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Preface






We have seen the movies, the Halloween
costumes and all the frightening images of the Frankenstein
monster. But in all of these characterizations, the real story of
Mary Shelley’s Frankenstein is lost. People will confuse the
scientist with his creation, often referring to the creation as
“Frankenstein,” when that is the name of the scientist who created
him. The creation was never given a name by Mary Shelley.

Moviegoers have a very clear image of this
“monster”. He has bolts protruding from his neck, a flat head, a
slow, stiff-legged gait and sometimes a greenish complexion. But
this is not the creature of Mary Shelley’s novel.

Shelly’s creature is far from beautiful. In
fact, as Frankenstein describes his creation, he says “its
unearthly ugliness rendered it almost too horrible for human
eyes.”1 But there are no bolts coming out of his neck
and he is neither stiff nor slow. Frankenstein gave his creation
more supple joints than man. He observed his creation in the Alps
this way: “I suddenly beheld the figure of a man, at some distance,
advancing towards me with superhuman speed. He bounded over the
crevices in the ice, among which I had walked with
caution.”2 This is hardly the image we have of the
lumbering figure with arms stretched out in front of himself.

Frankenstein has led to plays, movies
and sequels, comedy routines, and even scholarly articles and books
exploring Shelley’s look at modern science, the impact of the media
in shaping science and the role of the feminine in this early
Gothic novel.

My interest in this novel comes from the
perspective of a Bioethicist and a storyteller. The novel raises
troubling questions about the proper limits of science and the role
of the scientist. These have been explored before. I will continue
in this task but I wish to approach these issues from a different
perspective.

My first thought was to explore the issues
that surround the novel within the format of a “Fred Friendly
Seminar”. This popular PBS series brought together a distinguished
panel of content experts, in various fields such as law, medicine
and government, who with the help of skilled moderators worked
through a hypothetical scenario based on real issues that confront
society.

This format would work well in examining the
range of issues that surround the novel Frankenstein. But
much effort is needed to set the stage for those too influenced by
the movies and besides, the novel has its own way of answering the
questions in the story. The guilt of the “monster” is magnified by
each successive murder, first, Frankenstein’s brother, then his
friend and finally, his wife. Who could have sympathy for the
creature after such a murderous rampage?

But after the first murder, the
Creation meets with his Creator and asks to plead his
case.

“Listen to my tale: when you have heard that,
abandon or commiserate me, as you shall judge that I deserve.
But hear me. The guilty are allowed, by human laws, bloody as they
are, to speak in their own defense before they are condemned.
Listen to me, Frankenstein. You accuse me of murder; and yet you
would, with a satisfied conscience, destroy your own creature. Oh,
praise the eternal justice of man! Yet I ask you not to spare me:
listen to me; and then, if you can, and if you will, destroy the
work of your hands."3

Frankenstein agrees to listen but he is
conflicted with the guilt of responsibility for creating this
murderous wretch. He also listens with the rage of one who seeks
vengeance for the murder of his younger brother. What would happen
in a fair trial? There is no doubt that he murdered the younger
Frankenstein, but does the responsibility for this action rest
solely with the creature or does the creator bear responsibility
also? This creature was abandoned at the moment he was given life
and left to fend for himself. While difficult for anyone, to be
fully-grown, enormous in size, hideous in appearance and without
the ability to communicate with others or even understand his
surroundings makes the task beyond comparison. Were it not for the
reaction his appearance caused in others, the creature’s noble
aspirations may have led to a different outcome in the story. And
yet this fully-grown monster was but 2 years old at the time
of his crime. Where does responsibility lie? If instead of telling
his story to his creator, what if he was in court? What would a
jury say if it heard the case? What would a jury say today?

In this book, I break from the original story
after the first murder and prior to poor Justine being hung as the
murderer of William Frankenstein. I work from the meeting of
Frankenstein and his creation and put the creature on trial prior
to the second murder. I let the creature’s story be the basis for
his defense in Book One.

At the end of this trial, I have in mind one
verdict. The reader may come to a different one. But this is Book
One. This Book is meant to set the stage for an even broader range
of questions. Consider it an individual story or consider it a
Prelude to Book Two. In order to explore the issues that are raised
in Book Two, I needed to find a way to put the scientist, Dr.
Frankenstein on trial. How could I do that when it was the creature
that committed the murder? Book One takes us there.

So what questions are raised by Book Two?
These are the questions of our time. Are there limits to scientific
inquiry? How are those limits imposed? Should scientists as
individuals impose them? Should professional organizations?
Granting agencies or our elected officials? Should the public have
a role in making these decisions apart from or through their
elected representatives?

How do we decide what limits should be placed
on scientific inquiry? Should these limits be permanent? Should
these restrictions be time limited bans to allow us to answer
specific questions first? Should those questions address the risks
to research subjects? Lab workers? Or should the questions address
the future application of the scientific knowledge? Are we
afraid of knowledge or its application? Is there really a
difference?

Shelley’s novel asked questions of unbridled
research, but her story led to its own conclusions. My Book Two
puts Dr. Frankenstein, the scientist, on trial and in doing so,
puts Science itself on trial. But I want to ask the questions
rather than answer them.

I write this book to allow the reader to
answer some of the questions being asked about Science today. I
want to bring the public back into the debate. So I put the reader
in the jury box so they may hear both sides of the story and weigh
the issues as they relate to the novel and to our own time. As
there are many issues, there may be many answers. I hope that I am
able to present the issues without my own biases except as either
the side of the plaintiff or the defense expresses them. As with
many trials, there may well be different opinions and perspectives
by different jurors. If I do my job and present a balanced
argument, I expect the “jurors” in this case may well reach
different verdicts.

Because this trial is meant to allow us to
examine these issues in a modern context, I have made one
significant change. The trial takes place in our time and in this
country. There is no reference to Ingolstadt or Geneva. Instead, I
speak of Western University and refer to current regulations and
policies in the United States. Yet I do try to weave in enough of
the original novel so as to maintain my primary purpose of
examining the issues that Shelley raised.

One important clarification: I am not an
attorney nor have I studied law or even jurisprudential procedures.
If I wrote as an attorney, it would be a different book and may
well get bogged down in legal technicalities. I will avoid those
issues with the creative license of an author and will accept the
criticism that courtrooms work differently, laws have to be
interpreted more rigidly and details are missing from my story. So
be it. My intention is to explore the issues in the case and I will
need some license to do so.
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Chapter 1






The room was already crowded when we entered
and took our seats in the jury box. We made ourselves comfortable
and those with notebooks set them in their laps. We sat quietly
surveying the people in the gallery. They were all unsettled and
talking nervously while they awaited the beginning of the
proceedings.

There was a gasp from the crowd and the room
went suddenly quiet as the defendant was led into the room. But the
silence was quickly swallowed up by the expressions of abhorrence
and revulsion at the defendant’s appearance.

The defendant entered the room only by
stooping and lowering his head as he passed through the doorway. He
must have been eight foot tall, with long arms and huge hands. His
skin was stretched tightly, barely covering the muscles of his
face. His hair was thick, black and wavy. It hung just past his
shoulders. His teeth were snowy white. His watery eyes were set
deeply within an ashen grey complexion. His mouth, unsmiling, was
formed by straight black lips with none of the usual smile marks or
wrinkles that betray most faces. Although with his skin pulled so
tightly against his face, wrinkles would not easily
appear.4

He was wearing what appeared to be a new but
loosely tailored black suit coat over a poorly fitting white shirt.
No tie. Obviously uncomfortable in these clothes provided for him,
he kept adjusting the sleeves and collar. The suit tempered the
dreadful appearance of the defendant, but not enough to calm the
crowd; some of whom seemed to fight the conflicting urges of
slaking their curiosity and the protective impulse of retreating
from the courtroom. All stayed.

The Bailiff, himself a large man but
dwarfish in comparison to his charge, worked to settle the crowd
and keep the doorways and center aisle clear. He and his deputies
manned the courtrooms three entrances. Finally he stepped forward
and pronounced, “The Court will now come into session with the
Honorable Judge Scott McIntyre, presiding. All rise.”

The conversations quickly diminished but did
not cease completely until the door to the judge’s chamber opened
and he entered the room.

Judge McIntyre was a youngish looking 60
years old. Although his hair was silver, his features were smooth
and only beginning to show the character of an aging older
gentleman. He wore a closely cropped full beard and reading glasses
that sat low on his nose. He appeared neither fit nor overweight
although under his robe he could have been either. He sat down and
surveyed the court for an uncomfortable couple of minutes without
speaking.

I followed his eyes as they settled on a
young man about 25 years old, well dressed but with the obvious
appearance of an academic. He wore a well-fitted brownish jacket
with a large darker brown bow tie. His hair was a sandy brown,
parted neatly on the side with longer sideburns than were
fashionable, even for a college professor. This was obviously the
Frankenstein who created the defendant. The judge eyed him
attentively until many in the audience followed the gaze of the
judge to its object.

The young scientist was completely oblivious
to the attention he was receiving as he was unable to take his own
focus off the defendant. He stared, eyes narrowed, with a coldness
in his affect. His loathing of the defendant was obvious to any who
observed his countenance.






The Bailiff spoke again. “The case
number is ND13791, The People vs. the Creation of Dr.
Frankenstein.”

Judge McIntyre looked for the first time
upon the face of the defendant and quickly looked back down at the
docket in front of him. Without looking up he said, “Mr.
Jameson, could you please approach the bench?” The attorney for
the defendant stood.

Robert Jameson was the attorney of record
for the defendant. He had been assigned the case by Public
Defender’s office but accepted it eagerly. This was the kind of
case that one looked for to make a name for oneself. He was not a
very imposing figure. He was no taller than about five foot eight
in shoes and no heavier than 175 pounds soaking wet. He looked to
be in his mid-twenties but his balding crown gave him a more mature
appearance.

Judge: Does the defendant not have a
name?

Defense: No, Your Honor.

J: Well we cannot refer to him only as the
“Creation of Dr. Frankenstein,” can we?

D: But Your Honor can we simply impose a name
upon the defendant? I will speak to him about this but I am not
prepared myself to give a name to this creature who has been
referred to only as “devil” or “wretch”. For now, I would prefer he
retain the designation, “The Creation of Dr. Frankenstein.”

J: Very well, but please consider whether we
can shorten these proceedings and maintain some decorum and respect
for the defendant with a proper appellation.

The defense attorney returned to his seat
and the Judge looked back down at his docket and read, “The
defendant, ‘The Creation of Dr. Frankenstein’ is charged with
Second Degree Murder and Manslaughter. How does he plea?”

Mr. Jameson rose again and replied,
“The Defendant pleads ‘Not Guilty’, Your Honor.”

J: Is the State ready to present its
case?

Prosecutor: We are, Your Honor.

J: You may present your opening
statement.

The Prosecutor was Floyd Burks. He was an
older man. In his late fifties or early sixties, he could have been
the Defense Attorney’s father. His appearance was well-tailored:
his suit was blue with a pin stripe; his hair was more silver than
grey, and, he wore a trim moustache.

P: Ladies and Gentlemen of the jury, murder
trials often begin with the claim that the defendant is some kind
of monster. Rarely is this as true as it is in this case. This is a
straight -forward case. We have a confession and we have a motive.
We need only a conviction.

The wretch before us sought out Dr.
Frankenstein to met out his revenge for what he believes he was
owed by his creator.

He traveled a great distance to find Dr.
Frankenstein. He suffered hardship along the way but pressed on
with a burning rage fueled by the desire for vengeance.

As he approached the home of Dr.
Frankenstein, the defendant found by chance an innocent young boy.
The boy was on an outing with his family enjoying springtime in the
mountains. The defendant admits that he planned to abduct this
innocent young boy precisely because of his innocence. But the boy
struggled.

The boy was William Frankenstein. Young
William struggled in the grip of our monstrous defendant. A little
boy in the hands of an eight-foot tall creature. In his struggle
the boy let slip that he was in fact a Frankenstein and he screamed
for help.

The defendant, upon hearing that the boy was
related to his enemy, squeezed the life from the young boy,
strangling him to death. The boy had no chance and quickly
died.

But our defendant was not done. After killing
young William, he maliciously and with forethought took the locket
from around the victim’s neck and placed it in the pocket of a
young woman sleeping nearby. His motivation for this action was to
lay the suspicion for the death of young William on another
innocent victim. This ruse may well have worked had Dr.
Frankenstein not come forward to share his suspicions with the
authorities.

Such a story was not believed by the police
at first, but being convinced that a murderer was at large and that
Dr. Frankenstein knew where the “person” was, the sheriff went in
search of the accused. Once found, the fantastic story took on an
eerie air of truth.

Once he was faced with the inevitable, the
defendant surrendered to the authorities and confessed to his
crimes. In the evidence we will present, you will hear this
confession but no doubt you will also hear attempts to excuse the
murder and to place responsibility on humanity, on us,
because the murderer was rejected by those who were exposed to his
hideous appearance. Perhaps the defendant will try to place
responsibility on his Creator for making him hideous, for creating
him at all, or for not giving him the kind of upbringing that a
father might give his offspring. But these attempts to deflect
responsibility will be refuted by the prosecution, one by one, and
will ultimately be rejected by you, the jury. In the end, you will
have no choice but to find the defendant guilty of murder.

Mr. Jameson rose from his seat as the
prosecutor took his seat. He walked over to face the jury before he
said anything, taking the time to look at each of us
individually.

D: Why are we here today? Ladies and
Gentlemen of the jury, we are here today because of the actions of
one man. The man who has brought us all together is obviously
intelligent, having attained so much with only minimal help from
others; he has a sense of morality, although by his actions one may
doubt it; and he has a desire for revenge, as his actions
illustrate. But, ladies and gentlemen of the jury, I am not
speaking of the defendant. The responsibility for the crime
described by the Prosecutor, lies not with the defendant, but with
Dr. Frankenstein. The wrong person is on trial.

We will not dispute that the defendant choked
William Frankenstein, or that it led to his death. We will not take
back the confession that was made to the sheriff. But you are here
today to look at the question of responsibility for the
crimes that were committed: not only who carried out these horrible
acts, but also who bears responsibility for them.

Does a father have responsibility for
providing for his children? If a child throws an errant baseball
and it crashes through a neighbor’s window, who is responsible?
What do we expect? If the child has no money for the repair, do we
fix it ourselves? No. We expect the parent to take responsibility
for his child. We expect the parent to nurture a sense of
responsibility or morality. We want the window repair to be paid
for by the family and we expect that the parent will discipline his
child. We expect the parents to ensure that our window is
fixed.

When a child grows up to be a bad
person, we may wish to place some of the blame with the parent,
with the child’s upbringing, but ultimately adults are responsible
for their own actions and we should hold them responsible. But what
about before they grow up? When do children develop adult
responsibilities?

As you look at the defendant you have to ask
yourselves several questions which all force us to examine his
responsibility for the crime that has been committed. While he is a
very big individual, is he a responsible adult? How old is the
defendant? Has he reached the age of reason? Do not allow
appearances to force you to prejudge the defendant. Having a
monstrous appearance does not make him a monster. Similarly, having
adult proportions does make him an adult. He has not had the
benefit of a caring mother or father. He had no one to provide him
even the basics of food and shelter. What he knows, how he sees the
world, his concept of right and wrong, these things he learned
without the guidance of a family who cared for him. Although he had
help, he gained that help surreptitiously. He had no one who would
offer it voluntarily. He was born with Locke’s tabla rasa, a
blank slate, with no parental aid in filling that slate with what
is good or what even a young child should know. And that is what
you have before you, even if appearances are deceiving. You have a
very large, two year old child. We will show you that despite
appearances, he is two years old chronologically and emotionally.
He reacts to disappointment and frustration as a two year old
does.

Dr. Frankenstein creates a hideous child, of
gigantic proportions, yet fails to nurture or provide for this
child. When the creation acts like a child, when he acts out and
does not control his anger and frustration, we should teach and
discipline him, but we should hold the parent responsible.

The prosecution tells you that we will
attempt to shift responsibility away from the defendant. What you
will see and what you can see by who sits in the defendant’s seat,
is that there has indeed been a shifting of responsibility: from
the creator to the creation, from father to son, parent to child.
Despite appearances, we have put a two-year-old child on trial for
the murder of a young child, who was several years the defendant’s
elder. Yes an innocent child was killed but an innocent, even
younger child, is now being condemned for an act that while
unfortunate and tragic, cannot sensibly be considered the full
responsibility of this very large two year old child.

As the defense attorney ended his opening
statement, the judge slapped his gavel down.

J: We will adjourn until 9:00 tomorrow
morning at which time, the prosecution may begin calling its first
witnesses. The jury is instructed not to discuss this case with
anyone else. No phone calls, no e-mails, no text messaging, until
this trial is over and you have reached a verdict

I stood up with the rest of the jurors and
we filed out of the courtroom.

~~~~~

















Chapter 2






Prosecutor: The prosecution calls the Clark
County Sheriff to the stand.

A barrel-chested man, about six foot four,
rose from his seat. He was a younger man, probably in his mid to
late thirties, maybe older. His hair was closely cropped although
it was thinning on the top. He walked to the stand with confidence
acknowledging those in the audience that he knew as he approached
the bench. He looked quickly, and it seemed uneasily, at the
defendant as he passed him. He took his place in the witnesses
stand.

Bailiff: Please state your name for the
record.

Sheriff: Sheriff Jeffrey Woods.

B: Do you swear to tell the truth, the whole
truth and nothing but the truth so help you God?

S: I do.

B: Please take a seat.

P: How long have you been the sheriff of
Clark County?

S: I have been serving as Sheriff for 7
years. I have one year left of my second term. Prior to that I
served as a Deputy Sheriff for Sheriff Montgomery for 5 years.

P: Could you please tell the court how your
involvement in this case began?

S: Absolutely. We were investigating the
murder of William Frankenstein who was found strangled in the woods
near Otterwein Creek. We were looking very hard at one suspect in
particular, a young woman named Justine Moritz. She was a servant
in the household of the Frankensteins and after searching she was
found with the locket that had been around the neck of the victim.
The evidence was circumstantial but it seemed to point in her
direction.

P: But you changed your mind?

S: Not easily. However, when the victim’s
brother, Dr. Victor Frankenstein came forward with new evidence we
felt obliged to look into it.

P: Again, not easily?

S: Well it was an unusual story. He tells us
that he has been doing some research and that two years ago he had
put together this “devil” as he called him. He said ‘this devil’
was put together with the parts of dead people and that he brought
him to life. He said he is gigantic and can ‘move over ice through
the mountains with the grace of a mountain goat and with greater
speed than a cheetah’. At the time I thought he was just crazy. It
sounded crazy.

P: But you looked into it?

S: Not exactly. But I did a little more
research. I talked to Dr. Frankenstein’s father, a former
legislator from our district. I told him what his son had said and
his father confessed that he had heard nothing of this. In fact, he
could not tell me what his son had been working on. But he said
that he had been extremely busy for some time and had exhausted
himself and was only recently recovered from an illness. The
rantings of our young scientist were then seen as those of a sick
man who, grieving for his brother and for the accusations raised
against his “trusted” house servant, wanted to try to restore some
peace to his family. But I saw it as crazy talk. No one could
confirm his story.

I talked to his good friend Henry Clerval,
who had spent some time with Frankenstein nursing him through his
recovery, and although he said there were many fevered references
to this “devil” and this “wretch”, Mr. Clerval saw them as I did,
as the result of illness. I even contacted Dr. Frankenstein’s
professors but they were unaware of what specifically he had been
working on. They said they were unsure if he was still around as
they had not seen him in some time.

I would happily have left this story alone,
to avoid embarrassing the Frankenstein family who had already
suffered so much, but for two things. First, the imprint of a thumb
on the victim’s neck seemed more than I could imagine possible
given the small hands and delicate nature of the alleged killer,
Justine Moritz. Second, Dr. Frankenstein begged me to follow him
into the mountains so that I could see the creature for myself.

P: So you went with Dr. Frankenstein into the
mountains to look for this gigantic ‘devil’?

S: Again, I did not want to increase the
suffering of this family and was beginning to feel that the only
way to put the issue to rest was to accompany him. But I did not
expect anything more than a short trip to the mountains and some
fresh air.

P: You are convinced now?

S: Well, there he sits.

P: So how did he come to be sitting here?

S: As I said, we went to the mountains and
drove up to Clemens Park and began walking up to the ledge where
the scenic lookout is. When we got there, Dr. Frankenstein scanned
the horizon with his binoculars for almost two hours. I had work to
do back at the office and kept urging him to let it go. I really
only thought we would be there for 15 to 30 minutes. When I was
about to press the point, he suddenly screamed, “It’s him!” I took
out my binoculars and looked in the direction he indicated and saw
someone running easily toward the glacier in our direction. I could
not tell his size but could see that he moved effortlessly at a
good speed. We watched him for some twenty minutes, as he descended
from the St. Claire Peak, across the glacier, down to the valley
between St. Claire’s and Clemens Park and up to the overlook where
I sat. As he approached and I started to appreciate the story I had
been told, I noticed also the ghastly appearance of this creature
that moved with ease across the terrain. I am afraid to admit this,
but because I could not take my gaze off this quickly approaching
figure, I failed to return to my car in time to either call for
assistance or to grab my shotgun. So as he arose over the ledge to
face us, I had only my service pistol to defend us. Nevertheless, I
had it out and aimed at him as he was pulling himself over the
ledge.

I suspect that if it had been Dr.
Frankenstein who had the weapon, the defendant would now be
dead.

He said this, looking over at the Doctor,
with more compassion in his tone than any sense of
vindictiveness.

As if to put distance between the jury and
the last comment, the prosecutor quickly asked another
question.

P: And the creature confessed to the murder
of William Frankenstein?

S: Without hesitation. He said, though, that
that was only part of the story. He said that he is aware of our
system of justice and that he wishes his day in court to tell his
side of the story. So he returned with us without incident and
without sharing with me any other details except that he had indeed
come upon William Frankenstein and having learned from him his link
to his creator, killed the boy.

P: I have no more questions, Your Honor.

~~~~~~

Judge: Does the Defense have any questions
for this witness?

Defense: Yes, Your Honor. Sheriff Woods, did
the defendant threaten you in any way?

Sheriff: No, Sir. But then I had my gun
pointed right at him.

D: Sheriff, do you think that if he had not
had a gun pointed at him that you would have been attacked?

S: I can’t say.

D: But you say that he came to you,
confessed, asked for his day in court and came with you without
incident. Was there anything that made you feel threatened by his
actions that day?

S: No, not by his actions. I guess any threat
I felt was based more on his size and his appearance. I was not
prepared for what I saw. From a distance you could see he was
grotesque, but as he pulled himself up over the ledge, my horror
was beyond description. Yes, I felt threatened. But his manner did
not match his appearance. It was a rather weird mishmash. With my
eyes closed, I may not have felt threatened at all. But they
weren’t and I did. But not by his actions.

D: No more questions at this time your
honor.

~~~~~

















Chapter 3


Prosecutor: The Prosecution calls Dr. Victor
Frankenstein to the stand.

With a look of utter contempt aimed at the
defendant, Dr. Frankenstein rose and approached the stand. The
bailiff extended the Bible.

Bailiff: Please state your name.

Frankenstein. Dr. Victor Frankenstein.

B: Do you swear to tell the truth, the whole
truth and nothing but the truth?

F: I do.

P: Dr. Frankenstein, the Sheriff just
testified that you came to him with the claim that Justine was
innocent and you knew who the real murderer was. Is this
accurate?

F: That is correct.

P: When did you first realize who killed your
younger brother?

F: My father wrote me a letter informing me
of the murder of William. At that time I knew nothing and I
suspected no one, although I had been told that it was Justine
Moritz. I returned home as quickly as I could. As I got to town, it
was late and rather than disturbing the family with a late arrival
I decided to stay the night in a local inn and meet the family in
the morning. After checking in, I decided to take a quick drive
into the mountains. The mountains have always soothed my spirit and
as I expected my family would be looking to me to provide some
strength, I thought even a few hours of mountain air would be
restorative.

There was a storm that night and I wanted to
watch it move through. I drove up to Clemens Park and put on some
rain gear and walked out to where I could watch the progress of the
storm front. The storm was terrible but beautiful and as I watched
I thought of my sweet brother. I cried, ‘Sweet William. This is for
you!’ As I said this I observed through the sheets of falling rain
a lone figure standing near a clump of trees. When a flash of
lightening illuminated the figure, I recognized its gigantic
stature and grotesque form and knew without a doubt it had to be
the wretch I had created.

He looked over at the defendant and paused,
seeming to try to regain some composure.

At that moment, I knew it had to be him who
murdered poor William. Who else but a monster could kill such a
sweet innocent boy? I forgot everything else at that moment and
yelled, ‘Murderer!’ ‘Devil!’ and who knows what else, while I
chased the demon. But he was too fast and I stopped only to watch
him easily climb the peak of White Mountain.

P: But you didn’t report your suspicions to
the Sheriff?

F: No. How could I? You heard the Sheriff! I
knew that no one would believe me. If someone had told me such a
story I would have considered it evidence of insanity. No. I am
ashamed to say I remained silent.

P: What changed your mind?

F: Well, first I hoped that Justine would be
released. I knew she was innocent of the crime but I couldn’t let
her suffer even a trial when I knew the truth. But my course was
set for sure when I met the creature a second time.

P: Tell us of that meeting.

F: While Justine was in jail and the
prosecutor’s office was preparing to take her to trial, I returned
to the mountains. To be honest, I don’t know if I was going to find
the demon or to find peace in solitude. I took a mountain trail
that I used to climb as a boy with my father. I had taken
provisions to keep me for several days if I decided to stay that
long. But I knew that with Justine’s trial approaching, I couldn’t
hide there forever. It was nearly noon of the first day when I
reached the summit of the first ascent. I looked out over the
uneven surface of the glacier that filled the valley below and
began my descent. I hoped to cross the river of ice that afternoon
and set up camp on the opposite side for my evening meal. My
progress was slow both because of the craggy surface of the ice and
because my heart was filled with misery. When looking up at the
distance I had still to go, I saw a man approaching across the ice
at superhuman speed. I knew it was the wretch I had created and my
feelings were confirmed as he got nearer and
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