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A byroad in a busy 
section of London, 1886.

The street appeared as a contrast 
to its dingy neighborhood, like a 
fire in a forest, with its freshly 
painted shutters, well-polished 

brasses, and general cleanliness.

The line of houses on the street was 
broken by a court—and just at that 
point, lay a sinister block of building.

Did you 
ever notice 
that door?

The door, which had neither bell nor knocker, 
was worn and discolored. And for almost a 
generation, no one had cared to repair it.

It is connected 
with a very odd story 

in my mind.

No, what 
is so special 
about that 

door?
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Really? 
And what is 

that?

Gabriel John Utterson, Lawyer. Serious, cold, and 
embarrassed in conversation—unsentimental, 

lean, long, dusty, dull, and yet somehow lovable.

Richard Enfield, a 
city man. Utterson’s 
cousin and friend. 

‘Well, Utterson, I was coming home 
from some place about three 

o'clock of a black winter morning.’

‘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 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—a little 
girl running from one side of the building 
and an old man coming from another.’

‘The two ran into each other 
naturally enough at the corner—

and then came the horrible part…’

‘…for the man trampled calmly 
over the child's body and left 
her screaming on the ground. 
It doesn’t sound so horrible, 
but it was terrible to see.’

‘He wasn't a 
man—he was like 
some road roller.’
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‘I called out, began to run, and got hold of the 
man. I brought him back to the place where 
he had left the screaming child. Quite a large 

group had already gathered around her.’

‘He was perfectly cool and did 
not resist, but gave me such an 

ugly look that I started sweating.’

 ‘The girl’s family members had gathered 
around her. And pretty soon, the doctor, for 

whom she had been sent, appeared.’

‘The child was not hurt, just frightened. But there was 
one strange thing that happened—I had taken a dislike 

for the gentleman at first sight. So had the child's 
family. But the doctor's case was what struck me.’

‘He was the usual cut-and-dry doctor, about as 
emotional as a bagpipe. He was like the rest of 
us, but every time he looked at my prisoner…’

‘…I saw the doctor 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 thing.’

Sir, you are 
in trouble, and 

make no mistake—
you better listen 

to me.
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Name your 
figure.

If you choose to make a 
scandal out of this accident, 
I am naturally helpless. But 
like any other gentleman, 

I would wish to avoid 
a scene.

A hundred 
pounds! For the 
child’s family.

MONSTER!

This act of cruelty 
will be a scandal with your 

name at its center. We 
willl make your name stink 
from one end of London 

to the other!

If you have 
any friends or 

respect in London, 
we will ensure you 

lose them.VILLAIN!

‘He would have clearly liked to resist. But 
there was something about the lot of us 
that meant trouble, and, at last, he gave 
in. The next thing was to get the money. 

And do you know where he took us?’

Everyone gathered around the 
man, and started cursing him.

In spite of the shouting, the 
man remained unfazed.
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Yes, the 
man was really 
detestable…

…and the 
person who signed 

the check is celebrated, 
and one of those people 

who do good 
to others.

So we all 
passed the night 
in my lodging, and 

went to the bank in 
the morning.

I said I had 
every reason to believe 

it was a forgery. But 
it was not. The check 

was genuine.

But the signature was 
genuine. I pointed 
out to him that his 
behavior was very 

suspicious…

…because a man 
does not walk into a cellar 

door at four in the morning, 
and come out with another 

man’s check. 

Set your mind at rest. 
I will stay with you 
till the banks open, 

and encash the check 
myself.

What? Are 
you sure?

‘But he was quite 
easy and sneering.’

‘To that place with the door! 
He took out a key, went in, and 
came back with ten pounds in 
gold and a check for the rest...’

‘…signed with a name that I can’t 
mention, though it’s one of the points 
of my story. It was a name very well 

known and often printed in the papers.’
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Bold, visionary Henry Jekyll believes he can use his 

scientifi c knowledge to divide a person into two 

beings—one of pure good and one of pure evil. 

Working tirelessly in his secret laboratory, concocting 

a potion that would tear at the core of what 

makes a man human, he eventually succeeds—but 

only halfway.

Instead of separating the good and evil halves, Jekyll 

isolates only the latter. What seems at fi rst a relief to 

the doctor becomes a nightmare as he loses control 

of the transformation. His friends feel Jekyll will waste 

away and fear the worst. 

Can Jekyll undo what he has done? Or will it change 

things forever?


