
Bride & Creature Audition Segment: 
 
Bride: We've only just met! 

 

Creature: Can we? 

 

Victor: Of course you can, you're perfectly functional. 

 

Bride: For someone who's single handedly advanced science by three hundred years in  

the space of a Masters degree, you're not half stupid. If you didn't want us 

breeding, even if we wanted to, all you had to do was leave out a couple of 

organs. 

 

Victor: What, without your consent? 

 

Bride: Oh, fuck off! I never consented for you to make me in the first place. (To the  

Creature). I never consented for you to have me commissioned like some sort of 

decorative ceiling, and I certainly didn't consent to shamble off into the sunset 

with you before I even know you. Talk about arrogance! Everyone you've ever 

met has rejected you. What made you so damn sure I'd want you? 

 

Creature: (Very uneasy) I was sure. 

 

Bride: Why? 

 

Creature: It's in the book. 

 

Bride: Where? 

 

Creature: There. (He finds the place in the book). 

 

Bride: Read it. I want to hear it from your mouth. 

 

Creature: “Man will not associate with me; but …” (Awkward pause). “… but one as  



deformed and horrible as myself …” (Victor and the Professor wince). “… would 

not deny herself to me.” 

 

Victor: (Under his breath) Ouch. 

 

Bride: Deny myself to you. Seriously. Women aren't put off by you, or afraid of your  

violence, or just not interested; we're denying ourselves to you. Refusing you 

your rights. But with me it'll be different … I know I can't do better than you. 

 

Creature: That's not how it is. 

 

Bride: Too bad for you it isn't. 

 

Victor: (To the Bride) It doesn't matter. You're not supposed to be alive! 

 

Bride: Yes I am. You‟re mad, Frankenstein, but you‟re no fool. You built me for a  

reason, and you’re going to tell me what it is. 

 

Victor: He made me do it. He threatened my family … 

 

Bride: You don’t give a shit about your family. If you did, you’d have handed me over, or 

not made him in the first place, or not sent him lumbering into a hostile world with 

your address in his pocket. You knew he was going to turn up and threaten you 

one day. And then we’re supposed to believe you knocked me together in, what, 

a month? He took you two years. (Realising). That’s why you weren’t out looking 

for him. All the time he was terrorising the countryside, you were drawing up my 

blueprints. 


