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up the White Ma n 's burden

Ye "'>i re n o r stoop w less-
N o r ca ll l lo ud o n Freed o m 

T o c lnak )Ur wea riness; 

45 By a ll ye cry n r ·h ispe r, 
By a ll ye leave d o , 

The s ile nt , sullen pet les 
S h a ll we igh yo ur Gn 

T ake up the White Man'.~cn-
''' H ave d o n e wtth ch ddtsh da 

The lightly proffe red laure l, 
The easy, ungrudged p ra ise. 

Com es no w, to sea rch yo ur manhood 
Thro ugh a ll t h e thank less yea rs , 

iS C o ld , edged with dea r-bought wisd o m, 
The judgm ent o f your peers 1 

~ ENLl O F PERSPKI IVES: TRAVEL AN D EMPIRE 

I X:::<Ji:z:r I 

Rob e rt Loui s Ste venson 
1850- 1894 

1899 

·· 1 ha,·e drawed a man 's body , shall I du his soul now?" the three-yea r-o iJ Robert Luuis Steven
s,>n ask eel his mother. Be lief in the duality oi humJn nature, or what Stevenson later ca lled
refe rring to Dr. jekyll's transformatio ns-'' the war in the me mbe rs," pe rmeared e\'ery corner of 

the S tevensons' Cakinist household in Edinburgh. The ve ry furnit ure s~: rved as a reminder of 
the batt le betwee n flc, h anJ spirit, fnr the Stevensons took pride in owning a cabinet that had 
bet'n made by a double rersonali ty, Deacon Brod ic-upstanJing c iti:en by day, infamous crimi 
nal by night. The fam ily atmosphere stressed the preca rious pos ition of the individual, poised 
bet\\·een he; l\-en ancl hell, torn between the obliga tion to be gc>od and the seducti veness of 
ev il. ·· 1 \\'mdd fear t<' trust mysdi tn slumber," Stevenson recalled , " lest I was not accepted [in to 
heaven [ ancl should , li p, ere l awoke, int<1 eternal ru in ." 

A sickl y boy wh,, bter memoria li:ed his childho,>d joy> and anxieti es in A Child's Garden 
of \,"~n~s ( 1885 ). Stevenson grew up surrounded by sw ries uf c rime anJ punishment fo r an
other reason: the c it y uf Edinburgh itse lf possessed a dual peroonality. The Stevensons li ved in 
the re>pectable New Town, a landmark distri ct of gracefu l neoclass ica l Georgian architecture, 
but the area cc1ex istecluneasily with the gothic O ldTown of narrow a ll eyways, bars, and broth
e ls, where Deacon Bnxlie had pro,d ed by nigh t. In his student Jays Stevenson and his cousin 
Bob exp lored the dark side of town in defiance of his fami ly. He further strained the relation
ship in 1873 when he announced that he was an agnostic and joined the Edin burgh Uni versity 
Skepncs C lub , who,e motto was "DisregarJ "''·erything ,, ur pa rents have taught us." 

But it was Stevenson·s attent ion to the pL>we r of a good swry, lea rneJ irom his father and 
h is nurse, "Cummy," that led him, after stuJying med ic ine and law, to became a fi ct iun writer. 
A nd it was his Calvinistic background , with its sense of sin lurking benea th apparent virt ue, 
thar co l, 1red his theory of literature. In 1885, in a wiJdy read literary debate with Henry James 

J{ulx:rt Loui, ~Ieven"'" JTl) 

t.l\'C T the nature uf rhe novel, Steven,:o,on argued for fic ti un '~ Jitference fhHn lift'. TD JanH.: ~'s .1:-, ~ 

>e rtiun that a ncwd shuuld pruJuce the illusion of rea lit y, Stevenson responJeJ that the au
thor should tel l >tories that express li fe'> deeper meanings. lnl1uenceJ by Hawth<>rne, Steven
son fdt that the writer mu!)t c reate ''ro mance" rather than realism, not merel y tn cnten,un 

readers but also to captu re the umlerlying truths of the human conJiti,,n, induJmg the strug-
g l~ between go0cl and e~l. · -

In what became the pauern for h is adul t life, Steven>on left Edinburgh in the L1ter I 1i70s 
to tra vel abroad and recuperate his failing health while lo,)king t;>r new litermy m<~ tena l. In 
France he met his future wife, Fann y, an Ame ri c<:~ n. She wc1s ten yl!a r:, older than he, marncJ , 
anJ a mothe r. Bu r making a hazardo us journey across the A tlannc anJ llverl anJ tt., S~n Fran · 
ciscn, he marri ed her there when her Ji vorce came thruugh in 1880. T hey haJ a ru>UC honey
moon in a cabin in Napa Valley, recounted in Ste,·ensnn's The Sil verado s,fiUiltcn ( l8o>) 
With Fann y's son Lloyd, the couple then returned to Britain , where Stevenson', fathe r rec,>n
c iled with his errant son , giv ing him a modest all,)wance so he could tra,·el and \\THe. In rlw 
1880s Stevenson concentrated nn short fictiun , including tn<lny tales based on Sc,>lli>h l" re . 
Toge ther with Kipling he hel ped make the short story, until then ve ry much a French and 
Ame ri can genre, a vi ral part o f English li teratu re . His fir::, t pt)pu lar success, hn weYer, re:>u lr ~.:J 

from tht! map l)f an imag inary isle he was making with Lloyd . Written at tnp spee~..l on a farn dy 
vaca tion in Scotland, Treasure Island ( 1883 ) mingles a hny's adventure >tory wi th a voyage uf 
sdf-discon::ry and growth; mesmeri zed by Long John Silvl!r and ta le:-, of buried piratl' rreasun .. :, 
the yt>ung Ji m Hawkins n1usr abo reali ze what gn.:cJ anJ g'1IJ Jn tll pe,>ple. The htK>k ':-, ~..l l \ · h..i~..'l..l 
narrat ive, Jim 's ambiguous rdle am11J pimtes anJ privateers, and the atm~.bpheric Jc:,cnprtdll

all ant icipate Dr Jekyll and Mr Hyde ( 1886). Stevenson confi rmeJ his J"»i ti'"' ~, the le;•,lmg 
"boy's writer" with Kidnapped ( 1886) . He returned with h i> fam ily t'' the Un ired State> in 
1887, and then set out fro m San Francisc'' for the South Pacific, \\'here they >a il eel frum bl,m,l 
ro island , Ste\T tbon writing a ll the time , fina ll y s<:r tling in Sdmoa. A lthough the ,JutJ" " hfc· 
had apparentl y restored Steven>on's hea lth , he d ied sudJenly in 1894. at the age of forty -four, 
while working on The Weir of Henniswn ( 1896) . 

The inspiration fur Dr Jekyll and Mr Hyde came t<> the dut hor in a fr ightenmg dred lll. ··1 
had long heen try ing to write a story on rhi ::, subject," ::,a id Steven;:,on , "ttl find ,., lxx.ly, a ,·chi
cle, for that stro ng sense nf man's Jouhl c be ing whic h must e-ll t ime~ ClHnl' in ur~ ln .md ll\Tr

whelm the mind of every thi nking creature." The dream prod uced Mr. Hyde and his ' ucklcn 
transf(mna ticm, but Fanny fe lt that Stevenson 's first Jraft JiJ not do justice t<) the theme. s., 
Stevenson bumed the original manuscript and in three days pwduced the tcx r as we no\\' have 
it , ''the most famous fable in the English language nn the theme of the spli t personality," x 
cording to the criri c Susan w ,, lfsnn. Like Mary Shel ley 's Frankensr.ein ( 18 18) the >tory i, 
(re )omstructeJ by several narrators, and like Victor Frankenste in , Dr. Hen ry Jekyll make., 
a revo lutionary sc ientific discovery that has fata l rep<' rCU>S i<H». But unhke Dr. Frankemtem , 
Dr. Jekyll has no nc1ble aspirations to sen -e human ity: he dehberately intend, to he hacl. Whde 
~omc readers have fl)und in both work s a similar message a ho ur the Jangcr::> o f tc11npcring with 

nature. o thers h ave felt that mora l jt~1 anJ..prnprit~ ry ;u" th~I-A-Jt,; .... c.>.z.ib_iur_Sr.c .. \LCl.l.~"n · wh ·n }' ll 

dJnge rs Dr. Jekyll is the restricti ve >OC ial code ill:~ The story', oppress ive L<lnJon >et
ti"ilglscleai1y1iased0.1the EJinburgh of Stevenson 's chiiJhn,xJ , where the fog and darkne,, 
signal the presence of sin and Sawn, and the i>u lated livt:s of the na rra tors, all men with'"" 
famili t:s, echo the londy repres;inn oi Dr. Jekyll. O nl y Hyde's V<) iCto i> miss ing fru rn the narra 
ti\·e. But th rough him Stevensun hint> at the scandaluus tJea tha t the darker siJe uf 11LHnan'-> 
natun..· necJs mnr~ room for sdt-expre:-,s ion. ./ 

Frnm the m<' l11 t!nt Dr Jcky•ll and Mr l-l yde was pub lt shcd the >tory generated grc·at liHere>t, 
rap idly achiev ing a classic sta tus continua ll y re inforce\.! hy the numeJ\JU::o. thl'arrical an ~.. l c ine
matic ver:-, iuns it has inspired. lr \ \ 'CIS <1 n instant hit o n the Lo nJl>n .. 1nJ New Yurk :-, l ag:L', and 

life appeared tu imitate ~rt when the nntoril>U> Jack- the-Ripper murde", stil l un,olve,l, t.-•k 
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pbce in London the year afrer rhe nnve l appeared . The uni versa l appeal of Dr }ekyll and Mr 
HyJe seems based o n a suiking literary effecr- n1o::,t readers, Victorian as we ll as mtXI~ rn , 

ident ify with the "v illain" of the piece. The critic J. A. Symnnds protested tn Stevenson , " it 
touches one roo c lose ly. Most of us at some epoch of our lives have been upnn the ve rge of de
,.d,lpmg a Mr. Hyde." The poet and prie't Gerard Manley Hopk ins confes.ed to his friend 
Robert Bridges , who had 4uestioned rhe reali sm of the swry, "You are ce rtainly wrong about 
Hyde bei ng OYerdrawn: my Hyde is worse." For Victorians, ro read the book was to yield a hit 
tu the inner Hyde, tu fed the temptations of Dr. Jekyll. As the rev iewer for the London Times 
noted in 1886, by ,·irrue of "a fl ash of intuiti ve psycholog ica l resea rch" the reader feels "a cu
ri osi ty that keeps on growing beca use ir is never satisfi ed. " Having become helplessly involvt:d, 

'-- _ "e,·ery conno isseur who reads the ~ tory once, must ce rtai nly reaJ it twice ." 

e For additiLmal reS<)urces ,m Ste venson , including a se lect ion of his pnetry, go to The 
Longman Anthology of British Lirera111re Web sire at www.myl itera turck it.cnm. 

The Strange Case of Dr JekyU and Mr Hyde 
Story cif the Door 

Mr U rrers,)n rhe lawyer was a man of a rugged countenance, tha t was never lighted 
hy a smile; cold, sca nty and embarrassed in discourse; backward in sentiment; lean, 
long, dusty, dreary and ye t sumehow lovable. At fr iendly meetings, and when the 
wine was to his ras re, somN hing eminentl y human beaconed from his eye; something 
indeed which never fo und irs way into his ta lk, bur which spoke no t only in these 
silent symbt11s of the afte r-dinner face , bur more often and loudly in the ac rs of his 
li fe. He was austere with himself; drank gin when he was a lone, to mortify a taste for 
vintages; and though he enj oyed the thea tre, had nor crossed the doors of one for 
rwenry yea rs. Bur he had an appro,·ed tolerance for nrhers; smnetimes wondering, a l
most with envy, a t rhe high pressure of spi ri ts involved in their misdeeds; and in any 
extremity inclined ro help rather than to repmve. "I incline to Ca in 's heresy," 1 he 
used tu say quaintl y: "I let my brother go to the devil in his own way." In this charac
te r, it wa> frequentl y his furtu ne to be rhe las t reputable acquaintance and the last 
good influence in the li \'es of down -going men . A nd tLl such as these, so lung as they 
came about his chambers, he never marked a shade of change in his demeanour. 

No doubt the fear was easy to Mr U tterson; fur he was undemonstrative at rhe 
hesr, and even his fri endships seemed to be founded in a simila r catholic ity' of good
nature. It is the mark of a modest man to accept his fri endly ci rcle ready-made from 
rhe hands of opportunity; and that was the lawyer's way. His fri ends were those of his 
own blood o r those whom he had known rhe longest; his affec tions, like ivy, were the 
growth of rime, they implied no aptness in the obj ec t. Hence, no doubt , rhe bond 
rhar uni ted him to Mr Richard Enfie ld , his d istant kinsman , the well -known man 
about rown. It was a nut to crack fo r many, what these two could see in each o ther or 
whar subj ect they could find in common. It was reported by those who encountered 
them in their Sunday wa lks, rhar rhey sa id nothing, looked singula rly dull , and would 
ha il with obv ious re lief rhe appearance of a friend. For a ll rhar, rhe two men pur the 
grea test store by these excursions, counted them the chief jewe l of each week, and 
nor unl y set as ide occasions of pleasure, bur even res isted the ca lls of business, that 
they mighr enjoy them uninte rrupted . 

I. In tht· Bthh:, Cmn kt!l~ ht ~ hwthcr :\he!. \'\lhcn 1hc 
L.)rJ ,, .. ,k~ him whcrt' Abel j..,, Cain rcplie~. ".A m I my 

hr1 1t her', kn·pt·r!" (( J~,.·rh .. '"'t ~ 4 ). 
2. Uni\'t'P•a liry. 
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It chanced on one of these rambles that their way led them down a bysrrec t in a 
busy qua rte r of London. The srreer was small and whar is ca lled quiet , bur it drove a 
thriving trade on the week-days. The inhabitants were a ll do ing well, it seemed, and 
a ll emu lously hoping ro do better still , and lay ing our rhe surplus Gf their ga ins in w
quetry; so that the shop fronts stood a long rhar thoroughfare with an a ir of im·ira
tion, like rows of smiling saleswomen . Even on Sunday, when it ve iled irs more flm id 
charms and lay comparative ly empty of passage, the stree t shone our in cPnrrasr to its 
d ingy neigh bourhood, like a fire in a fo rest; and wirh irs freshly painted shutters, 
well -polished brasses, and general cleanliness and ga iety of nute, instantly caught and 
pleased the eye of rhe passenger. 

Two doors from one com er, on the left hand going east, rhe line was hruken by 
the entry of a court; and just ar rhar po int , a certa in sinister block of bui lding thrust 
forward its gable on the street. It was two storeys high ; showed no window, nothing 
but a door on the lower storey and a blind forehead of discolnured wall on the upper; 
and bore in every fea ture, the marks of prolonged and surdid negligence. The door, 
which was equipped with ne ither be ll nor knocker, was bliste red and distained. 
Tramps slouched into the recess and struck marches on the pane ls; children kept 
shop upon the steps; the schoolboy had tried his knife on rhe mouldings; and t(J r 
c lose on a generation , no one had appeared to drive away these random visitors <lr ru 
repair their ravages. 

Mr Enfie ld and the lawyer were on rhe urher side of rhe bystreer; but when they 
came abreast of the entry, the fo rmer li fted up his cane and pointed. 

"Did you ever remark char door ?" he asked; and when his companion had rep lied 
in the affirmative , "It is connected in my mind ," added he, "with a very odd srory. " 

"Indeed ?" sa id Mr Utterson , with a slight change of vo ice, "and whar wa:, rhar!'' 
"Well, ir was this way," rewrned Mr Enfield : "I was coming home from some 

place a t rhe end of the world , about three o'clock of a black winter morning, and my 
way lay through a part of town where there was litera lly no thing to be seen bur 
lamps. Street after street, and a ll the fo lks as leep--street afte r stree t , a ll lighted up as 
if fo r a process ion and a ll as empty as a church- rill at last I gu t into rhar stare uf 
mind when a man listens and listens and begins ro long tlJr the sight of a po liceman. 
A ll ar once, I saw two figures: one a little man who was stumping a long eastwa rd at a 
good walk , and the o the r a girl of maybe eight nr ten who was running as hard as she 
was able down a cross street. W ell , sir, rhe two ran in to one another nawrally enuugh 
a t the corner; and then came the horrible part of the thing; fo r rhe man trampled 
ca lmly over rhe child 's body and lefr her screaming on the gmund . It sounds nPthing 
to hear, bur it was hellish to see. lr wasn 't like a man; it was like some d;mmed jug
gernaut.3 I gave a view ha lloa, rook ro my heels, colla red my gentleman , and brought 
him back to where the re was a lready quite a group abo ut the screa ming child. He was 
perfectly cool and made no resistance, but gave me one look, so ugly rhar it bruughr 
our the sweat on me like running. The people whu had turned our were rhe girl 's own 
family; and pretty soon , the doctor, for whom she had been sent , pur in his appea r
ance. W ell , the child was no t much the worse, more frightened, accnrding t<l rhe 
Sawbones;4 and there you might have supposed would be <tn enci ttl it. Bur rhere "·a, 
one curious ci rcumstance. I had t<tken a loath ing ru my gentleman at fir st :, ight. ~'' 

l. An uv~rwhdnung , uu:,hm).! torct' ~{r,lm rhc Hm ... lu !!1"'-l 

J.tgu nn ,trh ; Hn h..llll ,,f rhb Jc1ry was carneJ ,,n a hugt: 
.:hcHio[ beh)re whH.:h Jcv~.._Hccs arc ~.uJ ro hd.\.'c [hruwn 

rh~,._· nbdn:·:; <llld l"'c.::en au:-he~l' '' ~k·, uh ). 
4. :)lang lnr J,l\: ldr. 
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the clock of the neighbouring church rang out the hour of twe lve, when he would go 
soberl y and gratefully to bed. O n this night, however, as soon as the c loth was taken 
away, he took up a candle and went in to his business room. There he opened his 
safe, took from the most private part of it a document endorsed on the envelope as 
Dr Jekyll 's Will , and sat down with a clouded brow to study its con tents. The will was 
ho lograph,8 for Mr U trerson, though he took charge of ir now that it was made, had 
refused to lend the least ass istance in the making of it ; it provided nor only that, in 
case of the decease of Henry Jekyll , M.D., D.C. L., LL.D., F.R.S., &c.,9 a ll his posses
sions were to pass into the hands uf his "friend and benefactor Edward Hyde," but 
that in case of Dr Jekyll 's "disappearance or unexplained absence fo r any period ex
ceeding three ca lendar months," the sa id Edward Hyde should step into the said 
Henry Jekyll 's shoes without further delay and free from any burthen or obligation, 
beyond the payment of a few small sums to the members of the doctor's household. 
This document had long been the lawyer's eyesore. It offended him both as a lawyer 
and as a lover of the sane and customary sides of life, to whom the fanciful was th~ 
immodest. And hitherto it was his ignorance of Mr Hyde that had swelled his indig
nation; now, by a sudden turn , it was his knowledge. It was already bad enough when 
the name was bur a name of which he could learn no more. It was worse when it be
gan to be clothed upon with detestable attributes; and out of the shifting, insubstan
ti al mists that had so long baffl ed his eye, there leaped up the sudden , defin ite pre
sentment of a fi end. 

"] thought it was madness," he said, as he replaced the obnox ious paper in the 
safe, "and now I begin to fear it is disgrace." 

With that he blew our his candle, put on a great coat and set fo rth in the direc
tion of Cavendish Square, that citadel of medicine where his friend , the great Dr 
Lanyon, had his house and received his crowding patients. "If anyone knows, it will 
be Lanyon," he had thought. 

The solemn butler knew and welcomed him; he was subj ected to no stage of de
lay, but ushered direc t from the door to the dining-room where Dr Lanyon sat alone 
over his wine. This was a heart y, healthy, dapper, red-faced gentleman, with a shock 
L) f ha ir prematurely white, and a bo isterous and decided manner. A t sight uf Mr Ur
terson, he sprang up from his chair and welcomed him with both hands. The genial
ity, as was the way of the man, was somewhat theatrica l to the eye; but it reposed on 
genu ine feeling. For these two were o ld friends, old mates both at school and college, 
both thorough respecters of themselves and of each other, and, what does not always 
follow, men who thoroughly enjoyed each other's compan y. 

After a little rambling talk, the lawyer led up to the subject which su d isagree
ably preocc upied his mind . 

"] suppose, Lanyon," said he, "you and I must be the two oldest fr iends that 
Henry Jekyll has?" 

"] wish the friends were younger," chuckled Dr Lanyon. "But I suppose we are. 
A nd what of that ? I see little of him now." 

"Indeed?" sa id Utterson. "I thought you had a bond of common interes t." 
"W e had," was the reply. "But it is more than ten years since Henry Jekyll be

ca me too fanciful for me. He began to go wrong, wrong in mind; and though of 
course I continue to cake an interest in him for old sake's sake as they say, I see and I 

~- :\ Jo,.:umc;.Tlt m t h~ handwriting 1)f the pc r~un whv has 
:>lgl h,_'d it. 

'i . McJ ~eal D .. xt~>r , Du(lur uf Ci"il Law, J\x:1or 11f Law, 
Fdluw of lhc Ruyal Soc1t.:: ty. 
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have seen devilish little of the man. Such unscientific balderdash ," added the doctur, 
flushing suddenly purple, "would have estranged Damon and Pythias." 1 

This little spirt of temper was somewhat of a relief to Mr Utterson. "They have 
only differed on some point of science," he thought; and being a man of no scientific 
pass ions (except in the matter of conveyancingl ) he even added: "It is nothing worse 
than that !" He gave his friend a few seconds to recover his composure, and then ap
proached the question he had come to put. 

"Did you ever come across a protege3 of his--one H yde ?" he asked . 
"Hyde?" repeated Lanyon. "No. Never heard of him. Since my time." 
That was the amount of information that the lawyer ca rried back with him to 

the great , dark bed on which he tossed to and fro, until the small hours of the morn
ing began to grow large. It was a night of little ease to his toiling mind, to iling in 
mere darkness and besieged by questions. 

Six o'clock struck on the bells of the church that was so conveniently near to Mr 
Utterson's dwelling, and still he was digging at the problem. Hitherto it had touched 
him on the intellectual side alone; but now his imagination also was engaged or 
rather enslaved; and as he lay and tossed in the gross darkness of the night and the 
curtained room, Mr Enfield's tale went by before his mind in a scroll of lighted pic
tures. He would be aware of the great field of lamps of a nocturnal city; then of the 
figure of a man walking swiftly; then of a child running from the doctor's; and then 
these met, and that human Juggernaut trod the child down and passed on regardless 
of her sc reams. Or else he would see a room in a rich house, where his friend lay 
as leep, dreaming and smiling at his dreams; and then the door of that room would be 
opened, the curtains of the bed plucked apart , the sleeper recalled , and lo 1 there 
would stand by his side a figure to whom power was given, and even at that dead 
hour, he must rise and do its bidding.4 The figure in these two phases haunted the 
lawyer all night; and if at any time he dozed over, it was but to see it glide more 
stealthily through sleeping houses, or move the more swiftly and still the more 
swiftly, even to dizz iness, through wider labyrinths of lamplighted city, and at every 
street comer crush a child and leave her screaming. And still the figure had no iace 
by which he might know it; even in his dreams, it had no face, or one that baffled 
him and melted before his eyes; and thus it was that there sprang up and grew apace 
in the lawyer's mind a singularly strong, almost an inordinate , curiosity to behold the 
features of the real Mr Hyde. If he could but once set eyes on him, he thought the 
mystery would lighten and perhaps roll altogether away, as was the habit of mysteri 
ous things when well examined. He might see a reason for his fri end's strange prefer
ence or bondage (call it which you please) and even for the startling clauses of the 
will. And at least it would be a face worth seeing: the face of a man who was without 
bowels of mercy: a face which had but to show itself to raise up, in the mind of the 
unimpressionable Enfield, a spirit of enduring hatred. 

From that time forward, Mr Utterson began to haunt the door in the bystreet of 
shops. In the morning before office hours , at noon when business was plenty and time 
scarce, at night under the face of the fogged city moon, by all lights and at all hours of 
solitude or concourse, the lawyer was to be found on his chosen post. 

"If he be Mr Hyde," he had thought, "I shall be Mr Seek." 

l. LegcnJary frienJs in anc ient G reece. 
2. The rransfer of property . 
3. A person whose career is aiJeJ by a more ex~rienced 

or mllucntial person. 
4. Cf. Mary Shelley'::. Fmnkenstcin (~.: h . 4 ), when.: thl· 

monster sranJs over h1s sleering crearor. 
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A nd at last his pat ience was rewarded. It was a tine dry n ight; frost in the ai r; the 
.treeto as c lean as a ba ll room fl oor; the lamps, unshaken by any wind, drawi ng <1 regu
ar pa ttern of ligh t and shadow. By ten o'clock , when the shops were closed, the 
1ystree t was very solita ry and, in spite of the low growl of London fro m a ll round, 
•ery silen t. Small sounds ca rried far ; domestic sounds out of the houses were clearly 
ILKlible on e ither side of the roadway ; and the rumour of the approach of any passen
:cr preceded him by a long time. Mr Utterson had been some minutes at his post, 
vhen he was aware of an odd, light footstep drawing near. In the course of his nightly 
J<Hruls, he had long grown accustomed to the quaint effect with which the footfa lls 
,f a single person , while he is still a grea t way off, suddenly spring our distinct fro m 
he vas t hum and clatte r of rhe c ity. Yet his a ttention had never before been so 
harply and decisively a rrested ; and it was with a strong, superstitious prevision of 
uccess that he withdrew into the entry of the court . 

The steps drew swiftl y nearer, and swe lled out suddenly louder as they turned the 
:nd <1f the stree t. The lawyer, looking fo rth from the entry, could suon see what man
lCr of man he had to dea l with. He was small and very pla inly dressed, and rhe lo5k 
,f him , even at rhat clistance, went somehow strongly against the watcher's inc! ina
ion. But he made stra ight for the door, c ross ing rhe roadway to save time; and as he 
:ame, he drew a key from his pocket like one approaching home. 

Mr Utte rsun stepped out and touched him on rhe shoulder as he passed. "Mr 
-Iyde, l think ?" 

Mr H yde shrank back with a hiss ing intake of the brea th. Bur his fear was only 
numentary; and though he did not look the lawyer in rhe face, he answered cuolly 
:nough: "That is my name. What do you want ?" 

"I see you are going in," re turned rhe lawye r. "I am an o ld friend of Dr Jekyll 's
.tlr U rte rs<Jl1 of Gaunt S treet-you must have heard my name; and meeting you so 
<mven ienrly, I thuughr you might admit me." 

"You wil l nut find Dr Jekyll ; he is from hume," replied Mr H yde, blow ing in the 
.ey. A nd then suddenly, bur st ill without looking up, "How did you know me?" he 
tskecl. 

"On your side," sa id Mr Utte rsun , "wi ll you d<) me a favour ?" 
"With pleasure," replied the o ther. "What shall it be ?" 
"Will ynu le r me see your face ?" asked the lawyer. 
Mr Hyde appeared ro hes itate, and then, as if upon some sudden retlecriun, 

rtmted abuur with an a ir of defiance; and the p<o~ ir stared a t each other pre tty fixed ly 
ur a few seconds. "Now l shall know you aga in," sa id Mr Utterson . "It may be usefuL" 

"Yes," r~rurned Mr H yde, "it is as well we have mer; and a propos, you should 
tave my address." A nd he gave a number of a stree r in Suho. 

"Guud G,,d !" thought Mr Utre rson , "can he tuo have been thinking uf the will-?" 
\ur he kept his feelings ro himself and unly grunted in acknowledgement of the address. 

"And nmv," sa id the o ther, "h <>W did you know me?" 
"By descrip tinn ," was the reply. 
"Whose descri ption?" 
"W e have common friends," sa id Mr Urtersun . 
"Cummon friendo?" echoed Mr Hyde, a little hua rscl y. "Who are they ?" 
"Jekyll , for instance," sa id rhe lawyer. 
"He never tllld y<> u," c ried Mr Hyde, wirh a flush of anger. "I d id nor think you 

V<JLdd have lied." 
"Come," sa id Mr Urrerson , "that is nut fi tting language." 
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The nther snarled a lm td into a savage laugh; and the next moment with exrr<llJr
dinary qu ickness, he had unlocked the dotlr and disappeared into rhe huuse. 

The lawyer stood awhile when Mr Hyde had left him, rhe pictu re of disquierude. 
Then he began slowly to mount the stree t, pausing every step or two and putting his 
hand to his brow like a man in mental perplex ity. The problem he was thus debating 
as he walked, was one of a class that is rarely solved. Mr Hyde was pa le and dwarfish , 
he gave an impress ion of deformity without any nameable malfo rmation, he ha,l a 
displeas ing smile, he had borne himself ro rhe lawyer with a sort of murderous mix
ture of timidity and boldness, and he spoke with a husky, whispering and somewhat 
broken voice; a ll these were points against him , but m>t all of these together could 
explain the hitherto unknown disgust, loathing and fear wirh which Mr Utre rson re 
garded him. "There must be something e lse," said the perplexed gentleman . "There is 
something more, if I could find a name for ir. God bless me, rhe man seems hardly 
human! Something troglodyr ic,; sha ll we say? or can it be the o ld sto ry of Dr Fe ll ?6 or 
is it rhe mere radiance of a foul soul that rhus transpires through. and transfi gures, its 
clay continent ? The last, I think; for 0 my poor o ld Harryi Jekyll, if ever I read Sa
tan's signature upon a face, iris on that of your new friend. " 

Round the corner from the bys treet , there was a square of ancient , handsome 
houses, now for the most parr decayed from their high estate and ler in fl ars and 
chambers to a ll sorts and conditions of men: map engrave rs, architects, shady lawye rs 
and the agents of obscure enterprises. O ne house, however, second from the corner, 
was still occupied entire; and a t the door of this , which wore a grea t air of wea lth and 
comfort, though it was now plunged in darkness except for the fan -light , M r U rte rson 
stopped and k-nocked. A well-dressed , e lderly servant opened the door. 

"Is Dr Jekyll at home, Poole?" asked rhe lawye r. 
" I wi ll see, Mr Utterson," sa id Poole, admitting rhc visirm, as he spoke, inru a 

large, low-roofed, comfortable ha ll , paved with flags, warmed (afte r the fash itm "fa 
country house ) by a bright, open fire, and furnishecl with costl y cab inets uf uak. "Wi ll 
you wait here by the fire, sir ? o r shall! give you a light in the dining-mom ?" 

"Here, thank you," sa id the lawyer, and he drew near and le.med on rhe ta ll 
fender. This ha ll , in wh ich he was now left a lone, was a pet fancy of his fri end rhe 
doctor's; and Utte rson himself was wont w speak of it as rhe pleasa nresr room in 
London . But to-night there was a shudder in his bkK,d; the face ,,f H yde sa t heavy <m 
his memory; he fe lt (what was rare with him) a nausea and d istaste uf life; and in the 
gloom of his spirits, he seemed ro read a menace in rhe fli ckering of rhe fireli ght <' 11 

the po lished cabinets and rhe uneasy starring of rhe shadow on the roof. He was 
ashamed of his re lief, when Poole presently returned w announce rhar Dr Jekyll was 
gone nut. 

"[ saw Mr H yde go in by the o ld dissecting room d,lnr, Poole," he said . "b that 
right, when Dr Jekyll is from home/" 

"Q uire right , Mr Utre rson , sir," replied rhe servant. "Mr Hyck ha, a key." 
"Your master seems to repuse a grea t deal of trust in rhar young man , Pou lc," re 

sumed the o rher musingly. 
"Yes, sir , he du indeed ," sa id Poole. "We ha1·e a ll urde rs to<Jhey him ." 
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"I do not th ink I ever met Mr Hyde ?" asked Utterson. 
"0, dear no, sir. He never dines here," replied the butler. "Indeed we see very lit-

tle of him on this side of the house; he mostly comes and goes by the laboratory." 
"W ell , good night, Poole." 
"Good night , Mr Utterson." 
And the lawyer se t out homeward with a very heavy heart . "Poor Harry Jekyll," 

he thought, "my mind misgives me he is in deep waters' He was wild when he was 
young; a long while ago to be sure; but in the law of God, there is no statute of limi 
tations. Ay, it must be that; the ghost of some old sin, the cancer of some concealed 
disgrace: punishment coming, pede claw:io, s years after memory has forgotten and self
love condoned the fault. " And the lawyer, scared by the thought, brooded awhile on 
his own past, groping in all the comers of memory, lest by chance some Jack-in-the
Box of an old iniquity should leap to light there. His past was fairly blame less; few 
men could read the rolls of their life with less apprehension; yet he was humbled to 
the dust by the many ill things he had done, and raised up again into a sober and fear
fu l gratitude by the many that he had come so near to doing, yet avoided. And then 
by a return on his former subject, he conceived a spark of hope. "This Master Hyde, if 
he were studied," thought he, "must have secrets of his own: black secrets, by the 
look of him; secrets compared to which poor Jekyll's worst would be like sunshine. 
Things caru1ot continue as they are. It turns me cold to think of this creature stealing 

/ like a thief to Harry's bedside; poor Harry, what a wakening! And the danger of it; for 
- if this Hyde suspects the existence of the will, he may grow impatient to inherit. Ay, 

I must put my shoulder to the wheel- if Jekyll will but le t me," he added, "if Jekyll 
will only let me." For once more he saw before his mind 's eye, as clear as a trans
parency, the strange clauses of the will. 

Dr.fekyll Was Quite at Ease 

A fortnight later, by excellent good fortune, the doctor gave one of his pleasant din
ners to some five or six old cronies, all intelligent, reputable men and all judges of 
good wine; and Mr Utterson so contrived that he remained behind after the others 
had departed. This was no new arrangement, but a thing that had befallen many 
scores of times. Where Utterson was liked, he was liked well. Hosts loved to detain 
the dry lawyer, when the light-hearted and the loose-tongued had already their foot 
on the threshold; they liked to sit awhi le in his unobtrusive company, prac tising for 
so litude, sobering their minds in the man's rich silence after the expense and strain of 
ga iety. T o th is rule, Dr Jekyll was no exception; and as he now sat on the oppos ite 
side of the fire-a large, well -made , smooth-faced man of fifty, with something of a 
slyish cast perhaps, but every mark of capacity and kindness-you could see by his 
looks that he cherished for Mr Utrerson a sincere and warm affection. 

"I have been wanting to speak to you, Jekyll," began the latter. "You know that 
wi ll of yours?" 

A close observer might have gathered that the topic was distasteful ; but rhe doc
tor carried it off ga ily. "My poor Utterson," sa id he, "you are unfortunate in such a 
client. I never saw a man so distressed as you were by my will; unless it were that 
hide-bound pedant, Lanyon, at what he called my scientific heresies. 0, I know he's a 

8. On halnng f, )t )( (Larin ); i.e. limping. 

The Strangt· Case of Dr Jek yll and Mr Hyde 178'1 

good fe llow- you needn't frown- an excellent fellow, and I always mean to see more 
of him; bur a hide-bound pedant for all rhat; an ignorant, blatant pedant. I was never 
more disappointed in any man than Lanyon." 

"Yuu know I never approved of it," pursued Utterson, ruthlessly disrega rding the 
fresh topic. 

"My will ? Yes, certainly, I know rhar," sa id the doctor, a trifle sharply. "You have 
to ld me s<>." 

"We ll , I te ll you so aga in," continued the lawyer. "I have been learning some
thing of young Hyde." 

The large handsome face of Dr Jekyll grew pale to the very lips, and there came a 
blackness about his eyes. " ! do not care to hear more," said he. "Th is is a matter I 
thought we had agreed to drop." 

"What I heard was abominable," sa id Utterson. 
"It can make no change. You do not understand my position ," returned the doc

tor, with ce rtain incoherency of manner. "I am pa infully situated, U tterson; my posi 
tion is a very strange-a very strange one. It is one of those affairs thar cannot be 
mended by talking." 

"Jekyll ," sa id Utterson, "you know me: I am a man to be trusted. Make a clean 
breast of this in confidence; and I make no doub.t I can ge t you out of it." 

''My good Utterson," sa id rhe doctor, "this is very good of you, rhis is downright 
goud of you, and I cannot find words to thank you in. I believe you full y; I would trust 
you befme any man alive, ay, before myse lf, if l could make the choice; but indeed it 
isn't what you fancy; it is not so bad as that; and just to put your good hea rt at rest, I 
wi ll tell you one thing: the moment I choose, I can be rid of Mr Hyde. 1 give you my 
hand upon that; and I thank you aga in and again; and 1 will just add one little word , 
Uttersnn, that I'm sure you' ll take in good part : this is a private matter, and I beg of 
you to let it sleep." 

Utterson refl ec ted a little looking in the fire. 
"I have no doubt you are perfectly right ," he said at las t, geuing ro his feet. 
"Well , but si nce we have touched upon this business, and for rhe las t rime I 

hope," continued the doctor, "there is one point I should like you to understand . I 
have rea ll y a very great interest in poor Hyde. I know you have see n him; he ro ld me 
so; and I fear he was rude. But I do sincerely take a great, a very great interest in that 
young man; and if I am taken away, Urterson, I wish you ro promise me rhar you will 
bear with him and ge t his rights for him. I think you would, if you knew all ; and it 
would be a weight off my mind if you wou ld promise." 

"I can' t pretend thar I shall ever like him," said rhe lawyer. 
"I don 't ask rhar ," pleaded Jekyll , lay ing his hand upon the other's ann; "I unly 

ask for justice; I only ask you to he lp him for my sake, when I am no longer here." 
Urrerson heaved an irrepressible sigh. "Well ," sa id he. "I promise." 

/t: r N'r\ \LJC\--1 \.} The Ca rew Murder Case 

~ea rl y a year later, in rhe monrh of October 18-, London was startled by a crime uf 
singular ferocity and rendered all rhe more notable by the high pos ition of the vic
tim . The details were few and startling. A maid servant living alone in a huuse nor fa r 
frum the ri ver, had gune upstai rs to bed about eleven . A lthough a fug ro lled over rhe 
city in the small hours, the early part of the night was cloudless, and rhe lane, whi ch 
the maid 's window overlooked, was brilliantly li t by the fu ll moon. It seems she was 
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romantica lly given , for she sat down upun her box, which sroud immediately under 
the window, and fe ll intu a dream of musing. Never (she used ro say, with streaming 
tea rs, when she narrated that experience ) never had she fe lt more at peace with a ll 
men or thought more kindl y of the world. A nd as she so sa t she became aware of an 
aged ancl bea ut iful gentleman with white hair, drawing near a long the lane; and ad-

\ vancing to meet him , another and very small gentleman, to whom a t first she paid 
1 less attention. When they had come within speech (which was just under the maid's 

eyes) the o lder man bowed ;md accos ted the other wi th a very pretty manner of po
liteness. It did not seem as if the subject of his address were of grea t importance; in
deed, from his pointing, it sometimes appeared as if h e were only inqui ring his way; 
but the muon shone un his face as he spoke, and the girl was pleased to watch it , it 
seemed to breathe such an innocent and o ld-world kindness of dispnsition , yet with 
something high ton, as of a well -founded self-content. Presently her eye wandered to 
th e o ther, and she was surprised to recognise in him a certa in Mr H yde, who had 
once visited her master and for whom she had conce ived a dislike. He had in h is 
hand a heavy cane, with wh ich he was rrifling; but he answered never a word , and 
see med to li sten with an ill -conta ined impat ience. A nd then a ll of a sudden he broke 
out in a grea t fl ame of anger, stamping with his foot , brandishing rhe cane, and carry
ing on (as rhe maid described it) like a madman . The o ld gentleman took a step back, 
with the a ir of one very much surprised and a trifle hurt ; and ar that Mr H yde brok e 
out of a ll bounds and clubbed him w the earth. And next moment , with a pel ike fury, 
he was trampling his vict im under foot , and ha iling down a storm of bluws,"i':n'der 
which rhe bones were audib ly shattered and the body jumped upon the roadway. At 
the horror of these sights and sounds, the maid fa inted. 

lr was two o'clock when she came ro herself and called for rhe pulice. The mur
derer was gone long ago; but there lay his victim in the middle of the lane, incredibly 
manglecl. The stick with which the deed had been done, a lthough it was of some rare 
ami very tough and heavy wood, had broken in the middle under the stress of this in
sensa te c ruelty; and one splinte red half had ro lled in the neighbouring gutte r- the 
other, without doubt , had been carri ed away by the murdere r. A purse and a go ld 
watch were fo und upon the vict im; but no cards or papers, except a sealed and 
sta mped en velope, which he had been probab ly carrying to the post ,.a nd which bore 
the name and address of Mr Utte rson . 

This was bruught to the lawyer the next morning, before he w<1s our nf bed; and 
he had no sooner seen it , and been to ld the c ircumstances, than he sho t out a solemn 
lip. "I sha ll say nuthing till I have seen the body," sa id he; " this may be very se rious. 
Ha,·e the kindness to wait while I dress." And with the same grave countenance he 
hurri ed through his breakfast and drove ro the police stat ion, whither the body had 
been carried. As soon as he came into the cell , he nodded. 

"Yes," sa id he, "I recognise him . I am sorry to say that this is S ir Danvers Carew." 
"Good God, sir ," excla imed the officer, "is it poss ible?" A nd the next moment 

his eye lighted up with profess ional ambition. ''This will make a dea l of noise," he 
sa id. "And perhaps you can help us to the man ." And he briefly narra ted what the 
maid had seen , and showed the broken stick. 

Mr Utterscm had a lready quai led at the name of Hyde; bur when the stick was 
laid before him, he could doubt no longer: broken and battered as it was, he recog
nised it fo r one that he had himse lf presented man y years before ro Henry jekyll. 

"I s this Mr Hyde a person of small sta ture?" he inquired. 
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"Particula rly small and particularly wicked-looking, is what the maid ca lls h11n ," 
sa id the office r. 

Mr U tterson reflected; and then , ra ising his head, "If you will come with me in 
my cab," he said, "I th ink I can take you to his house." 

It was by this time about nine in the morning, and the fi r>t fog of the sc;~>on . A 
great chocolate-coloured pall lowered over hea ven , bur the wind wa, cnntinuall y 
charging and routing these embattled vapours; so that as the cab crawled from street 
to stree t, Mr U tterson beheld a marve llous number uf degrees and hues of twi light ; 
fo r here it would be da rk like the back-end of evening; and there would be a glnw of a 
rich, lurid brown, like the light of some strange conflagrat ion; <J nd here, fur a mu
ment, the fog would be quite broken up, and a haggard shaft of day light wnuld glance 
in between the swirling wreaths. The dismal quarter of Soho seen under these chang
ing glimpses, with its muddy ways, and slatternly passengers, and its lamps, which hac! 
never been extinguished or had been kindled afresh t<l com bar rhis muurnful rein va
sion of darkness , seemed , in the lawyer's eyes, like a distric t of some c ity in a nighr
mare. The thoughts of his mind, bes ides, were of the gloum iest dye; and when he 
glanced ar the companion of his drive, he was conscious of some touch of that te rro r 
of the law and the law's officers, which may a t t imes assa il the most h,mesr. 

As the cab drew up before the address indica ted , the t(Jg lifted ;1 litt le an,! 
shmved him a dingy stree t, a gin pabce, a low French eating h,> use, a sh,lp f,l r tlw rL·
tail of penny numbers and twopenny salads, many ragged child ren hucldled in the 
doorways, and many women of many different nationa li ti es pass ing out . key in hand , 
to have a moming glass; and the next mumenr the fog ser ried down aga in up<>n that 
part , as brown as umber, and cut him off from his blac kguardl y surroundings. This 
was the hc)Jn e of Henry Jekyll 's favourite; of a man who was heir to quarter ,,fa mil 
lion sterling. 

An ivory-faced and silvery-haired o ld woman opened the dlJur. She had an e\· il 
face, smoothed by hypocrisy; but her manners were excellent . Yes, she ,a id , this was 
Mr Hyde's, but he was nor at home; he had been in that night ve ry late, bur had gone 
away again in less than an hour; there was no thing strange in that ; his habi ts were 
very irregular, and he was often absent; for inst;-mce, it was nea rl y two munrhs since 
she had seen him ti ll yeste rday. 

"Very well then , we wish to see his roums," sa id rhe lawye r; and when thl' 
wuman bega n to declare it was imposs ible, "[ had better te ll you whn this pers<m is,'' 
he added. "This is Inspector N ewwmen of Scotland Yard." 

A fl ash of odious joy appeared upon the woman's face. "Ah'" said she, "he is in 
trouble! What has he done?" 

Mr Utterson and the inspector exchanged glances. "He don' t seem a very Jl<lpu 
lar characte r," observed the latte r. "And now, my guod woman , just let me and this 
gentleman have a look about us." 

In the whole ex tent of the house, which bu t fo r the uklwoman remain ed urhe r
wise empty, Mr Hyde had onl y used a couple of rooms; bur these were furni shed with 
lu xury and good taste . A c lose t was filled with wine; the plate was uf silver, rhe 
napery" e legant; a good picture hung upon the wa lb, a gift (as U tte rsnn suppused) 
from Henry Jekyll , who was much of a cnnnoisseu r; and the carpets were of m;m y 
plies and agreeable in colour. At this moment , however, rhe moms bore e,·e ry mark 
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ll having been recently and hurried ly ransacked; clothes lay about the tloor, with 
he ir puckers ins ide out; lockfast d rawe rs stood open; and on the hearth there lay a 
1ile of gray ashes, as though many papers had been burned. From these embe rs the in
.pector disinterred the butt end of a green cheque book, which had res isted the ac
iun of the fire; th e other half of the stick was found behind the door; and as th is 
:!inched his suspic ions, the ofti cer declared himself de lighted. A visit to the ban k, 
.v here several th ousand pounds were found to be lying to the murderer's cred it, com
lle ted h is grat ifica tion . 

"You may depend upon it , si r, " he to ld Mr U tterson : "I have him in my hand. He 
nust have lost his head, or he never would have left the stick or, above a ll , burned 
:he cheque bouk. Why, money's life to the man . W e have no thing to do but wa it for 
1im at the bank , and get out the handbills." 

This las t, however, was no t so easy of accomplishment; for Mr Hyde had nurn 
Je red few fa milia rs-even the master of the servant maid had only seen him twice; 
:>. is fa mily cuuld nuwhere be traced; he had never been photographed ; and the few 
whcl could describe him diffe red widely, as common observers will. O n ly on one 
puin t , were they agreed; and that was tl1e haunting sense uf unexpressed deformity 
with which the fugitive impressed his beholders. 

lncidellt of the Letter 

It was la te in the afternoon, when Mr Utterson found his way to Dr Jekyll 's door, 
where he was a t once admitted by Poole, and carried down by the kitchen offices and 
acmss a ya rd which had once been a garden , to the building which was indiffe rently 
known as the laboraro ry or the dissecting rooms. The doctor had bought the house 
fr"m the heirs of a ce lebrated surgeon ; and h is own tastes being rather chem ical than 
anatum ical, had changed the destinatiun of the block a t the oottom uf the garden . It 
was the first time that the lawyer had been received in that part of his fri end 's quar
ters; and he eyed the dingy windowless structure with curiosity, and gazed round wi th 
a distas teful sense of st rangeness as he crossed the theatre, once crowded with eager 
studen ts and now lying gaunt and silent, the tab les laden with chemica l apparatus, 
the ll. 1or strewn with crates and littered with packing straw, and the light fa ll ing 
d im ly th rough the foggy cupo la. A t the further end, a tlight of sta irs mounted to a 
dum covered with red baize; anJ th rough thi s, Mr U tte rson was at last rece ived in to 
the doctor's c<J binet. It was a large room, fitted round with glass presses, furnished, 
among o ther things, wi th a cheval-glass and a business tab le, and looking out upon 
the cnurt by three dusty windows barred with iron. The fire burned in the grate; a 
lamp w<Js set lighted on the chimney shelf, for even in the houses the fog began to lie 
th ick ly; and th ere, close up to the warm th , sat Dr Jekyll , looking dead ly sick. He d id 
nnt ri se w meet his visitor, but held out a cold hand and bade him welcome in a 
changed voice. 

"A nd now," sa id Mr Utterson , as soon as Poole had left them, "you have heard 
the news?" 

T he doctor shuddered. "They were crying it in th e squ<J re," he sa id . " I heard 
them in my d in ing-mom." 

"One word," sa id the lawyer. "C<Jrew was my cl ient, but so are you, and I wam to 

kntlW what I am cluing. You have not been mad enough to h ide this fe llow?" 
"Utterson , I swear to God," cried the docwr, "I swear to God I will never set eyes 

on him again . I bind my hunour to you that I am done with him in this world . It is a ll 
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at an end. A nd incleed he does n<lt want my help; you dtl nut knuw h im as I du; he 1' 
safe, he is qu ite safe; mark my words, he will never more be heard uf." 

The lawyer li stened gloom ily; he clid no t like his fr iend's feveri>h manner. ·· y,,u 
seem pretty sure of him ," sa id he; "and for yuur sake , I htlpe you may be right. If it 
came to a tri<J l your name might appear. " 

"I am quite sure of h im," rep lied Jekyll ; "I h<Jve grounds fo r certalllty that I can
not share with any one. But there is une th ing on which you may adv ise me. I haw-
1 have received a lette r; and I am at a loss whether I should show it tn the ptl lice. I 
should like to leave it in your hands, Utterson ; you would juclge wisdy, I am sure; I 
have so grea t a trust in you." 

"You fear, I suppose, that it migh t lead to h is detect ion ?" asked the lawyer. 
"No," s<Jid the o ther. "I cannot say that I care what becomes of Hyde; I am qu ite 

dune with him . I was thinking of my own character, which th is hatefu l business has 
ra ther exposed." 

U tte rson ruminated awhile; he was su rprioed at his friend ', selfiohneso, and yet 
relieved by it. "Well," S<J id he a t last , "le t me see the le tte r. " 

The lette r was written in an udd, up right hand and signed "Edward Hyde": ancl it 
signified, brie tl y enough, that the writer's benef<Jcwr, Dr Jekyll , whtlm he had long" ' 
unwurth il y repaid for a thousand generosit ies, need labour under no a larm for h is 
S<Jfety, as he had means of escape on wh ich he placed a sure tlependence. The lawyer 
liked this le tter well enough; it put a bette r coluur on the intim<Jcy than he had 
looked for; and he blamed himself fu r some uf his past suspicions. 

"Have you the envelope?" he asked. 
"I burned it," replied Jekyll , "before I thought what I was abnur. But it bore no 

pos tmark . The no te was handed in ." 
"Shall! keep this and sleep upon it 1" <Jsked Utterstm. 
"I wish you to judge fu r me ent ire ly," W<JS the reply. "I have luot w nf1dcnce in 

myse lf. " 
"Well , I sha ll consider," returned the lawyer. - " And now tme word mnre: it wa, 

Hyde who dic ta ted the te rms in your will <Jbout that disappearance'" 
The doctor seemed se ized with a qualm of fa in tness; he sh ut his mouth tight ancl 

nodded. 
"I knew it ," sa id U ttersnn. "He meant w murder you. Ynu have had a fine escape. " 
"I have had what is fa r more to the purpose," returned the dnc tor solemn ly: "I 

have had a lesson- 0 God, U tterson , what a lesson I have had!" And he covered hi, 
face fo r a moment with his hands. 

O n his way out, the lawyer stopped and had a word <)r two with Po,) le. "By the 
by," sa id he, "the re was a lette r handed in to-day: what was the me,senger like?" Bur 
Poo le was pusitive noth ing had come except by post; "<1nd LJnly circu lars by thar ," he 
added. 

T his news sent off the visitor with his fe<Jrs renewed. Plainly the letter h.,d 
cume by the labor<Jto ry door; poss ibly indeed , it haJ been wmten in the cabinet ; 
and if that were so, it must be di ffe rently judged, ;md hand led with the mnre ca u
tion . The newsbnys, as he wen t, were cry ing themse lves hoarse along the t~Jotll'a y" 
"Specia l edit ion . Shocking murde r of an M.P."1 That was the funeraluratllll1<lf ,,nc 
fri end ami cli ent; and he cou ld not help a certain apprehension lest rhe good name 

I . ~·kmher ~1f Pculianwm . 
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of another should he sucked down in the eddy of the scanda L It was, ar leas t, a ti ck
lish dec ision that he had to make; and, self-re lian t as he was by habit , he began to 
cherish a longing fo r advice. It was not to be had d irectly; but perhaps, he thought, 
ir mighr be fi shed for. 

Presently afte r, he sa r on one side of his own h ea rth , with Mr Guest, h is head 
c le rk , upon the o ther, and mid way between, at a nice ly ca lculared di sta nce frum 
the fire, a bo ttle of a particu la r o ld wine that had long dwe lt unsunned in the 
foundat ions of his house. The fog srill slept on the wing above the drowned c ity, 
where the lamps glimme red like carbunc les; and through th e muffl e and smother 
of these fa llen clouds, the procession of the town's life was st ill ro lling on th rough 
rhe grea t arte ries with a sound as of a mighty wind. Bur rhe room was gay with 
fire light. In the bo ttle the ac ids were long ago resolved ; th e imperial dye had soft
ened with t ime, as the co lour grows ric her in stained windows; and the glow of ho t 
aut umn afte rnoons on hillside vineyards was ready w he set free and to disperse 
the fogs nf London. Insensibly the lawyer me lted. There was no man from whom 
he kept fewe r sec re ts than Mr G uest; anel he was no t a lways sure tha t he kept as 
many as he meant. G ues t had often bee n on business to the doctor's; he knew 
Poo le; he could scarce have fa iled to hea r of Mr H yde's fam ili a rity ahuut the 
huuse ; he might draw co ncl usions: was ir nor as we ll , rhen , th at he shou ld see a 
le tter whi ch pur rhar myste ry to righ ts 7 ami above a ll since G uest, being a grea t 
studen t <md critic of handwriting, would consider the step natura l and oblig ing? 
The c le rk , besides, was a man of counse l; he would scarce read so strange a doc u
ment wit hou t dropping a re mark; and by rhar remark Mr Utterso n might shape his 
future course. 

"This is a sad business about S ir Danvers," he sa id. 
"Yes, sir, indeed . It has e lic ited a great deal of public fee ling," rewrned G ues t. 

"The man, uf course, was mad." 
" I shou ld like ro hear your views on that," repl ied U tterson . "I have a elocument 

here in his handwriting; iris be tween ourselves, for I sca rce knnw what to do about it; 
it is an ug ly business ar the best. But rhere ir is; quire in your way: a murderer's auto
graph ." 

Gues t's eyes brigh tened , and he sa t down a t once and sruelieJ it with pass ion . 
"No, sir," he sa id ; "not mad ; bur it is an odd hand." 

"A nd by a ll accnun ts a ve ry odd writer," added rhe lawyer. 
Just t hen the servant entered with a note. 
" Is that from Dr Jekyll , sir ?" inquired the c lerk . "I thought I knew the writing. 

Anything pri va te, Mr Utterson ?" 
"Only an invita tion tn dinner. Why 1 dn ynu want w sec it 1" 

"One moment. I rhank you, sir;" and rhe clerk la id the rwo sheets of paper a long
side and sed ulously compared the ir contents. "Thank you, sir ," he sa id at last, return
ing both ; "it's a very inte resting autograph ." 

There was a pause, during which Mr Urre rson struggled with himse lf. "Why did 
you compare them, G uest ?" he inquired suddenly. 

"Well , sir," re turned the clerk , "there's a ra ther singula r rese mblance; rhe rwo 
hands are in many po ints identica l: only diffe rently sluped." 

"Rather quaint," said Utterson . 
''II is, as you say, rather qua int ," returned Guest. 
"I wou ldn 't speak of this note, you know," sa id the master. 
"No, sir," sa id the c lerk. "! understand." 
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Bur no sooner was Mr U tte rsun a lone that night than he loc ked the no te into 
his safe, where it reposed from that time forwa rd. "What!" he thought. "Henry Jek yll 
fo rge for a murderer! " And his blood ran cold in his veins. 

Nenwrkable lncideut of Due/or Lauyon 

Time ran on ; thnusands of pnunds were offered in reward , t~J r rhe death of S ir Dan
vers was resented as a public inju ry; bur Mr Hyde had disappeared our of rhe ken ot 
the police as though he had never ex isted. Much of his past \\·as un e<t rthed, indeed, 
and a ll disreputable: ta les came our of the man 's c ruelty , a r unce sn ca llous <t nd viL>
lent , of his vile life, of his strange assoc iates, of the hat red rhar seemed w h;n 'e sur
rounded his career; but of his present whereabouts, nor a whisper. Fm m the rime he 
had left the house in Sohn on the morning of rhe murder, he was simply blotted uur; 
and gradually, as time drew on , Mr Utterson began ro recover from rhe ho tness nf his 
a larm, and to grow more at quiet wirh himse lf. The death of S ir Danvers was, w hi , 
way of thinking, more than paid fo r by the disappearance uf Mr Hyde. Now that rhar 
evi l influence had been withdrawn, a new life began fur Dr JekylL He came ou r of his 
seclusion, renewed re lations with his fri ends, beca me once more the ir fa miliar guest 
and enterta iner; and whilst he had a l w<-~ys been known fo r charities, he was nuw no 
less distinguished fo r re ligion . He was busy, he was much in the open ai r, he d ie! guud; 
his face seemed to open and brighten , as if with an inward conscic1usness of ,en · ice; 
and for more rhan rwo months, the doctor was ar peace. 

O n rhe 8th of January Utterson had dined a r the ,J,>e to r's with a small p<trty; 
Lanyon had been there ; and the face uf the hos t had looked from one w the o ther 
as in the o ld da ys wh en the tri o were insepa rable fr iends. O n the 12rh , and aga in 
on the 14th , the door was shut <tga inst t he lawyer. "The doctnr was confined to rhe 
house," Poole sa id, "and saw no one." O n the 15 rh , h~ tried aga in , and \\·as aga in 
refu sed; and having nnw been used to r the las t two m,mths to see his frienei ~dm,,, r 
da ily, he found this return of solitude to we igh upo n his spirits. The fifth n ight , he 
had in Guest to dine with him; and rhe sixth he betonk himsel f ru Doctor 
Lanyon 's. 

T here at leas t he was not denied admittance; bur when he come in , he was 
shocked at the change which had taken place in the doctor's appearance. He had his 
dea th-warrant written legibly upon his face. The rosy man had grown pa le; his tl esh 
had fa llen away; he was visibly balder and o lder; and yet it was not so much these to
kens of a swift phys ica l decay rhat arrested the lawyer's not ice, as rhe look in the eye 
and quality of manner that seemed to tes tify to some elcep-seatecl rerrn r nf the: mind. 
It was un lik ely that the docto r should fear death; and yet tha t was wh<t r Urre rs<>n wa' 
tempted to suspect. "Yes," he rhoughr; "he is a doctor, he must know his own state 
and that his days are counted; and the knowledge is mt)re than he can bear." A nd yer 
when Utrerson remarked on his ill -looks, it was wi th an air of grea t fi rmness thar 
Lanyon declared himself a doomed man . 

"I have h ad a shock," he sa id , "and l sha ll neve r reCLJve r. It is a question of 
weeks. Well , life has been pleasant; I li ked it ; yes, si r, I used w like it. I sometime> 
thi nk it we knew all we shou ld be more glad to get away." 

"Jekyll is ill , too," observed Urre rson. "Have you seen him 7" 

But Lanyon's face changed, and he he ld up a trembling hand. "I 1\·ish to ><~e ,,r IK\ lr 
no more of Doctor Jekyll ," he sa id in a loud, unsteady voice. I am qui re dt> nc wirh rhar 
person; and I beg that you will spare me any a llusion tll une whom I reg< lrel as dead." 
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"T ut-tut ," sa id Mr U tterson; and then after a considerable pause, "Can' t l do 
anything?" he inquired . "We are three very old friends, Lanyon; we shall not live to 
make others." 

"Nothing can be done," returned Lanyon; "ask himself. " 
"He will not see me," sa id the lawye r. 
"] am not surprised at that," was the reply. "Some day, Utterson, after I am dead, 

you may perhaps come to learn the right and wrong of this. I cannot tell you. And in 
the meantime, if you can sit and talk with me of other things, for God's sake, stay and 
do so; but if you cannot keep clear of this accursed topic, then, in God 's name, go, for 
I cannot bear it." 

As soon as he got home, Utterson sat down and wrote to Jekyll , complaining of 
his exclusion from the house, and asking the cause of this unhappy break with 
Lanyon; and the next day brought him a long answer, often very patheticall y worded, 
and sometimes darkly mysterious in drift. The quarrel with Lanyon was incurable. "! 
do nor blame our old friend, " Jekyll wrote, "but I share his view that we must never 
meet. I mean from henceforth to lead a life of extreme seclusion; you must nor be sur
prised, nor must you doubt my friendship, if my door is often shut even to you. You 
must suffer me to go my own dark way. I have brought on myself a punishment and a 
danger that I cannot name . If I am the chief of sinners, I am the chief of sufferers also. 
I cou ld not think that this earth contained a place for sufferings and terrors so un
manning; and you can do but one thing, Utterson, to lighten this destiny, and that is 
to respect my silence. " Utterson was amazed; the dark influence of Hyde had been 
withdrawn, the doctor had returned to his o ld tasks and amities; a week ago, the 
prospect had smiled with every promise of a cheerful and an honoured age; and now 
in a moment, friendship, and peace of mind and the whole tenor of his life were 
wrecked. So great and unprepared a change pointed to madness; but in view of 
Lanyon 's manner and words, there must lie for it some deeper ground. 

A week afterwards Dr Lanyon took to his bed, and in something less than a fort
night he was dead. The night after the funeral, at which he had been sadly affected, Ut
terson locked the door of his business room, and sitting there by the light of a melan 
cho ly candle, drew out and se t before him an envelope addressed by the hand and sealed 
with the seal of his dead friend. "PRIVATE: for the hands ofJ.G . Utterson ALONE and 
in case of his predecease w be destroyed unread," so it was eJllphatically superscribed; and 
the lawyer dreaded to behold the contents. "I have buried one fr iend to-day," he 
thought: "what if this should cost me another?" And then he condemned the fear as a 
disloya lty, and broke the seal. Within there was another enclosure, likewise sealed, and 
marked upon the cover as "nor to be opened till the death or disappearance of Dr Henry 
Jekyll." Utterson could not trust his eyes. Yes, it was disappearance; here again, as in the 
mad will which he had long ago restored to its author, here again were the idea of a dis
appearance and the name of Henry Jekyll bracketed. Bur in the will, that idea had 
sprung from the sinister suggestion of the man Hyde; it was set there with a purpose all 
wo plain and horrible. Written by the hand of Lanyon, what should it mean ? A great 
curiosity came on the trustee, to disregard the prohibition and dive at once to the bot
tom of these mysteries; but professional honour and faith to his dead friend were strin
gent obligations; and the packet slept in the inmost corner of his private safe . 

It is one thing to mortify curiosity, ano ther to conquer it; and it may be doubted 
if, fro m that day forth, Utterson desired the society of his surviving friend with rhe 
same eagerness. He thought of him kind ly; but his thoughts were disquieted and fear
ful. He went to call indeed; but he was perhaps relieved to be denied admittance; 
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perhaps, in h is heart , he preferred to speak with Poole upon the doorstep and sur
rounded by the air and sounds of the open ci ty, rather than to be admitted into that 
house of voluntary bondage, and to sit and speak with its inscrutable recluse. Poole 
had, indeed, no very pleasa nt news to communicate. The doctor, it appea red, now 
more than ever confined himself to rhe cabinet over the laboratory , where he would 
sometimes even sleep; he was out of spirits, he had grown very silent, he did not 
read; it seemed as if he had something on his mind. Utterson became so used to the 
unvarying character of these reports, that he fe ll off little by little in the frequency 
of his visi ts. 

lucident a t the Winclou • 

It chanced on Sunday, when Mr Urrerson was on his usual walk with Mr Enfield , 
that their way lay once aga in through the bystreet; and that when they came in front 
of rhe door, both stopped to gaze on it. 

"Well ," said Enfield, "that story's at an end at leas t. We shall never see mme of 
Mr Hyde. " 

"I hope not," sa id Utterson. "Did I ever te ll you that l once saw him, and shared 
you r feeling of repulsion ?" 

"It was impossible to do the one without the other," returned Enfield . "And by 
the way what an ass you must have thought me, not to knnw that this was a back way 
to Dr Jekyll 's! It was partly your own fault that I found it out, even when l did." 

"So you fnund it out, did you?" said Utterson. "But if that be so, we may step into 
the court and rake a look at the windows. To tell you the truth , I am uneasy about 
pour Jeky ll; and even outside, I feel as if the presence of a friend might do him good." 

The court was very cool and a little damp, and full of premature twilight , al
though rhe sky, high up overhead, was still bright with sunset. The middle one of rhe 
three windows was half way open; and sitting close beside it, taking the a ir with an 
infinite sadness of mien, like some disconsolate prisoner, Unerson saw Dr Jekyll. 

"What! Jekyll !" he cried, "I trust you are better." 
"! am very low, Un erson," replied the doctor drearil y, "very knv. It will nnt Llst 

long, thank God." 
"You stay too much indoors," said the lawyer. "You should be our , whipping up 

the c irculation like Mr Enfield and me. (This is my cousin- Mr Enfield- Or Jekyll.) 
Corne now; get your hat and take a quick turn with us." 

"You are very good," sighed the other."! should like to very much; but no, no, no, 
it is quite impossible; I dare not. But indeed, U tterson, I am very glad to see you; this is 
rea lly a great pleasure; I would ask you and Mr Enfield up, bur the place is really nor fit. " 

"Why then," said the lawyer, good-naturedly, "the best thing we can do is to stay 
down here and speak with you from where we are." 

"That is just what I was abour to venture ro propose," returned the doctor with a 
smile. But the words were hardly uttered , before the smile was struck out of his face 
and succeeded by an expression of such abject terror and despa ir, as froze the very 
blood of the two gentlemen below. They saw it but for a glimpse, for the window was 
instantly thrust down; but that glimpse had been suffic ient, and they rurned and left 
the court without a word. In silence, too, they traversed the bystreet; and it was nc)t 
until they had come into a neighbou ring thoroughfare , where even upon a Sunday 
there were still some stirrings of life, that Mr Utterson at last tu rned and looked at his 
companion. They were both pale; and there was an answering horror in their eyes. 
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"God forg i,·e us, God forgive us," sa id Mr U trerson . 
But Mr Enfield onl y nodded his head very se riously, and wa lked on once more in 

silence. 

Tbe Last Night 

Mr U tterson was sitt ing by his fires ide one evening afte r dinner, when he was sur
pri sed to rece ive a visit from Pc1ole. 

"Bless me, Poole, what brings you here 1" he c ri ed; and then taki ng a second look 
at him , "What a ils you 1" he added, "is the doctor ill ?" 

"M r U rrerson ," sa id the man , "there is something wrong." 
"T ake a sear, and here is a glass of wine fo r you," sa id the lawye r. "Now, rake 

your rime, and te ll me pla inl y what you want. " 

"You know the doctor's ways, sir," rep lied Poole, "and how he shuts himse lf up. 
We ll , he's shut up aga in in the cabine t; and I don 't li ke it, sir- 1 wish I may die if I 
like it. Mr Utre rson , sir , I'm afra id." 

"Now, my good man ," sa id the lawyer, "be explic it. What are you afraid of?" 
"I've been afraid fnr about a week ," re turned Poole, dogged ly disregarding the 

.]uesr iun, "a nd I can hem it no more. " 

T he man 's appearance amr ly bore out his words; his manner was a ltered for rhe 
worse; and except fo r the moment when he had first announced his te rror, he had 
not unce looked the lawyer in the face. Even now, he sa t with rhe glass of wine un 
:as ted <ll1 his knee, and his eyes direc ted w a corner of the fl oor. "I can bear it no 
nore," he repeated. 

"Come," sa id the lawyer, '' I see ynu have some good reason, Poole; I see rhere is 
;omethi ng seriously amiss. T ry to rellme what it is." 

"I think there's been fo ul play," sa id Poole, hoarsely. 
"Foul play!" cried the lawyer, a good dea l frightened and rathe r incl ined to be ir

·ita ted in consequence. "What foul play? What does the man mean ?'' 
"I daren 't say, sir ," was the answer; "bur will you come along with me and see for 

•ourse lf?" 

Mr U tterson 's onl y answer was to rise and ge t his hat and great coat; bur he ob
erved with wonder the greatness of the re lief that appeared upon the hu rle r's face , and 
>e rhaps with no less, that the wine was stilluntasted when he set it down to fo llow. 

It wa, a wild, co ld , seasonable night of March, with a pa le moon , lying on her 
•ack as though the wind had ti lted her, and a fl ying wrack of the most diaphanous 
nd lawn y tex ture. The wind made ta lking difficult, and fl ecked the blood into the 
1ce. lr seemed to have swept the streets unusua ll y bare of passengers, besides; for Mr 
Jnerson though t he had never see n that part of London so deserted . He could have 
; i, hed it o therwise; never in his li fe had he been conscious of so sharp a wish to see 
nd touch his fellow-creatures; fo r st ruggle as he might , there was bo rne in upon his 
tind a c rushing ant ic ipa tion of ca lamity. The sq uare, when they got there, was a ll 
dl uf wind and dust , and the thi n trees in the garden were lashing themselves a long 
• e ra iling. Poole, who had kept a ll the way a pace o r two ahead, now pu lled up in 
1e midd le of the pavement, and in sp ite uf the bit ing wea ther, took off his hat and 
hlppcd his hrow with a red pocket-handkerchief. But for a ll the hurry of his cum
tg, these were not the dews of exertion tha t he wiped away, bur the mo isture of 
>me strangling anguish; for h is face was white and his voice, when he spoke, harsh 
nd broken. 
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"W ell , sir," he said, "here we a re, and Gud grant there be nnthing wrung." 

"Amen , Poole," sa id the lawyer. 
Thereupon the servant knocked in a very guarded tm mner; the LiOLlr was opened 

nn rhe chain; and a voice asked from within, "ls that you, Poole?" 
"It 's all right," sa id Poole. "Open rhe door." 
The hall , when they entered it, was brightly lighted up; the fire was built h igh ; 

and about the hearth the whole of the servants, men and women, swod huddled to
gether like a flock of sheep. At the sight of Mr Urrerson , the housemaid broke into 
hysterical whimpering; and the cook, crying out "Bless God 1 it's Mr Urre rson ," ran 

forward as if to take him in her a rms. 
"What , what ? Are you a ll here?" sa id the lawyer peevishly. "Very irregular, ve ry 

unseem ly; your maste r wuu ld be far from pleased." 
"They' re a ll afra id," sa id Poo le. 
Blank silence fo llowed, no one pmtesting; on ly rhe maid li fted up her n>ice and 

now wept loud ly. 
"Hold your rongue 1" Poole sa id to her, with a feruc ity of accent thar testi fied t<l 

his own jangled nerves; and indeed , when the girl had so suddenly raised the n<He uf 
her lamentat ion, they had a ll sta rted and turned towards the inner duor with faces of 
dreadful expec tation. "And now," continued the butler, address ing the knife-bny, 
"reach me a candle, and we ' ll ge r this through hanLis a t once." And rhen he begged 
Mr Urre rson to fo llow him, and led the way to the back garden. 

"Now, sir ," sa id he, "you come as gently as you can. I want yuu to hear, an-I I 
clnn 't want you to be heard . Ami see here, sir, if by any chance he was tu ask Y<lU in , 

dLm't go." 
Mr U n erson 's nerves, at this un looked-for rerm inatiLm , gave a je rk rhat nearl y 

threw him from his balance; bur he recollec ted his courage and td lowed the burl.:r 
in to the laboratory build ing and through the surgica l theatre, with irs lumber of 
cra tes and bottles, to the foot of the sta ir . Here Poole motioned h im tu stand on <me 
side and listen; whi le he himself, sett ing down the cand le and making a great and <lh
vious ca li on his resolu tion, mounted the steps and knocked with a somewha t uncer

ta in hand on the red baize of the cabinet door. 
"M r Utterson, sir, asking to see you," he c<~ lled ; and even as he did S<l, Lm ce more 

vio lently signed to rhe lawyer to give ear. 
A voice answered from within : "T ell h im I cannot see an yune," it sa id curn-

pla iningly. 
"Thank you, sir," sa id Poole. with a no te of something like triumph in his V<lice; 

and taking up his cand le, he led Mr Unerson back across the ya rd and into the great 
kitchen, where the fire was out and the beetles were leaping on the floor. 

"S ir," he said, look ing Mr U tterson in the eyes, "was that my master's , .,lice ?" 
"It seems much changed," replied the lawyer, ve ry pale , but giving look for lo,,k. 
"Changed? W ell , yes, l think so," said the butle r. "Have I been twenty yea rs in 

this man's house, to be deceived about his voice? No, sir ; master's made away with; 
he was made away with , e ight days ago, when we heard him cry nut up<m rhe name ,,f 
God; and who's in there instead of him , and why it stays there , is a th ing that cri es t<l 

Heaven , Mr Urrerson 1" 
"This is a very strange ta le , Poole; this is rather a wild ra le, my man ," >a id Mr Ut

terson, biting his finger. "Suppose it were as you suppose, suppo>i ng Dr Jekyll t<l have 
been- well , murdered , what could induce rhe murderer to sray ? That won 't hu ld wa

ter; it doesn't commend itself to reason ." 



lU Kohen Loui' Ste1·enson 

"Wel l, Mr Unersnn, you a re a hard man ro sat isfy, but I'll do it ye t," said Poo le. 
ll this las t week (you must know) him , or it , or whatever it is tha t li ve' in that cab
·t , has been c rying night and day fo r some sort of medic ine and cannot ge t it to his 
nd. It was sometimes his way- the mas ter's , that is-to write his o rders on a sheet 
paper and throw it un the sta ir. W e've had nothing e lse this week back; nothing 
: papers, and a closecl door, and the very meals left there to be smuggled in when 
body was looking. Well , sir, every day, ay, and twice and thrice in the same day, 
:re have been o rders and complaints, and I have been s<:: nt fl ying to a ll the whole
e chemi,ts in town. Every time l brough t the stuff back, there would be another 
1t:r td ling me ro rerum it , because it was not pure, and another o rder to a different 
n . This drug is wanted bitter bad, sir, whatever fo r." 

"Have you any of these papers?" asked Mr Utte rson . 
Poole fe lt in his pocket and handed out a crumpled note , which the lawyer, bend

: n<::a r<::r to the candle, carefull y examined. Irs contents ran thus: "Dr Jekyll presents 
compliments to Messrs. Maw. He assures them that the ir last sample is impure and 

ire useless for his present purpose. In the yea r 18- ; Dr J. purchased a somewhat large 
~ ntity from Messrs. M. He nnw begs them to search with the most sedulous care, and 
luld any of the same 4ualiry be left, to forward it whim at once. Expense is nu con
<:ra tion. The importance of this w Dr J. can hardly be exaggerated. " So far the len er 
J run composed ly enough , but here with a sudden spluner of the pen , the write r's 
to tion had broken loose. "For God's sake," he had added, "find me some of the o ld." 

"This is a strange note," sa id Mr U tterson; and then sharpl y, "How do you come 
have it upen ?" 

"The man at Maw's was main angry , sir, and he threw it back to me like sn much 
T," returned Poole. 

"This is unquesri unably the doctor's hand, d,, you know ?" resumed the lawye r. 
'' I thought it looked like it, " sa id the servant rather sulkily; and then , with an-

1er 1·oice, "Bur what matters hand of write, " he said. "I've seen him !" 
"Seen him ?" repea ted Mr U tterson . "Well ?" 
"That's ir!" sa id Poo le. " lr was th is way. I came sudden ly int,> the theatre from 

.: ga rden . lr seems he had sli pped out to look fo r this drug or wha tever it is; fur the 
hi net duor was npen , and there he was a t the fa r end of the room cligging among 
.: c rates. He looked up when I came in , ga ve a kind of cry, and whipped upsta irs 
m the ca bine t. It was but for one minute that I saw him , but the hai r stood upon 
{ head like 4uil b. S ir , if that was my maste r, why had he a mask upon his face? If it 
IS my mas ter, why did he cry out li ke a ra t , and run from me? I have served him 
1g enough. And then ... "the man paused and passed his hand over his face. 

"These a re a ll ve ry strange ci rcumstances," sa id Mr U tte rson, "but I think I begin 
see day light. Your master , Poole, is pla inly seized with one of those maladies tha t 

•th torture and deform the suffe re r; hence, for aught I know, the a ltera tion of his 
•ice; hence the mask and his avoidance of his fri ends; hence his eagerness to find 
is clrug, by mea ns of which the poor soul re ta ins some hope of ultimate recuvery
,Kl grant tha t he be no t deceived ! There is my explanatiun; it is sad enough , Poole, 
, and appa lling to w nsider; bur it is plain and natural, hangs well together and de
•ers us fro m all exorbitant a larms." 

"Sir," sa id the butler, tuming to a sort of mottled pallo r, "that thing was no t my 
aste r, and there's the truth . My master"-here he looked round him and began to 
1isper- "is a tall fine build of a man , and this was more of a dwarf." U tterson at
mpted to protest. "0, sir," c ried Poole, "do you thi nk I do nor know my mas te r afte r 
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twenty yea rs1 du you think I do nut know where his head cnmes tu in the cabmet 
door, wher<: l saw him every murning of my life? No, sir, that th ing in the mask was 
never Doctor Jekyll- Gnd knows what it wa,, but it was never Ductur Jeky ll ; and it is 
the belief of my heart that there was murder done." 

"Poole," replied the lawyer, "if you ><lY that, it ll'ill becume my duty w make cer
ta in . Much as l des ire w ,pare your master's feeli ngs, much as I am puz: led hy this 
nnte which seems to pmve him to be st ill ali ve, I shall consider it my dury to break in 

that door. " 
"Ah, Mr U tte rson , tha t's ta lking!" cr ied the butle r. 
"And now comes the seconcl que>t ion," resumed U tter:,on: "Whu is go ing t<l d,, it '" 

"Why, you and me, sir," wa' the undaunted repl y. 
"Th at is very well sa id ," returned the lawyer; "and whare1·er cumes of it , I sh<tll 

make it my business to see you a re no lose r." 
"There is an axe in the thea tre ," cont inued Poole; "and you might take the 

kitchen poker for yourself. " 
The lawyer rook tha t rude but weighty instrument into his hand, ancl b<t lanced 

it . "Do you know Poole," he sa id, luoking up, "that yuu and I are about w place our

se lves in a position of some peri l?" 
"You may say so, sir, indeed," re turned the butler. 
"It is well , then , that we sl1<1uld be frank ," ,aid the other. "We b,,th think mure 

than we have said; let us make a clean breas t. This maskecl figure that ynu s<~ w, die! 

you recognise it ?" 
"W ell , sir, it went so quick, and the crea ture was so cluuhled up, that I C<>uld 

hardly swear to that," was the answer. "But if you lllean, was it Mr Hyde?- why, yes, 
I think it was' You see, it was much oi the same bigness; ancl it hac! the sa me quick 
light way with it; and then whu else could have got in by the labmat<~ry J ,,nr 1 Yuu 
have no t forgot, sir, that at the time uf the murder he had >t ill rhe key wi th him ? Bur 
that's nor a ll. I dun't know, Mr U tte rson, if ever you met this Mr H ycle ?" 

"Yes," sa id the lawyer, "I once spoke with him." 
"Then you must know as well as the rest of us tha t there wa> S< lllleth ing queer 

about that gentl e m;.~n-snmething tha t gave a man a turn- ! d,m't knull' rightly hml' 
w say it, sir, beyond th is: that yuu fe lt it in your marrow kincl uf col,] and thin. " 

"I own I felt snmething of what yuu descr ibe," sa id Mr Ut ter"m . 
"Quite so, sir," returned Poole. "Well , when that masked thing li ke a nm nkey 

jumped from among the chem icals and whipped into the cabinet, it went d< >wn my 
spine like ice. 0, I know it's no t evidence, Mr Utterson ; I'm hook-learned enough im 
tha t; but a man has his fee lings, and I give you my bible-wore! ir wa> Mr Hyde! " 

"Ay, ay," sa id the lawyer. "My fears incline to the same p<l int . Evil, I f~.tr, 
founded--ev il was sure to come- -of that connection. Ay, tru ly, I bel ieve you; I believe 
poor Harry is killed; and I believe his murderer (fm what purp<>Se, Gocl a lone can te ll ) 
is sti ll lurking in his victim's wom. Well , let our name be vengeance. Ca ll Bradshaw." 

The footman came at rhc summons, very whir.: and nerl'llu,. 
"Pull yourself together, Bradshaw," sa id the lall'yer. "This suspetbe, I knllll' , i> 

telling upon all of you; but it is now our intention to make an end of it. P<>ll ie, here. 
and I are guing to fo rce our way inro the cabinet. If a ll is well , my sh, ,uldcr, are hn>acl 
enough to bear the blame. Meanwhile, les t anything , hould rea lly be amis:;, o r cm y 
malefactor seek tn escape by the back, you <t nd the buy must go round the C• 1rner 
with a pa ir of goud st icks, and take your post at the l<lburatory clo<>r. \'i/e give )"llU ten 
minutes, to ge t to your stations." 
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As Bradshaw left, the lawyer looked at his watch. "And now, Puole, let us ge t to 
ours," he said; and taking the poker under his ann, he led the way into the yard . The 
scud had banked over the moon, and it was now quite dark. The wind, which on ly broke 
in puffs ancl draughts into that deep we ll of building, tossed the light of the cand le to 

and fro about their steps, until they came into the shelrer of the theatre, where they sat 
dmvn silently to wait. London hummed solemnly a ll around; but nearer at hand, the 
stillness was only broken by the sound of a footfa ll moving to and fro along the cabinet 
tlo"r. 

"So it wi ll walk a ll day, sir," whispered Poole; "ay, and the better parr of the 
n ight. O nly when a new sample comes fro m the chemist, there's a bit of a brea k. A h , 
it's an ill -conscience that's such an enemy to rest! Ah, sir, there 's blood foully shed in 
every step of it! But hark aga in , a little closer- put your hea rt in your ears Mr Utter
S\l ll , and te ll me, is that the doctor's foot ?" 

T he steps fe ll light ly and odd ly, with a certa in swing, f(,r a ll they went sn slowly; 
ir was differenr indeed from the heavy crea king tread of Henry Jeky ll . Unerson 
sighed. "Is there never anything else?" he asked. 

Poole nodded. "Once," he sa id. "Once I hea rd it weeping1" 

"Weeping 1 how that ?" sa id the lawyer, consciuus of a sudden chill uf horrur. 
"Weeping like a woman or a lost sou l," sa id the butle r. "I ca me away wirh that 

up<m my hea rt , that I could have wept roo." 

But now the ren minutes drew to an end. Poole disimerred the axe from under a 
stack of packing srraw; the cand le wasser upon the nearest tab le w light them to rhe 
attack; and they drew near with bared breath ro where that pa tiem foot was st ill go
ing up and down , up and down , in the quiet of the night. 

"Jekyll ," c ri ed Utterson, with a loud voice, " I demand to see you. " He pa used a 
momem, bur there came no reply. "I give you fair warn ing, our suspic ions are 
amused, and I musr and shall see you," he resumed; "if not by fa ir means, then by 
fnul- if nor of your consent, they by brute fo rce!" 

"U rte rson ," sa id the vo ice, "for God 's sa ke, have mercy 1" 

"A h, that's not Jekyll 's voice- it's Hyde's! " cried Utterson . "Down wirh rhe 
Juor, Poole." 

Poole swung rhe axe over his shoulder; the blow shouk the buildi ng, and the red 
' a ize door leaped against the lock and hi nges. A dismal screech , as of mere an imal 
·e rror, rang from the cabinet. Up went the axe aga in, and again the pane ls crashed 
md the frame bounded ; four rimes the blow fe ll ; but the wood was tough and the fit 
·ings were of excellent workmanship; and it was not until the fifth , rhat the lock 
'urst in su nder and rhe wrec k of the door fell inwards on the ca rper. 

The besiegers, appalled by their own rio t and the sti llness that had succeeded, 
-tood back a li ttle and peered in . There lay the cabinet before rhe ir eyes in the quiet 
am plight, a good fire glowing and chatrering on the hearth , the kettle singing its thin 
rrain , a drawer or two open , papers nea tl y set forth on the business tab le, and nea rer 
he fire, the th ings la id out for tea: the quie tesr room, you would have said , and, but 
or the glazed presses' fu ll of chemicals, the mosr commonplace that night in London. 

Right in the midst there lay the body of a man sorely contorted and st ill tw itch
ng. T hey drew near on tiptoe, turned it on its back and behe ld the face of Edward 
iyde. He was dressed in clo thes fa r too large for him , clo thes of the doctor's bigness; 
he cords of his face still moved with a semblance of life, but li fe was quite gone; and 
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by the crushed phiaP in the hand and the strung smell of kernels that hung upun the 
air, Utte rson knew rhat he was looking un the body of a self-destroyer. 

"W e have come too late ," he said sternl y, "whether to save or punish . Hycle is 
gone to his accoun r; and it only remains for us to find the bcxly of your maste r. " 

The far greater proportion of the bui lding was occupied by the theatre, which fi llecl 
almost the whole ground story and was lighted from above, and by rhe cabinet, which 
fonned an upper story at one end and looked upon the court. A corridor juined the the
atre to the door on the bystreet; and with this, the cabiner communicated separate ly by 
a second flight of stairs. There were besides a few dark closets and a spacious cellar. All 
these they now thoroughly examined. Each closet needed but a glance, for a ll wen; 
empry and a ll , by the dust that fell from their doors, had stood long unopened. The cel
lar, indeed, was fi lled with crazy lumber, mostly dating from the t imes of the surgeon 
who was Jekyll's predecessor; but even as they opened the dc,or, they were advertised ut 
the uselessness of further search , by the fa ll of a perfect mat of Cc>bweb which had fpr 
years sealed up the entrance. Nowhere was there any trace of Henry Jekyll , dead or alive. 

Pod e stamped on the flags of the corridor. "He must be buried here," he sa id , 

hearkening to the sound. 
"Or he may have fl ed," sa id Utrerson , and he turned to examine rhe doc)r in the 

bystree t. It was locked; and lying near by on rhe Hags they fou nd the key, <tlre<tcly 

sta ined wirh rust. 
"This does not luok like use," observed the lawyer. 
"Use !" echoed Poole. "Do you not see, sir, it is broken 1 much as if a man had 

stamped on it. " 
"Ay," continued Utterson , "and the frac tures, roo, are rusty." The two men 

looked at each other with a scare. "This is beyond me, Poule," said the lawyer. "Lcr us 

go back to the cabinet." 
They mounted the sta ir in silence, and sti ll with an occasional awestruck glance 

at the dead body, proceeded more thornughly to examine rhe contents ,J{ rhe cahinc·r. 
A t one table, there were traces of chemical work , va rious measured heaps uf some 
white salt be ing laid on glass saucers, as though for an experi ment in which the un 

happy man had been prevented. 
"That is the same drug that I was always bringing him," said Poole; and even as 

he spoke, the kettle with a startling no ise boiled over. 
This brought them to the fires ide, where the easy chair was drawn cusil y up, and 

the tea things srood ready to the sitte r's elbow, the very suga r in the cup. There were 
several books on a shelf; one lay beside rhe tea thingsnpen , and Utterson was amazed 
to find it a copy of a pious work, fo r which Jekyll had several times expressed a great 
esteem, annotated, in his own hand, with srartling blasphemies. 

Nexr, in the cmtrse uf their rev iew of the chamber, the searchers came [<1 rhe 
cheval glass ,4 into wh,,se depths rhey looked wirh an im·oluntary h,xror. But it was 
sn turned as to show rhem nothing but rhe rosy gluw playing on the r<llll", the fire 
spark ling in a hundrecl repetitions along the glazed front of the presses, and the ir <1Wn 
pale and fearfu l countenances stooping to look in. 

"This glass have seen some strange things, sir," whispered Pn,,Je. 
''A nd surely none stranger than itself," echoed the lawyer in the S<t me rones. "Fur 

what did Jekyll "- he caugh t himself up at the word with a start, and then conyuering 
the weakness: "what could Jekyll want with it ?" he said . 

t v .,d, a small container lur liquid:- . 4 . .A frcc- .. r;tndmg nun11r !lh)Unt.:d n n "'\ 1vd- 111 .1 Jr.tllll' 
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"You may say that !" sa id Poole. 
Next they turned to the business table . O n the desk among the neat array uf 

papers, a large envelope was uppermost, and bore, in the docror's hand , the name of 
Mr Utterson. The lawyer unsealed it, and several enclnsures fe ll tu the floor. The first 
was a will, drawn in rhe same eccentric tenns as rhe one which he had rerurned six 
months before, to serve as a testament in case of death and as a deed of gift in case c)f 
disappearance; but in place of rhe nll me of Edward Hyde, the lawyer, with indescr ibable 
amazement , read the name of Gabriel John Utterson. He looked ar Paule , and then 
back at the paper, and last of a ll at the dead malefactor stretched upon the carpet. 

"My head goes round," he said. "He has been a ll these days in possess ion ; he had 
no cause to like me; he must have raged ro see himse lf displaced; and he has nut de
struyed this document." 

He caught up the next paper; ir was a brief note in rhe ducror's hand and dared ar 
rhe rup. "0 Poole!" rhe lawyer cried, "he was a live and here this day. He cannot have 
been dispused of in so short a space, he must be still a live , he must have fled ! And then, 
why fled 1 and how? and in tha r case, can we venture ro declare this suicide ? 0 , we must 
be careful. I foresee rhat we may yer involve your master in some dire catastrophe." 

''Why don't you read it, sir ?" asked Poole . 
"Because I fear," rep lied the lawyer solemnly. "God grant I have no cause for it !" 

And with that he brought the paper to his eyes and read as fo llmvs. 

"My dear Utte rson,-When this shall fall into you r hands, I sha ll have disap
r ea red. unde r whar c ircumstances I have nor rhe penetration w fu resee , but my in
srinc r and a ll rhe c ircumstances of my nameless siruariun te ll me that rhe end is sure 
and must be early. Go rhen, and first read the narrat ive which Lanyon warned me he 
w<Js w place in your hands; and if you care to hear more, turn to the confession of 

"Your unworthy and unh appy friend, 
"HENRY jEKYLL" 

"There was a third enclosure?" asked Unerson. 
"Here, sir," sa id Poo le , and gave into his hands a conside rable packet sealed in 

several places. 
The lawye r put it in his pocket. "I wou ld say no thing of this paper. If your master 

hao tled ,)r is dead, we may at least save his cred it. It is now ten; I must go home and 
read these dncuments in quiet; but I sha ll be back before midnight, when we sha ll 
send fo r the po lice." 

They went out, locking the door of rhe theatre behind them ; an,! Utterson, once 
more leaving the servants ga thered about rhe fire in rhe .hall, trudged back to his of
fice to read rhe two narratives in which rh is mystery was now m be expla ined. 

Doctor Lanyon s Narratiue 

O n the ninth oi January, now fo ur days ago, I received by the evening de livery a reg
istered enve lope, addressed in rhe hand of my colleague and o ld se houl-companion, 
Henry Jekyll. I was a good deal surprised by rhi s; for we were by no means in rhe habit 
uf cll rrespllndence ; I had seen rhe man , dined with him, indeed , rhe night befo re; and 
I could imagine 11L1thing in our intercourse rhar shuuld justify rhe fo rmality of regis
trat iun . The contents inc reased my wonder; for this is how rhe letter ran: 

T he: Strange Ctoe o t Dr Jek yl l Cll l<.i ,\Jr ll yde IHU'l 

"lOth December, 18-
"Dear Lanyon ,- You are une of my o ldest friends; and a lthough we may have 

differed a t times Lll1 scient ific questions, I can n,)t remembe r, ar leas t on my side, any 
break in c>ur affection. There wao never a day when , if you had sa id to me, 'Jekyll, 
my life, my h,mour, my rea:,on depend upon you,' I would nor han~ sac rificed Ill ) 

fortune or my left hand tL1 help you. Lanyon , my life, my honour, my reason , a re a ll 
a t you r mercy; if you fa il me to- night , I am los t. You might suppuse , after this pref
ace, th;.~t I am going to ask you fo r something dishonourable m grant. Judge for 
yuurse lf. 

"I want you to postpone ;.~ II o ther engagements for to- night-ay, even if you were 
summoned ro rhe bedside of an emperor; to rake a cab, unleso your carriage should be 
ac tua ll y ar the door; and with this lette r in your hand fo r cunsu ltariun , ru dri ve 
straight to my huuse. P<1ule, my butler, has his orders; you will find him wa iting yuur 
arri val wirh a locksmith. The duur of my cabinet is rhen to be t~xced; and you are t< > 
go in alum:; to open the glazed press (lerrer E) on the left hand, break ing rhe lock if it 
be shut; and to draw out, with all its contents as the)' srand , the to urth drawer from the 
tup o r (which is rhe same thing) the third from the burrom. In my extreme distress uf 
mind, I have a morbid fea r of misdirect ing you; but even if I am in e rror, you may 
know the right dra1ver by irs contents: some powders, a phial and a raper bc>Pk. This 
,]rawer I beg of you to carry back with you to Cavendish Square ex<Jc tl y as it stando. 

"That is the first parr of the se rvice: now for the seconcl. Yuu sh,>uld be hack, if 
you set our at uncc on the receipt of thi s, long befure midnigh t; bu r I wi ll leave yuu 
tha t amount of ma rgin , nut onl y in the fear o f one of those obstacles that ca n nei 
the r be prevented nor fo reseen , bur beca use an hour when your servants arc in bee! 
is lll be prefe rred for what wi ll then remain tu do. At midnight , then , I have ro ask 
yuu to be a lone in your consulting room, to admit with your own hand intu the 
house a man who will present himself in my name, and ro place in his hands the 
drawer that you wi ll have brought with you from my ca binet. Then you will have 
played you r part and earned my gratitude completely. Fi ve minutes, afte rwards, if 
you insist upon an explanation , you will have underst,lud that these a rrangements 
a re of capita l importance; and rhat hy the neg leer o f one of them, fantast ic ao rhey 
must appea r, you might have charged your cunscience with my death or the shi p
wreck of rn y reas,m. 

"Confident as I am tha t yuu will nor trifle with rhis appea l, my heart sinks and 
my hand trembles at the bare tht Jught uf such a russ ibility. Think of me ar this huur, 
in a strange p lace, labouring under a blackness of dist ress tha r no fancy can exagger
ate, and ye r we ll aware thar, if you wi ll but punc tua lly serve me, my troubl es will rt>ll 
away like a srnry tha t is to ld. Serve me, my dear Lanyon , and save 

"Your friend , 
"H .J. 

"P.::i. I had a lready sea led this up when a fresh te rr,Jr struck upon my SLlUI. It is poosi-
ble rhat t he poor office may fail me, and this lette r nor come into yuur hancls until tu
motTow murning. In that case, dear Lan ynn , dn my errand when it sha ll be moot con
veni ent fm yuu in the course of the day; and once more expect my mesoenger a t 
midnight . lr may rhen a lready be roo la te; and if that night pasoes wirhuur event, Y<JU 
wi ll know that you have seen rhe last uf H enry Jekyll." 

Upon the read ing uf this letter, I made sure my co lleague wao insane; hur rill that 
was proved beyond rhe possibility of doubt, I felt bound to du as he requested. The les» I 
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understooJ of this fa rrago,5 the less I was in a position to juJge uf its importance; and an 
appea l so worded could not he se t as ide without a grave responsibility. I rose accordingly 
from table, got into a hansom,6 and drove straight to Jekyll 's house. The butler was 
awaiting my arrival; he had recei ved by the same post as mine a registered letter of in
struction, and had sent at once fo r a locksmith and a carpenter. The tradesmen came 
while we were ye t speaking; and we moved in a body to old Dr Denman 's surgical the
arre, from which (as you are doubtless aware) Jekyll 's private cabiner7 is most conve
niently entered. The door was very strong, the lock exce llent; the carpenter avowed he 
would have great trouble and have to do much damage, if force were to be used; and the 
locksmith was near despair. But thi.s last was a handy fellow, and after two hours' work , 
the door stood open. The press marked E was unlocked; and I took out the drawer, had it 
filled up with straw and tied in a sheet, and returned with it w Cavendish Square. 

Here I proceeded to examine its contents. The powders were nearl y enough made 
up, but nor with the nicety of the dispensing chemist; so that it was plain they were of 
Jekyll's private manufacture; and when I opened one of the wrappers, I found what 
seemed tll me a simple, crystalline sa lt of a white colour. The phia l, to wh ich I nex t 
turned my attention, might have been about half-full of a blood-red liquor, which was 
highly pungent to the sense of smell and seemed to me to cnnta in phosphorus and some 
vo latile ether. At the other ingredients, I could make no guess. The book was an ordi
na ry version hook and contained li ttle hut a series of da tes. These covered a period of 
many years, bur I observed that the entries ceased nearly a year ago and quite abruptly. 
Here and there a brief remark was appended to a date, usually no more than a single 
word: "double" occurring perhaps six times in a to tal of several hundred entries; and 
once very earl y in the list and fo llowed by several marks of exclamation, "tota l fa il 
ure!! 

1
" A ll this, though it whetted my curiosity, to ld me little that was definite. Here 

were a phia l of some tincture,s a paper of some salt, and the record of a series of experi 
ments that had led (like too many of Jekyll 's investiga tions) to no end of prac tical use
fulness. How could the presence of these articles in my house affect either the honour, 
the sanity, or the lite of my flighty colleague? If his messenger could go to one place, why 
could he not go to another? And even granting some impediment, wh y was this gentle
man tn be received by me in secre t ! The more I reflec ted , the more convinced I grew 
rhar I was dea ling with a case of cerebral disease; and though I d ismissed m)' se rvants to 

hed, I loaded an o ld revo lver that I might be found in some posture of self-defence. 
Twelve o 'clock had scarce rung out over London, ere the knocker sounded very 

genrl y on the door. I went myself a t the summons, and found a small man c rouching 
aga inst the pilla rs of the portico. 

"Are you come from Dr Jekyll?" I asked. 

He to ld me "yes" by a constra ined gesture; and when I had bidden him enter, he 
did not obey me without a searching backward glance in to the darkness of the square. 
There was a po liceman not far off, advancing with his hull's eyeY open ; and at the 
sighr. I thought my visito r sta rted and made grea te r has te. 

These particu lars struck me, I confess, disagreeably; and as Jf;, llmved him into the 
hrigh r light of the consulting room, I kept my hand ready on my weapon . Here, at last, 
I had a chance of c learl y seeing him. I had never set eyes on him before, so much was 
certa in. He was small, as I have said; I was struck bes ides with the shocking expression 
of his face , with his remarkable combination of grea t muscula r activity and grea t 
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apparent debili ty of constitution , and- last hut nor leas t- with the odd, subject ive Llis
turbance caused by his neighbourhood. This bo re some resemblance tu incipient rigm. 
and was accompanied by a marked sinking L) f the pu lse. At the time, I set ir down ru 
snme idiosyncratic, personal distas te, and merely wondered at the acuteness uf th.: 
symptoms; but I have since had reason to believe the cause to lie much deeper in th.: 
nature of man, and to turn on some nobler hinge than the principle uf hatred. 

This person (who had thus, from the first momenr of his entrance, st ruck in me 
what I can only describe as a disgustful curiosity) was dressed in a fashion that "'''ukl 
have made an ordinary person laughable: his clothes, that is to say, a lthough they were 
of rich and sober fabric, were enonnuusly too large for him in every measuremenr- rh.: 
trousers hanging on his legs and ro lled up to keep them from the ground, the waist of th..: 
coat below his haunches, and the collar sprawling wide upon his shoulders. Strange r,, 
relate, th is ludicrous accoutrement was far from moving me to laughter. Rather, as then: 
was something abnormal and misbegotten in the very essence of the c reature thar n. 'w 
faced me-something seizing, surprising and revolting- this fresh disparity se.:med hut 
to fit in with and to reinforce it; so that to my interest in the man 's nature anLl chmact c>r, 
there was added a curiosity as ro his origin, his life, his fortune and status in the world . 

Th.:se observations, though they have taken so great a space to be set down in, w<: rt> 
yet the work of a te w seconds. My visitor was, indeed, on fire wirh snmbre excirem..:n!. 

"Have you go t it ?" he c ri ed. "Have ynu go t it ?" And so live ly was his impar ience 
thar he even la id his hand upon my arm and sought to shake me. 

I put him back, consc ious a t his wuch of a certain icy pang a long my hJn.,d. 
"Come, sir," sa id I. "You forget tha t I have no t yet the pleasure of your acquaintance. 
Be sea ted, if you please. " And I showed him an example, and sat down myself in my 
customary seat and with as fa ir an imitation of my ordinary manner to ~ panenr , '" 
the lateness of the hour, the nature of my preoccupations, and the horrur I h<ILI uf my 
visitor, would suffer me to muste r. 

"I beg your pardon , Dr Lanyon," he replied civilly enough . "Wh at you s<Jy ",·..: ry 
well founded; and my impatience has shown its heels to my po li tene>S. I come h.: r,· at 
the instance L,f your colleague , Dr Henry Jekyll , on a piece of business ,lf S<)lll t: lll (l 

ment; and I uncle rsrond .. . " he paused and pur his hanLI tn his throa t, and I cnui,J 
see, in spite , ,f his collec ted manner, that he was wrestling aga inst the appmache, of 
the hyste ria- "! understood, a drawer ... " 

But here I took pity on my visitor's suspense, and some perhaps .m my mvn grllw
ing curios ity. 

"There it is, sir," sa id I, po in t ing to the drawer, where it lay .m rhe tlunr behi nd a 
table and still covered with the sheet. 

He sprang to it, and then paused , and laid his hand upon his hea rt ; I cnuld hea r 
his teeth gra te with rhe convulsive ac tion of his jaws; and his face was so ghastl y tn 
see that I grew alarmed bo th for his life and reason. 

"Cumpose yourself," sa id I. 
He turned a dreadful smile w me, and as if with the decisi,m ,,f cle,pai r, pluck.:.! 

away th e: sheer. A t sight of the contents, he uttered une luud ,oh of , uch imm..:noc r.: 
li ef tha t I sat pet rified. A nd the nex t moment, in a vo ice th::n was a I read) f;m ly wL·II 
under cnntml , "Have you a graduated glass?" he asked. 

I rose from my place with something of an effm t and gave him what h.: aok.:cl. 
He thanked me wi th a smi li ng noel , measured out a few minims of the red tinc

ture and adciccl one uf the powders. The mi xture, wh ich was ar first ,,fa red,Ji , h huL·, 
began , in proport ion as the c rysta ls melted , to brighten in c., lour, tu effen -coce audi
bly, and tu th row off small fumes nf vapuur. Suddenly anLI a t rhc same H1lll1 l t:nt, rh.: 
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ebullition ceased and the cumpound changecl to a dark purple, wh ich faded again 
more sluwly to a watery green. My visitor, who had watched these metamorphoses 
with a keen eye, smiled, se t duwn the glass upon the tab le, and then turned and 
looked upon me with an air of scrutiny. 

"And now," sa id he, "to settle what remains. Will you be wise? will you be 
guided ? will you suffer me to take this glass in my hand and to go forth from your 
house wi thout further parley? or has the greed of curiosity too much command of 
you ? Think before you answer, for it shall be done as you decide. As you decide, you 
shal l be left as you were before, and neither ri cher nor wiser, unless the sense of ser
vice rendered to a man in mortal distress may be counred as a kind of riches of the 
soul. O r, if you shall so prefer to choose, a new prov ince of knowledge and new av

enue:, to fame and power sha ll be la id open to you, here, in this room, upo n the in
stant; and your sight shall be blasted by a prodigy tu stagger the unbelief of Satan ." 

"Sir," said I, affect ing a coolness that l was far from truly pussess ing, "you speak 
enigmas, and you wi ll perhaps not wonder that l hear yuu with no very strong im
pressiun uf belief. But I have gone too far in the way of inexplicable services to pause 
before I see the end." 

''It is we ll ," replied my visitor. "Lanyon, you remember yuur vows: what fo llows is 
under the seal of our pr,lession. And nuw, you whu have su long been bound to the 
most narrow and materia l views, you who have denied the vi rtue lJf transcendental 
med icine, you who have Llerided your superiors-behold!" 

He put the glass to his lips and drank at one gulp. A cry fo llowed; he reeled, stag
gered , cl utched a t the tab le and held on, staring with inj ected eyes, gasping with 
open mouth; and as l loukeJ there came, l thought, a change-he seemed to swe ll
his face beca me suddenly black and the fea tures seemed to melt and alter- and the 
nex t moment, l had sprung to my feet and leaped back aga inst the wall , my arm 
raised to shield me from that prod igy, my mind submerged in terror. 

"0 Gud!" I screameLl , and "0 God!" aga in and again; for there before my eyes
pa le and shaken, and half fa inting, and gwping before him with his hands, like a man 
restored from death- there stood Henry Jekyll ! 

W hat he told me in the nex t hour, l cannot bring my mind to se t on paper. l saw 
what I saw, l heard what l heard, and my soul sickened at it; and ye t now when that 
sight has faded from my eyes, l ask myse lf if l believe it, and l cannot answer. My life 
is shaken to its roots; sleep has left me; the dead liest te rror sits by me at all hours of 
rhe day and nigh t; l feel that my days are numbered , and that l must d ie; and ye t l 
sha ll die incredulous. As for the moral turpitude that man unve iled to me, even with 
rears of pen itence, l cannot, even in memory, dwe ll on it without a start of horro r. l 
will say but une thing, Utterson, and that ( if you can bring your mind to credit it) 
will be more than enough. The creature who crept into my house that night was , on 
Jekyll 's own confession, known by the name of H yde and hunted fu r in every corner 
of the land as the murderer of Carew. 

H ASTI E L ANYON 

Henryj ek_yll 's Full Sttttement of the Case 

I was burn in the year 18- to a large fortune, endowed bes ides wi th excellent parts, 1 

incli ned by nature to industry, fnnd nf the respect of the wise and good among my fe l
low-men, and th us, as might have been supposed, with every guarantee uf an 
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honourable and distinguished future. A nd indeed rhe worst uf my faults was a certai n 
impatient gaie ty of disposition , such as has made the happineos •. >f many, but such as I 
found it hard to reconcile with my imperious deoire to carry my head high , and wear 
a more than commonly grave coun tenance before the publi c. Hence it came about 
that l concealed my pleasures; and that when l reached years of reflec tiun, and began 
to look round me and take stock of my progress and positinn in the world , I sroud al
ready committed to a profound duplicity of life. Man y a man would have even bla
zoned such irregularit ies as l was guilty of; but from the high views that l had se t be-
fore me, I regarded and hid them with an almost morbid oense elf shame. It was thus 
rather the exacting nature of my aspirat ions than any particular degradation in my 
fa ults, that made me what l was and, with even a deeper trench than in the majority 
of men, severed in me those provinces of guod and ill wh ich diviLle and compound 
man 's dual nature. In th is case, l was dri ven to reflect deeply and inveterately on that 
hard law of life, which lies a t the root of religion and is one uf the must plentiful 
springs of distress. Though so profound a double-dealer, l was in nu sense a hypoc ri te; 
both sides of me were in dead earnest; l was no more myself when I la id as ide re
straint and plunged in shame, that when l laboured , in the eye of day, at the further
ance of knowledge or the relief of sorrow and suffering. And ir chanced that the di 
rection of my scientific studies, which led wholly tuwards the mys tic and the 
transcendental, reacted and shed a strong light on this Cllnsc i,lusness of rhe perennial 
war among my members. With every day, and from both oides ,J( my intelligence , the 
moral and the inte llec tual, [ thus drew steadi ly nearer tu that truth, by whc1se partial 
discovery I have been doomed tll such a dreadful shipwreck: that rnan io not trul y 
one, but truly two . [ say two, because the state of my own knuwledge does nut paso 
beyond that po int. O thers will fo llow, others will uurstrip me un the same lines; and l 
haza rd the guess that man will be ult imately known fo r a mere puliry of mult ifil} i<'us, 
incongruous and independent den izens. l for my part , from rhe nature of my life, <td - / 
vanced infallibly in one direc tion and in nne direction .mly. It was un the mural side , 
and in my own person, thar !learned to recogn ise the thor,>ugh and prim iti ve duali ty I 
of man; l saw that, of the two natures that omtendeLl in the fielcl of my consc ious- j 
ness, even if l could rightl y be said tu be either, it wa> only because I was rad ica ll y \ 
bnth ; and from an early date, even before the course of my sc ient ifi c Lliswveries had '1 

begun to suggest the most naked possibi li ty of such a miracle, l had lea rned tu dwel l 
with pleasure, as a beloved daydream, on the thuught of the sepa rat ion of these ~ le
ments. If each, l to ld myself, could but be housed in separate identities, life woukl be 
re lieved of a ll that was unbearable; the unjust might go his way, deli vered from rhe 
asp irat ions and remorse of his more upright twin; and the juot could walk steadfasrly 
and securely on his upward path, doing the good things in which he found hi> plea
sure , and no longer exposed to disgrace and pen itence by the hands of this ex trane-
ous evil. It was the curse of man kind that these inccmgruous fagguts were rhus bound 
together- that in the agonised womb nf consciuusneos, theoe po lar twins shnu ld be _ ..J 

continuously struggling. How, then, were they dissoc iated ? 
l was so fa r in my refl ections when, as l have said, a side light b~gan to sh ine 

upon the subject from the laborawry table. l began to perce ive more Lleeply than ir 
has ever yet been stated, the trembling immater iality, the mist- like trans ience, ,,f this 
seemingly so so lid body in which we wa lk att ired. Certain ag~nts I fuund to have the 
power to shake and to pluck back that flesh ly ,·estmenr , even ao a wind mtgh t ruso 
the curtains of a pavi llion . For two good reasons, l wi ll no t enter deeply into th is sci
entific branch of my confess ion . First, because l have been made to learn that the 
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doom and burthen of our life is hound fo rever on man 's shuuklers, and when the at
tempt is made w cast it off, it but re turns upon us with more unfamiliar ami more aw
fu l pressure. Second, because as my narrative will make a las! too evident, my discov
e ries were incomplete. Enough, then, that I not only recognised my natura l body for 
rhe mere aura and effulgence of certain of the powers that made up my spirit, but 
managed to cum pound a d rug by which these powers should be dethroned from their 
supremacy, and a second form and countenance subst ituted , none the less natural ro 

( me because they were the express ion , and bore the stamp, of lower e lements in my 
soul. 

'-- I hes itated long before I put this theory to the rest of pract ice. I knew well that I 
ri sked death; fo r any drug that so poten tly contro lled and shook the very fo rtress of 
identity, m ight by the least scruple of an over-dose o r at the least inopportunity in 
the moment of exhibition, utte rly blo t out that immate ria l tabernacle which I looked 
to it ro change. But the tempta tion of a discovery so singular and profound, at las t 
over-came the suggestions of a la rm . I had long since prepared my tinc ture; I pur
chased a t once, from a firm of wholesa le chemists, a large quanti ty of a particula r salt 
which I knew, from my experiments, to be the last ingred ient required; and late one 
acc ursed night, I compounded the e lements, watched them boi l and smoke toge ther 
in the glass, and when the ebullition had subsided, with a strong glow uf courage, 
drank uff the po tion. 

The m<)St racking pangs succeeded: a grinding in the bones, deadly nausea, and a 
h< >rro r of the spirit tha t cannot be exceeded a t the hour of birth or dea th . Then these 
agonies began swiftly to subside, and I came to myse lf as if <JUt of a great sickness. 
There was something strange in my sensa tions, something indescribab ly new and, 
from its very novelty, incredibly sweer. I fe lt younger, lighter :1 _;_~ i thin 
I was conscious of a heady recklessness, a current isQrdered sensual images -,:un
ning lik"e a rmtll':lc~ in my-fancY, a so lution ofrhe bonds of obliga ti~:m , an- unknuwn 
but no t an innocent freedom of the soul. I knew myself, at the fi rst brea th of this new 
life, to he more wicked, tenfo ld mo re wicked , sold a slave to my origina l ev il ; and the 
thought, in that moment, braced and de lighted me li ke wine. l stre tched out my 
hanLis, exulting in the freshness of these sensations; and in the ac t, I was suddenly 
aware that I had lost in sta ture. 

There was no mirro r, at tha t date, in my room; that which stands bes ide me as I 
write, was brought there la ter on and fo r the very purpose of these transformations. 
The night, however, was fa r gone into the morning-the morn ing, black as it was, 
was nearly ripe for the conception of the day- the inmates of my house were locked 
in rhe most rigorous hours of slumber; and I determined, flushed as I was with hope 
and triumph , to venture in my new shape as far as to my bedroom. I c rossed the ya rd , 
wherein the constella tions looked down upon me, I could have thought, with won
de r, the first creature of that sort that their unsleeping vigilance had ye t disclosed to 

them; I stole through the corridors, a stranger in my own house; and coming to my 
room, I saw fur the first time the appearance of Edwa rd Hyde. 

I must here speak hy theory a lone, saying not that which I know, but tha t which 
I suppose to be mus t probable. The evi l side of my nature, to which l had now trans
te rred the stamping effi cacy, was less robust and less developed than the good which I 
had just deposed. Aga in, in the course of my life, which had been , afte r a ll , nine · 
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tenths a life of effo rt , vi rtue and control , it had been much less exerc ised and much 
less exhausted. And hence, as I think , it came abour that Edward Hyde was so much 
smaller, slighter and younger than Henry Jekyll. Even as good shone upon the coun
tenance of the one, ev il was written broad ly and plainly on the face of the other. Evil 
besides (wh ich l must still be lieve to be the lethal side of man) had left lln that b,~y 
an imprint of deformity and decay. And yet when I looked upon tha t ug ly idol in the 
glass, I was conscious of no repugnance, rather of a leap of welcome. This, too, was 
myse lf. It seemed natura l and human. In my eyes it bure a livel ier image <)f the >pirit, 
it seemed more express and single, than the imperfect and divided cou ntenance, I 
had been hitherto accustnmed to ca ll mine. And in so far I was doubtless right. I have 
observed that when I wore the semblance of Edward H yde, none could come near to 
me a t first without a visible misgiving of the flesh. This, as I take it , was because all 
human beings, as we meet them, are commingled out of good and ev il: <llld Edward 
Hyde, a lone in the ranb of mankind, was pure evil. 

I lingered but a moment a t the mirror: the second ;mel conclusive experiment 
had yet to be attempted; it yet remained to he seen if I h ad lost my identity beyond 
redemption and must tl ee before daylight from a house tha t was no longer mine; and 
hurrying back to my cabinet, I once more prepared and drank the cup, once mme suf
fe red the pangs of dissolution, and came to myse lf once m< >re with the character, the 

stature and the face of Henry Jek yll. 
That night I had come to the fa tal cross roads. Had I approached my discovery in 

a more noble spirit , had I risked the experiment while under the empire of generuus 
or pious aspi rations, all must have heen otherwise, and from these agon ie> of death 
and birth , I had come forth an angel instead of a fiend . T he drug had no discriminat
ing action; it was neither diabolical nor divine; ir but shoc1k the d,1ors of the pri son
house of my dispositi un ; and like the captives of Philippi , 1 that which stoPd with in 
ran forth . At that time my virtue slumbered; my ev il , kept awake by ambit ion , was 
alert and swift to seize the occasion; and the thing that was projected was Edward 
Hyde. Hence, a lthough l had now two characters as well as two appearances, one was 
wholl y ev il, and the other was st ill the o ld Henry Jekyll , tha t incongru<)US C<Hn pound 
of whose reformat ion and improvement I had a lready lea rned to despair. T he move

men t was thus wholl y toward the worse. 
Even a t that time, I had no t ye t con4uered my aversinn to rhe dryness <) t <1 life of 

stud y. I would st ill be merri ly disposed at times; and as my pleasures were (rn say the 
least) undigni fied, and l was no t on ly well known and highly considered, but growi ng 
towards the elde rl y man , this incoherency of my li fe was da il y growing more unwel
come. It was on this side that my new power tempted me until I fe ll in slave ry. I had 
but to drink the cup, to doff at once the body of the no ted professor, and to assume, 
li ke a thick cloak, that of Edward Hyde. I smiled at the no t inn ; it seemed to me at the 
t ime to be humorous; and l made my preparations with the most studious care. I took 
and furn ished that house in Soho, to which Hyde was tracked by the police; and en
gaged as housekeeper a crea ture whom I well knew to be silent and unscrupu k)us. O n 
the o ther side, l announced to my servants that a Mr Hyde (whom I descr ibed ) was 
to have fu ll li berty and power about my hnuse in the square; and to parry mishaps, I 
even ca lled and made myse lf a fami liar object, in my second characte r. l nex t d rew up 
that will to which you so much objected; so that if anything befe ll me in the person 
of Duc tnr Jekyll , I cuuld enter on that of Edward Hyde without pecunia ry l<lSS . And 

~ . Th~: aro.,de Paul allli lw· hliln\~l.'r:.- Ml' freed fwm a pri~on in Philippi h) ,\lll::trfhqudki.' ( r\ C[io \6). 
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:hus fort ifi ed, as l supposed, on every side, l began to profit by the srrange immunities 
>f my posit ion . 

Men have before hired bravos ro transact their crimes, wh ile their own person 
md reputation sa t under shelter. I was the first that ever did so fo r his pleasu res. I was 
he first that could rhus plod in the public eye with a load of genial respectabi li ty, 
md in a moment, like a schoolboy, suip off these lendings-l and spring headlong inro 
he sea of liberty. But fo r me, in my impenetrable manrle, the safety was complete. 
fhink of it- ! d id no t even ex ist 1 Let me but escape into my laborato ry door, give me 
1ut a second or two to mix and swallow the draught that l had always standing ready; 
md whatever he had done, Edward Hyde would pass away like the sta in of breath 
rpon a mirror; and there in his stead, quierly at home, trimming the midnight lamp 
n his study, a man who could afford to laugh at suspicion, would be Henry Jekyll. 
/ The pleasures which I made haste ro seek in my disguise were, as l have sa id, 
rr1dignified; I would scarce use a harder term. But in the hands of Edward H yde, they 
Don began to tu rn rowards the monstrous. When l wuu ld come back from these ex
·ursions, I was often plunged into a kind of wonder at my vicarious depravity. This 
ami liar tha t I ca lled out of my own soul , and sent forth a lone to do his good pleasure, 
vas a being inherenrly malign and vi llainous; his every act and thought cenre red on 
elf; drink ing pleasure with bestia l av id ity from any degree of torture to another; re
enrless like a man of stone. Henry Jekyll srood at times aghas t before the ac ts of Ed
vard H yde; but the situation was apart from ordinary laws, and insidiously rela xed 
he grasp of conscience. lr was Hyde, after a ll, and H yde alone, that was guilty. Jekyll 
vas no worse; he woke aga in ro his good qualities seemingly unimpaired; he wou ld 
ven make haste , where it was poss ible, ro undo the ev il done by Hyde. And thus his 
onsc ience slumbered. 

lnro the dera ils of the infamy at which I thus connived (for even n< lW I can 
carce gram that I comm it ted it) I have no design of entering. I mean bur w point 
'ut the warnings and the successive steps with which my chastisement approached. I 
1et with one acc idenr which, as it brought on no consequence, I shall no more than 
1ention . A n act of c ruelty to a chi ld aroused aga inst me rl1e anger of a passer by, 
1hom I recognised the other day in the person of your kinsman; the doctor and the 
hild 's family jo ined him; there were moments when l feared for my life; and at las t, 
1 order to pacify their w o just resentment , Edward H yde had to bring them to the 
our, and pay them in a cheque drawn in the name of Henry Jekyll. But this danger 
ras eas ily e liminated from the future, by open ing an account at ano ther bank in the 
ame of Edward H yde himself; and when , by sloping my own hand backward, I had 
1pplied my double with a signature, l thought l sat beyond the reach of fate . 

Snme two months before the murder of Sir Danvers, I had been out for one of my 
J venrures, had returned at a late hour, and woke the next day in bed with somewhat 
dd sensations. It was in va in I looked about me; in vain I saw the decent furniture 
nd ta ll proportions of my room in the square; in va in that l recognised the panern of 
1c bed curtains and the design of the mahogany frame; something still kept insisting 
1ar I was not where I was, tha t I had not wakened where I seemed to be, bur in the 
t tl e room in Soho where I was accustomed to sleep in the bc)dy of Edward Hyde. I 
ni led to myself, and, in my psychologica l way, began laz ily to inquire into the ele
lem s ,>f this illusion, occasionally, even as I did so, dropping back into a comfortable 
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morning duze. I was still so engaged when , in one of my more wakeful muments, my 
eye fell upnn my hand. Now the hand of Henry Jekyll (as you have ufren remarked ) 
was profess ional in shape and size: it was large, firm, white and comely. But the hand 
which I now saw, c learly enough , in the ye llow light of a mid-Lmdun morning, lying 
ha lf shut on the bed clothes , was lean , curded, knuckly, of a dusky pallor and thickly 
shaded with a swart growth of hair. It was the hand of Edwa rcl H yde. 

I must have stared upon it fur near half a minute, sunk as l was in the mere stu 
pidity of wonder, before terror woke up in my breast as sudden and startling as the 
crash of cymbals; and bounding from my bed, l rushed to the mirror. A t the sight that 
met my eyes, my blood was changed into something exquisitely th in and icy. Yes, I 
hac! gone to bed Henry Jekyll , I had awakened Edward Hyde. How was this w be ex 
pla ined! I asked myoelf; and then, with anclther bound of rerrur- how was it w be 
remedied ? It was we ll <ll1 in the morni ng; the servants were up; a ll my drugs were in 
the cabine t-a long journey, duwn two pair of sta irs, thruugh the back passage, across 
the upen cuurt and through the anatomical theatre, from where l was then standing 
horror-struck. It might indeed be poss ible to cover my face; but of what usc was tha t, 
when I was unable to conceal the alteratiun in my stature/ And then with an uver
pnwering sweetness of re lief, it came back upon my mind that the se rvants we re a l
ready used to the coming and going of rny second se lf. I had suon dressed, as well as I 
was ab le, in clothes of my own size: had socm passed rh ruugh the house, where Brad 
shaw stared and drew back at see ing Mr H yde at such an hour and in such a strange 
array; and ten minutes later, Dr Jekyll had returned to his own sh ape and was sining 
down, with a darkened brow, tu make a fe int of breakfast ing. 

Small indeed was my appetite. This inexp licable incident, th is reversal of my 
prev ious experience, seemed, like the Babylonian finger on the wall, to be spelling 
out the le tte r> of my judgment;' and l began to retlecr more seriously than ever before 
on the iosues and possibilit ies of my double ex istence. That part of me which I had 
the power <ll pruj ecring, had lately been much exerc ised and nuu rished; it had 
seemed to rne of late as rhuugh the body of Edward Hyde had grown in stawre, as 
rhuugh (when I wure that form) I were conscious <lf a more generuus ride uf blo<KL 
and I began ru spy a danger that , if this were much prolunged, the balance of my n~l 
tu re might be permanently overthrown, the puwer of vo luntary change be forfeited, 
and the charac te r of Edward H yde become irrevocably mine. T he power of the drug 
had nor been a lways equally displayed. O nce, ve ry early in my career, it had rura lly 
fa iled me; since then l had been obliged on more than one occasion t<J double, and 
once, with infin ite risk of clearh , to treb le the amount; and these rare uncerta inties 
had cast hitherto the sole shadow on my contentment. Now, however, and in the 
light uf that morning's accident, I was led to remark that whereas, in the beginning, 
rhe difficulty had been to throw off the body of Jekyll, it had of late , gradually bur de
cidedly tranofe rred itse lf to the other side . A ll things therefore seemed w p<l in t rn 
rhis:):b;H I was sl•)wly los ing holJ..uLm\'-.illiginal and bener selt~ and becumjng slnwly 
incurptJrated with my secund and WOJ:lik 

- Between these two, I now fe lt I had w ch<Jose. My two natures had memory in 
common, but all other faculties were most unequally shared be tween them. Jekyll 
(who wa, composite) n<lW with the most sensitive apprehensions, nuw with a greedy 
gusto, projected and shared in the pleasures and adventures of H yde; bur Hyde \\'as 

) . P,d,Ju::.lr, kin!.! ,~f Bahd,m, 1:- ..,h,Kkc~l h~ the ,Lprc:Lwno..:c ,J( a J i\·inL' hanJ writin;..: my:-!L'rtt 1u" \nlrJ ... , m th~.: !'al.u:L· \\ .dL 
rhe rn.1phet Dame! Lnh.: rprL·r:. rhe word:- <I)) f~,rddlmg thr.: downfall uf thi.' km~ JnJ hi)) n:alm (l\m11.:\ 5). 
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1different ro Jekyll , or bur remembered h im as the mountain bandit remembers the 
JVe rn in which he conceals himself from pursuit . Jekyll had more than a father's in
·rest; Hyde had more than a son's indiffe rence. To cast in my lot with Jekyll , was to 
ie to those appet ites which I had long secred y indulged and had of late begun to 

amper. To cas t it in with H yde, was to d ie to a thousand interests and asp irations, 
nd to become, a t a blow and fo rever, despised and friendless. The barga in might ap
ear unequal; but there was still another consideration in the sca les; fo r while Jekyll 
·ou ld suffer smartingly in the fires of abstinence, Hyde would be no t even consc ious 
f all that he had lost . Strange as my c ircumstances were, the te rms of this debate are 
; o ld and commonplace as man; much the same inducements and a larms cast the die 
' r any tempted and trembling sinner; and it fe ll out with me, as it falls with so vast a 
1ajority of my fe llows, that l chose the better part and was fou nd wanting in the 
Tength to keep to ir. 

Yes, I preferred the e lde rl y and discon ten ted doctor, surrou nded by fri ends and 
he ri shing honest hopes; and bade a resolu te farewe ll to the liberty, the comparat ive 
Duth , the light step, leaping pulses and secret pleasures, that l had enj oyed in the 
isguise of H yde. I made this cho ice perhaps with some unconsc ious reserva tion , fo r I 
ei ther gave up the house in Soho, nor destroyed the c lo thes of Edward H yde, which 
:ill lay ready in my cabinet . For two months, however, I was true to my dete rmina
lon ; for two months, I led a li fe of such severity as I had never before a tta ined to, and 
njoyed the compensations of an approving consc ience. But time began at last to 
hlite rare the freshness of my a la rm ; the pra ises of conscience began to grow in to a 
bing of course; l began to be tortured with throes and longings, as of H yde struggling 
fter freedom; and a t last , in an hour of moral weakness, l once aga in compounded 
nd swallowed the transforming draught. 

I do not suppose tha t , when a drunkard reasons with himse lf upon his vice, he is 
·nee L1 Ut of fi ve hundred times affected by the dangers that he runs th rough his brutish , 
·hys ica l insensibility; ne ither had l, long as I had considered my position, made enough 
llowance for the comple te mora l insensibility and insensate read iness to ev il , which 
;ere the leading characters of Edward Hyde. Yet it was by these that I was punished. 
Ay devil had been long caged, he came out roaring. I was conscious, even when I took 
he draught , of a more unbrid led, a more furious propensity m ill. It must have been 
his, l suppose, that stirred in my soul that tempest of impatience with which I li stened 
n the c ivilities of my unhappy victim; I declare at least, before God, no man mora lly 
<~ ne could have been guilty of rhar crime upon so pitiful a provocation ; and that I 
truck in no more reasonable spirit than that in which a sick child may break a play
bing. But I had vo luntarily stripped myse lf of all those balancing instincts, by which 
·ven the worst of us cont inues to walk with some degree of steadiness among tempta
inns; and in my case, to be tempted, however slightl y, was to fall. 

Instantly the spirit of he ll awoke in me and raged . With a transport of glee, I mauled 
he unresisting body, tasting delight from every blow; and it was not till weariness had 
>egun ro succeed, that I was suddenly, in the top fit of my delirium, struck th rough the 
1eart by a cold th rill of terro r. A mist dispersed; I saw my li fe to be fo rfeit; and fled from 
he scene of these excesses, at once glorying and trembling, my lust of ev il gratified and 
-timu lated, my love of li fe screwed to the topmost peg. I ran to the house in Soho, and 
. to make assurance doubly sure) destroyed my papers; thence I set out through the lam
' lit streets, in the same divideLI ecstasy of mind, gloat ing on my crime, lighr-heacleclly 
lev ising others in the future, and yet still hastening and still hearkening in my wake for 
·he >teps of the avenger. Hyde had a song upon his li ps as he compounded the draught, 
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and as he drank it, pledged the dead man. The pangs of transtcmnation had not done 
rearing him , befme Henry Jekyll , wi th streaming tears of gratitude and remorse, had 
fa llen upon his knees and lifted his clasped hands to God. T he ve il of self-indulgence 
was rent from head to foot, I saw my life as a whole: I followed it up from the days of 
childhuocl, when I had walked with my father's hand, and thwugh the self-denying tuils 
of my professional life, to arrive again and again, with the same sense of unreality, at the 
damned horrors of the evening. I could have screamed aloud; I sought with rears and 
prayers to smother down the crowd of hideous images and sounds with which my mem
ory swarmed aga inst me; and still , between the pe ti tions , the ugly face of my iniqu ity 
stared into my soul. As the acuteness of this remorse began to die away, it was succeeded 
by a sense of joy. The problem of my conduct was solved. Hyde was thencefo rth impossi
ble; whether I would o r no t, I was now confined to the better part of my ex istence; ancl 
0, how I rejoiced to think it! with what willing humiliry, I embraced anew the restric
tions of natura l life! with what sincere renunciation, I locked the door by which I had SD 

often gone and come, and ground the key under my heel ! 
The next day, came the news that the murder had been ove rlooked, that the 

guil t nf Hyde was pa tent to the world , and that the vic tim was a man high in puhlie 
estimation. It was no t onl y a c rime, it had been a trag ic fo lly. I think I was glad tn 
know it; I think I was glad to have my bette r impulses rhus buttressed and guarded by 
the terrors of the scaffo ld . Jekyll was now my city of refuge; le t but Hyde peep out an 
instant , and the hands of a ll men would be ra ised to take and slay him . 

I resolved in my future conduc t to redeem the past; and I can say with hnnesty 
that my resolve was fruit ful of some good. You know yourself how earnestly in the last 
months of last year, I laboured to rel ieve suffe ring; you know that much was done fnr 
others, and that the clays passed quietl y, almost happ ily for myse lf. Nor can I tru ly say 
that I wearied of this beneficent and innocent life; I think instead that I da ily en
joyed it more complete ly; but I was still cursed with my duality of purpose ; and as the 
first edge of my pen itence wo re off, the lower side of me, so long indulged, SLl recently 
chained clown , began to growl for license. Not that l dreamed of resusc itating H yde; 
the bare idea of tha t would sta rtle me ro frenzy: no, it was in my own person, tha t I 
was once more tempted to trifle with my conscience; and it was as an md inary secre t 
sinner, that I at last fe ll before the assaults of temptation. 

There comes an end to a ll th ings; the most capac ious measure is filled a t last; 
and this brief condescension to my evil fi na lly des troyed the ba lance of my Sl1 ul. A nd 
yet I was not a larmed; the fa ll seemed natural, like a return to the o ld days befnre I 
had made my discovery. It was a fine, c lea r, January day, wet under foot where the 
fros t had melted, but cloud less overhead; and the Regent's park was fu ll of winter 
chirruppi ngs and sweet with Spring odours. I sat in the sun on a bench ; the animal 
with in me licking the chops of memory; the spiri tua l side a little drowsed, promising 
subsequent penitence, but no t yet moved to begin . Afte r a ll , l refl ected l was li ke my 
neighbours; and then I smiled , compari ng myself with other men , w mparing my ac 
tive goodwill with the lazy c ruelty of their neglect. And a t the very moment Llf tha t 
va inglorious thought , a qua lm came over me, a horrid nausea and the most deadl y 
shuddering. These passed away, and left me fa int; and then as in its turn the f<~intness 
subsided, I began to be aware of a change in the temper of my thoughts, a grea ter 
boldness, a contempt nf danger, a solution of the bonds of obligation . I looked down; 
my clothes hung fo rmlessly on my shrunken li mbs; the hand that lay on my knee was 
corded and hairy. I was nnce mme Edward Hyde. A moment before I had bee n safe, ,f 
a ll men's respect , wealthy, be loved- the clmh laying fo r me in the dining room at 
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home; and now I was the common 4uarry uf mankind, hunted, houseless, a known 
murderer, thrall to the ga llows. 

My reason wavered, but it did nor fail me utterly. I have more than once ob
served that, in my second character, my faculties seemed sharpened to a point and 
my spirits more tensely elast ic; thus it came about that, where Jekyll perhaps might 
have succumbeLl, Hyde rose to the importance of the moment. My drugs were in one 
of the presses of my cabinet; huw was I to reach them ? That was the problem that 
(crushing my temples in my hands) I set myself to solve. The laboraro ry door I had 
closed. If I sought to enter by the huuse, my own servants would consign me to the 
ga llows. I saw I must employ another hand, and thought of Lanyon. How was he to 
be reached ? how persuaded ? Supposing that I escaped capture in the stree ts, how was 
I to make my way into his presence? and how should I, an unknown and displeasing 
visitor, prevail on the famous physician to rifle the study of his colleague, Dr Jekyll 1 

Then I remembered that of my original character, one part remained to me: I could 
write my own hand; and once I had conceived that kindling spark , the way that I 
must fo llow became lighted up frum end to end. 

Thereupon, I arranged my clothes as best I could, and summoning a pass ing 
hansom, drove to an hotel in Portland street , the name of which I chanced to re
member. At my appearance (which was indeed comical enough, however trag ic a 
fate these garments covered) the driver could not conceal his mirth . I gnashed my 
teeth upon him with a gust of dev ilish fury; and the smile withered from his face
happily for him-yet more happily for mysel f, for in another instant I had certa inly 
dragged him from his perch. At the inn, as I entered, !looked about me with so black 
a countenance as made the a ttendants tremble; not a look did they exchange in my 
presence; but obsequiously took my orders, led me to a private room, and brought me 
wherew ithal to write. H yde in danger nf his life was a crea ture new to me: shaken 
wi th inmdinate anger, strung w the pitch of murder, lusting to inflic t pain. Yet the 
creature was astute; mastered his fury with a great effort of the will; composed his 
two important le tters, one tll Lanyon and nne to Poole; and that he might rece ive 
actual ev idence of their being posted, sent them nut with direc tions that they should 
be registe red. 

Thenceforward, he sat a ll day nver the fire in the private room, gnawing his 
nails; there he dined, sitting alone with his fears, the waiter visibly qua iling before his 
eye; and thence, when the night was fully come, he se t forth in the corner of a closed 
cab, and was driven to and fro about the streets of the city. He, I say-t cannot say, I. 
That child of Hell had nothing human; nothing lived in him but fear and hatred . 
A nd when at last, thinking the driver had begun to grow suspic ious, he discharged 
the cab and ventured on foot, att ired in his misfi tting clothes, an nbjecr marked nut 
fur observa tion, intu the midst of the nocturnal passengers, these two base pass ions 
raged within him like a tempest. He walked fast, hunted by his fears, chattering to 

h imself, skulking through the less frequented thoroughfares, counting the minutes 
that st ill divided him from midnight. O nce a woman spoke to him, offering, I think, 
a box uf lights.6 He smote her in the face, and she 11eLL 

When I came to myse lf at Lanyun 's, the hurm r of my old fri end pe rhaps af
fected me somewhat: I do not know; it was a t leas t but a drop in the sea to the ab
hor rence with which I looked back upo n these hours. A change had come over 

6. Mar~ h.::-. , ctiSI ) ..:allt:d lu..:ikr:-... 
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me. It was no longer the fear of the ga ll uws, it was the hmror of be ing Hyde that 
racked me. I rece ived Lanyon 's condemnatiun part ly in a dream; it was partl y in a 
dream that I came home to my own house and got in to bed. I slept after the pros
trat ion of the day, with a stringent and pmft>und slumber wh ich nor even the 
nightmares that wrung me could avai l to break . I awoke in the morning shaken, 
weakened, but refreshed . I still hated and feared the thnught nf the brute that slept 
within me, and I had not of course forgotten the appa lling dangers of the day be
fo re ; bur I was once more at home, in my own house and close to my drugs; and 
grat itude for my escape shone so st rong in my soul that it a lmost rivalled the 
brightness of hope. 

I was stepping leisurely across the Cllurt after breakfast, drinking the chill of the 
air with pleasure, when I was seized again with those indesc ribable sensations that 
heralded the change; and I had but the time to gain the she lter of my cabinet , before 
I was once again raging and freezing with the pas> inns of Hyde. It tuuk on this occa
sion a double dose to recall me to myself; and alas, six hours after, as I sa t looking 
sadly in the fire, the pangs returned, and the drug had tll be re-administered . In 
short, from that day forth it seemed only by a great effort as of gymnast ics, and nnl y 
under the immediate stimulation of the drug, that I was able to wear the cnunre
nance of Jekyll. At a ll hours of the day and night , I wuuld be taken with the pre
monitory shudder; above a ll , if I slept, or even dozed for a moment in my chair , it 
was always as Hyde that I awakened . Under the strain uf this C<mt inually impending 
doom and by the sleeplessness to which I now condemned myself, ay , even beyond 
what I had thought possible to man, I became, in my own person, a creature eaten up 
and emptied by fever, languidly weak both in body and mind, and S<) le ly occupied by 
one thought: the horror of my uther se lf. Bur when I slept , or when the virtue of the 
medicine wore off, I wou ld leap almost without transition (fur the pangs of transfnr
mation grew daily less marked) into the possession nf a fan cy bri mming with images 
of terror, a soul boiling with causeless hatreds, and a body that seemed not strung 
enough to contain the rag ing energies of li fe. The powers of Hyde seemed tu have 
grown with the sickliness of Jekyll. AnLI certa inly the hare that nuw di,·ided them 
was equal on each side. With Jekyll , it was a thing of vital in,tincr. He had nnw seen 
the full deform ity of that creature that shared with him some of the phenomena uf 
consciousness, and was co-heir with him w death: and beyond these links ,,f cum
munity, which in themse lves made the must poignant part of his distress, he though t 
of Hyde, for all his energy of life, <IS of sumething not only hellish but inorganic. 
This was the shocking thing; that the slime of the pit seem~d to utter cries and 
voices; that the amorphous dust gest iculated and sinned; that what was dead , and 
had no shape, shuuld usurp the offices of life. And this aga in , rhm that insurgent 
horror was knit to him cluser than a wife, close r than an eye; lay caged in h is flesh, 
where he heard it mutter and fe lt it struggle to be born; and at every h<>ur of weak
ness, and in the confidence of slumber, preva iled against him, and depo;,ed him <lut 
of life. The hatred of Hyde for Jekyll , was of a diiferent urder. His tem 1r of the ga l
lows drove him continually to commit temp<lrary suic ide, and return tu his suburdi 
nate station of a part instead of a person; but he loa thed the necess ity, he bathed 
the despondency in to which Jekyll was now fallen, and he resented the dislike with 
which he was himself regarded. Hence the apelike tricks that he wou ld play me, 
scrawling in my own hand blasphemies on the pages of my books, burning the letters 
and destroying the portrait of my father; and indeed , had it not been fur his fear of 
death, he would long ago have ruined h imself in order to involve me in the ruin. Bu t 



18 1ti Oscar Wilde 

his love of life is wo nderful; I go further: I, wh n sicken and freeze a t the mere 
tho ugh t uf him , whe n I reca ll the abjec tiun and pass ion uf this attachmen t, and 
when I know how he fea rs my power to cut h im o ff by su ic ide, l find it in m y h eart to 

pity him . 
It is use less, and the time awfull y fails me, w prolong this descripticm; n n one h as 

ever suffe recl suc h wrments , le t tha t suffice; and yet even to th ese, hab it broughr
nu, no r a llev iation- but a certa in ca llo usn ess o f soul , a certain acquiescence nf de
spa ir; and my punishment might have gone on for yea rs, bur fo r the last ca la mity 
wh ich has now fa llen, and whic h has fina lly severed me fmm m y own face and na
ture. My provis ion uf th e sa lt , which h ad never been re newed s ince the dare o f rhe 
first experiment , began to run lo w. I sent o ur fo r a fresh suppl y, and m ixed rhe 
Jra ughr; rhc ebull itio n fo llo wed , and the first ch ange of co lour, n o r the second; l 
Jrank it and it was witho ut e ffi c iency. You will lea rn from Poole h ow l have h ad Lnn 
Jo n ransacked; it was in vain; a nd l ~persuaded that m y fi rst suppl y was im
pure, und tha t it was rha r unknown i~~hich lent efficacy to the draught. 

A ho ur a week has passed, and l am now fini shing thi s sta te ment under the influ
: ncc o f the last o f the o ld po wders. This, then, is the last time, sh o rt o f a miracle, rhar 
Henry Je kyll ca n think his o wn tho ughts or see hi s own face (now ho w sad ly a lte red!) 
in the glass . Nnr m ust I de lay tou lnng rn bring m y writing to an end ; fo r if m y narra
til·c has hitherto escaped desrruc ti<m , it h as bee n by a comb ina tion o f great prudence 
md grea t guod luck. S ho uld the throes o f change rake me in rhe ac t of writing ir, 
H yde will rea r it in pieces; bur if some rime shall h ave e lapsed afte r I h ave laid ir by, 
h i, wnnderful se lfishness a nd c ircumscripti un tu the m nmenr wi ll probably save ir 

.mce aga in from rhe act io n o f his ape like spire. And indeed the eloom that is d os ing 

.m us both , has a lready ch anged and c rushed him. H a lf an hour from now, when l 
;ha ll aga in and t(> rever re indue rhar h a ted person a lity, l know how I sha ll s ir shudde r
ing and weeping in m y ch a ir, o r continue, with the most stra ined a nd fearsrruck ec
, rasy ,Jf li ste ning, to pace up a nd do wn this room (my las t earthly re fuge ) and give ear 
tn every snund uf me nace. Wi ll H yde die upo n rhe scaffo ld ? o r will he find the 
~ cl ur<lge ro re lease himse lf a t the last mu ment ? God knows; l a m care less; this is my 
true ho ur of dea th , and what is w fo llo w con cerns ano ther than m yself. Here then , as 
I lay down the pen and pruceed t<l sea l up m y confess io n, l bring the life o f rhar un
happy Henry Jekyll to an end. 
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"I k has n't a single recleeming ,·ice." Oscar Wikle's wittic ism hardl y applie,l to himself: his 
ck ·1racter was a L}uixotic mixture uf brilliance a n ~..l fo ll y. Flamboyant, cx tra\'aga nt , uutrageous, 

th~ mo; t splend id playwright nf the century li vecl hi s own life on center stage. Though his fl a
arant se Jf,prnmntion irritclted many, he was generous and gocx._i ,naturcJ , unahle to im <:1g ine 
that rhc Victorian morality he sar irioed wou ld fina lly bring about his own fa ll. 

Wi lcle was hom in Dublin , and a lthough he spent muc h of h is a,lult life in England, he 
ne,·cr J,>st the sense of himself as a ti>reigner. His parents- Irish Prnreswnts, ardent nat iona l
ist>, and prolific writers- were notab le figures in their own righ t: Sir Wi lliam Robert Wi lde 

u,ca r \\ ilde ! HI') 

was a famous surgeon, fatherecl three illegitimate ch ilcl ren , and was , ued hy a tonner patient who 
claimed he had drugged and raped her. Lady Wilde, who changed her name from Jane France, tu 
Speranza Francesca, was a self-dramatizing and unconventional woman whom her son adur~,l. 

Wilde was educated in Ireland until 1874 when he won a scholarsh ip to Oxt(Jrd. Here he lx
gan to establish a reputation as an Aesthete and an admirer of Pre-Raphadi te poets such as Swin
burne, Rossetti , and Wi ll iam Morris. He was also attracted ro the contrad ictory artistic creecls of 
both John Ruskin an,! Walter Parer, Ruskin proclaiming that all good art is moral art, Parer pre
ferring "poet ic passion, the desire of beauty, the love of art for art's sake." Wi lde dressed nsrenta
riously, wore his hair long, and decorated his rooms wirh lilies, a favorite symbol of the Aesthetes. 
His literary abiliti es won him both rhe Newdigare Prize for poetry and a double fi rst (highest hon
ors). But along with these academic awards he was celebrated for a remark wh ich seemed ro epi r
omi:e aestheticism: "I find it harder and harder every day ro li ve up ro my blue ch ina." 

Following his trium phs at Oxford, Wilde cast about fo r a career. His fa ther hac! clied leal·
ing only a small inher itance , and W ilde's attempts ro win a university fellowship failed. In 
London he se t about making himse lf conspicuous, and soon he was the center of the soc ia l 
scene. Few could help be ing da:zlcd by his winy com·ersation. Yet some were skept ica l, includ
ing an actress who said : "What has he done, this young man, that one meets him e1·erywhere ? 
O h yes he ta lks we ll , bur what has he done? He has written nothing. he does not sing or pai nt 
or ac t- he does nothing but mlk ." 

Wilde's t;cdk , however, wa,., glori ous and eventuall y wou ld finJ lasting expression in hi :-. 
play>. Meanwhile, he played the dandy, and was sa riri:ed by G ilbert and Sulli1·cm in Parien.:.: 
( 188 1) as the mus t ill usuious Aesthete of the day, who had wa lked "J own Piccadill y with a 
puppy or a lily in his medieval hand." Wi lde reacted with guoJ humm, observing thar "To 
have done ir was n<>rhing, but rn make people think one had done it was a triumph. " 

In rhe early 1880s Wilde began ro refute the charge thar he did nothing hut ra lk . He \\T<>l\' 
his first play, call ed Vo?ra; or, The Nihilisr.s ( 1880), about Russ ian c:ars and ren>luriomrie,; rh,· 
play's portrayal of an assass inmi <>n ancmpr made it politica ll y unacc~prabk , and the pn -.lucri,,n 
was canceled. He privatel y published a honk ,,f poenb in 188 1. open ing with rhe "'nne·r Helt<! 
They were praised by Manhcw Arno ld and by Swinburne, bur d ,ewhere ,lenuutKecl "'immora l. 

Wilde's finances rece ived an unexpected boost " ·hen rhe New York prucluct iun ,,f 
Patience led roan invita tion to lectu re in the United States. His arriva l in New York in I 881 
was a media e\·ent: he was mubbeJ by reporters, and his en:- ry uncnnKc was qu1.1te,J o r mi:v 

quoted in burh rhe Ame rican and Brit ish press. He was reported tel ha1·e been ,[i, ap['"inred in 
the Atlantic- "lt is no t so majestic as I expected"-ancl ro ha1·e ro iJ the CU> t<lllb ,,ftkcr,, "I 
have no thing ro dec L.ue exct' pt my genius." He stayed a full yc::~ r , carnl.'J quire a J,)r ,l mo nc>), 
and returned home inrernarionall y fam<>us. 

Wi lde followed up his conquest of A merica with a few momh, in Pari,, where he met 
many leaJing pa inters and writers. Back in LnnJon , anJ short ,)f mnney nnce .1gain, hi:

thoughrs turned ro marriage, and in 1884 he wed C<>nsrancc Lloyd. She " ·a, we ll e,lucared .m,J 
we ll -off, and at first W ilde enjoyed the new r<>les ufhushanJ <mel then father t<l rw,, " ll lS, C\ ril 
anJ Vyvyan. Bur he :-toon found marrieJ life a bore. E\·en during hi~ hcn1eyrn\)Dn in Pari :, hi:, 

thoughts were elsewhere: he became enamored uf a hook known as the Ribk of decadence, A 
Rebours ( 1884) by Joris-Karl Huysmans. As his biographer Richar,l EI!Jwmn has put it, thi, 
book <\summoned him towards an undergrounJ life.'' 

Wilde was a celebrity. He spent several yea rs lecturing ancl re , · i ~wing , rhen enterccl the 
most invent ive peri txl of h is life. Although he wnu ld later remark , "I hm·~ put on ly my raknt 
into my works. I hc:~ve put my genius into my life," the crear ive wdrk nf the earl y 189('1:, bd 1c:, 
him . He articulated his the,>rie> on Art and Natu re in two diak>gue' fu ll ,,f rrnn>eatil·c par<t
doxes, The Decay of Lying ( 1888) and The Critic as Arrisr ( 1890). Then 111 hi, e>say The 'i01d 
of Man Under Socialism ( 189 1) he argueel that the final goa l of ><X:>a l c1·o lminn " .", j<>)Wt> 
indi1·idualism. He continue,! h is exploration of the relation of art t<> !tfe in hi, unly twvcl. 



1820 Osc~ r \Xi i Ide 

Oscar Wilde and Lord Alfred 
Dougla>, 1893. 

Th~ Pic LUre of Dorian Gray ( 1890), which te lls of a promising golden boy fascinated by these
ductively amora l ideas of a jaded cynic. Dorian makes a Faustian barga in: his corrupted soul 
will be mim>red, nut in his own face- he remains etema lly youthful- but in his portrait. 
Much influenced by A. nebours, Dorian Gray achieved instantaneous notoriety, nor so much 
for its aesthetic ism as for its thinly ve iled suggest ions of homosexuality . 

L.tuly Windermere 's Fan ( 189 1) met with the opposite reception: this sparkling comedy de
picting a mother's secre t sac rifice for her daughter was an immed iate success. Inspired in parr 
by the French symbvlist poet, Stcphane Mallarme, W ilde was also writing-in French-a very 

different play, Salome, ahout the fata l perversity of love and desire. To Wi lde's indignation, 
Salome was banned in England. However, in 1894 he published an English translation, with 
dra matic and daring illustrations by Aubrey Beardsley. 

Wi lde wrote two more comedies, A Woman of No Importance and An Ideal Husband , fol
lowetl by his masterpiece, The Importance of Being Eamest (1 895 ) . Its philosophy, Wilde sa id, is 
"That we should treat all tri vial things very seriously, and all the se rious things of li fe with sin
ce re and studied trivial ity." The triumphant opening night of this delightfully sophisti ca ted 
farce marked the cu lmination of W ilde's ca reer. 

Then, at the ve ry c rest of success, Wi lde was brough t down by cutastrophe. A lthough ho
mosexuality was a crim ina l offense in Britain , Wi lde had made littl e effort to conceal his rela
t ions with younger men, particularly Lord Alfred Douglas. But if soc iety tumed a blind eye, 
Douglas's father, the Marquess of Queensberry, did not. He hounded his son's lover relent
lessly, fina lly send ing W ilde a lud icrously misspe lled note ca lling him a "Somdomite." Egged 
on by Douglas, W ilde sued fo r lihd. It was a fatal mistake. His pri vate affairs were merc ilessly 
exposed in court , and he lost the case. Wilde himself was then prosecuted for committing in
Jecenr acts, con\'ic teJ , and ~l.' ntenced tn twn yea rs at hard labur. 

Impression clu Marin IH2 1 

His obsess ion with the young aristocrat- beautiful, vic inus, and volat ile-had been ru 
inous in eve ry sense. Wilde was disgraced and bankrupted. So grem was the co llectiw repug
nance for him that both of his currently running plays, An Ideal HHsband and The Im purwnce uf 
Being Eames t , were ob liged to close. Bur the nighrmare was only beginn ing: fo llowing the puh
li c humi liat ion of the trials was the hnrror of prison. Confined in a small ce ll with a ha re plank 
bed, revolting food, ancl no larrine, he suffered constantl y from diarrhea. He was allowed on ly 
nne twenty-minute visit every three months. No ta lking was permitted . Dreading that he 
might lose his sanity, W ilde pleaded in va in for earl y release. 

He gave vent rn his sufferings in a long letter to E\1uglus entitled De Prufundis. It is a terri ble in
dicnnent of Douglas's selfish behavinr, bur more than that it is an autobiography, rhe angubheJ con
fession of a soul coming face ro face with itself. Painfully he rev iews the e\·enrs thar led to his down
fall , finding at last his own sulvation in forgiveness: "I don't write th is letter to put bittemcos into 
your heart, bur to pluck it our of mine. For my own sake I must forgive you." W ilde was allowed ro 
rake the letter with him when he left prison, but chose not to have it published until ati:er hi, dearh . 

W ilde emerged from the degradation of prison a broken and penniless man. He spent the 
remainder of his life in ex ile outside Britain . He was never again allowed t•' see his you ng sotb, 
and the ir surname was changed to protect them from scandal. A ll but a few j,,ya l friend, 
shunned him. The man who had lav ished champagne on his friends was reduced tll scrounging 
drinks from strangers who pitied him. He was unable to resume h is writing, except for The Bal
lad of neading Gaol ( 1898), a long poem based upon his prison experience. He converted ''' 
Ca thulicism on his dea thbed, in a Paris hotel, but continued bra vely invenr ing wittier"'" to 
the end: "I am dying beyond my means." 
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For additional resources on Wilde, including a selection from The Decu)' of Lying. go tu 
The Longman Anchology of Brirish Lirenuure Web sire at www.mylirerature kit.cnm. 

Impression du Matin 1 

The Tha mes nocturne o f b lue and go ld 
C h anged to a h armon y in gray:l 
A harge with ochre-colo ured h ay 

Dropt0 from the wharf: and chill and co ld 

The ye llow fog came c reeping down 
The bridges, till the ho uses' wall s 
Seemed ch anged to shadows and Sr. Pa ul 's 

Loomed like a bubble o'e r the town. 

Then sudden ly arose the clang 
Of waking life; the stree ts were stirred 
With country wagons: and a bi rd 

Flew to the g listen ing roofs and sang. 

But o ne pale woman a ll a lon e, 
The day light kiss ing h e r wan ha ir, 
Lo ite red ben eath the gas la mps' f1 a re, 

With li ps of f1 ame and h eart o f stone. 

urcnc Jown.s tn•t~m 

188 1 

I . lmprt::-~ lon of tht.· lllllnllng (Frcn..::h ). The rule C\'t.lkt:::. 

rhl' pountmg::. uf the Fn.:nch lmprcss ivnist::. anJ thc•r .at· 
ll:mpb !11 ::.huw huw light tr ,m~flJrm:- the lanLbi...Jpc. The 
gruup rc"-cin:J ib 11dlllC 111 1874 when .J c ritic ::. inglt.·J uut 
Monl.'t 's hntn·~ss iou: Sumise a ... n.:pre:-cmati ve. 

~ne::. nf Tham~..· .. mghr ~ccne~ . ~.~ 11..·, 1 ''tki\ .. IUfllc:-"' \:-l·e 

Colur Piau.• 18}. HI:' cnurleJ :'>1.H I1l' of ht~ J.t\Uilh.' ~...:~..·nl· ~ 
"harmonie~ ... Ht~ d<!::.t> fn..-rkbhtp \\ Uh \XItllk· rurn~..·\ltnl t l 

d ~itrcr rivalrr hy rht: mtJ- !880:,; Wht:,flcr d~('U~cJ w,l.k 
tlf plag iari: ing Ill:- iJt'a:,. 

2. The Amcru.:an jdlllt.'::. McNeill Whisrl er p.1inrcJ ~~ 


