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Chapter
1

Mr. Utterson is a wealthy, well-respected London lawyer, a reserved and
perhaps even boring man who nevertheless inspires a strange fondness in
those who know him. Despite his eminent respectability, he never abandons a
friend whose reputation has been sullied or ruined.

Utterson nurtures a close friendship with Mr. Enfield, his distant relative and
likewise a respectable London gentleman. The two seem to have little in
common, and when they take their weekly walk together they often go for
quite a distance without saying anything to one another; nevertheless, they
look forward to these strolls as one of the high points of the week.

As the story begins, Utterson and Enfield are taking their regular Sunday stroll
and walking down a particularly prosperous-looking street. They come upon a
neglected building, which seems out of place in the neighborhood, and Enfield
relates a story in connection with it. Enfield was walking in the same
neighborhood late one night, when he witnessed a shrunken, misshapen man
crash into and trample a young girl. He collared the man before he could get
away, and then brought him back to the girl, around whom an angry crowd
had gathered. The captured man appeared so overwhelmingly ugly that the
crowd immediately despised him. United, the crowd threatened to ruin the
ugly man’s good name unless he did something to make amends; the man,
seeing himself trapped, bought them off with one hundred pounds, which he
obtained upon entering the neglected building through its only door. Strangely
enough, the check bore the name of a very reputable man; furthermore, and in
spite of Enfield’s suspicions, it proved to be legitimate and not a forgery.
Enfield hypothesizes that the ugly culprit had somehow blackmailed the man
whose name appeared on the check. Spurning gossip, however, Enfield
refuses to reveal that name.

Utterson then asks several pointed questions confirming the details of the
incident. Enfield tries to describe the nature of the mysterious man’s ugliness
but cannot express it, stating, ’I never saw a man I so disliked, and yet I
scarce know why.” He divulges that the culprit’s name was Hyde, and, at this
point, Utterson declares that he knows the man, and notes that he can now
guess the name on the check. But, as the men have just been discussing the
virtue of minding one’s own business, they promptly agree never to discuss
the matter again.

“Mr. Utterson the lawyer was a man of a rugged countenance that was never
lighted by a smile; cold, scanty and embarrassed in discourse; backward in
sentiment; lean, long, dusty, dreary and yet somehow lovable.”

“a certain sinister block of building 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 discoloured wall on the upper; and bore in
every feature, the marks of prolonged and sordid negligence. The door, which
was equipped with neither bell nor knocker, was blistered and distained.”

“the man trampled calmly over the child's body and left her screaming on the
ground]...] it was hellish to see. It wasn't like a man; it was like some damned
Juggernaut. [...] He was perfectly cool and made no resistance, but gave me
one look, so ugly that it brought out the sweat on me like running. [...] We
told the man we could and would make such a scandal out of this as should
make his name stink from one end of London to the other. [...] and there was
the man in the middle, with a kind of black sneering coolness--frightened to, I
could see that--but carrying it off, sir, really like Satan.”

“the more it looks like Queer Street, the less I ask”

“He is not easy to describe. There is something wrong with his appearance;
something displeasing, something down-right detestable. I never saw a man I
so disliked, and yet I scarce know why. He must be deformed somewhere; he
gives a strong feeling of deformity, although I couldn't specify the point. He's
an extraordinary looking man, and yet I really can name nothing out of the
way. No, sir; I can make no hand of it; I can't describe him.”
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Chapter
2

Utterson, prompted by his conversation with Enfield, goes home to study a
will that he drew up for his close friend Dr. Jekyll. It states that in the event of
the death or disappearance of Jekyll, all of his property should be given over
immediately to a Mr. Edward Hyde. This strange will had long troubled
Utterson, but now that he has heard something of Hyde’s behavior, he
becomes more upset and feels convinced that Hyde has some peculiar power
over Jekyll. Seeking to unravel the mystery, he pays a visit to Dr. Lanyon, a
friend of Jekyll’s. But Lanyon has never heard of Hyde and has fallen out of
communication with Jekyll as a result of a professional dispute. Lanyon refers
to Jekyll’s most recent line of research as “unscientific balderdash.”

Later that night, Utterson is haunted by nightmares in which a faceless man
runs down a small child and in which the same terrifying, faceless figure
stands beside Jekyll’s bed and commands him to rise. Soon, Utterson begins
to spend time around the run-down building where Enfield saw Hyde enter, in
the hopes of catching a glimpse of Hyde. Hyde, a small young man, finally
appears, and Utterson approaches him. Utterson introduces himself as a friend
of Henry Jekyll. Hyde, keeping his head down, returns his greetings. He asks
Hyde to show him his face, so that he will know him if he sees him again;
Hyde complies, and, like Enfield before him, Utterson feels appalled and
horrified yet cannot pinpoint exactly what makes Hyde so ugly. Hyde then
offers Utterson his address, which the lawyer interprets as a sign that Hyde
eagerly anticipates the death of Jekyll and the execution of his will.

After this encounter, Utterson pays a visit to Jekyll. At this point, we learn
what Utterson himself has known all along: namely, that the run-down
building that Hyde frequents is actually a laboratory attached to Jekyll’s well-
kept townhouse, which faces outward on a parallel street. Utterson is admitted
into Jekyll’s home by Jekyll’s butler, Mr. Poole, but Jekyll is not at home.
Poole tells Utterson that Hyde has a key to the laboratory and that all the
servants have orders to obey Hyde. The lawyer heads home, worrying about
his friend. He assumes Hyde is blackmailing Jekyll, perhaps for some
wrongdoings that Jekyll committed in his youth.

"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.””

“From that time forward, Mr. Utterson began to haunt the door in the by-
street 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."

“He was small and very plainly dressed and the look of him, even at that
distance, went somehow strongly against the watcher's inclination. [...] he
drew a key from his pocket like one approaching home. [...] Mr. Hyde shrank
back with a hissing intake of the breath.”




Chapter
3

Two weeks later, Jekyll throws a well-attended dinner party. Utterson stays
late so that the two men can speak privately. Utterson mentions the will, and
Jekyll begins to make a joke about it, but he turns pale when Utterson tells
him that he has been “learning something of young Hyde.” Jekyll explains
that the situation with Hyde is exceptional and cannot be solved by talking. He
also insists that “the moment I choose, I can be rid of Mr. Hyde.” But Jekyll
emphasizes the great interest he currently takes in Hyde and his desire to
continue to provide for him. He makes Utterson promise that he will carry out
his will and testament.

“just to put your good heart at rest, I will tell you one thing: the moment I
choose, I can be rid of Mr. Hyde. I give you my hand upon that; and I thank
you again and again; and I will just add one little word, Utterson, 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 reflected a little, looking in the fire.
"I have no doubt you are perfectly right," he said at last, getting to his feet.

"Well, but since we have touched upon this business, and for the last time I
hope," continued the doctor, "there is one point I should like you to
understand. I have really a very great interest in poor Hyde. I know you have
seen him; he told 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,
Utterson, I wish you to promise me that you will bear with him and get his
rights for him. I think you would, if you knew all; and it would be a weight
off my mind if you would promise."”

Chapter
4

Approximately one year later, the scene opens on a maid who, sitting at her
window in the wee hours of the morning, witnesses a murder take place in the
street below. She sees a small, evil-looking man, whom she recognizes as Mr.
Hyde, encounter a polite, aged gentleman; when the gentleman offers Hyde a
greeting, Hyde suddenly turns on him with a stick, beating him to death. The
police find a letter addressed to Utterson on the dead body, and they
consequently summon the lawyer. He identifies the body as Sir Danvers
Carew, a popular member of Parliament and one of his clients.

Utterson still has Hyde’s address, and he accompanies the police to a set of
rooms located in a poor, evil-looking part of town. Utterson reflects on how
odd it is that a man who lives in such squalor is the heir to Henry Jekyll’s
fortune. Hyde’s villainous-looking landlady lets the men in, but the suspected
murderer is not at home. The police find the murder weapon and the burned
remains of Hyde’s checkbook. Upon a subsequent visit to the bank, the police
inspector learns that Hyde still has an account there. The officer assumes that
he need only wait for Hyde to go and withdraw money. In the days and weeks
that follow, however, no sign of Hyde turns up; he has no family, no friends,
and those who have seen him are unable to give accurate descriptions, differ
on details, and agree only on the evil aspect of his appearance.

“Although a fog rolled over the city in the small hours, the early part of the
night was cloudless, and the lane, which the maid's window overlooked, was
brilliantly lit by the full moon.[...]. And as she so sat she became aware of an
aged beautiful gentleman with white hair, drawing near along the lane; and
advancing to meet him, another and very small gentleman, to whom at first
she paid less attention. [...]Presently her eye wandered to the other, and she
was surprised to recognise in him a certain Mr. Hyde, who had once visited
her master and for whom she had conceived a dislike. He had in his hand a
heavy cane, with which he was trifling; but he answered never a word, and
seemed to listen with an ill-contained impatience. And then all of a sudden he
broke out in a great flame of anger, stamping with his foot, brandishing the
cane, and carrying on (as the maid described it) like a madman. The old
gentleman took a step back, with the air of one very much surprised and a
trifle hurt; and at that Mr. Hyde broke out of all bounds and clubbed him to
the earth. And next moment, with ape-like fury, he was trampling his victim
under foot and hailing down a storm of blows, under which the bones were
audibly shattered and the body jumped upon the roadway. At the horror of
these sights and sounds, the maid fainted.”

“The dismal quarter of Soho seen under these changing glimpses, with its
muddy ways, and slatternly passengers, and its lamps, which had never been
extinguished or had been kindled afresh to combat this mournful reinvasion
of darkness, seemed, in the lawyer's eyes, like a district of some city in a
nightmare. The thoughts of his mind, besides, were of the gloomiest dye; and




when he glanced at the companion of his drive, he was conscious of some
touch of that terror of the law and the law's officers, which may at times assail
the most honest.”

Chapter | Utterson calls on Jekyll, whom he finds in his laboratory looking deathly ill. “It was the first time that the lawyer had been received in that part of his

5 Jekyll feverishly claims that Hyde has left and that their relationship has friend's quarters; and he eyed the dingy, windowless structure with curiosity,
ended. He also assures Utterson that the police shall never find the man. Jekyll | and gazed round with a distasteful sense of strangeness as he crossed the
then shows Utterson a letter and asks him what he should do with it, since he theatre, once crowded with eager students and now lying gaunt and silent, the
fears it could damage his reputation if he turns it over to the police. The letter | tables laden with chemical apparatus, the floor strewn with crates and littered
is from Hyde, assuring Jekyll that he has means of escape, that Jekyll should with packing straw [...] three dusty windows barred with iron. The fire
not worry about him, and that he deems himself unworthy of Jekyll’s great burned in the grate; a lamp was set lighted on the chimney shelf, for even in
generosity. Utterson asks if Hyde dictated the terms of Jekyll’s will— the houses the fog began to lie thickly; and there, close up to the warmth, sat
especially its insistence that Hyde inherit in the event of Jekyll’s - Dr. Jekyll, looking deathly sick. He did not rise to meet his visitor, but held
“disappearance.” Jekyll replies in the affirmative, and Utterson tells his friend | out a cold hand and bade him welcome in a changed voice.”
that Hyde probably meant to murder him and that he has had a near escape.
He takes the letter and departs. “the two hands are in many points identical: only differently
On his way out, Utterson runs into Poole, the butler, and asks him to describe | sloped."(Utterson gets the Mr Guest to compare the handwriting of Jekyll and
the man who delivered the letter; Poole, taken aback, claims to have no Hyde) \ /
knowledge of any letters being delivered other than the usual mail. That night,
over drinks, Utterson consults his trusted clerk, Mr. Guest, who is an expert
on handwriting. Guest compares Hyde’s letter with some of Jekyll’s own
writing and suggests that the same hand inscribed both; Hyde’s script merely
leans in the opposite direction, as if for the purpose of concealment. Utterson
reacts with alarm at the thought that Jekyll would forge a letter for a murderer.

Chapter | As time passes, with no sign of Hyde’s reappearance, Jekyll becomes (Lanyard not long before he dies) "I have had a shock," he said, "and I shall

6 healthier-looking and more sociable, devoting himself to charity. To Utterson, | never recover. It is a question of weeks. Well, life has been pleasant; I liked
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it appears that the removal of Hyde’s evil influence has had a tremendously
positive effect on Jekyll. After two months of this placid lifestyle, Jekyll holds
a dinner party, which both Utterson and Lanyon attend, and the three talk
together as old friends. But a few days later, when Utterson calls on Jekyll,
Poole reports that his master is receiving no visitors.

This scenario repeats itself for a week, so Utterson goes to visit Lanyon,
hoping to learn why Jekyll has refused any company. He finds Lanyon in very
poor health, pale and sickly, with a frightened look in his eyes. Lanyon
explains that he has had a great shock and expects to die in a few weeks.
“[L]ife has been pleasant,” he says. “I liked it; yes, sir, I used to like it.” Then
he adds, “I sometimes think if we knew all, we should be more glad to get
away.” When Utterson mentions that Jekyll also seems ill, Lanyon violently
demands that they talk of anything but Jekyll. He promises that after his death,
Utterson may learn the truth about everything, but for now he will not discuss
it. Afterward, at home, Utterson writes to Jekyll, talking about being turned
away from Jekyll’s house and inquiring as to what caused the break between
him and Lanyon. Soon Jekyll’s written reply arrives, explaining that while he
still cares for Lanyon, he understands why the doctor says they must not meet.
As for Jekyll himself, he pledges his continued affection for Utterson but adds

it; yes, sir, I used to like it. I sometimes think if we knew all, we should be
more glad to get away."

"Jekyll is ill, too," observed Utterson. "Have you seen him?"

But Lanyon's face changed, and he held up a trembling hand. "I wish to see
or hear no more of Dr. Jekyll," he said in a loud, unsteady voice. "I am quite
done with that person; and I beg that you will spare me any allusion to one
whom I regard as dead."




that from now on he will be maintaining a strict seclusion, seeing no one. He
says that he is suffering a punishment that he cannot name.

Lanyon dies a few weeks later, fulfilling his prophecy. After the funeral,
Utterson takes from his safe a letter that Lanyon meant for him to read after he
died. Inside, Utterson finds only another envelope, marked to remain sealed
until Jekyll also has died. Out of professional principle, Utterson overcomes
his curiosity and puts the envelope away for safekeeping. As weeks pass, he
calls on Jekyll less and less frequently, and the butler continues to refuse him

entry.

Chapter | The following Sunday, Utterson and Enfield are taking their regular stroll. “The court was very cool and a little damp, and full of premature twilight,
7 Passing the door where Enfield once saw Hyde enter to retrieve Jekyll’s although the sky, high up overhead, was still bright with sunset. The middle
check, Enfield remarks on the murder case. He notes that the story that began | one of the three windows was half-way open; and sitting close beside it,
with the trampling has reached an end, as London will never again see Mr. taking the air with an infinite sadness of mien, like some disconsolate
Hyde. Enfield mentions that in the intervening weeks he has learned that the prisoner, Utterson saw Dr. Jekyll.”
run-down laboratory they pass is physically connected to Jekyll’s house, and
they both stop to peer into the house’s windows, with Utterson noting his (when Jekyll won’t come out of his seclusion) “an expression of such abject
concern for Jekyll’s health. To their surprise, the two men find Jekyll at the terror and despair, as froze the very blood of the two gentlemen below. They
window, enjoying the fresh air. Jekyll complains that he feels “very low,” and | saw it but for a glimpse for the window was instantly thrust down; but that
Utterson suggests that he join them for a walk, to help his circulation. Jekyll glimpse had been sufficient, and they turned and left the court without a
refuses, saying that he cannot go out. Then, just as they resume polite word. In silence, too, they traversed the by-street; and it was not until they
conversation, a look of terror seizes his face, and he quickly shuts the window | had come into a neighbouring thoroughfare, where even upon a Sunday there
and vanishes. Utterson and Enfield depart in shocked silence. were still some stirrings of life, that Mr. Utterson at last turned and looked at
his companion. They were both pale; and there was an answering horror in ‘ ‘
their eyes."
Chapter | Jekyll’s butler Poole visits Utterson one night after dinner. Deeply agitated, he | "I think there's been foul play," said Poole, hoarsely.
8 says only that he believes there has been some “foul play” regarding Dr.

Jekyll; he quickly brings Utterson to his master’s residence. The night is dark
and windy, and the streets are deserted, giving Utterson a premonition of
disaster. When he reaches Jekyll’s house, he finds the servants gathered
fearfully in the main hall. Poole brings Utterson to the door of Jekyll’s
laboratory and calls inside, saying that Utterson has come for a visit. A
strange voice responds, sounding nothing like that of Jekyll; the owner of the
voice tells Poole that he can receive no visitors.

Poole and Utterson retreat to the kitchen, where Poole insists that the voice
they heard emanating from the laboratory does not belong to his master.
Utterson wonders why the murderer would remain in the laboratory if he had
just killed Jekyll and not simply flee. Poole describes how the mystery voice
has sent him on constant errands to chemists; the man in the laboratory seems
desperate for some ingredient that no drugstore in London sells. Utterson, still

It was a wild, cold, seasonable night of March, with a pale moon, lying on her
back as though the wind had tilted her, and flying wrack of the most
diaphanous and lawny texture. The wind made talking difficult, and flecked
the blood into the face. It seemed to have swept the streets unusually bare of
passengers, besides; for Mr. Utterson thought he had never seen that part of
London so deserted. [...]The square, when they got there, was full of wind
and dust, and the thin trees in the garden were lashing themselves along the
railing. Poole, who had kept all the way a pace or two ahead, now pulled up
in the middle of the pavement, and in spite of the biting weather, took off his
hat and mopped his brow with a red pocket-handkerchief. But for all the
hurry of his coming, these were not the dews of exertion that he wiped away,
but the moisture of some strangling anguish; for his face was white and his
voice, when he spoke, harsh and broken.




hopeful, asks whether the notes Poole has received are in the doctor’s hand,
but Poole then reveals that he has seen the person inside the laboratory, when
he came out briefly to search for something, and that the man looked nothing
like Jekyll. Utterson suggests that Jekyll may have some disease that changes
his voice and deforms his features, making them unrecognizable, but Poole
declares that the person he saw was smaller than his master—and looked, in
fact, like none other than Mr. Hyde.

Hearing Poole’s words, Utterson resolves that he and Poole should break into
the laboratory. He sends two servants around the block the laboratory’s other
door, the one that Enfield sees Hyde using at the beginning of the novel. Then,
armed with a fireplace poker and an axe, Utterson and Poole return to the
inner door. Utterson calls inside, demanding admittance. The voice begs for
Utterson to have mercy and to leave him alone. The lawyer, however,
recognizes the voice as Hyde’s and orders Poole to smash down the door.

Once inside, the men find Hyde’s body lying on the floor, a crushed vial in his
hand. He appears to have poisoned himself. Utterson notes that Hyde is
wearing a suit that belongs to Jekyll and that is much too large for him. The
men search the entire laboratory, as well as the surgeon’s theater below and
the other rooms in the building, but they find neither a trace of Jekyll nor a
corpse. They note a large mirror and think it strange to find such an item in a
scientific laboratory. Then, on Jekyll’s business table, they find a large
envelope addressed to Utterson that contains three items. The first is a will,
much like the previous one, except that it replaces Hyde’s name with
Utterson’s. The second is a note to Utterson, with the present day’s date on it.
Based on this piece of evidence, Utterson surmises that Jekyll is still alive—
and he wonders if Hyde really died by suicide or if Jekyll killed him. This
note instructs Utterson to go home immediately and read the letter that
Lanyon gave him earlier. It adds that if he desires to learn more, Utterson can
read the confession of “Your worthy and unhappy friend, Henry Jekyll.”
Utterson takes the third item from the envelope—a sealed packet—and
promises Poole that he will return that night and send for the police. He then
heads back to his office to read Lanyon’s letter and the contents of the sealed
packet.

The hall, when they entered it, was brightly lighted up; the fire was built high;
and about the hearth the whole of the servants, men and women, stood
huddled together like a flock of sheep.

I believe poor Harry is killed; and I believe his murderer (for what purpose,
God alone can tell) is still lurking in his victim's room. (Utterston)

Utterson sighed. "Is there never anything else?" he asked.
Poole nodded. "Once," he said. "Once I heard it weeping!"
"Weeping? how that?" said the lawyer, conscious of a sudden chill of
horror.
"Weeping like a woman or a lost soul," said the butler.

"Jekyll," cried Utterson, with a loud voice, "I demand to see you." He paused
a moment, but there came no reply. "I give you fair warning, our suspicions
are aroused, and I must and shall see you," he resumed; "if not by fair means,
then by foul--if not of your consent, then by brute force!"

There were several books on a shelf; one lay beside the tea things open, and
Utterson was amazed to find it a copy of a pious work, for which Jekyll had
several times expressed a great esteem, annotated, in his own hand with
startling blasphemies.

"This glass has seen some strange things, sir," whispered Poole.

They went out, locking the door of the theatre behind them; and Utterson,
once more leaving the servants gathered about the fire in the hall, trudged
back to his office to read the two narratives in which this mystery was now to
be explained.




Chapter
9

This chapter constitutes a word-for-word transcription of the letter Lanyon
intends Utterson to open after Lanyon’s and Jekyll’s deaths. Lanyon writes
that after Jekyll’s last dinner party, he received a strange letter from Jekyll.
The letter asked Lanyon to go to Jekyll’s home and, with the help of Poole,
break into the upper room—or “cabinet”—of Jekyll’s laboratory. The letter
instructed Lanyon then to remove a specific drawer and all its contents from
the laboratory, return with this drawer to his own home, and wait for a man
who would come to claim it precisely at midnight. The letter seemed to
Lanyon to have been written in a mood of desperation. It offered no
explanation for the orders it gave but promised Lanyon that if he did as it
bade, he would soon understand everything.

Lanyon duly went to Jekyll’s home, where Poole and a locksmith met him.
The locksmith broke into the lab, and Lanyon returned home with the drawer.
Within the drawer, Lanyon found several vials, one containing what seemed
to be salt and another holding a peculiar red liquid. The drawer also contained
a notebook recording what seemed to be years of experiments, with little
notations such as “double” or “total failure!!!” scattered amid a long list of
dates. However, the notebooks offered no hints as to what the experiments
involved. Lanyon waited for his visitor, increasingly certain that Jekyll must
be insane. As promised, at the stroke of midnight, a small, evil-looking man
appeared, dressed in clothes much too large for him. It was, of course, Mr.
Hyde, but Lanyon, never having seen the man before, did not recognize him.
Hyde seemed nervous and excited. He avoided polite conversation, interested
only in the contents of the drawer. Lanyon directed him to it, and Hyde then
asked for a graduated glass. In it, he mixed the ingredients from the drawer to
form a purple liquid, which then became green. Hyde paused and asked
Lanyon whether he should leave and take the glass with him, or whether he
should stay and drink it in front of Lanyon, allowing the doctor to witness
something that he claimed would “stagger the unbelief of Satan.” Lanyon,
irritated, declared that he had already become so involved in the matter that he
wanted to see the end of it.

Taking up the glass, Hyde told Lanyon that his skepticism of “transcendental
medicine” would now be disproved. Before Lanyon’s eyes, the deformed man
drank the glass in one gulp and then seemed to swell, his body expanding, his
face melting and shifting, until, shockingly, Hyde was gone and Dr. Jekyll
stood in his place. Lanyon here ends his letter, stating that what Jekyll told
him afterward is too shocking to repeat and that the horror of the event has so
wrecked his constitution that he will soon die.

when I opened one of the wrappers I found what seemed to me a simple
crystalline salt of a white colour. The phial, to which I next turned my
attention, might have been about half full of a blood-red liquor

He was small, as I have said; I was struck besides with the shocking
expression of his face, with his remarkable combination of great muscular
activity and great apparent debility of constitution, and--last but not least--
with the odd, subjective disturbance caused by his neighbourhood. This bore
some resemblance to incipient rigour, and was accompanied by a marked
sinking of the pulse. At the time, I set it down to some idiosyncratic, personal
distaste, and merely wondered at the acuteness of the symptoms; but I have
since had reason to believe the cause to lie much deeper in the nature of man,
and to turn on some nobler hinge than the principle of hatred.

This person (who had thus, from the first moment of his entrance, struck in
me what I can only, describe as a disgustful curiosity) was dressed in a
fashion that would have made an ordinary person laughable; his clothes, that
is to say, although they were of rich and sober fabric, were enormously too
large for him in every measurement--the trousers hanging on his legs and
rolled up to keep them from the ground, the waist of the coat below his
haunches, and the collar sprawling wide upon his shoulders. Strange to relate,
this ludicrous accoutrement was far from moving me to laughter. Rather, as
there was something abnormal and misbegotten in the very essence of the
creature that now faced me--something seizing, surprising and revolting-- this
fresh disparity seemed but to fit in with and to reinforce it; so that to my
interest in the man's nature and character, there was added a curiosity as to his
origin, his life, his fortune and status in the world.

Or, if you shall so prefer to choose, a new province of knowledge and new
avenues to fame and power shall be laid open to you [Hyde to Lanyon]

And now, you who have so long been bound to the most narrow and material
views, you who have denied the virtue of transcendental medicine, you who
have derided your superiors--behold!" [Hyde to Lanyon]

He put the glass to his lips and drank at one gulp. A cry followed; he
reeled, staggered, clutched at the table and held on, staring with injected eyes,
gasping with open mouth; and as I looked there came, I thought, a change--he
seemed to swell-- his face became suddenly black and the features seemed to
melt and alter--and the next moment, I had sprung to my feet and leaped back
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against the wall, my arms raised to shield me from that prodigy, my mind
submerged in terror.

"O God!" I screamed, and "O God!" again and again; for there before my
eyes--pale and shaken, and half fainting, and groping before him with his
hands, like a man restored from death--there stood Henry Jekyll!

Chapter
10

This chapter offers a transcription of the letter Jekyll leaves for Utterson in the
laboratory. Jekyll writes that upon his birth he possessed a large inheritance, a
healthy body, and a hardworking, decent nature. His idealism allowed him to
maintain a respectable seriousness in public while hiding his more frivolous
and indecent side. By the time he was fully grown, he found himself leading a
dual life, in which his better side constantly felt guilt for the transgressions of
his darker side. When his scientific interests led to mystical studies as to the
divided nature of man, he hoped to find some solution to his own split nature.
Jekyll insists that “man is not truly one, but truly two,” and he records how he
dreamed of separating the good and evil natures.

Jekyll reports that, after much research, he eventually found a chemical
solution that might serve his purposes. Buying a large quantity of salt as his
last ingredient, he took the potion with the knowledge that he was risking his
life, but he remained driven by the hopes of making a great discovery. At first,
he experienced incredible pain and nausea. But as these symptoms subsided,
he felt vigorous and filled with recklessness and sensuality. He had become
the shrunken, deformed Mr. Hyde. He hypothesizes that Hyde’s small stature
owed to the fact that this persona represented his evil side alone, which up to
that point had been repressed.

Upon first looking into a mirror after the transformation, Jekyll-turned-Hyde
was not repulsed by his new form; instead, he experienced “a leap of
welcome.” He came to delight in living as Hyde. Jekyll was becoming too old
to act upon his more embarrassing impulses, but Hyde was a younger man, the
personification of the evil side that emerged several years after Jekyll’s own
birth. Transforming himself into Hyde became a welcome outlet for Jekyll’s
passions. Jekyll furnished a home and set up a bank account for his alter ego,
Hyde, who soon sunk into utter degradation. But each time he transformed
back into Jekyll, he felt no guilt at Hyde’s dark exploits, though he did try to
right whatever wrongs had been done.

It was not until two months before the Carew murder that Jekyll found cause
for concern. While asleep one night, he involuntarily transformed into Hyde—
without the help of the potion—and awoke in the body of his darker half. This
incident convinced him that he must cease with his transformations or risk

imperious desire to carry my head high, and wear a more than commonly
grave countenance before the public. Hence it came about that I concealed my
pleasures

Many a man would have even blazoned such irregularities as I was guilty of;
but from the high views that I had set before me, I regarded and hid them with
an almost morbid sense of shame. It was thus rather the exacting nature of my
aspirations than any particular degradation in my faults, that made me what I
was, and, with even a deeper trench than in the majority of men, severed in
me those provinces of good and ill which divide and compound man's dual
nature.

man is not truly one, but truly two

I learned to recognise the thorough and primitive duality of man; I saw that,
of the two natures that contended in the field of my consciousness, even if
could rightly be said to be either, it was only because I was radically both;
and from an early date, even before the course of my scientific discoveries
had begun to suggest the most naked possibility of such a miracle, I had
learned to dwell with pleasure, as a beloved daydream, on the thought of the
separation of these elements. If each, I told myself, could be housed in
separate identities, life would be relieved of all that was unbearable; the
unjust might go his way, delivered from the aspirations and remorse of his
more upright twin; and the just could walk steadfastly and securely on his
upward path, doing the good things in which he found his pleasure, and no
longer exposed to disgrace and penitence by the hands of this extraneous evil.
It was the curse of mankind that these incongruous faggots were thus bound
together--that in the agonised womb of consciousness, these polar twins
should be continuously struggling. How, then were they dissociated?

But the temptation of a discovery so singular and profound at last overcame
the suggestions of alarm [on whether or not to use science to separate the two
parts of himself]

The most racking pangs succeeded: a grinding in the bones, deadly nausea,
and a horror of the spirit that cannot be exceeded at the hour of birth or death.
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being trapped in Hyde’s form forever. But after two months as Jekyll, he
caved in and took the potion again. Hyde, so long repressed, emerged wild
and vengefully savage, and it was in this mood that he beat Carew to death,
delighting in the crime. Hyde showed no remorse for the murder, but Jekyll
knelt and prayed to God for forgiveness even before his transformation back
was complete. The horrifying nature of the murder convinced Jekyll never to
transform himself again, and it was during the subsequent months that
Utterson and others remarked that Jekyll seemed to have had a weight lifted
from his shoulders, and that everything seemed well with him.

Eventually, though, Jekyll grew weary of constant virtue and indulged some
of his darker desires—in his own person, not that of Hyde. But this dip into
darkness proved sufficient to cause another spontaneous transformation into
Hyde, which took place one day when Jekyll was sitting in a park, far from
home. As Hyde, he immediately felt brave and powerful, but he also knew
that the police would seize him for his murder of Carew. He could not even
return to his rooms to get his potions without a great risk of being captured. It
was then that he sent word to Lanyon to break into his laboratory and get his
potions for him. After that night, he had to take a double dose of the potion
every six hours to avoid spontaneous transformation into Hyde. As soon as the
drug began to wear off, the transformation process would begin. It was one of
these spells that struck him as he spoke to Enfield and Utterson out the
window, forcing him to withdraw.

In his last, desperate hours, Hyde grew stronger as Jekyll grew weaker.
Moreover, the salt necessary for the potion began to run out. Jekyll ordered
more, only to discover that the mineral did not have the same effect; he
realized that the original salt must have contained an impurity that made the
potion work. Jekyll then anticipated the fast approach of the moment when he
must become Hyde permanently. He thus used the last of the potion to buy
himself time during which to compose this final letter. Jekyll writes that he
does not know whether, when faced with discovery, Hyde will kill himself or
be arrested and hanged—but he knows that by the time Utterson reads this
letter, Henry Jekyll will be no more.

Then these agonies began swiftly to subside, and I came to myself as if out of
a great sickness. There was something strange in my sensations, something
indescribably new and, from its very novelty, incredibly sweet. I felt younger,
lighter, happier in body; within I was conscious of a heady recklessness, a
current of disordered sensual images running like a millrace in my fancy, a
solution of the bonds of obligation, an unknown but not an innocent freedom
of the soul. I knew myself, at the first breath of this new life, to be more
wicked, tenfold more wicked, sold a slave to my original evil; and the
thought, in that moment, braced and delighted me like wine. I stretched out
my hands, exulting in the freshness of these sensations; and in the act, I was
suddenly aware that I had lost in stature.

The evil side of my nature, to which I had now transferred the stamping
efficacy, was less robust and less developed than the good which I had just
deposed. Again, in the course of my life, which had been, after all, nine tenths
a life of effort, virtue and control, it had been much less exercised and much
less exhausted. And hence, as I think, it came about that Edward Hyde was so
much smaller, slighter and younger than Henry Jekyll

it but shook the doors of the prisonhouse of my disposition; and like the
captives of Philippi, that which stood within ran forth. At that time my virtue
slumbered; my evil, kept awake by ambition, was alert and swift to seize the
occasion; and the thing that was projected was Edward Hyde.

I was the first that could plod in the public eye with a load of genial
respectability, and in a moment, like a schoolboy, strip off these lendings and
spring headlong into the sea of liberty

Henry Jekyll stood at times aghast before the acts of Edward Hyde

It was Hyde, after all, and Hyde alone, that was guilty.

I began to be tortured with throes and longings, as of Hyde struggling after
freedom; and at last, in an hour of moral weakness, I once again compounded
and swallowed the transforming draught.

My devil had been long caged, he came out roaring.

the spirit of hell awoke in me and raged.

base passions raged within him like a tempest

He walked fast, hunted by his fears, chattering to himself
solely occupied by one thought: the horror of my other self.




The hatred of Hyde for Jekyll was of a different order. [...]Hence the ape-like
tricks that he would 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 for his fear of death, he would long ago
have ruined himself in order to involve me in the ruin. But his love of me is
wonderful; I go further: I, who sicken and freeze at the mere thought of him,
when I recall the abjection and passion of this attachment, and when I know
how he fears my power to cut him off by suicide, I find it in my heart to pity
him.

no one has ever suffered such torments
his ape-like spite

Here then, as I lay down the pen and proceed to seal up my confession, I
bring the life of that unhappy Henry Jekyll to an end.




