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the spot. The sky became clouded, but the air was pure, 
although chilled by the northeast breeze that was then rising. 
But it refreshed me and filled me with such agreeable sensations 
that I resolved to prolong my stay in the water, and fixing the 
rudder in a direct position, stretched myself at the bottom of 
the boat. Clouds hid the moon, everything was obscure, and 
I heard only the sound of the boat as its keel cut through the 
waves; the murmur lulled me, and in a short time I sleep 
soundly.

I do not know how long I remained in this situation, but 
when I awoke I found that the sun had already mounted 
considerably. The wind was high, and the waves continually 
threatened the safety of my little skiff. I found that the wind 
was northeast and must have driven me far from the coast from 
which I had embarked. I endeavoured to change my course but 
quickly found that if I again made the attempt the boat would 
be instantly filled with water.

Thus situated, my only recourse was to drive before the 
wind. I confess that I felt a few sensations of terror. I had no 
compass with me and was so slenderly acquainted with the 
geography of this part of the world that the sun was of little 
benefit to me. I might be driving into the wide Atlantic and 
feel all the tortures of starvation or be swallowed up in the 
immeasurable waters that roared and buffeted around me. I had 
already been out many hours and felt the torment of a burning 
thirst, a prelude to my other sufferings. I looked on the heavens, 
which were covered by clouds that flew before the wind, only 
to be replaced by others; I looked upon the sea; it was to be my 
grave. ‘Fiend,’ I exclaimed, ‘your task is already fulfilled!’ I

Frankenstein      217



and lock my door?”
She was lying with her tiny hands buried in her rich 

wavy hair, under her cheek, her little head upon the pillow, 
and her glittering eyes followed me wherever I moved, 
with a kind of shy smile that I could not decipher.

I bid her good night, and crept from the room with an 
uncomfortable sensation.

I often wondered whether our pretty guest ever said 
her prayers. I certainly had never seen her upon her knees. 
In the morning she never came down until long after our 
family prayers were over, and at night she never left the 
drawing room to attend our brief evening prayers in the 
hall.

If it had not been that it had casually come out in one of 
our careless talks that she had been baptised, I should have 
doubted her being a Christian. Religion was a subject on 
which I had never heard her speak a word. If I had known 
the world better, this particular neglect or antipathy would 
not have so much surprised me.

The precautions of nervous people are infectious, and 
persons of a like temperament are pretty sure, after a time, 
to imitate them. I had adopted Carmilla’s habit of locking 
her bedroom door, having taken into my head all her 
whimsical alarms about midnight invaders and prowling 
assassins. I had also adopted her precaution of making a 
brief search through her room, to satisfy herself that no 
lurking assassin or robber was “ensconced.”

These wise measures taken, I got into my bed and fell 
asleep. A light was burning in my room. This was an old 
habit, of very early date, and which nothing could have 
tempted me to dispense
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terms in which he expressed himself.
“I should tell you all with pleasure,” said the General, 

“but you would not believe me.”
“Why should I not?” he asked.
“Because,” he answered testily, “you believe in nothing 

but what consists with your own prejudices and illusions. I 
remember when I was like you, but I have learned better.”

“Try me,” said my father; "I am not such a dogmatist as 
you suppose.

Besides which, I very well know that you generally 
require proof for what you believe, and am, therefore, very 
strongly predisposed to respect your conclusions."

“You are right in supposing that I have not been led 
lightly into a belief in the marvelous for what I have 
experienced is marvelous and I have been forced by 
extraordinary evidence to credit that which ran counter, 
diametrically, to all my theories. I have been made the 
dupe of a preternatural conspiracy.”
Notwithstanding his professions of confidence in the 
General’s penetration, I saw my father, at this point, glance 
at the General, with, as I thought, a marked suspicion of his 
sanity.

The General did not see it, luckily. He was looking 
gloomily and curiously into the glades and vistas of the 
woods that were opening before us.

“You are going to the Ruins of Karnstein?” he said. “Yes, 
it is a lucky coincidence; do you know I was going to ask 
you to bring me there to inspect them. I have a special 
object in exploring. There is a ruined chapel, ain’t there, 
with a great many tombs of that extinct family?”
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Act II, Scene 1]
[Exit Servant.

Is this a dagger which I see before me,
The handle toward my hand? Come, let me clutch thee.
I have thee not, and yet I see thee still.
Art thou not, fatal vision, sensible
To feeling as to sight? or art thou but
A dagger of  the mind, a false creation,
Proceeding from the heat-oppressed brain?
I see thee yet, in form as palpable
As this which now I draw.
Thou marshal’st me the way that I was going;
And such an instrument I was to use.
Mine eyes are made the fools o’ the other senses,
Or else worth all the rest: I see thee still;
And on thy blade and dudgeon gouts of  blood,
Which was not so before. There’s no such thing:
It is the bloody business which informs
Thus to mine eyes. Now o’er the one half-world
Nature seems dead, and wicked dreams abuse
The curtain’d sleep; witchcraft celebrates
Pale Hecate’s offerings; and wither’d murder,
Alarum’d by his sentinel, the wolf,
Whose howl’s his watch, thus with his stealthy pace,
With Tarquin’s ravishing strides, towards his design
Moves like a ghost. Thou sure and firm-set earth,
Hear not my steps, which way they walk, for fear
Thy very stones prate of  my whereabout,
And take the present horror from the time,
Which now suits with it. Whiles I threat, he lives:
Words to the heat of  deeds too cold breath gives.

[A bell rings.
I go, and it is done: the bell invites me.
Hear it not, Duncan, for it is a knell
That summons thee to heaven, or to hell.

[Exit.
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Act I, Scene 5]
[Enter Macbeth.

Great Glamis! worthy Cawdor!
Greater than both, by the all-hail hereafter!
Thy letters have transported me beyond
This ignorant present, and I feel now
The future in the instant.

MACBETH
                                            My dearest love,
Duncan comes here tonight.

LADY MACBETH
                                            And when goes hence?
Macbeth
Tomorrow, as he purposes.

LADY MACBETH
                                            O, never
Shall sun that morrow see!
Your face, my thane, is as a book where men
May read strange matters. To beguile the time,
Look like the time; bear welcome in your eye,
Your hand, your tongue: look like the innocent flower,
But be the serpent under ’t. He that’s coming
Must be provided for: and you shall put
This night’s great business into my dispatch;
Which shall to all our nights and days to come
Give solely sovereign sway and masterdom.

MACBETH
We will speak further.

LADY MACBETH
                                            Only look up clear;
To alter favor ever is to fear: Leave all the rest to me.

[Exeunt.
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than words could do, the intensest anguish at having made 
himself the instrument of thwarting his own revenge. Had it 
been dark, I dare say, he would have tried to remedy the mistake 
by smashing Hareton’s skull on the steps; but, we witnessed his 
salvation; and I was presently below with my precious charge 
pressed to my heart.

Hindley descended more leisurely, sobered and abashed.
‘It is your fault, Ellen,’ he said, ‘you should have kept him out 

of sight; you should have taken him from me! Is he injured 
anywhere?’

‘Injured!’ I cried angrily, ‘If he’s not killed, he’ll be an idiot! 
Oh! I wonder his mother does not rise from her grave to see how 
you use him. You’re worse than a heathen—treating your own 
flesh and blood in that manner!’

He attempted to touch the child, who, on finding himself 
with me, sobbed off his terror directly. At the first finger his 
father laid on him, however, he shrieked again louder than 
before, and struggled as if he would go into convulsions.

‘You shall not meddle with him!’ I continued, ‘He hates you—
they all hate you—that’s the truth! A happy family you have; and 
a pretty state you’re come to!’

‘I shall come to a prettier, yet! Nelly,’ laughed the misguided 
man, recovering his hardness. ’At present, convey yourself and 
him away—And, hark you, Heathcliff! clear you too, quite from my 
reach and hearing… I wouldn’t murder you to-night, unless, 
perhaps I set the house on fire; but that’s as my fancy goes—‘

While saying this he took a pint bottle of brandy from the 
dresser, and poured some into a tumbler.

‘Nay don’t!’ I entreated, ‘Mr Hindley, do take warning. Have 
mercy on this unfortunate boy, if you care nothing for yourself!’

’Any one will do better for him than I shall,’ he answered.
‘Have mercy on your own soul!’ I said, endeavouring to snatch 

the glass from his hand.
’Not I! on the contrary, I shall have great pleasure in sending 

it to perdition, to punish its maker,’ exclaimed the blasphemer. 
‘Here’s to its hearty damnation!’
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the petted things, we did despise them! When would you catch 
me wishing to have what Catherine wanted? or find us by 
ourselves, seeking entertainment in yelling, and sobbing, and 
rolling on the ground, divided by the whole room? I’d not 
exchange, for a thousand lives, my condition here, for Edgar 
Linton’s at Thrushcross Grange—not if I might have the privilege 
of flinging Joseph off the highest gable, and painting the house-
front with Hindley’s blood!’

‘Hush, hush!’ I interrupted. ‘Still you have not told me, 
Heathcliff, how Catherine is left behind?’

’I told you we laughed,’ he answered. ’The Lintons heard us, 
and with one accord, they shot like arrows to the door; there was 
silence, and then a cry, “Oh, mamma, mamma! Oh, papa! Oh, 
mamma, come here. Oh, papa, oh!” They really did howl out, 
something in that way. We made frightful noises to terrify them 
still more, and then we dropped off the ledge, because somebody 
was drawing the bars, and we felt we had better flee. I had Cathy 
by the hand, and was urging her on, when all at once she fell 
down.

‘”Run, Heathcliff, run!“ she whispered. ”They have let the 
bulldog loose, and he holds me!"

’The devil had seized her ankle, Nelly; I heard his 
abominable snorting. She did not yell out—no! She would have 
scorned to do it, if she had been spitted on the horns of a mad 
cow. I did, though: I vociferated curses enough to annihilate any 
fiend in Christendom, and I got a stone and thrust it between his 
jaws, and tried with all my might to cram it down his throat. A 
beast of a servant came up with a lantern, at last, shouting—

‘”Keep fast, Skulker, keep fast!"
’He changed his note, however, when he saw Skulker’s game. 

The dog was throttled off, his huge, purple tongue hanging half a 
foot out of his mouth, and his pendant lips streaming with 
bloody slaver.

‘The man took Cathy up; she was sick; not from fear, I’m 
certain, but from pain. He carried her in; I followed, grumbling 
execrations and vengeance.
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quiet state she caused me little trouble; but it was succeeded 
by an interval of impatient, fretful weariness; and being too busy, 
and too old then, to run up and down amusing her, I hit on a 
method by which she might entertain herself.

I used to send her on her travels round the grounds—now on 
foot, and now on a pony; indulging her with a patient audience of 
all her real and imaginary adventures, when she returned.

The summer shone in full prime; and she took such a taste 
for this solitary rambling that she often contrived to remain out 
from breakfast till tea; and then the evenings were spent in 
recounting her fanciful tales. I did not fear her breaking bounds, 
because the gates were generally locked, and I thought she 
would scarcely venture forth alone, if they had stood wide open.

Unluckily, my confidence proved misplaced. Catherine came 
to me, one morning, at eight o’clock, and said she was that day an 
Arabian merchant, going to cross the Desert with his caravan 
and I must give her plenty of provision for herself, and beasts: a 
horse, and three camels, personated by a large hound and a 
couple of pointers.

I got together good store of dainties, and slung them in a 
basket on one side of the saddle; and she sprang up as gay as a 
fairy, sheltered by her wide-brimmed hat and gauze veil from 
the July sun, and trotted off with a merry laugh, mocking my 
cautious counsel to avoid gallopping, and come back early.

The naughty thing never made her appearance at tea. One 
traveller, the hound, being an old dog, and fond of its ease, 
returned; but neither Cathy, nor the pony, nor the two pointers 
were visible in any direction; and I despatched emissaries down 
this path, and that path, and, at last, went wandering in search of 
her myself.

There was a labourer working at a fence round a plantation, 
on the borders of the grounds. I enquired of him if he had seen 
our young lady?

’I saw her at morn, he replied; she would have me to cut her 
a hazel switch, and then she leapt her galloway over the hedge 
yonder, where it is lowest, and gallopped out of sight!
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Act IV, Scene 3]
Let’s make us med’cines of  our great revenge,
To cure this deadly grief.

MACDUFF
He has no children. All my pretty ones?
Did you say all? O hell-kite! All?
What, all my pretty chickens and their dam
At one fell swoop?

MALCOLM
Dispute it like a man.

MACDUFF
                                            I shall do so;
But I must also feel it as a man:
I cannot but remember such things were,
That were most precious to me. Did heaven look on,
And would not take their part? Sinful Macduff,
They were all struck for thee! naught that I am,
Not for their own demerits, but for mine,
Fell slaughter on their souls: heaven rest them now!

MALCOLM
Be this the whetstone of  your sword: let grief
Convert to anger; blunt not the heart, enrage it.

MACDUFF
O, I could play the woman with mine eyes,
And braggart with my tongue! But, gentle heavens,
Cut short all intermission; front to front
Bring thou this fiend of  Scotland and myself;
Within my sword’s length set him; if  he ’scape,
Heaven forgive him too!

MALCOLM
                                            This tune goes manly.
Come, go we to the king; our power is ready;
Our lack is nothing but our leave. Macbeth
Is ripe for shaking, and the pow’rs above Put on their
instruments. Receive what cheer you may;
The night is long that never finds the day.

[Exeunt.
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Chapter 6

‘There was someone crying—there was!’

THE NEXT DAY THE rain poured down in torrents again, and when Mary 

looked out of her window the moor was almost hidden by grey mist and cloud. 

There.could be no going out today.

‘What do you do in your cottage when it rains like this?’ she asked Martha.

‘Try to keep from under each other’s feet mostly,’ Martha answered. ‘Eh. 

there does seem a lot of us then. Mother’s a good-tempered woman, but she gets 

fair moithered. The biggest ones goes out in th’ cow-shed and plays there. 

Dickon he doesn’t mind th’ wet. He goes out just th’ same as if th’ sun was 

shinin‘. He says he sees things on rainy days as doesn’t show when it’s fair 

weather. He once found a little fox cub half drowned in its hole and he brought 

it home in th’ bosom of his shirt to keep it warm. Its mother had been killed near 

by an’ th’ hole was swum out an’ th’ rest o’ th’ litter was dead. He’s got it at home 

now. He found a half-drowned young crow another time an’ he brought it 

home, too, an’ tamed it. It’s named Soot, because it’s so black an’ it hops an’ flies 

about with him everywhere.’

The time had come when Mary had forgotten to resent Martha’s familiar 

talk. She had even begun to find it interesting and to be sorry when she stopped 

or went away. The stories she had been told by her Ayah when she lived in 

India had been quite unlike those Martha had to tell about the moorland 

cottage which held fourteen people who lived in four little rooms and never 

had quite enough to eat. The children seemed to tumble about and amuse 

themselves like a litter of rough, good-natured collie puppies. Mary was most 

attracted by the mother and Dickon. When Martha told stories of what 

"mother’ said or did they always sounded comfortable.

‘If I had a raven or a fox cub I could play with it,’ said Mary. ’But I have 

nothing.

Martha looked perplexed.

"Can tha’ knit?’ she asked.
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’The child still struggled and loaded me with epithets 
which carried despair to my heart; I grasped his throat to 
silence him, and in a moment he lay dead at my feet.

’I gazed on my victim, and my heart swelled with exultation 
and hellish triumph; clapping my hands, I exclaimed, “I too 
can create desolation; my enemy is not invulnerable; this 
death will carry despair to him, and a thousand other miseries 
shall torment and destroy him.”

’As I fixed my eyes on the child, I saw something glittering 
on his breast. I took it; it was a portrait of a most lovely 
woman. In spite of my malignity, it softened and attracted me. 
For a few moments I gazed with delight on her dark eyes, 
fringed by deep lashes, and her lovely lips; but presently my 
rage returned; I remembered that I was forever deprived of the 
delights that such beautiful creatures could bestow and that 
she whose resemblance I contemplated would, in regarding 
me, have changed that air of divine benignity to one 
expressive of disgust and affright.

‘Can you wonder that such thoughts transported me with 
rage? I only wonder that at that moment, instead of venting 
my sensations in exclamations and agony, I did not rush 
among mankind and perish in the attempt to destroy them.

‘While I was overcome by these feelings, I left the spot 
where I had committed the murder, and seeking a more 
secluded hiding-place, I entered a barn which had appeared to 
me to be empty. A woman was sleeping on some straw; she 
was young, not indeed so beautiful as her whose portrait I 
held, but of an agreeable aspect and blooming in the loveliness 
of youth
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ing on each other, were not interrupted by the casualties that 
took place around them. The more I saw of them, the greater 
became my desire to claim their protection and kindness; my 
heart yearned to be known and loved by these amiable 
creatures; to see their sweet looks directed towards me with 
affection was the utmost limit of my ambition. I dared not 
think that they would turn them from me with disdain and 
horror. The poor that stopped at their door were never driven 
away. I asked, it is true, for greater treasures than a little food 
or rest: I required kindness and sympathy; but I did not 
believe myself unworthy of it.

’The winter advanced, and an entire revolution of the 
seasons had taken place since I awoke into life. My attention 
at this time was solely directed towards my plan of 
introducing myself into the cottage of my protectors. I 
revolved many projects, but that on which I finally fixed was 
to enter the dwelling when the blind old man should be alone. 
I had sagacity enough to discover that the unnatural 
hideousness of my person was the chief object of horror with 
those who had formerly beheld me. My voice, although harsh, 
had nothing terrible in it; I thought, therefore, that if in the 
absence of his children I could gain the good will and 
mediation of the old De Lacey, I might by his means be 
tolerated by my younger protectors.

’One day, when the sun shone on the red leaves that 
strewed the ground and diffused cheerfulness, although it 
denied warmth, Safie, Agatha, and Felix departed on a long 
country walk, and the old man, at his own desire, was left 
alone in the cottage. When his children had departed, he took 
up his guitar and played several mournful but sweet airs, more 
sweet and mourn-
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scratched. As it was Mabel’s hand was scraped between the 
cold rock and a passionate boot-heel. Nor will I tell you all 
that she said as they led her along the fern-bordered gully 
and through the arch into the wonderland of Italian 
scenery. She had but little language left when they 
removed her bandage under a weeping willow where a 
statue of Diana, bow in hand, stood poised on one toe, a 
most unsuitable attitude for archery, I have always 
thought.

‘Now,’ said Gerald, ‘it’s all over—nothing bụt niceness 
now and cake and things.’

‘It’s time we did have our tea,’ said Jimmy. And it was.
Eliza, once convinced that her chest, though invisible, 

was not transparent, and that her companions could not 
by looking through it count how many buns she had eaten, 
made an excellent meal. So did the others. If you want 
really to enjoy your tea, have minced veal and potatoes and 
rice-pudding for dinner, with several hours of excitement 
to follow, and take your tea late.

The soft, cool green and grey of the garden were 
changing—the green grew golden, the shadows black, and 
the lake where the swans were mirrored upside down, 
under the Temple of Phoebus, was bathed in rosy light 
from the little fluffy clouds that lay opposite the sunset.
‘It is pretty,’ said Eliza, ‘just like a picture-postcard, aint it?
—the tuppenny kind.’

‘I ought to be getting home,’ said Mabel.
‘I can’t go home like this. I’d stay and be a savage and live 

in that white hut if it had any walls and doors,’ said Eliza.
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that one little kiss whiles I bring over the table. Friend John, 
help to me!’ So neither of us looked whilst he bent over her.

Van Helsing turning to me, said:—
‘He is so young and strong and of blood so pure that we 

need not defibrinate it.’
Then with swiftness, but with absolute method, Van 

Helsing performed the operation. As the transfusion went 
on something like life seemed to come back to poor Lucy’s 
cheeks, and through Arthur’s growing pallor the joy of his 
face seemed absolutely to shine. After a bit I began to grow 
anxious, for the loss of blood was telling on Arthur, strong 
man as he was. It gave me an idea of what terrible strain 
Lucy’s system must have undergone that what weakened 
Arthur only partially restored her. But the Professor’s face 
was set, and he stood watch in hand and with his eyes fixed 
now on the patient and now on Arthur. I could hear my own 
heart beat. Presently he said in a soft voice: ‘Do not stir an 
instant. It is enough. You attend him; I will look to her.’ 
When all was over I could see how much Arthur was 
weakened. I dressed the wound and took his arm to bring 
him away, when Van Helsing spoke without turning round—
the man seems to have eyes in the back of his head:—

’The brave lover, I think deserve another kiss, which 
he shall have presently. And as he had now finished his 
operation, he adjusted the pillow to the patient’s head. 
As he did so the narrow black velvet band which she 
seems always to wear round her throat, buckled with an 
old diamond buckle which her lover had given her, was 
dragged a little up, and showed a red mark on her 
throat. Arthur did not notice it, but I could hear the deep 
hiss of indrawn breath which is one of Van Helsing’s 
ways of betraying emotion. He said nothing at the 
moment, but turned to me, saying: ’Now take down our
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‘Why, kiss her awake, of course.’
‘Not me!’ was Gerald’s unhesitating rejoinder.
‘Well, someone’s got to.’
‘She’d go for me as likely as not the minute she woke up,’ 

said Gerald anxiously.
‘I’d do it like a shot,’ said Kathleen, ’but I don’t suppose it 

’ud make any difference me kissing her.’
She did it; and it didn’t. The Princess still lay in deep 

slumber.
‘Then you must, Jimmy. I dare say you’ll do. Jump back 

quickly before she can hit you?’
‘She won’t hit him, he’s such a little chap,’ said Gerald.
‘Little yourself!’ said Jimmy. ‘I don’t mind kissing her. I’m 

not a coward, like Some People. Only if I do, I’m going to be 
the dauntless leader for the rest of the day.’

‘No, look here—hold on!’ cried Gerald, ’perhaps I’d 
better—‘ But, in the meantime, Jimmy had planted a loud, 
cheerful-sounding kiss on the Princess’s pale cheek, and now 
the three stood breathless, awaiting the result.

And the result was that the Princess opened large, dark 
eyes, stretched out her arms, yawned a little, covering her 
mouth with a small brown hand, and said, quite plainly and 
distinctly, and without any room at all for mistake:

‘Then the hundred years are over? How the yew hedges 
have grown! Which of you is my Prince that aroused me from 
my deep sleep of so many long years?’

‘I did,’ said Jimmy fearlessly, for she did not look as
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‘Well, yes, I do. I was learned that by a young lady I was gardener to. She 

had a lot in place she was fond of, an’ she loved ‘em like they was children—or 

robins. I’ve seen her bend over an’ kiss ‘em.’ He dragged out another weed and 

scowled at it. ‘That were as much as ten year’ ago.’

‘Where is she now?’ Asked Mary, much interested.

‘Heaven,’ he answered, and drove his spade deeply into the soil, ‘’cording 

to what parson says.’

‘What happened to the roses?’ Mary asked again, more interested that 

ever.

‘They was left to themselves.’

Mary was becoming quite excited.

‘Did they quite die? Do roses die when they are left to themselves?’ She 

ventured.

‘Well, I’d got to like ‘em—an’ I liked her—an’ she liked ‘em,’ Ben 

Weatherstaff admitted reluctantly. ‘Once or twice a year I’d go an’ work at ‘em 

a bit—prune ‘em an’ dig around th’ roots. They run wild, but they was in rich 

soil, so some of them lived.’

‘When they have no leaves and look grey and brown and dry, how can you 

tell whether they are dead or alive?’ inquired Mary.

‘Wait till th’ spring gets at ‘em—wait till th’ sun shines on th’ rain an’ the 

rain’ falls on the sunshine an’ then that’ll find out.’

‘How—how?’ Cried Mary, forgetting to be careful.

‘Look along th’ twigs an’ branches an’ if tha’ sees a bit of brown lump 

swelling here an’ there, watch it after th’ warm rain an’ see what happens.’ He 

stopped suddenly and looked curiously at her eager face. ‘Why does the’ care 

so much about roses an’ such, all of a sudden?’ He demanded.

Mistress Mary felt her face grow red. She was almost afraid to answer.

‘I—I want to play that—that I have a garden of my own.’ She stammered. 

‘I—there is nothing for me to do. I have nothing—and no one.’

‘Well,’ said Ben Weatherstaff slowly, as he watched her, ‘that’s true. Tha’ 

hasn’t.’

He said it in such an odd way that Mary wondered if he was actually a 

little sorry for her. She had never felt sorry for herself; she had only felt tired 

and cross, because she disliked people and things so much. But now the world 

seemed to be changing and getting nicer. If no one found out about the secret 

garden, she should enjoy herself always.

She stayed with him for ten or fifteen minutes longer and asked him as 

many questions as she dared. He answered every one of them in his
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