Characters:
Doctor, a psychiatrist
Count Dracula, a vampire
Cindy, a skeleton
Darla, Dracula’s wife
Gary, a ghost
Harry, a werewolf
Martha, a mummy
Doctor: So, I see that we’re all here.
Dracula: Yes, I think we’re all accounted for, Doctor.
Doctor: Yes. Yes, I think we are. So, why don’t we start things off
by admitting what brought us here today—depression. This is a group
therapy session for depressed—(Looking around the room, he notices
how odd the entire group looks)—people. So, let’s go around the
room, introduce ourselves to one another, and tell the group why we’re
depressed. Young lady, would you mind starting us off?
Cindy: Hello, my name is Cindy. And I’ve been depressed ever since the
last day of last month.
Doctor: So—your depression has begun recently—here in just the last few
weeks? (Making notations in his black book) Interesting…
Dracula: My name is Dracula. I find the necessity of coming here today
somewhat embarrassing. I am, after all, from royalty.
Doctor: (Impressed) Really?
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Group Scare-apy is a humorous play about the dynamics of group therapy;
however, make no mistake—this is not your typical group therapy
session. Due to the nature of the characters found within this script, the
performer may choose to portray each iconic character as stereotypical
or as realistic as desired. Perhaps the trickiest of all of the characters
found within this selection is that of the psychiatrist. Is this psychiatrist
over-the-top and sometimes a bit aggressive, or is this psychiatrist very
reserved and almost hesitant to comment before addressing each of these
oddball clients? This script is full of puns. Play them. React to them.
Puns are one of the most universal and sophisticated forms of wordplay. Because there are a myriad of characters found within this script,
be sure each character is vocally and physically unique. This play may
be performed by an energetic male or female and should be entered in
Humorous Interpretation. Above all else, have fun while performing
this play and the result will be spook-tacular!
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Jenna: You’re starting to scare me a little, so just tell me. Tell me your
big secret.
Mark: I just don’t want to upset you. I don’t want anything to—
Jenna: Mark, I’m not going to have another nervous breakdown, if that’s
what you’re worried about.
Mark: I know. I just—
Jenna: Would you just tell me!
Mark: Okay. But it’s not really something I need to tell you.
Jenna: (Irritated) Mark, you’re making me crazy. What is it?
Mark: I want to show you something. (Deciding whether or not to show
Jenna) Wait just a second. I’ve got something for you. (Walking to a
desk and opening the drawer, Mark pulls out an envelope and hands it to
Jenna.)
Jenna: So, you were the one who worked on my sister?
Mark: I’m sorry I never told you.
Jenna: No. Don’t be silly. It makes perfect sense. I guess I always
assumed… (Pause) I just don’t understand why you never told me that
you were the one who prepared her for the service…
Mark: (Softly) You never asked.
Jenna: (Really looking at the picture of her sister) You really did a good
job.
Mark: Thanks.
Jenna: (Almost in tears) She looks like she always looked—beautiful.
(Offering him the picture) Here.
Mark: No, you keep it—if you’d like. That way you can say goodbye
whenever you feel like it.
Jenna: (Looking at the picture again) Thanks.
Mark: You’re welcome. (He walks over to Jenna and gives her a warm
hug) I love you.
Jenna: I love you, too, Mark.
Mark: So—I guess you won’t be attending any more funerals with me.
Jenna: (Referring to the woman) Oh, I’m attending this one.
Mark: But I thought—
Jenna: If you think I’m not going to use my sleuthing skills on that
husband of hers, you’re crazy.
Mark: (Beat) So tell me—these crime-solving detectives…and
prosecutors and forensic scientists—do they usually have a side-kick?
Jenna: (Big pause, then smiling) Always…
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Dracula: Yes. That is why most people call me Count.
Doctor: Would you like all of us to call you…Count?
Dracula: Excuse my French, but it sucks having to make so many choices
at one time. Forget the formalities. You may call me whatever you like.
Darla: I am Dracula’s wife, Darla. I’ve spent—well, way too many
centuries hanging around with this man to not know why he’s depressed.
He’s been depressed ever since October 31st. It happens every year, and it
takes forever to get over. I thought if I could get him down here for some
help, he might soon become his old “pain-in-the-neck” self.
Doctor: Welcome, Darla. It will be nice to have a supportive spouse in
the group.
Gary: My name is Gary.
Doctor: Gary, forgive me for squinting, but I can barely see you sitting
there.
Gary: Yeah, I get that a lot. What can I do? I’m a ghost. Hey, it’s like
what Popeye says, “I am what I am.”
Doctor: I believe that’s also the title of a song from the popular 1980’s
Broadway musical, La Cage Aux Folles, but I digress. So, Gary, when did
you first notice signs of depression?
Gary: Let me see. Um, I think it was the last full moon.
Doctor: (Looking at his calendar) Well, according to this calendar—that
would be…Halloween night.
Gary: Yeah, that sounds about right.
Doctor: And you are?
Harry: (He simply howls his response)
Doctor: I’m sorry. I—I don’t speak ‘Dog.’ Let me just refer to my
notes here. Ah, I see by your form that your name is Harry. (Looking
the Werewolf up and down) Your mother must have had an incredible
intuition, because you certainly are—your name.
Harry: (Howling again)
Doctor: (Not really understanding, but agreeing nonetheless) I couldn’t
agree more. (Noticing a trend here) And our last member this morning
would be…?
Martha: I’m Martha, mummy of two—Mathew and Madison.
Doctor: Well, I must commend you—coming down here after such an
obviously traumatic accident.
Martha: (Smiling, not quite understanding what the doctor means) No.
No accident. I’m just a mummy trying to pick myself back up after my
favorite holiday has come and gone.
Doctor: But all the bandages—I just assumed you had been in a terrible
accident. I apologize.
Martha: No need for apologies. And I apologize for looking like I do.
As a mummy—I was in a hurry this morning. The kids were all wound
up. They were unraveling me something terrible this morning.
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Mark: No. You were recovering. Look, when we first admitted you into
that hospital, I didn’t know if they’d ever let you come home with me
again. Your sister’s unexpected death—well, I just couldn’t take a chance
of losing you again. I was afraid if you had a relapse—I’d never get you
back. There was no way you could have attended your sister’s funeral.
Jenna: (Losing it) Who were you to decide that?
Mark: I didn’t—at least not alone. Listen, the doctors and your parents
and I felt that—
Jenna: She was my sister! Don’t any of you get that? (Trying to hold
herself together) She was my sister. And I never got to say goodbye.
Mark: I understand that. But attending all these funerals—that’s not
going to bring your sister back.
Jenna: I know that, Mark. Don’t you think I know that? (Trying to
explain) These funerals—they let me say goodbye. You know that I don’t
mean any disrespect to anyone by attending these services with you. But
they allow me to say goodbye—to her. I know it’s not my sister lying in
any of those caskets. But it brings me peace. (Referring to her heart) In
here—it brings me a bit of peace.
Mark: (Pause) I’m glad. I’m glad it brings you some comfort. (Standing
back and looking at the woman’s face) Well, I think she’s finished.
Jenna: I’d say it’s another Mark Stern masterpiece. Too bad you can’t
sign it.
Mark: (Kidding) Who says I didn’t?
Jenna: (She laughs) You didn’t. (He laughs) You really didn’t, did you?
Mark: No, of course not. (Grabbing his digital camera and snapping a
shot or two) But I do take pictures!
Jenna: That’s kind of creepy.
Mark: We all do. The pictures serve two functions. One, they serve as a
portfolio of my work. And two, if a family member ever requests a photo
from the viewing, I’m able to honor their request.
Jenna: Here, let me see. (She takes the camera and looks at the digital
images)
Mark: (Pause) Jenna, if there was ever something I’d done—and I’d
never told you—would you want to know?
Jenna: What do you mean?
Mark: If there was a secret I was holding from you, would you want me
to tell you?
Jenna: You—you haven’t been unfaithful to me, have you?
Mark: What? No, I’ve never cheated on you—ever. Not even when—
you were away for a while. I would never…
Jenna: Because if you’ve ever been unfaithful, I would definitely want to
know who she was. I think I’d have the right to know—
Mark: Would you stop? I’ve never been unfaithful to you. (Beat) It’s not
so much a secret, as it’s something I’ve just never told you before.
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Mark: No way. It’s the eyes.
Jenna: But they’re always closed.
Mark: And that might be the very reason why they’re so important. It’s a
given fact that everyone stares at the eyes on a corpse the longest—everyone thinking their loved one might suddenly open his eyes or wink at them
or something. (Pause) Can you imagine how many images these eyes
must have captured over a lifetime? I think the greatest art museum of alltime would be one…where they had the ability to put on canvas the five
most captivating images of each person’s life.
Jenna: I wonder how many of those images would be happy and how
many would be sad.
Mark: What do you mean?
Jenna: Well, I would imagine the most powerful images for some might
be the tears of a child—or a loved one in hospice care. In the case of your
lovely friend here—I would imagine her very last images might be some
of the most captivating. They’d at least be some of the most revealing.
Mark: You mean, if technology was advanced enough to retract the last
images this woman saw before she died or went unconscious, the mystery
would be solved?
Jenna: There wouldn’t be a need to question the husband. The last
images she saw would tell everyone exactly what happened to her. (Pause)
By the way, I am going to her funeral with you.
Mark: I told you. I don’t want you to go.
Jenna: Yeah, I heard you say that. But I’m going nonetheless. I have to
go. You know I do.
Mark: No. You don’t.
Jenna: (Pause) I’m going.
Mark: Why? Why do you find it necessary to go to every funeral for
every person I’ve worked on over the past five years?
Jenna: (Getting visibly upset) You know good and well why I go!
Mark: (Pause) I think it would be best if you didn’t go this time.
Jenna: (Determined) Oh, I’m going all right.
Mark: You didn’t even know this woman. You didn’t know any of them!
Jenna: (Breaking down) And you didn’t lose a sister! I did! You weren’t
locked up in some loony bin when my sister died! I was! You weren’t
going through shock therapy when they buried her! I was! (Trying to
regain composure) You got to say goodbye to her. I didn’t. I never got
the chance to say anything.
Mark: (Stops working) You were sick.
Jenna: (Correcting him) I had a nervous breakdown.
Mark: You were sick, Jenna. You couldn’t have dealt with seeing your
sister like that. I don’t think you remember how sick you really were.
Seeing your sister lying in a casket would have pushed you over the edge.
Jenna: I was already over the edge.
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Doctor: You aren’t by chance, Egyptian, are you? I can’t help but ask—
what with all the “mummy” talk.
Martha: Me? Goodness no. I’m just a mummy—
Doctor: You mean, “mother—”
Martha: That too—trying to raise my two little mummies all by myself.
Doctor: (Finally understanding the dynamics of the group) Right. So,
all of you have become recently depressed after the night of October 31st.
Am I correct in my assessment? Cindy, would you mind starting us off
again? What is so special about—Halloween?
Cindy: What’s so special about Halloween? Isn’t it obvious? Halloween
is the one day of every year when I feel like a rock star! Every other day
of the year I become just another social outcast. I hate high skull.
Doctor: Don’t you mean, “school?”
Cindy: No, I go to high skull—it’s private. And I hate the fact that
everyone calls me names…
Doctor: What kind of names?
Cindy: Numskull…Bonehead… And it’s not just the name calling. The
one class I was looking forward to this year got cancelled.
Doctor: Why did they cancel it?
Cindy: Because the teacher, Mrs. Cyclops, only had one pupil.
Doctor: Ah, I see. (Noticing her thinness) Well, I think we’d all agree
that Cindy here has problems that go far beyond the passing of a national
holiday.
Cindy: Problems? What problems?
Doctor: Well…(Hesitant to accuse her of being anorexic) your eating
disorder for starters.
Cindy: Eating disorder? Are you serious?
Doctor: Well, look at you. You’re nothing but skin and bones. Actually,
you’re less than that. (Looking her up and down) I don’t even see skin.
Cindy: (As in “Duh—look at me”) Hello—I’m a skeleton.
Doctor: So, besides your admitting that you are…a skeleton, you’re
telling me you eat like all other normal…young…skeletons?
Cindy: Yes. And we prefer to be called skeleteens.
Doctor: What’s your favorite food?
Cindy: Spare ribs.
Doctor: What’s your favorite beverage?
Cindy: Milk—for obvious reasons.
Doctor: You are aware that milk has lots of protein…and fat?
Cindy: Of course, I’m aware, but try as I may, liquid goes right through
me.
Doctor: So you wouldn’t mind drinking a glass of milk in front of the
group to prove that you’re not suffering from a debilitating eating disorder
like…anorexia?
Cindy: I’m so thirsty I’ll drink ten glasses of milk. But who’s going to

