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How beautifully dramatic.

The crudest savage exhibition
of nature at her worst wthout...
And we three,

we el egant three within.

| should like to think

that an irate Jehovah

was poi nting those arrows of
lightning directly at nmy head,
t he unbowed head of

George Gordon Lord Byron

Engl and' s greatest sinner.

But | cannot flatter

myself to that extent.

Possi bly those thunders

are for our dear Shell ey,
heaven' s appl ause for

Engl and' s greatest poet.

What of ny Mary?

She is an angel .

You t hink so.

You hear?

Conme, Mary.

Conme and watch the storm

You know how

[ightning alarns ne.

Shel l ey, darling, will you

pl ease |ight these candles for ne?
Ch, Mary, darling.

Ast oni shing creature.

|, Lord Byron?

Frightened of thunder,

fearful of the dark,

and yet you have

witten a tale

that sent ny bl ood

into icy creeps.

Look at her, Shell ey.

Can you believe that bland and
| ovely brow concei ved of Frankenstein,
a nonster created from
cadavers out of rifled graves?
Isn'"t it astonishing?

| don't know why
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you shoul d think so.

What do you expect?

Such an audi ence

needs sonet hi ng stronger

than a pretty

little |l ove story.

So, why shoul dn't

| wite of nonsters?

No wonder Murray has

refused to publish the book.
He says his reading public
woul d be too shocked.

It will be published,

[ think.

Then, darling, you wll

have much to answer for.

The publishers did not see that ny
purpose was to wite a noral |esson
of the punishnment that befell a
nortal man who dared to enul ate God.
Wl |, whatever your purpose
may have been, ny dear,

| take great relish in
savoring each separate horror
| roll them over

on ny tongue.

Don't, Lord Byron. Don't
remnd ne of it tonight.

What a setting in that
churchyard, to begin with
The sobbi ng wonmen, the first
clod of earth on the coffin.
That was a pretty chill.
Frankenstein and the dwarf
stealing the body

out of its new nmade grave,
cutting the hanged man

down fromthe gall ows,
where he swung

creaking in the w nd.

The cunni ng of Frankenstein
in his nountain | aboratory,
taki ng dead nen apart and
bui | di ng up a human nonster,
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so fearful

and so horribl e,

that only a half-crazed

brain coul d have devi sed.

And then the nurders..

The little child drowned.

Henry Frankenstein hinself

thrown fromthe top

of the burning mll

by the very nonster

he had created.

And it was these fragile white
fingers that penned the nightnare.
On! You' ve nade ne

prick myself, Byron

It's bl eeding.

There, there.

| do think it a shanme, Mary, to
end your story quite so suddenly.
That wasn't the end at all.

Wul d you like to hear

what happened after that?

| feel like telling it.

It's the perfect night

for nystery and horror.

The air itself

is filled with nonsters.

I"mall ears.

Wi | e heaven bl asts the night

wi t hout, open up your pits of hell.
Wel |, then, inmagine yourself
standi ng by the weckage of the mll.
The fire is dying down.

Soon the bare skel eton of

the building will be visible,

the gaunt rafters

agai nst the sky.

Well, | must say, that's the best
firel ever sawin all ne life
What are you crying for?

It's terrible.

| knowit's terrible,

but after all them nurders,

and poor M. Henry
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bei ng brought hone to die,

|'"mglad to see the nonster roasted
to death before nmy very eyes.

It's too good for him

It's all the Devil's work,

and you better cross yourself

gui ck, Marta, before he gets you.
Cone al ong, cone al ong.

It's all over.

Get back to your hones.

Go to sleep.

Whoo!

There it goes again! t ain't

burned out at all. There's nore yet.

Isn't the nonster dead yet?

It's high time every decent

man and wife was in bed.

That's his insides,

caught at | ast.

| nsi des is al ways

the last to be consuned.

Move on. You've had enough

exci tement for one night.

This strange man you call a nonster is dead.
"Monster," indeed.

You may t hank

your |ucky stars

they sent for ne to

safeguard |life and property.

Way didn't you safeguard those

what |ies drowned and nurdered?
Conme now. W want no rioting. No riots.
Who's rioting?

Move on, nobve on

Good night, all,

and pl easant dreans.

Ah, pleasant dreans,

your sel f.

Thi nks he's everybody, just because
he's the burgonmaster.

Poor M. Henry.

He was to have

been married today

to that lovely girl,
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El i zabet h.

Cover himup

Soneone nust break the news to the poor girl.
Ri de as fast as you can to the castle
and tell the old Baron Frankenstein
we are bringing his son hone.

Oh, dear.

Ch, shut up.

Conme hone, Hans.

The nonster is dead now.

Not hi ng could be left

alive in that furnace.

Wiy do you stay here?

| want to see

with me own eyes.

Ch, Hans,

he must be dead.

And dead or alive, nothing can
bring our little Maria back to us.
If | can see

hi s bl ackened bones,

| can sleep at night.

Come back, Hans!

You will be

burned yoursel f!

Maria drowned to death

and you burned up.

What should |I do then?

No!

Ah!

Hans! Hans, where are you?

Hans! Are you all right?

| hear you. Here.

G ve ne your hand, Hans.

Her e.

Ch, heaven,

what is this?

Henry.
Tel | me.
Oh, m | ady,

how can we tell you?
Bring himin.

Al bert!

What do you want ?
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It's alivel! The nonster... It's al
Oh, shut up,

you ol d fool.

| sawit.

It ain't turned

to no skeleton at all.

It Iived right

t hrough the fire.

Go bite your tongue off.

We don't believe in ghosts.
Nobody' I | believe ne.

Al right.

| wash ny hands of it.
Let'"emall be nurdered in
their beds, for all of ne. Hnmph!
Speak to me, Henry.

Oh, m | ady,

he'll never speak agai n.

| was foretold of this.

| was told

beware ny weddi ng ni ght.
Ahhh!

On! Look! M| ady!

He's alive!

Henry, darling!

El i zabet h.

Oh, what a terrible weddi ng night!
You can go

to bed now, Mary.

You' Il soon

be better, Henry.

| feel alnobst nyself again.
As soon as you're strong
enough, we'll go away

and forget all this
horri bl e experience.

For get ?

If only I could forget, but
it's never out of ny m nd.
|"ve been cursed for delving
into the nysteries of life.
Per haps death is sacred,
and |'ve profaned it.

For what a wonder f ul

i vel
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vision it was!

| dreanmed of being the

first to give to the world

t he secret that Cod

is so jeal ous of.

The formula for life.

Thi nk of the power

to create a man.

And | did. | didit! L
created a man. And who knows?
In tinme | could have

trained himto do ny wll.

| could have bred a race.

| mght even have found

the secret of eternal life.
Henry, don't say those
things. Don't think them
It's bl asphenous

and w cked.

We are not neant

to know t hose things.

It may be that |'mintended
to know the secret of life.
It may be part

of the divine plan.

No. No! t's the Devil

t hat pronpts you

It's death, not life, that is in
it all and at the end of it all.
Li sten, Henry.

Wil e you have been |ying
here, tossing in your delirium
| couldn't sleep.

And when you raved

of your insane desire

to create living nen
fromthe dust of the dead,

a strange apparition has
seened to appear in the room
It cones,

a figure |like death,

and each tinme it cones

nore clearly, nearer

It seens to be
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reachi ng out for you

as if it would

t ake you away from ne!
There it is!

Look! There!

| see nothing, Elizabeth.
Wher e?

There's not hing there.
There! There! t's com ng
for you! Nearer! Henry!
Henry! Henry! Henry!

Al bert!

Drat the man. He's never
here when he's want ed.
What's the good of stuffed
f oot nen, anyway?

Al right. Al right!

Don't knock the castl e over.

We're not all dead yet.
There's nobody at hone.
Let nme in,

nmy good worman

| know t he young Baron
Frankenstein is at hone.
He's si ck.

He's in his bed,

where all decent folk
shoul d be at

this time of night.
Tell himthat

Dr. Pretorius is here
on a secret matter

of grave inportance
and nust see him

al one, tonight.

Dr. Pretorius?
Pretorius?

What was the. ..

What was t he nane?

Dr. Pretorius.

Ain't no such nane.

Now you stay there.
Who' s t here?

It's Mnnie, mlady.

Page 9/ 30



Ch, cone in.

It's Dr. Pretorius.

He says he wants to see

the master. Most insistent.
Pretorius?

He's a very queer-| ooking

old gentleman, sir,

and nust see you on a

secret grave matter, he said.
Toni ght, al one.

Bring himin.

Henry, who is this man?

Dr. Pretorius.

Bar on Frankenstein,

now, | believe.

Wwbn't you cone in, Doctor?

| trust you will pardon this
intrusion at so |ate an hour.
| woul d not have

ventured to cone

had | not

a comuni cation to make,

whi ch | suspect may be of the
ut nost i nportance to yourself.
This is Professor Pretorius.
He used to be Doctor of Phil osophy
at the university, but..

But was booted out.

"Booted," ny dear Baron, is
the word for know ng too mnuch.

Henry's been very ill, Professor.
He shoul dn't be di st urbed.

| am al so

a doctor, Baroness.

Wiy have you

cone here tonight?

My business with you,
Baron, is private.

El i zabet h, pl ease.

| do hope

he won't upset Henry.

What do you want ?

We nust work together.
Never. This is outrageous.
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l"mthrough with it. I'll have
no nore of this hell's spawn.
As soon as I'mwell, I'mto

be married, and |I'm goi ng away.
| nmust beg you

to reconsi der.

You know, do you not,

that it is you, really,

who are responsible

for all those nurders?

There are penalties to pay

for killing people,

and with your creature still

at large in the countryside...
Are you threatening nme?

Don't put it so crudely.

| have ventured to hope

that you and | together,

no | onger as master and pupil,
but as fellow scientists,

m ght probe the nysteries

of life and death...

Never. No further.

...and reach a goa

undr eanmed of by science.

| can't nmake any further experinments.
|'ve had a terrible | esson.
That is sad very sad.

But you and |

have gone too far to stop

Nor can it be

st opped so easily.

| al so have conti nued

with ny experinents.

That is why

| am here tonight.

You nust see ny creation.

Have you al so succeeded in
bringing |ife to the dead?

| f you, Herr Baron, will do ne the
honor of visiting ny hunbl e abode,
| think you will be interested
in what | have to show you
After 20 years of secret scientific
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research and countl ess fail ures,
| also have created life, as
we say, in God' s own inmage.

I nmust know.

Wen can | see it?

| thought you m ght

change your m nd.

Way not toni ght?

It is not very |ate.

s it far?

No, but you wl|

need a coat.

I think your coachman

had better wait here.

Wwn't you sit down,

Herr Baron?

Before | show you the results
of nmy trifling experinments,

| would like to drink

to our partnership.

Do you like gin?

It is ny only weakness.

To a new world

of gods and nonsters!

The creation of

life is enthralling.

Distinctly enthralling,

is it not?

| cannot account precisely for
all that I am going to show you
but perhaps now t hat

you are ny partner, you can.

My experinments did not turn

out quite like yours, Henry,
but science, like |ove, has her
little surprises, as you shall see.
Good heavens, Doctor.

What are these?

There is a pl easing

vari ety about ny exhibits.

My first experinment was so

| ovely that we nmade her a queen
Char m ng,

don't you think?

Page 12/ 30



Then, of course,

we had to have a king.

Now he's so madly in love with
her that we have to segregate them
Now, now.

| have to be very carefu

wi th the king

Now, behave.

My next production | ooked so
di sapprovingly at the other two
that they nade him

an ar chbi shop.

He seens to be asl eep.

I nmust wake hi m up.

The next one

is the very Devil.

Very bi zarre,

this little chap.

There's a certain resenbl ance
to me, don't you think?

O do | flatter nyself?

| took a great dea

of pains with him

Sonetines | have wondered
whet her [ife wouldn't be

much nore anusi ng

if we were all devils, and no
nonsense about angel s and bei ng good.
On! There's

t he ki ng out agai n.

Even royal anours

are a nui sance.

Poor ar chbi shop.

He has his hands full.

There. That w ||

keep you qui et.

My little ballerinais

charm ng, but such a bore.

She won't dance to anything
but Mendel ssohn's Spring Song,
and it gets so nonotonous.

My next is very conventional,
" m afraid,

but you can never tell how
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these things will turn out.

It was an experinment with seaweed.
Nor mal size has

been ny difficulty.

You did achi eve si ze.

| need to work

that out with you

But this isn't science.

It's nore |ike black nagic.
You think I'"m mad.

Perhaps | am

But |isten,

Henry Frankenstein.

Wil e you were

di gging in your graves,

pi eci ng toget her

dead ti ssues,

[, ny dear pupil, went for ny
materials to the source of life.
| grew ny creatures,

i ke cul tures,

grew t hem as

nat ure does, from seed.

But still, you did achieve
results that | have m ssed.
Now t hi nk, what a worl d-astoundi ng
col | aborati on we shoul d be,
you and |, together.

No. No, no, no.

Leave the charnel house and
follow the | ead of nature,

or of God, if you like

your Bible stories.

"Mal e and fenmal e

created He them™

"Be fruitful and nultiply."
Create a race, a man-nmade race,
upon the face of the earth.
Wy not ?

| daren't! daren't

even think of such a thing.
Qur mad dreami s

only half realized.

Al one, you have
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created a man.

Now, together,

we wll create his mate.
You nean. ..

Yes. A wonman.

That shoul d be

really interesting.

No.

Don't touch ne!

There she is! Quick!
There he is! Shoot!

Run to the village, quick! t's
the nonster. Tell the burgonaster.
He's in the woods!

VWhat is it now?

The nonster,

he's in the woods.

Get out the bl oodhounds.
Rai se all the nen you can
Lock the wonen indoors,
and wait for ne.

Now t hen!

Monst er, i ndeed.

"1l show him

Fol | ow ne.

Were is he?

Bi nd hi msecurely. | don't
want anyt hi ng sli pshod.
Tie his feet first.

Hs feet first!

| get no cooperation,
none at all!

Have you got hinf? That's what | want to know.
Have you got hinf?

O course we've got him
my good wonman.

And a good job, too. Mnd
he don't get | oose again.
He m ght do sonme damage
and hurt sonebody.

Bring hi m down

when you' ve bound him
You want any help there?
I*1l bind him
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Now, take himdown to the old
dungeon. Put himin chains.
There you are.

Quite sinple.

Now, take hi m out.
Cone on, nen.

Get back to your work

Keep still.

Now, that'll do.

That's quite enough.

Now come down

and | ock your door.

We can't take

all day over this.

|"d hate to find him

under ny bed at night.

He's a nightmare

in the daylight, he is.

Get away there!

G ear that w ndow

You m nd your own business, and
see he doesn't get out of here.
He' s danger ous.

Now | can get back to

nore inportant duties.

And | eave us to ours.

What ?

Good night, sir.

Monster, indeed.

Tush, tush.
He's | oose!
Shoot hi m

Hel p! He's | oose!

Go to your hones.

Just an escaped lunatic.
Merely wanted sonmeone

to handle it, that's all.
Quite harnl ess.

Look here. Why don't you shoot hin®
Oh, he's com ng!

Were's Freida?

She' s gone.

Frei da! Freida!

Freida! Were is Freida?
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She just left.

Oh, | ook!

Fr ei da!

Oh, what have they

done to you?

Ms. Neumann!

Oh! Cone on!

Ms. Neumann!

Poor ol d Neumann.

Where's his wife,

Frau Neumann?

Frau Neumann!

Frau Neumann!

Frau Neumann!

There' s anot her one,

in there.

Frau Neumann!

Ranmona, you stay

cl ose to ne.

We'd better get away from
these parts. It isn't safe.
Wy ?

" m frightened.

The nonster.

Ah! There's no danger. He's safe
injail, and they'll keep himthere.
Where's the pepper and salt?
W' ve got no pepper and salt.
Al right, Mother.

"1l get it. Don't worry.

You shal |l have your neat.

Ah!

Get away fromthere!

Who's there?

W is it?

You're wel cone, ny friend, whoever you are.
Who are you?

| think you're

a stranger to ne.

| cannot see you.

| cannot see anyt hing.

You nust pl ease excuse ne, but |I'mblind.
Cone in, ny poor friend.

No one will hurt you here.
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If you're in trouble,

perhaps | can hel p you,

but you need not tell ne
about it if you don't want to.
What's the matter?

You're hurt,

nmy poor friend. Cone.

Sit down.

Now tel |l ne,

who are you?

| don't understand.

Can you not speak?

It's strange.

Per haps... Perhaps you're
afflicted, too.

| cannot see,

and you cannot speak.

s that it?

| f you understand what |'m sayi ng,
put your hand on ny shoul der.
That is good.

No.

You stay here.

"1l get you sone food.

We shall be friends.

| have prayed many tines

for God to send ne a friend.
It's very lonely here,

and it's been a long tine since
any human being cane into this hut.
| shall ook after you,

and you will confort ne.

And now you mnust

lie dowm and go to sl eep.
Yes, yes.

Now you nust sl eep.

Qur Father, | thank Thee,
that in Thy great nercy,

Thou hast taken pity

on ny great |oneliness,

and now, out of

the silence of the night,
hast brought two of

Thy lonely children together,
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and sent nme a friend

to be alight to m ne eyes
and a confort

intime of trouble.

Anen.

And now, for our |esson.
Renmenber ?

This is bread. Bread.

Br ead.

And this is wine to drink
Drink

Drink

Good.

W are friends, you and |.
Fri ends.

Fri ends.

Good.

And now, for a snoke.

No, no, this is good.
Snoke. You try.

Snoke.

M M
Good. Good.
Good.

Bef ore you cane,

| was all al one.

It is bad to be al one.
Al one, bad.

Friend, good.

Friend, good!

And now, cone here.
And what is this?
This is wood

for the fire.

Wbod.

And this is fire.

No, no. Fire is good.
Fire, no good.

There is good,

and there is bad.
Good. Bad.

Good!

Musi c?

A- Ha!
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Can you tell us how to get out
of this wood? We've | ost our way.
Come in, friends,

and rest awhil e.

Look.

It's the nonster!

Wat are you doi ng?

This is ny friend.

Friend? This is the fiend that's
been nmurdering half the countryside.
Good heavens, nan.

Can't you see?

Ch! He's blind!

He isn't human!

Frankenst ein nade him

out of dead bodi es!

My friend. My poor

friend. Wy do you do this?
Fri end.

Look.

Whi ch way did he go?

This way! He's gone

this way! Over the hill.

Fri end.

| can snell

t he ghosts al ready.

| never could

stand graves.

Shut up and fol |l ow ne.

Read the inscription.

What does it say?

"Di ed 1899. Madel i ne Ernesti ne,
bel oved daughter of..."

Oh, never mnd that.

How ol d was she?

"Age 19 years,

three nonths."

Well, that's the one.

Get to work.

What are you

wai ting for?

Mercy on us.

You want nme to send you to

t he gal | ows where you bel ong?
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Coul d be
no worse than this.

Well, are you ready?
Yes.
Well, here goes.

Pretty little thing

in her way, wasn't she?

| hope her bones are firm

It heaves |ighter now.

Yes.

Well, Doctor, | guess

that's all for tonight.

Can we go honme now?

Yes. | shall wait here for a

bit. I rather like this place.

Be careful nobody

sees you | eave.

Al right. W know.

And | eave ne that

| antern down there.

Al right, all right!

If there's much nore |ike
this, what do you say, pal?
We gi ve oursel ves up

and | et' em hang us.

That goes for ne, too.
This is no life

for nurderers.

| give you

t he nonster.

Oh. | thought

| was al one.

Good eveni ng.

Snoke.

Fri end.

Yes, | hope so.

Have a ci gar

They are ny only weakness.
Good, good.

Drink, good.

Good.

You make man |ike me?

No. Woman.

Friend for you.
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Wman. Friend.

Yes.

| want friend |ike ne.

| think you

can be very useful

and you will add a little force
to the argunment, if necessary.
Do you know who Henry
Frankenstein is and who you are?
Yes, | know.

Made ne from dead.

| |l ove dead.

Hate |iving.

You're W se

in your generation.

We nmust have a | ong talk,

and then, | have an inportant call to make.
Woman.

Fri end.

Wfe.

That Dr. Pretorius

is here again, sir.

There. | knew it.

Send hi m away.

| won't see him

| certainly will.

Good eveni ng, Henry.

Bar oness, |'ve not

yet had the opportunity

of offering you ny
congratul ati ons on your marri age.
Pray accept them now.

Dr. Pretorius,

| don't know what your

business is with nmy husband,

but whatever it may be,

| tell you frankly

that 1 amnot frightened of it or of you.
Henry's been very ill. He's in
no state to be alarnmed or annoyed.
Your visit now

I's nost unwel cone.

Henry, | heard

the carriage drive up
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"1l see that

t he baggage is put in.

Then we' re | eavi ng.

I think you know

why | am here, Henry.

All the necessary
preparations are made.

My part in the experinent
is conplete.

| have created by ny nethod
a perfect human brain,

al ready living but dormant.
Everything is now ready
for you and ne

to begin our

suprene col | aborati on.

No, no. Don't tell ne of it.
| don't want to hear!

| ve changed ny m nd.

| won't do it.

| expected this.

| thought we m ght need
anot her assi stant.

Per haps he can

per suade you

Not hi ng can persuade ne.

We shall see.

No! Not that!

Oh, he's quite harniess,
except when crossed.
Frankenst ei n.

Yes. There have been

devel opnents since he cane to ne.
Sit down.

What do you want ?

You know.
This is your work.
Yes.

"Il have no hand

in such a nonstrous thing.
Yes. Must.

Get him out.

| won't even discuss it
until he's gone.
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Go now.

Go!

Must do it.

Never.

Not hi ng can

make me go on with it.

Now.

Put the bags in the carriage,

and I'll be out in a nonent.

Go and tell the master to hurry,

M nnie, or we shall lose the train.

Excuse ne for being

so nervous, ml ady,

but | don't like

| eavi ng you al one.

Oh, nonsense, M nnie.

| shall be all right.

| hope so, ml ady.

s that you, Henry?

Henry! Henry, help!

Henry!

M | ady!

El i zabet h!

The m stress!

What is it?

What's the matter?

Oh, sir! She's gone!

The nonster! He's got her! sawit!
The Baroness is gone!

This is Pretorius' doing.
Qui ck, search parti es!
There's not a noment to | ose.
| charge you, as you val ue
your mstress' life,

to do not hing and say
not hi ng of this episode.

| assure you that the Baroness
will be safely returned,

if you will |eave
everything to ne.

Not hi ng, that is,

except what he demands.

| can find no trace

of Elizabet h.
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Oh, | admt |'m beaten.
But if you can bring her back,

"1l do anything that you want.

Are you ready to conplete
with me this final experinent?
VWhat about Elizabeth?

She is well and will be safely
returned if you will proceed.

| "' m ready.

Ah.

M nd the steps. They're

a bit sliny, I expect.

I think it's

a charm ng touch

It is interesting to think,
Henry, that once upon a tine,
we shoul d have been

burned at the stake

as w zards for

this experinent.

Doct or .

| think the heart

i s beating.

Look. It's beating, but the
rhyt hm of the beat is uneven.
| ncrease the

sal i ne sol ution.

Is there any life yet?

No. Not life itself yet.
This is only

t he sinmulacrumof life.

This action only responds
when the current is applied.
We nust be patient.

The human heart

is nore conpl ex

t han any ot her

part of the body.

Look. The beat

i S increasing.

Yes.
It's stopped.
Shall | increase

the current?
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This heart is usel ess.

| must have anot her,

and it nust be

sound and young.

Karl .

You nust go to your friend
at the accident hospital.
What we need is a femal e
vi ctimof sudden deat h.
Can you do it?

You prom se ne

1, 000 crowns?

It wll be well worth it,
and the Baron will pay.
Yes, yes.

Go and get it.

"1l try.

There are al ways

acci dental deaths occurring.

Al ways.

"Il get your heart.

"1l go into that room

"1l go into that room and I|'|

take my knife out and I'Il get it.

"1l hold her down,

and there'll she be.
Were, | ask you

Where will she be?

A thousand crowns.

It's beating perfectly,
just as in life!

Oh, if only I can

keep it going until...
It was a very fresh one.
Where did you get it?

| gave the gendarne

50 crowns.

What gendar ne?

It was a...

Pol i ce case.

Yes very sad, only we
can't bother about that now.
Can | do anythi ng?

No, no, no!
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| can work better al one.
Wor k.

Where's Eli zabet h?

Have you brought her?
She wait. | wait.

' m exhausted. | nust get sleep.

Work. Finish. Then sl eep.
| can't work like this!
He nust go away.

Send hi m away.

"1l settle him

for alittle while.

Dri nk

Good.

That' Il keep you qui et.
El i zabet h. She's dead.
El i zabeth is alive,

and she is well.

| don't believe you!

| have proof.

Pr oof ?

In a few noments from now,
she will speak to you

fromwhere she is

t hrough this

el ectrical machi ne.
Were is she?

Not far from here
Speak, and she will
hear you and answer.
Yes? Yes, this is Henry.
Henry, yes, |'m safe.
But, Henry, how | ong?
Conme for ne.

l"min a cave..

El i zabet h?

El i zabet h! She's gone.
That is all now,

but you heard her.
Yes. She's alive.

As soon as our work
is conpl et ed,

she will be

returned to you.
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The heart is beating

nore regularly now.

Yes. It's been beating

for nine hours.

Not yet, but soon.

And the brain?

Perfect and al ready

in position.

Then we are al nost ready.

Al nost .

Shal | we put

the heart in now?

Yes.

Ludw g!

It's beating

quite normally now.

Bring it over.

The stormis rising.

Al'l right.

The air is heavy

wWth electricity.

It's going to be

aterrific storm

We shal |l be ready.

Isn't it amazing, Henry, that
lying here, within this skull,
is an artificially devel oped
human br ai n,

each cell, each convol ution
ready, waiting for life to cone.
Look.

The stormis com ng up
over the nountains.

It wll be here soon.
The ki tes!

Are the kites ready?
Yes!

Then send them up as soon as the wind rises.
Hurry, hurry.

The kites! The kites!
Get' em ready!

Ludw g!

Seens that he wants

t he kites!
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St and back.

Stand by the roof!
Cosmi ¢ diffuser!
Wres! Send down
your W res!

Al right, stop your w ndl ass.

"' m comi ng up

Now, up with the kites.
You take nunber two, Ludwi g.
You' ve checked

your connections?

Yes.

St and by!

Let go nunber one.

Let it go, Karl!

It's com ng up

Go back. Go back down!
Go down!

No, don't! No! Get away! Frankenstein!

Cet away! Get away!

No, don't.

No. Don't cone near ne!
Cet away! Don't! No!

No! Get back

Don't! Don't! Don't!

Rai se the cosm c diffuser
Renove the diffuser bands.
She's alive! Alive!

The bride of Frankenstein.
Fri end?

Fri end?

St and back. Stand back!
She hate ne.

Li ke ot hers.

Look out! The | ever!

Cet away

fromthat |ever

You'll blow us all to atons.
Henry!

Undo t he door! Henry!
Get back! Get back

| won't unless you cone!
But | can't |eave them
| can't!
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Yes. (0.

You |ivel
Go.
You stay.

W bel ong dead.

Darling. Darling.
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