
Frankenstein – Descriptions of Nature 
 
 
“the sublime shapes of the mountains” (38) 
 
“The immense mountains and precipices that overhung me on every side, the sound 
of the river raging among the rocks, and the dashing of the waterfalls around spoke of 
a power mighty as Omnipotence—and I ceased to fear or to bend before any being 
less almighty than that which had created and ruled the elements, here displayed in 
their most terrific guise. Still, as I ascended higher, the valley assumed a more mag-
nificent and astonishing character. Ruined castles hanging on the precipices of piny 
mountains, the impetuous Arve, and cottages every here and there peeping forth 
from among the trees formed a scene of singular beauty. But it was augmented and 
rendered sublime by the mighty Alps, whose white and shining pyramids and domes 
towered above all, as belonging to another earth, the habitations of another race of 
beings.” (97) 
 
“This valley is more wonderful and sublime, but not so beautiful and picturesque as 
that of Servox, through which I had just passed. The high and snowy mountains were 
its immediate boundaries, but I saw no more ruined castles and fertile fields. Immense 
glaciers approached the road; I heard the rumbling thunder of the falling avalanche 
and marked the smoke of its passage. Mont Blanc, the supreme and magnificent 
Mont Blanc, raised itself from the surrounding aiguilles, and its tremendous dome 
overlooked the valley.” (98) 
 
“the solemn silence of this glorious presence-chamber of imperial nature was broken 
only by the brawling waves or the fall of some vast fragment, the thunder sound of the 
avalanche or the cracking, reverberated along the mountains, of the accumulated ice, 
[...]. These sublime and magnificent scenes afforded me the greatest consolation that I 
was capable of receiving. They elevated me from all littleness of feeling, and although 
they did not remove my grief, they subdued and tranquillised it. [...] They congre-
gated round me; the unstained snowy mountaintop, the glittering pinnacle, the pine 
woods, and ragged bare ravine, the eagle, soaring amidst the clouds—they all gath-
ered round me and bade me be at peace.” (99) 
 
“I remembered the effect that the view of the tremendous and ever-moving glacier 
had produced upon my mind when I first saw it. It had then filled me with a sublime 
ecstasy that gave wings to the soul and allowed it to soar from the obscure world to 
light and joy. The sight of the awful and majestic in nature had indeed always the 
effect of solemnising my mind and causing me to forget the passing cares of life.” 
(100) 
 
“It is a scene terrifically desolate. In a thousand spots the traces of the winter ava-
lanche may be perceived, where trees lie broken and strewed on the ground, some 
entirely destroyed, others bent, leaning upon the jutting rocks of the mountain or 
transversely upon other trees. The path, as you ascend higher, is intersected by ra-
vines of snow, down which stones continually roll from above; one of them is particu-
larly dangerous, as the slightest sound, such as even speaking in a loud voice, pro-
duces a concussion of air sufficient to draw destruction upon the head of the speaker. 
The pines are not tall or luxuriant, but they are sombre and add an air of severity to 
the scene.” (100) 


