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First Performance: Cast and Crew



Frankenstein was first presented on the Olivier stage of the National Theatre, London, on 5 February 2011. The cast, in order of speaking, was as follows:


 



Victor Frankenstein / The Creature Benedict Cumberbatch, Jonny Lee Miller

Gretel/Clarice Ella Smith

Gustav/Constable John Killoran

Klaus Steven Elliott

De Lacey Karl Johnson

Felix Daniel Millar

Agatha Lizzie Winkler

Female Creature Andreea Padurariu

Elizabeth Lavenza Naomie Harris

William Frankenstein Haydon Downing / William Nye / Jared Richard

Monsieur Frankenstein George Harris

Servant 1 Daniel Ings

Servant 2 Martin Chamberlain

Ewan John Stahl

Rab Mark Armstrong

Ensemble Josie Daxter


 



Director Danny Boyle

Designer Mark Tildesley

Costume Designer Suttirat Larlarb

Lighting Designer Bruno Poet

Music and Soundscore Underworld

Sound Designer Mike Walker

Director of Movement Toby Sedgwick

Fight Director Kate Waters













Characters



The Creature

Victor Frankenstein

a scientist

Gretel

a prostitute

Gustav

a beggar

Klaus

a beggar

De Lacey

a blind man

Felix

his son

Agatha

his daughter-in-law

The Female Creature

Elizabeth Lavenza

Victor’s fiancée

Clarice

her maid

William Frankenstein

Victor’s brother

Monsieur Frankenstein

Victor’s father

Ewan

an Orkney islander

Rab

his nephew

A Constable


 



Townspeople

of Ingolstadt

Servants

of the Frankenstein household








 


FRANKENSTEIN











SCENE ONE




Europe, around 1818.



Darkness. There’s the sound of a heartbeat.

BOM-BOOM.

Then another heartbeat, then another: BOM-BOOM.  BOM-BOOM.

Sudden flash of brilliant white light. There is a vertical frame on which something like a human form is suspended. It moves. Rubber tubes, like drips, are inserted into it at various points.

Back to darkness.

BOM-BOOM. BOM-BOOM. BOM-BOOM.

Another blast of light. Struggling to free himself is the Creature, who is naked and leaking blood as he rips the tubes out of his veins.

BOM-BOOM. BOM-BOOM.

Then darkness.

Light: the Creature has got down from the frame. He squats on the floor. He seems confused. He has no speech and his movements are erratic. Spurts of blood come from the sutures in his skin.

It goes dark again. Now we realise what’s happening: it gets light when he opens his eyes.

The Creature seems to realise this too. He puts a hand clumsily to his eye. He holds it open. It stays light. He lets his hand fall and his eye closes again. It gets dark. With both hands he forces his eyes open and holds them open.

It gets light and it stays light.











SCENE TWO




The Creature crawls across the floor. He is in a dingy garret. He hauls himself shakily to his feet. He struggles to keep his balance and take a few steps.

He falls. He lies still. Then he tries again.

He pads back and forth uncertainly, taking harsh little breaths. He is made in the image of a man, as if by an amateur god. All the parts are there, but the neurological pathways are unorthodox, the muscular movements odd, the body and the brain uncoordinated.

He licks at the blood on his skin.











SCENE THREE




The Creature plays with a kettle, sitting on the floor. He chews it and bangs it.

The Creature spins like a top, on his tailbone, pushing himself round and round and round. And round and round some more.

He stands, and is dizzy. He falls over. He laughs.

A man is approaching slowly and cautiously: Victor Frankenstein, late twenties. He wears a long cloak. He watches the Creature intently.

Victor goes close to the Creature, who doesn’t see him at first. Victor is curious, but then repulsed by the filthy, slimy being sprawled in front of him.

The Creature turns and sees Victor. He reaches out to him, babbling incoherently. He gives a ghastly smile. Victor is appalled. He backs off.

The Creature pursues Victor, moving swiftly across the floor.

Victor No … keep away … no … 

The Creature gets to his feet – and now Victor is worried.

Creature Hawuurgh!

Victor Do as I say!

The Creature lunges at Victor, as if to embrace him, or maybe to strangle him – who knows? Victor panics. He has nothing with which to defend himself. He pulls the cloak from his shoulders and throws it over the Creature, and runs from the building.

Blinded, the Creature roars, spinning round and round, confused. He pulls the cloak from his head. But Victor is gone.











SCENE FOUR




Night. The Creature makes his way through the streets of Ingolstadt – an early-industrial landscape, smoggy and strange.

He’s wrapped in the cloak, the cowl covering his head. Underneath he is naked.

There are strange noises – sounds of forges, factories, coaches, animals. Electricity is in the air; we see prototypes of new machines. The Creature is lost and confused. There are passers-by, but they ignore him.

He passes a tavern. A group of townsmen are singing, drinking mugs of beer. This scares the Creature and he runs away.

Then there is a sound which arrests him: a woman is screaming.

Gretel Help! Help!

The Creature stops and listens. The passers-by slip away. He is alone on the street.

Creature Hnungh?

Now we see Gretel, a prostitute, being beaten up by her client in a dark alley.

Gretel Please, help me! Someone!

Client Give me what I’ve paid for. Now!

The Creature doesn’t know how to respond. He turns this way and that. Gretel is being thrown about by her hair. The Creature walks slowly towards them and watches with curiosity. Gretel sees him.

Oh, thank you, mister, thank you!

The client looks round and sees the Creature behind him. The Creature raises both hands in the air and spins round and round. It’s scary – unintentionally so. The client dumps Gretel on the ground and runs. She picks herself up and dusts down her skirts. She doesn’t get a good look at the Creature yet.

One good turn deserves another. Want to come with me? I’ve got wine. We can drink.

She swigs from a flagon of wine, and beckons him.

What’s your name? I’m Gretel.

The Creature goes to her and immediately drops to his knees and puts his nose to her vagina and sniffs, hard.

Here, what are you playing at? Give us a kiss, at least! Christ!

Gretel pulls him to his feet and pushes back the cowl from his head. She goes to kiss him – but then she sees his face. She gasps, and takes a step backwards. 

The Creature stands with his arms at his sides, smiling. Gretel backs away slowly, trying to stay as calm as she can.

I’m not going to scream. I’m just going to walk away.

All right, mister? Just walking away. All right?

Finally Gretel turns and runs. The Creature doesn’t notice. He’s busy examining the wine she left behind. He takes a swig. He spits it out: it’s disgusting.











SCENE FIVE




The Creature is on the outskirts of the town. Dogs bark. He turns to look back. In the distance we can see the lights and towers of Ingolstadt.

Several townsmen run towards him. They keep their distance. The Creature stares at them uncertainly.

Man There it is!

They throw stones at him, and he turns and runs.











SCENE SIX




Dawn. Countryside. The Creature is asleep on the ground, wrapped in the cloak.

He wakes, stiffly. He moans and sits up.

He stands and looks around. The cloak falls and he is naked. Sunlight plays through the leaves. The birds sing. He clutches at beams of light. He laughs.

Creature Huh, huh!

He’s Adam in the Garden of Eden – an innocent.

He listens to the birdsong. He tries to flap his wings.

He imitates birdsong.

Rain falls. The gentle touch of moisture pleases him. He washes himself in the rain. He dries himself with his cloak.



 









SCENE SEVEN




The Creature wanders through the woods. He has a collection of things to eat, which he tries one by one. Sticks are not very nice. Weeds are chewy. Best of all are berries. Juice runs down his chin.











SCENE EIGHT




The Creature sits under a tree. He fidgets. He’s bored.

In the pocket of his cloak he finds a battered notebook: Frankenstein’s journal. He looks at the writing from several different viewpoints but it remains meaningless. He stuffs it back into his pocket.

He stands and addresses us: a speech of confusion and sometimes distress, but without actual words. A soliloquy of grunts and wails.

Creature Wurrgh – ah – ah! Wurgh, wurgh. Chick chick. Awah? Yaya yaya! Yuh!

Seeming to have made his point, he leaves.
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