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To my mom, for a love of writing; to
my dad, for a love of reading; and to
my brother, for fighting back … these
tweets are respectfully inscribed.
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ABOUT FRANKENSTEIN

Few classic works of literature have excited such enduring popular interest among the general public as the gothic novel Frankenstein by Mary Shelley. Even the very origin of its composition carries a gothic mysteriousness as recounted in her introduction to the 1831 edition.

During a rainy June in 1816, also called the “year without a summer,” Mary and Percy Blythe Shelley visited Lake Geneva. There, they became neighbors of the famous poet Lord Byron, who was vacationing with friend John William Polidori. Shut inside for days by stormy weather, the four English writers began to read aloud in French from a translated volume of German ghost stories. This gave Lord Byron an idea.

@lordygeorgeordy:
First, man, we know a lot of languages! Second, let’s each write a ghost story! Mine’s about vampires. #dibs1

For Byron’s part, he created what became one of the first stories in English to feature a vampire. Byron’s incomplete story was later published as “A Fragment of a Novel” in the poetry collection Mazeppa. This fragment inspired Polidori to write The Vampyre (1819), which is considered the predecessor of the modern vampire genre. And Polidori, in turn, inspired that genre’s best-known offering, Dracula (1897), by its best-named author, Bram Stoker.

In the days following the challenge, Mary Shelley struggled to imagine a story. Meanwhile, the friends’ conversations ranged from Erasmus Darwin’s theories of life, to muscle contraction through galvanism, to reanimating corpses, and to potentially, one day, assembling a creature. Soon, Shelley found her idea.

@reallymaryshelley:
Couldn’t sleep last night, I had the craziest vision. A mad scientist builds a beast, then takes a nap, and gets woke by said beast. #setinwinter2

While the others soon abandoned their ghost stories, Shelley’s grew into an entire novel. Frankenstein was published anonymously in 1818 when Shelley was only twenty years old. From the very beginning, the novel attracted a great deal of attention but received mixed reviews. Many of the negative responses aimed at two primary issues—the author and the monster.

@sirwalterscott71:
A wild tale by a logical author! He uses plain English without German hyperbole. But a literate, self-taught monster? Yeah I don’t think so.3

@literarypanorama:
Inconsistent at best! Reanimate dead matter, SURE. But just how does this monster learn to WALK & TALK? Let alone READ! #plotholes4

@edinburghliterary:
The wildest story with an air of reality. But it panders to today’s readers with exaggeration and oddity. Readers of today, smh! For them, Shakespeare is boring.5

@johnwilsoncroker:
Horrible. Disgusting. Absurd. Appalling. The author? Probs insane. If you read this and liked it? You’re probs insane. Only one “praise”: #creepy6

@thebritishcritic:
WTF is the point? Powerful in spots, but otherwise pointless perversion. We hear the author is a lady? This grotesque nightmare is #notladylike.7

Not until publication of the French edition in 1822 did Mary Shelley’s name appear as author. And it wasn’t until the 2nd English edition of 1831, that Shelley included the introduction described above to answer the question she said she most frequently was asked:

Um, hey @reallymaryshelley. How did a little girl come up with a big mean story like that one? #messedup8

For the remainder of her life, Shelley continued to write a variety of books, including the apocalyptic novel The Last Man (1826), the historical novel The Fortunes of Perkin Warbeck (1830), and the travel book Rambles in Germany and Italy (1844). But, similar to the circumstances of her most famous character, Victor Frankenstein, Shelley’s life was followed by tragedy. Only one of her three children survived childhood. Her husband, Percy Blythe Shelley drowned in 1822. And during the final decade of her life, Shelley suffered from headaches and paralysis before succumbing at the age of 53 to a suspected brain tumor.

In the years since—and perhaps adding a final insult to her many injuries—Shelley’s most famous work has become distorted through countless adaptations and reimaginings (not this one, of course). Today, the name Frankenstein is more commonly associated with the monster, who in most retellings is often portrayed as a numb and mindless animal, not the tortured and contemplative character Shelley created. The doctor, meanwhile, is often portrayed as a noble, if misguided, benefactor.

And those curious bolts on the neck of your typical Halloween Frankenstein costume? Courtesy of the infamous portrayal by Boris Karloff in the 1930s film franchise, which also provided two of the most famous literary misquotes of all time.

@moviedoktorfrankenstein:
Oh, it’s alive! it’s alive! it’s alive! … HELLO? can everyone hear me? (I always like to repeat myself three or four times.) I said it’s ALIVE.

@frankensteinsmoviemonster:
ERRrrrrrrrrrrr … … ERrrrrr …? (Always got my arms up, but never can get a hug.) … Errrr … …
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DISCLAIMER

The contents of this book—tweets, hashtags, taglines, handles, etc.—are a product of the author’s imagination and are in no way affiliated with Twitter or any of its users. This book is not authorized or sponsored by Twitter, Inc., or any other person or entity owning or controlling rights in the Twitter name, trademark, or copyrights.
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INTRODUCTION





	
@reallymaryshelley:

My husband didn’t write this book. I wrote this book. #duh #hedidencouragemetho9
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THE TWEETS





	
@captainrobwalton:

Hello from St. Petersburgh! Six years planning and I’m finally taking a sledge to the Archangelsk port. The icy northern breeze excites me! (#shite, did I pack my furs?)10
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I seek to visit wild seas and eternal sun, hit up an unvisited pole, find the northwest passage, and discover what wondrous power attracts the needle! Back in a few years (or never). [image: images] #dreamtrip11
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My ship and crew are hired, now we wait for spring. I may be a romantic, but I wish I had a buddy to share the voyage with. Doubt I’ll meet peeps in the Arctic.12
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Already we’ve reached a very high latitude over pathless seas! Ice sheets float past. Please recall me with affection if I don’t return. (FYI—no incidents so far.) #allgood13
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The ship is stuck in ice and fog—WTF! A dogsled just sped across the ice, heading north. It was driven by a giant being shaped like a man?! Damn. I thought I was first up here. #bummer14
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It’s morning, and the sea has finally broken—are you EFFing kidding me? Another guy just floated up on an ice raft! A Swiss sled driver, half-frozen and emaciated. Says he’s only coming aboard if we’re going north?! #notmanyoptionspal15
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My new bud improves daily, but he’s always watching the sea for the “demon” on that first sled. Says he was a slave to passion. By great misfortune he lost all but grief. He’s gonna share his tale!16
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@frankendoctorvictor:

I’ll start at the beginning. (Like the very beginning, cool?) My ancestors were top Geneva lawyers and judges. My pop worked for the government. #mylifewasaight17

[image: images]





	 



	
Pop had a buddy in Lucerne (with a daughter) go broke and die from depression. #happens. So, Pop married the daughter (my mom!) and had a #maydecemberthing.18
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‘Til age five I was the only child. The IDOL of my folks. The smelter to their mine of hearts. The tassel on their silk cord. The engineer on our happy fam train. #igotmore #holdmybeer19
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We traveled ALL the time! Germany, France, Italy. My folks luved to visit the poor. At Lake Como, mom met a cute orphan girl named Liz. Not Italian, but a #BLOND. [image: images] 20
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Mom adopted Liz, and surprised Pop and me. She said Liz was my gift! We called each other “cuz.” (But I was like, “gonna tap that someday.”) #putaringonit21
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The folks spoiled us with a lake house. Liz loved Swiss mountains and seasons. My pal Henry loved playing King Arthur. And I loved the occult. #gofigure22
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I read wild fancies of discredited alchemists: raising ghosts and demons! Elixirs of life! Immortality! [image: images] Such fatal impulses led to my ruin … 23
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… plus an accident! Lightning struck our oak tree, reducing it to ribbons of wood. Electricity? Galvanism? I abandoned alchemy for math. #geeklife24
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While prepping to leave for college, my first misfortune struck. Mom caught scarlet fever from Liz and calmly died. Liz resolved to care for the family.25
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How excited I was to arrive at Ingolstadt University! But my natural philosophy professor was a total jerk. [image: images] He talked all kinds of shit. #ahole26
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@herrproffesordoktorkrempe:

Sweet Jesus! 1000-year-old alchemists? You’ve wasted years, Herr Frankincense. Pull your head out of the sand. This is the enlightened age. #dolt27
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@frankendoctorvictor:

I was like #whatevs. Sniff, sniff (got something in my eye). I was already done with them alchemy fools. Luckily, I found a way better prof. #myfav28
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@professorwallywaldman:

Those ancient teachers promised the impossible, but did nada. Modern masters promise little, but perform miracles. Microscopes! Circulation! Oxygenation! #otherstuff29
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But us modern scholars are indebted to those founders’ zeal. Genius erroneously directed is still genius. Study all the sciences, Vic. #yesmath230
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@frankendoctorvictor:

For years, I didn’t visit Geneva. I did nothing but lab science—chem, anatomy, physiology. I sought a bold discovery: the secret to life. #nbd31
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But first, I had to figure out death. I spent nights in vaults with skeletons, in graveyards watching bodies decay and worms eating brains. [image: images] You know, #fieldtrips!32
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One dark night, a light came on. All before me had failed, yet I discovered the simple secret to bestowing life! (I’d prefer not to share.) #handsoff #dangerousdeets33
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I wondered, what should I make? No silly animal—I went straight to a human with muscles and veins. I’m talkin’ a giant, like 8 feet tall with shoes off. #gotcocky34
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FYI, it takes A LOT of effort to become the father to a new species and maybe one day cure the dying! I lost A LOT of weight. #beachbod35
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I worked nights collecting body parts from damp graves, slaughterhouses, and dissecting rooms. May have tortured a few animals. (Got super #lockedin.)36
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Four seasons passed while shut in my attic workshop. I caught a fever. Falling leaves made me #freakout. Plus, carrying body parts upstairs? First floor lab is better. [image: images]37
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I forgot my family and never wrote. Beware of such obsessions! They killed the Greeks, Romans, Mayans, Aztecs, American Indians … #coolyourjets38
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A rainy November night, under a dying candle, I infused the spark. A gasp! A convulsion of limbs! A yellow eye opened [image: images] WTF had I done?39
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Yellow skin (I really [image: images] yellow btw) stretched over muscles, plus black lips and hair. I shoulda thought this thru more. Dude was #fugly.40
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For two years, I’d toiled, but now all hopes for beauty turned to horror and disgust. #smh. I rushed from the lab to my bed and passed out. Slept to the wildest dreams… 41
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… I saw Liz and kissed her—NO! She turned into my mother’s corpse, crawling with worms and wearing flannel. (Seriously—flannel?!) #nightmare42
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I awoke to the miserable monster hovering at my bedside, jaws gaping in a grin. He reached for me—but I ran to the courtyard and paced the streets ‘til morning. #closecall43
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I tried to forget; recited some lite poetry; considered moving. A coach pulled up and parked in front of me. The door opened, and a passenger jumped out. #kindabusyrightnow44
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Oh hey @kinghenryclerval! What a surprise! So great to see you! Anywho, my place is SUCH a mess! Let me clean up real quick! Back in a sec!45
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	I ran upstairs and threw open the door. The place was empty. No hideous house guest, not even a ghost. #luckybreak46
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