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THE HOUSE OF FRANKENSTEIN

Originally presented in London in March 1989 with the
following cast of characters:

Baron Von Frankenstein Michael Downing
Ygor Ian Taylor
The Monster Daniel Lambert
Frau Lurker Martin Downing
Baroness Von Frankenstein Tania Galloway
Harry Talbot Neil Hitchcock
Countess Ilona Bathory Janice Greenwood
The Phantom of the Opera Peter Tarrant
Count Vlad Dracula Mike Balmer
Isabel Channing Victoria Potter

The play was directed by Martin Downing

The action of the play takes place in Castle Frankeastein,
somewhere in the Carpathian Mountains

ACT I Scene 1 Shortly before seven o’clock
Scene 2 Ten minutes later
Scene A minute later

w

ACT II Scene
Scene
Scene
Scene

Shortly before midnight
Immediately following

One o’clock in the morning
A few minutes later
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The play was also produced at the Spa Pavilion, Felix-
stowe, in June 1989 with the following cast:

Baron Von Frankenstein Michael Downing
Ygor Ian Taylor
The Monster Daniel Lambert
Frau Lurker Ann Heyes
Baroness Von Frankenstein Heler: Allen
Harry Talbot Paul Holden
Countess [lona Bathory Janice Greeawood
The Phantom of the Opera Peter Tarrant
Count Vlad Dracula Martin Downing
Isabel Channing Victoria Potter

The play was directed by Martin Downing

Sound Manager (London) Nick: Jones
Lighting Manager (London and

Felixstowe) Arran McKnight
Sound Manager (Felixstowe) Cai Dominic

Costumes by Michael Downing
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CHARACTERS

Baron Victor Von Frankenstein, a scientist
Baroness Elisabeth Von Frankenstein, his wife
Ygor, his assistant

Frau Lurker, his housekeeper

The Monster, his creation

Harry Talbet, a werewolf

Countess Ilona Bathory, the Queen of Vampires
The Phantom of the Opera, the Terror of Paris
Count Vlad Dracula, the King of Vampires
Isabel Channing, the Phantom’s Protegée



CHARACTER DESCRIPTIONS

Baron Victor Von Frankenstein is about thirty-five years old. He is of clean
cut appearance and speaks forcefully. An extrovert and emotional day-
dreamer.

Ygor can be played at any age. He is a hunchback, ugly and speaks and
shambles like Charles Laughton’s Quasimodo. He is scruffy in appearance
and extrovert and eccentric in manner.

The Monster resembles the “Creature” as played by Boris Karloff. He is of
indeterminate age and appears to be the most stupid and pathetic being
imaginable. He wears ill-fitting clothes and moves clumsily.

Frau Lurker is about sixty-five and has a dour and menacing manner. She
speaks tersely with a harsh German accent and marches rather than walks.
She wears unrelieved black. (Can be played by a man.)

Baroness Elisabeth Von Frankenstein is twenty-seven years old, very
attractive, but diffident, bored and outspoken. Castle Frankenstein is not
her idea of home.

Harry Talbot is a good looking if somewhat dejected American in his early
thirties. He is obviously a loner but is capable of arousing sympathy. He has
to be able to dance.

Countess Ilona Bathory appears to be in her late thirties and is both
attractive and stylishly dressed. Her manner is usually restrained, but there
are moments when her true passions are revealed. She speaks with a mid-
European accent. She should be able to dance.

The Phantom of the Opera is about forty, but it is hard to tell since his face
is almost entirely concealed by a mask. He is French and his mood varies
from one of menace to that of the dispirited romantic.

Count Vlad Dracula appears to be in his mid-forties. He speaks with a
Romanian accent and his appearance is suave yet sinister. His manner varies
between dejection and ferocity, but at all times he should appear formid-
able. He should be able to dance.

Isabel Channing is an American in her early twenties. She is attractive but
her manner is abrasive. Like most of the other characters she is a total
extrovert. She is also a dancer.

Costume suggestions follow at the end of the text.

It is important to remember that this play is a comedy-horror. Therefore the
sinister characters should play their parts with real malevolence at times, to
supply the right balance in the action



ACT 1
SCENE 1

The Great Hall at Castle Frankenstein. Shortly before 7 p.m. High stone walls

Jform the framework and set into these up R and up L are two 2normous gothic
windows which overlook a grim mountainous landscape. Surmounting the
windows are carved wooden pelmets which support floor length curtains with
tapestry tie-backs. Between the windows is a massive stone fireplace, heavily
carved, above which is the Frankenstein coat of arms: a shield divided into
quarters which contain a head, an arm, a leg and a saw respeciively. The shield
is surmounted by an ornate crest, while below is emblazoned the motto: NICE
WORK IF YOU CAN GET IT. Arranged on top of the mantelpiece are two
silver candelabra and various preserving jars containing eyeballs, brains etc.
The focal point is a mounted human skull. A bell-rope hangs to the right of the
fireplace

A set of double doors open off the Hall up R, giving access to the castle
grounds. A single door opens off down L. This leads to other reception rooms
and the kitchen. Up L is a stone staircase with balustrade which leads to the
bedrooms. Down R, set into the wall, is a secret panel which opens off the Hall.
Above this panel stands a small table; below it is a library chair. There is a
similar chair below the door down L. Slightly to the R of centre stands an
ornate baronial chair and a side-table. To the L of centre is an old-fashioned
sofa and there is another table against the wall L. Two mare library chairs
stand on either side of the fireplace

The central area of the Hall floor is covered by a worn carpet. There are
animal heads over the doors and shields, maces and axes on the walls. Two
large iron candleholders stand at the foot of the staircase and behind the
baronial chair respectively. The table R supports an oil lamp; he one L a pile of
books

To the sound of menacing music the CURTAIN rises to reveal the Hall as a
scene of fading daylight and long shadows. The oil lamp and the candleholders
have been lit, but the curtains have not yet been drawn

Baron Victor Von Frankenstein, wearing a laboratory coat over his other
clothes is standing centre. He is holding a conical flask containing powder and
is being watched avidly by his hunchback assistant, Ygor

Baron (passionately) Since man first emerged from the mists of ignorance
and realized his identity he has had but one ambition: to be recognized, to
be remembered—to be renowned!

Ygor That’s three, Master.
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Baron Shut up! Yes—man has always craved fame. Fame for an achieve-
ment unsurpassed in the history of his species—an achievement which will
set him on a pinnacle above his peers! (His voice increases in volume) Once
there he can gaze down in triumph at all those who scoffed, at all who
jeered and mocked, hurling back their petty insults certain he has the
forces of truth and experience on his side!

Ygor Duh—why?

Baron Because men love to gloat. And tonight I, Baron Victor Von
Frankenstein, have every right to gloat!

Ygor (wide-eyed) You mean—?

Baron Yes, Ygor—we are about to conduct the final experiment!

Ygor Oh, Master!

Baron And with it comes my success. My long-awaited success. My “‘never
mind the thousands of previous cock-ups, this is if!”” success! Did you give
Frau Lurker my note?

Ygor Yes, Master, and all is prepared.

Baron Excellent! (He moves to put the flask on the table next to the baronial
chair)

The door down L opens to admit the Monster, who shuffles in carrying a
beaker full of hot water

(Imperiously) Bring that here, carefully.
The Monster moves clumsily, spilling some of the liquid

1 said carefully! (To Ygor) Why doesn’t he listen?

Ygor Because he’s thick, Master.

Baron (scathingly) He’s not the only one! Good God, if I'd known scientific
progress depended on the assistance of six-foot cabbages and half-wit
hunchbacks I'd have stayed a biology teacher!

The Monster hands him the beaker

Let’s get on with the experiment.
Ygor Yes, Master!

The Baron picks up the flask from the table and, with the beaker in his other
hand, moves downstage

Baron Tonight, my faithful morons, you are going to witness a scientific
marvel comparable to the feat performed by our Creator when he
populated the primeval oceans with the tiny senseless amoeba which were
our ancestors—and your parents, Y gor!

Ygor Duh?

Baron /, by adding the contents of this beaker to that flask, am going to
achieve a similar triumph. A triumph which will secure me an everlasting
place in the Hall of Fame! Watch, dimwits, as I, Victor Von Frankenstein,
create LIFE!!

Lightning flashes vividly as he pours the liquid into the flask. Ygor and the
Monster look terrified. Thunder rolls as he then raises the flask above his head



Act I, Scene 1 3

(Triumphantly) 1 have succeeded! See! See for yourselves! Creatures that
move—creatures that breathe—creatures that LIVE!! (He hands the flask
to Ygor and moves to place the beaker on the table)

Ygor (peering into the flask, bemused) They’re croutons, Master.

Baron What?

Ygor Croutons. You’ve just created Minestrone soup—with croutons!

Baron (warily) How do you know?

Ygor (pointing) That’s a noodle—and there’s a bit of cabbcoge, and all those
square things . ..

Baron Rubbish!

Ygor A lot of folks say that, but it’s still pretty popular! (He drinks from the
flask, smacking his lips)

Baron (resigned) Damn! I can’t fool anyone any more. Not even a cretin.

Ygor A partial cretin, Master. D’you want any of this? It’s rather yummy!

Baron (shuddering) No. I can’t stand the way those croutons bob against my
lips.

Ygor (mischievously) As if they were alive, Master?

Baron Shut up!

Ygor grins and continues slurping from the flask

The door DL opens to admit Frau Lurker. She strides in clutching a
bloodstained meat cleaver

Everyone recoils

Frau Lurker Herr Baron, I have seen to the visitors!

Baron (alarmed) Frau Lurker, you haven’t—!

Frau Lurker Ja! We now have enough meat for dinner. Come— see!

Baron (grimacing) No thanks.

Frau Lurker There is not much blood this time.

Baron How come?

Ygor The cow was already dead, Master.

Baron (to Frau Lurker) You could still have let the butcher carve it up!

Frau Lurker (fiercely) He is too mean with his cuts! A steak from him
would not feed a puppy! I am much more generous . . . (Brandishing the
cleaver) A chop is a chop! Your guests tonight, Herr Baron, will not have
to firk through the vegetables to locate their meat ... It will sit there
proudly for all the world to admire!

Ygor (slyly) As large as life, Master.

Baron Shut up! (Drily) You reassure me, Frau Lurker. What is it to be?
Sirloin? T-bone?

Frau Lurker (thumping Ygor on the rear) Rump! Und lots of it!

Ygor Oi! Don’t get fresh!

The Baron looks disgusted

The doors UR open to admit the Baroness Von Frankenstein. She is folding a
wet umbrella and looks distinctly annoyed

Baron Ah, Elisabeth, my dear. Did you enjoy your walk?
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Baroness Are you serious? The heavens opened and I got soaked! Frau
Lurker, has the sun ever shown its face in this part of the world?

Frau Lurker (dourly) Nein. It is always chucking it down!

Ygor (brightly) It’s a nice day when it snows!

Baroness (drily) I'm sure. (Urgently) Victor, I can’t bear another minute in
this dismal, damp, dark, God-forsaken old dump! You have to take me
away—-now!

Baron (puzzled) But you said the castle had charm.

Baroness That was Windsor! This place is the absolute pits!

Ygor [ think it’s cosy.

Baroness You would! (Pleading) Victor, we must leave. I insist.

Baron But dearest—my experiments.

Baroness What experiments? You haven’t done anything in the least useful
since we arrived!

Baron That’s not true. I've made incredible advances!

Baroness So has the bank manager—but for what?

Baron (pointing to the Monster) 1 made him!

Baroness You call that an achievement?

Baron Well, not precisely—but it’s a start.

Baroness Ha!

Ygor (gesturing to the Baron) He makes a good Cup-A-Soup!

Baron Shut up!

Frau Lurker (sharply) What about the house plants? Those were a success.

Baron (proudly) Undeniably!

Baroness (dryly) Victor, when I told you that plants enjoy being talked to I
wasn’t asking you to invent a fertilizer which gave them the ability to talk
back!

Baron So?

Baroness All they do now is bitch about my appearance! It’s infuriating!

Baron It’s still a success!

Baroness (patiently) There’s more to life than success or fame or whatever
else is driving you along the path you’ve taken, Victor. There are other
things which can make a person happy. Normal, everyday things like
comfort, companionship—romance!

Ygor Yuck!

All Shut up!

Baroness (10 the Baron) Do you understand?

Baron (gruffly) Yes, but there’s no challenge in those things.

Baroness (impatiently) You don’t understand. Oh, Victor—!

The castle clock strikes seven o’clock

Ygor (excited) The clock! The clock!

Baron (sharply) Listen to me-—all of you. Our guests will be arriving very
shortly.

Frau Lurker (abruptly) Und how long will they stay?

Baron Overnight.

There is a stunned silence
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Ygor But Master—no-one ever stays overnight!

Baroness Not here.

Frau Lurker Not if they know us!

Baroness It’s impossible! The bathroom gets crowded enough as it is!

Baron I'm sorry, Elisabeth—but it’s a must. For reasons of anonymity and
safety they have to spend the night in the castle.

Baroness But why?

Baron (awkwardly) These people have ... problems.

Baroness (sharply) Yes—meanness and cheek!

Baron (ignoring her) And they want to ask my scientific advice.

There is much falling about. The Baron looks annoyed

Quiet! It’s behaviour like that which gives a scientist a bad name!
Elisabeth—1I suggest that you and I go and get changed. Ygor—

Ygor Yes, Master?

Baron Help Frau Lurker to make the beds.

The Baron and the Baroness exit up the staircase

Frau Lurker (t0 Ygor, imperatively) 1 will get the hammer—you get the
nails ... (Pointing to the Monster) We will use him as a work-bench!
Schnell! Schnell!

Frau Lurker exits DL
Ygor salutes nervously as she goes then turns to the Monstzr
Ygor Oi—Einstein! (Pointing to the door) Mush!

The Monster shambles out and Ygor follows him

A motor-bike is heard arriving outside the castle. It stops and then footsteps
are heard approaching UR. The castle doorbell tolls loudly

Ygor enters DL

Ygor (excitedly) The bells! The bells! (He lurches across to the doors UR, and
opens them in a deliberately sinister fashion. Leering offstage) Y-e-s-s?
Talbot (off) I've come to see Baron Von Frankenstein . . . Hope I've got the

right place?
Ygor (stepping back) Y-e-s-s! Do come in ... The Master is expecting you.
Talbot (off) Great!

Talbot steps into the room carrying a rucksack and a crash-helmet. He
stares at his surroundings

Ygor closes the door

Ygor (over Talbot’s shoulder) You must be—(ducking und'er his arm to look
at the rucksack label) Mr Talbot . ..

Talbot (startled by Ygor’s manoeuvres) That’s right. You know me?

Ygor Not exactly—but your fisz rings a bell! Heh, heh, Leh!

Talbot (drily) A wise-guy, huh?

Ygor I like to think so ... But I could be wrong.
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Talbot Where’s the Baron?

Ygor Upstairs, sir—dressing for dinner. He’ll be down in a moment.

Talbot Fine. D’you mind if I make myself comfortable?

Ygor You can try! (Moving 1o the staircase) I'll sec if your room’s free.

Talbot (puzzled) You’ve chucked someone out?

Ygor (grinning) Not someone, sir ... Some rats!

Talbot (with feeling) They’d better not come back! (He puts his rucksack and
crash-helmet on the sofa)

Ygor You certainly won’t ... Heh, heh!

Ygor exits, chuckling

The door DL opens and Frau Lurker enters followed by the Monster, who is
carrying a tray with a sherry decanter and glasses

She stops short when she sees Talbot and the Monster almost falls over her

Frau Lurker (sharply) Who are you?

Talbot The name’s Harry Talbot. And you’re—?

Frau Lurker Never mind! Why are you here?

Talbot I've come to see the Baron.

Frau Lurker (hissing) You are a fool!

Talbot Hey?

Frau Lurker (advancing and gripping his arm) You should not have come
here! It is not safe! This castle is evil—evil! Terrible things have happened
here—things you cannot possibly imagine!

Talbot (wincing under the pressure of her grip) Such as?

Frau Lurker (eagerly, having first peered round the room) There was a young
man, handsome und sexy like you, who came here a year ago. He was
looking for a wild flower . ..

Talbot A pansy, huh? ‘

Frau Lurker Nein—the Carpathian Rock Rose. He was foolish enough to
stay here. (With feeling) Und in the night—(shuddering)—you have never
heard such screams! They were terrible— terrible! (Chuckling) Well worth
staying up for . . . In the morning we found him lying outside on the drive,
his clothes torn und drenched in blood! Und his face—(wide-eyed)—Gott
in Himmel, 1 cannot describe it even now!

Talbot Why not?

Frau Lurker (with relish) Something had run off with his head!!

Talbot grimaces. She grips his arm even more tightly

So, young man, you must leave at once—before it is too late!
Talbot But I've only just got here!

Frau Lurker releases his arm which he rubs

Frau Lurker You will not listen? So be it. No-one can say I did not warn
you. (Fiercely) But remember this, my fine young friend—in Castle
Frankenstein NO-ONE CAN HEAR YOU SCREAM!

Talbot You just said you could!

Frau Lurker (maniacally) That was before we bought the sleeping pills!
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She turns laughing wildly, and marches out of the door DL
Talbot stares after her shaking his head

Ygor re-enters on the staircase
Ygor (sepulchrally) The Master!

The Baron comes down the staircase buttoning his dinner jacket
He extends a hand to Talbot who shakes it

Baron Welcome to Castle Frankenstein, Mr Talbot. You had a pleasant
journey, I trust? (He gestures for Ygor to pour two glasses of sherry)

Talbot Sure. But tell me, Baron—where the hell did you get your staff?
They’re weird!

Baron A little odd, perhaps—but they’re good souls and accept pitiful
wages.

Ygor scowls behind his back

Why? Have they done something to offend you?
Talbot Oh, no. One of them just tried to scare the pants off me, that’s all!
Baron (smiling) That would be Frau Lurker, our Housekeeper and resident
Valkyrie. She has a rather colourful turn of phrase. Don’t let it worry you.

Ygor hands them both sherry during the exchange and tken goes to lurk
upstage. The Baron and Talbot both sit

Talbot I won’t. (Dourly) I’ve more important things on my mind. As you
know.

Baron Indeed—and I trust I'm able to help you, Mr Talbot.

Talbot So do I.

The Baron takes a letter from his pocket and opens it

Baron According to your letter you are suffering from an affliction which
has been baffling medical science for years ...

Talboet (grimly) Yeah. I’m not like other men!

Baron This might lead to a variety of assumptions, some of which are real
eye-openers, but fortunately your last paragraph gave rise to a different
explanation and, I may add, a great sigh of relief on my part! On certain
nights each month—

Talbot (with feeling) When the moon is full—

Baron And the rest of mankind is asleep—

Talbot I turn into a wolf!

There is a dramatic chord to which they all react and then the Baron folds the
letter and puts it away

Baron Exactly.
The Baron and Ygor exchange glances and then fall about /aughing
Talbet (sharply) What’s so funny?
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Baron (wiping his eyes) Oh nothing, nothing ... (To Ygor) It’s a gem!
Priceless!
Ygor A real howler, Master!

There is more falling about

Talbot (angrily) If this is the way you’re going to treat me, I'm leavin’!

Baron (with difficulty) I'm sorry, Mr Talbot—I didn’t mean to be heartless
... It’s just that—hoo, hoo!

Talbot (snarling savagely) It’s no joke!

Baron (sobering) No, no—I'm sure it isn’t. Not for you, at least.

Talbot (grimly) Right!

The Baron gestures for Ygor to leave the Hall
Ygor exits DL, grinning broadly

Baron (10 Talbot) How did you come by such a ... problem?
Talbot Real easy! (Moving centre, he declaims the following with feeling)

A gypsy once told me— when I was in short pants—“Son,
A wolf’s gonna nip you, when you are out hikin’,

But once that Band-Aid’s undone

You’ll wind up a fuzz-face, a four-legged thing,

Who only can yelp an’ howl in the night!

Baron Indeed?

Talbot Well, she was just a crazy an’ a rollin’ drunk,
Smellin’ like she’d been with some funky old skunk!
1 told her to move her face fast or I'd sock it—
That’s not what I wanted to hear!

But I got bit when I was twenty, see.

Went an’ told the gypsy, but she freaked on me!
“Take that bite back to the place where you got it!
1 don’t want no werewolf in here!!”

When I reached home about half-past three
I looked in the mirror an” what did T see?
Fur, fangs an’ all—boy, had I got it!

1 sure was a stranger to me!

Well, you never do get nothin’ bein’ a hairy guy!

I gotta change my ways, an’ you wanna know why?
Levis ain’t neat with a tai/ when you got it—

An’ girls hate a guy with Jong ears!!

Man, once, you’re half a wolf you find that life sure ain’t
fair—

*Cos when your fists are paws you’ve no friends anywhere!

I wanna tell you somethin’—I won’t tell you no lies—

Werewolves are the only guys who never get by! Huh!
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Werewolves sure worry!
Werewolves sure get the blues!!

Baron Fascinating!

Talbot (urgently) You know what I'm talkin’ about—don’t you?

Baron (curious) Yes, but when you become a wolf do you know what’s
happened to you? Are you still Harry Talbot inside?

Talbot (grimly) Sure! *Cept I can’t stop myself doin’, well, doggy things . . .
Like chasin’ cats, sniffin’ trees, howlin’ at Kate Bush records an’ chewin’
up the odd tramp! I try—but I can’t! It’s a goddamn nightmare, believe
me! (He falls to his knees in despair)

Baron (moving to pat his head) 1 do, boy. There are times when all of us do
things beyond our control—things we regret but can’t help doing . .. Asif
we were manipulated by another being inside us—(with rising volume)—
another mind, another intelligence, another genius!

Talbot looks wary, but the Baron controls his passion

Fortunately those who are so afflicted are usually relegated to institutions
for the hopelessly insane!

Talbot (rising, urgently) You’re not sayin’ that I—?

Baron No, no. I'll do my best to help you solve your probleni, Mr Talbot. It
may be tricky—but not impossible . . .

Talbot But how soon can you come up with an answer? I mean, there’s a
full moon tonight and it’s a dead cert ...

Baron I’ll start work on an antidote right away. But just in case there’s a set-
back—

Talbot Oh hell!

Baron Wear loose clothes and make sure there’s a lead handy . .. (He pulls
the bell-rope and a bell rings off 1)

Talbot Why?

Baron Then someone can take you for a walk!

Talbot (glumly) Fine!
The door DL opens and Ygor gallops in

Ygor (excitedly) The bells! The bells!

Talbot (to the Baron) Where did you get Aim?

Baron Paris, nineteen eighty. He was hanging round Notre Dame Cathed-
ral ... Literally! Ygor—

Ygor Yes, Master?

Baron Show Mr Talbot to his room.

Ygor Certainly. (Gesturing to the staircase) This way, sir . .. (As they move)
You’ll find 1t a very nice kennel!

Baron (sharply) Ygor! The Dr Pavlov Suite!

Ygor (grinning) Sorry, Master!

Ygor and Talbot exit, Talbot taking his rucksack and crash-helmet with him
The Baron, looking perplexed, goes to draw the curtains UR

The Baroness enters from the staircase, casting a glance behind her. She is
now wearing evening dress
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Baroness (drawing the curtains UL) Was that the first of your guests, Victor?
Baron Yes, dear. His name’s Harry Talbot.

Baroness Quite handsome, from what I've glimpsed.

Baron If you say so.

Baroness (musing) D’you think he’s a wolf?

Baron (drily) Not at the moment.

The Baroness moves DL

Darling, don’t go into the dining-room just yet.
Baroness Why not?
Baron Frau Lurker’s removing the last of the geraniums.
Baroness One bitchy plant I can cope with!
Baron (firmly) Not that one. It also spits and makes obscene suggestions!
Baroness (wryly) Oh—nice!

The Baroness exits DL

The Baron replaces the sherry glasses on the Monster’s tray, makes a face at
him but gets no reaction. He shrugs

The Baron exits DL

A second later we hear a carriage arriving off R. The carriage door opens and
closes and then footsteps approach the main doors. There is a sudden pounding

off R

The Monster moans as if trying to attract attention and then moves inadequat-
ely round in a circle. The bell sounds

Ygor bounds in from the staircase

Ygor (excitedly) The bells! The—(he collides with the Monster) Watch where
you're going!

The Monster mumbles irritably
And don’t answer back!
The bell sounds again

Keep your knickers on . .. ! (He opens the doors and leers off ) Wel-come
to Castle Frankenstein!

Countess Bathory glides through the door

Ygor stares at her appreciatively

Countess Good—1 was not sure this was the correct destination.
Frau Lurker enters DL

I must now dismiss my driver.

Frau Lurker (forcefully) Don’t! Leave now—while you still have the
chance!

Countess I beg your pardon?
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Frau Lurker Those who enter Castle Frankenstein never live /ong. Their
fate is sealed once that door closes behind them! You cannot imagine the
horror which awaits you if you remain!

Countess (unmoved) 1 will risk it. I have nothing to lose. (Calling off)
Driver, you may leave!

She steps further into the Hall and Ygor shuts the doors

Frau Lurker You will not listen? So be it! But hear this ... There was a
young woman, very attractive und sickeningly stylish like you, who visited
this castle a month ago. She was foolish enough to stay here ...
(Shuddering) Und in the night—

Countess You heard terrible screams?

Ygor We heard nothing!

Frau Lurker (irritably) But in the morning—

Countess You found her dead?

Frau Lurker ( folding her arms, sharply) Who is doing the frightening? Me
or you?

Ygor

Countess

Frau Lurker Good! (Resuming her former manner) In the morning we could
not find a trace of her! No hair, no blood—nothing! She had vanished—
into thin air!

Ygor (blithely) And so had half the silver!

Frau Lurker (furious) Dumkopf! (She clouts him) You have ruined my
story!

Ygor (cowering) Sorry! Sorry! Don’t hit me!

Countess Well—at least she survived.

Frau Lurker (perulantly) She was an exception. It must have been an off-
night. But as for you—tonight, here in this house of 2vil, you will be
AFRAID! You will be VERY AFRAID!!

The Countess shrugs and Frau Lurker grabs Ygor by the scrvff of the neck and
marches him towards the door DL

(together, startled) You.

( Fiercely to Ygor) Und so will you if you spoil any moe stories!
The Baron enters as they reach the door

Ygor (half-strangled) The Master!
Ygor and Frau Lurker exit

The Baron approaches the Countess, who extends her hana

Baron Countess Bathory? (Kissing her hand) I am delighted to have you as
my guest.

Countess And I am delighted to be here, my dear Baron.

Baron Would you care for sherry?

Countess Thank you.

The Baron pours two glasses
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But tell me, your staff —where did you acquire such strange domestics?

Baron Oh—here and there. You find them interesting?

Countess [ find them weird! (Shrugging) But that is not so very unusual. In
my circle of acquaintances there are a great many odd personalities.
Perhaps not quite as odd as the two I have just encountered—but odd
nevertheless.

Baron (handing her a glass) Do you happen to know a Mr Talbot?

Countess (sitting on the sofa) 1 have heard his name mentioned. Usually in
the context of a joke! He is the young man who has the misfortune of
being a werewolf?

Baron That is so. (Musing) His is a strange tale.

Countess (drily) And a bushy one, I should think.

Baron What? Er—quite! He is also my guest this evening.

Countess I am intrigued. He has come, as [ have, to seek your advice?

Baron Yes. But the two problems are very different. He is a werewolf—

Countess Whereas I, dear Baron, am a vampire!

There is a dramatic chord to which they both react

Baron So I understand.

Countess But we have one area of common ground, Mr Talbot and I.

Baron And what is that?

Countess (with feeling) The night! The scene of our strange and unfortunate
existence. While all others rest we are forced to roam the darkened streets
like characters in a macabre puppet show, acting out a grim pageant for
an audience of shadows!

Baron (bemused) You have played the Palladium?

Countess No.

Baron (blithely) My misunderstanding. But you have friends, surely?

Countess Friends?

Baron Other vampires.

Countess (passionately) Such bores, dear Baron! Pale, lifeless creatures,
whose only topic of conversation is the merit of one blood group over
another! (Mimicking) “Have you tried Sloane Ranger Rhesus Positive?”.
“Yes, but darling, I prefer a jugular of Young Urban Professional AB
anyday!” (Bitterly) And the zombies! Have you ever met one?

Baron (wryly) I've taught a few!

Countess I mean the real zombies—victims of the Filofax cult who inhabit
the wine bars of the inner cities and who constantly exhort me and my
kind to buy Beaujolais Nouveau and dance to Dire Straits! They are a real
Jjoy, I assure you.

Baron And so—what do you want me to do?

Countess (urgently) 1 want you to help me escape this hellish existence! 1
must escape— before continual exposure to the inanity and predictability
of the Living Dead results in my becoming totally and unutterably
morbid! (Pleading) Do you understand?

Baron I do. And you have my assurance that I will do everything in my
power to aid you, Countess. If not—(bravely)—1I will hang myself from
the nearest tree!
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