Scene 1

A dark hall; as the lights go up (a little) we see Grampire sitting in an armchair. There is an occasional table at the side of the chair. Grampire is asleep and snoring. Enter Marvelia, Grampire’s daughter, and her husband, Gore. Marvelia crosses over to Grampire and looks at him carefully.

Marvelia:  Isn’t he sweet? It’s such a pity he’s getting old. I worry about him sometimes, you know. (strokes Grampire’s head)
Gore:  Nonsense! Four hundred years is no age at all. What was the name of that...you know... in my family. Over a thousand years old and still going strong.

Marvelia:  Nonsense, Gore darling, there was never anyone in your family who got to be undead for over a thousand years.

Gore:  Of course there was. He was at our wedding. He...

Marvelia:  Gore, dear, I happen to have a fantastic memory. I can even remember things that happened when I was (she hesitates and shudders) ... human. And I know there was no relative of yours at our wedding who was sooo old. Ah, when I was human... (She massages her forehead)
Gore:  Don’t talk about it, Marvelia, it only gives you a headache.

Marvelia: (crosses to Gore and embraces him) What would I do without you? You saved me, Gore! If it hadn’t been for you, I should have been dead for at least 360 years. What a terrible thought! Oh, my head!

Gore: I told you not to think about it... Anyway, that... you know...in my family... he has his coffin somewhere in...South America, I think.

Marvelia:  South America’s very big.

Gore:  Brazil, I’m sure he said Brazil. He lives in the jungle.

Marvelia:  The climate can’t be good for his coffin. The wood will go rotten.

Gore:  There are vampire bats in South America, did you know that? That must make existence difficult for old...what’s his name?
Marvelia: (looking at her father) He’s waking up, Gore. We have to talk to him.

Gore: Can’t it wait till tomorrow night?

Marvelia:  No, it can’t. Grampire is still the head of this household, since your father...

Gore:  Marvelia!

Marvelia:  I’m sorry, darling, but since your father was .... turned to ash. Oh, dear! (she cries a little)
Grampire:  Hey, what’s going on? What time is it?

Marvelia:  Three o’clock, Daddy.

Grampire:  How long have I been asleep?

Marvelia:  About two hours.

Grampire:  Wasting the dark hours, was I? You should have woken me, Marvelia. (Looking at Gore) What’s he doing here?

Marvelia:  Gore wants to speak to you, Daddy.

Grampire:  Well, I don’t want to speak to him. Send him away. I was a happy man until he bit me.

Marvelia:  Daddy, please!

Grampire:  He bit you, too, Marvelia. I shall never forgive him for that.

Marvelia:  Daddy, he only bit you so that you and I could stay together.

Grampire:  And why did he bite you? Couldn’t he find one of his own kind?

Marvelia: Daddy, please don’t speak about Gore as if he weren’t here. (to Gore) Gore, say something. (Gore looks helpless)
Grampire:  I want a cup of tea.

Marvelia:  Too much tea is bad for you. How about a nice rare steak?

Grampire: (annoyed) I want a cup of tea. My teeth aren’t good. I can’t eat steak.

Marvelia:  I’ll go and find Slurp, he’ll make you a cup. (she looks at Gore meaningfully) Gore, speak to Daddy, please. (she leaves)
Grampire:  Well, you nasty little bloodsucker, what do you want?

Gore:  Oh, look, that’s not fair! You’re a vampire too, you know.

Grampire:  Yes, and whose fault was that?

Gore: I only thought...

Grampire:  Yes, yes, I know. You only thought that turning me into a vampire would keep Marvelia happy. 

Gore:  But I love Marvelia.

Grampire:  Love? Don’t talk to me about love! Going around biting young women. You disgust me.

Gore:  Sorry.

Grampire:  Well, what did you want to talk to me about?

Gore:  We could talk tomorrow night...

Grampire:  Gore, you have always been a cowardly fellow, ever since I’ve known you. And that’s a few years.

Gore:  Oh, all right. (he looks round helplessly) Marvelia wanted to be here.

Grampire:  Well, she isn’t. She’s getting my tea. (pause) Speak!

Gore:  We’re in trouble, Grampire.

Grampire: Don’t call me Grampire, you leech. For you, I am still ‘sir’.

Gore: We’re in trouble, sir.

Grampire:  Who do you mean by ‘we’?

Gore:  All of us. If something doesn’t turn up soon, we’ll lose the castle.

Grampire: (in a rage) LOSE THE CASTLE? 

Gore:  (sighing) It’s too expensive to keep up, sir, the roof is starting to collapse, the garden looks like a jungle, there’s water in the cellars.

Grampire:  I wondered why my bones were feeling so rheumaticky. Water!

Gore:  The only cellar we’ve had the water pumped out of is the little one where we sleep.

Grampire:  Aha.

Gore: And nobody wants to do repair work in the night.

Grampire: Why not? It’s never been a problem before.

Gore:  It’s the workers, they’re all organized in trade unions. They don’t allow night work.

Grampire:  The government should do something about that!

Gore:  There’s a new government, sir. We’re all capitalists now. Everyone for himself and don’t ask the state for money. Ask not what the state can do for you...

Grampire: What does all this mean, Gore?

Gore:  I said. We could lose the castle.

Grampire:  And then?

Gore: We’d have to get a small house in the suburbs. And live with human beings.

Grampire:  I was a human being once...

Gore: Well, you haven’t been one for a few hundred years. Believe me, it won’t be easy.

Grampire:  I know it would come to this. You bite my daughter, you bite me...

Gore:  But I love...

Grampire:  Did you ever ask me if I wanted to be bitten? Did you ever ask my daughter?

Gore:  She seemed quite happy about it at the time.

Grampire:  Well, I wasn’t.

Gore:  Sorry.

Grampire:  The only good thing about this whole mess was coming to live in a beautiful, big castle. I used to live in a small house, Gore (nastily) – before YOU bit me – and it was horrible.

(enter Slurp with a cup of tea, followed by Marvelia)

Grampire:  This useless husband of yours has just told me...

Marvelia:  Papa, pas devant les domestiques!

Grampire :  Don’t speak French to me, you know I don’t understand it.

Gore:  You’ve had four hundred years to learn it...

Grampire:  ...THAT WE ARE GOING TO LOSE THE CASTLE!!!

(Slurp drops the cup and begins to cry)

Gore:  Now look what you’ve done!

(Slurp drops to his knees in front of Gore)

Slurp:  Tell me it isn’t true, master, tell me it isn’t true! (He sobs loudly)

Marvelia:  Slurp, pull yourself together and get my father another cup of tea (he hesitates) NOW!! (Slurp leaves after picking up the cup)
Marvelia: Now, Daddy, just keep calm and listen. Gore and I have an idea. We won’t need to give the castle up if we ... turn it into a hotel.

Grampire: (enraged) A hotel? 

Marvelia:  The Draculas have done it and they’re making money hand over fist. 

Grampire:  The Draculas, huh? Never liked them, arrogant lot.

Marvelia:  Arrogant or not, they have recognized the signs of the times. It’s either a hotel ... or a small house in the suburbs. Without a cellar.

Gore:  We’d have to sleep in the living-room, Grampire.

Grampire:  Sir, to you. Is this my decision?

Marvelia: Yes, Daddy. You’re the head of the family.

Grampire:  (laughs bitterly) Head of the bloody family! Head of a bloody family of bloody vampires!

Gore: (to Marvelia) I wish he wouldn’t use that word!

Grampire:  Very well. If it means I can stay here and sleep in my cellar. (he looks pointedly at Gore)  My DRY cellar. I will allow you to turn this wonderful old building into a ... hotel!

Gore:  It’s either that or a youth hostel...

Marvelia:  You’ll give him a heart attack, darling.

Grampire:  Now, get out, both of you. I want to enjoy the rest of the night. (Gore and Marvelia leave. Slurp enters with the tea.) Thank you, Slurp. There’s nothing like a nice cup of tea.

Scene 2

Enter Damian, Marvelia’s and Gore’s son. He sits down in the armchair. We hear Desdemona’s voice from off. Damian looks annoyed.

Desdemona:  Damian! Damian! Where are you?

Damian looks even more annoyed. He doesn’t speak.

Desdemona:  Answer me, Damian! (she enters) Why didn’t you answer me?

Damian: Just leave me alone, Desdemona.

Desdemona: You’re so horrid to me, Damian.

Damian: I don’t like vampires.

Desdemona:  You ARE  a vampire.

Damian:  Don’t remind me. I find being a vampire totally disgusting.

Desdemona:  How can you say that? We live in a wonderful castle, we...

Damian:  We suck cows’ blood.

Desdemona:  Well, we must suck someone’s blood. Now that it isn’t allowed to suck a human being’s blood.

Damian: It IS  allowed - but Grampire doesn’t want us to.

Desdemona:  (sarcastically) Grampire!

Damian:  Grampire can remember what it was like to be a human being, Desdemona. (she shudders) You never listened to his stories. I did.

Desdemona:  I never wanted to, thank you. I’m quite happy being a vampire.

Damian: And drinking cow’s blood?

Desdemona:  Well, it isn’t that bad. (wistfully) I wish we could suck human blood, though.

Damian: (shocked) Desdemona!

Desdemona:  All the Draculas do. I was talking to Aphrodite Dracula last night and she said...

Damian: I don’t want to hear it, thank you.

Desdemona:  You know what your problem is? You aren’t normal. You don’t want to drink human blood, you don’t even like cows’ blood, you drink TEA!!

Damian:  So does Grampire.

Desdemona:  Well, Grampire isn’t normal either.

Damian:  (angrily) Don’t talk about Grampire like that! (calmer) I always listened to his stories, Desi. He isn’t happy about being a vampire – and nor am I.

Desdemona:  (shocked) DAMIAN!!

Damian:  I want to lead a human life, Desi. I want to get married and have children.

Desdemona:  You can do that as a vampire. Aphrodite Dracula is getting married to Stone Nosferatu. They want to have TEN children.

Damian: (sarcastically) What an attractive idea. Stone Nosferatu is even uglier than Aphrodite, he looks like a fish. Just imagine what their children will look like! Ten little herrings!

Desdemona:  Well, there must be some pretty vampire girls around.

Damian:  Where? The only pretty vampire girl I know is you, and I certainly don’t intend to marry you.

Desdemona:  Oh, super, you had me worried for a moment. 

Damian: It’s no good, Desi. Since I heard Grampire’s stories about being a human, I have had this dream of a pale blue kitchen...

Desdemona: A WHAT?

Damian:  A pale blue kitchen with white lace curtains that let the sunshine in....

Desdemona:  You’re CRAZY! SUNSHINE!

Damian: ...and a pretty HUMAN wife and nice kids who go to school....

Desdemona: You really are crazy!

Damian:  And a small house WITHOUT A CELLAR in the suburbs of a city...

(enter Gore)

Gore:  ...Which is what you will get, my son, if things get any worse.

Desdemona:  What do you mean, Daddy?

Gore:  I mean – that if we don’t want to live in a small house in suburbia, we are going to turn this castle into a hotel.

(enter Marvelia, just in time to catch Desdemona as she faints)

Marvelia: For blood’s sake, Gore, you know how sensitive she is. (manages to get Desdemona to the armchair) There, there, dear. (calling) Slurp! Slurp, where are you?

(enter Slurp)
Slurp:  Yes, Madam?

Marvelia:  Fetch a glass of cow’s blood, please – and put some whisky in it.

Slurp:  WHISKY, Madam?

Marvelia:  Don’t question my orders, Slurp, just do it!

Slurp:  But isn’t Miss Desdemona too young for...

Marvelia:  No, she isn’t, Slurp. She’s two hundred years old, that’s quite old enough to drink whisky. Now, go! (Slurp leaves) Gore, what is all this about?

Gore:  Ask him. (he points to Damian. Marvelia sighs)

Marvelia:  Have you two been having an argument again?

Gore: No, I merely entered the room at the precise moment when your son said he would like to live (he pauses to draw breath) in a small house WITHOUT A CELLAR -  in SUBURBIA.

Marvelia: (shocked) Damian!

Gore:  He gets it from your father. I always said you shouldn’t let him tell the children stories. Anyway, I said that we would be turning the castle into a hotel...

(Desdemona, who had just come round, screams loudly and faints again)
Marvelia:  Slurp! Hurry up! (enter Slurp with the glass, which Marvelia holds to Desdemona’s lips)
Desdemona: Ugh! That’s disgusting! The blood has gone off. And it’s cold!

Damian: Don’t make such a fuss. Mum had Slurp put some whisky in it.

Desdemona:  I think I’m going to be sick.

Marvelia: Oh, no you aren’t. Now listen, you two. We are in real trouble. To put it in a nutshell, we are more or less bankrupt. If we don’t turn our castle into a hotel, we’ll have to leave – and then we will only be able to afford a small house in the suburbs...

Damian:  Great!

Marvelia:  ...without a cellar. 

Desdemona: HE (pointing to Damian) wants to have a pale blue kitchen...

Marvelia:  That sounds very pretty, darling...

Desdemona:  ...with white lace curtains THAT LET THE SUNSHINE IN!!

Gore:  Damian! How could you say such a thing?

Marvelia:  That’s cruel and insensitive, Damian. Have you forgotten that your Daddy’s father was ... turned to dust.

Gore:  Because some idiot called Van Helsing opened the curtains and let the sunshine in. (he shudders) All that was left was a small pile of smoking ash. (he wipes his eyes with a handkerchief) Poor Daddy!

(there is silence, and then...)

Damian:  I’m sorry, I didn’t think.

Marvelia: You young vampires often don’t know HOW to think. Now, your father and I have drawn up a plan. We will turn the rooms in the west wing of the castle into guest bedrooms, the great hall will be the restaurant, we could even have a swimming-pool in the biggest cellar. 

Desdemona:  A swimming-pool? But Mummy, you know that water is dangerous for us.

Marvelia:  Darling, we’ll have to have a cook who puts garlic in the food he cooks. You can’t have good cuisine without garlic. We don’t have to eat it, after all. We don’t have to swim in the swimming-pool, either. Slurp will supervise the workers, we have an architect coming round in the morning.

Gore: And what about sleep? I’m tired already.

Marvelia: Gore, darling, this is an emergency. I will stay up to talk to the architect. The sooner we get started on this project, the better.

Gore:  Well, I’m off to coffin, dear, I can’t stay awake a moment longer.

Desdemona:  Me, too, Daddy. I can’t stand all this excitement. (they leave)
Marvelia:  Damian, did you really say you wanted a small house with a pale bue kitchen and lace curtains?

Damian:  Yes, and a human wife and human children, too.

Marvelia: (sighs) I was afraid this would happen one day, you’re very like your Grampire, he’s never been really happy since your father bit him.

Damian:  And you, Mum?

Marvelia: Being bitten by your father was the best thing that ever happened to me, Damian. These days, I hear, human beings get married – and then they get divorced two years later. Your father and I want to stay together for ever – now I couldn’t do that if I were still a human being, could I?

Damian: No, I suppose not.

Marvelia: Darling, if you really wanted to go out into the world and live as a human being, I wouldn’t stop you, and nor would Daddy, because you are partly human and would survive if you were very careful. But there are things you should know...

(somewhere a bell rings)
Marvelia: Oh, dear, that must be the architect already. (enter Slurp with the architect) Good morning, Mr...er...

Romanoff: Romanoff. (he hands her a card) Senior partner of Romanoff and Grabsch. It’s still dark.

Marvelia: I beg your pardon?

Romanoff:  It’s six o’clock in the morning and still dark. I feel it’s a bit early to start work. Well, never mind. (he rolls out some plans) This is what I have designed for the west wing. (Marvelia and Damian look at the plans) There will be sixty luxury guest bedrooms, three restaurants, a squash court, a television room, table-tennis, a wellness area, a swimming-pool, and then of course you must have the garden landscaped.

Damian:  The garden?

Romanoff: I don’t like to say this, Mr...

Marvelia:  Oh, excuse me -  this is my son, Damian Nightblood.

Romanoff:  The truth is, Mr... er ... Nightblood, that the garden looks terrible.

Damian: It does?

Romanoff: Like something out of a horror film. You don’t want to frighten the guests, do you?  (he looks closely at Marvelia and Damian and clears his throat) Yes, well. You need a tidy garden, a play area for the children, lawns where your guests can sit and drink tea in the afternoon, perhaps a small zoo...

Marvelia:  A zoo?

Romanoff:  Yes, with just a few animals the children can play with.

Damian:  (interested) Rats? Snakes, perhaps? Tarantula spiders?

Romanoff: (stares at Damian) Very funny! (Damian doesn’t understand) Dogs, cats, rabbits, perhaps a pony or two.

Damian:  Oh, THAT sort of animal.

Romanoff: Yes, of course. Nobody likes rats.

Damian:  I do. 

Romanoff:  (looking at Damian closely again) Ah.  (Pause)
Marvelia: (clapping her hands and trying to look cheerful) Well, Mr Romanoff, when can the work begin?

Romanoff: There are several men from Silberstadt that I can employ who are prepared to start next week. 

Damian:  Why can’t the men from the village do the work?

Romanoff: Which village?

Damian:  The one at the bottom of the hill.  It’s only a short way from the castle.

Romanoff: Oh. (he is embarrassed) Well, it seems the men from the village don’t want to work here. They are a little superstitious, to say the least. When I mentioned the renovation of the castle to them they all made the sign of the cross (he does this and Marvelia hisses, while Damian turns away) and disappeared into their houses. (Romanoff laughs loudly, a very forced laugh) The mayor said they weren’t prepared to work for vampires. (Marvelia laughs) Yes, well I thought it was stupid, too, but you know what these country bumpkins are like.

Marvelia: Yes, of course.

Romanoff:  Could I ask you to fetch your husband to sign the contract, Madam?

Marvelia: Oh, I’m sorry, he’s gone to coff... to bed.

Romanoff:  To bed?

Marvelia:  He was...er...up all night.

Romanoff: (disapprovingly) I see.

Marvelia:  But I can sign. We jointly own the castle.

