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Frankenstein- The Swiss Alps
The weight upon my spirit was sensibly lightened as I plunged yet deeper in the 
ravine of Arve. 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 magnificent 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. 



Frankenstein- Orkney Islands

With this resolution I traversed the northern highlands and fixed on one of the remotest of the Orkneys as 
the scene of my labours. It was a place fitted for such a work, being hardly more than a rock whose high 
sides were continually beaten upon by the waves. The soil was barren, scarcely affording pasture for a few 
miserable cows, and oatmeal for its inhabitants, which consisted of five persons, whose gaunt and scraggy 
limbs gave tokens of their miserable fare. Vegetables and bread, when they indulged in such luxuries, and 
even fresh water, was to be procured from the mainland, which was about five miles distant. On the whole 
island there were but three miserable huts, and one of these was vacant when I arrived. This I hired. It 
contained but two rooms, and these exhibited all the squalidness of the most miserable penury. The thatch 
had fallen in, the walls were unplastered, and the door was off its hinges. I ordered it to be repaired, bought 
some furniture, and took possession, an incident which would doubtless have occasioned some surprise 
had not all the senses of the cottagers been benumbed by want and squalid poverty. As it was, I lived 
ungazed at and unmolested, hardly thanked for the pittance of food and clothes which I gave, so much 
does suffering blunt even the coarsest sensations of men.



Waking the Moon by Elizabeth Hand

Outside, the sun had dipped below the Shrine. It was my first night in the city; my first night 
away from home. The sky was glorious, indigo and violet and gold, and there was a warmth 
and sweetness to the air that I could taste in the back of my throat, burnt honey and car 
exhaust, and the damp promise of a thunderstorm charging it all. I walked slowly across the 
Mall, alone save for one or two hooded figures I glimpsed pacing the chestnut allées beneath 
the Shrine's eastern tower. I finally halted atop a small hillock where a single oak sent 
shadows rippling across the grass. From the Shrine's bell tower came the first deep tones of 
the carillon calling the hour. I turned, and saw in the distance the domes and columns of the 
Capitol glimmering in the twilight, bone-colored, ghostly; and behind it still more ghostly 
buildings, their columned porticoes and marble arches all seeming to melt into the haze of 
green and violet darkness that descended upon them like sleep. City of Trees, someone had 
named it long ago; and as I gazed upon the far-off buildings and green-girt streets my heart 
gave a sudden and unexpected heave, as though someone nudged it. 



Dracula- Bram Stoker
As we wound on our endless way, and the sun sank lower and lower behind us, the shadows of the evening 
began to creep round us. This was emphasised by the fact that the snowy mountain-top still held the sunset, 
and seemed to glow out with a delicate cool pink. Here and there we passed Cszeks and Slovaks, all in 
picturesque attire, but I noticed that goitre was painfully prevalent. By the roadside were many crosses, and 
as we swept by, my companions all crossed themselves. Here and there was a peasant man or woman 
kneeling before a shrine, who did not even turn round as we approached, but seemed in the self-surrender of 
devotion to have neither eyes nor ears for the outer world. There were many things new to me: for instance, 
hay-ricks in the trees, and here and there very beautiful masses of weeping birch, their white stems shining 
like silver through the delicate green of the leaves. Now and again we passed a leiter-wagon--the ordinary 
peasant's cart--with its long, snake-like vertebra, calculated to suit the inequalities of the road...As the evening 
fell it began to get very cold,and the growing twilight seemed to merge into one dark mistiness the gloom of 
the trees, oak, beech, and pine, though in the valleys which ran deep between the spurs of the hills, as we 
ascended through the Pass, the dark firs stood out here and there against the background of late-lying snow. 
Sometimes, as the road was cut through the pine woods that seemed in the darkness to be closing down 
upon us, great masses of greyness, which here and there bestrewed the trees, produced a peculiarly weird 
and solemn effect, which carried on the thoughts and grim fancies engendered earlier in the evening, when 
the falling sunset threw into strange relief the ghost-like clouds which amongst the Carpathians seem to wind 
ceaselessly through the valleys.


