
Monologues for Female Characters, from The Soul of Frankenstein:

Victoria Frankenstein:

When I was still attending university, I took in and surpassed the knowledge of 
anatomy and physics they learned from observing death and decay. But when I 
returned to the mystics, I felt as if my soul were grappling with a palpable enemy. One 
by one, the various keys were touched which formed the mechanism of my being. 
Chord after chord was sounded, and soon my mind was filled with one thought, one 
conception, one purpose that reached beyond the modern sciences and into eternal 
glory. So much has been done, exclaimed the soul of Frankenstein! More, far more, 
will I achieve! Treading in the steps already marked, I will pioneer a new way, explore 
unknown powers, and unfold to the world the deepest mysteries ...  of creation!

Elizabeth:

Dearest Victoria. My Love. I don’t know where you are. The last year is a blur, a 
nightmare, some sort of delirium I keep wishing would fade away when I rise every 
morning. I remain anxious for your official release, and feel sure it must come soon. 
How could they ever even pretend that you could have done such a hellishly evil thing, 
a thing you could never possibly do? Something I can’t even allow myself to think 
about any more. We should have been in mourning together under the same roof these 
last few months, always one to support the other. Our poor Henry! And then your 
terrifying ordeal with the law in that cursed place. It doesn’t help that I’ve grown 
accustomed to your long silences during the most trying of circumstances. But today I 
must write you to tell you what I bring myself to put into words before. Not after 
Henry. Not when you were dragged through the trials. I am so sorry, Victoria, but our 
beloved Caroline, your mother, was unable to bear it. It was just too much for her.

Character Notes: 

Victoria Frankenstein has dropped out of the university to focus on her obsession with the 
old writings of alchemists and sorcerers. Her obsession is to go a step beyond science and 
aim for god-like powers. We're looking for a range that starts calmly (she's writing a letter 
here), but builds up to power-crazy heights of excitement.

Elizabeth is writing a letter to her lover Victoria to tell her that Victoria's mother has died. 
Their mutual friend Henry was also just murdered. Victoria is jailed, accused of the 
crime. Victoria has the habit of not writing. So Elizabeth is mourning, resentful, alone, 
and worried about Victoria all at once.


