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IMPORTANT BILLING AND CREDIT REQUIREMENTS 

All producers of the Play must give credit to the Author of the Play in all 
programs distrib uted in connection with performances of the Play and in
all in stances in which the title of the Play ap pears for purposes of ad ver­
tising, publi cizing or otherwise exploiting the Play and/or a production.
The name of the Author must also appear on a separate line, on which no 
other name ap pears, immediately following the title, and must appear  in  
size of type not less than fifty percent (50%) the size of the title type.
Biographical information on the Author, if included in the playbook, may 
be used in all programs. In all programs this notice must appear: 

“Produced by spe cial arrangement with
 
THE DRAMATIC PUBLISHING COMPANY of Woodstock, Illinois”
 

* * * * 

DEDICA TION: 

This play is ded i cated to my fellow playwrights, di rectors 
and peer mentors who have nurtured me, encour aged me, 
and helped along the path toward creat ing dra matic lit er a ­
ture for young people: Sandy Asher, Jeanne Averill, Roger 
Bedard, Laurie Brooks, Kent Brown, Max Bush, Jeff 
Church, Scot Copeland, Kim Peter Kovac, Gayle Sergel, 
Doro thy Webb, Graham Whitehead and Pat Wilhelms. 
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Frankenstein premiered at  the  Coterie  Theatre (one  of  
the top five chil dren’s theatres in the country according to  
TIME maga zine) on Sept. 24, 2002. Di rected by Cynthia 
Levin of Kan sas City’s Uni corn Theatre, the play opened 
the Cote rie’s 24th sea son in a newly renovated space with 
the fol lowing cast and produc tion crew. 

Pro ducing Artis tic Director . .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  Jeff Church 
Ex ec utive Direc tor . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Joette Pelster 

THE CAST: 

VICTOR . . . . . . . . . . .  . . . . . .  . . . . .  . . . . Charles Fugate 
ELIZABETH . . . .  . . . . .  . . . . . .  . . . . .  . . Sarah Crawford 
HENRY . .  . . . . .  . . . . . .  . . . . .  . . . . . . Jonathan Shannon 
JUSTINE. . . . . . . . .  . . . . .  . . . . . Angela Wild flower Polk 
PROFES SOR WALDEN . . .  . .  .  .  .  . .  .  .  Walter Coppage* 
CREATURE . .  . . . . .  . . . . .  . . . . . .  . . . Kyle L. Mowry * 

THE AR TISTIC AND PRODUCTION COMPANY: 

Director . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Cynthia Levin 
Set Design . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Gary Wichansky 
Costume Design . .  . . . . .  . . . . . .  . . . Jennifer Myers Ecton 
Lighting Design . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Art Kent 
Sound Design . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . David Kiehl 
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Creature Make-up Design . .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  Andrew Cham bers 
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Pro duction As sis tant/House Man ager . .  .  .  .  .  Sarah Wienke 

*Denotes mem ber of Actor’s Eq uity Association 
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The play wright also wishes to give credit to the in valu­
able second production directed by Pat Wilhelms at the  
Mill Mountain Theatre in Roanoke, Virgina. Cast members 
and production staff included: Gregory Pragel, Meredith 
Holcomb, Chris Holms, Jeanine Gangloff, Da vid Howard, 
Zach Nadolski, Jimmy Ray Ward, Angela Valerio, Sara 
Halstead, Michael Mansfield, Abigail Hartmann, Claire 
Van Cott and Pat Wilhelms. 

Pat Wilhelms was  an  excellent  dramaturg as  well as  di­
rec tor and gave the play the jolt of electric ity it needed to 
be ready for pub lication. 
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Director’s Notes 
From: Pat Wilhelm, Mill Moun tain Theatre 

Setting this clas sic story in the pres ent and using con­
temporary “Gothic” dress and make-up as well as “techno” 
mu sic and video were very success ful tools in draw ing to ­
day’s au diences into the story. Ric Averill did  an excellent  
job of writing a very thrill ing, keep-you-on-the-edge-of­
your seat script and I wanted to make sure that was carried 
out in the pro duction values and stag ing of the play. Our 
set included gur gling contain ers of bloody fluids, severed 
legs, heads in jars, blood packs and hypoder mic needles 
that drew blood (choc olate syrup) from Vic tor’s neck that 
was then squirted into the mouths of the Creature and 
Justine. 

One challenge we had, was fig uring out how to sew the 
Creature together. We used sleight-of-hand techniques that 
a magician uses, to draw the audi ence’s eyes to a dif fer ent 
direction as we placed a fake eyeball into the head of the 
Creature and plunged a heart into his chest. Another chal­
lenge was the re-animation of the “mouse” in Professor 
Walden’s class room. We devised a spring-wire mech anism 
that the mouse lied on. The end of the spring had a wire 
with a loop at the end that pulled tight over a nail. When 
the mouse had to “jump” the loop was re moved from the 
nail and the mouse jumped up into the air. 

I hope you have as much fun as we did in the cre ative 
pro cess. This play will hold the atten tion of au diences of 
all ages and inspire a lot of discussion. Good luck! 
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FRANKENSTEIN
 

A Play in One Act
 
For 4m., 2w.
 

CHARAC TERS: 

VICTOR FRAN KENSTEIN. .  .  .  an ambitious scientist and 
assistant professor, 26 

ELIZABETH . .  . .  .  a uni ver sity student and his fiancée, 20 
HENRY . .  .  .  .  a univer sity student and friend to Victor and 

Elizabeth, 21 
JUSTINE . . .  . .  .  a local girl who works as a caretaker and 

maid for the pro fessor, 18 
THE CREATURE . . .  . . . . .  . . . . . .  . . . .  Victor’s creation 
PROFES SOR WALDEN. .  a blind teacher of sci ence, older 

SETTINGS: 

A unit or revolve set must include areas that represent: a grave­
yard, complete with sev eral raised crypts and benches; a class­
room, with an old desk, a ta ble and anatomical charts, and a 
small lab desk; and Victor’s laboratory. The laboratory is the 
most elaborate area with pumps, vials and tubes and a very 
large, table/tub/aquarium in the center. Into the tub are inserted 
sev eral diodes and springs which are attached to a large, compli­
cated set of fuses and breakers on the wall. The original produc­
tion featured a set backing of tall three-di mensional “Cornell” 
boxes (for ex amples, see gib son.hypermart.net/cor nell 
boxes.html <http://gib son.hypermart.net/cornell boxes.html>) 
filled with ar tifacts and scientific equipment in myr iad shelves. 
The class room then emphasized anatomical drawings, bones, 
beak ers and props for those scenes while the lab o ratory featured 
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drawings, in gredients, jars, samples, etc. The boxes also rep re­
sented walls and other environ men tal areas as well as en trances, 
exits and escape routes. UC, a framed entrance serves as the 
back of the “cas tle” and also in dicates the “win dow” through 
which the Creature enters and exits. There should be a sense of 
height and forebod ing to that exit. 

COSTUMES: 

The costumes are a combination of ro man tic up per-mid dle-class 
early 19th century and contem porary “goth.” There is a sense of 
edginess to the dress and setting, as though it all came out of the 
imagi nation of a contem porary youth upon reading the novel 
and setting the char ac ters within the context of the contempo­
rary world. Everything re flects a romantic sensuality and an 
edge toward the bizarre. These are students who would pur pose­
fully set out to draw attention by setting themselves apart. 

MUSIC: 

Most productions have used very hard rock, punk, goth and/or  
metal music to establish mood and provide for scene changes 
and transitions. Included in the text is one original lullaby that is 
more typi cal to the period of the origi nal story. This “Rose 
song” may be sung a capella, with a dis tant (or recorded) harp si­
chord or simple acoustic guitar accompa niment. Music, lyr ics, 
accompa niment and chords are all provided with the song (see 
page 56) and may be used in any combination. 

The orig inal pro duction went through the en tire song and then 
had Elizabeth stop sing ing after she became aware of the Crea­
ture’s presence. The published version reflects a later production 
where the song is interrupted just prior to its ending. Directors 
are encour aged to use the piece however it is most effec tive for 
their indi vidual production and actors. 
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FRANKENSTEIN
 

SCENE ONE — The Graveyard. 

(Edgy hard goth and  techno  rock  music.  Night  sounds.  
The graveyard is dark and murky. Lights come up on 
VICTOR, who is alone. He leans down, picks up earth 
and lifts it into the air. He mur murs a chant.) 

VICTOR. In the cem e tery of dead pro fes sors, old brains 
rot. (He drops the dirt.) In the cem e tery of dead profes ­
sors, new ideas are born. (He picks up an other hand ful.) 
In the cemetery of dead pro fes sors, old brains rot. 

(He drops it again, looks around. ELIZA BETH, his 
fiancée and fellow student, enters and quickly joins him.) 

ELIZABETH. In the cem e tery of dead professors, new 
ideas are born. (ELIZABETH kisses him then holds out a 
small bag, which con tains something slightly heavy and 
“jar” shaped.) 

VICTOR. You’re here. Were you afraid? Was it hard to 
get? 

ELIZABETH. Hard enough. (VICTOR smiles and reaches 
for it, but she pulls back.) You don’t get it for free. 
(Puts the bag be hind her back.) 

9 
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10 FRANKENSTEIN 

VICTOR. Let me see. 
ELIZABETH. Come and get it, Victor. (He holds his hand 

out for it, she pulls it away.) I don’t think so, Mr. Fran ­
ken stein. (VIC TOR drops his hands, smiles. She leans 
forward and he reaches out, cups her chin, leans in and 
gives her a kiss. She starts to respond but he reaches 
around with his other hand and takes the bag, breaking 
off the kiss.) 

VICTOR. Now we’ll see how you did.
 
ELIZABETH. I hate you.
 
VICTOR. No, you don’t.
 
ELIZABETH (flirt ing). Yes, I do.
 
VICTOR. No, you don’t. (From the bag he pulls a large
 

jar. Floating in the jar are two eyeballs.) They’re  won­
derful. No one saw you? 

ELIZABETH. Kiss me again and I’ll tell you. (He looks at 
her, then leans forward and kisses her cheek.) Justine let 
me in. 

VICTOR. Justine? She did n’t see you leave with them? 
ELIZABETH (in a “mock ing” ghastly voice). I told her I 

wanted to be alone with the smelly cadavers. 
VICTOR. You’re a frightening woman. 
ELIZABETH. That’s why you love me. Why she loves me, 

too. 
VICTOR. Justine loves anything that walks on two feet. 
ELIZABETH. I think I’ve just been insulted. (VIC TOR 

holds his hand up, feigning in nocence.) Be nice. She’s 
go ing to be in your wedding. 

VICTOR (looks at the eyes in the jar). Did I ever tell you 
that you have beauti ful eyes? 

ELIZ ABETH (reaches out and pushes the jar down, 
slightly, getting his atten tion). Two weeks, Vic tor. I tried 

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



    

    
         

           
       

     
       
     

        
 

        
  

      
      

  
    

 
      

  

    
    

      

        
    
        
     

    
 

 11 FRANKEN STEIN 

on the dress to day; ten yards of black lace. Ask me how 
I looked. 

VICTOR (lifts the jar and looks at the eyes). I’m sure you 
were the most beau tiful bride in the shop. (Looks into 
the jar.) What do you suppose they’ve seen? These eyes. 
What do you sup pose they remember? Flesh remem bers, 
you know. 

ELIZABETH (remembering his touch). I know.
 
VICTOR. When these eyeballs see again—
 
ELIZABETH (takes jar between her hands, be tween them,
 

looks at VICTOR through the jar, uses a “dif ferent 
voice”). That’s a very ex otic bride you have there, Mr. 
Franken stein. You should stay focused, my dear, or her 
eyes, too, may wander. 

VICTOR (pulls the jar away, looks at her). You have my 
at tention. And we’re alone. What more do you want? 
(He leans close to her. She shifts away, in di cates jar.) 

ELIZABETH. I don’t want any trou ble right be fore my 
wedding. 

VICTOR. There won’t be any trouble, Eliz a beth. Not when 
I’m fin ished. Maybe some praise and a lit tle surprise but 
no trou ble. 

ELIZABETH. Hmm. Promise? 
VICTOR (takes her hand). I promise that you will be 

happy—mar ried to the most brilliant scien tist in the 
world. 

ELIZABETH. With seven brilliant children. (Indi cates 
stepping stair heights.) I can see them all lined in a row: 
Victor ju nior with your hair, Meg with my nose— (Lifts 
the jar.) Percy with these eyes. 

VICTOR (takes the jar back from her). Seven? Aren’t you 
rushing things a bit? 

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



      
     

   
     

   
   

       
         
         

   
       

      

       
    

     
        

     
         

             
  
 

  
             

    
    
         

         
        

   

12 FRANKENSTEIN 

ELIZABETH (takes his face in her hands, pulls him to ­
ward her). Not as much as I’d like to. 

(Starts to kiss him. A severed hand is thrown be tween 
them. HENRY comes burst ing into the grave yard.) 

HENRY. In the ceme tery of dead pro fes sors, old brains rot. 
ELIZABETH. Company. 
VICTOR. Henry! (HENRY steps out of the shad ows.) In the 

ceme tery of dead professors, new ideas are born… (VIC -
TOR picks up the hand.) …so, where did you get it? 

HENRY. The old icehouse—where they keep the ones they 
don’t bury. The anatomy class donations. 

VICTOR (looking at the hand). You couldn’t find a 
matched set? 

HENRY. Not the size or strength you wanted. You said 
you wanted the biggest, the best. 

ELIZABETH (to HENRY). Clearly the other hand was 
taken as a bloody trophy by the exe cutioner. 

HENRY (they seek to top each other). Burned by bat tery 
acid in a labora tory exper iment gone horri bly bad. 

ELIZABETH. Chewed off after being mangled in a devas­
tat ing ac cident. 

HENRY. You win. 
ELIZABETH. I al ways do. 
VICTOR. We’re close. Just a few more days in the lab and 

a few more parts to col lect— 
ELIZABETH (acting “put upon” for HENRY). Deserting 

his poor fiancée at  the doorsteps  of  the  cathedral,  she  
waits, lin gers, molds, lace turns to spider webs, dress tat­
ters and flut ters in the cold north wind. She dies, ne­
glected by his labor ing genius. 

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



 
   

       
    

           

       
            

    
    

     
      

    
  

     
           
  
     

    
      

      

   
 

     
          

       
    

      
      

 

 13 FRANKEN STEIN 

HENRY (suddenly falls to his knees). Eliz a beth, leave this 
pathetic, self-ab sorbed genius and run away with me to 
Paris. We’ll dance all night in un derground clubs and 
live on French wine and aged cheese. 

ELIZABETH. Oh, Victor, I have an other suitor. What shall 
I do? 

VICTOR. Go with him, if you can stand the cheese. 
HENRY. I’m insulted. My family is insulted. My honor is 

insulted. (He extends his arm.) En garde. 
VICTOR (holds the hand out and uses it like a sword). 

Touché! 
HENRY (snatches the hand from VICTOR, looks up at 

him, remember ing). Walden’s doing a lec ture on re ani­
mation to mor row, with electricity. 

VICTOR. I know. I’m sup posed to help. 
HENRY. You get to pull the switch? 
VICTOR. No. It’s an experiment with a dead mouse. I get 

to put the poor crea ture to sleep. 
ELIZABETH. I’ll do it if you’re too squeamish. 
VICTOR. I don’t care about that. It’s just…the dear 

professor will stop short of anything really challeng ing. 
Walden’s a frightened old man with one foot already 
here. 

HENRY (holds up the hand). Or one hand. Maybe he can 
re ani mate this. 

ELIZABETH. Or deanimate you. 
VICTOR. He’ll make the mouse jump, talk about the im ­

portance of electricity—but he doesn’t un der stand the 
possibilities…no, he refuses to explore them. 

HENRY (imitates the PROFES SOR, slid ing the dead hand 
up his sleeve and wag ging it). “Re spect your elders, Vic ­
tor, my boy.” 

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



         
         

   
  

  
        

 
           
   

     
       
              
       
       
    

       

           
  

       
   

         
     

  
     

   
     
          

        
         

         

14 FRANKENSTEIN 

VICTOR. Respect your elders? When our dear old 
professor refuses to acknowledge the most sig nif icant 
written theories… 

HENRY. You mean Magnus? 
ELIZABETH. Agrippa. 
VICTOR. Paracelsus. He forbids their books. He ignores 

their work. 
ELIZABETH. Because there’s no proof, Victor. The Pro­

fessor is a man of proof. 
HENRY (imi tates the PROFES SOR). “Mysti cal obsession 

is not a topic for discussion in this field of science.” 
VICTOR. Galvanization, alchemy, memory of the soul, the 

inner spark of life in the ti ni est subset of the body—all 
are connected—maybe mysti cal, per haps even magi cal— 
and “provable.” You’ll see. It’s more than just sci ence. 

ELIZABETH. Then maybe we are more than just sci en­
tists. 

VICTOR. We need a brain. The most brilliant we can find. 
ELIZABETH. A brain? 
HENRY (cra dling his head in the palm of the severed 

hand). Though I hate to give it up… 
ELIZABETH. Wait a minute. Aren’t you getting a little 

ahead of your self? I thought we were just talking about 
re ani mat ing limbs. 

VICTOR (to ELIZABETH, tak ing her hands). You trust 
me. 

ELIZABETH. Of course. 
VICTOR (looks around). In each el ement of cre ation, there 

is a cosmic memory. This hand…this hand has its own 
knowledge of all that’s gone before. We need to find a 
way to take all such knowledge, the wis dom of collec­
tive consciousness sleeping in tissue, and bring it into 

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



         
         

    
     

    
         

        
   

     
   

    

            
   

   
   

      
  

          

        
      

  
          

   
          

        
      

 15 FRANKEN STEIN 

being—so that the hu man race can progress—at a pace 
never before thought possible. Imag ine the wisest brain, 
the strongest heart, the most power ful frame, the sharp­
est eyes and the knowl edge of all they’ve seen. 

(JUSTINE steps out from the shad ows. She is car rying a 
jar in which there is another pair of eyeballs.) 

JUSTINE. If you’re look ing for the best, then you stole the 
wrong jar, Elizabeth. 

ELIZABETH. Justine! What are you do ing here? 
JUSTINE (with a grin at HENRY and then ELIZA BETH). 

Visiting my lost loved ones—and look, here they are, 
alive. 

VICTOR (moves toward her in a slightly menacing man­
ner). What have you seen? Or heard? 

ELIZABETH. Victor. 
JUSTINE. Mostly you talking. 

(VICTOR moves away, ir ritated. HENRY walks to 
JUSTINE, to flirt.) 

HENRY. You just had to see what I was up to,  didn’t  you,  
Justine? 

JUSTINE. Maybe. Or what you’re all up to. I’ve watched 
you before, do ing this graveyard thing. And to night, I 
followed Eliz a beth—from the lab. 

ELIZABETH. Wait a minute, you saw me take the jar? 
You won’t say anything? 

JUSTINE. What good’s it do me to say you stole some­
thing? I’d lose my job at the lab for not keeping an eye 
on the eyeballs. But you took the wrong ones, from what 

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



        
    

        
  

  
       

 
 

           
 

  
    

   
          

     
       

 
           

     
         

        
        

       
  

  
      

      
         
 

         
    

16 FRANKENSTEIN 

Victor’s saying. That jar was for a study on blind ness— 
(She hands the jar to ELIZA BETH.) —but these  were  
the eyes of an astronomer, a far-seer. (VIC TOR looks up, 
interested.) 

HENRY (look ing at her body, points to his own eyes). 
These eyes are capable of looking through layers of 
clothing. 

JUSTINE (grins at HENRY). That mouth is ca pa ble of get ­
ting you into trouble. How did they let you into an insti ­
tute of higher learning? 

VICTOR (takes the newer jar of eye balls, looks up at her). 
I’ll see to it you lose your job if you say any thing about 
what you’ve seen here. 

JUSTINE. Elizabeth, call off your thoroughbred, he’s an­
noy ing me. 

ELIZABETH. Ease up, Victor. 
HENRY. Justine’s not go ing to say any thing, are you? 
JUSTINE (slightly sar cas tic). I don’t want rich boy here 

threat ening to pull his family funds unless they fire poor 
lit tle Justine for body-part snatching… (Then di rectly to 
him.) Of course, then, I don’t think you really  want  me  
saying anything to the Pro fes sor about where some of 
those missing or gans are showing up—’cause even you 
might have to explain what you’re do ing out here with 
Eliza beth and brainless. 

HENRY. She loves me. 
JUSTINE (walks up to VIC TOR). I’m not going to say any­

thing. (Then smiles at ELIZA BETH.) I don’t want to get 
Eliza beth into trouble. (ELIZABETH smiles back, does a 
faux curtsy.) 

VICTOR. Don’t even say anything to your friends—they 
al ready think we’re a lit tle crazy. 

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



    
      

        

 
      

 
          

        

    
 

       
       
         

  

         
      

     
   
     

    
 

           
  

 
     

         
    

       

 17 FRANKEN STEIN 

JUSTINE (moves right up to VIC TOR and looks him in the 
eye, a very sul try smile on her face). How can that be? 

VICTOR (hold ing her gaze in tensely). Maybe I underesti­
mated you. 

JUSTINE. It happens. 
ELIZABETH (moving be tween them, an arm around each). 

So Justine joins us. 
VICTOR. She joins us. But she’s the last. I don’t need any ­

one else know ing what I’m doing—we’re doing. Not 
yet. 

JUSTINE (lean ing to ward VICTOR, flirting again). My 
lips are sealed. 

HENRY. I’ll initi ate her. (He takes her hand and kisses it. 
She smiles, curtseys, holds her hand out for his. He puts 
the dead hand in hers and she leans down, decides not 
to kiss it.) 

JUSTINE. That’s cold. 
VICTOR. Skip the initiation. (He looks at the oth ers, 

reaches down, picks up a handful of earth, stares at 
them.) In the cemetery of dead profes sors, old brains rot. 
(The oth ers pick up dirt and re peat, in clud ing JUSTINE, 
who watches the oth ers to get it right.) 

JUSTINE, HENRY, ELIZABETH. In the cem e tery of dead 
profes sors, old brains rot. 

VICTOR. Henry, you’ll go back to the icehouse tomorrow 
night. I have a list. 

HENRY (looks at JUSTINE). I’ll need some help. 
VICTOR. I don’t think so. Besides, Justine has an in at the 

lab. She can get us addi tional stitching and surgi cal sup­
plies…and maybe a few un attached or gans. 

JUSTINE. Just let me know what you’re missing. 
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18 FRANKENSTEIN 

VICTOR. And Elizabeth will cover for me when I have to 
miss classes and lab o ratories. 

ELIZABETH. Of course. 
VICTOR (drops the dirt as he speaks). In the cem e tery of 

dead pro fessors, new ideas are born. (They all drop their 
dirt and repeat.) 

JUSTINE, HENRY, ELIZABETH. In the cem e tery of dead 
profes sors, new ideas are born. 

VICTOR. No one speaks a word spo ken here. Understood? 
(They nod.) Then mid night tomorrow, and tomorrow. 

JUSTINE, HENRY, ELIZABETH. Midnight tomorrow, 
and tomorrow. 

(HENRY picks up the hand, takes JUSTINE’s hand. They 
leave. ELIZA BETH stays for a moment, reaches out for 
VICTOR’s hand, but his mind is al ready else where. She 
leaves. He kneels down, picks up some dirt, drops it. 
Music. End of Scene.) 

SCENE TWO — The Class room. 

(Lights come up to re veal a class room with sev eral 
chairs and small lab tables in front of them. At front of 
class is a screen with projec tions of human anatomy and 
brain. The screen is “cranked” down, a mix of con tem­
porary and very old—the an a tom ical drawings from 
older texts, the light of which pastes across the face of 
the ac tors as they pass back and forth in front of it. A 
tall desk filled with de bris of years of ex peri ments is at 
front, a tall stool behind that. Seated on the stool is 
PROFES SOR WALDEN, a short man with un kempt hair. 

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois




