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As the images that floated before me became more distinct, I
grew feverish; a darkness pressed around me; no one was near me
who soothed me with the gentle voice of love; no dear hand sup-
ported me. The physician came and prescribed medicines, and the
old woman prepared them for me; but utter carelessness was visible
in the first, and the expression of brutality was strongly marked in
the visage of the second. Who could be interested in the fate of a
murderer, but the hangman who would gain his fee?

These were my first reflections; but I soon learned that Mr Kirwin
had shewn me extreme kindness. He had caused the best room in the
prison to be prepared for me (wretched indeed was the best); and it was
he who had provided a physician and a nurse. It is true, he seldom came
to see me; for, although he ardently desired to relieve the sufferings of
every human creature, he did not wish to be present at the agonies and
miserable ravings of a murderer. He came, therefore, sometimes to see
that [ was not neglected; but his visits were short, and at long intervals.

One day, when I was gradually recovering, I was seated in a chair,
my eyes half open, and my cheeks livid like those in death, I was
overcome by gloom and misery, and often reflected I had better seek
death than remain miserably pent up only to be let loose in a world
replete with wretchedness. At one time I considered whether I should
not declare myself guilty, and suffer the penalty of the law, less inno-
cent than poor Justine had been. Such were my thoughts, when the
door of my apartment was opened, and Mr Kirwin entered. His
countenance expressed sympathy and compassion; he drew a chair
close to mine, and addressed me in French—

“I fear that this place is very shocking to you; can I do any thing
to make you more comfortable?”

“I thank you; but all that you mention is nothing to me: on the
whole earth there is no comfort which I am capable of receiving.”

“I know that the sympathy of a stranger can be but of little relief
to one borne down as you are by so strange a misfortune. But you
will, I hope, soon quit this melancholy abode; for, doubtless, evi-
dence can easily be brought to free you from the criminal charge.”

“That is my least concern: I am, by a course of strange events, be-
come the most miserable of mortals. Persecuted and tortured as I am
and have been, can death be any evil to me?”

“Nothing indeed could be more unfortunate and agonizing than
the strange chances that have lately occurred. You were thrown, by
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some surprising accident, on this shore, renowned for its hospitality;
seized immediately, and charged with murder. The first sight that was
presented to your eyes was the body of your friend, murdered in so
unaccountable a manner, and placed, as it were, by some fiend across
your path.”

As Mr Kirwin said this, notwithstanding the agitation I endured
on this retrospect of my sufferings, I also felt considerable surprise at
the knowledge he seemed to possess concerning me. 1 suppose some
astonishment was exhibited in my countenance; for Mr Kirwin has-
tened to say—

“It was not until a day or two after your illness that I thought of
examining your dress, that I might discover some trace by which I
could send to your relations an account of your misfortune and ill-
ness. I found several letters, and, among others, one which I discov-
ered from its commencement to be from your father. I instantly wrote
to Geneva: nearly two months have elapsed since the departure of my
letter.—But you are ill; even now you tremble: you are unfit for agita-
tion of any kind.”

“This suspense is a thousand times worse than the most horrible
event: tell me what new scene of death has been acted, and whose
murder I am now to lament.”

“Your family is perfectly well,” said Mr Kirwin, with gentleness;
“and some one, a friend, is come to visit you.”

I know not by what chain of thought the idea presented itself, but
it instantly darted into my mind that the murderer had come to mock
at my misery, and taunt me with the death of Clerval, as a new incite-
ment for me to comply with his hellish desires. I put my hand before
my eyes, and cried out in agony—

“Oh! take him away! I cannot see him; for God’s sake, do not let
him enter!”

Mr Kirwin regarded me with a troubled countenance. He could
not help regarding my exclamation as a presumption of my guilt, and
said, in rather a severe tone—

“I should have thought, young man, that the presence of your
father would have been welcome, instead of inspiring such violent
repugnance.”

“My father!” cried 1, while every feature and every muscle was re-
laxed from anguish to pleasure. “Is my father, indeed, come? How
kind, how very kind. But where is he, why does he not hasten to me?”
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My change of manner surprised and pleased the magistrate;
perhaps he thought that my former exclamation was a momentary
return of delirium, and now he instantly resumed his former benevo-
lence. He rose, and quitted the room with my nurse, and in a moment
my father entered it.

Nothing, at this moment, could have given me greater pleasure
than the arrival of my father. I stretched out my hand to him, and
cried—

“Are you then safe—and Elizabeth—and Ernest?”

My father calmed me with assurances of their welfare, and en-
deavoured, by dwelling on these subjects so interesting to my heart,
to raise my desponding spirits; but he soon felt that a prison cannot
be the abode of cheerfulness. “What a place is this that you inhabit,
my son!” said he, looking mournfully at the barred windows, and
wretched appearance of the room. “You travelled to seek happiness,
but a fatality seems to pursue you. And poor Clerval—”

The name of my unfortunate and murdered friend was an agita-
tion too great to be endured in my weak state; I shed tears.

“Alas! yes, my father,” replied I; “some destiny of the most horri-
ble kind hangs over me, and I must live to fulfil it, or surely I should
have died on the coffin of Henry.”

We were not allowed to converse for any length of time, for the
precarious state of my health rendered every precaution necessary
that could insure tranquillity. Mr Kirwin came in, and insisted that
my strength should not be exhausted by too much exertion. But the
appearance of my father was to me like that of my good angel, and I
gradually recovered my health.

As my sickness quitted me, I was absorbed by a gloomy and
black melancholy, that nothing could dissipate. The image of
Clerval was for ever before me, ghastly and murdered. More than
once the agitation into which these reflections threw me made my
friends dread a dangerous relapse. Alas! why did they preserve so
miserable and detested a life? It was surely that I might fulfil my
destiny, which is now drawing to a close. Soon, oh, very soon, will
death extinguish these throbbings, and relieve me from the mighty
weight of anguish that bears me to the dust; and, in executing the

award of justice, I shall also sink to rest. Then the appearance of
death was distant, although the wish was ever present to my
thoughts; and I often sat for hours motionless and speechless,
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wishing for some mighty revolution that might bury me and my
destroyer in its ruins.

The season of the assizes! approached. I had already been three
months in prison; and although I was still weak, and in continual
danger of a relapse, I was obliged to travel nearly a hundred miles to
the county-town, where the court was held. Mr Kirwin charged him-
s_eff with every care of collecting witnesses, and arranging my de-
fence. I was spared the disgrace of appearing publicly as a criu'}inal,
as the case was not brought before the court that decides on life and
death. The grand jury rejected the bill, on its being proved that I was
on the Orkney Islands at the hour the body of my friend was found,
and a fortight after my removal I was liberated from prison,

My father was enraptured on finding me freed from the vexations
of a criminal charge, that [ was again allowed to breathe the fresh at-
mosphere, and allowed to return to my native country. I did not par-
ticipate in these feelings; for to me the walls of a dungeon or a palace
were alike hateful. The cup of life was poisoned for ever; and al-
though the sun shone upon me, as upon the happy and gay of heart, I
saw around me nothing but a dense and frightful darkness, pene-
trated by no light but the glimmer of two eyes that glared upon me.
Sometimes they were the expressive eyes of Henry, languishing in
death, the dark orbs nearly covered by the lids, and the long black
lashes that fringed them; sometimes it was the watery clouded eyes of
the monster, as I first saw them in my chamber at Ingolstadt. ‘

My father tried to awaken in me the feelings of affection. He talked
of Geneva, which I should soon visit—of Elizabeth, and Ernest; but
these words only drew deep groans from me. Sometimes, indeed, I felt a
wish for happiness; and thought, with melancholy delight, of my
beloved cousin; or longed, with a devouring maladie du pays,® to see
once more the blue lake and rapid Rhone, that had been so é{ear to me

in early childhood: but my general state of feeling was a torpor, in
which a prison was as welcome a residence as the divinest scene in na-
ture; and these fits were seldom interrupted, but by paroxysms of an-
guish and despair. At these moments I often endeavoured to put an end
to the existence I loathed; and it required unceasing attendance and vig-
ilance to restrain me from committing some dreadful act of violence.

TCounty-court sessions.
ZFrench: homesickness.
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I remember, as I quitted the prison, I heard one of the men say,
“He may be innocent of the murder, but he has certainly a bad con-
science.” These words struck me. A bad conscience! yes, surely I had
one. William, Justine, and Clerval, had died through my infernal
machinations; “And whose death,” cried I, “is to finish the tragedy?
Ah! my father, do not remain in this wretched country; take me where
I may forget myself, my existence, and all the world.”

My father easily acceded to my desire; and, after having taken
leave of Mr Kirwin, we hastened to Dublin. I felt as if [ was relieved
from a heavy weight, when the packet sailed with a fair wind from
Ireland, and I had quitted for ever the country which had been to me
the scene of so much misery.3

It was midnight. My father slept in the cabin; and I lay on the
deck, looking at the stars, and listening to the dashing of the waves. I
hailed the darkness that shut Ireland from my sight, and my pulse
beat with a feverish joy, when I reflected that I should soon see
Geneva. The past appeared to me in the light of a frightful dream; yet
the vessel in which I was, the wind that blew me from the detested
shore of Ireland, and the sea which surrounded me, told me too
forcibly that I was deceived by no vision, and that Clerval, my friend
and dearest companion, had fallen a victim to me and the monster of
my creation. I repassed, in my memory, my whole life; my quiet hap-
piness while residing with my family in Geneva, the death of my
mother, and my departure for Ingolstadt. I remembered shuddering
at the mad enthusiasm that hurried me on to the creation of my
hideous enemy, and I called to mind the night during which he first
lived. I was unable to pursue the train of thought; a thousand feelings
pressed upon me, and I wept bitterly.

Ever since my recovery from the fever I had been in the custom of
taking every night a small quantity of laudanum;* for it was by
means of this drug only that [ was enabled to gain the rest necessary
for the preservation of life. Oppressed by the recollection of my vari-
ous misfortunes, I now took a double dose, and soon slept pro-
foundly. But sleep did not afford me respite from thought and mis-
ery; my dreams presented a thousand objects that scared me.

3For the 1831 revision, giving much more emphasis to Victor’s desire to return home
to protect his family, see p. 206.

4First used by Paracelsus, this is opium dissolved in alcohol, a powerful painkiller,
sedative, and psychadclic agent.
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Towards morning I was possessed by a kind of nightmare;’ I felt the
fiend’s grasp in my neck, and could not free myself from it; groans
and cries rung in my ears. My father, who was watching over me,
perceiving my restlessness, awoke me, and pointed to the port of
Holyhead, which we were now entering.®

Chapter V

We had resolved not to go to London, but to cross the country to
Portsmouth, and thence to embark for Havre. I preferred this plan prin-
cipally because I dreaded to see again those places in which I had en-
joyed a few moments of tranquillity with my beloved Clerval. I thought
with horror of seeing again those persons whom we had been accus-
tomed to visit together, and who might make inquiries concerning an
event, the very remembrance of which made me again feel the pang I
endured when I gazed on his lifeless form in the inn at .

As for my father, his desires and exertions were bounded to the
again! seeing me restored to health and peace of mind. His tender-
ness and attentions were unremitting; my grief and gloom was obsti-
nate, but he would not despair. Sometimes he thought that 1 felt
deeply the degradation of being obliged to answer a charge of mur-
der, and he endeavoured to prove to me the futility of pride.?

“Alas! my father,” said I, “how little do you know me. Human
beings, their feelings and passions, would indeed be degraded, if such
a wretch as I felt pride. Justine, poor unhappy Justine, was as inno-
cent as I, and she suffered the same charge; she died for it; and I am
the cause of this—I murdered her. William, Justine, and Henry—they
all died by my hands.”

My father had often, during my imprisonment, heard me make the
same assertion; when I thus accused myself, he sometimes seemed to de-
sire an explanation, and at others he appeared to consider it as caused
by delirium, and that, during my illness, some idea of this kind had pre-
sented itself to my imagination, the remembrance of which I preserved

’In its original meaning, an evil spirit that attacked during sleep.

fFor the 1831 additions to this paragraph, on Victor’s renewed longing for forgetful-
ness, see p. 207.

l«ggain” is an adjective.
2For the expansion of Victor’s anguish in 1831, see p. 207.



