G “ > ()

20 = Frankenstein

consider Elizabeth as my future wife; a design which she never found
reason to repent.’

from this time Elizabeth Lavenza became my playfellow, and, as
we grew older, my friend. She was docile and good 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.
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First-cousin marriages were not unusual during this time
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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.
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Cornelius Agrippa.® I opened it with apathy; the theory which he at-
tempts to demonstrate, and the wonderful facts which he relates,
soon changed this feeling into enthusiasm. A new light seemed to
dawn upon my mind; and, bounding with joy, I communicated my
discovery to my father. T cannot help remarking here the many op-
portunities instructors possess of directing the attention of their
pupils to useful knowledge, which they utterly neglect. My father
looked carelessly at the title-page of my book, and said, “Ah!
Cornelius Agrippa! My dear Victor, do not waste your time upon
this; it is sad trash.”

If, instead of this remark, my father had taken the pains to ex-
plain to me, that the principles of Agrippa had been entirely ex-
ploded, and that a modern system of science had been introduced,
which possessed much greater powers than the ancient, because the
powers of the latter where chimerical, while those of the former were
real and practical; under such circumstances, I should certainly have
thrown Agrippa aside, and, with my imagination warmed as it was,
should probably have applied myself to the more rational theory of
chemistry which has resulted from modern discoveries. It is even pos-
sible, that the train of my ideas would never have received the fatal
impulse that led to my ruin. But the cursory glance my father had
taken of my volume by no means assured me that he was acquainted
with its contents; and I continued to read with the greatest avidity.

When I returned home, my first care was to procure the whole
works of this author, and afterwards of Paracelsus and Albertus
Magnus.” I read and studied the wild fancies of these writers with de-
light; they appeared to me treasures known to few beside myself;!?
and although I often wished to communicate these secret stores of
knowledge to my father, yet his indefinite censure of my favourite
Agrippa always withheld me. I disclosed my discoveries to Elizabeth,

"_(?nntrovcrsial, persecuted German occultist and skeptic (1486-1535), author of De
Occulta Philosophia (of Qccult Science), 1513.

”P:lr_ace'l\‘us (21493-1541), Swiss mystic and physician, whose interests ranged from
magic and alchemy to modern medicine and chemistry, believed that it was possible
to create human life by scientific process. Albertus Magnus (c. 1193-1280), German
monk, theologian, and scholastic philosopher. P. Shelley told Godwin of his bovhood
rapture with “the reveries of Albertus Magnus & Paracelsus” (letter; 3 June 1812).
Books were very expensive. It is remarkable for a young teenager to have this puf—
chasing power.
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therefore, under a promise of strict secrecy; but she did not interest
herself in the subject, and I was left by her to pursue my studies alone.

It may appear very strange, that a disciple of Albertus Magnus
should arise in the eighteenth century; but our family was not scien-
tifical, and I had not attended any of the lectures given at the schools
of Geneva. My dreams were therefore undisturbed by reality; and I
entered with the greatest diligence into the search of the philoso-
pher’s stone and the elixir of life.!! But the latter obtained my most
undivided attention: wealth was an inferior object; but what glory
would attend the discovery, if I could banish disease from the human
frame, and render man invulnerable to any but a violent death!

Nor were these my only visions. The raising of ghosts or devils was
a promise liberally accorded by my favourite authors,!? the fulfilment
of which I most eagerly sought; and if my incantations were always un-
successful, I attributed the failure rather to my own inexperience and
mistake, than to a want of skill or fidelity in my instructors.

The natural phaenomena that take place every day before our
eyes did not escape my examinations. Distillation, and the wonderful
effects of steam, processes of which my favourite authors were ut-
terly ignorant, excited my astonishment; but my utmost wonder was
engaged by some experiments on an air-pump, which I saw employed
by a gentleman whom we were in the habit of visiting.!3

The ignorance of the early philosophers on these and several
other points served to decrease their credit with me: but I could not
entirely throw them aside, before some other system should occupy
their place in my mind.

When I was about fifteen years old, we had retired to our house
near Belrive,'* when we witnessed a most violent and terrible thun-
der-storm. It advanced from behind the mountains of Jura; and the
thunder burst at once with frightful loudness from various quarters
of the heavens.’ I remained, while the storm lasted, watching its
progress with curiosity and delight. As I stood at the door, on a sudden

"'"Medieval alchemists sought the elixir of life, to restore youth; the philosopher’s
stone would change base metals to gold. The hero of Godwin’s novel St. Leon (1799)
uncovers both secrets.

12percy Shelley conducted such experiments.

V3Erasmus Darwin speculated about steam-power.

147 Beautiful shore” (French), about 4 miles from Geneva.
1SFor Byron’s famous rendering of such events, see pp. 267-69.





