
Read the following two excerpts from Frankenstein.  Annotate the passages as you analyze how they 
reveal that Frankenstein and his creature are both similar and different, paying particular attention to 
Shelley’s language and use of literary devices. 

EXCERPT 1  

“When younger,” said he, “I believed myself destined for some great enterprise.  My feelings are profound; but I possessed a 

coolness of judgment that fitted me for illustrious achievements.  This sentiment of the worth of my nature supported me when others 

would have been oppressed; for I deemed it criminal to throw away in useless grief those talents that might be useful to my fellow- 

creatures.  When I reflected on the work I had completed, no less a one than the creation of a sensitive and rational animal, I could not rank 

myself with the herd of common projectors.  But this thought, which supported me in the commencement of my career, now serves only to 

plunge me lower in the dust.  All my speculations and hopes are as nothing; and, like the archangel who aspired to omnipotence, I 

am chained in an eternal hell.  My imagination was vivid, yet my powers of analysis and application were intense; by the union of these 

qualities I conceived the idea of their effects. From my infancy I was imbued with high hopes and a lofty ambition; but how am I sunk! Oh! 

my friend, if you had known me as I once was you would not recognise me in this state of degradation.  Despondency rarely visited my 

heart; a high destiny seemed to bear me on until I fell, never, never again to rise.” 

During these last days I have been occupied in examining my past conduct; nor do I find it blamable.  In a fit of enthusiastic 

madness I created a rational creature, and was bound towards him, to assure, as far as was in my power, his happiness and well-being.  This 

was my duty; but there was another still paramount to that.  My duties towards the beings of my own species had greater claims to my 

attention, because they included a greater proportion of happiness or misery.  Urged by this view, I refused, and I did right in refusing, to 

create a companion for the first creature.  He showed unparalleled malignity and selfishness, in evil: he destroyed my friends; he devoted 

to destruction beings who possessed exquisite sensations, happiness, and wisdom; nor do I know where this thirst for vengeance may 

end.  Miserable himself, that he may render no other wretched he ought to die.  The task of his destruction was mine, but I have failed.    

 

EXCERPT 2  

“. . . No sympathy may I ever find.  When I first sought it, it was the love of virtue, the feelings of happiness and affection with 

which my whole being overflowed, that I wished to be participated.  But now that virtue has become to me a shadow and that happiness 

and affection are turned into bitter and loathing despair, in what should I seek for sympathy?  I am content to suffer alone while 

my sufferings shall endure:  when I die, I am well satisfied that abhorrence and opprobrium should load my memory. Once my fancy was 

soothed with dreams of virtue, of fame, and of enjoyment.  Once I falsely hoped to meet with beings who, pardoning my outward form, 

would love me for the excellent qualities which I was capable of unfolding.  I was nourished with high thoughts of honour and 

devotion.   But now crime has degraded me beneath the meanest animal. No guilt, no mischief, no malignity, no misery, can be found 

comparable to mine.  When I run over the frightful catalogue of my sins, I cannot believe that I am the same creature whose thoughts were 

once filled with sublime and transcendent visions of the beauty and the majesty of goodness.  But it is even so; the fallen angel becomes a 

malignant devil.  Yet even that enemy of God and man had friends and associates in his desolation; I am alone.  

“You, who call Frankenstein your friend, seem to have a knowledge of my crimes and his misfortunes. But in the detail which he 

gave you of them he could not sum up the hours and months of misery which I endured, wasting in impotent passions.  For while I 

destroyed his hopes, I did not satisfy my own desires.  They were forever ardent and craving; still I desired love and fellowship, and I was 

still spurned.  Was there no injustice in this?  Am I to be thought the only criminal when all human kind sinned against me?  Why do you not 

hate Felix who drove his friend from his door with contumely?  Why do you not execrate the rustic who sought to destroy the saviour of his 

child?  Nay, these are virtuous and immaculate beings!  I, the miserable and the abandoned, am an abortion, to be spurned at, and kicked, 

and trampled on.  Even now my blood boils at the recollection of this injustice.  

“But it is true that I am a wretch.  I have murdered the lovely and the helpless; I have strangled the innocent as they slept, and 

grasped to death his throat who never injured me or any other living thing.  I have devoted my creator, the select specimen of all that is 

worthy of love and admiration among men, to misery; I have pursued him even to that irremediable ruin. 


