


  

 
 
 



 
Frankenstein by Mary Shelley. 

First published in 1818. 
This ebook edition was created and published by Global Grey in 2021,  

and updated on the 11th January 2024. 
The artwork used for the cover is ‘Portrait of Adam’ 

painted by Giuseppe Arcimboldo. 
This book can be found on the site here: 

globalgreyebooks.com/frankenstein-ebook.html 
©Global Grey 2024 

globalgreyebooks.com 

https://www.globalgreyebooks.com/frankenstein-ebook.html
https://www.globalgreyebooks.com/
https://www.globalgreyebooks.com


Contents 
 
Introduction 

Preface 

Letter 1 

Letter 2 

Letter 3 

Letter 4 

Chapter 1 

Chapter 2 

Chapter 3 

Chapter 4 

Chapter 5 

Chapter 6 

Chapter 7 

Chapter 8 

Chapter 9 

Chapter 10 

Chapter 11 

Chapter 12 

Chapter 13 

Chapter 14 

Chapter 15 

Chapter 16 

Chapter 17 

Chapter 18 

Chapter 19 

Chapter 20 

Chapter 21 

Chapter 22 

Chapter 23 

Chapter 24 

 
 



Chapter 1 
 
I am by birth a Genevese; and my family is one of the most distinguished of that republic. My 
ancestors had been for many years counsellors and syndics; and my father had filled several 
public situations with honour and reputation. He was respected by all who knew him, for his 
integrity and indefatigable attention to public business. He passed his younger days 
perpetually occupied by the affairs of his country; a variety of circumstances had prevented 
his marrying early, nor was it until the decline of life that he became a husband and the father 
of a family. 
As the circumstances of his marriage illustrate his character, I cannot refrain from relating 
them. One of his most intimate friends was a merchant, 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 oblivion in the 
same country where he had formerly been distinguished for his rank and magnificence. 
Having paid his debts, therefore, in the most honourable manner, he retreated with his 
daughter to the town of Lucerne, 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 bitterly deplored the false pride which led his friend to a 
conduct so little worthy of the affection that united them. He lost no time in endeavouring to 
seek him out, with the hope of persuading 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. Overjoyed at this discovery, he hastened to the house, which was 
situated 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 reflection; and at length it took so fast hold of his mind, that at the 
end of three months he lay on a bed of sickness, incapable of any exertion. 
His daughter attended him with the greatest tenderness; but she saw with despair that their 
little fund was rapidly decreasing, and that there was no other prospect of support. But 
Caroline Beaufort 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 sufficient to support life. 
Several months passed in this manner. Her father grew worse; her time was more entirely 
occupied in attending him; her means of subsistence 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 entered 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 protection of a 
relation. Two years after this event Caroline became his wife. 
There was a considerable difference between the ages of my parents, but this circumstance 
seemed to unite them only closer in bonds of devoted affection. There was a sense of justice 
in my father’s upright mind, which rendered it necessary that he should approve highly to 
love strongly. Perhaps during former years he had suffered from the late-discovered 
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unworthiness of one beloved, and so was disposed to set a greater value on tried worth. There 
was a show of gratitude and worship in his attachment to my mother, differing wholly from 
the doating fondness of age, for it was inspired by reverence for her virtues, and a desire to be 
the means of, in some degree, recompensing her for the sorrows she had endured, but which 
gave inexpressible grace to his behaviour to her. Every thing was made to yield to her wishes 
and her convenience. He strove to shelter her, as a fair exotic is sheltered by the gardener, 
from every rougher wind, and to surround her with all that could tend to excite pleasurable 
emotion in her soft and benevolent mind. Her health, and even the tranquillity of her hitherto 
constant spirit, had been shaken by what she had gone through. During the two years that had 
elapsed previous to their marriage my father had gradually relinquished all his public 
functions; and immediately after their union they sought the pleasant climate of Italy, and the 
change of scene and interest attendant on a tour through that land of wonders, as a restorative 
for her weakened frame. 
From Italy they visited Germany and France. I, their eldest child, was born at Naples, and as 
an infant accompanied them in their rambles. I remained for several years their only child. 
Much as they were attached to each other, they seemed to draw inexhaustible stores of 
affection from a very mine of love to bestow them upon me. My mother’s tender caresses, 
and my father’s smile of benevolent pleasure while regarding me, are my first recollections. I 
was their plaything and their idol, and something better—their child, the innocent and 
helpless creature bestowed on them by Heaven, whom to bring up to good, and whose future 
lot it was in their hands to direct to happiness or misery, according as they fulfilled their 
duties towards me. With this deep consciousness of what they owed towards the being to 
which they had given life, added to the active spirit of tenderness that animated both, it may 
be imagined that while during every hour of my infant life I received a lesson of patience, of 
charity, and of self-control, I was so guided by a silken cord, that all seemed but one train of 
enjoyment to me. 
For a long time I was their only care. My mother had much desired to have a daughter, but I 
continued their single offspring. When I was about five years old, while making an excursion 
beyond the frontiers of Italy, they passed a week on the shores of the Lake of Como. Their 
benevolent disposition often made them enter the cottages of the poor. This, to my mother, 
was more than a duty; it was a necessity, a passion,—remembering what she had suffered, 
and how she had been relieved,—for her to act in her turn the guardian angel to the afflicted. 
During one of their walks a poor cot in the foldings of a vale attracted their notice, as being 
singularly disconsolate, while the number of half-clothed children gathered about it, spoke of 
penury in its worst shape. One day, when my father had gone by himself to Milan, my 
mother, accompanied by me, visited this abode. She found a peasant and his wife, hard 
working, bent down by care and labour, distributing a scanty meal to five hungry babes. 
Among these there was one which attracted my mother far above all the rest. She appeared of 
a different stock. The four others were dark-eyed, hardy little vagrants; this child was thin, 
and very fair. Her hair was the brightest living gold, and, despite the poverty of her clothing, 
seemed to set a crown of distinction on her head. Her brow was clear and ample, her blue 
eyes cloudless, and her lips and the moulding of her face so expressive of sensibility and 
sweetness, that none could behold her without looking on her as of a distinct species, a being 
heaven-sent, and bearing a celestial stamp in all her features. 
The peasant woman, perceiving that my mother fixed eyes of wonder and admiration on this 
lovely girl, eagerly communicated her history. She was not her child, but the daughter of a 
Milanese nobleman. Her mother was a German, and had died on giving her birth. The infant 
had been placed with these good people to nurse: they were better off then. They had not 
been long married, and their eldest child was but just born. The father of their charge was one 
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peaceful mind, and never to allow passion or a transitory desire to disturb his tranquillity. I do 
not think that the pursuit of knowledge is an exception to this rule. If the study to which you 
apply yourself has a tendency to weaken your affections, and to destroy your taste for those 
simple pleasures in which no alloy can possibly mix, then that study is certainly unlawful, 
that is to say, not befitting the human mind. If this rule were always observed; if no man 
allowed any pursuit whatsoever to interfere with the tranquillity of his domestic affections, 
Greece had not been enslaved; Cæsar would have spared his country; America would have 
been discovered more gradually; and the empires of Mexico and Peru had not been destroyed. 
But I forget that I am moralising in the most interesting part of my tale; and your looks 
remind me to proceed. 
My father made no reproach in his letters, and only took notice of my silence by enquiring 
into my occupations more particularly than before. Winter, spring, and summer passed away 
during my labours; but I did not watch the blossom or the expanding leaves—sights which 
before always yielded me supreme delight—so deeply was I engrossed in my occupation. The 
leaves of that year had withered before my work drew near to a close; and now every day 
showed me more plainly how well I had succeeded. But my enthusiasm was checked by my 
anxiety, and I appeared rather like one doomed by slavery to toil in the mines, or any other 
unwholesome trade, than an artist occupied by his favourite employment. Every night I was 
oppressed by a slow fever, and I became nervous to a most painful degree; the fall of a leaf 
startled me, and I shunned my fellow-creatures as if I had been guilty of a crime. Sometimes I 
grew alarmed at the wreck I perceived that I had become; the energy of my purpose alone 
sustained me: my labours would soon end, and I believed that exercise and amusement would 
then drive away incipient disease; and I promised myself both of these when my creation 
should be complete. 
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Chapter 5 
 
It was on a dreary night of November, that I beheld the accomplishment of my toils. With an 
anxiety that almost amounted to agony, I collected the instruments of life around me, that I 
might infuse a spark of being into the lifeless thing that lay at my feet. It was already one in 
the morning; the rain pattered dismally against the panes, and my candle was nearly burnt 
out, when, by the glimmer of the half-extinguished light, I saw the dull yellow eye of the 
creature open; it breathed hard, and a convulsive motion agitated its limbs. 
How can I describe my emotions at this catastrophe, or how delineate the wretch whom with 
such infinite pains and care I had endeavoured to form? His limbs were in proportion, and I 
had selected his features as beautiful. Beautiful!—Great God! His yellow skin scarcely 
covered the work of muscles and arteries beneath; his hair was of a lustrous black, and 
flowing; his teeth of a pearly whiteness; but these luxuriances only formed a more horrid 
contrast with his watery eyes, that seemed almost of the same colour as the dun white sockets 
in which they were set, his shrivelled complexion and straight black lips. 
The different accidents of life are not so changeable as the feelings of human nature. I had 
worked hard for nearly two years, for the sole purpose of infusing life into an inanimate body. 
For this I had deprived myself of rest and health. I had desired it with an ardour that far 
exceeded moderation; but now that I had finished, the beauty of the dream vanished, and 
breathless horror and disgust filled my heart. Unable to endure the aspect of the being I had 
created, I rushed out of the room, and continued a long time traversing my bedchamber, 
unable to compose my mind to sleep. At length lassitude succeeded to the tumult I had before 
endured; and I threw myself on the bed in my clothes, endeavouring to seek a few moments 
of forgetfulness. But it was in vain: I slept, indeed, but I was disturbed by the wildest dreams. 
I thought I saw Elizabeth, in the bloom of health, walking in the streets of Ingolstadt. 
Delighted and surprised, I embraced her; but as I imprinted the first kiss on her lips, they 
became livid with the hue of death; her features appeared to change, and I thought that I held 
the corpse of my dead mother in my arms; a shroud enveloped her form, and I saw the grave-
worms crawling in the folds of the flannel. I started from my sleep with horror; a cold dew 
covered my forehead, my teeth chattered, and every limb became convulsed: when, by the 
dim and yellow light of the moon, as it forced its way through the window shutters, I beheld 
the wretch—the miserable monster whom I had created. He held up the curtain of the bed; 
and his eyes, if eyes they may be called, were fixed on me. His jaws opened, and he muttered 
some inarticulate sounds, while a grin wrinkled his cheeks. He might have spoken, but I did 
not hear; one hand was stretched out, seemingly to detain me, but I escaped, and rushed down 
stairs. I took refuge in the courtyard belonging to the house which I inhabited; where I 
remained during the rest of the night, walking up and down in the greatest agitation, listening 
attentively, catching and fearing each sound as if it were to announce the approach of the 
demoniacal corpse to which I had so miserably given life. 
Oh! no mortal could support the horror of that countenance. A mummy again endued with 
animation could not be so hideous as that wretch. I had gazed on him while unfinished; he 
was ugly then; but when those muscles and joints were rendered capable of motion, it became 
a thing such as even Dante could not have conceived. 
I passed the night wretchedly. Sometimes my pulse beat so quickly and hardly, that I felt the 
palpitation of every artery; at others, I nearly sank to the ground through languor and extreme 
weakness. Mingled with this horror, I felt the bitterness of disappointment; dreams that had 
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