inmates. I was quite flummoxed. I spoke to a Count Renfield.
SEWARD. Count?
MINA. Or so he called himself. He told me of his love for
the violin. (Seward stares at her as she moves away.) Well, I'll leave
our dear Lucy to you. She seems much better. Her sleep is
very peaceful. Her color restored.
SEWARD. And Mr. Harker, how is he?
MINA. Professor Van Helsing has met with him. And with
good results, I think. (Takes his hand.) May God's kindness be
with us all. (Mina goes. Seward looks back at Lucy. He picks up
the wreath from wherever Lucy threw it. Looks at il. Carries il to the
bed. He turns Lucy’s head a bit, planning lo replace the wreath
around her neck. He pulls back her hair — giving him a view of
her neck. He stops. He drops the wreath. He looks more closely at her
neck. Touches her neck, gently, with his fingers. He backs away from
the bed ... surprised, overjoyed. He moves quickly to the entrance and
yells off.)
SEWARD. Miss, come quickly! (He looks back at Lucy, who is
still sleeping, as — the Female Attendant rushes in. Seward takes hold
of her, urgently.) Find Professor Van Helsing. Send him directly
here. (The Female Attendant nods.) Tell him they are gone! The
marks on her neck — they have disappeared! She is healed!
Quickly now — go! (The Female Attendant nods and rushes off.
Seward returns to the bed, joyously, and takes Lucy’s hand. She does
not wake. The huge sun has now completely set. Silence. Seward’s ex-
pression_changes. He squeezes her hand, several times ... then slaps
it, again and again.) Lucy. (He feels her pulse, touches her forehead.)
Lucy, wake up. Lucy, please. Lucy, come on now — wake up
— (He lifis her eye lids, he begins to shake her.) Lucy! Oh, my god
— Lucy ... (He takes her hand mirror and holds it near her mouth
and nose. Looks at the mirvor. Nothing. He slowly closes her eyes. He
crosses himself, He drops to his knees next to the bed, putting his head
on her stomach. He cries, softly.) No ... please, god ... no ... (A
long moment of nothing but Seward’s soft, aching cries. Then, un-
seen by Seward — Lucy's eyes open. She waiches him cry, his head
still on her stomach.)
LUCY.  (Softly, sweetly.) Oh, Johnny, don’t cry. (Music, as —
Seward opens his eyes wide, stares front, does not move. ) I'm right
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here. I'm right here with ;

; you. (He lifts hi

o o $eki) ds, awz; )lm head slowly, and, see-
SEWARD. Lucy? '

LUCY. We’re all alone Joh
» Johnny.
iB\gARD Lucy, it can't be, ’
Y. Come here. (He does not move.) Please. (He stares at

b .
Then, he approaches, tentatively. Stll keeping some distance, he

lakes hold of h ;
Thks Tt of her wrist and Seels her pulse.) Such warm hands. I

SEWARD. You've no pulse,

g Lucy. No pulse at all, Lucy, what

1 lo_pierce hi. h, as — Van Helsing rushes in
| - é(m Ee??fmg %cmard — pulling him out,

LUCY. Y(iss me.

He drop:
Johnny: Flasents (He drops her arm, stands there, Jrozen.) Please,

you wanted to? I have. (He continue.
. : . lo st
;ztue/ez:’l; il;;u ::n gu)p cr)z}o)w, Imrelzng on the bed, leaning towsar; ;zz:e
thy, 1 » my love, I'm so glad ; \
e glad you're here. Ple
foms :s mAcﬁer.1 chhe reaches out her arms to him.) I broke your he::Le
o n}; - I shall never rest till you forgive me. Please ‘
i h; ac;. -Let me show you my true heart. (He steps to-
o mm;, and sits on th'e edge of the bed. She takes him genlly in
o spea; saq;/z;g jzo';t.i; I:zs {zea% lovingly to her chest. She strokes his
) : ats it. That's it, Oh, I' i
oy : » I've wanted this fi
{[oal'z;'ltg}l (He nods, holding her more tightly, his head still t; (Z
& er chest.) You were right, you know. We do hg
;l§(,18have a secret life. (She bare teet /i . — 7V, ’l'each o
7:; t ;;ssetzngggh, b}u st)il‘i;p;aks sweetly, seductively. He, of course, h:s
er face. I want you to know mir;e S :
J[-(!’:l?[nz .close your eyes. Will you do that for m;:? 3}151222’
b W He pulls his head away from her chest. She lz'ck\;
ol h;rfangn )1', ) (Zood. Now ... kiss me. (She is breathing heavily
) &S oared — He leans forward, slowly, eyes still closed

lo kiss her — Her mouth moves toward his neck, her_teeth are about
Jollowed by Harker.

VAN HELSING NOT FOR R LIFE fLu s’ands o'n) he
] A YOU cy
bed, in a rage, hissing and ing, clawin n! (h ek t Sewtrd
— a

lands on the floor, opposite ;
A — Van Helsing stq
/ ia‘r{kg Ulo;ks on.) NOT FOR YOUR LI\}gIIZGn?Obgfeegl{h;z’l\lg
HALL NOT HAVE HIM! (Seward has now clearly seen
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