
FRANKENSTEIN, or the Modern Prometheus by Mary Wollstonecraft (Godwin) Shelley Letter 1 St. Petersburgh, Dec. 11th, 17-- TO Mrs. Saville, England You will rejoice to hear that no disaster has accompanied the commencement of an enterprise which you have regarded with such
 evil forebodings. I arrived here yesterday, and my first task is to assure my dear sister of my welfare and increasing confidence in the success of my undertaking. I am already far north of London, and as I walk in the streets of Petersburgh, I feel a cold northern breeze play upon my
 cheeks, which braces my nerves and fills me with delight. Do you understand this feeling? This breeze, which has travelled from the regions towards which I am advancing, gives me a foretaste of those icy climes. Inspirited by this wind of promise, my daydreams become more fer
vent and vivid. I try in vain to be persuaded that the pole is the seat of frost and desolation; it ever presents itself to my imagination as the region of beauty and delight. There, Margaret, the sun is forever visible, its broad disk just skirting the horizon and diffusing a perpetual splend
our. There--for with your leave, my sister, I will put some trust in preceding navigators--there snow and frost are banished; and, sailing over a calm sea, we may be wafted to a land surpassing in wonders and in beauty every region hitherto discovered on the habitable globe. Its prod
uctions and features may be without example, as the phenomena of the heavenly bodies undoubtedly are in those undiscovered solitudes. What may not be expected in a country of eternal light? I may there discover the wondrous power which attracts the needle and may regulate 
a thousand celestial observations that require only this voyage to render their seeming eccentricities consistent forever. I shall satiate my ardent curiosity with the sight of a part of the world never before visited, and may tread a land never before imprinted by the foot of man. These
 are my enticements, and they are sufficient to conquer all fear of danger or death and to induce me to commence this laborious voyage with the joy a child feels when he embarks in a little boat, with his holiday mates, on an expedition of discovery up his native river. But supposin
g all these conjectures to be false, you cannot contest the inestimable benefit which I shall confer on all mankind, to the last generation, by discovering a passage near the pole to those countries, to reach which at present so many months are requisite; or by ascertaining the secret
 of the magnet, which, if at all possible, can only be effected by an undertaking such as mine. These reflections have dispelled the agitation with which I began my letter, and I feel my heart glow with an enthusiasm which elevates me to heaven, for nothing contributes so much to tra
nquillize the mind as a steady purpose--a point on which the soul may fix its intellectual eye. This expedition has bee n the favourite dream of my early years. I have read with ardour the accounts of the various voyages which have 
been made in the prospect of arriving at the North Pacific Ocean through the seas which surround the pole. You may reme mb er that a history of all the voyages made for purposes of discovery composed the whol
e of our good Uncle Thomas' library. My education was neglected, yet I was passionately fond of reading. These  vol umes were m y study d ay  and night, and my familiarity with them increased that regret which I had felt, as a chi
ld, on learning that my father's dying injunction had forbidden my uncle to a llow me to embark in a seafari ng life. These visions faded when I peruse d, for the fir st time, those poets whose effusions entranced my soul and lifted it to heaven. I also 
became a poet and for one year lived in a paradise of my own creation;  I imagined t hat I also might obtain a niche in the temple where the names of Homer and Shak espe are a re consecrated. You are well acquainted with my failure and how heavily I bor
e the disappointment. But just at that time I inherited the fortune of my cousin, a nd my thoughts were turned into the channel of their earlier bent. Six years have  pas sed s ince I resolved on my present undertaking. I can, even now, remember the
 hour from which I dedicated myself to this great enterprise. I commen ced by inuring my body to hardship. I accompanied the whale-fishers on several exp editio ns to the North Sea; I voluntarily endured cold, famine, thirst, and want 
of sleep; I often worked harder than the common sailors du ri ng the d ay and devoted my nights to the study of mathematics, the theory of medicine, a nd t hose br anches of physical science from which a naval adventurer might d
erive the greatest practical advantage. Twice I actually hir ed myself as  an under-mate in a Greenland whaler, and acquitted myself to admiration. I mu st o wn I felt  a little proud when my captain offered me the second dignity i
n the vessel and entreated me to remain with the  grea test earnestness, s o valuable did he consider my services. And now, dear Margaret, do I n ot de serve to  accomplish some great purpose? My life might have been
 passed in ease and luxury, but I preferred glo ry to e v ery enticement tha t wealth placed in my path. Oh, that some encouraging voice would answer in the aff irmativ e!  My courage and my resolution is firm; but my hopes flu
ctuate, and my spirits are often depressed. I  am abo ut t o pro ceed on a long a nd difficult voyage, the emergencies of which will demand all my fortitude: I am  requi red no t on ly to raise the spirits of others, but sometimes to susta
in my own, when theirs are failing. This is  the most f avourable period for travellin g in Russia. They fly quickly over the snow in their sledges; the motion is ple asant,  and, in  my  opinion, far more agreeable than that of an English sta
gecoach. The cold is not excessive, if y ou are wrappe d in furs--a dress which I hav e already adopted, for there is a great difference between walking the d eck and remainin g s ea ted motionless for hours, when no exercise prevents the 
blood from actually freezing in your ve ins. I have no am bition to lose my life on the p ost-road between St. Petersburgh and Archangel. I shall depart for the l atter town in a fo rtn ight or three weeks; and my intention is to hire a ship ther
e, which can easily be done by payin g the insurance for the owner, and to engage as ma ny sailors as I think necessary among those who are accustomed to the whale-fis hing. I do not intend  to sail until the month of June; and when shall I return? A
h, dear sister, how can I answer this  question? If I succeed, many, many months, p erhaps years, will pass before you and I may meet. If I fail, you will see me again soon , or never. Farewell, my dear, excellent Margaret. Heaven shower down blessing
s on you, and save me, that I may a gain and again testify my gratitude for all your lov e and kindness. Your affectionate brother, R. Walton Letter 2 Archangel, 28th March, 17-- To Mrs. Saville, England How slowly the time passes here, encompassed as I am by 
frost and snow! Yet a second step  is taken towards my enterprise. I have hired a vessel a nd am occupied in collecting my sailors; those whom I have already engaged appear to be men on whom I can depend and  are certainly possessed of dauntless courage. 
But I have one want which I have never yet been able to satisfy, and the absence of the obje ct of which I now feel as a most severe evil, I have no friend, Margaret: when I am glowing with the enthusiasm of success,  there will be none to participate my joy; if I a
m assailed by disappointment, no one will endeavou r to s ust ain me in dejection. I shall c ommit my thoughts to paper, it is true; but that is a poor medium for the communication of feeling. I desire th e company of a man who could sympathize with me, whose 
eyes would reply to mine. You may deem me roman tic, my dear sister, but I bitte rly feel the want of a friend. I have no one near me, gentle yet courageous, possessed of a cultivated as  w ell as of a capac ious mind, whose tastes are like my own, to a
pprove or amend my plans. How wou ld such a fri end rep air the faults of your poor brother! I am too ardent in execution and too impatient of difficulties. But it is a still greater evil  t o me that I am  self-educated: for the first fourteen years of 
my life I ran wild on a common a nd read not hin g b ut our Uncle Thomas' bo oks of voyages. At that age I became acquainted with the celebrated poets of our own country; bu t it w as only when it had ceased to be in my power to deriv
e its most important benefits fro m such a co nvi ction that I perceived the ne cessity of becoming acquainted with more languages than that of my native country. Now I am t we nty-eigh t and am in reality more illiterate than many s
choolboys of fifteen. It is true t hat I have t ho ught more and that my dayd reams are more extended and magnificent, but they want (as the painters call it) KEEPING; and I greatly  need a  friend who would have sense enough not to
 despise me as romantic, and a ffection en ough for me to en deavou r to regulate my mind. Well, these are useless complaints; I shall certainly find no friend on the wide oc ean, no r even here in Archangel, among merchants
 and seamen. Yet some feeling s, unallied to the dross of hu man nature, beat even in these rugged bosoms. My lieutenant, for instance, is a man of wonderful coura ge and enterprise; he is madly desirous of glory, or
 rather, to word my phrase mor e character istically, of advance ment in his profession. He is an Englishman, and in the midst of national and professional prejudices, unsofte ned by cultivation, retains some of the nobl
est endowments of humanity. I first becam e acquainted with him on  board a whale vessel; finding that he was unemployed in this city, I easily engaged him to assis t in my enterprise. The master is a person of an ex
cellent disposition and is rema rkable in t he ship for his gentlenes s and the mildness of his discipline. This circumstance, added to his well-known integrity and  dauntl ess courage, made me very desirous to en
gage him. A youth passed in so litude, my best years spent under y o ur gentle and feminine fosterage, has so refined the groundwork of my character that I cannot  overc ome an intense distaste to the usual brutali
ty exercised on board ship: I ha ve never b elieved it to be necessary , and when I heard of a mariner equally noted for his kindliness of heart and the respect and obedience paid  to him  by his crew, I felt myself peculiarly fortuna
te in being able to secure his se rvices. I h eard of him first in rather a  romantic manner, from a lady who owes to him the happiness of her life. This, briefly, is his story. Some yea rs ago he loved a young Russian lady of moderate
 fortune, and having amassed a  considera ble sum in prize-money, the  father of the girl consented to the match. He saw his mistress once before the destined ceremony; but she wa s bathe d in tears, and throwing herself at his feet, 
entreated him to spare her, con fessing at the s ame time that she lo ved another, but that he was poor, and that her father would never consent to the union. My generous frie nd reassu red the suppliant, and on being informed o
f the name of her lover, instantl y abandon ed h is pursuit. He had already bought a farm with his money, on which he had designed to pass the remainder of his life; but he best owed t he whole on his rival, together with the rem
ains of his prize-money to purc hase stock , and then himself solicited the young woman's father to consent to her marriage with her lover. But the old man decidedly refused, t hinking  himself bound in honour to my friend, wh
o, when he found the father ine xorable, qu itted his country, nor returned until he heard that his former mistress was married according to her inclinations. "What a noble fellow!" y ou will exclaim. He is so; but then he is wholly une
ducated: he is as silent as a Tur k, and a ki nd of ignorant carelessness attends him, which, while it renders his conduct the more astonishing, detracts from the interest and sympathy which o therwise he would command. Yet do not s
uppose, because I complain a li ttle or bec ause I can conceive a consolation for my toils which I may never know, that I am wavering in my resolutions. Those are as fixed as fate, and my voyage  is only now delayed until the weather shal
l permit my embarkation. The w inter has b een dreadfully severe, but the spring promises well, and it is considered as a remarkably early season, so that perhaps I may sail sooner than I exp ected. I  shall do nothing rashly: you know me suf
ficiently to confide in my prude nce and co nsiderateness whenever the safety of others is committed to my care. I cannot describe to you my sensations on the near prospect of my undertaking.  It is im possible to communicate to you a concept
ion of the trembling sensation, half pleasu rable and half fearful, with which I am preparing to depart. I am going to unexplored regions, to "the land of mist and snow," but I shall kill no albatross; therefo re do not be alarmed for my safety or if I s
hould come back to you as wor n and woe ful as the "Ancient Mariner." You will smile at my allusion, but I will disclose a secret. I have often attributed my attachment to, my passionate enthusiasm for, the  dangerous mysteries of ocean to that pr
oduction of the most imaginativ e of moder n poets. There is something at work in my soul which I do not understand. I am practically industrious--painstaking, a workman to execute with perseveranc e and la bour--but besides this there is a love for t
he marvellous, a belief in the m arvellous, intertwined in all my projects, which hurries me out of the common pathways of men, even to the wild sea and unvisited regions I am about to explore. But t o retur n to dearer considerations. Shall I meet y
ou again, after having traversed  immense  seas, and returned by the most southern cape of Africa or America? I dare not expect such success, yet I cannot bear to look on the reverse of the picture. C ontinue  for the present to write to me by every o
pportunity: I may receive your l etters on some occasions when I need them most to support my spirits. I love you very tenderly. Remember me with affection, should you never hear from me again. Y our aff ectionate brother, Robert Walton Letter 3 
July 7th, 17-- To Mrs. Saville, En gland My  dear Sister, I write a few li nes in haste to say that I am safe--and well advanced on my voyage. This letter will reach Engla nd by a merchantman now on its homewa
rd voyage from Archangel; more  fortunat e than I, who may no t see my native land, perhaps, for many years. I  am, however, in  good  spirits: my men are bold and apparently 
firm of purpose, nor do the floatin g sheet s of ice that conti nually pass us, indicating the dang ers of the re gion t owards which we are advancing, appear t
o dismay them. We have already r eached  a very high latitude; but it is the heigh t of sum mer, a nd although not so warm as in England, t
he southern gales, which blow us s peedily  towards t hose shores which I s o ardent ly de sire to attain, breathe a degree of renovat
ing warmth which I had not expecte d. No i ncident s have hitherto bef allen us  that would make a figure in a letter. One or tw
o stiff gales and the springing of a l eak are  accid ents which experi enced n aviga tors scarcely remember to record, and I s
hall be well content if nothing worse  happ en to us during our voy age. Ad ieu, m y dear Margaret. Be assured that for my o
wn sake, as well as yours, I will not r ashly encou nter danger. I will be  cool, perseve ring, and  prude nt. But success SHALL crown my endeav
ours. Wherefore not? Thus far I have gone,  traci ng a secure way over the  pathless seas, the very stars themselves being witnesses an d testimonies of  my triumph. Why not still proceed over t
he untamed yet obedient element? Wh at can  stop the determined heart and resolved will of man? My swelling heart i nvoluntarily pours itself out thus. But I must fi nish. Heaven bl ess my beloved sister! R.W. Letter 4 Augu
st 5th, 17-- To Mrs. Saville, England So s trange  an ac cident has happened to us that I cannot forbear recording it, although it is very probable that you will see me before these papers can c ome into your  possession. Last Monday (July 31st) we w
ere nearly surrounded by ice, which closed in th e ship  on all sides, scarcely leaving her the sea-room in which she floated. Our situation was somewhat dangerous, especially as we were comp assed round by a very thick fog. We accordingly lay to, h
oping that some change would take place in the atmos phere and weather. Abo ut two o'clock the mist cleared away, and we beheld, stretched out in eve ry direction, vast a nd irregular p lains of ice, which seemed to have no end. S
ome of my comrades groaned, and my own mind  began  to grow watchful with anxious thoughts, when a strange sight suddenly attract ed our attentio n and diverted our solicitude from our own situation. We pe
rceived a low carriage, fixed on a  sledge and drawn by dogs, pass o n t owards the north, at the distance of half a mile; a bei ng which ha d the shape of a man, but apparently of gigantic statur
e, sat in the sledge and guided  the dogs. We wat ched the rapid  progress of the traveller with our telescopes until he was  lost amon g the dist ant ine qualities of th e ice. This appearance excited 
our unqualified wonder. We were, as w e belie ved, many h undred miles  from any land; but this apparition seemed t o denote th at it was  not,  in reality, s o distant as we had supposed. 
Shut in, however, by ice, it  was impo ssible t o follow his  track, whic h w e had observed with the greatest attention. Abou t two hours  af ter this  occ urrence we  heard the ground sea, and be
fore night the ice broke a nd freed o ur ship.  We, howeve r, lay to  until the morning, fe aring to encounter in the dark those large loose masses w hich float about after t he brea king u p of the ic e. I profited of this time to res
t for a few hours. In the morning, however, as soon as it was light, I we nt upon d eck and found all the sailors busy on one side of the vessel, appar ently tal king to s omeone i n the s ea. It was,  in fact, a sledge, like that we
 had seen before, which had drifte d towards us in the night on a large frag ment of ice. Only one dog remained alive; but there was a huma n being within it whom the sailors were persuading to ente r the ves sel. He was not, as the other
 traveller seemed to be, a savage inhabitant of some undisco vered island, but a European . When I appeared on deck the master said, "H ere is our captain, and he will not allow you to perish on the o pen sea." On perceiving me
, the stranger addressed  m e in Engli sh, although with a fore ign accent. "Before I c ome on board your vessel," said he, " will you have the kindness to inform me whithe r you ar e bound?" You may concei
ve my astonishment on hea ring such  a question add resse d to me from a m an on t he brink of destruction and to who m I should have supposed th at my v essel would have been a re
source which he would not h ave excha nged for the mos t pr eciou s wealth the earth can afford. I re plied,  howe ver, that we were o n a vo yage of discovery towards 
the northern pole. Upon hearing this he ap peared satisfied and con sented to come on board. Good G od ! Margaret, if you had s een t he  man who thus capitulated 
for his safety, your surp rise would have b een boundless. His limb s were nearly frozen, and his body dr eadfully emaciated by fa tigue  an d suffering. I never saw a 
man in so wretched a co ndition. We attem pted to carry him into  th e cabin, but as soon as he had quitted  the fresh air he fainted. We  according ly brought him back to the 
deck and restored him t o animation by rub bing him with brand y and forcing him to swallow a small quanti ty. As soon a s he show ed signs of life we wrapped
 him up in blankets and placed him near the chimney of the kitch en stove. By slow degrees he recovered and at e a little soup,  which re stored him wonderfully. Tw
o days passed in this m anner before he w as able to spe ak, and I often fear ed that his sufferings ha d depriv ed him of understanding. W
hen he had in some mea sure recovered, I removed h im to my o wn cabin  and attended  on hi m as much as my duty woul
d permit. I never saw a mo re interesting cr eature: his  eyes hav e gener ally an expres sion o f wildness, and even madne
ss, but there are moments when, if anyone  performs  an act o f kindne ss towards hi m or does him any the most triflin
g service, his whole counte nance is lighted  up, as it were, wit h a beam  of benevole nce a nd sweetness that I never sa
w equalled. But he is general ly melancholy a nd despa iring, an d someti mes he gnash es hi s teeth, as if impatient of the 
weight of woes that oppresses  him. When my g uest wa s a little r ecover ed I h ad great t rouble to kee p off t he men, who wished to ask hi
m a thousand questions; but I would not allow h im to b e tormente d by their idle curio sity, in a s tate of body a nd min d whose restoration evidently 
depended upon entire repose. O nce, however, th e lieuten ant asked why he had come so far upon the ice in s o strange a veh icle. Hi s countenance instantly assum
ed an aspect of the deepest gloo m, and he replie d, "To s eek one who fled from me." "An d did the man whom you purs ued travel in th e same fashion?" "Yes." "Then I fancy 
we have seen him, for the day bef ore we picked y ou up we  saw some dogs drawing a sledge, with a man in it, across the ice." This  aroused the str anger's  attention, and he asked a multi
tude of questions concerning the r oute which the demon, as he called him, had pursued. Soon after, when he was alone with me, he said , "I have, doubtles s, excit ed your curiosity, as well as that
 of these good people; but you are t oo considerate  to make inq uiries." "Certainly; it would indeed be very impertinent and inhuman in me to tro uble you with any inquisi tivenes s of mine." "And yet you rescued 
me from a strange and perilous situa tion; you have benevolently restored me to life." Soon after this he inquired if I thought that the breaking up of the ice had destroyed the ot her sle dge. I replied that I could not answe
r with any degree of certainty, for the i ce had not brok en until near midnight, and the traveller might have arrived at a place of safety before that time; but of this I could not judge. From this time a new spirit of life animate
d the decaying frame of the stranger. H e manifested the  greatest eag erness to be upon deck to watch for the sledge which had before appeared; but I have persuaded him to remain  in th e cabin, for he is far too weak to sust
ain the rawness of the atmosphere. I hav e promised that someone s hould watch for him and give him instant notice if any new object should appear in sight. Such is my journal of w hat r elates to this strange occurrence up t
o the present day. The stranger has gradu ally improved i n health b ut is very silent and appears uneasy when anyone except myself enters his cabin. Yet his manne rs are so c oncil iating and gentle that the sailors are all
 interested in him, although they have had very little comm unicatio n with him. For my own part, I begin to love him as a brother, and his constant and deep grief fill s me wit h sy mpathy and compassion. He must have 
been a noble creature in his better days, bein g even now in w reck so  attractive a nd amiable. I said in one of my letters, my dear Margaret, that I should find no frien d on the  wid e ocean; yet I have found a man who, befo
re his spirit had been broken by misery, I shou ld have been ha ppy to  have poss essed as the brother of my heart. I shall continue my journal concerning the strang er at int erva ls, should I have any fresh incidents to reco
rd. August 13th, 17-- My affection for my guest in creases every da y. He excites a t once my admiration and my pity to an astonishing degree. How can I see so noble a creat ure d estroyed by misery without feeling the most 
poignant grief? He is so gentle, yet so wise; his mi nd is so cultivated, and w hen he speaks, althoug h his words are culled with t he choicest art, yet they flow with rapidity and
 unparalleled eloquence. He is now much recovered from his illness and is continuall y on t he deck, app arently watc hing f or the sledge that preceded his own. Yet, although unhap
py, he is not so utterly occupied by his own misery but that he interests himself deepl y in t he project s of other s. He has frequently conversed with me on mine, which I have c
ommunicated to him without disguise. He entered attentively into all my arguments in favour of my ev entual su cces s and into every minute detail of the measures I had taken 
to secure it. I was easily led by the sympathy which he evinced to use the language of my hear t, to g ive utte ranc e to the burning ardour of my soul and to say, with all the f
ervour that warmed me, how gladly I would sacrifice my fortune, my existence, my every hope , to t he furtherance of my enterprise. One man's life or death w ere but a sm all price to pay for the acquirement of the knowledge whic
h I sought, for the dominion I should acquire and transmit over the elemental foes of our race.  As I  spoke, a dark gloom spread over my listener's countenance. At first I pe rceiv ed that he tried to suppress his emotion; he placed his han
ds before his eyes, and my voice quivered and failed me as I beheld tears trickle fast from bet ween his fingers; a groan burst from his heaving breast. I paused; at length he spoke , in broken accents: "Unhappy man! Do you share my madness
? Have you drunk also of the intoxicating draught? Hear me; let me reve al my tale, and you  will dash the cup from your  lips !" Such words, you may imagine, strongly excited my curios
ity; but the paroxysm of grief that had seized the stranger overcame his  weakened powe rs, and ma ny hours  of r epose and tranquil conversation were necessary to restore h
is composure. Having conquered the violence of his feelings, he appear ed to despise him self for b eing th e sla ve of passion; and quelling the dark tyranny of despair, he le
d me again to converse concerning myself personally. He asked me th e history of my e arlier years. The tale was quickly told, but it awakened various trains of reflecti
on. I spoke of my desire of finding a friend, of my thirst for a more int imate sympathy with  a fello w mi nd than had ever fallen to my lot, and expressed my conviction
 that a man could boast of little happiness who did not enjoy this bles sing. "I agree wit h you, " re plied the stranger; "we are unfashioned creatures, but half mad
e up, if one wiser, better, dearer than ourselves--such a friend ought to  be--do not lend his  aid to  pe rfectionate our weak and faulty natures. I once had a friend, the 
most noble of human creatures, and am entitled, therefore, to judge res pecting friends hip. You have ho pe, and  th e world before you, and have no cause for despair. But I--I have l
ost everything and cannot begin life anew." As he said this his countena nce became e xpressive of a calm, settled grief that touched me t o the he art. But he was silent and presently retired to his cabin. Even brok
en in spirit as he is, no one can feel more deeply than he does the beautie s of nature. The starry sky, the sea, and every sight afforded by these  wonderfu l regions seem still to have the power of elevating his soul from ea
rth. Such a man has a double existence: he ma y suffer misery and  be overwh elmed by disappointments, yet when he has retired into himself, he will  be like a celestial spirit that has a halo around him, within whose c
ircle no grief or folly ventures. Will you smile  at the enthusiasm I express co ncerning this divine wanderer? You would not if you saw him. You have been tutored and refine d by books and retirement from the wo
rld, and you are therefore somewhat fastidi ous; but this only rend ers you th e more fit to appreciate the extraordinary merits of this wonderful man. Sometimes I have endeav oured to discover what quality it is whi
ch he possesses that elevates him so imme asurably above any othe r perso n I ever knew. I believe it t o be an intuitive discer nment, a quick but never- failing power of judgment, a penetrati
on into the causes of things, unequalled for  cle arness an d prec ision; add to this a f acility of expres sion and a voice whose va ried intonations are soul-subduing mu
sic. August 19, 17-- Yesterday the stranger s aid to me, "Yo u ma y easily perceive,  Captain Wa lton, that I h ave  suffered great and unparalleled misfo
rtunes. I had determined at one time that the  me mory of thes e ev ils should die w ith me, b ut you have w on  me to alter my determination. You see
k for knowledge and wisdom, as I once did; an d I ardently h op e that the grati fication  of your wishes  m ay not be a serpent to sting you, as mi
ne has been. I do not know that the relation of my disasters will  be useful to  you; yet, when I reflect  th at you are pursuing the same course, 
exposing yourself to the same dangers whic h h ave rendered me what I am, I i magi ne that you may ded uce  an apt moral from my tale, one that m
ay direct you if you succeed in your underta kin g and console you in  case of failu re. Prepare to hear of o ccu rrences which are usually deemed ma
rvellous. Were we among the tamer scenes of n ature I might fear to en counter you r unbelief, perhaps your rid icul e; but many things will appear possibl
e in these wild and mysterious regions whic h wo uld provoke the laughter of those una cquainted with the ever-varied p owe rs of nature; nor can I doubt but that 
my tale conveys in its series internal eviden ce of the truth of the event s of which it is co mposed." Y ou may easily imagine  that I was muc h gratified by the offered communica
tion, yet I could not endure that he should re new his grief by a recital o f his misfortunes . I felt the gr eatest eagerness to  hear the promised narrat ive, partly from curiosity and partly fr
om a strong desire to ameliorate his fate if it w ere in my power. I express ed these feelings in my answer.  "I thank you," he  replied, "for your sympath y, but it is useless; my fate is nearly f
ulfilled. I wait but for one event, and then I shall repose in peace. I understand yo ur feeling," conti nued he, perceivi ng that I wished to i nterrupt him; "but you are mist aken, my friend, if thus you will allow 
me to name you; nothing can alter my destiny; listen to my history, and you will perceive how irrev ocably it is determine d." He then told me that he would commence his narrative the next day when I should be at leisur
e. This promise drew from me the warmest thanks. I have resolved every night, w hen I am not imperatively occupied by my duties, to record, as nearly as possible in his own wo rds, what he has related during the day. If I should be engaged, I will at l
east make notes. This manuscript will doubtless afford you the greatest pleasure ; but to me, who know him, and who hear it from his own lips--with what interest and sympath y shall I read it in some future day! Even now, as I commence my task, hi
s full-toned voice swells in my ears; his lustrous eyes dwell on me with all their melancholy sweetness; I see his thin hand raised in animation, while the lineaments of his f ace are irradiated by the soul within. Strange and harrowing must be his 
story, frightful the storm which embraced the gallant vessel on its course and wr ecked it--thus! Chapter 1 I am by birth a Genevese, and my family is one of the most distin guished of that republic. My ancestors had been for many years counsell
ors and syndics, and my father had filled several public situations with honour a nd reputation. He was respected by all who knew him for his integrity and indefatigable attention to public business. He passed his younger days perpetually oc
cupied by the affairs of his country; a variety of circumstances had prevented hi s marrying early, n or was it until the decline of life that he became a husband and the father of a family. A
s the circumstances of his marriage illustrate his character, I cannot refrain from relating the m. One of hi s most intimate friends was a merchant who, from a flourishing state, fell
, through numerous mischances, into poverty. This man, whose name was Beauf ort, was of a proud  and unbending disposition and could not bear to live in poverty and obli
vion in the same country where he had formerly been distinguished for his rank an d mag nificen ce. Having paid his debts, therefore, in the most honourable manner, he r
etreated with his daughter to the town of Lucerne, where he lived unknown and in wretc hedn ess. My father loved Beaufort with the truest friendship and was deeply gri
eved by his retreat in these unfortunate circumstances. He bitterly deplored the fals e p ride  which led his friend to a conduct so little worthy of the affection that unite
d them. He lost no time in endeavouring to seek him out, with the hope of persuadin g him to begin the world again through his credit and assistance. Beaufort h
ad taken effectual measures to conceal himself, and it was ten months before my fath er discovered his abode. Overjoyed at this discovery, he hastened to the hou
se, which was situated in a mean street near the Reuss. But when he entered, misery an d despair alone welcomed him. Beaufort had saved but a very small sum of mo
ney from the wreck of his fortunes, but it was sufficient to provide him with sustenance for  some months, and in the meantime he hoped to procure some respectable emp
loyment in a merchant's house. The interval was, consequently, spent in inaction; his grief onl y became more deep and rankling when he had leisure for reflection, and at length
 it took so fast hold of his mind that at the end of three months he lay on a bed of sickness, incapa ble of any exertion. His daughter attended him with the greatest tenderness, but she
 saw with despair that their little fund was rapidly decreasing and that there was no other prospect of su pport. But Caroline Beaufort possessed a mind of an uncommon mould, and her coura
ge rose to support her in her adversity. She procured plain work; she plaited straw and by various means con trived to earn a pittance scarcely sufficient to support life. Several months passed in this 
manner. Her father grew worse; her time was more entirely occupied in attending him; her means of subsistence de creased; and in the tenth month her father died in her arms, leaving her an orphan and a beg
gar. This last blow overcame her, and she knelt by Beaufort's coffin weeping bitterly, when my father entered the chamber. He came like a protecting spirit to the poor girl, who committed herself to his care; and after the interment of his friend he conducted her to Geneva and place
d her under the protection of a relation. Two years after this event Caroline became his wife. There was a considerable difference between the ages of my parents, but this circumstance seemed to unite them only closer in bonds of devoted affection. There was a sense of justice in 
my father's upright mind which rendered it necessary that he should approve highly to love strongly. Perhaps during former years he had suffered from the late-discovered unworthiness of one beloved and so was disposed to set a greater value on tried worth. There was a show of 
gratitude and worship in his attachment to my mother, differing wholly from the doting fondness of age, for it was inspired by reverence for her virtues and a desire to be the means of, in some degree, recompensing her for the sorrows she had endured, but which gave inexpressibl
e grace to his behaviour to her. Everything was made to yield to her wishes and her convenience. He strove to shelter her, as a fair exotic is sheltered by the gardener, from every rougher wind and to surround her with all that could tend to excite pleasurable emotion in her soft and 
benevolent mind. Her health, and even the tranquillity of her hitherto constant spirit, had been shaken by what she had gone through. During the two years that had elapsed previous to their marriage my father had gradually relinquished all his public functions; and immediately afte
r their union they sought the pleasant climate of Italy, and the change of scene and interest attendant on a tour through that land of wonders, as a restorative for her weakened frame. From Italy they visited Germany and France. I, their eldest child, was born at Naples, and as an infa
nt accompanied them in their rambles. I remained for several years their only child. Much as they were attached to each other, they seemed to draw inexhaustible stores of affection from a very mine of love to bestow them upon me. My mother's tender caresses and my father's smil
e of benevolent pleasure while regarding me are my first recollections. I was their plaything and their idol, and something better--their child, the innocent and helpless creature bestowed on them by heaven, whom to bring up to good, and whose future lot it was in their hands to dire


