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| ONLY HAVE FANGS FOR YOU
By Craig Sodaro

CAST OF CHARACTERS
(3 MEN, 3 WOMEN, EXTRAS)

GRETA BELLENECK () ...cccovueee

AUNT CHATTERBIT (f).....cccee..

COUNT FRITZ FANGFUL (m)
[e10]2 3 (11) JHTER TR
ABLE ABE (M) c.ceiieivivcrrieiens
LOTTAPAYNE (f) e
LOTUS SHMORGUS (f).......... 4.
Note: There is plenty of roo

hotel guests or even old ba
women.

s may b¢ added to this cast of 3 men and 3

STAGE SET

The play takes place in the ‘main hall of Rattrap Manor, a crumbling old
castle built by an eccentric on the banks of the Mississippi. The room is
a large Frénch window up left reached by ascending a stairway

arge fireplace, up center, is crowned with a portrait of

Dracula yadrab sketch of a tombstone or cemetery will do. An old
couchfigyd ht towards center and a hope chest is along the right wall.
Above the h@pe/chest is a shield surrounded by swords should be imitations

and not made of dangerous material. This completes the necessary
furnishings. Worn chairs, torn curtains, cobwebs, torches, a suit of armor all
lend those nice spooky touches the story conjures up!
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SPECIAL EFFECTS

Rabbit

Tie fishing line to rabbit and place downstage. Run line across
downstage. On cue, pull line and the rabbit will move agross the stage.
It will, of course, look silly, which is the point. Place rabbit and run line
after ACT TWO, SCENE 1. Warn actors to avoid d during the

first part of ACT TWO, SCENE 2, so as not to entangle themselves in
the fishing line.

Bat

Tie fishing line across stage, with one side gecured Migher than the other.

Hook bat to fishing line by means of ringgsewn ofito the bat’s back.
The bat should slide easily if the angl endugh. If a high angle
cannot be achieved, tie an additional fength of fishing line to the bat and
pull across.

Hope Chest
Build the hope chest again adnight wall in which there is already a

gleo e interior wall of the hope chest can be
simply use a piece of black fabric to
i e chest so that there are three holes in the top

seen by the audience a
disguise the exit. D

the swords into it. Be sure the holes are
ted pattern on the top.

so that Greta can plu

disguised by an
Traditional t entury costumes for all actors. Even though there

are modern rin the play, it will work best if the actors use a

stylized , Including their clothing.

COSTUMES
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ACT ONE, SCENE 1
Lightening flashes through the open French window of the room. The
ragged, dusty curtains fly in the wind as thunder rumbles far off. A
bat flies across the stage, its wings are heard flapping against the
wind. Perhaps, we hear organ music trembling with fear.

A moment later, voices from off right.

AUNT: (Off right, nervously.) Don’t make in there, Gretal
This place is sending shivers up my spine

GRETA: (Off right, cheerfully.) Why, Au erb
Ii’l ole spider crawling up your back.

A scream. From right Aunt Chatterhit races

it, that’s just the

, dropping all of the
ing to get rid of the

AUNT: (Catching her br y | ever said I'd come along with

you here to this...this % puse, I'll never know!

GRETA: But this houseQthis_wonderful old mansion, is my only
legacy from my dear at Uncle Pierpont Belleneck III.

AUNT: Child, he a three dollar bill, what with makin’ a

fortune in pork beéllies then turnin’ into a hermit way up here
overlookin’ the mighty Mississippi.

GRETA: Deg”yousithink its true he never married and saw no one
during % e years he lived in this— (Looking around,
ap bre

day after your uncle did...of a broken heart.
GRETA: Boo-hoo, bow-wow.
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A loud crash of thunder is heard as lightening strikes through the
window.

AUNT: (Frightened.) And now that we've seen this hole in the
ground that you call a marvelous mansion, let’s highytail it back to
town where we can find a decent, comfortable bed, warm fire and
lock on our doors!

GRETA: (Walking around the room.) But Aunt Chatterbit,
place terribly charming.

We hear eerie spook sounds and humming pei fromyoffstage and
the sound of wind banging outside.

AUNT: Terrible’s the word for it, child. , 0 your senses!
GRETA: Now, now, Auntie...underfieath its \rough exterior, | see
something unusual, beautiful...A ITABLE. (Trying to

crawlin’ things laying
GRETA: Oh, Aunti thought | would be able to put to use

iss Grace’s School of Divinity and Interior

Why, this will be the lobby. The rooms will be
upstairs...and there will be a dining room and...and...(She races
up to the window and looks down.) AHHHHHhhhhh! (Weakly
backing away from the window) | never realized the Mississippi
was so far down there!
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AUNT: (Helping Greta down.) Come away from that window ‘fore
you tumble out head first and end up a splatt on the river bank.
GRETA: Oh, Aunt Chatterbit, this house is a dream come true!

There is a clap of thunder, as lightening flashes through the window.
AUNT: It's a nightmare, child, and we’re headin: to Devil

Junction right this minute!
GRETA: | can't leave, Auntie.

AUNT: | always knew you were a stub ild, but this is
ridiculous. You know what your poor ma Id say to all
this?!

GRETA: Oh, poor Ma! Poor Pa! If on seen that out-of-

control wagon comin’ down the vil
stopped to pick up Pa’s tie!
AUNT: No use cryin’ over spilt silk.

A low, wicked laugh far off.

GRETA: Why, listen, Auntie!
NTED!
some leaky pipes.

AUNT: Told you...the plage
GRETA: That’s silly! Prab
AUNT: |think YOU haye aleakypipe or two!

Auntie! Come! Let's go explore my

AUNT: (Aside.) | do believe the child’s brain cells are misfiring at a
terrible rate. But what can | do?
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Aunt exits down right. A moment later, a brief blackout as thunder
sounds. When lights come up, Fritz Fangful stands in the window.

FRITZ: Ah! Home, sweet home! No place like it, eh Igor? Igor? (He
looks around him, then down behind him.) Igor! Get up here!
(Igor crawls up onto the window ledge.) What took you so long?!

IGOR: Master...I can’t fly.

Igor is filthy. As always, he breathes heavily an slobbers when
he speaks. He is squirmy, has a crooked walK; is for the most
part liked by everyone, especially the audience

FRITZ: (Entering room.) Sorry, | forgot ev

(Snapping his fingers.) ...like that!
IGOR: Did you enjoy your flight, Master?
FRITZ: | would have been better if | h

head over claws for me.

't turn into a bat

IGOR: Oh, Master, you mus
0.
FRITZ: Type A tonight. ing frisky. (Spots suitcases.) But

wait! What's this?!
IGOR: Master! Are wg g where?

FRITZ: (This passage™wuust be completely understood by the
annot leave this house, Igor. The dirt

from my native Tr Ivania forms the floor of the cellar here, and
IGOR: eyesdepen, wide, as he sniffs the suitcases.) Master!
These ntain...perfume.
FRITZ: Perfume! Then they belong to...

IGOR: /fPanting loudly.) WOMEN!
FRITZ beautiful one.
IGOR: N beauty is only skin deep.

FRITZ: Tha¥s all | care about. Perhaps one of them has come to
fulfill the prophecy!

IGOR: What prophecy, Master?

FRITZ: You, stupid, ingrate! The prophecy which sent me here in the
first place! (He pulls scroll from shelf and opens it, reads.)
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Roses are red, violets are blue.
There’s a girl just waiting for you.
Her skins like silk, hair like gold,
Drink her blood, you’ll never grow old.
IGOR: But, Master, you look as young as you did
years ago when we first met!
FRITZ: You fool! [I've got crows feet...I've fo eral gray

ree hundred

hairs...and lately when | get out of my coffin, my knees killing
me!

IGOR: They can't kill you, Master, you're alrea d!

FRITZ: Igor?

IGOR: Yes, Master?

FRITZ: Did | ever tell you you're not only \ig our jokes stink,

too?
IGOR: Many times, Master.
FRITZ: Just checking.

Greta enters from left.

GRETA: Oh, Auntie...isn’t it all tooSwonder...(Aside.)...Oh, my...I
wonder who these tw

Qrare ¢
FRITZ: (Aside.) Indee beauty! And what a neck! (To
Greta.) Ah, my dear |3 yelcome to my humble abode.
GRETA: YOUR humble
Aunt enters left.

AUNT: Couldn’t get much more humble than this dump! (Aside.)

troduce myself. | am Count Fritz Fangful, late
And this is my...associate...Igor.

GRET. so pleased to meet you, Count Fangful. I've never
~ LTY before.
FRITZ: e kisses her hand.) Itis | who is charmed!

IGOR: Me, t0o, toots!

He grabs Aunt’s hand to kiss it, but she hits him over his head with
her purse and anything else she can get her hands on.
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AUNT: Watch it, Bud...I don’t cotton to fancy lace manners.

IGOR: (He sticks out lower lip, pouting.) Master she hurt me.

FRITZ: Poor Igor. How many times do | have to tell you, keep your
hands off the guests. Now be a good boy and go dig up a bone
or something.

Igor moves back to fireplace. He pulls bone from fir aws on it.
GRETA: You seem very charming, Count Fa But I'm afraid
there is something of a mistake. This ho id belong to a

Pierpont Belleneck, did it not?
FRITZ: Butyes!
GRETA: He was my great uncle.
FRITZ: He was? (Aside.) Can’timagi
GRETA: And in his will, he left me thi
FRITZ: (Aside.) Curses! | never kno
willl If I'd know that, I'd never woul

T at anything!

toad had drawn up a
ve made limeade out of

him!
GRETA: My Aunt Chattegbi e and | have come to take
possession.

FRITZ: Well we're deligh we, Igor?

Igor mumbles and slobbers mouthful.

FRITZ: Don't talk uth full, Igor. It will be so good to have
a woman’s touch nd this place (Aside.) especially her neck!

AUNT: If | had MY way/we’d be on the first buggy back to Devil
Junction!

Fritz moves d takes her hand.

y charm.) But, it is so lonely out here...and you've
see ind of housekeepers Igor and | are. I'm sure you can
warm up the fires of this old place.

He kisses her hand.

AUNT: (Weakly.) You think so, Mr. Count?
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GRETA: (Nervously.) Perhaps youre right, Auntie, maybe we
should be on our merry little ‘ole way.

AUNT: (Angrily.) Hush up, child, now maybe this place DOES have
possibilities!

GRETA: Count Fangful, | take it you knew my uncle?

FRITZ: Knew him?!!I! We were like...BLOOD brothers!

GRETA: So he wasn’t alone when he died?

FRITZ: | assure you Igor and | were at his side.
lightening flashes.) | do hope we will be allg
we can find ourselves other...suitable quarte

IGOR: (Whining loudly.) But, Master—I

FRITZ: (Quickly bringing Igor's mouth to a t up, Igor! | take
it you have plans to live here, Miss Belle Aside.) What a
delicious name!

GRETA: Yes...and what's more, | plan to tugn this old manor into
RIVER BEND RESORT.

FRITZ: Aresort! Did you hear that, Igor?~(Sarcastically.) Won't that
be delightful?
IGOR: But, Master—I
FRITZ: (Glaring at Igor.) Shut'up, IG

GRETA: This will be the”lobby®.and, of course, the rooms will be
upstairs. The dining % and, and that wonderful cellar will
be our game roo

FRITZ: (With a panic-str

GRETA: Yes, we:
cement the floor a
hockey—

IGOR: But, Maste

FRITZ: S r! He'll be the death of me yet. (Aside.)
Actually,'SH be with these INSANE plans!

GRET

hunder rs and
to stay on until

n look.) A game room?!
y those old CRATES and boxes out,
fill it with billiard tables, ping pong tables, air

A

Q‘- morning | intend to call a plumber to get the work

If the directoy wishes to add additional characters, this would be an
excellent place in the play to begin. It could be easily accomplished
by extending Greta’s list of those she needs to call in the morning to
include carpenters, construction workers, professional painters, etc.

10
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AUNT: But for now, it's time to find a room with a clean bed. C’mon,
Greta...that might take some lookin’.

GRETA: It's been a pleasure, Count Fangful. | will see you
tomorrow.

AUNT: Yes, we'll look forward to it Count.

FRITZ: Well, actually we’ll be gone quite early and won'’t return ‘il
dark. But perhaps we’ll see you later for a bite?

GRETA: I'd like that.

AUNT: Good night, Count Fangful.
Greta and Aunt take their suitcases, Aun mblesyout the door
awkwardly, while Greta prances out a little fuIIy.

FRITZ: Please, ladies, Igor will do tha ou:

IGOR: | will?

FRITZ: (Definitely.) You will.

IGOR: My contract doesn’t say a

FRITZ: Igor, stop being an i
the ladies.

thing t carrying suitcases.
ecile and carry the suitcases up for

Igor sniffs and snorts, gral jtcases disgustedly Greta and Aunt
exit left.

IGOR: | may be an im-
“imbecile.”), b
decided | want to.

-cile (Has extreme difficulty pronouncing
can sleep under a ping pong table if |
ticks out his tongue at Fritz.)

Igor proudly und as if he really got even with Fritz and then
exits left.

I' | can’t allow this to happen! A man’s house is his
don’t want my castle redecorated! And yet if she is
y NIGHTMARES, | cannot leave here without her.

Hahahahah!

Fritz's laugh echoes throughout the mansion. Thunder and lightening
flash as Fritz twirls up in his cape. If possible, a puff of smoke should

11
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engulf Fritz while he’s twirling, but this is not necessary. One spot
light on Fritz flickering on and off would give the same mystifying
effect leaving your audience in complete awe. Blackout.

ACT ONE, SCENE 2

The following night.
The scene is the same, although we can already see some ‘¢hanges

wrought by the artistic creations of Greta. | bouquets of
flowers sit atop tables, including one of roses. toral landscape

now hangs over the fireplace.

AT RISE:

Greta and Aunt are whistling as they ki n the curtains by
the French window. Greta stands onfa step stool precariously close
to the edge of the cliff.

GRETA: (Stopping her
example, | read
business minus ads

AUNT: Child, it's

AUNT: Whatd you say about this? For a good scare stop by
anytime?

GRETA: | couldn’t say that. Besides, this isn’'t a scary house at all.

AUNT: You sure moaned and screamed a lot in your sleep last night.

12
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GRETA: That wasn’'t me Auntie.

Suddenly, we hear eerie noises and spooky sounds vibrate
throughout the mansion.

AUNT: | rest my case. (Finds ad in newspaper.)
could you?!? (Reading.) Unrestrained beau

h\child. How

Resort. Child, you make it sound like an i
tarnation did you find a picture like that?%

our many splendid suits. There’s no f
hundred miles in any direction!

GRETA: The newspaper man had

prettiest.

AUNT: And what if someone wants T room?

GRETA: The newspaper gentleman said just to tell them that it's
occupied.

An odd sounding Doorbell or persistant knocking is heard, then Able

Abe enters right, he does “ anyone to welcome him in.
ABE: Ahe hem?? Tisd, Able,Abg/

Greta turns and |
each melt.

ABE: (Contipéed. ide.) Why I'm struck dumb. She’s prettier than
a new sg@ldered joint that don’t leak!
e) O

GRETA: (A , my goodness, what a hunk of prime plumber

he Batting her eyelashes, Greta suddenly begins losing her
: @ e waves her arms about wildly.) Oh...help...help!!!
] Q

the plumber.

We hear the tinkle of bells as they

, child.

Abe charges up the steps to where Greta is barely hanging on and
grabs Greta by the waist.

13
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ABE: You're in good hands now, Ii’l lady. (Looking over edge.) My,
but, you could have taken quite a spill.

GRETA: (Looking into his eyes.) I'm afraid | already have.

Abe lifts her high into the air and gently sets her down.

ABE: (Aside.) | know I'm hard to resist, but this igghidictlous. (To
Greta.) | don’t believe we’ve been properly introduced.
AUNT: You’re a bit beyond that, if you ask me!
GRETA: Now, now, Auntie. (Very sweetly.)
were asking you, dear. (To Abe.

on’t believe we
ta. Greta

ABE: Where’s that?!
GRETA: Why, right here. (Gleaming
ABE: You mean you’re gonna be livi
GRETA: We’re changing it. See?!
ABE: Why you sure are makin’ it it more homey, Miss
Belleneck...I think. But are jou sure you're doin’ the right thing?
GRETA: | know it's what Ggea le Pierpont Belleneck Ill would
have wanted.
AUNT: Son, you'd soone

De aBle
ABE: |like a girl with ete

girl.
GRETA: And | like a plamber who knows what he likes. (Flashes

here in Rattrap Manor?

to talk sense into a mule than this

ABE: (Conceitedly.) re ain’t a job too big for Able Abe, M’am.
e leaks in this place, son. Could take you

... iaybeimonths...years to plug ‘em all!
@ ie, what’s the rush?
iNgpa gta.) Any job doing is worth doing well.

n take a hint.(Aunt moves left.)
are you going, Auntie?
I’d go set FIRE to the kitchen.

AUNT: (Aside.) I've heard of fellers with a quick line, but this one
moves faster than spit on a hot griddle.

Aunt exits left.

14
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ABE: Your aunt?

GRETA: |think so.

ABE: What do you want me to do first?

GRETA: (Sitting coyly on couch.) Why, gracious, | am not what one
would call an aggressive female, Mr. Able. (Stands up, grabs

her eyes off him...all in one swift movement.)

ABE: | mean plumbing.

GRETA: Oh, that. Well, goodness, you can om the top and
work your way down or start from the bott n rk your way
up. (Greta motions with her arms as Ab and drops his head
with her arms.)

ABE: When | was just a lad, my Pa Y “Abe, there never
was any use for lookin’ down in the world. All you gotta do to get
anywhere is look up.”

GRETA: Was your Pa a smart man?

ABE: (Walking around to the ack of the couch.) | do not think he
ever wished to kiss a girl as you, dear Greta.

Abe closes his eyes, and nsyever the couch to kiss Greta, who
looks out at the audience

GRETA: (Aside.) Grac
(Pauses.) Gi
minutes...or wait

My virtue at stake! What shall | do?
I've known the feller only a few
il | am sure.

She rises a way. He falls over the couch in his attempt to
land a peck.
(Cor etter safe than sorry! (To Abe, helping him off the

ope that knocked some sense into you!
Belleneck, where you are concerned, there IS no

intentions shall be nothing but the purest.

Aunt appears at left.

15
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AUNT: (Aside.) Shucks, that could make this situation pretty darn
boring!

Aunt exits left, Greta picks up Abe’s tool box.
GRETA: Then, Mr. Abe, | shall take you to the cellar where you may

commence plumbing. (Aside and to the audi You see,
girls? ltisn’t hard to control your man!

Greta exits left. Q
ABE: (Aside.) Butlook who'’s carrying the @

Abe exits right. The front door opens. enters’Suspiciously.
IGOR: (Looking around the room.) st is glear, Master! No one
here!

Fritz enters.

FRITZ: No sign of that wr, water-logged plumber, Able Abe?
IGOR: Not a tool in sight
FRITZ: | still owe the fool gging the drain in the cellar.

IGOR: If he hadn’t co
back to Transy
FRITZ: Yes, yes, y I’'m in his debt, but let’'s not overdue this
gratitude bit.

o quick, you'd have floated all the way

him, Master!
Igor. You know me better than that. My last

Fe. (Helooks around the room.) But wait...something’s wrong...

IGOR: Look, Master! Your favorite painting’s gone!

FRITZ: What IS that ugly thing? It's enough to make my flesh crawl!
(His body shivers from the sight of the ghastly painting.)

IGOR: And look! The curtains are coming down.

16
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FRITZ: It took a hundred hears for those curtains to gain that certain

raggy appeal.
IGOR: And flowers, Master! Bluucckkk!!

FRITZ: That’s, it! Those are...ROSES!

Fritz begins gasping for breath and he rubs his eyes frantically.

Get rid...get rid...throw them out, now!!!

IGOR: Oh, Master. You poor, poor thing. (Gra s as he rushes
towards Fritz to console and comfort him.)

FRITZ: Hurry, you idiot! Hurry up!

Igor tosses the roses out the French winde
bye to them.

) en waves good-

FRITZ: (Continued; catching his breatfijyjand dabbing his eyes.) Oh,
that’s much better...

IGOR: Imagin’ that, her puttin
that you're a—

FRITZ: SHE DOESN'T KNO She hasn’t any idea. Miss
Belleneck is as inno

asithe petal of a daisy. Which makes
: Rour me a cocktail, will you, Igor?!
IGOR: Certainly, Master. fight away. (From a decanter, He pours —

her all the more...del

“a red drink”-for Fritz. pe O negative. Very rare, sir.
FRITZ: A very old i
IGOR: Aged to perfecti

roses in the house when she knows

Fritz downs
FRITZ: Aa at’'s got a (“Kick” comes out in a high pitched
VoI This fellow here is going to go out fighting. And

want you to take that insipid painting down and put

> p. (Igor does so.) | can’t allow Miss Belleneck to

change arthing here. I'm happy with Rattrap Manor just the way it
is!

IGOR: But how are you going to stop her?

FRITZ: | don’t know. She is the most beautiful creature | have ever

seen, so | don’'t want to smash her against the rocks.

17
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IGOR: That would be a BLOW.

FRITZ: No...I would much rather add her to my...collection.

IGOR: She would make a nice addition, Master!

FRITZ: It shouldn’t be too much trouble. | mean, with my charm and
good looks, she’ll fall for me like a ton of bricks.

Abe and Greta enter right, arm in arm, lost in one an ! es.

GRETA: Oh, Abe.
ABE: Oh, Greta.
GRETA: Oh, Abe.

ABE: Oh, Greta.

GRETA: Oh, Abe.

ABE: Oh, Greta. That two-thirds incl b led wrench is just
outside in my wagon.

GRETA: Oh, Abe. I love it when you tool

Abe and Greta exit through maig’door.
FRITZ: Did you see what | though | s

IGOR: (Bring his hands chest, touched by what he saw.)
aa auseating! That’s unjust!

Two people in LOVE.
FRITZ: That's disgusting!

d just, to me, Master. (Imitating Abe and
: a..

IGOR: Looked pretty rea
ou mind? This can’t be! The girl MUST be

Greta.) Oh, A

She is appiness!

she’s stuck in Able Abe’s lock.

unny, Igor?! You make another stupid joke like
find yourself dangling above a roomful of cobras.

aster. Don’t tease me like that. You know how | love

to women??
IGOR: Oh, Master, no! You've very appalling. | mean appealing!
FRITZ: You're just saying that so | don’t burn you alive.
IGOR: No, it comes straight from my heart.

18
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FRITZ: 1 know you were LYING, you nincompoop! | took your heart
out years ago!

IGOR: Master, you're still the Cassanova you once were. You're still
the Don Juan of the Mississippi Valley. You’re still the Romeo of

Rattrap Manor!
FRITZ: | am? (With determination.) Yes, | am! No\woman can
refuse my charm.

Abe and Greta enter through the main door, a; re. He holds a
large wrench.

GRETA: Oh, Abe.
ABE: Oh, Greta.
GRETA: Oh, Abe.
ABE: Oh, Greta.

Abe and Greta exit right.

FRITZ: Hmmmmm...this cou der than | thought.
IGOR: One bite and she’s yours.

FRITZ: You're right.
ble.
aking_pie hungry! But the lady must come

IGOR: And her neck is s
FRITZ: There’s only thing we can do. Dispose of Able Abe the

FRITZ: Stop it! You’y

plumber.
IGOR: But théyredattached at the hip!
FRITZ: Yo % And if | slice him apart in front of her, she might
IGOR: Master! Set up a rendezvous with Miss Belleneck.

ere at midnight...and then profess your undying love

FRITZ: Undying is right! And for once, | think you might have come
up with a good idea. (Fritz walks over to Igor and tweaks his
nose.)

IGOR: (Claps, and pats himself on the back, and jumps up and down
in the air.) Really, Master? Really?
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FRITZ: But don't let it go to your head! You know how it comes off if
it gets a bit top heavy! Bring me some writing paper and my quill.

Igor does so. Fritz writes with a flourish.

FRITZ: (Writing.) My darling beauty...My love for yod cannot be
contained. My blood burns for you, my hea for you.
Meet me tonight at midnight. Allow me to say those things which
| can no longer keep to myself! Your faithf @ ant, Count Fritz
Fangful.

IGOR: Oh, Master, that’s beautiful, so beautj

FRITZ: Go...find her room! Slip it under
vituous Miss Belleneck shall —FOREVER—
Hahahahahahal!!l (Laugh sinisterl ounding doorbell is
heard.) Wait! Who can that be?!{{ We must exit at once lest one

pursuing us might find us!

! And soon the

Fritz and Igor slip out through ghe French window. Igor watches at
center.

IGOR: Master! It's easy, olhto get out this way! You can turn
into a bat and fly!

The strange doorbell is h

again.
FRITZ: Igor, go deliv e message, at once!

Igor races o e doorbell and knocking continue. Greta enters
right.

GRET

holding a hanky. She sneezes.

LOTTA: Excuse me, but I've got a cold!
GRETA: Well, come in and warm up.
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Lotta enters room and looks around rather curiously.

LOTTA: (Doubtfully.) This is the River Bend Resort?

GRETA: It is, and I'm Greta Belleneck, owner and proprietress.
Have you come looking for a room?

LOTTA: Is it quiet here?

GRETA: Like a tomb!

LOTTA: Don'’t say that! It's bad luck.

GRETA: Well, it is very quiet here, Miss...Mrs...

LOTTA: Lotta.

GRETA: Lotta what?

LOTTA: Lotta Payne.

GRETA: Oh, I'm sorry, where does it hurt?

LOTTA: That's my name. And I've e g for a very quiet
place to rest. You see | just got odt of the hpspital.

GRETA: Oh, dear.

LOTTA: My nerves, you know.
worked in a school and tau

GRETA: Are there any other

LOTTA: Trust me...small children ar
every nerve in my jod ad would strip them down daily.
Eventually, | ended u ng dumbbell. The doctors say I'm
cured now. They gay¥m,naosmal. They say I'll be just fine. But
what do doctors kno

GRETA: Oh, dear,
you don’t have to

or years, for too, too many years, |
t small children.

e worst! They came to learn

guarantee you peace and quiet. Why
to a soul if you don’t want to.

GRETA: Oh, Aunt Chatterbit! (Calling out again.) Aunt Chatterbit!?

Aunt enters left, in apron.
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AUNT: You know how many spiders | found---

GRETA: Auntie, this is Lotta Payne, a guest.

AUNT: (Sarcastically.) You've got to be kidding. (To Lotta.) You're
going to spend the night here? What's wrong with you?

GRETA: Miss Payne’s recuperating from a nervous cagndition. She
needs peace and quiet. So be quiet. Would yol show Miss
Payne our selection of suites?

LOTTA: | want the one in your ad---

GRETA: Sorry, that one’s occupied, isn't it, M terbit?! (Greta
takes elbow and nudges Aunt.)

AUNT: This way...you poor thing.

Aunt and Lotta off left. Abe enters right.

ABE: Oh, Greta.
GRETA: Oh, Abe.
ABE: [I've got to go fetch some duct tape.
GRETA: Duct tape?! Oh, deaf. You wouldn’t harm any of our fine
feathered friends, would ygu®
ABE: What kind of plumber do you { I am. | shall be back before
you can recite, “T AND FALL OF THE ROMAN
EMPIRE.”
GRETA: Oh, Abe, th
ABE: Reciting that they
GRETA: Oh, my,
ABE: Only when'it co

seem like hours.
ill! Au revoir, mon cherie.
ench?

Abe exits thr in door as Aunt enters with a note.

AUNT: G tal (Aside.) He’s turned her into a zucchini!
untie?

GRETA
AUNT: is tacked to your door upstairs.

GRETA: (Taking the note.) To my love? Oh, dear sweet Abe not
only speaks French, he can write, too! (Read note.) Count
Fangful??! Oh, dear, me oh my Auntie! | am afraid my heart
belongs to another! | cannot meet the Count for this romantic
rendezvous.
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AUNT: Well, now...that’s really too bad, Greta. Perhaps | can deliver
the bad news to the Count and save you the terrible pain.

GRETA: Oh, would you, Auntie? | would be ever so grateful.

AUNT: You just leave everything to me!! (Turns, winks slyly at the
audience. We hear the tinkle of bells as Aunt Chatterbit
contemplates her rendezvous with the Count.) (The @urtain falls.)

ACT ONE, SCENE 3

Midnight. Haunting organ music is vibrating t ut the mansion.
Darkness shrouds the stage, with excepti a e moonlight
cutting through the French window.

AT RISE:
Fritz enters left. He carries a mirror and comb. \Lights slowly increase
as Fritz speaks.

FRITZ: (Aside.) Tonight is the
mine and | will remain yo
America would pay off in the long

Fritz primps as Igor enter @

IGOR: Master...what ar u doing?

FRITZ: (Staring in [ AM a handsome devil!

IGOR: Master...you no reflection.

FRITZ: So? | use my imagination. |s the bridal suite ready?

ight! The beautiful princess shall be
ver and ever! | knew coming to

IGOR: Oh, yes,“Nlaster! | raked the dirt, tidied the cobwebs, and
sprinkle your lady’s coffin.
FRITZ: How{rema

ic! You did select the proper coffin, didn’t you,

Now hurry! Midnight is fast approaching and my love will be here
soon!

IGOR: Yes, Master...I'm sorry, Master...it won’t happen again,
Master.
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FRITZ: Ifit does, I'll have your liver for a week. (Licks his lips.)
IGOR: No, not that again, Master!

Igor races off right.

FRITZ: (Aside.) Poor Igor...he just comes by it so naturally. But |
guess it's all my fault. | could have used the bgai physicist
but didn’t’ want that kind of competition. So | picked up His brain
at a blue light special. (Pauses, then reme g.) Oh! How
could | have forgotten to brush my fangs!

Fritz races off right. Greta and Abe enter le

GRETA: Oh, Abe.
ABE: Oh, Greta.
GRETA: Oh, | love the way you seale@jthat joint!
ABE: It won't leak again in our lifetimes!
GRETA: Seal another one for
ABE: But, Greta, my sweet, i
GRETA: Midnight?! Oh, Pshaw!

midnight.

ers tomorrow, | will leave at once,
grab four hours of sleg tin two to three hours at the gym

ABE: Don’t say th ...I'couldn’t bear hurting you.
GRETA: You will co omorrow?
ABE: | will count the seconds.

the main door as Aunt enters. She has fixed
ng her nicest dress.

AUNT: That)boy sure puts in the overtime!

GRETA: Oh, Auntie. How can you tell you're in...(Appears bashful.)
love?

AUNT: Love? You just met the feller, child!

GRETA: But, Auntie...I'm ether in love or I'm sick.
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AUNT: Oh, dear. You heart beats like butterfly wings when you're
with him?

GRETA: (Staring off into space.) Uh ha.

AUNT: You can’t get him out of your mind when he’s not around?

GRETA: Uh ha.

AUNT: You know you'd climb up to the top of the pyramids and jump
off for him if he asked you?

GRETA: Uh ha.

AUNT: (Dryly.) Sounds like the beginning of lu , child. Take a
nice warm bath in Epsom salts.

be solved with Epsom salt, Auntie.
Kramer wrote in my favorite poem.

For him, you’d sail the seven seag and climb up any mast. Each
hour with him passes by as if it nute...But when he’s

Longfellows!
GRETA: Are you happy we tame , Auntie? But alas...| have
been only thinking of You haven’t found anything here

but cobwebs and dus

AUNT: You know how I'm partial to antigues.

GRETA: Then they're yours. Here, Auntie! This bow will look so fine
in your old, gray hair.

AUNT: You sure do know how to make a gal feel good!
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GRETA: And what this jacket won'’t do for your slumped shoulders.
(Greta puts bow in Aunt’s hair and helps her put the jacket on.)
There! Now you look positively stylish!

AUNT: 1 guess just a bit like you!

GRETA: Let’s not go that far. Well, Auntie...l must reticge. Tomorrow
Abe is coming by to plug more leaks!

AUNT: Sleep well, child.

Greta moves left.

GRETA: Oh, Auntie...| won’t be able to sle
have come true! (Greta exits left.)

AUNT: (Aside.) She’s lost it plain an le! dnight chimes out.
Aunt sits in chair, tries differefit poses) finally settles on a
dramatic pose which she holds.) , Count...come and get me!

rehensive, villain music is heard for

utiously approaches Aunt. He
stops, takes a breath spray from his pogket, music pauses, he sprays
a bit in his mouth, music b

in, then he moves in for the Kill.
pringess...tonight is ours, all ours! And
oth live forever...and never ever age

ips Aunt’'s head so he can get a clear
e kneels.) From the moment | saw you...I

Fritz enters right. If possible,
Fritz’s melodramatic entranc

FRITZ: Oh, my darli
after tonight we wi

tired blood, Greta.

Aunt is visibly
fashion.

zombie now, speaking in flat tones, moving in stilted

AUNT: Greta? No, no, I'm not Greta, loverboy.
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Fritz recoils in horror as Igor enters right playing the “Wedding March”
on a Kazoo, or if a kazoo is not available whistling will have the same
effect. He tosses dead leaves on the couple.

FRITZ: What?!
AUNT: Come here, loverboy!

Aunt grabs Fritz, drops him into a dip and tries desperately’'to hug
him. He struggles free.

FRITZ: Stopit! Stopit! How could this havesh en

IGOR: (Obliviously.) Congratulations, Ma
FRITZ: (Grabbing Igor.) Igor! Protect me!

Aunt moves slowly towards Fritz. ‘ )

AUNT: Come to me, my darling!
IGOR: Master, that's not...oh,
FRITZ: | KNOW that, Igor. A another smart remark and your
liver goes!
AUNT: Come, my cuddly,
FRITZ: Well, now, my dea
AUNT: Tut, tut, tut,
letting you out of my Si
FRITZ: Igor...do

Fritz is graduglly baeking his way up the stairs to the French window.
FRITZ: You my copy of “The Vampire Primer.”

IGOR: But the next full moon is tomorrow night!
FRITZ: | know you'll think of something!
IGOR: Master!

e shall live forever!
a few appointments.
ful. You’re mine now...and I'm not
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The lights flash off for a second. When they come up, Fritz is gone.
A “bat” flies across the stage. With a little practice the Stage Crew

Operator will be able to control all of the bat's movements. See
Production Notes for special effects suggestions.

IGOR: (Cont'd. To Bat.) But, Master! What can | do?
AUNT: You can find your Master for me now!
IGOR: | don’t have to listen to you, you old bag of wind!

AUNT: Oh, no?!

Aunt raises her arms and lifts her head. ddenly, there is a

tremendous clap of thunder and then lighte w falls to the floor.

IGOR: All right already! You don’t ha break”my eardrums! Find
Master! Find him now!
IGOR: (Haughtily.) Yes, your highn right/ away your highness.

(Under his breath.) You old bat!

Aunt raises her arms. Thun
right as fast as his legs will ' move
holding her head.

lightening sends lgor racing off
Lotta Payne enters left,

LOTTA: Oh, oh gosh,

AUNT: What is wrong,

LOTTA: | can’t hunder, lightening, voices...gosh, if |
didn’t know better,"kd say this place is haunted.

AUNT: HAH, what a laugh!

ything for a headache? (Lotta sits.) Mine is just

Sheezes.)

Payne?

LOTTA: Good. It feels like an ax got me right between the ears.
AUNT: Sounds like fun.

Lotta rises. Aunt brings hammer down at the moment Lotta stands.
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LOTTA: (Moves to bookshelf.) Gosh, | didn’t realize there were
some books here. Maybe a nice, boring story is all | need to put
me to sleep. (She selects a ratty old book from one of the shelves
and reads the title of the book out lout. It is important that Lotta
emphasizes the title of the book to theg audience.)
Hmmmmm...”Diary of Pierpont Belleneck Ill.” Now\that sounds
like a real snoozer!

AUNT: Pierpont Belleneck?

LOTTA: ‘Night. And maybe next time [l u up for your
headache remedy.

Lotta exits left.

AUNT: Count? Oh, where are you,
cuddly set of fangs? Count? (Ault opens
outside.) Are you out here, wooc
main door, as her search conti
a bat.)

re’s my great big,
e main door peeking
oochy? (Aunt Exits through
sheaks on right holding

again retain my y .
IGOR: If, not, you'll age and age and age. (lgor wrinkles his nose

with the tHoug
FRITZ: |ge m e! But she is far too taken with that plumber to
come to me,of her own will!

IGOR:
FRITZ

FRITZ: Don’t get so heady. Now...here’'s what we’ve got to do!
IGOR: (Suddenly.) Someone’s coming!
FRITZ: Quick...onto the balcony!
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Igor and bat exit through French window. Lotta enters left.
LOTTA: Oh, gosh! Oh, gosh!

Aunt enters through the main door.

AUNT: What is wrong, now, Miss Payne?

LOTTA: This diary...it's by the guy who built this place! Oh,

AUNT: And?
LOTTA: He was murdered! He says on page feel something

terrible is going to happen. The Count er more and
more of my home...and now has me c y own room.
fear for my life.” And the last entry i |sw ...blood!

AUNT: How delicious!

LOTTA: “The Count...he’s...a...a.lvampirel We've got to tell
somebody what’s going on here!

AUNT: A very good idea.

LOTTA: Your niece must kn
takes the large hammer
ought to call the sheriff, the U.S.
FBI!

...and maybe that plumber...(Aunt
moves behind Lotta.) then we
rshals...and maybe even the

h e: The hammer could be made of
material.

Aunt hits Lotta over t
rubber or similar type of

LOTTA: Aye, vi, yi!

Lotta crumpl floor.
AUNT: No hat | call a splitting headache! (The curtain
fall
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