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Cast of Characters
DR. JACK SEWARD - Psychiatrist, 30s
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December, 1895
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London, England
 
ACT I
Scene One
 
(JACK is alone onstage. His room is a small, unkempt flat in an unsavory part of town. There is a bed, a desk & chair, and a washroom. He is finishing writing something in his journal. He checks his watch. He takes out a syringe, and fills it with morphine. His shirt is open, revealing a large, still-healing scar. Suddenly, a knock on the door. He jumps, then runs to the door, attempting to button his shirt)
 
JACK
I hope you didn’t have any trouble…
 
(He opens the door. No one is there. A letter lies on the doorstep. He takes it, closes the door. He is about to read it when EMILY appears. She picks up his syringe)
 
EMILY
That can’t be healthy.
 
JACK
Just to calm my nerves.
 
(JACK rises quickly, attempting to button his shirt so that EMILY can’t see the scar)
 
EMILY
Oh yes. You’re a picture of calmness.
 
JACK
Did you…I mean…?
 
EMILY
No.
 
(He finishes buttoning his shirt)
 
EMILY
You’ll have to show it to me someday.
 
JACK
Perhaps. When it’s healed.
 
EMILY
Or…Perhaps now. (She creeps up behind him and attempts to unbutton his shirt)
 
JACK
(He evades her) I think you’re too used to getting what you want.
 
EMILY
Yes. Because in the end, I always do.
 
(She stares at him, then gently touches his face. He almost lets himself enjoy it, then rises and crosses away)
 
EMILY
What is it?
 
JACK
Nothing. Nothing at all. Give me a moment.
 
(JACK goes to the bathroom. EMILY sits and flips through the journal. JACK returns drying off his head. He dresses himself in a threadbare suit as they speak)
 
EMILY
My. Aren’t you…damp.
 
JACK
I’m expecting company. 
 
EMILY
Oh. Should I be jealous?
 
JACK
You’ve never been jealous of anyone in your entire life. 
 
EMILY
Very true. (She strolls around the room. She sees some cobwebs & freezes) Jack. There are cobwebs.
 
JACK
Hmmm.
 
EMILY
You know how I feel about spiders.
 
JACK
They’re harmless.
 
EMILY
They’re filthy little bloodsuckers. And they scuttle.
 
JACK
I’m not entirely certain what you’re concerned about.
 
EMILY
(Shuddering slightly) I can’t believe you live with cobwebs.
 
JACK
Surviving, not living.
 
EMILY
None of that. You know how I feel about your morbid moods. (She sits, flipping through the journal) You’re still breathing, aren’t you? That’s one you’ve got on me. (She reads from the journal) 19 August—“I am weary to-night and low in spirits. I cannot but think of my love, and how different things might have been.” (She puts the journal down) Aren’t you a dear? (She kisses him)
 
JACK
I’m not sure Andrew would approve of this.
 
EMILY
Well, I suppose this must be our little secret. (She begins to go for the journal again. JACK tries to stop her) Don’t be obstinate.
 
JACK
It’s medical jargon, almost entirely. It’s of no interest to you.
 
EMILY
Jack, Jack, Jack. Surely you’ve realized I have more interests than you can imagine. (She grabs the journal, then rushes to the other side of the room. She stares at him with mock-surprise of her own actions. A playful chase ensues as she flips through pages) Let’s see what else you’ve written about me.
 
JACK
Stop that!
 
EMILY
Something ribald, I hope.
 
JACK
I said…
 
EMILY
Let’s see what wicked fantasies you have in… (She stops, staring at something she doesn’t understand in the journal)
 
JACK
What is it?
 
EMILY
Porphyria.
 
JACK
Beg pardon?
 
EMILY
It’s here, scribbled along the side of a page. And here, too. On the following page. Porphyria. (She shows him) What does that mean? Is it Latin?
 
JACK
I don’t remember writing this.
 
EMILY
Something medical?
 
JACK
I have no idea. (He rubs his eyes)
 
EMILY
Jack?
 
(He sits, still holding the journal. She goes behind him, mopping his brow. Suddenly, he rips several pages out of the book and folds them into his pocket)
 
EMILY
Now what on earth was that?
 
JACK
I don’t know. It just felt right. 
 
(EMILY kneels next to him)
 
EMILY
That’s what I always liked about you. You kept me guessing.
 
(A strange silence hangs between them)
 
EMILY
Tell me.
 
JACK
About?
 
EMILY
Your caller. This lady who has…
 
(JACK smirks & stares at her)
 
EMILY
What?
 
JACK
Not a lady. A man. An Irishman.
 
EMILY
Oh. Well…you did wash up. What was I to think? 
 
(JACK just shrugs)
 
EMILY
Is he a drunkard?
 
JACK
He’s a writer. So…possibly. I’ve only met him once.
 
EMILY
Oh yes! This is that fellow you were telling me about. 
 
JACK
Yes.
 
EMILY
So have you told him everything?
 
JACK
I’ve given him my journals.
 
EMILY
But that isn‘t what I asked, is it?
 
(He doesn’t answer. She smiles)
 
EMILY
You and your secrets. They’ll be the death of you. I know of what I speak.
 
JACK
Don’t presume to know my mind, Emily.
 
EMILY
“The face is the mirror of the mind, and eyes without speaking confess the secrets of the heart.” 
 
JACK
Tennyson?
 
EMILY
Saint Jerome, you heathen. 
 
(A knock at the door. JACK motions for EMILY to be silent and opens the door. STOKER enters. He has other journals with him. JACK shakes his hand)
 
JACK
Mr. Stoker.
 
STOKER
Bram, please. Just Bram.
 
JACK
Have a seat. 
 
EMILY
Bram? What sort of name is “Bram“?
 
(They sit. Throughout, only JACK can hear or see EMILY. STOKER takes in the room)
 
STOKER
Hmmm.
 
JACK
What?
 
STOKER
I thought doctors lived with a certain...financial security. 
 
EMILY
Jack.
 
JACK
I used to live in the sanitarium. Most of my effects are still there. 
 
STOKER
Why not simply retrieve them? This place could do with some furniture.
 
JACK
I'm not going back there again. 
 
STOKER
Ah. Well. (Motions to the journal) Is that the last one?
 
JACK
Yes. I just…
 
EMILY
Jack, I asked you a question.
 
JACK
I wanted to go through it one more time, before I handed it over.
 
BRAM
May I?
 
(JACK nods. BRAM takes the journal & flips through it)
 
EMILY
Well, he doesn’t smell Irish.
 
JACK
Emily!
 
BRAM
Hmmm?
 
JACK
I…have you read the others?
 
STOKER
Oh yes. Thoroughly.
 
JACK
So…do you still wish to write the story?
 
STOKER
Of course I do. It’s wonderful.
 
JACK
I see.
 
STOKER
I’m sorry. I don’t mean to make light of what you went through. 
 
EMILY
Jack. I don’t like being ignored.
 
STOKER
But…well it has it all, doesn’t it? A love story, heroic victory over a….
 
(JACK has crossed away from STOKER. STOKER watches him, unsure if he’s listening)
 
EMILY
Jack!
 
(JACK glares at her, but makes no attempt to talk to her or go to her)
 
EMILY
Fine. (She starts to leave)
 
STOKER
Doctor?
 
JACK
I’m sorry. I thought I heard something. But it was nothing.
 
(EMILY stops and glares at him. Then storms off in a huff)
 
JACK
So, you enjoy the story then.
 
STOKER
More than that. I believe it. These pages, your story…all of it. It’s vicious, and it certainly…challenges reason, but something about it compels me to give it a certain amount of…credence. 
 
JACK
Good.
 
STOKER
In particular, these. (He shows JACK something in the book)
 
JACK
It’s just a name.
 
STOKER
Yes. Lucy Westenra. But look at the words around it. Faded, smudged. And feel the paper… (He does so) There. Right over the name. The paper is thinner…rubbed away.
 
JACK
I suppose it is.
 
STOKER
There is no Lucy Westenra, is there? Or… (He flips through, looking for more names) Or Mina Murray, or Jonathan Harker, or Abraham VanHelsing? You erased their real names, and put these pseudonyms in their place.
 
JACK
Yes.
 
STOKER
You’re protecting your friends’ identities. Commendable, but not usually the work of a fiction writer. (Leans back in his chair, pleased) You see, my boy, these are the eyes of an editor.
 
JACK
Terribly impressive. Now, we should…
 
STOKER
Why didn’t you change your name?
 
(JACK doesn’t answer)
 
STOKER
Every page still reads “The Journal of Dr. John Seward.”
 
JACK
Jack.
 
STOKER
Beg pardon?
 
JACK
No one calls me John. It’s just Jack.
 
STOKER
Jack, John, Clementine…my question remains.
 
JACK
I am a well-known doctor. Respected. Or at least, I was. I want my name on this, to give it credibility. 
 
STOKER
You may draw some undue attention.
 
JACK
I can live with that.
 
STOKER
No offense, but you don’t look like you’ll live through the week.
 
JACK
Your concern for my health is touching.
 
STOKER
It’s self-interest is what it is. Suppose I have questions, blanks to fill in? I don’t imagine I’ll get very far interviewing your corpse.
 
JACK
In many ways, that is precisely what you’re doing now.
 
STOKER
Oh, and you’re morbid as well. How terribly fashionable.
 
JACK
Excuse me?
 
STOKER
Nothing. I spoke out of turn.
 
(JACK waits for STOKER to talk, knowing full well that he will)
 
STOKER
I’m just so weary of these doom-and-gloom types. It appears that melancholy and ennui are all the rage this year. Bloody depressing, if you ask me.
 
JACK
I didn’t ask you.
 
(Beat. STOKER smiles)
 
STOKER
Oh, you are a tough nut, aren’t you?
 
(JACK doesn’t answer. STOKER decides to move on. He pulls out a small writing pad)
 
STOKER
Let’s see….you became involved in these events when…
 
JACK
Renfield.
 
STOKER
Yes…R.M. Renfield…a patient of yours.
 
JACK
(Nodding) He’d come to the Sanitarium just prior to Dracula’s arrival.
 
STOKER
In your first journal, you made mention of… (Flips through the pages) Ah…he was eating insects?
 
JACK
And spiders. And birds. He asked me for a cat once.
 
STOKER
Good lord.
 
JACK
I didn’t give it to him. The man was wildly delusional, kept claiming that this thing…the “master”…was commanding him to do unspeakable acts. I admit, at first I wrote it off as paranoia, but…we were wrong. It was something else entirely.
 
STOKER
Tell me about him.
 
JACK
Dracula.
 
STOKER
Yes. Excellent name. Is it real?
 
(JACK nods)
 
STOKER
And he fancied himself some sort of nobility?
 
JACK
Yes. A count. From Transylvania.
 
STOKER
Which is where exactly?
 
JACK
Near Turkey. 
 
STOKER
Good. Very rustic…other-worldly. Describe him to me.
 
JACK
What?
 
STOKER
What did he look like? Anything.
 
(EMILY enters, amusing herself)
 
EMILY
Go on. Tell him.
 
JACK
Don’t.
 
EMILY
That was hardly a face one could forget.
 
STOKER
I understand it's hard, but...
 
JACK
Please. Don’t.
 
(Beat)
 
STOKER
Of course. Well, what about... (Flips through some pages) Here we are...Van Helsing.
 
EMILY
Does he mean Andreas?
 
JACK
Professor Abraham Van Helsing. My mentor.
 
STOKER
German?
 
JACK
Dutch.
 
STOKER
How did he become involved?
 
JACK
When...um...
 
(JACK takes a second to remember a name. STOKER writes in his notebook)
 
JACK
When Lucy became ill. Yes. I ran some tests on her. She showed all the tell-tale signs of anemia, but she wasn't responding to any treatments. I was stymied, so I wired him. Van Helsing knows more about obscure diseases than anyone I‘m acquainted with.
 
EMILY
Just a moment. Lucy? I’m Lucy?
 
STOKER
And what conclusions did he draw?
 
JACK
The same as mine, at first. But he quickly determined that her blood wasn't dying; it was simply...vanishing, and at a dangerous rate. We couldn't determine how. 
 
EMILY
Andreas becomes Abraham, and I’m just…Lucy?
 
JACK
He was the one who first noticed the marks.
 
STOKER
Marks?
 
EMILY
Something like this? (She lowers her collar, revealing two marks) 
 
JACK
(Rising, he looks at her as he speaks) Two small punctures on her neck. That thing...it had been entering her room at night, and...would drink her blood directly out of her veins, and...
 
EMILY
And then what, Jack?
 
STOKER
Is the Professor still in London? I'd like very much to speak to him.
 
JACK
Yes, he's still...No. No. He won't be dragged back into this. You will deal with me, and only me. 
 
STOKER
Of course. I didn't mean to...Dr. Seward?
 
JACK
I’m sorry…what?
 
STOKER
Are you all right?
 
JACK
Yes. I’m just…
 
STOKER
You’re trembling.
 
EMILY
Now why’s that?
 
JACK
I just need to sit down.
 
(JACK sits. STOKER goes to him)
 
STOKER
God, man. You’re sweating like mad. 
 
JACK
Give me a moment. It will pass.
 
EMILY
Did Jack forget to take his medicine?
 
STOKER
Let me check your pulse.
 
(STOKER begins to roll up JACK’s sleeve. JACK doesn’t notice at first, but by the time he tries to stop STOKER, it’s too late. STOKER sees track marks on his arms)
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