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I never wanted to create life. But my interest in the Monster created by Victor Frankenstein has occupied the majority of my years. Perhaps it was my gradual discovery of just what Frankenstein had created on that bleak November night during the Eighteenth Century that aroused in me such an avid interest in the subject—enough of an interest to write this book.

My first hearing of the name “Frankenstein” was as a small boy in the 1950’s. I was walking home with my mother from a Chicago motion picture theatre called the Music Box where we saw the film Tap Roots, made a few years before, which featured Boris Karloff as an Indian. During the film my mother had mentioned that the Indian was portrayed by Karloff, who had played “Frankenstein.” I couldn’t resist learning more about the intriguing three-syllable name.

“Frankenstein,” she told me as we walked, “was a dead man who was brought back to life.” That sounded incredible, but I suspected there was more to the story. I began to notice advertisements in the Chicago Sun-Times, our family newspaper, for Frankenstein movies with so many titles that I could not remember them all. Unfortunately most of these ads either featured artwork done by the local artists or showed the Monster in such shadowy detail that I had no idea as to how he looked.

It was during my early Cub Scout days, approximately in 1952, that I was told by a fellow Scout that “Frankenstein” was not only a revived dead man, but a creature made up from parts of different corpses. To make him even more of a monstrosity, he had a large nail sticking out of his head. A nail? This naturally made no sense to me.

About that time I became acquainted with the Dick Briefer Frankenstein comic book, never realizing that the Monster (I still thought he was called “Frankenstein”) shown on the gruesome covers looked any different on the screen, or never even knowing that there was a novel written by Mary Shelley. The Briefer Monster had no “nails” or whatever jutting from his head. But, to confuse me even more, the Classics Illustrated comic book Frankenstein also found its way into my hands. It had what might have looked like nails—actually, more like-bolts—on the neck and the sides of the knees.

In 1955 I was walking past a toy shop during the Halloween season and spotted a green half mask, vaguely resembling the Monster in the Briefer comic books. Someone had mentioned to me only a few days before that “Frankenstein” had a very high forehead with a scar. This rubber mask certainly fit the description and also had metal plugs and clips that made me recall that old story about the nails.

My luck reached new heights in 1956 when a local movie house called the Mode ran a triple horror bill: The Mummy, starring Karloff, House of Frankenstein, and House of Dracula. The posters stated that Karloff also starred in House of Frankenstein. At last I was going to see Boris Karloff as “Frankenstein!” When the picture started and Karloff appeared as the mad doctor I wondered if the actor were playing two parts. Furthermore, the early introduction of Count Dracula made me wonder if the projectionist had somehow interchanged the reels of the two films. It was then that I learned A) Frankenstein was the name of the scientist and not the Monster, B) Karloff was not the only actor to portray the Monster, C) in the later films other monsters joined in the horror festivities, and D) I was a Frankenstein fan.

I discovered the novel by Mary Shelley. But as a youth of twelve years it bored me. There were no hunchbacked assistants or fabulous laboratory scenes. It wouldn’t be for years that I learned how immature were my first impressions.

I had legitimately got sick and stayed home from school the day Primo Carnero starred as the Monster in the “Matinee Theatre” version of Frankenstein in 1957. There was no use swearing that turning on the show and seeing the title Frankenstein was a total surprise to me. Soon I was seeing more Frankenstein films in theatres. Boris Karloff caused magic on television one night when he was the guest of honor on This Is Your Life. Shock Theatre, with bug-eyed Marvin gleefully kidding the macabre, premiered on WBKB-TV in Chicago at ten o’clock, 7 December 1957, with the original Boris Karloff Frankenstein. And Famous Monsters of Filmland, with an article titled “The Frankenstein Story,” premiered on the newsstands. Possibly of equal importance was my learning that there were other people in this world who loved these motion pictures.

THE FRANKENSTEIN LEGEND is the end result of an interest that began on that warm Chicago night I first heard the name “Frankenstein.” I have attempted to chronicle the story of the Monster, making it as complete as possible. It is unnerving to contemplate the time between this writing and final publication, when there will probably be some new titles that should be included.

If your spine thrills at the thought of an ambitious scientist “tampering with the unknown” and “playing God” . . . if you enjoy the countless reruns on television of Frankenstein Meets the Wolf Man and feel a nostalgic joy over a performance by Boris Karloff, come with me into the laboratory and world of Frankenstein. Scientists will rob graves. Brains will be switched from one skull to another. Laboratories will come alive with electrical madness to give life to patched-together travesties of humanity. Angry villagers will storm the castle with fiery torches and a ready battering ram. And Mary Shelley, the young woman responsible for it all, will, like her creation, live again.

This is the world of Frankenstein, the scientist who created a man and then left him to the mercies of a merciless humanity. Perhaps in this age of heart transplants and electronic wonders, that world, of questionable merit, is not too far off.

Donald F. Glut

May, 1972
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Loyal subject Ackerman with King Boris himself of Karloffornia, relaxing on the set.

[Forrest Ackerman was a personal friend of the late Boris Karloff and continues this friendship with his daughter Sara and grandsons Michael and David. He wrote the script for the Karloff-narrated Decca record album “An Evening with Boris Karloff and His Friends” and shortly after the death of the actor, whom he often referred to in print as King Boris the Benign, Ackerman assembled the paperback tribute to his memory, The Frankenscience Monster.

[Mr. Ackerman interviewed Mr. Karloff in one of his London flats, dined with him and Fritz Lang, director of M and Metropolis, in the home of Robert (Psycho) Bloch, chatted with him in his dressing room during the making of the second version of The Raven (the color film co-starring Vincent Price and Peter Lorre) and spoke with him several times on the set during the filming of his final four films, of which The Incredible Invasion was to be the very last.

[As a young fan Ackerman saw Frankenstein the film and read Frankenstein the book before I was born. He considers it one of the major honors that have come to him in his lifetime that, together with Boris Karloff, he received the first Ann Radcliffe Award, the top recognition for excellence in the Gothic field, from the Count Dracula Society. He has also appeared, in regard to Frankenstein, on television’s “To Tell the Truth” and also the “Merv Griffin Show,” on which he gave a dramatic reading of some of Colin Clive’s dialogue from Frankenstein.

[When Boris Karloff died, Editor Ackerman dedicated the 56th issue (July 1969) of Famous Monsters of Filmland magazine to the memory of “the man who was made by a monster.” Following is his introduction to THE FRANKENSTEIN LEGEND—DFG.]

The Frankenstein Monster was one of the best Christmas presents I ever had.

If memory serves me right across a span of more than 40 years, it would have been at the morning matinee on opening day, 24 December 1931, at the Orpheum theatre in San Francisco that I first fell under the thrall of Frankenstein.

I was a 15-year-old boy then, steeped since six in the tradition of thrilling silent films of the fantastic such as Dante’s Inferno, The Thief of Bagdad, The Hunchback of Notre Dame, Faust, Siegfried, The Phantom of the Opera, London After Midnight, Metropolis, The Monster, The Lost World and Seven Footprints to Satan, and the exciting new “talkies” such as The Terror, The Bat Whispers, High Treason, The Mysterious Island and . . . Dracula.

When I was eight, I had the wits scared out of me when foolhardy Mary Philbin snatched off the mask of Erik of the catacombs and revealed, as Robert Bloch has put it best, “the naked face of horror” that was Lon Chaney Sr. at the zenith of his power, in the immortal characterization that was the supreme achievement of his make-up mastery, his greatest face of all the famous thousand, in the filmization of Gaston Leroux’ ghastly masterpiece. Fortunately I gathered my wits together in time to be present at the Northern California premiere of Boris Karloff’s “answer” to Erik. (Although there actually never was any question: Chaney’s Phantom was the shining hour of the silent film era’s horror history; Karloff’s Monster, the pinnacle of perfection of all horrors created since sound began.)

The fright sequence in Phantom of the Opera remains a classic of instant Total Terror. In Frankenstein, canny director James Whale coolly prolonged the introduction of the Monster for all it was worth. Who, having once seen it, can ever forget the slowly opening door to Colin Clive’s laboratory and the backward entrance of the Creation; how the great awkward monster, an automaton of terror, slowly as a zombie turned about to reveal its shocking face and form to transfixed audiences. In my day there were genuine screams throughout the theater and a nurse in white uniform (real or phony?—I suspect, it being during the Depression, she was the manager’s unemployed sister) running down the aisle to escort a fainting “patron” (a plant?) to the ambulance parked outside the movie house as a publicity gimmick. Hip promo men may have helped along a bit the reputation of the picture’s horror elements by such pre-arranged stunts but there were plenty, as I said, of genuine screams throughout the theater. I could be dramatic, but false to reality, and report that my own screams were among those echoing in the auditorium but I think that instead I was probably gripped quietly with an inner delight as my sense-of-wonder nerves were stimulated by the unnerving sight before me!

There would be a few more memorable highlights of horror for me in fright films to come—the breaking of Lionel Atwill’s mask by Fay Wray in Mystery of the Wax Museum; the power mad voice of The Invisible Man, Claude Rains, in his major outburst of megalomania (“To send thousands squealing in terror at the touch of my little invisible finger! The whole world’s frightened of me—even the Moon’s frightened of me!”); the first tree-crunching appearance of the sovereign of Skull Island: King Kong; but nothing ever again really to compare with the initial confrontation with Boris Karloff as Frankenstein’s Monster. No, I haven’t forgotten Henry Hull as the Werewolf of London, the lycanthrope of fang and fury, nor Fredric March’s Oscar-winning portrayal of evil incarnate in Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde, nor the hideous end of Dr. Moreau (Charles Laughton) in the House of Pain at the hands of the mammals at the climax of The Island of Lost Souls. But above them all: the Karloff Frankenstein.

Cleverly taking advantage of the commotion the Frankenstein movie caused, Weird Tales magazine began serializing Mary Shelley’s novel with its May 1932 issue. The story kept readers on tenterhooks for an agonizing eight instalments!

In 1935 the president of Universal himself, Carl Laemmle Sr., arranged an invitation for me to visit the Studio to see a preview in a small projection room of The Bride of Frankenstein. Afterwards, as I was leaving the lot, I had a supreme thrill: in the outer office, as I was walking toward the receptionist’s desk to relinquish my pass, Henry Frankenstein (Colin Clive) walked past me!

I think you may be interested in what my reaction was, at the age of 18, to Boris Karloff’s second portrayal of the Frankenstein Monster. Fortunately I typed out my thoughts at the time and they were published in an amateur periodical, a “fanzine” of the science fiction field called Fantasy Magazine. I quoted my review to members of the Count Dracula Society a couple of years ago during an evening devoted to the memory of the then-recently-dead Boris Karloff, when Robert Bloch, Walter J. Daugherty, Donald A. Reed, Eric Hoffman and others spoke about him. My talk was taped and transcribed and, through the courtesy of Morris Scott Dollens and Beverly Presar, I quote it to you now [complete with interpolations]:

The startling sequel science film opens in 1816 with Elsa Lanchester as Mary Wollstonecraft Shelley, authoress of the original Frankenstein story, revealing the terrible truth—the monster was not killed in the burning mill—the monster still lives! The picture then fades into the conclusion of the original: The peasants morbidly lingering around the smoking ruins believed to be the funeral pyre of Dr. Frankenstein’s awful creation.

The father of a little girl drowned by the monster enters the wreckage for the grim satisfaction of seeing the bones of the destroyed blasphemy but comes face to face with the Monster, horribly burned but alive. It savagely drowns him in a cistern, then clambers out of the ruins and stumbles away.

Dr. Frankenstein, convalescing from his fright and fall from the mill, at last recovers and is visited by sinister Dr. Pretorius, the erudite scientist from whom he first learned the rudimentary principles of the artificial creation of life. [Dr. Pretorius had appeared a couple of years earlier in The Ghoul—he was Ernest Thesiger, who also appeared with Karloff in The Old Dark House.] The teacher demands Frankenstein aid him in further experiments. Frankenstein, still awed by his own ability to bring forth life, accompanies Pretorius, who reveals to him a sight of super science—his astounding work of test tube men. An experiment of tiny living human beings created from culture. Fantastic figurines imprisoned alive in small glass bottles. All thought of promise to Elizabeth, his wife, is swept away, Frankenstein becoming fanatically enthusiastic on the new project—that of creating a mate for the Monster.

While the pasty-faced phantom, more unbelievably ghastly than ever now, his head scorched, misshapen skull sutured together with strips of silver, knobbed rod piercing his neck just below a long, livid gash forming a hinge for his head, flame-seared arms, is brought to bay by bloodhounds, bound to a pole and carted into the village jail. The 7-foot creation, inhumanly strong, easily escapes, killing several people as it makes for the mountains.

The Monster is attracted to a hermit’s hut by the strains of a violin. Upon entering the hut, the old man occupant, who is blind, greets it as a friend, but finally realizes his great guest cannot speak. The Monster is overcome by the first signs of kindness toward him, thus begins a close friendship. It is taught to talk in passing days. [When the monster learned to speak, this was a very important step in the development of its character. It became more sympathetic than ever.]

[When I was with Boris Karloff five years ago in his apartment, he was going to see Frankenstein that evening for the first time since the original showing in 1931. He was reminiscing about it and he said that he was very pleased that after the film originally opened, he received letters from all over the world. He remembered youngsters in Australia writing to him, letters from Canada, from home in England. And universally they reacted to the Monster with sympathy. And he was very pleased, because he said that was exactly the way he saw the role and wished to play it, and that he in fact insisted on a certain scene being removed from the film. It was shot—as a matter of fact it slipped through onto the screen at least on one occasion. I saw it, feeling somewhat like I was in the Twilight Zone, out in the next town south of here. One evening I was out there and saw the Frankenstein film. We come to the sequence where the Monster is kneeling by the lake with the little girl, and she picks a daisy and says, “I can make a boat. Here, I’ll show you how.” And she picks a petal, throws it into the water. He finds that very amusing and he is throwing his petals in. Finally, he throws the flower in, and when he has nothing left he makes a gesture with his hand as if to say, “More, let’s keep the game going.” And finally, figuring that if flowers will float, little girls will float, that’ll be fun, he picks up the girl and throws her in the lake. And is quite surprised when she screams and drowns.

[Well, Karloff himself felt that that scene made him appear to be extremely brutal and sadistic. I personally didn’t interpret it that way. To me it seemed like it would simply have evidenced the ignorance of a burgeoning mind, and he was in effect just a newborn baby in a giant body. But he told me in his apartment that he played the role for sympathy and that’s what it got him all over the world and that’s what particularly pleased him. And when they made the sequel, it was even more evident that he was a sympathetic creature put upon by humanity, in his tender sequence first of all with the hermit.]

Unfortunately, several months later, the Monster is seen by hunters happening by, which have to kill it. Again it is forced to fight, then escaping to take refuge in a cemetery. The same night, Dr. Pretorius and two satanic servants creep into the burial vault, secure a woman’s skeleton from which to fashion the body of the Monster’s mate. There Pretorius meets the Monster, who carries on a halting conversation with him, delighted when it learns that a companion is to be created for it.

Dr. Frankenstein now attempts to back out of the weird second experiment but the Monster kidnaps his wife and he is forced to continue to insure her return unharmed. The picture is at its peak.

In a reduplication of the original sensational laboratory sequence, the body of the synthetic woman is raised to the tower top at the height of a terrific electrical storm, while the great ray-diffusing machinery roars and crackles—a cannonading, awe-inspiring spectacle. The swathed form is lowered—alive! It is the creature from the graveyard, towering above the impious scientists who have created it.

Hardly less terrifying than the Monster itself, seven feet tall, scarred neck showing where the head had been sewed to the body, electrically charged hair standing up upon the skull, gray streaking up from each temple, the Creation Macabre staggers toward the Monster man who preceded her in assemblage and introduction to life.

And then the crashing climax quickly occurs.

I remember the opening of the third Frankenstein film, Son of Frankenstein, as an occasion. In Los Angeles, all of us L. A. Science Fantasy Society fans who could do so gathered for the morning matinee. It is possible that a young Ray Bradbury, that day in 1939, sat in the same row with me. Henry Kuttner could have been there too. Shortly after, I saw the Pete Smith Novelty short, Third Dimensional Murder, which featured Ed Payson in a Son of Frankenstein-type get-up doing a Quasimodo-like act of pouring molten metal into the laps of shrieking audiences via the old blue-and-red cellophane glasses technique of 3D. I somehow seem to have been the only fan who ever actually saw the short subject and for many years carefully guarded the only known still from it. I understand this present volume’s author, through the good offices of make-up maestro Dick Smith, presents and preserves another scene for us.

The first time I met Boris Karloff was in Hollywood after seeing him in a stage play of On Borrowed Time. I went backstage afterward to meet him and seek his autograph on an anthology of “masterpieces of horror and the supernatural” which he had compiled, And the Darkness Falls. (In this case I wouldn’t be surprised if he did select the stories rather than merely lend his name to the book and turn the job over to a ghost.) In green ink (mine) he signed: “Best wishes, Boris Karloff.” As the book was published in 1946, my meeting with him could have been no earlier than that. I didn’t see him again (except in every screen appearance) for another 20 years but he was never far from my thoughts as his stature as Mr. Monster grew and grew.

In 1951, when I took my first trip to Europe, in Germany I made a point of seeking out the Frankenstein Castle, a morning’s journey by car from Frankfurt. Constructed, fittingly enough, in the 13th century, the castle’s ruins, about 1200 feet of them, still stand today. It was built about A.D. 1250 by a young Frankenstein on the side of a long, narrow range of hills. When new, the castle must have been strong enough to withstand—almost—the attack of even a mythical monster, fortified as it was by a whole system of moats, drawbridges and outer walls. The tomb of a Knight George actually exists near the castle and legend has him killed by “a terrible man-eating monster in the neighborhood of the Katzenborn (Cat’s Well), which frightened the whole valley of Niederbeerbach below.” There are rumors that the castle conceals a treasure; certainly the Frankenstein legend itself is a literary treasure which has rarely failed to produce profit for film-makers who explore its theme.

In February 1958, when the first issue of the periodical I still edit, Famous Monsters of Filmland, appeared, no less than 15 photos of Frankenstein’s Monster were featured and a leading article, “The Frankenstein Story.”

It was in 1965 that I next saw Boris Karloff. I was now nearing 50 and he was beyond his mid-70s. The occasion was pleasant but frustrating. A meeting in Mr. Karloff’s own London flat had been arranged for me by my late good journalist friend Peter J. Jarman. Unlike Bela Lugosi, who had a healthy ego, Boris Karloff seemed disinterested in keepsakes, mementoes, trophies, etc. I had hoped to see scrapbooks galore, rare photos, awards, but there was nothing of his past accomplishments on display. Mr. Karloff and Peter, who had met several times before, were soon engaged in a leisurely chat about what, to me, was total trivia, although I realize that cricket, gardening and such mundane matters were of absorbing interest to my host. Little time was left for me to query Mr. Karloff directly about matters cinematic as his wife appeared before long to apologize to us because she had to whisk him away soon to see a revival of Frankenstein. My tendrils stood on end when I heard that—I wanted to see the picture in his presence so much that I could taste it—but it seemed to me it would be impolite to try to get Mrs. Ackerman, myself and my friend invited to this special showing if it didn’t occur to Mr. Karloff to volunteer. Mrs. Ackerman attempted to take some snapshots of my hero and myself in his own surroundings and great was my aggravation as flashbulb after flashbulb failed to function on this critical occasion. Finally, just as I was making some exaggerated motion toward the camera, clowning that I was not ready to be photographed yet, the flash inadvertently went off; it was the last shot and I was captured for all eternity with a ludicrous expression on my face, albeit Mr. K. came out OK.

Outside the Karloff apartment, directly we were out of earshot, I groaned; “Oh, God, I sure wish I could be at that Frankenstein showing!” Peter reacted as though struck by a bolt of lightning. He pulled his pipe out of his mouth.”Some journalist I am! But, of course! The thought should have occurred to me!” Quickly, much hunting about was done to find a phone, calls were made and delays endured, until finally the sands of time ran out; finally I got the full picture: people had been invited to a formal dinner, after which the showing would take place and then Mr. Karloff would speak in reaction to seeing himself as the monster once again across a gulf of 35 years. That night I brooded about this miserable turn of fate—very likely there was somebody at the banquet simply out of duty, secretly bored at having to attend “a monster movie,” who would have been glad of the excuse to relinquish his or her place to me; but, alas, it was not to be.

I understand that in the early part of this century there was a town or hamlet in the United States called Frankenstein. I believe it was in Vermont or New Hampshire and in fact was immortalized in the early film Frankenstein’s Trestle, mistakenly believed by some to be an actual Frankenstein movie. In the summer of 1963 I spent five weeks behind the wheel of an automobile, driving 8700 miles from Los Angeles to Washington, D. C., and back, for no other reason than to meet fans of monster movies. Early one morning, concentrating on the road ahead, I happened to glance to the right. I was electrified by what I saw! A sign reading: “Frankenstein 9 mi.” Rubber skid-marks are still visible on that highway, marking my screeching halt, and my hasty U-turn. This was too good to miss! Already I had visions of buying half a hundred postcards and spending half a day sending fiend-friends greetings postmarked Frankenstein!

As we neared the little village (brave Mrs. A. was with me) I became more and more excited. I felt just like reporter David Manners in The Black Cat! The day was gray and overcast, perfect weather. Then the first evidence of humanity came into sight: a Gothic church on the outskirts of town.

The town was so tiny we were out of it before I had time to put on the brakes.

I turned around and drove back. We stopped at a little combination cafe and tobacco shop.

Floating in a jar was what I at first took to be disembodied eyes or perhaps cats’ brains. Anyway, something directly out of the glass bowl in Dr. Waldman’s lecture hall at the beginning of the first Frankenstein—the one Fritz stole. Actually the contents were a specialty of the locality: hard-boiled pickled Polish eggs. I had a cup of coffee and a little conversation with the proprietor. Dashed was my dream of Frankenstein postmarks for, though there had once been a post office there, the population had dwindled so (ominous!) that a P.O. was no longer justified. Frankenstein: Pop. 26!

Wendayne and I went back to the nuns’ quarters at the side of the school. There the Mother Superior gave us cordial greeting. When I asked if she had ever heard of the Frankenstein Monster, she replied, “Yes, and I believe some of our students are descended from him!” Then she produced a mimeographed fact sheet that had me bug-eyed: “History of Frankenstein”! It was about the surrounding territory and she explained that just 100 years before the time of our visit a German family named Franken had settled locally. The land was stony—the German word for “stone” is “stein”—hence, the stony land of the Frankens became . . . Frankenstein!
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(En passant: in 1926 when my grandmother was reading Ghost Stories magazine to me regularly, I lived with my parents in a Hollywood bungalow sandwiched between neighbors with significant names: to the west, Mr. Canny, the elderly neighborhood mystery man—surely he should have been named Mr. Uncanny; and to the east, so help me Mary Shelley there lived the Finkensteins! Now what do you make of that?)

I know you’d like to know but I’m not going to tell you where the town of Frankenstein is, the one in the USA that certainly wasn’t contributing to the population explosion at the time I visited it. I made a mental promise to the people there. I have a hunch the poor villagers would have no peace of mind if the mad mad world of filmonster fans ever discovered their whereabouts.

The natives would be restless tonight and every night. They would curse my name unto the 13th generation and rue the day that the Ackermonster of Horrorwood turned off the beaten track and visited their village, thereafter revealing their whereabouts to souvenir hunters and journalists, who arrived like locusts and stripped the land bare, stone by stone, so that in the end there were no “steins” left and they had to rename the town Franken. . . .

1969: Man on the Moon and Boris Karloff . . . dead.

Is it sacrilegious to combine the two events in the same thought? There could, of course, be no comparison in their magnitude. But the lunar landing was something I had looked forward to for about 40 years and the death of Boris Karloff was something I had feared for about the same length of time. Tears were involved in both: the triumphant tears of vicarious vindication after 40 years of faith in the Space Dream; tears of sadness at the inevitable human loss of a cinema giant. Black Monday—2 February 1969—the sad sad day the Frankenstein Monster died. Tears immediately came cascading out of my telephone and continued to dampen my mailbox for weeks afterward. I never experienced anything like the outpouring of sorrow over the death of Boris Karloff, as expressed by his fans to me as the only person they knew to whom they could directly communicate their feelings of loss. Later that year I was invited, along with 35 other fantasy film enthusiasts and filmmakers from various parts of the world, to a film festival in Brazil, where my suggestion that Elsa Lanchester, the Bride of Frankenstein, eulogize our demised “king” was not possible, the honor falling to me instead to open the Festival in the name of Boris Karloff and to dedicate it to his memory.

In 1970 at the Science Fiction Film Festival in Trieste I was approached by a young Italian who told me that later on that year he was to have an “All About Frankenstein” book published in Italy. He asked me to write a Foreword for it. I did but that is the last I have heard of it to date. The same year, in Paris, I was given a private showing by its producers of the legendary Torticola contre Frankensberg and was surprised to be told in my own home the following year by actor Michel Piccoli that it was he who played “Twisted Neck” in this curiosity.

1972: and on screens through the country I am being killed by the Frankenstein Monster! Greater love hath no man, or something. You can see it happen in Dracula vs. Frankenstein, which reunites Lon Chaney Jr. and J. Carrol Naish, who were together in House of Frankenstein in 1944. When I received a phone call asking me if I’d care to play the part of Dr. Beaumont in the picture (odd coincidence: I was the original agent of the late fantasy author Charles Beaumont) I at first declined when told that I would be killed by the Monster. It wasn’t that the prospect didn’t appeal to me but I had already been suffering for a month with a severely sprained shoulder and my arm was in a sling and it hardly see med like the thing for a man in pain to be waltzing around with a monster. But the director assured me, “It won’t hurt a bit! You see, you’re not killed in the usual fashion”—at the mention of which visions from past Frankenstein pictures were conjured up in my mind where victims were choked, tromped, drowned, thrown from high places, etc.—“something new has been added: Frankenstein has been bitten by Dracula and himself becomes a vampire and you’ll very painlessly be fanged to death!” Well, that sounded harmless enough, so I agreed to do the part. But when it came time to die, the make-up artist had been working on his Creation from about noon till 11 at night and suddenly, to everyone’s horror, it was discovered he’s built up his mouth in such a manner that it wasn’t possible to insert any fangs! Hasty conference and it’s decided the vampire angle will have to be dropped and Dr. Beaumont will simply be killed in the old tried and true fashion, i.e., having every bone in his body broken. Hey !—wait a minute!—I’m Dr. Beaumont! But the show must go on. Trooper time. Stiff upper lip and all that. So the monster (and he really was about 7’ tall, a brawny young bruiser) lifts my struggling form off the ground like I weighed no more than a bag of marshmallows, squeezes the life from me (crunch!) and lets my limp body fall to the concrete pavement (thump!). I lie there turning blue in the face from a combination of cold and asphyxiation while feigning death by holding my breath because the director has forgotten to indicate the scene’s completion by calling “cut!” They like my death scene so well that they decide to shoot it a couple more times from different angles and each “take” takes a little more out of me. Finally every bone in my body is broken so the director is satisfied that he’s got the realism he wants and calls, “OK, wrap it up!” The nurse in attendance thinks he’s gotta mean me so I get the Mummy treatment. This Introduction has been typed with my left little finger—the tip: the only bone in my body that wasn’t broken. (You think I’m joken?)

Don Glut has asked me to put absolutely everything I can think of in this Introduction which in any way relates to my relationship with Frankenstein. So—two final thoughts:

In 1965, in just about his last screen appearance, I played Basil Rathbone’s assistant in Queen of Blood, as it was known on the screen and in paperback (Planet of Blood, as it was called on TV). I have one nice eyeball-to-eye-ball close-up with him; what thoughts were passing through my mind as I did the scene? These: “Basil Rathbone, a quarter of a century ago you were playing Wolf von Frankenstein, bringing Boris Karloff back to life in Son of Frankenstein, and I was watching you in the audience. It’s you, Basil Rathbone, and I’m standing opposite you now, in a science fiction picture.”

Lastly, a revelation. I sat on a scoop about Life Without Soul too long and Carlos Clarens (whom I salute) broke into print with word about it first. There are yet certain information and stills I am hoarding against the day that a publisher invites me to do a really fabulous book on fantastic films. But now, exclusively for THE FRANKENSTEIN LEGEND, for the first time in English, you are about to read the name of a Frankenstein film made in 1920! To give credit where credit is due, I would not have known of this film if I had not learned of it from Italy’s number one authority on fantastic movies, Luigi Cozzi. It was from my friend Luigi that I learned the title: Il Mostro di Frakestein [The Monster of Frankenstein]. And I have a picture of the Monster, too!

Forrest J Ackerman

Karloffornia

The Hydes of March 1972
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Chapter 1: MARY SHELLEY AND HER ETERNAL CLASSIC
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Mary Wollstonecraft Shelley was nineteen years old when on the night of 19 June 1816 she retired for bed at Lord Byron’s Villa Diodati. Her controversial life had, to that date, provided her with more than enough research material to arrive at a gruesome story of horror to satisfy the request of Byron: “We will each write a ghost story,” the free-living and loving poet told his assemblage of friends that included Mary’s young husband Percy Bysshe Shelley, and Byron’s handsome young physician and secretary Dr. John Polidori (affectionately referred to by Byron as “Polly-Dolly”).

Dwarfed by the talents of the three men, youthful Mary retired for bed somewhat disheartened after days of questioning. “Have you thought of a story?” she had been asked each morning, forced to reply in the negative, and unaware that her own life had already laid the foundation for the world’s most famous novel of horror, Frankenstein; or, The Modern Prometheus.

In the introduction Mary Shelley wrote to the 1831 edition of the book, she related:

When I placed my head on the pillow, I did not sleep, nor could I be said to think. My imagination, unbidden, possessed and guided me, gifting the successive images that arose in my mind with a vividness far beyond the usual bounds of reverie. I saw—with shut eyes, but acute mental vision—I saw the pale student of unhallowed arts kneeling beside the thing he had put together. I saw the hideous phantasm of a man stretched out, and then, on the working of some powerful engine, show signs of life, and stir with an uneasy, half vital motion.

Frightful must it be; for supremely frightful would be the effect of any human endeavor to mock the stupendous mechanism of the Creator of the world. His success would terrify the artist; he would rush away from his odious handiwork, horror-stricken. He would hope that, left to itself, the slight spark of light which he had communicated would fade; that this thing, which had received such imperfect animation, would subside into dead matter; and he might sleep in the belief that the silence of the grave would quench for ever the transient existence of the hideous corpse which he had looked upon as the cradle of life. He sleeps; but he is awakened; he opens his eyes; behold the horrid thing stands at his bedside, opening his curtains, and looking on him with yellow, watery, but speculative eyes.

In her mind, a young medical student had fashioned a monstrous composite corpse from various alien organs, and then endowed it with a terrible artificial life force. All that remained was to scribe the horrifying tale. The story had seemingly come to her miraculously. Actually the origins of Frankenstein went back to the first gasps of life breathed by Mary and to the influences of even earlier times.

The story of Mary Shelley proves to be as extraordinary as that of Frankenstein. Mary was born in London in August 1797 to Mary Wollstonecraft, a staunch preacher of free love and author of Vindication of the Rights of Women (1792), now much quoted by the Women’s Liberation movement, and William Godwin, author of the famous anarchist utopia book, An Enquiry Concerning Political Justice, a great document of eighteenth-century political philosophy highly successful in its day and since. He also wrote bizarre tales including Adventures of Caleb Williams (1794) about a murderous sadist, St. Leon (1799) about a disfigured Transylvanian prince, and Fleetwood: or, The New Man of Feeling (1804) about a criminal assassin. Both Mary Wollstonecraft and Godwin were respected as England’s most liberal intellectuals and their thinking would greatly influence their daughter’s own mind and life.

Mary Wollstonecraft was a supporter of natural childbirth. As a result of not calling in doctors to attend the delivery until too much time had passed, the woman died within ten days of giving birth to her baby daughter. Godwin never forgave his daughter for causing the death of his wife. Moreover, he decided the only thing to satisfy his grief was the punishment of the child. He named her Mary Wollstonecraft Godwin as if the tolerated girl were a reincarnation of his spouse, then gave her to the care of an unqualified stepmother.

[image: A person in a dress

Description automatically generated with low confidence]

Portrait of Mary Wollstonecraft Shelley at the age she wrote her immortal novel.

His belief that Mary was a youthful projection of his deceased wife was carried to the extremes. Feverishly the child attempted to overcome the growing shadow of her mother by steeping herself in literature and listening to the discussions carried on by her father and his group of intellectual friends. She also began to write.

The unfeeling, relentless pressures on Mary in the ‘Godwin forcing-house’ (Biographer Eileen Bigland’s phrase) finally had its weird effect. Mary Shelley never succeeded in matching the superior intellect and moral courage of Mary Wollstonecraft; and the incessant reading and writing under the cold shadow of her rival mother only served to condition her permanently to associate books and writing with her mother’s ‘resurrection.’ [1]

Young Mary’s attempts to compete with her dead mother reached obsessive proportions by the time she turned seventeen. The melancholic teenager began to read and write while seated beside the grave of Mary Wollstonecraft which was just behind the Old St. Pancras Church where her parents had been married. The visitations were on a daily basis. But the corpse of Mary Wollstonecraft never rose.

While Mary continued to engage in such bizarre pastimes, her father was arranging a scheme he hoped would be beneficial to all involved. Godwin had been corresponding with the radical atheist and poet Percy Bysshe Shelley, a professed heir to a considerable fortune. This man of only twenty years, while already married to Harriet Westbrook, seemed to William Godwin the ideal husband for Mary. Leaving his pregnant spouse, Shelley was convinced through letters to join Godwin and help him financially. As a result of journeying to discuss the fine arts (and to loan money) with the older man who had been kind enough to send him so much advice, Percy met the radiant Mary. They suppressed their true mutual feelings until he followed her on one of her depressing excursions to the graveyard. There, mimicking the boldness of her mother, she pronounced her love for him. The cemetery became their clandestine meeting place.

Shortly after this encounter Shelley and Mary left England for the continent. Eight months later a child, William, was born to them. As if further punishing Mary for her mother’s death, the child lived but a short time. The couple eventually did marry in Scotland in 1816, two years after meeting. One year later they would take up residence in Marlow, England, with two children, William and Clara.

These events in the life of Mary Wollstonecraft Shelley, although she had no idea at the time, were already amassing toward the creation of the Frankenstein Monster. Still there were other factors that contributed to this most famous of gothic horror stories.

Dating back centuries were the legends of the Golem, the living creature of clay. The story of the Golem had been incorporated into a collection of ghostly stories called Phantasmagoriana. The book was a favorite of Mrs. Shelley’s and she often dwelled upon the idea of an inanimate figure receiving life by mortal man.

Mary Shelley had also been fascinated by stories of human-like robots. [2] It is quite probable that she read the writings of the German, E. T. A. Hoffman, whose stories, “Automatons” (1812) and “The Sandman” (1814), both dealt with very human-like machines. The former involved a mechanical dancing partner; the latter, Olympia, an animated doll so alluring that it attracted the love of a madman. Hoffman’s stories considered the possibility of man and machine becoming interchangeable. Mary also became enthralled by the real-life robot created by the Viennese mechanician, de Kempelen, in 1769 and which had defeated Empress Maria-Theresa of Austria in a game of chess. [3] She was well conditioned to the idea of giving some form of life to inanimate creations.

Many of Percy Shelley’s own interests proved to be fertilizer for the forming entity that would someday become the Frankenstein Monster. Shelley had particular fascination for the Greek myth about Prometheus. According to Aeschylus’ Prometheus Bound, Zeus had regarded the human beings which he had created as worthy only of extinction. Zeus decided to freeze the entire human race when Prometheus, recognizing good in mankind, helped the mortals overcome their condition by stealing for them the fire of lightning. Furthermore Prometheus infuriated Zeus by infusing life into men of clay which he had formed. For his treachery Prometheus was eternally punished. [4]

In a sense Shelley regarded Dr. Benjamin Franklin as a “modern Prometheus” (a term which Mary used as the subtitle of Frankenstein) because he brought down the electrical power of lightning for the benefit of mankind in much the same manner as the Greek deity. He often discussed the Prometheus myth with Byron, while Mary listened attentively.

Shelley’s fascinations that influenced Mary’s writing did not commence with Prometheus. He had become engrossed with the experiments of Philippus Aureolus Paracelsus of Ingoldstadt, Germany (the town Mary chose for the creation of the Monster in her novel) and those of Cornelius Agrippa and Albertus Magnus, all of whom attempted to discover the secrets of immortality during medieval times. None of them ever achieved success at their quest. Paracelsus was only forty-eight when he died in 1541.

The infamous Lord Byron had rented a home near Lake Geneva in Switzerland called Villa Diodati. Percy and Mary Shelley followed suit by renting a nearby villa. The mutual acts were primarily intended to escape the curious Swiss who just had to know what blasphemies and sexual deviations were constantly performed by the troupe, which also included Dr. Polidori and actress Claire Clairmont, a step-daughter of Mary’s father William Godwin, through his re-marriage in 1801, now gotten pregnant by the already married but unabashed Lord Byron. It was at this villa that the Monster of Victor Frankenstein was really created.

The dreary days and long periods of rain provided little chance for the talked-about visitors to Geneva to enjoy the countryside. The weather was taking effect upon them and giving them thoughts of ghosts and of stories to chill the spine. Byron added to the somber atmosphere by reading a German ghost tale in which a man kissed his new bride at which point she transformed into a rotting corpse. To his horror—and to that of Percy, who had abandoned his own wife in favor of Mary Godwin—the bridegroom saw the carcass to be that of a previous love whom he had left behind.

Lord Byron delighted in his bits of sadism at the expense of the others. Then he gnawed even deeper into the spirits of the Shelleys. He began to read the poem Christabel, which seemed to have particular significance for the young Mary. Written just after her birth by Samuel Taylor Coleridge, a friend of William Godwin, the poem told a story similar to the real life relationship between Mary and her mother. Through supernatural power, the mother in the poem took revenge upon her newly married daughter Christabel and her husband.

The young Mary remained surprisingly unaffected by Byron’s knife-twisting. Percy’s actions were quite the opposite. Like a raving dog, Shelley erupted with foaming mouth and wide open eyes, as Lord Byron gleefully pronounced the line from Christabel, “a sight to dream of, not tell.” When Byron went on to recite the later line, “There are things born in the twilight hours more monstrous than nightmares.” [5] Percy was already bounding through the halls of the villa, howling like a human wolf. It took a furious chase, plus cold water and potent ether administered by Lord Byron and Dr. Polidori, to bring Shelley back to relative normalcy. Later Percy told the assemblage that he was particularly taken by the part of the poem concerning the breasts of a witch that made him think of the grisly sight of a strange woman with eyes where her nipples should have been.

The atmosphere was perfectly right for the group of Percy, Mary, and Polidori to heed Lord Byron’s suggestion that each write a ghost story. The most productive tale spewing from that suggestion began as the basics of a plot started by Lord Byron involving what sounded like the beginning of a vampire tale. Leaving the theme, as his own ego forbade him from doing such “lowbrow” writing, the idea was snatched by Polidori who developed it into a novella he called The Vampyre. Polidori achieved some vengeance upon his mentor by characterizing the vampiric Lord Ruthven as alike Lord Byron. The image of the suave vampire nobleman had been born. Most fictional vampires—primarily Count Dracula—have been patterned after the image of Lord Ruthven. In this sense Lord Byron did achieve somewhat of the eternal life considered by Percy Shelley. We might also say that both Count Dracula and the Frankenstein Monster were created as a result of the same nights at Villa Diodati.

Mary Shelley had been unable to think of a story that would please and chill the others at the villa. She listened more than spoke as Lord Byron and her husband engaged in some rather heavy conversations, first regarding Prometheus, both bound and unbound, and then the work of Dr. Erasmus Darwin (an ancestor of Charles Darwin). Dr. Darwin had performed experiments trying to give some type of simple life to inanimate objects. Rumor at the time said that he actually achieved the feat, getting movement from, according to Mrs. Shelley in her introduction, “a piece of vermicelli in a glass case.”

With a life so far filled with legend and literature and obsessions with the macabre and with death, Mary Shelley tried that night of 19 June 1816 to go to sleep. By morning she had created the Frankenstein Monster.

“Frankenstein”
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The very first illustration of the Frankenstein Monster, from the 1831 Standard Novels edition.

With a life so far filled with legend and literature and obsessions with the macabre and with death, Mary Shelley tried that night of 19 June 1816 to go to sleep. By morning she had

When Mary Shelley next addressed the assemblage of ghost story writers, her youthful eyes were sparked with ideas, although Frankenstein as the novel we know today had still not been entirely developed.

“Swift as light and as cheering was the idea that broke in upon me,” Mary Shelley said in her 1831 introduction.

I have found it! What terrified me will terrify others; and I need only describe the spectre which had haunted my midnight pillow. On the morrow I announced that I had thought of a story. I began that day with the words, ‘It was on a dreary night of November,’ making only a transcript of the grim terrors of my waking dream.

The story of a scientist attempting to create human life was originally intended by Mary to be a relatively short story. Percy Shelley recognized in the theme an inherent scope and urged his wife to expand the story to a greater length. Mary was one to listen to the suggestions of her intellectual husband and proceeded to write the novel Frankenstein.

The very name of “Frankenstein” today is synonymous with horror. Certainly the name has a guttural, powerful tone to it, making it at least plausible that Mary merely concocted it because of its ominous sound. Actually the name “Frankenstein” is a common one—it can be found today in most telephone directories—but it seems to have been well considered for Mary Shelley’s book.

In reply to a letter commenting upon his “Horrible Truth About Frankenstein” article for Life in the 5 April 1968 issue of that magazine, Samuel Rosenberg deduced that the name “Frankenstein” had two basic origins: Percy Shelley wrote “St. Irvyne” when eighteen years old, featuring a hero named Wolfstein, who, like so many real life characters of Shelley’s interest, desired to find the secret of immortality. From “Wolfstein” Mary salvaged the last portion. “Franken” came from yet another source. Her husband had found extreme interest in the experiments of Benjamin Franklin, the contemporary Prometheus of his day. Mary, then, adapted the name “Frankenstein” from the accomplishments and interests of her husband, who had inspired her to escape the confines of the short story. [6]

A flood of gothic romance novels had already saturated the literary world by the time Mary Shelley began to write her work. She decided to give her readers something extra, an extremely complex story with a totally real horror that would not be written away as a bad dream or the plot of a scoundrel trying to steal some hapless governess’ inheritance.

Mary Shelley had not thought it important enough to sign her name to the book. Frankenstein was published, after fifteen months in the writing, anonymously in 1818 by Lackington. Some of Percy Shelley’s ideas had naturally become those of Mary herself. For that reason critics interpreted the book as being authored by Percy Shelley. (Percy wrote the preface to the novel. The implication was that both preface and novel were by the same author.) It was not until a later edition of Frankenstein that the book was revealed as the work of a young girl.

Frankenstein was originally published in three hardcover volumes, apparently as often as the publisher decided or could afford to release the latest installment. The tale began with the fifth chapter (as the book exists today), opening with the scene in which Victor Frankenstein brought his creature to life. The three-part story was told in the first person by Victor Frankenstein. Later his creature related a lengthy (over forty pages) uninterrupted flashback in the first person.

A later edition of Frankenstein brought the book to its present form. Mary had polished the previous draft, added chapters, and built a frame around what had already been written. [7] The novel now opened with Victor rescued by Captain Robert Walton (narrating in the first person). Frankenstein, aboard Walton’s ship, told him his terrible story, creating a flashback. The Monster’s own seemingly endless narration provided a flashback within a flashback. This format was extremely difficult to make believable, especially considering the unrealistic verbosity of the characters. Yet Mrs. Shelley managed to surmount her own imposition of three first person accounts. The technique worked.

Mary Wollstonecraft Shelley’s Frankenstein; or, The Modern Prometheus, astounds many of today’s readers accustomed only to the motion picture versions. There are no gothic castles with fantastic electrical apparatus crackling away while a mad scientist raves maniacally and his grotesque hunchbacked assistant warns him against trying to play at being God. Victor Frankenstein was not, as is a common disbelief, a baron or even a doctor. Although Victor’s family background included Frankensteins in high office, he was not a nobleman. He was simply “Victor,” a science student, and not “Dr. Frankenstein.”
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Title page of 1831 Standard Novels edition of Frankenstein.

Captain Robert Walton had been making a voyage to explore the North Pole during the Eighteenth Century (presumably during the latter portion of the 1700s and not, as most people think due to the publication date of the novel, in the early 1800s). A lonely man desiring a true friend, Walton thought he had at last found such a companion when his ship was caught in an ice flow and he had the opportunity to rescue a dishevelled man made sick by the elements. The stranger had been pursuing barely distinguishable yet obviously giant creature by dogsled. The large man-like form had seemingly escaped when the man was taken aboard Captain Walton’s vessel. When the strangely melancholic man was able to speak freely he expressed fear over Walton’s own inquisitiveness in desiring to learn the unknown. Then he proceeded to tell Captain Walton the terrible story which brought him to that sorry condition to the frozen regions of the Arctic. The captain put down his story and later sent the manuscript to his sister in England, Mrs. Saville.

The stranger was Victor Frankenstein, born in Geneva, Switzerland, and in love since childhood with a golden-haired girl with whom he had grown up, Elizabeth Lavenza. At age fifteen, Frankenstein observed the tremendous power of electricity as a bolt of lightning destroyed a large oak tree. He attended the University of Ingoldstadt in Germany when he turned seventeen years old. He became, like Percy Bysshe Shelley, fascinated by the work done in earlier centuries by Albertus Magnus, Cornelius Agrippa, and Paracelsus. Young Frankenstein’s genius and ambition to go beyond what science had already discovered to get at more fundamental truths caused one of the university’s faculty, M. Waldman, to make him his own disciple.

‘I am happy,’ said M. Waldman, ‘to have gained a disciple; and if your application equals your ability, I have no doubt of your success. . . . If your wish is to become really a man of science, and not merely a petty experimentalist, I should advise you to apply to every branch of natural philosophy, including mathematics.’

He then took me into his laboratory, and explained to me the uses of his various machines; instructing me as to what I ought to procure, and promising me the use of his own when I should have advanced far enough in the science not to derange their mechanism. He also gave me the list of books which I had requested; and I took my leave.

Thus ended a day memorable to me: it decided my future destiny.

Victor Frankenstein’s interest became channeled into various areas that would eventually lead him to a most astounding discovery. He perfected some advanced designs of chemical instruments and he became fascinated by the construction of the human body. His studies went into determining the basic causes of life. During his investigations Victor became aware of the link between death and life and how they were eternally joined. The man dies, his body rots away, and is eaten by the worm who propagates that stagnant human body through its own being. Frankenstein began to go on field trips to graveyards and charnel houses.

Then, after many days and nights of scientific investigation and labor in his private laboratory (in an apartment, not a castle), Frankenstein discovered the secret of life.

Here Mrs. Shelley’s text is extremely unlike the later adaptations of the movies, television, and so forth. In these versions the actual creation of the Monster usually takes up a good portion of the story, with Frankenstein and/or his assistant rummaging through cemeteries and various places of the dead with long scenes showing the alien organs being joined to form the composite corpse. With statements that the creature was being formed as a result of the student’s visits to charnel houses and the like, Mary Shelley described the discovery of the secret of life briefly.

After days and nights of incredible labour and fatigue, I succeeded in discovering the cause of generation and life; nay, more, I became myself capable of bestowing animation upon lifeless matter.

Naturally inquisitive, Captain Walton requested Victor to reveal the nature of his secret of life. Frankenstein denied his appeal, seeing in the captain a reflection of his own ambition. Nor did Victor give an accurate account of the creation of his being. He merely reported that in order to make his task easier and to bypass the minuteness of some of the parts, he fashioned a giant body, eight feet tall and proportionally large. His materials came from cemeteries, dissecting rooms, and slaughter houses (implying the use, perhaps, of some animal tissues). Frankenstein worked upon his creation for two years. By the end of autumn his enormous being was complete.

Mary Shelley’s description of the procedure by which Frankenstein gave his being life is vague, purposely so in that Victor did not want to betray his secret to Walton and also because she was not herself a scientist. From various passages in the book mentioning electricity and chemistry it is reasonable to assume that Victor Frankenstein infused the artificial spark of life into his creation through galvanic power and through injections, using some of the advanced apparatus which he had himself designed.

The high point in most Frankenstein motion pictures is the scene in which the Monster is given life. There is usually a terrific display of electrical power, with climbing, crackling Jacob’s ladders, great fingers of electricity jumping from terminal to terminal, and a raging electrical storm crashing the heavens. The scene in the upstairs room of his house, separated from the others rooms by a staircase and gallery, Victor Frankenstein’s life-giving act was described by Mary Shelley in but one paragraph. What the movies make an entire story out of, Mary almost threw away. It was with this paragraph that the first edition of her novel originally began.

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, saw the dull yellow eye of the creature open; it breathed hard, and a convulsive motion agitated the limbs.

Almost equally vague was Mrs. Shelley’s description of the being created by Frankenstein. She makes no reference to the standard plug-like electrodes and numerous stitched scars that have characterized the image of the Monster through motion pictures, television, comic books, and the like. Furthermore, as the being came to life, Victor seemed to discover that his handiwork was ugly. His previous zeal to create life had apparently blinded him to the repulsiveness of that which he had hoped to make beautiful.
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First book illustration of the monster with electrodes on the neck, from World Publishing Co.’s 1932 edition, illustrated by Nino Carbe.

How can I describe my emotions at this catastrophe, or how delineate the wretch whom with such infinite plans and care I had endeavored 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.

Aware of the ugliness he had created, Victor Frankenstein fled from his living brainchild. Here the movie and other adaptations missed the point
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