	
	
	



'I have no friend': Isolation and Alienation in Frankenstein

In this essay I will explore some of the elements of isolation and alienation within Mary Shelleys 1818 novel Frankenstein. I will look at the differing forms the novel takes in both the narrative using the physical geography as a thematic device and how isolation manifests itself on a psychological level within some characters and its subsequent effect on their sense of morality, identity and relationship to others.
[bookmark: _Int_BCehMAIb]In the context of the novel Frankenstein, Isolation, the condition of being alone is chosen withdrawal from other individuals or society as a whole. Alienation on the other hand is social rejection imposed by others. Victor Frankenstein is a talented scientist whose blind ambition and determination lead him to become isolated not only to pursue the goals of his work, but in moments of self-contemplation and connection with nature. A theme running parallel to this throughout the book is the alienation suffered by Frankenstein’s creation, the creature. The dilemma of both characters is shared in some respects by loneliness yet differs based on choice, Victor’s is an internal decision, self-imposed, the creature’s the result of an external reaction to him from others and forced upon him.
Using that shifting dynamic between the two characters, Shelley generates much of the energy and tension throughout the novel. The two are never fully reconciled, indeed ironically the very act of creation shows us ... 
‘...that alienation can occur in more subtle ways-that the acceptance of someone into one's life can be, inadvertently, just as alienating as the more dramatic casting off Shelley describes in Frankenstein.’[footnoteRef:18283]   [18283:  Montwieler, Katherine, ‘Embodiment, Agency, and Alienation in Frankenstein and Ourika’, CEA Critic, 73.3 (Spring–Summer 2011), 69–88  ] 

and that lack of relationship lays the foundation for a thematic exploration of human connection within the novel. For Victor the consequences are moral irresponsibility and bouts of psychological collapse, for the creature, emotional turmoil, abuse and suffering lead to reactive, violent acts of rage.
In Ingolstadt, Germany, Victor procures his workplace, a solitary chamber far removed from the threat of human contact. Victor begins his pursuit of creating new life, his subsequent withdrawal begins and he grows pale and emaciated through his all-consuming efforts... ‘Resistless, and almost frantic, impulse urged me forward...In a solitary chamber’ [footnoteRef:19158] Aware of the inherent dangers in such withdrawal he continues, nonetheless. [19158:  Shelley, Mary, Frankenstein, (Ware: Wordsworth 1993), p.49.  ] 

 ‘Winter, Spring and Summer passed away during my labours; but I did not watch the blossom of the expanding leaves...sights which before always yielded me certain delight’’ [footnoteRef:352].  [352:  Shelley,p.50.] 

This reflects Victors clear unwholesome detachment from the natural cycles of nature and time itself. He has left behind those things which once brought him joy. The earlier enthusiasm has given way to an oppressive anxiety that is driven by acute nervous exhaustion. This unhealthy state is indicative of the notion Victor has crossed the bounds of normality and decency and found himself in an unnatural state of being.
‘I shunned my fellow-creatures as if I had been guilty of a crime’ [footnoteRef:2572] [2572:  Shelley, P.50.] 

This quote highlights Victors deliberate withdrawal from his social circle. This conscious act adds a degree of moral responsibility onto Victor which he reinforces by using the simile of criminality, foreshadowing his moral wrongdoing. To compound his despair, he is left with a feeling of self-disgust at having created such a horror.
 The arrival of his friend Clerval lifts his spirits and again Shelley highlights the benefits of company and close friendship to alleviate Victor's anxieties as well as the healing qualities of the outdoors. Rambling through the countryside with his friend, Victor regains a sense of connection with nature and fresh intercourse with humanity, ‘My own spirits were high, and I bounded along with feelings of unbridled hilarity’ [footnoteRef:23211] . The contrast is notable to the long periods of withdrawal Victor has immersed endured with his work. [23211:  Shelley, P.61.] 

Though Victor has temporarily managed to alleviate the symptoms of his inner turmoil, they are soon to resurface. Justine the young servant is accused of murder when a locket belonging to William, Victor's younger brother, is found in her pocket. Victor as before with Clerval, is unable to bring himself to reveal the true culprit, the creature. He cites the implausibility that any confession he makes would be met with subsequent accusations of madness. That fear is enough to maintain his silence. Yet it is not enough to prevent the ever-growing sense of guilt-ridden isolation he feels. Victor chooses to prioritise private suffering over moral responsibility. Even though Justine is facing a sentence of death he considers his burden outweighs hers, ‘the tortures of the accused did not match mine; she was sustained by innocence’ [footnoteRef:1777] . This statement clearly signifies that the root of his misery and suffering is due to guilt, Victor is the personification of denial and willingly shoulders the full weight of it. ’I bore a hell within me’ [footnoteRef:1723] [1777:  Shelley, P.84.]  [1723:  Shelley, P.88.] 

 It is important to give some social context on this point. Gendered social expectations of the period often forbade men the display of emotional and moral vulnerability. These would be considered feminine traits. The societal expectation was ‘manly privacy’, expressive grief and overt emotional accountability were places outside the expectations of Victor’s world.[footnoteRef:27425] [27425:  Hobbs, Colleen, ‘Reading the Symptoms: An Exploration of Repression and Hysteria in Mary Shelley’s Frankenstein’, Studies in the Novel, 25.2 (Summer 1993), p.152] 

Literary scholars have also interpreted Victor’s silence through the lens of psychoanalytic theory, framing the creature as Victor’s alter ego. According to Gupta and Yadav, the creature embodies Victor’s repressed desires, fears, and moral failings. In this framework, confessing would entail facing the full scope of his own subconscious transgressions an act of psychological self –recognition he is unprepared to undertake. Victor’s secrecy can thus be read as a defence mechanism to maintain his conscious identity, avoiding moral and emotional confrontation with the aspects of himself projected onto the creature. [footnoteRef:4060] [4060:  Gupta, Sonal, and Kaushal Yadav, ‘Victor and His Monster: The Projection of Alter Ego in Mary Shelley’s Frankenstein’, International Journal of Research and Analytical Reviews, 10.3 (July 2023),  p.146.] 

Victor’s avoidance of confession can further be explained through the honour-shame paradigm. Victor’s early ambition and scientific success are motivated by a desire for honour and recognition. Admitting to the creation’s horrors would irreparably damage his reputation, leading to public shame and social ostracism. In social context, the fear of public disgrace can outweigh private moral reckoning. By avoiding confession, Victor attempts to shield himself from the social consequences of failure, even as this strategy perpetuates tragedy.
The creature itself, from inception, suffers rejection with Victor fleeing in repulsion at the ‘daemonical corpse’ [footnoteRef:6933]. By denying the creature any form of attachment, Victor has set in motion the beginnings of a psychological pattern of trauma for the creature.   The creature like an abandoned child is left to fend for itself with no mentor, guide or protector. The outcast creature wanders alone, left to discover the world anew, awakening to the responses of his senses. Avoiding the heat and blinding light of the day he makes his way into a forest. Here he finds the relative peace and seclusion that allows for an exploration of his self and the formation of a relationship with nature that can finally nurture him on some level. The creature's vulnerability is apparent but more importantly, he is safe. He finds comfort and delight in the song of birds and attempts to communicate with them by mimicking their calls. He manages to find some solace, on first sight of the moon, he says, ‘soon a gentle light stole over the heavens and gave me a sensation of pleasure’. [footnoteRef:19172] Though initially challenging, the creature manages to find some stability and reassurance in his interactions with nature. In a further hint at the embracing comforts the forest offers, he finds a cloak. It appears nature, or at least fate is bestowing some degree of protection to him.  [6933:  Ibid. P.52.]  [19172:  Shelley, p.105.] 

Though the forest offers a period of psychological peace for the creature, the elements eventually force him to seek the warmth of a fire left behind by beggars. This is his introduction to some evidence of mankind. Like them, he is an outsider, alienated from company and society, this scene places him as the figure on the periphery of mankind, literally sharing the warmth of the same fire, created by familiar victims, a mutual alienation. This could also be seen as a symbolic departure from nature into the world of man. 
There are aspects touched upon throughout the book that are outside the normal and every day, that run against the natural order of things. An artificiality seen not only in the unsettling concept of a mechanical substitute made of living parts but in Victor’s denial and the resulting terrible consequences of social withdrawal in his insatiable thirst for scientific breakthrough, all in the light of the industrial revolutions gathering speed.[footnoteRef:10670]  Victor’s objective scientific perspective has created the distance between himself and everything he yearns for, denying the very living soul of nature. In gender terms Victor comes to objectify nature as a female that his there for his use, to satisfy his own desires. [footnoteRef:18967] [10670:  Hogle, Jerrold E., ‘Frankenstein as Neo-Gothic: From the Ghost of the Counterfeit to the Monster of Abjection’, in Romanticism, History, and the Possibilities of Genre: 1789–1837, Reforming Literature (Cambridge: Cambridge University Press), p.182]  [18967:  Botting, Fred, Frankenstein: A New Casebook (Basingstoke: Macmillan, 1996), p. 107] 


[bookmark: _Int_CQzZv7Ek][bookmark: _Int_nsOc4FJM]The creatures initial contact is with an old shepherd in his hut, who ‘perceiving me shrieked loudly’. [footnoteRef:32076] He encounters another negative reaction in the village where he is driven out by villagers hurling missiles at him. 'The whole village was roused, some fled, some attacked me’. [footnoteRef:18167]  This fear-based response from the villagers denies the creature any chance of connection. Shelley here critiques the instinctive prejudice of mankind as the villagers respond to the creature purely on his shocking unnatural appearance. A little while on the creature comes to the cottage of the DeLacey’s. Wary of making contact, he is content to enjoy the relative shelter of a pigsty behind the house and finds a gap to observe the occupants' interactions. The gap offers a window into the intimate relations of the household. The creature is privy to an unfolding scene of domestic bliss at once provoking contrasting emotions. [32076:  Shelley, p.107.]  [18167:  Ibid. P.108.] 

‘He raised her, and smiled with such kindness and affection that I felt sensations of a peculiar and powerful nature; they were a mixture of pain and pleasure...’ [footnoteRef:18175] [18175:  Shelley, p..111.] 

With a growing sense of reason and responsibility, the creature no longer steals food from them, instead he collects and leaves firewood, taking pleasure in the positive effects it brings. The family presume it to be a gift from a benevolent spirit, which in some ways is what the creature has become. Formless and invisible he finds himself no longer able to risk contact for fear of rejection. Caught in some unchosen limbo he is detached from the everyday fabric of mankind. His only option of obtaining growth and knowledge is to remain the mute observer. He learns language, social cues and the range of human emotion. When he notices Felix and Agatha distressed, he has the urge to help but he cannot participate. ‘I thought (foolish wretch!) that it might be in my power to restore happiness to these deserving people...’ [footnoteRef:22627] [22627:  Shelley, p..118.] 

With the proximity of the cottagers, the creature suffers an unbearable separation of human contact. He cannot utilise everything that he has learnt from them and harbours a desperate desire to tell them how highly he values the family's moral excellence.
‘These were the reflections of my hours of despondency and solitude; but when I contemplated the virtues of the cottagers, their amiable and benevolent dispositions, I persuaded myself that when they should become acquainted with my admiration of their virtues, they would compassionate me and overlook my personal deformity.’[footnoteRef:13703] [13703:  Shelley, p.136.] 

The creature waits for some months before making contact, entertaining fantasies of future relations and shared joys, though is realistic enough to expect rejection. Finally he summons the courage to visit the old man De Lacey, who reaffirms his hope, telling him his voice is the first kind one he has ever heard, the creature at last has someone who acknowledges him as a fellow human being; ‘it will afford me true pleasure to be in any way serviceable to a human creature’[footnoteRef:32570]. But as the other members of the family arrive his appearance is met with horror and disgust, and the creature is plunged back into despair. He flees back into the wild, with feelings full of rage and revenge upon Victor. In the still forest where all nature is at peace, in contrast the creature feels even nature is in opposition to him 'the cold stars shone in mockery..I like the arch-fiend bore a hell within me’[footnoteRef:1851]. At this point the creature vows to wage eternal war not only on Victor but all mankind. After a brief respite the creature reconsiders his decision, compassionately sympathising with the DeLacey’s and seeking to reconnect with the old man, but the family later vacate the cottage, and the creature is left to focus all his efforts at later retribution. [32570:  Shelley, p.140.]  [1851:  Shelley, p.143.] 

There are of course many further instances later in the novel that touch on the themes of isolation and alienation. I have chosen some areas of the text relevant to my topic in the hope of highlighting the ongoing dynamic between Victor and the creature. Victor's position was one of privilege. He was a man who had control of his circumstances regarding love, family and societal acceptance. He had access to all those things but tempted by the false light of glory, like a will-o'-the-wisp he is led into the dangerous barren swamps of self-torment and isolation. The creature's journey to self-discovery leads him to realise there is no place for him amongst mankind and demands Victor create another like him as the only way he can ever hope to feel companionship and love. Shelley’s novel is a warning that both alienation and isolation lead to destruction and suffering, and that we have a duty to show compassion and responsibility, to see beyond appearances to a deeper understanding of what it means to be human.
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The Tower 
  
 

 
The Tower was whispered of in brief nervous snatches by wary locals who each came to know it in their own way. Most saw the building it in its common aspect as a dilapidated redundant and empty shell. For me it was something much more. 
There are twelve floors to the tower block. The bland beige exterior, uniform and utilitarian in design offers little to warrant a second glance, other than its incongruous stature amongst similarly dreary neighbouring buildings. The main face of the building has alternate rows of one then two grubby white plastic windows. Clumps of thick moss cling to the corners of the windows like fat green leeches sucking on skin.  A cloud of crows swirls overhead, released like a flurry of mad ideas in screeching, frenzied circles, before hovering and finally settling on the rooftop's perimeter wall.  
Who lives in the tower? I have occasionally seen a small face peeking over the base of the windows on the upper levels. The glum pale face of a child that appears at the coming of twilight, staring vacantly out across the drab outstretched pastureland and shabby miserable hedges of the surrounding countryside, not far past the tired mass of gloomy grey concrete that forms the grounds of the university. They have fringed fair hair, their features are vague and blurry, like the foggy reflection in a bathroom mirror.  
There is also a figure that haunts the basement of the tower, yes, I have seen him, the caretaker, lingering around the shabby rusty door at the rear of the building talking to himself with indistinct mumblings. The door is at the bottom of a slope at the towers base, framed within a security cage of grim wire mesh. He will not linger long, and if you do see him, you will seldom glimpse him for more than a few seconds. As to his description I can say a little more. He is short and of average build with unkempt wavy light brown hair that sways and bobs about his head seemingly of its own accord as he hobbles awkwardly about. He wears a grubby navy blue overall, the type that I always associate with car mechanics. I have never seen his face, his head is always hung down, his collar turned up.  
When I have seen him, he always seems in a desperate hurry to enter the building, fumbling with a great bundle of jangling keys at the doorway, surreptitiously sneaking quick glances either side of himself like a nervous rodent, he gestures to imaginary people, ushering them inside. Then with a grating screech and metallic clang he slams the filthy grey metal door shut and disappears. It is unlikely you’ll catch sight of him with anyone on the upper levels. But some have, and subsequently they encountered changes that have been unforgettable to say the least. It is not as simple as merely glancing up and scanning the windows of each floor on the off chance of seeing him. No, you will need to be in a certain frame of mind to be able to see him.  
It was a dull late afternoon in midwinter. I had been to the library to collect some books and to finalise some research, I made my way past the towers dilapidated front entrance. The day was particularly warm, I remember looking up at the great swarms of crows who were diving repeatedly in a chaotic sweep about the building, in a backdrop of darkening grey sky. It was then I saw him. The caretaker was on one of the upper levels. He stood at the window in his blue overalls. I could make out the figure of a small child in front of him; he rested a hand on the child's shoulder and was pointing to something in the distance. The child rubbed their eyes then placed their hands on their head as though in agitation. Instinctually I stretched out my arm and waved frantically to signal my presence to the child. 
With a mighty thud the large book hit the ground. Awakened, I was slumped over the desk in the library. In the distance the bespectacled female librarian gingerly peered over the top of her desk. Shaken and embarrassed, I gathered my belongings and headed home. That was the first time I saw him with the child. In a daydream. 
Often, I saw the child, in my waking time. Always at twilight. In the murky gloom of the tower's interior, barely definable in the shadows the small pale visage hovering close to the windows. 
 I half considered making further enquiries to the relevant authorities on the campus but after having been assured the building was vacated some years ago due to structural issues (which made the lift unusable) was now only fit for occasional storage purposes, I let the matter slip away. I began to harbour a growing uncertainty of my own state of mind, though strangely perhaps, my overriding emotion was one of curiosity and fascination as to what might unfold. 
I did not see the caretaker again in waking time. The caretaker came to me in dreams. The first time he came to me I was standing marooned on a grassy mound on the edge of a misty silent lake. The vast ominous pine woods soared up around its perimeter like monstrous shadowy figures encircling the centre island, where through the shifting mist I could discern in the distance the looming dark shape of a building rising from the islands craggy base. The still lake was silent but for the faint echo of screeching birds far off in the distance.  
As I took in the surroundings he stood bent over on the edge of the bank , and in the next moment I was seated opposite him in a long narrow skiff, crossing the lake, his head lowered, his dirty large hands pulling tightly on the handles of the oars stirring a great rush of white foam to the water's surface. Mute, a numb observer, I yielded to the unfolding course on which I was being carried. For the first time I occasionally caught glimpses of the caretaker's face, in broken distorted snapshots the vision played out in a series of changing features. At once I caught a flash of shiny red lips and the smooth firm curvature of a young woman's face, then in a moment the limp sallow flesh of an old man, flashes of dull yellow orbs deep in the shadowy craters of his eye sockets.  
As we approached the island the colossal stone tower appeared out of the mist. Looking up I was unable to make out the where the structure ended through the low cloud and diminishing light. The ancient great slabs of yellow stone were crumbling and infested with the sprouting vegetation of moss and ferns. The wormhole infested oak door, encrusted in moss and lichen, continued the general air of decay, large sections having fallen to the ground and rotted into small piles of black compost. The caretaker removed the jangling weight of metal from a large pocket in the side of his overalls placing the largest rusty key into the lock. With a clunk we passed into the interior of the tower. As he stood behind the door beckoning me in, I caught sight of his face again, I shuddered, unnerved to see it had transformed again anew, this time the rotund face of a dark-skinned woman her puffy thin brown eyes followed me with an unnerving furtive gaze. 
 I entered the tower, and looking above saw the vast interior stretched out before me, its proportions perplexed and overwhelmed me, belying its exterior dimensions. The endless spiral of stairs twisted upwards on a narrow course against the outer wall, encircling the massive empty expanse of its hollow belly. I made my way upwards approaching the arched windows on the upper levels, my footsteps echoing after me. I stared out from the lofty height across the dusky emerald forests to the fading cerulean skies, marvellously tinged with the magic touch of green and orange streaks of diaphanous clouds, arriving like the illuminated stage drops to an enchanted theatre. 
Each time I was taken to the Tower it was the same. The warm glow of the sunset flushed the great rough stones of its interior with a rose gold sheen. The rocks, most contented, seemed to sigh in deep satisfaction. The air inside the tower hovered gently in a mellow hazy zephyr, and the space moved like a great intake of breath, the gigantic lining of walls, like a stoney chest, forever expanding on a slow deliberate course of creation. 
As I turned to continue my journey upwards, I heard a faint gentle sobbing coming from overhead. I searched above in the soft umbra of the tower's interior and at last discerned a pale shape hunched on the upper levels. As I approached, I made out the figure of a small child huddled against the outer wall. I moved slowly toward them and offering my hand in peace. 
The small boy was maybe six or seven years old. He wore a loose white rough cotton shirt with delicate shiny rounded brass buttons. The top one was missing and left a strand of thread hanging in its place. His smooth charcoal grey trousers were crudely cut and hung in shreds around the ankles of his bare feet. He reached out his fragile tiny hands, and I cupped them in my own.  
A pulse within my chest jolted me and, in a moment, I was looking up into my own eyes and sitting on the cold step. I looked down at my doll-like hands and tiny feet and moved my toes to confirm they were my own. All the inner strength I had mustered to reassure the boy drained from me in an instant as though some inner emotional framework had collapsed, leaving me exposed and vulnerable.  Then I began to speak, in a soft quiet voice and I was back looking at the child again. 
I told him I too was a frightened child, and that I had been holding the fear for my whole life. That together we could climb the stairs. I held his tiny soft white hands and smiled into his pale blue eyes and told him that he was loved. That he was safe and that I would not let anyone hurt him. That it did not matter what had happened before, that nothing was his fault and that being himself was always enough. I told him that deep inside of him there was a flame that no one else could touch. So pure and bright it was able to take away all pain and loneliness. That it would be with him forever. That everyone had once been one flame that separated a long time ago. Everybody still had the flame only some people pushed it so far down inside themselves they thought it had gone forever and instead tried to take the flame from others. I told him that he must cherish his inner light, for that is the only truth. Guard the flame of the heart sweet boy. Know you are special, know you are loved, though you walk through the darkness of the day, you are the light. His eyes brimmed over with tears, as did mine and I softly wrapped my arms around him, closed my eyes and held him, and our hearts touched as one. 
When I opened my eyes, my warm hands were on my own shoulders. I was hunched up on the towers stone stairs, tear-soaked cheeks. He was gone. I had no need to search for him anymore. 
The tower felt different. Still and quiet. From my position in the middle of the tower I stood for a while by the slab ledge of a window, the surrounding frame of its riven ochre surface catching the final throws of the fiery setting sun, a majestic crimson orb now distorted and squat on the horizon, set the clouds, like thin stretched cloth, aflame in a riot of unimaginable colour.  
Contented, I bent to take a seat, then felt the stone beneath my feet shift and give way. I stumbled and gripped the walls as firmly as I could. Looking below my stomach lurched with the horror of the scene below. The walls and stairway of the tower were falling away, great boulders tumbling into the black chasm below in a crashing thunder of splintering rock and billowing dust. I scrambled madly upwards in breathless dizzying circles; the air became thick and visibility diminished as I franticly clawed my way to the top. It felt for every step I gained three were lost to the yawning abyss. Dashing through the murk, the golden haze of light by the windows guided my way as I struggled to keep balance, as I feared one misplaced step would send me falling into the darkness. 
Just when I expected to succumb to the emptiness below, I beheld a square of clear light above me on the final ascent of twisting steps. With renewed vigour I pressed my limbs onward stretching every sinew in a mad panic to survive. The stairway was collapsing at a terrific rate as the last few boulders of stone hurtled down, to be swallowed into the void below. In one final act of preservation, I closed my eyes and threw myself into the light.  
I felt the long grass between my fingers. I was outside in the clear air, perched on the edge of a mountainside. The welcome breeze, cool and fresh passed over my face. I took some time to take in the enormity of the dramatic scene. A fleet of great white clouds skated across the azure sky. Huge snowcapped mountains all laid out before me in a triumph of nature. Unbelievable sprawling masses of gargantuan rock formations towered up to the heavens. Verdant lawns of lush vegetation clung to the craggy face of the mountains all around me. The sheer overpowering magnitude of the scenery moved me greatly and I felt a giddy sense of some enormity way beyond my own understanding. A sprawling lake as blue as the sky spread out beneath me like a carpet of dazzling sapphire light. Great clusters of tightly massed pine woods enveloped the lower range, the trees, so small I felt I could brush them aside with a swipe of my hand.   I felt at once a king and a pauper in the divine and terrible hands of eternal nature. Lost in the sheer scale of the scene I felt some movement within me seem to elevate and merge me with the mighty expanse of overwhelming grandeur. 
 I closed my eyes and raised my face to the sky taking my fill of the sweet chill air. Drops of gentle rain had suddenly begun to fall softly on my forehead. They became heavier and the skies darkened overhead. The air became charged and with it a wafting wholesome sweetness filled the air. As I turned to watch the great black clouds rolling over the mountaintops around me, I stumbled forward on the wet ground. I placed my hands instinctively before me and felt them slap against the cold flat surface of glass. 
The rain is running down in tracks of liquid gold, glinting in orange through drops like molten blobs eyeing the rays of the setting sun, running through the gaps between my fingers. But I cannot feel anything now, not even the ground beneath my feet. I am here but not. From this great height I see the shadows thickening in the gaps between the buildings beneath me and I breath slowly, and the building keeps breathe in time with me. A woman in a leopard skin coat looks up and we exchange a fleeting glance at each other.  
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The Tower-Commentary. 
 
 In this story I wanted to explore the idea that there are places where the fabric of time and space thins and in certain states of mind (conducive to enabling a perception of its existence), we can experience realms outside the ordinary. If each awareness of reality is particular and unique, then who is to say what is real? We can never truly share any given moment of equal truth given the conventions of subjectivity.   
I used the tower block as both a literal setting for the story and a metaphorical one. In the literal setting the tower acts as a focal point for the story. The place where most of the interactions with the characters takes place. I wanted to take a setting that was both nondescript and conventional, to allow, later, an alternative contrasting effect that manifests in the dream sequence of events. A shift from the modern to The Romantic, referencing the tower as some kind of magical relic of past glory that still harboured the possibility for the impossible.  My intention was to take something drab and ordinary and find a way of presenting an alternative meaning to it, a deeper hidden power, a profound learning beyond its dull facade. This has been a reoccurring theme throughout the module; to seek deeper profound insight from everyday objects and places. Wordsworth’s principle for example, that through attentive observation, beneath the everyday things (such as trees, rivers, buildings etc) there is an undercurrent of emotional, moral and philosophical and even metaphysical activity, and these can be used as vehicles for exploring higher aspects of human experience.  
Towers also convey a sense of power not just through their size but as a symbol of power, dominance and authority. With that comes some degree of intimidation, and with it an element of fear. I used this aspect with the hope of adding some suspense to the story both in terms of the buildings overwhelming size and mysterious shadowy interior. This negative aspect I used to create tension; regarding the child's apparent imprisoning within the tower.   
The character of the caretaker acts as a mythical Charon-like figure. He is the conduit that allows the main narrating character to contact the ‘other side’, the spiritual, dreamworld that allows him to reach his lost inner child. 
On a metaphorical level the tower represents certain spiritual aspects of human connection. Towers are often interpreted as connective links between earth and the divine spiritual realms offering insight and wisdom. Physically standing above the ground they offer wider perspectives and the opportunity for broader viewpoints. In this instance the tower creates a harmonic emotional space for healing, as a focal point for the trauma the main character has suffered, he is able to connect with his 'inner child’ and subsequently find emotional reconciliation. At the top of the tower embracing the sense of release, he finds a sublime new perspective and has ascended to a higher space, literally and metaphorically and with-it a sense of liberation. There is a feeling of expansive freedom and unbounded scenery but also a reminder of one's own insignificance, and with it, the accompanying sense of horror as he soon realises, he is in the tower and has become a watcher, now trapped from within until someone takes his place.
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