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CHAPTER ONE

A journey to the North Pole

In which Robert Walton writes letters to his sister …

28th March 1797, Archangel, Russia

To Mrs Saville, England

My dear sister,

I am now in the far north of Russia, waiting to start my long and difficult journey to the North Pole. I am so full of excitement. I will be the first person to go to a place where no human has ever walked before! I know that you were not happy when I decided to come here, but I hope you understand that my journey has an important purpose. I aim to discover a way for ships to pass near the North Pole and go safely from the Atlantic Ocean through the ice to the Pacific Ocean. Oh, if I achieved that, I would make a wonderful difference to the world!

After all the years of planning and hard work, I am now ready. I have found a good ship here, and I have paid some sailors to come with me. They are all brave and able men, although I do not think any of them will become my friends. We will start our adventure very soon! If I succeed, many, many months will pass before you and I meet again. If I fail, then you will either see me again soon, or never. Goodbye, my dear, kind Margaret!

Your loving brother,

Robert Walton

7th July 1797, the Arctic Ocean

My dear sister,

I am writing a few sentences to tell you that I am safe.

There is a ship that is now returning home from the north, and I shall give this letter to one of its sailors to carry.

The journey is going well. It is awfully cold here, and we are beginning to see more areas of ice, but my men seem happy and work well together. Although I am well, I feel very alone on this ship. I miss having a friend – someone who is like me, and with whom I could talk.

Well, I must finish now. Please do not worry about me!

Yours,

R. W.

 

5th August 1797, the Arctic Ocean

Dear sister,

Something very strange has happened, and I want to write everything down.

Six days ago we came to a place where there was flat, white ice everywhere around us. It was very dangerous because it was also foggy, and we could not easily move. When the fog slowly began to lift, we saw the strangest thing about half a mile from the ship. It was a sledge that was moving quickly towards the north. Dogs were pulling it along, and sitting on it was the huge shape of a man, who was much bigger than any human I have ever seen. Moments later, the sledge disappeared into the fog.

The next day, the fog had gone, and we were able to move forward again. But, as the men were getting everything ready, I heard them shout and saw them looking out to sea. Near the ship was a large piece of ice, and on it was a sledge very like the one we had seen the day before. The dogs that had pulled it were all dead, but on the sledge was a man who was still alive. He was extremely cold, so we immediately brought him on to the ship. I have never seen a man so tired, thin and ill.

We carefully looked after him for two days – we kept him warm and gave him small amounts of soup.

He was nothing like the person we had seen on the other sledge. He was a European, and the few words he managed to say were spoken in very good English.

“Where is the ship going?” he asked.

“We are going to the North Pole,” I replied.

“Good. I am following someone, and I must continue my search.”
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“If the man you are looking for is also travelling by sledge, then I think we have seen him,” I told him. “The day before we found you, we saw him and his dogs moving towards the north.”

“Yes! That must be him!” he told me, and then he asked many questions about what we had seen. Since arriving on the ship, he has seemed upset and worried. He is getting stronger each day, but he has not said any more about the other man. I will continue my writing when there is more news to share.

 

13th August

I am happy to say that the new gentleman on our ship is feeling much better. He now spends all day looking out across the ice, trying to find the man he is searching for.

We have talked a lot, and I have discovered that he is extremely intelligent and interesting. Do you remember my last letter, dear sister? In which I said that I felt alone on this ship? Well, I do believe that this clever, brave stranger is becoming my friend. I like him very much, but I still know very little about him, and he seems so terribly, terribly sad. I told him about my plan to discover a way through to the Pacific Ocean and how dangerous it is. I explained that I would give everything – my money, my family, my life – in order to achieve my aim! It was very strange – at that moment he became very upset and started to cry.

“Oh! Don’t say that!” he said, shaking his head. “I used to say the same things. Like you, I had big dreams, and big discoveries to make. And now I am full of regret – I have lost everything, and my life is finished. But you have hope, and a good future ahead of you. If you knew my story, you would never again speak like this!”

I told him that I wanted to help him.

“Nobody can help me now,” he replied, quietly. “There is still one thing I must do, and then I will be able to die. If you listen to my story, you will understand.”

I am shocked, and of course I want to know more. We agreed that he will start to tell me his full story tomorrow. I promise that I will write every word of it here on these pages, for you to read.




CHAPTER TWO

Victor’s early years

In which Victor Frankenstein tells his story …

My name is Victor Frankenstein, and I am from Geneva in Switzerland. My story begins many years ago when my father, Alphonse, who came from a very good family, met and married a beautiful and kind young woman called Caroline. After a time, I was born, and we became a happy little family.

My mother wanted to have a daughter, but that did not happen, and for several years I was their only child. Then, when I was about five years old, my mother heard of a poor girl whose parents had both died. She was a little younger than I was, and she was extremely pretty, with blue eyes and hair the colour of gold.

My parents were told that she had come from a very important family in Milan but now had no family and no home. Soon, it was decided that Elizabeth Lavenza would come and live with us as part of our family. Elizabeth was wonderful, and everyone loved her. We spent our early years laughing, playing and learning together. I called her my cousin, but she was much more than that to me.

There were other people who were also important to me when I was a child. We had a young maid called Justine, who lived in our house and helped to look after us. She was kind, and I really liked her. Then, when I was seven, my parents had another baby – a sweet boy called William. Later, I had to go to school, but I met a boy called Henry Clerval, and we became very close friends. Oh! Back in those days when I was a child, I was very, very happy. Why did those days have to end?

As I grew, I became interested in science, which of course was a new and exciting thing to me. I read many books on the subject and wanted to explore how the world worked. Then, one evening, when I was about fifteen years old, there was a terrible thunderstorm. The thunder was very loud and frightening, and I stood at the door and watched the storm as it came from the mountains and towards our house. Then, suddenly, a big old tree that was very near our house became a huge, very bright wall of fire. I stood and stared. As soon as the bright light disappeared, I saw that the tree had completely gone!

A professor of science who was a family friend was staying with us at that time. He explained to me that the fire I had seen was lightning and was made of something called electricity. Although I had read many books, I had not yet learned about electricity. I was amazed, and I really needed to know more. It was on that dark, stormy night that I decided my future. I definitely wanted to become a scientist and make big discoveries.

 

When I reached the age of seventeen, my parents decided that I should study science at Ingolstadt University. But, several weeks before the date when I would leave home, Elizabeth became very ill. She had a terrible fever, and she was in a lot of danger. My wonderful mother stayed by the side of her bed and cared for her day and night. Elizabeth was saved, but I am very sorry to say that my mother then became very ill herself, and she was not as lucky as Elizabeth. I will never forget her last words. She joined the hands of Elizabeth and myself and said, “My children, I have always thought that in the future you should marry. You are right for each other, and it will make your father very happy. And you mustn’t worry about me – I have had a full and happy life.”
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Death is an awful thing, and that was the first time I had seen it. But I need not describe how I felt at that time. I am sure you know what it is like, or can imagine.

We were all shocked and upset, but life had to continue, and my father wanted me to go to university as we had planned. Soon the day came, and with difficulty I said goodbye to my father, my brother, W illiam, my dear Elizabeth and my very good friend Henry Clerval.
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Note about the story

1 Definitions of words in bold can be found in the glossary on pages 91–93.
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