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Fronkenstein ; or the Modern Pro~
metheus. 8 Vols. 8vo. London.
Lackington, &e. 1818.

Hexe is one of the of
the modern school in its highest style
of caricsture and exaggeration. It is
femed on the Godwinian manmer,
aod has all the fauits, but many Hke-
wite of the beauties of that: model.
In dark-and gloowmy views of natare
d of man, bondering t00 closely on
impiety,—int the Mmost cutrageocus im~

ty,~-insacrifieing. every thing
to effoct,—it even goes beyond its
geot pretotype ; but imretarn, it pos~
sesses & similar power of fascination,
ssmething of tgg smne mastery in
barsh and savage delineations of
den, selieved in like vhanner by the
gentier.featares of demestic aud sim-~
ple helings. - 'l‘haenembkemawﬂd-fﬁ
e story izbagined, yet, likke most of the
Mouofddlugo{“u has an air of
nllignﬂldnd to it, by being con-

with the favourite pro-
Jects and passions of the times. The
real events of the world lave, in owr
duy, too, been of so wondrous and
gigantic @ kind,~the shiftings ef the
senes in gur drama have
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been so rapid and various, that Shake-
speare himself, in his wildest flights,
bas beem completsly distan by
the eecentrieities of actual existence.
Even he would scarcely have dar-
ed ¢o have rsised, in one act, a ypri-
vate adventurer to the greatest of Eu-
ropean thromes,—to have conducted
him, in the next, victorious over the
necks of emperors and kings, and
then, in a third, to have shewn him
an exile, in a remote speck of an
island, some thousands of miles from
the scene of his trinmphs ; and the
chlzogtlo which b&re hi]r:l al;:;g covered
wi ry, quietly exhibited to a
it lmctn{nSl le under the gr:)l:f
of one of the beauntiful buildings on
the North Bridge of Edinburgh,—
(which buililings we heartily pray may
be brought a8 low as the mighty po-
tentate whose Eagles are now to be
seen looking out of their windows,
like the fox from the riins of Balclu-
tha.) Our appetite, we say, for every
sest’ of wonder and vehement interest,
has in this way beecome so desperatel
inflamed, that especially as the worl
avound us has settled into its
old dull etate of happiness and legiti-
, we can be satisfled with no-
thing in flction that i8 not highly co-
loured and exsggerated ; we even like
a story the better that it is disjointed
and irregular, and our greatest invent-
ors, accordingly, have been obliged to
scoonmodate themselves to the taste
of the age, more, we believe, than
their own jujgment ean, at all times,
have approved of. The' very extra~
vaganod of the present production will
now, therefore, be, perhaps, in its fa-
veur, gince the events which have ac-
tually before our eyes have
made the atmosphere of miracles that
in wll:ieh we most readﬂtz breathe. o
- The story opens with a voyage
discovery to the North Pole. A
:ng;ng]ishmm, whose mind had
g inflamed with this project,
aets safl from Archangel, soon gets in-
closed, a8 usual, among ice mountains,
and is beginning to despair of success,
when all his interest and thoughts are
diverted suddenly into another chan-
nel, in conscquenee of a very singuhr
adventure. One day a gigantic figure
was soed moving northwards on a
sledge;” drawn by dogs, and a short
time afterwards s fmr emaciated
wretch was pickedup asledge that
drifted doec to the vessel. The Eng-
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lishma soon formed a violent friend-
ship for this stranger, and discovers
him to be a person of the greatest vir-
tues, talents, and acquirements, which
are only rendercd the more admirable
and interesting, from the deep cloud
of melanchicly which frequently over-
shadowed them. After a time, he
gets 8o far into his confidence, as to
obtuin from him the story of his life
and misfortunes. His name was
Frankenstein, son of a Syndic of Ge-
neva, and of an amiuble mother, who
very properly dies at the beginning of
the book, to leave her son and a oung
female cousin, who resided in the fa-
mily, 8o disconsolate, that they could
find no comfort except by falling in
love.  Frankenstein had been left
much to his own di in the con-
duct of his studies, and, at a very
early period, he had become quite en-
t¢té with some of the writings of the
dlciiemists, on which he accidentally
lighted ; and we were at first in ex-
pectation that, like St Leon, he was
to become pussessed of the philoso-
pher’s stone, or of the elirir vitae.
He is destined, however, to obtain a
still wnore extraordinary power, but
not from the alchemists, of the futi-
lity of whose tions he soon be-
came cunvinced, but whose wild con-
ceptions continued to give to his
mind a strong and peculiar bias.

At the university, stimulated by
the encouragement of some distin-
guished philosophers, he applied him-

self, with the utmost perseverance and
ability, to every department of natu-
ral science, soon became the ge-

neral object of envy and admiration.
His rescarches led him to investigate
the principle of life, which he did in
the old and approved manner by dis-
secting living animals, groping into all
the repositories of the 5;5, and mak-
ing himself acquainted with life and
death in all their forms. The result
wasa most wonderful discovery,—quite
simple, he says, when it was made,
but yet one which he very wisely does
not communicate to his Euglish ac-
quaintance, and which, of course,
must remain a sccret to the world,—no
less than the discovery of the means
of communicating life to an organized
form. With this our young philoso-
pher sets himself to make a man, and
that he might make no blunder from
taking too small a scale, unfortunate~
ly, as it turns out, his man is a giant.
"n a garret of his apartments, to which
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none but himself was ever admitted,
he employs four months on this won-
derful production. Many of the in-
gredients secm to have been ofha
very disgusting description, since he
paged whole gnightsp in  scpulchres

ing them out; he thought, how-
ever, that he had succeeded in mak-
ing a giant, as gainly in appearance at
least as O’Brien, or the Yorkshir
Boy, and every thing was now ready
for the last touch of the master, the
infusion of life imto the inanimate
mass. In breathless expectation, in
the dead of night, he pertormed this
last momentous act of creation ; and the
creature opened upon him two im-
mense ghastly yellow eyes, which
struck him with instant horror. He
immediately hated himself and his
work, and flew, in a state of feverish
agony, to his room below; but, find-
ing himself followed thither by the
monster, he rushed out into the streets,
where he walked about in fearful agi-
tation, till the morning dawned, and
they began to be firquented by their
inhabitants. Passing along, he saw
step from a coach an intimate friend
of his from Geneva. For the mo-
ment he forgot everﬁ thing that had
happened, was delighted to find that
his friend had come to pursue his
studies along with him, and was con-
ducting himn to his apartments, when
on a sudden he recollected the dread-
fal inmate who would probebly be
found in them. He rap up and ex-
amined thew, and, on finding that
the monster had disappeared, his joy
hecame quite foolish and outrageous ;
he danced about like a madman, and
his friend was not surprised when im-
mediately after he was seised by a de-
lirious fever, which conflned him for
some weeks, alleviated, however, by
all the attentions which friendship
could bestow.

Scarcely had he recovered, when a
sad piece of intelligence arrives from
home. His father writes him that
his little brother had strayed from
them in an evening walk, and was at
last found dead, and apparently
strangled. He flies home to -comfost
his family, but it is night eve he
reaches Geneva, and the gates being
shut, he remsains in the neighbour--
hood, and walks out in the dark to-
wards the hills. ‘The monster on &
sudden stalks past him, and mov-
ing with inconceivable mpidig, i8
seen by him perched on ome of the



1818.]

highest cliffs. The ht instantly
strikes him, that this fiend, the crea-
tion of his own hand, must have been
the murderer of his brother, and he
feels @ll the bitterness of despair.
Very ill able to comfort others, he
next morning went to his father’s
house, and learns, as an additional mi-
sery, that a young servant girl, who

been beloved as a friend in the
family, was taken up on suspicion of
the murder, and was to be tried for
her life. A picture, which the child
had worn on the fatal night, was found
in her pocket. Though, in his own
mind, he could not doubt of the real
author of the murder, and his belov-
el Elizabeth was equally convinced
that it could not be her favourite Jus-
tine, still circmnstaltlhces were 50 sltrong
aminst her, that the poor girl was
condemned and executed. No won-
der that Frankenstcin now fell into a
deep melancholy; to rclicve him from
which, his father took him and Eliza-
beth on a tour to the valley of Cha-
mounix. This part of the book is
very beautifully written ; the descrip-
tion of the mountain sccnery, and of
its effect on Frankcnstein’s mind, is
finely given. One rainy day they did
not procced on their journey, but
Frankenstein, in a state of more than
common depression, left them early
i the inn, gor the purpose of scaling
the summit of Montarvet.

“ It was nearly noon (he says) when I
arrived at the top of the ascent. For some
time I sat upon the rock that overlooks the
wa of ice. A mist covered both that and
the surrounding mountains. Presently
3 breeze dismi the cloud, and I de-
sended upon the glacier. The surface is
very uneven, rising like the waves of a
toubled sea, descending low, and inter-
mered by rifts that sink deep. The field
of ice is about a league in width, but I
spent nearly two hours in crossing it. The

ite mountain is a bare perpendicular

. From the side where I now stood
Montarvet was exactly opposite, at the
distance of a league; a.mf above it rose
Mont Blanc, in awful majesty. I remain-
ed in a recess of the rock gazing on this
vonderful and stupendous scene. The ses,
o¢ rather the vast river of ice, wound g-
moag its dependent mountains, whose aérial
is’ hung over its recesses. Ther
and glittening peaks shone in the sun-
ex the clouds. My heart, which
sorrowful, was swelled with
like joy; I exclaimed, ¢ Wan-
ng spirits, if indced ye wander, and do
rst fn your narrow beds, allow me

i
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this faint happiness, or take me, as your
companion, away from the joys of life.’
As I said this, I suddenly beheld the fi-
gure of a man at some distance advancing
towards me with superhuman s He
boundcd over the crevices in the ice, a-
mong which [ had walked with caution ;
his stature also, as he approached, seemed
to exceed that of man. I was troubled: a
mist came over my eyes, and I felt a fuint-
ness seize me, but I was quickly restored
by the cold gale of the mountains. I per-
ceived, as the shape came nearer, (uight
tremendous and abhorred,) that it was the
wretch whom I had created. I trembled
with and horror, resolving to wait his
approach, and then close with him in mor-
tal combat. He approached ; his counte-
Dance ke bitter anguish, combined
with disdain and mlignity, while its un-
earthly ugliness rendered 1t almost too hor-
rible for human eyes.”

Frankenstein at first addresses him
in words of violent rage,—the mon-

f]it‘:xrl’ however, endeavours to soften

¢¢ Will no entreaties canse thee to turn a
favourable eye upon thy creature who im-
plores thy goodness and compassion ? Be-
lieve me, Frankenstein, I was benevolent,
my soul glowed with love and humanity,
but am [ not alone, miserably alone ?
You, my creator, abhor me; what hope
can I gather from your fellow-creatures
who owe me nothing? They spurn and
hate me. The desart mountains and drear
glaciers are my refuge. I have wander
here many days; the caves of ice, which I
only do not fear, are a dwelling to me, and
the only one which man does not grudge.
These black skies I hail, for they are kind-
er to me than your fellow bem’gn. If the
multitude of mankind knew of my exist
ence, they would do as you do, and arm
themselves for my destruction. Shall I
not then hate them who abhor me ?——Hear
my tale; it is long and strange, and the
temperature of this place is not fitting to
your fine sensations ; come to the hut up..
on the mountain. The sun is yet high mn
the heavens ; before it descends to hide it-
self behind yon lnov:ly precipices, and illu-
minate er world, you will have heard
my story and can decide. On you it rests
wgether I quit for ever the neighbourhood
of man and lead a harmless life, or become
the scourge of your fellow crcatures, and
the author of your own speedy ruin.”

The monster now begins his story,
and a very amiable personage he makes
himself to be. The story is well fan-
cied and told. Immecdiately on his
creation he wandered out into the
forest of Ingoldstadt, where be re-



mained for sonte ‘days, tit his differe
ent semses learnt to their aps
propriate functions, md he discovered
the use of fire and various other radi«
ments of knowledge; and thus ac-
complished, he ventured forth into
the great world. But in the first
village that he reached he was hooted
and stomed, and was obliged to take
phelter in a hovel at the back of

a cottage. 'Through a crevite in the
wall, soon became intimate with
all the

ns in the cotmﬁe, the
inhabitants of which were an old blind
man, his son and daughter. After
the reception he had met with in the
village, he kept himself very snug
in his hole through the day, but bei
really a good-matured monster,
finding the young man was much overs
wrought in cutting fuel for the fami-
ly, what does he, hut betaks himn
to the wood in the night time,
and collect tities of fuel, which
he piles u ide the door? The
EOX pcolse think themselves the
favourites of some kind spirit or
brounie. In the mean time, he
Jearns how to apply their language,
which he found he could imitate toe
lerably well. He gradually, too, be-
comes sequainted with more of their
circumstances and feelings ; and there
was so much affection between the

venerable blind mun (who moreover
played beautifully on a musical in-

strument) and his children, and they guinet
were 80 )loving to each om

they were s0 Interestipg wi
their poverty, that the worthy menster
took a vechement passion for , and

had the greatest inclination to make
himeelf ble to them. By close
study, the ocecarrence of

able op nities, he also adguires &
knowt of written lan ; and
one day on his rambles, lighting on a

rtmanteau, which contained the
ows of Werter, a volurne of Plu-
tarch, and Milton’s Paradise Lost,—
he becomes quite an adept in Germaa
sentiment, ancient heroism, and: Sa~
tanic sturdiness. He now thought
himself qualified to' make himuelf ag-
quainted with the fimily,—though e
ware of his hideous ap nce, he
very wisely n with (Ee blind gen-
tleman, on whom ke ventured to
fnake a call when the rest of the fa-
mily were out of doors.” He had just
begun to interest the old man in his
favour, when their #étc-a-téte is un-
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hackily interrupted, and the
g!onster is bayb‘g:d and mltreatel:lo:;
eretofore e villagers. He flies
to the woods, farfous with rige, md
dissppointed affection ; and, findi
on his return that the cot
forsaken the place, scared by his por.
tentous vieit, he amuses himself in his
rage with setting it on fire, and then
sets out in search of his creator. 0-
ther circumstances occur in his jour-
ncy to give himn g greater antipathy to
the huaman race. He confesses the
murder of the boy, whom, lighting
upon, he wished to mrrz off, m the
hope that he might find in him an
object to attach nmself to ;—the mur-
der was pertly accidental,—but the

slipping the picture into Justine's
E;dtet was 2 piece of devilish malice.
¢ concludes with denouncing vea-
geance against Frankenstein and all
race, if he does not agree to one
request, to create a female co
for him lHke himself, with whom he
E'oposea to retite to the wilds of
orth America, and never ugain to
come into contact with man.

It is needless to go minutely
the remainder of this wild fiction. Af-
ter some demurring, Frankenstein at
last acoedes to the demand, and, begins
a mh d time the all:hon'ed creation of
a human being,—but again repents,
and defies the demon ; who thenceforth
recommences his diabolical warfare -
the unha hilosopher,—de-
stroys his friends and relations one
one, and finally murders hie belov
Elizabeth, on the very evening of their
marriage. Frankenstein, alive only
to vengeance, now pursues the fiend
over wonld,—+aixd it was in this
chage that heliad goti neighbour-
hoed of the North Pule, whare he wss
bus a little way behind sy, but had
quite spent himeelf in the pursnit. So
ends the narrative of Framkenmstsin,
-and worn out nature soon after
to the bitterness of his thoughts and
his exhausted frame. He dies, and, to
the astonishment of our Englishman
and the crew, the monster makes his
appearaice,—laments the fate of - his
creator,~—says that his feelings of ven-
geaXce ave for ever ot sm end,~-de-
purts, ardd is heard of no mese.

Buclt is-a sketch of this singuler
performanece, in which there is mweh
power and beauty, both of thought
and expression, though, in nn‘:s
parts, the exccution is inrperfect,

4
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bearing the marks of an unpractised
hand. It is one of those works, how-
ever, which, when,we have read, we
do not well sec why it should have
been written ;—tor a jeu d'esprit it is
samewhat too long, grave, and labo-
rious,—and some of our highest and
most reverential . feelings receive a
shock from the conception on which
it tarns, so as to produce a painful
and bewildered state of mind while

we it. We are accustomed,
ily, to look uEm the creation of
a hving and intelligent being as a

work that is fitted only to inspire a
religious emotion, and there is an im-

iety, to say no worse, in Klacing
 in any other light. It might, in-
deed, be the author’s view to shew
that the powers of man have been
wisely limited, and that misery would
follow their extension,—but still the
expression “‘ Creator,” applied to a
mere human being, gives us the same
wrt of shock with the phrasec, ¢ the
Man Almighty,” and others of the
sme kind, in Mr Southey’s ¢ Curse
of Kehama.” All these monstrous con-
mﬁons are the consequences of-the

and irregular theories of the age ;
though we do not at all mean to in-
fer that the authors who give into such
freedoms have done so with any bad
intentions. This incongruity, how-
ever, with our established and most
sscred potions, is the chief fault in
such fictions, rcganding them merely
in & critical point of view. Shake-
speare’s Caliban (though his aimpli-
cty and suitableness to the place
where he is found are very delight-
ful) is, perhaps, a more fafeful being
than our good friend in this book.
But Caliban cownes into existence in
the received way which common su-
perstition had pointed out ; weshould
Rot have endured him if Prospero
had created him. Getting over this
ariginal sbsurdity, the character of
our monster is in good keeping ;—
there is a grandeur, too, in the sce-
Rery in which he makes his appear-
ances,—the ice-mountains of the
Pale, or the glaciers of the Alps ;—his
natural tendency to kind feclings, and
the manner $n which they were blight-
ed,—and all the domnestic picture of
the cottage, are very interesting and
besutifal. We hope yet to have more
poductions, both from this author
aad his great model, Mr Godwin ;
but they would make a great im-
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provement in their writings, if they
would rather study the established
order of nature as it appoars, both in
the world of inatter and of 1nind, than
continue to revolt our feelings by ha
zardous innovations in either of these
departinenta,

I
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