
COLORMARKING #3
Frankenstein  |  Finding patterns in Shelley's language

Find and color-mark exactly FOUR meaningful categories in your assigned passage. Label each category and its color in
a key in the margin.

1. At least TWO categories must be diction (use descriptors from the Diction Compass). You may choose a third.

2. At least ONE category must be imagery OR figurative language.

3. Your fourth category is your choice: diction, imagery, figurative language, or syntax.

For EACH category: Mark at least THREE specific examples in your passage. Your label must describe a meaningful pattern,
not just name a technique.

POSSIBLE FOUR-CATEGORY COMBINATIONS

2 diction + 1 imagery + 1 figurative language 2 diction + 2 imagery

3 diction + 1 figurative language 2 diction + 1 imagery + 1 syntax

EXAMPLE CATEGORY LABELS
Models from different excerpts. Find THREE examples in YOUR assigned passage.

DICTION

Frame: “_____ diction”

visionary diction
“daydreams” / “wonders” / “splendour”

anguished diction
“tears” / “groan” / “Unhappy man!”

benevolent diction
“gentleness” / “affection” / “better feelings”

anatomical diction
“anatomy” / “human body” / “eye and brain”

IMAGERY

Frame: “[sense] imagery of _____”

tactile imagery of Arctic cold
“cold northern breeze” / “play upon my cheeks” / “icy climes”

visual imagery of lightning
“stream of fire” / “dazzling light” / “blasted stump”

auditory imagery of a thunderstorm
“frightful loudness” / “terrific crash” / “echoed from Salêve”

visual imagery of bodily decay
“food for the worm” / “blooming cheek” / “wonders of the eye and
brain”

FIGURATIVE LANGUAGE

Frame: “[device] portraying _____”

metaphors portraying knowledge as hidden
“the world was to me a secret” / “hidden laws of nature” / “deepest
mysteries of creation”

similes portraying Victor’s struggles
“as if my soul were grappling” / “like one doomed by slavery” / “as
if I had been guilty of a crime”

personification portraying nature as secretive
“recesses of nature” / “she works” / “her hiding-places”

metaphors portraying emotional suffering
“never-dying worm” / “hell within me” / “invincible burden”

SYNTAX

Frame: “[sentence pattern] that _____”

rhetorical questions expressing strong emotion
“Do you understand this feeling?” / “What may not be expected ...?”
/ “Do you share my madness?”

parallel clauses emphasizing scientific power
“They penetrate ...” / “They ascend ...” / “They have acquired ...”

repeated sentence openings emphasizing decay
“I saw ...” / “I beheld ...” / “I saw ...”

abrupt exclamations conveying shock
“Unhappy man!” / “Beautiful!” / “Great God!”

Syntax tip: bracket or underline a pattern rather than coloring an entire sentence.





About two o’clock the mist cleared away, and we beheld, stretched
out in every direction, vast and irregular plains of ice, which seemed to
have no end. Some of my comrades groaned, and my own mind
began to grow watchful with anxious thoughts, when a strange sight
suddenly attracted our attention and diverted our solicitude from our
own situation. We perceived a low carriage, fixed on a sledge and
drawn by dogs, pass on towards the north, at the distance of half a
mile; a being which had the shape of a man, but apparently of gigantic
stature, sat in the sledge and guided the dogs. We watched the rapid
progress of the traveller with our telescopes until he was lost among
the distant inequalities of the ice.

This appearance excited our unqualified wonder. We were, as we
believed, many hundred miles from any land; but this apparition
seemed to denote that it was not, in reality, so distant as we had
supposed. Shut in, however, by ice, it was impossible to follow his
track, which we had observed with the greatest attention.



Thus the poor sufferer tried to comfort others and herself. She indeed
gained the resignation she desired. But I, the true murderer, felt the
never-dying worm alive in my bosom, which allowed of no hope or
consolation. Elizabeth also wept and was unhappy, but hers also was
the misery of innocence, which, like a cloud that passes over the fair
moon, for a while hides but cannot tarnish its brightness. Anguish
and despair had penetrated into the core of my heart; I bore a hell
within me which nothing could extinguish. We stayed several hours
with Justine, and it was with great difficulty that Elizabeth could tear
herself away. “I wish,” cried she, “that I were to die with you; I cannot
live in this world of misery.”

Justine assumed an air of cheerfulness, while she with difficulty
repressed her bitter tears. She embraced Elizabeth and said in a voice
of half-suppressed emotion, “Farewell, sweet lady, dearest Elizabeth,
my beloved and only friend; may heaven, in its bounty, bless and
preserve you; may this be the last misfortune that you will ever suffer!
Live, and be happy, and make others so.”



I was easily led by the sympathy which he evinced to use the language
of my heart, to give utterance to the burning ardour of my soul and to
say, with all the fervour that warmed me, how gladly I would sacrifice
my fortune, my existence, my every hope, to the furtherance of my
enterprise. One man’s life or death were but a small price to pay for
the acquirement of the knowledge which I sought, for the dominion I
should acquire and transmit over the elemental foes of our race. As I
spoke, a dark gloom spread over my listener’s countenance. At first I
perceived that he tried to suppress his emotion; he placed his hands
before his eyes, and my voice quivered and failed me as I beheld tears
trickle fast from between his fingers; a groan burst from his heaving
breast. I paused; at length he spoke, in broken accents: “Unhappy
man! Do you share my madness? Have you drunk also of the
intoxicating draught? Hear me; let me reveal my tale, and you will
dash the cup from your lips!”



We were brought up together; there was not quite a year difference in
our ages. I need not say that we were strangers to any species of
disunion or dispute. Harmony was the soul of our companionship,
and the diversity and contrast that subsisted in our characters drew us
nearer together. Elizabeth was of a calmer and more concentrated
disposition; but, with all my ardour, I was capable of a more intense
application and was more deeply smitten with the thirst for
knowledge. She busied herself with following the aerial creations of
the poets; and in the majestic and wondrous scenes which surrounded
our Swiss home —the sublime shapes of the mountains, the changes
of the seasons, tempest and calm, the silence of winter, and the life
and turbulence of our Alpine summers—she found ample scope for
admiration and delight. While my companion contemplated with a
serious and satisfied spirit the magnificent appearances of things, I
delighted in investigating their causes. The world was to me a secret
which I desired to divine. Curiosity, earnest research to learn the
hidden laws of nature, gladness akin to rapture, as they were unfolded
to me, are among the earliest sensations I can remember.



When I was about fifteen years old we had retired to our house near
Belrive, when we witnessed a most violent and terrible thunderstorm.
It advanced from behind the mountains of Jura, and the thunder
burst at once with frightful loudness from various quarters of the
heavens. I remained, while the storm lasted, watching its progress
with curiosity and delight. As I stood at the door, on a sudden I
beheld a stream of fire issue from an old and beautiful oak which
stood about twenty yards from our house; and so soon as the dazzling
light vanished, the oak had disappeared, and nothing remained but a
blasted stump. When we visited it the next morning, we found the
tree shattered in a singular manner. It was not splintered by the shock,
but entirely reduced to thin ribbons of wood. I never beheld anything
so utterly destroyed.



“The ancient teachers of this science,” said he, “promised
impossibilities and performed nothing. The modern masters promise
very little; they know that metals cannot be transmuted and that the
elixir of life is a chimera but these philosophers, whose hands seem
only made to dabble in dirt, and their eyes to pore over the
microscope or crucible, have indeed performed miracles. They
penetrate into the recesses of nature and show how she works in her
hiding-places. They ascend into the heavens; they have discovered
how the blood circulates, and the nature of the air we breathe. They
have acquired new and almost unlimited powers; they can command
the thunders of heaven, mimic the earthquake, and even mock the
invisible world with its own shadows.”

Such were the professor’s words—rather let me say such the words of
the fate— enounced to destroy me. As he went on I felt as if my soul
were grappling with a palpable enemy; one by one the various keys
were touched which formed the mechanism of my being; chord after
chord was sounded, and soon my mind was filled with one thought,
one conception, one purpose. So much has been done, exclaimed the
soul of Frankenstein—more, far more, will I achieve; treading in the
steps already marked, I will pioneer a new way, explore unknown
powers, and unfold to the world the deepest mysteries of creation.



To examine the causes of life, we must first have recourse to death. I
became acquainted with the science of anatomy, but this was not
sufficient; I must also observe the natural decay and corruption of the
human body. In my education my father had taken the greatest
precautions that my mind should be impressed with no supernatural
horrors. I do not ever remember to have trembled at a tale of
superstition or to have feared the apparition of a spirit. Darkness had
no effect upon my fancy, and a churchyard was to me merely the
receptacle of bodies deprived of life, which, from being the seat of
beauty and strength, had become food for the worm. Now I was led
to examine the cause and progress of this decay and forced to spend
days and nights in vaults and charnelhouses. My attention was fixed
upon every object the most insupportable to the delicacy of the
human feelings. I saw how the fine form of man was degraded and
wasted; I beheld the corruption of death succeed to the blooming
cheek of life; I saw how the worm inherited the wonders of the eye
and brain.



I am already far north of London, and as I walk in the streets of
Petersburgh, I feel a cold northern breeze play upon my cheeks, which
braces my nerves and fills me with delight. Do you understand this
feeling? This breeze, which has travelled from the regions towards
which I am advancing, gives me a foretaste of those icy climes.
Inspirited by this wind of promise, my daydreams become more
fervent and vivid. I try in vain to be persuaded that the pole is the seat
of frost and desolation; it ever presents itself to my imagination as the
region of beauty and delight. There, Margaret, the sun is for ever
visible, its broad disk just skirting the horizon and diffusing a
perpetual splendour. There—for with your leave, my sister, I will put
some trust in preceding navigators—there snow and frost are
banished; and, sailing over a calm sea, we may be wafted to a land
surpassing in wonders and in beauty every region hitherto discovered
on the habitable globe. Its productions and features may be without
example, as the phenomena of the heavenly bodies undoubtedly are
in those undiscovered solitudes. What may not be expected in a
country of eternal light?



My father made no reproach in his letters and only took notice of my
silence by inquiring into my occupations more particularly than
before. Winter, spring, and summer passed away during my labours;
but I did not watch the blossom or the expanding leaves—sights
which before always yielded me supreme delight—so deeply was I
engrossed in my occupation. The leaves of that year had withered
before my work drew near to a close, and now every day showed me
more plainly how well I had succeeded. But my enthusiasm was
checked by my anxiety, and I appeared rather like one doomed by
slavery to toil in the mines, or any other unwholesome trade than an
artist occupied by his favourite employment. Every night I was
oppressed by a slow fever, and I became nervous to a most painful
degree; the fall of a leaf startled me, and I shunned my fellow creatures
as if I had been guilty of a crime. Sometimes I grew alarmed at the
wreck I perceived that I had become; the energy of my purpose alone
sustained me: my labours would soon end, and I believed that exercise
and amusement would then drive away incipient disease; and I
promised myself both of these when my creation should be complete.



It was on a dreary night of November that I beheld the
accomplishment of my toils. With an anxiety that almost amounted
to agony, I collected the instruments of life around me, that I might
infuse a spark of being into the lifeless thing that lay at my feet. It was
already one in the morning; the rain pattered dismally against the
panes, and my candle was nearly burnt out, when, by the glimmer of
the halfextinguished light, I saw the dull yellow eye of the creature
open; it breathed hard, and a convulsive motion agitated its limbs.

How can I describe my emotions at this catastrophe, or how delineate
the wretch whom with such infinite pains and care I had endeavoured
to form? His limbs were in proportion, and I had selected his features
as beautiful. Beautiful! Great God! His yellow skin scarcely covered
the work of muscles and arteries beneath; his hair was of a lustrous
black, and flowing; his teeth of a pearly whiteness; but these
luxuriances only formed a more horrid contrast with his watery eyes,
that seemed almost of the same colour as the dun-white sockets in
which they were set, his shrivelled complexion and straight black lips.



At length lassitude succeeded to the tumult I had before endured, and
I threw myself on the bed in my clothes, endeavouring to seek a few
moments of forgetfulness. But it was in vain; I slept, indeed, but I was
disturbed by the wildest dreams. I thought I saw Elizabeth, in the
bloom of health, walking in the streets of Ingolstadt. Delighted and
surprised, I embraced her, but as I imprinted the first kiss on her lips,
they became livid with the hue of death; her features appeared to
change, and I thought that I held the corpse of my dead mother in my
arms; a shroud enveloped her form, and I saw the grave-worms
crawling in the folds of the flannel. I started from my sleep with
horror; a cold dew covered my forehead, my teeth chattered, and
every limb became convulsed; when, by the dim and yellow light of
the moon, as it forced its way through the window shutters, I beheld
the wretch—the miserable monster whom I had created. He held up
the curtain of the bed; and his eyes, if eyes they may be called, were
fixed on me. His jaws opened, and he muttered some inarticulate
sounds, while a grin wrinkled his cheeks.



We passed a fortnight in these perambulations: my health and spirits
had long been restored, and they gained additional strength from the
salubrious air I breathed, the natural incidents of our progress, and
the conversation of my friend. Study had before secluded me from the
intercourse of my fellow-creatures, and rendered me unsocial; but
Clerval called forth the better feelings of my heart; he again taught me
to love the aspect of nature, and the cheerful faces of children.
Excellent friend! how sincerely you did love me, and endeavour to
elevate my mind until it was on a level with your own. A selfish
pursuit had cramped and narrowed me, until your gentleness and
affection warmed and opened my senses; I became the same happy
creature who, a few years ago, loved and beloved by all, had no sorrow
or care. When happy, inanimate nature had the power of bestowing
on me the most delightful sensations. A serene sky and verdant fields
filled me with ecstasy. The present season was indeed divine; the
flowers of spring bloomed in the hedges, while those of summer were
already in bud. I was undisturbed by thoughts which during the
preceding year had pressed upon me, notwithstanding my endeavours
to throw them off, with an invincible burden.



I quitted my seat, and walked on, although the darkness and storm
increased every minute, and the thunder burst with a terrific crash
over my head. It was echoed from Salêve, the Juras, and the Alps of
Savoy; vivid flashes of lightning dazzled my eyes, illuminating the
lake, making it appear like a vast sheet of fire; then for an instant every
thing seemed of a pitchy darkness, until the eye recovered itself from
the preceding flash. The storm, as is often the case in Switzerland,
appeared at once in various parts of the heavens. The most violent
storm hung exactly north of the town, over the part of the lake which
lies between the promontory of Belrive and the village of Copêt.
Another storm enlightened Jura with faint flashes; and another
darkened and sometimes disclosed the Môle, a peaked mountain to
the east of the lake.

While I watched the tempest, so beautiful yet terrific, I wandered on
with a hasty step. This noble war in the sky elevated my spirits; I
clasped my hands, and exclaimed aloud, “William, dear angel! this is
thy funeral, this thy dirge!”



The appearance of Justine was calm. She was dressed in mourning,
and her countenance, always engaging, was rendered, by the
solemnity of her feelings, exquisitely beautiful. Yet she appeared
confident in innocence and did not tremble, although gazed on and
execrated by thousands, for all the kindness which her beauty might
otherwise have excited was obliterated in the minds of the spectators
by the imagination of the enormity she was supposed to have
committed. She was tranquil, yet her tranquillity was evidently
constrained; and as her confusion had before been adduced as a proof
of her guilt, she worked up her mind to an appearance of courage.
When she entered the court she threw her eyes round it and quickly
discovered where we were seated. A tear seemed to dim her eye when
she saw us, but she quickly recovered herself, and a look of sorrowful
affection seemed to attest her utter guiltlessness.



During one of their walks a poor cot in the foldings of a vale attracted
their notice as being singularly disconsolate, while the number of
half-clothed children gathered about it spoke of penury in its worst
shape. One day, when my father had gone by himself to Milan, my
mother, accompanied by me, visited this abode. She found a peasant
and his wife, hard working, bent down by care and labour,
distributing a scanty meal to five hungry babes. Among these there
was one which attracted my mother far above all the rest. She
appeared of a different stock. The four others were dark-eyed, hardy
little vagrants; this child was thin and very fair. Her hair was the
brightest living gold, and despite the poverty of her clothing, seemed
to set a crown of distinction on her head. Her brow was clear and
ample, her blue eyes cloudless, and her lips and the moulding of her
face so expressive of sensibility and sweetness that none could behold
her without looking on her as of a distinct species, a being
heaven-sent, and bearing a celestial stamp in all her features.


