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PHIBES: 
Yes, yes, come right in Mr Wiggins. I think you'll find it more comfortable on the couch. That's it, sit back and allow yourself to relax. Let your thoughts float away... like thistledown on the wind. And while you do that, I'll peruse your notes. Right. Mmm. Oh goodness. I see. Well, if I may say so, there's not a moment to lose. By the way, I don't normally see clients this late in the day, but I understand you prefer to travel in the evening. Any particular reason for that?

WIGGINS: 
My eyes. My eyes are very sensitive to the light. That's why I wear these dark glasses, even at night.

PHIBES: 
Anything physically wrong with your eyes?

WIGGINS: 
The doctors couldn't find anything. They suggested I see a psychiatrist.

PHIBES: 
Ah yes, well, that's doctors for you, isn't it? If there isn't a pill or a potion for something, they're entirely at sea. That's when they call in the real experts. Now. Is there anything particular worrying you at the moment?

WIGGINS: 
I seem to be hungry all the time. However much I eat, I never seem to be satisfied. It's as if there's only one thing that will satisfy my cravings, but I just can't seem to work out what it is.

PHIBES 
Anything else?

WIGGINS: 
Garlic bread.

PHIBES 
You crave garlic bread?

WIGGINS: 
No, I hate it. I used to love it. But just lately I find it repulsive.

PHIBES 
Mmm. 

WIGGINS:
And another thing. I find it very hard to get comfortable in the bed at night. I toss and turn, but I can't seem to sleep. The only way I can get any rest is if I hook my legs over the rail in the wardrobe and, sort of, suspend myself. After that, I sleep like the dead.

PHIBES:  
You hang off the rail?

WIGGINS: 
I more sort of, dangle

PHIBES: 
Dangle?

WIGGINS: 
Dangle, yes. Upside down. And I seem to sleep better in the day than at night. Is that unusual?

PHIBES: 
Unusual is not a word I find helpful. To describe something as unusual pre-supposes we fully understand what is... usual , n'est ce pas?

WIGGINS
Nest what?

PHIBES
Never mind.

WIGGINS: 
I'm also having trouble shaving. I used to have a cut throat razor but I kept cutting myself. It's almost as if I can't see my reflection in the mirror any more.

PHIBES: 
Have you tried opening the window? My bathroom mirror clouds up all the time. Or perhaps try an electric shaver.

WIGGINS:
I could try that, I suppose. (BEAT) But there's more. I keep biting my tongue. Look.

PHIBES: 
Please put you tongue away, Mr Wiggins, I'm not that sort of doctor. Now, how long have these problems been manifesting themselves?

WIGGINS:
It all seemed to start after our holiday in Romania. We found ourselves  travelling through a particularly dense and dark forest when the car broke down. Luckily we noticed an old castle in the distance...

PHIBES: 
Yes, yes, I would love to sit here all day listening to your fascinating holiday stories, but we need to focus on the real issues here. 

WIGGINS: 
Yes, but there was something very strange...

PHIBES: 
I have no doubt there was. But let's just leave that to one side for the moment, shall we? Now. Tell me about your childhood. Were you close to your mother?

WIGGINS: 
Yes. She was a very nice lady.

PHIBES: 
You never thought about, I don't know, running off with her.

WIGGINS: 
Running off with her?

PHIBES: 
I imagine my father was something of a domineering bully.

WIGGINS: 
Your father?

PHIBES: 
No, your father.

WIGGINS
You said my father.

PHIBES
Exactly.

WIGGINS: 
Er...  Right... No, my father was a real gentleman. Everybody loved him.

PHIBES: 
But in private, he was  drunk and abusive?

WIGGINS: 
No, he was lovely all the time.

PHIBES: 
Except when he flew into uncontrollable, bestial rages? 

WIGGINS: 
I must say I don't remember him losing his temper.

PHIBES: 
So he was silent, distant, never praising you, never showing you any affection.

WIGGINS: 
Oh no, he used to hug me all the time.

PHIBES: 
What sort of hug?

WIGGINS: 
Well, you know, a nice one.

PHIBES: 
Not trying to squeeze the life out of you?.

WIGGINS: 
No.

PHIBES: 
Mmm. Perhaps he was weak. Entirely dominated by my mother.

WIGGINS
Your mother?

PHIBES
No, no, Mr Wiggins, your mother. We're not here to discuss my mother. My mother was a fine upstanding woman. (ASIDE, AS IF WITH TOURETTES) Bitch, bitch.

WIGGINS
(CONFUSED) I'm sorry.

PHIBES
We were talking about your parents.

WIGGINS: 
My parents were very happy. They were married for fifty years, right up to my father's death

PHIBES: 
And were you in any way implicated in his death?​

WIGGINS: 
No. He choked on a Pop Tart.

PHIBES: 
These so-called Pop Tarts - are they dangerous? Do they have a history of choking people? Was it you who bought him the Pop Tarts, perhaps, unconsciously willing my father to choke to death on them?

WIGGINS: 
Your father?

PHIBES: 
No, your father. Why, I wonder, do you keep changing the subject? What is exactly you're seeking to avoid?

WIGGINS: 
I don't know what you're talking about. I thought we were here to talk about my problems

PHIBES: 
We are, but first we must explore the hidden depths of the mind. You see, you describe your parents as nice, normal people. But the mind has ways of pushing horrible things deep, deep into the subconscious. Hiding them away for decades, until they break through the surface in the most bizarre and pernicious ways. I had a patient once who had an overwhelming fear of pineapples. After three years of therapy I discovered he had informed his twin brother that the only way to eat pineapples was to swallow them whole. Of course his brother died in dreadful agony, his throat horribly distended into the shape of a pineapple.

WIGGINS: 
And I suppose you cured him of his fear of pineapples?

PHIBES: 
Not entirely no, but after extensive therapy, he could allow himself to be in the proximity of a tin of pineapple chunks for over two minutes without actually throwing himself out of the window. I had moved to the ground floor by then.

WIGGINS: 
Yes, well, this is all very interesting, Doctor, but I do want to try to get to the bottom of my problems

PHIBES: 
Of course you do. As a child, did you ever experience any traumatic incidents?

WIGGINS: 
Such as? 

PHIBES: 
I don't know, perhaps barging into your mother's bedroom whilst she was entertaining a gipsy

WIGGINS: 
I don't think so. Although it is true she was a very good juggler.

PHIBES: 
No, I mean did you ever catch them en flagrante delicto?

WIGGINS:
I'm sure I didn't. She never liked dancing, my mother. You know, I still think that castle had something to do with my current predicament. You see, our mobiles had stopped working, so we thought we'd leave the car where it was, and go to ask if the people in the castle had a phone. We were members of the AA.

PHIBES
Alcoholics Anonymous?

WIGGINS
The Automobile Association.

PHIBES: 
Yes, yes, I'm sure it was lovely holiday but I don't think discussing it will get us very far. Now, do you have any unusual uncles? Ones with whom your parents suggested you should never be alone.

WIGGINS:
We did have one.

PHIBES: 
Aha.

WIGGINS: 
Yes. He was very boring. He'd memorised the entire London underground map and would challenge you to find the shortest route between two stations. He always won. 

PHIBES: 
Was there any inappropriate touching? 

WIGGINS: 
No. (BEAT) Although now you mention it, there was one occasion...  

PHIBES: 
Tell me about it.

WIGGINS: 
He took the biscuit tin down from the back shelf and ate all the biscuits. Mum was furious.

PHIBES: 
Yes, I can't help thinking we're getting a little... off track here.

WIGGINS:
 I did meet Jimmy Saville once

PHIBES: 
Jimmy Saville! The Jimmy Saville? (RUBS HIS HANDS TOGETHER IN GLEE) Now, we're getting somewhere. Yes, it's all coming into focus. So, after you encountered Saville, you were never the same. Hanging upside down in the wardrobe is classic transference behaviour. Now tell me exactly what went on when you met him. Do not spare me a single sordid detail.

WIGGINS:
He wasn't at all like people say. He was actually very nice. He gave me my Jim'll Fix It medal. I was very proud. I wore it every day for a month.

PHIBES: 
And he didn't try to interfere with you?

WIGGINS:
No. (BEAT) Actually, now you come to mention it, I believe he did.

PHIBES: 
Really?

WIGGINS: 
Yes, you see, my dad wanted to come home on the A32 to avoid the holdups on the North Circular, but Jimmy insisted it was much quicker to take the A420 and cut through using the Stoke Newington bypass.

PHIBES: 
Mr Wiggins, there's an expression we use in psychiatry. It is called being in denial. I believe you are entirely in denial about these terrible things that happened in your childhood. In fact you may be the worst case I have ever come across. We must dig deeper. Unleash the hidden demons lurking in your psyche. Now think very carefully. Was there not one occasion in your childhood when you were traumatised? 

WIGGINS:
There was one thing.

PHIBES: 
Yes

WIGGINS: 
And, looking back, I was very very upset at the time.

PHIBES: 
Now, finally, we are getting somewhere.

WIGGINS: 
I couldn't sleep for a week afterwards. Mum and Dad were quite worried about me.

PHIBES: 
And so they should have been. Did you have endless monstrous dreams? Dreams so terrifying you daren't go back to sleep, lest you, once again, had to face a world haunted by dark malevolent demons.

WIGGINS:
Yes, although I don't actually recall any dark malevolent demons, as such. The thing was I'd already got my two cycling proficiency certificates, but during the third test I failed to make a sufficiently clear signal when turning right. It wasn't until later that I discovered if you passed three times you not only got a certificate, but also received a pendant to be displayed on your handle bars. It was almost inconceivable I could fail. I was truly devastated.

PHIBES: 
Alright, alright, that's it, Wiggins. I give in. I can't bear to listen to your inane babbling for one more second. Go on then, tell me about the damned castle.

WIGGINS: 
Well... the castle was further away than we thought and by the time we arrived at the gate, dusk had already set in.  We knocked on the door and this very tall man appeared. He had strangely bloodshot eyes. I said to Glad - that's Gladys my wife - I call her Glad for short...

PHIBES: 
Can you please get to the point? We only have an hour, even though it feels like an eternity.

WIGGINS: 
I said to Glad, I wonder if he's got conjunctivitis. Anyway, he said it was too late to call the garage at that hour and assured us he'd send his hideously deformed servant down to the village in the morning, and, meanwhile, why didn't we stay the night in the castle. Now, Glad was a bit reluctant. She thought it was all a bit spooky but I said, when we'd got a quiet moment I'd look the castle up on Trip Advisor and make sure everything was hunky dory. I said, I expect extended incisors probably run in the family. The thing was, we didn't want to be rude, so we agreed to stay the night. Of course, Glad made sure we locked the bedroom door in case he turned out to be one of those swinglers.

PHIBES: 
Swinglers? You mean swingers? Wife-swappers?

WIGGINS
That's the word. We've never come across them before, even though we do live in Croydon.

PHIBES 
Let's get on, shall we. So. During the night...

WIGGINS: 
During the night, I had this disturbing dream. I heard this strange flapping sound at the window and suddenly the tall dark man materialised in the room.

PHIBES: 
(WEARILY) That's right. And the next thing you knew - you felt hot breath on your neck

WIGGINS:
Yes, and I heard these disgusting slurping noises, and I thought it's just as well Glad's asleep or she'd have a thing to say about manners.

PHIBES: 
And when you awoke?

WIGGINS:
 I must have had a nose bleed because the sheets were soaked with blood. So what do you think, Doc?

PHIBES: 
Well it's pretty obvious isn't it: the fangs, the insatiable hunger, the fear of garlic. You turned into a bloody vampire, man.

WIGGINS: 
And do you think psychotherapy is the answer?

PHIBES: 
Well of course it bloody isn't. You're a vampire. You're destined to wander the earth as an outcast in darkness, for eternity, your only joy coming from  tearing out the necks of virgins and gorging on their blood. 

WIGGINS: 
So, do you think a slightly Ionger course of psychotherapy might help?

PHIBES: 
Not in a million years. Literally. There is not enough money in the world to pay for the sessions.

WIGGINS: 
Can I get a second opinion?

PHIBES: 
Yes you can. You're a vampire. You're doomed.

WIGGINS: 
No, I mean from another doctor. 

PHIBES: 
You're not getting the point here, are you, Wiggins?

WIGGINS: 
What about an aromatherapist? Glad's got a very good one.

PHIBES: 
Yes, aromatherapy, that should do it. You'll be evil incarnate, but at least you'll smell of eucalyptus. I'd have a couple of homoeopaths on hand too in case you need a water transfusion.

WIGGINS: 
You're not being very helpful.

PHIBES: 
I keep telling you, you're a vampire. No one can cure vampires, however much they charge.

WIGGINS: 
So there's nothing anyone can do?

PHIBES:
 I've just told you, no one can cure.... Wait a minute, wait a minute though. That rings a bell. I believe Doctor Proctor had a similar case. Yes, I remember now. He put in an order to the Acme Psychiatric Equipment Company. Yes, yes. Now, where would he have put it?  It should be in the Equipment Cupboard. Now what have we got here. This is it. The Acme Vampire Therapy Kit. Let's have a look (READING INSTRUCTIONS) Yes, yes, yes. I see. Well that all seems to be fairly straightforward. Let's give it a try shall we? Now Mr Wiggins just lie back and close your eyes. Try to relax. 

WIGGINS: 
Will this hurt Doc?

PHIBES: 
It may do, just a smidgeon. Nothing to worry about

 
(TAKES HAMMER AND STAKE OUT OF BOX) .

PHIBES: 
So you place the stake on the chest just here where the heart is. Right. Off  we go.


(PHIBES PLACES THE STAKE AGAINST THE HEART OF HIGGINS AND HITS IT WITH THE HAMMER. BLOOD SPURTS EVERYWHERE)

WIGGINS: 
You know I'm definitely feeling a bit better now.

PHIBES:
Yes, it does seem to be doing the trick, doesn't it? Just a couple more taps.


(MORE HAMMERING. MORE BLOOD)

WIGGINS:
I'm on the up, Doc, and no mistake. I'm feeling much more like my old self now.

PHIBES: 
Nearly there. Another couple of inches should do it. 


(MORE HAMMERING. MORE BLOOD)

WIGGINS: 
Thanks Doc, this has been a real pick-me-up

PHIBES: 
Yes it has, hasn't it?


(WIGGINS DIES)

PHIBES: 
Oh dear. That's a shame.  Thought we'd cracked it.


(PHIBES READS THE INSTRUCTIONS AGAIN)

PHIBES: 
Ah yes. Hear it is. Side effects: Headache, nausea, pain in the chest, death. Mmm. (CALLS)  Margaret, I think for once I might have actually have cured someone. Although we might need the tarpaulin. Anyone else to see me? If it's that bloody werewolf again tell him he doesn't need a psychiatrist, he needs a bloody vet. 

THE END

