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CHARACTERS:
HEATHER – 1980s era teenage girl
ROD – 1980s era teenage boy
NORA CHANEY – thirty; an artist; single.
WILL WYMAN – fiftyish college professor
MARY – gal pal of Nora’s; runs feminist bookshop
CAROL – another gal pal of Nora’s
NEWSCASTER – TV; male or female
DETECTIVE LISA WINTERS – no nonsense thirty-ish cop
DICK MATHIS – reporter, mid-thirties, confident.
NURSE – twenties; works at nursing home.
MRS. MEEKER – sixties but seems older; dementia
PASTOR – fifties; not quite on top of things.
CABBIE – male; Chicago accent
DELBERT – fifties; a madman.




 
	MUSIC:
	FANGORIA THEME

	ANNOUNCER:
	You can run but you can’t hide. It’s far too late for that. Welcome to the dark side, where the night never ends – as Fangoria presents...Dreadtime Stories. With your host, Malcolm McDowell. Tonight’s Dreadtime Story: “Reincarnal” by Max Allan Collins

	NARRATOR:
	You remember the ’80s – big hair, heavy metal...slasher films? You don’t have to have been there to know about those awesome, tubular times.

	MUSIC:
	Generic ’80s heavy metal instrumental comes in, then plays under following speech.

	NARRATOR:
	It wasn’t so different then from now – girls and boys still went to the senior prom...always a big night for a young couple...the night so many
innocent kids first go “all the way”...

	SOUND:
	Heavy metal music louder now. We’re in an echo-chamber school gym. Giddy murmur of kids.

	ROD:
	(working to be heard over the music) Come on, Heather...let’s blow this pop stand.

	HEATHER:
	They’re gonna announce the king and queen!

	ROD:
	Yeah, like it’s gonna be us! Come on, baby! You promised.

	MUSIC/SOUND:
	Heavy metal music continues. Heavy doors close, MUFFLING music. Couple walking on gravel. Outdoor noise.
Metal music drops way back.

	HEATHER:
	I know I promised...but I’m scared.

	ROD:
	There’s nothing scary about love, babe. Nothing scary about growing up. It feels great.

	HEATHER:
	I didn’t mean that...I mean, those killings.

	ROD:
	Hey, no worries. Your Rod and his staff they will comfort you.

	HEATHER:
	Tell that to the four couples that got slaughtered!

	SOUND:
	Footsteps on gravel stop.

	ROD:
	Here, honey. Get in.

	SOUND:
	Car door opens. Rustle of clothing as they get in. Car door closes. Metal music gone.

	ROD:
	Sugar – those couples that got killed? They were all really old...twenties or thirties.

	HEATHER:
	Maybe. But it’s couples. They were all...you know...making love when they...got it.

	ROD:
	Yeah, they were doing it when they got chopped, but baby, it was in motels.
Or out on that lover’s lane. Not in a school parking lot, for shit sake!

	HEATHER:
	You’re not helping. Listen. Prom night is special. It’s a night for memories. Maybe we should just go back inside and...

	SOUND:
	Zipper unzips.

	ROD:
	Let’s make some memories.

	HEATHER:
	Rod...Rod...I don’t know...I do love you...

	SOUND:
	Clothing rustle, belt buckle hits steering wheel, general sound of furtive undressing by the two kids.

	ROD:
	(murmuring) Oh, Heather, you doll...you are so beautiful. This is a memory I won’t never forget.

	HEATHER:
	Long as you live?

	ROD:
	Long as I live.

	SOUND:
	Car door opens.

	ROD:
	Hey!

	HEATHER:
	Rod – Rod, he has a knife!

	SOUND:
	Knife puncturing flesh. Ripping flesh. Splashing blood. Heather screams, then Rod screams, too. Sounds of terror continue under following speech.

	NARRATOR:
	Heather saw the killer’s face – a thin face with one blue eye and one brown one, and a smile too wide for so narrow a face...and sadder than any smile should ever be.

	SOUND:
	More slashing. But no screaming.

	NARRATOR:
	Then Heather was floating, flying – above the car, looking down at it, through it, looking at the blonde-haired husk in the white blood-spattered prom dress, a husk that used to be her, as the blue-eyed/brown-eyed man flailed with the knife in the moonlight.

	ANNOUNCER:
	Fangoria’s Dreadtime Stories will continue in a moment.

	ANNOUNCER:
	Now back to Fangoria’s Dreadtime
Stories, and “Reincarnal.”

	NARRATOR:
	Let us leave those bad-to-the-bone ’80s and return to modern times...although the loft apartment in Chicago’s Old Town, where a hipster crowd has gathered for a regular Friday night get-together, does possess a certain timelessness. Take hostess Nora Chaney, a lanky brunette in black who might have been at home in the beatnik days of the 1950s – a`successful freelance commercial artist doing fine art on the side. Her guests, perching on second-hand shop furniture, have just watched a demonstration by Professor William Wyman, who sits beside Nora on a couch.

	NORA:
	What did I say? Please tell me I didn’t embarrass myself.

	WYMAN:
	Are you all right?

	NORA:
	Tell you the truth, prof – I’m not sure.

	WYMAN:
	You should feel fine. I gave you a post-hypnotic command...you shouldn’t remember a thing.

	NORA:
	I don’t...But why are you guys staring at me like that?

	SOUND:
	Footsteps on wooden floor.

	MARY:
	Honey, you just got a little...worked up...Here. Take this. A little white Zinn oughta bring you back to earth.

	NORA:
	Thanks, Mary...Professor, you may have told me to forget, but I know I’ve been through something disturbing. It...it’s like a taste in my mouth from a...a meal I don’t quite remember eating.

	WYMAN:
	I’m afraid we’ve taken advantage of how good a subject you are. My little hypnosis party games have been harmless, so far...

	MARY:
	Yeah, last week was a hoot – you stretched out like a board with Ted sitting on your stomach...getting pins stuck in your arm without a twitch from ya...

	CAROL:
	Yeah, and puttin’ those bananas in your purse before we went out to hear that band, last week.

	SOUND:
	Some nervous, polite laughter. Male and female.

	WYMAN:
	I’m afraid it was a mistake to try to regress you, my dear...no one really knows whether hypnotic regressions are merely the subconscious playing games, or actual evidence of reincarnation.

	NORA:
	Play it back...What did I do, strip and dance around like Isadora Duncan?
Listen, I won’t be left out of the fun when I was the fun...Play it back!

	SOUND:
	After a beat or two, a click of a recording device.

	NORA:
	(filtered; teenage voice) I think the thing that scares me most is how inexperienced I am. I mean, Rod’s been around. He’s...worldly and stuff. I mean, I don’t want to be a virgin forever, but what if I disappoint him? Here he comes – he wants to go out in the parking lot and do it, right now, I just know he does...

	DISSOLVE OUT, then DISSOLVE BACK IN:

	NORA:
	(filtered; teenage voice)...Now I’m floating, flying, like Supergirl – above Rod’s cherry-red Mustang, looking down at it, through it, like Supergirl’s X-ray vision, and that terrible thin-faced guy with one blue eye and one brown one, he’s just stabbing at me and stabbing and stabbing...

	NORA:
	(laughing) Turn that off! Come on, guys – you aren’t buying this?

	MARY:
	What, you were faking it?

	CAROL:
	Putting us on, huh?

	NORA:
	No, but...

	WYMAN:
	(somber) Who’s to say you aren’t the reincarnation of some poor murdered girl?

	NORA:
	Who’s to say I’m not channeling some dumb slasher flick? That fractured fairy tale is proof against reincarnation – my subconscious is obviously having a field day!

	CAROL:
	Well...you’ve always had a thing about the ’80s. You always said you were holding out for Eddie Van Halen.

	SOUND:
	Gentle, general laughter from the little group.

	WYMAN:
	And of course our local media is understandably obsessed with this current wave of Chicago Ripper murders...the papers and TV likening this serial killer to the notorious lover’s lane slayer who terrorized the Chicago suburbs back in the ’80s, and was never apprehended.

	NORA:
	Some part of my brain obviously assembled these elements – from my ’80s obsession to Halloween-type movies to these current murders. I’m surprised I didn’t go on to say that Heather in her blood-spattered prom dress has been seen haunting high school parking lots ever since...

	SOUND:
	More light laughter.

	MARY:
	Maybe that’s enough fun for one week.

	SOUND:
	Party breaking up. Footsteps as people head out.

	NORA:
	(intimate) I will admit, Professor Wyman, that I do feel kind of...wasted, after your little experiment.

	WYMAN:
	(grave) I don’t blame you. My dear, I’ve witnessed numerous regressions, but I’ve never seen one more convincing.

	NORA:
	Maybe we should come up with a new party game.

	SOUND:
	Opening door.

	WYMAN:
	(warm) Maybe we should at that.

	SOUND:
	Door closing.

	NARRATOR:
	The street level of Nora Chaney’s building is a feminist bookshop run by her friend Mary Dale. Mary is Nora’s closest confidant. And the next morning they sit in the little coffee-shop area for their usual mid -morning gabfest.

	MARY:
	Nora...child, you look terrible.

	NORA:
	Thanks. I knew I could depend on you to cheer me up.

	MARY:
	What’s wrong?

	NORA:
	I had a dream last night. You know how even the most vivid dream is gone within moments of waking up?

	MARY:
	Sure.

	NORA:
	Well, this one won’t go away. Mary, I need to tell somebody.

	MARY:
	So tell.

	MUSIC:
	Mysterious, playing under the following.

	NORA:
	I’m a blonde woman about thirty, and I’m making love to a gray-haired man in the cramped front seat of a sportscar. He’s married, and I’m married, but not to each other...we don’t speak of that, but it’s there with us, in the parked car, like a silent observer...but the love-making, it’s...wonderful. Waves of pleasure building and building until I’m screaming...

	MARY:
	I’m starting to get why you remember this one.

	NORA:
	(building tempo) Then through the open car window, a butcher knife flashes...slashes...and I feel it enter me, plunge into my chest, and I’m still screaming but a different kind of scream and I look up at the face, the thin face with the blue-and-brown eyes with the awful smile...

	MARY:
	(disturbed) The man you saw under hypnosis.

	NORA:
	My lover, the gray-haired married man?
The killer plunges the knife right into him...again...and again...

	MARY:
	Terrible.

	NORA:
	And then the killer reaches in and pulls up my dress and takes my panties off, almost gently...but I’m already floating away, looking down through the car as the slashing starts back in...but I feel no more pain, and look away...and up...and...and I woke up.
Middle of the night – 3:33 a.m. And you can bet I didn’t get back to sleep.

	MARY:
	Honey, can I say something?

	NORA:
	Sure.

	MARY:
	This dream...that regression vision or whatever...I’m probably the only person you ever told the truth to, right?

	NORA:
	(shyly) Right.

	MARY:
	That you’re a virgin. It’s no crime to be a virgin at your age...but that dream, that regression...it’s all about your weird guilt and curiosity about sex.

	NORA:
	Well, we know I’m not a lesbian. We tried that experiment.

	MARY:
	(good-natured laugh) Right. Look, I gotta get back to work. You want to chill out here? Should I flip the TV on for you?

	NORA:
	Sure.

	SOUND:
	Click of TV being switched on.

	NEWSCASTER:
	(filtered)...construction is expected to continue until at least mid-September...The so-called Chicago Ripper has apparently struck again.
The bodies of Teresa Gibson, 37, and Robert Haller, 45, both of Naperville, were found in Haller’s parked car.
Time of death is estimated at three-thirty a.m.

	MUSIC:
	Fangoria theme comes up.

	ANNOUNCER:
	We’ll return to Fangoria’s Dreadtime Stories – after these few words.

	ANNOUNCER:
	Now back to Fangoria’s Dreadtime Stories and “Reincarnal.”

	NARRATOR:
	Nora Chaney writes off her disturbing dream as her imagination running wild...until Monday, when photos of the murdered couple appear in the papers and she finds herself staring at the faces in her nightmare. She calls her mentor, Professor Wyman, at the
university, and tells him of her concerns.

	WYMAN:
	I think you should go to the police.

	NORA:
	They’ll laugh at me.

	WYMAN:
	You have to try. Besides, law enforcement has been known to work with psychics.

	NORA:
	Is that what I am?

	WYMAN:
	My dear, I don’t know. I dare not even guess. But I do know I wish I’d never put you under at that party...

	SOUND:
	Bustling office. Specifically, a police bullpen.

	NARRATOR:
	Nora speaks to Detective Lisa Winters, a no-nonsense woman in her thirties with short blonde pixie hair, thick glasses, and the haggard look of a working mom. Detective Winters listens patiently, trying not to show her boredom. Then one detail sparks her to life.

	WINTERS:
	How did you know the Ripper collects the panties of his female victims?

	NORA:
	I told you. I dreamed it.

	WINTERS:
	Yeah. You said that.

	NORA:
	I...I also have a, uh...drawing.

	WINTERS:
	What?

	SOUND:
	Opening a manila envelope. Handing over a sheet of paper.

	NORA:
	I’m a commercial artist. I thought this might be helpful...I used watercolor because of his eyes. One’s blue, one’s brown.

	WINTERS:
	May I make a photocopy of this?

	NORA:
	Sure.

	WINTERS:
	There’s something you need to know.

	NORA:
	Yes?

	WINTERS:
	You’re a suspect now.

	NORA:
	Suspect!

	WINTERS:
	Let’s call it ’person of interest.’
You see, Ms. Chaney, you know a key detail about these murders that’s been withheld from the media. That means you might be connected to these crimes, somehow.

	NORA:
	(alarmed) Is that what you think?

	WINTERS:
	I think...you’re sincere. Perhaps even psychic. I also know that I’m not sure what to do with you. If I report our conversation up the food chain, well...

	NORA:
	Please don’t. I’m just trying to help.

	WINTERS:
	I know. Here’s my card, work and home number. But let me write down another number...Here.

	NORA:
	Rich Mathis? Doesn’t he write for --

	WINTERS:
	A certain local weekly that a lot of my colleagues call a liberal rag?
Yes. But he’s done several damn good articles about these slayings.

	NORA:
	Why not the mainstream media?

	WINTERS:
	Because, frankly, you won’t be taken seriously. Now Rich Mathis? He just might print your story – and your drawing.

	NORA:
	I’m not looking for publicity.

	WINTERS:
	I know you aren’t. My hunch is you’re trying to do the same thing I am: help stop this bastard.

	SOUND:
	Café noise. Clinks of glassware, murmured conversation.

	NORA:
	Thanks for meeting me, Mr. Mathis.

	MATHIS:
	Make it Rich. If I can call you Nora.

	NORA:
	Please. You know, we have some mutual friends.

	MATHIS:
	I know – I buy books from your downstairs neighbor.

	NORA:
	You buy feminist books?

	MATHIS:
	There’s a couple lesbian mystery writers I follow. I like women.

	NORA:
	I like women, too...as friends.
Anyway, we have mutual acquaintances, and we’re both freelancers, so –

	MATHIS:
	So let’s call the ice broken, okay?
Detective Winters says you may have an interesting sidebar on the Ripper story.

	NORA:
	That’s right. But when you hear it, you may take me for a flake.

	MATHIS:
	Maybe. But you seem like a nice enough flake, and I’m blogging every day about the Ripper case, so...what do you have?

	NARRATOR:
	Nora knows she isn’t being taken her very seriously...but when she mentions the Ripper collecting the female victim’s panties, Rich Mathis perks up.

	MATHIS:
	Detective Winters mentioned that detail to me, off the record.

	NORA:
	I guess holding back key information is common, in cases like this.

	MATHIS:
	Yes it is...This watercolor of yours, of the killer you see?...I want to put this on the blog. And interview you.

	NORA:
	I’m afraid you haven’t heard it all, yet.

	MATHIS:
	No?

	NORA:
	No. It started at a senior prom – thirty years ago.

	NARRATOR:
	They work together, mostly at the Nora’s apartment, for three days.
Mathis decides to hold the story for the next print edition of the paper.

	MATHIS:
	Okay! It’s a done deal – just e-mailed the story in, with your drawing as an attachment.

	NORA:
	But not my name!

	MATHIS:
	Come on...let’s sit on the couch...

	SOUND:
	They sit.

	MATHIS:
	I told you. Promised. Your identity is a secret. But that watercolor will appear under a headline – Is This Man the Ripper?

	NORA:
	... What have we done?

	MATHIS:
	What do you mean?

	NORA:
	I have the sick feeling I’ve just made a colossal ass of myself.

	MATHIS:
	Yeah, but with my help.

	NORA:
	(kidding) So you’re exploiting me?

	MATHIS:
	Well...spending three days with you in close quarters...I’d be lying if I didn’t admit ’exploiting you’ hadn’t crossed my mind once or twice...

	NORA:
	(lightly) Why don’t you put one of those sex ads in the back of your paper? Who knows? Maybe I’ll respond...

	MATHIS:
	Maybe...maybe you will...

	SOUND:
	Squeaking couch, going on a bit; kissing; murmurs indicating petting; but then abruptly stops.

	NORA:
	No! I’m sorry...no...I can’t. Rich,
I’m sorry, but I told you, I told you...

	RICH:
	(slightly out of breath) I understand.

	NORA:
	It’s not like I’m frigid or anything.
I’m fine, up until...

	RICH:
	The moment of truth?

	NORA:
	Yes. Yes. Then I feel this icy chill...

	RICH:
	I understand. I really do.

	NORA:
	You do?

	RICH:
	Think about it. This...difficulty of yours.

	NORA:
	Hang-up you mean? I should never have told you! Almost thirty and still a...

	RICH:
	Virgin. Not a dirty word. Nora, this...hang-up may mean that you really were Heather in a former life. The life immediately previous to this one.

	NORA:
	Oh, Rich, you can’t be serious...

	RICH:
	Hey, I’m a journalist – that makes me a combo of cynicism and open-mindedness. I’m merely positing that the trauma of Heather’s death, at a moment of sexual discovery that turned into bloody horror, may be something you carried along into this life.

	NORA:
	Suppose...suppose there’s something to this. What the hell am I supposed to do about it?

	RICH:
	I’m going to give the reporter’s answer.

	NORA:
	Okay.

	RICH:
	Find Heather. See if she existed.
Maybe if you can to terms with who you were, you can come to terms with who you are.

	SOUND:
	After a few beats, a knock on a doorframe.

	NORA:
	Professor Wyman? Will?

	WYMAN:
	Nora! Come in, come in.

	NORA:
	I’m not interrupting? I hate bothering you at school.

	WYMAN:
	Just reading some very dull papers.
Sit. Sit.

	SOUND:
	Chair scrape.

	NORA:
	Professor, what would you say to putting me under again? This time we try for a place and a date for Heather’s prom.

	WYMAN:
	A fishing expedition.

	NORA:
	Call it that.

	WYMAN:
	Understand, it’s rather typical for regressed subjects to resist giving certain details, including last names.
Just as it’s very typical for a subject to immediately seize upon a traumatic incident in regression – like Heather’s violent death.

	NORA:
	But why have I carried this with me into this life? Particularly my connection with ’my’ murderer?

	WYMAN:
	Sometimes, when a life is cut short...according to one theory...we carry an agenda of sorts into our next one. A job left undone.

	NORA:
	You mean, we keep coming back till we get it right.

	WYMAN:
	Or wrong. Who’s to say someone evil, cut short in the midst of his or her evil pursuits, might not try to continue on in a future incarnation.

	NORA:
	Only this murderer is still on the same life – he’s older now. But he has the same blue and brown eyes, and the same, sick...hobby.

	WYMAN:
	Might I make a suggestion? Let’s listen to the recording of your regression again, perhaps several times. See what images come into your mind. See if you can latch onto something specific.

	NORA:
	All right. Do you have time to do that now?

	WYMAN:
	Of course. I am all in favor of your effort to substantiate this psychic link to the Ripper...Shall we begin?

	NARRATOR:
	They listen to the recording of the party game that had turned so sinister, and after the second time through...

	NORA:
	Professor, I got a strong image of the high school gym where that prom was held. It’s a real place.

	WYMAN:
	At your own high school? That would be a natural –

	NORA:
	No! Not my high school. I’m seeing a school gym in Geneva, Illinois – it’s a little town outside Chicago.

	WYMAN:
	Yes, I know where it is. Why would you recognize that particular location?

	NORA:
	Please don’t tell my hipster friends, but I was a cheerleader. We had basketball games at the Geneva High gym, several times.

	WYMAN:
	Still, your subconscious may just be filling in...or...

	NORA:
	Or Heather really did go to Geneva High...

	MUSIC:
	Sting.

	SOUND:
	Coffee shop noise.

	MATHIS:
	Okay, I ran with that one little detail – Geneva High School – and our assumption that some time in the early ’80s a murder may have taken place.

	NORA:
	And?

	MATHIS:
	That original suburban Ripper is getting a lot of play, today. Some say this is the same killer, after a thirty-year hiatus. Others think it’s a copycat.

	NORA:
	What does that have to do with –

	MATHIS:
	The original Ripper’s last victims were Heather Meeker and Rod McRae. Of Geneva, Illinois.

	NORA:
	But...but the media’s been covering those old murders. That means –

	MATHIS:
	You might’ve read something about those killings, just glanced at a newspaper, seen the faces of the victims, maybe the names.

	NORA:
	I could buy that if I hadn’t also had that dream predicting the most recent killing.

	MATHIS:
	I don’t think you predicted, Nora. I think you...witnessed it.

	NORA:
	Through some kind of, what? Psychic empathy with this monster’s other victims?

	MATHIS:
	And with the ’monster’ himself.

	NORA:
	It’s not his point of view I’m seeing. I died in that regression, Rich. And I died in the dream.

	MATHIS:
	Nora, does the date May 30, 1981, mean anything to you?

	NORA:
	Well...yes. It’s my birthday. I was born just before midnight. Why?

	MATHIS:
	Maybe nothing. But, uh...

	NORA:
	What?!?

	MATHIS:
	That’s the night Heather and Rod were killed.

	NORA:
	(very quietly) So...so I am her.

	MATHIS:
	We can’t know that. (a beat) Look, I’ve done some digging. Made some calls. You up for a day trip?

	NARRATOR:
	That afternoon Nora accompanies Rich Mathis on a day trip to Geneva, a lovely little town of quaint shops and restaurants and bike trails...and another trail that leads through streets of Prairie-style turn-of-the-century homes to a very modern facility. A nursing home.

	SOUND:
	Nursing home noise – hallway.
Footsteps on tile floor, two people.

	MATHIS:
	Heather’s father died ten years ago. Her mother has been here for the last eight years. Alzheimer’s patient.

	SOUND:
	Nurse’s desk. Perhaps softly ringing phone, muffled conversation.

	NORA:
	Excuse me. I’d like to speak to Mrs.
Meeker.

	NURSE:
	You’re welcome to try. We encourage visitors. But I’m afraid Mrs. Meeker hasn’t spoken a coherent word in years.

	MATHIS:
	How serious is her dementia?

	NURSE:
	It’s a sad situation. She’s only in her sixties, but seems far older – she can eat, feed herself. She can make it to and from the bathroom, with the aid of a walker. That’s the extent of her existence here.

	NARRATOR:
	The woman in the small private room is a frail, tiny, balding, baby bird of a
human. She sits in an armchair watching a television with a game show playing and the sound turned off.

	NURSE:
	Mrs. Meeker, you have a visitor.

	NORA:
	(approaching) My name is Nora Chaney, Mrs. Meeker. I hope we might talk...

	SOUND:
	Squeak of chair.

	NORA:
	(whispered) She’s...she’s holding her arms out to me. Rich – Rich, what should I do?

	MATHIS:
	(whispered) Go to her.

	NURSE:
	Mrs. Meeker, you mustn’t get up without help!

	MATHIS:
	(almost to himself) But she is.

	MRS. MEEKER:
	Heather! Oh my darling Heather...you’ve come to visit me at last.

	NARRATOR:
	Nora holds the old woman in her arms. Then, for an hour or more, sits just holding Mrs. Meeker’s hand. Now and then, the old woman, whose dim eyes
seem bright now, speaks the name, “Heather.” Her smile angelic.

	NURSE:
	(from doorway) Excuse me, but it’s time for Mrs. Meeker’s supper. You’ll have go.

	MRS. MEEKER:
	(desperate) Don’t leave!
Heather...my little angel...don’t go!

	NORA:
	I’ll be back...(emotional) Mother.

	SOUND:
	Footsteps in hall. Two people.

	MATHIS:
	I asked that nurse if Mrs. Meeker ever mistook a female visitor for her daughter before. She’s never reacted that way with anyone else.

	SOUND:
	Footsteps in hall fade. Dissolve to thrum of car as they drive back.
Rain. Windshield wiper noises. Plays under following.

	NORA:
	Oh!

	MATHIS:
	Are you all right?

	NORA:
	I fell asleep.

	MATHIS:
	That’s fine. (lightly joking) You’re not driving. But...Nora, what the hell is it?

	MUSIC:
	Ominous, eerie.

	NORA:
	(as if in a trance) I’m a redhead. In a flight attendant uniform.
I’m...doing a kind of striptease for this older man, in his fifties but with a lot of plastic surgery, and too-dark hair for his age.

	MATHIS:
	(muttered) Another dream...

	NORA:
	(still trance-like, building excitement) I strip slowly, then I go over to the bed and I just as slowly unbutton his shirt...now I’m stripping him...tug his pants down...then his shorts, and I’m...I’m pleasuring him when the door opens, must’ve forgot the nightlatch, and the man with the thin face and the blue and brown eyes comes in, slams the door, rushes over and there’s no time to scream before the butcher knife comes down...

	MATHIS:
	...There’s a rest stop. I’m pulling over.

	SOUND:
	Car pulls in. Engine shuts off. Rain continues. Wipers off.

	MATHIS:
	Are you all right?

	NORA:
	He kills couples who are having sex. I get that – but why me? The oldest virgin in Chicago!

	MATHIS:
	I doubt the oldest. Prettiest maybe.

	NORA:
	Take me to Detective Winters. I have to tell her.

	MATHIS:
	Good idea.

	SOUND:
	Car starts up again. Rain. Thunder.
Dissolve to cop bullpen noise.

	WINTERS:
	We just had a report that at a motel near O’Hare Airport, a maid has discovered two bodies with the Ripper’s usual M.O. Missing panties and all.

	NORA:
	I feel so helpless...

	WINTERS:
	I can’t take you to the crime scene. My superiors aren’t crazy about that article our friend Rich here published. A lot of people around the PD know I feed Rich tips, time to time.

	NORA:
	Then how can I help?

	WINTERS:
	Do I have to draw you a picture?
You’re the artist.

	NARRATOR:
	So the couple goes back to the loft apartment and Nora makes two more watercolors – one of a redheaded flight attendant, the other of an older man who had thought he’d gotten lucky. She e-mails the new pictures to Winters, who promptly calls her.

	WINTERS:
	(phone) Crime scene photos and your watercolors are a match, all right. So much so that I wish I could circulate that drawing you did of the Ripper to every cop in the city.

	NORA:
	Why don’t you then?

	WINTERS:
	(phone) Cops can’t pick up a suspect on the basis of a dreamer’s drawing.
Never mind getting laughed out of court, I couldn’t pick the bastard up in the first place.

	NORA:
	You could shadow him, or...

	WINTERS:
	(phone) I appreciate what you’re doing. Stay in touch.

	SOUND:
	Click of cell phone hanging up.

	NORA:
	Why don’t the police do something?
I’ve handed them the bastard!

	MATHIS:
	(upbeat) Maybe they will, pretty soon.

	NORA:
	What do you mean?

	MATHIS:
	Come over and sit on the couch with me.

	SOUND:
	Couch springs as she sits.

	MATHIS:
	I just got a text message – we’ve had several calls at the paper saying a man closely resembling your sketch has been seen in Evanston.

	NORA:
	(perking) You think there’s something to it?

	MATHIS:
	Well, one caller spoke of noticing the man had one blue eye and one brown one...

	NORA:
	Damn! D’you think Detective Winters would pay attention to that?

	MATHIS:
	Probably not. But I’ll drive around Evanston tomorrow myself, and show the picture around.

	NORA:
	The police should be doing that.

	MATHIS:
	Hey – it’s what I should be doing – I’m the reporter cracking this case, remember? There could be a book in it, and then maybe I could afford to take in a roommate.

	NORA:
	...Anybody special in mind?

	MATHIS:
	I like that idea you had – running a classified in my paper.

	NORA:
	(intimately) Maybe I can save you some money.

	MATHIS:
	(tentatively) Do you, uh...think maybe now that you’ve proven the Heather Meeker connection that, uh...maybe you can lay your demons to rest?

	NORA:
	I don’t know about my demons...

	SOUND:
	Clothing rustle. Kissing.

	MATHIS:
	(soft; heavy breathing) I...I never made love to a virgin before...Can’t it be painful for you, first time...?

	NORA:
	Don’t worry about it. I lost mine riding a bike.

	MATHIS:
	(confident purr) That’s what they all say...

	MUSIC:
	Comes up and then fades under.

	SOUND:
	Squeaking springs of people sitting up in bed.

	NORA:
	(dreamy) Second time was even better.

	MATHIS:
	Just wait’ll the third.

	NORA:
	Rich...do you think...?

	MATHIS:
	What?

	NORA:
	Nothing. It’s just...the visions.
The dreams. They’ve all been sexual.

	MATHIS:
	I wouldn’t say sexual exactly. Sex interrupted by violence, certainly.

	NORA:
	Now that...now that you’ve helped me overcome my sexual hang-up --

	MATHIS:
	You’re welcome.

	NORA:
	Will the visions stop, d’you think?

	MATHIS:
	Possibly. Or maybe they’ll manifest themselves in some other way. I mean, the psychic floodgate’s obviously open.

	NORA:
	Oh, I hope not!

	SOUND:
	Bed springs as people move in bed.

	MATHIS:
	Well, try it out – quit talking and go to sleep...

	NORA:
	Sure. Easy. Just try not to dream...

	ANNOUNCER:
	We’ll return to Fangoria’s Dreadtime Stories – after this.

	ANNOUNCER:
	And now back to Fangoria’s Dreadtime Stories and the conclusion to “Reincarnal.”

	SOUND:
	Sizzling bacon.

	NORA:
	Good morning. Don’t tell me you cook, too?

	MATHIS:
	Full-service. How do you like your eggs?

	NORA:
	Scrambled.

	MATHIS:
	Sit. I’ll bring you coffee.

	SOUND:
	Chair scrape.

	MATHIS:
	Any dreams?

	NORA:
	Only of you.

	MATHIS:
	Nice to hear...I’m going out to Evanston today. Prowl around that neighborhood where that guy was spotted – the one who looks like your drawing?

	SOUND:
	Coffee pouring.

	NORA:
	Wish I could go along. I have a deadline on an art assignment.

	MATHIS:
	This is just tedious reporter stuff.
But, uh...if you go out, take care. I brought you a gun.

	NORA:
	What?

	MATHIS:
	Ever use one before?

	NORA:
	No! Not in this lifetime...

	MATHIS:
	I’ll give you a quick tutorial after breakfast. Little snubby.38. Should fit in your purse...Here’s your breakfast.

	SOUND:
	Plate put down on table.

	NORA:
	This talk of guns...sort of losing my appetite.

	SOUND:
	Chair scrape.

	MATHIS:
	I can’t be with you all the time, Nora.

	NORA:
	I wasn’t mentioned by name in your article...

	MATHIS:
	I know. But if this madman found out who you were somehow, well...humor me. Take the gun.

	NORA:
	All right. I owe you.

	MATHIS:
	You do?

	NORA:
	Sure. You made me a woman, didn’t you? At age thirty.

	NARRATOR:
	Rich Mathis drives to Evanston and pokes around, and almost everyone he speaks to says the same thing: Nora’s
picture resembles a man who works as a janitor at First Christian Church.

	SOUND:
	Two knocks on a doorjamb.

	PASTOR:
	Yes?

	MATHIS:
	Pastor Davis? I need to speak to your janitor. Is he in?

	PASTOR:
	Delbert’s out running some errands, but should be back shortly. May be I of help?

	MATHIS:
	I’m Rich Mathis. Reporter? Delbert’s been mentioned as someone who might have witnessed a crime, and I’d like to chat with him about it.

	PASTOR:
	Well, that sounds a little ominous.
But, uh...Delbert should be back shortly.

	MATHIS:
	You mind my asking what sort of fella he is?

	PASTOR:
	Quiet. Devout. Couldn’t ask for a better servant of the lord. Simple soul – lives right here in a little apartment in the church basement.

	MATHIS:
	Well, thank you for your help, Pastor.
I’ll stop back later...

	NARRATOR:
	But the reporter doesn’t really leave. Instead he slips down a side stairway into the basement, where off a banquet room he finds the janitor’s quarters near the furnace.

	MATHIS:
	(to himself) Must be hot as hell in here...homemade book shelves...religion...philosophy...no fiction...no porn. No TV...

	NARRATOR:
	As Rich Mathis studies Bible School-style print of Jesus above the janitor’s cot, Nora – after an afternoon of work – is napping. Dreaming...

	MUSIC:
	Eerie; plays under.

	NORA:
	(dreamy, trance-like) I am a man.
Alone in a small room – in a basement, dreary, dank. Chest of drawers filled with men’s clothing, work clothes, a suit, all looking vaguely Good Will.
In a bottom drawer, I find scrapbooks.
I open one – and I see newspaper clippings. The clippings are yellowed at first, getting progressively whiter with each book. They start in Chicago, move to Detroit, then to San Diego, then Omaha, and always the same: slayings. Couples butchered.
And the bottom scrapbook is one in progress...the return of the Chicago Ripper. I glance up at the mirror over the bureau. I am Rich Mathis.

	NARRATOR:
	Nora wakes, knowing Rich is in danger...

	NORA:
	Rich!

	SOUND:
	Cell phone dialing.

	MATHIS:
	(phone) This is Rich Mathis. Please leave your number and message. Thank you.

	NARRATOR:
	Evanston. Rich went to Evanston today. And that cement sanctum, it is in Evanston. Nora puts the gun Rich gave her into her purse, and goes down to the street and hails a cab.

	SOUND:
	Street sounds. Car door opens, closes.

	NORA:
	Evanston.

	CABBIE:
	Where in Evanston? 

	NORA:
	Just Evanston!

	CABBIE:
	Oh-kay...

	NARRATOR:
	(build tempo) But in Evanston, she begins giving the cab driver directions, turn right, turn left, stop here...at a church. She rushes up the stairs and inside, brushing
past a pastor, going down stairs until she is in that room, near a furnace, and there is Rich...on the floor...bleeding, holding his chest...with a man in coveralls kneeling over him with a butcher knife in hand. A thin-faced man with one blue eye and one brown.

	NORA:
	Rich!

	MATHIS:
	(weak) Nora...

	NORA:
	You! Turn around. Now!

	DELBERT:
	Who...who are you?

	NORA:
	Put down the knife down.

	DELBERT:
	No. Who are you?

	NORA:
	Don’t you remember me?...I remember you, you and your one blue eye and the other brown.

	SOUND:
	Delbert screams as he attacks. Nora grunts. Purse fumble. Gun shot.
Body hits floor.

	DELBERT:
	Please...please don’t...I’m a good man! I punish sinners!

	NORA:
	Why, you look like you’re praying. Do you pray for forgiveness from your victims, here in this little monk’s chamber?

	DELBERT:
	It...it hurts...

	NORA:
	Why don’t you just ask me for forgiveness? Don’t you remember me?
I’m Heather!

	DELBERT:
	Wha...wha...?

	NORA:
	Heather Meeker. I came back for you.

	DELBERT:
	(soft) Heather. You were...you were a bad girl...

	NORA:
	No I wasn’t. You’re wondering why I don’t pick that knife up, and make you suffer, too? Like you did me, and so many others? Well, I don’t want you to suffer...I just want you to go away. Just get the hell out!

	SOUND:
	Gunshot.

	SOUND:
	Approaching footsteps on stairs.

	PASTOR:
	(somewhat distant) What’s going on in there?

	NORA:
	Call 911! We need an ambulance!...Rich, darling...you’re going to be fine.

	MATHIS:
	(weak but relieved) I know. You, too.

	MUSIC:
	Comes up, starting serious and then drops back down, getting lighter.

	NARRATOR:
	A week later, Nora Chaney brings Rich Mathis home from the hospital, to her loft apartment.

	NORA:
	Let’s get you to bed.

	MATHIS:
	That’s a great offer...just not sure I’m up to it.

	NORA:
	We’ll get you up to it.

	NARRATOR:
	But we don’t need to intrude upon this happy reunion, do we? We are not madmen with butcher knives, lurking
outside a window – no. Surely our dreadtime tale is done...almost.

	SOUND:
	Bed springs.

	NORA:
	Rich!

	MATHIS:
	(waking) Huh? What?

	NORA:
	I had a dream.

	MATHIS:
	(slurred) Uh, really? That right?

	NORA:
	But I wasn’t a specific person this time. I was just a presence in a white room. Doctors, standing around a table...a mother...feet in the stirrups...it’s a delivery room. Baby born...

	MATHIS:
	That’s a nice dream...

	MATHIS:
	Just a nightmare, honey. Go back to sleep.

	NORA:
	No, Rich – you don’t understand...He’s back.

	NORA:
	No, it isn’t! The birth wail, it...it was like a scream of rage...

	MUSIC:
	Sting. Then into Fangoria Theme.

	ANNOUNCER:
	“Reincarnal” was adapted for radio by Max Allan Collins and based on his short story. Heard in the cast were:
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