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Dramatis Personae

vampire

A pale male in black with a victorian top hat.

promoter

A promotor. Slicked back hair. Button down shirt.

girls

Screaming fans.

Setting

Front seat of a white van. Large disco ball hangs from rear view
mirror.

Influence:

Saw these two guys in a van in my rear view mirror in early July.



Before the Gig

promoter

This gig is gonna be great! Can you feel it? Can you feel this? Woo! I’m so pumped
for you, man! I mean, think of it: a sea of girls screaming out your name, asking
for your autograph, pressing keys to their hotel rooms into your tight leather pant
pockets! You must have made the big time. I... hey man, what’s wrong? Something
get your tongue or something? I can’t believe you don’t have a smile on your face
right now –

PROMOTER brakes quickly to a complete stop, jolting them both forward
briefly.

promoter

– don’t tell you you got that weird Bavarian stomache flu I read about back at the
motel a couple of months ago? Oh! Come on! This could seriously harm our chances
for making it to the TOP! You got the gig! You can’t be feeling down. Fiddlesticks!
I mean, I heard it was going around but I never... vaccinations next year, buddy. I
promise you: next year. No expense spared for my big star. No expense. I’ll stick
you with whatever needle I have to to make sure you’re ready for the stage. You’re
gonna have to fight through the pain! Grit your teeth a little bit, huh! Yeah! Come
on, it’s easy.

PROMOTER grits teeth and growls.

promoter

Like that, huh? Yeah? No? Okay. Alright. Save your energy for the gig. Right – like
a mantra – “the gig,” “the gig,” “the gig.” Alright. Okay.

PROMOTER starts driving again, slowly picking up speed.

promoter

Phew! Had me worried there for a minute. Do you see this? I’ve actually got a
sweat breaking out here. I’m sweating! Ha! Back to good! Back to normal! It’s been
months since I even had anything to worry about! Months! Gonna have to change
shirts before we meet with everybody. Never let them see you sweat. Pit stains don’t
lie! Ha! Is that why you wear black all the time? Huh? It’s a good choice. Gotta stay
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out of the sun though, I bet. It’d get hot under all that dark. It attracts the light,
you know. I had a discussion with the lighting designer. She said, “Black. Okay. It’ll
suck up all the light.” Then she asked if you’d consider sequins. I just laughed and
laughed. I can’t imagine you doing your bit up there with sequins. I can’t imagine
you all sparkly emerging from the fog at the beginning, right? It’d just look –

vampire

This?

VAMPIRE indicates the disco ball hanging from the rear view mirror.

vampire

Hate.

promoter

You hate this? Really? Next stop, buddy. I’ll take it down. Never to be seen again.
You’re my only act now anyway. Between you and me – and I mean that – I used
to represent a disco cover group. I’m not proud of it, okay. They were a big hit two
counties over and they got me to where I am today, but I’ll get rid of it soon. The
reason I have it up is that we used to drive into the little town there and the adies,
along with their dancing partners, would crowd the van when we pulled into town. I
think the local cop put all of the lights on Main street to red when he knew we were
coming to town. Have you ever been accosted by women with wheelchairs, walkers,
and canes before? They look weak, let me tell you something, but they’re not weak.
I made the mistake of rolling down my window once – only once – and I took a tennis
ball to the eye. No scars to show, or anything, but I couldn’t see right for weeks.
Some of those neon colored fibers got into my eye and, well, apparently it’s a very
common tennis injury that they just don’t talk about.

vampire

Older people are surprisingly strong.

promoter

Thank you! I’m so glad to hear someone else say that. When I was walking around
the office with an eye-patch it was easier to tell them I had gotten involved in a gang
fight or something. Of course I’m an honest guy, so by then everyone knew the real
story – or “real” story as they put it – and I was the laughing stock of the town.
You didn’t hear about that, did you? No? I hope it didn’t make it across county
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lines. That would truly be embarrassing. Thank God we didn’t have the internet
back then! Some things you can never live down. Hey, let’s get to know each other
a little better, okay? A grandmother making me a pirate with a tennis ball is one of
my most embarassing stories. What about you?

vampire

Embarassing story?

promoter

Haven’t you ever been embarrased before?

vampire

Never.

promoter

Okay. Okay! Ha! Keeping in character! Huh? That’s great! That’s the energy I love
about you.

vampire

Stories, though...

promoter

Is this a – a story about about you – no! Well – in character! You’re practicing!
Okay. Alright. Lay it on me. I wrote copy for a number of years for a local business.
Give it a whirl. I can give you some action words, some power verbs, some tips to
help clean it up.

vampire

I’m only interested in truth.

promoter

Sure you are! Of course! Truth it is. Not a single word from me. I’ll keep my mouth
shut. See this... I’m zipping it up and locking the key and I’ll put it in your hand.
Ha ha! Okay, go ahead. Okay?

vampire

Dark. Night. Someone wants to cross the street. “Oh, here, let me help” says the
old man with the stop sign wearing neon. I hate neon. I hate stopping. I approach
the middle of the intersection quickly and –
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promoter

But kids don’t go to school at night, right? I mean, I’ve never seen a crossing guard
working at –

vampire

I said: I hate stopping.

promoter

Right. Okay.

PROMOTER re-zips, locks, etc. mouth and hands key to VAMPIRE.

vampire

I quickly make it to the intersection of the road. Tragic. The old man with the stop
sign is having a heart attack. Pacemaker quit on him. He falls at my feet. The
woman he was helping across the street stands dumbstruck, her mind elsewhere, and
is hit by a passing garbage truck. The glaze over her eyes remains as they peel her
from the grill hours later. The man, already dead, is an afterthought. Tragic, by
human terms, but less so than the woman and the garbage truck.

promoter

That isn’t about kids.

vampire

No.

promoter

Okay. I mean, it’s sort of spooky, I guess, but it isn’t about, you know, evil or
darkness or anything. I don’t get the angle.

vampire

Truth.

promoter

What if you rushed to the center of the street and stopped the old man’s heart with
a finger snap. Huh? Then you pushed the woman in front of the garbage truck and
like, I don’t know, sucked everyone’s blood to stay looking young and handsome.
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vampire

Truth.

promoter

I don’t get the angle is all. What about –

vampire

Why does it have to be about anything?

promoter

We’re going for something, uh, with a KA-BOOM! You know, something that grabs
them. Something that makes them, uh, fear you. Fear your presence even. Or, you
know, at the same time long to be near you. I mean, I get the vampire vibe and all,
I just don’t think you’re using it fully. It’s got potential. It’s got a lot of potential.

vampire

Continue.

promoter

You gotta be, I don’t know, more violent.

vampire

Violent?

promoter

Yeah, violent.

vampire

Violent.

The word “Violent” echoes into screaming, feet stomping and running,
growling, etc.

5



After the Gig

Lights up. VAMPIRE covered in blood. PROMOTER shaking silently.
Still in the van.

vampire

Go.

PROMOTER starts the car and begins to drive.

promoter

Where are we going?

vampire

Just drive.

promoter

I didn’t mean what I said back then, before you know, about being violent. I just
meant –

vampire

Quiet.

promoter

Okay.

vampire

Take the first exit and then get out of the car at the overpass.

promoter

Okay. And then what are you going to do?

vampire

I’m going to be about something. I’m going to be more violent. Like you said, I’m
going to be more violent.
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promoter

I mean the story, okay? The story. not –

vampire

I’m only interested in truth. Now I’ll have a story to tell. A true story.

promoter

Then just be yourself!

vampire

Slow down.

Van comes to a stop.

vampire

Get out.

promoter

I’m not giving you the keys, though.

vampire

Yes you are. Of course you are.

promoter

I don’t know what’s gotten into you, but it’s not right.

vampire

You don’t know when to shut your mouth, do you? Always yapping like a little dog.

promoter

I guess I don’t then.

PROMOTER gets out of the van.
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vampire

Give me the keys.

promoter

What? Are you taking the highway to hell? You missed your exit back at the gig.
You could’ve just waited for the cops to show up. A bullet to hell is much faster.

VAMPIRE gets out of the car.

promoter

What did you do to everyone in there, huh? The lights went out and then everyone
was dead and you were covered in blood. Is that what you’re gonna do to me? I want
to know.

vampire

You have no idea what I’m going to do to you.

promoter

That’s why I asked.

vampire

Now give me the keys, for the last time, and I won’t hurt you.

PROMOTER throws keys to VAMPIRE.

vampire

Maybe I’ll just hurt you a little...

promoter

I’d prefer that you didn’t.

VAMPIRE makes scary face and sound. PROMOTER shrinks in fear.
Suddenly, several girls emerge from the back of the van through the cabin.
They are covered in blood, carrying mylar balloons, and screaming “Happy
Birthday!”
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vampire

Happy birthday you old fool!

promoter

What?

vampire

Are you surprised?

promoter

What?

girls

Happy Birthday! Happy Birthday! Happy Birthday! Birthday! Happy! Happy!

vampire

My fans and I planned this for you, as a surprise! Happy birthday!

promoter

Oh my God... What?

vampire

Happy birthday! Did I embrace the violence enough for you this time?

promoter

You’re kidding me!

vampire

Truth! Now I’ve got a story to tell. Shouldn’t have let you live though! Come on!

VAMPIRE throws PROMOTER the keys.

vampire

We’ve got a party planned at the hotel. Cake and everything.

Everyone gets back in the van.
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vampire

Let’s listen to some of that disco music on the way! Good times!

promoter

A nice person. A really nice person. Thanks!

Lights are warm. Quickly cut to red. VAMPIRE and GIRLS make hor-
rifying faces. PROMOTER is happily smiling and singing along to the
music. Blackout.

END OF PLAY
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