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-PART A-

INT. SPENCER RESIDENCE, DAVE’S ROOM

DAVE’S POV

We look around Dave’s room filled with books and DESK AND JOURNAL. We move to the desk and journal, there are still many books piled on the desk just to the side of the journal. Dave picks up a pen and begins writing.




DAVE (VO)

May 7, 2002.

I couldn’t resist. I had no reason to return. But to find something so fascinating I had to go to find out more. So, I left after sunset hoping he would be out. I told my parents I was at Paul’s. I grabbed my back pack and …

INT. CADIUS’S APT. BLDG., OUTSIDE CADIUS’S LOFT – NIGHT

DAVID SPENCER,16, brown hair, glasses, casual clothes, stands in front of the door with a SMALL MIRROR in hand. The door has an OLD STYLE LATCHED LOCK with a large keyhole. He jiggles the latch then looks around.




DAVE




(mumbling)

Didn’t think of the lock …

Dave looks around some more then examines the knob more.




DAVE

Kind of an old lock, guess he likes classics. I wonder if it’s a real classic.

Dave pulls a pen from his back pack. He inserts it into the keyhole and twists. It clicks. He repeats it several times. Dave tries the latch once more and the door opens.

INT. CADIUS’S LOFT – NIGHT

It is pitch black. Dave cautiously walks in. He looks about; then he steps quietly about looking at things.

Cadius’s figure steps behind him and grabs his shoulder.




CADIUS

Intruder!




(beat)

Oh David. Bolder tonight are we not.




DAVE

Uh, hi, Cadius?

Cadius moves. The lights come on. CADIUS, 28, white hair, black clothes.




CADIUS

To what do I owe this unexpected visit?




DAVE

Just, uh, you know … in the neighborhood.




CADIUS




(smirking)

Curiosity killed the cat, David. I must admit you are quite resourceful.




DAVE

Uh, well it was an old lock, really old. Guess when your powerful vampire you don’t have to worry about people breaking in




CADIUS

Hmmm. Please have a seat.

Cadius makes a gesture and walks in the way of some chairs. As he passes by Dave, Dave pulls up his mirror to see if Cadius is in it, but Cadius catches the movement out of the side of his eye. Cadius hisses and strikes the mirror with the back of his hand. Cadius holds up his slightly cut hand. The wounds heal fast.




CADIUS




(coldly)

David, the cat.




DAVE

I … I know, I just …




CADIUS

David, please have a seat I have a tale I want to tell you.

They sit. David looks around some more. The room has a very Victorian style to it. The chairs themselves are ornate and plushy.




DAVE

So, uh what’s the story?




CADIUS

Alexander’s Tale, it is a story told to all vampires upon their rebirth. It answers most questions they will have.




DAVE

Ah.




(beat)

You’re not going to, uh …




CADIUS

No. I would never place this curse upon another person under normal circumstances. I just want to alleviate your questions. So you don’t make any more foolish decisions in your quest for knowledge.




(beat)

Keep this fact in mind, David. Everything about vampire is held by this, it is his blood that lets him live.

Dave nods and Cadius gets his thoughts together.




CADIUS

It begins in Rheinberg, Germany 1862. A young egoistic noble by the name of Alexander and his father were considering an old church and its surrounding land for development. He and …

EXT. OLD CHURCH, RHEINBERG – MIDDAY

ALEXANDER, 25, well groomed, handsome with chiseled features, stands with his father, HANS PETER, 51, similar looking but with a beard and graying hair. They observe, look, point at various things at the church ground. They speak in German with subtitles. The church is fairly large. Its old worn gothic architecture sits hauntingly next to the river.




ALEXANDER

See, father. Over there the workshop would go. By the river the wheel. And below it we could install pumps for other various tasks.




HANS

I am proud of you my son. Your grasp of this new technology is astounding. You will make the Bischof family powerful. Have you acquired the land?




ALEXANDER

No, father. That is why I took you here to show you the potential. An old man lives here and he is quite the stubborn old fellow. I just wanted you to know that the amount of money it will take to convince him to leave may be a lot. But it will be well invested.

Hans nods and they walk away.

EXT. OLD CHURCH, DOOR – AFTERNOON

Alexander walks up and grabs the old knocker. He looks up to the top first, then knocks. BOGDAN, 68, slowly opens the door. He hobbles out on his one leg and crutch. 




ALEXANDER

Good day, sir.

Bogden nods.




BOGDEN




(scratchy voice, Polish accent)

What do you want?

ALEXANDER

Well sir I wish to buy your property. You see it has tremendous potential in the righ-




BOGDEN

It is not for sale.

Bogden begins to close the door. Alexander holds it open.




ALEXANDER

Please, sir. You must reconsider.




BOGDEN

No!




ALEXANDER

I can pay you well.




BOGDEN

GET OUT!




ALEXANDER

SIR, NAME YOUR PRICE!




BOGDEN

NO!

The door slams. Alexander is flustered. He straightens his hair and walks away. At the road side he meets some ladies. He begins chatting, the laugh, etc.

EXT. OLD CHURCH – MIDDAY

Two beautiful young women, SARAH, 23, and JULIA, 22, blonde, walk up and knock on the door.




SARAH

Good, sir. You look so lonely here.




BOGDEN

Go away.




JULIA

Oh, sir by yourself for so long.

Bogden begins to close the door.




SARAH

Sir, I can do anything you want, anything. Just sign over the land.

The door slams shut. Sarah is frustrated. They walk to the road. Alexander is waiting for them, smiling.




ALEXANDER

Well, how did it go?




SARAH

Crazy old man. Not even a little interest.

Alexander is obviously angered, they leave together.

EXT. OLD CHURCH – NIGHT

Alexander is dressed in hunting garb. A CUTLASS is at his side. He moves slowly and stealthily around the side of the building. He makes his way around till reaches the back cellar door. The blade is pulled and Alexander hacks at the lock.

INT. OLD CHURCH, BASEMENT – CONTINUOUS

Alexander makes his cautious approach. Within the dim candle light various atrocities can be seen; mishaps born and bottled, limbs, assorted things in tubes, etc.

Alexander stops when he sees a body on the ground. It is frail and there is a faint up and down movement of breathing. A slight trickle of blood flows from the gash at its neck. Alexander looks back to the exit for a moment then continues onward.

INT. OLD CHURCH, FIRST FLOOR – CONTINUOUS

Alexander enters the main floor of the church. It is lit dimly by candles and some moonlight filters through the stained glass. However it is less of a church and more of a lab. Various tables and scientific things are about. In the background this are various pumping tubes and gears to large unspeakable contraptions. Alexander looks at one in particular pumping water.

ALEXANDER




(to himself)

This could save some time.

Bogden enters.




BOGDEN

Quite a marvel to industry isn’t it.

Bogden looks at Alexander’s sword. His face grows angered.




BOGDEN

What is your intent with that!?




ALEXANDER

Quiet old man!

Bogden sneers showing his fangs. Then he lunges grasping Alexander by the throat.




BOGDEN

You’ll find me not so easy to bully during the night.

Alexander blacks out.

INT. OLD CHURCH, SECOND FLOOR – ?

Alexander wakes strapped to a wooden examining table.




ALEXANDER

WHAT ARE YOU?!!




BOGDEN

A vampire, as you too shall soon be.




ALEXANDER

NOOOOOOO!!!! GET AWAY FIEND!!!

Alexander struggles. Bogden moves to the table, looks over Alexander’s forearm, and slices it open. He then slices his own and lets it drip into Alexander’s veins.




BOGDEN

It is all in the blood. You see I have been researching it. It is the new field in Germany, these cells. There are some in blood. Vampire cells are stronger than human ones. However, if I give to little your body will … fight it off. So I must give enough for you to change. 

Bogden steps away as his wound seals. Alexander begins to go into a fit much like a heart attack. His body spasms for awhile, then stops, motionless.

-END PART A-

-PART B-

INT. OLD CHURCH, SECOND FLOOR – ?

ALEXANDER’S POV

Alexander looks up at the grand gothic architecture.




BOGDEN(OS)

Patient does not die. As I theorized. They merely appear to die then the vampiric cells begin to modify the host body as how it sees fit. The body is cold for awhile, hours, or as in this case, days. Then it warms up as I predicted. The amount of blood flow must keep the body warm. But if it is too warm as in the day it is sluggish and weak.




ALEXANDER




(groggily)

What … have you … done to … me?




BOGDEN

Patient seems to have maintained personality, some do not. However, not same physical personality. Quandary, how and why does it change. Reflection of the inner soul, reflection of what the old human wanted, or is it the wish of the blood cells. They seem to be in control.




(beat)

Always making us lust to feast on human blood. Is that what they feast on?

Alexander tilts his head up. We see Bogdens back with him sitting at a desk and writing.

ALEXANDER

Feast … on blood!?




BOGDEN

Yes, like that blonde vixen you sent for me.




ALEXANDER

Ju … lia?

Bogden turns around to face Alexander.




BOGDEN

Yes, she was delicious.




(beat)

Oh, a single tear, you do still posses some humanity. But you will change.

Alexander begins to struggle. We hear a snapping of strap. One arm comes up. The hand is now clawed. Bogden lunges and a metal rod pierces Alexander’s heart. Alexander stops, his arm still in the air, deathly still.




BOGDEN

Knew it was risky to use only leather straps. Your strength has increased hasn’t it? Stake through the heart, stops the heart from pumping, stops the blood from moving, and with out blood the vampire is an empty husk.




(beat)

I know you can still hear me. Don’t fear you are not dead. I have but to remove it and you would be free, but not yet. 

INT. OLD CHURCH, SECOND FLOOR – ?

ALEXANDER’S POV

Steel straps now hold down Alexander. Bogden approaches standing above.




ALEXANDER

Let me go … please.




BOGDEN

Subject adapts. He has claws. But retains some of the original abilities. They must vary greatly between vampires.

Bogden reaches into Alexander’s mouth and pulls out a long leech like tongue. Bogden lets hang his own similar tongue. He slurps it up and smiles wickedly. He still holds Alexander’s up.




BOGDEN

How do you like it?!




ALEXANDER

RARR!!!

Alexander bites off his own tongue in his rage. Bogden walks off with it. Alexander starts shaking in fear.




BOGDEN

Thank you. This saves me the time. Don’t worry it will grow back. It always does.

INT. OLD CHURCH, SECOND FLOOR – NIGHT

We see Bogden standing over Alexander’s left arm. The rest of Alexander is off camera.




BOGDEN

Theory: if the body is removed to long from a limb or member, it will forget how to make it. Such as my leg. Now removing subject’s finger.

Bogden proceeds to surgically remove Alexander’s pinky. Alexander screams. Bogden now grabs a pump with a syringe at the end.




BOGDEN

It is known that certain materials stem the flow of blood. Such as the mercury in this pump. I will continually inject it to the patient’s arm. This will stop the blood long enough that the body will forget the arm and never re-grow the finger.

Bogden inserts the syringe and engages the machine. It assortment of gears, pumps, and levers begin to move. Once more Alexander screams.

INT. OLD CHURCH, SECOND FLOOR – NIGHT

ALEXANDER’S POV

We look around Bogden can’t be found. We hear clawing against wood. The wood snaps. We look down to see that Alexander clawed hand and busted the wood beneath the steel straps. We also see that he is missing his pinky.

Alexander gets up looks around. There is a large ornate stained glass window. We rush towards it and jump through.




ALEXANDER

ARRRGH!!!

We look down to Alexander’s broken leg and cuts from the glass. Then we look up as Bogden yells at us from the busted window.




BOGDEN

We are not invincible boy. After all I’m missing a leg.

Alexander struggles off.

EXT. OUTSIDE GATE, HANS PETER’S RESIDENCE – CONTINUOUS

ALEXANDER’S POV

Alexander stumbles up to the large iron gate. He begins shaking it. The latch snaps under his strength. He pushes it open and enters. Hans Peter steps outside his door.




HANS

Who is there!?




ALEXANDER

Father? FATHER!!

Alexander runs up to his father. His father steps back and draws his blade.




HANS

Step back beast!




ALEXANDER

Father?

Hans Peter stops. His eyes show some level of recognition, but his face quickly changes to that of disgust.

HANS

I AM NOT YOUR FATHER!!!

Hans Peter slashes at Alexander. The cut is clean across the chest and blood pours from the wound. Alexander lashes back and his father falls.




HANS

HELP! HELP! MONSTER! BEAST! HELP!

Alexander flees the estate his father screaming in the background.

EXT. OUTSIDE GATE, HANS PETER’S RESIDENCE – CONTINUOUS

Bogden hobbles up to the gate, a LEDGER in hand. He examines the torn lock and begins transcribing notes.




BOGDEN

Subject’s control seems to be waning, questioning his mental stability.

EXT. RHEINBERG, STREETS – CONTINUOUS

ALEXANDER’S POV

Alexander is audibly crying. He stumbles around for awhile. Then collapse in sobs upon the moon reflecting stone worked road. 




(beat)




ALEXANDER

Sarah … Sarah … she’ll do anything for money … for me.

Alexander slowly picks himself up and once more runs off.

EXT. RHEINBERG, STREETS – CONTINUOUS

Hans Peter stands in the street rallying people and yelling. Men gather round gathering torches, lanterns, and weapons




HANS

I HAVE SEEN IT. IT WAS CLAWED. IT HAD FANGS AND A TONGUE AS LONG AS MY FOREARM. FOR THE SAFETY OF THE WOMEN AND CHILDREN WE MUST FIND AND DESTROY IT. DEATH TO THE REVENANT!

The crowd is yelling and they start marching.

EXT. RHEINBERG, SARAH’S HOUSE – CONTINUOUS

ALEXANDER’S POV

Alexander stumbles up to the door, then knocks. Moments pass then the door opens and we see Sarah. She pauses a moment then screams and falls back.




ALEXANDER

Sarah, SARAH! It’s me Alexander, your love.




SARAH

NO, NO, NO, GET AWAY!! HELP!

She slaps him and steps back some more. Angered he throws here to the side. He looks down at her, some blood dribbles out the side of her mouth. She tries to scamper away.




ALEXANDER

It’s me … It’s me … It’s …

His gaze falls on the blood, then her throat, then it falls to the veins on her neck. We hear a heart beat. His tongue flails out. It twists in the air for the moment.

EXT. RHEINBERG, STREETS – CONTINUOUS

Hans Peter and the crowd are still marching about town. Sarah’s scream can be heard in the distance. They run off in that direction.

INT. SARAH’S HOUSE – CONTINUOUS

ALEXANDER’S POV

He looks down at Sarah’s dead body. A bloody mark upon her throat. He then looks around frantically.




ALEXANDER

What have I done? WHAT HAVE I DONE!?




BOGDEN (VO)

… the wish of the blood cells. They seem to be in control.

He begins crying and thrashing wildly. Alexander then slowly lurches his way upstairs. He falls to the bed, sobbing.

INT. SARAH’S HOUSE – CONTINUOUS

Bogden enters. He kneels to examine Sarah’s body.




BOGDEN

As predicted, patient has no control. Blood drove him to consume.

INT. SARAH’S HOUSE, SECOND LEVEL – CONTINUOUS

ALEXANDER’S POV

Alexander is curled on the bed. He slowly straightens himself. He sits up and rests his head on his hands.





(beat)

He gets up and then notices his image in a large vanity mirror. We slowly look up from the pale feet. The tattered garb. He halts at his clawed hands. Then continues up the chest. Finally, very slowly it comes to the face.

INT. SARAH’S HOUSE, SECOND LEVEL – CONTINUOUS

We see the full new Alexander for the first time. He stands before the mirror. His face is still vaguely his. However now it is pale and bald. His teeth are ragged and sharp. Some of his features are now grotesquely exaggerated.




ALEXANDER

AH … GOD.

His mood changes to that of anguish.




ALEXANDER

What … is this beast?

Is this ME?

My … my … FACE!

RUINED!

Sobs and tears rack his stooping body.




BOGDEN (VO)

… reflection of the inner soul …




ALEXANDER

M … monster … am I?

His breathing grows harder. His posture straighter. He moves to a trembled resolve.




ALEXANDER

Then a DEMON I shall BE!

His face turns from self pity to rage. His breath turns to angered heaves. His fist shatters the mirror.




ALEXANDER

AAAAHHHHHHHHHHHHHRRRRRRRRRRRRRRR!!!!

INT. SARAH’S HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Bogden hears the scream and looks up. He hurriedly makes his way up the stairs. He finds the ferocious Alexander standing with mirror shards scattered about. Bogden begins scribbling in his book.




BOGDEN

Subject, has lost control upon knowledge of new image. Mental state after transfer of blood should be put under scrutiny.

EXT. SARAH’S HOUSE – CONTINUOUS

The mob has reached the source of the disturbance. Hans Peter turns to them.




HANS

I shall go in and check first, I owe the beast. If I don’t return, burn the house.

INT. SARAH’S HOUSE – CONTINUOUS

Hans Peter enters. He looks about, sees the dead body, then faces Alexander.




HANS

Prepare for your end beast.

He turns and begins to leave, when he hears the faintest words from the monster.




ALEXANDER

F… father. I had the best dreams. I … I only wanted to be … important like … you … the industry …

Hans Peter turns around. He closely looks at the huddled figure. He looks in its eyes. A tear strolls down his cheek. He vaguely recognizes his son. He bends down, gently.




HANS

S … Son? Is …

He stands up his resolve returned. He turns around to leave.




HANS

Beast! If it were my son he would kill the monster as well. He would die to save the face of the family. He would know his duty.

Hans Peter glances back. Alexander slowly stops shuddering. He uncurls, slow raises himself. He slouches for a moment, then stands, back straight. Hans Peter nods and leaves.





(beat)




ALEXANDER




(quietly)

For the family. I would rather burn in honor. Then live this life of hell.

EXT. SARAH’S HOUSE – CONTINUOUS

Hans Peter stands before the mob outside.




HANS

The beast is wounded. Set the house aflame. Let us leave no more than its ashes on God’s great earth.

The crowd starts throwing torches and lanterns at the house they splash fire upon the side until eventually some start a steady flame. The house becomes a burning blaze. It’s fire licking at the night’s sky.

EXT. SARAH’S HOUSE – DAWN

Bogden hobbles around. Mumbling to himself, laughing.




BOGDEN

Patient is dead, let this show that vampires are still mortal. But Death does not come easy for the damned. Quandary, what is the minimum amount to kill a vampire. Could it be …

Bogden bumbles off, mumbling to himself.

INT. CADIUS’S LOFT – NIGHT

Dave and Cadius are sitting as Cadius finishes his tale.

CADIUS

… and so Alexander died. But this was only a start for Bogden, his research has become one of the greatest vampiric tomes. Well, David, did this story answer your questions?

Dave, slightly pale, nods.




DAVE

So each vampire can have different powers?




CADIUS

Yes, some are meta-morphs and can change into various things such as a bat or mist. Some gain control over parts of the physical world such as the fellow the other day. He had complete control of his blade as if it was apart of his body.




DAVE

And you?




CADIUS

Another tale for another day. I see my story only piqued more questions. It is getting late if you have few simpler questions, please ask them. Otherwise you should hurry home.




DAVE

How do the powers work?




CADIUS
David, I said simpler question. Powers are controlled by the blood. Our body is made up of many cells. Vampiric blood can form itself into the needed type. Like Alexanders’s claws and tongue, the blood grew these at a far more accelerated rate than a human could. As for things such as the brute’s sword, those are more complicated, same concept but far more science heavy. I am afraid I am the wrong one to ask about that, I have always been more of a scholar.




DAVE

How about the –




CADIUS

I think time is up, David. You should return home.

Dave nods and gets up to leave.

CADIUS

David.




(Beat)

It is best if you don’t return here. It is not safe. Come to me only if you feel you are threatened.

Cadius gets up. Picks up a book. And hands it to Dave.




CADIUS

Take this, as a parting gift. It is an adventure story I’m sure you can relate to.

INT. SPENCER RESIDENCE, DAVE’S ROOM

DAVE’S POV

We are looking at Dave’s desk as he writes in his journal.




DAVE (VO)

… I left Cadius’s home a little disturbed. And yet the knowledge gained was, well, fascinating. But I think I’ll take Cadius’s advice. As much as I crave the adventure, I’m in no condition of spirit or body to enter such a dangerous world. I think I’ll let these past days fade like a passing memory.

Dave sets the pen down. His handle dawdles across the page for a moment. Then it shivers in fear.

-END-

