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FRANKENSTEIN

Introduction

Mary Shelley, born in 1797, is best remembered for her horror
story, Frankenstein, which was published in 1818.

Mary Shelley married the poet, Percy Shelley, in 1816 and
went to live in Italy. In the summer of that year, the Shelleys
visited Switzerland with their friend, the poet Lord Byron. It
rained so much that the friends decided to entertain each other with
ghost stories. Mary went to bed one night, still trying to think of a
good story. She woke up, suddenly, terrified after a dream.

“I have found it!” she thought. “What terrified me will terrify
others. I need only describe the ghost that haunted my midnight
pillow. ”

This dream became the story of Frankenstein, which was
published two years later.

In 1822, Percy Shelley was drowned when his boat overturned
in a storm near the coast of Italy. Mary Shelley returned to England

with her son, Percy, and continued writing until her death in 1851.
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FRANKENSTEIN

The first letter

August , 17--
My dear Sister ,

The strangest thing has happened . You will know from
my last letter that I am now taking an expedition to the
North Pole. Last Monday, our ship was surrounded by ice
and fog, and we could not move on.

Of course , we were all very anxious and we had to keep
watch on deck . As the fog lifted a little, I saw a sledge in
the distance , with a carriage fixed onto it. I stared at it in
surprise because the man driving the dogs was at least eight
feet tall.

In the morning, when the ice was breaking up, a piece
of ice drifted towards our ship. On it was a sledge. O,
Margaret , if you could have seen the young man driving
this sledge! He was almost frozen to death. When he was
able to speak , he told me that he was looking for someone —
the tall man I had seen on the strange sledge the day before .

During this past week ;s he has told me how he came to
be so ill and so unhappy. I have written his story down for
you , dear Sister, and I send it with this letter.

Your loving Brother ,

Robert Walton
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FRANKENSTEIN

CHAPTER GNE

The creature comes alive

My name is Victor Frankenstein, and I have lost everything in the
world that is dear to me. I wish I could begin my life again. As you
can see, I have suffered great unhappiness. Now that [ am about to
die, I want to tell you how my life came to be so unhappy.

I had a happy childhood, living by Lake Geneva in Switzerland
with my parents, my brothers Ernest and William, and my adopted
sister, Elizabeth. The first sadness of my life was the death of my
dear mother, the day before I left to go to university in Germany.

It was my chemistry professor there, a kind and gentle man
called Mr. Waldman, who told me amazing things that changed my
thoughts for ever.

“Modern scientists now know how blood circulates around our
bodies, ” he explained. “They know all about the air we breathe.
They have new and great powers. ”

His words went round and round in my head that night, until
my mind was filled with only one thought — I wanted to become a
scientist. I went to see Mr. Waldman the very next day and he was
pleased to take me on as his student.

“But,” he warned me, “if you really want to become a

scientist, you must study every branch of science, including
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mathematics. ”

This was a very important moment for me: it decided my whole
future.

From that day on, I was only interested in science, especially
chemistry. I read the latest books, went to lectures, talked to many
people — and Mr. Waldman became a good friend. Sometimes I
worked all through the night, and I made fast progress.

I became particularly interested in the human body. I started to
collect bones from the graveyards. I cut up dead bodies to find out
why they had decayed. I worked day and night in my laboratory, all
through a beautiful summer. 1 almost forgot my friends and family,
but they did not complain. My work made me so anxious and so
nervous that even a falling leaf made me jump out of my skin. Only
my obsession for my work kept me alive.

You will be amazed when 1 tell you what this work was, but
you must believe me. For two years, 1 had been building a human
body — a body that I would bring to life. Yes, I, Victor
Frankenstein, would put the spark of electricity into a lifeless body.
And it would live!

At last, at one o’clock on a dreary November night, I finished
building my human creature. Rain lashed against the windows and
my candle had almost gone out. In the flickering light, he lay
lifeless at my feet. He was about eight feet tall, too big I know
now, but it was easier to fit together big body parts.

I could hardly believe what I was doing. This lifeless creature

at my feet would look upon me as its creator.
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“Now! Do it now!” I muttered to myself.

Trembling with anxiety, 1 picked up my instruments and sent a
spark of electricity through his body. I waited, hardly able to
breathe.

Suddenly, the creature opened its dull yellow eyes, took a deep
breath and moved its arms and legs. It was alive! This should have
been my greatest moment of happiness. But no! Now he was alive
in front of me, 1 was filled with despair. What had I done?

I forced myself to look at the creature I had worked so hard to
make. 1 was horrified by its shrivelled, yellow skin, by its veins and
arteries, by its straight black lips and by its watery, white eyes.

The beauty of the dream vanished. I was disgusted.

[ ran to my bedroom and tried to sleep. [ had terrible dreams
until I awoke, suddenly, shivering with fear. The miserable
monster was standing in front of me, lit up by the yellow moon. His
eyes, if you could call them eyes, were fixed on me. His jaws
opened and a grin wrinkled his cheeks. He tried to speak as he put
out his hand to me.

Terrified, I ran out into the street and hid. And all the time, I
dreaded to see the dead body that I had brought to life.

L% -F pows

RIEEE - HLEHIE, REEREATHCHZAN V. #Z
BREEEBEFFAE; FORAEIN, REFTEANEE. I

. 12 .




FRANKENSTEIN

&

EEREBFXMRT, BRBRRRRRNEEFATASNMBEE,

FENK, RSB EE. 1105 FIED A RT3 5H KK E
BHEREFTERTHRE R MMM, I8R5, H—4E+TNE—HHLHE
RIDIBMEY, RERDSHEERSRFHNH—REGHEH T,

HERYE, BOMZHE, OHBER. EXRBHAESEE, HIFH
HFEZSNERNERE, mEEkERE THRABE,

“PRASREZLFEBBMRBWEAEANKKNERL, ” thiRBE,
“UINTFHINFABRANTSSEEEZNN TR, MNBELHHN. EAW
hE,”

B—7%, HHIE—EREAERMIR. EXBEBFERRR T — Ak
REFA—EZR¥R, BEE-X, BREF P TRES L4, EEEN
HIBF W E T T

“YBR,” MIZEER, “MBMREBMA—BRZR, MRUAEIFFEN
FR, BEEE,

NHHS, XE—MREEENNZ: TRETHRKHE—Y,

MIBERE, BANBZERNE, LEEUY, RELEHAE. it
B, BTS2 AZHR—EMXESEERTHRR, ENBRBEIE, ®
1137 AR N

REBW ANEEINESGE, FRTEHRERS, B TEBRAFPER
HLBIE, BNV, BIMEWHEXR, B ELREEEE

REMTHEE, NFETHCHBEMRA, BMINELEE. FEHI

EEREB/RBENR, UET—HEMHEEIERT Kk, FEERRE
AX TR %R,

MEREFARBENTERO A, IREESKIE—IR, BRIR—EERE
Bo WEXR, A—EEMF —DPAE— —MHBEZ UEFH S K,

RS, B BnD - BEZEHE, BIEERINNELEFNREK, T

B TRG 4 o !

0130

&

(IR IR R
et b e e e

—_— g ———




BmEBEA

&

M7 WK, MARIERT, BMESER, ERETERET,
BT RAMY, BRAERSE. UANB KRS —AREBRRK
AT, BREAARBERHZR.

BIVERFEEECEME 4. MERMTHXMEFEDHRA
BB LETNEESE,

“OUIE! DR ahF! 7 RIRE BB,

RAVHEL TR, BRELSASALNGER, EFE, LTER.

RA, BYBARBENRE, FR—OS, ABEST — THRBMN
BB, TET! XEANZEABRSNMANZ, TRELH! NEMEEE
MIEEREAT, HHBATEE, FEMHT LA A?

RBEECEBEXMNRTFEAET G L RN LR, EBTEENS
RRk. BhiFIERRK. EEMBENENRATINERRSIEHIE,

EFNERAAEE, HRNCERFTRE,

KpEEE, REEN, NEEAN, BINTTRE, THESR
B, BATRMEYEEREN. FEMNAXTHNERENT N,
BREE— M E R AL RERBERIE— R B R, MK, BiElR, X
FRNFHES BB ELTR, BERET L,

RIMAT ., BEE L ARER, BEATREBEERMAE 7 LWL

014'
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CHAPTER TwWO

Death on the mountain

I dared not return to my rooms. | walked up and down until
morning, drenched by the rain pouring from a black sky. A carriage
pulled up outside a nearby inn and, to my surprise, my school friend
Henry Clerval got out. He saw me and came straight over to me.

“My dear Frankenstein, ” he said, “how wonderful to see you.
My parents have at last agreed to let me study here. ”

He stopped speaking and stared at me.

“How pale and ill you look, ” he said.

He wanted to come to my house and I could not refuse. I
hardly knew what 1 was doing. As I came near, [ started to
tremble. Would that terrible creature still be alive?

“Wait here!” I said to Henry at the bottom of the stairs.

I ran up to my laboratory and opened the door, trembling.
What horror would I see?

The room was empty.

I had breakfast with Henry, but I couldn’t sit still. I was filled
with horror at what I had done. “That monster will come after
me, ” I thought over and over again, until I was so terrified that I
clung to my friend crying, “Save me! Save me!” Then I fell
unconscious on the floor.

I was ill for a long time. It was almost two years before I was

able to forget my terror and return to my family in Geneva. The day

.15.

®




