1

Paul M. Strickler
PO Box 888184
Grand Rapids, MI  49588
PaulMStrickler@HorrorPlace.com
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Adapted from the novel “The Calling” by Paul M. Strickler.
An anxious and troubled teenage boy, uprooted to a new town, must overcome his fear and with the help of his once-estranged grandfather and an enigmatic angel, save his sister from a demon intent on permanently linking hell and earth.
EXT. RATINGEN, GERMANY – CLEARING - NIGHT
On-screen caption: Germany – 1903.
A clearing, surrounded by several large rocks and bushes in the middle of a deep wood. Two young boys hide behind one of the bushes. An enormous bonfire dominates the center of the clearing, crackling loudly.
A MAN stands in front of the fire. The boys peer through the branches of the bush and watch in rapt, fascinated attention. The man mutters strange incantations in German and raises and holds his hands and head up toward the sky.
The boys whisper to each other in German; sub-titled.

OTTO

Do you think he’s a witch?

HERMANN

Warlock. A male witch is called a warlock, not a witch.

OTTO

But mother said--
HERMANN

Mother was wrong. Now quiet your mouth before I do it for you.

OTTO

Why is he talking to that fire?

Hermann fidgets.
HERMANN

I don’t know.

The man continues muttering, louder, lifts his hands higher, the tone of his words change and become more commanding.

OTTO

Can we go now? I’m tired.

HERMANN

A while longer.

Some kind of shape/form begins developing inside the fire.

Otto moves, as if he’s going to stand up. Hermann clamps a hand on his arm.

HERMANN (CONT’D)
Sit down fool! Want him to see us?

Otto sits down.

OTTO

Nothing’s happening.

The form inside the fire, made of fire, becomes more distinct, taking on a vaguely human shape.

HERMANN

I think something’s--

The man sees the shape and staggers backward. The form, now clearly in the shape of a human, steps out of the fire.

Otto jumps up and runs. Hermann watches Otto leave, rises a bit, turns back to the fire, his face, reflecting the orange of the fire, becomes more terrified. A strange inhuman cry echoes out of the forest. Hermann turns away and runs.

Hermann runs through pitch-dark woods, pursued by the beast-like sounds he heard at the clearing. Ahead of him, also running, is Otto.
A large DARK SHAPE springs from the right and leaps upon Otto and the two go down into the dark. Hermann stops and watches in horror as the dark shape attacks Otto.

Hermann runs again, now in complete terror, turns his head back once more, still running, then turns back and strikes a tree head-on. He falls like a sack of dirt, unconscious.

EXT. PRESENT DAY – DETROIT – STERLING HEIGHTS – HOUSE – DAY – MORNING

A moving truck sits in the street. Two MOVERS and members of the SARASIN family take the last items from a typical suburban house and put them on the truck.

ALAN, 38, the father. Medium-short, thin, bookish, wears glasses. Dark brown hair. Looks the part of the University professor that he is.

SAMANTHA, “SAM,” 36, the mother. As tall as her husband. Not quite as thin. Blonde, shoulder-length hair. Distinguished, tough, smart. She’s a CFO.

MICHAEL, 15, son. Medium-build, light brown hair, looks a lot like his father.

AMANDA, 11, daughter. Tom-boyish. Blonde hair like her mother.

GRANDPA RICHARD, 77, tall. Even though it’s summer, he wears an expensive suit. He appears awkward.

The movers close up the truck and drive away.

Alan, Sam, Amanda and Grandpa Richard stand together and watch as the truck drives away. Michael stands at a distance, by the house.

GRANDPA RICHARD
Well, Sam, I guess this is it. I can understand you not wanting to say goodbye to Augustine.

Sam hugs her father briefly.

SAM

We’ll be in touch, Dad.

Sam looks around; sees Michael standing off at a distance and a GIRL walking down the sidewalk toward him.
SAM (CONT’D)

So, is everyone ready?

Alan smiles, ruffles Amanda’s hair.

AMANDA

Yeah! Let’s go!

Alan opens the back door of their Jeep Cherokee and Amanda jumps inside.

Alan looks at Sam.

SAM

This is the right thing. I know it.

Alan smiles.

ALAN

We’re going to be fine. Nice of your Dad to stop by.

SAM

Yeah. I’m surprised she let him out of the house.

AMANDA

Can we go now?

Alan watches Michael talk to the Girl. She has tears in her eyes. Michael and the Girl hug, and Michael walks away, his head bowed.

Michael reaches the car and gets in the backseat next to Amanda. Alan gets in the passenger side. They drive off.

A man, the MYSTERIOUS STRANGER, 40ish, clothes disheveled and dirty, long unkempt hair, watches the car from the opposite side of the street. He has a grave, concerned look on his face.

EXT. – DRIVING ACROSS MICHIGAN – DAY
Sam drives, heading north through Michigan from Detroit to Boyne City.
Everyone in the car seems happy and cheery except Michael who stares out the passenger window, now at a warehouse district as they leave the city behind.
AMANDA

Is the house really big? What bedroom do I get? I want to be on the second floor. Are there different kinds of bugs there than here? Are we going to beat the movers?

ALAN

Easy, honey. We’re barely on our way.

Amanda looks disappointed, but only for a second. Sam looks at Alan.

SAM

Have you heard from Dr. Stratford?

ALAN

No. We’re supposed to get in touch once I get up there.

SAM

I called the electric and phone company. Everything should be turned on by the time we get there.

AMANDA

This is going to be the best summer ever!

Michael turns to Amanda with a wry look on his face.

MICHAEL

Anything beats last year.

Sam looks in the rearview mirror at Michael; catches his eye.
SAM

Avoidance of any more trips to the hospital will be an improvement I should think.

Michael rolls his eyes and stares again out the window, watching as they drive by a salvage yard full of old school buses.

AMANDA

(whispers)

It wasn’t his fault.

Only Michael hears her. He looks at her and she at him. He returns to the window.
EXT. BOYNE CITY – WOULFE HOUSE – DAY
Woulfe House is a large, white, imposing, Victorian three-story home set in the country a few miles south of the small lake-side town of Boyne City, Michigan. An open field leads up to it, while thick forest covers the landscape behind it as far as the eye can see.
In the field, not quite centered, but closer to the house, rises the Claw Tree. The leafless, dark-barked Claw Tree looks like an enormous arthritic claw reaching up out of the earth.

As the Sarasin family drives past the strange tree, Michael is startled by the presence of a man on the side of the road; it’s the Mysterious Stranger.
The Mysterious Stranger’s eyes, an almost alien brilliant green, stare directly at Michael.
MICHAEL

Did you see that guy!?

Sam looks in the rearview mirror, Amanda looks out the back window, Alan looks behind him over the seat.

AMANDA

What guy?

Michael looks, but the man is gone. He keeps staring behind them as Sam pulls into the driveway of Woulfe House.

Everyone gets out except Michael. Sam and Alan look up at the enormous house.

ALAN

I didn’t remember it being so big.

SAM

We’re going to use some of the rooms for an office for you and me, remember?
Standing together, Alan smiles and puts his arm around Sam.
Amanda runs by them, does cartwheels in the grass. Alan and Sam move toward the backyard; Amanda follows.
INT. CAR – WOULFE HOUSE – DAY

Michael sits in the car, looks out the window and sees the Claw Tree. He gets out, squints at the sun. He rubs his temple as if he has a headache.

Michael walks from the front of the house toward the back and suddenly hears Amanda scream. He runs into the backyard.

EXT. WOULFE HOUSE – BACKYARD – DAY

Amanda pulls her leg out from a hole in the floor of a large white gazebo set in the middle of an elaborate Victorian garden. Michael sees a long, shallow, bloody scratch on her leg.

The garden contains gray flagstone walking trails, a simulated dry creek bed with cedar bridge, plants & flowers (Siberian iris, stonecrop, hostas), some trees (Douglas fir and European hornbeams) and a rock garden with a bronze sundial.

Alan reaches Amanda first and helps her. Sam uses a tissue from her purse to stem the blood, which quickly stops.

Michael rubs his forehead and squints in apparent pain. He looks back toward the house. The sound of a large truck is heard arriving.
ALAN

Will you go meet the movers, Michael?

Michael walks back to the front of the house.
EXT. WOULFE HOUSE - DAY

The moving truck stops, having backed up into the driveway.

There are two moving men. MOVING MAN #1 is an incredibly large, muscular man in his early thirties. MOVING MAN #2, though about the same age, is the complete opposite: a thin, short Chinese man.

MOVING MAN #1

We at the right place?

Moving Man #1 smiles, looking like it’s the happiest day of his life.

MICHAEL

Looks like it.

The move-in commences and everyone helps unload the truck.

EXT. WOULFE HOUSE – DAY - LATER

With the truck empty, everyone rests and drinks bottled lemonade from a cooler produced from the Sarasin’s car.

Everyone turns at the sound of a sudden retching sound. Moving Man #2 vomits in the driveway.

MOVING MAN #1

Sorry about that, Mr. Sarasin. Strange too. I’ve never seen Chang get sick like this before.
Alan looks at the mess the second mover has made in the driveway.

MOVING MAN #1 (CONT’D)

Maybe we should just be getting on our way.






(to Sam)

Thanks for the lemonade Ma’am.
Alan, Sam and Amanda move back toward the house, walk up onto the porch and go inside.

Michael stands, still watching the movers. Moving Man #1 opens the truck door and stands for a moment.
MOVING MAN #1 (CONT’D)

Yep, my family used to live up here, back when the mine was going. Beautiful country! That’d be my grandfather’s time of course. Worked the ol’ Sedgwick-Davey. You’re lucky!

Suddenly, his face changes; turns serious. His smile, present for most of the day is suddenly gone. He speaks next in a completely different tone of voice; stern and serious, looking directly at Michael:

MOVING MAN #1 (CONT’D)

You should check it out, boy. Check it out . . . real . . . good.

Michael blinks.

The man jumps into the truck, the truck starts and leaves. Michael watches as it moves away down the road and as it disappears in a turn, his gaze falls upon the Claw Tree.

