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It was on a dreary night of November that | beheld the
accomplishment of my toils. With an anxiety that almost
amounted to agony, | collected the instruments of life around me,
that | might infuse a spark of being into the lifeless thing that lay
at my feet. It was already one in the morning; the rain pattered
dismally against the panes, and my candle was nearly burnt out,
when, by the glimmer of the half-extinguished light, | saw the dull
yellow eye of the creature open; it breathed hard, and a convulsive
motion agitated its limbs.

How can I describe my emotions at this catastrophe, or how
delineate the wretch whom with such infinite pains and care | had
endeavoured to form? His limbs were in proportion, and | had
selected his features as beautiful. Beautiful! Great God! His
yellow skin scarcely covered the work of muscles and arteries
beneath; his hair was of a lustrous black, and flowing; his teeth of
a pearly whiteness; but these luxuriances only formed a more
horrid contrast with his watery eyes, that seemed almost of the
same colour as the dun-white sockets in which they were set, his
shrivelled complexion and straight black lips.

The different accidents of life are not so changeable as the
feelings of human nature. | had worked hard for nearly two years,
for the sole purpose of infusing life into an inanimate body. For
this | had deprived myself of rest and health. | had desired it with
an ardour that far exceeded moderation; but now that | had
finished, the beauty of the dream vanished, and breathless horror
and disgust filled my heart. Unable to endure the aspect of the
being | had created, | rushed out of the room and continued a long
time traversing my bed-chamber, unable to compose my mind to
sleep. At length lassitude succeeded to the tumult | had before
endured, and | threw myself on the bed in my clothes,
endeavouring to seek a few moments of forgetfulness. But it was
in vain; | slept, indeed, but I was disturbed by the wildest dreams.
I thought I saw Elizabeth, in the bloom of health, walking in the
streets of Ingolstadt. Delighted and surprised, | embraced her, but
as | imprinted the first kiss on her lips, they became livid with the
hue of death; her features appeared to change, and | thought that |
held the corpse of my dead mother in my arms; a shroud
enveloped her form, and | saw the grave-worms crawling in the
folds of the flannel. | started from my sleep with horror; a cold
dew covered my forehead, my teeth chattered, and every limb
became convulsed; when, by the dim and yellow light of the
moon, as it forced its way through the window shutters, | beheld
the wretch—the miserable monster whom | had created. He held
up the curtain of the bed; and his eyes, if eyes they may be called,
were fixed on me. His jaws opened, and he muttered some
inarticulate sounds, while a grin wrinkled his cheeks. He might
have spoken, but I did not hear; one hand was stretched out,
seemingly to detain me, but | escaped and rushed downstairs. |
took refuge in the courtyard belonging to the house which |
inhabited, where | remained during the rest of the night, walking
up and down in the greatest agitation, listening attentively,

catching and fearing each sound as if it were to announce the
approach of the demoniacal corpse to which I had so miserably
given life.

Oh! No mortal could support the horror of that countenance.
A mummy again endued with animation could not be so hideous
as that wretch. | had gazed on him while unfinished; he was ugly
then, but when those muscles and joints were rendered capable of
motion, it became a thing such as even Dante could not have
conceived.

| passed the night wretchedly. Sometimes my pulse beat so
quickly and hardly that | felt the palpitation of every artery; at
others, | nearly sank to the ground through languor and extreme
weakness. Mingled with this horror, | felt the bitterness of
disappointment; dreams that had been my food and pleasant rest
for so long a space were now become a hell to me; and the change
was so rapid, the overthrow so complete!

Morning, dismal and wet, at length dawned and discovered
to my sleepless and aching eyes the church of Ingolstadt, its white
steeple and clock, which indicated the sixth hour. The porter
opened the gates of the court, which had that night been my
asylum, and | issued into the streets, pacing them with quick
steps, as if | sought to avoid the wretch whom | feared every
turning of the street would present to my view. | did not dare
return to the apartment which I inhabited, but felt impelled to
hurry on, although drenched by the rain which poured from a
black and comfortless sky.

I continued walking in this manner for some time,
endeavouring by bodily exercise to ease the load that weighed
upon my mind. | traversed the streets without any clear
conception of where | was or what | was doing. My heart
palpitated in the sickness of fear, and I hurried on with irregular
steps, not daring to look about me:

Like one who, on a lonely road,

Doth walk in fear and dread,

And, having once turned round, walks on,
And turns no more his head;

Because he knows a frightful fiend

Doth close behind him tread.

[Coleridge's "Ancient Mariner."]

Continuing thus, | came at length opposite to the inn at
which the various diligences and carriages usually stopped. Here |
paused, | knew not why; but | remained some minutes with my
eyes fixed on a coach that was coming towards me from the other
end of the street. As it drew nearer | observed that it was the
Swiss diligence; it stopped just where | was standing, and on the
door being opened, | perceived Henry Clerval, who, on seeing me,
instantly sprung out. "My dear Frankenstein," exclaimed he, "how
glad I am to see you! How fortunate that you should be here at the
very moment of my alighting!"

Nothing could equal my delight on seeing Clerval; his
presence brought back to my thoughts my father, Elizabeth, and
all those scenes of home so dear to my recollection. | grasped his
hand, and in a moment forgot my horror and misfortune; | felt



suddenly, and for the first time during many months, calm and
serene joy. | welcomed my friend, therefore, in the most cordial
manner, and we walked towards my college. Clerval continued
talking for some time about our mutual friends and his own good
fortune in being permitted to come to Ingolstadt. "You may easily
believe," said he, "how great was the difficulty to persuade my
father that all necessary knowledge was not comprised in the
noble art of book-keeping; and, indeed, I believe I left him
incredulous to the last, for his constant answer to my unwearied
entreaties was the same as that of the Dutch schoolmaster in The
Vicar of Wakefield: 'l have ten thousand florins a year without
Greek, | eat heartily without Greek.' But his affection for me at
length overcame his dislike of learning, and he has permitted me
to undertake a voyage of discovery to the land of knowledge."

"It gives me the greatest delight to see you; but tell me how
you left my father, brothers, and Elizabeth."

"Very well, and very happy, only a little uneasy that they
hear from you so seldom. By the by, | mean to lecture you a little
upon their account myself. But, my dear Frankenstein,"” continued
he, stopping short and gazing full in my face, "I did not before
remark how very ill you appear; so thin and pale; you look as if
you had been watching for several nights."

"You have guessed right; I have lately been so deeply
engaged in one occupation that I have not allowed myself
sufficient rest, as you see; but | hope, | sincerely hope, that all
these employments are now at an end and that | am at length
free."

I trembled excessively; I could not endure to think of, and
far less to allude to, the occurrences of the preceding night. |
walked with a quick pace, and we soon arrived at my college. |
then reflected, and the thought made me shiver, that the creature
whom | had left in my apartment might still be there, alive and
walking about. | dreaded to behold this monster, but | feared still
more that Henry should see him. Entreating him, therefore, to
remain a few minutes at the bottom of the stairs, | darted up
towards my own room. My hand was already on the lock of the
door before | recollected myself. | then paused, and a cold
shivering came over me. | threw the door forcibly open, as
children are accustomed to do when they expect a spectre to stand
in waiting for them on the other side; but nothing appeared. |
stepped fearfully in: the apartment was empty, and my bedroom
was also freed from its hideous guest. | could hardly believe that
so great a good fortune could have befallen me, but when |
became assured that my enemy had indeed fled, | clapped my
hands for joy and ran down to Clerval.

We ascended into my room, and the servant presently
brought breakfast; but I was unable to contain myself. It was not
joy only that possessed me; | felt my flesh tingle with excess of
sensitiveness, and my pulse beat rapidly. | was unable to remain
for a single instant in the same place; | jumped over the chairs,
clapped my hands, and laughed aloud. Clerval at first attributed
my unusual spirits to joy on his arrival, but when he observed me
more attentively, he saw a wildness in my eyes for which he could
not account, and my loud, unrestrained, heartless laughter
frightened and astonished him.

"My dear Victor," cried he, "what, for God's sake, is the
matter? Do not laugh in that manner. How ill you are! What is the
cause of all this?"

"Do not ask me," cried I, putting my hands before my eyes,
for I thought | saw the dreaded spectre glide into the room; "HE
can tell. Oh, save me! Save me!" I imagined that the monster
seized me; | struggled furiously and fell down in a fit.

Poor Clerval! What must have been his feelings? A
meeting, which he anticipated with such joy, so strangely turned
to bitterness. But | was not the witness of his grief, for | was
lifeless and did not recover my senses for a long, long time.

This was the commencement of a nervous fever which
confined me for several months. During all that time Henry was
my only nurse. | afterwards learned that, knowing my father's
advanced age and unfitness for so long a journey, and how
wretched my sickness would make Elizabeth, he spared them this
grief by concealing the extent of my disorder. He knew that |
could not have a more kind and attentive nurse than himself; and,
firm in the hope he felt of my recovery, he did not doubt that,
instead of doing harm, he performed the kindest action that he
could towards them.

But | was in reality very ill, and surely nothing but the
unbounded and unremitting attentions of my friend could have
restored me to life. The form of the monster on whom | had
bestowed existence was forever before my eyes, and | raved
incessantly concerning him. Doubtless my words surprised Henry;
he at first believed them to be the wanderings of my disturbed
imagination, but the pertinacity with which I continually recurred
to the same subject persuaded him that my disorder indeed owed
its origin to some uncommon and terrible event.

By very slow degrees, and with frequent relapses that
alarmed and grieved my friend, I recovered. | remember the first
time | became capable of observing outward objects with any kind
of pleasure, I perceived that the fallen leaves had disappeared and
that the young buds were shooting forth from the trees that shaded
my window. It was a divine spring, and the season contributed
greatly to my convalescence. | felt also sentiments of joy and
affection revive in my bosom; my gloom disappeared, and in a
short time | became as cheerful as before | was attacked by the
fatal passion.

"Dearest Clerval," exclaimed I, "how kind, how very good
you are to me. This whole winter, instead of being spent in study,
as you promised yourself, has been consumed in my sick room.
How shall | ever repay you? | feel the greatest remorse for the
disappointment of which I have been the occasion, but you will
forgive me."

"You will repay me entirely if you do not discompose
yourself, but get well as fast as you can...

Chapter 6
Victor continues to heal and become more interested in life
again thanks to the influence of his cheerful friend Henry
Clerval. Once sufficiently recovered, it will be time for Victor to
return home to Geneva



Chapter 7
[I received] the following letter from my father:—
"My dear Victor,

"You have probably waited impatiently for a letter to fix the
date of your return to us; and | was at first tempted to write only a
few lines, merely mentioning the day on which | should expect
you. But that would be a cruel kindness, and | dare not do it. What
would be your surprise, my son, when you expected a happy and
glad welcome, to behold, on the contrary, tears and
wretchedness? And how, Victor, can | relate our misfortune?
Absence cannot have rendered you callous to our joys and griefs;
and how shall I inflict pain on my long absent son? | wish to
prepare you for the woeful news, but I know it is impossible; even
now your eye skims over the page to seek the words which are to
convey to you the horrible tidings.

"William is dead!—that sweet child, whose smiles delighted
and warmed my heart, who was so gentle, yet so gay! Victor, he is
murdered!

"1 will not attempt to console you; but will simply relate the
circumstances of the transaction.

"Last Thursday (May 7th), I, my niece, and your two
brothers, went to walk in Plainpalais. The evening was warm and
serene, and we prolonged our walk farther than usual. It was
already dusk before we thought of returning; and then we
discovered that William and Ernest, who had gone on before,
were not to be found. We accordingly rested on a seat until they
should return. Presently Ernest came, and enquired if we had
seen his brother; he said, that he had been playing with him, that
William had run away to hide himself, and that he vainly sought
for him, and afterwards waited for a long time, but that he did not
return.

"This account rather alarmed us, and we continued to
search for him until night fell, when Elizabeth conjectured that he
might have returned to the house. He was not there. We returned
again, with torches; for | could not rest, when | thought that my
sweet boy had lost himself, and was exposed to all the damps and
dews of night; Elizabeth also suffered extreme anguish. About five
in the morning | discovered my lovely boy, whom the night before
I had seen blooming and active in health, stretched on the grass
livid and motionless; the print of the murder's finger was on his
neck.

"He was conveyed home, and the anguish that was visible in
my countenance betrayed the secret to Elizabeth. She was very
earnest to see the corpse. At first | attempted to prevent her but
she persisted, and entering the room where it lay, hastily
examined the neck of the victim, and clasping her hands
exclaimed, 'O God! | have murdered my darling child!"

""She fainted, and was restored with extreme difficulty.
When she again lived, it was only to weep and sigh. She told me,
that that same evening William had teased her to let him wear a
very valuable miniature that she possessed of your mother. This
picture is gone, and was doubtless the temptation which urged the

murderer to the deed. We have no trace of him at present,
although our exertions to discover him are unremitted; but they
will not restore my beloved William!

"Come, dearest Victor; you alone can console Elizabeth.
She weeps continually, and accuses herself unjustly as the cause
of his death; her words pierce my heart. We are all unhappy; but
will not that be an additional motive for you, my son, to return
and be our comforter? Your dear mother! Alas, Victor! | now say,
Thank God she did not live to witness the cruel, miserable death
of her youngest darling!

"Come, Victor; not brooding thoughts of vengeance against
the assassin, but with feelings of peace and gentleness, that will
heal, instead of festering, the wounds of our minds. Enter the
house of mourning, my friend, but with kindness and affection for
those who love you, and not with hatred for your enemies.

"Your affectionate and afflicted father,
"Alphonse Frankenstein.

"Geneva, May 12th, 17—"

Clerval, who had watched my countenance as | read this
letter, was surprised to observe the despair that succeeded the joy
| at first expressed on receiving new from my friends. I threw the
letter on the table, and covered my face with my hands.

"My dear Frankenstein," exclaimed Henry, when he
perceived me weep with bitterness, "are you always to be
unhappy? My dear friend, what has happened?"

I motioned him to take up the letter, while | walked up and
down the room in the extremest agitation. Tears also gushed from
the eyes of Clerval, as he read the account of my misfortune.

"l can offer you no consolation, my friend,"” said he; "your
disaster is irreparable. What do you intend to do?"

"To go instantly to Geneva: come with me, Henry, to order
the horses."...

...My journey was very melancholy. At first | wished to
hurry on, for I longed to console and sympathise with my loved
and sorrowing friends; but when | drew near my native town, |
slackened my progress. | could hardly sustain the multitude of
feelings that crowded into my mind. | passed through scenes
familiar to my youth, but which | had not seen for nearly six years
[since departing for college]....

The road ran by the side of the lake, which became
narrower as | approached my native town. | discovered more
distinctly the black sides of Jura, and the bright summit of Mont
Blanc. | wept like a child. "Dear mountains! my own beautiful
lake! how do you welcome your wanderer? Your summits are
clear; the sky and lake are blue and placid. Is this to prognosticate
peace, or to mock at my unhappiness?"

...As | drew nearer home, grief and fear ...overcame me.
Night also closed around; and when | could hardly see the dark
mountains, | felt still more gloomily. The picture appeared a vast



and dim scene of evil, and | foresaw obscurely that | was destined
to become the most wretched of human beings. Alas! | prophesied
truly, and failed only in one single circumstance, that in all the
misery | imagined and dreaded, | did not conceive the hundredth
part of the anguish | was destined to endure.

It was completely dark when 1 arrived in the environs of
Geneva; the gates of the town were already shut; and | was
obliged to pass the night at Secheron, a village at the distance of
half a league from the city. The sky was serene; and, as | was
unable to rest, | resolved to visit the spot where my poor William
had been murdered. As | could not pass through the town, | was
obliged to cross the lake in a boat to arrive at Plainpalais. During
this short voyage | saw the lightning playing on the summit of
Mont Blanc in the most beautiful figures. The storm appeared to
approach rapidly, and, on landing, I ascended a low hill, that |
might observe its progress. It advanced; the heavens were
clouded, and I soon felt the rain coming slowly in large drops, but
its violence quickly increased.

I quitted my seat, and walked on, although the darkness and
storm increased every minute, and the thunder burst with a terrific
crash over my head. ... The storm, as is often the case in
Switzerland, appeared at once in various parts of the heavens. ...

While | watched the tempest, so beautiful yet terrific, |
wandered on with a hasty step. This noble war in the sky elevated
my spirits; | clasped my hands, and exclaimed aloud, "William,
dear angel! this is thy funeral, this thy dirge!" As | said these
words, | perceived in the gloom a figure which stole from behind
a clump of trees near me; | stood fixed, gazing intently: | could
not be mistaken. A flash of lightning illuminated the object, and
discovered its shape plainly to me; its gigantic stature, and the
deformity of its aspect more hideous than belongs to humanity,
instantly informed me that it was the wretch, the filthy daemon, to
whom | had given life. What did he there? Could he be (I
shuddered at the conception) the murderer of my brother? No
sooner did that idea cross my imagination, than | became
convinced of its truth; my teeth chattered, and | was forced to lean
against a tree for support. The figure passed me quickly, and | lost
it in the gloom.

Nothing in human shape could have destroyed the fair child.

HE was the murderer! I could not doubt it. The mere presence of
the idea was an irresistible proof of the fact. | thought of pursuing
the devil; but it would have been in vain, for another flash
discovered him to me hanging among the rocks of the nearly
perpendicular ascent of Mont Saleve, a hill that bounds
Plainpalais on the south. He soon reached the summit, and
disappeared.

I remained motionless. The thunder ceased; but the rain still
continued, and the scene was enveloped in an impenetrable
darkness. I revolved in my mind the events which | had until now
sought to forget: the whole train of my progress toward the
creation; the appearance of the works of my own hands at my
bedside; its departure. Two years had now nearly elapsed since
the night on which he first received life; and was this his first
crime? Alas! | had turned loose into the world a depraved wretch,
whose delight was in carnage and misery; had he not murdered
my brother?

No one can conceive the anguish | suffered during the
remainder of the night, which I spent, cold and wet, in the open
air. But | did not feel the inconvenience of the weather; my
imagination was busy in scenes of evil and despair. | considered
the being whom | had cast among mankind, and endowed with the
will and power to effect purposes of horror, such as the deed
which he had now done, nearly in the light of my own vampire,
my own spirit let loose from the grave, and forced to destroy all
that was dear to me.

Day dawned; and | directed my steps towards the town. The
gates were open, and | hastened to my father's house. My first
thought was to discover what | knew of the murderer, and cause
instant pursuit to be made. But | paused when | reflected on the
story that | had to tell. A being whom | myself had formed, and
endued with life, had met me at midnight among the precipices of
an inaccessible mountain. | remembered also the nervous fever
with which | had been seized just at the time that | dated my
creation, and which would give an air of delirium to a tale
otherwise so utterly improbable. I well knew that if any other had
communicated such a relation to me, | should have looked upon it
as the ravings of insanity. Besides, the strange nature of the
animal would elude all pursuit, even if | were so far credited as to
persuade my relatives to commence it. And then of what use
would be pursuit? Who could arrest a creature capable of scaling
the overhanging sides of Mont Saleve? These reflections
determined me, and | resolved to remain silent.

It was about five in the morning when | entered my father's
house. | told the servants not to disturb the family, and went into
the library to attend their usual hour of rising.

Six years had elapsed, passed in a dream but for one
indelible trace, and I stood in the same place where | had last
embraced my father before my departure for Ingolstadt. Beloved
and venerable parent! He still remained to me. | gazed on the
picture of my mother, which stood over the mantel-piece. It was
an historical subject, painted at my father's desire, and represented
Caroline Beaufort in an agony of despair, kneeling by the coffin
of her dead father. Her garb was rustic, and her cheek pale; but
there was an air of dignity and beauty, that hardly permitted the
sentiment of pity. Below this picture was a miniature of William;
and my tears flowed when I looked upon it. While | was thus
engaged, Ernest entered: he had heard me arrive, and hastened to
welcome me: "Welcome, my dearest Victor," said he. "Ah! | wish
you had come three months ago, and then you would have found
us all joyous and delighted. You come to us now to share a misery
which nothing can alleviate; yet your presence will, | hope, revive
our father, who seems sinking under his misfortune; and your
persuasions will induce poor Elizabeth to cease her vain and
tormenting self-accusations.—Poor William! he was our darling
and our pride!"

Tears, unrestrained, fell from my brother's eyes; a sense of
mortal agony crept over my frame. Before, | had only imagined
the wretchedness of my desolated home; the reality came on me
as a new, and a not less terrible, disaster. I tried to calm Ernest; |
enquired more minutely concerning my father, and here | named
my cousin.

"She most of all," said Ernest, "requires consolation; she
accused herself of having caused the death of my brother, and that



made her very wretched. But since the murderer has been
discovered—"

"The murderer discovered! Good God! how can that be?
who could attempt to pursue him? It is impossible; one might as
well try to overtake the winds, or confine a mountain-stream with
a straw. | saw him too; he was free last night!"

"l do not know what you mean," replied my brother, in
accents of wonder, "but to us the discovery we have made
completes our misery. No one would believe it at first; and even
now Elizabeth will not be convinced, notwithstanding all the
evidence. Indeed, who would credit that Justine Moritz, who was
so amiable, and fond of all the family, could suddenly become so
capable of so frightful, so appalling a crime?"

"Justine Moritz! Poor, poor girl, is she the accused? But it is
wrongfully; everyone knows that; no one believes it, surely,
Ernest?"

"No one did at first; but several circumstances came out,
that have almost forced conviction upon us; and her own
behaviour has been so confused, as to add to the evidence of facts
a weight that, | fear, leaves no hope for doubt. But she will be
tried today, and you will then hear all."

He then related that, the morning on which the murder of
poor William had been discovered, Justine had been taken ill, and
confined to her bed for several days. During this interval, one of
the servants, happening to examine the apparel she had worn on
the night of the murder, had discovered in her pocket the picture
of my mother, which had been judged to be the temptation of the
murderer. The servant instantly showed it to one of the others,
who, without saying a word to any of the family, went to a
magistrate; and, upon their deposition, Justine was apprehended.
On being charged with the fact, the poor girl confirmed the
suspicion in a great measure by her extreme confusion of manner.

This was a strange tale, but it did not shake my faith; and |
replied earnestly, "You are all mistaken; I know the murderer.
Justine, poor, good Justine, is innocent."

At that instant my father entered. | saw unhappiness deeply
impressed on his countenance, but he endeavoured to welcome
me cheerfully; and, after we had exchanged our mournful
greeting, would have introduced some other topic than that of our
disaster, had not Ernest exclaimed, "Good God, papa! Victor says
that he knows who was the murderer of poor William."

"We do also, unfortunately,” replied my father, "for indeed |
had rather have been for ever ignorant than have discovered so
much depravity and ungratitude in one | valued so highly."

"My dear father, you are mistaken; Justine is innocent."”

"If she is, God forbid that she should suffer as guilty. She is
to be tried today, and | hope, | sincerely hope, that she will be
acquitted."”

This speech calmed me. | was firmly convinced in my own
mind that Justine, and indeed every human being, was guiltless of

this murder. I had no fear, therefore, that any circumstantial
evidence could be brought forward strong enough to convict her.
My tale was not one to announce publicly; its astounding horror
would be looked upon as madness by the vulgar. Did anyone
indeed exist, except I, the creator, who would believe, unless his
senses convinced him, in the existence of the living monument of
presumption and rash ignorance which I had let loose upon the
world?

We were soon joined by Elizabeth. Time had altered her
since | last beheld her; it had endowed her with loveliness
surpassing the beauty of her childish years. There was the same
candour, the same vivacity, but it was allied to an expression more
full of sensibility and intellect. She welcomed me with the
greatest affection. "Your arrival, my dear cousin," said she, "fills
me with hope. You perhaps will find some means to justify my
poor guiltless Justine. Alas! who is safe, if she be convicted of
crime? | rely on her innocence as certainly as | do upon my own.
Our misfortune is doubly hard to us; we have not only lost that
lovely darling boy, but this poor girl, whom I sincerely love, is to
be torn away by even a worse fate. If she is condemned, | never
shall know joy more. But she will not, | am sure she will not; and
then | shall be happy again, even after the sad death of my little
William."

"She is innocent, my Elizabeth," said I, "and that shall be
proved; fear nothing, but let your spirits be cheered by the
assurance of her acquittal."

"How kind and generous you are! Everyone else believes in
her guilt, and that made me wretched, for | knew that it was
impossible: and to see everyone else prejudiced in so deadly a
manner rendered me hopeless and despairing." She wept.

"Dearest niece," said my father, "dry your tears. If she is, as
you believe, innocent, rely on the justice of our laws, and the
activity with which | shall prevent the slightest shadow of
partiality."

Chapter 8
Justine, a girl who has been taken in by the Frankenstein
family, has been found guilty of murdering young William
Frankenstein. The evidence of the locket picture found in her
pocket seals her guilt. Sentenced to death for her crime, she
faces her fate bravely. Victor is tormented that his creation has
brought about such horror!

Chapter 9
Overwhelmed with grief and torment, Victor finds refuge in
“bodily exercise”. Geneva is nestled in the Alps, and so Victor
walks in the mountains in familiar places he walked frequently
as a child.

Chapter 10

I spent the following day roaming through the valley. |
stood beside the sources of the Arveiron, which take their rise in a
glacier, that with slow pace is advancing down from the summit
of the hills to barricade the valley. ...



These sublime and magnificent scenes afforded me the
greatest consolation that | was capable of receiving. They elevated
me from all littleness of feeling, and although they did not remove
my grief, they subdued and tranquillized it. In some degree, also,
they diverted my mind from the thoughts over which it had
brooded for the last month. | retired to rest at night; my slumbers,
as it were, waited on and ministered to by the assemblance of
grand shapes which | had contemplated during the day...—they
all gathered round me and bade me be at peace.

Where had they fled when the next morning | awoke? All of
soul-inspiriting fled with sleep, and dark melancholy clouded
every thought. The rain was pouring in torrents, and thick mists
hid the summits of the mountains...Still | would penetrate their
misty veil and seek them in their cloudy retreats. What were rain
and storm to me? My mule was brought to the door, and |
resolved to ascend to the summit of Montanvert. | remembered
the effect that the view of the tremendous and ever-moving
glacier had produced upon my mind when | first saw it. It had
then filled me with a sublime ecstasy that gave wings to the soul
and allowed it to soar from the obscure world to light and joy. The
sight of the awful and majestic in nature had indeed always the
effect of solemnizing my mind and causing me to forget the
passing cares of life. | determined to go without a guide, for | was
well acquainted with the path, and the presence of another would
destroy the solitary grandeur of the scene.

The ascent is precipitous, but the path is cut into continual
and short windings, which enable you to surmount the
perpendicularity of the mountain. It is a scene terrifically desolate.

It was nearly noon when | arrived at the top of the ascent.
For some time | sat upon the rock that overlooks the sea of ice. A
mist covered both that and the surrounding mountains. Presently a
breeze dissipated the cloud, and I descended upon the glacier. The
surface is very uneven, rising like the waves of a troubled sea,
descending low, and interspersed by rifts that sink deep. The field
of ice is almost a league in width, but I spent nearly two hours in
crossing it. The opposite mountain is a bare perpendicular rock.
From the side where | now stood Montanvert was exactly
opposite, at the distance of a league; and above it rose Mont
Blanc, in awful majesty. | remained in a recess of the rock, gazing
on this wonderful and stupendous scene. The sea, or rather the
vast river of ice, wound among its dependent mountains, whose
aerial summits hung over its recesses. Their icy and glittering
peaks shone in the sunlight over the clouds. My heart, which was
before sorrowful, now swelled with something like joy; I
exclaimed, "Wandering spirits, if indeed ye wander, and do not
rest in your narrow beds, allow me this faint happiness, or take
me, as your companion, away from the joys of life."

As | said this | suddenly beheld the figure of a man, at some
distance, advancing towards me with superhuman speed. He
bounded over the crevices in the ice, among which I had walked
with caution; his stature, also, as he approached, seemed to exceed
that of man. | was troubled; a mist came over my eyes, and | felt a
faintness seize me, but | was quickly restored by the cold gale of
the mountains. | perceived, as the shape came nearer (sight
tremendous and abhorred!) that it was the wretch whom | had
created. | trembled with rage and horror, resolving to wait his
approach and then close with him in mortal combat. He

approached; his countenance bespoke bitter anguish, combined
with disdain and malignity, while its unearthly ugliness rendered
it almost too horrible for human eyes. But | scarcely observed
this; rage and hatred had at first deprived me of utterance, and |
recovered only to overwhelm him with words expressive of
furious detestation and contempt.

"Devil," I exclaimed, "do you dare approach me? And do
not you fear the fierce vengeance of my arm wreaked on your
miserable head? Begone, vile insect! Or rather, stay, that | may
trample you to dust! And, oh! That I could, with the extinction of
your miserable existence, restore those victims whom you have so
diabolically murdered!"

"l expected this reception,” said the daemon. "All men hate
the wretched; how, then, must | be hated, who am miserable
beyond all living things! Yet you, my creator, detest and spurn
me, thy creature, to whom thou art bound by ties only dissoluble
by the annihilation of one of us. You purpose to kill me. How dare
you sport thus with life? Do your duty towards me, and I will do
mine towards you and the rest of mankind. If you will comply
with my conditions, | will leave them and you at peace; but if you
refuse, I will glut the maw of death, until it be satiated with the
blood of your remaining friends."

"Abhorred monster! Fiend that thou art! The tortures of hell
are too mild a vengeance for thy crimes. Wretched devil! You
reproach me with your creation, come on, then, that | may
extinguish the spark which I so negligently bestowed."

My rage was without bounds; I sprang on him, impelled by
all the feelings which can arm one being against the existence of
another.

He easily eluded me and said,

"Be calm! | entreat you to hear me before you give vent to
your hatred on my devoted head. Have | not suffered enough, that
you seek to increase my misery? Life, although it may only be an
accumulation of anguish, is dear to me, and | will defend it.
Remember, thou hast made me more powerful than thyself; my
height is superior to thine, my joints more supple. But I will not
be tempted to set myself in opposition to thee. | am thy creature,
and I will be even mild and docile to my natural lord and king if
thou wilt also perform thy part, the which thou owest me. Oh,
Frankenstein, be not equitable to every other and trample upon me
alone, to whom thy justice, and even thy clemency and affection,
is most due. Remember that | am thy creature; | ought to be thy
Adam, but | am rather the fallen angel, whom thou drivest from
joy for no misdeed. Everywhere | see bliss, from which | alone
am irrevocably excluded. | was benevolent and good; misery
made me a fiend. Make me happy, and | shall again be virtuous."

"Begone! I will not hear you. There can be no community
between you and me; we are enemies. Begone, or let us try our
strength in a fight, in which one must fall."

"How can | move thee? Will no entreaties cause thee to turn
a favourable eye upon thy creature, who implores thy goodness
and compassion? Believe me, Frankenstein, | was benevolent; my
soul glowed with love and humanity; but am | not alone,



miserably alone? You, my creator, abhor me; what hope can |
gather from your fellow creatures, who owe me nothing? They
spurn and hate me. The desert mountains and dreary glaciers are
my refuge. | have wandered here many days; the caves of ice,
which | only do not fear, are a dwelling to me, and the only one
which man does not grudge. These bleak skies | hail, for they are
kinder to me than your fellow beings. If the multitude of mankind
knew of my existence, they would do as you do, and arm
themselves for my destruction. Shall I not then hate them who
abhor me? | will keep no terms with my enemies. | am miserable,
and they shall share my wretchedness. Yet it is in your power to
recompense me, and deliver them from an evil which it only
remains for you to make so great, that not only you and your
family, but thousands of others, shall be swallowed up in the
whirlwinds of its rage. Let your compassion be moved, and do not
disdain me. Listen to my tale; when you have heard that, abandon
or commiserate me, as you shall judge that | deserve. But hear me.
The guilty are allowed, by human laws, bloody as they are, to
speak in their own defence before they are condemned. Listen to
me, Frankenstein. You accuse me of murder, and yet you would,
with a satisfied conscience, destroy your own creature. Oh, praise
the eternal justice of man! Yet | ask you not to spare me; listen to
me, and then, if you can, and if you will, destroy the work of your
hands."”

"Why do you call to my remembrance,” | rejoined,
"circumstances of which I shudder to reflect, that | have been the
miserable origin and author? Cursed be the day, abhorred devil, in
which you first saw light! Cursed (although I curse myself) be the
hands that formed you! You have made me wretched beyond
expression. You have left me no power to consider whether | am
just to you or not. Begone! Relieve me from the sight of your
detested form."

"Thus I relieve thee, my creator," he said, and placed his
hated hands before my eyes, which I flung from me with violence;
"thus | take from thee a sight which you abhor. Still thou canst
listen to me and grant me thy compassion. By the virtues that |
once possessed, | demand this from you. Hear my tale; it is long
and strange, and the temperature of this place is not fitting to your
fine sensations; come to the hut upon the mountain. The sun is yet
high in the heavens; before it descends to hide itself behind your
snowy precipices and illuminate another world, you will have
heard my story and can decide. On you it rests, whether I quit
forever the neighbourhood of man and lead a harmless life, or
become the scourge of your fellow creatures and the author of
your own speedy ruin."

As he said this he led the way across the ice; | followed. My
heart was full, and I did not answer him, but as | proceeded, |
weighed the various arguments that he had used and determined at
least to listen to his tale. | was partly urged by curiosity, and
compassion confirmed my resolution. | had hitherto supposed him
to be the murderer of my brother, and | eagerly sought a
confirmation or denial of this opinion. For the first time, also, I
felt what the duties of a creator towards his creature were, and that
I ought to render him happy before | complained of his
wickedness. These motives urged me to comply with his demand.
We crossed the ice, therefore, and ascended the opposite rock.
The air was cold, and the rain again began to descend; we entered
the hut, the fiend with an air of exultation, | with a heavy heart
and depressed spirits. But | consented to listen, and seating myself

by the fire which my odious companion had lighted, he thus
began his tale.

Chapters 11 to 16
The creature relates his tale of what he has experienced from
the night of his creation to the present. Feel free to read the
complete tale on line!

To give a short summary of what occurred, the creature learned
to speak and read while living in a storage room of a cottage in
the mountains, listening and watching through the cracks. The
family that lived there was teaching a foreign visitor from an
Arabic country about the language, history, and culture of
Western Europe. Therefore, the creature had a unique
opportunity to acquire knowledge and develop reasoning
capabilities.

The creature was delighted by the wonderful family life
exhibited by the cottage people he observed. Over the course of
a year or so, he watched them and did odd jobs during the night
to help them out. He was drawn to them because of how they
loved each other. He longed for what they had. He planned to
present himself to them at some point after endearing himself to
them. He knew they might be revolted by him as others had
been, but the father was old and blind, so he planned to befriend
him first while the others were away. But meanwhile, he was
learning and was in no hurry to risk bringing an end to this.

Once he had learned to read, the creature was able to read a
couple books he had found. One was Plutarch’s Lives and
another was Milton’s Paradise Lost. Plutarch’s Lives gave him
examples of great lives in history for his role models. Paradise
Lost taught him about God creating mankind and the fall that
resulted.

After reading these, the creature struggled with the issue of his
own identity and figuring out exactly what he was — how he fit
into the world. He wondered if he was like Adam, but he did not
have a creator to turn to in his despair as Adam did. He felt
rejected and expelled from humanity like Satan was expelled
from God, yet he had not rejected his creator and had not
deserved the rejection as Satan had. He began developing some
bitterness toward his creator.

Able to read, he could now read papers he had found in a pocket
in the clothing he was originally wearing when he left
Frankenstein’s laboratory. The notes were Victor’s lab notes
that told him all about the process by which Victor created him,
and also there were letters that told him where Victor’s family
lived.

The creature finally found an opportunity to reveal himself to
the blind father and was well received until the young people
arrived. Horrified by the monster, they attacked him. The
creature hid, and when he later returned to the cottage, the
family had moved away in fear. The creature burned down the
cottage in grief and anger. With nowhere else to go and with
anger in his heart, he went to Geneva to find Victor and found
his young brother William first. Hungry for companionship, he
approached young William to be a friend, but when William
reacted in horror, the creature choked him to death. He took
the locket from William’s neck and later when coming upon
Justine in a bard, he planted it in her pocket...



Chapter 17

The being finished speaking and fixed his looks upon me in
the expectation of a reply. But | was bewildered, perplexed, and
unable to arrange my ideas sufficiently to understand the full
extent of his proposition. He continued,

"You must create a female for me with whom I can live in
the interchange of those sympathies necessary for my being. This
you alone can do, and | demand it of you as a right which you
must not refuse to concede."

The latter part of his tale had kindled anew in me the anger
that had died away while he narrated his peaceful life among the
cottagers, and as he said this | could no longer suppress the rage
that burned within me.

"l do refuse it,” | replied; "and no torture shall ever extort a
consent from me. You may render me the most miserable of men,
but you shall never make me base in my own eyes. Shall I create
another like yourself, whose joint wickedness might desolate the
world. Begone! | have answered you; you may torture me, but |
will never consent.”

"You are in the wrong," replied the fiend; "and instead of
threatening, 1 am content to reason with you. I am malicious
because | am miserable. Am I not shunned and hated by all
mankind? You, my creator, would tear me to pieces and triumph;
remember that, and tell me why | should pity man more than he
pities me? You would not call it murder if you could precipitate
me into one of those ice-rifts and destroy my frame, the work of
your own hands. Shall | respect man when he condemns me? Let
him live with me in the interchange of kindness, and instead of
injury I would bestow every benefit upon him with tears of
gratitude at his acceptance. But that cannot be; the human senses
are insurmountable barriers to our union. Yet mine shall not be
the submission of abject slavery. I will revenge my injuries; if |
cannot inspire love, | will cause fear, and chiefly towards you my
arch-enemy, because my creator, do | swear inextinguishable
hatred. Have a care; | will work at your destruction, nor finish
until I desolate your heart, so that you shall curse the hour of your
birth."

A fiendish rage animated him as he said this; his face was
wrinkled into contortions too horrible for human eyes to behold;
but presently he calmed himself and proceeded—

"l intended to reason. This passion is detrimental to me, for
you do not reflect that YOU are the cause of its excess. If any
being felt emotions of benevolence towards me, | should return
them a hundred and a hundredfold; for that one creature's sake |
would make peace with the whole kind! But | now indulge in
dreams of bliss that cannot be realized. What | ask of you is
reasonable and moderate; | demand a creature of another sex, but
as hideous as myself; the gratification is small, but it is all that I
can receive, and it shall content me. It is true, we shall be
monsters, cut off from all the world; but on that account we shall
be more attached to one another. Our lives will not be happy, but
they will be harmless and free from the misery I now feel. Oh!
My creator, make me happy; let me feel gratitude towards you for

one benefit! Let me see that | excite the sympathy of some
existing thing; do not deny me my request!"

I was moved. | shuddered when | thought of the possible
consequences of my consent, but | felt that there was some justice
in his argument. His tale and the feelings he now expressed
proved him to be a creature of fine sensations, and did | not as his
maker owe him all the portion of happiness that it was in my
power to bestow? He saw my change of feeling and continued,

"If you consent, neither you nor any other human being
shall ever see us again; | will go to the vast wilds of South
America. My food is not that of man; | do not destroy the lamb
and the kid to glut my appetite; acorns and berries afford me
sufficient nourishment. My companion will be of the same nature
as myself and will be content with the same fare. We shall make
our bed of dried leaves; the sun will shine on us as on man and
will ripen our food. The picture I present to you is peaceful and
human, and you must feel that you could deny it only in the
wantonness of power and cruelty. Pitiless as you have been
towards me, | now see compassion in your eyes; let me seize the
favourable moment and persuade you to promise what I so
ardently desire."”

"You propose,” replied I, "to fly from the habitations of
man, to dwell in those wilds where the beasts of the field will be
your only companions. How can you, who long for the love and
sympathy of man, persevere in this exile? You will return and
again seek their kindness, and you will meet with their
detestation; your evil passions will be renewed, and you will then
have a companion to aid you in the task of destruction. This may
not be; cease to argue the point, for | cannot consent."

"How inconstant are your feelings! But a moment ago you
were moved by my representations, and why do you again harden
yourself to my complaints? | swear to you, by the earth which |
inhabit, and by you that made me, that with the companion you
bestow | will quit the neighbourhood of man and dwell, as it may
chance, in the most savage of places. My evil passions will have
fled, for I shall meet with sympathy! My life will flow quietly
away, and in my dying moments I shall not curse my maker."

His words had a strange effect upon me. | compassionated
him and sometimes felt a wish to console him, but when | looked
upon him, when | saw the filthy mass that moved and talked, my
heart sickened and my feelings were altered to those of horror and
hatred. | tried to stifle these sensations; | thought that as | could
not sympathize with him, I had no right to withhold from him the
small portion of happiness which was yet in my power to bestow.

"You swear," | said, "to be harmless; but have you not
already shown a degree of malice that should reasonably make me
distrust you? May not even this be a feint that will increase your
triumph by affording a wider scope for your revenge?"

"How is this? | must not be trifled with, and | demand an
answer. If | have no ties and no affections, hatred and vice must
be my portion; the love of another will destroy the cause of my
crimes, and | shall become a thing of whose existence everyone
will be ignorant. My vices are the children of a forced solitude
that | abhor, and my virtues will necessarily arise when | live in



communion with an equal. | shall feel the affections of a sensitive
being and become linked to the chain of existence and events
from which | am now excluded."

| paused some time to reflect on all he had related and the
various arguments which he had employed.... After a long pause
of reflection | concluded that the justice due both to him and my
fellow creatures demanded of me that | should comply with his
request. Turning to him, therefore, | said,

"l consent to your demand, on your solemn oath to quit
Europe forever, and every other place in the neighbourhood of
man, as soon as | shall deliver into your hands a female who will
accompany you in your exile."

"l swear," he cried, "by the sun, and by the blue sky of
heaven, and by the fire of love that burns my heart, that if you
grant my prayer, while they exist you shall never behold me
again. Depart to your home and commence your labours; | shall
watch their progress with unutterable anxiety; and fear not but
that when you are ready | shall appear.”

Saying this, he suddenly quitted me, fearful, perhaps, of any
change in my sentiments. | saw him descend the mountain with
greater speed than the flight of an eagle, and quickly lost among
the undulations of the sea of ice.

Chapters 18-19
Tormented by the task he feels he must do to make things right,
Victor travels with Henry Clerval to England, Scotland, and
Ireland. He rents a remote cottage to carry out the creature’s
wish but harbors many misgivings. He sees no way to get rid of
the monster unless he does what the monster asked.

Chapter 20

| sat one evening in my laboratory; the sun had set, and the
moon was just rising from the sea; | had not sufficient light for my
employment, and | remained idle, in a pause of consideration of
whether | should leave my labour for the night or hasten its
conclusion by an unremitting attention to it. As | sat, a train of
reflection occurred to me which led me to consider the effects of
what | was now doing. Three years before, | was engaged in the
same manner and had created a fiend whose unparalleled
barbarity had desolated my heart and filled it forever with the
bitterest remorse. | was how about to form another being of whose
dispositions | was alike ignorant; she might become ten thousand
times more malignant than her mate and delight, for its own sake,
in murder and wretchedness. He had sworn to quit the
neighbourhood of man and hide himself in deserts, but she had
not; and she, who in all probability was to become a thinking and
reasoning animal, might refuse to comply with a compact made
before her creation. They might even hate each other; the creature
who already lived loathed his own deformity, and might he not
conceive a greater abhorrence for it when it came before his eyes
in the female form? She also might turn with disgust from him to
the superior beauty of man; she might quit him, and he be again
alone, exasperated by the fresh provocation of being deserted by
one of his own species. Even if they were to leave Europe and
inhabit the deserts of the new world, yet one of the first results of
those sympathies for which the daemon thirsted would be

children, and a race of devils would be propagated upon the earth
who might make the very existence of the species of man a
condition precarious and full of terror. Had I right, for my own
benefit, to inflict this curse upon everlasting generations? | had
before been moved by the sophisms of the being I had created; |
had been struck senseless by his fiendish threats; but now, for the
first time, the wickedness of my promise burst upon me; |
shuddered to think that future ages might curse me as their pest,
whose selfishness had not hesitated to buy its own peace at the
price, perhaps, of the existence of the whole human race.

I trembled and my heart failed within me, when, on looking
up, | saw by the light of the moon the daemon at the casement. A
ghastly grin wrinkled his lips as he gazed on me, where | sat
fulfilling the task which he had allotted to me. Yes, he had
followed me in my travels; he had loitered in forests, hid himself
in caves, or taken refuge in wide and desert heaths; and he now
came to mark my progress and claim the fulfilment of my
promise.

As | looked on him, his countenance expressed the utmost
extent of malice and treachery. I thought with a sensation of
madness on my promise of creating another like to him, and
trembling with passion, tore to pieces the thing on which | was
engaged. The wretch saw me destroy the creature on whose future
existence he depended for happiness, and with a how! of devilish
despair and revenge, withdrew.

I left the room, and locking the door, made a solemn vow in
my own heart never to resume my labours; and then, with
trembling steps, | sought my own apartment. | was alone; none
were near me to dissipate the gloom and relieve me from the
sickening oppression of the most terrible reveries.

Several hours passed, and | remained near my window
gazing on the sea; it was almost motionless, for the winds were
hushed, and all nature reposed under the eye of the quiet moon. A
few fishing vessels alone specked the water, and now and then the
gentle breeze wafted the sound of voices as the fishermen called
to one another. | felt the silence, although | was hardly conscious
of its extreme profundity, until my ear was suddenly arrested by
the paddling of oars near the shore, and a person landed close to
my house.

In a few minutes after, | heard the creaking of my door, as if
some one endeavoured to open it softly. | trembled from head to
foot; | felt a presentiment of who it was and wished to rouse one
of the peasants who dwelt in a cottage not far from mine; but |
was overcome by the sensation of helplessness, so often felt in
frightful dreams, when you in vain endeavour to fly from an
impending danger, and was rooted to the spot. Presently | heard
the sound of footsteps along the passage; the door opened, and the
wretch whom | dreaded appeared.

Shutting the door, he approached me and said in a
smothered voice, "You have destroyed the work which you began;
what is it that you intend? Do you dare to break your promise? |
have endured toil and misery; | left Switzerland with you; I crept
along the shores of the Rhine, among its willow islands and over
the summits of its hills. I have dwelt many months in the heaths of
England and among the deserts of Scotland. I have endured



incalculable fatigue, and cold, and hunger; do you dare destroy
my hopes?"

"Begone! | do break my promise; never will | create another
like yourself, equal in deformity and wickedness."

"Slave, | before reasoned with you, but you have proved
yourself unworthy of my condescension. Remember that I have
power; you believe yourself miserable, but I can make you so
wretched that the light of day will be hateful to you. You are my
creator, but I am your master; obey!"

"The hour of my irresolution is past, and the period of your
power is arrived. Your threats cannot move me to do an act of
wickedness; but they confirm me in a determination of not
creating you a companion in vice. Shall I, in cool blood, set loose
upon the earth a daemon whose delight is in death and
wretchedness? Begone! | am firm, and your words will only
exasperate my rage."

The monster saw my determination in my face and gnashed
his teeth in the impotence of anger. "Shall each man," cried he,
"find a wife for his bosom, and each beast have his mate, and | be
alone? | had feelings of affection, and they were requited by
detestation and scorn. Man! You may hate, but beware! Your
hours will pass in dread and misery, and soon the bolt will fall
which must ravish from you your happiness forever. Are you to
be happy while I grovel in the intensity of my wretchedness? You
can blast my other passions, but revenge remains—revenge,
henceforth dearer than light or food! | may die, but first you, my
tyrant and tormentor, shall curse the sun that gazes on your
misery. Beware, for | am fearless and therefore powerful. 1 will
watch with the wiliness of a snake, that | may sting with its
venom. Man, you shall repent of the injuries you inflict."”

"Devil, cease; and do not poison the air with these sounds of
malice. | have declared my resolution to you, and | am no coward
to bend beneath words. Leave me; | am inexorable."”

"It is well. I go; but remember, | shall be with you on your
wedding-night."”

| started forward and exclaimed, "Villain! Before you sign
my death-warrant, be sure that you are yourself safe."

I would have seized him, but he eluded me and quitted the
house with precipitation. In a few moments | saw him in his boat,
which shot across the waters with an arrow swiftness and was
soon lost amidst the waves.

All was again silent, but his words rang in my ears. | burned
with rage to pursue the murderer of my peace and precipitate him
into the ocean. | walked up and down my room hastily and
perturbed, while my imagination conjured up a thousand images
to torment and sting me. Why had | not followed him and closed
with him in mortal strife? But | had suffered him to depart, and he
had directed his course towards the mainland. | shuddered to think
who might be the next victim sacrificed to his insatiate revenge.
And then I thought again of his words—"1 WILL BE WITH YOU
ON YOUR WEDDING-NIGHT." That, then, was the period fixed
for the fulfillment of my destiny. In that hour I should die and at
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once satisfy and extinguish his malice. The prospect did not move
me to fear; yet when | thought of my beloved Elizabeth, of her
tears and endless sorrow, when she should find her lover so
barbarously snatched from her, tears, the first | had shed for many
months, streamed from my eyes, and | resolved not to fall before
my enemy without a bitter struggle.

...I determined to quit my island at the expiration of two
days. Yet, before | departed, there was a task to perform, on
which | shuddered to reflect; | must pack up my chemical
instruments, and for that purpose I must enter the room which had
been the scene of my odious work, and | must handle those
utensils the sight of which was sickening to me. The next
morning, at daybreak, I summoned sufficient courage and
unlocked the door of my laboratory. The remains of the half-
finished creature, whom | had destroyed, lay scattered on the
floor, and I almost felt as if I had mangled the living flesh of a
human being. | paused to collect myself and then entered the
chamber. With trembling hand | conveyed the instruments out of
the room, but I reflected that | ought not to leave the relics of my
work to excite the horror and suspicion of the peasants; and |
accordingly put them into a basket, with a great quantity of stones,
and laying them up, determined to throw them into the sea that
very night; and in the meantime | sat upon the beach, employed in
cleaning and arranging my chemical apparatus.

...Between two and three in the morning the moon rose;
and | then, putting my basket aboard a little skiff, sailed out about
four miles from the shore. The scene was perfectly solitary; a few
boats were returning towards land, but | sailed away from them. |
felt as if I was about the commission of a dreadful crime and
avoided with shuddering anxiety any encounter with my fellow
creatures. At one time the moon, which had before been clear,
was suddenly overspread by a thick cloud, and | took advantage
of the moment of darkness and cast my basket into the sea; |
listened to the gurgling sound as it sank and then sailed away
from the spot. The sky became clouded, but the air was pure,
although chilled by the northeast breeze that was then rising. But
it refreshed me and filled me with such agreeable sensations that |
resolved to prolong my stay on the water, and fixing the rudder in
a direct position, stretched myself at the bottom of the boat.
Clouds hid the moon, everything was obscure, and | heard only
the sound of the boat as its keel cut through the waves; the
murmur lulled me, and in a short time | slept soundly.

I do not know how long | remained in this situation, but
when | awoke | found that the sun had already mounted
considerably. The wind was high, and the waves continually
threatened the safety of my little skiff. | found that the wind was
northeast and must have driven me far from the coast from which
I had embarked...... | confess that | felt a few sensations of terror.
I had no compass with me and was so slenderly acquainted with
the geography of this part of the world that the sun was of little
benefit to me. | might be driven into the wide Atlantic and feel all
the tortures of starvation or be swallowed up in the immeasurable
waters that roared and buffeted around me. | had already been out
many hours and felt the torment of a burning thirst, a prelude to
my other sufferings. ...Some hours passed thus; but by degrees, as
the sun declined towards the horizon, the wind died away into a
gentle breeze and the sea became free from breakers. But these
gave place to a heavy swell; | felt sick and hardly able to hold the
rudder, when suddenly I saw a line of high land towards the south.



Almost spent, as | was, by fatigue and the dreadful suspense
I endured for several hours, this sudden certainty of life rushed
like a flood of warm joy to my heart, and tears gushed from my
eyes.

How mutable are our feelings, and how strange is that
clinging love we have of life even in the excess of misery! |
constructed another sail with a part of my dress and eagerly
steered my course towards the land. It had a wild and rocky
appearance, but as | approached nearer | easily perceived the
traces of cultivation. | saw vessels near the shore and found
myself suddenly transported back to the neighbourhood of
civilized man. ...As | turned the promontory I perceived a small
neat town and a good harbour, which | entered, my heart
bounding with joy at my unexpected escape.

As | was occupied in fixing the boat and arranging the sails,
several people crowded towards the spot. They seemed much
surprised at my appearance, but instead of offering me any
assistance, whispered together with gestures that at any other time
might have produced in me a slight sensation of alarm. As it was,
I merely remarked that they spoke English, and | therefore
addressed them in that language. "My good friends," said I, "will
you be so kind as to tell me the name of this town and inform me
where | am?"

"You will know that soon enough,” replied a man with a
hoarse voice. "Maybe you are come to a place that will not prove
much to your taste, but you will not be consulted as to your
quarters, | promise you."

I was exceedingly surprised on receiving so rude an answer
from a stranger, and | was also disconcerted on perceiving the
frowning and angry countenances of his companions. "Why do
you answer me so roughly?" I replied. "Surely it is not the custom
of Englishmen to receive strangers so inhospitably."

"1 do not know," said the man, "what the custom of the
English may be, but it is the custom of the Irish to hate villains."
While this strange dialogue continued, | perceived the crowd
rapidly increase. Their faces expressed a mixture of curiosity and
anger, which annoyed and in some degree alarmed me.

I inquired the way to the inn, but no one replied. I then
moved forward, and a murmuring sound arose from the crowd as
they followed and surrounded me, when an ill-looking man
approaching tapped me on the shoulder and said, “"Come, sir, you
must follow me to Mr. Kirwin's to give an account of yourself."

"Who is Mr. Kirwin? Why am | to give an account of
myself? Is not this a free country?"

"Ay, sir, free enough for honest folks. Mr. Kirwin is a
magistrate, and you are to give an account of the death of a
gentleman who was found murdered here last night."”

This answer startled me, but | presently recovered myself. |
was innocent; that could easily be proved; accordingly I followed
my conductor in silence and was led to one of the best houses in
the town. | was ready to sink from fatigue and hunger, but being
surrounded by a crowd, I thought it politic to rouse all my
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strength, that no physical debility might be construed into
apprehension or conscious guilt. Little did | then expect the
calamity that was in a few moments to overwhelm me and
extinguish in horror and despair all fear of ignominy or death. |
must pause here, for it requires all my fortitude to recall the
memory of the frightful events which | am about to relate, in
proper detail, to my recollection.

Chapter 21

I was soon introduced into the presence of the magistrate,
an old benevolent man with calm and mild manners. He looked
upon me, however, with some degree of severity, and then,
turning towards my conductors, he asked who appeared as
witnesses on this occasion.

About half a dozen men came forward. ..

Several give testimony that they discovered a dead body
lying on the beach.

...It appeared to be a handsome young man, about five and
twenty years of age. He had apparently been strangled, for there
was no sign of any violence except the black mark of fingers on
his neck.

The first part of this deposition did not in the least interest
me, but when the mark of the fingers was mentioned |
remembered the murder of my brother and felt myself extremely
agitated; my limbs trembled, and a mist came over my eyes,
which obliged me to lean on a chair for support. The magistrate
observed me with a keen eye and of course drew an unfavourable
augury from my manner.

...Mr. Kirwin, on hearing this evidence, desired that |
should be taken into the room where the body lay for interment,
that it might be observed what effect the sight of it would produce
upon me. This idea was probably suggested by the extreme
agitation | had exhibited when the mode of the murder had been
described. | was accordingly conducted, by the magistrate and
several other persons, to the inn. | could not help being struck by
the strange coincidences that had taken place during this eventful
night; but, knowing that I had been conversing with several
persons in the island | had inhabited about the time that the body
had been found, | was perfectly tranquil as to the consequences of
the affair. | entered the room where the corpse lay and was led up
to the coffin. How can | describe my sensations on beholding it? |
feel yet parched with horror, nor can | reflect on that terrible
moment without shuddering and agony. The examination, the
presence of the magistrate and witnesses, passed like a dream
from my memory when | saw the lifeless form of Henry Clerval
stretched before me. | gasped for breath, and throwing myself on
the body, I exclaimed, "Have my murderous machinations
deprived you also, my dearest Henry, of life? Two | have already
destroyed; other victims await their destiny; but you, Clerval, my
friend, my benefactor—"...

Chapter 22 to 23
Victor is so full of despair, that he decides he must bring the
situation to a head. He believes that the creature plans to kill



him on his wedding night, so he decides he will marry Elizabeth
and face his fate with the creature.

Chapter 23

It was eight o'clock when we landed; we walked for a short
time on the shore, enjoying the transitory light, and then retired to
the inn and contemplated the lovely scene of waters, woods, and
mountains, obscured in darkness, yet still displaying their black
outlines.

The wind, which had fallen in the south, now rose with
great violence in the west. The moon had reached her summit in
the heavens and was beginning to descend; the clouds swept
across it swifter than the flight of the vulture and dimmed her
rays, while the lake reflected the scene of the busy heavens,
rendered still busier by the restless waves that were beginning to
rise. Suddenly a heavy storm of rain descended.

I had been calm during the day, but so soon as night
obscured the shapes of objects, a thousand fears arose in my mind.
I was anxious and watchful, while my right hand grasped a pistol
which was hidden in my bosom; every sound terrified me, but |
resolved that | would sell my life dearly and not shrink from the
conflict until my own life or that of my adversary was
extinguished. Elizabeth observed my agitation for some time in
timid and fearful silence, but there was something in my glance
which communicated terror to her, and trembling, she asked,
"What is it that agitates you, my dear Victor? What is it you
fear?"

"Oh! Peace, peace, my love," replied I; "this night, and all
will be safe; but this night is dreadful, very dreadful."”

| passed an hour in this state of mind, when suddenly |
reflected how fearful the combat which | momentarily expected
would be to my wife, and | earnestly entreated her to retire,
resolving not to join her until | had obtained some knowledge as
to the situation of my enemy.

She left me, and | continued some time walking up and
down the passages of the house and inspecting every corner that
might afford a retreat to my adversary. But | discovered no trace
of him and was beginning to conjecture that some fortunate
chance had intervened to prevent the execution of his menaces
when suddenly | heard a shrill and dreadful scream. It came from
the room into which Elizabeth had retired. As | heard it, the whole
truth rushed into my mind, my arms dropped, the motion of every
muscle and fibre was suspended; I could feel the blood trickling in
my veins and tingling in the extremities of my limbs. This state
lasted but for an instant; the scream was repeated, and | rushed
into the room. Great God! Why did I not then expire! Why am |
here to relate the destruction of the best hope and the purest
creature on earth? She was there, lifeless and inanimate, thrown
across the bed, her head hanging down and her pale and distorted
features half covered by her hair. Everywhere I turn | see the same
figure—her bloodless arms and relaxed form flung by the
murderer on its bridal bier. Could | behold this and live? Alas!
Life is obstinate and clings closest where it is most hated. For a
moment only did I lose recollection; | fell senseless on the
ground.
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When I recovered | found myself surrounded by the people
of the inn; their countenances expressed a breathless terror, but
the horror of others appeared only as a mockery, a shadow of the
feelings that oppressed me. | escaped from them to the room
where lay the body of Elizabeth, my love, my wife, so lately
living, so dear, so worthy. She had been moved from the posture
in which I had first beheld her, and now, as she lay, her head upon
her arm and a handkerchief thrown across her face and neck, |
might have supposed her asleep. I rushed towards her and
embraced her with ardour, but the deadly languor and coldness of
the limbs told me that what | now held in my arms had ceased to
be the Elizabeth whom | had loved and cherished. The murderous
mark of the fiend's grasp was on her neck, and the breath had
ceased to issue from her lips. While 1 still hung over her in the
agony of despair, | happened to look up. The windows of the
room had before been darkened, and I felt a kind of panic on
seeing the pale yellow light of the moon illuminate the chamber.
The shutters had been thrown back, and with a sensation of horror
not to be described, | saw at the open window a figure the most
hideous and abhorred. A grin was on the face of the monster; he
seemed to jeer, as with his fiendish finger he pointed towards the
corpse of my wife. | rushed towards the window, and drawing a
pistol from my bosom, fired; but he eluded me, leaped from his
station, and running with the swiftness of lightning, plunged into
the lake.

The report of the pistol brought a crowd into the room. |
pointed to the spot where he had disappeared, and we followed
the track with boats; nets were cast, but in vain. After passing
several hours, we returned hopeless, most of my companions
believing it to have been a form conjured up by my fancy. After
having landed, they proceeded to search the country, parties going
in different directions among the woods and vines.

| attempted to accompany them and proceeded a short
distance from the house, but my head whirled round, my steps
were like those of a drunken man, | fell at last in a state of utter
exhaustion; a film covered my eyes, and my skin was parched
with the heat of fever. In this state | was carried back and placed
on a bed, hardly conscious of what had happened; my eyes
wandered round the room as if to seek something that I had lost.

After an interval | arose, and as if by instinct, crawled into
the room where the corpse of my beloved lay. There were women
weeping around; | hung over it and joined my sad tears to theirs;
all this time no distinct idea presented itself to my mind, but my
thoughts rambled to various subjects, reflecting confusedly on my
misfortunes and their cause. | was bewildered, in a cloud of
wonder and horror. The death of William, the execution of
Justine, the murder of Clerval, and lastly of my wife; even at that
moment | knew not that my only remaining friends were safe
from the malignity of the fiend; my father even now might be
writhing under his grasp, and Ernest might be dead at his feet.
This idea made me shudder and recalled me to action. | started up
and resolved to return to Geneva with all possible speed.

...l arrived at Geneva. My father and Ernest yet lived, but
the former sunk under the tidings that | bore. I see him now,
excellent and venerable old man! His eyes wandered in vacancy,
for they had lost their charm and their delight—his Elizabeth, his
more than daughter, whom he doted on with all that affection
which a man feels, who in the decline of life, having few



affections, clings more earnestly to those that remain. Cursed,
cursed be the fiend that brought misery on his grey hairs and
doomed him to waste in wretchedness! He could not live under
the horrors that were accumulated around him; the springs of
existence suddenly gave way; he was unable to rise from his bed,
and in a few days he died in my arms.

What then became of me? | know not; | lost sensation, and
chains and darkness were the only objects that pressed upon me.
Sometimes, indeed, | dreamt that | wandered in flowery meadows
and pleasant vales with the friends of my youth, but | awoke and
found myself in a dungeon. Melancholy followed, but by degrees
| gained a clear conception of my miseries and situation and was
then released from my prison. For they had called me mad, and
during many months, as | understood, a solitary cell had been my
habitation.

Liberty, however, had been a useless gift to me, had I not,
as | awakened to reason, at the same time awakened to revenge.
As the memory of past misfortunes pressed upon me, | began to
reflect on their cause—the monster whom | had created, the
miserable daemon whom | had sent abroad into the world for my
destruction. | was possessed by a maddening rage when | thought
of him, and desired and ardently prayed that I might have him
within my grasp to wreak a great and signal revenge on his cursed
head.

Nor did my hate long confine itself to useless wishes; |
began to reflect on the best means of securing him; and for this
purpose, about a month after my release, | repaired to a criminal
judge in the town and told him that | had an accusation to make,
that | knew the destroyer of my family, and that | required him to
exert his whole authority for the apprehension of the murderer.
The magistrate listened to me with attention and kindness.

"Be assured, sir," said he, "no pains or exertions on my part
shall be spared to discover the villain."

"l thank you," replied I; "listen, therefore, to the deposition
that | have to make. It is indeed a tale so strange that | should fear
you would not credit it were there not something in truth which,
however wonderful, forces conviction. The story is too connected
to be mistaken for a dream, and I have no motive for falsehood."
My manner as | thus addressed him was impressive but calm; |
had formed in my own heart a resolution to pursue my destroyer
to death, and this purpose quieted my agony and for an interval
reconciled me to life. I now related my history briefly but with
firmness and precision, marking the dates with accuracy and
never deviating into invective or exclamation.

The magistrate appeared at first perfectly incredulous, but
as | continued he became more attentive and interested; | saw him
sometimes shudder with horror; at others a lively surprise,
unmingled with disbelief, was painted on his countenance. When |
had concluded my narration | said, "This is the being whom |
accuse and for whose seizure and punishment I call upon you to
exert your whole power. It is your duty as a magistrate, and |
believe and hope that your feelings as a man will not revolt from
the execution of those functions on this occasion." This address
caused a considerable change in the physiognomy of my own
auditor. He had heard my story with that half kind of belief that is
given to a tale of spirits and supernatural events; but when he was
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called upon to act officially in consequence, the whole tide of his
incredulity returned. He, however, answered mildly, "I would
willingly afford you every aid in your pursuit, but the creature of
whom you speak appears to have powers which would put all my
exertions to defiance. Who can follow an animal which can
traverse the sea of ice and inhabit caves and dens where no man
would venture to intrude? Besides, some months have elapsed
since the commission of his crimes, and no one can conjecture to
what place he has wandered or what region he may now inhabit."

"1 do not doubt that he hovers near the spot which I inhabit,
and if he has indeed taken refuge in the Alps, he may be hunted
like the chamois and destroyed as a beast of prey. But | perceive
your thoughts; you do not credit my narrative and do not intend to
pursue my enemy with the punishment which is his desert." As |
spoke, rage sparkled in my eyes; the magistrate was intimidated.
"You are mistaken,"” said he. "I will exert myself, and if it is in my
power to seize the monster, be assured that he shall suffer
punishment proportionate to his crimes. But | fear, from what you
have yourself described to be his properties, that this will prove
impracticable; and thus, while every proper measure is pursued,
you should make up your mind to disappointment."

"That cannot be; but all that I can say will be of little avail.
My revenge is of no moment to you; yet, while | allow it to be a
vice, | confess that it is the devouring and only passion of my
soul. My rage is unspeakable when I reflect that the murderer,
whom | have turned loose upon society, still exists. You refuse
my just demand; I have but one resource, and | devote myself,
either in my life or death, to his destruction."

...1 broke from the house angry and disturbed and retired to
meditate on some other mode of action.

Chapter 24

My present situation was one in which all voluntary thought
was swallowed up and lost. | was hurried away by fury; revenge
alone endowed me with strength and composure; it moulded my
feelings and allowed me to be calculating and calm at periods
when otherwise delirium or death would have been my portion.

My first resolution was to quit Geneva forever; my country,
which, when | was happy and beloved, was dear to me, now, in
my adversity, became hateful. | provided myself with a sum of
money, together with a few jewels which had belonged to my
mother, and departed. And now my wanderings began which are
to cease but with life. | have traversed a vast portion of the earth
and have endured all the hardships which travellers in deserts and
barbarous countries are wont to meet. How | have lived | hardly
know; many times have | stretched my failing limbs upon the
sandy plain and prayed for death. But revenge kept me alive; |
dared not die and leave my adversary in being.

When | quitted Geneva my first labour was to gain some
clue by which I might trace the steps of my fiendish enemy. But
my plan was unsettled, and | wandered many hours round the
confines of the town, uncertain what path | should pursue. As
night approached | found myself at the entrance of the cemetery
where William, Elizabeth, and my father reposed. | entered it and
approached the tomb which marked their graves. Everything was



silent except the leaves of the trees, which were gently agitated by
the wind; the night was nearly dark, and the scene would have
been solemn and affecting even to an uninterested observer. The
spirits of the departed seemed to flit around and to cast a shadow,
which was felt but not seen, around the head of the mourner.

The deep grief which this scene had at first excited quickly
gave way to rage and despair. They were dead, and | lived; their
murderer also lived, and to destroy him | must drag out my weary
existence. | knelt on the grass and kissed the earth and with
quivering lips exclaimed, "By the sacred earth on which | kneel,
by the shades that wander near me, by the deep and eternal grief
that | feel, | swear; and by thee, O Night, and the spirits that
preside over thee, to pursue the daemon who caused this misery,
until he or I shall perish in mortal conflict. For this purpose | will
preserve my life; to execute this dear revenge will I again behold
the sun and tread the green herbage of earth, which otherwise
should vanish from my eyes forever. And | call on you, spirits of
the dead, and on you, wandering ministers of vengeance, to aid
and conduct me in my work. Let the cursed and hellish monster
drink deep of agony; let him feel the despair that now torments
me." | had begun my adjuration with solemnity and an awe which
almost assured me that the shades of my murdered friends heard
and approved my devotion, but the furies possessed me as |
concluded, and rage choked my utterance.

I was answered through the stillness of night by a loud and
fiendish laugh. It rang on my ears long and heavily; the mountains
re-echoed it, and | felt as if all hell surrounded me with mockery
and laughter. Surely in that moment I should have been possessed
by frenzy and have destroyed my miserable existence but that my
vow was heard and that | was reserved for vengeance. The
laughter died away, when a well-known and abhorred voice,
apparently close to my ear, addressed me in an audible whisper, "I
am satisfied, miserable wretch! You have determined to live, and
| am satisfied.”

| darted towards the spot from which the sound proceeded,
but the devil eluded my grasp. Suddenly the broad disk of the
moon arose and shone full upon his ghastly and distorted shape as
he fled with more than mortal speed...
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