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HAPTER ONE
<

%

Born to PDa

My name is Mary Shelley,
a writer. It is the stormy summegof
1816—the summer that will inspi
me to create one of the most famous
fictional monsters in the world.

This summer happens to be the
coldest and wettest one that Europe has
seen in a long time. Percy and I have



left our home country of England to
travel through Europe.

Neigh, snort. The horses whinny
and grunt as their muscular legs work.
Theyre pulling our carriage through
the gvinding Jura Mountains, which

us out of France and into

points out ifidlow at the snowy
Swiss Alps o i e distance.

I agree. It is nice to of

We are on our way to La

to meet another English poet
Byron. He has invited us to his
in Switzerland, and it promises to,bgfan
adventure.

“What do you think your mother
would have thought about our trip?”
Percy asks me as we rumble along.

My mother, Mary Wollstonecraft,



died 11 days after I was born. I never
got to know her, but I like to think she’s
proud of the woman I am—even if I'm
only 18 years old.

I smile. “She would have been
of us.”

Percy and me, my mother was

omen deserve the
t I believe the

same thing my, helieved: that
women should d Q @ wn fates.
“What do you think tHe s people

will be like?” Percy asks.
I know he is worried tl¥at the 1

will treat us the same way so is
people do. In England, we get 1
trouble for our nontraditional belje
Percy’s writing and poetry criticize our
country’s government.

“We'll find other people who believe
in the same things we do,” I say.

Percy and I both return to looking



out the window. I'm glad we have
each other. We don't believe that the
wealthy should have so much control.
We think that the wealthy should help
the poor and that everyone should be
ablgto enjoy the world.

t are you writing?” Percy asks




Writing and daydreaming are my
tavorite things to do. I've been writing
stories ever since I was a little girl. 1
thoughtfully describe this bizarre
landscape in my journal: There are
jagged mountains, snow, and bare trees.

olate, ghostly place. Iimagine
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odd, sometimes otherworldly creatures
and people that could live there.
When I was younger, I lived in
Scotland for a while. There, I spent
hours looking out over a harbor. 1
ined the kinds of creatures that

tains, and deep lakes.
, and I'm back to staring at

creatures e,” I whisper
as our carriag

S ser to
I have a feeling ﬁonsa m these

Lake Geneva.

mountains.
Finally, we arrive at L

Its water is a brilliant sky blu
surrounded by steep mountains:

The dashing, dark-haired Lor
Byron and another man stride out of
the house to meet us.

“I'm so happy to meet you,” Lord
Byron says. “Please meet my personal
doctor, Dr. Polidori.” He introduces us



to the young man with him.
Right away, we learn that we all

have a lot in common. Lord Byron is

also a rebel. Just like Percy and me,

he believes that society needs a drastic

chagge. We are all willing to speak out
utthat, even if it means we must

i exilles, away from our homes.

efore long, we notice a storm

thunder booms loudly ab#s

1
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0HAPTER TWO
g

Life a

We light candles all over
house. We had planned to hike% the
mountains and sail out on the lake.
But now, it looks like we might not be
going anywhere.

Silver sheets of rain slap at the big
windows. Lightning forks over the
water, making the sky glow and flash.

13
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The lightning dances over the lake
and looks like long, burning ropes. It’s
impressive and terrifying. There is
something about its power that scares
and thrills me at the same time.
“Have you heard of the theories of
ism?” I ask Lord Byron. “This

my neck stands
ough Lord Byron
is affected als

flush with
rewing
behind his eyes. s he g to the

color and there’s

storm raging outside or t ention of
the word galvanism?

You see, a lot of people ar
of its potential, but I feel hope
Lord Byron may be excited to tal
about it.

Galvanism is a popular scientific
practice of our day. It involves the
belief that electricity can be used to
bring dead bodies back to life. Many



doctors and scientists of the late 1700s
and early 1800s have already conducted
experiments to test this theory.

But that’s exactly why people are
afraid of it. What would happen if
people found a way to better control

ctrigity? Could electricity—from

ight@ingifor example—be used to bring
d&ad dgeatures and people back to life?
4 s his chair closer, eager

to hear what' L

Byron has to say.
t,” says Lord
powerful
He pauses and his fa serious.

“Sounds like a job for
lets out a squeal at his owRyjoke.

He then takes a big, silly .
We all laugh as lightning strikes
outside. Dr. Polidori joins in the
conversation, answering some of our
medical questions.

I listen eagerly while Percy and
Lord Byron wonder about the meaning
of life. T've often wondered about it

15
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myself. To me, those ideas relate to
how people treat each other. I have
always wanted all people to be treated
equally. I think of the people who hold
the power in England. Many of them
do not have respect for all people’s lives.

can we grow as a society when
tdke advantage of power? And

flames.



APTER THREE
<

(7

The Comip

The weather outside growsgve
darker and stormier. Now light
strikes the lake every few second
and thunder rattles the windows.
The candles flicker. I shiver; it’s the
spookiest atmosphere I've ever been in.
“It’s the perfect night for ghost
stories!” Lord Byron declares and

17



brings out a large book of German
horror stories. He lays the heavy book
down in front of us with a flourish. It
has a long title—Fantasmagoriana.

We take turns reading the ghost
stories by the light of the candles, while
shakes the mountainside. I've
ghost stories like this in
wrap myself tighter into a

@' lering.



One of the stories is about a man
who thought he was dancing with
his bride but instead realized he was
dancing with the ghost of a woman he
had abandoned. When I read the story,
I fegl this man’s horror as though it’s
el here is another story about a
chos@wh® has to curse all the children
inghis family. The thought of being
haurited @1 me shiver.
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The night continues, none of us able
to stop reading. One terrifying story
follows another, and we are all stuck
in a world between fascination and
anticipation. The walls flicker with
ominous shadows.
ord Byron has an idea.

Rset® competition,” he says with
iteMent, “to see which one of us can

write @ terri

“I don't¥no

tying ghost story!”
ether I can doit,” I

the most brilliantépog @ ir time. I'm
intimidated by thei'tale e
experienced as an author,

because suddenly something in
me to throw my hands in the air
agree to give it a shot.

No sooner are the words out of my
mouth than I'm met with a feeling of
nervousness. At first, I can’t write a
thing. I have a lofty goal forming in



my mind: I know that I want to write
a story that is every bit as scary as the
German ghost stories we just read. I
want people to have the same reaction
in their bodies that I did when I read
Fangasmagoriana. 1 want my story to
illing and terrifying. I want it to

don’t know is what
e abaut. What’s

N4 competition
against two greatdMin % Percy and
Lord Byron?

I set such enormous goaS for myself
that it’s hard to begin wri at
afraid to fail. I sit with my qud

stare into the light of a candle,
to think of a story to tell—but no
comes to me. I'm extremely frustrated.

This sometimes happens to writers.
We search our minds for ideas, but we
can't find any right away. Sometimes,
we know the ideas are there in the
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backs of our minds, lurking. But we
can't grasp a hold of them.

I get up, pace the room, and listen to
the rain pelting outside. I think of the
German tales we read. Yet still, T can’t
of what to write.
isten to the others” ideas for ghost

i ggproject. I'm
surprised. But I up. I'm
determined to writ& a stO¥: mind
spins like a whirlwind. (y



APTER FOUR
<

A Dream c&) ster

That night, I struggle to slegp. ve
a dream that feels even more realfghan
the ones I had when I was a little gi

I dream about a doctor who is
working on something in his laboratory.
There’s a creature on the table in front
of him, but I can’t see exactly what
it is. There’s also a ton of equipment

23






and machinery in the room. A fierce
lightning storm rages outside. The
doctor is very excited—he’s been
experimenting all his life, and the
moment is finally here. He rushes
around his lab, waiting for the lightning
ike the machines. The machines

will it electricity to the creature
ofith . He wants to see whether

the ill bring it to life.
i ing does bring it to
life, the d izes that it doesn’t

t to be. It
- ts what he

look beautiful,
looks scary. The
has done.

My eyes fly open, my hefirt is
pounding, but a smile bre
face. Finally, I've found the 1
ghost story! It is definitely an i
I'm sure will terrify others the sa
way it terrified me.

When I start writing, I can hardly
write fast enough to keep up with my
thoughts. It does me good to write
about the horrifying vision I had; I get

25
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it out of my mind and onto the paper.
I write and write while the storm rages
on outside.

The more I write, the more real the
doctor’s monster seems to me. When
I'm finished, I've written a short piece
t vigidly describes the vision I had.

it. I enjoy

wy short story
into a full novel.
I get to tell a whole%tale.
imagine more characters,
plot elements.

I keep thinking about whaigthi
people could do with the right
technology. It’s fun to write abo S
fantastical and monstrous creation
brought to life by the doctor’s scientific
theories and experiment. But I don't
want my story to just be about an
imaginary scientific experiment.



&HAPTER FIVE
@*
My Hideo@%n}/

I take a break from writinggnd
so lost in my thoughts that they
into another daydream. I see the lo
monster roaming the countryside,
looking for help. Even though he
looks frightening, he makes me sad too
because he just wants the same thing all
humans want: to belong.

27
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I think about how I have always
believed that all people should be
treated equally—whether they are rich
or poor, plain or beautiful. And I think
about the way that powerful people
often use their power for bad things,

n when they don’'t mean to.

is [lelps me write the personality
ofithe Woctor i

my story. I call the book

my ogeny” because that’s how
the doctor his progeny—Ilike
his child. e doctor gets

leverness; he

wants to be the fist @ » create life
this way. But he do "
the monster will feel.

sn't

he is kind and wants to help pe@pleN\Bu
because he looks hideous, peopléVgurt
him and run from him. He is left alaffe
with no one to help him. The doctor
doesn’t want to take responsibility for
helping the creature learn to live in the
world. In this way, my book can teach

others about being kind.



As I write, I drift into my thoughts
about how difficult family can be. I miss
my mother so much, even though I have
no memories of her.

My father and I have a difficult
relagionship. He doesn’t approve of

ny of my choices or beliefs. I've

remember running s
hills with them. They wergg8o kind to
me and felt more like familgthandgfy
real home did.

This also makes me understa
the monster in my story. I see some
myself in him and feel sorry for him. I
understand why he gets angry and why
he gets sad. I know why he feels like
he never belongs; he is always looking
for a home and a family. I think of how

29
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bleak some of these Swiss mountains are.
They look the way my monster feels—
lonely and unwanted.

When we return to England, I
keep working on my story. In another
daydream, I hear people in the story

i e doctor by his name, and

avg foind the name of my book:
Frgnk&nstein!

sh, I sit with the book
in my lap, i y hands over the
so_hard for more

than a year. I’ romd. I have
poured everythin feel into
this story.

I have so many hopes fomy book.
I hope it inspires people. jsat

horror, but it is a tale of huma t

I want it to remind people that re
responsible for what we create. 1

it to make us question what it is to be
human and to remind us to be kind. We
have all been like Dr. Frankenstein—so
impressed with our own ideas that we
forget to think about the consequences,



so eager to see how technology can
change things. And we have all been
like the monster—alone and worried
about our places in the world.

I smile as I realize that sometimes
am

ster can make people remember
itis to be human.
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About Us

The Author

Salima Alikhan has been a writer and
illustrator for 14 years. She is a big fan
ry Shelley, so writing about the
or was a perfect fit for her.
Austin, Texas, where she
trates children’s books.

and English at
Austin Co y College.

The Illustrato Q
Peter Cottrill is from the ¢i

Liverpool, England. His fdvorite
at school was the art roonwhe
always felt like he belonged.
earning a visual communication
he moved to London for work. He

was able to publish a couple of picture
books there, and he has been hooked on
stories and image-making ever since.




Book Club Questions

. In Mary Shelley’s day, what did
some scientists believe electricity
could do?

nervous befor
writing Frankenstein?

describes the landscapé€.
Describe what kinds of m@usters
might live in a place like that.

. The last line of the book is “I
smile as I realize that sometimes
a monster can make people
remember what it is to be
human.” What do you think the
author means?
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