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Mary Shelley’s novel Frankenstein touches heavily on the subjects of morals and guilt. Victor Frankenstein’s creation of life, and the subsequent mistreatment of that life, has dire consequences for both Frankenstein and his Creation. The creature commits four murders. He strangles Victor’s younger brother William, frames Justine for William’s murder, which leads to her execution. The creature then kills Victor’s friend Henry Clerval, and Frankenstein’s newly wedded wife Elisabeth, on the first night of their honeymoon. While many hold that Frankenstein’s original treatment of his creation is the ultimate cause for all the murders, by looking at each of these murders, it can be shown that while the creature was undoubtedly under a considerable amount of emotional stress, it was his choice to kill, and continue killing, instead of following a more gentle path.

When the creature commits its first murder, he kills Victor’s younger brother William. The creature’s original intentions were not that of murder, but instead, he wanted to take the child with him, as an unprejudiced companion. It is only when William mentions that his father is Victor’s father that the creature becomes enraged. Even then, though, his intent was not to kill, merely to silence the child. 

“The child still struggled, and loaded me with epithets which carried despair to my heart: I grasped his throat to silence him, and in a moment he lay dead at my feet.” (102)


This is the beginning of the creature’s path into darkness. Instead of any repentance for killing a child, he revels in the power he has just found over others, delighting in the anguish that he has caused.

I gazed upon my victim, and my heart swelled with exultation and hellish triumph; clapping my hands, I exclaimed “I too can create desolation; my enemy is not invulnerable; this death will carry despair to him, and a thousand other miseries shall torment and destroy him. (102)


The creature has decided, before even meeting Frankenstein, that he is the enemy. That the misery that he feels was a willful act on Frankenstein’s part, and the creature is excited that he also has the power to return pain on the one that he feels has inflicted pain upon him. The creature does not stop and reflect on the fact that he knows nothing of Frankenstein, and that he would be alienating the one person who had any reason to care for him.

After the murder of William, the monster comes upon Justine, sleeping in a barn. The creature is fascinated by her beauty, but soon becomes bitter, believing that she could never do aught but hate him. The creature then decides that because she would never love him, or look at him with anything but disgust, that she deserved to be destroyed. He places the locket that he took from William in her clothing and departed. It is true that the creature did not kill Justine. It is also true that for no other reason than the creature’s own bitterness at his situation; he knowingly causes her to be blamed for William’s death.

Thanks to the lessons of Felid and the sanguinary laws of man, I had learned how to work mischief. I bent over her and placed the portrait securely in one of the folds of her dress. She moved again, and I fled.

The creature had no idea that Justine was in any way known to Frankenstein. He did not frame her to cause Victor pain, as he did his other murders. He did it out of spite. Furthermore, he knows that what he is doing is not right, and says so himself, before deciding, illogically, that the blame for the murder was hers to begin with.


The thought was madness; it stirred the fiend within me- not I, but she, shall suffer; the murder I have committed because I am forever robbed of all that she could give me, she shall atone. The crime had its source in her: be hers the punishment! (103)

Thus, even knowing the fallacy of his own reasoning, he persists in his plan of desolating Justine’s life, when all that he really wants from her is a kind look, a chance he has never given her to bestow.


When Victor finally pulls himself out from under the fearful thumb of the creature, and destroys the creature’s unfinished mate, the creature proceeds to track down Victor’s only friend and kill him. Time and again, the creature professes that he was built for gentle emotions, and that Victors own pains at the murders that the creature commits are belittled by the guilt and pain that the creature himself feels.


“Do you think that I was then dead to agony and remorse?- He” he continued, pointing to the corpse, “he suffered not in the consummation of the deed; - oh! Not the ten thousandth portion of the anguish that was mine during the lingering detail of the execution. (163)

And yet, despite the clear message that his entire being is sending him, the creature persists in killing every time he perceives some insult, some further injury. The creature’s only recourse to pain is violence. Instead of holding himself to the more difficult path of justice and peace, which he professes to admire: “I  felt the greatest ardor for virtue rise within me, and abhorrence for vice”…”I was of course led to admire peaceable lawgivers, Numa, Solon, and Lycurgus, in preference to Romulus and Thesesus” (92). He would kill, again and again.

Frankenstein returns to Geneva a broken man. His wedding to Elisabeth is not the happy joining of souls that a marriage is meant to be. Because Victor believes that the creature will try to kill him on his wedding night, it is his fear that if he waits, the creature will become impatient and hurt someone else. It never occurs to Victor that it might be seen as goading the creature. Otherwise, he would have done things differently.


Great God! If or one instant I had thought what might be the hellish intention of my fiendish adversary, I would rather have banished myself for ever from my entire native country, and wandered a friendless outcast over the earth, than to have consented to this miserable marriage. (141)

Regardless, the creature, upon hearing of the wedding, cannot believe that Victor would dare to try and find happiness. He had been hiding in the wilderness, allowing his resentment and self loathing fester, when he heard of the up coming nuptials. The creature descends from the hills, and while Frankenstein waits alone for the confrontation between them, the creature kills Elisabeth. Far from repenting however, once again the creature delights in his havoc, gleefully watching Frankenstein as he weeps over the corpse of his bride.(145) and later even tells of his glorious feeling to Walton.

Yet when she died! – nay, then I was not miserable. I had cast off all feeling, subdued all anguish, to riot in the excess of my despair. (164)


The creature, while he time and again proves himself capable of intelligent and insightful self examination, somehow never thinks to cease his vengeful activities, although he is tormented by grief and self revulsion. Not once in conversation with Frankenstein does he attempt to mend their differences by expressing his grief over the lives that he has taken. He does not ever realize that he is doing nothing but proving correct the horror that everyone sees in him, and never takes any step to attempt to enhance the view that others hold on him, he simply attempts to force it, with threats and dire penalties. Not once does he show himself capable of any sort of self restraint, he never once attempts to hold himself back from any of his diabolical intentions, or emulate the gentleness that he so admires in the cottagers from which, by watching, he had learned most everything he knew of love and kindness. At any moment in his existence, the creature could have walked away. He could have decided that although he hates his creator, that to persevere in his path did nothing but continue to erode whatever self esteem he held for himself. He could have tried to find someone who would accept him, and make a start there. He did none of those things. The creature set himself on a path of violent revenge, and would not divert form that path to save his own life. The creature not only willfully destroyed the lives of all those into whom he came in contact, he also destroyed himself.
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