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14 DRACULA ACTI
A ccoray T o P .y

gand I've got the key in_me pocket-acu
o e second time. Onlglast

I Tl oscane and he toiadaes®al: into
Ogynt Dracula’s house across the grounds,

o R T T g, t
the door this time sir_apd s guduspesttirey feet
QUL Of The W aUNS, (Points fo window, Crosses o

Weupzin)  He's just a bloomin' esl Now yo
ComeE Wil THe | Ter e NS, 00 CT L odi?y
RENI Lo o ok opmer iR —
=“WARD, Renfield, if this happens again you will

RENFIELD. (Drowing himself up) What do I care

for flies—now? (ATTENDANT gives VAN HELsING o
" look.) Flies. Flies are but peor things. (ds he
speaks he follows with his eyes a fly. ATTEwpaNT
sees fly loo, releases RENFIELD dndulgently. With o
sweep of his hand ke catches fly, holds closed hond
to ear as if listening to buze of fiy as he crosses o
few steps L., then carries it to his mouth, Then sees
ing them waiching him, releases it quickly) A low
form of life. Beneath my nctice, T don't care a pin
about Hies.

ATTENDANT. Oh, doncher? Any more o’ yer tricks
and I'll take yer new spider away.

RexriLy,  (Bubbles—on knees) Oh, no, nof
Please, dear Mr, Butterworth, please leave me m
spider. He's getting so nice and fat. When he's had
another dozen flies he'll be just right, just right,
(Gives [ittle laugh. Rubs hands together, then
catches fiy and mokes gesture of eating.)

Van Hrewsivg, Come, Mr. Renfleld, what makes
you want to eat flies? ,

RENFIELD, (Rises, ATTENDANT backs up a few
steps) The wings of 2 fly, my dear sir, typify the
acrial powers of the psychic faculties,
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Sewarp, (To ATTENDANT, zwearily) Buiterworth,
take him away,

Van Hewsing, One moment, my friend. (To
ReExrieLp) And the spiders?

Renrieehd, (Crosses to Van Hewsmva, Impress-
ively) Professor Van Helsing, can you tell me why
that one great spider lived for centuries in the
tower of the old Spanish church--and grew and
rew? He never ate, but he drank, and he drank,
%Ie would come down and drink the oll of all the
church lamps.

Sewarp, (To ATTENDANT) Butterworth, (AT-
TENDANT takes step down.)

Rewriers, (Crosses to SEward) One moment,
Docter Seward (VAN HELSING gets wolf s-bane
from bag on table above sofu and moves back to R.C.)
I want vou to send me away, now, tosight, in 2
straight waistcoat. Chain me so T can’t escape, This
is a sanatorium, not a lunatic asylum. This is no
place for me. Mi; eries will disturb Miss Lucy, who
is ill. They will give your daughter bud dreams,
Doctor Seward, bad dreams.

SewagD, (Seothingly) We'll see about all this in
the morning. (Nods fo ATTENDANT, who takes hal
step toward RENTFIELD,) ‘

Van Heisrve, Why are you $o anxious to go?

RENFIELD. (Crosses to Vaw HELSING; hesttates
with gesiure of decision) DIl tell you, Not that
fool Seward. He wouldn't understand. But you—
(A large BAT dashes apainst window. RENFIELD
turns to the window, holds cut his hands and gib-
hars, Crosses to window) No, no, no, I wasn't go-
ing to say anything—— (ATTENDANT crosses #p;
watches RENFIELD.)

SEWARD, (Moves siep up L.} What was that?

RENFIELD. (Looks out window, thes itwrns;
moves towoerd ¢} It was a bat, gentleman, Only a
bat. Do you know that in some islands of the East-




16 DRACULA ACT X

ern seas there are bats which hang on trees all night?
And when the heat is stifling and sailors sleep on
the deck in those harbors, in the morning they are
found dead men-——white, even as Miss Mina was.

SEwarp, What do you know of Miss Mina?
(Pause.) Take him to his room. {ATTENDANT half
step down. )

Van Hevsing, (To Sewasp) Pleasel [To Ren-
gmug) Why are you so anxious o be moved from

ere

RexnrizLp. To save my soul.

Van Hesiwg., Yes?

Renreierp, Oh, you'll get nething more out of me
than that. And I'm not sure I hadn’t rather stay—
After all, what is my soul good for? Is not—(Turns
to window) ——what | am o receive worth the loss
of my soul?

SewaRn. (Lightly) What's got him thinking ahout
souis? Have you the souls of those flies and spiders
on your conscience P

RengiELp, (During SEWARD'S speech puts fingers
in his ears, shuts eyes, distorts foce, crosses t.) 1
forbid you to plague me about souls. T don’t want
their souls. All T want is their life. The blood is
the lifg~—

Van Hivrsive, Sof

RewriELD, That's in the Bible What use are
souls to me? (Crosses fo Van Hersing) I couldn't
cat them or dr—— (Breaks off suddenly.)

Van Hewsing, Or drink {Holding walf's-
bane under his nose, RENFELD'S face becomnes con-
vulsed with rage and loathing. He leaps back.)

ReNFIELD. You know too much to ltive, Van Hel-
sing, {AMacking Vanw HELSING, ATIENDANT af R
of RENFIELD; shout from bim and SEwamp of af-
tack, As ATTENDANT and SEwWARD drag ReNvierd,
struggling, fo door he stops struggling and says
clearly) 'l go quietly. (Sewarp lets go of him




