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    Letter One

To Mrs. Saville, England.
St. Petersburg, December 11th, 17—.
You’re gonna be so stoked to hear that things are going great with this whole thing you were so worried about. I got here yesterday, and the first thing I wanted to do was let my dear sister know I’m doing well and feeling really good about how things are shaping up.
 I’m way up north of London now, and walking around Petersburg, I can feel this cold northern breeze on my cheeks—it's totally invigorating and gets me hyped. Get what I mean? This breeze, coming from the direction I’m headed, gives me a little taste of those icy places. It's seriously fueling my daydreams, making them way more intense. I can’s shake the feeling that the North Pole isn't a frozen wasteland; in my mind, it’s a place of beauty and awesome stuff. There, Margaret, I’m gonna trust what earlier explorers said—the sun's always visible there, a huge circle just above the horizon, spreading this constant glow. There—with your permission, sis—it’s snow and frost-free, and we could cruise across a calm sea to a land more incredible and beautiful than anything we’ve found so far. It’s got its own unique plants and landscapes, just like the stars do in those unknown places. What could you not expect in a place with endless daylight? I might even figure out what makes the compass needle work and make a million celestial observations that just need this trip to make sense. I'm gonna satisfy my curiosity by seeing a part of the world nobody’s ever seen before, and maybe even walk on land nobody else has touched. That's what's driving me, and it’s enough to ditch any fear of danger or even death. I'm starting this tough journey with the same excitement a kid feels when he jumps in a little boat with his friends to explore a river back home.
 But even if all that stuff turns out to be wrong, you can’t deny the huge advantage I’ll give everyone—all future generations—by finding a route near the pole to those places. Right now, it takes so many months to get there. Or, by figuring out how magnets work. That’s only possible with a mission like this, you know?
 Okay, so getting all this down has totally calmed me. I’m feeling so hyped, like I’m on top of the world, you know? Nothing chills you out like having a clear goal—something to really focus on. This whole expedition has been my dream since I was a kid. I've devoured every story about people trying to reach the North Pacific Ocean, sailing around the pole.
Remember how our awesome Uncle Thomas had a library full of books? It was basically just a bunch of stories about exploration. My schoolwork kinda took a backseat, but I was obsessed with reading. I practically lived in those books, and it made me even sadder when I learned my dad’s last wish kept me from going to sea.
Then I discovered poetry—those writers just blew my mind and took me somewhere else entirely. I even thought I could be a poet, living in my own little world. I pictured myself right up there with Homer and Shakespeare. You know how that didn't exactly work out, and how bummed I was.
But then, I inherited my cousin’s money, and suddenly, I was back to thinking about my original dream.
 It's been six years since I decided to do this. I can still remember the exact moment I committed to this huge project. I started by toughening myself up. I went on a bunch of trips to the North Sea with the whale fishermen. I willingly put myself through cold, hunger, thirst, and sleep deprivation. I often worked harder than the regular sailors during the day and spent my nights studying math, medicine, and the science stuff that would be most useful for someone going on a sea adventure.
I even signed on as an under-mate on two Greenland whaling trips and totally killed it. Seriously, I was a little proud when my captain offered me the second-in-command spot and begged me to stay, he valued my skills that much.
And now, dear Margaret, don't you think I deserve to achieve something big? My life could have been all about comfort and luxury, but I chose glory over everything money could offer. Oh, I wish someone would tell me I can do it! I'm confident, and I’m determined, but my hopes go up and down, and I often feel down. I’m about to start a really long and tough voyage, and it's going to take all my strength. I need to lift other people’s spirits, and sometimes even my own, when they’re struggling.
 This is seriously the best time to travel in Russia. They zoom across the snow in their sledges—the ride is chill, and honestly, way better than an English stagecoach, in my opinion. It’s not super freezing if you're bundled up in furs—a look I’m already rocking, because standing on the deck is way different than sitting still for hours. You know, when no exercise makes your blood feel like it’s actually freezing. I’m not trying to kick it on the road between St. Petersburgh and Archangel, though.
I’m heading to Archangel in a couple of weeks, maybe three. My plan is to rent a ship there—easy enough, just pay for the insurance for the owner—and hire some sailors who know what they’re doing, like the whale-fishing guys. I’m not setting sail until June, though. And when will I be back? Ugh, sis, how am I supposed to answer that? If I nail it, it’s gonna be a long time, maybe even years, before we see each other again. If I don’t, you’ll see me pretty soon…or never.
Bye, my amazing Margaret. I hope heaven sends you all the good stuff, and keeps me safe so I can thank you over and over for all your love and kindness.
Your bro, R.
Letter Two

To Mrs. Saville, England.
Archangel, March 28, 17—.
Time is seriously dragging here, surrounded by frost and snow! But, a second step is happening with my project. I’ve rented a ship and I'm getting my crew together. The guys I've signed up so far seem solid—definitely brave and dependable.
 But I'm craving something I’m yet to get, and losing it hits me hard. I don’t have a friend, Margaret! When I’m riding high on success, there's no one to share the vibe. And if I’m down in the dumps, no one's gonna lift me up. I’ll write down my thoughts, sure, but that's not really how you connect with someone. I’m looking for someone to chill with—someone who gets me, someone whose eyes can talk back. You might think I’m being dramatic, sis, but I really feel the lack of a friend. There's no one close by, someone both chill and brave, with a sharp mind and broad interests, someone who likes the same things I do to back my plans or give me a reality check. How much better off my poor brother would be with a friend like that! I jump into things too fast and get frustrated too easily. But an even bigger bummer is that I’m self-taught: for the first fourteen years of my life, I basically ran wild and only read Uncle Thomas’s travel books. I got into our country’s amazing poets later, but it was only after it was too late to really learn from them that I realized I needed to know more languages than just English. Now I’m twenty-eight and feel more clueless than most fifteen-year-olds in school. I’ve thought a lot, and my daydreams are pretty epic, but they need work—like the painters say, they need “keeping.” I seriously need a friend who’s smart enough not to think I’m totally out there and cares enough to help me get my head on straight.
 Seriously, these are just pointless gripes. I'm not gonna find a friend out here on the ocean, or even in Archangel, surrounded by merchants and sailors. But even these tough guys have feelings, you know? My lieutenant, for example, is seriously brave and driven. He's totally chasing glory—or, to put it another way, trying to level up his career. He’s English, and even with all the national and professional biases, he still has some of the best qualities a person can have. I met him on a whaling ship. When I found he was jobless in the city, I easily got him to help with my plan.
 The captain is a seriously chill dude, known around the ship for being super gentle and fair. Plus, everyone knows he's honest and brave—I really wanted him on board. I grew up pretty sheltered, spending my best years with you, and I just can’t stand the usual harshness on ships. I never thought it was necessary, and when I heard about a captain known for his kindness and how much his crew respected him, I felt lucky to get him.
I first heard about him in a kind of crazy story, from a lady who owes him her happiness. Basically, he fell for a young Russian girl with a decent amount of money. He’s made a ton of cash from prizes, so her dad agreed to the wedding.
He saw her one last time before the ceremony, but she was totally crying, throwing herself at his feet and begging him to let her go. She confessed she loved someone else, but that guy was broke, and her dad would never allow it. My friend, being awesome, calmed her down and when he learned who she loved, he just dropped it.
He’s already bought a farm where he planned to live out his days, but he gave the whole thing to her boyfriend, plus all the leftover prize money to buy animals. Then, he actually asked the girl’s dad to let them get married!
 The old man totally shut it down, feeling like he owed it to my friend. My friend, seeing his dad wouldn't budge, just dipped out of the country. He didn’t come back until he heard his ex was married—and happy, too. “Seriously, what a legend!” you’d probably say. He is, no doubt. But he’s totally uneducated. Super quiet, like, a total Turk. And he’s got this kind of clueless vibe about him. It makes his actions even more wild, but it also kind of makes it harder to feel for him.
 I'm not gonna say I'm not bummed a bit, or that I'm daydreaming about a break from all this work that might never happen. But seriously, my plans are set in stone—like, fate, you know? My trip's just on pause until the weather clears up. This winter was brutal, but spring looks promising, and it's coming in early, so I might actually go sooner than I thought. I'm not gonna do anything crazy, though. You know me—you can trust my judgment, especially when other people are counting on me.
I can't even put into words how I'm feeling about this whole thing. It's like a mix of excitement and total nerves, getting ready to go. I’m heading to places no one’s really been, to “the land of mist and snow.” But don't worry, I'm not gonna be taking out any albatrosses, so you don't need to freak out about my safety or me coming back all worn out and gloomy like the “Ancient Mariner.” You'll probably laugh at the reference, but I gotta tell you a secret. I’m pretty sure that poem by one of the most imaginative writers ever is why I'm so drawn to the ocean’s mysteries and dangers. Something’s going on deep down inside me that I don't even get. I'm a hard worker—super dedicated and persistent—but on top of that, there’s this love for the weird and wonderful, a belief in the unbelievable, that’s woven into everything I do. It pushes me off the beaten path, even to the wild sea and unknown places I’m about to explore.
 Okay, let's get this straightened out. Should I see you again, after sailing across huge oceans and coming back through the southern tip of Africa or America? I'm not really expecting that, to be honest. But I can't deal with thinking about the worst-case scenario. Keep writing, okay? Send letters whenever you can—sometimes I’ll need them more than you know to keep my head above water. I really care about you. If you never hear from me, please remember me fondly.
Your loving brother,
Robert

    
      Letter Three

    

    To Mrs. Saville, England.
July 7th, 17—.

    Hey, Sis,
Just wanted to drop you a quick note to let you know I’ll be okay—and I've made really good progress on my journey. This letter will get to England on a merchant ship heading home from Archangel. They’re luckier than me, I guess, since I might not see our home for years. But honestly, I’m feeling pretty good: my crew is brave and seems really committed. Even with all the icebergs floating past, showing how dangerous things are where we’re going, they aren't freaked out.

    We’re already way up north, but it's summer, so it's not freezing. The winds from the south are pushing us towards those shores I'm dying to reach, and they're surprisingly warm—more than I thought.

    Nothing crazy has happened so far. A couple of strong winds and a small leak are just normal stuff for experienced sailors. I’m good if that’s all we deal with on this trip.

    Talk soon, my dear Margaret. Don’t worry, I’m not going to take unnecessary risks—for my sake and yours. I’ll be calm, steady, and careful.

    But I’m gonna nail this. Why not? I’ve come this far, blazing a safe trail across the open sea, with the stars themselves watching and cheering me on. Why stop now? What could possibly hold back a determined heart and a strong will?

    My heart’s just bursting with excitement, so I’m rambling a bit. Gotta wrap this up. Sending you all my love, Sis!
R.W.

  Letter Four

To Mrs. Saville, England.
August 5th, 17—.
Something seriously wild happened to us, and I had to write it down, even though you might see me before these papers even reach you.
Last Monday (July 31st), we were practically trapped by ice—it closed in on the ship from every direction, barely leaving us any room to float. Things were pretty dicey, especially because we were totally surrounded by this thick fog. We just stopped and waited, hoping the weather would change.
Around two o’clock, the fog lifted, and we saw these huge, uneven ice plains stretching out as far as we could see—they looked endless. Some of my crew were freaked out, and I started feeling really anxious too, when suddenly we spotted something crazy that totally distracted us from our own situation. We saw this low sled, pulled by dogs, heading north, about half a mile away. This giant dude was sitting in it, guiding the dogs. We watched him zoom off until he disappeared into the ice.
We were totally blown away by what we saw. We thought we were hundreds of miles from any land, but this showed us it wasn't as far as we thought. But, trapped in the ice, we couldn't follow him—we’d been watching him closely.
About two hours later, we heard the open sea, and before nightfall, the ice broke and freed our ship. We stayed put until morning, nervous about running into these big chunks of ice floating around after everything broke up. I grabbed a few hours of sleep.
 In the morning, as soon as it was light, I headed up to the deck and saw all the sailors hustling around one side of the ship, like they were talking to someone in the water. It was that sled we’d seen before, which had drifted toward us during the night on a huge chunk of ice. Just one dog was still alive, but there was a human being inside, and the sailors were trying to convince him to come aboard. He wasn’t like the other traveler—a wild guy from some secret island—he was European. When I showed up, the captain said, “Here’s our captain, and he won’t let you die out here in the open sea.”
The stranger looked at me and spoke in English, though with a bit of an accent. “Before I come on board your ship,” he said, “can you tell me where you’re headed?”
I was totally shocked to hear that question from a guy practically drowning and who, I figured, would jump at the chance to get on our ship—it was like a lifeline. But I told him we were on a voyage to find the North Pole.
Hearing that seemed to make him happy, and he agreed to come aboard. Seriously, Margaret, if you’d seen the guy who just surrendered for his safety, you’d have lost it. His limbs were nearly frozen, and his body was super skinny from being exhausted and suffering. I’d never seen anyone in such rough shape. We tried to carry him into the cabin, but as soon as he got away from the fresh air, he passed out. So, we brought him back to the deck and got him breathing again by rubbing him with brandy and getting him to drink a little. Once he started showing signs of life, we wrapped him in blankets and put him near the kitchen stove's chimney. Slowly, he started to get better and even ate a bit of soup, which really helped him.
 It took two days before he could even talk, and I was seriously worried his suffering had messed with his head. Once he was a bit better, I moved him to my cabin and helped him out as much as I could. I’d never seen anyone so fascinating—his eyes usually looked wild, almost crazy, but then there were moments when, if you did something nice for him, even something small, his whole face would light up. Like, a genuine beam of kindness and sweetness I’d never seen anywhere else. But most of the time he was just sad and hopeless, and sometimes he’d grind his teeth, like he was struggling under a ton of bad luck.
Once my guest was feeling a little better, I had a hard time keeping the guys away. They wanted to pepper him with questions. But I wasn't letting them bug him with their random curiosity, especially when he needed rest to recover. The lieutenant did ask why he’d come so far out on the ice in that weird thing.
His face just dropped, and he said, “To find someone who ran away from me.”
“Did the guy you were chasing travel the same way?”
“Yeah.”
“Then I think we might’ve seen him. The day before we found you, we saw some dogs pulling a sled with a man in it across the ice.”
That got the stranger’s attention, and he started asking a ton of questions about where this “dæmon,” as he called him, had been. Later, when he was alone with me, he said, “I probably got you all curious, like these good people. But you're too cool to start grilling me.”
“Totally. It would be seriously rude and messed up to bug you with my questions.”
 “And yet you saved me from a seriously weird and dangerous situation; you basically brought me back to life.”
Not long after that, he asked if I thought the ice breaking up had destroyed the other sled. I told him I really couldn't say for sure, because the ice didn’t break until pretty late, and the traveler might have already reached somewhere safe by then. But I just couldn't know.
From that point on, a new energy filled the stranger's fading body. He was super eager to be on deck, watching for the sled he’s seen before. But I convinced him to stay in the cabin, 'cause he’s way too weak for the cold air. I promised someone would keep an eye out and let him know immediately if anything new showed up.
That’s my journal so far about this whole crazy thing. The stranger has been getting healthier, but he's really quiet and seems stressed when anyone but me goes into his cabin. Still, he’s got such a chill and friendly vibe that the sailors are all into him, even though they haven't really talked to him much. Honestly, I’m starting to love him like a brother, and his constant sadness makes me feel so bad for him. He must have been an amazing person when things were good, even now, wrecked as he is, he’s still pretty awesome.
I wrote to you, my dear Margaret, that I wouldn't find a friend out here on the ocean, but I've found a guy who, before his life got crushed by sadness, I would have been stoked to have as a brother.
I’ll keep writing in my journal about the stranger whenever something new happens.
August 13th, 17—
 I’ve got a serious thing for my guest, and it's growing every day. He totally gets me going—like, admiration and pity, all at once, and it’s wild. How can I watch someone so amazing get wrecked by sadness without feeling totally heartbroken? He’s so chill, yet super smart; his mind is totally on point, and when he talks, even though his words are carefully chosen, they just flow out of him, like, unbelievably well.
He’s way better now that he’s recovered from being sick and spends all his time on the deck, probably looking for the sled that came before his. Even though he's bummed, he's not so lost in his own stuff that he doesn't care about what other people are doing. He’s talked to me a bunch about my projects, and I’ve been totally open with him. He really got into all my reasons for thinking I'd succeed and every little thing I’d done to make it happen. It was easy to open up to him, you know? To spill my heart, to let out the fire in my soul, and to say, with all the passion I felt, how much I’d give up—my money, my life, every single hope—to make my project happen. One person's life or death? That's nothing compared to the knowledge I’d get, the power I'd have, and how I’d pass it on to future generations. As I was saying this, a dark shadow fell over his face. At first, I thought he was trying to hold it in; he covered his eyes, and my voice shook as I saw tears slipping out from between his fingers. A groan escaped his chest. I stopped; then he spoke, his voice cracking: “Dude, are you crazy too? Did you drink that same potion? Listen to me; let me tell you my story, and you’ll drop the cup!”
 Those words, you can imagine, totally piqued my interest. But the stranger was hit hard by grief, and it had taken over. He needed hours of rest and chill conversations to get it together.
Once he's calmed down, he seemed to hate himself for letting feelings control him. He shook off that dark despair and started talking about me again. He asked about my earlier years. It was a quick story, but it got me thinking. I talked about wanting a friend, craving a real connection with someone who got me, and how little happiness someone could have without that.
“Totally agree,” the stranger said. “We're like unfinished projects until someone wiser, better, and closer than ourselves helps us out. A friend should do that. I had a friend once—the best person ever—so I know a little about friendship. You’ve got hope, the whole world ahead of you, and no reason to be down. But me? I’ve lost everything and can’t even start over.”
As he said that, his face showed a calm sadness that really hit me. But he went quiet and then headed back to his cabin.
Even though he’s still hurting, no one appreciates nature more than he does. The stars, the ocean, everything around here seems to lift his soul. It’s like he has two lives. He can be dealing with tough stuff and feel totally crushed, but when he retreats into himself, he’s like a celestial spirit, glowing with a peacefulness that keeps sadness and foolishness away.
 Are you gonna be stoked about how much I'm buzzing about this incredible dude? You wouldn't be if you saw him, though. You're, like, super polished—books and chilling away from everything have made you that way. That just makes you the perfect person to see how amazing he really is.
Sometimes I try to figure out what makes him so much better than anyone else I’ve ever met. I think it's his gut feeling—a seriously sharp, never-wrong way of judging things. He gets to the root of everything with crazy clarity and accuracy. Plus, he’s a smooth talker, and his voice? Forget about it—it's like the most captivating music you’ve ever heard.
August 19th, 17—.
 “You can probably tell, Captain Walton,” the stranger said, “that I’ve been through some seriously rough stuff. I was gonna bury all that pain with me, but you convinced me to change my mind. You're chasing knowledge and wisdom, just like I used to. I really hope you get what you’re after, but please don’s let it bite you like it did me. I’m not sure sharing my story will even help you, but seeing as you’re on the same path, risking the same dangers that made me who I am, I hope you’ll get something out of it—maybe a lesson to guide you if you succeed, or comfort if you don’t. Get ready to hear some wild stuff. If we were somewhere normal, I might worry you wouldn't believe me, or worse, laugh at me. But out here, anything feels possible, and I'm confident you'll see that my story is true.”
I was stoked he wanted to talk, but I didn't want him to relive all that pain. I was dying to hear his story—partly 'cause I was curious, and partly 'cause I wanted to help if I could. "I totally get it," I said.
 “I appreciate it,” he said, “but it’s pointless. My fate is basically sealed. I’m just waiting for one thing, then I can finally rest.” He went on, noticing I wanted to chime in, “But you’ve got it wrong, my friend—if you’ll let me call you that. Nothing can change what’s gonna happen. Just listen to my story, and you’ll see how totally set in stone it is.”
He said he’d start telling me about it tomorrow, when I had some free time. That made me super grateful. Every night, when I’m not swamped with work, I’m gonna write down everything he told me during the day, as close to his words as I can. If I’m busy, I’ll at least jot down some notes. This manuscript is gonna be a real treat for you guys, but for me—knowing him and hearing it straight from him—it’s gonna be something else entirely. Even now, as I start writing this, I can still hear his voice, so clear; his eyes are looking right at me, all sad and sweet; I can picture his hand raised, animated, and his face glowing with what's inside him. His story’s gotta be wild and heartbreaking—a total disaster for that brave ship as it was sailing along—like this!
Chapter One

I'm a Genevese by birth, and my family’s a big deal in our republic. For years, my ancestors were counselors and syndics, and my dad held a bunch of public positions with real honor and a good rep. Everyone respected him for his honesty and how hard he worked for the city. He was always busy with public stuff; a lot happened that kept him from getting married when he was younger. It wasn't until later in life that he finally got married and started a family.
The story of how my parents met really shows what my dad was like, so I gotta tell it. One of his closest friends was a merchant who went from being super successful to totally broke because of a bunch of bad luck. This guy, named Beaufort, was really proud and stubborn and couldn't stand living poor and being forgotten in the same place where he used to be important. So, he paid off all his debts and moved with his daughter to Lucerne, where he lived a quiet, sad life. My dad really cared about Beaufort and was super bummed when he left like that. He thought it was ridiculous that his friend's pride made him act so much against what their friendship meant. My dad didn’t waste any time trying to find him, hoping to convince him to start over with his help and credit.
 Beaufort had totally hidden out, and it took my dad ten months to even find where he was living. He was so stoked to find him, he rushed right over to the house—it was on a pretty rough street near the Reuss. But when he went inside, all he found was misery and despair. Beaufort had only managed to save a little bit of money from losing everything, but it was enough to get by for a few months, and he was hoping to find a decent job at a merchant's place. So, he mostly just hung around, and the more he thought about things, the worse he felt. Eventually, after about three months, he was so sick he couldn't even get out of bed.
His daughter took care of him like crazy, but she was freaking out because their money was disappearing fast and they had no way to make more. But Caroline Beaufort was super smart and her courage kicked in to help her through it. She got some basic sewing jobs, started braiding straw, and did whatever she could to scrape together enough to survive.
Months went by like that. Her dad got worse and worse. She was totally consumed with taking care of him. They had less and less money. And after ten months, her dad died in her arms, leaving her an orphan and broke. That was the final straw. She was kneeling by Beaufort’s coffin, crying her eyes out, when my dad walked in. He basically showed up like a guardian angel for the poor girl, and she totally trusted him. After Beaufort’s funeral, he took her to Geneva and got her set up with a relative. Two years later, Caroline became his wife.
 My parents had a pretty big age gap, but it actually seemed to bring them closer. My dad was a really fair guy, and he believed you had to really appreciate someone you loved. Maybe he’d been burned in the past by someone who turned out to be a total letdown, so he valued loyalty and trustworthiness a lot.
He was super grateful for my mom, almost worshipped her, in a way that wasn't just about being old. It was because he admired her so much and wanted to make up for all the tough stuff she'd been through. He always put her first, doing whatever she needed.
He treated her like a gardener would a rare, beautiful plant—protecting her from anything harsh and surrounding her with things that would make her happy. She’d been through a lot, and it had really taken a toll on her, both physically and emotionally.
For the two years before they got married, my dad had slowly started stepping away from his job. And right after they tied the knot, they headed to Italy, hoping the change of scenery and all the cool stuff they’d see would help her get better.
 They hit Germany and France after Italy. I, the oldest, was born in Naples and tagged along with them on their travels as a baby. For a few years, I was their only kid. Even though they were super into each other, they seemed to have endless love to give me. My mom's cuddles and my dad's happy smiles are my earliest memories. I was their toy, their idol, and even more—their kid, a totally innocent and helpless being given to them by fate. It was their job to raise me right and shape my future, for better or worse, depending on how well they did. Knowing how much they owed me, plus their naturally caring hearts, you can imagine I got a lesson in patience, kindness, and being chill every single hour. I was basically led on a smooth ride, so everything felt like one big adventure.
 I was their whole world for a long time. My mom really wanted a daughter, but I was their only kid. When I was around five, we took a trip outside of Italy and spent a week by Lake Como. They were always super kind and would pop into the homes of people who didn’t have much. For my mom, it wasn’t just something she should do—it was a serious thing, like a need, even a passion. She remembered how tough things were for her and how she got help, so she wanted to be a guardian angel to others. One day, while my dad was off in Milan, my mom and I went for a walk and saw this tiny house tucked away in a valley. It looked so sad, and there were a bunch of half-dressed kids hanging around—a real sign of poverty.
My mom found a peasant and his wife, working their butts off, totally worn down, sharing a small meal with five hungry kids. But one kid totally stood out to my mom. She seemed different. The other four were these dark-eyed, tough little street kids, but this one was thin and really fair. Her hair was this crazy bright gold, and even with her worn-out clothes, it looked like a crown. Her forehead was clear and wide, her blue eyes were like the sky, and her lips and face showed so much feeling and sweetness that you couldn’t help but see her as something special—like an angel, with a mark of heaven in her eyes and face.
 The peasant woman, seeing my mom totally mesmerized by this gorgeous girl, spilled the story. She wasn’s her kid, but the daughter of a Milanese noble. Her mom was German and died giving birth. The baby was left with these awesome people to be nursed—they were doing alright then. They hadn't been married long, and their oldest was just a baby. The girl's dad was one of those Italians who remembered Italy’s past glory—one of the schiavi ognor frementi, always fighting for his country’s freedom. He ended up getting hurt because of it. Nobody knew if he was dead or still stuck in an Austrian prison. They took his stuff, and his kid became an orphan and a beggar. She kept living with her foster parents and grew up beautiful, like a rose blooming amongst thorny bushes.
When my dad got back from Milan, he saw this ridiculously pretty girl playing with me in our villa’s hallway—a total cherub! She seemed to glow and move with the lightness of a mountain goat. Turns out, my mom convinced her foster parents to let her have the girl. They loved the sweet orphan. Having her around felt like a blessing, but it wouldn’t be fair to keep her poor when things were looking up. They talked it over with their village priest, and Elizabeth Lavenza became part of my family—more than a sister, really—a gorgeous and adored friend who was always up for anything.
 Everyone was obsessed with Elizabeth. Seriously, the way people looked at her—it was intense. When I was caught up in it too, it made me feel super proud and happy. The night before she came to live with us, my mom teased, “I’m getting my Victor a little something special—tomorrow he gets it.” And when she introduced Elizabeth to me the next day as her gift for me, I totally took her seriously. I thought Elizabeth was mine—mine to look after, love, and treasure. Any compliments she got, I felt like they were for me, too. We called each other “cousin,” but it didn't even come close to describing how close we were. She was more than a sister—she was mine, and would be until I died.
Chapter Two

We basically grew up together—just a year apart in age. I don’t need to tell you we never fought or had any major issues. We were always on the same page, and our personalities, which were pretty different, actually brought us closer.
Elizabeth was chill and focused; I was more intense and super into learning everything. She loved getting lost in poetry and dreamy stuff. And living in Switzerland—with those crazy mountains, the changing seasons, storms, sunshine, the quiet of winter, and the wildness of our summers—she found tons to admire.
While she just soaked in all the beauty, I wanted to know why things were the way they were. The world felt like a puzzle I needed to solve. I remember being obsessed with figuring out how everything worked—like, seriously curious. Discovering the hidden rules of nature? That felt amazing, honestly.
 With the arrival of my little brother, seven years younger than me, my parents finally settled down for good, back in our home country. We had a house in Geneva, and a place called Belrive, on the east side of the lake, just a bit over a league from the city. We mostly lived at Belrive, and my parents kept pretty much to themselves. I’m just not a crowd person – I really vibe with just a few close friends. So, I didn't really click with most of my schoolmates, but I became super tight with one guy. Henry Clerval was the son of a Geneva merchant. He was seriously talented and imaginative. He loved adventure, tough situations, even danger itself! He was a total bookworm, obsessed with tales of knights and romance. He’s writing epic songs and tons of stories about magic and knights. He’s always trying to get us to put on plays and dress up for these huge costume parties, where we'd all be characters from Roncesvalles, King Arthur’s knights, and those brave guys who fought to get the Holy Sepulchre back from the infidels.
I couldn’t have asked for a better childhood, honestly. My parents were just the kindest, most laid-back people ever. I knew they weren’t trying to control our lives, but instead, they were creating all these amazing things for us to enjoy. Whenever I hung out with other families, I realized just how lucky I was, and it made me love them even more.
 My temper could be intense, and my passions ran deep. But somehow, I was driven not towards kid stuff, but towards a real hunger to learn—not just anything, though. I wasn't really into languages, governments, or politics. I wanted to unlock the secrets of the universe. Whether it was the physical world or the deeper essence of nature and the mystery of the human soul, my questions always pointed towards the big metaphysical and physical secrets of existence.
Meanwhile, Clerval was all about the moral side of things. Life, heroes, and what people do were his focus. He dreamed of becoming one of those legendary figures whose stories are told—a brave and adventurous person who helped humanity. Elizabeth was like a beacon of goodness in our home. Her empathy, her smile, her gentle voice, the sparkle in her eyes—they always made us feel better. She was the living embodiment of love, softening and drawing us in. I could have gotten moody studying, maybe even a little rough around the edges, but she kept me grounded with her kindness. And Clerval—could anything have dimmed his amazing spirit? Maybe he wouldn’t have been so genuinely kind, so generous, so full of warmth and tenderness alongside his love for adventure, if she hadn’t shown him the real beauty of doing good and made helping others the goal of his big ambitions.
 I seriously love thinking back to when I was a kid. Before everything went south and my bright ideas about doing big things turned into gloomy thoughts about just me. Plus, writing about my early days is also documenting how things slowly led to my whole messed-up story. When I try to figure out where that passion that ruled my life came from, it’s like a river—starting from super low-key, almost forgotten places. But as it grew, it became a total flood, wiping out all my hopes and happiness.
Natural philosophy—that’s science, basically—is what really shaped my life. So, I wanna lay out the facts that made me obsessed with it. When I was thirteen, we all went on a fun trip to the hot springs near Thonon. But the weather was awful, so we got stuck at the inn for a day. There, I stumbled across a book by Cornelius Agrippa. I opened it without much interest, but the ideas he was trying to prove and the crazy stuff he wrote about quickly turned that into total excitement. It was like a lightbulb went off in my head, and I was so hyped, I told my dad. He glanced at the cover and said, “Cornelius Agrippa? Seriously, Victor, don't waste your time. It's just junk.”
 If my dad had just, like, explained that Agrippa's ideas were totally outdated and that modern science was way more powerful – because the old stuff was basically fake, but the new stuff actually worked – I would’ve ditched Agrippa for sure. My imagination would’ve cooled down, and I’d have gotten back into my studies with even more energy.
Maybe things wouldn't have gone so sideways for me. But my dad barely glanced at my book, so I didn't get the vibe he really knew what was in it. I just kept reading like crazy.
When I got home, I grabbed all of Agrippa's works, then the stuff by Paracelsus and Albertus Magnus. I devoured their wild ideas—they felt like secret treasures, known only to me. I’ve always been super into uncovering nature’s mysteries.
Even though modern scientists have done so much hard work and made amazing discoveries, I always felt kind of let down after studying. They say Sir Isaac Newton felt like a kid collecting seashells next to the giant, unexplored ocean of truth. His followers, even to my young mind, seemed like newbies just starting out.
 The average farmer knew the world around him and how to use it. Even the smartest scholars knew about as much. They’d peeked at Nature's face, but her real beauty was still a total mystery. They could break things down, name them—but secondary and tertiary causes? Forget about it. I’d looked at all the barriers keeping people out of Nature’s stronghold, and I’d complained, totally clueless.
But then there were books, and people who really knew their stuff. I just took their word for it and became their student. It might seem weird for this to happen in the 1700s, but while I went through school in Geneva, I mostly taught myself about the things I loved. My dad wasn't into science, so I had to figure things out on my own, like a kid with a huge desire to learn. With my new teachers, I dove headfirst into finding the philosopher's stone and the elixir of life. But the elixir quickly grabbed my full attention. Getting rich wasn’t the point—imagine the glory if I could cure diseases and make people basically unkillable, except by some serious trauma!
 It wasn’t just those visions, though. Bringing up ghosts or demons—my favorite authors totally promised that stuff, and I was so ready to see it happen. Even though my spells never worked, I figured it was just 'cause I was still learning, messing up, not because my teachers weren’t good enough. So, for a while, I was obsessed with ideas that were already outdated, mixing a million different, totally opposite theories and basically drowning in all this random knowledge. I just followed my imagination and did what felt right, you know? Then, something happened that totally shifted my thinking.
When I was around fifteen, we moved to our place near Belrive, and we got hit by the craziest, most intense thunderstorm ever. It rolled in from behind the Jura Mountains, and the thunder just exploded from everywhere in the sky. I was glued to the window, watching it the whole time—it was wild. Standing at the door, I suddenly saw a streak of fire shoot out from this old, gorgeous oak tree that was like, twenty yards from our house. The light vanished, and the oak was gone. Just a blasted stump was left. The next morning when we checked it out, the tree was totally wrecked. It wasn’t just splintered—it was completely turned into thin ribbons of wood. I’d never seen anything so totally destroyed.
 I wasn’t totally clueless about basic electricity, you know? This time around, a seriously smart dude, a real researcher in natural philosophy, was with us. He was hyped up by this whole thing and started laying out a theory about electricity and galvanism. It was totally new and blew my mind. Honestly, everything he said just made Cornelius Agrippa, Albertus Magnus, and Paracelsus – all the figures I used to idolize – seem kinda irrelevant. But for some reason, seeing those guys get knocked down made me lose interest in my usual stuff. It felt like nothing could ever be figured out. Everything I’d been working on suddenly seemed pointless. I just ditched it all, seriously. Natural history and everything connected to it? Total mess, a dead-end. I was so over any science that couldn’t even scratch the surface of real knowledge. So, I dove into math and all the related stuff, figuring that was built on solid ground and worth my time.
That’s just how our brains work, I guess. We’re tied to success or failure by such flimsy connections. Looking back, it feels like that sudden shift in what I wanted was a direct nudge from the guardian angel of my life—a last-ditch effort by the spirit of preservation to keep me from the storm brewing on the horizon. I knew I’d won when I felt this weird sense of calm and happiness after ditching my old studies. That's how I started to link those studies with bad things and happiness with just letting them go.
 It was a real shot in the dark, a good try, but it just didn't work. Destiny was way too powerful, and its rules? They were set in stone. My destruction was basically a done deal.
Chapter Three

When I turned seventeen, my parents decided I’d go to the University of Ingolstadt. I’d been to schools in Geneva up until then, but my dad felt I needed to experience different cultures than my own. So, my departure was set pretty soon, but before it could happen, the first big bummer of my life hit—like, a sign of what was to come.
Elizabeth got scarlet fever; she was seriously sick and in really bad shape. Lots of people tried to convince my mom not to take care of her. She initially agreed, but when she heard Elizabeth’s life was on the line, she couldn’t handle the worry and went to her bedside. Her care pulled Elizabeth through, but it ended up being fatal for her. Three days later, my mom got sick too. She had a terrible fever and the doctors weren’t optimistic. Even on her deathbed, she was strong and kind. She held Elizabeth and my hands. “My children,” she said, “I really hoped you two would end up together. That’s what’s gonna comfort your dad now. Elizabeth, you need to look after my younger kids. I’m so sad to leave you all, but honestly, it’s hard to say goodbye when you’ve been so happy and loved. But I shouldn’t be thinking like that. I’ll try to accept it and hope we meet again in another world.”
 She passed away peacefully, and even in death, her face showed love. I don't need to spell out how people feel when they lose someone they’re super close to—that huge empty space in your soul, the way despair just shows on your face. It takes so long to really accept that someone you saw every day, someone who felt like a part of you, is actually gone—that a beloved pair of eyes has gone dark, and a voice you loved so much is just…silent, never coming back. That’s what the first few days are like. But when time goes on and the pain is real, that’s when the real bitterness of grief kicks in. But hasn't everyone lost someone they loved? Why would I describe a sadness everyone has felt, and will feel? Eventually, grief becomes more of a choice than a need. And that smile that creeps onto your lips, even if it feels wrong, doesn't disappear. My mom was gone, but we still had things we needed to do. We had to keep going and feel lucky that someone we loved was still here, someone the “spoiler” hadn't taken yet.
My plans to head to Ingolstadt, which I's been putting off, were back on. I got a few extra weeks from my dad. It felt wrong to leave the quietness—almost like being dead—of our house of mourning and jump back into everything. I was new to this kind of pain, but it totally freaked me out. I didn’t want to leave the people I had left, and mostly, I wanted to see my sweet Elizabeth feeling a little better.
 She totally hid her sadness and tried to be the comfort for all of us. She faced life head-on and took on its responsibilities with a ton of energy and grit. She dedicated herself to the people she’d been taught to call her uncle and cousins. Seriously, she was glowing – like, remembering her sunny smiles and sharing them with us. She even forgot about her own worries trying to help us forget ours.
Finally, the day I left arrived. Clerval spent the last night with us. He’d tried to convince his dad to let him come with me and be my study buddy, but no luck. His dad was super rigid and saw nothing but laziness and disaster in his son’s dreams and goals. Henry was bummed about not getting a good education. He didn’t say much, but when he did, I could see a determined fire in his eyes and a spark of resolve – he wasn’t going to be stuck with boring business stuff.
We stayed up really late. We couldn’t bring ourselves to say goodbye. It was finally said, and we pretended to be tired, each of us thinking the other was playing it cool. But when morning came and I went down to the carriage that was taking me away, they were all there—my dad to bless me again, Clerval to squeeze my hand one last time, and Elizabeth to beg me to write often and give her best wishes to her friend and playmate.
 I totally flopped onto the chaise lounge – it was basically my ride outta here – and got lost in some seriously sad thoughts. Me, who’s always been surrounded by awesome friends and always trying to make everyone happy, was now all by myself. At the university I was headed to, I’d have to make my own friends and look out for myself. My life had been pretty chill and home-focused up until now, and that made me super awkward around new people. I loved my brothers, Elizabeth, and Clerval; they were my “old familiar faces,” but I honestly didn't think I was cut out for hanging with strangers. Those were my thoughts as I started my journey, but as I went along, I started feeling better and got hopeful. I really wanted to learn a ton. I’d often thought it was a drag being stuck in one place while I was young, and I’d dreamed of getting out there and being around other people. Now my wish was coming true, and it would’ve been dumb to regret it.
I had plenty of time for those and a bunch of other thoughts on my long and exhausting trip to Ingolstadt. Finally, I saw the tall white steeple of the town. I hopped out and got shown to my own room – basically, I could do whatever I wanted for the evening.
 The next morning, I dropped off my letters and checked out some of the main professors. Seriously, it felt like fate—or, like, the Angel of Destruction, who was totally running the show ever since I left my dad’s place—led me straight to M. Krempe, the natural philosophy professor. He was kind of rough around the edges, but he really knew his stuff. He hit me with a bunch of questions about my progress in science. I just shrugged and kinda rolled my eyes, dropping the names of my old alchemy mentors. The professor just stared. “You actually spent your time studying that?”
I said yeah. “Every minute,” M. Krempe went on, “every second you wasted on those books is totally gone. You’re filling your head with theories that are dead and names that don’s mean anything. Seriously! Where have you been living, that no one bothered to tell you that this stuff you’ve been gobbling up is a thousand years old and as dusty as it gets? I honestly didn’t expect to find a follower of Albertus Magnus and Paracelsus in this day and age. Look, you gotta start over completely.”
He then stepped aside and wrote down a list of books about natural philosophy he wanted me to get. He sent me on my way, mentioning that next week he’s kicking off a lecture series on natural philosophy, and M. Waldman, another professor, would lecture on chemistry on the days he wasn’t teaching.
 I wasn’t bummed when I got back, because I’d already decided those authors the professor hated were kinda useless. But I definitely wasn't suddenly wanting to dive back into those studies. M. Krempe was this short, grumpy dude with a face you didn’t want to see. So, he didn't exactly make me excited about his subjects.
Maybe I got a little carried away explaining how I felt about them when I was younger. As a kid, I wasn't buying what the modern science teachers were selling. I got my ideas mixed up—just a kid without anyone to guide me. I went back to the beginning, retracing steps, swapping the new discoveries for the wild dreams of old alchemists.
Plus, I thought modern natural science was lame. It was way cooler when scientists were chasing immortality and power—those goals were ambitious, even if they didn't work out. Now? It felt like everyone was just trying to tear down those big dreams that got me interested in science in the first place. I felt like I had to trade those awesome visions for boring realities.
That's what I was thinking about during my first few days at Ingolstadt, mostly just checking out the place and meeting people. But then, a week in, I remembered what M. Krempe said about the lectures. I wasn’t about to listen to that little show-off preach, but I recalled M. Waldman, who I hadn’t met yet—he’d been out of town.
 Mostly out of boredom, I wandered into the lecture hall. M. Waldman showed up a bit later. This professor was totally different from his colleague. He looked like he was in his fifties, but he had the kindest vibe ever. A few grey hairs framed his temples, but the ones in the back were practically black. He was short, but stood super straight, and his voice? Seriously the sweetest I’d ever heard. He started the lecture by going over the history of chemistry and all the cool improvements different scientists had made, shouting out the names of the biggest discoverers with so much passion. Then, he gave a quick rundown of where chemistry was at right now and explained a bunch of the basics. After doing a few quick experiments, he ended with a huge shout-out to modern chemistry – I'll never forget what he said:
“The old-school chemistry teachers,” he said, “promised the moon and didn’t deliver. The modern ones don’t hype things up; they know you can’t turn lead into gold and that the fountain of youth is just a myth. But these scientists, who look like they’re just messing around in the lab, and who spend all their time staring through microscopes or messing with crucibles, have seriously pulled off miracles. They’ve cracked nature’s secrets and shown us how things work behind the scenes. They’ve even gone to space—they figured out how blood flows and what air is made of. They’re like, super powerful now; they can summon storms, fake earthquakes, and even play tricks with things we can't even see.”
 Those were the professor’s words—or, let’s just say, the words of fate, meant to mess me up. As he went on, I felt like my soul was battling a real, solid enemy. One by one, the different pieces that made me, me, were touched. Chord after chord sounded, and soon my mind was buzzing with just one thing, one idea, one goal.
“So much has been done!” my soul shouted, like, seriously. “But I’m gonna do way more. Following the path already laid out, I’ll blaze a new trail, unlock powers no one’s seen, and show the world the deepest secrets of creation.”
 I didn't sleep that night. I was totally stressed and all over the place; I felt like things would eventually calm down, but I couldn’t make it happen. Slowly, after morning came, I finally dozed off. When I woke up, my thoughts from the night before felt like a weird dream. All that was left was a plan to get back to my old studies and focus on a science I thought I was naturally good at. That same day, I went to see M. Waldman. He was even chill and easygoing in person than he was during lectures. There was a certain classiness to him when he was teaching, but at his place, he was just super friendly and kind. I basically told him the same story about what I’d been studying, just like I told his colleague. He listened to the whole thing about Cornelius Agrippa and Paracelsus, and he smiled, but not with the shade M. Krempe had thrown. He said, “These guys were seriously dedicated, and modern philosophers owe them a ton for the basics of what we know. They basically made it easier for us to give new names and organize all the facts they helped uncover. Even if the work of brilliant minds goes in the wrong direction, it usually ends up helping people out in the long run.” I listened to him—he was being totally genuine—and then I said his lecture had changed my mind about modern chemistry. I was careful with my words, being respectful to my teacher, and I didn’t let on (I’d probably be embarrassed if I did) how excited I was about what I wanted to do. I asked him what books I should get.
 “I’m stoked you’re my student,” said M. Waldman. “And if you’re as good as I think you are, you’re gonna crush it. Chemistry is where it’s at—huge advancements are happening, and it’s been my thing. But I haven’t ignored the other sciences, either. You’d be a total scrub if you only focused on chemistry. If you really want to be a scientist, not just some random experimenter, you gotta dive into everything, including math.”
He then showed me around his lab and explained all his machines, telling me what I needed to get and promising I could use his when I was ready. He also gave me the list of books I’d asked for, and I headed out.
That’s how a seriously important day ended for me—it basically set me up for the rest of my life.
Chapter Four

From that day on, natural philosophy—especially chemistry—basically became my whole thing. I dove into those brilliant and insightful books modern scientists had written. I went to lectures and got to know the science guys at the university. Even M. Krempe, who wasn’t exactly the most pleasant-looking dude, had some seriously good info. He was still valuable, even if his manners were a bit off.
M. Waldman was a total friend. He was always chill, never lecturing, and he explained things with a super laid-back and friendly vibe. It just made everything click. He made learning so much easier and cleared up the most confusing stuff.
At first, I wasn’t super focused, but I got more into it as I went. Soon, I was obsessed—seriously, I’d be in the lab all night, and the stars would vanish with the sunrise.
 I was working so hard, it's easy to see my progress was fast. Seriously, my passion blew everyone away—the students and even the professors. Professor Krempe would tease me, with this sly grin, asking how Cornelius Agrippa was doing. And M. Waldman was genuinely stoked about how far I was getting. Two years flew by like that, and I didn’t even visit Geneva. I was totally absorbed in trying to make some breakthroughs. You just can’t understand the pull of science unless you’ve been there. In other subjects, you just follow what’s already been done—nothing new to learn. But with science? It’s constant discovery, constant wonder. A smart person who really focuses on something will totally nail it. And I was all about one goal, so I improved so quickly that, after two years, I made some major discoveries with chemical instruments. It got me a ton of respect and recognition at the university. I was doing great, knew the theory and practice of natural philosophy better than any of the professors at Ingolstadt. It was time to head back to my friends and my hometown. But then something happened that kept me there.
 Something that really caught my eye was how bodies—human or animal—are built. I kept wondering, where does life even come from? It’s a huge question, and honestly, it’s always been a total mystery. But imagine how much we could figure out if we weren't scared or just lazy about looking into things.
I kept thinking about it and decided to focus on the parts of science that deal with how bodies work. Seriously, unless I had this crazy, almost unreal drive, studying this would have been a total drag. To understand how life works, you gotta look at death, too.
I got into anatomy, but it wasn't enough. I needed to see how bodies rot and break down. My dad made sure I wasn’t freaked out by anything supernatural growing up. I never got spooked by ghost stories or worried about seeing spirits. Darkness didn't bother me, and a graveyard was just a place where dead bodies went—places that used to be beautiful and strong, now food for worms.
Now I was obsessed with figuring out why and how this decay happened, so I spent days and nights in creepy vaults and morgues. I stared at things that would totally gross anyone else out.
 I saw how a person’s form got messed up and wasted away. I watched life fade, replaced by the decay of death. I saw how worms took over what used to be eyes and brains.
I stopped, checking out every tiny detail of how things cause each other. Like, how life turns into death, and then back to life. Suddenly, a light flashed in my mind—bright, amazing, and totally simple. I felt dizzy thinking about how huge it all was, and I was shocked that I was the one to figure out such a crazy secret, even though so many smart people had been looking into the same stuff.
 I'm telling you, I'm absolutely sure what I’m about to say is true. Maybe some crazy thing brought it about, but the way I figured it out was totally logical, step by step. After days and nights of insane work and exhaustion, I cracked the secret of how life begins—seriously, I could even give life to something that wasn't alive.
At first, I was totally blown away by what I’d found, but then I just felt this rush of excitement. After putting in so much effort, finally reaching the top of what I wanted was the ultimate reward. But it was such a huge discovery that I totally forgot all the steps that got me there—I just saw the final result. Basically, what the smartest people have been trying to figure out since the beginning of time was now in my hands. It wasn’t like a magic reveal, though; the info I had just showed me where to focus my efforts, not the finished product itself. I felt like that Arabian who got buried with the dead and somehow found a way to come back to life, guided by just a tiny spark of light.
I can see by the way you're looking at me—the wonder and hope in your eyes—that you're dying to know the secret I know. Sorry, that's not happening. Just listen to my story, and you'll get why I'm being so tight-lipped. I'm not gonna lead you down the same path I went down, all eager and clueless, straight into destruction and misery. Learn from me, if not by what I say, at least by what happened to me. See how dangerous it is to chase after knowledge, and how much better off someone is who thinks their hometown is the whole world, compared to someone who tries to be more than they’re meant to be.
 Finding such a crazy power in my hands, I seriously debated how to use it. I could bring things to life, sure, but building a body – all those muscles, fibers, and veins – was still a massive, almost impossible job. At first, I wasn’t sure if I should try to make something like me, or something way simpler. But after my first success, my imagination was totally hyped, and I was convinced I could give life to an animal as complex and amazing as a person.
The stuff I had on hand didn't exactly feel up to the task, but I knew I'd nail it eventually. I braced myself for tons of setbacks; my work could get totally derailed, and end up being a mess. But when I thought about how much science and tech were improving every day, I felt hopeful that my attempts would at least set the groundwork for future wins. I didn't see the huge scale and complexity of my plan as a reason to think it was impossible.
That's how I started creating a human. Since the tiny parts were slowing me down, I decided – against my original plan – to make the being huge, like, eight feet tall, and proportionally big. After I made that call and spent a few months gathering and organizing my materials, I got to work.
 Seriously, no one could grasp the whirlwind of feelings pushing me forward, especially when I first tasted success. Life and death felt like these totally breakable limits, and I was gonna blast through them and flood our world with light. A whole new species would be like, thanking me for bringing them into existence; so many awesome people would owe their lives to me. No dad would ever feel as loved by his kid as I would be.
Thinking about it, I figured if I could give life to something lifeless, I could eventually (though I realized now it was impossible) bring life back where death had basically wrecked a body.
 These thoughts kept me going as I dove into my project, totally committed. Studying had left me looking kinda ghostly, and I'd gotten super skinny from being stuck inside. Sometimes I’d be so close to figuring it out, then I’d fail. But I still held onto the hope that tomorrow or even the next hour would bring a breakthrough. This one secret, the hope I’d poured everything into—that was mine alone. The moon watched over my late-night work as I chased after nature, digging for answers. Who could even imagine the crazy stuff I was doing, messing around in cold, creepy graves or hurting animals to bring life to lifeless clay? My hands shake just thinking about it, and my vision swims. But back then, I felt this unstoppable urge—like I'd lost all feeling except for this one goal. It was like a weird dream, and when the strange feeling faded, I felt everything again, even more intensely. I collected bones from cemeteries and messed with the deepest secrets of the human body. Up in this lonely room, more like a cell, at the very top of the house—separated from everything else by a hallway and stairs—I had my workshop of gross creation. My eyes were practically popping out of my head from staring so much. The dissecting room and the slaughterhouse gave me a lot of what I needed. And honestly, sometimes I’d feel totally disgusted with what I was doing. But this growing excitement just kept pushing me forward, bringing my work closer and closer to being done.
 The summer just flew by while I was totally absorbed in one thing. It was a seriously gorgeous season—the fields were overflowing with crops, and the vines were giving off the best grapes ever. But I didn’t even notice. And the same stuff that made me ignore everything around me also made me forget about my friends who were so far away, the ones I hadn’t seen in ages. I knew my silence was stressing them out, and I remembered exactly what my dad said: “I know you’ll think of us with love and keep in touch. You gotta forgive me if you stop writing—it’s gotta mean your other stuff is falling apart too.”
I knew exactly how my dad would feel, but I couldn’t pull my thoughts away from what I was doing. It was awful, honestly, but it had totally hooked my imagination. I was like, I’d put off all the feelings and stuff until I finished this big thing that was consuming everything about me.
 I thought my dad would be totally unfair if he thought I was being bad or messing up. But now, I get why he felt like I had to take some responsibility. A perfect person should always stay chill and peaceful, right? Never let feelings or a quick whim mess with their vibe.
I don’t think learning is an exception to that rule. If what you're studying makes you feel less connected to people and ruins your taste for simple things—the stuff that's genuinely good—then that study isn’t right for you. It’s not fitting for a human mind.
If everyone followed that rule—if no one let anything get in the way of their family and friends—Greece wouldn’t have been taken over, Caesar would have been kinder to his country, America would have been found more slowly, and the empires of Mexico and Peru wouldn't have crumbled.
But whoops, I’m getting all preachy in the best part of the story. Your faces tell me to keep going.
 My dad didn't call me out in his letters, just started asking about what I was up to, like, really asking. Winter, spring, and summer just flew by while I was working. I didn’t even notice the flowers blooming or the leaves popping out—stuff I used to love—I was so into it. The leaves had already turned brown by the time my work was almost done, and I could see how well it was going. But I was stressed, seriously anxious. I felt like someone forced into slave labor, digging in mines or something, not an artist doing what they love. Every night, I had this low-grade fever, and I was a nervous wreck. A falling leaf would freak me out, and I avoided people like I'd done something wrong. Sometimes, I’d get totally freaked out by how much I’d changed. Just the drive to finish kept me going. I thought once my work was done, getting some exercise and having fun would clear up the sickness. I was already planning it—once my creation was complete.
Chapter Five

It was a seriously gloomy November night when I finally saw what I’d been working towards. My anxiety was almost unbearable—I gathered everything I needed to bring life into this… thing lying at my feet. It was already past one in the morning. Rain was drumming against the windows, and my candle was burning low. By the flickering light, I saw the creature’s dull yellow eye open. It gasped for air, and its limbs jerked.
How do I even describe what I felt then? It was a disaster, honestly. Look at what I’d poured so much effort into creating! His body was proportioned right, and I’d picked out what I thought were good features. Beautiful! Seriously? His skin was yellowish, barely covering the muscles and arteries underneath. His hair was a shiny black, flowing everywhere. His teeth were pearly white, but that just made the whole thing even creepier. His eyes were watery and the same color as the pale sockets they were in. His complexion was pale and his lips were straight and black.
 Life’s twists and turns don’t change human feelings as much as you’ve probably noticed. I’d been grinding for almost two years, totally focused on bringing something to life—a real body. For that, I'd sacrificed sleep and my health. I wanted it bad, like, way past reasonable. But now that I was done, the whole dream just…poof. Pure dread and disgust hit me. I couldn't even look at what I’d made, so I bolted from the room and wandered around my chamber for ages, unable to calm down. Eventually, exhaustion finally took over, and I crashed onto the bed, still wearing my clothes, just hoping for a little escape. No luck. I did sleep, but it was the wildest, craziest dream. I saw Elizabeth, totally vibrant, walking the streets of Ingolstadt. I was so happy and surprised, I ran to her. But as I leaned in to kiss her, her lips turned gray, like death. Her face changed, and I thought I was holding my dead mom in my arms. A shroud covered her, and I saw those gross grave worms wriggling in the fabric. I woke up in a total panic. A cold sweat soaked my forehead, my teeth were chattering, and my whole body was shaking. Then, by the faint, yellow moonlight coming through the shutters, I saw it—the thing, the miserable monster I’d created. It pulled back the bed curtain, and those…eyes—if you could call them that—were staring right at me.
 His mouth dropped open, and he mumbled something I couldn't make out. A grin stretched across his cheeks. He might have said something, but I didn't hear. One hand reached out, like he was trying to stop me, but I bolted and ran downstairs.
I found a spot in the courtyard of the house I was staying in. I stayed there for the rest of the night, pacing back and forth, totally freaked out. I listened to every sound, jumping at each one, convinced it meant that creepy, reanimated body I'd made was coming for me.
 Seriously, no one could handle that face. A reanimated mummy wouldn’t even be this scary. I’m talking about that guy. I’d seen him before, when he was still a work in progress; he was ugly then, but when his muscles and joints started moving, it was something even Dante couldn’t have imagined.
I had a rough night, honestly. Sometimes my heart was pounding so fast and hard I could feel it throbbing in every vein. Other times, I felt so weak I almost collapsed. And on top of the horror, I was totally bummed out. My dreams—the stuff that used to be my comfort and rest—were now a total nightmare. The shift was so fast, the whole thing just flipped upside down!
Morning finally arrived, gloomy and wet. I opened my eyes, aching and exhausted, and saw the church of Ingolstadt, its white steeple and clock showing six o’clock. The porter opened the court gates – my refuge for the night – and I headed out into the streets, walking fast, like I was trying to dodge that guy I was terrified of seeing around every corner. I couldn’t even bring myself to go back to my place, but I felt like I had to keep moving, even though the rain was pouring down from a seriously depressing sky.
I kept walking like that for a while, trying to shake off what was stressing me out with some exercise. I wandered around without really knowing where I was going or what I was doing. My heart was racing with fear, and I was practically sprinting, not even daring to look around.
It was like:
Like someone, walking alone,
Totally freaked out and scared,
Turns around once, then just keeps going,
Never looks back again;
'Cause they know a terrifying monster
Is right behind them, creeping up. [Coleridge’s “Ancient Mariner.”]
 I finally got to the inn where the coaches and carriages usually stopped. I just stopped there, I don’t know why, but I stared at a coach coming down the street. As it got closer, I realized it was the Swiss diligence. It stopped right where I was standing, and when the door opened, I saw Henry Clerval. He totally jumped out when he saw me. “My dear Frankenstein,” he said, “I’m so stoked to see you! It’s so lucky you’re here just as I’m getting off!”
Seeing Clerval was amazing. It made me think of my dad, Elizabeth, and all those scenes from home that I loved so much. I grabbed his hand, and suddenly, for the first time in months, I felt calm and happy. I welcomed my friend, and we headed toward my college. Clerval talked for a while about our friends and how lucky he was to come to Ingolstadt. “You can imagine,” he said, “how hard it was to convince my dad that you can’t learn everything from bookkeeping! Seriously, I think he still wasn’t sure, because he kept saying the same thing my dad said: ‘I make ten thousand florins a year without Greek, I eat heartily without Greek.’ But he loves me, so he let me go on this journey to learn new things.”
“It’s so awesome to see you! But tell me, how are my dad, my brothers, and Elizabeth?”
 “That’s great, and I’m really glad to hear from you, though I’m a little bummed you don’t reach out more often. Speaking of which, I’m gonna have to give you a piece of my mind about that, too. But, my dear Frankenstein,” he went on, stopping abruptly and looking right at me, “I didn’t realize how rough you look. You’re so thin and pale; you look like you’ve been up all night.”
“You’re spot on; I’ve been totally absorbed in something lately and haven’t gotten nearly enough sleep, as you can see. But I really hope, I genuinely hope, that it’s all over now and I’m finally free.”
I was shaking like crazy; I couldn’t even think about, let alone mention, what happened last night. I practically sprinted, and we got to my college pretty quickly. Then it hit me, and I got chills thinking about it: the thing I left in my room could still be there, alive and roaming around. I was terrified to see that monster, but even more worried that Henry would see it. So, I begged him to hang out at the bottom of the stairs for a sec, and I bolted up towards my room. My hand was already on the doorknob before I even realized it. Then I froze, and a wave of cold washed over me. I flung the door open like you see kids do when they expect a ghost to be waiting for them; but nothing was there. I tiptoed in: the apartment was empty, and my bedroom was finally rid of that awful thing. I could hardly believe how lucky I was, but once I was sure my enemy had actually run off, I clapped my hands in excitement and ran down to Clerval.
 We headed up to my room, and the servant soon brought breakfast, but I couldn’t chill. It wasn’s just happiness—I felt like my skin was buzzing, and my heart was racing. I couldn't stay put for a second; I bounced around the chairs, clapped my hands, and just burst out laughing. Clerval at first thought I was just stoked to see him, but then he really looked at me and saw this crazy look in my eyes, and my loud, over-the-top laughter freaked him out.
“My dude, Victor,” he said, “what’s going on? Seriously, stop laughing like that. You look awful. What’s up?”
“Don’t ask,” I yelled, putting my hands over my eyes, because I thought I saw that creepy monster slide into the room. “He can tell. Oh, save me! Save me!” I pictured the monster grabbing me, and I fought like crazy before collapsing.
Poor Clerval! He must have been so bummed. A reunion he’d been looking forward to turned into a total downer. But I was out of it, totally spaced, and didn’t come to for a long, long time.
That was the start of a serious nervous fever that kept me down for months. Henry was my only nurse the whole time. Later, I found out that, knowing my dad was old and wouldn’t be up for a long trip, and how much my sickness would upset Elizabeth, he kept the extent of my condition under wraps. He figured he’d be a better nurse than anyone else, and, hopeful that I’d get better, he thought he was doing the kindest thing he could.
 I was seriously ill, though. Honestly, my friend’s constant care probably saved my life. The monster I’d brought into the world was always on my mind, and I just kept ranting about him. Henry was probably shocked. At first, he thought I was just having a weird dream, but the fact that I kept bringing it up made him realize something seriously messed up had happened.
I got better, really slowly, and with a few setbacks that worried and bummed out Henry. I remember the first time I actually enjoyed seeing things again. The leaves were gone, and new buds were popping out on the trees outside my window. It was a beautiful spring, and it really helped me heal. I started feeling good again, too; my sadness faded, and I was as cheerful as I’d been before I got sick.
“Clerval, you’re so sweet, so good to me,” I said. “Instead of studying like we planned, this whole winter has been spent here, sick. How can I ever thank you? I feel terrible about letting you down, but you’ll forgive me, right?”
“Just get better, that’s all I want. And since you seem so happy, can I talk to you about something?” he asked.
I got chills. One subject? What could it be? Was he talking about him—the thing I didn't even dare to think about?
 “Pull yourself together,” said Clerval, noticing my face. “I won’t bring it up if it’s stressing you out. But your dad and cousin would be stoked to get a letter from you, written by you. They have no idea how rough you’ve been and are worried about you being so quiet for so long.”
“That’s it, Henry? Seriously? How could you think I wouldn’t be thinking about those amazing friends I love and who totally deserve my love?”
“If you’re feeling like this, you might want to check out a letter that’s been sitting here for a few days. It's from your cousin, I think.”
Chapter Six

Clerval handed me this letter. It was from Elizabeth:
“My dearest Cousin,
“You’ve been really sick, like, seriously ill. Even Henry’s letters, sweet and kind as they are, aren't enough to ease my worries. You’ve been told not to write, not to even pick up a pen. But I need to hear from you, Victor, just a few words to calm us all down. I’ve been expecting this news for ages, and I’d been trying to stop Uncle from heading over to Ingolstadt. I saved him from a long, possibly dangerous trip, but I’ve been kicking myself for not going myself! I bet you're stuck with some old, hired nurse who wouldn’s get what you want or take care of you the way I would. But Clerval says you’re getting better! I’m seriously hoping you’ll write back soon and tell me yourself.
“Get better and come home. You'll find a happy, fun place and friends who love you tons. Dad’s doing great, and he just wants to see you, to know you’re okay. You’ll be so happy to see how much Ernest has grown! He’s sixteen now, full of energy and life. He’s dreaming of being a real Swiss guy and joining the military overseas, but we can’t let him go—not until your brother’s back. Uncle isn't thrilled about the whole military thing, but Ernest just isn’t like you when it comes to studying. He thinks studying is a total drag; he spends all his time outside, hiking or rowing on the lake. I'm worried he’s going to end up being a slacker unless we give in and let him do what he wants.”
 Not much has changed since you left, except the kids have grown up a ton. The lake's still that gorgeous blue, and the mountains are still covered in snow – they never change, you know? I feel like our cozy home and our happy hearts just go with the same rules, like clockwork.
I keep busy with little stuff, and it's actually fun. Seeing everyone around me smiling and being so kind? That’s the best reward.
But there's been one change in our little family since you left. Remember how Justine Moritz came to live with us? Maybe not; let me quickly tell you her story.
Madame Moritz, her mom, was a widow with four kids, and Justine was number three. Her dad totally adored her, but her mom just couldn't stand her. After Monsieur Moritz passed, she treated Justine pretty badly. My aunt noticed and convinced Madame Moritz to let Justine come live with us when she was twelve.
Our country's whole vibe – the way we do things – is just simpler and happier than in those big monarchies around us. There’s less of a gap between different people, and everyone’s just… nicer. The lower classes aren't struggling as much or feeling looked down on, so their manners are better too.
A “servant” here in Geneva isn’t the same as in France or England. Justine fit right in, learned what being a servant meant, which, thankfully, doesn't mean being ignorant or losing your dignity here.
 “Justine, you might remember, was a total fave of yours; and I recall you once said that if you were feeling down, just one look from Justine could totally cheer you up—like Ariosto said about Angelica’s beauty, she just looked so genuinely happy and open. My aunt really bonded with her, and that’s why she gave her an education way better than she’d originally planned. Justine totally repaid the favor; she was the most grateful little person ever. I'm not saying she made a bunch of grand speeches—I never even heard her say anything like that—but you could just see it in her eyes, she practically worshipped her protector. Even though she was pretty bubbly and sometimes a bit clueless, she paid super close attention to everything my aunt did. She thought my aunt was the definition of perfection and tried to copy her words and style, so she still reminds me of her a lot.
“When my dearest aunt passed, everyone was so caught up in their own sadness that they totally missed poor Justine, who had been taking care of her during her illness with so much worry. Poor Justine was really sick, but even tougher stuff was waiting for her.”
 One by one, her brothers and sister passed away; and her mom, except for her ignored daughter, was left with no kids. The woman felt awful; she started thinking their deaths were a punishment from above for playing favorites. She was Roman Catholic, and I think her priest backed up the idea she had. So, a few months after I left for Ingolstadt, Justine came home with her repentant mom. Poor girl! She cried when she left our house; she’d changed a lot since my aunt died. Grief had made her softer and more sweet—her personality used to be so energetic. But things weren't great at her mom’s place either. The woman was all over the place with her regret. Sometimes she’d ask Justine to forgive her for being mean, but mostly she’d blame her for her brothers and sister dying. Constant worry wore Madame Moritz down, which made her even crankier at first. But now she’s finally at peace. She died when the weather started to get cold, at the start of last winter. Justine just came back; and I swear, I really love her. She’s smart, gentle, and super pretty—like I said before, her look and her expression always remind me of my dear aunt.
“I also gotta tell you about little William, my dear cousin. You seriously need to see him; he’s really tall for his age, with these cute, laughing blue eyes, dark eyelashes, and curly hair. When he smiles, these little dimples pop up on his cheeks, all rosy and healthy. He’s already had a couple of girlfriends, but Louisa Biron is his fave—a really pretty little girl who’s five.
 “Okay, Victor, you’ve gotta hear the tea about Geneva. Miss Mansfield’s already getting all the congrats on her wedding to a young Englishman, John Melbourne, Esq. Her not-so-pretty sister, Manon, married M. Duvillard, that rich banker, last fall. Remember Louis Manoir, your old schoolmate? He’s been through it since Clerval left, but he’s bouncing back and reportedly about to marry a lively, cute French widow, Madame Tavernier. She’s older than him, but everyone digs her, seriously.
“I’m feeling way better, dear cousin, but I’m stressing out as I finish this. Just write, Victor—even a quick line would mean the world. Huge thanks to Henry for being so kind and sending so many letters—we’re super grateful. Adieu! Take care of yourself, and please, for the love of all that's holy, write!
“Elizabeth Lavenza.
“Geneva, March 18th, 17—.”
“Seriously, Elizabeth!” I blurted out after reading her letter. “I’m writing back right away to ease their worries.” I wrote, and it totally wiped me out, but I was finally starting to feel better, and it was happening steadily. In another two weeks, I was good to leave my room.
 One of my first things to do when I started feeling better was to introduce Clerval to the university professors. But it was kind of rough, honestly, especially considering what my mind had been through. Ever since that awful night—the end of my work and the start of all my bad luck—I’d developed a serious dislike for even the idea of natural philosophy. Even though I was pretty much back to normal, just seeing a chemistry tool would bring back all the pain from my nervous system. Henry noticed and had already gotten rid of all my equipment. He even moved me to a different room because he realized I hated my old lab. But nothing he did helped when I met the professors. M. Waldman was brutal when he complimented how far I’d come in science, all nice and warm. He figured out I didn't like it, but he didn’t know why, so he thought I was just being modest. Then he switched the topic to the science itself, clearly trying to get me to talk about it. What was I supposed to do? He was just trying to be nice, but it totally stressed me out. It felt like he was carefully showing me the tools they’d use to slowly and painfully torture me. I wanted to squirm, but I couldn't show him how much it hurt. Clerval, who always picked up on how I was feeling, totally dodged the subject, saying he knew nothing about it. So, the conversation went in a different direction.
 I really thanked my friend, deep down. But I didn’t say a word. He looked totally surprised, but he didn't push me to spill. Even though I loved him—like, really loved him—with a feeling that was off the charts, I just couldn't bring myself to tell him about what kept popping into my head. I was worried that if I did, it would just hit him harder.
 M. Krempe wasn’t chill at all. And, honestly, I was super sensitive then, so his blunt praise stung way more than M. Waldman’s nice comments. “Seriously, what a guy!” he exclaimed. “M. Clerval, I’m telling you, he’s crushed us all. Go ahead, look shocked, but it’s true. A kid who, just a few years back, believed in Cornelius Agrippa just as much as the Bible, is now running the whole university. If they don’t knock him down soon, we’re all gonna look ridiculous.” He kept going, noticing my face was totally upset. “Yeah, yeah, M. Frankenstein’s humble. That's a great quality in a young guy, you know, M. Clerval. I was like that when I was young, but that fades real quick.”
M. Krempe had started going on about himself, which was a total relief because it changed the subject from something so stressful for me.
 Clerval just wasn't into natural science like I was, and his whole vibe with books was totally different. He came to the university wanting to become a total pro at oriental languages. Basically, he wanted to open up a whole new path for himself. He was determined to avoid anything boring, so he set his sights on the East, thinking it’s where he could really shine.
Persian, Arabic, and Sanskrit – those were his jam. I was down to join in on those studies too. I’m not about that chill life, and I needed to get away from thinking about stuff, plus I was over my old classes. It was a huge relief to be learning alongside my friend, and I found instruction and comfort in what the orientalists were doing.
I didn't try to get all technical with their dialects like he did. I wasn't planning on using them for anything serious, just a bit of fun. I just read to get the gist of things, and they really paid off. Their sadness is strangely calming, and their joy is uplifting in a way I'd never felt with writers from anywhere else. When you read their stuff, life feels like a warm sun and a garden full of roses—like a fair enemy’s smiles and frowns, and the fire burning inside you. It’s so different from the tough and heroic poetry of Greece and Rome!
 Summer just flew by with everything I was doing, and I’d planned to head back to Geneva by late fall. But then, a bunch of stuff happened, winter and snow showed up early, the roads were totally iced over, and my trip got pushed back until next spring. I was seriously bummed; I really wanted to see my hometown and my friends. I’d just been held up because I didn’t want to leave Clerval in a new place before he’d made any connections.
Still, the winter was pretty chill, and even though spring was super late, it was gorgeous when it finally got here.
May was already here, and I was expecting a letter any day now that would tell me exactly when I could leave. Then Henry suggested we go for a walk around Ingolstadt so I could say goodbye to the place I’d lived in for so long. I was totally down for that—I love getting some exercise, and Clerval’s always been my go-to guy for those kinds of walks, especially when I'm thinking about my home.
 We spent two weeks just wandering around—seriously, it was amazing. My health and mood were totally back, and the fresh air, cool scenery, and chats with my friend just made everything better. Before, studying had kept me away from people, made me a bit of a loner. But Clerval brought out the best in me; he reminded me how awesome nature is, and how much fun kids are. Seriously, what a friend! He really loved me and pushed me to be a better person. I’d gotten so caught up in my own stuff, it had narrowed my world. But his kindness and affection opened me up again—I felt like that happy guy from a few years back, loved and laughing, with no worries. When I was happy, nature just gave me the best vibes. A clear sky and green fields? Total bliss. This time of year was unreal; spring flowers were popping up everywhere, and summer buds were already showing. I wasn’t dealing with those heavy thoughts I’d been carrying around for the last year, even though I tried to shake them off.
Henry was stoked for me and really felt what I was feeling. He went all out to keep me entertained, and he’s like, poured his heart out. His brain was seriously on another level—he's got this incredible imagination. He’d make up stories, just like those old Persian and Arabic writers, full of crazy fantasy and passion. Sometimes he’d recite my favorite poems, or we’d just debate stuff, and he’d argue his points so cleverly.
We headed back to college on a Sunday afternoon. People were dancing, and everyone we saw looked happy and chill. I was feeling great, bouncing along with a huge smile on my face.
Chapter Seven

On my return, I found this letter from my dad:—
“My dear Victor,
“You’ve probably been waiting for a letter to nail down your return date, and I almost just wrote a quick note saying when I’d expect you. But that would be a mean thing to do, and I can’t. What would you think, my son, if you were expecting a happy welcome and instead saw tears and sadness? And how can I even tell you what’s happened? Being away hasn’t made you totally numb to our good times and bad, and how do I break your heart? I want to get you ready for the bad news, but I know it’s impossible. Even now, your eyes are probably scanning the page, looking for the words that will tell you the awful truth.
“William is gone!—that sweet kid, whose smiles always made me feel good, who was so gentle but also so full of life! Victor, he’s been murdered!
“I’m not going to try to make you feel better; I’m just going to tell you what happened.
“Last Thursday (May 7th), I, my niece, and your two brothers went for a walk in Plainpalais. The evening was nice and calm, so we walked farther than usual. It was already getting dark when we realized William and Ernest were missing. We sat on a bench waiting for them to come back. Soon Ernest showed up and asked if we’d seen his brother. He said he’s been playing with William, and William ran off to hide. Ernest looked everywhere for him and waited a long time, but he never came back.”
 “This story seriously freaked us out, and we kept searching for him until night. Elizabeth guessed he might’ve gone back to the house. He wasn't there. We went back again, with torches; I couldn't chill thinking my sweet boy was lost and out in the cold all night. Elizabeth was super upset too. Around five in the morning, I found my amazing boy—the night before I’d seen him healthy and full of energy—lying on the grass, pale and still. There was a mark on his neck, like the killer’s finger.
“We took him home, and the look on my face gave it away to Elizabeth. She really wanted to see him. I tried to stop her at first, but she kept pushing, and when she went into the room where he was, she quickly checked his neck, then clutched her hands and cried out, ‘Oh God! I killed my baby!’
“She passed out, and it was a struggle to bring her back. When she woke up, she just kept crying and sighing. She told me that earlier that evening, William had bugged her to let him wear a really valuable miniature of my mom. That picture is gone, and it probably tempted the killer. We haven’t found any clues about him yet, even though we’re working non-stop, but it won’t bring back my beloved William!
“Come on, dearest Victor; you're the only one who can comfort Elizabeth. She’s been crying nonstop and blaming herself for his death; her words break my heart. We’re all messed up; but will that give you even more reason, my son, to come back and be our rock? Your dear mom! Ugh, Victor! I’m saying it now, thank goodness she didn’t live to see my youngest darling die such a cruel, awful death!"
 “Come on, Victor; ditch the revenge stuff about the killer, and bring some peace and kindness. It’s gonna heal us, not make things worse. Head into the house of mourning, my friend, but with love and affection for the people who care about you, not with hate for your enemies.
“Your loving, heartbroken dad, “Alphonse Frankenstein.”
“Geneva, May 12th, 17—.”
Clerval, who’s been watching my face while I read this letter, was shocked to see the despair that followed the joy I first felt getting news from my friends. I tossed the letter on the table and covered my face with my hands.
“My dear Frankenstein,” Henry said, noticing me crying so hard, “are you always gonna be like this? Seriously, what’s up?”
I gestured for him to read the letter, while I paced around the room, totally freaking out. Tears welled up in Clerval’s eyes, too, as he read about what happened.
“I don’t know what to say, my friend,” he said. “This is… it’s a total disaster. What are you gonna do?”
“I’m heading to Geneva, ASAP. Come with me, Henry, let’s get the horses.”
While we walked, Clerval tried to offer some comfort, but he could only really express how sorry he was. “Poor William!” he said. “Such a sweet kid, he’s with his mom now! Anyone who saw him, so happy and full of life, would have cried over his loss! To die like that; to feel a killer’s hand! It’s even worse to destroy someone so innocent! Poor little guy! The only thing that helps is that his friends are mourning and crying, but he’s finally at peace. The pain is over, his suffering is done for good. Dirt covers his gentle body, and he feels nothing. He doesn’t need our pity anymore; we need to save it for those of us who are left.”
 Clerval was saying this as we rushed through the streets; his words really stuck with me, and I remembered them later when I was alone. But when the horses showed up, I jumped into a cab and said goodbye to my friend.
My trip was super bummed. At first, I wanted to speed things up—I was dying to comfort and support my friends, who were so sad. But as I got closer to my hometown, I slowed down. I couldn't handle all the feelings swirling around in my head. I passed places I knew from when I was younger, but it had been almost six years since I’d seen them. So much could have changed! One big, awful thing had already happened, but tons of little things could have shifted things too, even if it was gradual. It was still a huge deal. I was freaked out; I didn't want to move forward, scared of a bunch of unknown worries that made me shake, even though I couldn't put my finger on them.
I chilled in Lausanne for two days, feeling totally down. I looked at the lake—the water was calm, everything was peaceful, and the snowy mountains, like, "nature’s palaces," hadn't changed a bit. Slowly, the calm and beautiful scene started to make me feel better, and I kept going towards Geneva.
The road ran alongside the lake, which got smaller as I got closer to my hometown. I could see the dark sides of Jura more clearly, and the bright top of Mont Blanc. I cried like a little kid. “Dear mountains! My own beautiful lake! What's it like to see your wanderer again? Your peaks are clear; the sky and lake are blue and peaceful. Is this a sign of good things, or are you just making fun of my sadness?”
 Seriously, I don’t want to bore you by going on and on about all this backstory, but those were actually pretty chill times, and I think about them with a smile. My country, my amazing country! Who gets it like a local does, seeing those rivers, those mountains, and especially that gorgeous lake again?
But as I got closer to home, I got hit with some serious grief and fear. Plus, it got totally dark. I could barely make out the mountains in the gloom, and I felt even worse. It looked like a huge, blurry mess of bad vibes, and I just knew I was gonna become the unluckiest person ever. Ugh, I was right, but I totally underestimated how much pain I was about to go through. Like, not even close.
It was pitch black when I rolled into Geneva; the town gates were already locked. So, I had to crash at Secheron, which is like half a mile from the city. The sky was clear, and I couldn’t sleep, so I decided to check out the spot where my poor William was killed. I couldn’t go through the town, so I had to take a boat across the lake to get to Plainpalais. During that short trip, I saw lightning dancing on Mont Blanc – it was unreal. The storm looked like it was coming fast, and when I got to shore, I climbed a little hill so I could see what was up. It was moving in; the sky was covered, and then the rain started, slow at first, then it got intense.
 I ditched my seat and kept walking, even though the darkness and storm were getting worse every minute. Thunder crashed right over my head—seriously loud.
It bounced off Salêve, the Juras, and the Alps of Savoy. Bright flashes of lightning lit up the lake, making it look like a huge sheet of fire. Then, everything went pitch black for a second, until my eyes got used to it.
The storm was everywhere, like it often is in Switzerland. The wildest part was right over town, above the part of the lake between Belrive and Copêt.
Faint flashes lit up Jura. Another storm messed with the view of Môle, that pointy mountain to the east.
 I watched the storm—so beautiful, but seriously intense—and kept moving, kinda rushing. Seeing that crazy battle in the sky totally lifted my mood. I clasped my hands and yelled, “William, my angel! This is your funeral, your goodbye song!”
Then, in the darkness, I saw someone sneak out from behind some trees. I froze, staring hard—there was no mistaking it. A flash of lightning showed me what it was: this huge, messed-up figure, way more terrifying than anything human. It was him—that creep, that disgusting demon I’d brought to life.
What was he doing there? Could he have (I shuddered just thinking it) killed my brother? The thought hit me, and I knew it was true. My teeth started chattering, and I had to lean against a tree to stay upright.
He zipped past me, disappearing into the shadows. No human could’ve hurt my brother. It had to be him! The thought alone was proof. I wanted to chase after the devil, but another flash showed him clinging to the rocks on Mont Salêve, this crazy steep hill south of Plainpalais. He made it to the top and vanished.
I just stood there. The thunder stopped, but the rain kept coming down, and everything was pitch black. I kept replaying the stuff I’d been trying to forget: my whole journey creating him, seeing my creation next to my bed, and then it leaving. Almost two years had passed since he first came to life—and was this his first crime? Ugh! I’d unleashed a seriously messed-up dude into the world, someone who got off on killing and making people miserable. Had he murdered my brother?
 I can’t even describe how rough the rest of the night was for me—I was out in the cold and rain. But honestly, the weather wasn’t even the worst part. My mind was totally spiraling with horrible, depressing stuff. I kept thinking about the creature I’d brought into the world, the one I’d given the power and drive to do seriously messed-up things, like what he’d just done. It felt like my own vampire, my own spirit unleashed from the grave, forced to destroy everything I cared about.
Daylight finally came, and I headed towards town. The gates were open, so I rushed to my dad’s place. My first thought was to find out everything I could about the killer and get a chase going, ASAP. But then I stopped to think about the story I’d have to tell. A being I created, brought to life by me, had shown up in the middle of the night on a mountain—impossible! I also remembered that crazy fever I had right when I made him, which would make my story sound totally insane. Seriously, if anyone told me that, I’d think they were losing it. Plus, this thing was so weird, no one would even believe me, let alone chase it. And even if they did, what good would it do? Who could catch something that could climb the sides of Mont Salêve? Those thoughts made up my mind. I decided to keep quiet.
It was around five in the morning when I got to my dad’s house. I told the staff not to wake the family and went to the library, figuring that’s when they’d all be getting up.
 Six years had flown by, a blur except for one memory that stuck with me. I stood in the same spot where I’d last hugged my dad before heading off to Ingolstadt. Beloved and respected parent! He was still here. I looked at Mom’s picture over the fireplace. It was a formal portrait, painted at my dad’s request, showing Caroline Beaufort in a total breakdown, kneeling by her dad’s coffin. Her clothes were simple, and her face was pale, but she had this air of dignity and beauty that made it hard to feel sorry for her. Below that was a tiny picture of William. Tears welled up when I looked at it.
Just then, Ernest came in. He’d heard me arrive and rushed to greet me. “Hey, Victor!” he said. “Wish you’d come three months ago—we would’ve been so happy. Now you’re coming to share in a sadness that nothing can fix. But I hope you’ll cheer up our dad, who’s been fading since it happened. And maybe you can convince poor Elizabeth to stop blaming herself.” He paused. “Poor William! He was our favorite, our pride.”
Ernest’s eyes filled with tears; a wave of pain hit me. Before, I’d just imagined how awful things were at home. The reality of it was a whole new disaster. I tried to comfort Ernest and asked him to tell me more about my dad and my cousin.
“She’s the one who needs comfort the most,” Ernest said. “She’s been blaming herself for William’s death, which made her super upset. But now that the murderer’s been found—"
“The murderer’s been found? Seriously? How is that even possible? Who tried to chase him? It's impossible—like trying to catch the wind or block a river with a straw. I saw him last night! He was free!”
 “I don’t get what you’re saying,” my brother said, sounding totally bewildered. “But this discovery we’re making just makes everything worse. Nobody’s gonna believe it at first, and even now Elizabeth won't be convinced, even with all the proof. Seriously, who’s gonna buy that Justine Moritz, who was so sweet and loved our family, could suddenly do something so messed up, so terrifying?”
“Justine Moritz? Poor thing, is she the one accused? But it’s totally bogus; everyone knows it. Nobody believes it, right, Ernest?”
“Nobody did at first, but some stuff came out that pretty much forced people to think she’s guilty. And her behavior has been so all over the place, it just adds to the evidence. I’m afraid there’s no way out of it. But she’s going to trial today, and you’ll hear everything then.”
He then told me that, the morning William was found, Justine had been sick and stuck in bed for days. During that time, a servant looking through her clothes found the picture of my mom, which they figured was what tempted the killer. The servant showed it to another one, who didn't tell anyone in the family, and went straight to a magistrate. Based on their story, Justine was arrested. When they accused her, the poor girl basically confirmed the suspicion with how confused she was.
That was a wild story, but I wasn't buying it. I said seriously, “You’ve got it all wrong; I know who the killer is. Justine, poor, good Justine, is innocent.”
 My dad walked in just then. I could tell he was bummed, but he tried to be cheerful anyway. After a sad little hello, he wanted to talk about something else, but Ernest blurted out, “Seriously, Dad! Victor’s saying he knows who killed poor William.”
“Yeah, we do,” my dad sighed. “Honestly, I wish I hadn’t found out. It’s awful to see how messed up and ungrateful someone I cared about could be.”
“Dad, you’ve got it wrong. Justine’s innocent.”
“If she is, I hope she doesn’t get punished like she’s guilty. Her trial’s today, and I really hope she gets off.”
That calmed me down a bit. I was totally sure in my head that Justine – and really, everyone – wasn’t to blame for this. I didn’t think any evidence could be strong enough to prove her guilty. My story was way too wild to share; people would think I was crazy. Who, besides me—the creator—would believe something like this unless they saw it with their own eyes? It was about the living, breathing result of my own arrogance and recklessness, unleashed on the world.
 Elizabeth showed up soon after. Time had changed her—she was even lovelier than she was as a kid. She had the same honesty and energy, but now there was also a deeper sense of feeling and smarts. She greeted me with so much affection. “Your arrival, my dear cousin,” she said, “gives me so much hope. Maybe you’ll find a way to prove my poor, innocent Justine isn’s guilty. Seriously, who’s safe if she’s convicted of a crime? I’m as sure of her innocence as I am of my own. It’s a double whammy for us; we’ve lost that sweet boy, and now this girl I really care about is about to face something even worse. If she’s condemned, I’ll never be happy again. But she won’t be, I know she won’t, and then I’ll be okay again, even after losing my little William.”
“She’s innocent, Elizabeth,” I said, “and I’m going to prove it. Don’t worry, just stay positive about her getting off.”
“You’re so kind and generous! Everyone else thinks she’s guilty, and that made me feel awful because I know she’s not. Seeing everyone else so convinced just made me lose hope and feel totally down.” She started crying.
“My dear niece,” my father said, “stop crying. If she’s as innocent as you believe, trust in our laws and know that I’ll do everything I can to make sure things are fair.”
Chapter Eight

We spent a few rough hours until eleven, when the trial was supposed to start. My dad and the rest of the family had to be there as witnesses, so I went with them to the court. The whole thing was a messed-up joke, and I felt like I was living through torture. They were deciding if my curiosity and crazy inventions would lead to the death of two people: one a happy baby, full of innocence, and the other… well, brutally murdered, with every horrible detail making it unforgettable. Justine was a good person, too, with qualities that promised her a happy life. Now it was all going to be wiped out in a shameful grave, and I was the reason! A million times over, I would have confessed to the crime they were blaming on Justine, but I wasn’t even there when it happened, and saying so would have sounded like I was totally losing it, and wouldn’t have saved her because of me.
Justine looked calm when she showed up. She was wearing black, and her face, which was always pretty, looked incredibly beautiful because of how serious she was feeling. Still, she seemed sure of her innocence and didn’t shake. Even though thousands of people were staring and hating on her, all the kindness her looks might have gotten her was gone from their minds because they imagined how terrible she was. She was quiet, but it was clear she was holding it together. They’d used her confusion as proof she was guilty before, so she was trying to look brave. When she walked into the courtroom, she looked around and quickly found us. A tear seemed to blur her eye when she saw us, but she shook it off fast, and a look of sad affection showed how innocent she really was.
 The trial kicked off, and after the prosecutor laid out the charges, they called a bunch of witnesses. A bunch of weird stuff piled up against her, which would have floored anyone who didn't have the proof of her innocence that I did. She’d been out all night on the night the murder happened, and a market woman spotted her near morning, not too far from where the murdered child’s body was later found. The woman asked her what she was doing there, but she looked totally spaced out and gave a confused, hard-to-understand answer. She got back home around eight o’clock, and when someone asked where she’d been, she said she’d been looking for the child and seriously asked if anyone had heard anything about him. When they showed her the body, she totally lost it and stayed in bed for days. Then they brought out the picture the servant had found in her pocket. When Elizabeth, in a shaky voice, proved it was the same one she’s put around the child’s neck just an hour before he went missing, a wave of shock and anger went through the courtroom.
Justine was called to defend herself. As the trial went on, her face changed. You could see the surprise, the horror, and the misery all over it. Sometimes she fought back tears, but when they asked her to plead, she pulled herself together and spoke, her voice clear but wavering.
“Honestly, God knows I’m innocent,” she said. “I’m not saying my words should clear me, though. I’m resting my innocence on a straightforward explanation of the facts they’ve brought up. And I’m hoping my reputation will make my judges see things in my favor when anything seems questionable or suspicious.”
 “Elizabeth let me go to my aunt’s place at Chêne,” she said. “It’s a village, like, a league from Geneva. It was the night of the murder.”
She went on, “I got back around nine o’clock and this guy stopped me. He asked if I’d seen the kid who was missing. I totally freaked out and spent hours looking for him. But the gates to Geneva were closed, so I had to stay in this barn near a cottage. I didn’t want to wake up the people there—they knew me.”
“I basically stayed up all night watching,” she continued. “I think I dozed off for a bit, but then I heard some noises and woke up. It was almost dawn, so I left the barn to look for my brother again. I might have gone near where he was, but I honestly don’t remember.”
“It’s not surprising I was all over the place when the market-woman asked me questions,” she said. “I’d been up all night, and we still didn’t know what happened to poor William.”
“About the picture… I can’t really say anything,” she added.
“I know this one thing looks really bad for me,” she said, her voice shaky. “But I can’t explain it. I’m just clueless. And when I say I don’t know, it’s the truth. I’ve been trying to figure out how it could’ve even ended up in my pocket.”
“But I can’t even guess,” she said. “I don’t think I have any enemies. Nobody would be that messed up to just destroy me.”
“Did the murderer put it there?” she wondered aloud. “I don’t know when he would’ve even had the chance. And if he did, why would he steal the jewel and then give it back so quickly?”
 “I’m putting my case in the hands of the judges, but honestly, I don't see a way out. I'm asking if I can have a few people speak about my character. If what they say doesn’t outweigh the idea that I’m guilty, then I guess I’ll be condemned—even though I’d swear on everything that I’m innocent.”
Several people who’d known her for years were called, and they said good things about her. But they were scared and filled with hate for what they thought she’d done, so they didn’t really want to speak up. Elizabeth saw even this last hope—her good nature and clean record—about to fail her. Even though she was super nervous, she asked the court if she could say something.
 “I’m the cousin of the kid who was murdered,” she said. “Or, well, his sister. I was raised by his parents and lived with them even before he was born. It’s probably kinda weird for me to speak up now, but seeing someone about to go down because of fake friends? I gotta say what I know about her. I know the accused really well. I lived with her—once for five years, another time for almost two. The whole time, she seemed like the sweetest, kindest person ever. She took care of my aunt, Madame Frankenstein, when she was sick, with so much love. Then she helped her own mom through a long illness, and everyone was amazed by how good she was. After that, she lived with my uncle’s family, and everyone loved her. She was super close to the kid who died, and treated him like her own child. Honestly, even with all the stuff against her, I believe she’s innocent. She didn't have a reason to do anything like that. And about that necklace they’re using as proof? If she’d really wanted it, I would've given it to her myself—I value her that much.”
 Everyone murmured their approval after Elizabeth's straightforward and powerful plea, but it was stoked by her generous involvement, not really for poor Justine. People were turning their anger back on her, saying she was totally ungrateful. Justine herself was crying as Elizabeth spoke, but she didn't say anything. I was seriously stressed and heartbroken during the whole trial. I knew Justine was innocent; I really did. Could the demon who (I didn’t doubt for a second) murdered my brother, just for kicks, have betrayed an innocent person to death and shame? I couldn’t handle the horror of it all. When I realized the crowd and the judges had already condemned my poor Justine, I bolted out of the courtroom in agony. Her suffering didn't even compare to mine; she had her innocence to hold onto, but guilt was tearing at my chest and wouldn’t let go.
I had a seriously rough night. In the morning, I went back to the court. My lips and throat were dry. I didn't dare ask the question, but they knew why I was there. The ballots were in—all black. Justine was condemned.
I can't even describe what I felt then. I’d felt horror before, and I'd tried to put it into words, but words just can’t capture the soul-crushing despair I felt. The guy I talked to said Justine had already confessed. “That evidence wasn’t really needed in such an obvious case,” he said, “but I'm glad they got it, and honestly, none of the judges like condemning someone based on circumstantial evidence, no matter how convincing.”
 This was seriously weird and unexpected—what was going on? Was I seeing things? And was I totally losing it, like everyone would think if I told them what I suspected? I rushed home, and Elizabeth was all, "So, what happened?"
“My cousin,” I said, “it’s settled, like you probably figured. All the judges were like, they’d rather let ten innocent people suffer than let one guilty person go free. But she confessed.”
That was a huge hit to poor Elizabeth, who was totally sure Justine was innocent. “Seriously?” she said. “How can I ever trust anyone again? Justine, who I loved and thought of like a sister, how could she fake it? Her eyes always seemed so gentle and honest, but she actually did it.”
Not long after, we heard the poor person who died wanted to see my cousin. My dad wanted her to stay away, but said it was up to her to decide based on her feelings. “Yeah,” said Elizabeth, “I’m going, even though she’s guilty. And you, Victor, you’re coming with me—I’m not going alone.” The thought of visiting her was rough, but I couldn’t say no.
We walked into the gloomy prison and saw Justine sitting on some straw at the far end; her hands were chained, and her head was resting on her knees. She looked up when we came in, and when we were alone with her, she threw herself at Elizabeth’s feet, crying really hard. My cousin started crying too.
“Oh, Justine!” she said. “Why’d you take away my last bit of hope? I believed you were innocent, and even though I was super bummed already, I’d never felt this awful.”
“Do you think I’m that bad too? Do you also join my enemies to crush me, to call me a murderer?” Her voice was choked with sobs.
 “Get up, sweetie,” said Elizabeth. “Why are you kneeling if you’re innocent? I’m not against you. I thought you were clear, even with all the evidence, until I heard you said you were guilty yourself. That report’s a lie, right? Trust me, Justine, nothing can make me doubt you, not for a second, especially after your confession.”
“I confessed, but it was a lie. I confessed hoping for forgiveness, but that lie now weighs heavier on my heart than anything else. God forgive me! Ever since they condemned me, my priest has been all over me, threatening and scaring me until I almost started to think I was the monster he said I was. He threatened to kick me out of the church and send me straight to hell if I didn’t confess. Dear lady, I had no one to stand up for me; everyone saw me as a lost cause, destined for shame and ruin. What else could I do? I made a bad choice and lied; and now I’m truly miserable.”
She stopped, crying, and then went on, “I was terrified that you would think Justine—the Justine your amazing aunt loved so much and that you loved—was capable of something only the devil could do. Dear William! My sweet, precious child! I’ll see you again in heaven, where we’ll all be happy; and that makes me feel better, even though I’m facing shame and death.”
“Oh, Justine! Forgive me for doubting you for even a second. Why did you confess? But don’t be sad, sweetie. Don’t be scared. I’ll tell everyone you’re innocent, I’ll prove it. I’ll make even the hardest hearts soften with my tears and prayers. You’re not going to die! You, my friend, my companion, my sister, can't die on the scaffold! No way! I couldn’t live with that happening.”
 Justine shook her head, looking really bummed. “I’m not scared to die,” she said. “That part’s over. God’s giving me strength, helping me get through this. I’m leaving a pretty rough world, and if you remember me and think of me as someone who was treated unfairly, then I’m okay with what’s coming. Please, learn from me, dear lady—just trust in what’s meant to be!”
During that whole thing, I ducked into a corner of the prison room so I could hide how messed up I was feeling. Despair? Seriously? The poor girl, who was gonna cross over to the other side tomorrow, wasn't feeling the same deep pain I was. I bit down, grinding my teeth, letting out a groan that came from the pit of my stomach. Justine looked over. When she saw me, she came closer and said, “You’re so sweet to visit me, sir. Do you think I’m guilty?”
I couldn't even answer. “No, Justine,” Elizabeth said. “He’s even more sure of your innocence than I was. Even when they said you confessed, he didn’t believe it.”
“I’ve got so much to thank him for. In these last moments, I’m so grateful for anyone who’s thinking of me with kindness. It’s amazing how much it helps, you know? It takes away half the bad stuff, and I feel like I could actually die in peace now that you and your cousin know I’m innocent.”
 Thus, the poor thing tried to comfort everyone, including herself. She really did find some peace, though. But me? I, the actual killer, felt this gnawing feeling inside, a never-ending dread that offered zero hope or comfort. Elizabeth cried too, feeling super down. But her sadness was the kind of innocent misery that's like a cloud passing over the moon—it hides the light for a bit, but can’t actually dim it. Anguish and despair had totally sunk into my heart; I carried a personal hell that nothing could put out. We stayed with Justine for hours, and it took everything Elizabeth had to leave. “I wish I could die with you,” she blurted out, “I can’t live in this awful world.”
Justine tried to act cheerful, even though she was struggling to hold back her tears. She hugged Elizabeth and said, her voice choked with emotion, “Goodbye, sweet girl, my dearest Elizabeth, my only friend. May heaven bless and protect you; may this be the last bad thing that ever happens to you! Live, be happy, and make others happy too.”
The next day, Justine died. Elizabeth’s heartbroken words couldn’t shake the judges from their belief that the innocent woman was guilty. My passionate pleas were just ignored. And when I got their cold responses and heard these guys’ harsh, emotionless logic, my plan to confess just vanished. I could’ve claimed I was crazy, but I couldn’t stop them from sentencing my victim. She died on the scaffold, branded a murderer!
 I turned away from the pain in my own heart to think about Elizabeth's deep, silent grief. This was all my fault! My dad's suffering, the emptiness of our once-happy home—it was all because of my messed-up hands. You're all crying, right? But this isn't the end of your tears! You'll be wailing again, and your cries will echo over and over.
Frankenstein, your son, your family, your best friend from way back—the one who’s willing to give everything for you, who only feels good when he sees you happy, who wants to bless your lives and spend his whole life serving you—he’s asking you to cry, to shed a ton of tears. He'd be thrilled if this awful fate was finally satisfied and the destruction stopped before peace came to your pain.
That's what my soul was screaming, as I watched those I loved grieve over William and Justine’s graves—the first unlucky people to suffer because of my crazy experiments.
Chapter Nine

Seriously, nothing hits harder than when your emotions are all over the place, then suddenly everything just... stops. Justine was gone, she was resting, and I was still here. My blood was pumping, but this heavy, awful feeling crushed my heart—nothing could shake it. Sleep? Forget about it. I felt like a ghost, wandering around because I’d done some seriously messed-up stuff, beyond anything you could imagine, and honestly, I thought there was way more to come. But deep down, I was a good person, I really was. I started out wanting to do good, to actually help people. Now? Everything was ruined. Instead of feeling good about the past and looking forward, I was drowning in regret and guilt, which felt like being thrown into a living nightmare—words can't even describe it.
This messed-up headspace was killing me, maybe because I never fully bounced back from that first big shock. I couldn't stand being around people; any happiness or chill vibes were torture. Solitude? That was my only escape—a deep, dark, almost-dead kind of alone.
 My dad noticed a big shift in my vibe and how I was acting. He tried to cheer me up, using what he thought was good logic from his clear conscience and guilt-free life. He wanted to give me strength and get me to shake off this dark cloud hanging over me. “Do you even realize I’m hurting too, Victor?” he said. Tears welled up as he spoke. “No one loved your brother more than I did.” He paused. “But shouldn’t we try to keep things together for those of us still here? It’s about not making things even worse with a huge display of sadness.” He continued, “Plus, it's your duty to yourself. Too much grief stops you from getting better, enjoying life, or even just being useful. Then you're no good to anyone.”
That advice? Totally didn't hit the mark for me. I would’ve totally hidden my sadness and tried to comfort my friends if it wasn’t for this mix of regret, fear, and everything else I was feeling. All I could do was look at my dad with a look of total despair and try to disappear from his sight.
 We moved into our place at Belrive around then. Honestly, it was a huge relief for me. Those gates locking down at ten o’clock and not being able to hang out on the lake after that had been seriously stressing me out living inside Geneva. I was finally free.
A lot of nights, after everyone else was asleep, I’d grab the boat and spend hours out on the water. Sometimes the wind would push me along with the sails up. Other times, I’d row out to the middle of the lake, just let the boat drift, and get lost in my own thoughts.
It was often tempting, you know? When everything around me was calm, and I was the only one feeling totally messed up in such a gorgeous, unreal scene – except maybe for a bat or those frogs croaking like crazy whenever I got close to the shore. I’d think about just diving into the lake, letting the water swallow me and all my problems forever.
But then I'd remember Elizabeth, my amazing, suffering Elizabeth, who I loved so much and who depended on me. I thought about my dad and my brother, too. Could I just ditch them, leaving them vulnerable to that monster I’d unleashed? No way.
 At those times, I’d just bawl my eyes out and wish things would just chill out in my head, so I could cheer everyone up and make them happy. But that wasn’t happening. Guilt totally crushed any hope I had. I was the one who caused all this messed-up stuff, and I lived in constant fear that the monster I’d made would do something even worse. I had this weird feeling that it wasn't over and he's still gonna pull off some huge crime, something so big it’d almost erase everything that’s already happened. As long as I had anything I cared about, there was always something to be scared of. Seriously, you can't even imagine how much I hated that thing. When I thought about him, I’s grit my teeth, my eyes would get all red, and I just wanted to end the life I'd given him so carelessly. Thinking about his crimes and how evil he was, my hate and need for revenge just went wild. I’d have trekked to the top of the Andes, just to push him off the mountain. I wanted to see him again, so I could unload all my disgust on him and get revenge for William and Justine.
Our place was a total downer. My dad's health was really messed up by everything that happened. Elizabeth was super bummed out and down; she didn’s enjoy doing the stuff she used to, and everything felt wrong, like disrespecting the dead. She thought endless sadness and tears were the only way to honor those who were destroyed. She wasn’t that happy girl who used to wander with me by the lake and dream about our future. The first of those heartbreaks that shake us from our dreams had hit her, and it dimmed her brightest smiles.
 “When I think about Justine Moritz’s awful death,” she said, “it totally changed how I see the world. Before, when I read about bad stuff or heard stories of injustice, it felt like something from a long time ago or just made-up stuff. It was distant, you know? Something my brain could understand, not just my imagination. But now, misery’s hit close to home, and people seem like monsters, all thirsty for each other's blood.
But I know I'm probably being unfair. Everyone thought poor Justine was guilty, and if she had done it, she’d have been the worst person ever. To kill her friend and benefactor’s son – a kid she’d cared for since he was born, someone she seemed to love like her own! I couldn’t agree with killing anyone, but I definitely would’ve thought someone like that didn’t deserve to be around people. But she was innocent. I know she was innocent, I can feel it. You think so too, and that makes me even more sure.
Ugh, Victor, when lies can look so real, how can anyone ever be truly happy? I feel like I’m walking on the edge of a cliff, and tons of people are pushing me towards the drop. William and Justine were murdered, and the killer got away. He's out there, free, maybe even respected. But even if I had to die for the same things, I wouldn’t trade places with that person, not even for a second.”
 I listened to that whole thing, and it was seriously rough. I felt like the real killer, even though I didn’t actually do it. Elizabeth saw how messed up I was and gently took my hand, saying, “My dearest friend, you gotta chill. These events have hit me hard, believe me; but I’m not as wrecked as you are. There’s this look of despair, and sometimes even revenge, in your face that scares me. Dear Victor, ditch these dark feelings. Remember your friends—they’re all counting on you. Have we lost the ability to make you happy? Seriously, as long as we love each other, and we’re true to one another, right here in this peaceful, beautiful country—your home—we can have everything good. What could mess with our peace?”
Could her words—from someone I cherished more than anything—really chase away the demon in my heart? As she spoke, I practically ran to her, like I was terrified that the destroyer would snatch her away right then.
Friendship, the beauty of the world, even heaven itself—nothing could pull my soul out of this pain. Even love couldn't help. I was trapped in a cloud, and nothing could break through. It was like a wounded deer, dragging itself to a hidden spot to stare at the arrow that hit it, and just dying—that was me.
 Sometimes I could handle the super bummed-out feeling that just washed over me, but other times, the intense emotions swirling inside me pushed me to find some relief—you know, by working out and changing up my surroundings. It was during one of those moments that I just bailed on home and headed towards the Alps, hoping the beauty and timelessness of those places would help me forget my problems, which felt so small compared to everything else. My travels took me to the valley of Chamounix. I’d been there a bunch when I was a kid. Six years had gone by: I was a mess, but the place hadn't changed one bit—still wild and tough.
I did the first part of the trip on horseback. Then I rented a mule, since it was more sure-footed and less likely to get hurt on these crazy roads. The weather was awesome—it was mid-August, almost two months after Justine died, which was when my real sadness started. The weight on my soul felt a little lighter as I went deeper into the Arve ravine. The huge mountains and cliffs all around me, the river roaring over the rocks, and the waterfalls crashing everywhere showed a power as strong as anything you could imagine—and I stopped being afraid or bowing down to anything less powerful than the force that created and ruled everything, especially here where it was on full display. Still, as I climbed higher, the valley got even more amazing and wild. Crumbling castles clinging to the cliffs of pine-covered mountains, the fast-flowing Arve, and little cottages popping out from the trees made for a really beautiful scene. But it was even better because of the massive Alps towering above it all, looking like they belonged to another planet, the homes of some other kind of beings.
 I passed the Pélissier bridge, and the ravine the river made opened up. I started climbing the mountain overlooking it. Not long after, I was in the valley of Chamounix. This valley was seriously amazing and grand, but not as pretty or charming as the Servox valley I’d just come through. Towering, snow-covered mountains were right there, but there weren’t any ruined castles or fields. Huge glaciers came right up to the road. I heard the thunderous roar of an avalanche and saw the smoke trail it left behind. Mont Blanc, the ultimate and incredible Mont Blanc, rose above the surrounding peaks, and its massive dome looked down on the valley.
A totally random, feel-good vibe hit me a lot on this trip. A turn in the road, or seeing something new I recognized, would remind me of when I was a kid and bring back that carefree feeling. Even the wind sounded comforting, like Mom Nature was telling me not to cry anymore. But then that good feeling would fade—I’d be chained to my sadness again, stuck in a spiral of thinking. So I’d push my horse harder, trying to forget everything—the world, my worries, and especially myself. Or, like, in a really desperate move, I’d hop off and just lie on the grass, totally crushed by horror and despair.
Finally, I made it to the village of Chamounix. I was completely wiped out from the crazy exhaustion, both physically and mentally. I stood at the window for a bit, watching the pale lightning flashing above Mont Blanc and listening to the Arve River rushing by. Those calming sounds were like a lullaby, soothing my overloaded senses. When I laid my head on the pillow, sleep just crept over me—I felt it coming and was so thankful for the peace it brought.
Chapter Ten

I spent the whole next day just wandering around the valley. I stood by the source of the Arveiron, which starts as a glacier, slowly creeping down from the hills to basically block off the valley. Massive mountains loomed on either side; the icy wall of the glacier hung over me. A few broken pines were scattered about. The quiet, awesome feeling of this incredible space—like Nature’s throne room—was only broken by the rushing water or the sound of a huge chunk breaking off. The rumble of an avalanche, or the cracking of the ice echoing through the mountains—it was all happening because, through natural laws, the ice was constantly breaking and shifting, like a toy in someone’s hands. These epic, gorgeous scenes gave me the most comfort I could find. They lifted me above all the small stuff, and while they didn't erase my sadness, they calmed it down, for sure. They also took my mind off the things I'd been obsessing over for the last month. I went to bed that night, and my sleep felt like it was being watched over and cared for by all the amazing things I’d seen during the day. The pristine snowy peaks, the shimmering summits, the pine forests, the jagged ravines—even the eagles soaring in the clouds—they all gathered around me and told me to chill.
 Where had they gone when I woke up the next morning? Everything that lifted my spirits had vanished with sleep, and a heavy sadness clouded my thoughts. The rain was coming down in sheets, and thick fog hid the mountain peaks—I couldn't even see my friends' faces. Still, I was gonna push through the mist and find them in their secluded spots. What did rain and storms even matter to me? My mule was brought out, and I decided to head up Montanvert. I remembered how seeing that massive, ever-changing glacier blew my mind when I first saw it. It totally filled me with this awesome feeling, like my soul got wings and could fly from the gloomy world to light and joy. Seeing something powerful and majestic in nature always had this effect of calming my mind and making me forget about everyday worries. I decided to go it alone, since I knew the trail well, and having someone else there would ruin the whole vibe.
 The climb's seriously steep, but the trail winds around a bunch, making it doable. It’s a totally desolate scene. You can see signs of winter avalanches everywhere – trees are snapped and scattered, some totally wrecked, others bent over, leaning on the rocks or across other trees.
As you climb higher, the path cuts through snowy ravines where rocks constantly tumble from above. One's especially risky; even talking loud can trigger a blast of air that could drop something right on your head. The pines aren't tall or lush, just dark and gloomy, adding to the harsh vibe.
I looked down at the valley. Thick mists were rising from the rivers, swirling around the far mountains, whose peaks were lost in the clouds. Rain was pouring from the dark sky, making the whole thing feel even more depressing.
Seriously, why do people brag about having deeper feelings than animals? It just makes them more vulnerable. If we only felt hunger, thirst, and desire, we could be pretty chill. But now we’re affected by every little thing – a random word or a quick glimpse of something that brings it all back.
We chill for a bit. Even a dream can mess with your sleep. We wake up, and one random thought can ruin your whole day. We feel, think, or figure things out; we laugh or cry, cling to sadness, or try to shake off our worries. It’s all the same: whether it's good or bad, it’s gotta go somewhere.
A person’s yesterday is never like their tomorrow. The only thing that lasts is change!
 I finally made it to the top, and it was almost noon. I chilled out on this rock with a killer view of the ice field. A fog rolled over everything—the ice and the mountains around it. Then a breeze blew it away, and I headed down onto the glacier.
The surface was super uneven, like waves on a stormy sea, going up and down with these deep cracks. The ice field was almost a mile wide, and it took me close to two hours to cross it.
The mountain across from me was just bare rock. From where I was standing, Montanvert was right across, about a mile away, and above it loomed Mont Blanc—seriously majestic. I hung out in a little nook in the rock, just staring at this insane, huge scene.
The ice, like a giant river, snaked through the mountains around it. Their peaks, icy and bright, shimmered above the clouds. My heart, which had been bummed out, suddenly felt…good. I blurted out, “Spirits, if you’re really out there, wandering around instead of resting, let me have this little bit of happiness, or just take me with you, away from everything.”
 As I said this, I suddenly saw a guy—way off, but coming towards me, like, super fast. He was leaping over the cracks in the ice, the ones I'd been walking carefully around. And as he got closer, he looked bigger than any normal person. I felt weird; a fog rolled over my eyes, and I felt faint, but the cold mountain wind snapped me back. Then, as he got closer (and it was a seriously messed-up sight!), I realized it was the creature I’d made. I was shaking with rage and fear, deciding to wait for him and then fight him to the death.
He came closer. His face showed deep sadness, mixed with a look of disgust and evil. It was so ugly, almost too horrible to look at. But I barely noticed; I was so full of rage and hate, I couldn's even speak. Finally, I found my voice and just unloaded on him with words of furious disgust and contempt.
“Seriously?” I yelled. “You’re coming near me? Don’t you fear my arm’s revenge on your pathetic head? Get lost, gross bug! Or wait, I’ll crush you to dust! And, oh, if I could just erase you and bring back the people you’d so devilishly murdered!”
“I expected this,” the dæmon said. “Everyone hates the miserable. How much more must I be hated, being more miserable than anyone alive! But you, my creator, despise and reject me, your creation, to whom you're tied by bonds that can only be broken by destroying one of us. You plan to kill me. How dare you mess with life like that? Do your duty to me, and I’ll do mine to you and the rest of humanity. If you agree to my conditions, I'll leave you and everyone else in peace, but if you refuse, I'll feed death’s hunger until it’s overflowing with the blood of your remaining friends.”
 “You’re a monster! Seriously, a fiend! Hell's punishments wouldn’t even be harsh enough for what you’ve done. You, devil! You’re blaming me? Fine, come on then, I’ll put an end to the spark I gave you so carelessly.”
My anger was insane; I lunged at him, driven by every feeling that can make one person hate another's existence.
He easily dodged me and said,
“Chill out! Please, just listen to me before you unleash your hate on me. Haven't I suffered enough that you want to make it worse? Life, even if it’s just a bunch of pain, means something to me, and I’ll fight for it. Remember, you made me stronger than you; I’m taller, more flexible. But I won't try to go against you. I’m your creation, and I’ll be easygoing and obedient to my natural lord and king if you do your part, which you owe me. Oh, Frankenstein, don’t be fair to everyone else and crush me alone, the person who deserves your justice, kindness, and even your love. Remember that I'm your creation; I should be your Adam, but I'm more like a fallen angel, and you're kicking me out of happiness for nothing. Everywhere I look, I see joy, and I’m completely shut out. I was good, I was kind; misery turned me into a monster. Make me happy, and I’ll be good again.”
“Get lost! I’m not hearing you. There’s no way we can be friends; we’re enemies. Go away, or let’s settle this with a fight, and someone’s gonna lose.”
 “How can I get you to care? Will begging even make you look kindly on your creation, who's asking for your kindness and pity? Seriously, Frankenstein, I was good-hearted; my soul was full of love and humanity. But am I not totally alone, miserably alone? You, my creator, can't stand me. What hope do I have from your friends, who owe me nothing? They reject me and hate me. The desert mountains and icy glaciers are my only safe places. I've been wandering here for days; the caves of ice, which I'm not even afraid of, are my home, the only one people don’t begrudge me. These cold skies are kinder to me than your friends. If everyone knew I existed, they'd do what you're doing, and arm themselves to destroy me. Should I not hate them for hating me? I won’t make deals with my enemies. I'm miserable, and they’ll share my misery. But you have the power to make things right and save them from a disaster you're about to make huge—a disaster that could swallow you and your family, and thousands of others, in a whirlwind of rage. Let your compassion move you, and don't look down on me. Listen to my story; after you've heard it, abandon me or feel sorry for me, as you see fit. But hear me out. Even people who've messed up get to defend themselves before they're punished, even under human laws, as brutal as they are. Listen to me, Frankenstein. You’re accusing me of murder, but you’d destroy your own creation with a clear conscience. Oh, how great is the justice of humans! But I’m not asking you to save me; just listen, and then, if you can, and if you want to, destroy what you made.”
 “Why are you bringing up stuff I seriously cringe about,” I shot back, “things I wish I could just forget I ever did? Seriously, I curse the day, the absolute worst devil, you even showed up! I curse—okay, I curse myself too—for making you! You've made me feel totally wrecked. You’re not letting me even think about if I was fair to you or not. Just go! Get out of my sight, you're so not appealing.”
“I’m letting you go, my creator,” he said, and put his hands up in front of my eyes, which I pushed away hard. “I’m taking away the sight you hate. But you can still hear me, and maybe show me some compassion. By the good qualities I used to have, I’m asking for it. Listen to my story. It’s long and weird, and the vibe here isn’t exactly chill for your fancy feelings. Come to the hut on the mountain. The sun's still up; before it dips behind those snowy cliffs and lights up another world, you’ll hear my story and can decide. It's up to you—do I just peace out and live quietly, or do I become a total menace to everyone and bring about your downfall?”
 “As he said this,” he led the way across the ice. I followed. My heart was totally full, and I didn’t answer. But as I walked, I thought about everything he's said and decided to at least hear him out. I was partly curious, and feeling sorry for him sealed the deal. I’d always thought he was the one who killed my brother, and I really wanted to know if it was true. For the first time, I also got what it meant to be a creator and what I owed to my creation – making him happy before I called him bad. Those things pushed me to go along with what he wanted. We crossed the ice and climbed up the rocks on the other side. The air was freezing, and the rain started up again. We went into the hut. The fiend was stoked, but I was feeling down and had a heavy heart. Still, I agreed to listen. I sat by the fire that my creepy companion had lit, and he started his story.
Chapter Eleven

“It’s seriously hard to recall when I first came around; everything from that time feels all jumbled and fuzzy. A ton of stuff hit me at once—I saw, felt, heard, and smelled everything all the time. It took forever to figure out what each sense was doing.
“Gradually, I remember a really bright light hitting my nerves, so I had to close my eyes. Then it got dark and messed with me, but almost right away, when I opened my eyes, the light flooded back in. I walked and, I think, went downhill, but soon I noticed a huge change in how I felt. Before, I was surrounded by dark, solid things I couldn’t touch or see. Now, I could wander around freely, with nothing blocking my way.
“The light got more and more intense, and the heat was exhausting me as I walked, so I looked for some shade. That’s how I found the forest near Ingolstadt. I just flopped down by the brook, resting from being so beat, until I felt super hungry and thirsty. That woke me up from being practically asleep, and I ate some berries I found on the trees or on the ground. I drank from the brook, and then, totally worn out, I passed out.
“When I woke up, it was dark, and I was freezing, kinda scared, like instinctively knowing I was all alone. Before I’d left your place, I’d grabbed some clothes to stay warm, but they weren’t enough to protect me from the night dew. I was a poor, helpless, miserable mess; I didn’t know or recognize anything, but pain was hitting me from every direction, so I just sat down and cried.”
 A soft light started spreading across the sky, and I felt this wave of happiness. I jumped up and saw this glowing figure rising from the trees. “[The moon]” I stared, totally mesmerized. It moved slowly, but it lit up my way, so I headed back out looking for berries. I was still freezing when I spotted a huge cloak under one of the trees, so I wrapped myself in it and sat down. My mind was all over the place—nothing really made sense. I felt light, hungry, thirsty, and dark all at once. A bunch of sounds buzzed in my ears, and all sorts of smells hit me. The only thing I could really see was the bright moon, and I just kept looking at it, feeling good.
“A few days and nights went by, and the moon looked way smaller,” when I started to sort out what I was feeling. Slowly, I noticed the clear stream that gave me water and the trees that shaded me. I was stoked when I realized that the nice sound I’m always hearing came from those little winged creatures that kept blocking the light. I started to look around more carefully and see the edges of the bright light above me. Sometimes I tried to copy the birds' songs, but I couldn’t do it. Sometimes I wanted to tell people what I was feeling, but the weird, jumbled noises that came out of me scared me back into silence.
 The moon had vanished from the sky, then peeked out again, fainter this time. I was still wandering around in the forest. My feelings were getting clearer, and I was learning new things every day. My eyes adjusted to the light, and I could finally see things properly. I could tell a bug from a plant, and then one plant from another. The sparrow’s chirps were all scratchy, but the blackbird and thrush sounded sweet and cool.
“One day, I was freezing,” I thought, “and I found a fire some travelers had left behind. I was so stoked to feel the warmth!” I stuck my hand into the glowing coals, but yanked it back fast with a yelp. “Seriously, how wild is it that the same thing can hurt so bad?” I checked out the fire – it was made of wood. I grabbed some branches, but they were soaked and wouldn't light. I was bummed and just sat there watching the fire do its thing. The wet wood near the heat dried out and started burning on its own. I thought about that, and by touching different branches, I figured out why. I went to work gathering a ton of wood to dry out and have a good supply of fire. When night fell and sleep hit, I was totally worried my fire would go out. I covered it carefully with dry wood and leaves, and then put wet branches on top. Then, I spread my cloak and crashed on the ground, falling asleep.
 I woke up, and the first thing I did was check on the fire. I pulled the cover off, and a little breeze quickly got it blazing. I watched it, and then I made a fan out of branches, which sparked the embers when they were almost out. When night rolled around, I was stoked to see the fire giving off both light and heat. Finding that element was seriously useful for my food, too. Some scraps the travelers left behind had been roasted, and they tasted way better than the berries I’d been picking. So, I tried cooking my food that way, putting it right on the hot embers. The berries were a total bust, but the nuts and roots tasted way better.
But, food started getting scarce, and I’d spend the whole day searching for just a few acorns to kill the hunger. When I realized that, I decided to leave the spot I’d been living in, hoping to find somewhere my few needs would be easier to meet. Leaving that place was rough because I’d gotten the fire by chance, and I had no clue how to make it again. I spent hours trying to figure it out, but I had to give up. So, I wrapped myself in my cloak and headed through the woods towards the setting sun. I wandered for three days and finally found open land. It had snowed the night before, and the fields were totally white. The whole scene was kind of depressing, and my feet were freezing from the damp snow on the ground.
 It was like, seven in the morning, and I was seriously craving food and a place to crash. Then I spotted this tiny hut up on a little hill—probably built for a shepherd. It was totally new to me, so I checked it out, super curious. The door was open, so I went inside.
An old dude was sitting there by the fire, making breakfast. He heard me come in and just screamed, then bolted out of the hut and ran across the fields. Seriously, he was moving fast, even though he looked pretty run-down. His look was unlike anything I'd ever seen, and his escape was a little wild.
But I was obsessed with the hut! No snow or rain could get in, the ground was dry, and it felt like the most amazing, perfect hideout ever—like, better than Pandæmonium looked to those demons after they'd been through hellfire. I basically inhaled what was left of the shepherd’s breakfast: bread, cheese, milk, and wine. I wasn’t really feeling the wine, though.
Totally exhausted, I just flopped down on some straw and fell asleep.
 I woke up around noon. The sun was blazing, making the snow sparkle. I decided to hit the road again. I stashed what was left of the peasant’s breakfast in a wallet I found and walked across the fields for hours. Finally, at sunset, I made it to a village. It was wild! The little huts, the nicer cottages, and even big houses – I was totally checking them out. The gardens were packed with veggies, and I saw milk and cheese sitting in some of the cottage windows – my stomach was growling. I went into what looked like the best one, but the second I stepped inside, the kids started screaming, and one of the women passed out. The whole village freaked out! Some people ran away, and others started attacking me. I got pretty beat up from stones and all sorts of stuff, but I managed to escape to the open country. I was seriously spooked, so I dove into a tiny, bare hovel. It looked pretty rough after seeing those fancy houses in the village. Luckily, this hovel was next to a really cute, cozy cottage, but after everything that happened, I was too scared to go in. The hovel was made of wood, but it was so low, I could barely sit up. The floor was just dirt, but it was dry. Even though wind was blowing in through every crack, it was a good place to get out of the snow and rain.
 “Okay, so I chilled out and crashed, super stoked to have found a place to hide, even if it was kinda rough, from the crazy weather and, like, people being totally savage. As soon as it was morning, I peeked out of my spot to check out the cottage nearby and see if I could stay put. It was tucked against the back of the cottage and surrounded by a pigpen and a clear pool of water on the sides. There was this one opening where I’d snuck in, but now I covered up every crack with rocks and wood, just in case. I could still move them if I needed to get out. The only light I got came through the pigpen, and that was enough for me.
“Once I’d sorted out my place and made it comfy with clean straw, I headed back inside. I saw a dude hanging out far away, and I remembered how he’d treated me the night before, so I wasn't about to trust him again. First, though, I grabbed some bread – a bit crusty, but fine – and a cup so I could drink the clean water that flowed by my hideout easier than cupping it in my hand. The floor was a little raised, so it stayed totally dry, and being close to the cottage chimney kept it pretty warm.
 I had everything I needed, so I decided to chill in this shack until something changed my mind. Seriously, it was like a dream compared to that gloomy forest I was living in before—all those dripping branches and soggy ground. I ate breakfast and was about to pry up a plank to get some water when I heard footsteps. I peeked through a crack and saw this young girl walking by, with a pail balanced on her head. She seemed nice, totally different from the other villagers and farmhands I'd seen. But her clothes were basic—just a rough blue skirt and a linen jacket. Her hair was braided, but not fancy. She looked patient, but kinda sad.
I lost sight of her, and after about fifteen minutes, she came back with the pail, now half-full of milk. She was walking along, looking a little burdened, when a young guy showed up. His face was super down, like he was dealing with something heavy. He mumbled a few words, all gloomy, took the pail off her head, and carried it to the cottage himself. She followed him, and they both disappeared inside.
A little while later, I saw the guy again, carrying tools across the field behind the cottage. The girl was busy too, sometimes inside the house, sometimes out in the yard.
 Checking out my place, I noticed one of the cottage windows used to be there, but now it was just filled with wood. There was this tiny, almost invisible crack in one of them – you could barely peek through. I could see a small room through it, totally whitewashed and clean, but pretty bare. In one corner, near a little fire, sat an old guy, head in his hands, looking super bummed. The young girl was busy setting up the cottage. Then she pulled something out of a drawer – she was totally into it – and sat down next to the old man. He picked up an instrument and started playing, making sounds sweeter than any bird, seriously. It was a beautiful sight, even for me, someone who’d never seen anything pretty before. The old man’s silver hair and kind face got me hooked, and the girl’s sweet personality made me feel something real. He played this sad, sweet tune that made his companion tear up. The old man didn't even notice until she started sobbing. Then he said a few words, and the girl dropped her work and knelt at his feet. He lifted her up and smiled with so much kindness and love that I felt something totally new – a mix of pain and happiness I'd never felt before, not even from being hungry or cold, or from eating something good. I backed away from the window, couldn’t handle those feelings.
 The young man came back soon, carrying a stack of wood on his shoulders. The girl met him at the door, helped him set it down, and took some inside to throw on the fire. Then, she and the youth went off to a cozy corner of the cottage, and he showed her a big loaf of bread and a chunk of cheese. She looked stoked and headed out to the garden for some roots and plants, which she put in water, then on the fire. She kept busy after that, while the young man went into the garden and seemed to be working hard, digging and pulling up roots. After about an hour, the young woman joined him, and they went back inside together.
“The old man had been kinda bummed out, but when he saw his family, he seemed happier, and they sat down to eat.” The meal was over fast. The young woman went back to tidying up the cottage, and the old man strolled in front of the cottage in the sun for a bit, leaning on the youth’s arm. You couldn't beat how good these two looked together. One was old, with silver hair and a face full of kindness and love. The other was lean and graceful, with perfectly shaped features, but his eyes and posture showed how down he was. The old man went back inside, and the youth, with different tools than he’s used this morning, headed across the fields.
 Night fell fast, but I was totally surprised to see the cottagers had candles to keep the light going. It was awesome—watching the sun go down didn't stop me from watching my human neighbors. In the evening, the young girl and her friend were busy doing stuff I didn't get, and the old man started playing that instrument again, making those incredible sounds that had blown me away earlier.
As soon as he was done, the young guy started making sounds, but they were totally boring and nothing like the music the old man played or the songs birds sing. Later, I realized he was reading aloud, but back then I didn’t know anything about words or letters.
“The family chilled out for a bit, then turned off the lights and went to bed, I figured.”
Chapter Twelve

I was lying on my straw, but sleep wasn't happening. I kept replaying everything that happened that day. What really got to me was how chill these people were, and I really wanted to hang with them, but I was too nervous to. I remembered how rough the villagers were to me the night before, so I decided that, no matter what I ended up doing, I’d just chill in my little shack for now, watching and trying to figure out why they were doing what they were doing.
The cottagers woke up before sunrise the next morning. The young woman tidied up the cottage and got the food ready, and the young man left after breakfast.
The day was just like the one before. The young man was always outside working, and the girl was busy inside doing chores. The older man, who I realized was blind, spent his free time playing his instrument or just thinking. You couldn't ask for a better vibe – the younger cottagers were so loving and respectful towards their grandpa. They did everything for him with so much kindness, and he’d just beam at them with these sweet smiles.
 They weren't exactly thrilled. The young guy and his friend often drifted off and seemed to cry. I couldn't see why they were so down, but it really got to me. If creatures as sweet as them were miserable, it made sense that I, a flawed and lonely person, would be too. But seriously, why were these chill people unhappy? They had an awesome house (at least, to me) and everything they could want. They had a fire to stay warm and yummy food when they were hungry. Their clothes were on point, and they loved hanging out and talking, always giving each other sweet looks. What were their tears about? Were they actually hurting? I couldn't figure it out at first, but paying attention and giving it time helped me understand a lot of things that seemed weird before.
“It took a while before I realized one of the reasons this nice family was so bummed: they were broke, and it was a serious problem. They basically ate veggies from their garden and milk from one cow, which didn't give much during the winter, and they could barely feed it. They were probably super hungry a lot, especially the two younger ones. I saw them put food out for the old man when they didn't keep any for themselves.
“That was so thoughtful, it really touched me. I used to sneak some of their food at night, but when I realized I was making the cottagers sad, I stopped and just ate berries, nuts, and roots from the woods nearby.”
 “I also figured out another way to help them out. I noticed the young guy spent a ton of time gathering wood for the fire every day. So, at night, I’d grab his tools—I totally got the hang of them—and bring back enough wood to last for days.
“I remember the first time I did it. When the girl opened the door in the morning, she was seriously shocked to see a huge stack of wood outside. She yelled something, and the young guy came over, super surprised too. I was stoked to see he didn’t head to the forest that day. Instead, he fixed up the cottage and worked on the garden.”
 Slowly, I realized something huge. These people had a way to share what they felt and experienced, using sounds. I noticed that the words they used could make people happy or sad, bring smiles or tears. It felt like a superpower, and I really wanted to learn it.
But I kept hitting walls. Their words came out fast, and they didn't seem to connect to anything I could see. So, I couldn't figure out what they meant. I studied for months—seriously, like, through several moon cycles—while hiding in my little shack.
Finally, I started to get somewhere. I learned the words for things I saw all the time: fire, milk, bread, and wood. I also learned the names of the people who lived there. The young man and his friend had a bunch of names, but the older guy just had one: Father. The girl was called Sister or Agatha, and the young man was called Brother or Felix.
I was so stoked when I finally understood what each sound meant and could say them myself. I picked up a few other words too, like “good,” “dearest,” and “unhappy,” even if I didn’t totally get how to use them yet.
 I basically spent the whole winter like that. The cottagers were just so sweet and beautiful, and I totally grew to love them. When they were down, I felt bummed too, and when they were happy, I was stoked for them. I didn’t really see many other people—and if anyone else showed up at the cottage, their rough ways just made my friends seem even better.
The old man would often try to cheer up his kids, I noticed. Sometimes I’d hear him telling them to shake off their sadness. He's talk in a happy tone, with a good vibe that even made me feel good.
Agatha would listen respectfully, and sometimes her eyes would get all watery, which she's try to hide. But I usually saw her looking and sounding happier after hearing her dad’s pep talk.
Felix was different. He was always the most sad of the bunch, and even I could tell he’d been through a lot. But when he talked to his dad, his voice was actually a little brighter than his sister’s.
 "I could point to tons of little things that showed how sweet these folks were. Even though they were broke and struggling, Felix would happily bring his sister the first tiny white flower he found poking through the snow. Early every morning, before she was even awake, he’d clear the snow blocking her way to the milk house, fetch water from the well, and bring in wood from the shed. It was wild—he’d always find his wood supply mysteriously refilled! Sometimes he'd work for a farmer nearby, since he’d often be gone until lunchtime, but he never brought any wood back. Other times, he’d work in the garden, but there wasn't much to do when it was freezing, so he’d read to the old man and Agatha.
"At first, this reading totally confused me, but slowly I realized he made a lot of the same sounds when he read as when he talked. So, I figured he was seeing symbols on the paper that meant words, and I really wanted to understand them too. But how could I, when I didn’t even get the sounds they stood for? I did get better at it, though, but not enough to follow a conversation. I was super focused on it, because I knew I couldn’t just show myself to the cottagers until I knew their language. That knowledge might help them forget about how freaky I looked—I’m used to seeing how different I am."
 I’m not gonna lie, I was totally obsessed with how perfect my cottagers looked—their style, their looks, their flawless skin. But then I caught a glimpse of myself in a clear pool, and I was shook! I literally jumped back, like, was that really me staring back? Once it hit me that I was actually this monster, I was hit with the worst feelings of sadness and embarrassment. Seriously, I didn’t even realize how much this messed-up look would mess with me.
As the sun got warmer and the days got longer, the snow melted away, and I saw bare trees and dark earth. After that, Felix was busy, and the signs of them being totally broke disappeared. Their food was simple, but it was good, and they had enough. Plus, new plants popped up in the garden, which they used, and things just got better and better as the weather warmed up.
The old guy, with his son helping him, would walk around every day at noon, when it wasn’t raining—which they called it when the sky just dumped water. That happened a lot, but a strong wind dried everything out, and the weather got way better than it had been.
 “My life in that little shack was pretty much the same every day. In the mornings, I’d watch the villagers, and when they scattered to do their own thing, I’d crash. The rest of the day was spent just chilling with my friends. When they went to bed, if the moon was out or the night was clear, I’d head into the woods to find food and firewood for the cottage. When I got back, I’d clear their path of snow and do other things I’d seen Felix do. Later, I realized they were totally freaked out by these chores being done by someone they couldn’t see. Once or twice, I even heard them say, “Good spirit, amazing!” But I didn’t get what they meant back then.
“My thoughts started getting intense, and I really wanted to know what made these awesome people tick. I was curious why Felix seemed so bummed and Agatha so sad. I thought (total idiot!) that maybe I could bring some happiness back into their lives. When I was sleeping or out of sight, I kept seeing the blind old dad, gentle Agatha, and Felix—they were all I could think about. I saw them as these higher-up people who would decide my future. I played out a million scenarios in my head about showing myself to them and what they'd think. I pictured them being grossed out at first, but then, with my chill vibes and nice words, I’d win them over and eventually earn their love.”
 This totally hyped me up, so I dove back into learning languages with renewed energy. My voice wasn’t exactly smooth, but it was flexible enough. Even though it didn't sound like their melodies, I could say the words I understood pretty well.
It was like, a donkey and a fluffy lapdog, you know? But seriously, even though the donkey was a little rough around the edges, he meant well. He deserved better than getting yelled at and punished.
Spring totally transformed everything. The weather was amazing – warm and rainy. People who’d been holed up before started working on farms and doing other stuff. Birds were singing way more upbeat tunes, and buds started popping out on the trees.
"Happy, happy earth!" It was a perfect place for the gods, unlike how bleak, damp, and gross it had been just a little while ago.
Nature's beauty totally lifted my mood. I forgot about the past, and the present felt chill. The future looked bright, filled with hope and the promise of good times.
Chapter Thirteen

“Okay, so now I’m getting to the really emotional part of my story. I’m gonna tell you about stuff that totally changed me—what I was into what I am now.
“Spring came super fast; the weather got awesome and the skies were clear. It blew my mind that what used to be a total wasteland was now bursting with the prettiest flowers and greenery. My senses were lit up and refreshed by a million amazing smells and sights.
“It was on one of those days, when my cottagers were taking a break from work—the old man was playing his guitar, and the kids were listening—that I noticed Felix looked really down. He was sighing a lot; once, his dad stopped playing, and I could tell by his vibe that he was asking what was up. Felix answered in a happy tone, and the old man was starting up his music again when someone knocked on the door.
“It was a woman riding a horse, with a local guy as her guide. The woman was wearing a dark suit and had a thick black veil over her. Agatha asked something, but the stranger just replied, in a sweet voice, the name of Felix. Her voice was musical, but different from my friends’ voices. When he heard that name, Felix rushed over to the woman, who, when she saw him, pulled back her veil, and I saw a face that was just unreal—like an angel. Her hair was shiny, raven black, and braided in a cool way; her eyes were dark, but gentle and lively; her features were perfect, and her skin was unbelievably fair, with a cute pink blush on her cheeks.”
 Felix was totally beaming when he saw her. All the sadness just disappeared from his face, and he looked so incredibly happy – like, beyond anything I thought he was capable of. His eyes were sparkling, and his cheeks flushed with excitement. Seriously, at that moment, I thought he was as gorgeous as the stranger herself.
She seemed to be feeling something else though. She wiped a few tears from her beautiful eyes and offered Felix her hand. He kissed it with so much enthusiasm and called her, as far as I could tell, his “sweet Arabian.” She didn’t seem to get it, but she smiled.
He helped her off her horse, and after telling her guide to go, he led her into the cottage. They chatted for a bit, and then the young stranger knelt at the old man’s feet. She went to kiss his hand, but he lifted her up and hugged her really warmly.
 I quickly realized that even though the stranger was talking and seemed to have her own language, the cottagers couldn't understand her, and she couldn't understand them either. They made a bunch of gestures I didn't get, but I could see her presence made them happy, like sunshine burning away morning fog. Felix looked especially happy, greeting his Arabian with big smiles. Even gentle Agatha kissed the stranger’s hands, then pointed to Felix, like she was saying he’s been sad until she arrived.
Hours passed like that, with everyone showing off their joy, but I still didn’t know why. Then I noticed she kept repeating certain sounds after them, so I figured she was trying to learn their language. I thought, “I should totally do that too!”
She picked up about twenty words in the first lesson. A lot of them were words I already knew, but I learned some new ones myself.
As it got dark, Agatha and the Arabian headed to bed early. When they said goodnight, Felix kissed the stranger’s hand and said, “Good night, sweet Safie.” He stayed up way later, talking with his dad, and from how often he mentioned her name, I guessed their guest was the topic. I really wanted to understand what they were saying, so I tried my hardest, but it was impossible.
The next morning, Felix went to work. Once Agatha was done with her chores, the Arabian sat at the old man’s feet, grabbed his guitar, and played songs so beautiful they made me tear up—like, a mix of sadness and pure joy. She started singing, and her voice was amazing, flowing up and down like a nightingale in the woods.
 “When she was done, she handed the guitar to Agatha, who at first said no. She played a simple tune, and her voice went with it, sweet but not like the stranger's amazing song. The old man looked totally into it and said a bunch of stuff Agatha tried to explain to Safie, like, he seemed to be saying her music made him super happy.
“Things were chill now, just like before, except everyone’s faces were full of joy, not sadness. Safie was always happy and upbeat; she and I got way better at learning the language, so in like, two months, I started understanding most of what my friends said.
“The ground started getting covered in grass, and the green banks were all filled with flowers – seriously pretty, sweet-smelling, and bright, like little stars in the moonlight woods. The sun got warmer, and the nights were clear and breezy. My nighttime walks were awesome, even though they were shorter because the sun set late and rose early. I still didn’t go out during the day, scared of getting the same treatment I’d gotten in that first village.
“I spent my days focused, trying to learn the language fast. I can say I learned way faster than the Arabian, who barely understood anything and talked all choppy, while I could understand and copy almost everything that was said.
“As I got better at talking, I also learned about letters, just like the stranger was being taught. It opened up a whole world of wonder and excitement for me.”
 The book Felix was having Safie read was Volney’s Ruins of Empires. I wouldn't have gotten what it was about if Felix hadn’t broken it down for me as he read. He picked it, he said, because the writing style was like the way people wrote in the East. Through that book, I got a basic idea of history and saw all the empires that exist now. It showed me how different cultures live, what their governments are like, and what they believe.
I heard about how chill people in Asia are, how smart and active the ancient Greeks were, and about the wars and awesome virtue of the early Romans—and how they got worse over time. I learned about the fall of that huge empire, about knights, Christianity, and kings. I even cried with Safie when I heard about what happened to the original people of the Americas.
“These stories were wild,” I thought. Was people really so powerful, so good, and amazing, but also so bad and trash? Sometimes they seemed like they were straight out of a bad movie, and other times they were just… everything. Being a good, awesome person seemed like the ultimate goal, but being a terrible person, like some people in history, seemed like the lowest of the low—worse than a mole or a worm.
For a while, I couldn't wrap my head around why someone would hurt another person, or even why there were laws and governments. But when I heard about all the nasty stuff and violence, I just cringed and wanted to look away.
 Everything the cottagers talked about blew my mind. Listening to Felix teaching the Arabian, I started to get this whole explanation of how humans live. I learned about money, how some people are loaded while others are struggling, and about different social classes and fancy family histories.
“These words made me look inward. I realized what people value most is having a good family and being rich. A guy could be respected with just one of those things, but without either, he’s basically seen as a nobody, stuck working for the few who have it all! And what about me? I didn’t know anything about where I came from or who made me, but I definitely didn’t have any money, friends, or property. Plus, I looked totally messed up—like, seriously ugly. I was faster than humans and could eat basically anything, and I handled heat and cold way better. I was taller too. When I looked around, I didn’t see anyone like me. Was I a monster, a stain on the world that everyone ran from and rejected?
“I can’t even begin to describe how awful these thoughts made me feel. I tried to shake them off, but the more I learned, the worse I felt. Ugh, I wish I’d just stayed in my forest forever, never knowing anything beyond being hungry, thirsty, or hot!"
 “It's wild, the way knowledge sticks to you! Like lichen on a rock, you know? I sometimes just wanted to ditch all the thinking and feeling, but I realized there was only one way to deal with pain—death. Which I was totally freaked out by, even though I didn't get it. I looked up to virtue and good vibes, and I loved my cottagers' chill manners and sweet personalities, but I was cut off from hanging out with them, except when I snuck around, unseen and unknown. And honestly, it just made me want to be one of them even more. Agatha’s kind words and the Arabian’s bright smiles weren't for me. Felix’s gentle advice and the lively chats with the guy I loved weren't for me either. Seriously, what a miserable, unhappy life!
“Other stuff really sank in, too. I learned about guys and girls, and how babies are born and grow up. How their dads are obsessed with their smiles and their kids’ smart comebacks, how their moms are totally wrapped up in taking care of them. How their minds grow and they learn about siblings, and all the ways people connect with each other.
“But where were my friends and family? No dad had watched me when I was a baby, no mom had smiled at me or shown me affection. If they had, my whole life before this was just a blank space, like a total blackout where I couldn't remember anything. From the moment I could remember, I’m pretty much the size and shape I am now. I’d never seen anyone like me, or anyone who wanted to hang out with me. What was I? The question came back, and all I could do was groan.”
 “I’m gonna tell you soon what all this feeling was about, but let me back up to the cottagers. Their story totally messed with my emotions—I was mad, excited, and amazed, all at once. It all ended up making me love and respect my protectors even more. I called them that, anyway—in this kind of innocent, bittersweet way, fooling myself a little.”
Chapter Fourteen

It took a while before I got the lowdown on my friends’ story. It was seriously impactful, unfolding a bunch of situations—each super interesting and wild for someone as clueless as me.
“The old man’s name was De Lacey. He came from a good family in France, where he’d lived for years, living large and respected by everyone. His son, Felix, had served his country, and Agatha was friends with the most high-profile people around. Just months before I showed up, they were chilling in a huge, fancy city called Paris, surrounded by friends and having a blast—virtue, smarts, good taste, and a decent amount of money—you name it.
“Safie’s dad was the reason things went south for them. He was a Turkish merchant who’d been living in Paris for ages, when, for reasons I couldn’t quite figure out, he rubbed the government the wrong way. They arrested him and tossed him in jail the very day Safie arrived from Constantinople to see him. They tried him and sentenced him to death. The whole thing was totally unfair; everyone in Paris was outraged. Turns out, his religion and his wealth, not whatever crime they said he committed, were the real problem.”
 Felix had accidentally shown up at the trial. He was seriously horrified and angry when he heard the court’s decision. He made a serious promise right then to free him and started looking for a way to do it. After a bunch of tries to get into the prison didn't work, he found a strong, barred window in an area that wasn't being watched. It lit up the dungeon where the unlucky Muhammadan was, chained up and waiting for the brutal sentence to be carried out. Felix went to the grate at night and told the prisoner he was going to help. The Turk was shocked and happy, trying to fire up Felix’s enthusiasm with promises of rewards and riches. Felix brushed off his offers, but when he saw Safie—who was allowed to visit her dad and whose gestures showed how grateful she was—the young man had to admit the captive had something that would totally make his effort and risk worthwhile.
“The Turk quickly realized his daughter had made an impression on Felix and tried to get him even more on his side by promising him her hand in marriage once he was safe. Felix was too decent to accept, but he looked forward to the possibility as the ultimate happiness.
“Over the next few days, while they were getting things ready for the merchant’s escape, Felix got several letters from this amazing girl. She found a way to tell him her thoughts in the language of her lover, with the help of an old man—her dad’s servant who knew French. She thanked him so much for wanting to help her dad, and she also gently talked about how bad her own situation was.
 “I’ve got copies of these letters, you know? I managed to snag some writing stuff while I was living in that shack. Felix or Agatha often had the letters. I’ll give them to you before I go—they’ll prove everything I’ve been saying. But right now, the sun’s way down, so I’ll just tell you what they say.
“Safie told me her mom was a Christian Arab, captured and made a slave by the Turks. She was so beautiful, she won over Safie’s dad, and they got married. Safie talked about her mom all the time, like, how amazing she was—born free, but now stuck in slavery. Her mom taught her about her religion and pushed her to be smart and independent, stuff that wasn't allowed for women who followed Muhammad. Sadly, her mom died, but Safie never forgot what she learned. She was totally freaked out about going back to Asia and being stuck in a harem, just doing childish stuff, which was so not her vibe—she was used to big ideas and wanting to be good. The thought of marrying a Christian and living somewhere where women could have a real place in society? That was a dream.
“The day they were supposed to execute the Turk was set, but the night before, he bailed from prison and was miles from Paris by morning. Felix had gotten passports for his dad, his sister, and himself. He’d already told his dad about the plan, and his dad played along by pretending to go on a trip and hiding with his daughter somewhere quiet in Paris.”
 Felix led the escapees through France, all the way to Lyons and then over Mont Cenis to Leghorn. That's where the merchant decided to chill until he could sneak into the Turkish territories.
“Safie was gonna stay with her dad until he left," she said. "Before that happened, the Turk promised she’s gonna end up with his savior.” Felix stayed with them, hoping that would happen. He loved hanging out with the Arabian, who was seriously sweet with him. They talked through an interpreter, and sometimes just with looks. Safie even sang him songs from her homeland – totally divine.
“The Turk let them hang out and stoked the young lovers’ hopes," she said. "But secretly, he had other stuff in mind.” He couldn’t stand the thought of his daughter with a Christian, but he was worried Felix would get mad if he seemed uninterested. He knew he was still at Felix’s mercy if he ratted him out to the Italian government. He thought up a ton of ways to drag out the charade until he could just grab his daughter and bounce. News from Paris made it even easier.
 The French government was seriously ticked off about their victim escaping and went all-out to find and punish his helper. Felix’s plan was quickly exposed, and De Lacey and Agatha ended up in jail. The news hit Felix hard and yanked him out of his happy dreams. His blind, old dad and his sweet sister were stuck in a nasty dungeon while he got to breathe free and hang out with the girl he loved. That thought was brutal. He quickly made a deal with the Turk: if the Turk could escape before Felix got back to Italy, Safie would stay at a convent in Leghorn. Then, ditching the awesome Arabian, he rushed to Paris and turned himself in to the law, hoping to get De Lacey and Agatha out by doing that.
It didn’s work. They stayed locked up for five months before the trial, which cost them everything and banished them forever from their homeland.
They ended up in a tiny place, a cottage in Germany, where I found them. Felix soon learned that the shady Turk, who he and his family suffered so much for, found out his rescuer was broke and ruined. The Turk turned into a backstabber, ditching Italy with his daughter and sending Felix a small amount of cash, saying it would help him with future plans.
Those were the things messing with Felix’s mind and made him the most heartbroken of his family when I first met him. He could deal with being poor—he even felt good about it, since it was a reward for doing the right thing. But the Turk’s ingratitude and losing Safie were way worse, a total bummer. The Arabian’s arrival gave him a fresh burst of energy.
 When the news hit Leghorn that Felix had lost all his money and status, the merchant told his daughter to forget about her boyfriend and get ready to head back home. Safie was seriously ticked off by this; she tried to reason with her dad, but he stormed off, doubling down on his strict order.
A few days later, the Turk rushed into his daughter’s room and told her he’s pretty sure someone spilled the beans about his place and he’s gonna get handed over to the French government ASAP. He’s hired a ship to take him to Constantinople, and they’d be setting sail in just a few hours. He planned to leave his daughter with a trusted servant, who’d follow later with most of their stuff that hadn’t arrived in Leghorn yet.
When she was alone, Safie figured out what she was gonna do. Living in Turkey was a hard no; her religion and her feelings just weren't into it. She found some of her dad's papers and learned about Felix’s exile and where he was living. She thought about it for a while, then made up her mind. Grabbing some jewelry and cash, she ditched Italy with a helper—a local from Leghorn who also spoke Turkish—and headed for Germany.
 She made it to a town, like, twenty leagues from the De Lacey cottage. But then her attendant got seriously sick. Safie took care of her, super devotedly, but the poor girl didn’t make it. Now Safie was all alone, didn't know the language, and had zero clue about how things worked around here.
Luckily, she ended up with some really good people. The Italian had told them where they were headed, so after her friend died, the woman who's house they were staying in made sure Safie got to her lover’s cottage safe and sound.
Chapter Fifteen

That's the story of my cottage family. It really hit me hard. I started to appreciate their good qualities and see how messed up people could be.
“So far, I thought crime was something way off, but kindness and generosity were all around me. They made me want to be part of their lives, where so many awesome things happened. But when I'm telling you about how my brain was developing, I gotta tell you about something that happened at the start of August that year.
“One night, when I was out gathering food and firewood for my protectors, I found a leather bag on the ground. It had clothes and some books inside! I grabbed it and rushed back to my place. Luckily, the books were in the language I'd learned at the cottage. They were Paradise Lost, a bunch of Plutarch’s Lives, and The Sorrows of Werter. Getting those books was seriously amazing. I studied them all the time while my friends were doing their usual stuff.”
 “You wouldn’t believe how these books messed with me. They brought up a ton of new stuff – images, feelings, everything. Sometimes I’d feel totally on top of the world, but more often I’d be super bummed. The Sorrows of Werter was wild. It had this simple, heartbreaking story, but it also explored so many ideas and shed light on things I hadn’t even thought about before. I could spend forever just thinking about it and being amazed. The way it showed everyday life mixed with these big, selfless feelings really clicked with how things were with my protectors and what I was always feeling inside.
“But Werter? He felt like a whole other level – more amazing than anything I’d ever imagined. He wasn't trying to be anything he wasn't, but he just got you. The way it talked about death and suicide was just… intense. I wasn't trying to decide if it was right or wrong, but I totally felt for the hero. I cried when he… you know. I didn’t even fully understand it.
“Reading, I kept relating everything to my own life and how I felt. I saw myself in the characters, but also felt totally different. I got what they were going through, but I was still figuring things out. I didn't depend on anyone, and I wasn’t really connected to anyone. ‘My path was clear,’ and no one would even miss me if I disappeared. I looked… rough, and I was huge. What was that about? Who even was I? What was my deal? Where did I come from? Where was I going? These questions kept popping up, but I couldn't figure them out.”
 The copy of Plutarch’s Lives I had covered the stories of the first leaders of the old republics. This book hit me way differently than Werter’s Sorrows. Werter made me feel down and gloomy, but Plutarch got me thinking big. He lifted me up, past my own worries, to admire and love the heroes of the past.
A lot of what I read was over my head, stuff I didn’t get or couldn’t relate to. I knew a little about countries, big rivers, and the ocean, but I’d never seen a real city or a huge group of people. The cottage where my protectors lived was my only classroom for understanding people, but this book opened up whole new worlds of action.
I read about people involved in politics, running things or even hurting each other. I suddenly felt this huge desire to be good and a strong dislike for what's wrong, as far as I understood what those words meant, and how they related to feeling good or bad.
Because of all this, I naturally started liking the peaceful leaders, like Numa, Solon, and Lycurgus, more than Romulus and Theseus. My protectors’ lives shaped my thinking, and honestly, if I'd first learned about people through a young soldier chasing glory and violence, I might have felt totally different.
 “But Paradise Lost totally hit different, you know? I read it, like I’d read all the other books I’d found, as a legit history. It stirred up every feeling of wonder and just…wow, seeing an all-powerful God fighting his creations. I kept comparing different parts to my own life, too. Like Adam, I felt totally disconnected from everyone else. But his situation was way different from mine. He’d been made perfect by God, happy and thriving, and watched over by his Creator. He could even talk to and learn from beings way more advanced than him. I was just…miserable, helpless, and totally alone. Sometimes I even felt like Satan was more like me. Like him, I’d get this pang of envy when I saw my protectors happy.”
 “Something else really solidified how I felt. Not long after I got to the shack, I found some papers in the pocket of the dress I’d grabbed from your lab. At first, I totally ignored them, but once I could figure out what they said, I started studying them, like, seriously. It was your journal—the one from the four months before I was even made. You wrote down every single detail of how you made me. It was mixed with stuff about your home life too. You probably remember those papers. Here they are. It’s all in there—everything about how I was created. It lays out the whole disgusting story of how I came to be, with super detailed descriptions of what you thought of my looks—stuff that painted your own fear and made mine permanent. I felt sick reading it. ‘Ugh, what a day to be born!’ I yelled, totally freaking out. ‘Seriously, why did you make a monster so ugly that even you were disgusted by me? God made people beautiful and amazing, after his image, but I'm just a gross version of you, even more horrible because I kinda look like you. Even Satan had his buddies, other devils to cheer him on, but I'm all alone and everyone hates me.’”
 Those were just flashbacks to my really low moments and when I was totally alone. But then I started thinking about how awesome the cottagers were—they were so kind and helpful. I figured if they knew how much I admired them, they’d feel bad for me and forget about how I looked. Seriously, could they just turn away someone who needed their help and friendship, no matter how weird they looked?
I decided not to give up, and I’d work super hard to be ready to meet them. That meeting would basically decide my whole future. I put off trying for a few more months because I was so stressed about messing it up. Plus, I was learning so much every day that I didn’t want to try until I felt even smarter.
A lot happened at the cottage in the meantime. Safie made everyone so happy, and there was just more stuff going around. Felix and Agatha were having way more fun and talking a lot more, and they even had help with chores. They weren’t rolling in dough, but they were happy and chill. My feelings, though, were getting more and more intense. The more I learned, the more I realized how much of an outsider I was. I still had hope, but it would disappear whenever I saw my reflection in water or my shadow in the moonlight—like a fleeting image or an unreliable shade.
 “I tried so hard to ditch those fears and get ready for what I knew was coming in a few months. Sometimes, though, I just let my thoughts run wild, dreaming about amazing, beautiful people who would get me and lift me up. Their faces, so kind and gentle, felt like a hug. But it was just a dream. No Eve was there to comfort me or share my thoughts. I was totally alone. I remembered Adam’s prayer to his Creator. But where was mine? He’d left me, and I was so bitter, I cursed him.
“Autumn just…happened. I watched, shocked and sad, as the leaves died and fell, and nature went back to looking empty and harsh, like it did when I first saw the woods and the moon. But I didn’t really notice the bad weather—I handled cold way better than heat. My favorite thing was seeing the flowers, the birds, and all the bright colors of summer. When they were gone, I started paying more attention to the cottagers. They were happy, no matter what. They loved and supported each other, and their joy didn't disappear even when tough stuff happened around them. The more I saw them, the more I wanted their protection and kindness. My heart ached to be known and loved by these sweet people. Just to see them look at me with affection was all I wanted. I didn’t think they’d turn away from me in disgust and horror. They never kicked anyone off their doorstep. I asked for more than just food or a place to sleep, it's true. I wanted kindness and understanding. But I didn't think I was completely undeserving of it.”
 “Winter was hitting hard, and it had been a whole cycle of seasons since I woke up. Right then, I was totally focused on getting into the cottage where my protectors lived. I brainstormed a bunch of ideas, but I finally decided to go in when the blind old man was alone. I figured out that the main thing that scared people was how freaky I looked. My voice was rough, but not scary, so I thought if I could win over the old De Lacey when his kids weren’t around, maybe he could help me get accepted by the younger ones.
“One day, the sun was shining on the red leaves all over the ground—it was cheerful, even if it wasn’t warm. Safie, Agatha, and Felix went for a long walk in the countryside, and the old man wanted to be by himself in the cottage. After they left, he grabbed his guitar and played some really sad but beautiful songs, the prettiest and most mournful I’d ever heard. At first, he looked happy, but then he got thoughtful and sad. Finally, he put the guitar down and just sat there, lost in his own thoughts.
“My heart was pounding—this was it, the moment of truth, that would either make my dreams come true or crush my hopes. The servants were at a fair nearby. Everything was quiet inside and around the cottage; it was the perfect chance. But when I tried to do it, my legs went weak, and I collapsed. I got up again, pushing through the fear, and took away the planks I’d used to hide my little place. The fresh air gave me a boost, and with a fresh wave of determination, I headed toward the cottage door.
“I knocked. ‘Who’s there?’ asked the old man. ‘Come in.’”
 “I came in. ‘Sorry to barge,’ I said; ‘I’m a traveler and could really use a quick rest. I’d be so grateful if you’d let me hang out by the fire for a bit.’
“‘Come in,’ said De Lacey. ‘I’ll see what I can do to help, but unfortunately, my kids aren’t here, and being blind, I’m worried about getting you any food.’
“‘Don’t worry about it, kind sir. I’ve got my own food. I just need some warmth and a place to chill.’
“I sat down, and things got quiet. I knew every second mattered, but I couldn’t figure out how to start the conversation, when the old man spoke up.
“‘Your way of talking, you must be from my country, right? Are you French?’
“‘Not exactly. I was raised by a French family and only speak that language. I’m heading to see some friends I really care about, and I’m hoping they’ll help me out.’
“‘Are they German?’
“‘Nah, they’re French. But let’s change the subject. I’m kind of a mess—totally alone, no family or friends on Earth. These people I’m going to see have never met me and don't know much about me. I'm freaking out, because if they don’t help, I’m basically an outcast forever.’
“‘Don’t lose hope. Being friendless is rough, but people’s hearts, when they’re not thinking about themselves, are full of kindness and generosity. So, hold onto your hopes; and if these friends are good people, don’t give up.’
“‘They’re awesome—the best people ever. But, they’re kinda biased against me. I’m a good person, and I’ve lived a harmless, even helpful, life so far. But this awful prejudice is clouding their judgment, and where they should see a friendly face, they just see a freak.’
 “‘That’s rough; but if you’re really in the clear, can’t you set them straight?’
“‘I’m about to do that; and that’s why I’m feeling so freaked out. I really care about these people. I’ve been showing them kindness every day for months, without them knowing; but they think I want to hurt them. That’s what I need to change.’
“‘Where do these friends live?’
“‘Around here.’
“The old man stopped and went on, ‘If you tell me everything, I might be able to help clear things up. I can’t see, so I can’s judge your face, but something in your voice makes me think you’re telling the truth. I’m broke and an outcast, but it’d be awesome to help someone out.’
“‘You’re amazing! Thanks so much for your offer. You’re pulling me up from rock bottom. I’m counting on your help to stay with my friends and get their support.’
“‘Seriously, don’t say that! Even if you did do something wrong, that would just push you over the edge, not make you a better person. My family and I have been wrongly condemned, so you can imagine how I feel about your situation.’
“‘How can I ever thank you, my only friend? You’re the first person to be nice to me; I’ll be forever grateful. Your kindness right now gives me hope that I’ll succeed with my friends.’
“‘Can you tell me their names and where they live?’
 I froze. This, I figured, was the big decision—the one that would either make or break me, forever. I tried to find the courage to respond, but it totally drained me. I collapsed into the chair and just started crying.
Then I heard my younger protectors coming. I didn’t have a second to lose. I grabbed the old man’s hand and yelled, “Now’s the time! Save me! Protect me! You and your family are the friends I’m looking for. Don't ditch me now!”
“Good heavens!” the old man blurted. “Who are you?”
Just then, the cottage door swung open, and Felix, Safie, and Agatha walked in. You could not describe how shocked they were to see me. Agatha passed out, and Safie, too stunned to help her, bolted out of the cottage. Felix flew forward and, with unbelievable strength, ripped me away from his dad. I was clinging to his knees, furious. He slammed me to the ground and whacked me hard with a stick. I could have torn him to shreds, like a lion with an antelope. But my heart just sank, like a bad sickness, and I held back. I saw him about to hit me again when, overwhelmed with pain and anguish, I bailed from the cottage and slipped away to my hovel unnoticed in all the chaos.
Chapter Sixteen

“Cursed, cursed creator! Why was I even born? Why didn’t I just snuff out that spark of life you threw at me? I don’t know; I wasn't totally consumed by despair yet. I just felt this massive rage, a need for revenge. I could’ve totally trashed the cottage and its people, just fed off their screams and misery.
“Night fell and I left my hideout, just wandering around in the woods. Now, no one was around to see me, so I just let out these terrifying howls. I felt like a wild animal that busted free, tearing down anything in my way and sprinting through the trees like a deer. Ugh, it was such a rough night! The stars were just mocking me, and the bare trees were waving their branches. Every now and then, a bird would sing, just breaking the silence. Everyone else was chill or having a good time—except me. I felt like the ultimate bad guy, carrying my own personal hell. No one understood, so I wanted to rip up trees, wreck everything, and then just sit back and enjoy the chaos.
“But that feeling didn’t last forever; I was totally exhausted from all the running around and collapsed on the wet grass, totally hopeless. Not a single person on Earth would even feel bad for me or help me out. Should I be nice to my enemies? Absolutely not. From that moment on, I declared war—forever—against all humans, especially the one who made me and tossed me into this awful life.
“The sun came up; I could hear people talking, and I knew I couldn’t go back to my spot that day. So, I just hid in some bushes and decided to spend the next few hours thinking about how messed up my life was.”
 The nice sunshine and fresh air totally chilled me out; and when I thought about what happened at the cottage, I realized I’d jumped to conclusions. I seriously messed up. It was clear that my conversation had gotten the dad on my side, and I was being a total idiot for scaring his kids. I should have gotten to know the old De Lacey first, then slowly introduced myself to the rest of the family, once they were ready. But I didn't think it was a lost cause, so after a lot of thinking, I decided to head back to the cottage, find the old man, and convince him to be on my side.
Those thoughts calmed me down, and in the afternoon I crashed, like, totally slept. But my blood was still boiling, so I didn’t have any chill dreams. The scary stuff from the day before kept playing over and over in my head – the girls screaming and Felix going wild, ripping me away from his dad. I woke up drained, and when I realized it was already night, I snuck out of my hiding spot and went looking for something to eat.
Once I wasn’t starving anymore, I headed toward the path that led to the cottage. Everything was quiet. I crept back into my shack and waited silently for the family to wake up. That time passed, the sun climbed way up, but the cottagers didn’t show. I was shaking like crazy, thinking something awful had happened. The inside of the cottage was dark, and I didn’t hear anything moving; I can’t even describe how stressed I was.
 Just then, two locals walked by. They stopped near the cottage and started talking, all wild hand gestures and everything. But I couldn't understand a word—they were speaking the local language, totally different from what my protectors used.
Not long after, Felix showed up with another guy. I was kinda shocked, 'cause I knew he hadn't left the cottage that morning. I was seriously waiting to hear what was going on.
“You really think you’re gonna have to pay three months’ rent and lose all your garden stuff?” his friend asked. “I don’t wanna take advantage, so just take a few days to think about it, okay?”
“It’s just not gonna happen,” Felix replied. “We can’t live here anymore. My dad’s life is in serious danger, like I told you. My wife and sister are still totally freaked out. Please, don’t try to talk me into anything. Take the cottage and let me get out of here.”
Felix was shaking like crazy when he said that. He and his friend went inside the cottage for a bit, then they left. I never saw any of the De Lacey family again.
 “I spent the rest of the day stuck in my hovel, totally bummed out. My protectors were gone, and they’d cut off the only thing keeping me connected to the world. For the first time, I felt a rush of revenge and hate, and I just let it take over. I started thinking about hurting people, even death. But then I thought about my friends—De Lacey’s gentle voice, Agatha’s kind eyes, and the Arabian’s amazing beauty—and those thoughts faded, and I cried a bit. But then I remembered they’d rejected and abandoned me, and the anger came back, a huge wave of it. Since I couldn’t hurt anyone, I started smashing things. As night fell, I piled up a bunch of stuff that would burn around the cottage. After I’d wrecked the garden, I waited, trying to stay patient, until the moon was low enough to start.
“As night got darker, a strong wind whipped up from the woods and blew away the clouds. The wind roared like a crazy avalanche and totally messed with my head, pushing me past all reason. I lit a dry branch and danced around the cottage like a maniac, still staring at the horizon where the moon was barely visible. Part of the moon disappeared, and I waved my burning stick. Then, I lit the straw, the heath, and the bushes I’d gathered. The wind made the fire spread fast, and soon the cottage was engulfed in flames that twisted and devoured everything.
“Once I knew nothing could save the place, I bailed and ran into the woods.”
 “And now, the whole world’s open to me—where should I even go? I decided to get super far away from where things went down; but honestly, being hated and looked down on, everywhere probably feels awful. Then, I remembered you. I read your papers and found out you were my dad, my creator. Who else could I even reach out to? You gave me life, right? Felix taught Safie a bunch of stuff, including geography, so I knew where different countries were. You said Geneva was your hometown, so I decided to head there.
“But how was I supposed to find it? I knew I had to go southwest, but the sun was my only clue. I didn’s know the names of any towns I’d pass through, and I couldn’t ask anyone for directions. But I wasn't giving up. You were the only one I could even hope to get help from, even though I felt nothing but hate for you. Unfeeling, heartless creator! You gave me feelings and thoughts, then just tossed me out there to be a freak show. But you were the only one I had a right to ask for sympathy and justice—the justice I couldn't get from anyone else.”
 “My travels were rough, and I went through a lot. It was late fall when I left the area where I’d lived for so long. I only traveled at night, totally freaked out about seeing another person. Nature was dying around me, and the sun felt cold. Rain and snow were everywhere; rivers froze over. The ground was hard, cold, and bare, and I couldn't find any place to stay warm. Oh, earth! How many times did I curse the reason I even existed? The good in me was gone, and I was just full of anger and bitterness. The closer I got to your place, the more I felt this burning desire for revenge. Snow fell, and the water turned to ice, but I didn’t rest. A few things pointed me in the right direction, and I had a map, but I often got totally lost. My feelings were so intense, I couldn't get a break. Every single thing fed my rage and misery, but something that happened when I got to Switzerland—when the sun started feeling warm again and the earth started looking green—really confirmed how awful I felt.
“I usually rested during the day and only traveled at night when I was safe from people. One morning, though, my path went through a deep forest, so I decided to keep going after the sun came up. It was one of the first days of spring, and even I felt cheered by the sunshine and the nice air. I felt gentle and happy feelings that I thought were long gone come back to life. Half surprised by these feelings, I let myself go, forgetting I was alone and looked like a monster, and actually dared to be happy. Soft tears came to my eyes again, and I even looked up at the sun, thanking it for giving me so much joy.
 “I kept going through the woods, winding along the paths, until I got to the edge. It was right next to a super-fast river—lots of trees were leaning over, just starting to bloom with spring. I stopped, kinda clueless about what to do next, when I heard voices. That made me duck under a cypress tree to hide.
I’d barely disappeared when a young girl ran up to where I was hiding, laughing like she was playing chase. She kept running along the steep riverbank, and then—whoops!—her foot slipped, and she fell into the rushing water. I jumped out from where I was and, working like crazy against the current, managed to pull her out and get her to shore. She was out cold, so I tried everything I could to wake her up. Suddenly, a guy showed up—probably the person she’d been playfully running from.
When he saw me, he bolted over, snatched the girl from my arms, and sped off into the deeper woods. I took off after him, not even sure why. But when he saw me catching up, he raised a gun and fired at me. I went down, and my attacker just took off deeper into the woods.
“Seriously? That’s what I get for being nice! I saved a person from drowning, and now I'm writhing in pain from a shot that busted up my flesh and bones. All the good feelings I had just a minute ago turned into pure rage. I swore I’d get revenge on everyone. But the pain was too much; my heart stopped, and I passed out.”
 “I was seriously struggling for weeks, trying to heal the wound I got. The ball went right into my shoulder, and I had no clue if it was still there or if it went all the way through—definitely couldn't pull it out myself. It was even worse because I kept thinking about how unfair and ungrateful it all was. Every day, I was vowing revenge—a serious, deep revenge that would actually make up for everything I’d been through.
“After a while, my wound finally healed, and I kept traveling. The sunshine and spring breezes didn’t help anymore; any happiness just felt like a joke, reminding me how much I missed out on.
“But my journey was almost over, and within two months, I got close to Geneva.
“It was evening when I arrived, and I found a spot in the fields around the city to figure out how to reach out to you. I was exhausted, starving, and way too sad to even appreciate the nice evening breeze or the sunset over those huge Jura mountains.
“I managed to get a little sleep, but then this adorable kid ran right into the spot I was hiding in, totally carefree. When I looked at him, I had this thought: he’s too young to be scared of me. If I could raise him as my friend and companion, I wouldn't feel so alone in a world full of people.”
 “Driven by that feeling, I grabbed the kid as he walked by and pulled him closer. As soon as he saw me, he covered his eyes and let out a high-pitched scream. I yanked his hand away from his face and said, ‘Hey, what’s the deal? I’m not gonna hurt you; just listen to me.’
“He fought me like crazy. ‘Let me go!’ he yelled. ‘Monster! Ugly creep! You wanna eat me and rip me to shreds. You’re an ogre! Let me go, or I’ll tell my dad.’
“‘You’re never seeing your dad again; you gotta come with me.’
“‘Hideous monster! Let me go. My dad’s a syndic—he’s M. Frankenstein—he’ll punish you. You’re not brave enough to keep me.’
“‘Frankenstein! So you belong to my enemy—to the guy I’ve sworn revenge against forever; you’ll be my first victim.’
“The kid kept struggling and threw insults that crushed my heart. I grabbed his throat to shut him up, and in a second, he was lying dead at my feet.
“I stared at my victim, and my heart swelled with a wicked kind of excitement. I clapped my hands and shouted, ‘I can create destruction too! My enemy isn’t untouchable; this death will bring despair to him, and a thousand other miseries will torture and destroy him.’
“As I looked at the kid, I noticed something sparkling on his chest. I took it; it was a portrait of the most beautiful woman. Even though I’m evil, it made me feel something. For a few moments, I was lost in her dark eyes and lovely lips, but then my anger came back. I remembered that I’d never have the happiness a woman like that could give, and she would have looked at me with disgust and fear.
 “Seriously, can you even blame me for losing it? I'm just wondering why I didn't just flip out then and there, run into a crowd, and, like, disappear trying to destroy everyone.
“I was totally consumed by all this, so I left where I did it and found this barn that looked empty. There was a woman sleeping on some straw. She wasn't as gorgeous as the girl in the portrait, but she was cute, young, and looked healthy. I thought, 'Here's someone whose smiles brighten everyone’s day—except mine.' Then I leaned over her and whispered, ‘Hey, wake up, beautiful. Your lover’s here—the one who’s willing to die just for a look of affection from you. My love, wake up!’
“She shifted, and a jolt of fear went through me. What if she woke up and saw me? What if she cursed me and exposed me as a murderer? That's what she'd do if she opened her eyes and saw me, for sure. The thought was insane; it stirred up something dark in me—not me, but she will pay. She’s going to atone for the crime I did because I’ll never get what she could give me. It’s her fault, so she’s getting punished! Thanks to Felix’s lessons and the harsh laws, I knew how to cause trouble now. I leaned over and tucked the portrait into her dress. She moved again, and I bolted.”
 I spent days hanging around where all that stuff went down. Sometimes I just wanted to see you, other times I was totally over the world and its drama. Eventually, I started wandering toward these mountains, and I’ve been trekking through them, burning up with this intense feeling that only you can fix. We're not going anywhere until you say you’re down with what I need.
I’m all by myself and feeling rough. People don't even want to be around me. But someone as messed up and scary as me would totally get it. My partner has to be like me—same species, same flaws. You gotta make this happen.
Chapter Seventeen

The being stopped talking and stared at me, waiting for a response. But I was totally lost, confused, and couldn't even wrap my head around what he was asking. He went on,
“You gotta make me a girl, someone I can chill with and share feelings. You’re the only one who can do it, and I’m telling you, it’s not optional.”
Hearing that brought back the anger I thought had faded while he was talking about living with the cottagers. I couldn't hold it back anymore.
“No way,” I said. “Not a chance. You can torture me all you want, but I’m not giving in. You can make my life a total disaster, but you won’t make me do something I’m not okay with. Create another monster like you, and together you could destroy the world. Get out! I’m done talking. You can hurt me, but I won't say yes.”
 “You’re wrong,” the fiend shot back. “And instead of threatening, I’m good with just talking things out. I’m being a jerk because I’m so down. Seriously, does anyone even like me? You, my creator, would just rip me apart and celebrate—remember that, and tell me why I should feel bad for humans more than they feel bad for me? It wouldn’t even be murder if you just tossed me into an ice crevasse and ended me—my whole existence is thanks to you. Why should I respect humanity when they’re judging me? Let’s chill together, trade kindness, and I’m telling you, I’d shower you with good stuff, practically bawling with thanks if you accepted me. But that’s not happening; humans are just too closed off. Still, I'm not going down without a fight. I'm getting even; if I can't get love, I’ll cause fear—especially towards you, my biggest enemy, because you're my creator. I swear, I hate you forever. Watch out; I’m out for your destruction, and I won’t stop until your heart is totally crushed, until you regret ever being born.”
A surge of anger took over as he said this; his face twisted into expressions too messed up for anyone to look at. But then, he calmed down.
 “I meant to be logical. This feeling is messing with me, you know? You don’t even realize you’re the reason it’s so intense. If anyone felt good vibes towards me, I’d return them big time—a hundredfold! For one person, I’d make peace with everyone! But now I’m dreaming of things that just aren’t gonna happen. What I’m asking isn’t crazy or anything. I need another creature, but like, as messed up-looking as me. The payoff would be small, but it’s all I can get, and it’s enough. Yeah, we’d be freaks, cut off from everything. But that’s why we’d be even more connected. Our lives won't be sunshine and rainbows, but they'll be chill and free from this misery I'm feeling. Oh! My creator, make me happy! Let me feel thankful for one thing you do for me! Let me see that I can get some sympathy from something real; don’t shut me down!”
I felt something shift. I got chills thinking about what could happen if I said yes, but I thought he had a point. His story and how he was feeling showed he was capable of deep emotions. And didn't I, as his maker, owe him some happiness if I could give it? He saw me changing my mind and
 “If you’re okay with it, neither you nor anyone else will ever see us again; I’ll head to the huge wilderness of South America. I don’t eat like people do; I don’t kill lambs and goats just to fill up. Acorns and berries are more than enough for me. My friend will be the same as me and will be happy with the same stuff. We’ll make our bed out of dry leaves; the sun will shine on us like it does on people and will ripen our food. The picture I’m painting for you is chill and human, and you have to feel like you’d only deny it because you’re flexing power and being mean. Even though you’ve been rough with me, I see some kindness in your eyes now; let me grab this moment and convince you to promise what I really want.”
“You’re saying,” I replied, “that you want to ditch human places and live in the wilderness where animals are your only friends. How can you, someone who wants love and understanding from people, stick it out in that kind of exile? You’ll come back and try to get their kindness again, and you’ll face their hate; your bad feelings will come back, and you’ll have a friend to help you destroy. That won’t happen; stop arguing, because I can’t agree.”
“Your feelings are all over the place! Just a sec ago you were feeling what I was saying, and why are you being so tough about my complaints now? I swear to you, by the earth I live on and by you who made me, that with the friend you give me, I’ll leave human areas and live, wherever it lands, in the wildest places. My bad feelings will be gone, because I’ll find sympathy! My life will be peaceful, and when I die, I won’t curse my creator.”
 His words messed with me, seriously. I felt bad for him, sometimes even wanted to cheer him up. But then I’d look at him—at this gross, moving, talking thing—and my stomach would churn. I felt pure horror and hate.
I tried to shut those feelings down. I figured if I couldn’t really relate to him, I didn’t have the right to deny him a little bit of happiness I could give.
“You’re swearing to be harmless,” I said. “But haven't you already shown some seriously messed-up malice that should make me doubt you? Could this even be a fake-out to make your revenge even bigger?”
“What’s going on?” he asked. “Don’t play games with me, and give me a straight answer. If I’m not tied to anyone and have no feelings, then hate and bad stuff are all I’m gonna get. Someone loving me would wipe out the reason for my crimes, and I’m basically gonna disappear. My bad habits are because I’m forced to be alone, which I hate. But if I’m around someone equal to me, then I'll have good qualities. I'll feel for a sensitive person and become part of life and everything that’s happening, instead of being totally cut off.”
 I took a minute to really think about everything he’s told me, all his points. I thought about how he seemed to promise so much good when he first showed up, and then how all that kindness just vanished because of the hate and disgust his protectors showed him. I didn’t ignore his power or threats either. A creature who could chill out in ice caves and hide from everyone on crazy cliffs? That’s a being with skills you couldn’t even begin to deal with. After a long think, I decided that doing what was fair to him and everyone else meant I had to say yes to what he wanted. Turning to him, I said,
“Okay, I’m in. But you have to swear to leave Europe, and anywhere near people, as soon as I hand over a girl who’s coming with you into exile.”
“I swear,” he shouted, “by the sun, by the blue sky above, and by the fire in my heart, that if you grant my wish, you’ll never see me again as long as you’re around. Go home and get started; I’ll be watching what you do, and don’t worry, I’ll show up when you’re ready.”
With that, he totally bailed, maybe scared I’d change my mind. I watched him speed down the mountain faster than an eagle, and then he disappeared into the ice.
 His story took up the whole day, and the sun was practically setting when he left. I knew I had to head down the mountain, like, fast, 'cause it was about to get super dark. But I was feeling totally bummed, and my steps were dragging. Trying to navigate all these tiny trails and make sure I didn’t trip was a lot, especially with everything that happened today buzzing around in my head.
It was way late when I finally got to the halfway spot and sat down by the fountain. The stars were peeking out as clouds drifted over them. Dark pines loomed, and a few broken trees were scattered around—it was a seriously intense scene, and it got me thinking deep. I cried a lot, and clutched my hands, practically begging, “Oh, stars and clouds and winds, you're all gonna laugh at me! If you actually feel bad, just wipe my memories, make me disappear. But if not, just go away and leave me in the dark.”
Those were some seriously messed-up thoughts, but I can't even explain how the stars twinkling just got to me, and how I listened to every gust of wind like it was a gross, ugly siroc coming to swallow me whole.
 I rolled into Chamounix just as morning hit, then bounced straight back to Geneva, no time for a break. Seriously, I couldn’t even put into words how I was feeling—it was like carrying the weight of a whole mountain, and it was crushing me.
So, I went home, walked in, and the family was totally freaked out by how I looked. I didn't answer their questions, barely even spoke. It felt like I was cut off, like I didn't deserve their support, like I’d never feel close to them again.
But even so, I loved them like crazy. And to protect them, I decided to tackle the thing I hated most. Just thinking about it made everything else feel unreal, like a dream. That one thought was the only real thing in my life.
Chapter Eighteen

Days and weeks just flew by as I headed back to Geneva, and I couldn't find the nerve to get back to work. I was totally freaked out about the fiend’s payback, but I couldn’t shake how much I hated the project I had to do. I realized I’s need to spend months studying again, doing all this deep research, just to create a girl. I’d heard some English philosopher had made discoveries that would be a game-changer for me, and I even thought about asking my dad if I could visit England to learn more. But I kept finding excuses to put it off, because the whole thing didn’t feel as urgent as it used to.
Things had changed for me, actually. My health, which had been getting worse, was way better now. And when I wasn’t thinking about my bad promise, I felt pretty good. My dad noticed I was looking healthier, and he started thinking about how to shake off the last bits of my sadness. It would pop up sometimes, like a dark cloud covering the sunshine. During those moments, I'd just disappear into complete solitude. I'd spend whole days out on the lake in a little boat, just watching the clouds and listening to the water. The fresh air and sunshine usually helped me feel a bit calmer, and when I came back, I could smile and chat with my friends.
It was right after one of those trips that my dad pulled me aside and said:
 “I’ve noticed you’re back to enjoying yourself, and you seem to be coming around,” he said. “But you’re still down, and you’re still avoiding everyone. I was racking my brain trying to figure out why, but then it hit me yesterday. If I'm right, you need to be straight with me. Keeping secrets would just make things way worse for all of us.”
I totally froze when he started. My dad went on—
“Look, I’ve always imagined you marrying our sweet Elizabeth. I thought it would bring our family closer and give me some peace in my later years. You guys were practically attached at the hip since you were kids. You studied together, and you seemed perfectly suited to each other. But honestly, sometimes people are so clueless! What I thought would help my plan might have totally ruined it. Maybe you see her like a sister, and you don’t want her to be your wife. Or maybe you're into someone else, and you feel obligated to Elizabeth, which is causing all this pain you’re showing.”
“Dad, seriously, chill. I adore my cousin. I’m not gonna lie—I’ve never met a woman who makes me feel the way Elizabeth does. My whole future depends on us being together.”
 “Hearing your thoughts on this, my dear Victor, honestly makes me so happy—more than I’ve felt in ages. If you feel this way, we'll be happy, even though things feel kinda rough right now. But I really want to shake this gloom that seems to have taken over your mind. So, tell me, are you down for getting married ASAP? We’ve had some bad luck, and things have been chaotic, not really fitting my age and health. You’re younger, and you’re set financially, so I don’t think getting married now would mess with any future plans you have. But I’m not trying to tell you what to do, and if you need more time, it’s totally fine. Just be honest with me, please. Seriously, give me a straight answer.”
I listened to my dad in silence and just couldn't respond for a while. My brain was going a mile a minute, trying to figure things out. Honestly, the thought of marrying Elizabeth right now just freaked me out. I had a promise to keep that I hadn’t fulfilled yet, and I couldn’t break it. If I did, who knew what kind of mess would come crashing down on me and my family? Could I even celebrate with this huge weight hanging over me? I needed to finish what I had to do, let the monster go with his girl, before I could even think about finding happiness in a marriage.
 I also had to figure out a way to either head to England or start seriously chatting with those philosophers over there. Their knowledge and discoveries were, like, totally essential for what I was doing. But writing back and forth? That would take forever and be super frustrating. Plus, I really didn't want to be working on my creepy project at my dad’s place, hanging out with the people I loved.
I knew a million things could go wrong—even the smallest thing could freak everyone out. And I was pretty sure I'd lose it sometimes, totally unable to hide how messed up I’d feel while doing my weird work. I had to get away from everything I cared about while I was doing this. Once I started, it’s gonna go fast, and then I could go back to my family, chill, and be happy. My promise would be done, and the monster would vanish for good. Or (at least, that’s what I hoped) something might happen to destroy him and end my whole nightmare.
So, I told my dad I wanted to go to England. But I didn’t tell him why, I just made it sound like nothing big. I played it cool, but I was really pushing for it, and he totally agreed. He’d been so bummed out for so long—it was practically crazy—that he was stoked to see I was actually excited about a trip. He hoped a change of scenery and some fun would bring me back to myself before I got home.
 How long I’d be gone was totally up to me—a few months, maybe a year max. My dad, being the ever-protective type, made sure I wouldn't be totally alone. Without even telling me, he and Elizabeth had hooked up and arranged for Clerval to meet me in Strasburgh.
It kinda messed with the solitude I needed to finish my work, but honestly, at the start of my trip, having a friend around wasn’t a big deal. I was actually stoked to avoid endless, crazy hours thinking on my own. Clerval could even keep my enemy from bugging me. If I was solo, he’d probably show up just to remind me about my project or check on how it was going, right?
So, England was the destination, and it was a given that I’d marry Elizabeth ASAP when I got back. My dad was getting up there in age, so he really didn’t want me dragging my feet. For me, there was one thing I was looking forward to from all that awful work—one thing that made my suffering a little easier. It was the thought of finally being free from this nightmare and getting to be with Elizabeth, forgetting everything that happened before.
 I sorted out my trip, but this one feeling kept bugging me—it totally freaked me out. I was leaving my friends clueless about their enemy and totally exposed while he was probably super annoyed I was leaving. But he’d promised to follow me everywhere, so wouldn't he come to England too? That thought was scary, but also a little comforting because it meant my friends might be safe. I was stressed about the possibility that the opposite might happen. But throughout the whole time I was basically my creature’s slave, I just went with the flow. And right now, my gut was telling me the fiend would follow and keep my family safe from his plans.
It was late September when I left my home country again. The trip was my idea, so Elizabeth was okay with it, but she was worried about me dealing with a bunch of misery and sadness away from her. She’d gotten Clerval to come with me—and honestly, a guy is blind to a million little things that a woman notices. She really wanted me to hurry back; a ton of mixed-up feelings made her silent as she gave me a tearful goodbye.
I hopped into the carriage that was taking me away, not really knowing where I was headed and not caring what was going on around me. I just remembered, and it totally stung, to tell them to pack my chemistry gear. My head was full of bad thoughts, so I drove through tons of gorgeous places, but I didn't even notice. I was just thinking about where I was going and what I’d be doing while I was there.
 After chilling out for a bit, wandering around a bunch, I finally got to Strasburgh. I waited two days for Clerval. He showed up. Man, the difference between us was huge! He was totally buzzing, stoked to see the sunset, even happier to see it rise and start a new day. He was pointing out all the changing colors and the sky’s vibe. “This is what it's like to live,” he yelled. “I’m loving existence! But you, my dude Frankenstein, why so bummed?” Honestly, I was stuck in these dark thoughts and didn't even notice the stars going down or the sunrise glowing on the Rhine. You'd probably dig Clerval’s journal way more, he was all about feeling and loving the scenery, unlike my depressing ramblings. I’m just a messed-up wreck, cursed and shut off from any good times.
We planned to boat down the Rhine from Strasburgh to Rotterdam, then catch a ship to London. We cruised past a ton of willowy islands and saw some seriously gorgeous towns. We hung out in Mannheim for a day, and five days after leaving Strasburgh, we hit Mainz. The Rhine below Mainz got way more scenic. The river sped up and snaked between hills, not super tall, but steep and pretty. We saw tons of crumbling castles perched on cliffs, surrounded by dark, unreachable forests. This part of the Rhine was seriously all over the place. One minute you're staring at jagged hills, ruined castles hanging over crazy cliffs, with the dark Rhine rushing below. Then you turn a corner, and suddenly you’re looking at thriving vineyards with green slopes and a winding river, plus busy towns.
 We were traveling then, during that vintage season, and we heard the workers' song as we floated down the river. Even me, feeling down and my mood constantly messed up by sad thoughts, I felt good. I was lying at the bottom of the boat, and as I looked up at the clear blue sky, I felt a calm I hadn't felt in ages. And if that was how I felt, who can even describe how Henry felt? He felt like he’s been transported to a fairytale and was experiencing a happiness most people never get to know. “I’ve seen some seriously beautiful sights in my own country,” he said. “I’ve been to the lakes of Lucerne and Uri, where the snowy mountains drop almost straight down to the water, making these dark, heavy shadows, but it’s not so gloomy because of these bright green islands that make your eyes feel better; I’ve seen that lake raging during a storm, when the wind whipped up these crazy water tornadoes, and you could imagine what a waterspout on the ocean must be like; and the waves smash against the mountain with so much force, where the priest and his lover were buried by an avalanche, and people say you can still hear their voices in the pauses of the night wind; I’ve seen the mountains of La Valais and the Pays de Vaud, but this place, Victor, is more amazing than all those sights. The Swiss mountains are more epic and weird, but there's a special vibe along this divine river’s banks that I’ve never seen anywhere else. Look at that castle hanging over that cliff; and that one on the island, almost hidden among the leaves of those gorgeous trees; and now that group of workers coming from their vineyards; and that village tucked away in the mountain’s curve. Seriously, the spirit that lives here and protects this place must have a soul that’s way more connected to people than those who live on the glaciers or hide out on the highest peaks of our own country.”
 Clerval! My best friend! It still feels good to write down your words and think about all the awesome things you did. You were like, “made of pure nature.” Your wild imagination was balanced by your kind heart. Your soul was bursting with love, and your friendship was so deep and amazing, the kind people say only exists in stories. But even feeling close to others wasn't enough for your curious mind. You loved nature—not just admiring it—with real passion:—
——The roaring waterfall Felt like a burning desire: the huge rocks, The mountains, and the dark, deep woods, Their colors and shapes, were like a hunger, a feeling, a love, That didn't need anything extra, No thoughts or interests You had to come up with yourself. [Wordsworth’s “Tintern Abbey”.]
And where are you now? Is this sweet, beautiful person gone forever? Has this mind, so full of amazing ideas and fantasies that created a whole world that depended on your life—has it disappeared? Does it only live in my memory? Nope, it’s not like that. Your body, so perfectly made and beautiful, has faded, but your spirit still visits and comforts your sad friend.
Sorry for this emotional outburst; these weak words are just a tiny thank you for how incredible Henry was, but they help my heart, which is overflowing with sadness because I miss him so much. I’ll get back to my story.
Past Cologne, we went down into the flatlands of Holland; and we decided to just ride the rest of the way, because the wind was against us and the river wasn’t moving fast enough to help.
 The trip kinda lost its vibe, even though the scenery was pretty. But we made it to Rotterdam in a few days, and then took a boat to England.
It was a super clear morning, late in December, when I first saw the white cliffs. The banks of the Thames were totally different—flat but really fertile, and basically every town had a story attached to it. We checked out Tilbury Fort and remembered the Spanish Armada, then Gravesend, Woolwich, and Greenwich—places I’d actually heard of back home.
Finally, we saw all the church steeples of London. St. Paul’s was the tallest, and the Tower—legendary in English history—stood out too.
Chapter Nineteen

London was where we were hanging out for now; we decided to stick around for a few months in this awesome, famous city. Clerval really wanted to connect with all the smart, talented people who were thriving at this time, but that wasn’t my main focus. I was mostly trying to get the info I needed to finish my promise. I quickly used the letters of introduction I brought, addressed to the top natural philosophers.
If this trip had happened back when I was studying and happy, I would’ve been stoked. But something dark had fallen over my life, and I only talked to these people to get answers about this thing I was obsessing over. Being around people was draining; when I was alone, I could lose myself in the beauty of the world. Henry’s voice calmed me down, and I could almost trick myself into feeling okay for a bit. But seeing all these busy, happy faces just brought back the despair. I felt like there was this huge wall between me and everyone else; it was sealed with the blood of William and Justine, and thinking about what happened to them just filled me with so much pain.
 Clerval was like a mirror reflecting who I used to be—always curious and wanting to learn everything. He thought the differences in how people acted were totally fascinating and a constant source of amusement. He was also working toward a goal he's had for ages. He wanted to go to India, thinking his knowledge of their languages and his ideas about their culture could seriously help European colonization and trade. He needed to be in Britain to make it happen. He was always busy, and the only bummer was my own sad and down mood.
I tried to hide it as much as I could so he could enjoy his new adventure without any worries or bad memories. I’d often turn down invitations to hang out, saying I had something else going on, so I could be alone. I also started gathering the stuff I needed for my new creation, and it felt like a slow, agonizing torture—like tiny drops of water constantly falling on my head. Every thought about it was pure agony, and even just mentioning it made my lips tremble and my heart race.
After a few months in London, we got a letter from someone in Scotland who used to visit us in Geneva. He was going on about how beautiful his country was and asked if we’d want to keep traveling as far north as Perth, where he lived. Clerval was totally up for it, and even though I hated being around people, I wanted to see the mountains and rivers and all the amazing things nature creates.
 We’d landed in England back in October, and now it was February. So, we figured we’d start our trip north after another month. We weren’t planning on taking the main road to Edinburgh, though. Instead, we wanted to hit Windsor, Oxford, Matlock, and the lakes in Cumberland. Our goal was to finish the tour around the end of July. I packed up my chemistry gear and all the stuff I’d gathered, planning to wrap up my work in some quiet spot in the Scottish Highlands.
We left London on March 27th and chilled in Windsor for a few days, wandering around the gorgeous forest. It was a totally new vibe for us mountain people—the huge oak trees, tons of game, and herds of fancy deer were all new to us.
Then, we headed to Oxford. As we rolled into the city, we were reminded of everything that went down there over a century and a half ago. That's where Charles I gathered his troops. The city stuck with him, even after everyone else joined Parliament and went for liberty. Remembering that king and his crew—sweet Falkland, arrogant Goring, his queen, and son—made every part of the city feel special. The spirit of the past was all over the place, and we loved tracing its steps. Even if we were just imagining things, the city itself was beautiful enough to impress us. The colleges were old and charming, the streets were practically stunning, and the lovely Isis, flowing through meadows of bright green, spread out into calm waters that reflected all the towers, spires, and domes nestled among ancient trees.
 It was a bittersweet moment, honestly. The past and what was coming kept bringing me down. I was made for chill vibes, you know? Back then, I never really felt down. And if I ever got bored, seeing something beautiful in nature or checking out amazing art always perked me up.
But now? I’m totally wrecked. Something hit me deep, and I knew I’d be stuck around to show everyone what I was becoming—a sad, broken mess, pathetic to others and unbearable to myself.
We spent a ton of time at Oxford, wandering around and trying to find every spot tied to the coolest parts of English history. Our little explorations would often drag on because we'd find something else to check out. We went to Hampden’s tomb and the field where he went down for it. For a sec, I felt lifted up, thinking about liberty and sacrifice—stuff he stood for. I actually dared to ditch my baggage and look around with a clear head. But it was no use. The hurt was too deep, and I crashed back down, shaking and hopeless.
 We left Oxford feeling bummed and headed to Matlock, our next stop. The area around the village kinda looked like Switzerland, but everything was smaller. It lacked the distant white Alps that always top the mountains back home. We checked out this amazing cave and a little natural history museum. The displays were set up just like the collections at Servox and Chamounix. Hearing Henry say “Chamounix” gave me the chills, and I was ready to ditch Matlock – that name was tied to a really bad memory.
From Derby, we kept going north and spent two months in Cumberland and Westmorland. Seriously, I could have sworn I was back in the Swiss mountains. Those little patches of snow on the north sides of the peaks, the lakes, and the rushing streams—it was all so familiar and comforting. We met some cool people there too, who almost tricked me into feeling happy. Clerval was even more stoked than I was. Hanging out with talented people made his mind explode, and he realized he had way more going on inside than he thought, especially compared to the people he used to roll with. “I could totally live here,” he said to me. “Among these mountains, I wouldn't even miss Switzerland or the Rhine.”
But he also realized that traveling isn't all sunshine and roses. It's a rollercoaster of emotions. You’re constantly on edge, and just when you start to chill, you gotta pack up and move on to something new.
 We’d barely checked out the lakes in Cumberland and Westmorland and started to like some of the locals when it was time to meet our Scottish friend, so we left them behind. Honestly, I wasn't that bummed. I'd been blowing off my promise for a while, and I was worried about what the demon would do. He could stay in Switzerland and get revenge on my family. That thought stuck with me and totally stressed me out – I couldn’t relax or find any peace. I was waiting for letters like crazy; if they didn’t come, I was a wreck, freaking out about a million things. When they did arrive and I saw the name Elizabeth or my dad, I almost couldn’t bring myself to open them and see what was up. Sometimes I felt like the fiend was following me, maybe even trying to rush things by hurting my friend. When I felt that way, I wouldn’t leave Henry alone for a second, I stuck to him like a shadow, just to keep him safe from what I thought was his destroyer’s anger. I felt like I’d done something awful, and the guilt was eating me up. I hadn’t done anything wrong, but I definitely felt like I’d brought a seriously bad curse down on myself – as real as any crime.
I checked out Edinburgh, but I was totally checked out mentally. Still, that city could’ve interested anyone, even someone down on their luck. Clerval didn’t dig it as much as Oxford – he loved the old-school vibe of Oxford. But the beauty and order of Edinburgh’s new town, its cool castle, and the surrounding area – seriously, the best in the world – Arthur’s Seat, St. Bernard’s Well, and the Pentland Hills, totally cheered him up and made him admire the place. I just couldn’t wait to finish the trip.
 We bounced out of Edinburgh in a week, cruising through Coupar, St. Andrew’s, and along the Tay River to Perth, where our friend was waiting. But I wasn’t feeling it – no mood for laughing and chatting with random people or getting into their feels or plans like a good guest should. So, I told Clerval I wanted to explore Scotland solo. “You have fun,” I said. “Let's meet up later. I might be gone a month or two, but seriously, don't mess with my vibe. Leave me to chill and be alone for a bit. When I’m back, I hope I’m feeling way better, you know, more in sync with your energy.”
Henry tried to talk me out of it, but seeing I was set on this, he backed off. He just asked me to text. “I’d rather be with you,” he said, “wandering around on your own, than hanging out with these strangers I don’t know. So, hurry back, my friend, so I can feel like I’m somewhere familiar again.”
After saying goodbye to my friend, I decided to find a super remote spot in Scotland and finish my work in peace and quiet. I wasn’t wrong to think the monster was following me, and he's gonna show up once I'm done, so he can find a friend.
That's the plan, so I trekked through the northern highlands and picked out one of the most isolated Orkney islands as my workspace. It was perfect – basically just a giant rock, constantly getting slammed by waves. The ground was pretty much useless, barely enough space for a few sad cows and oatmeal for the five people living there. They were all super thin and looked hungry. Bread, veggies, and even fresh water had to be brought in from the mainland, which was about five miles away.
 There were only three super run-down huts on the whole island, and one was empty when I showed up. I rented it. It had just two rooms, and they were seriously depressing – total squalor. The thatch was falling apart, the walls weren't plastered, and the door was off its hinges. I got it fixed up, bought some furniture, and moved in. Honestly, it probably would have shocked the locals, but they were so down on their luck and living in poverty that they barely noticed anything. I lived there without anyone paying attention or bothering me, and they barely even thanked me for the little food and clothes I gave them. Suffering just numbs you, you know?
I spent my mornings working, but in the evenings, when the weather was decent, I'd walk along the rocky beach and listen to the waves crashing at my feet. It was a pretty boring but always-changing scene. I thought about Switzerland; it was totally different from this desolate and creepy landscape. Its hills are covered in vines, and its cottages are scattered everywhere in the plains. Its lakes are beautiful and reflect a calm, blue sky, and when the wind picks up, the water just ripples like a playful kid compared to the ocean’s huge roar.
That’s how I spent my time when I first got there, but as I kept working, it got more and more awful and annoying. Sometimes I couldn't even bring myself to go into my lab for days, and other times I'd work all day and all night just to finish. It was a seriously gross process, to be honest. At first, I was so hyped up that I didn't even notice how messed up it was; my mind was totally focused on finishing, and I was ignoring the horror of what I was doing. But now I was doing it coldly, and my heart would often feel sick from what my hands were doing.
 Stuck like that, doing the most awful job, totally alone with nothing to distract me, I started feeling off. I was getting super restless and on edge. Every second, I was bracing for my tormentor. Sometimes I’d stare at the ground, scared to look up in case I saw what I dreaded. I didn’t even want to wander away from other people, fearing he’d come find me when I was alone.
Meanwhile, I kept working, and I was already pretty far along. I was looking forward to finishing it, but I was nervous—I didn't even want to think about it too much. Still, I had this weird, sinking feeling that something bad was going to happen.
Chapter Twenty

I was chilling in my lab one evening. The sun had dipped below the horizon, and the moon was just peeking out from the sea. I didn't have enough light to really work, so I just sat there, thinking about whether to call it a night or power through.
Then, a thought hit me—what I was doing right now. Three years ago, I’d been in the same spot, creating a monster. His cruelty wrecked my heart and left me with the worst kind of regret.
Now, I was about to make another being, and I had no idea what she's be like. She could be way more evil than the first one, finding joy in murder and misery. He'd vowed to disappear and hide in the wilderness, but she hadn't. And she, who was about to be a thinking, feeling person, might not want to stick to a promise made before she even existed.
They might even hate each other. The creature who already lived hated his own looks, so wouldn’t he be even more disgusted seeing that in a female form? She might turn away from him for a "cuter" guy; ditch him, and he’d be alone again, even more ticked off about being abandoned by someone of his own kind.
 Even if they were to ditch Europe and live in the deserts of the new world, one of the first things that dæmon would crave would be kids. A whole race of devils would be born, making the existence of humankind super shaky and terrifying. Did I have the right, just for me, to curse future generations with this? I’d been played before by the being I made; I'd been freaked out by his threats. But now, for the first time, the awful truth of my promise hit me. I shuddered, thinking that people way into the future might hate me as a plague, because I was selfish enough to get my own peace at the cost of, like, the entire human race.
My hands shook, and my heart dropped when I looked up and saw the dæmon at the window, bathed in moonlight. A creepy grin stretched across his lips as he looked at me, sitting there doing the task he’d given me. Seriously, he’d followed me everywhere. He’d hung around in forests, hidden in caves, or chilled on wide-open, empty plains. And now he was here to check on my progress and collect on my promise.
As I looked at him, his face showed pure malice and betrayal. I was losing it thinking about my promise to create another like him. Shaking with emotion, I ripped apart the thing I was working on. The wretch saw me destroying the creature that was his only hope for happiness, and with a howl of devilish despair and revenge, he vanished.
I left the room, locked the door, and made a serious vow to myself to never go back to my work. Then, with shaky legs, I went to my own room. I was totally alone. No one was around to lighten the mood or get me out of the nightmare I was having.
 Several hours passed, and I stayed by my window, looking out at the sea. It was practically still, the wind had died down, and everything was calm under the quiet moonlight. A few fishing boats dotted the water, and every so often, a gentle breeze carried the sound of voices as the fishermen called to each other. I felt the silence, though I didn't really notice how deep it was, until I suddenly heard the sound of oars near the shore, and someone landed close to my house.
A few minutes later, I heard my door creak, like someone was trying to open it quietly. I trembled all over; I had a feeling about who it was and wanted to wake up one of the farmers who lived in a cottage nearby. But I was frozen, totally helpless, like you are in scary dreams when you try to run from danger but can't move.
Soon after, I heard footsteps in the hallway. The door opened, and the person I’s been dreading showed up. He shut the door and came towards me, speaking in a low voice.
“You’re messing with the project you started; what’s your plan? Are you seriously breaking your promise? I’ve been through so much work and hardship; I left Switzerland with you. We crawled along the Rhine’s shores, among its willow islands and over its hills. I spent months in the English moors and the Scottish highlands. I put up with endless exhaustion, cold, and hunger. Do you dare crush my hopes?”
“Get out! I’m breaking my promise. I’m not making another like you, as ugly and evil.”
“Dude, I tried to talk to you, but you’re proving you can’t handle it. Remember, I’m powerful. You think you’re miserable, but I can make you so unhappy that you’ll hate daylight. You made me, but I’m your boss; listen up!”
 “My time of being unsure is over, and your chance to control things is here. Your threats don't scare me into doing something bad; they just make me even more sure I won’t make you a partner in evil. Should I, without feeling, unleash a demon on the world who loves death and misery? Get lost! I’m solid, and your words will just make me even angrier.”
The monster saw my determination and ground his teeth in frustrated anger. “Will every man find a wife to share his life, and every animal have a mate, and I be alone? I had feelings of affection, and they were met with hate and disgust. Human! You can hate, but watch out! Your life will be filled with fear and sadness, and soon a disaster will strike and take away your happiness forever. Are you supposed to be happy while I suffer so intensely? You can crush my other desires, but revenge will remain—revenge, from now on, more precious than sunlight or food! I might die, but first, you, my ruler and torturer, will curse the sun that looks down on your misery. Be warned, I’m fearless and therefore powerful. I'm going to watch with the sneakiness of a snake, so I can strike with its venom. Human, you’re going to regret the harm you do.”
“Devil, stop it! Don’t pollute the air with those nasty words. I’m telling you what I’m going to do, and I’m not a scaredy-cat who’s going to back down from words. Leave me alone; I’m not going to change my mind.”
“Fine. I’m leaving; but remember, I’m going to be with you on your wedding night.”
I jumped up and shouted, “You jerk! Before you sign my death sentence, make sure you’re safe yourself.”
I would have grabbed him, but he dodged me and ran out of the house. In a few moments, I saw him in his boat, which shot across the water super fast and quickly disappeared into the waves.
 Everything was quiet again, but his words kept echoing in my head. I was so mad, ready to hunt down the person who messed with my peace and just dump him in the ocean. I paced around my room like crazy, totally stressed, while my imagination threw a million images at me, all meant to mess with me. Why didn’t I just follow him and take him down right then and there? But I let him go, and he headed towards the mainland. I got chills thinking about who might be the next person he’d hurt, just to feed his endless need for revenge. Then his words popped back into my head—"I’ll be with you on your wedding night.” So that’s when it would happen. That's when I’d die, finally ending his anger. It didn’t scare me, not really. But when I thought about Elizabeth, my girl, about her crying and being heartbroken when she found her boyfriend snatched away like that, tears finally came to my eyes—the first ones I’d shed in months. I decided I wouldn’t go down without a fight.
The night went by, and the sun came up over the ocean. My feelings calmed down a bit, if you can even call it that when your rage turns into pure despair. I left the house, that awful place from last night, and walked along the beach. I almost saw the sea as this huge wall between me and everyone else. I even wished it was a wall. I wanted to live out my days on that lonely rock, sure, it’d be boring, but at least I wouldn’t have any sudden shocks of misery. If I went back, it was to be sacrificed or to watch the people I loved most die in the hands of a monster I made myself.
 I wandered around the isle, feeling totally lost and bummed out, like a ghost cut off from everything I cared about. When noon hit and the sun was high, I flopped down on the grass and crashed, hard. I’d been up all night before, my nerves shot and my eyes burning from all the worry. The sleep I fell into totally refreshed me. When I woke up, I felt a little more like myself, part of the human race again. I started thinking about what had happened with a clearer head, but the fiend’s words still echoed in my ears, like a death sentence. They felt like a dream, but still super real and heavy.
The sun was way down in the sky, and I was still chilling on the shore, stuffing my face with an oaten cake—I was starving. Then I saw a fishing boat pull up close, and one of the guys handed me a packet. It was letters from Geneva, and one from Clerval, begging me to come join him. He said he was wasting his time where he was, and friends he’d made in London wanted him back to finish a deal for his Indian project. He couldn’t wait any longer, but his trip to London might be followed pretty soon by a longer journey. So he asked me to hang out with him as much as I could. He basically begged me to ditch my lonely island and meet him in Perth, so we could head south together. That letter seriously brought me back to life, and I decided to leave the island in two days.
 I had one last thing to do before I left, and honestly, just thinking about it gave me the creeps. I had to pack up my science gear, which meant going back into the room where I’d done all that… stuff. Just looking at the tools made me feel sick.
The next morning, as soon as it was light, I finally worked up the nerve to unlock the lab door. The remains of the creature I’d destroyed were all over the floor, and it felt like I’d messed up a real person. I took a sec to collect myself and went inside. My hands were shaking as I carried the instruments out, but I knew I couldn’t just leave the remains there to freak out the villagers. So, I tossed them in a basket with a bunch of rocks and planned to dump them in the ocean that night. In the meantime, I sat on the beach, cleaning and organizing my stuff.
Seriously, my feelings had totally changed since the night I saw the… thing. Before, I’d just seen my promise as something I had to do, no matter what. Now, it felt like a fog had lifted, and I could finally see clearly. The idea of starting up my work again didn’t even cross my mind. The threat I’d heard was stuck in my head, but I didn’t think I could do anything about it. I'd decided that making another creature like the first one would be totally selfish and messed up, and I shut down any thoughts that suggested otherwise.
 Around two or three in the morning, the moon popped up. I tossed my basket onto a little skiff and sailed out maybe four miles from the beach. It was totally deserted out there. A few boats were heading back to shore, but I steered away from them. I felt like I was about to do something seriously messed up and avoided seeing anyone, super anxious.
Then, the moon, which had been bright, got covered by a thick cloud. I jumped on the chance and chucked my basket into the sea. I listened to it splash and sink, then just sailed away from where it landed.
The sky got cloudy, but the air was clean, even though a chilly northeast breeze was picking up. But honestly, it felt amazing, like a total refresh. I decided to stay out on the water longer, so I locked the rudder straight and just chilled out at the bottom of the boat.
Clouds covered the moon, and everything was dark. All I could hear was the boat cutting through the waves—a quiet murmur that totally lulled me to sleep in no time.
 I don't know how long I was out, but when I woke up, the sun was way up in the sky. The wind was crazy, and the waves kept threatening to swamp my little boat. I realized the wind was coming from the northeast, and it must have pushed me far from the coast where I’d started. I tried to change direction, but quickly realized that another attempt would just fill the boat with water. Stuck like that, my only option was to just go with the wind. I gotta admit, I felt a little freaked out. I didn’t have a compass, and I barely knew anything about this part of the world, so the sun wasn’t much help. I could end up out in the huge Atlantic and starve, or get swallowed by the endless water all around me. I’d already been out for hours, and I was dying of thirst—just the start of my troubles. I looked up at the sky, which was covered in clouds flying by super fast; then I looked at the sea—it was basically going to be my grave. “Seriously?” I yelled. “You’re done with me already?” I thought about Elizabeth, my dad, and Clerval—all left behind, and the monster could just unleash his violent, heartless fury on them. That thought totally threw me into a scary, hopeless daydream, and even now, as this is about to be over for good, I get chills thinking about it.
A few hours went by like that, but slowly, as the sun started to go down, the wind calmed into a gentle breeze, and the sea calmed down too. But then, a big swell started up, and I felt sick, barely able to hold the rudder. Then, suddenly, I saw a line of high land to the south.
 I was totally drained, like, exhausted from all the crazy suspense I’d been through for hours. Then, this sudden feeling of being alive just flooded my heart – warm and joyful. Tears just started streaming down my face.
How weird are our feelings, right? And how clingy is that love for life, even when things are super rough? I ripped a piece of my dress and made another sail, steering towards the land, stoked. It looked wild and rocky at first, but as I got closer, I could see signs of people living there. I saw boats near the shore and suddenly felt like I was back near civilization. I checked out the coastline and spotted a steeple poking out from behind a little cliff. I was so weak, so I decided to head straight for the town—a place where I could easily find food. Luckily, I had some cash on me. As I rounded the point, I saw a cute little town and a good harbor, and my heart leaped with joy at escaping.
While I was fixing the boat and messing with the sails, a bunch of people started crowding around. They looked pretty shocked by my appearance, but instead of offering help, they just whispered and gestured—stuff that would’ve freaked me out at any other time. But I was too tired for that. I realized they were speaking English, so I just said, “Hey, guys. Can you tell me the name of this town and where I am?”
“You’ll find out soon enough,” a dude with a raspy voice replied. “Maybe you’ve landed in a place you won’t love, but trust me, you won’t have a say in where you’re staying.”
 I was seriously shocked to get such a rude reply from a random person, and I was also freaked out by the angry looks from his friends. “Why are you talking to me like that?” I asked. “Isn’t it normal for English people to be welcoming to strangers?”
“I don’t know what English customs are,” the guy said, “but it’s Irish custom to hate bad guys.”
While this weird conversation went on, I noticed the crowd getting bigger. Their faces showed a mix of curiosity and anger, which was annoying and kinda scared me. I asked for directions to the inn, but nobody answered. I started moving, and the crowd started muttering as they followed and surrounded me. Then, a shady-looking dude tapped me on the shoulder and said, “Hey, you gotta come with me to Mr. Kirwin’s to explain yourself.”
“Who’s Mr. Kirwin? Why do I need to explain myself? Isn’t this a free country?”
“Yeah, buddy, free enough for good people. Mr. Kirwin’s a magistrate, and you gotta explain about the death of a dude who was found murdered here last night.”
That answer totally threw me, but I quickly pulled myself together. I was innocent, and I could prove it. So, I followed my guide in silence and was led to one of the nicest houses in town. I was ready to collapse from being so tired and hungry, but being surrounded by a crowd, I figured I needed to use all my energy so no weakness would look like I was scared or guilty. Little did I know the disaster about to hit me and wipe out all fear of shame or death with horror and despair.
I gotta stop here, because it takes all my strength to remember the awful stuff I’m about to tell, in detail, to the best of my memory.
Chapter Twenty-one

I was quickly brought in to meet the magistrate—an older guy, super chill and kind. But when he looked at me, he had this serious vibe. Then he turned to my escorts and asked who was here to testify.
About half a dozen guys stepped forward. The magistrate picked one, and he said he’d been fishing the night before with his son and brother-in-law, Daniel Nugent. Around ten o’clock, they noticed a really strong northerly wind picking up, so they headed back to shore. It was pitch black, the moon hadn’t come out yet. They didn’t land at the harbor, like they usually did, but at a creek about two miles down. He went ahead, carrying some of the fishing gear, and his buddies followed behind. As he was walking on the sand, he tripped over something and totally ate it—fell flat on his face. His friends rushed over to help him up, and by the light of their lantern, they found he’d landed on a guy, who looked totally dead. At first, they thought it was a drowned person washed up by the waves, but when they checked him out, his clothes were dry, and he wasn't even cold yet. They immediately carried him to an old woman’s cottage nearby and tried to revive him, but no luck. He looked like a handsome young guy, maybe around five or twenty. It seemed like he’d been strangled—there wasn't any other sign of a struggle, just dark fingerprints around his neck.
 Honestly, the first part of the deposition was a total snooze. But when they brought up the fingerprint thing, I remembered my brother’s murder and just… lost it. My hands were shaking, and I felt like I was gonna faint, so I had to grab a chair to steady myself. The magistrate was totally watching me, you know? Like, reading into everything.
The son backed up his dad’s story. But when Daniel Nugent spoke up, he was super serious, saying he saw a boat – just one guy in it – not far from the beach right before his friend fell. He thought it was the same boat I’d just arrived on, based on the few stars he could see.
A woman said she lived close to the beach and was standing in her doorway, waiting for the fishermen to come back, about an hour before they found the body. She saw a boat with just one man in it leave from the area where they found the corpse.
Another woman confirmed the fishermen had brought the body into her house. She said it wasn’t cold. They put it in a bed and rubbed it, and Daniel went into town to find a doctor, but it was too late—he was gone.
A bunch of other guys were questioned about me landing. They all agreed that with that crazy north wind that had picked up overnight, I probably ended up drifting around for hours and had to turn back pretty close to where I started. Plus, they said it looked like I’d brought the body from somewhere else. Since I didn’t seem to know the coastline, I probably just sailed into the harbor without realizing how far the town of —— was from where I left the body.
 Mr. Kirwin, after hearing that, wanted me to go into the room where the body was, so he could see how I’d react. He probably thought it was because I was so freaked out when they described how the murder happened. So, the magistrate and a bunch of other people led me to the inn. I couldn’t help but notice how weirdly everything had lined up during this crazy night. But, knowing I’d been talking to a bunch of people on the island around the time the body was found, I wasn’t really worried about what would happen.
I went into the room where the body was and they led me right up to the coffin. Seriously, how do I even describe what I felt seeing it? I'm still totally parched with horror, and I can’t think about that moment without shuddering and feeling awful. Everything – the examination, the magistrate, all the witnesses – just kind of faded from my memory when I saw Henry Clerval lying there, lifeless. I gasped for air and just threw myself onto the body, yelling, “Did my crazy schemes take you too, my dearest Henry? I’ve already taken out two; others are waiting for their fate; but you, Clerval, my friend, my savior—"
My body just couldn’t handle the pain, and they carried me out of the room in big, shaky convulsions.
 A fever hit me hard. I was practically on death's door for two months. Apparently, my ramblings were seriously wild, according to what I heard later. I kept yelling that I'd murdered William, Justine, and Clerval. Sometimes I begged the people around me to help me destroy the monster that was messing with me. Other times, I felt like the monster's fingers were already around my neck, and I’d scream in pure agony and terror. Luckily, since I was speaking English, only Mr. Kirwin understood what I was saying. But my gestures and awful cries were enough to freak everyone else out.
Why didn't I just die? I was more miserable than anyone ever has been—why couldn’t I just fade away and rest? Death takes away so many kids, the only hope for their parents. So many brides and young lovers are full of life and hope one day, and the next they’re just food for worms and decay. What was I made of that I could handle so many blows, like a wheel constantly spinning and bringing back the pain?
But I was stuck living. After two months, I woke up like I was coming out of a dream—in prison, lying on a terrible bed, with guards, jailers, locks, and all the depressing stuff of a dungeon. I remember it was morning when I finally understood what was going on. I’d forgotten everything that had happened, just felt like some huge disaster had suddenly dropped on me. But then I looked around at the bars and the gross room, and it all came rushing back, and I groaned really hard.
 This sound woke up an old woman who was sleeping in a chair next to me. She was a hired nurse, the wife of one of the turnkeys, and her face showed all those not-so-great qualities that often come with that job. Her features were hard and rough, like someone who’s seen a lot of suffering without feeling anything. Her voice was totally indifferent; she spoke to me in English, and it sounded familiar—like something I’d heard during my own bad times.
“Are you feeling better now, sir?” she asked.
I replied in the same language, my voice weak, “I think so; but if it’s all real, if I wasn’t dreaming, I’m sorry I’m still alive to feel all this misery and horror.”
“Honestly,” said the old woman, “if you’re talking about the guy you killed, it’s probably better if you’re dead, because you’re gonna have it rough! But that’s not my problem. I’m here to nurse you and get you back on your feet. I do my job and don’t sweat it—it’s a good thing if everyone did the same.”
I turned away from her, grossed out by how heartless she was to say that to someone who’d just been saved, practically on the brink of death. But I felt super tired and couldn’t even think about everything that had happened. My whole life felt like a dream; sometimes I wondered if it was even real, because it didn't feel like reality.
As the images in my head got clearer, I started feeling feverish. A darkness closed in. No one was there to comfort me with a loving voice, no dear hand to hold. The doctor came and gave me medicine, and the old woman made it up for me. But you could see how careless she was, and her face was just plain brutal. Who would even care about a murderer's fate, except maybe the hangman who's getting paid?
 Those were my first thoughts, but I quickly realized Mr. Kirwin had been super kind to me. He’d gotten the best room in the prison set up for me (which was still pretty rough, honestly); and he’s the one who got me a doctor and a nurse. He didn’t come around much, though. Even though he really wanted to help anyone who was hurting, he didn't want to see someone going through a really intense, messed-up breakdown like a murderer would. So, he’d pop in sometimes to make sure I wasn't being ignored, but his visits were short and spaced out.
One day, while I was slowly getting better, I was sitting in a chair, my eyes barely open and my cheeks pale like I was already dead. I was totally drowning in gloom and misery, and I kept thinking it would be better to just find a way to die than to keep living in a world that felt so awful. I even thought about confessing and facing the legal consequences, figuring I wasn’t as innocent as poor Justine had been. That’s what I was thinking when the door to my room opened and Mr. Kirwin walked in. He looked sympathetic and caring; he pulled up a chair next to mine and spoke to me in French.
“I’m worried this place is really rough on you. Is there anything I can do to make you feel better?”
“Thanks, but nothing you’d mention would help. There’s no comfort anywhere on earth for me.”
“I know a stranger’s sympathy probably isn’t much help when you’re dealing with something as crazy as this. But I hope you’ll be leaving this gloomy place soon. I’m sure we can find evidence to clear you of the crime.”
“That’s the least of my worries. I’m, like, the most miserable person alive because of a bunch of weird stuff that happened. After all I’ve been through—the persecution and torture—how bad could death really be?”
 “Seriously, nothing could’ve been worse than the crazy stuff that’s been happening lately. You were, like, unexpectedly washed up on this shore—it's known for being super welcoming—immediately grabbed, and charged with murder. The first thing you saw was your friend’s body, murdered in such a weird way and, like, placed right in your path, as if by some demon.”
As Mr. Kirwin said this, even though I was still reeling from remembering everything, I was also kinda shocked by how much he seemed to know about me. I guess it showed on my face, because Mr. Kirwin quickly said,
“Right when you got sick, all the stuff you had on you was brought to me, and I checked it out to see if I could find a way to let your family know what happened and how sick you were. I found a bunch of letters, and there was one from your dad. I wrote to Geneva; it’s been almost two months since I sent it. But you’re still not well; you’re shaking even now. You can’t handle any more stress.”
“This waiting is a million times worse than anything horrible. Tell me, what new tragedy has happened, and whose murder am I supposed to be sad about now?”
“Your family is totally fine,” said Mr. Kirwin gently; “and someone, a friend, has come to see you.”
I don’t know where the thought came from, but it instantly popped into my head that the murderer had shown up to mess with me and rub it in about Clerval’s death, trying to push me to give in to his awful plans. I put my hand over my eyes and yelled out in pain,
“Ugh! Get him away! I can’t see him; for God’s sake, don’t let him come in!”
 Mr. Kirwin looked at me, clearly worried. He took my exclamation as a sign I was guilty, and said in a pretty stern voice,
“I figured your dad’s presence would be a good thing, not something you’d react to like that.”
“My dad!” I shouted, and every part of me just went from being totally stressed to feeling a lot better. “My dad’s here? That’s so nice, seriously! But where is he? Why isn't he coming to me?”
The magistrate was surprised and happy about my change. Maybe he thought my earlier outburst was just a temporary crazy moment. He stood up and left with my nurse, and then, just like that, my dad walked in.
Nothing could have made me happier right then than my dad showing up. I reached for his hand and yelled,
“Are you okay—and Elizabeth—and Ernest?”
My dad reassured me everything was fine and tried to cheer me up by talking about the people I cared about. But he quickly realized a jail isn't exactly a happy place. “What a dump this is, my son!” he said, looking sadly at the bars and how rough the room looked. “You came looking for happiness, but it feels like bad luck is following you. And poor Clerval—”
Just hearing about my friend, who was hurt and killed, was too much for me, and I started crying.
“Yeah, really,” I said. “Some seriously awful thing is happening to me, and I have to live through it. Otherwise, I would’ve died with Henry.”
 We weren't allowed to talk much, because my health was super fragile, and every precaution was needed to keep things chill. Mr. Kirwin came in and told me not to burn myself out. But seeing my dad was like seeing my good angel, and I slowly started feeling better.
As I got over being sick, I got hit with this dark, heavy sadness that nothing could shake. The image of Clerval was always there, ghostly and murdered. My friends were worried more than once, thinking I’ll have a bad fall because I was so upset. Seriously, why did they keep this miserable life going? It was probably so I could fulfill my destiny, which is wrapping up soon. Death will extinguish these feelings real soon and finally take this huge weight of pain off me; and by delivering justice, I’ll finally rest too. Back then, death felt far away, even though I always wished for it. I often just sat there, frozen and speechless, hoping for some huge event to bury me and my killer.
The time for the assizes was coming up. I’d already been in prison for three months, and even though I was still weak and constantly worried about another setback, I had to travel almost a hundred miles to the small town where the court was. Mr. Kirwin took care of everything, like getting witnesses and setting up my defense. I didn’t even have to show up in public as a criminal, because the case wasn't being heard by the court that decides on life and death. The grand jury threw out the charges, because they proved I was on the Orkney Islands when my friend’s body was found; and two weeks after they moved me, I was finally released from prison.
 My dad was seriously stoked to see me off the hook from that criminal charge, finally able to breathe easy and head back home. I didn’t really feel it, though. To me, being stuck in a dungeon or living in a palace felt equally awful. Life was totally poisoned, and even though the sun was shining, like it was for everyone else who was happy, I just saw darkness all around—a super creepy darkness, except for the glare of these two eyes. Sometimes they were Henry’s eyes, sad and fading, barely open, with long lashes. Other times, it was the monster’s watery, cloudy eyes, just like I first saw them in my room at Ingolstadt.
My dad tried to get me excited again. He talked about Geneva, about visiting soon, and about Elizabeth and Ernest. But those words just made me groan. Sometimes I’d feel a flicker of wanting to be happy, and I’d think about my cousin with a sad kind of joy. I’d even crave seeing the lake and the Rhone again—they’d meant so much to me when I was little. But mostly, I felt numb. A prison felt as good as any beautiful place in nature. And those moments of feeling okay were rare, always broken up by waves of pain and despair. I’d often try to end it all, and people had to watch me constantly to stop me from doing something crazy.
 But I still had one thing to do, and it finally beat out my selfish sadness. I needed to get back to Geneva, like, ASAP. I had to watch over the people I loved so much. And I needed to wait for the killer. If I happened to find where he was hiding, or if he showed up again to mess with me, I’d be ready to end him—to destroy that creepy image I'd given a fake soul.
My dad still wanted us to wait, worried I wouldn't handle the trip. I was a total mess—barely even a person. I had no strength left. Just bones, really. And I had a fever, all the time.
 Still, I kept pushing for us to leave Ireland, like, ASAP. My dad finally gave in. We booked passage on a ship headed to Havre-de-Grace and sailed away from the Irish coast with a good wind. It was midnight. I was lying on the deck, staring at the stars and listening to the waves crashing. I waved goodbye to the darkness that hid Ireland from view, and my heart was pounding with this crazy excitement thinking about seeing Geneva soon.
The past felt like a total nightmare. But the ship carrying me away from that awful place, the wind pushing me, and the sea all around me, made it clear I wasn't dreaming. Clerval, my friend and my closest companion, had basically become a casualty of me and the monster I made.
I replayed my whole life in my head. My chill life living with my family in Geneva, my mom dying, and then me leaving for Ingolstadt. I shuddered thinking about how hyped up I was to create this hideous thing, and I remembered the night it actually came to life. I couldn't even follow my own thoughts; a million feelings hit me at once, and I just cried.
 Ever since I got over that crazy fever, I’d been taking a little laudanum every night. It was the only way I could actually get some rest and, like, stay alive. Remembering all the bad stuff that happened just weighed on me, so I took way more than usual tonight and crashed hard. But even in sleep, I couldn’t escape my thoughts and misery. My dreams were totally wild – a bunch of scary stuff.
Then, towards morning, I had this intense nightmare. I felt something grabbing my neck, and I couldn’t shake it off. Groans and cries echoed in my ears. My dad, who was keeping an eye on me, woke me up. The waves were crashing around, the sky was cloudy, and that creepy feeling was gone.
Suddenly, I felt safe, like things were cool between this moment and that inevitable, disastrous future. It gave me this weird calm, a kind of forgetfulness that the human mind is just naturally good at.
Chapter Twenty-two

The trip was finally over. We landed and headed to Paris. I quickly realized I'd pushed myself too hard and needed to rest before I could keep going. My dad was super attentive, but he didn’t know why I was suffering and was trying the wrong things to fix it. He wanted me to get out and socialize. I couldn't even stand looking at people. Okay, not couldn't stand it—it was just…intense. They were my brothers, my fellow humans, and I even felt drawn to the most unappealing ones, like they were angelic and beautifully made. But I knew I didn’t deserve to be around them. I’d unleashed a monster among them, someone who got a thrill from hurting people and enjoying their pain. If they knew what I’d done, what I started, they’d all hate me and chase me out of the world!
Eventually, my dad gave in and let me avoid people, trying to cheer me up with all sorts of things. Sometimes he thought I was just bummed about being accused of murder, and he tried to convince me that pride was pointless.
“Dad,” I said, “you have no idea what’s going on with me. Humans, their feelings and stuff…they’d be totally ruined if someone like me felt pride. Justine, poor Justine, was as innocent as I am, and she got the same charge. She died for it, and I’m the reason—I killed her. William, Justine, and Henry—they all died because of me.”
 My dad had often heard me say the same thing while I was locked up. When I’d accuse myself like that, he’d sometimes seem to want me to explain, and other times he thought I was just tripping, that some random thought had popped into my head during my sickness, and I just remembered it later. I didn’t explain, just stayed quiet about the person I’d made. I figured they’d think I was crazy, and that would just shut me up for good. Plus, I couldn’t tell a secret that would totally freak someone out and fill them with pure terror. So, I held back my need for sympathy and stayed silent, even though I’d give anything to have told someone the awful truth. Still, words like the ones I’d written would just spill out of me. I couldn't explain them, but it felt a little better to get them out there.
My dad said, with a look of total shock, “Victor, seriously, what’s going on with you? Don’t ever say something like that again.”
“I’m not crazy,” I shouted. “The sun and the sky, they saw what I did, and they can vouch for me. I’m the one who killed those innocent people; they died because of me. I’d have given anything – every drop of my own blood – to have saved them, but I couldn’t. I just couldn’t sacrifice the whole world.”
Hearing that, my dad decided I was off the rails and quickly changed the topic. He really tried to steer my thoughts elsewhere and never talked about what happened in Ireland or let me mention my bad luck.
 As time went on, I chilled out a bit; misery was living in my heart, but I wasn't rambling about my crimes anymore. Just knowing what I'd done was enough. I totally reined in that desperate voice inside, the one that wanted to shout everything to the world. My vibe was way calmer and more together than it had been since that trip to the ice sea.
A few days before we left Paris for Switzerland, I got this letter from Elizabeth:
“My dear Friend,
“I was so stoked to get a letter from my uncle, he was in Paris! You're not so far away anymore, and I might see you in less than two weeks. My poor cousin, you must have been through so much! I'm expecting you to look even worse than when you left Geneva. This winter has been brutal, I’m a wreck from worrying. But I’m hoping to see some peace on your face and find that your heart isn’t totally empty and chill.
“Still, I’m worried the same feelings are still there that made you so messed up a year ago, maybe even worse now. I don’t want to bug you during this time, when you’re already dealing with so much. But a chat I had with my uncle before he left means I need to explain something before we meet.
Explanation? You’re probably thinking, What could Elizabeth possibly have to explain? If you’re thinking that, then I'm good and all my worries are gone. But you're far away, and it's possible you’re both scared and excited about this explanation. And if that’s the case, I can’t put off writing what I've wanted to say during your absence, but never had the guts to start.
 “You know, Victor, our families have always wanted us to be together, like, since we were kids. We heard it growing up, and we were supposed to just expect it. We were close, best friends, playing around all the time. And as we got older, I really thought we were close, you know? But sometimes siblings are super affectionate without wanting anything more. Maybe that’s us? Tell me, seriously. Tell me the truth, I’m begging you—aren’t you into someone else?
“You’ve been traveling; you’ve spent years at Ingolstadt. Last fall, when I saw you so down, totally avoiding everyone, I figured you were regretting us and felt obligated to do what your parents wanted, even if it went against what you wanted. But that’s not right. I’m telling you, I’ve got feelings for you. In my daydreams about the future, you’ve always been my friend, my go-to person. But I want your happiness, too. I’m being honest when I say that marrying me would make me miserable forever unless you really, truly wanted it. Even now, I’m tearing up thinking that you might bury all hope for love and happiness—that would actually fix you—because you’re feeling pressured by some idea of honor. I’m being so selfless here, and I could make things way worse for you. Seriously, Victor, your cousin and your friend has so much love for you that it’s killing me to think you’re not into me. Be happy, my friend; and if you do me this one favor, just know that nothing will mess with my peace of mind.
 “Don’t sweat this letter, okay? Seriously, don’t reply tomorrow, or the next day, or even until you see me. If checking in gives you stress, just ignore it. My uncle will let me know how you’re doing, and honestly, if I see just one smile on your face when we finally meet—no matter what I did to make it happen—that's all I'll need.
“Elizabeth Lavenza.
“Geneva, May 18th, 17—”
That letter totally brought back something I’d forgotten: the fiend’s threat—"I’m gonna be there on your wedding night!” That was my deal, and on that night, he was gonna use every trick in the book to destroy me and snatch away the little bit of happiness I was starting to feel. He’s determined to finish his evil deeds with my death. Fine. Then we’ll have a serious showdown. If he wins, I’m at peace, and he’s got no power over me anymore. If I win, I’m a free man. But what kind of freedom is that, really? Like a peasant whose family has been murdered in front of him, his house burned down, his land ruined, and he’s left with nothing—homeless, broke, and alone, but technically free. That's what my freedom would be, except I have Elizabeth. But even that's balanced by the horrible guilt and regret that will haunt me until I die.
 Sweet and beloved Elizabeth! I read and reread her letter, and some softened feelings crept into my heart, daring to whisper about amazing dreams of love and happiness. But the apple was already eaten, and the angel’s arm was ready to drive me away from all hope. Yet, I'd die to make her happy. If the monster followed through with his threat, death was inevitable. Still, I wondered if my marriage would speed up my fate. My destruction might arrive a few months sooner, but if my torturer suspected I was delaying it because of his threats, he’d find other, maybe even worse, ways to get revenge. He’d vowed to be with me on my wedding night, but that didn’t mean he’d be peaceful in the meantime. As if to show he wasn’t done with the bloodshed, he’d killed Clerval right after making those threats. So, I decided that if marrying my cousin would make her or my father happy, his threats against my life wouldn’t delay it even a minute.
I wrote to Elizabeth feeling this way. My letter was calm and affectionate. “I fear, my beloved girl,” I said, “we don’t have much happiness left on earth. But everything I could ever want is centered in you. Put your worries aside; I dedicate my life and all my efforts for happiness to you alone. I have one secret, Elizabeth, a really scary one. When I tell you, it's gonna freak you out, and then you're not going to be surprised by my misery—you’ll just wonder how I’ve survived what I’ve been through. I’ll share this story of misery and terror with you the day after our wedding, because, my sweet cousin, we need to have total trust between us. But until then, I'm begging you, don’t mention or hint at it. I’m really serious about this, and I know you’ll do it.”
 About a week after Elizabeth’s letter arrived, we headed back to Geneva. The sweet girl greeted me with tons of affection, but there were tears in her eyes when she saw how skinny and feverish I looked. I noticed a change in her, too. She was thinner and had lost a lot of that amazing energy that used to charm me; but her gentleness and soft, compassionate looks made her a better match for someone as wrecked and miserable as I was.
The peace I was feeling didn't last. Memories brought on craziness, and when I thought about what had happened, real insanity took over. Sometimes I was furious and burning with rage, sometimes I was totally down and despondent. I didn't talk to anyone or look at them, just sat there frozen, overwhelmed by all the misery.
Elizabeth was the only one who could pull me out of those episodes. Her gentle voice would calm me down when I was caught up in my feelings and remind me I was human when I was completely out of it. She cried with me and for me. When I finally came to my senses, she’d talk to me and try to get me to accept what happened. Ugh, it's good for people who are hurting to let go, but for someone who’s done wrong, there's no peace. The pain of regret can ruin even the comfort you sometimes find in letting yourself grieve.
Not long after I got there, my dad started talking about me getting married to Elizabeth right away. I didn't say anything.
“So, do you have someone else you’re into?”
“No way. I love Elizabeth and I’m stoked about us being together. Let’s set a date; and on that day, I’ll dedicate myself, whether I live or die, to making my cousin happy.”
 “Victor, seriously, don’t talk like that,” she said. “We’ve been through a lot, but let’s hold onto what we have and channel our love for those we lost to the people still here. Our group will be small, but super close, bonded by all we’ve been through. And when you’re feeling a little better, new people will come into our lives to fill the void.”
That was my dad’s advice. But the threat kept popping back into my head. You know, even though the creature had already done some seriously messed-up stuff, I almost thought he was unbeatable. And when he said, “I’ll be there on your wedding night,” I felt like our fate was sealed. But honestly, I’d take death over losing Elizabeth. So, I told my dad I was totally on board with the wedding, as long as my cousin was down, and we’d do it in ten days. I thought I was just sealing my own doom, you know?
Seriously, God! If I’ve even thought for a second what my monstrous enemy was planning, I would’ve ditched my hometown and wandered the earth alone instead of agreeing to this whole thing. But the creature had some kind of magic power, totally blinding me to what he was really up to. I thought I was just prepping for my own death, but I ended up rushing a much more important one.
 As our wedding day got closer, I felt my heart sink, like, seriously. Was it fear or just a weird feeling? I hid it with a super cheerful act that made my dad smile, but Elizabeth totally saw through it. She was chill about getting married, a little nervous, sure, but mostly content. She worried that what felt so real and happy could just vanish, leaving nothing but major regret.
Everyone was congratulating us and smiling. I kept my anxiety locked away and pretended to be all into my dad's plans, even though they felt like decorations for a disaster. Luckily, my dad got some of Elizabeth’s inheritance back from the Austrian government. She had this sweet little place on Lake Como. We planned to head there right after the wedding and spend our first days together by the lake.
I was seriously prepping to defend myself if that monster showed up. I always had a pistol and a dagger on me, and I was always looking out for tricks. That helped me feel a lot calmer. Honestly, as the wedding got closer, the threat seemed like a total delusion. The happiness I was hoping for felt really real, and everyone kept saying the wedding was definitely happening, no way to stop it.
 Elizabeth seemed happy, and my chill vibe totally helped calm her down. But on the day that was supposed to make my dreams and destiny come true, she was feeling bummed, like something bad was gonna happen. Maybe she was also thinking about the huge secret I’d promised to spill to her the next day. My dad was stoked, though, and in all the chaos of getting ready, he just saw his niece’s sadness as a bride's nerves.
After the ceremony, a big group gathered at my dad’s, but it was decided that Elizabeth and I would start our trip by boat, sleeping in Evian that night and continuing the next day. The weather was awesome, the wind was perfect – everything smiled on our wedding trip.
Those were the last moments I actually felt happy. We zipped along; the sun was blazing, but we were sheltered by a kind of roof while we soaked in the scenery. Sometimes we saw Mont Salêve, the chill banks of Montalègre, and way off in the distance, Mont Blanc, looking majestic, and all the other snowy mountains trying to keep up. Other times we cruised along the opposite side, seeing the mighty Jura standing strong, a huge roadblock for anyone trying to ditch their home country or take it over.
I took Elizabeth’s hand. “You seem down, babe. Ugh! If you knew what I’ve been through and what I might still have to deal with, you’d try to let me enjoy this one day of peace and freedom from all the despair.”
 “Be happy, my dear Victor,” Elizabeth said. “I hope nothing’s stressing you out, and know that even if I don’t look super thrilled, my heart’s totally good. Something’s telling me not to get too hyped about what’s ahead, but I’m gonna ignore that shady vibe. Look how fast we’re moving and how the clouds, sometimes hiding and sometimes popping above Mont Blanc, make this view even more awesome. Check out all the fish swimming in the clear water—we can see every pebble at the bottom. What a gorgeous day! Nature looks so chill and happy!”
Elizabeth tried to keep our minds off anything gloomy. Her mood would shift; joy would flash in her eyes, but it always faded into daydreaming.
The sun was sinking; we crossed the Drance and watched it wind through the canyons of the hills and the valleys below. The Alps were getting closer to the lake, and we approached the ring of mountains that make up its eastern edge. Evian’s spire sparkled through the trees and the layers of mountains above it.
The wind, which had been pushing us along so fast, died down to a light breeze at sunset. The soft air barely rippled the water and made the trees sway gently as we got closer to the shore, where the air smelled like flowers and fresh hay. The sun dipped below the horizon as we landed, and as I stepped onto the shore, those worries and fears I’m about to deal with came flooding back.
Chapter Twenty-three

We landed around eight. We walked the shore for a bit, soaking in the fading light, then headed to the inn. We just chilled, looking at the water, woods, and mountains—they were dark, but you could still see their shapes.
The wind, which had died down in the south, picked up hard from the west. The moon was high and starting to sink. Clouds zipped across it faster than a hawk, dimming its glow. The lake mirrored the busy sky, even more chaotic thanks to the waves starting to build. Then, a serious downpour hit.
I’d been cool all day, but once night made everything blurry, a million worries popped into my head. I was on edge, keeping a close watch, my hand gripping a pistol tucked inside my shirt. Every noise freaked me out, but I was determined to fight for my life and not back down until one of us was gone.
Elizabeth noticed I was all over the place, quiet and scared. But she could see the fear in my eyes. She started shaking and asked, “What’s wrong, Victor? What are you afraid of?”
“Oh, chill, babe,” I said. “Tonight’s rough, but it’s just tonight. Everything will be fine.”
I was stuck like that for a while, then it hit me—how terrifying this fight would be for my wife. I begged her to go to bed, saying I’d join her once I knew where my enemy was.
 She left me, and I spent a while wandering around the house, checking every corner for a hiding spot for my enemy. I couldn't find any sign of him, and started to think maybe something lucky had happened to stop him from carrying out his threats. Then, suddenly, I heard this awful, piercing scream. It came from the room where Elizabeth had gone.
As I heard it, everything clicked—the whole truth hit me. My arms just dropped, and I froze; every muscle went still. I could feel the blood rushing through my veins and tingling in my hands and feet. It only lasted a second, but then the scream came again, and I bolted into the room.
Oh my god! Why didn't I just die right then? Why am I even here to tell you about the destruction of the best, most amazing person on earth? She was there, lifeless, lying across the bed. Her head was hanging down, and her pale, messed-up face was half hidden by her hair. Everywhere I looked, I saw the same thing—her bloodless arms and relaxed body, tossed onto her wedding bed by the killer. Could I even live through this?
Sadly, life is stubborn and holds on tight, even when you hate it. For just a moment, I totally lost it; I just collapsed to the floor.
 When I came around, I was surrounded by the inn's crowd; their faces showed pure terror. But others just seemed to be mocking, like a faint echo of what I was feeling. I bolted to the room where Elizabeth lay, my love, my wife—just recently alive, so precious, so deserving. She’s been moved from where I first saw her, and now she's lying with her head on her arm, a handkerchief over her face and neck. I could’ve thought she was sleeping. I rushed to her and hugged her tight, but the lifelessness and coldness of her body told me that what I held wasn’t the Elizabeth I’d loved and cherished. There was a brutal mark on her neck, and her breath had stopped.
Still grieving, I looked up. The room had been dark before, and seeing the pale yellow moonlight flood the chamber gave me a jolt of panic. The shutters were open, and I saw the most horrifying, disgusting figure at the window. A grin was on the monster's face; he seemed to be taunting me, pointing with his evil finger toward Elizabeth’s body. I charged toward the window, pulled a pistol from my chest, and fired. But he dodged me, jumped, and with lightning speed, plunged into the lake.
The gunshot brought a bunch of people into the room. I showed them where he’s disappeared, and we searched with boats. We cast nets, but it was no use. After hours, we came back, defeated. Most of my friends thought it was just a figment of my imagination. Once we were on land, they split up to search the area, heading in different directions through the woods and vines.
 I tried to follow them, but I only made it a little ways from the house. My head was spinning, and I stumbled like I’d had too much. I totally crashed, completely wiped out; a haze covered my eyes, and my skin felt scorched with fever.
They carried me back and laid me in bed, and I barely registered what was happening. My eyes darted around the room, like I was searching for something I’d lost.
After a while, I got up, and without even thinking, I crawled into the room where my beloved lay. Women were crying all around. I leaned over, and my tears joined theirs. My mind was a total mess, though—just random thoughts bouncing around, all tangled up with my bad luck and why it was happening. I was seriously freaked out, lost in a mix of shock and horror. William’s death, Justine’s execution, Clerval’s murder, and now my wife... I didn’t even know if my last friends were safe from that monster. My dad could still be suffering, and Ernest might be gone too. That thought gave me chills and snapped me back to reality. I jumped up and decided to head back to Geneva ASAP.
 There weren't any horses available, so I had to head back by the lake. But the wind was totally against me, and it was pouring rain. Still, it was barely morning, so I figured I could make it by night. I paid some guys to row, and I grabbed an oar myself—I'd always felt better when I was moving my body. But the sheer amount of misery I was feeling, and how worked up I was, just made me useless. I dropped the oar and rested my head in my hands, letting all the bad thoughts just wash over me. When I looked up, I saw stuff I knew from happier times, places I'd looked at just the day before with her—now she was just a memory. Tears were streaming down my face. The rain had stopped for a sec, and I saw the fish jumping in the water, like they had a few hours earlier—Elizabeth had been watching them then. It's brutal when things change so fast and drastically. The sun could be shining, or the clouds could be rolling in, but nothing looked the way it did yesterday. A total nightmare had ripped away every chance of happiness. I was the most miserable person ever; it was a one-off, a seriously messed-up thing to happen.
But why should I even go into what happened after that? My story’s been a total horror show; I hit rock bottom, and anything else I tell you will probably just drag on. Just know that my friends started disappearing, one by one. I was totally alone. I'm completely drained, and I'm just gonna tell you, in a few words, what’s left of this awful story.
 I got to Geneva. My dad and Ernest were still around, but Dad totally tanked when he heard the news I brought. I can picture him now, this awesome, respected old guy! His eyes were just wandering, like they'd lost their spark—his Elizabeth, who was more than just a daughter, the one he adored with all his love. You know, a guy who’s getting older and doesn’t have a ton of people left, so he really holds onto what he has. Seriously, I curse the person who brought so much misery to his silver hair and doomed him to waste away in sadness! He couldn’t handle all the awful stuff happening around him; his life force just gave out. He couldn’t even get out of bed, and he died in my arms a few days later.
So, what happened to me? Honestly, I don’t even know. I just lost it, and chains and darkness were all I felt. Sometimes, I’d dream I was wandering through fields of flowers and chill valleys with my old friends, but then I’d wake up in a dungeon. I was super down, but slowly I started to understand my situation and all the bad stuff I’m dealing with. Then, I was finally released from my prison. Turns out, they thought I was crazy, and for months, as far as I could tell, I was stuck in a single cell.
But freedom didn't mean much to me until I started thinking clearly and, at the same time, wanting revenge. As I remembered all the bad stuff that happened, I started thinking about why—the monster I created, this pathetic demon I unleashed on the world to ruin me. I was consumed by this crazy rage when I thought about him, and I desperately wanted to get my hands on him and totally destroy him.
 I didn't let my hate just simmer, you know? I started thinking about how to actually catch him. So, about a month after I got out, I went to a judge in town and told him I had something to report. I knew who destroyed my family, and I needed him to use all his power to find the killer.
The judge listened closely and was really nice. “Don’t worry, sir,” he said. “I’ll do everything I can to find this guy.”
“Thanks,” I said. “Listen to what I have to say. It’s a wild story, I know, but you gotta believe me. There’s something real about it, even if it sounds crazy. It wasn’t a dream, and I’m not lying about anything.” I kept my cool as I spoke, but I'd already decided I was going to hunt down my destroyer and not stop until he was gone. That focus calmed me down, for a little while anyway. I told him my story, keeping it short and to the point, remembering all the dates and not getting all worked up.
At first, the judge looked totally shocked, but he started paying closer attention as I went on. I could see him shudder sometimes, and other times his face showed real surprise—like he actually believed me.
When I was done, I said, “This is the guy I’m accusing, and I’m asking you to use all your power to bring him in and make him pay. It’s your job as a judge, and I think you’ll do the right thing.”
 This address totally changed the look on my listener's face. He’d heard my story with that kinda half-belief you give to tales about ghosts and stuff; but when he had to act on it officially, all his doubt came flooding back. Still, he replied calmly, “I’m happy to help you out with this, but the creature you’re talking about seems to have powers that would just shut down anything I could do. Who can chase an animal that can cross the ice sea and live in caves and dens where no one would even dare to go? Plus, it’s been months since he did what he did, and nobody can guess where he’s wandered off to or what area he’s in now.”
“I’m sure he’s lurking around where I live, and if he’s taken refuge in the Alps, they could hunt him like a chamois and take him down like a predator. But I get what you’re thinking—you don’t believe my story, and you’re not gonna go after my enemy with the punishment he deserves.”
As I spoke, fire flashed in my eyes. The magistrate looked freaked. “You’re wrong,” he said. “I’ll do everything I can, and if I can catch this monster, you can be sure he’s gonna face consequences for his crimes. But honestly, based on what you’ve told me about his abilities, I think it’s gonna be next to impossible. So, while we’re doing everything we can, you should brace yourself for disappointment.”
“That can’t be; but anything I say won’t really matter. My revenge isn’t your problem; even though I know it’s a bad thing, I gotta admit it’s the only thing consuming me. It’s insane to think that the murderer, the one I let loose on society, is still out there. You’re denying my fair request, so I’m left with just one option—I’m dedicating my life, or my death, to destroying him.”
 I was seriously shaking, like, totally rattled, when I said that. There was this wildness in how I was acting, and I bet I looked fierce—like those old martyrs, you know? But to a Genevan judge, who was preoccupied with way different stuff than faith and bravery, it just looked like I was losing it. He tried to calm me down, like you would a kid, and went back to my story, thinking it was just a fever dream.
“Dude,” I yelled, “you’re so clueless with all your supposed wisdom! Seriously, you don’t even know what you’re saying.”
I bolted out of the house, super annoyed and messed up, and went off to figure out another plan.
Chapter Twenty-four

I was totally lost, like my brain had shut off. I was driven by rage; revenge was the only thing giving me strength and keeping me cool. It shaped my feelings and let me think clearly, even when I should have been freaking out or dying.
My first move was to ditch Geneva for good. My country, which I loved when I was happy and had people who cared, now felt awful. I grabbed some cash and a few jewels that used to belong to my mom, and I bailed.
And that’s when my wandering started, and it wasn’t stopping anytime soon. I'd crossed a huge chunk of the planet and dealt with every crazy thing travelers face in deserts and rough places. Honestly, I barely remember how I survived—so many times I collapsed on the sand, wishing for it to be over. But revenge kept me going; I couldn't die and leave my enemy still around.
When I left Geneva, I was trying to figure out how to track my freakin’ enemy. But I was all over the place, wandering around the edge of town, clueless about what to do. As night fell, I found myself at the cemetery where William, Elizabeth, and my dad were buried. I went in and headed toward their graves. Everything was quiet except for the leaves rustling in the wind; it was almost pitch black, and the scene would've been intense even if you didn't care. It felt like the ghosts of the people who died were floating around, casting a shadow—you could feel it, but you couldn't see it—around me.
 The deep sadness from this scene quickly turned to anger and despair. They were gone, and I was still here; their killer was still out there, and I had to keep living just to get revenge. I knelt on the grass and kissed the earth, then, with trembling lips, I said, “By this sacred earth I kneel on, by the spirits nearby, by the endless grief I feel—I swear. And by you, Night, and the spirits that rule over you, I’m going to hunt down the demon who caused all this, until he or I die fighting. I’m going to keep myself alive for this; I’m going to see the sun and walk on this earth again to get this revenge, otherwise I’d just disappear forever. And I call on you, spirits of the dead, and you, wandering messengers of vengeance, to help and guide me. Let that cursed monster drown in agony; let him feel the despair that’s eating me up now.”
I started my promise with seriousness and a sense of awe that made me almost sure my murdered friends heard and approved of my dedication, but the furies took over as I finished, and rage blocked my voice.
I heard a loud, evil laugh cut through the stillness of the night. It echoed in my ears, the mountains bounced it back, and I felt like all of hell was surrounding me with mocking laughter. For a second, I almost lost it and ended it all, but then I realized my vow had been heard, and I was being kept alive for vengeance. The laughter faded, and then a voice I knew—a voice I hated—whispered close to my ear, “I’m happy, you pathetic thing! You’ll live, and I’m satisfied.”
 I bolted towards where the sound came from, but the dude totally dodged me. Then, suddenly, the moon popped out—a huge circle—and lit up his creepy, messed-up shape as he bolted away, way faster than any human could.
I chased after him, and that’s been my thing for months. Following a tiny clue, I trailed the Rhone, but it was a dead end. The blue Mediterranean showed up, and, like, what a weird coincidence, I saw him sneak on a ship heading for the Black Sea. I hopped on the same ship, but he vanished—I have no idea how.
For months, I’d been all over Tartary and Russia, still on his trail. Sometimes, the locals, freaked out by this scary sight, would tell me where he’s been. Other times, he’s like, left a sign—maybe he was worried I’d give up and die if I lost him. Snow piled on my head, and I saw his massive footprint on the snow. You, just starting out, who's never really known worry or pain, how could you possibly get what I've been through? Cold, hunger, exhaustion were the easy stuff. I was cursed, carrying my own personal hell with me. But a good spirit was with me, guiding my steps, and when I was at my lowest, it would pull me out of impossible situations. Sometimes, when I was starving, a meal would just appear in the middle of nowhere, totally reviving me. It was simple peasant food, but I’m sure it was left by the spirits I’d called on for help. And when I was dying of thirst, a tiny cloud would just pop up, drop a few drops of rain, and then disappear.
 I followed the rivers when I could, but the dæmon usually steered clear—that’s where most people lived. I rarely saw anyone else, and mostly survived on whatever wild animals I came across. I had cash, and made friends with the villagers by handing it out. Or, I’d bring food I’d hunted, keeping a little for myself, and giving the rest to whoever had given me fire and cooking gear.
My life was seriously rough, and I only felt good when I was asleep. Oh, blessed sleep! When I was feeling the most down, I’d finally get some rest, and my dreams would totally lift me up. The spirits watching over me gave me those moments—or, hours—of happiness so I could keep going on my journey. Without that break, I would’ve given up. I got through the days hoping for night, because in my sleep, I’d see my friends, my wife, and my home country. I’d see my dad’s kind face, hear Elizabeth’s voice, and see Clerval looking healthy and young. When I was exhausted from walking, I’d convince myself I was dreaming until night came, so I could finally be with my friends. I felt so much love for them! I’d hold onto their images, and sometimes they even popped into my mind while I was awake, making me think they were still alive. At those moments, the need for revenge faded, and I chased after destroying the dæmon more like a chore I had to do, like an automatic thing, rather than a deep desire from my heart.
 What his feelings were toward me, I couldn’t know. Sometimes, he’s leaving messages carved into trees or chipped into stone—stuff to guide me and totally rile me up. “My reign isn’t over,” one of these carvings said—"You’re alive, and my power's total. Follow me; I'm hunting for the everlasting ice in the north, where you’ll feel the misery of cold and frost, which I don’t even feel. Near here, if you’re not too slow, you’ll find a dead hare; eat and chill out. Come on, my enemy; we still gotta fight for our lives, but you’ve got a ton of hard and miserable hours ahead of you until that happens.”
Seriously, what a jerk! I vow revenge again; I’m dedicating you, miserable freak, to torture and death. I’m not giving up this search until one of us dies; and then with what joy will I be with my Elizabeth and my friends who’ll be waiting for me, rewarding me for all this crazy work and this awful journey!
As I kept pushing north, the snow got thicker and the cold got intense—almost too much to handle. The villagers were stuck inside their homes, and only the toughest were brave enough to go out and grab the animals that starvation had driven out to look for food. The rivers were frozen, and I couldn't catch any fish; so I was cut off from my main source of food.
My enemy was loving it—getting stronger as my work got harder. One inscription he left said: “Get ready! Your work’s just starting. Bundle up in fur and find food, because we’re about to go on a trip where your suffering will totally satisfy my endless hatred.”
 Those mocking words actually gave me a boost of confidence. I decided I wasn’t going to fail, and after a quick prayer, I kept going. I trekked across huge deserts until I could finally see the ocean—it was the very edge of the horizon. Wow, it was nothing like the bright blue seas back home! Covered in ice, it was hard to tell it was even water, just super wild and rough. The Greeks were practically crying with joy when they first saw the Mediterranean from the hills of Asia, cheering because their hard work was finally done. I didn’t cry, but I dropped to my knees and thanked the spirit that guided me, so grateful to have made it safely to the place where I planned to face and take on my rival, even after his jab.
 Some weeks before this, I’d gotten a sled and dogs, and zipped across the snow like crazy. I don’t know if that fiend had the same setup, but I was seriously gaining on him. When I first saw the ocean, he was just a day ahead, and I was hoping to catch him before he hit the beach.
Feeling way more confident, I pushed on, and in two days, I reached a pretty rough village on the coast. I asked the locals about the fiend and got some solid info. Apparently, a huge monster had shown up the night before, packing a gun and a bunch of pistols. He’d totally freaked out the people in a lone cottage, scared them silly. He’s grabbed all their winter food and loaded it onto a sled. To pull it, he’s snatched a whole pack of trained dogs and harnessed them up. The villagers were stoked when he took off that night, heading across the sea in a direction that didn't lead anywhere. They figured he’s gotta be destroyed by the ice or frozen solid pretty soon.
Hearing that news, I was hit with a wave of despair. He’d gotten away, and I was facing this insane, never-ending journey across the icy ocean. It was freezing, and as someone from a warm, sunny place, I wasn’t gonna last long. But then I thought about him still being alive and winning, and my rage and need for revenge totally washed over me.
After a quick rest—felt like the spirits of the dead were hanging around, pushing me to work and get revenge—I got ready for my journey.
I swapped my land-sled for one made for the rough ocean ice and stocked up on food. Then I left the shore.
 I honestly can't say how much time had passed, but I’ve been through some seriously rough stuff. Only the feeling that I deserved it, deep down, kept me going. Huge, icy mountains blocked my way a lot, and I could always hear the ocean roaring, like it was trying to crush me. But then the ice would freeze over and make the water safe again.
Judging by how much food I’d eaten, I figured I’d been traveling for about three weeks. But hoping for so long, and then having that hope crash down, totally wrecked me. I was about to give up, honestly. One time, after my poor animals finally dragged me up a huge ice slope, and one of them died from exhaustion, I looked out at everything and felt completely lost. Then, I spotted something dark on the horizon. I squinted to see what it was and let out a crazy yell when I realized it was a sled—and I could make out a familiar shape inside. Oh my gosh! Hope just flooded back into me. Tears welled up in my eyes, and I quickly wiped them away so I wouldn't block my view of the creature. But I was still blinded by the hot tears, and I just totally lost it and started crying out loud.
 But there was no time to waste. I got the dogs moving, leaving their dead friend behind. I gave them a ton of food, and after a needed hour’s break—which felt like forever—I kept going.
I could still see the sledge, and I didn’t lose sight of it, except when some ice or rocks blocked it for a bit. I was definitely catching up, and when, after almost two days, I saw my enemy just a mile away, my heart leaped.
But then, just as I thought I was about to get him, my hopes vanished. I completely lost track of him—worse than ever before. I heard a ground sea—the roar of it getting louder and scarier as the water rolled under me.
I pushed on, but it was useless. The wind picked up, the sea raged, and then—like a massive earthquake—it split and cracked with a huge, overwhelming sound. It was over fast. In just a few minutes, a wild sea separated me from my enemy, and I was stuck on a shrinking piece of ice, basically signing my own death warrant.
 Seriously, so many awful hours just dragged on. A bunch of my dogs died, and I was totally about to crash under the weight of everything when I saw your ship anchored and giving me a glimpse of hope, a chance at survival. I couldn't believe ships even came this far north – it was wild. I quickly busted up some of my sled to make oars, and with a ton of effort, I could move my ice raft towards your ship. I’d decided that even if you were heading south, I'd still trust the ocean's whim instead of giving up. I was hoping you'd give me a boat so I could chase down my enemy. But you were going north. You pulled me aboard when I was completely drained, and I would’ve died from all the hardship, a death I still freak out about, because I haven’t finished what I need to do.
Ugh! When will my guiding spirit, leading me to this demon, let me get the rest I’m craving? Or do I have to die, and he just keeps living? If I do, promise me, Walton, that he won’t get away. Promise you’ll hunt him down and get revenge by ending his life. And am I even allowed to ask you to take on this journey, to go through the stuff I've been through? Nah, I’m not that selfish. But when I’m gone, if he shows up, if the forces of vengeance lead him to you, promise he won’t live—promise he won’t win over all my suffering and survive to add to his list of messed-up deeds. He’s smooth-talking and convincing, and his words even had power over my heart once; but don’t trust him. His soul is as dark as he looks, full of deceit and seriously evil malice. Don’t listen to him; call out the names of William, Justine, Clerval, Elizabeth, my dad, and the poor Victor, and plunge your sword into his heart. I’ll be nearby to make sure you hit the mark.
Walton, continuing.
August 26th, 17—.
 You’re feeling seriously creeped out by this story, right? Like, my blood is totally freezing just thinking about it. Sometimes, he's hit with sudden pain and can't even keep going. Other times, his voice cracks, but it's still sharp, as he struggles to get the words out – they're so full of sadness. His beautiful eyes would light up with anger, then sink down with sorrow, and then just… disappear into total misery. Sometimes, he’s got it together, telling the most awful stuff in a calm voice, hiding any sign of being upset. Then, suddenly, it’s like a volcano erupting – his face just explodes with wild rage as he curses the person who messed with him.
His story is clear and feels totally real, but honestly, the letters from Felix and Safie, and seeing that monster from our ship… they convinced me way more than anything he said, no matter how serious he seemed. So, a monster actually exists? I can't believe it, but I'm also super impressed. I tried to get him to tell me all the details about how he made his creature, but he wouldn’t budge on that.
“Are you crazy, my friend?” he asked. “Or where’s this ridiculous curiosity of yours taking you? You gonna make your own demon to unleash on the world? Chill out, seriously! Learn from my disasters, don’t add to your own.”
Frankenstein noticed I was taking notes on his story. He asked to see them, and then he edited and added to them himself, especially when it came to the conversations he had with his monster. “Since you’ve kept my story,” he said, “I don’t want a chopped-up version to be all that’s left for future generations.”
 It's been a whole week, and I'm still reeling from the craziest story I’ve ever heard. My thoughts and feelings have been totally consumed by my guest—this tale and his super elevated, chill vibes have just created such a connection. I want to comfort him, but can I even advise someone so unbelievably wrecked, so completely without hope, to just keep living? Seriously, no! The only peace he’s gonna find is when he finally lets go and finds rest in death. But he does have one thing going for him, a little escape born from being alone and lost in his head. He genuinely believes that when he dreams and talks to his friends, and finds comfort or gets fired up for revenge, it’s not just his imagination. He thinks it’s actually them, visiting him from another world. This belief makes his daydreams so intense, they almost feel as real as anything else.
We don’t just talk about his story and all the bad stuff that’s happened. He’s got serious knowledge about everything—literature, you name it—and gets things so fast. He’s a seriously good talker; when he tells a sad story or tries to pull at your heartstrings, I’m literally crying. Can you imagine how amazing he must have been back in the good old days? He's still so noble and impressive, even now, falling apart. He knows his own worth, you can tell, and feels the weight of his downfall.
 “When I was younger,” he said, “I thought I was meant for something huge. My feelings are intense, but I always had a sharp mind that seemed perfect for big accomplishments. Believing in how awesome I was kept me going when others would have given up—I thought it was a total waste to let those talents that could help people just sit around feeling sad. When I looked at what I’d done—basically creating a thinking, feeling being—I didn’t see myself as just another run-of-the-mill inventor. But that feeling, which powered me at the start, now just drags me down. All my plans and dreams are pointless, and I’m like that angel who wanted to be all-powerful—stuck in a never-ending nightmare. My imagination was wild, but I was also really good at figuring things out and putting them into action. Combining those two things, I came up with the idea and actually made a man. Even now, I can’t think about it without feeling something—my daydreams while it was still in progress. I felt like I was walking on air, sometimes excited by what I could do, sometimes burning with the idea of what it would do. From the time I was little, I had huge hopes and big ambitions; but look at me now! Seriously, oh! My friend, if you’d known me like I used to be, you wouldn’t recognize me like this, totally down. Sadness barely even touched me; I felt like I was on a path to something amazing, until I fell—and I’m never getting back up.”
“Do I have to lose this amazing person? I’ve been searching for a friend, someone who would get me and care about me. Look, out here in the middle of nowhere, I found that—but I’m afraid I’ve realized how much he means to me, only to lose him. I want to help him find a reason to live, but he’s totally pushing it away.”
 “Seriously, Walton,” he said, “I appreciate you trying to help this mess of a guy, but when you bring up new connections and fresh feelings, do you really think anything can replace those I’m missing? Can anyone ever be like Clerval to me, or another Elizabeth? Even if you’re not super close to someone, childhood friends always have this thing over you—a hold on your mind that later friends just can’t get. They know what you were like as a kid, even if you’re different now, and they can figure out your intentions better. A sibling just knows—unless they showed signs early on—they won’t suspect you of being fake. But other friends, no matter how much they care, might sometimes wonder. I had amazing friends, not just because I was used to them, but because they were genuinely great. Wherever I am, I’m gonna hear Elizabeth’s comforting voice and Clerval’s conversations in my head. They're gone, and honestly, only one thing keeps me going in this kind of isolation. If I were working on something huge, something that would really help people, then yeah, I could keep living to finish it. But that’s not my path. I gotta hunt down and destroy the thing I created; then my time on earth will be up, and I can finally die.”
My dearest Sister,
September 2d.
 I’m writing to you, totally trapped and clueless about whether I’ll ever see England or my amazing friends again. I’m surrounded by mountains of ice, and there’s no way out—they’re threatening to crush my ship any minute. The brave guys I talked into coming along are looking to me for help, but I’m totally tapped out. Our situation is seriously messed up, but I’m trying to stay strong and hopeful. It’s brutal to think that all these lives are in danger because of me. If we go down, it’s my crazy plans’ fault.
And what about you, Margaret? You won’t hear about what happened, and you’ll be worrying about me coming back. Years will go by, and you’ll have moments of total despair, but you’ll still be clinging to hope. Oh, my dear sister, the thought of your heart breaking when you realize I’ll never return is way worse to me than my own death. But you’ve got a husband and adorable kids; you deserve to be happy. I hope heaven blesses you and makes you so!
My poor guest is looking at me with so much compassion. He’s trying to give me hope and talks like life is the greatest thing ever. He reminds me how other explorers have tried this sea and lived, and even against my will, he’s making me feel optimistic. Even the sailors are feeling his words; when he speaks, they don’t lose hope. He’s boosting their energy, and as long as they hear his voice, they think these giant ice mountains are nothing that a person can overcome. But those feelings don’t last; every day we wait just makes them more scared, and I'm almost afraid of a mutiny caused by this despair.
September 5th.
Something just happened that was so wild, I have to write it down. Even if these papers never reach you, I can’t help myself.
 We’re still buried in ice, seriously risking getting squashed by this whole mess. It's freezing, and way too many of my friends have already died here in this wasteland. Frankenstein's been getting worse every day; there’s still a feverish look in his eyes, but he's totally drained. Any sudden movement just knocks him out, makes him look lifeless.
I wrote about my worries about a mutiny in my last letter. This morning, watching my friend—his face pale, eyes half-closed, limbs just hanging—I got jumped by six sailors wanting into the cabin. They came in, and their leader talked to me. He said he and his crew were picked by the other guys to ask me for something I couldn't really say no to. We’re stuck in ice and probably won’t get out, but they’re worried that if the ice breaks and we get a clear path, I’d be reckless enough to keep going and drag them into even more danger after they'd finally gotten through this. So, they wanted me to promise, seriously, that if we got free, I’d head south, pronto.
Their words shook me up. I hadn’t given up hope, and I hadn’t even thought about turning back if we got out. But could I, fairly or even realistically, deny them this? I paused before I responded, when Frankenstein, who’d been quiet—and honestly, barely seemed awake—suddenly perked up. His eyes lit up, and his cheeks flushed with a burst of energy. He turned towards the men,
 “What are you talking about? What do you want from your captain? Seriously, are you just giving up now? You called this a legendary trip, right? “And why legendary? Not because it was easy, like a chill beach somewhere, but because it was packed with danger and fear. Every new thing we faced was a test, a chance to show how brave we were. Danger and death were everywhere, and we were supposed to face them down. That’s what made it legendary, that’s what made it worthwhile. We were going to be heroes, our names remembered as belonging to brave people who risked everything for honor and for everyone else. And now, the second we imagine something scary, or, if you want, the first real, intense challenge to our courage, you’re bailing? You’re happy to go home and be remembered as people who weren't tough enough to handle the cold and the danger? Come on! You didn’t even need all this training. You didn’t have to drag your captain into this to prove you’re scaredy-cats. Seriously, step up! Be men, be better than men. Stick to your plan, be solid as a rock. This ice isn’t made of the same stuff as your hearts; it’s changing and can’t stop you if you say it won’t. Don’t go back to your families with the mark of shame on your faces. Go back as heroes who fought and won, who know what it’s like to turn their backs on the enemy.”
 He said it with a voice that totally matched the feelings he was expressing, and his eyes were full of big ideas and heroism. Seriously, could you blame these guys for being moved? They looked at each other and couldn’t even reply. I spoke up; I told them to chill and think about what we’d talked about. I said I wouldn't push them further north if they really didn’t want to, but I hoped they’d find their courage again after thinking it over.
They left, and I turned to my friend, but he was totally wiped out and barely alive.
I have no idea how this will end, but I’d rather die than go back defeated and without achieving my goals. Still, I’m worried that’s what’s gonna happen. These guys, without any ideas of glory or honor, can’t keep putting up with this stuff.
September 7th.
It’s done. I’m going back if we don’t get wiped out. My hopes are totally crushed by fear and indecision. I’m coming back clueless and disappointed. It takes way more patience than I have to deal with this unfairness.
September 12th.
It's over. I’m heading back to England. I’ve lost my hopes for making a difference and for glory; I’ve lost my friend. But I’ll try to tell you all about these awful things, my dear sister. And while I’m sailing towards England and towards you, I won’t give up hope.
 September 9th, the ice started moving, and we heard these huge, thunderous roars way off. The islands were splitting and cracking everywhere. We were in serious danger, but there was nothing we could do. I was mostly worried about my guest, who was getting sicker and sicker – totally stuck in bed. The ice cracked behind us and got pushed north. A breeze came from the west, and by the 11th, the way south was totally clear. When the sailors saw that and realized they could go home, they just erupted in this massive, loud cheer. Frankenstein, who was dozing, woke up and asked what was going on. “They’re cheering,” I said, “because they’re going back to England soon.”
“So, you’re really going back?”
“Yeah, I guess. I can’t fight their demands. I can’t drag them into danger, and I have to go.”
“Okay, do what you gotta do. But I’m not going. You can give up your plan, but mine is from Heaven, and I can’t back down. I’m weak, but I’m sure the spirits helping me get revenge will give me the strength I need.” He tried to get out of bed, but it was too much for him. He fell back and passed out.
It took forever for him to come around, and I honestly thought he was gone. Finally, he opened his eyes. He was breathing hard and couldn’t talk. The surgeon gave him something to calm him down and told us to leave him alone. In the meantime, he told me my friend didn’t have much time left.
 The sentence was out, and all I could do was feel bummed and just wait it out. I sat by his bed, watching him. His eyes were closed, and I thought he was asleep. But then he called out, his voice weak, and told me to come closer. “Seriously,” he said, “the strength I was counting on is gone. I feel like I’m gonna die soon, and he, my enemy, might still be around.”
“Don’t think, Walton, that at the very end I still feel that crazy, burning hate and need for revenge I used to talk about. But I’m still right to want my enemy gone.”
“These last few days, I’ve been going over everything I’ve done. And honestly, I don’t think I messed up. I was so hyped up, I created a smart creature, and I felt it was my job to make sure he was happy and doing okay. That was my responsibility, but there was something even more important.”
“My duties to people like me—to humans—were more important because they involved a lot more happiness or pain. So, I said no, and I was right to say no, about making a friend for the first one.”
“He was unbelievably evil and selfish. He destroyed my friends. He ruined lives of beings who were full of amazing feelings, joy, and wisdom. And I have no idea where his need for revenge will stop.”
“He’s miserable himself, and he’s making everyone else miserable, too. He needs to die. It was my job to end it, but I failed.”
“I asked you to finish my work when I was being selfish and acting badly. And now, I’m asking again, but this time it’s because I’m thinking clearly and doing the right thing.”
 “I can’t ask you to ditch your country and friends to do this, though. And now that you’re heading back to England, you probably won't run into him. But I'm leaving it to you to figure out what you think is best. My head's all over the place because I'm dying soon. I don't even want to ask you to do something I think is right, because I could still be totally off base.
“The thought of him causing trouble is seriously messing with me. But honestly, this moment, when I’m expecting to finally be free, is the only happy one I’ve had in years. I keep seeing the ghosts of the people I loved, and I’m rushing to go join them. Goodbye, Walton! Find happiness in chill vibes and stay away from chasing ambition, even if it seems harmless, like becoming famous for science and discoveries. But why am I even saying this? I’m a mess too, but maybe someone else will have better luck.”
His voice faded as he talked, and then he just stopped, totally wiped out. About half an hour later, he tried to speak again, but couldn't. He squeezed my hand weakly, and his eyes closed for good, while a soft smile disappeared from his face.
Margaret, what can I even say about this incredible spirit being gone so soon? How can I make you understand how sad I am? Anything I’d say would be lame and not nearly enough. I’m crying; my brain feels clouded over with disappointment. But I’m heading back to England, and maybe I’ll find some peace there.
I’m getting interrupted. What’s that sound? It’s midnight; the wind’s blowing, and the crew on deck barely move. There’s another sound, like a voice, but rougher; it’s coming from the cabin where Frankenstein’s body still is. I gotta go check it out. Good night, sis.
 Seriously, what just went down was insane! I'm still reeling from it. I'm not even sure I have the energy to describe it, but this final, crazy thing just has to be in the story, you know?
I went into the cabin where my friend, who was totally awesome but also had a rough go of it, was lying. Hanging over him was this… thing. I can't even put it into words—huge, but also super weird and messed up looking. His face was hidden by a curtain of long, tangled hair, but one giant hand was out there, the color and texture of a mummy's. When he heard me, he stopped screaming and freaking out and bolted towards the window. I’m telling you, I've never seen anything so terrifying. His face was just… ugh, so gross and horrifying. I closed my eyes and tried to remember what I was supposed to do with this monster. I told him to hold up.
He stopped, staring at me like I was crazy, and then turned back to look at his creator’s dead body. He totally forgot I was even there. Every move and expression was fueled by some wild, uncontrollable rage.
“He’s my victim too!” he yelled. “By killing him, I finished my crimes. My whole messed-up existence is finally over! Oh, Frankenstein! You were so generous and cared about everyone! What’s the point of me asking you to forgive me now? I totally ruined you by destroying everything you loved. But… he’s gone, he can’t even hear me.”
 His voice sounded choked, and my first thoughts – telling me I had to honor my dying friend’s wish and take down his enemy – totally stalled. A mix of curiosity and just plain feeling bad washed over me. I moved closer to this huge, imposing figure. I couldn't bring myself to look him in the face again; he was seriously creepy and otherworldly. I tried to speak, but the words just vanished. The monster kept rambling, throwing out wild, jumbled-up self-blames. Finally, I found the nerve to talk to him during a lull in his outburst.
“Your regret is kinda pointless now,” I said. “If you’d listened to your gut and felt bad before you went full-on revenge, Frankenstein would still be here.”
“You think I wasn’t already wrecked by pain and regret?” the dæmon snapped. “He,” he pointed to the body, “he didn’t feel anything compared to the agony I felt while I was actually doing it. A selfish rush pushed me onward, even though my heart was drowning in remorse. You think Clerval’s cries were music to my ears? My heart was made to feel love and sympathy, and when misery twisted it into vice and hatred, the change ripped through me with a pain you couldn't even fathom.”
 I went back to Switzerland, totally crushed after Clerval died. My heart was broken, and I felt so much for Frankenstein. But then it turned to horror, and I hated myself. When I realized he, the one who created me and gave me so much pain, actually hoped for happiness—while piling misery and despair onto me, and getting his own thrills from things I couldn’t even have—that’s when envy and rage just exploded inside me. I had a burning need for revenge. I remembered my threat and decided to follow through. I knew I was signing myself up for some serious pain, but I was a puppet, not in control, of an urge I hated but couldn’t ignore. But then she died! No, that wasn't even the worst part. I'd shut down all feelings, crushed all the pain, just to drown in my despair. Evil became my only comfort. Driven that far, I had no choice but to become the monster I’d chosen. And now it's done; that’s my last victim!
At first, I felt bad for what he was going through. But then I remembered how good Frankenstein was with words, how persuasive he could be. And when I looked at my friend’s lifeless body, I got super angry. “Seriously?” I said. “You’re here to cry over the mess you made? You light a building on fire and then sit around feeling bad when it burns down? You’d call that a good look? Hypocrite! If the person you’re mourning was still alive, you’d be hurting them again, making them your target. You’re not feeling pity; you’re just upset because the person you messed with is out of your reach.”
 “Seriously, it’s not like that,” the being cut in. “I get that it looks like my actions are all about some big message, though. But I’m not trying to get anyone to feel bad for me. I don’t want sympathy, ever. When I first started out, I wanted to share the joy and love I felt—my whole being was just buzzing with good vibes. But now, virtue feels like a ghost, and happiness and affection? Total despair. Why would I even look for sympathy? I’m good suffering on my own as long as it keeps going. When I kick the bucket, I’m fine with everyone hating my memory. I used to dream about being virtuous, famous, and just having a good time. I foolishly hoped I’d find people who’d look past my looks and love me for what I could be. I was fueled by big ideas of honor and dedication. But now? Crime has dragged me lower than any animal. There’s nothing—no guilt, no bad stuff, no evil, no misery—that even comes close to what I’m dealing with. When I think about everything I’ve done wrong, I can’t believe it’s even me, the same person who used to have amazing, beautiful visions of goodness. But it is. The fallen angel turns into a nasty devil. But even that enemy of God and humanity had friends in his misery. I’m all alone.”
 “You, who call Frankenstein your friend, seem to know about my crimes and his bad luck. But he couldn’t possibly tell you everything – the hours and months of misery I went through, stuck in useless feelings. I crushed his hopes, yeah, but I didn’t even get what I wanted. My desires were always burning, always wanting more. I still wanted love and connection, but I was always rejected. Seriously, wasn’t that messed up? Am I the only one who’s done something wrong, when everyone else has sinned against me? Why don’t you hate Felix, who kicked his friend out with such disrespect? Why don’t you despise the farmer who tried to kill the one who saved his kid? Nah, those guys are seen as totally good and pure! But me? I’m the miserable one, the abandoned one, a total failure. Even now, just thinking about it makes my blood boil.
“Okay, yeah, I’m a monster. I’ve murdered people—sweet, innocent people. I’ve choked them in their sleep and crushed the throats of those who never hurt me or anyone else. I’m the reason my creator, the best example of everything good and lovable in humanity, is miserable. I chased him all the way to his total destruction. There he lies, pale and lifeless. You hate me, but you have no idea how much I hate myself. I look at the hands that did it; I think about the heart that came up with the idea and just wish for the moment when those hands won’t meet my eyes, when that imagination won’t haunt me anymore.”
 “Don’t worry, I won’t cause any more trouble. My work is almost done. Your death—or anyone’s—won’t finish what I need to do. But mine will. Don’t think I’ll hesitate to do this. I’m ditching your ship on the ice raft that brought me here. I’ll head to the farthest north. I’ll build a funeral pyre and burn this awful body to ashes. That way, no creep will use my remains to make another like me. I’m dying. I won’t feel these horrible pains anymore, or be haunted by feelings I can’t satisfy. The guy who made me? He’s gone. And when I’m gone too, we’ll both be forgotten fast. I won’t see the sun or stars, or feel the wind on my face. Light, feeling, and everything will fade away. And that’s where I’m gonna find peace. Years ago, when I first saw the world—when I felt the warm summer sun and heard the leaves rustling and the birds singing—I would have cried at the thought of dying. Now, it's the only thing that makes me feel okay. I'm covered in guilt and regret. Where else can I find rest but in death?”
 “Later!” he yelled, ditching me. “Seriously, you’ve got the last humans I’m ever gonna see. Later, Frankenstein! If you were still around and still wanted to get even, it would be way more satisfying while I’m still kicking. But you didn’t want that. You wanted me gone so I wouldn't cause more trouble. And if, somehow, you were still thinking and feeling, you wouldn't want to hurt me worse than I'm hurting now. Even though you were cursed, my pain was still worse. The guilt is gonna eat at me forever until death finally shuts it down.”
“But soon,” he shouted, with a sad, serious energy, “I’m gonna die, and this feeling will be gone. Soon, this burning misery will be over. I’m gonna climb my funeral pyre like a boss and be stoked about the agony of the flames. The light from the fire will fade; the winds will scatter my ashes into the ocean. My spirit will finally rest, or if it’s still thinking, it won’t be thinking like this. Later.”
He jumped from the cabin window, landing on the ice raft right next to the ship. The waves quickly carried him away, swallowed by the darkness and distance.
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