
In this extract, Enfield recalls how Mr Hyde trampled over a young girl... 

All at once, I saw two figures: one a little man who was stumping 
along eastward at a good walk, and the other a girl of maybe eight or 
ten who was running as hard as she was able down a cross street. 
Well, sir, the two ran into one another naturally enough at the 
corner; and then came the horrible part of the thing; for the man 
trampled calmly over the, child’s body and left her screaming on the 
ground. It sounds nothing to hear, but it was hellish to see. It wasn’t 
like a man; it was like some damned Juggernaut.  
 
I gave a view-halloa, took to my heels, collared my gentleman, and 
brought him back to where there was already quite a group about 
the screaming child. 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. The people who had turned out were the girl’s own 
family; and pretty soon, the doctor, for whom she had been sent, put 
in his appearance. Well, the child was not much the worse, more 
frightened, according to the Sawbones; and there you might have 
supposed would be an end to it. But there was one curious 
circumstance. I had taken a loathing to my gentleman at first sight.  
 

 “He is not easy to describe. There is something wrong with his 
appearance; something displeasing, something downright 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. And it’s not want of 
memory; for I declare I can see him this moment.” 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

In these extracts, Stevenson describes the London setting... 

It chanced on one of these rambles that their way led them down a 
by-street in a busy quarter of London. The street was small and what 
is called quiet, but it drove a thriving trade on the weekdays. The 
inhabitants were all doing well, it seemed and all hoping to do better 
still - the shop fronts stood along that thoroughfare with an air of 
invitation, like rows of smiling saleswomen. Even on Sunday, when it 
veiled its more florid charms and lay comparatively empty of visitors, 
the street shone out in contrast to its dingy neighbourhood, like a fire 
in a forest; and with its freshly painted shutters, well-polished 
brasses, and general cleanliness and cheerfulness of note, instantly 
caught and pleased the eye of the passenger. 

Then later... 

Two doors from one corner, on the left hand going east the line was 
broken by the entry of a court; and just at that point 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. Tramps slouched into the recess and struck 
matches on the panels; children kept shop upon the steps; the 
schoolboy had tried his knife on the mouldings; and for close on a 
generation, no one had appeared to drive away these random visitors 
or to repair their ravages. 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



In this extract, Utterson meets Hyde for the first time... 

 
 

Mr. Hyde was pale and dwarfish, he gave an impression of 
deformity without any nameable malformation, he had a 
displeasing smile, he had borne himself to the lawyer with 
a sort of murderous mixture of timidity and boldness, and 
he spoke with a husky, whispering and somewhat broken 
voice; all these were points against him, but not all of these 
together could explain the hitherto unknown disgust, 
loathing, and fear with which Mr. Utterson regarded him. 
“There must be something else,” said the perplexed 
gentleman. “There is something more, if I could find a 
name for it. God bless me, the man seems hardly human!” 

 
 

 

In this extract, Utterson meets Hyde for the first time... 

 

A FORTNIGHT later, by excellent good fortune, the doctor gave one of 
his pleasant dinners 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 a while in his 
unobtrusive company, practising for solitude, sobering their minds in 
the man’s rich silence after the expense and strain of gaiety. To this 
rule, Dr. Jekyll was no exception; and as he now sat on the opposite 
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. 
Utterson a sincere and warm affection. 

    

  “I have been wanting to speak to you, Jekyll,” began the latter. “You 
know that will of yours?”   

[...] “My good Utterson,” said the doctor, “this is very good of you, this 
is downright good of you, and I cannot find words to thank you in. I 
believe you fully; I would trust you before any man alive, ay, before 
myself, if I 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 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.” 

 

 



 

In this extract, the maid describes Carew’s murder... 

 
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. 
 

It was two o'clock when she came to herself and called for the 
police. The murderer was gone long ago; but there lay his victim in 
the middle of the lane, incredibly mangled. The stick with which 
the deed had been done, although it was of some rare and very 
tough and heavy wood, had broken in the middle under the stress 
of this insensate cruelty; and one splintered half had rolled in the 
neighbouring gutter—the other, without doubt, had been carried 
away by the murderer. A purse and a gold watch were found upon 
the victim: but no cards or papers, except a sealed and stamped 
envelope, which he had been probably carrying to the post, and 
which bore the name and address of Mr. Utterson. 

 
 

 

In this extract, Jekyll as described as being incredibly ill... 
 

Mr. Utterson was at last received into the doctor's cabinet. It was a 
large room, fitted round with glass presses, furnished, among other 
things, with a cheval-glass and a business table, and looking out upon 
the court by three dusty windows barred with iron. A fire burned in 
the grate; a lamp was set lighted on the chimney shelf, for even in 
the houses the fog began to lie thickly; and there, close up to the 
warmth, sat Dr. Jekyll, looking deadly sick. He did not rise to meet his 
visitor, but held out a cold hand and bade him welcome in a changed 
voice. 



"And now," said Mr. Utterson, as soon as Poole had left them, "you 
have heard the news?" 

The doctor shuddered. "They were crying it in the square," he said. 
"I heard them in my dining-room." 

"One word," said the lawyer. "Carew was my client, but so are you, 
and I want to know what I am doing. You have not been mad enough 
to hide this fellow?" 

"Utterson, I swear to God," cried the doctor, "I swear to God I will 
never set eyes on him again. I bind my honour to you that I am done 
with him in this world. It is all at an end. And indeed he does not 
want my help; you do not know him as I do; he is safe, he is quite 
safe; mark my words, he will never more be heard of." 
 

 

 

 

In this extract, Utterson visits his friend Dr Lanyon… 

[…] when he came in, he was shocked at the change which had taken place in the 
doctor's appearance. He had his death-warrant written legibly upon his face. The rosy 
man had grown pale; his flesh had fallen away; he was visibly balder and older; and 
yet it was not so much, these tokens of a swift physical decay that arrested the 
lawyer's notice, as a look in the eye and quality of manner that seemed to testify to 
some deep-seated terror of the mind. It was unlikely that the doctor should fear 
death; and yet that was what Utterson was tempted to suspect. "Yes," he thought; 
"he is a doctor, he must know his own state and that his days are counted; and the 
knowledge is more than he can bear." And yet when Utterson remarked on his ill-
looks, it was with an air of greatness that Lanyon declared himself a doomed man. 

"I have had a shock," he said, "and I shall never recover. It is a question of weeks. 
Well, life has been pleasant; I liked 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." 

 

 

 



In this extract, Utterson and Enfield are disturbed by a terrified look on Jekyll’s face... 

[Utterson sees Jekyll at his window]. 

"What! Jekyll!" he cried. "I trust you are better." 

"I am very low, Utterson," replied the doctor, drearily, "very low. It will not last 
long, thank God." 

"You stay too much indoors," said the lawyer. "You should be out, whipping up 
the circulation like Mr. Enfield and me. (This is my cousin—Mr. Enfield—Dr. 
Jekyll.) Come, now; get your hat and take a quick turn with us." 

"You are very good," sighed the other. "I should like to very much; but no, no, no, 
it is quite impossible; I dare not. But indeed, Utterson, I am very glad to see you; 
this is really a great pleasure; I would ask you and Mr. Enfield up, but the place is 
really not 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 about to venture to 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 despair, 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 sufficient, and 
they turned and left the court without a word. In silence, too, they traversed the 
by-street; and it was not until they had come into a neighbouring thoroughfare, 
where even upon a Sunday there 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. 

"God forgive us, God forgive us," said Mr. Utterson. But Mr. Enfield only nodded 
his head very seriously and walked on once more in silence. 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



In this extract, Poole reveals that Jekyll has become almost unrecognisable... 

"I [Poole] came suddenly into the theatre from the garden. It seems he 
had slipped out to look for this drug or whatever it is; for the cabinet 
door was open, and there he was at the far end of the room digging 
among the crates. He looked up when I came in, gave a kind of cry, and 
whipped up-stairs into the cabinet. It was but for one minute that I saw 
him, but the hair stood upon my head like quills. Sir, if that was my 
master, why had he a mask upon his face? If it was my master, why did 
he cry out like a rat, and run from me? I have served him long enough. 
And then…" The man paused and passed his hand over his face. 

"These are all very strange circumstances," said Mr. Utterson, "but I 
think I begin to see daylight. Your master, Poole, is plainly seized with 
one of those maladies that both torture and deform the sufferer; hence, 
for aught I know, the alteration of his voice; hence the mask and the 
avoidance of his friends; hence his eagerness to find this drug, by means 
of which the poor soul retains some hope of ultimate recovery." 

[...] "Sir," said the butler, turning to a sort of mottled pallor, "that thing 
was not my master, and there's the truth. My master" here he looked 
round him and began to whisper—"is a tall, fine build of a man, and this 
was more of a dwarf." Utterson attempted to protest. "O, sir," cried 
Poole, "do you think I do not know my master after twenty years? Do 
you think I do not know where his head comes to in the cabinet door, 
where I saw him every morning of my life? No, Sir, that thing in the 
mask was never Dr. Jekyll—God knows what it was, but it was never Dr. 
Jekyll.” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



In this extract, Poole reveals that Jekyll has become almost unrecognisable... 

On the desk among the neat array of papers, a large envelope was uppermost, and bore, in the 
doctor's hand, the name of Mr. Utterson. The lawyer unsealed it, and several enclosures fell to 
the floor. The first was a will, drawn in the same eccentric terms as the one which he had 
returned six months before, to serve as a testament in case of death and as a deed of gift in case 
of disappearance; but, in place of the name of Edward Hyde, the lawyer, with indescribable 
amazement, read the name of Gabriel John Utterson.  

"My head goes round," he said. "He has been all these days in possession; he had no cause to 
like me; he must have raged to see himself displaced; and he has not destroyed this document." 

He caught up the next paper; it was a brief note in the doctor's hand and dated at the top. "O 
Poole!" the lawyer cried, "he was alive and here this day [...] he must be still alive, he must have 
fled! And then, why fled? and how? and in that case, can we venture to declare this suicide? Oh, 
we must be careful. I foresee that we may yet involve your master in some dire catastrophe." 
[...] And with that he brought the paper to his eyes and read as follows: 

"MY DEAR UTTERSON,—When this shall fall into your hands, I shall have disappeared, under 
what circumstances I have not the penetration to foresee, but my instinct and all the 
circumstances of my nameless situation tell me that the end is sure and must be early. Go then, 
and first read the narrative which Lanyon warned me he was to place in your hands; and if you 
care to hear more, turn to the confession of 

                  "Your unworthy and unhappy friend, 
                                        "HENRY JEKYLL." 

"There was a third enclosure?" asked Utterson. 

"Here, sir," said Poole, and gave into his hands a considerable packet sealed in several places. 

The lawyer put it in his pocket. "I would say nothing of this paper. If your master has fled or is 
dead, we may at least save his credit. It is now ten; I must go home and read these documents in 
quiet; but I shall be back before midnight, when we shall send for the police." 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



In this extract, Lanyon has collected a drawer of drugs from Jekyll’s laboratory and is 

waiting for the appearance of an unnamed man (who we know to be Hyde)… 

Here, at last, I had a chance of clearly seeing him. I had never set eyes on him before, so much was certain. 
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. 

These observations, though they have taken so great a space to be set down in, were yet the work of a few 
seconds. My visitor was, indeed, on fire with sombre excitement. 

"Have you got it?" he cried. "Have you got it?" And so lively was his impatience that he even laid his hand 
upon my arm and sought to shake me. […] “I come here at the instance of your colleague, Dr. Henry Jekyll, on 
a piece of business of some moment; and I understood…" He paused and put his hand to his throat, and I 
could see, in spite of his collected manner, that he was wrestling against the approaches of the hysteria—"I 
understood, a drawer…" 

[…] He sprang to it, and then paused, and laid his hand upon his heart: I could hear his teeth grate with the 
convulsive action of his jaws; and his face was so ghastly to see that I grew alarmed both for his life and 
reason.  

He turned a dreadful smile to me, and as if with the decision of despair, plucked away the sheet. At sight of 
the contents, he uttered one loud sob of such immense relief that I sat petrified.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



In this extract, Hyde drinks a potion made from the drugs in the drawer and turns into 

Henry Jekyll… 

 

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 against the wall, my arm 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! 

What he told me in the next hour, I cannot bring my mind to set on paper. I saw what I 
saw, I heard what I heard, and my soul sickened at it; and yet now when that sight has 
faded from my eyes, I ask myself if I believe it, and I cannot answer. My life is shaken 
to its roots; sleep has left me; the deadliest terror sits by me at all hours of the day and 
night; I feel that my days are numbered, and that I must die; and yet I shall die 
incredulous. As for the moral turpitude that man unveiled to me, even with tears of 
penitence, I cannot, even in memory, dwell on it without a start of horror. I will say but 
one 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 Hyde and hunted for in every corner of the land as 
the murderer of Carew.  

                                                                                                                            HASTIE LANYON 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

In this extract, Jekyll makes and takes the potion… Words in (bold) have been added 

to help your understanding as this is a particularly difficult passage. 

The most racking (painful) 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. Then these agonies began swiftly to subside (die 
down), 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 (newness), incredibly sweet. I felt younger, lighter, 
happier in body; within I was conscious (aware) of a heady recklessness (giving little thought to danger), a 
current of disordered (chaotic) sensual (sexual/of the senses) images running like a mill-race (the channel 
carrying the swift current of water that drives a mill wheel) in my fancy (imagination), a solution (dissolving) 
of the bonds of obligation (duty), 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 (many 
Christians at this time believed that they were born evil, in a state of original sin, and needed to believe in 
Christ to stop them from being evil); and the thought, in that moment, braced and delighted me like wine. I 
stretched out my hands, exulting (rejoicing) in the freshness of these sensations; and in the act, I was 
suddenly aware that I had lost in stature (height). 

[...] The evil side of my nature, to which I had now transferred the stamping (violent) efficacy (the ability to 
produce a desired result), was less robust (strong) and less developed than the good which I had just 
deposed (got rid of). 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. Even as good shone 
upon the countenance (face) of the one, evil was written broadly and plainly on the face of the other. Evil 
besides (which I must still believe to be the lethal side of man) had left on that body an imprint of deformity 
and decay. And yet when I looked upon that ugly idol in the glass (mirror), I was conscious of no repugnance 
(disgust), rather of a leap of welcome. This, too, was myself. It seemed natural and human. In my eyes it bore 
a livelier image of the spirit, it seemed more express and single, than the imperfect and divided countenance I 
had been hitherto accustomed (used to) to call mine. And in so far I was doubtless right. I have observed that 
when I wore the semblance (likeness) of Edward Hyde, none could come near to me at first without a visible 
misgiving (feeling of doubt) of the flesh (body). This, as I take it, was because all human beings, as we meet 
them, are commingled (mixed) out of good and evil: and Edward Hyde, alone in the ranks of mankind, was 
pure evil. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



In this extract, Jekyll explains his struggle to remain himself and not become Hyde... 

Some two months before the murder of Sir Danvers, I had been out for one of my adventures, had returned 
at a late hour, and woke the next day in bed with somewhat odd sensations. [...] My eyes fell upon my hand. 
Now the hand of Henry Jekyll (as you have often remarked) was professional in shape and size: it was large, 
firm, white, and comely (good looking). But the hand which I now saw, clearly enough, in the yellow light of a 
mid-London morning, lying half shut on the bed-clothes, was lean, corded, knuckly, of a dusky (dark) pallor 
(colour) and thickly shaded with a swart (black) growth of hair. It was the hand of Edward Hyde. 

I must have stared upon it for near half a minute, sunk as I was in the mere stupidity of wonder, before terror 
woke up in my breast as sudden and startling as the crash of cymbals; and bounding from my bed, I rushed to 
the mirror. At the sight that met my eyes, my blood was changed into something exquisitely (delicately 
made) thin and icy. Yes, I had gone to bed Henry Jekyll, I had awakened Edward Hyde. How was this to be 
explained?  

[...]I began to spy a danger that, if this were much prolonged, the balance of my nature might be permanently 
overthrown, the power of voluntary change be forfeited (given up), and the character of Edward Hyde 
become irrevocably (impossible to reverse) mine. [...] I was slowly losing hold of my original and better self, 
and becoming slowly incorporated (taken over) with my second and worse. 

Between these two, I now felt I had to choose. [...] To cast in my lot with Jekyll, was to die to those appetites 
(desires) which I had long secretly indulged and had of late begun to pamper (spoil). To cast it in with Hyde, 
was to die to a thousand interests and aspirations (hopes), and to become, at a blow and for ever, despised 
and friendless. The bargain might appear unequal; but there was still another consideration in the scales; for 
while Jekyll would suffer smartingly in the fires of abstinence (denying yourself something you want), Hyde 
would be not even conscious of all that he had lost. [...] I chose the better part and was found wanting in the 
strength to keep to it. 

Yes, I preferred the elderly and (unhappy) discontented doctor, surrounded by friends and cherishing honest 
hopes; and bade a resolute (definite) farewell to the liberty (freedom), the comparative youth, the light step, 
leaping impulses (sudden, strong desires) and secret pleasures, that I had enjoyed in the disguise of Hyde. I 
made this choice perhaps with some unconscious reservation (doubt), for I neither gave up the house in 
Soho, nor destroyed the clothes of Edward Hyde, which still lay ready in my cabinet. For two months, 
however, I was true to my determination; for two months I led a life of such severity (seriousness) as I had 
never before attained to, and enjoyed the compensations of an approving conscience. But time began at last 
to obliterate (destroy) the freshness of my alarm; the praises of conscience began to grow into a thing of 
course; I began to be tortured with throes (intense violent pain) and longings, as of Hyde struggling after 
freedom; and at last, in an hour of moral weakness, I once again compounded (made up) and swallowed the 
transforming draught (drink). 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



In this extract, Jekyll explains how Hyde reacted after being repressed for 

two months – by murdering Sir Danvers Carew... 

My devil had been long caged, he came out roaring. I was conscious, even when I took the draught, 
of a more unbridled (uncontrolled), a more furious propensity (likelihood) to ill (do bad things). It 
must have been this, I suppose, that stirred in my soul that tempest (storm) of impatience with 
which I listened to the civilities (polite, pleasant words) of my unhappy victim; I declare, at least, 
before God, no man morally sane could have been guilty of that crime upon so pitiful a provocation; 
and that I struck in no more reasonable spirit than that in which a sick child may break a plaything 
(toy). But I had voluntarily stripped myself of all those balancing instincts by which even the worst of 
us continues to walk with some degree of steadiness among temptations; and in my case, to be 
tempted, however slightly, was to fall. 

Instantly the spirit of hell awoke in me and raged. With a transport of glee, I mauled the unresisting 
body, tasting delight from every blow; and it was not till weariness had begun to succeed (take 
over), that I was suddenly, in the top fit of my delirium (madness), struck through the heart by a 
cold thrill of terror. A mist dispersed; I saw my life to be forfeit (lost); and fled from the scene of 
these excesses (out of control behaviour), at once glorying and trembling, my lust of evil gratified 
and stimulated, my love of life screwed to the topmost peg (at its highest point).  

I ran to the house in Soho, and (to make assurance doubly sure) destroyed my papers; thence I set 
out through the lamplit streets, in the same divided ecstasy of mind, gloating (thinking with 
pleasure) on my crime, light-headedly devising (planning) others in the future, and yet still 
hastening (hurrying) and still hearkening (listening) in my wake for the steps of the avenger 
(somebody out to get revenge).  

Hyde had a song upon his lips as he compounded the draught (made the drink to turn him back into 
Jekyll) [...] The pangs of transformation had not done tearing him, before Henry Jekyll, with 
streaming tears of gratitude and remorse (guilt), had fallen upon his knees and lifted his clasped 
hands to God. The veil of self-indulgence (doing whatever you want) was rent (torn) from head to 
foot, I saw my life as a whole: I followed it up from the days of childhood, when I had walked with 
my father's hand, and through the self-denying toils (work) 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 tears and prayers to smother down the crowd of hideous images and 
sounds with which my memory swarmed against me. [...]  

The problem of my conduct was solved. Hyde was thenceforth (from the on) impossible; whether I 
would or not, I was now confined to the better part of my existence; and oh, how I rejoiced to think 
it! with what willing humility (being humble), I embraced (gladly accepted) anew the restrictions of 
natural life! with what sincere renunciation (giving something up), I locked the door by which I had 
so often gone and come, and ground the key under my heel! 

 

 

 

 

 



 

In this extract, even after giving up Hyde, and without the potion, Jekyll 

again transforms into his evil alter-ego... 

It was a fine, clear, January day, wet under foot where the frost had melted, but cloudless overhead; and the 
Regent's Park was full of winter chirrupings and sweet with spring odours. [...] I began to be aware of a 
change in the temper of my thoughts, a greater boldness, a contempt (hatred) of danger, a solution of the 
bonds of obligation. I looked down; my clothes hung formlessly on my shrunken limbs; the hand that lay on 
my knee was corded and hairy. I was once more Edward Hyde. A moment before I had been safe of all men's 
respect, wealthy, beloved—the cloth laying for me in the dining-room at home; and now I was the common 
quarry of mankind, hunted, houseless, a known murderer, thrall to the gallows. 

My reason wavered (hesitated), but it did not fail me utterly (totally). I have more than once observed that, 
in my second character, my faculties (abilities) seemed sharpened to a point and my spirits more tensely 
elastic; thus it came about that, where Jekyll perhaps might have succumbed (given in), Hyde rose to the 
importance of the moment. My drugs were in one of the presses of my cabinet; how was I to reach them? 
That was the problem that (crushing my temples in my hands) I set myself to solve. The laboratory door I had 
closed. If I sought (tried) to enter by the house, my own servants would consign (send) me to the gallows 
(where people are hung). I saw I must employ another hand (person), and thought of Lanyon. How was he to 
be reached?  

 [...] Hyde in danger of his life was a creature new to me; shaken with inordinate (excessive) anger, strung to 
the pitch of murder, lusting to inflict pain. Yet the creature was astute (clever); mastered (controlled) his fury 
with a great effort of the will; composed his two important letters, one to Lanyon and one to Poole. 

Hyde makes his way to Lanyon’s house… 

[...]That child of Hell had nothing human; nothing lived in him but fear and hatred, […] these two base (awful) 
passions raged within him like a tempest (storm). He walked fast, hunted by his fears, chattering to himself, 
skulking through the less-frequented (less crowded) thoroughfares (streets), counting the minutes that still 
divided him from midnight. Once a woman spoke to him, offering, I think, a box of lights. He smote (hit) her in 
the face, and she fled. 

When I came to myself at Lanyon's, the horror of my old friend perhaps affected me somewhat […] A change 
had come over me. It was no longer the fear of the gallows (where people are hanged), it was the horror of 
being Hyde that racked (pained) me. I received Lanyon's condemnation (criticism) partly in a dream; it was 
partly in a dream that I came home to my own house and got into bed. I slept after the prostration (lying 
down) of the day, with a stringent (severe) and profound (deep) slumber which not even the nightmares that 
wrung (affected) me could avail (hope) to break. I awoke in the morning shaken, weakened, but refreshed. I 
still hated and feared the thought of the brute that slept within me, and I had not of course forgotten the 
appalling dangers of the day before; but I was once more at home, in my own house and close to my drugs; 
and gratitude for my escape shone so strong in my soul that it almost rivalled the brightness of hope. 

 


