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before you,' and have no cause for despair. But I—I have lost every
thing, and cannot begin life anew.”

As he said this, his countenance became expressive of a calm set-
tled grief, that touched me to the heart. But he was silent, and
presently retired to his cabin.

Even broken in spirit as he is, no one can feel more deeply than
he does the beauties of nature. The starry sky, the sea, and every sight
afforded by these wonderful regions, seems still to have the power of
elevating his soul from earth. Such a man has a double existence: he
may suffer misery, and be overwhelmed by disappointments; yet
when he has retired into himself, he will be like a celestial spirit, that
has a halo around him, within whose circle no grief or folly ventures.

Will you laugh at the enthusiasm I express concerning this divine
wanderer?!” If you do, you must have certainly lost that simplicity
which was once your characteristic charm. Yet, if you will, smile at
the warmth of my expressions, while 1 find every day new causes for
repeating them.

August 19th, 17—.

Yesterday the stranger said to me, “You may easily perceive, Captain
Walton, that I have suffered great and unparalleled misfortunes. I had
determined, once, that the memory of these evils should die with me;
but you have won me to alter my determination. You seek for knowl-
edge and wisdom, as I once did; and I ardently hope that the gratifica-
tion of your wishes may not be a serpent to sting you, as mine has
been.'® I do not know that the relation of my misfortunes will be use-
ful to you, yet, if you are inclined, listen to my tale.!® I believe that the
strange incidents connected with it will afford a view of nature, which
may enlarge your faculties and understanding. You will hear of pow-
ers and occurrences, such as you have been accustomed to believe
impossible: but I do not doubt that my tale conveys in its series inter-
nal evidence of the truth of the events of which it is composed.”

'An echo of the last lines of Paradise Lost (12.646).

"By cross-lingual pun (the Latin verb “wander” is errare), Shelley evokes the errant
and erring Satan,

'8In Paradise Lost 9, Eve's desire for the knowledge and wisdom invested in Adam
makes her vulnerable to Satan’s seduction in the guise of a rationally talking snake.

"9For the 1831 elaboration, see p. 193.
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You may easily conceive that I was much gratified by the otfergd
communication; yet I could not endure that he should renew his grief
by a recital of his misfortunes. I felt the greatest eagerness to hear the
promised narrative, partly from curiosity, and partly from a strong
desire to ameliorate his fate, if it were in my power. | expressed these
feelings in my answer.

“] thank you,” he replied, “for your sympathy, but it is useless; my
fate is nearly fulfilled. I wait but for one event, and then I shall repose in
peace. I understand your feeling,” continued he, perceiv.ing that I
wished to interrupt him; “but you are mistaken, my friend, if thus you
will allow me to name you; nothing can alter my destiny: listen to my
history, and you will perceive how irrevocably it is determined.”

He then told me, that he would commence his narrative the next
day when I should be at leisure. This promise drew from me the
warmest thanks. I have resolved every night, when I am not engaged,
to record, as nearly as possible in his own words, what he has relate.d
during the day. If I should be engaged, I will at least make notes. This
manuscript will doubtless afford you the greatest pleasure: but to me,
who know him, and who hear it from his own lips, with what interest
and sympathy shall I read it in some future day!?°

Frankenstein;
or,
The Modern Prometheus

Chapter I

I am by birth a Genevese;! and my family is one of the most distin-
guished of that republic. My ancestors had been for many years
counsellors and syndics;2 and my father had filled several public situ-
ations with honour and reputation. He was respected by all who

20For additions in 1831, elaborating Victor’s appearance and affect, see p. 193.

From Geneva; Switzerland was a rare republic in a continent of monarchies, and
home of Rousseau, the philosophical father of the French Revolution, who referred to
himself as “Citizen of Geneva.”

ZRuling elite.
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knew him for his integrity and indefatigable attention to public busi-
ness. He passed his younger days perpetually occupied by the affairs
of his country; and it was not until the decline of life that he thought
of marrying, and bestowing on the state sons who might carry his
virtues and his name down to posterity.

As the circumstances of his marriage illustrate his character, I cannot
refrain from relating them. One of his most intimate friends was a mer-
chant, who, from a flourishing state, fell, through numerous mischances,
into poverty. This man, whose name was Beaufort, was of a proud and
unbending disposition, and could not bear to live in poverty and obliv-
ion in the same country where he had formerly been distinguished for
his rank and magnificence. Having paid his debrs, therefore. in the most
honourable manner, he retreated with his daughrer to the town of
Luce{ne, where he lived unknown and in wretchedness. My father loved
Beaufort with the truest friendship, and was deeply grieved' by his retreat
in these unfortunate circumstances. He grieved also for the loss of his so-
ciety, and resolved to seek him out and endeavour to persuade him to
begin the world again through his credit and assistance.

Beaufort had taken effectual measures to conceal himself; and it
was ten months before my father discovered his abode. Overjbyed at
this discovery, he hastened to the house, which was sitnated in a
mean street, near the Reuss. But when he entered, misery and despair
alone welcomed him. Beaufort had saved but a very small sum of
money from the wreck of his fortunes; but it was sufficient to provide
him with sustenance for some months, and in the mean time he
hoped to procure some respectable employment in a merchant’s
house. The interval was consequently spent in inaction; his grief only
became more deep and rankling, when he had leisure for reflections
and at length it took so fast hold of his mind, that at the end of thl‘et;
months he lay on a bed of sickness, incapable of any exertion.

His daughrer attended him with the greatest teﬁdemess; but she
saw with despair thar their little fund was rapidly decreasing, and
that there was no other prospect of support. But Caroline Bea,ufort

possessed a mind of an uncommon mould; and her courage rose to
support her in her adversity. She procured plain work;* she plaited
straw; and by various means contrived to earn a pittance scarcely
sutficient ro support life. '

IBasic sewing.

Volwme 1, Chapter 1 » 19

Several months passed in this manner. Her father grew worse; her
time was more entirely occupied in attending him; her means of sub-
sistence decreased; and in the tenth month her father died in her arms,
leaving her an orphan and a beggar. This last blow overcame her; and
she knelt by Beaufort’s coffin, weeping bitterly, when my father en-
tered the chamber. He came like a protecting spirit to the poor girl,
who committed herself to his care, and after the interment of his
friend he conducted her to Geneva, and placed her under the protec-
tion of a relation. Two years after this event Caroline became his wife.

When my father became a husband and a parent, he found his
time so occupied by the duties of his new situation, that he relin-
quished many of his public employments, and devoted himself to the
education of his children. Of these I was the eldest, and the destined
successor to all his labours and utility. No creature could have more
tender parents than mine. My improvement and health were their
constant care, especially as I remained for several years their only
child. But before I continue my narrative, I must record an incident
which took place when [ was four years of age.*

My father had a sister, whom he tenderly loved, and who had
married early in life an Italian gentleman. Soon after her marriage,
she had accompanied her husband into his native country, and for
some years my father had very little communication with her. About
the time I mentioned she died; and a few months afterwards he re-
ceived a letter from her husband, acquainting him with his intention
of marrying an Italian lady, and requesting my father to take charge
of the infant Elizabeth, the only child of his deceased sister. “It is my
wish,” he said, “that you should consider her as your own daughter,
and educate her thus. Her mother’s fortune is secured to her, the doc-
uments of which I will commit to your keeping. Reflect upon this

proposition; and decide whether you would prefer educating your
niece yourself to her being brought up by a stepmother.”

My father did not hesitate, and immediately went to Italy, that he
might accompany the little Elizabeth to her future home. [ have often
heard my mother say, that she was at that time the most beautiful
child she had ever seen, and shewed signs even then of a gentle and
affectionate disposition. These indications, and a desire to bind as
closely as possible the ties of domestic love, determined my mother to

YFor the 1831 revision of this episode, and of Victor's boyhood, sce pp. 194-99.
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consider Elizabeth as my future wife; a design which she never found
Teassi v n:pcm.s

From this time Elizabeth Lavenza became my playfellow, and, as
we grew older, my friend. She was docile and goc'ud tempered, yet 1aav
and playful as a summer insect. Although she was lively ;nd ani-
mated, her feelings were strong and deep, and her dispf.Jsition un-
commonly affectionate. No one could better enjoy liberty, yet no one
cnulc.:] submit with more grace than she did to constraint and caprice.
Her imagination was luxuriant, vet her capability of application was
great. Her person was the image of her mind; her hazel eves al-
though as lively as a bird’s, possessed an attractive softness. I‘{erj fig-
ure was light and airy; and, though capable of enduring great fatigue
she appeared the most fragile creature in the world. While 1 admirec;
her understanding and fancy, I loved to tend on her, as I should on a
Fa.\rm.u'ite animal; and T never saw so much grace both of person and
mind united to so little pretension.

E\-'e‘ry one adored Elizabeth. If the servants had any request to
make, it was always through her intercession, We were strangers to
ali'l._x-"Species of disunion and dispute; for although there was a great
d.lss?rn?litude in our characters, there was an harmony in that very
filsmml]itude. I was more calm and philosophical than my compan-
1on; yet my temper was not so yielding. My application wa; of longer
f:ndurance: but it was not so severe whilst it endured. | delighted in
investigating the facts relative to the actual world; she busied herself
in following the aérial creations of the poets. The world was to me a
secret, which I desired to discover; to her it was a vacaney. v;«'hich she
sought to people with imaginations of her own.5 B

. My. brothers were considerably younger than myself; but I had a
frllend in one of my schoolfellows, who compensated for this defi-
ciency. Henry Clerval was the son of a merchant of Geneva, an inti-
mate friend of my father. He was a boy of singular talent anc} fancy. I
remembet, when he was nine years old, he wrote a fairy tale wh;(.:h
was the delight and amazement of all his companions. His fa,vourite
study consisted in books of chivalry and romance; and when very
young, I can remember, that we used to act plays composed by him
out of these favourite books, the principal characters of which were
Orlando, Robin Hood, Amadis, and St. George.

ST : :
First-cousin marriages were not unusual during this time

) .
Percy Sheliey wrote the last two sentences of this paragraph.
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No youth could have passed more happily than mine. My parents
were indulgent, and my companions amiable. Our studies were never
forced; and by some means we always had an end placed in view,
which excited us to ardour in the prosecution of them. It was by this
method, and not by emulation, that we were urged to application.
Elizabeth was not incited to apply herself to drawing, that her com-
panions might not outstrip her; but through the desire of pleasing her
aunt, by the representation of some favourite scene done by her own
hand. We learned Latin and English, that we might read the writings
in those languages; and so far from study being made odious to us
through punishment, we loved application, and our amusements
would have been the labours of other children. Perhaps we did not
read so many books, or learn languages so quickly, as those who are
disciplined according to the ordinary methods; but what we learned
was impressed the more deeply on our memories.

In this description of our domestic circle I include Henry Clerval;
for he was constantly with us. He went to school with me, and gener-
ally passed the afternoon at our house; for being an only child, and
destitute of companions at home, his father was well pleased that he
should find associates at our house; and we were never completely
happy when Clerval was absent.

I feel pleasure in dwelling on the recollections of childhood, be-
fore misfortune had tainted my mind, and changed its bright visions
of extensive usefulness into gloomy and narrow reflections upon self.
But, in drawing the picture of my early days, I must not omit to
record those events which led, by insensible steps to my after tale of
misery: for when I would account to myself for the birth of that pas-
sion, which afterwards ruled my destiny, I find it arise, like a moun-
tain river, from ignoble and almost forgotten sources; but, swelling as
it proceeded, it became the torrent which, in its course, has swept
away all my hopes and joys.

Natural philosophy is the genius’ that has regulated my fate; I
desire therefore, in this narration, to state those facts which led to my
predilection for that science. When I was thirteen years of age, we all
went on a party of pleasure to the baths near Thonon: the in-
clemency of the weather obliged us to remain a day confined to the
inn. In this house I chanced to find a volume of the works of

7Natural philosophy is science (the study of nature); genius: divine spirit, but also with
the modern sense of intellectual power.





