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Introduction

In Cleveland, Ohio, in the 1970s, local TV stations only had so much network programming on any given day, and the rest of the time, they had to fill in with local programming. On Friday nights, at about 11:30, after Dick Goddard (Cleveland’s most beloved weatherman) finished his forecast, WJKW would bring out two crazy guys who went by the names Hoolihan and Big Chuck. They would do stupid (often “borrowed”) skits, read jokes sent in by viewers, and promote local events like County Fairs and charity softball games. They would also show horror moves.

There were many Hammer films from the ’60s, a Martian invader flick, the occasional badly dubbed Godzilla movie, and the classics. Hoolihan and Big Chuck introduced me to the movie Frankenstein (1931). I love every frame of that film, from the warning at the beginning to the burning windmill collapsing in the final moments. Thus began a lifelong obsession.

I’ve seen all films. The Bride of Frankenstein and its overly dramatic remake with Sting and Mel Brooks’s masterpiece Young Frankenstein (Puuuuuutn ona Reeeeeeeetz.) I’ve seen the play with Benedict Cumberbatch and the movie with a strangely shirtless Kenneth Branagh.

The DC Comics depiction of the monster is surprisingly deep, and the Big Finish Audio play is easy to get lost in. Herman Munster will always have a place in my heart.

Karloff never spoke a word in the original film. Still, so many cartoon depictions have the creature speaking with Karloff’s “Grinch voice.” (The Groovie Goolies, 1970-72)

I have the toys, statues, masks, LPs, T-shirts, and buttons. As I said, it seems to be an obsession.

I finally got around to reading Mary Shelley’s novel in high school, and I learned the original character was far and away from the Universal Monster. Shelley’s “creature” was one of pity and fear. He could read and write and reason and all he really wanted was to be left alone (well, and a wife. I mean, even Herman found love.)

Okay…hang all that on a separate hook for just a moment.

During college, I worked as a Summer Camp counselor at a church camp in Ohio. One week I had a camper who said he didn’t like the Lord’s prayer because he didn’t like using the word “father.” To him, “father” was the man who was either absent or abusive, so he chose to say Creator or Lord or some creative adjective to go along with God.
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