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His tale is connected, and told with an appearance of the simplest
truth; yet I own to you that the letters of Felix and Safie, which he
shewed me, and the apparition of the monster, seen from our ship,
brought to me a greater conviction of the truth of his narrative than his
asseverations, however earnest and connected. Such a monster has then
really existence; I cannot doubt it; yet I am lost in surprise and admira-
tion. Sometimes I endeavoured to gain from Frankenstein the particu-
lars of his creature’s formation; but on this point he was impenetrable.

“Are you mad, my friend?” said he, “or whither does your sense-
less curiosity lead you? Would you also create for yourself and the
world a demoniacal enemy? Or to what do your questions tend? Peace,
peace! learn my miseries, and do not seek to increase your own.”

Frankenstein discovered that I made notes concerning his history:
he asked to see them, and then himself corrected and augmented
them in many places; but principally in giving the life and spirit to
the conversations he held with his enemy. “Since you have preserved
my narration,” said he, “I would not that a mutilated one should go
down to posterity.”

Thus has a week passed away, while I have listened to the
strangest tale that ever imagination formed. My thoughts, and every
feeling of my soul, have been drunk up by the interest for my guest,
which this tale, and his own elevated and gentle manners have cre-
ated. I wish to soothe him; yet can I counsel one so infinitely miser-
able, so destitute of every hope of consolation, to live? Oh, no! the
only joy that he can now know will be when he composes his shat-
tered feelings to peace and death. Yet he enjoys one comfort, the off-
spring of solitude and delirium: he believes, that, when in dreams he
holds converse with his friends, and derives from that communion
consolation for his miseries, or excitements to his vengeance, that
they are not the creations of his fancy, but the real beings who visit
him from the regions of a remote world. This faith gives a solemnity
to his reveries that render them to me almost as imposing and inter-
esting as truth.

Our conversations are not always confined to his own history
and misfortunes. On cvery point of general literature he displays un-
bounded knowledge, and a quick and piercing apprehension. His elo-
quence is forcible and touching; nor can I hear him, when he relates a
pathetic incident, or endeavours to move the passions of pity or love,
without tears. What a glorious creature must he have been in the
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days of his prosperity, when he is thus noble and godlike in ruin.* He
seems to feel his own worth, and the greatness of his fall.

“When younger,” said he, “I felt as if I were destined for some
great enterprise. My feelings are profound; but I possessed a coolness
of judgment that fitted me for illustrious achievements. This senti-
ment of the worth of my nature supported me, when others would
have been oppressed; for I deemed it criminal to throw away in use-
less grief those talents that might be useful to my fellow-creatures.
When I reflected on the work I had completed, no less a one than
the creation of a sensitive and rational animal, I could not rank my-
self with the herd of common projectors.” But this feeling, which
supported me in the commencement of my career, now serves only
to plunge me lower in the dust. All my speculations and hopes are as
nothing; and, like the archangel who aspired to omnipotence, 1 am
chained in an eternal hell.® My imagination was vivid, yet my pow-
ers of analysis and application were intense; by the union of these
qualities I conceived the idea, and executed the creation of a man.
Even now I cannot recollect, without passion, my reveries while the
work was incomplete. I trod heaven in my thoughts, now exulting in
my powers, now burning with the idea of their effects. From my in-
fancy I was imbued with high hopes and a lofty ambition; but how
am I sunk! Oh! my friend, if you had known me as I once was, you
would not recognize me in this state of degradation. Despondency
rarely visited my heart; a high destiny seemed to bear me on, until I
fell, never, never again to rise.”

Must I then lose this admirable being? I have longed for a friend;
I have sought one who would sympathize with and love me. Behold,
on these desert seas I have found such a one; but, I fear, [ have gained
him only to know his value, and lose him. I would reconcile him to
life, but he repulses the idea.

“I thank you, Walton,” he said, “for your kind intentions to-
wards so miserable a wretch; but when you speak of new ties, and
fresh affections, think you that any can replace those who are gone?
Can any man be to me as Clerval was; or any woman another
Elizabeth? Even where the affections are not strongly moved by any

“Echoing Milton’s description of Satan in Paradise Lost 1.592-94 (see p. 307).
SSchemers, experimenters, entrepreneurs.
6Satan’s torment in Hell; see Paradise Lost 1.47-48.
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superior excellence, the companions of our childhood always possess
a certain power over our minds, which hardly any later friend can
obtain. They know our infantine dispositions, which, however they
may be afterwards modified, are never eradicated; and they can judge
of our actions with more certain conclusions as to the integrity of our
motives. A sister or a brother can never, unless indeed such symp-
toms have been shewn early, suspect the other of fraud or false deal-
ing, when another friend, however strongly he may be attached, may,
in spite of himself, be invaded with suspicion. But I enjoyed friends,
dear not only through habit and association, but from their own
merits; and, wherever I am, the soothing voice of my Elizabeth, and
the conversation of Clerval, will be ever whispered in my ear. They
are dead; and but one feeling in such a solitude can persuade me to
preserve my life. If I were engaged in any high undertaking or design,
fraught with extensive utility to my fellow-creatures, then could I live
to fulfil it. But such is not my destiny; I must pursue and destroy the
being to whom I gave existence; then my lot on earth will be fulfilled,
and I may die.”

September 2d.7
MY BELOVED SISTER,

[ write to you, encompassed by peril, and ignorant whether I am ever
doomed to see again dear England, and the dearer friends that in-
habit it. I am surrounded by mountains of ice,8 which admit of no
escape, and threaten every moment to crush my vessel. The brave fel-
lows, whom I have persuaded to be my companions, look towards
me for aid; but I have none to bestow. There is something terribly ap-
palling in our situation, yet my courage and hopes do not desert me.
We may survive; and if we do not, I will repeat the lessons of my
Seneca, and die with a good heart.’

Yet what, Margaret, will be the state of your mind? You will not
hear of my destruction, and you will anxiously await my return.
Years will pass, and you will have visitings of despair, and yet be tor-

"This is the week that Mary Shelley’s mother dies.

$The plight of the Ancient Mariner’s ship in the Antarctic: “Ice mast-high came float-
ing by” (51).

“Seneca, a 1st-c. Roman statesman, tragedian, and Stoic (an advocate of spiritual
peace through even-temperedness), was accused of conspiracy against his former
pupil, Emperor Nero; when Nero ordered him to commit suicide, he slashed his veins
and bled to death.
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tured by hope. Oh! my beloved sister, the sickening failings of your
heart-felt expectations are, in prospect, more terrible to me than my
own death. But you have a husband, and lovely children; you may be
happy: heaven bless you, and make you so!

My unfortunate guest regards me with the tenderest compassion.
He endeavours to fill me with hope; and talks as if life were a posses-
sion which he valued. He reminds me how often the same accidents
have happened to other navigators, who have attempted this sea,
and, in spite of myself, he fills me with cheerful auguries. Even the
sailors feel the power of his eloquence: when he speaks, they no
longer despair; he rouses their energies, and, while they hear his
voice, they believe these vast mountains of ice are mole-hills, which
will vanish before the resolutions of man. These feelings are transi-
tory; each day’s expectation delayed fills them with fear, and I almost
dread a mutiny caused by this despair.

September Sth.
A scene has just passed of such uncommon interest, that although it
is highly probable that these papers may never reach you, yet I can-
not forbear recording it.

We are still surrounded by mountains of ice, still in imminent
danger of being crushed in their conflict. The cold is excessive, and
many of my unfortunate comrades have already found a grave
amidst this scene of desolation. Frankenstein has daily declined in
health: a feverish fire still glimmers in his eyes;'” but he is exhausted,
and, when suddenly roused to any exertion, he speedily sinks again
into apparent lifelessness.

I mentioned in my last letter the fears I entertained of a mutiny.
This morning, as I sat watching the wan countenance of my friend—
his eyes half closed, and his limbs hanging listlessly,—I was roused by
half a dozen of the sailors, who desired admission into the cabin.
They entered; and their leader addressed me. He told me that he and
his companions had been chosen by the other sailors to come in dep-
utation to me, to make me a demand, which, in justice, I could not
refuse. We were immured in ice, and should probably never escape;
but they feared that if, as was possible, the ice should dissipate, and a
free passage be opened, I should be rash enough to continue my voy-
age, and lead them into fresh dangers, after they might happily have

1"The symptom of hellish agony in both the Ancient Mariner and Satan.





