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from Chapter IV 

From this day natural philosophy, and particularly chemistry, in the most comprehensive sense of the term, 
became nearly my sole occupation. I read with ardour those works, so full of genius and discrimination, which 
modern inquirers have written on these subjects. I attended the lectures, and cultivated the acquaintance, of the 
men of science of the university; and I found even in M. Krempe a great deal of sound sense and real information, 
combined, it is true, with a repulsive physiognomy and manners, but not on that account the less valuable. In M. 
Waldman I found a true friend. His gentleness was never tinged by dogmatism; and his instructions were given 
with an air of frankness and good nature that banished every idea of pedantry. In a thousand ways he smoothed 
for me the path of knowledge, and made the most abstruse inquiries clear and facile to my apprehension. My 
application was at first fluctuating and uncertain; it gained strength as I proceeded, and soon became so ardent and 
eager that the stars often disappeared in the light of morning whilst I was yet engaged in my laboratory. 

As I applied so closely, it may be easily conceived that my progress was rapid. My ardour was indeed the 
astonishment of the students, and my proficiency that of the masters. Professor Krempe often asked me, with a sly 
smile, how Cornelius Agrippa went on? whilst M. Waldman expressed the most heartfelt exultation in my 
progress. Two years passed in this manner, during which I paid no visit to Geneva, but was engaged, heart and 
soul, in the pursuit of some discoveries, which I hoped to make. None but those who have experienced them can 
conceive of the enticements of science. In other studies you go as far as others have gone before you, and there is 
nothing more to know; but in a scientific pursuit there is continual food for discovery and wonder. A mind of 
moderate capacity, which closely pursues one study, must infallibly arrive at great proficiency in that study; and I, 
who continuity sought the attainment of one object of pursuit, and was solely wrapt up in this, improved so 
rapidly that, at the end of two years, I made some discoveries in the improvement of some chemical instruments 
which procured me great esteem and admiration at the university. When I had arrived at this point, and had 
become as well acquainted with the theory and practice of natural philosophy as depended on the lessons of any 
of the professors at Ingolstadt, my residence there being no longer conducive to my improvement, I thought of 
returning to my friends and my native town, when an incident happened that protracted my stay. 

One of the phenomena which had peculiarly attracted my attention was the structure of the human frame, and, 
indeed, any animal endued with life. Whence, I often asked myself, did the principle of life proceed? It was a bold 
question, and one which has ever been considered as a mystery; yet with how many things are we upon the brink 
of becoming acquainted, if cowardice or carelessness did not restrain our inquiries. I revolved these circumstances 
in my mind, and determined thenceforth to apply myself more particularly to those branches of natural philosophy 
which relate to physiology. Unless I had been animated by an almost supernatural enthusiasm, my application to 
this study would have been irksome, and almost intolerable. To examine the causes of life, we must first have 
recourse to death. I became acquainted with the science of anatomy: but this was not sufficient; I must also 
observe the natural decay and corruption of the human body. In my education my father had taken the greatest 
precautions that my mind should be impressed with no supernatural horrors. I do not ever remember to have 
trembled at a tale of superstition, or to have feared the apparition of a spirit. Darkness had no effect upon my 
fancy; and a churchyard was to me merely the receptacle of bodies deprived of life, which, from being the seat of 
beauty and strength, had become food for the worm. Now I was led to examine the cause and progress of this 
decay, and forced to spend days and nights in vaults and charnel-houses. My attention was fixed upon every 
object the most insupportable to the delicacy of the human feelings. I saw how the fine form of man was degraded 
and wasted; I beheld the corruption of death succeed to the blooming cheek of life; I saw how the worm inherited 
the wonders of the eye and brain. I paused, examining and analysing all the minutia of causation, as exemplified 
in the change from life to death, and death to life, until from the midst of this darkness a sudden light broke in 
upon me--a light so brilliant and wondrous, yet so simple, that while I became dizzy with the immensity of the 
prospect which it illustrated, I was surprised, that among so many men of genius who had directed their inquiries 
towards the same science, that I alone should be reserved to discover so astonishing a secret. 

Remember, I am not recording the vision of a madman. The sun does not more certainly shine in the heavens, 
than that which I now affirm is true. Some miracle might have produced it, yet the stages of the discovery were 
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distinct and probable. After days and nights of incredible labour and fatigue, I succeeded in discovering the cause 
of generation and life; nay, more, I became myself capable of bestowing animation upon lifeless matter. 

The astonishment which I had at first experienced on this discovery soon gave place to delight and rapture. After 
so much time spent in painful labour, to arrive at once at the summit of my desires was the most gratifying 
consummation of my toils. But this discovery was so great and overwhelming that all the steps by which I had 
been progressively led to it were obliterated, and I beheld only the result. What had been the study and desires of 
the wisest men since the creation of the world was now within my grasp. Not that, like a magic scene, it all 
opened upon me at once: the information I had obtained was of a nature rather to direct my endeavours so soon as 
I should point them towards the object of my search, than to exhibit that object already accomplished. I was like 
the Arabian who had been buried with the dead, and found a passage to life, aided only by one glimmering, and 
seemingly ineffectual, light. 

I see by your eagerness, and the wonder and hope which your eyes express, my friend, that you expect to be 
informed of the secret with which I am acquainted; that cannot be: listen patiently until the end of my story, and 
you will easily perceive why I am reserved upon that subject. I will not lead you on, unguarded and ardent as I 
then was, to your destruction and infallible misery. Learn from me, if not by my precepts, at least by my example, 
how dangerous is the acquirement of knowledge, and how much happier that man is who believes his native town 
to be the world, than he who aspires to become greater than his nature will allow. 

from Chapter V 

It was on a dreary night of November that I beheld the accomplishment of my toils. With an anxiety that almost 
amounted to agony, I collected the instruments of life around me, that I 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, I 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 I had endeavoured to form? His limbs were in proportion, and I 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. I had worked hard for nearly 
two years, for the sole purpose of infusing life into an inanimate body. For this I had deprived myself of rest and 
health. I had desired it with an ardour that far exceeded moderation; but now that I had finished, the beauty of the 
dream vanished, and breathless horror and disgust filled my heart. Unable to endure the aspect of the being I had 
created, I rushed out of the room, and continued a long time traversing my bedchamber, unable to compose my 
mind to sleep. At length lassitude succeeded to the tumult I had before endured; and I threw myself on the bed in 
my clothes, endeavouring to seek a few moments of forgetfulness. But it was in vain: I 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, I embraced her; but as I imprinted the first kiss on her lips, they became livid 
with the hue of death; her features appeared to change, and I thought that I held the corpse of my dead mother in 
my arms; a shroud enveloped her form, and I saw the grave-worms crawling in the folds of the flannel. I 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, I 
beheld the wretch -- the miserable monster whom I 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 I escaped, and rushed down stairs. I took refuge in the courtyard belonging to the house which I 
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inhabited; where I 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. I 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. 

from Chapter X 
 
It was nearly noon when I arrived at the top of the ascent. For some time I 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 I now stood Montanvert was 
exactly opposite, at the distance of a league; and above it rose Mont Blanc, in awful majesty. I 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 I said this, I 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. I was troubled: a mist came over my eyes, and I felt a faintness seize 
me; but I was quickly restored by the cold gale of the mountains. I perceived, as the shape came nearer (sight 
tremendous and abhorred!) that it was the wretch whom I had created. I 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 I scarcely observed this; rage and hatred had at first deprived me of utterance, and I 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 I 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!" 

"I expected this reception," said the daemon. "All men hate the wretched; how, then, must I 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, I 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 I 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! I entreat you to hear me, before you give vent to your hatred on my devoted head. Have I not suffered 
enough that you seek to increase my misery? Life, although it may only be an accumulation of anguish, is dear to 
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me, and I 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. I 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 I am thy creature; I ought to be thy Adam; but I am 
rather the fallen angel, whom thou drivest from joy for no misdeed. Everywhere I see bliss, from which I alone 
am irrevocably excluded. I was benevolent and good; misery made me a fiend. Make me happy, and I 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 I move thee? Will no entreaties cause thee to turn a favourable eye upon thy creature, who implores thy 
goodness and compassion? Believe me, Frankenstein: I was benevolent; my soul glowed with love and humanity: 
but am I not alone, miserably alone? You, my creator, abhor me; what hope can I gather from your fellow-
creatures, who owe me nothing? they spurn and hate me. The desert mountains and dreary glaciers are my refuge. 
I have wandered here many days; the caves of ice, which I only do not fear, are a dwelling to me, and the only one 
which man does not grudge. These bleak skies I 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? I will keep no terms with my enemies. I 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 I 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 I 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," I rejoined, "circumstances, of which I shudder to reflect, that I 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 I 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 I take from thee a sight which you abhor. Still thou canst listen to me, and grant me thy 
compassion. By the virtues that I once possessed, I 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 yon snowy precipices, and illuminate another 
world, you will have heard my story, and can decide. On you it rests whether I quit for ever the neighbourhood of 
man, and lead a hapless 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: I followed. My heart was full, and I did not answer him; but, as I 
proceeded, I weighed the various arguments that he had used, and determined at least to listen to his tale. I was 
partly urged by curiosity, and compassion confirmed my resolution. I had hitherto supposed him to be the 
murderer of my brother, and I 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 I 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, I with a heavy heart and depressed spirits. But I consented to listen; and, seating myself 
by the fire which my odious companion had lighted, he thus began his tale. 
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from Chapter XI 
 
"It is with considerable difficulty that I remember the original era of my being: all the events of that period appear 
confused and indistinct. A strange multiplicity of sensations seized me, and I saw, felt, heard, and smelt, at the 
same time; and it was, indeed, a long time before I learned to distinguish between the operations of my various 
senses. By degrees, I remember, a stronger light pressed upon my nerves, so that I was obliged to shut my eyes. 
Darkness then came over me, and troubled me; but hardly had I felt this, when, by opening my eyes, as I now 
suppose, the light poured in upon me again. I walked, and, I believe, descended; but I presently found a great 
alteration in my sensations. Before, dark and opaque bodies had surrounded me, impervious to my touch or sight; 
but I now found that I could wander on at liberty, with no obstacles which I could not either surmount or avoid. 
The light became more and more oppressive to me; and, the heat wearying me as I walked, I sought a place where 
I could receive shade. This was the forest near Ingolstadt; and here I lay by the side of a brook resting from my 
fatigue, until I felt tormented by hunger and thirst. This roused me from my nearly dormant state, and I ate some 
berries which I found hanging on the trees, or lying on the ground. I slaked my thirst at the brook; and then lying 
down, was overcome by sleep. 

"It was dark when I awoke; I felt cold also, and half-frightened, as it were instinctively, finding myself so 
desolate. Before I had quitted your apartment, on a sensation of cold, I had covered myself with some clothes; but 
these were insufficient to secure me from the dews of night. I was a poor, helpless, miserable wretch; I knew, and 
could distinguish, nothing; but feeling pain invade me on all sides, I sat down and wept. 

"Soon a gentle light stole over the heavens, and gave me a sensation of pleasure. I started up, and beheld a radiant 
form rise from among the trees.[1] I gazed with a kind of wonder. It moved slowly, but it enlightened my path; 
and I again went out in search of berries. I was still cold, when under one of the trees I found a huge cloak, with 
which I covered myself, and sat down upon the ground. No distinct ideas occupied my mind; all was confused. I 
felt light, and hunger, and thirst, and darkness; innumerable sounds rung in my ears, and on all sides various 
scents saluted me: the only object that I could distinguish was the bright moon, and I fixed my eyes on that with 
pleasure. 

"Several changes of day and night passed, and the orb of night had greatly lessened, when I began to distinguish 
my sensations from each other. I gradually saw plainly the clear stream that supplied me with drink, and the trees 
that shaded me with their foliage. I was delighted when I first discovered that a pleasant sound, which often 
saluted my ears, proceeded from the throats of the little winged animals who had often intercepted the light from 
my eyes. I began also to observe, with greater accuracy, the forms that surrrounded me, and to perceive the 
boundaries of the radiant roof of light which canopied me. Sometimes I tried to imitate the pleasant songs of the 
birds, but was unable. Sometimes I wished to express my sensations in my own mode, but the uncouth and 
inarticulate sounds which broke from me frightened me into silence again. 

"The moon had disappeared from the night, and again, with a lessened form, showed itself, while I still remained 
in the forest. My sensations had, by this time, become distinct, and my mind received every day additional ideas. 
My eyes became accustomed to the light, and to perceive objects in their right forms; I distinguished the insect 
from the herb, and, by degrees, one herb from another. I found that the sparrow uttered none but harsh notes, 
whilst those of the blackbird and thrush were sweet and enticing. 

"One day, when I was oppressed by cold, I found a fire which had been left by some wandering beggars, and was 
overcome with delight at the warmth I experienced from it. In my joy I thrust my hand into the live embers, but 
quickly drew it out again with a cry of pain. How strange, I thought, that the same cause should produce such 
opposite effects! I examined the materials of the fire, and to my joy found it to be composed of wood. I quickly 
collected some branches; but they were wet, and would not burn. I was pained at this, and sat still watching the 
operation of the fire. The wet wood which I had placed near the heat dried, and itself became inflamed. I reflected 
on this; and, by touching the various branches, I discovered the cause, and busied myself in collecting a great 
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quantity of wood, that I might dry it, and have a plentiful supply of fire. When night came on, and brought sleep 
with it, I was in the greatest fear lest my fire should be extinguished. I covered it carefully with dry wood and 
leaves, and placed wet branches upon it; and then, spreading my cloak, I lay on the ground, and sunk into sleep. 

"It was morning when I awoke, and my first care was to visit the fire. I uncovered it, and a gentle breeze quickly 
fanned it into a flame. I observed this also, and contrived a fan of branches, which roused the embers when they 
were nearly extinguished. When night came again, I found, with pleasure, that the fire gave light as well as heat; 
and that the discovery of this element was useful to me in my food; for I found some of the offals that the 
travellers had left had been roasted, and tasted much more savoury than the berries I gathered from the trees. I 
tried, therefore, to dress my food in the same manner, placing it on the live embers. I found that the berries were 
spoiled by this operation, and the nuts and roots much improved. 

"Food, however, became scarce; and I often spent the whole day searching in vain for a few acorns to assuage the 
pangs of hunger. When I found this, I resolved to quit the place that I had hitherto inhabited, to seek for one where 
the few wants I experienced would be more easily satisfied. In this emigration, I exceedingly lamented the loss of 
the fire which I had obtained through accident, and knew not how to reproduce it. I gave several hours to the 
serious consideration of this difficulty; but I was obliged to relinquish all attempt to supply it; and, wrapping 
myself up in my cloak, I struck across the wood towards the setting sun. I passed three days in these rambles, and 
at length discovered the open country. A great fall of snow had taken place the night before, and the fields were of 
one uniform white; the appearance was disconsolate, and I found my feet chilled by the cold damp substance that 
covered the ground. 

"It was about seven in the morning, and I longed to obtain food and shelter; at length I perceived a small hut, on a 
rising ground, which had doubtless been built for the convenience of some shepherd. This was a new sight to me; 
and I examined the structure with great curiosity. Finding the door open, I entered. An old man sat in it, near a 
fire, over which he was preparing his breakfast. He turned on hearing a noise; and, perceiving me, shrieked 
loudly, and, quitting the hut, ran across the fields with a speed of which his debilitated form hardly appeared 
capable. His appearance, different from any I had ever before seen, and his flight, somewhat surprised me. But I 
was enchanted by the appearance of the hut: here the snow and rain could not penetrate; the ground was dry; and 
it presented to me then as exquisite and divine a retreat as Pandaemonium appeared to the daemons of hell after 
their sufferings in the lake of fire. I greedily devoured the remnants of the shepherd's breakfast, which consisted 
of bread, cheese, milk, and wine; the latter, however, I did not like. Then, overcome by fatigue, I lay down among 
some straw, and fell asleep. 

"It was noon when I awoke; and, allured by the warmth of the sun, which shone brightly on the white ground, I 
determined to recommence my travels; and, depositing the remains of the peasant's breakfast in a wallet I found, I 
proceeded across the fields for several hours, until at sunset I arrived at a village. How miraculous did this appear! 
the huts, the neater cottages, and stately houses, engaged my admiration by turns. The vegetables in the gardens, 
the milk and cheese that I saw placed at the windows of some of the cottages, allured my appetite. One of the best 
of these I entered; but I had hardly placed my foot within the door, before the children shrieked, and one of the 
women fainted. The whole village was mused; some fled, some attacked me, until, grievously bruised by stones 
and many other kinds of missile weapons, I escaped to the open country, and fearfully took refuge in a low hovel, 
quite bare, and making a wretched appearance after the palaces I had beheld in the village. This hovel, however, 
joined a cottage of a neat and pleasant appearance; but, after my late dearly bought experience, I dared not enter 
it. My place of refuge was constructed of wood, but so low that I could with difficulty sit upright in it. No wood, 
however, was placed on the earth, which formed the floor, but it was dry; and although the wind entered it by 
innumerable chinks, I found it an agreeable asylum from the snow and rain. 

"Here then I retreated, and lay down happy to have found a shelter, however miserable, from the inclemency of 
the season, and still more from the barbarity of man… 
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from Chapter XVII 
 
The being finished speaking, and fixed his looks upon me in expectation of a reply. But I 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 I 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, I could no longer suppress the rage that burned within me. 

"I do refuse it," I 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! I have answered you; you may torture me, but I will never 
consent." 

"You are in the wrong," replied the fiend; "and, instead of threatening, I am content to reason with you. I am 
malicious because I 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 I 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 I respect man when he contemns 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 I cannot inspire love, I will cause fear; and chiefly towards you my arch-
enemy, because my creator, do I swear inextinguishable hatred. Have a care: I 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-- 

"I 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, I should return them an hundred and an hundred 
fold; for that one creature's sake, I would make peace with the whole kind! But I now indulge in dreams of bliss 
that cannot be realised. What I ask of you is reasonable and moderate; I 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 I excite the sympathy of some existing 
thing; do not deny me my request!" 

I was moved. I shuddered when I thought of the possible consequences of my consent; but I 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 I 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: I will go to the vast wilds of South 
America. My food is not that of man; I 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, I now see compassion in your eyes; let 
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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 I 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? I swear to you, by the earth which I inhabit, and by you that made me, 
that, with the companion you bestow, I 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. I compassionated him, and sometimes felt a wish to console him; but 
when I looked upon him, when I saw the filthy mass that moved and talked, my heart sickened, and my feelings 
were altered to those of horror and hatred. I tried to stifle these sensations; I thought that, as I could not 
sympathise 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," I 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? I must not be trifled with: and I demand an answer. If I 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 I shall become a thing of 
whose existence every one will be ignorant. My vices are the children of a forced solitude that I abhor; and my 
virtues will necessarily arise when I live in communion with an equal. I shall feel the affections of a sensitive 
being, and become linked to the chain of existence and events, from which I am now excluded." 

I paused some time to reflect on all he had related, and the various arguments which he had employed. I thought 
of the promise of virtues which he had displayed on the opening of his existence, and the subsequent blight of all 
kindly feeling by the loathing and scorn which his protectors had manifested towards him. His power and threats 
were not omitted in my calculations: a creature who could exist in the ice-caves of the glaciers, and hide himself 
from pursuit among the ridges of inaccessible precipices, was a being possessing faculties it would be vain to 
cope with. After a long pause of reflection, I concluded that the justice due both to him and my fellow-creatures 
demanded of me that I should comply with his request. Turning to him, therefore, I said-- 

"I consent to your demand, on your solemn oath to quit Europe for ever, and every other place in the 
neighbourhood of man, as soon as I shall deliver into your hands a female who will accompany you in your 
exile." 
 
from Chapter XX 
 
I sat one evening in my laboratory; the sun had set, and the moon was just rising from the sea; I had not sufficient 
light for my employment, and I remained idle, in a pause of consideration of whether I should leave my labour for 
the night, or hasten its conclusion by an unremitting attention to it. As I sat, a train of reflection occurred to me, 
which led me to consider the effects of what I was now doing. Three years before I was engaged in the same 
manner, and had created a fiend whose unparalleled barbarity had desolated my heart, and filled it for ever with 
the bitterest remorse. I was now about to form another being, of whose dispositions I 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 
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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? I had before been moved by the 
sophisms of the being I had created; I had been struck senseless by his fiendish threats: but now, for the first time, 
the wickedness of my promise burst upon me; I 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, I saw, by the light of the moon, the daemon at the 
casement. A ghastly grin wrinkled his lips as he gazed on me, where I 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 I 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 I was engaged. The wretch saw me destroy the creature on whose future existence he depended for 
happiness, and, with a howl 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, I sought my own apartment. I 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 I 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. I 
felt the silence, although I 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, I heard the creaking of my door, as if some one endeavoured to open it softly. I trembled 
from head to foot; I 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 I 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 I heard the sound of footsteps along the passage; the door opened, and the wretch whom I 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? 

I have endured toil and misery: I 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! I do break my promise; never will I create another like yourself, equal in deformity and wickedness." 

"Slave, I before reasoned with you, but you have proved yourself unworthy of my condescension. Remember that 
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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! I 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 I be alone? I 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 for ever. 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! I may die; but first you, my tyrant and tormentor, shall 
curse the sun that gazes on your misery. Beware; for I am fearless, and therefore powerful. I will watch with the 
wiliness of a snake, that I 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. I have declared my resolution to you, and I 
am no coward to bend beneath words. Leave me; I am inexorable." 

"It is well. I go; but remember, I shall be with you on your wedding-night." 
 
from Chapter XXIII 
 
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 I resolved that I 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." 

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

She left me, and I 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 I 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 I 
heard a shrill and dreadful scream. It came from the room into which Elizabeth had retired. As I heard it, the 
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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 I rushed into the room. 

Great God! why did I not then expire! Why am I here to relate the destruction of the best hope and the purest 
creature of 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 I see the same figure--her bloodless arms 
and relaxed form flung by the murderer on its bridal bier. Could I behold this and live? Alas! life is obstinate and 
clings closest where it is most hated. For a moment only did I lose recollection; I fell senseless on the ground. 
 
from Chapter XXIV 
 
My present situation was one in which all voluntary thought was swallowed up and lost. I 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 for ever; my country, which, when I was happy and beloved, was dear to 
me, now, in my adversity, became hateful. I 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. I 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 I have 
lived I hardly know; many times have I stretched my failing limbs upon the sandy plain and prayed for death. But 
revenge kept me alive; I dared not die and leave my adversary in being. 

When I 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 I wandered many hours round the confines of the town, uncertain what 
path I should pursue. As night approached, I found myself at the entrance of the cemetery where William, 
Elizabeth, and my father reposed. I 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 I 
lived; their murderer also lived, and to destroy him I must drag out my weary existence. I knelt on the grass and 
kissed the earth, and with quivering lips exclaimed, "By the sacred earth on which I kneel, by the shades that 
wander near me, by the deep and eternal grief that I feel, I 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 I 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 for ever. And I 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." 

I had begun my abjuration 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 I concluded, and rage choked my 
utterance. 

I was answered through the stillness of night by a loud and fiendish laugh. It rung on my ears long and heavily; 
the mountains re-echoed it, and I 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 I was reserved for vengeance. 


