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novel

“second-finest work” Mellor 144

D Morton D. Paley
“the Romantic ethos of
redemption through art” Paley 114
Victoria Middleton Middleton 166 1822

Percy Florence

“awatershed in Mary Shelley’s career” Middleton

166)
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Middleton 168
Samantha Webb
“Victorianism” Webb 120
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2-1.

19
M
Johanna M. Smith Smith 127
Daniel Defoe A Journal of the Plague Year 1722 *
Albert Camus La Peste 1947
A “excessive length” Walling 73
Lisa Hopkins
2-1-1.
21 2073

An Enquiry Concerning Political

Justice. Political and Philosophical Writings of William Godwin 1793

The king must be reduced as nearly as possible to a cypher. So far as he fails to be completely so, the

constitution must be imperfect. (Political Justice 241)
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Blumberg 6-7
1814

‘Feelings of a Republican on the Fall of Bonaparte’

1816

| HATED thee, fallen tyrant! | did groan
To think that a most unambitious slave,
Like thou, shouldst dance and revel on the grave

Of Liberty. ...

... Massacre,
For this I prayed, would on thy sleep have crept,
Treason and Slavery, Rapine, Fear, and Lust,
And stifled thee, their minister.  “On the Fall of Bonaparte’ 1816, 1-4, 7-10 3
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Adrian

21

So true it is, that man’s mind alone was the creator of all that was good or great to man, and that Nature
herself was only his first minister. England, seated far north in the turbid sea, now visits my dreams in
the semblance of a vast and well-manned ship, which mastered the winds and rode proudly over the
waves. In my boyish days she was the universe to me. When | stood on my native hills, and saw plain
and mountain stretch out to the utmost limits of my vision, speckled by the dwellings of my countrymen,
and subdued to fertility by their labours, the earth’s very centre was fixed for me in that spot, and the rest
of her orb was as a fable, to have forgotten which would have cost neither my imagination nor

understanding an effort. (The Last Man [LM] 11)
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Lord Raymond

... my first act when | become King of England, will be to unite with the Greeks, take Constantinople,
and subdue all Asia. | intend to be a warrior, a conqueror; Napoleon’s name shall vail to mine; and
enthusiasts, instead of visiting his rocky grave, and exalting the merits of the fallen, shall adore my

majesty, and magnify my illustrious achievements. (LM 48)

1826
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Lyland

“He became the darling hero of this rising people” LM 34

Luddite movement

Kelsall 49
Perdita Clara

Clare Clairmont

Where, in this wilderness of death, art thou, O Raymond—Ornament of England, deliverer of Greece,

“hero of unwritten story,” where in this burning chaos are thy dear relics strewed? | called aloud for

him—through the darkness of night, over the scorching ruins of fallen Constantinople, his name was

heard; no voice replied—echo even was mute. (LM 159; emphasis added)

Jane Blumberg Nora

Crook “hero of unwritten story”

LM 159 note a 1819

Earth
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‘Men of England, heirs of Glory,

Heroes of unwritten story,

Nurslings of one mighty Mother,

Hopes of her, and one another;

‘Rise like Lions after slumber

In unvanquishable number

Shake your chains to earth like dew
Which in sleep had fallen on you—

We are many—they are few. (The Mask of Anarchy 147-155; emphasis mine)
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roman a clef
Panoramic Miscellany 1826 3

“The Last Man” will not fail to have its day — especially while it is believed that the late lord Byron, and
the late Mr. Bysche [sic] Shelley are the lord protector Raymond, and the after deputy-protector Adrian,
of the political love tales that occupy so large a portion of the work. To which might perhaps be added,
with equal probability, that Lionel Verney, the Last Man himself, is meant to shadow forth the

philosopher Godwin—the author of “Political Justice.” (Panoramic Miscellany 386; italics original)
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2-1-2.

Woman” 1822 4
Allegra 6 16
Golfo della Spezia

“the Last Man”
5 14

“the Last Man” “the Last

1824 4 19

1824

The last man! Yes | may well describe that solitary being’s feelings, feeling myself as the last relic of a

beloved race, my companions, extinct before me— (Journals 476-77)

1824

“the Last Man”

Muriel Spark



X F. X. Cousin de Grainveille
The Last Man: or Omegarus and Syderia 1806

‘Darkness’ 1816 Thomas Campbell ‘The
Last Man’ 1823 Thomas Hood Whims and Oddities 1826
1826
3 XB ‘The Last Man’
18 19
Abbé Barruel Memoirs, Illustrating

the History of Jacobinism 1797-98

Clemit, “Frankenstein, Matilda’ 30
History of a Six Weeks’
Tour through a Part of France, Switzerland, Germany, and Holland: With Letters Descriptive of a Sail round

the Lake of Geneva, and of the Glaciers of Chamouni 1817

We now approached scenes that reminded us of what we had nearly forgotten, that France had lately been

the country in which great and extraordinary events had taken place. Nogent, a town we entered about

79



noon the following day, had been entirely desolated by the Cossacs. Nothing could be more entire than the
ruin which these barbarians had spread as they advanced; perhaps they remembered Moscow and the
destruction of the Russian villages; but we were now in France, and the distress of the inhabitants, whose
houses had been burned, their cattle killed, and all their wealth destroyed, has given a sting to my
detestation of war, which none can feel who have not travelled through a country pillaged and wasted by

this plague, which, in his pride, man inflicts upon his fellow. (History of a Six Weeks” Tour 20-21)*

1814 8

40 10 15
55 446
25
446-47

1813 2 22 1814

449
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Yet could England indeed doff her lordly trappings, and be content with the democratic style of America?
Were the pride of ancestry, the patrician spirit, the gentle courtesies and refined pursuits, splendid
attributes of rank, to be erased among us? . . . We were assured that, when the name and title of
Englishman was the sole patent of nobility, we should all be noble; that when no man born under English
sway, felt another his superior in rank, courtesy and refinement would become the birth-right of all our
countrymen. Let not England be so far disgraced, as to have it imagined that it can be without nobles,
nature’s true nobility, who bear their patent in their mien, who are from their cradle elevated above the rest
of their species, because they are better than the rest. Among a race of independent, and generous, and
well educated men, in a country where the imagination is empress of men’s minds, there needs be no fear

that we should want a perpetual succession of the high-born and lordly. (LM 175-76)
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“Nature herself was only his

first minister”

Bernard Rieus

82



Meanwhile the sun, disencumbered from his strange satellites, paced with its accustomed majesty
towards its western home. When—uwe dared not trust our eyes late dazzled, but it seemed that—the sea
rose to meet it—it mounted higher and higher, till the fiery globe was obscured, and the wall of water still
ascended the horizon; it appeared as if suddenly the motion of earth was revealed to us—as if no longer

we were ruled by ancient laws, but were turned adrift in an unknown region of space. (LM 289)

Merrival

The old man felt the system of universal nature which he had so long studied and adored, slide from under
him, and he stood among the dead, and lifted his voice in curses. —No wonder that the attendant should

interpret as phrensy the harrowing maledictions of the grief-struck old man. (LM 237-38)
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Mother of the world! Servant of the Omnipotent! eternal, changeless Necessity! who with busy fingers
sittest ever weaving the indissoluble chain of events!—I will not murmur at thy acts. If my human mind
cannot acknowledge that all that is, is right; yet since what is, must be, | will sit amidst the ruins and smile.

Truly we were not born to enjoy, but to submit, and to hope. (LM 310)
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166

Grand Tour

Giovannni Battista Piranesi

sham ruin

87

8
750

18

picturesque

mock ruin

1536

sublime



18

155
Graveyard Poets

The Castle of Otranto 1765

18

Wallace

Wallace 157

Thomas Gray

Horace Walpole

Childe Harold’s Pilgrimage [CH] 1812, 16, 18

88

Jennifer

Zastrozzy: A Romance 1809

18



2-2-1.

This vacant cottage revealed no new sorrow—the world was empty; mankind was dead—I knew it
well— why quarrel therefore with an acknowledged and stale truth? Yet, as | said, | had hoped in the very
heart of despair, so that every new impression of the hard-cut reality on my soul brought with it a fresh
pang, telling me the yet unstudied lesson, that neither change of place nor time could bring alleviation to
my misery, but that, as | now was, | must continue, day after day, month after month, year after year,
while | lived. | hardly dared conjecture what space of time that expression implied. It is true, | was no
longer in the first blush of manhood; neither had | declined far in the vale of years—men have accounted
mine the prime of life; | had just entered my thirty-seventh year; every limb was as well knit, every
articulation as true, as when | had acted the shepherd on the hills of Cumberland; and with these

advantages | was to commence the train of solitary life. (LM 351)

89



37

Ravenna

‘Lines Composed a Few Miles above Tintern Abbey, on Revisiting the Banks

of the Wye during a Tour. July 13, 1798’ 1798

O Rome! my country! city of the soul!
The orphans of the heart must turn to thee,

Lone mother of dead empires! and controul

In their shut breasts their petty misery.
What are our woes and sufferance? Come and see
The cypress, hear the owl, and plod your way
O’er steps of broken thrones and temples, Ye!
Whose agonies are evils of a day —

A world is at our feet as fragile as our clay. (CH 4.78)
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The Goth, the Christian, Time, War, Flood, and Fire,
Have dwelt upon the seven-hill’d city’s pride;

She saw her glories star by star expire,

And up the steep barbarian monarchs ride,

Where the car climb’d the capitol; far and wide
Temple and tower went down, nor left a site: —
Chaos of ruins! who shall trace the void,

O’er the dim fragments cast a lunar light,

And say, ‘here was, or is’, where all is doubly night? (CH 4.80)
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2-2-2.

1820 1997
Maurice, or the Fisher’s Cot 1998

Many years after, Henry grew older and went abroad to foreign countries, & saw many beautiful scenes

of rocks, and mountains, and trees, and rivers; yet he always loved in his heart his pretty cottage and
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thought it the most delightful place he had ever seen. It was very old, as | have said before; and some time
after when Dame Smithson died some of the moss-covered thatch fell off and let the water into the cottage
during the rainy weather; it was too old to be repaired, and by degrees it fell all to pieces, and the sea
washed it away as it fell, so that it quite disappeared.

When Henry returned from his travels he found his pretty cottage gone, his geraniums dead, and no
wall left on which the sweet-smelling, yellow wallflowers could grow; this grieved him very much, yet he
was pleased to find the red cliff, the waving trees, the fresh-water rill, and the rock upon which he and his
father used so often to sit—remained just the same as when he left them: though the boat had fallen to

pieces in the cove, and the garden had run wild. (Maurice 177-78)

Henry Maurice
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... That time is past,
And all its aching joys are now no more,
And all its dizzy raptures. Not for this
Faint I, nor mourn nor murmur; other gifts
Have followed:; for such loss, | would believe,
Abundant recompense. For | have learned
To look on nature, not as in the hour
Of thoughtless youth; but hearing oftentimes
The still, sad music of humanity,
Nor harsh nor grating, though of ample power

To chasten and subdue. (“Tintern Abbey’ 83-93)

“egotistical
sublime”
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Thomas MacFarland MacFarland 152-53, 156-57

E Kari E. Lokke Lokke 117

As | wandered along the plain, at the foot of the Appennines—through their vallies, and over their bleak
summits, my path led me through a country which had been trodden by heroes, visited and admired by
thousands. They had, as a tide, receded, leaving me blank and bare in the midst. But why complain? Did |
not hope? —so | schooled myself, even after the enlivening spirit had really deserted me, and thus I was
obliged to call up all the fortitude I could command, and that was not much, to prevent a recurrence of that
chaotic and intolerable despair, that had succeeded to the miserable shipwreck, that had consummated

every fear, and dashed to annihilation every joy. (LM 353)
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2-2-3.

18
Batty Langley
1728
134 1732
Lord Bathurst
134-36
18
Hubert Robert 1796
Vue imaginaire de la Grande Galerie du Louvre en ruines 1
Woodward 156
Joseph Michael Gandy Sir. John Soane
1798 1925
Woodward 161-14 2
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19

(‘Hymn to Intellectual Beauty’ 1817)
While yet a boy | sought for ghosts, and sped
Through many a listening chamber, cave and ruin,

And starlight wood, with fearful steps pursuing

Hopes of high talk with the departed dead. (“Hymn to Intellectual Beauty’ 49-52)

‘Ozymandias’ 1818

I met a traveller from an antique land,
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Who said—"“Two vast and trunkless legs of stone
Stand in the desert. . . . Near them, on the sand,
Half sunk a shattered visage lies, whose frown,
And wrinkled lip, and sneer of cold command,

Tell that its sculptor well those passions read
Which yet survive, stamped on these lifeless things,
The hand that mocked them, and the heart that fed;
... (*Ozymandias’ 1-8)

“was chiefly written upon the mountainous ruins of the Baths of Caracalla” 207
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I scrambled on, until | came to a street, whose wooden houses, half-burnt, had been cooled by the rain, and
were fortunately uninjured by the gunpowder. Up this | hurried—until now | had not seen a vestige of
man. Yet none of the defaced human forms which | distinguished, could be Raymond; so | turned my
eyes away, while my heart sickened within me. | came to an open space—a mountain of ruin in the midst,
announced that some large mosque had occupied the space — and here, scattered about, | saw various
articles of luxury and wealth, singed, destroyed—but shewing what they had been in their ruin—jewels,
strings of pearls, embroidered robes, rich furs, glittering tapestries, and oriental ornaments, seemed to have
been collected here in a pile destined for destruction; but the rain had stopped the havoc midway.

(LM 158-59)

Sophie Thomas
Thomas 25
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2-3.

Pamela
Clemit
Anthony
Carlisle Hamphry Davy Fuseli
Hazlitt Charles, Mary Lamb
Clemit, “Frankenstein, Matilda 29
1 2
2 2
2-3-1.

Henry Clerval
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Clerval! beloved friend! even now it delights me to record your words, and to dwell on the praise of which
you are so eminently deserving. He was a being formed in the “very poetry of nature.” . . . The scenery of

external nature, which others regard only with admiration, he loved with ardour:

“The sounding cataract
Haunted him like a passion: the tall rock,
The mountain, and the deep and gloomy wood,
Their colours and their forms, were then to him
An appetite; a feeling, and a love,
That had no need of a remoter charm,
By thought supplied, or any interest

Unborrowed from the eye.” (Frankenstein 120; italic original)
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2-3-2.
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When Henry returned from his travels he found his pretty cottage gone, his geraniums dead, and no wall
left on which the sweet-smelling, yellow wall-flowers could grow; this grieved him very much, yet he
was pleased to find the red cliff, the waving trees, the fresh-water rill, and the rock upon which he and his
father used so often to sit—remained just the same as when he left them: though the boat had fallen to

pieces in the cove, and the garden had run wild. (Maurice 177-78; emphases mine)

“Gone” “dead” *“grieved” “fallen” “wild”
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the Polygon

Seymour 40

Skinner Street
Seymour 57

I lived principally in the country as a girl, and passed a considerable time in Scotland. | made occasional
visits to the more picturesque parts; but my habitual residence was on the blank and dreary northern shores
of the Tay, near Dundee. Blank and dreary on retrospection | call them; they were not so to me then. They

were the eyry of freedom, and the pleasant region where unheeded I could commune with the creatures of

my fancy. (Frankenstein 176)

William Baxter

1812 6 11 1813
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“picturesque”

1831
2-3-3.
Baldick 24
1812 1 2 Elizabeth Hitchener
‘A Poets Epitaph’ 1800 PBSL 1: 217
1800 15
1-3 56 9 10 11 PBSL 1: 217 note 3

| have transcribed a piece of Wordsworth poetry. —It may give you some idea of the Man—how

expressively keen are the first stanzas. PBSL 1: 218
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1812 “To Wordsworth’ 1816

Poet of Nature, thou hast wept to know
That things depart which never may return:
Childhood and youth, friendship and love’s first glow,

Have fled like sweet dreams, leaving thee to mourn.

Deserting these, thou leavest me to grieve,

Thus having been, that thou shouldst cease to be.  “To Wordsworth’ 1-4, 13-14

1810
3 Peter
Bell the Third 1839 Jerrold E. Hogle
blank verse Alastor; or, the Spirit of

Solitude 1816
Hogle 152
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1817 1818
1998 1819
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“plague”

) 1830
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