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            "One love burned brighter in her decaying heart—a memory that time and undeath could not extinguish."
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FRANKENSTEIN STOMPED through the water and strangled the watching man. It was his deadly rampage to terrorize the city! He crept toward home, the stone structure he was created in. 

The groundskeeper ran as Frankenstein made his way back to his dwelling place. 

Frankenstein knocked down the lantern that was left behind. A wooden chair caught fire and the flames could be seen from afar. 

A group with torches arrived. They outnumbered him by thirty-five, so they weren't afraid. Frankenstein's death toll had been five. The six-foot-tall monster headed toward the back as the fire burned everything it could. It engulfed the front door. Now no one could get in. 

“Why have you done this?” shouted a man. 

“It was an experiment,” the scientist replied nervously. “Just tell us what to do,” came from the crowd. 

“Find him, and lock him away,” suggested someone. 

“That's all we can do,” a man said. “Is there another way in?” “Through the back,” the mad scientist replied. They all ran that way, but the smoke and fire warned them not to enter, even if it looked okay. They could see Frankenstein in a window three stories up. 

“Fire bad,” they could hear the deep voice say. And he was gone. A moment later, he broke through a downstairs window and headed into the deep woods. The villagers filled their buckets with water and struggled to put out the fire before it got to the woods. When they finally got into the woods, and many men and women searched, Frankenstein was gone. Many kept their eyes open, and there had been much talk throughout the town. Maybe he had collapsed. Died a second death. His bride still lived, Terra Green, and some kept an eye on her. That was all that was left of Dr. Frankenstein’s experiment. 

He was warned by the police never to do it again. 

THE BRIDE OF FRANKENSTEIN sat still listening to her old radio. Her black lips were unhappy from the news. “Another body has been found in the wheat field. It looks like another victim of Dr. Frankenstein's experiment,” the radio announced. It looked like her fiancé would not re-turn soon. 

But they were perfect for each other. They were undead, engaged, and hated fire. Only he was killing nice, decent, innocent people. 

She sat and thought about all the young men she loved in her short life. But there was one she loved the most. A banker from Chicago had stolen her heart the summer of 1926. He was tall, dark, and handsome. They dated, stayed together, and were in love. They weren't married, but were parted by death when she fell ill with pneumonia at only thirty. 

In the afterlife, she missed him and watched lovingly over him. Suddenly, she became angry with Frankenstein. She picked up the table and threw it across the room with ease. It shattered into pieces as she growled. How could he do this to her? She decided she would not marry him. She never wanted to see him again. 

She entered her room, only thinking about her lifelong love Nathaniel 

Johnston. It was time to visit him. She just wanted a peek. Lying on her bed, in her long white dress, her eyes fluttered into a deep, dark, deathly sleep. 

She snuck by the white house slowly, inching toward the door. She didn't see Nathaniel's car, so she assumed he wasn't home. Heading toward his old bedroom window, she jumped as she turned into a lady who looked curious and wore a black hat. “Is there something you want?” she asked Bride. 

“I'm an old girlfriend of Nathan Johnston. Is he here?” 

“No, this was his house. We live here now. He died a year ago.” The bride’s mouth dropped in shock. Her heart sank. “What happened,” she asked painfully. 

“Car accident. He was driving at night where there were no streetlights. We loved this house, so we bought it. I'm Elisabeth.” She held out her hand. 

“I'm Terra.” She shook Elizabeth’s hand, trembling at the bad news. Elisabeth stared at Terra's long white sheet-like dress. Not very becoming for a lady. Her black hair stood out, and her lips were also black. She wondered why. “I'm sorry for the bad news.” 

“Is he buried here in Chicago? I need to visit. He meant so much to me.” She sounded desperate. 

“Yes, right here in the town cemetery square.” Elisabeth nodded. “Thank you,” Bride said in a low, graceful voice. Elisabeth just nodded. Night started to fall as she walked toward the cemetery. Stars began to sparkle as she entered her destination. It did not take long to find the grave. She hugged and kissed the gravestone, then quickly went back home to grab a large shovel. 

Digging in the night air did not scare her. An owl was heard nearby. Knock, knock, she hit the coffin. She got out of the grave and sat against the tombstone once again, in love. She hugged it and said, “We will be together soon.” 

A cold breeze blew, and she jumped back in. Quickly, she opened it. He had been dead for a while. His body was dismembered, including his head. They had sewn him back together, but some of the strings had come undone. His skin was light purple. She lifted him and kissed him. 

She left him in his coffin and pushed it to her abode. Sitting and rocking by the fire all the loose body parts were sewn together with thick black thread. Swiftly the body was carried down to what used to be Dr. Frankenstein's laboratory before he was killed by his monster. 

It was dark and dusty. She pulled a large light switch. The galvanism light broke, and glass hit the floor. Nathaniel was laid on the table that woke Frankenstein. The wires were connected to Nathan as they were once to Bride. She paused and watched her future husband. 

She wanted to be with him. The place moaned. It was old. Bright full moon light shone through the small window. She pulled the switch and so much electricity ran through him that he jerked. No life. She turned it off then on again. Blue sparks flew and his leg moved. She turned it off and then back on. With a big shock his green eyes opened. He sat up. “Terra,” he said, then groaned. 

She embraced him. “Yes Nathan. I needed to see you. I still love you. 

I just found out you were dead. Now we will be together forever.” 

His eyes lit up. “I would really like that. More than that cold solitary grave! You and I will be together here.” He cleared his dead throat. “Let's do it.” 

“Don't you think we should be married?” Bride said sounding like it wasn't as important as it was when she was alive. It was important. 

“Of course,” he answered. 

*** 
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THE NEXT FEW WEEKS went by slowly as she planned her quick little wedding. The ceremony would be small and simple, but her white dress was stunning. Her doom groom would see how beautiful she really was. 

The bride stood in front of the mirror ready to get married. Her black hair was combed and curled. Her white silk and chiffon dress with flowers all the way down it looked beautiful. She added some light make-up and changed her lips from black to pink to look presentable. 

Nathan Johnston entered. He was still a pale purple. 

“You really ought to put make-up on that complexion.” She pulled up his collar to cover the stitches all the way around his neck. “I'm finally getting married,” she said. “Are you ready for our honeymoon at that castle in Germany?” 

“I am,” he answered truthfully. 

“Excited, she kissed him on the nose. “Let's go,” she said. The ceremony was short and sweet, just like they wanted. They took a peaceful boat to their honeymoon destination. They walked up the hill, near the cliffs, past the graveyard to the dark castle. 

They carried their luggage up to the third floor. It was not too much, and yet, it was cozy. There was one window, a large white bed, and an unlit white candle beside it. The bride dropped her suitcase and fell on the bed. A wolf howled. 

“I love it here. I love you.” She jumped up and hugged her new Frankenstein. They could hear music that seemed to be coming from the graveyard and began to dance together. They were not alone in that castle. There were other people staying there, mice, and ghosts, definitely ghosts. There was also a caretaker to take care of the castle. The crickets made Bride feel at home. 

After a warm dinner, they decided to go for a walk on the grounds. The fall air began to blow wildly. A cold chill sent shivers down her body. It made her want to go back. They talked about their future, how
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