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  ONE


  Creation and Creator: A Preliminary Exchange of Views


  One


  The Flesh of Frankenstein


  In the beginning, I felt cold air, smelled blood and decay, saw torchlight flickering upon stone walls, and a man stretching human flesh upon a metal frame.


  The man turned. He pointed at me and laughed. Blood dripped from his hands.


  I became aware, then, that I was but a skeleton, a fragile creature of bone striving to balance upon narrow white feet. I feared falling, shattering. And when I remembered it was my flesh, apart from me, being stretched upon the frame, I tried to scream. But I had no voice.


  And that is my first memory in this life I now live.


  A dream my soul dreamed with the help of an ancestral Goddess.


  But Frankenstein disagrees.


  He refuses to believe I could dream before he resurrected me from the Dead.


  He did not, at that time, believe in souls.


  Even with all his knowledge, he remained in many ways a fool.


  And even after all he has experienced, he remains blind to some of life’s greater realities.


  But I did not kill him.


  I did, however, help do to his corpse what he had done to mine.


  I, Anton Gorobec, the Creation of Frankenstein, helped awaken the flesh of Frankenstein to the torment of immortality.


  And therein lies my tale.


  Two


  The Irony of the Creator


  Logic dictates that you should have begun with me, but I am not surprised.


  I did not mistake you for a creature of logic.


  So, if I may begin by formally introducing myself, with a nod to a joke once made popular by a comedian named Chase, I am Frankenstein and you’re not.


  But neither is he, my Creation.


  If you call him by my name, as some have, I will not be pleased.


  Nor will he.


  But allow me first to address the question that is, no doubt, of most concern to your modern mind.


  “What, Herr Frankenstein, is your favorite Frankenstein film?”


  I doubt it will surprise you to learn that until recently my choice was between those sublime creations, Frankenhooker and Bride of Re-Animator. But then I was introduced to an even more incredible motion picture experience, the all but indescribable Jesse James Meets Frankenstein’s Daughter.


  Do you believe me? Fool! I never had a daughter. Nor a son. Except for my Creation.


  Can you appreciate the irony of my life? Do not laugh, yet.


  I, Frankenstein, a man chosen to do what others still cannot do, now see my name used as the battle cry of sanctimonious, intelligence-challenged cowards who prefer the comforts of religious superstition to the facts of science. Or I watch while my legend is used as fodder for an unending stream of imaginatively stagnant novels and relentlessly derivative cinematic exploitations.


  You may now laugh.


  Of course, I am heartened that you wish to know my side of the tale, the truth, for a change. But you also wish to hear my Creation’s side, and about that I must tell you this.


  He imagines many things.


  He has already told you one of them—the dream he believes he had before I gave him life.


  You have been warned.


  But allow me now to tell you the truth of the beginning.


  Or would you prefer instead to hear more of my Creation’s fantasies?


  No? Then I will continue. It really is best.


  I know what came before.


  TWO


  What Came Before: Childhood, Terrors, and Secrets


  Three


  A Light in the Night


  Over two hundred years ago, in my childhood I became terrified of thunderstorms, a common phobia for children and other small animals. But in my case there was a special reason.


  The terror began in my sixth year. I had a dream about being caught outside with Seigfrid, our dog, in a violent thunderstorm. Awakening from the dream, I saw a flash of light outside my window. I waited for the sound of thunder. None came.


  Curious, I went to the window and looked out, then it was morning, I was in bed, my head was hurting, my heart pounding, and I was terrified. But I knew not of what.


  I cried out. Mother and Father heard and rushed to comfort me. They assured me I had only experienced a nightmare, but I did not believe them. I kept trying to remember what had happened to me during the night.


  My panic became manageable shortly before noon. My headache lasted until after sunset.


  That night, although I was uneasy and did not sleep well, I awoke from no bad dreams. But three days later a thunderstorm came at night, I awoke, saw lightning, screamed, and while the storm raged, nothing my parents could do or say was sufficient to soothe me, because I felt certain the nameless thing that had happened before was going to happen again. But it never did, not like it had that night.


  As with many experiments, the first phase, once begun, required no further intervention.


  Four


  My Secret Obsession


  There was no great tragedy, as most exploitations of my legend have suggested, that caused my quest for the secrets of Life and Death.


  After the night of terror, I needed to know new things, needed as much as starving people need food. An instinct. An obsession.


  What was life? Why did things die? Was physical death reversible?


  It was not cruelty, therefore, that drove me to use crude surgical implements, obtained in secret from Mother’s kitchen and Father’s tools, to cut open the small animals I captured. Hunger for knowledge is what drove me, and I soon felt contented only while using surgical skills I should not have possessed to explore the moist, crimson interior of living creatures.


  I needed no books, no instructors to guide me. It was a process of remembering more than learning, and I knew that only after remembering all of Life’s secrets could I hope to fathom Death.


  There comes a point in many stories about me when someone warns against pursuing knowledge meant only for God, but in truth that never happened. After the night of terror, religious fables no longer frightened me.


  Of course, I never told anyone what I was seeking. It was a private obsession.


  That is not entirely true. I did try to tell someone once, a childhood friend long dead whose name you have no need to know. But I failed. And I never tried again. Because when I tried, the words would not come. What came was a sudden headache and violent nausea, accompanied by the feelings of panic and terror I associated with the night when it began, that night I first saw the lightning from beyond.


  Five


  A Cobbler, a Mountain, and Gunther


  By now you understand that no version of my legend has possessed the truth, because none has been told by me. They all do, however, share similar inaccuracies, the most irritating of which, to me, are the following.


  I am not of noble birth! And I hold no formal degrees! It is therefore incorrect to call me Doctor Frankenstein. Neither is it proper to address me as Baron, nor Count, nor even Sir. And my first name is not Victor. My first name is a secret.


  I am joking. My first name is not a secret. It is God.


  Another joke. My first name is Gunther. And here is a bonus. My second name is Thunnar.


  I assume it does not matter to you, a modern person, that I am neither a doctor nor titled, but such was not always the case. At the time Mary Shelley fabricated her conventional morality play version of my story, only a member of the privileged class was acceptable in the role of an intellectual hero who dared the forbidden.


  But while my family was not of the nobility, neither were we poor. I never went hungry nor lacked warm and presentable clothing. And my footwear was always in excellent condition, because Father was a cobbler.


  We lived in a village in Switzerland distinguished by its spectacular view of an Alpine peak I do not wish to name. My childhood experiments in exploratory surgery were carried out either in isolated parts of the dark forests surrounding my village or in suitable mountain caves. Heavy winter snows frustrated me horribly, preventing me from reaching any of my secret places, and therefore inhibiting my studies.


  I also wish to mention that legends about the towering mountain peak nearby provided me with disturbing speculations.


  Although I could not remember what followed my sighting of the bright light on the night of terror, my attention was drawn by local legends in which strange lights played a part.


  One legend said that at certain times of year a ruined city appeared on the summit of the peak, glowing faintly against the clouds. Anyone who saw its glow was certain to die before thirteen cycles of the Moon had passed.


  Another tale told that the ghosts of unbaptized children were condemned to haunt the peak until Judgment Day, and it was said that you could sometimes see them during the Twelve Nights of Yule, carrying lanterns on the slopes after midnight as they searched for salvation.


  Yet another story claimed that atop the peak lived a pale Demoness with glowing eyes and long white hair who flew to the village after sunset. She caused all manner of mischief but was particularly fond of abducting children, a crime she accomplished by reaching through solid walls to steal children from their beds without waking them up. Then, the sleeping children grasped in her talons, back she would fly to her lair of ancient dreams atop the peak, only to return the children to their beds before dawn. But changed.


  Six


  What Happened to Seigfrid in the Cave


  While it is true that many creatures died to further my studies, my burgeoning skills could also save lives.


  When I was eleven, Seigfrid became ill. Father predicted that the old dog would soon be dead.


  Defying Father’s prediction, I secretly carried Seigfrid—he was not a large dog—to the mountain cave in which I was then conducting my surgical experiments. After binding him so that his struggles would not interfere, I used my skills and accumulated knowledge to open him up and discover the problem.


  I found a blockage and removed it, then used a needle and thread I had taken from Father’s cobbling supplies to close Seigfrid up.


  I stroked his head and told him he was going to be fine, and he would have been, if I had not then realized I could not allow him to live.


  Although I gave it much thought, I could see no way to satisfactorily explain his recovery and the stitches without revealing my secret.


  I apologized to him, then killed him.


  Dogs often crawl off to die alone, and that is what my family assumed had happened.


  Do not misunderstand. Seigfrid was a good dog. I missed him afterward. But he was not as important as my secret, and his death taught me an important lesson.


  Never again would I use my skills to fix an ailing creature if it endangered my studies.


  Yes, I could have saved Mother when she grew ill less than a year later. I knew it without even opening her up. And yes, I felt horrible about simply letting her die. She was a good mother, and I missed her terribly afterward. But I had no choice. You can see that, can you not? No choice at all.


  Seven


  Victory


  My first victory over Death was but a small one, embodied in the resurrected flesh of a frog. But small victory or not, she appeared for the first time shortly thereafter.


  If you are paying attention, you should now be asking, ‘She? Who?’


  Read on.


  The resurrected frog’s new life did not last long. It hopped weakly a few times, then lapsed back into Death. But I had succeeded. I had temporarily reversed Death!


  This happened in a mountain cave a few days after my fifteenth birthday.


  As I was leaving, ahead of me someone stepped into the entrance, blocking my way. I stopped, startled. By the light of the lantern I carried, I saw a young woman.


  She was clothed in a dark garment that covered her from neck to toes. She was approximately my age, her appearance not unpleasant, her form slender, face pale, hair long and fair, eyes large and dark.


  My mind turned to what I might have to do to protect my secret.


  She produced a bottle from a basket she carried. “I brought wine, Herr Frankenstein. To celebrate!”


  “Celebrate?”


  “Your secret is safe with me. I was sent by those who have been watching and waiting for this moment. They offer you their congratulations, and I offer you mine. Today, a frog, tomorrow, who knows?”


  Eight


  Katiasa


  I tried to think of something to say. The young woman knew my secret, and had been sent by others who had been watching me!


  But how?


  It seemed impossible that I could have been watched without my knowing in the small cavern where I had reanimated the frog.


  I cleared my throat. “How do you know? About the frog. No one could have seen. There was no one there but me.”


  “And the frog.”


  “What?”


  “The frog was there, too, wasn’t he? Or she?”


  “I don’t understand.”


  “Nor do I. That is, I do not know how those who sent me can see things they shouldn’t be able to see. But they do. All the time. I, however, only see in the normal way, and I would like very much to see this famous frog of yours for myself. Will you show me, please?”


  “This is madness!”


  “That would be too easy, wouldn’t it?” She stepped toward me. I backed away. “Don’t be afraid.” She stepped toward me again and again I stepped back. “I understand.” She kept coming. “You thought you had a secret, and you do, from most. But not from me nor those who sent me. We won’t tell anyone, however. It’s our secret, too. You are our secret. Can you make the frog come back to life again? So I can see? Or don’t you think you can?”


  “I could try, but—”


  “Wonderful. Then afterward we’ll have some wine. My name is Katiasa, by the way.” She put the bottle back into the basket and extended her right hand.


  The thought of touching her repulsed me.


  “Afraid to shake my hand? I’m not a ghost.”


  “You insult me. I do not believe in ghosts.”


  “Neither do they, I have heard. Believe in themselves. Ghosts, I mean. Usually. Are you going to shake my hand?”


  I took a deep breath, cautiously stepped toward her, and shook her hand. Her grip was warm and firm and did not repulse me at all.


  “Again, Herr Frankenstein, my congratulations. I have looked forward to meeting you.” She gave my hand an extra squeeze then let go. “And now, the frog? If you will lead the way?”


  “You go first.” I pointed along the narrow passageway that led to the cavern of my experiments. “I have no intention of allowing you to walk behind me.”


  She hesitated.


  “Are you afraid? Maybe you think I might kill you to preserve my secret. Here in this dark cave, no one would ever know.”


  “Except those who sent me.”


  “If you are not lying about that.”


  “You will not kill me. You are too curious to find out more.”


  “Then, if you are not afraid, you go first.” I pointed again to the dark passage leading to the cavern.


  She hesitated but a moment more, then walked into the darkness.


  And I did not kill her.


  But the frog was not as dead as I had thought.


  When we arrived in the small cavern, by the light of my lantern I saw that the frog was not where I had left it.


  I had left the frog upon the crude table I had made from wood I had found in the forest and some flat boards I had liberated from less worthy purposes in and around my village. But the resurrected amphibian was gone.


  “So, where is the famous frog?”


  “I don’t know. I left it on that table, but—”


  Katiasa pointed. “Is that him?”


  I saw movement. I raised the lantern and went forward. The frog was hopping weakly about on the cavern floor. I picked it up and took it back to the table.


  By lantern light, I stared down at the frog as it stared up at me. “I am certain it was dead.”


  “You must have done a better job of bringing it back to life than you thought. May I touch it?”


  I allowed her to use the tip of a finger to stroke the top of its head. She was careful not to touch its stitches.


  The frog closed its eyes, as if enjoying her touch.


  “What’s its name?”


  “Only a sentimental fool would name the subjects of his experiments.”


  “But surely this creature is special enough to deserve a name. Frogenstein. How’s that?”


  “Terrible,” I said, but with a laugh, and when she also laughed, I discovered I liked the sound.


  THREE


  What Came Next: In the Cave


  Nine


  The Secret and the Surprise


  As I held the resurrected frog near the lantern and examined it, Katiasa put the basket she carried on my table and pulled out the wine bottle, then two crystal wine glasses. The frog struggled weakly in my grasp.


  I eyed Katiasa’s basket. “What else have you brought with you?”


  “For starters, something with which to open the wine.” She reached into the basket and showed me she was telling the truth. She began working on the bottle. “What else would you like me to have in the basket, Herr Frankenstein? Or may I call you Gunther?”


  “I would prefer it. ‘Herr Frankenstein’ sounds like you’re talking to my father. But don’t think I didn’t notice that you knew my first name without my telling you what it was.”


  “The ones who sent me told me.”


  “Or that you only partially answered my question about the contents of the basket before trying to divert my attention by asking me two questions of your own.”


  “The motto of a favorite author of mine is, ‘Ask the next question.’ Or should I say that was his motto? He’s dead, now. No, that’s not right. I’m new at this and get confused.”


  “New at what? Taking wine to people who resurrect frogs?”


  “What I should have said is that it will be my favorite author’s motto, because he hasn’t been born yet. But that’s okay, because officially, neither have I.”


  “Your talk is worthy of a madwoman. Is that perhaps, after all, what you are? Just a madwoman who’s been spying on me?”


  “I told you before, insanity would be too easy an explanation.”


  “Sometimes the simplest things are the most true.”


  “Then how about this? I do not believe I’m insane.”


  “That is what an insane person would say.”


  “But so would a sane one. Are you insane, Gunther? You claim to have brought a dead frog back to life. I didn’t see you do it. Frogenstein might never have been dead.”


  “Then why were you sent here with wine and crystal glasses?”


  “You can’t have it both ways. If you accept that I was sent here to congratulate you on resurrecting a dead frog, then I have to be more than just a madwoman who’s been spying on you.”


  She had the wine bottle open now. She poured burgundy liquid into the two glasses. She held one out to me.


  “You drink first,” I said and motioned the glass away.


  She shrugged and sipped from the other glass. “Satisfied?”


  “No. Perhaps I will have some wine later, if you do not fall asleep from a drug in the wine or die from poison.”


  “Well, I’ll swan, as my great grandmother used to say. You’re too smart for me. You’ve discovered the secret and the surprise. Yes, Herr Frankenstein, it’s true. In a few moments I am indeed going to die of poison, so that you can prove your resurrection process works by bringing me back from the dead.”


  Suddenly she gagged and grabbed her throat, but only for a moment. Then she winked at me and laughed but did not die.


  Ten


  The Father of His Resurrection


  I ignored Katiasa’s laughter and put the frog on the floor of the cavern to see what it would do. It hopped weakly in first one direction, then another. It hopped into one of the legs of the table. Had it gone blind? Or did it just need more light?


  I moved the lantern to give it more light. It collided with a different obstacle. “The resurrection procedure may have harmed its vision.”


  Katiasa, while she sipped wine, had also been watching the frog. “Or maybe it’s just having an eye-hopper coordination problem.”


  “Your term is ridiculous. Eye-hopper coordination problem! But the essence of your idea may be right. Something might have happened to the frog’s brain or sense of balance.”


  I picked the frog up and held it near the lantern. I looked closely at its eyes. They looked glazed, dead. “Maybe not all of the frog came back to life. Maybe the eyes stayed dead, and perhaps other things as well. I will have to keep the creature with me and observe it carefully.”


  “It will suffer horribly if some part of it stayed dead and starts to decay, won’t it?”


  “Its ability to detect pain might have been impaired, too, for all I know.”


  “Won’t you care if it feels pain?”


  “It’s an experiment.”


  “Haven’t you felt pain, yourself?”


  “Of course.”


  “Did you enjoy it?”


  “Of course not.”


  “I’m certain frogs don’t, either.”
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