2.

















DRACULA


Adapted from the novel by Bram Stoker


Public domain, 1897. Formatted with Screenplay Editor.




















Formatted with Screenplay Editor
screenplayeditor.app


FADE IN:

EXT. BORGO PASS, CARPATHIAN MOUNTAINS - DUSK

A coach on a road that is barely a road. Four horses, breath steaming. Pines closing in on both sides, so dark they look wet.

Inside, JONATHAN HARKER, twenty-nine, English, a solicitor's clerk in a good coat he has worn too many days. A leather case on his knees. He has not slept.

Across from him, a PEASANT WOMAN, sixty, watches him the way you watch a man who has not been told something.

PEASANT WOMAN
(Romanian, subtitled)
Tonight is Saint George's Eve.

HARKER
I'm sorry, I don't have the language.

She takes a rosary from around her own neck and holds it out. He does not move. She puts it in his hands and closes his fingers over it.

PEASANT WOMAN
(Romanian, subtitled)
For your mother's sake.

The coach stops. The horses will not stand still.

EXT. BORGO PASS - CONTINUOUS

The COACHMAN is already unloading Harker's trunk into the road. He works fast, the way men work in the rain, except it is not raining.

HARKER
This isn't the village. There's nothing here.

COACHMAN
(German)
Your carriage comes.

HARKER
What carriage? I arranged nothing.

The coachman climbs back up. The passengers have all moved to the far windows. Not one of them is looking at Harker. Every one of them is looking at the dark behind him.

The coach goes. The sound of it goes. Then there is no sound at all.

Harker stands in the road beside his trunk with a rosary in his hand.

A dog, somewhere below in the valley. Then another. Then the whole valley, and they are not dogs.

Harker turns in a full circle. There is nothing to turn towards.

Then, at the far end of the pass, four black horses and a CALECHE, coming without a sound on the stones.

It stops in front of him. The DRIVER does not get down. He is wrapped to the eyes. What can be seen of him is a beard and two eyes that take the last of the light and give it back red.

DRIVER
You are early tonight, my friend.

HARKER
The coachman said I was late.

DRIVER
He would.

The driver reaches down. He takes the trunk in one hand, the way a man takes a coat, and swings it up behind him.

Harker looks at his own hands, then at the driver's.

DRIVER (CONT'D)
Come. The night is not long.

EXT. CARPATHIAN ROAD - NIGHT

The caleche climbs. Harker, alone in the back, holds the rosary in his fist.

Blue flames stand in the trees on both sides of the road. Small, steady, at the height of a man.

The caleche stops. The driver gets down and walks into the trees towards one of the flames and stands in front of it, and the flame does not move, and neither does he.

Harker watches through the glass.

The wolves are close now. He can hear their feet.

He reaches for the door handle. The driver is back in his seat before Harker's hand arrives, though he was forty feet away and did not run.

They go on.

EXT. CASTLE DRACULA - COURTYARD - NIGHT

A ruin, except it is not ruined. A door of old oak, studded, in a wall of stone that goes up out of the light.

The caleche stops. The trunk is already on the stones. So is Harker. The caleche is already gone.

He looks up at the door. There is no bell, no knocker, no handle.

He waits. He is English, so he waits politely.

Then, on the other side, the sound of chains being drawn back, one after another, for a long time.

The door opens.

In the doorway, an OLD MAN, clean shaven but for a white moustache, dressed head to foot in black, holding a silver lamp that throws no shadow of its own.

DRACULA
Welcome to my house. Enter freely and of your own will.

Harker does not move.

DRACULA (CONT'D)
Come freely. Go safely. And leave something of the happiness you bring.

Harker steps across the threshold. The moment he is inside, the old man's hand is on his, and it is as cold as the door.

DRACULA (CONT'D)
Count Dracula. And you are Mr. Harker, who has come about the property in London.

HARKER
I am.

DRACULA
Then we have all night.

Behind Harker, the door closes itself, and the chains go back one after another, for a long time.

FADE OUT.
