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A Very Odd Story
Mr. Utterson the lawyer was a ruggedlooking man. His face rarely lit up in a smile. His
conversation was cold, brief, and embarrassed.
People saw him as lean, long, dusty, and dreary.
Yet he could sometimes be lovable. At friendly
meetings—and when the wine was to his
taste—something wonderfully human shone
from his eye. At these times one could see an
inviting warmth in his face.
He was quite strict with himself. Though he
enjoyed the theater, he had not attended a play
for 20 years. But he was easygoing with others.
He used to say, “I let my brother go to the devil
in his own way.”
Mr. Utterson was rather shy. He did not seek
out friends, but welcomed those who came his
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way. His friends were those of his own blood,
or those whom he had known the longest.
This, no doubt, was the bond that united
him to Mr. Richard Enfield. He was a distant
cousin, and a well-known man about town. Their
friendship was a nut to crack for many. What
could these two see in each other? What subject
could they find in common? People said that
when they met Mr. Utterson and Mr. Enfield on
their Sunday walks, the two men said nothing.
Yet for all that, both men counted their walks as
the chief jewel of the week.
By chance, one of these walks led them down
a back street in a busy part of London. The street
was small, but on the weekdays it was very
busy. The shop fronts had an inviting air, as if
they were rows of smiling saleswomen. Even
on Sunday, when it was almost empty, the street
shone out in contrast to its dingy neighborhood.
But on the east side, there was a certain
sinister building. It was two stories high. There
were no windows, only a door with no bell
or knocker. Tramps slouched against it and
struck matches on the panels. A schoolboy
had tried his knife on the molding. For close
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to a generation, no one had bothered to drive
away these destructive visitors, or to repair
their damage.
As the men walked by the door, Mr. Enfield
pointed to it with his cane. “Did you ever notice
that door before?” he asked. “It is connected in
my mind with a very odd story.”
Mr. Utterson’s voice changed slightly. He
said, “Indeed? And what was that?”
“I was on my way home from a long
journey,” Mr. Enfield said. “It was about three
o’clock on a black winter morning. The streets
were so empty that I began to long for the sight
of a policeman. All at once I saw two figures:
One was a little man walking along quickly. The
other was a girl of eight or ten. She was running
as fast as she could down a cross street.
“Well, naturally, the man and the girl ran
into each other at the corner. But then came the
horrible part of the thing. The man trampled right
over the child’s body! He left her screaming on
the ground. It may sound like nothing to hear,
but I assure you it was a hellish thing to see!
“I took to my heels and seized the man by
the collar. When I brought him back to where
7

DR. JEKYLL AND MR. HYDE

he’d left the child, there was already quite a
group around her.
“The people who had turned out were the
child’s own family. They had sent for a doctor
who had just arrived. Well, the child was not
much the worse for the fall. She was more
frightened than anything else. And there you
might have supposed this strange event would
have ended.
“But there was one curious point. I had
taken a loathing to the hateful man at first
sight. So had the child’s family—which was
only natural. But the doctor’s behavior was
what struck me. He was the usual cut and dried
doctor. He had a strong Edinburgh accent,
and was about as emotional as a bagpipe.
“Well, sir, when he turned to my prisoner,
he went white and looked as if he wanted
to kill him! I knew what was in his mind,
just as he knew what was in mine. Since killing
him was ridiculous, we decided to do the next
best thing.
“We told the man we would make a scandal
out of this. We promised that we would make his
name stink from one end of London to the other.
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If he had any friends or any credit, we would
make sure that he lost them. At the same time,
we were keeping the women off him as best we
could. They were as wild as harpies.
“I never saw such a circle of angry faces.
And there was the little man in the middle. He
had a kind of black, sneering coldness. He was
frightened, I could see that—but carrying it off
boldly, like Satan.”
“ ‘No gentleman wants to make a scene,’
said the man. ‘Name your figure.’ Well, we
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screwed him up to a hundred pounds for the
child’s family. And where do you think he took
us but to that place with the door? He whipped
out a key and went in. Soon he came out with
ten pounds in gold and a check for the rest. The
check was signed with a name I can’t mention—
but it’s a name that’s very well known.
“I told the man that the whole business
seemed suspicious. In real life, a man does
not walk into a cellar door at four in the
morning—and come out of it with another man’s
check for close to a hundred pounds!
“But the man was quite easy about it.
He sneered, ‘Set your mind at rest. I will stay
with you until the banks open and cash the
check myself.’ So we all set off, the doctor, the
child’s father, the strange man, and myself. We
passed the night in my chambers. The next day
after breakfast, the four of us went to the bank.
Obviously, I had every reason to believe that the
check would be a forgery. But not a bit of it. The
check was genuine.”
Mr. Utterson said, “Tut-tut.”
“Yes, it’s a bad story,” Mr. Enfield went
on. “For the man was really a damnable
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fellow! But the one who wrote the check is a
very good and honest man. I suppose it must
be blackmail. An honest man must be paying
through the nose for something he did in his
youth.”
Mr. Utterson said, “Do you know if the
person who wrote the check lives beyond
that door?”
“It seems a likely place, doesn’t it?”
Mr. Enfield replied. “But no, I happened to
notice his address. He lives in some square
or another.”
“There’s one point I want to clear up,” said
Utterson. “May I ask the name of the man who
walked over the child?”
“Well,” said Mr. Enfield, “I can’t see
what harm it would do after all this time.
It was a man by the name of Hyde.”
“Hmmm,” said Mr. Utterson. “What sort of
a man is he to see?”
“He is not an easy man to describe,” said
Enfield. “There is something wrong with his
appearance—something that is downright
detestable. I never saw a man I disliked more,
yet I hardly know why. He gives a strong feeling
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of deformity. Yet there is no exact deformity I
can name. But I could never forget his face. In
my mind’s eye, I can see him at this moment!”
“You’ll find this strange,” Mr. Utterson said.
“But I won’t ask you the name of the man who
wrote the check. You see, my dear fellow—I
already know it.”
“Huh!” Mr. Enfield’s voice now took on
an edge of annoyance. “Well, you might have
warned me!” he sputtered. “Perhaps I would have
been wiser to say nothing. Let us make a bargain
never to refer to this matter again!”
Mr. Utterson said, “I agree with all my heart.
Let us shake hands on that, Richard.”

12

