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    If I Had a…Hammer!!!!


    The Revenge of Frankenstein by Richard A. Ekstedt


    


    The first time I had ever seen “Revenge of Frankenstein” was NOT on the silver screen at the local theatre (The Lane in New Dorp or The Paramount in Stapleton, both located on Staten Island. NY) or the then VERY restricted medium called television. No…It was in a basement, and it was in the ‘wonderful’ format called ‘8MM’. I knew a Hammer Film fanatic from Eltingville (again, Staten Island, NY), one town over from where I lived, who was a big collector of all things Hammer Films. The fellow’s name was Douglas (who loved to talk in a overdone British accent), and he called me up, excited, that he had a silent 8mm COLOR copy of “Revenge of Frankenstein” he had just got in and wanted to see if I was interested in viewing it? I was!!!!!


    There was no sound as this was a silent copy with words printed on the film (there were sound projectors coming out at this time but the price was above most of our means — the reel…er…real goal was 16MM) but the visuals were great and it started getting me hooked on these British thrillers I have come to know and love.


    Looking back to those times now, the very first time I saw a Hammer Frankenstein movie, in fact, on the big screen, was (the only Hammer so far I had seen were on the tube: “The Creeping Unknown”(“The Quatermass Xperiment”), “X The Unknown” and “Spaceways”) at the Lane Theatre, and it was, to my enjoyment, a Hammer Film double feature. The combo was “The Mummy’s Shroud” and “Frankenstein Created Woman.” For me, having watched the old B/W Universal movies on television, this was a wonderful new experience and it was getting better and better as I caught up on LOTS of lost time.


    One of the things I discovered, of course, is that unlike the series of films put out by Universal Pictures, this was about the Creator (who, granted, at times, was a Monster himself!), Baron Victor Frankenstein and his search for knowledge. The Baron was obsessed in his quest, cold blood, and without a conscience — a 19th Century Josef Mengele — who saw human beings as fodder for the mill! This was a far cry from Colin Clive in the original 1931 “Frankenstein” (and sequel, “The Bride of Frankenstein”) who played the scientist filled with tormented guilt for what his creation wrought!


    The series brought forth by Hammer Films started in 1957 with “The Curse of Frankenstein” (which introduced in his first reel role as a monster, a fellow named Christopher Lee!) and was followed by “The Revenge of Frankenstein” 1958, “Evil of Frankenstein” 1964, “Frankenstein Created Woman” 1967, “Frankenstein Must Be Destroyed” 1969 and “Frankenstein And The Monster From Hell” 1971. These movies starred British television and cinema star, Peter Cushing (whom I personally met once, and engaged in a conservation with him in our mutual love of the comic duo, Laurel and Hardy). Mr. Cushing appeared in the classic “Chumps At Oxford” playing a student who conspires to play a prank on the comic team. There was a 1970 Hammer Film called, “The Horror of Frankenstein” (a remake of the 1957 first in the series, done as a comedy with Ralph Bates as the Baron).


    Peter Cushing, who had worked in Hollywood and appeared in “The Man In The Iron Mask” 1939, “Vigil In The Night” 1939 and “Howards Of Virginia” 1940 would later return to the U.K. to become a major British television star (“1984,” “Richard of Bordeaux,” “The Browning Version,” “The Moment” and “The Creature” — which would be filmed by Hammer as “The Abominable Snowman Of The Himalayas” in 1957). While he had appeared in such motion pictures as “Hamlet,” “Moulin Rouge” and “The Black Knight,” it was his association with Hammer Films that led to worldwide recognition and a legion of fans. Peter Cushing would continue to work in motion pictures until 1985, appearing in “Biggles — Adventures In Time”. The final project he did was narrating “Flesh And Blood” (with old friend and co-star, Christopher Lee), an excellent documentary on Hammer Films produced by Ted Newsom.


    For me, “The Revenge of Frankenstein,” was the best of the Hammer Film Frankenstein series. Like James Whale before him, who started “Bride of Frankenstein” where the 1931 classic left off, director Terence Fisher started “The Revenge of Frankenstein” where its predecessor (1957s “The Curse of Frankenstein”) ended where Baron Frankenstein is being led to the guillotine for the murders his creation did. Instead, he escapes with the help of a deformed prison worker, Fritz (Oscar Quitak).


    Changing his name to “Doctor Victor Stein,” he relocates to the city of Carlsbruck where he begins fresh in new experiments. Having perfected his skills and having a willing subject in Fritz, who wants a normal body, the Baron is ready for transplanting a live human brain! By chance, another doctor named Hans Kleve (played to perfection by Francis Mathews), has recognized the Baron and begs to take himself on to learn from, whom he considers ,the greatest living mind of the day. The Baron, intrigued, agrees to this! Baron Frankenstein takes Hans to his new lab and shows the young doctor a normal looking body (Michael Gwynn) preserved in cold, that is to be Fritz’s new host. The Baron tells his new assistant that the only thing that could go wrong is that if any trauma to the brain, while recovering, could result in violent dementia — including cannibalism!


    With the Charity Hospital the Baron runs and its diseased, infected patients (supplying him with fresh material) all seems working to plan until a woman, Margaret (Eunice Gayson), daughter of a high political official, is forced upon the Baron and Hans. The chain of events she unwittingly puts into motion causes disaster for all!!


    The film was a collection of excellent British acting talent. Besides Peter Cushing, you had in supporting roles, Eunice Gayson, who would later be known as ‘Sylvia Trench’ in the James Bond film version of “Dr. No” and sequel, “From Russia With Love” (with Sean Connery); Francis Matthews (best known to many as the voice of Captain Scarlet) and would appear in the sequel to the first Hammer Dracula film, “Dracula — Prince Of Darkness” (as well as in the Hammer “Rasputin The Mad Monk” (both starring Christopher Lee). Also, in supporting roles were Michael Ripper, Richard Wordsworth, Lionel Jeffries and Michael Gwynn, as the tormented ‘creation’, Karl.


    Terence Fisher, showing his talent in previous Hammer Films, once again pulled it off, enhancing Jimmy Sangster’s intelligent script (with additional dialogue by Huford James) and Jack Asher’s incredibly moody photography. The film was released in the U.S. in June of 1958 with an August release for the U.K. that same year. “The Revenge of Frankenstein” had enough positive feedback that Hammer Films projected more outings for the good Baron (especially after the events that concluded this story).


    Hammer Films, as a ploy to get interest in this latest outing with Baron Frankenstein, elected to publish Jimmy Sangster’s screenplay in paperback thru Panther Books (Richmond Hill Printing Works and published by Hamilton & Co. Ltd, London). I couldn’t find a name on my edition of the film tie-in and can, right now (and until someone can report otherwise), only speculate that Jimmy Sangster himself wrote this at the request of Hammer Films.


    The book follows the film rather closely and captures the somber tone of most of the movie. “The Revenge of Frankenstein” novel received what appears three publications, reprinted in August and October of 1958. As far as I can tell, at this time, it has never been published in the United States but later, writer John Burke, issued a new variation of this story (told First Person by Baron Frankenstein himself) in a collection of published Hammer Film stories under the title, “The Hammer Film Omnibus,” (Pan Books in 1966. Reprinted 1973) published in the U.K…The credit to bringing this back into print, and for the first time in this country, must go to my Friend Philip J. Riley — noted cinema archeologist and dedicated writer of Cinema who has contributed his time and energy recovering such titles as “London After Midnight” and “A Blind Bargain” in book form. Thanks Phil! You’re The Man!


    For myself, in the role of grave robber (“There ya go, Matey! Lookin fresh as a daisy!”), it is a privilege to play a part in this book series!!!! So sit back with a glass of wine, open the book to the imagined sound of the gong of funeral church bells and let the drama unfold!!!!


    


    Richard A. Ekstedt


    The Wilds of Pennsylvania


    2011


    


    Note: on August 19, 2011 JIMMY SANGSTER left us all at the age of 83. Born James Henry Kimmel Sangster, December 2, 1927, he became a driving force in Hammer Films as a writer and later, as a director ( Hammer Films “Lust For A Vampire,” “Horror of Frankenstein”). He also wrote for U.S. television for such shows as “Kolchak The Night Stalker,” “Ironside,” “McCloud,” ”The Six Million Dollar Man” and “Banacek,” to name just a few. Philip J. Riley and I would like to dedicate this book to his memory. This one’s for you, Jimmy!!!!!!!!!

  


  
     


    


    “…and as the Baron Frankenstein has been adjudged responsible for the actions of the monster which he created…you are charged to carry out sentence of death by beheading…”


    


    So read the instructions on the warrant — but Frankenstein did not die!


    


    This is the gruesome, horrific story of Frankenstein’s revenge which took the form of an operation to remove the brain from one man, and transplant it in another. Karl, the unfortunate victim of the Baron’s machinations, comes to a tragic end, tormented by his new-found freedom and, finally, destroyed by it.


    


    This gripping drama has been filmed by Hammer Film Productions Ltd., and stars Peter Cushing, Eunice Gayson, Francis Matthews and Michael Gwynn.

  


  
    Prologue


    


    THE gray turrets of the prison fingered into the morning mist. Below, the courtyard was empty save for the crude wooden platform which raised the guillotine from the uneven flag stones.


    Alone on the scaffold, the executioner was winding the blade to the top of its frame. The rope creaked and the wheel squeaked as it turned. The knife came to a rest near the top.


    At the foot of the guillotine there was a plain wooden coffin. The executioner opened it and placed the lid ready on the floor. Then he took from his belt the warrant for his morning’s work and pinned it in its place of the uprights of the scaffold.


    He was old in the work. In earlier days there would have been a crowd to watch him, and proudly he would have read out the instructions on the warrant before he carried through his grisly task.


    He pulled his mask down over his face and spat in disgust; there was no longer any glory in this job. He smoothed the parchment down against the wood and squinting through the slits in his mask he clumsily spelled his way through the words.


    …AND AS THE BARON FRANKENSTEIN HAS BEEN ADJUDGED RESPONSIBLE FOR THE ACTIONS OF THE MONSTER WHICH HE CREATED WHICH INCLUDE MURDER YOU ARE CHARGED BY THE COURT TO CARRY OUT ON THE BARON FRANKENSTEIN SENTENCE OF DEATH BY BEHEADING…Baron Frankenstein. The man who had made a man. A man which had become a bloodseeking monster. A baron. This was no ordinary prisoner. The mouth under the mask twisted a little, but then this was to be no ordinary execution.


    There was a heavy click and across the yard a door was closed. Away from it stepped the black-skirted figure of a priest. He settled his shovel hat on his head and there was a quick rustle of skirts as the priest walked to the scaffold.


    The executioner shoved the end of the coffin clear of the steps. The time was getting near.


    As the priest reached the door it was flung back and out into the yard came three figures. The priest fumbled with the pages of his prayer book and stole a sideways glance at the prisoner and his guards.


    Was this the man who had really discovered the secret of life? He said he had made a man, but it had been a monster. The priest looked; there was little to show of evil in the face of the man standing with his head held high.


    There were little lines of superciliousness down the side of the fine aristocratic nose. The eyes were without expression.


    The twisted figure of one of the guards pushed the prisoner forward. The priest could barely restrain a shudder. The guard was a stunted creature, a hunchback, but in his eyes there was fire. There was the look of a man of purpose.


    The priest ranged himself in front of the prisoner and as the little procession was about to move across the yard the hunchback swung round and ordered the other guard back inside the prison. IT was as though he took an unholy joy in taking the responsibility for this man’s death. To the priest, this was one of the duties which his calling forced on him. He tried to keep his pace solemn and decorous though he would gladly have run.


    “Hail, Mary, full of Grace…Lord is with the…” Halfway across the yard.


    “Blessed art thou amongst women and blessed is the fruit of thy womb…”


    


    They began to climb the steps to the scaffold. Suddenly they stopped — there was a crash as the blade of the guillotine ran home. The executioner grinned evilly at his little joke.


    Continuing his climb, the priest shook his head in disapproval. The prisoner with his arms tied behind him looked on coldly, and the little hunchback’s fiery eyes caught those behind the mask of the executioner and they seemed to glory in an understanding.


    Once more the executioner wound up the blade until it reached the top.


    “Mother of God…pray for us now,…pray for us sinners in the hour of our death.”


    The blade was poised.


    “Amen.”


    There was an unseemly little scuffle, a cry, and the blade crashed down onto the block.


    To the outside world in 1860 so died Baron Frankenstein: scientist, doctor and maker of monsters.


    “The Boar Tavern” was only a few minutes’ walk from the outside of the prison. It didn’t take long for gossip to move from the inside of the prison walls to the outside. After that it was only a short, quick and usually drunken step to “The Boar”.


    


    Most of the customers were only too well acquainted with what went on inside the prison walls. “


    The Boar” was generally their first call after the gates had clanged behind them, and left them blinking in the unexpected light of freedom. To the clients it was a place for a good strong wine, or a good strong wench. To the Town Marshal it was a “thieves’ kitchen”. Shrieks of bawdy laughter sounded through the smoke-filled bar.


    One man turned his back on the bar and its hilarious bundle of people. He carried in his hands two large glasses of coarse red wine filled to the brim, the contents slopping down over his fingers.


    He had a sly weasel face, and he carried the wine as though it were a tool to do his bidding, rather than a potion for a friend.


    “There y’are, Kurt m’boy, what do you say?”


    “I don’t like it.”


    “What’s wrong with it, Fritz — I just don’t like the sound of it.” Kurt’s speech was thick and slurred and, having delivered this verdict, he took another deep swig of the wine.


    It was Fritz — of the weasel face — who was the brain; Kurt was the brawn. It was clear to Fritz that he would have to try another tack. His mind scraped round for another approach.


    “Look, my friend” — his boxy face assumed a hurt look — ”You are my friend, aren’t you?”


    Kurt’s big brow furrowed itself as he thought long and carefully, too long for the liking of Fritz; but in the end he agreed.


    “Yes! I am your friend.” The thought struck him as sentimental, and he gave a little sob as he sucked another mouthful of the wine.


    “Well, since I am your friend, would I suggest anything that could go wrong?”


    The answer was devastating.


    “Yes,” said Kurt into his glass. “I still got the sc-scars.”


    “Well,’ow was I to know they kept dogs inside the house?” Fritz renewed his attack.


    “Look, Kurt, it isn’t like that. We don’t even have to break in anywhere.” He looked around to see that no one was close enough to overhear. “— All we got to do is to go over to the churchyard an’ dig it up, then take the body down to the medical school and I can get ten marks for it.”


    “You said six marks.”


    Fritz swallowed and looked uncomfortable; he fumbled for an answer.


    “Well, I could get that if I bargain for it. I jes’ didn’t want you to be disappointed if we only got six.”


    Kurt subsided into his glass and ruminated.


    “A’right, a’right, five for you and five for me,”


    To give away five marks out of ten was breaking Fritz’s heart but he had no choice. He looked at the ceiling in silent misery to think of some way to get himself a bigger share, but Kurt’s wine-laden breath and bulging muscles drowned such hopes. Kurt jabbed him with a stubby forefinger. “An’ don’t forget it’s my spade.”


    Fritz knew he was beaten.


    “All right…but,” he clutched at his chest and coughed self-consciously. “I mustn’t strain m’ heart; you gotta do the digging.”


    Kurt patted him on the shoulder in agreement and the two men sat side by side saying little. The smoke was still thick in the bar room but as time passed the noise grew less, the bar emptied, and all that could be heard was the occasional cry from the upper rooms where the wenches were plying their trade.


    The two body-snatchers sat waiting for the hour to strike when it was sufficiently sure that all good souls would be abed. They drank no more, now that the job was agreed.


    The last wench retired upstairs, the landlord dragged the drunks into a corner to sleep it off til morning. He crossed to bar the door. “Are you two going, or do you want to stay.


    The landlord was accustomed to his clients remaining on a bench overnight. He was hard in the ways of the world. He encouraged them to stay. They could sleep on a bench for nothing, which meant that they could spend the money that they would have used for a room on wine and a loaf of bread in his bar.


    Fritz had heard the church clock strike. It was late enough. “No,” he said, “we’ve got a place to go.”


    He roused Kurt, who had been dozing, and the two men hitched the coats round their shoulders and stepped out into the mist. Inside the bar they had been men relaxed. Outside they became tense; they were in the world of the righteous. The world of the God-fearing. The world of courts and judges and prisons…the enemy.


    They slunk along close to the walls.


    In the graveyard, a film of moisture rested on the tops of the tombstones. The new ones stood like a stunted grey forest of stubs, the old ones nodded intimately toward each other.


    Their tools tucked under their arms, the two men were edging between the stones looking for one — the newest.


    They stopped and picked out of the ground the crude wooden headpiece and the big man spat on his hands.


    His spade struck into the ground with a metallic clink.


    Later, from the trench he looked up at his companion sitting on the next headpiece saying:


    “You’ve got to know where to look for these things. Take this one, for instance. He was only planted this morning…he’ll be fresh as a daisy.” He took another bite from the hulking meat sandwich clasped in his hands.


    “Where’s he from?” said Kurt from the trench.


    “Who?”


    The man Kurt thrust his spade into the earth of the grave. “Him — this one…”


    “Came from the prison this morning…come on we ain’t got all night.”


    The other sighed and started to wield his shovel in the grave again. In a little while his shovel struck shallow with a thud.


    “This is it,” he said and began scraping at the soil over the coffin. Gradually the crude pine box came into sight, and with his hands he cleared the last of the dirt away from the name plate on the lid of the box. “Come and look at this.”


    He pointed down at the coffin lid. The other came over to his side and dropped down into the trench beside him.


    The plate bore no dates — only a name.


    “Baron Frankenstein.”


    “A baron! From inside the prison!”


    “Come on, let’s get him out and done with.”


    The two men set their hands to raising the meagre wooden box until they had managed to hoist it out onto the soil at the side of the opened grave.


    They were now so near to their goal that they had lost their reluctance for the job.


    With one of them steadying the box on the edge of the grave, the other pushed the blade of his shovel into the edge of the coffin lid. He levered bit by bit down one side.


    With a screech of ripped nails the lid sprang upwards and was pushed quickly aside.


    Eagerly the two men leaned forward and looked down into the coffin. Their eagerness drained out of them and they slowly froze rigid in their attitudes. The sight in the coffin held them so that they could neither move away nor close their eyes and cease to look. Then the big one began to tremble as he looked down, and frantically he began to cross himself. In the coffin, still in his robes, was the headless body of a priest. Resting on the chest was the wide-brimmed clerical hat in which he had crossed the execution yard that morning and…between his feet…between his feet was a round, badly wrapped bundle in sacking. The sacking was stained and speckled in blood.


    For the one man, this was an end to the night’s work.


    He gabbled with fear, “It’s a priest”, and before there was time for another word, he scrabbled his way over the mound of dirt and fled into the night.


    Automatically, the other was half-way to following him and then he paused. He set his foot back onto the fresh opened earth and looked down once more at the coffin.


    “What if he is a priest?” he said softly to himself. “He is still a dead one…Still worth ten marks to me.”


    He was rapidly gaining a hold on himself.


    “The head’s awkward…so you were a priest that went wrong, eh? Baron Frankenstein!” He bent down as though to
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