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Dramatis Personae

talent

A pale male in black with a victorian top hat.

promoter

A promotor. Slicked back hair. Button down shirt.

Setting

An empty, echoing room.

The front seat of a white van.



Intro Music

The most lovely classical guitar playing brings us into the play.

Horror

At rise the lights come up quickly. Loud, horrifying sound is heard.
Scratching, shreeking, etc. TALENT stands ominously upstage of PRO-
MOTER who is cowering in fear at TALENT’s feet. TALENT has arms
outstretched, a horrifying expression, and is growling. Perhaps a strobe
would help. This image should last only a few seconds before blackout.

The New Talent

PROMOTER and TALENT in two seats representing the front of a van.
Discoball hangs from rearview mirror. PROMOTER is driving. TALENT
is in the passenger seat.

promoter

I just find it a little odd, is all. I mean, when I first went to one of your gigs, back in
“oh-seven”, I thought: talented musician, unique style, classically trained – clearly –
but, I had no idea how to market you. It took me nearly five years – half a decade
– to figure it out. I mean, the market sort of figured it out for me, but do you get
where I’m coming from? Does that make sense at all?

talent

No.
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promoter

Listen to me now: where did you get those clothes? I mean, did you find them in a
dumpster or something? Did you have, uh, tea-time with grandma every week and
convince her to sew you up something from your imagination? Were your parents
bikers or into leather or something? And what’s with all the piercings! Just look
at you – you’re so pale – did you ever go outside? Did you live in, like, England or
something? Were you locked in a basement during your formative years? Were you
just born this light? Are you – are you wearing makeup or something? This, this
look of yours, or whatever, is weird. Very unconventional.

talent

Lots of people look like this.

promoter

They do, huh?

talent

Tons of people. All you have to do is just walk down the street and you’ll run into –

promoter

I’ve got a car, thank you, I drive down the street. Anyway, that’s besides the point.
Even if lots of people look like this – even if you’re telling the truth: and I’m not
calling you a liar or anything – even if, you know what they don’t have? Hmm?
Talent. You’ve got talent dripping out of your ears. You’ve got talent coming right
out of your fingertips. You’ve got some uncanny ability to make a piece of wood and
some strings sing – absolutely sing! – but the problem is that it just doesn’t add up.

talent

Well, it’s not math.

promoter

It doesn’t make sense. Listen, where’d you get that hat?

talent

Special order from this really neat guy in Bavaria. He’s about eighty and he takes
custom orders for hats in his shop during the spring. It cost a fortune but –
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promoter

You see my point? No? You don’t see my point? You’re not seeing the thing that
I’ve been indelicately trampling on top of for the last half-hour or so?

talent

No.

promoter

You’ve got all of these quirks, all of this weirdness and specifications for this and for
that and the other – but it doesn’t make sense for your act. Or, rather, it didn’t make
any sense before. It still doesn’t make sense entirely but we’re gonna work on that.

talent

So it’s alright then? I’m willing to learn. Music keeps me alive, you know. It worked
itself out. We’re fine, right?

promoter

No! Are you listening to a single thing I’ve been saying? When you walk onto stage
I expect you to draw a pentagram in human blood, sacrifice a goat for the power to
play your mighty axe, bite heads off of bats, scream your throat raw and head bang
until you head ache. I expect trashed hotel rooms, shocking headlines on newspapers,
and freaky posterboard protests from local religoius groups! What I don’t expect –
at all – is for you to sit down on a little wooden stool in the middle of an empty stage
and pluck out enchanting, God-fearing melodies – known and new – on a modest
classical guitar.

talent

Oh.

promoter

Yeah! You get me now, huh!

talent

I look like a freak. One of those heavy metal guys?

promoter

Death metal. Black metal. Satan worshiping rockers from hell. But there you go.
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talent

But you said the problem was fixed?

promoter

Partially fixed. It will be fully fixed soon.

talent

Please don’t cut my hair.

promoter

Cut your hair? Are you kidding? I love the hair.

talent

You do?

promoter

Big fan of it, actually. That’s the part that fixed itself. Your appearance is marketable
now, save a couple minor cosmetic changes.

talent

I’m still playing classical guitar, right?

promoter

I’m not taking away your talent, kid. I’m not gonna steal that from you – that’s your
golden ticket. I’m concerned with marketing your talent. And we finally got it down.

talent

So what are we doing then?

promoter

Vampires, kid. Vampires.

talent

Vampires?
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promoter

You don’t get out much do you? Have you seen the market for vampires recently?

talent

I don’t know anything about –

promoter

They’re everywhere. First some terrible books – and I mean terrible – get really
popular with the tween crowd. They all spent their summers earning certificates for
tiny pizzas from their local libraries by reading that drivel. And then, remarkably,
those terrible books get turned into God-awful films. Successful, but God-awful.
They’re better than the books, mind you, but they’re riddled with all sorts of – You
know, I gotta stop talking about this or I’ll explode! Alright, then we’ve got a perfect
storm: Fan fiction –

talent

What’s fan fiction.

promoter

Kids writing their own stories on the internet. Based on the existing story: characters
and whatnot – it’s a big deal to ten year old girls.

talent

Oh.

promoter

Anyway, we get fan fiction, conventions, magazine covers etc. The undead are coming
back in a big way. Presidential bibliographies about hunting vampires, weird rewrites
of public domain literature involving zombies, on-demand out-of-circulation television
series making comebacks on the web, and a host of other pale-people related stuff in
the works all over the place. Well guess what, all of that means that you, my friend,
are mainstream. You fit in.

talent

I fit in.
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promoter

You’re marketable. Vampires can be sensitive now. They can feel things. They can
care. Vampires are the new James Dean. Sure, you’ve got sharp teeth, but you might
not bite – you can try to restrain yourself – you’re not soulless. You’re a killer, but
soft-spoken –

talent

You don’t have to yell or scream or sell your soul to satan.

promoter

Right. Exactly. You can –

talent

Play classical guitar.

promoter

You got it. One crappy book and you’ve got a chance. How’s that for a good deal,
huh? It’s not just about talent, you gotta be lucky, and as luck goes, kid, you hit the
jackpot. You’re a weird looking guy – not that I care one way or the other – but for
you to go mainstream like this is like finding the cure for cancer or something. Big
deal.

talent

Great. Cool. Alright.

promoter

I always keep a list of talented weirdos I can’t do anything for at all. I carry it with
me in case something happens. Well, something happened and here we are.

talent

So what do I need to do to, you know, play guitar for my fans?

promoter

You’ve got two problems, kid. Two big problems. One: You’re too damn nice.
You’re little. Does that make sense? How about this: I don’t believe you could kill
me. Okay. Vampires kill people, even the ones that don’t, and killing people is a
quality you gotta have.
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talent

I don’t want to kill anyone. I’m not a killer. I’m a guitar player.

promoter

I’m not gonna ask you to kill anyone – though it wouldn’t be the first time – but
I am gonna ask you to start believing you could kill someone. Because, let me tell
you, given the right circumstances you could kill someone in a heartbeat. Less than
a heartbeat. You could kill them in a soul beat, or something mystical like that or
something. You get me.

talent

Okay. I can kill someone then.

promoter

That was a little weak – I don’t believe you.

talent

I thought vampires could be sensitive now. I thought they could play classical guitar.

promoter

They can! But you’ve still got to be internally scary. Full of secrets and a terrible
past – but we’ll fix that later: no worries. That gets us to our second problem: there’s
no otherworldliness to you. You’re just a weird kid with a great talent wearing black
clothes and an expensive hat. You’ve gotta get a sense of mystery around you or
something. You look at the guys playing vampires today and you get – well, you’re
supposed to get – a calm sort of together type of thing.

talent

Like a confidence, maybe?

promoter

That’s it! That’s it exactly. You’ve got to get a confidence thing going for yourself.
Your chest has got to stick out a little. Everyone else is going about their business
but you’ve seen it all play out already – you’ve lived so long already. You’re like the
old man at the nursing home with the sharp – so sharp –

talent

Teeth?
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promoter

Mind! Sharp mind asking to play chess every time you walk by.

talent

I don’t visit nursing homes.

promoter

Well start. And every time you say “no,” cause you figure “what’s this weird old guy
gonna do for me?” and you repeat yourself, over and over, until eventually you say
yes for whatever reason – he wore you down maybe – and it turns out that this guy
knows a hell of a lot. He destroys you in chess, for one, but his mind is like, I don’t
know how to describe it, but it’s like he knows exactly what you’re thinking and can
tell you why you’re wrong. Psycologists – or is it psychiatrists? Whichever – they
study for years to be able to sort of see past the bullshit of life, but these old people
sitting in the homes, they do it without the schooling – they did it by living.

talent

I can learn how to play chess, but I don’t know anything about –

promoter

It’s not about chess or the training or anything, it’s like an awareness you don’t
expect them to have – though pretty much they all do – in your case it’s even more
surprising because you’re so young. You’re so now. You’re so it. You’re body is hot
but your eyes are cold.

talent

Please.

promoter

This isn’t me, this is going to be the girls. This is the marketing I’m talking about.
If you get one the other will follow. The killing or the confidence – cause you got
neither at this moment – and soon enough you’ll have them both. So step over here
and give me your best vampire scare.

talent

Okay.
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Same set up as introductory image. This time, however, lights and sounds
are absent. Making the reality pathetic. TALENT tries to growl, but
PROMOTER is not impressed.

promoter

You know, you don’t actually have to growl. I think, if I remember right, it’s the were-
wolves that growl. Maybe it was something else. Just forget the growling. Vampires
sort of know they’re the most powerful thing in the room.

talent

Okay.

promoter

You’ve got to sense it.

Lights flicker. Voiceover of TALENT character: “I could kill him.”

promoter

That’s getting it. You don’t even really have to move.

Lights flicker again. Voiceover of TALENT character: “Just exhale a little
and he’d turn to dust.”

promoter

Very good.

Lights flicker agian. Voiceover of TALENT character: “I could tear out
his heart in a single breath.”

promoter

That’s great! Yeah. Go with that. Your inner monologue.

Lights begin to flicker intermittently. Sounds emerge. Voiceover of TAL-
ENT character: “I see it so clearly now. So tiny and insignificant.”
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talent

Like a bug.

Voiceover of TALENT character: “A gnat. A little trickle of water with
legs and a heart.”

promoter

Whoa! Impressing me! Seriously.

talent

Tisk tisk tisk.

promoter

Oh yeah!

Voiceover of TALENT character: “Such a fool. Misplaced excitement.”

talent

I’ll show him.

TALENT strikes PROMOTER across the face.

promoter

Whoa! Hey. A little, uh, too much into character now.

TALENT strikes PROMOTER across the face again.

promoter

Ouch! Hey! Stop it now! I’m serious –

Repeat of opening image with lights and sounds. Screaming. Blackout.
From the dark we hear a classical guitar. Lights slowly up revealing pro-
moter’s body lying on the ground. TALENT sits on a small wooden stool
playing a classical guitar. The tune, however, is dischordant and dis-
jointed. It fades, painfully, as we fade to black.

END OF PLAY
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