don't take the chance of getting burned, you'll spend the rest of your life alone."

"You said yourself that alone doesn't mean lonely, right?" Rowena asked in return.

Willow nodded. "I did, but not at the exclusion of never looking again. If you don't open your eyes and search you might just miss the person that helps make life worthwhile." Willow broke off, looking deep into the blonde's eyes.

"You really are a hopeless romantic." Rowena smiled fondly.

"Maybe," Willow began, "but, it's – it's a wonderful feeling to find someone who finishes your sentences or keeps you warm at night; someone who thinks you still look gorgeous when you've got the flu because they see what's inside more than what's outside. Someone who makes you feel safe no matter if it's in an alley with five vamps or at home, in silence, reading a book. When you find someone like that people think it's a once in a lifetime event but…I had that once with Tara. And even if I can't have her, I want that again. It's rare for lightning to strike twice but I don't think it's impossible. I think the trick is keeping your eyes open."

"For both our sakes I hope that's true," Rowena said, gently squeezing Willow's knee. She rose to her feet, moved to the door and peered through the crack at the pouring rain beyond. "This rain isn't letting up. Anything on the cell phone?"

When Willow didn't answer right away Rowena turned away from the door and saw Willow staring at her. "Willow? You okay?"

"Uh, yeah…sure," Willow said, a deep blush suffusing her face. She blinked her eyes and pulling the phone out of her pocket. "Still no signal."

"I hope Giles is all right," Rowena said, again looking through the door. "Maybe we should make a break for it – run to the house."

"I'm sure he's fine," Willow answered. "I'd rather wait until this storm dies down a little. It's a long stretch from here to there and no matter how fast we run we can't outrun lightning. Let's give it a few more minutes."

Cut to:
Int.
Mr. Blake's House – Night

"That's not what happened," Jed told Giles.

"I'm sorry?" Giles replied, looking shocked at the boy's sudden dismissal of what seemed like the obvious conclusion to the mystery.

"The suit was never put on the scarecrow we had," Jed explained. "I know what did this…Brian."

"Brian?" Giles repeated.

Jed nodded his head once before taking in a deep breath and telling his story, "Our family has a secret…or, had a secret. It's been long since buried because we don't wanna disgrace the Blake name." [image: image20.jpg]



"You have to tell me," Giles told Jed urgently.

"We had a brother…his name was Brian," Jed continued, casting his look downward and hesitating slightly after saying his brother's name. "Somethin' was wrong with him. Pa said he was deformed and that he could never be seen by the world. He was too ugly…not fit to carry the Blake name."

While Giles's face showed his annoyance and utter disgust with the family's treatment of this particular member, he remained quiet and allowed Jed to continue.

"Pa made him a home in the barn with the cows, chickens, and other animals," Jed said, briefly looking up to see Giles's stare before looking back down in shame. "Pa told us, 'It's where something like him belongs.' Brian stayed there until the day he died, then…and then he was buried there."

"What about the suit?" Giles asked through gritted teeth. "Where did Mr. Blake put it if he didn't put it on the scarecrow?"

"The barn," Jed answered as if a light bulb clicked on over his head. "Pa put it in the barn. He said it wasn't ready to go on the scarecrow yet."

"That's it then," Giles said as he dug through his pockets, trying to find his phone. "The magic from the suit resurrected Brain's angry spirit into the suit itself. Now in some sort of corporeal form, Brian can act out his vengeful wishes."

Giles dialed Willow's number while still glancing up and keeping the gun barrel in his hand should he need to grab it. Miraculously, Giles managed to get through briefly even though the reception was terrible.

"Willow? Can you hear me?"

Cut to:
Int.
Mr. Blake's Barn – Night

"Barely," Willow shouted back as she plugged one of her fingers into her ear so she could try to hear Giles better. "The storm seems to have cleared, but reception still kinda stinks. Are you okay?"

"Fine!" Giles shouted back, but Willow is still having a hard time hearing. Rowena stepped in close, trying to hear Giles as well. "Listen carefully! It's not the scarecrow!"

Willow shook her head, unable to put together Giles's scrambled words. "Join a toe-joe? That makes no sense."

Breaking away from Rowena, Willow tried to block out all the other sounds so she could make out what Giles was saying. Turning away from Willow and towards the door, Rowena looked out into the fields of the Blake farm. Suddenly her mouth dropped open. Without looking away from the door, she backed away from the entrance and reached her hand out to Willow's sleeve. Rowena tugged it, but Willow ignored her.

"Everything you're saying is jumbled, Giles!" Willow screamed back. "Try saying it again!"

Rowena grabbed hold of Willow's arm and tugged her toward the door. Looking at Rowena first, Willow began to chastise the petite Watcher just as she saw Rowena's hand shoot up and point out the door. [image: image21.jpg]



"What in the world are you…?…Oh Goddess."

A giant funnel of wind and collected debris was about a mile away from the barn and appeared to be getting closer.

Giles's muffled voice could be heard through the receiver. Willow, still held the phone up with one hand while clutching Rowena's arm with the other, blankly replied cutting him off, "We'll see you in the house."

Regaining her focus, Rowena grabbed Willow's hand and they began to run toward the house but she unexpectedly they froze, coming to a complete stop as if too shocked to move, too scared to think. The phone slipped out of Willow's hand and tumbled to the barn floor.

The scarecrow blocked the entrance to the house and Willow glanced behind them to see the storm bearing down on them on the other side.

Cut to:
Int.
Watchers Council Lounge – Night

The glow from the TV was the only light coming from the room.

Andrew sat alone on the couch, covered in so many blankets that the only thing visible to anyone in the room was his face. Not that anyone noticed. The girls who didn't go out with Kennedy either went back to their dorms or brought sleeping bags out to the TV area but they had long since fallen asleep.

Xander sat in the chair next to the couch with his head propped up on his hand and his eyes drifting shut every now and again before shooting open.

"Oh, God!" he exclaimed as he ran toward the front door.

Andrew untangled himself from his blankets and followed after Xander. They both reach the door just as Kennedy kicked it open. Out of breath and carrying Lori while Vi kept a cloth pressed into the girl's neck, she raced to the infirmary.

"What the hell happened?" Xander asked as Kennedy pushed past him and Andrew. Passing through the kitchen, Kennedy got tired and decided the table was a good enough place to lay Lori for now.

The room began to fill with all the Slayers who woke up during the commotion. Kennedy gently set down Lori's head, and Vi tried to move around Kennedy and keep the cloth pressed into Lori's neck. Looking annoyed Kennedy snatched the cloth away and took over Vi's job.

"Kennedy!" Vi began to protest, but Kennedy dismissed it right away.

"I got this," she told Vi. "Don't just stand there! Get the doctor!"

Although hesitant at first, Andrew then stepped forward. "What happened?" he asked quietly.

Kennedy looked down and slowly peeled off the cloth from Lori's neck. Everyone saw the two small holes and instantly knew.

After swallowing down the lump in her throat, Kennedy choked out, "We had an accident."

"I'm gonna go get the medical supplies until the doc gets over here," Xander announced quietly. Before he left, Kennedy's eyes met his for a moment. Andrew began to check Lori's vitals and lightly pushed Kennedy aside.

"It's okay, we'll take care of her," he assured Kennedy.

Kennedy nodded absently.

The regret seemed too heavy for her to carry and Kennedy had backed up against the wall as Andrew began the task of cleaning Lori's neck.

Cut to:
Int.
Mr. Blake's Barn – Night

Willow looked down at her hand that Rowena was squeezing a little too hard. With a slight wince she shook herself free, but Rowena grabbed Willow's arm instead and the witch used half her body to shield her fellow Watcher. Slowly, both women began backing away in fear. [image: image22.jpg]



The old torn and brown stained hat of Hezekiah's cast a shadow over the face of the monster that was slowly advancing towards them. Suddenly, lightning struck close by. It lit up the features of the scarecrow, revealing that there was no face.

The scarecrow's sleeve rose and began to reach out to Rowena and Willow. Out of pure instinct the women screamed as they clung tighter to each other.

The scarecrow stopped walking after it heard their cries. In fact, it took a couple of steps back and lowered its faux arm. Willow wasn't sure if she saw right. She looked over at Rowena for confirmation only to find the blonde with an equally confused expression.

"What should we do?" the blonde whispered.

Willow shrugged. "I-I don't know," she stammered.

Almost as if it decided it was safe, the scarecrow took another step forward. Again, out of pure instinct, Rowena screamed again and the scarecrow recoiled like before. Willow put her finger in her ear, giving it a slight wiggle as a look of pain crossed her features.

"Okay, noticing a pattern," Rowena told the witch. "If we scream more will that kill it?"

"Probably not but it might make me deaf," Willow responded as she turned to look at the Watcher who gave her an apologetic smile. "I-I think it's more scared of us than we are of it."

Willow moved to step forward, but Rowena's grip was too strong. Willow looked back at the petite Watcher and raised her eyebrows.

"Okay, you can come with me or stay here," Willow offered. "But, either way, I'm going up to it."

Reluctantly, Rowena let go and Willow took a few steps forward. The scarecrow backed away, but Willow tried to comfort it holding her hands out in front of her in a non-threatening manner.

"Hey, it's okay," she began. "We don't want to hurt you. We just…want to know what you want. Why are you here?"

"Can we skip the twenty questions?" Rowena asked impatiently. Willow turned to see Rowena looking out at the tornado behind them. "It's getting closer Willow."

Willow turned back to the scarecrow and watched it point down at something. Willow nodded her head for Rowena to follow. The blonde did and they came up to an old, beat up chest that was covered in dust and cobwebs.

Willow crouched down, inspecting it before reaching forward to open it. She stopped, however, looking up for confirmation that this is what the scarecrow wanted. The hat moved up and down in a nod before Willow lifted the lid of the chest open.

Cut to:
Int.
Mr. Blake's House – Night

"Oh my god!" Mrs. Blake screamed out, turning away from the window and addressing her family. "A tornado's here! Everyone to the basement!"

Scrambling by Giles, the family headed toward safety running to the basement door and filing down inside. Giles let them pass and peered outside.

He could see the tornado in the distance but he could also see Willow and Rowena just outside the barn with someone or something blocking their path to the house. Without hesitation, he moved to the front door. Jed grabbed his arm, yanking him back.

"Are you crazy?" Jed cried. "That tornado can't be more than five minutes away from this farm. Now I don't like you barging in on our house but God help me if I'm gonna let you go out there to your death."

Giles pushed him away with such force that it knocked the young man to the floor. Giles rolled his eyes before lifting the boy up by the collar and bringing him back up so they were practically nose-to-nose.

"Listen closely. My family is out there and despite what you've been taught, you don't abandon family!" he told Jed before pushing him away and throwing the shotgun to the floor.

Without waiting to see the impact his statement made, Giles ran out into the storm.

Fade Out

End of Act Three
 

Act Four
Fade In
Int.
Mr. Blake's Barn – Night

A loud roar could be heard in the distance, getting closer and Rowena looked anxiously between the approaching storm and Willow. [image: image23.jpg]



The witch looked over to the scarecrow. It wasn't interested in her, or Rowena, but its non-face stared down at the chest. It raised its handless arms, and prompted Willow to continue to see what was inside.

The wind was picking up with every second that passed, tossing Willow's red hair in front of her face. Rowena stood guard silently behind her.

A small cloud of dust exploded from within the chest and soon got caught up in the wind. Willow coughed, expelling the dust from her mouth a couple times before focusing on the contents of the chest that seemed so important to the spirit.

Hundreds of papers, some contained neatly in notebooks, some scattered or tied strategically together with twine, lay inside. Willow squinted her eyes, trying to see more clearly through the cloud of dust that remained wafting around the old chest. Willow felt a hand on her shoulder and realized that Rowena was peering over her, trying to see what was in the chest.

As the scarecrow crept a few steps closer, Rowena rose making herself a barrier between the scarecrow and Willow as she examined the contents. The spirit recoiled slightly and appeared to look away shyly from Rowena's protective stance.

Willow soon saw that these pages and notebooks had words scribbled all over them. Some she recognized as poems, due to their structure, some were detailed drawings, others frames that still needed work and completion but were still beautiful. The books, she soon realized, were journal entries.

Confusion soon took over her amazement. Willow was unsure about what all this meant. She looked up at the scarecrow and asked, "Do…do you want me to have these? To read them?"

The hat tipped down slightly, and Willow knew that it was confirming her thoughts. "Okay," she assured the scarecrow. "I will. I promise you. But we have to go," she said pointing at the storm behind them.

Graciously, the jacket began to bend at the waist while the hat remained where the head would be. A small smile tugged at Willow's lips when she realized the scarecrow was bowing. Just as soon as the suit had stood upright, however, it went limp. The hat, coat, and pants crumpled to the floor and lay together in a motionless pile.

Before either of them could react, Giles darted inside and looked to where the scarecrow was standing, only to find the pile of clothes as Willow re-shut the chest. [image: image24.jpg]



"I'm…I'm here to, um, save you," he said quietly, shifting his weight uncomfortably.

"Thanks but you're a little late," Willow remarked. Hearing the roar behind them getting closer Giles grabbed Willow by the arm and silently ordered everyone back to the house. On instinct Rowena picked up the garments and began shoving them inside her coat and pants as she ran to catch up.

They dashed along the long space between the house and the barn with the tornado bearing down on them. [image: image25.jpg]



"Ahh!" Giles and Willow heard Rowena yelp. They turned to the noise and found her lying on the ground with a broken wooden crate shattered around her.

They immediately responded, putting Rowena in between them and balancing her as they limped to the house for shelter. Making their way inside Giles looked around the house.

"We need to find the basement," he told them. "It's toward the back," he added as he pointed.

But before they could move any further the sound of the windows in the house breaking around them filled their ears. As if realizing the basement wasn't an option now, Giles shoved Willow and Rowena down to the floor before using his body to cover both of them under the kitchen table.

Willow hair was flying about, appearing to obscure her vision. Lying next to Willow, Rowena's hair was flying all over the place. After a second, Willow squeezed her eyes shut as the whistling, pounding noise continued. The sound of creaking wood and bending metal floated through the entire house and Willow tightened her hold around Rowena's waist.

In less than a minute, the wind began to die down, as the three of them lay huddled together under a mix of glass and other debris.

"Everyone all right?" Giles asked. "No cuts or gashes?" he added.

Willow and Rowena both shook their heads and inspected one another just to be sure. The noise slowly faded until everything stilled completely.

Once he was sure that they were safe, Giles pushed himself up and looked out the door. The house, despite the porch missing several floorboards, and several broken windows, looked relatively fine. In fact it looked quite beautiful outside – a cozy, reddish orange hue filled the horizon.

He moved to the opposite side of the house and watched as the tornado moved along against a dark, gloomy sky. The scene seemed to change so intensely from east to west that he looked back toward the front door again to confirm he did in fact see a crimson sky on the other side of the house.

As if realizing that he wasn't crazy, he looked back out the window again and watched in awe as the twister cut along the open field, leaving behind a trail in the dirt in its wake. A hand on his shoulder startled him from his observation.

"Boy, do I miss earthquakes," Willow sighed in exhaustion as she too began to watch the storm pass with Rowena standing beside her.

Fade Out

Fade In
Ext.
Mr. Blake's Barn – The following morning

A small single flame danced proudly over what was once Hezekiah's clothing that was now reduced to a small pile of ashes. Suddenly, water was poured on top and the flames turned into smoke that rose quickly into the air.

Giles swatted at the smoke before dropping the bucket and staring down at the pile of ashes. He looked back at Willow and Ro. "That's it." He simply told them.

"It's done then?" Rowena asked, wanting to be absolutely sure. "I mean…a few chants and a fire took care of it?"

"It did," Giles confirmed with a nod.

"Home?" Rowena asked.

Giles smiled at her, and was very happy when he could say, "Yes. We can certainly try. The state police say the roads are clear and open now."

"Good," Rowena sighed. "I think I slept ten minutes last night at the most."

"You ladies can get some rest," Giles told them with a gentle smile. "I'll drive."

Fade Out

Fade In
Int.
Council's Car – Later
En Route to The Watchers Council

A stack of notebooks rode shotgun as Giles focused on the road ahead of him. He adjusted the rear view so he could still see if any traffic was behind him while watching Willow and Rowena. A slight grin came to his face.

Willow sat to the right, one of the scarecrow's notebooks opened in her lap, which she was staring intently down at while Rowena slept next to her. The blonde, who obviously had been trying to read earlier, had a bundle of papers on her lap. But for now her head leaned against Willow's shoulder; her eyes closed. Giles grinned at the scene he saw in the rearview mirror.

"Anything interesting back there to share?" he asked softly, glancing back and forth from the road to the mirror and catching Willow's eye.

"Yes, actually…" Willow trailed off, staring, once again, down at the notebook. She was so busy marveling at the writings and drawings that she couldn't think of what to say. [image: image26.jpg]



"Huh? What?" Rowena asked, her head snapping up. "Did I fall asleep? Where are we?" she asked, looking around outside.

"Yes. And about an hour from home," Willow answered.

"I didn't drool on you, did I?" Rowena asked, looking at Willow's shoulder.

"Minimal salivation," Willow nodded with a grin. "Besides, what's a little spit between friends?"

Rowena blushed and looked away. "Sorry," she said sheepishly, rubbing her lips self-consciously. Willow gazed at her as if she found Rowena adorable.

As if sensing Rowena's discomfort Giles offered again, "I wondered if there was anything of interest in those documents you found?"

"Oh," Rowena began, "from what I've seen these works are…brilliant. I've never seen this much creativity."

"I suppose there wasn't much to do after his father locked him in with the animals," Giles spat bitterly. "Bloody bastard! I can't imagine ever doing anything like that."

"Yeah, Brian…the boy, he talks about all that in his journals," Willow replied as she looked back down at the books. "They used chains. Like, actual chains, so he couldn't get very far."

"The magic from Hezekiah's suit must have invoked Brian's spirit," Rowena surmised. "With that kind of treatment during his life, how was he expected to not have unfinished business to take care of?"

"That's exactly what happened," Giles agreed. "The boy in the house told me they never got the suit on the scarecrow."

"We all thought it was a monster too," Willow said bitterly, shaking her head as she closed the book in her lap. "That the suit turned their scarecrow into a monster. We just…assumed. How is that different than his family assuming he was a monster?"

"We're trained to look at things the way we do, because there are monsters in this world, Willow," Giles told her, hoping that his words would help ease her worries. "They were this poor boy's family. They should have loved him, no matter what."

Willow sighed as she turned her head to gaze out the window and watch the passing landscape.

"It just sucks," she said, laying her thoughts out on the table. "He was so talented…had so much beauty to offer. Even if he wasn't perfect in his family's eyes."

"Well as you and I both know," Giles told her while looking at her through the rearview mirror, "parents sometimes fail to see the greatness in their children." He gave her a small smile and Rowena looked over to Willow grinning as well.

"Point taken," Willow answered, giving Giles a grin of her own.

Fade Out

Fade In
Int.
Watchers Council – Afternoon
Cleveland, OH

The front door opened but Willow, Giles and Rowena hesitated at the entrance. All three were visibly worn from the trip, but worry crossed all three faces as they took in the silent surroundings.

"Awfully quiet," Giles commented.

"Too quiet," Willow and Rowena spoke at once.

"Anyone care to wager on what's wrong?" Willow asked, stepping inside and walking slowly towards the dining room with Giles and Ro following slowly behind her.

"Definitely not," Rowena replied. "Let's see if we can find…"

Rowena let her sentence drop when Kennedy appeared in front of them, looking worse than all three combined. Willow immediately grew more worried but it was Giles who spoke first.

"Kennedy, what's happened?" he asked. [image: image27.jpg]



No one said anything. Kennedy walked right up to Willow and said in a low tone, "Something happened."

Willow allowed herself to be pulled to the side, all the while watching Kennedy as her face twisted in pain. When Kennedy didn't look up right away, Willow turned to look over at Giles and Rowena. They tried to not look over at the pair and were talking with Xander who was in the process of moving closer toward the Watchers.

"Kenn…?" Willow tried, but she couldn't find any words.

"I'm so sorry," Kennedy told her with a shaky voice. "I didn't mean –"

"What happened?" Willow interrupted gently. She wasn't quite sure what it was, but it was bad enough to shake Kennedy up.

"I pushed too hard…again. If I wasn't so pushy, we'd all have had a quiet night watching Andrew's stupid movie a hundred times, but no…I had to go out. I had to take Lori."

"Kennedy –?"

"It's how I've always been!" Kennedy exclaimed, ignoring Willow's protests because she was deep in her emotional rant. "God, you'd think I would have learned…"

Willow furrowed her brow at Kennedy, not sure what the brunette meant. "This isn't the first time someone got hurt," Kennedy elaborated. "Chloe. She killed herself because I pushed her too hard –"

"Kennedy, tell me what happened. Is Lori dead?" Willow said immediately.

"No, not dead but she's in pretty rough shape, nearly got drained by a vamp. Of course she'd be fine if I hadn't taken her out," Kennedy replied in a defeated tone. "I mean…I had your trust for the night and look what I did with it."

Throughout the whole conversation, Kennedy avoided Willow's eyes at all costs, but when she did look up her brown eyes shone from the unshed tears. "I finally got a look at myself," Kennedy sniffed. "There's been lots of things over this past year and…I don't think I like what I saw…"

"Kennedy," Willow began, "You're a good person. You might not always succeed but you certainly do try your best. A-and I –."

"People can change, right?" Kennedy asked as if too wrapped up in her own thoughts and hearing nothing that Willow just said.

Willow nodded without adding more.

Kennedy nodded back before lowering her head and leaving toward the Slayer dorms. Xander began to make his way over, looking just as down as Kennedy did.

"Not you too?" Willow sighed.

"I saw it, Will. That 'gift of sight' I told you about? I saw them at the door before they ever entered," he spat, obviously frustrated with how helpless he felt. "What the hell good is this if I can't see anything beyond ten seconds? If I could see more, see things sooner, then that Lori girl wouldn't have gotten hurt and Kennedy wouldn't feel like a failure. I could have stopped them from ever leaving the council tonight."

"I don't know," she answered honestly. "You were given it for a reason a-and maybe someday you'll know why. Then again, maybe you won't."

"Gee, Will, thanks for the pep talk."

"Look…bad things happen a-and you can't always stop it. We both know that first hand. So maybe instead of thinking of it as a burden you can look at it as a gift. Well, a gift that you can't quite figure out yet but one you probably will, if given time."

Willow tried to grin and soon Xander found the ends of his own lips curling. "Ever the optimist, huh Will?"

Willow nodded. "I have to be or otherwise…well, let's just say I have to be and leave it at that."

Cut to:
Int.
The Watchers Council TV Room

Toto, we’re home. Home!
And this is my room. And you’re all here.
And I’m not gonna leave here ever, ever again!
Because I love you all. And…oh Auntie Em…
There’s no place like home!
The familiar movie filled Willow's ears a she entered the TV lounge and immediately saw Dorothy from Wizard of Oz in bed surrounded by her family. [image: image28.jpg]



Willow turned away from the TV and looked at Giles and Rowena, who stood with their eyes glued to the screen and a very tired look on both of their faces. She then turned her attention to the couch where Andrew sat cross-legged and was now smiling sheepishly up at the witch.

Without a word, Willow immediately walked out of the room shaking her head, followed closely by Giles and Ro.

"Hey! Guys…come back!" Andrew shouted after them. "I can start it over! You missed the flying monkeys and that's the best part because – come on! Flying monkeys, man! That's just awesome! Uhh…guys? You coming back?"

Andrew turned back to the TV with a pout, but the movie instantly brought a smile to his face. "Fine, I'll watch it again all by myself!"

Fade to Black

VO: Andrew (sighing) – No one has any love for the scarecrow anymore

 

END of Scarecrow

