THE STRANGE CASE OF DR JEKYLL AND MR HYDE
Robert Louis Stevenson, 1885

Story of the Door

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. At
friendly meetings, and when the wine was to his taste, something eminently human beaconed from his eye;
something indeed which never found its way into his talk, but which spoke not only in these silent symbols of
the after-dinner face, but more often and loudly in the acts of his life. He was austere with himself; drank gin
when he was alone, to mortify a taste for vintages; and though he enjoyed the theatre, had not crossed the doors
of one for twenty years. But he had an approved tolerance for others; sometimes wondering, almost with envy,
at the high pressure of spirits involved in their misdeeds; and in any extremity inclined to help rather than to
reprove.

“Lincline to Cain’s heresy,” he used to say. “I let my brother go to the devil in his quaintly own way.” In this
character, it was frequently his fortune to be the last reputable acquaintance and the last good influence in the
lives of down-going men. And to such as these, so long as they came about his chambers, he never marked a
shade of change in his demeanour.

No doubt the feat was easy to Mr. Utterson; for he was undemonstrative at the best, and even his friendship
seemed to be founded in a similar catholicity of good-nature. It is the mark of a modest man to accept his
friendly circle ready-made from the hands of opportunity; and that was the lawyer’s way. His friends were
those of his own blood or those whom he had known the longest; his affections, like ivy, were the growth of
time, they implied no aptness in the object. Hence, no doubt, the bond that united him to Mr. Richard Enfield,
his distant kinsman, the well-known man about town. It was a nut to crack for many, what these two could see
in each other, or what subject they could find in common. It was reported by those who encountered them in
their Sunday walks, that they said nothing, looked singularly dull, and would hail with obvious relief the
appearance of a friend. For all that, the two men put the greatest store by these excursions, counted them the
chief jewel of each week, and not only set aside occasions of pleasure, but even resisted the calls of business, that
they might enjoy them uninterrupted.

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 week-days. The inhabitants were
all doing well, it seemed, and all emulously hoping to do better still, and laying out the surplus of their gains in
coquetry; so that 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 passage,
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 gaiety of note, instantly caught and pleased the eye
of the passenger.

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 stories high;
showed no window, nothing but a door on the lower story 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.

Mr. Enfield and the lawyer were on the other side of the by-street; but when they came abreast of the entry, the
former lifted up his cane and pointed.

“Did you ever remark that door?” he asked; and when his companion had replied in the affirmative, “It is
connected in my mind,” added he, “with a very odd story.”



“Indeed?” said Mr. Utterson, with a slight change of voice, “and what was that?”

“Well, it was this way,” returned Mr. Enfield: “I was coming home from some place at the 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 literally
nothing to be seen but lamps. Street after street, and all the folks asleep—street after street, all lighted up as if for
a procession and all as empty as a church—till at last I got into that state of mind when a man listens and listens
and begins to long for the sight of a policeman. 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. So had the child’s family, which was only natural. But the doctor’s case was what struck me. He was the
usual cut-and-dry apothecary, of no particular age and colour, with a strong Edinburgh accent, and about as
emotional as a bagpipe. Well, sir, he was like the rest of us; every time he looked at my prisoner, I saw that
Sawbones turn sick and white with the desire to kill him. I knew what was in his mind, just as he knew what
was in mine; and killing being out of the question, we did the next best. 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. If he had
any friends or any credit, we undertook that he should lose them. And all the time, as we were pitching it in red
hot, we were keeping the women off him as best we could, for they were as wild as harpies. I never saw a circle
of such hateful faces; and there was the man in the middle, with a kind of black, sneering coolness —frightened
too, I could see that — but carrying it off, sir, really like Satan. ‘If you choose to make capital out of this
accident,” said he, ‘T am naturally helpless. No gentleman but wishes to avoid a scene,” says he. ‘Name your
figure.” Well, we screwed him up to a hundred pounds for the child’s family; he would have clearly liked to
stick out; but there was something about the lot of us that meant mischief, and at last he struck. The next thing
was to get the money; and where do you think he carried us but to that place with the door?—whipped out a
key, went in, and presently came back with the matter of ten pounds in gold and a cheque for the balance on
Coutts’s, drawn payable to bearer and signed with a name that I can’t mention, though it’s one of the points of
my story, but it was a name at least very well known and often printed. The figure was stiff; but the signature
was good for more than that, if it was only genuine. I took the liberty of pointing out to my gentleman that the
whole business looked apocryphal, and that a man does not, in real life, walk into a cellar door at four in the
morning and come out of it with another man’s cheque for close upon a hundred pounds. But he was quite easy
and sneering. ‘Set your mind at rest,” says he, ‘I will stay with you till the banks open and cash the cheque
myself.” So we all set off, the doctor, and the child’s father, and our friend and myself, and passed the rest of the
night in my chambers; and next day, when we had breakfasted, went in a body to the bank. I gave in the check
myself, and said I had every reason to believe it was a forgery. Not a bit of it. The cheque was genuine.”

“Tut-tut,” said Mr. Utterson.

“I see you feel as I do,” said Mr. Enfield. “Yes, it’s a bad story. For my man was a fellow that nobody could have
to do with, a really damnable man; and the person that drew the cheque is the very pink of the proprieties,
celebrated too, and (what makes it worse) one of your fellows who do what they call good. Black-mail, I
suppose; an honest man paying through the nose for some of the capers of his youth. Black-Mail House is what I
call that place with the door, in consequence. Though even that, you know, is far from explaining all,” he added,
and with the words fell into a vein of musing.

From this he was recalled by Mr. Utterson asking rather suddenly: “And you don’t know if the drawer of the
cheque lives there?”




A maid servant living alone in a house not far from the river, had gone up-stairs to bed about eleven. 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. It seems she was romantically given, for she sat
down upon her box, which stood immediately under the window, and fell into a dream of musing. Never (she
used to say, with streaming tears, when she narrated that experience), never had she felt more at peace with all
men or thought more kindly of the world. And as she so sat she became aware of an aged and 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. When they had come within speech (which was just under
the maid’s eyes) the older man bowed and accosted the other with a very pretty manner of politeness. It did not
seem as if the subject of his address were of great importance; indeed, from his pointing, it sometimes appeared
as if he were only inquiring his way; but the moon shone on his face as he spoke, and the girl was pleased to
watch it, it seemed to breathe such an innocent and old-world kindness of disposition, yet with something high
too, as of a well-founded self-content. 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.

This was brought to the lawyer the next morning, before he was out of bed; and he had no sooner seen it, and
been told the circumstances, than he shot out a solemn lip. “I shall say nothing till I have seen the body,” said he;
“this may be very serious. Have the kindness to wait while I dress.” And with the same grave countenance he
hurried through his breakfast and drove to the police station, whither the body had been carried. As soon as he
came into the cell, he nodded.

“Yes,” said he, “I recognise him. I am sorry to say that this is Sir Danvers Carew.”

“Good God, sir,” exclaimed the officer, “is it possible?” And the next moment his eye lighted up with
professional ambition. “This will make a deal of noise,” he said. “And perhaps you can help us to the man.”
And he briefly narrated what the maid had seen, and showed the broken stick.

Mr. Utterson had already quailed at the name of Hyde; but when the stick was laid before him, he could doubt
no longer; broken and battered as it was, he recognised it for one that he had himself presented many years
before to Henry Jekyll.

“Is this Mr. Hyde a person of small stature?” he inquired.
“Particularly small and particularly wicked-looking, is what the maid calls him,” said the officer.

It was by this time about nine in the morning, and the first fog of the season. A great chocolate-coloured pall
lowered over heaven, but the wind was continually charging and routing these embattled vapours; so that as the
cab crawled from street to street, Mr. Utterson beheld a marvellous number of degrees and hues of twilight; for
here it would be dark like the back-end of evening; and there would be a glow of a rich, lurid brown, like the
light of some strange conflagration; and here, for a moment, the fog would be quite broken up, and a haggard
shaft of daylight would glance in between the swirling wreaths. 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 re-invasion 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.

As the cab drew up before the address indicated, the fog lifted a little and showed him a dingy street, a gin
palace, a low French eating-house, a shop for the retail of penny numbers and twopenny salads, many ragged
children huddled in the doorways, and many women of different nationalities passing out, key in hand, to have
a morning glass; and the next moment the fog settled down again upon that part, as brown as umber, and cut
him off from his blackguardly surroundings. This was the home of Henry Jekyll’s favourite; of a man who was
heir to a quarter of a million sterling.

An ivory-faced and silvery-haired old woman opened the door. She had an evil face, smoothed by hypocrisy;
but her manners were excellent. Yes, she said, this was Mr. Hyde’s, but he was not at home; he had been in that
night very late, but had gone away again in less than an hour; there was nothing strange in that; his habits were
very irregular, and he was often absent; for instance, it was nearly two months since she had seen him till
yesterday.

“Very well, then, we wish to see his rooms,” said the lawyer; and when the woman began to declare it was
impossible, “I had better tell you who this person is,” he added. “This is Inspector Newcomen of Scotland
Yard.”

A flash 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 popular character,” observed the
latter. “And now, my good woman, just let me and this gentleman have a look about us.”

From “The Last Night':

The lawyer Mr. Utterson comes to Dr. Jekyll’s house, where — following Jekyll's apparent disappearance —
someone is locked inside Dr. Jekyll’s ‘cabinet’ (inner laboratory), and discusses what is going on with Poole, the
butler:

‘London hummed solemnly all around; but nearer at hand the stillness was only broken by the sounds of a
footfall moving to and fro along the cabinet floor.

“So it will walk all day, sir,” whispered Poole; “aye, and the better part of the night. Only when a new
sample comes from the chemist, there’s a bit of a break. Ah, 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 heark again, a little closer — put your heart in your ears,
Mr. Utterson, and tell me, is that the doctor’s foot?”

The steps fell lightly and oddly, with a certain swing, for all they went so slowly; it was different indeed
from the heavy creaking tread of Henry Jekyll. Utterson sighed. “Is there never anything else?” he asked.

Poole nodded. “Once,” he said. “Once I heard it weeping!”
“Weeping? How’s that?” said the lawyer, conscious of a sudden chill of horror.

“Weeping like a woman or a lost soul,” said the butler. “I came away with that upon my heart, that I could
have wept too.”

From ‘Henry Jekyll’s Full Statement of the Case’:

‘In this case [of Jekyll's own mixed impulses and divided moral nature], I was driven to reflect deeply and
inveterately on that hard law of life which lies at the root of religion, and is one of the most plentiful springs of
distress. Though so profound a double-dealer, I was in no sense a hypocrite; both sides of me were in dead
earnest; I was no more myself when I laid aside restraint and plunged in shame, than when I laboured, in the
eye of day, at the furtherance of knowledge or the relief of sorrow and suffering. And it chanced that the



direction of my scientific studies, which led wholly towards the mystic and transcendental, reacted and shed a
strong light on this consciousness of the perennial war among my members. With every day, and from both
sides of my intelligence, the moral and the intellectual, I thus drew steadily nearer to that truth by whose partial
discovery I have been doomed to such a dreadful shipwreck: that man is not truly one, but truly two. I say two,
because the state of my own knowledge does not pass me beyond that point. Others will follow, others will
outstrip me on the same lines; and I hazard the guess that man will be ultimately known for a mere polity of
multifarious, incongruous and independent denizens. I, for my part, from the nature of my life, advanced
infallibly in one direction and in one direction only. It was on the moral side, and in my own person, that 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 I 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 day-dream, on the
thought of the separation of these elements. If each, I told myself, could but 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.

[Through my experiments and discoveries] I not only recognised my natural body for the mere aura and
effulgence of certain of the powers that made up my spirit, but managed to compound a drug by which these
powers should be dethroned from their supremacy, and a second form and countenance substituted, none the
less natural to me because they were the expression, and bore the stamp, of lower elements in my soul.’

[Having first taken the potion], ‘I felt younger, lighter, happier in body; within I was conscious of a heady
recklessness, a current of disordered sensual images running like a mill race in my fancy, a solution of the bonds
of obligation, an unknown but not an innocent freedom of 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 T 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. Even as good shone upon the countenance 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, 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 to call mine. And in so far [ was doubtless right. I have observed that when I wore
the semblance of Edward Hyde, none could come near to me at 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 evil: and
Edward Hyde, alone, in the ranks of mankind, was pure evil.

That night I had come to the fatal cross roads. Had I approached my discovery in a more noble spirit, had I
risked the experiment while under the empire of generous or pious aspirations, all must have been otherwise,
and from these agonies of death and birth I had come forth an angel instead of a fiend. The drug had no
discriminating action; it was neither diabolical nor divine; it but shook the doors of the prisonhouse of my
disposition; and, like the captives at 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. Hence, although I had now two characters as well as two appearances, one was



wholly evil, and the other was still the old Henry Jekyll, that incongruous compound of whose reformation and
improvement I had already learned to despair. The movement was thus wholly toward the worse.

Even at that time, I had not yet conquered my aversion to the dryness of a life of study. I would still be
merrily disposed at times; and as my pleasures were (to say the least) undignified, and I was not only well
known and highly considered, but growing towards the elderly man, this incoherency of my life was daily
growing more unwelcome. It was on this side that my new power tempted me until I fell into slavery. I had but
to drink the cup, to doff at once the body of the noted professor, and to assume, like a thick cloak, that of
Edward Hyde.

[After the episode in which he finds he has changed to Hyde in the night], “This inexplicable incident, this
reversal of my previous experience, seemed, like the Babylonian finger on the wall, to be spelling out the letters
of my judgement; and I began to reflect more seriously than ever before on the issues and possibilities of my
double existence. That part of me which I had the power of projecting had lately been much exercised and
nourished; it had seemed to me of late as though the body of Edward Hyde had grown in stature, as though
(when I wore that form) I were conscious of a more generous tide of blood; and 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, and the character of Edward Hyde become irrevocably mine. The power of the drug had not
been always equally displayed. Once, very early in my career, it had totally failed me; since then, I had been
obliged on more than one occasion to double, and once, with infinite risk of death, to treble the amount; and
these rare uncertainties had cast hitherto the sole shadow on my contentment. Now, however, and in the light of
that morning’s accident, I was led to remark that whereas, in the beginning, the difficulty had been to throw off
the body of Jekyl], it had of late gradually but decidedly transferred itself to the other side. All things therefore
seemed to point to this: that I was slowly losing hold of my original and better self, and becoming slowly
incorporated with my second and worse.

[When Jekyll finds that he is continually transforming into Hyde, without any administering of the potion]: At
all hours of the day and night I would be taken with the premonitory shudder; above all, if I slept, or even
dozed for a moment in my chair, it was always as Hyde that I awakened. Under the strain of this continually
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 solely occupied by one thought: the horror of my other self. But when I slept, or
when the virtue of the medicine wore off, I would leap almost without transition (for the pangs of
transformation grew daily less marked) into the possession of a fancy brimming with images of terror, a soul
boiling with causeless hatreds, and a body that seemed not strong enough to contain the raging energies of life.
The powers of Hyde seemed to have grown with the sickliness of Jekyll. And certainly the hate that now
divided them was equal on each side. With Jekyl], it was a thing of vital instinct. He had now seen the full
deformity of that creature that shared with him some of the phenomena of consciousness, and was co-heir with
him to death: and beyond these links of community, which in themselves made the most poignant part of his
distress, he thought of Hyde, for all his energy of life, as of something not only hellish but inorganic. This was
the shocking thing: that the slime of the pit seemed to utter cries and voices; that the amorphous dust
gesticulated and sinned; that what was dead, and had no shape, should usurp the offices of life. And this again,
that that insurgent horror was knit to him closer than a wife, closer than an eye; lay caged in his flesh, where he
heard it mutter and felt it struggle to be born; and at every hour of weakness, and in the confidences of slumber,
prevailed against him, and deposed him out of life. The hatred of Hyde for Jekyll was of a different order. His
terror of the gallows drove him continually to commit temporary suicide, and return to his subordinate station
of a part instead of a person; but he loathed the necessity, he loathed the despondency into which Jekyll was
now fallen, and he resented the dislike with which he was himself regarded. 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 life 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.’



