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DR. JEKYLL VE MR. HYDE



KAPININ HiKAYESI

Avukat Mr. Utterson, yiizii hicbir zaman giilmeyen, kaba goriiniislii bir adamdi; insanlarla
iligkilerinde soguk, mesafeli ve utangacti; ice kapanikti; siska, uzun boylu, sikici bir adam olmasina
karsin yine de her nasilsa sevimliydi. Arkadas toplantilarinda, 6zellikle de sarap damak tadina
uygunsa gozleri insancil bir sekilde parlar, ama bu hal konusmasina hi¢ yansimazdi; gbzlerinde
parlayan bu sey yalnizca yemek sonrasi olusan sessiz yiiz ifadelerinde dile gelmekle kalmaz, ama
daha sik ve daha yiiksek sesle yasamdaki davramslarinda da sesini yiikseltirdi. Kendisine kars1 ¢ok
kati davramrdi; kaliteli saraplarin tadim Onemsemedigini gostermek i¢in yalniz basina kaldig
zamanlarda cin igerdi. Tiyatrodan zevk almasina ragmen yirmi yildir tiyatronun kapisindan iceri adim
atmamisti. Ama baskalarina karsi derin bir hosgoriisii vardi; bazen onlarin hatali davranislarinin
ardinda yatan 6fke ve gerginligi neredeyse kiskanarak merak eder ve her tiirlii asir1 davranista onlara
sitem etmekten ¢ok, yardim etmeye egilim duyardi. “Kabil’in sapkinligina karismam ben,” derdi
acayip bir tavirla. “Birakirim, kardesim seytamin pesinde kendi bildigince gitsin.” Bu karakteri
sayesinde onun payina, sefalete diisen insanlarin hayatlarindaki son iy1 etki ve son saygin tanidik
olmak diiserdi. Bu tip insanlar yamna ugradiklar1 siirece, onlara kars1 tutumunu degistirmezdi.

Hi¢ kusku yok ki bu isi basarmak Mr. Utterson i¢in kolaydi; ¢iinkii genellikle duygularini disa
vurmazdi. Dostluklar1 bile sanki bdyle genel bir 1yi mizacin Uriinii gibiydi. Sansin ona elleriyle
sundugu arkadas ¢evresini sunuldugu bicimiyle kabul etmek, algakgoniillii insana 6zgilidiir; avukat da
boyle davramyordu. Kendi kanindan gelen ya da ¢ok eskiden tamdig insanlarla arkadaslik eder,
sevgisi sarmasik gibi, zamanla gelisirdi. Bu ylizden, hi¢ kuskusuz, kasabada ¢ok 1yi taninan uzaktan
akrabas1 Mr. Enfield’a onu baglayan bag da boyle bir seydi. Bu ikisinin birbirlerinde ne bulduklari
ya da ortak ne gibi bir konuda anlasabildikleri onlar1 tamyanlarin kafasim kurcalardi. Onlarla pazar
yiiriylislerinde karsilasanlar, birbirleriyle hi¢ konugsmadiklarim, canlarinin ¢ok sikkin goriindiigiinii
ve herhangi bir arkadaslariyla karsilastiklarinda iclerinin rahatladigim soyliiyorlardi. Biitiin bunlara
ragmen, her ikisi de bu gezintilere ¢ok biiylik 6nem veriyor, bunlar1 haftanin en degerli anlar1 sayyor,
rahatsiz edilmeden bu gezintilerin tadim ¢ikarmak i¢in yalmzca eglence firsatlarim bir kenara
birakmakla kalmiyor, kendilerine kazang saglayacak is imkanlarim da ellerinin tersiyle itiyorlardi.

Avare avare dolastiklart bir giin, yollar1 Londra’nin hareketli bir kosesindeki yan sokaklardan
birine diistii. Sokak kiiciiktii ve sakin denilebilecek bir yerdi, ama hafta icinde olduk¢a canli
aligverislere sahne olurdu. Sokak sakinlerinin isleri iy1 gibiydi ve hepsi de birbirleriyle rekabet
icinde daha da 1yi 1s yapmayr umuyorlar, kazan¢larindan artan parayr siislii pisli seylere
yatirtyorlardi; iste bu yiizden cadde kenarinda davetkar bir bigimde siralanan diikkan vitrinleri,
giliimseyen kadin saticilara benziyordu. Goz alict diikkanlarin kepenklerini kapatmis olmasindan
dolayr diger giinlere oranla daha tenha olan bu sokak pazar giinleri bile izbe mahalleye karsitlik
olusturacak sekilde paril paril parildiyordu, tipki ormanda bir yangin gibi; yeni boyannus kepenkleri,
iyl cilalanmus piring kapi tokmaklar1 diizenle siralanmus evler, etrafin temizligi ve neseli havasi
oradan gegenlerin hemen dikkatini ¢ekiyor ve hoslarina gidiyordu.

Buna karsilik koseden iki kapi ileride, sol yanda, doguya giden tarafta bulunan bir avlu girisi bu
diizenli siray1 bozuyordu ve tam da bu noktada, ugursuz goriiniislii bir binanin ii¢ koseli ¢atis1 yola
dogru bir ¢ikintt yapmusti. Bina iki katliydi; penceresi yoktu, alt katta bir kapi, list kattaysa rengi
solmus bir duvarin kor alnindan baska bir sey goriinmiiyordu. Evin her cephesinde uzun siire terk
edilmisligin izleri vardi. Ne bir zili ne bir tokmagi olan kapinin boyalar1 kabarmisti ve darbe 1zleri



goze carpiyordu. Binanin girintisine yuvalanan serseriler kibritlerini tahtalara siirterek yakarlar;
cocuklar merdivenlerinde oynarlardi. Okul ¢ocuklarindan biri, bicagim merdivenin pervazlarinda
bilemekteydi; neredeyse bir asirdir hi¢ kimse bu basibos ziyaret¢ileri kovalamak ya da verdikleri
zarar1 gidermek i¢in buraya gelmemisti.

Mr. Enfield ile avukat ara sokagin kars1 tarafinda yiiriiyorlardi; binanin girisi karsilarina ¢iktiginda
Mr. Enfield bastonunu kaldirip orayr gosterdi.

“Su kap1 hi¢ dikkatinizi ¢cekmis miydi?” diye sordu; yol arkadasi evet anlaminda cevap verince,
“Bu kap1 aklimdan hi¢ ¢ikmiyor,” diye ekledi, “ve ¢ok garip bir hikayeyle baglantili.”

“Oyle mi!” dedi Mr. Utterson, ses tonunda hafif bir degisiklikle, “neymis bu hikaye?”

“Sey, soyle bir seydi,” diye cevap verdi Mr. Enfield: “Kara kistan titredigimiz bir sabah, saat ii¢
civarinda, diinyanin 6biir ucunda bir yerlerden eve doniiyordum ve yolum kasabanin dyle bir yerinden
geciyordu ki, etrafta kelimenin ger¢cek anlamuyla lambalardan baska goriilecek hicbir sey yoktu.
Herkes uyuyordu —sokaklar sanki bir gecit toreni i¢in aydinlatilmustt ve her taraf bir kilise kadar
bostu— sonunda bir polis olsun gérmeye raz1 hale gelmistim. Sonra birden, iki gélge gordiim: biri,
kisa ve hizli adimlarla doguya dogru paldir kiildiir yiirtiyen ufak tefek bir adamdi, otekiyse var
gliciiyle yan sokaklarin birinden asag kosan belki de sekiz on yaslarinda bir kiz cocuguydu. Efendim,
derken bu ikisi dogal olarak kosede birbirleriyle carpistilar; iste ondan sonra hikdyenin korkung
kismu meydana geldi: ¢iinkii adam gayet sakin bir sekilde kizi ayaklarimn altinda ¢ignedi ve o
cigliklar atarken onu oldugu yerde birakip cekip gitti. Boylesi bir olayr dinlemek belki insana 6nemli
gelmiyor, ama gérmen gerekirdi dostum, inan bana korkung¢ bir manzaraydi. Bir adama benzemiyordu;

adeta lanet olasica bir Juggernaut! gibiydi. Ciglign bastim, pesinden kosmaya basladim,
beyefendinin yakasina yapistim ve onu ¢i8liklar atarak yerde yatan kizin basina toplanmus kalabaligin
bulundugu yere getirdim.

Adam biitliniiyle sakindi, hi¢ kars1 koymadi, ama bana soyle bir bakti. Bu bakis o kadar ¢irkindi ki,
sanki kosmusum gibi her yanimu ter basti. Kizin ¢evresinde toplanan kalabalik, ailesiydi; cok
gecmeden cagrilan doktor goriindii. Neyse ki kizin durumu ¢ok kotii degildi, Kemiktamircisinel2! gore
daha cok, korkudan o hale gelmisti. Simdi artik olay boylece kapanmustir, diye diisiineceksiniz. Ama
ortada garip bir durum vardi. Daha ilk goriiste o beyefendiden igrenmistim. Cocugun ailesi de oyle, ki
bu ¢ok dogaldi. Ama beni asil ¢arpan sey, doktorun davramslar1 olmustu. Adam, su alisildik, belli bir
yas1 ve rengl olmayan, kes-kurut tipi eczacilardan biriydi. Agir bir Edinburgh aksamyla konusuyordu
ve neredeyse bir gayda kadar duygusaldi. Iste, efendim, o tipki bize benziyordu; tutsagima her
bakisinda, Kemiktamircisinin onu oldiirme arzusuyla yamp tutustugunu gordiim. Kafasindan neler
gecirdigini biliyordum, o da benim kafamdan neler gectigini biliyordu; aslinda 6ldiirmek s6z konusu
bile degildi, bu yiizden elimizden gelen en iyi ikinci seyi yaptik. Adama bu olayr biiylik bir skandala
doniistiirebilecegimizi, Londra’mn bir ucundan oOteki ucuna kadar her yerde adim
lekeleyebilecegimizi ve bunu kesinlikle yapacagimiz1 soyledik. Eger herhangi bir arkadas ¢evresi ya
da sayginlig varsa bunlar1 yitirmesi isini lizerimize alacagimizi sdyledik. Ve biitiin bu siire boyunca
kadinlar1 elimizden geldigince ondan uzak tutuyorduk, ¢iinkii hepsi bir canavar gibi 6fkeliydi. Daha
once omriimde boylesi nefret dolu yiizler gormemistim; adam ise tam ortalarinda duruyordu, insam
cildirtan bir sakinlik i¢indeydi —elbette korkmustu, bunu gorebiliyordum— ama hi¢ belli etmiyordu,
efendim, tipki bir Seytan gibi.



‘Eger bu olay1 biiyiitmeyi tercih edecek olursamz, dogal olarak elimden bir sey gelmez. Boyle bir
rezaletten yakasim siyirmak istemeyecek higbir beyefendi yoktur,” dedi. ‘Kag¢ para istediginizi
sOyleyin.” Biz de kizin ailesine verilmek iizere adamdan yiiz pound s1zdirdik; once itiraz edecek oldu,
ama sonra ona bir sey yapabilecegimizi diisiinerek sonunda pes etti. Bir sonraki is, parayr almakti;
bizi nereye gotiirdii dersiniz; iste su gordiigliniiz kapinin oraya. Cebinden bir anahtar ¢ikardi, kapiyl
acip igeri girdi ve az sonra da on altin pound ve geri kalani hamiline imzalanmus bir Coutts ¢ekiyle
disar1 ¢ikti. Simdi soyleyemeyecegim bir adla ¢eki imzaladi, ger¢i hikdyemin en 6nemli noktalarindan
biri bu isim, en azindan oldukca tamnan ve sik sik gazetelerde ¢ikan biri oldugunu soyleyebilirim.
Rakam yiiksekti; ama imza, bu tutardan ¢ok daha fazlasi ic¢in bile yeterliydi, eger ger¢ekse tabii.
Beyefendiye, biitiin bu islerin ¢ok karisik oldugunu, bir adamin, gercek hayatta, sabahin dérdiinde bir
bodrumun kapisindan igeri girip elinde neredeyse yiiz pound tutan ve baska biri tarafindan yazilmis
bir ¢ekle disar1 ¢ikmayacagim sdyleme ciiretinde bulundum. Ama adam ¢ok rahatti1 ve aldiris etmeden
sirittyordu.  ‘Endiselenmeyin,” dedi; ‘bankalar acgilana kadar yammzda kalacak ve c¢eki kendi
ellerimle bozduracagim.” Bunun iizerine doktor, cocugun babasi, arkadasimiz ve ben hep birlikte yola
koyulduk, geceyi de benim evimde gegirdik. Ertesi giin, kahvaltimiz1 ettikten sonra, hep birlikte
bankaya gittik. Ceki memura kendim uzattim ve sahte oldugundan siiphelenmek i¢in ¢ok fazla nedenim
oldugunu sdyledim. Ne sahtesi efendim! Cek gercekti.”

“Gergek ha! Vay camina!” dedi Mr. Utterson.

“Sizin de benim hissettiklerimi hissettiginizi goriiyorum,” dedi Mr. Enfield. “Evet, berbat bir
hikdye bu. Ciinkii adam hi¢ kimsenin 151 olmayacag tiirden bir adamdi, gercekten lanetli biriydi;
cekin {izerindeki isim ise son derece saygin ve tamnmus birine aitti. Ustelik (isin kotii yam da bu ya)
su iyiliksever denilen insanlardan biriydi. Samrim bu bir santaj; diirlist bir adanmun gen¢liginde
yaptigr bir hatanin bedelini 6demesiydi. Sonu¢ olarak, su kapinin oldugu yere ben Santaj Evi
diyorum. Buna ragmen, goriiyorsunuz ya, olan biteni tam olarak da agiklayamiyorum,” diye ekledi.

Mr. Utterson’in aniden sordugu bir soruyla diisiincelerinden siyrildi: “Ceki imzalayamn burada
yasaylp yasamadigini bilmiyorsun, dyleyse?”

“Tam da ona gore bir yer, dyle degil mi?” diye karsilik verdi Mr. Enfield. “Ama ¢ekin lizerinde
yazan adrese dikkat etmistim; meydanlardan birinde oturuyordu, ama hangisi oldugunu simdi
hatirlamiyorum.”

“Su kapili yerle ilgili hi¢bir sey sormadin mu?”” dedi Mr. Utterson.

“Hayir, efendim; ince disiinceli bir adanmum ben,” oldu yamt. “Soru sorma konusunda
cekingenimdir; yargi giiniine katilmayr hatirlatir bana. Bir soru sormaya baslarsin, bu tipki bir tasi
yuvarlamaya benzer. Bir tepenin iizerinde sessiz sakin oturuyorsundur; tas yuvarlanmaya baslar,
basgkalarina carpar; az sonra yasli kendi halinde biri (aklina en son gelecek kisi) kendi arka
bahgesinde tasi kafasina yer ve biitiin aile adim degistirmek zorunda kalir. Hayir, efendim, bunu
kendime bir kural edindim: Bir sey gdziime ne kadar garip goriiniiyorsa, o kadar az soru sorarim.”

“Bence de ¢ok iyi bir kural,” dedi avukat.

“Ama evi arastirmaktan da geri durmadim,” diye devam etti Mr. Enfield. “Hi¢ de bir eve
benzemiyor. Baska kapis1 yok, bu kapidan da kimse girip ¢cikmmyor, benim maceramdaki o adamdan
baska eve girip ¢ikana da rastlamadim. Birinci katta, avluya bakan tarafta li¢ pencere var; alt katta hi¢



yok; pencereler her zaman kapali, ama temiz. Genellikle duman tiiten bir bacas1 var; 6yleyse birileri
burada yasiyor olmali. Ama yine de kesin degil, ¢linkii avlunun etrafindaki binalar o kadar tikis tikis
olmus ki, hangi binanin nerede bitip hangisinin nerede basladigim sdylemek zor.”

Iki arkadas yeniden bir siire sessizlik i¢inde yiiriidiiler; sonra, “Enfield,” dedi Mr. Utterson, “Soru
sorma konusunda dedigin sey, 1y1 bir kural.”

“Evet, ben de dyle oldugunu diistiniiyorum,” diye cevap verdi Enfield.

“Ama yine de,” diye devam etti avukat, “sormak istedigim bir nokta var: Cocugu ezip gecen adamin
adim sormak istiyorum.”

“Sey,” dedi Mr. Enfield, “bunun herhangi bir zararimn olacagin diistinmiiyorum. Hyde adinda bir
adamd1.”

“Himm,” dedi Mr. Utterson. “Dig goriiniisii nasildi1?”

“Tarif etmesi kolay degil. Gortiniigiinde ters olan bir sey vardi; rahatsiz edici bir sey, tiksindirici
bir sey. Hayatimda hi¢ bu kadar igrendigim bir adam gérmemistim, ama nedenini sorarsan
bilmiyorum. Bir yerlerinde bir bi¢imsizlik olmali; giiclii bir bigimsizlik duygusu uyandiriyor, ama
yine de bunun ne oldugunu soyleyemiyorum. Olagandisi bir goriiniisii var, ama yine de gercekten
adlandiramiyorum. Hayir, efendim; bu isi beceremiyorum; onu tarif edemem. Hatirlamadigim i¢in
degil, ¢linkii su anda gorsem hemen tanirim onu.”

Mr. Utterson yeniden bir siire sessizce yuriidii, derin diisiincelere dalmisti besbelli. “Anahtar
kullandigindan emin misin?”’ diye sordu sonunda.

“Ne demek istiyorsunuz, anlamadim...” diye soze basladi Enfield, cok sasirmusti.

“Evet, peki,” dedi Utterson; “biliyorum, sorum sana garip geldi. Gergek su ki, eger sana ¢eki
imzalayanin adim sormuyorsam, bu, onu zaten bildigim i¢indir. GoOrliyorsun ya, Richard, senin
hikdyen simdiden gidecegi yere ulasti. Eger herhangi bir yerde eksik anlattiysan, simdi tamamlasan
iyi olur.”

“Samrim beni uyarabilirdiniz,” diye karsilik verdi oteki, sesinde somurtkanlik vardi. “Ama sizin
deyisinizle, her seyi kil1 kirk yararcasina tam olarak anlattim. Adamun anahtar1 vardi ve daha da otest,
hala da var. Daha bir hafta olmadi, onu kullandigim gordim.”

Mr. Utterson derin derin i¢ini ¢ekti, ama tek bir kelime bile sdylemedi; bunun {izerine gen¢ adam
so0zlerine devam etti. “Hi¢bir sey sdylememe konusunda bir ders daha,” dedi. “Dilimin bu kadar uzun
olmasindan utantyorum. Gelin bu konuyu bir daha agmayacagimiza dair aramizda anlasma yapalim.”

“Biitiin kalbimle,” dedi avukat. “Ver elini sikayim, Richard.”



MR. HYDE’IN PESINDE

O aksam Mr. Utterson bekar evine dondiigiinde ici sikintiliydi, pek istah1 olmamasina karsin aksam
yemegini yemek lizere sofraya oturdu. Pazar giinleri, yemegini bitirdikten sonra, séminenin basina
oturup komsu kilisenin ¢am gece saat on ikiyi ¢calana kadar ¢alisma masasinda can sikici herhangi bir
ilahiyat kitabim okumak gibi bir aliskanlig1 vardi. Daha sonra son derece ciddi ve minnet hisleriyle
dolu bir sekilde yatagina girerdi. Ama o gece, paltosunu verir vermez, bir mum aldi ve ¢alisma
odasina gitti. Kasasim agti, en gizli bélmesinden bir zarf ¢ikardi. Zarfin lizerinde “Dr. Jekyll’in
Vasiyetnamesi” yaziliydi. Kaslarim catarak icindekileri incelemeye koyuldu. Vasiyetname, sahibinin
el yazisiyla yazilmisti, ¢iinkii Mr. Utterson vasiyetnameyi saklama isini iistlenmesine karsin,
hazirlanisinda en ufak bir yardimda bulunmay1 reddetmisti; belgede yalmzca, Henry Jekyll’1n 6liimii
halinde sahip oldugu her seyin ‘“arkadasi ve velinimeti Edward Hyde’in” ellerine gegecegi
belirtilmekle kalmiyor, ayn1 zamanda Dr. Jekyll’1n “{i¢ ay1 asan bir siire boyunca ortada goriinmemesi
ya da aciklanamaz bir sekilde ortadan yok olmasi” durumunda, Edward Hyde’in hi¢ gecikme
olmaksizin Henry Jekyll’1n yerini alacag yaziyordu. Aym zamanda Edward Hyde, doktorun ailesine
odenecek kiigiik bir tutar disinda herhangi bir yiikiimliiliikk ya da sorumluluk da tasimayacakti. Bu
belge uzun zamandir avukatin goziine batiyordu. Belge onu hem bir avukat olarak hem de hayatin akl1
basinda ve geleneksel yanlarini seven biri olarak rahatsiz ediyordu. Avukatin goziinde hayal pesinde
kosmak kendini begenmislik demekti. Ve o giine kadar Mr. Hyde hakkinda hicbir sey bilmemesi de
ofkesini artirtyordu; simdiyse ani bir donemegte 0grendigi sey onu kizdirmisti. Bu adla ilgili daha
fazla sey Ogrenememesi zaten yeterince kotiiydii. Bu ad bir de igren¢ niteliklerle donanmaya
baslayinca daha da beter olmustu; uzun siiredir onu sasirtan degisken, hayali sis perdesinden simdi
aniden bir iblis ortaya ¢ikmusti.

“Onceleri bunun bir delilik oldugunu diisiiniiyordum,” dedi, tiksindirici kagitlar1 kasaya geri
koyarken, “simdiyse bunun bir yiliz karas1 olmasindan korkmaya bagladim.”

Bunlar1 soyledikten sonra mumu tifleyip sondiirdii, sirtina bir palto gecirdi ve tibbin kalesi olan
Cavendish Meydam’na dogru yola koyuldu. Arkadasi, biiylik Dr. Lanyon’un sayilar1 gittikge artan
hastalarim kabul ettigi evi de buradaydi. “Eger bunu bilen biri varsa o da Lanyon’dur,” diye
diistinmiistil.

Agirbasl bas usak onu tamyordu ve igeri buyur etti; cok fazla bekletilmedi ve kapidan dosdogru
yemek odasina alindi. Dr. Lanyon yalmz basina oturmus, sarap i¢iyordu. Lanyon candan, saglikl, sik,
kirmizi yiizlii bir beyefendiydi; giir saglar1 erken beyazlamisti, samatac1 ve kendinden emindi. Mr.
Utterson’1 karsisinda goriir gormez, sandalyesinden kalkti ve her iki elim uzatarak onu karsiladi.
Adamin kendi tarzi olan igtenligi insana biraz tiyatral goriiniiyor, ama aslinda gercek duygularim disa
vuruyordu. Ciinkii bu ikisi eski arkadaslardi, aym okulda ve kolejde okumuslardi, birbirlerine ve
kendilerine saygi duyarlar ve birbirlerinin arkadasligindan biiyiik zevk alirlardi.

Kisa bir siire havadan sudan konustuktan sonra avukat sozii, kafasin1t mesgul eden konuya getirdi.
“Sanirim, Lanyon,” dedi, “sen ve ben Henry Jekyll’1n en eski dostlariyiz, degil mi?”

“Ah, keske bu dostlar daha geng olsaydi,” diye kikirdad1 Dr. Lanyon. “Ama sanirim oyleyiz. Peki
ne olmus? Simdilerde onu ¢ok az gériiyorum.”

“Oyle mi!” dedi Utterson. “Ben de ortak ilgi alanlarimzin aramizda bir bag olusturdugunu



saniyordum.”

“Oyleydi,” oldu cevap. “Ama benim i¢in Henry Jekyll fazla hayalperest olali on yildan fazla
oluyor. Yanlis isler yapmaya basladi, yanlis yola girdi; ama elbette yine de, ne derler, eski giinlerin
hatirina, onunla ilgilenmeye devam ediyorum ama onu ¢ok az goriiyorum. Boylesi bilimdisi
sacmaliklar,” diye ekledi doktor, birdenbire mosmor kesilmisti, “Damon ile Pythias’in!! bile arasim
acardi.”

Doktorun bu kiigiik 6fke patlamasi Mr. Utterson’in i¢inmi rahatlatti. “Demek yalmzca bilimsel
konular bakimindan aralarinda ayrilik olmus,” diye diisiindii; bilimsel ihtiraslar1 olmayan (iletkenlere
duydugu ilgi disinda) biri olarak ekledi: “Bundan daha kotii bir sey degil!” Kendisini toparlamasi
i¢in arkadasina birka¢ dakikalik bir zaman tanid1 ve daha sonra asil sormak istedigi soruyu sordu.

“Sen hi¢ Jekyll’1in, Hyde diye birine vasilik ettigini duymus muydun?”

“Hyde nu?” diye tekrarladi Lanyon. “Hayir. Bu adamin ismini hi¢ duymadim. Benim zamanimda
boyle biri yoktu.”

Avukatin sabaha kadar bir o yana bir bu yana doniip durdugu biiytik, karanlik yatagina tasidig bilgi
sadece bu kadardi. Kafas1 siirekli sorularla mesguldii, bir an bile rahat yiizii gormemisti, yalmzca
karanlikta sorularla bogusup duruyor ve sorular tarafindan kusatiliyordu.

Mr. Utterson’1in kaldig1 evin yakimindaki kilisenin ¢anlar1 saat altiyr caldiginda o hala bu sorunlarla
bogusuyordu. O giine kadar olay, onu yalnizca diislinsel yamyla ilgilendiriyordu; ama simdi isin i¢ine
bir de hayal giicii karismusti, daha dogrusu Mr. Enfield’in anlattiklarimin tutsag olmustu; perdeleri
cekili odada ve gecenin zifiri karanliginda yataginda saga sola doniip dururken, Mr. Enfield’in
anlattig hikaye zihninin oniinden 151kl resimler dizisi gibi geciyordu: Geceleyin bir kentin biiytik bir
lamba tarlasina benzedigini fark ediyordu; sonra hizla yiiriiyen bir adanuin golgesini gordii; sonra
doktorun evinden kosan bir ¢ocuk; sonra her ikisi karsilastilar ve insan kiligindaki Juggernaut, cocugu
ezip c¢igliklarina aldirmadan gecti gitti. Ya da zengin bir evde bir oda goriiyordu, arkadasi orada
yatmis uyuyordu, riiya goriiyor ve rlyasinda giiliiyordu; sonra odamin kapisi agiliyor, yatagin
perdeleri ¢ekiliyor, uyuyan adam uyamyordu, ve o da nesi! Yaninda, kendisine yetki verilen biri
duruyor ve onun da gecenin bu ge¢ saatinde bile ayaga kalkip emredilen isi yapmas1 gerekiyordu. Iki
sahnede de ortaya ¢ikan adam biitiin gece avukatin pesini birakmadi; eger arada sirada uyukladiysa da
rilyalarinda bu adamin uyuyan evlerin arasindan sinsice kayip gittigini ya da lambalarla aydinlatilnusg
kentin genis labirentlerinde hizli, daha hizli, giderek daha hizli, bas dondiriici bir sekilde
dolastigini, her sokagin kosesinde bir cocugu ezdigini ve onu ¢igliklar atarken birakip gittigini
goriiyordu. Ama bu adamin hala tamyabilecegi bir yiizii yoktu; riiyalarinda bile yiiziinii goremiyordu
ya da gozlerinin Oniinde gidip gelen bir hayal ve sonra eriyip giden bir yiiz vardi; béylece avukatin
icinde hizla, gercek Mr. Hyde’in yiiziinii gérme meraki canlandi. Eger adamm yalmzca bir kez
gorebilse, sirrin agiga c¢ikacagini ve iyi arastirilan biitlin esrarengiz seylerde oldugu gibi belki de
timiiyle ortadan kalkacagim diisiiniiyordu. Arkadasimn garip tercihi ya da koleligi (hangisini
sOylerseniz soyleyin), hatta vasiyetnamesindeki sasirtici cimleleri i¢in bile bir neden bulabilirdi. Ve
en azindan gormeye deger bir yiiz olmaliydi: merhametsiz bir adamin yiizii: yalmzca kendini
gostermekle bile, kolay kolay her seyden etkilenmeyen Enfield’da, kalici bir nefret duygusu
uyandirabilen bir yiiz.

O geceden sonra Mr. Utterson diikkanlarin bulundugu ara sokaktaki kapiyr sik sik kolagan etti.



Artik, sabah, ise baslamadan once, Oglenleri isleri basindan askin ve zamani kisitliyken, geceleri
puslu kent mehtabinin altinda, her tiir 1s1kta, tenha saatlerde, kalabalik saatlerde, avukat artik sectigi
kosede nobetteydi.

“Eger o Mr. Hyde ise,” diye diisiiniiyordu, ben de Mr. Seek olacagim.”4

En sonunda sabr1 6dillendirildi. Giizel bir geceydi, ama ayaz vardi; her yer buz tutmustu; sokaklar
bir balo salonu kadar temizdi; hi¢bir riizgarin sarsmadig sokak lambalar1 151k ve gblgeden diizenli
bir desen ¢iziyordu. Saat on olunca diikkanlar kapandi, ara sokak olduk¢a tenhalasti, Londra’nin her
tarafindan gelen alg¢ak ugultulara ragmen sessizlesti. Kii¢iik sesler uzaklara yayiliyor, evlerin i¢inden
gelen sesler yolun her iki tarafindan da agik¢a duyulabiliyor; yaklasan bir yolcunun ayak seslerti,
kendisinden uzun siire once fark ediliyordu. Mr. Utterson nobetinin basina daha yeni gecmisti ki,
yaklasan hafif adimlarin farkina vardi. Gece nobetleri sirasinda, tek bir kisinin adimlarinin garip ve
insanin i¢ini Urperten etkisine alisali uzun zaman olmustu. Yine de dikkati daha 6nce hi¢ boylesine
keskin bir sekilde ¢ekilmemisti; giiclii bir basar1 kazanma onsezisine kapilarak avlunun girisine girdi.

Ayak sesleri hizla yaklasti, sokagin kosesini doniince birden yiikselip her yana yayildi. Giriste
durmus ileriye bakan avukat ¢ok ge¢cmeden ugrasmasi gereken adamin nasil biri oldugunu gérebildi.
Ufak tefek bir adamdi, sade giyinmisti, uzaktan bakinca bile seyredene tuhaf gelen bir goriiniisii vard.
Adam, zaman harcamamak i¢in sokag1 ¢aprazlamasina gecerek dosdogru kapiya yoneldi ve evine
girmek iizere olan biri gibi anahtar1 cebinden ¢ikardi.

Mr. Utterson bulundugu yerden disart dogru bir adim atti ve adam tam Oniinden gecerken omzuna
dokundu. “Mr. Hyde, sanirim?”’

Mr. Hyde tislar gibi nefes alarak geri ¢ekildi. Ama korkusu yalnizca bir anlikti; avukatin yiiziine
bakmamasina karsin, sakin bir sekilde cevapladi: “Evet bu benim adim. Ne istiyorsunuz?”

“Geldiginizi gordiim,” diye karsilik verdi avukat. “Ben Dr. Jekyll’1n eski bir arkadasiyim —Gaunt
Sokagi’ndan Mr. Utterson— adimi daha onceden duymus olmalisimz, sizinle karsilasmak gilizel bir
rastlanti, belki beni iceri kabul edebilirsiniz.”

“Dr. Jekyll’1 bulamayacaksiniz; evde yok,” diye karsilik verdi Mr. Hyde, anahtarina iifleyerek.
Sonra birdenbire, ama yine basim havaya kaldirmadan, “Beni nasil tamdimz?” diye sordu.

“Acaba bana bir 1yilik yapar misimz?” dedi Mr. Utterson.
“Zevkle,” diye cevap verdi oteki. “Nasil bir 1yilik?”
“Yiiziinlizii gormeme izin verir misiniz?” diye sordu avukat.

Mr. Hyde bir an tereddiit edermis gibi goriindii, sonra aniden karar vermisgesine, meydan okuyan
bir tavirla kafasim kaldirdi; ikisi birkag¢ saniye dik dik birbirlerine baktilar. “Artik, bundan sonra sizi
yeniden gordiiglimde taniyabilirim,” dedi Mr. Utterson. “Bu daha sonra isime yarayabilir.”

“Peki,” diye karsilik verdi Mr. Hyde, “karsilastigimiz iy1 oldu; bu arada, adresimi de almalisimz.”
Soho’da bir sokagin numarasint verdi.

“Aman Tanrim!” diye diisiindii Mr. Utterson, “o da vasiyetnameyi diisiiniiyor olabilir mi acaba?”
Ama duygularini kendisine sakladi ve adresi alirken homurdand: yalmzca.



“Soyleyin simdi bakalim,” dedi 6teki, “beni nasil tamdiniz?”

“Tarif lizerine,” oldu cevap.

“Kim tarif ett1?”

“Ortak arkadaslarimiz var,” dedi Mr. Utterson.

“Ortak arkadaslar mi!” dedi Mr. Hyde, boguk bir sesle. “Kimmis onlar?”
“Ornegin Jekyll,” dedi avukat.

"7

“O size asla bir sey sOylemedi
sOyleyeceginizi diislinmemistim.”

diye haykirdi Mr. Hyde, ani bir 6tke patlamasiyla. “Yalan

“Hadi,” dedi Mr. Utterson, “bu hi¢ de yakisik alan bir s6z degil.”

Oteki hirlarcasina vahsi bir kahkaha atti; sonra bir anda, olaganiistii bir hizla kapinin kilidini agt1 ve
evin i¢cinde gdozden kayboldu.

Avukat, Mr. Hyde onu terk ettikten sonra bir slire bir huzursuzluk tablosu gibi oldugu yerde
kalakaldi. Daha sonra agir agir sokag ¢ikmaya basladi, her iki adimda bir duruyor, kafas1 karigmis
biri gibi elini almna koyuyordu. Yiiriirken boyle kendi kendine tartistig1 sorun, ¢cok zor ¢oziilebilecek
cinstendi. Mr. Hyde soluk yiizlii, ciice gibi bir adamdi, ad1 konulabilecek bir sakatligi yoktu, ama
sakatmig gibi bir izlenim birakiyordu, irkiitiicii bir giliimsemesi vardi, avukata karsi tavirlari
cekingenlik ve ciiretkarligin korkung bir karisinm gibiydi, boguk, fisiltili, kesik kesik bir sesle
konusmustu, biitlin bunlar onun aleyhine seylerdi; ama biitiin bunlarin bir araya gelmesi bile Mr.
Utterson’in ona karst o giine kadar tammadig tiirden bir igrenme, nefret ve korku duymasim
aciklayamiyordu. “Baska bir sey olmali,” dedi kafas1 karigsmis beyefendi. “Daha fazla bir sey var,
keske bunu tanimlayabilseydim. Tanr1 beni korusun, adam sanki insan degilmis gibi! Karanlik giicler

mi desek acaba? Dr. Fell’inl! yadigar1 mn yoksa? Ya da yalmzca kétii bir ruhtan yayilan ve balciktan
bedenine s1zip onun seklini degistiren bir 151k mu? Samrim, bu sonuncusu; ¢linkii, ¢linkii ah, zavalli
Harry Jekyll, eger simdiye kadar bir insanin yiiziinde seytanin imzasimt okuduysam, bu yiiz senin yeni
arkadasina aittir.”

Ara sokagin kosesini doniince tarihi, giizel evlerin bulundugu bir meydana ¢ikiliyordu; simdi bu
evlerin ¢cogu eski gorkemli konumlarini yitirmis, daire daire ve oda oda, her tiirden ve konumdan
insana kiralanmusti: harita ¢izenler, mimarlar, gizli kapakli isler ¢eviren avukatlar ve birtakim saibeli
islerle ugrasan insanlar. Bununla beraber, kosedeki ikinci ev hala bir biitiin olarak kullanmliyordu;
kapisinin Onii, kiigiik lambanin 15181 disinda karanliklara gomiilmiis olmasina karsin, zenginlik ve
konforun gorkemli havasin tasiyordu. Mr. Utterson durdu ve kapiy1 ¢aldi. Iyi giyimli, yaslica bir usak
kapiy1 acti.

“Dr. Jekyll evde mi, Poole?”” diye sordu avukat.

“Bir bakayim, Mr. Utterson,” dedi Poole, ziyaretciyi genis, algak tavanli, rahat bir salona aldi.
Buras1 flamalarla siislii, (kir evlerindeki gibi) giiriil giiriil yanan bir somineyle 1sitilmis ve mese
agacindan degerli mobilyalarla dosenmisti. “Burada sOminenin yamnda mu beklersiniz, efendim?
Yoksa yemek odasinin lambalarim agayim m?”



“Burada beklerim, tesekkiirler,” dedi avukat, somineye yaklasip yiiksek paravanasina yaslandi.
Simdi yalmz kaldig bu salon doktor dostunun ¢ok 6zen gosterdigi bir yerdi; Utterson da siirekli bu
salonun Londra’daki en hos salon oldugunu séyler dururdu. Ama bu gece kamnda bir {irperti vardi;
Hyde’1n yiizii aklindan ¢ikmiyor; yasama karsi bir i¢ bulantis1 ve tatsizlik hissediyordu (ki bu onda
nadir goriilen bir duyguydu); bu kasvetli duygular i¢inde, sominenin atesinin cilali dolaplar
tizerindeki titreyislerinde tehditkar bir seyler, tavandaki golgelerden huzursuz edici hareketler
okuyordu. Poole az sonra geri doniip Dr. Jekyll’in disar1 ¢ikmuis oldugunu haber verince hissetmis
oldugu rahatlamadan utand.

“Mr. Hyde’1 eski otopsi odasinin kapisindan igeri girerken gordiim, Poole,” dedi. “Dr. Jekyll evde
yokken bunu yapmas1 dogru mu?”’

“Cok dogru, efendim,” diye cevap verdi usak. “Mr. Hyde’1n anahtar1 var.”

“Efendin, bu gen¢ adama ¢ok giiveniyor olmali, Poole,” dedi 6teki, diisiinceli diistlinceli.
“Evet, efendim, gercekten de dyle,” dedi Poole. “Hepimize, ona itaat etmemizi emretti.”
“Mr. Hyde ile daha once karsilastiginu hi¢ sanmiyorum?” dedi Utterson.

“Ah, hayir efendim. Aksam yemeklerini de burada yemez,” diye karsilik verdi usak. “Aslina
bakarsaniz, onu evin bu tarafinda da ¢ok az goriiriiz; ¢ogunlukla laboratuvardan girip ¢ikar.”

“Pekala, 1y1 geceler, Poole.”
“Iyi geceler, Mr. Utterson.”

Avukat agir bir yiirekle evine gitmeye koyuldu. “Zavalli Harry Jekyll,” diye diisiindii, “aklim bana
onun kapana kistirildigini soylityor! Gencken cok ¢ilgindi; elbette bu uzun zaman oOnceydi; ama
Tanri’mn yasasinda sinirlama olmaz. Ah, dyle olmus olmali; eski bir glinahin hayaleti, gizlenmis bir
sucun kanserlesmesi; bunlarin cezasi, hafiza unuttuktan ve kendini begenmislik, hataya g6z yumduktan

sonra geliyor. PEDE CLAUDO.!%” Bu diisiinceden dehsete diisen avukat, bir siire derin derin kendi
gecmisini diisiindii, eski bir glinahtan ortaya bir cin ¢ikacak korkusuyla hafizasimin biitiin koselerini
arastirdi. Gegmisi oldukca giinahsizdi; cok az insan ge¢cmisiyle hesaplasirken onun kadar rahat ve
huzurlu olabilirdi; yine de yaptig1 pek cok kotii seyin yiiziinden tozlarin arasinda yuvarlandigim
hissetti, sonra da tam yapacakken kendini sakindigi seyleri diisiiniince agirbasli ve trkek bir
minnettarlik duygusuyla yeniden basimi kaldirdi. Sonra eski konusuna yeniden doéniince bir umut
kivilcimu yakaladi. “Eger bu Hyde efendi zamaninda 68renciyse,” diye diisiindii, “onun da kendine ait
sirlar1 olmali; adamin goriiniisiine bakilirsa karanlik sirlar olmali bunlar; bu sirlar zavalli Jekyll’in
sirlartyla kiyaslandiginda Jekyll’inkiler giines gibi parlak goriinecektir. isler boyle oldugu gibi
devam edemez. Bu yaratigin bir hirsiz gibi Harry’nin yatagimn ¢evresinde sinsi sinsi dolastigim
diisiindiikge i¢imi bir iirperme kapliyor; zavall1 Harry, ne kotii bir uyams olmali! Ustelik bu isin
tehlikesi de var! Ciinkii bu Hyde, vasiyetnamenin varlifindan kuskulanmirsa, mirasa konmak i¢in
sabirsizlanabilir. Evet, Jekyll’a destek olmaliyim—tabii eger izin verirse,” diye ekledi, “Jekyll izin
verirse tabii.” Ciinkii bir kere daha vasiyetnamenin garip ciimleleri, biitiin saydamligiyla, acik agik
gozlerinin 6niinden gecmisti.



DR. JEKYLL OLDUKCA RAHATTI

On bes giin sonra, doktor sansli bir rastlant1 eseri bes alt1 eski, yakin arkadasim hos gecen aksam
yemeklerinden birine davet etti; gelenlerin hepsi de iinlii, zeki insanlardi ve hepsi de 1y1 saraptan
anliyorlardi; Mr. Utterson herkesin ayrilmasindan sonra bir yolunu bulup doktorun yamnda kaldi. Bu
aslinda yeni bir sey degildi, cogu zaman boyle olurdu. Utterson sevildigi yerlerde gercekten sevilirdi.
Ev sahipleri, neseli, ¢enesi duslik misafirleri evden ayrilmak i¢in kapinin esigine geldiklerinde, bu
sessiz, kendi halinde avukati yanlarinda alikoymayi severlerdi; onun sirnasik olmayan dostluguyla bir
siire yalmz oturmaktan hoslamrlar; adamin derin sessizliginde eglencenin verdigi yorgunluk ve
gerginlikten kurtulurlardi. Bu kural Dr. Jekyll icin de degismezdi; simdi sominenin karsisinda
otururken —iri kiyim, yapili, elli yaslarinda yakisikli bir adam— Mr. Utterson’a icten ve sicak bir
yakinlik duydugunu bakislarindan anlayabilirdiniz.

“Ben de seninle konusmak istiyordum, Jekyll,” diye soze basladi avukat. “Vasiyetnameni
hatirliyorsun, degil mi?”

Dikkatli bir gézlemci bu konunun tatsiz bir konu oldugunu anlayabilirdi; ama doktor neseyle
konugmasim siirdiirdii. “Benim zavalli Utterson’im,” dedi, “bdyle bir miivekkilin oldugu i¢in
sanssizsin. Benim vasiyetnamem yiiziinden senin kadar gerilen baska bir adam daha gormedim;
bilgiclik taslayan at gozliiklii Lanyon’un benim calismalarima bilimsel sapkinliklar demesinin
disinda. Ah, biliyorum, iy1 bir insan o, kaslarim ¢atmana gerek yok, miikemmel bir insan ve ben onu
daha sik gérmek istiyorum, ama o dar gorislii; cahil, kiistah, kendini begenmisin biri. Hi¢bir insanda
Lanyon’dan daha fazla hayal kirikligina ugramadim.”

“O vasiyeti hi¢cbir zaman onaylamadigimu biliyorsun,” diye sozlerini siirdiirdii Utterson, yeni agilan
konuyu kabaca duymazliktan gelmisti.

“Vasiyetnamem mi? Evet, elbette, bunu biliyorum,” dedi doktor, biraz sertce. ’Bana sOylemistin
bunu.”

“Pekala, yeniden soyliiyorum,” diye devam etti avukat. “Geng Hyde ile ilgili bir seyler 6grendim.”

Dr. Jekyll’in genis yakisikli yiizii dudaklarina kadar soldu, gozlerine bir karanlik yerlesti. “Bu
konuda daha fazla sey duymak istemiyorum,” dedi. “Bu konuda daha fazla konusmayacagimiza dair
anlastik samyordum.”

“Duyduklarim igrengti,” dedi Utterson.

“Bu higbir seyi degistirmez. I¢cinde bulundugum durumu anlamiyorsun,” diye cevap verdi doktor,
tavirlarinda gozle goriliir bir tutarsizlik vardi. “Cok zor bir durumdayim, Utterson; durumum ¢ok
garip. Konusmakla diizeltilemeyecek tiirden birtakim isler.”

“Jekyll,” dedi Utterson, “beni tamyorsun: Giivenilecek biriyim. Bana her seyi agik¢a anlat; seni bu
durumdan kurtarabilecegimden hi¢ kuskun olmasin.”

“Benim 1yi ylirekli dostum Utterson,” dedi doktor, “bu senin iyiligin, gercekten de ¢ok iyi
yiireklisin, sana tesekkiir etmeye yetecek s6z bulamiyorum. Sana biitiin kalbimle inamyorum; yasayan
herkesten ¢ok sana gilivenirim, eger bdyle bir se¢cim yapabilseydim, kendimden bile daha ¢ok
giivenirdim sana; ama ger¢ekten de sandigin gibi degil; aslinda her sey o kadar da kot degil; sirf



senin iyi yiiregini rahatlatmak icin bir sey sdyleyecegim: Istedigim her an, Mr. Hyde’dan
kurtulabilirim. Sana bu konuda yemin ediyorum; ve sana tekrar tekrar tesekkiir ediyorum; yalmzca
kiiciik bir sey daha ekleyecegim Utterson, eminim yanlis anlamazsin: bu 6zel bir konu ve yalvaririm
sana, birak, kendi halinde kalsin.”

Utterson atese bakarak bir siire diisiinceye daldi.
“Tamamen hakl1 oldugundan yana kusku duymuyorum,” dedi en sonunda, ayaga kalkarken.

“Pekala, bu konuya degindigimize gore, ki umarim son defa olur bu,” diye devam etti doktor,
“anlamam istedigim bir nokta var. Zavalli Hyde’a karsi biiylik bir ilgi duyuyorum. Senin onu
gordiigiinii biliyorum; bana, kendisini gordugiinii soyledi; korkarim kabalik etmis. Ama bu geng
adama karsi samimi olarak biiylik, ama cok biyiikk bir ilgi duyuyorum ve eger ben buralarda
olmazsam, Utterson, onunla ilgilenecegine ve haklarini koruyacagina dair bana s6z vermeni istiyorum.
Olan biten her seyi bilseydin, bunu yapardin eminim; eger soz verirsen lizerimden bliylik bir yiik
kalkacak.”

“Asla ondan hoslaniyormus gibi davranamam,” dedi avukat.

“Senden bunu istemiyorum,” diye yalvardi Jekyll, elini 6tekinin kolunun {izerine koyarak; “yalnizca
adalet istiyorum; artik ben burada olmadi§im zaman, benim hatirim i¢in ona yardimci olmani
istiyorum senden.”

Utterson engellenemez bir sekilde i¢ini ¢ekti. “Pekala,” dedi, “s6z veriyorum.”



CAREW CINAYETI DAVASI

Yaklasik bir y1l sonra, 18.. yilimin ekim ayinda, inanilmaz derecede vahsice islenmis bir cinayetle
sehir altiist oldu; kurbamn yiiksek mevkiden biri olmasi olayr daha da dikkat ¢ekici bir hale getirdi.
Cok az sayida ayrint1 vardi, ama bunlar ¢ok ¢arpiciydi. Nehirden ¢ok da uzak olmayan bir evde yalmz
yasayan ve hizmetgilik yapan bir kadin saat on bire gelirken yatmak i¢in iist kattaki odasina ¢ikmusti.
Sabahin erken saatlerinde kenti sis basmasina karsin, gecenin ilk yarisi bulutsuzdu ve hizmet¢inin
penceresinin baktigi dar sokak dolunayin 1s1g1yla tamamen aydinlikti. Hizmetginin romantik bir anina
rastlamis olmaliydi, ¢linkii o sirada hemen pencerenin kenarinda duran sandigin iizerine oturmus,
derin derin diisiinerek hayallere dalmus durumdaydi. Asla (boyle diyordu, gozlerinden yaslar akarak
tanik oldugu olay1 anlatirken), asla kendini biitiin insanlarla boylesine baris i¢inde hissetmemis ve
diinya hakkinda bu kadar 1y1 seyler diistinmemisti. Bu sekilde otururken sokakta beyaz sacgli, yasl ve
yakisikli bir beyefendinin farkina varmusti; bir baska ¢ok kisa boylu bir beyefendi de ona dogru
yaklasiyordu; hizmetci ilk bakista bu adama pek dikkat etmemisti. Birbirlerine konusma mesafesi
kadar yaklastiklarinda (ki bu tam da hizmet¢inin penceresinin 6niinde olmustu) yash adam egilip ¢ok
nazik bir sekilde Obilir adama seslenmis. Soyledikleri c¢cok da fazla 6nem tasiyormus gibi
gortinmiiyormus; gercekten de, parmagiyla isaret etmesinden, sadece yolu soruyor gibiymis; ama
konusurken yiiziine ay 1s181 vuruyormus ve hizmetci kiz bu manzarayr seyretmekten hoslanmus;
yiiziinde yasli insanlara 6zgl bir saflik ve 1yilik varmis, ama yine de biiyiik bir 6zgiliven yansiyormus.
Az sonra hizmetcinin gozleri 6teki adama kaymus, bu adamin bir keresinde efendisini de ziyaret eden
ve hi¢ hoslanmadigit Mr. Hyde oldugunu goriince sasirmus. Elinde agir bir baston varmus, bununla
oynuyormus; ama tek kelime bile soylemeden hastalikli bir sabirsizlikla dinliyor gibi goriiniiyormus.
Sonra ansizin korkung bir 6fke kasirgasina kapilmis, ayaklarim yerlere vurmaya, bastonunu sallamaya
ve ¢ilgin gibi (hizmetci boyle tarif ediyordu) davranmaya baslamis. Yasli beyefendi ¢ok sasirmis ve
biraz da tlirkmiis bir havayla bir adim geri ¢ekilmis; bunun iizerine Mr. Hyde biitiin zincirlerinden
bosanmis halde adamm sopalaya sopalaya yere yikmus; hemen sonra da ofkeyle, maymun gibi
kurbaninin iistiinde tepinip darbe iizerine darbe yagdirmus. Bu darbelerin altinda kemiklerinin
kirildigt duyuluyor, adanmin govdesi yolun lizerinde hopluyormus. Duyup gordiiklerinden kapildig
dehsetle hizmet¢i oracikta bayilmus.

Kendine gelip de polisi ¢agirdiginda saat ikiydi. Katil ¢coktan ortadan kaybolmustu; ama her tarafi
kirthp paramparca olmus kurbam sokagin ortasinda yatiyordu. Cinayet aleti olan baston, ender
bulunan, ¢ok sert ve saglam bir odundan yapilmis olmasina karsin, bu insafsiz zalimligin
acimasizligiyla tam ortasindan ikiye ayrilmusti; parg¢alarindan biri yakindaki bir hendege yuvarlanmus,
otekisi de hi¢ kuskusuz, katil tarafindan gotliriilmiistii. Kurbamn {izerinde bir ciizdan ve altin bir saat
bulundu; miihiirlenmis ve damgalanmus bir zarf disinda herhangi bir kartvizite ya da kimlige
rastlanmadi. Zarf biiyiik olasilikla postaya atilacakti, lizerinde Mr. Utterson’1n ad1 ve adresi yaziliydi.

Bu zarf ertesi sabah, yatagindan kalkmadan once avukata gotiiriildii; avukat zarfi goriip olayr dinler
dinlemez ciddilesti. “Cesedi gorene kadar higbir sey sdylemeyecegim,” dedi; “bu ¢ok ciddi bir olay
olabilir. Liitfen ben giyinene kadar bekleme liitfunda bulunur musunuz?” Sonra yine ciddi bir yliz
ifadesiyle hizli hizl1 kahvaltisim etti ve cesedin gotiiriildiigii polis karakoluna gitti. Hiicreye girer
girmez basim salladh.

“Evet,” dedi, “bu adanu tantyorum ve onun Sir Danvers Carew oldugunu sdylemekten biiyiik bir
liziintii duyuyorum.”



“Aman Tanrim!” diye haykirdi polis, “olamaz,” Bir sonraki an gozleri profesyonel bir hirsla
parildadi. “Bu 1s ¢ok giiriiltii kopmasina yol agacak bayim,” dedi. “Belki siz katili bulmamizda bize
yardime1 olabilirsiniz.” Daha sonra hizmetginin gordiiklerini kisaca anlattt ve kirik bastonu gosterdi.

Mr. Utterson, Hyde adini duyar duymaz tirkmiistii zaten; ama baston 6niine koyuldugu zaman, artik
daha fazla kuskusu kalmadi; kirillmis ve epey hirpalanmuis olmasina karsin, bunun uzun yillar 6nce
kendisinin Henry Jekyll’a hediye ettigi baston oldugunu farketmisti.

“Bu Mr. Hyde ufak tefek biri mi?” diye sordu.

“Hizmet¢inin tarif ettigine gore, ozellikle ¢cok kisa boylu ve hain goriiniislii biriymis,” dedi polis
memuru.

Mr. Utterson diisiinmeye basladi; sonra basimi kaldirarak, “Eger benimle arabama kadar
gelirseniz,” dedi, “samrim sizi onun evine gotlirebilirim.”

O sirada saat sabahin dokuzu olmus ve mevsimin ilk sisi etrafa ¢okmiistii. Gokyiiziinden inen sis
tabakasi ¢ikolata rengi biiylik bir ortiiye benziyordu, ama riizgar bu savasa hazirlanan buguyu stirekli
dagitiyor ve bozguna ugratiyordu; oyle ki, araba sokaktan sokaga agir agir ilerlerken, Mr. Utterson
alacakaranligin muhtesem renk degisimlerini goriiyordu; ¢iinkii, diyelim ki burada her taraf gece
oluyormus gibi karanliga bogulurken, baska bir yerde garip bir yangindan ¢ikan alevlerin 15181 gibi
ortalik rengarenk, parlak bir kahverengiye biiriiniiyordu; sonra bir an igin sis biitiiniiyle a¢iliyor, giin
15181nin yorgun nuzraklari, ortalikta doniip duran duman halkalarimn arasindan parildiyordu.
Degisken 1siklar altindaki Soho’nun bu kasvetli bolgesi, camurlu yollariyla, yoldan gelip gecen
pasakli insanlariyla, ya hi¢ sondiiriilmeyen ya da karanligin yeni baslayan isgaline karsi savassin diye
yeniden yakilan lambalariyla avukatin gozlerine kabusta goriilen bir kent gibi geliyordu. Bunun
yamnda, kafasindaki diisiinceler en kasvetli renklere boyanmisti; yamnda oturan yol arkadasina her
g0z attiginda, ¢ogu zaman en diiriist insanlara bile saldiran kanunun ve kanun adamlarinin yarattig
dehset duygusunun dokunusunu hissediyordu.

Araba belirtilen adrese yaklastigi sirada sis biraz kalkti ve kirli sokagi, bir meyhaneyi, algak bir
Fransiz asevini, li¢ kurusluk seylerin satildig bir perakendeci diikkdmmi, kapr girislerine sigismus
partal giysili ¢ocuklari, ellerinde anahtarlariyla sabah ickisi icmek i¢in disar1 ¢ikmus olan cesitli
uluslardan kadinlar1 avukatin gozlerinin Oniine serdi; sonra birden sis kahverengi bir golge gibi
buraya da ¢oktii ve onun bu rezil ¢evreyl daha fazla gérmesini engelledi. Burasi Henry Jekyll’in
gozdesinin eviydi; ¢eyrek milyon sterline konacak olan adamin evi.

Fildisi yiizlii, giimiis sa¢li yasl bir kadin kapiy1 acti. Ikiyiizliiliigiin izleriyle yumusaklagnus ¢irkin
bir ylizii vardi; ama tavirlart miikemmeldi. Evet, burast Mr. Hyde’1n eviydi, ama kendisi evde yoktu;
o gece eve ¢ok gec gelmis, bir saat kadar kaldiktan sonra tekrar disar1 ¢ikmisti; bu davramsinda garip
bir sey yoktu; ¢iinkii eve diizenli olarak gidip gelmez ve sik sik ortadan kaybolurdu; 6rnegin, diin onu
gorene kadar neredeyse iki ay eve ugramamusti.

“Cok i1yt o zaman, kaldigr odalar1 gormek istiyoruz,” dedi avukat; kadin, imkansiz oldugunu
sOylemeye kalkisinca, “En iyisi yammdaki kisinin kim oldugunu size sOylemem,” diye ekledi.
“Scotland Yard’dan Miifettis Newcomen.”

Kadimn yiiziinde tiksinti verici bir nese kivilcimu belirdi. “Ah!” dedi, “demek basi1 belaya girdi! Ne



yapmig?”

Mr. Utterson ile miifettis birbirlerine baktilar. “Pek sevilen birine benzemiyor,” dedi miifettis.
“Simdi, tatli kadin, bana ve bu beyefendiye izin ver de etrafa bir goz atalim.”

Yasli kadin olmasa tamamen bos kalacak olan evde Mr. Hyde yalmzca iki odayr kullamyordu; ama
liikstii, zevkli dosenmisti. Dolaplardan biri agzina kadar sarap doluydu; tabaklar giimiistendi; sofra
ortiileri ve peceteler siktr; duvarda giizel bir tablo asiliydi, Mr. Utterson bunun sanattan ¢ok 1yi
anlayan Henry Jekyll’1n hediyesi oldugunu diisiindii; yere katmerli ve renkleri birbiriyle uyum i¢inde
olan halilar serilmisti. Ne var ki, oda kisa bir siire dnce aceleyle altiist edilmis olmanin izlerini
tasiyordu; cepleri ters ¢cevrilmis giysiler yere sacilmisti; dolap cekmeceleri agik duruyordu; sominede
bir yigin kiil vardi, sanki kisa bir siire 6nce birisi burada bir siirii kagit yaknusti. Miifettis bu korlarin
arasindan yanan atese direnmis yesil bir ¢cek defterinin kocamm ¢ikardi; bastonun diger yaris1 kapinin
arkasinda bulundu. Bu kamtlarin kuskularim pekistirmesi lizerine miifettis memnun oldugunu agiklada.
Ziyaret ettikleri bankada katilin hesabinda binlerce poundun yattigim Ogrenmeleri miifettisin
mutlulugunu tamamlada.

“Bu soyledigime inanabilirsiniz, efendim,” dedi Mr. Utterson’a: “Onu elime geg¢irdim. Aklim
yitirmis olmali, yoksa bastonu orada birakmaz ya da her seyden once ¢ek defterini yakmazdi. Nasil
olur, bu para adamun biitiin hayati. Bankaya gelip nakit para ¢ekmesini beklemekten baska yapacak bir

sey yok.”

Ama sonuncusunu yapmak o kadar da kolay degildi; ¢iinkii Mr. Hyde’1 ¢ok az kisi tamyordu,
hizmet¢i kiz bile efendisini yalmzca iki kere gérmiistii; hicbir yerde ailesinin izine ulagilamadi; hig¢
cekilmis fotografi falan yoktu; onu tarif edebilecek az sayida kisinin sdyledikleri de, siradan
gozlemcilerin tariflerinde her zaman oldugu gibi birbiriyle epey farklilik gosteriyordu. Yalnizca tek
bir noktada anlasiyorlardi; bu da kacagin onu gorenlerde biraktigi, o ifade edilemez derecede ¢irkin
bi¢imsizlik duygusuydu.



MEKTUP OLAYI

Mr. Utterson, Dr. Jekyll’in kapisina vardiginda neredeyse aksam {izeri olmustu. Poole, onu hemen
iceri aldi; mutfaktan girip bir zamanlar bahge olan bir avluyu gectiler, sonra da laboratuvar ya da
otopsi odas1t olarak bilinen binaya girdiler. Doktor bu evi iinlii bir cerrahin miras¢ilarindan satin
almistt; anatomiden ¢ok, kimyaya ilgi duydugundan bahg¢enin ucundaki binanmin kaderini degistirmisti.
Dostunun evinin bu kismina avukatin ilk gelisiydi bu; pis, penceresiz binayr merakla gozden gecirdi,
bir zamanlar 6grencilerin doldurdugu ama simdi kasvetli ve sessiz olan ameliyathaneyi gegerken
tats1z bir gariplik duygusuyla ¢evresine bakindi; masaya kimyasal geregler yigilmus, yerlere kafesli
sandiklar ve paketleme samanlar1 sagilmisti, yukaridaki sisli kubbeden iceri los bir 151k sizzyordu. En
uzaktaki kosede, bir merdiven kirmuzi ¢uhayla kaplanmus bir kapiya cikiyordu; Mr. Utterson en
sonunda bu kapidan gecip doktorun odasina girdi. Burasi biiyiikge bir odaydi, duvarlarda camli
dolaplar vardi, baska esyalarin yam sira bir de boy aynasi ve ¢alisma masas1 bulunuyor ve odanin
demir parmaklikli, tozlu {i¢ penceresi avluya bakiyordu. Ocakta ates yaniyordu; baca rafinda duran
lamba da yakilmusti, ¢iinkii artik evlerin i¢ini bile sis basmisti ve orada, atesin yam basinda, 6liimciil
derecede hasta goriinen Dr. Jekyll oturuyordu. Misafirini karsilamak icin ayaga kalkmadi, yalnizca
buz gibi elini uzatt1 ve degismis bir ses tonuyla ona hos geldin dedi.

“Evet dostum,” dedi Mr. Utterson, Poole odadan ¢ikar ¢ikmaz, “haberleri duydun mu?”

Doktor tepeden tirnaga lrperdi. “Meydanda bagrisiyorlardi,” dedi. “Yemek odamdan duydum
onlar1.”

“Tek bir sey soyleyecegim,” dedi avukat. “Carew benim miivekkilimdi, ama sen de dylesin ve ben
ne yaptigim bilmek istiyorum. Bu adamu saklayacak kadar ¢ildirmadin degil mi?”

“Utterson, Tanr1’ya yemin ederim ki!” diye haykirdi doktor, “Tanr1’ya yemin ederim ki bir daha onu
gormeyecegim. Sana serefim lizerine yemin ediyorum, bu diinyada onunla isim bitti artik. Sonuna
kadar bitti. Ayrica benim yardinimu da istemiyor; sen onu benim tamdigim kadar tanimazsin; o giiven
icinde, hem de ¢ok gilivende; s6zlerime kulak ver, artik kimse onun adim bile duymayacak.”

Avukat karamsar bir halde dinliyordu; arkadasimn atesli tavirlar1 hosuna gitmemisti. “Ondan yana
olduk¢a emin goriiniiyorsun,” dedi; “senin 1yiligin i¢in umarim haklisindir. Eger bu olay mahkemeye
gotiiriiliirse senin de adin karigabilir.”

“Ondan yana hi¢ siiphem yok,” diye karsilik verdi Jekyll; “bunun i¢in kesin nedenlerim var ama
kimseyle paylasamam. Ama bir tek konuda bana 6giit verebilirsin. Bir... bir mektup aldim; polise
gostermem gerekip gerekmedigini bilmiyorum. Bu isi senin ellerine birakmak istiyorum, Utterson sen
ne yapilmasi gerektigi konusunda akillica bir karar verebilirsin, bundan eminim; sana o kadar ¢ok
giiveniyorum ki.”

“Sanirim, bu mektubun onun yakalanmasina yol agabileceginden korkuyorsun, degil mi?” diye sordu
avukat.

“Hayir,” dedi oteki. “Hyde’1n basina ne gelecegi umurumda bile degil; onunla isim bitti benim. Ben
kendi adimin bu ise karisip karismayacagim diisiiniiyorum daha ¢ok.”

Utterson bir siire diislinceye daldi; arkadasimin bencilligi karsisinda sasirmis, ama yine de boyle
diistinmesi i¢ini rahatlatmisti. “Pekala,” dedi, “su mektuba bir bakayim.”



Mektup garip, dikey bir el yazisiyla yazilmis ve “Edward Hyde” olarak imzalanmusti. Mektupta,
kesinlikle giivendigi ka¢is olanaklar1 bulundugu i¢in, bunca zamandir kendisine hak etmedigi sayisiz
iyilikler yapmus olan koruyucusu Dr. Jekyll’in, onun giivenliginden endise etmemesi gerektigi
yaziliydi. Bu mektup avukat icin ¢ok hostu, ¢iinkii ikisinin arasindaki yakinlik konusunda kendi
aradigindan daha da ac¢ik ipucglar1 veriyordu; gecmiste duydugu kuskular i¢in kendini sugladi.

“Zarf da sende mi?” diye sordu.

“Zarfi yaktim,” diye cevap verdi Jekyll, “neyle kars1 karsiya oldugumu diistinmemistim daha. Ama
tizerinde posta damgas1 yoktu. Elden ulastirilnus.”

“Mektup bende kalsin mi?” diye sordu Utterson.

“Her seye benim yerime senin karar vermeni istiyorum,” oldu cevap. “Kendime glivenim kalmadi
artik.”

“Pekala, bunu diisiinecegim,” diye cevap verdi avukat. “Simdi senden bir sey daha soylemeni
istiyorum: Vasiyetnamendeki senin ortadan kaybolmanla ilgili kosullar1 yazdiran Hyde muydi?”

Doktor neredeyse bayilacakmus gibi goriiniiyordu; agzini sikica kapatip basim evet anlaminda
salladi.

“Bunu biliyordum,” dedi Utterson. “Seni dldiirmeye niyetliydi. Ucuz kurtuldun.”

“Ama umdugumdan ¢ok daha anlamli1 bir sey kazandim,” diye karsilik verdi doktor ciddi bir sesle:
“Bir ders aldim. Ah Tanrim, Utterson, dyle bir ders aldim ki!” Sonra da bir anda elleriyle yiiziinii
orttu.

Disari ¢ikarken avukat durup Poole’a bir iki sey soyledi. “Bu arada,” dedi, “bugiin teslim edilen bir
mektup varmuis: Mektubu getiren nasil birine benziyordu?” Ama Poole postayla gelenlerden baska
mektup gelmediginden kesinlikle emindi; “onlar da yalnizca birtakim brosiirlerdi,” diye ekledi.

Bu haberi duyan ziyaret¢i yeni korkulara kapildi. Agik ki, mektup laboratuvar kapisindan teslim
edilmisti; belki de odamin i¢inde yazilmisti; eger boyleyse, olan biteni daha farkli degerlendirmek ve
daha dikkatli ele almak gerekiyordu. Sokakta yiiriirken gazete satan ¢ocuklarin yaya kaldirimlarinda
boguk seslerle bagirdiklarim duyuyordu: “Ozel baski! Yaziyooor! Parlamento iiyesinin korkung bir
sekilde oldiiriiliisiinii yaziyor!” Bu sozler, arkadas1 ve miivekkili olan bir adamin arkasindan verilen
oliim soyleviydi; skandal girdabimn bir baska temiz ad1 daha i¢ine ¢ekmesinden endiselenmekten
kendini alamnyordu. Vermesi gereken karar, en azindan ¢ok nazik bir karardi; aliskanlig oldugu tizere
her zaman kendi sorunlarim kendi ¢6zen biri olarak simdi, birilerinin kendisine 6giitte bulunmasim
arzuluyordu. Oyle dosdogru sorulabilecek bir sey degildi bu; ama hi¢ olmazsa ortamm biraz
yoklayabilirdi.

Avukat, az sonra, baskatibi Mr. Guest’le birlikte kendi sOminesinin basinda oturuyordu. Tam
ortalarinda, atesten iyl hesaplanmus bir uzaklikta duran 6zel bir sarap sisesi vardi. Sarap, uzun
zamandir evinin bodrumunda giines 15181 gormeden dinlendirilerek yillanmusti. Sis, donuk kentin
lizerinde uyumay siirdiiriiyor; kentin lambalar1 ¢iban baslar1 gibi parliyor; yere inmis olan bulutlarin
bogucu Ortiisiiniin arasindan, kent yasanunin hayhuyu giiclii bir riizgarin sesi gibi biiyiik caddelerde
hala duyuluyordu. Ama odanin i¢i s0minenin 1s181yla canli ve neseliydi. Sisedeki asitler ¢oziileli ¢ok



olmustu; kraliyet kirmizis1 renk zamanla agilmus, tipki boyali camlardaki renkler gibi olmustu; sicak
sonbahar aksam {istlerinin yamaclardaki iizim baglarindaki 1s1ltis1 serbest kalip Londra’nin
tizerindeki sisleri dagitmaya hazirdi. Mr. Guest’in disinda ¢ok az insandan sir saklardi; ayrica bu
adamun yeteri kadar sir saklayip saklamadigindan da emin olamiyordu. Guest, doktorla birlikte ¢ok
sik calismusti: Poole’1 tamyordu; Mr. Hyde’1n o evle yakinlig konusunda hi¢bir sey duymanmus olmasi
olas1 degildi; bundan kendi kendine birtakim sonuglar ¢ikarabilirdi; oyleyse bu esrarengiz isi yerli
yerine oturtacak olan mektubu gérmesi de gerekmez miydi? Her seyden once Guest, el yazisim tamima
konusunda cok 1yi bir 6grenci ve elestirmen olduguna gore boyle bir adim atmak dogal ve aym
zamanda da zorunlu bir sey degil miydi? Bunun yam sira katip danisilabilecek biriydi; boylesine
garip bir belgeyi okuyup da diisiincelerini belirtmemesi olacak sey degildi ve onun bu
diisiincelerinden yararlanarak Mr. Utterson gelecekte izleyecegi yolu sekillendirebilirdi.

“Sir Danvers’1n basina gelenler iiziicii,” dedi.

“Evet, efendim, gercekten de. Halki galeyana getirdi,” diye karsilik verdi Guest. “Bu isi yapan
adam kesinlikle delinin biri olmal1.”

“Senin bu olayla ilgili ne diisiindiigiinii 6grenmek istiyorum,” diye cevap verdi Utterson. “Elimde o
adamun el yazisiyla yazilmis bir belge var; ama ikimizin arasinda kalmali, ¢iinkii ben de bu belgeyi ne
yapacagimi bilmiyorum; en hafifinden soylersek berbat bir is bu. Ama belge bu iste; tam senin
anlayacagin tiirden bir katilin el yazis1.”

Guest’in gozleri parladi, bir an Once oturup tutkuyla el yazisim incelemeye bagsladi. “Hayrr,
efendim,” dedi; “deli degil bu; ama garip bir el yazisi.”

“Yazan da her agidan garip biri,” diye ekledi avukat.
Tam o sirada usak elinde bir notla igeri girdi.

“Dr. Jekyll’dan mu gelmis, efendim?” diye sordu katip. “Sanirim yaziy1 tanryorum. Ozel bir sey mi,
Mr. Utterson?”

“Hay1r, yalmzca bir yemek daveti. Neden sordun? Sen de gérmek ister misin?”

“Bir dakika. Tesekkiir ederim, efendim.” Katip her iki kdgidi da yan yana koydu ve gayretli bir
sekilde yazilar1 birbiriyle karsilastirdi. “Tesekkiir ederim, efendim,” dedi en sonunda, her iki kagidi
da avukata uzatirken; “cok 1lging bir el yazis1.”

Bir sessizlik oldu, bu sirada Mr. Utterson kendi kendisiyle miicadele ediyordu. “Nigin
karsilastirdin onlar1, Guest?”” diye sordu birdenbire.

“Sey, efendim,” diye karsilik verdi katip, “iki yaz1 arasinda benzerlik var; iki el pek ¢ok noktada
birbirinin aymi; yalnizca harflerin egimleri farkli.”

“Oldukga garip,” dedi Utterson.
“Dediginiz gibi, oldukga garip,” diye karsilik verdi Guest.
“Bu nottan hi¢ s6z etmemeliydim, biliyorsun,” dedi avukat.

“Haklisimz, efendim,” dedi katip. “Sizi anliyorum.”



Mr. Utterson notu o gece yalmz kalir kalmaz, o giinden sonra bir daha hi¢ ¢ikarmamak tizere
kasasina kilitledi. “Nasil olur!” diye diistiniiyordu. “Henry Jekyll bir katil i¢in sahtekarlik yapiyor!”
Damarlarindaki kan dondu sanki.



DR. LANYON’UN BASINA GELEN GARIP OLAY

Zaman ilerliyordu; Sir Danvers’in oliimii halki derinden yaraladigindan katili bulana binlerce
pound 6diill vaat edilmisti; ama Mr. Hyde sanki hi¢ varolmamus gibi gdzden kaybolmus, polislerin
elinden kurtulmustu. Ge¢gmisiyle ilgili bir¢ok sey bulunup ortaya ¢ikarilmisti: adanmuin zalimligi, ¢i1lgin
yasami, garip dostlari, tim yasanmum kaplanus gibi goriinen nefretle ilgili oykiiler anlatildi; ama su
anda nerede olduguna iliskin bir fisilti bile duyulmadi. Cinayet sabali Soho’daki evden ayrildig
andan beri sanki yeryiiziinden silinmisti; zaman gegtikce Mr. Utterson endisesinden siyrilmaya ve
kendi i¢inde daha sakin diisiinmeye basladi. Onun diisiinme tarzina gore, Sir Danvers’in Oliimiiniin
bedeli Mr. Hyde’1n ortadan kaybolusuyla fazlasiyla 6denmisti. Artik kotii etkinin ortadan kalkmasiyla
Dr. Jekyll i¢in yeni bir hayat baslanmusti. Cekildigi inzivadan ¢ikti, arkadaslariyla iliskilerini yeniden
kurdu, bir kez daha onlarin en yakinlarindaki eglenceli misafir oldu; zaten her zaman herkese yaptig
tyiliklerle tammnirken, simdi dine de vermisti kendini. Cok mesguldii, sik sik acik havaya cikip
dolasiyordu, saglhign diizelmisti; yiizii aydinlanmis gibiydi, sanki yaptigi hizmetlerin i¢sel olarak
bilincindeydi; iki aydan daha uzun bir siire boyunca doktor huzurlu yasadi.

Utterson 8 Ocak’ta diizenlenen kiigiik bir toplantida doktorun evinde yemekteydi; Lanyon da
oradaydi; ev sahibinin bakislar1 bu ii¢liiniin ayrilmaz birer arkadas olduklar1 o eski glinlerdeki gibi
bir birine bir 6tekine ¢evrilmisti. Ayin 12°sinde, daha sonra ayin 14’iinde kap1 avukatin yiiziine
carpildi. “Doktor eve kapandi,” dedi Poole, “ve kimseyle goriismiiyor.” Ayin 15’inde avukat yeniden
denedi ve yeniden geri ¢evrildi; son iki aydir arkadasim neredeyse her giin gormeye alismus
oldugundan, onun yeniden yalmzligina gémiilmesi, ruhuna bir agirlik ¢okmesine neden oldu. Besinci
gece kendisiyle birlikte yemek yemesi i¢in Guest’i ¢agirdi; altinci gece de kendisi Dr. Lanyon’a gitti.

Burada en azindan igeri almamazlik edilmemisti; ama igeri girdiginde, doktorun goriiniisiindeki
degisiklik karsisinda saskina dondii. Yiiziine agik¢a 6liim fermam yazilmisti. Pembe yanakli adam
solmus; etleri sarkmus; gozle goriiliir sekilde yaslanmus ve saclar1 dokiilmiistli; avukatin dikkatini en
cok ceken sey, doktorun bu ani fiziksel ¢okiisiinden ¢ok, aklin derinliklerine yerlesmis olan bir
korkuya taniklik ediyormuscasina bakan gozlerindeki ifade ve tavirlariydi. Doktor 6liimden korkacak
biri degildi; ama yine de Utterson bundan kuskulandi. “Evet,” diye diisiindii; “o bir doktor, kendi
durumunu ve giinlerinin sayili oldugunu sanirim biliyor; boyle bir bilgi ona tasiyamayacag kadar agir
gelmis olmal1.” Yine de Utterson onun hasta bakislar1 hakkinda diisiindiiklerini s6ylediginde, Lanyon
vakur bir havayla artik sonunun geldigini agikladi.

“Bir sok ge¢irdim,” dedi, “ve bir daha hi¢ iyilesmeyecegim. Oliimiin gelmesine haftalar kald: artik.
Evet, yasam giizeldi; onu sevdim; evet, efendim, yasamm severdim. Bazen her seyi bilseydik, bu
diinyadan go¢iip gidecegimiz i¢in sevinirdik diye diistiniiyorum.”

“Jekyll da hasta,” dedi Utterson. “Son zamanlarda onu gérdiin mii?”

Lanyon’un yiizli degisti, titreyen elini havaya kaldirdi. “Artik Dr. Jekyll’1 ne gormek ne de hakkinda
bir sey duymak istiyorum,” dedi, yiiksek, titrek bir sesle. “O sahisla aramdaki her sey bitmistir; benim
i¢in artik 6lmiis olan birinden s6z ederek beni iizme rica ederim.”

“Yapma camm!” dedi Mr. Utterson; hayli uzun siiren bir sessizlikten sonra, “Benim elimden bir sey
gelmez mi?” diye sordu. “Biz {i¢climiiz ¢ok eski arkadasiz, Lanyon; yeni arkadaslar bulacak kadar
fazla omriimiiz yok.”



“Hig¢bir sey gelmez elinden,” diye karsilik verdi Lanyon; “kendisi boyle olsun istedi.”
“Beni evine kabul etmiyor,” dedi avukat.

“Buna sasirmadim,” oldu cevap. “Bir giin, Utterson, ben 6ldiikten sonra, belki bu isin dogrusunu
yanlisim Ogrenebilirsin. Sana anlatamam. Bu arada eger oturup benimle bagka seylerden
konusabilirsen, Tanr1 askina, yanimda kal ve bodyle yap; ama eger bu lanet olasica konudan uzak
duramiyorsan, o zaman Tanr1 agkina git, ¢iinkii buna katlanamiyorum.”

Evine varir varmaz Utterson oturup Jekyll’a evine kabul edilmemesinden sikayet eden ve Lanyon’la
mutsuz kopuslarinin nedenini soran bir mektup yazdi; ertesi giin eline bir cevap gecti. Mektup sik sik
acikli sozlerin gectigi, yer yer esrarengiz bir dille yazilmus bir mektuptu. Lanyon’la olan tartismanin
onarilmas1 olanaksizdi. “Eski arkadasimizi su¢lamiyorum,” diye yaziyordu Jekyll, “ama bir daha
goriismememize iliskin goriislerini paylasiyorum. Bundan sonra tamamyla inzivaya cekilecegim bir
hayat siirmek istiyorum; ne buna sasirmali ne de sana duydugum arkadaslik hislerinden kuskuya
diismelisin, kapim sik sik yiiziine kapansa bile. Ben kendi karanlik yolumda yiiriirken bana sabir
gostermen gerekiyor. Kendi kendime dyle bir ceza verdim ve kendimi dyle bir tehlikenin igine attim
ki sana soyleyemem. Eger ben giinahkarlarin en basinda geleniysem, aci1 ¢ekenlerin de en basinda
geleniyim. Bu diinyanin boylesine dayanilmaz acilar ve dehsetler barindiran bir yer oldugunu
diistinemedim; kaderimi aydinlatmak icin yapabilecegin tek bir sey var Utterson, bu da sessizligime
saygt gostermek.” Utterson afallamisti; Hyde’in karanlik etkisi ortadan kalkmusti, doktor eski
gorevlerine ve arkadasliklarina geri donmiistii; daha bir hafta once gelecekteki neseli ve serefli bir
yaslilik beklentisiyle giillimsiiyordu; ve simdi bir anda arkadasligi, zihinsel huzuru ve yasamimn tiim
akis1 perisan olmustu. Boylesine biiyiik ve beklenmedik bir degisiklik delilige isaret ediyordu; ama
Lanyon’un tavirlarina ve sézlerine bakilirsa bu isin i¢ginde daha derin bir seyler olmaliyd.

Bir hafta sonra Dr. Lanyon yataga diistii ve on bes giin gegmeden 6ldii. Utterson ¢ok etkilendigi
cenaze toreninden sonraki aksam calisma odasina girip kapisim kilitledi, hiiziinlii mum 15181nin
altinda oturup 6len arkadasimn kendi eliyle yazip miihiirledigi zarfi 6niine koydu. “OZEL: YALNIZCA
J. G. Utterson’in eline teslim edilecek ve eger kendisi benden once oliirse okunmadan imha
edilecek.” Zarfin iistline boylesine dokunakli sozler yazilmisti ve avukat, i¢indekileri okumaktan
korkuyordu. “Bugiin bir arkadasimm topraga verdim,” diye diisiiniiyordu; “ya bu da bana baska bir
arkadasim kaybettirirse?”” Sonra korkusunu vefasizlik olarak niteleyip miihrii acti. Zarfin i¢inde aym
sekilde miihiirlenmis bir zarf daha vardi ve lizerinde “Dr. Henry Jekyll 6lmeden ya da ortadan
kaybolmadan once acilmayacak,” yaziyordu. Utterson gozlerine inanamiyordu. Evet, ortadan
kaybolma, burada da, tipki ¢ok zaman Once yazana geri verdigi ¢ilginca yazilmuis vasiyetnamede
oldugu gibi karsisina cikiyor; yine ortadan kaybolma diisiincesiyle Henry Jekyll adi bir arada
aniliyordu. Ama Jekyll’1n vasiyetnamesi Hyde denilen adanuin ugursuz 6nerisinden kaynaklamyordu;
apacik ve korkung bir amagla yazilmisti. Aym seyi Lanyon yazdiginda bu ne anlama geliyordu?
Emanet¢i biiylik bir meraka kapilmisti, yasagi umursamayip bu esrarin dibine inmeye can atiyordu;
ama meslek onuru ve 6len arkadasina sadakati boyle bir sey yapmasim engelliyordu: Boylece paket
0zel kasasinin en derin kosesinde uykuya daldi.

Meraki bastirmak bir seydir, onu yenmek baska bir sey; o giinden sonra Utterson’in hayatta kalan
arkadasimin dostlugunu aym hevesle arzuladifindan kusku duyulabilir. Arkadasi hakkinda 1yi
diisiinceleri vardi; ama bu diisiinceleri bastirilmusti, korku doluydu. Gergekten de onu gormeye gitti;
ama belki de eve yine kabul edilmemesi i¢ini rahatlatti; belki de ylireginde, Poole ile kap1 esiginde,



acik hava ve kentin sesleriyle ¢evrelenmis bir halde konusmayi, goniillii bir kélenin evine kabul
edilmeye ve anlagilmaz miinzeviyle yalmz basina oturup konusmaya tercih ediyordu. Gergekten de
Poole hi¢ de giizel haberler vermemisti. Goriiniise bakilirsa, doktor laboratuvardaki odasina daha da
fazla kapanir olmustu, hatta bazen orada uyudugu da oluyordu; keyfi yerinde degildi, ¢ok
sessizlesmisti, higbir sey okumuyordu; sanki kafasimin icinde bir seyler var gibiydi. Utterson bu
haberlerin degismeyen karakterine oylesine alismusti ki, artik evi daha az ziyaret eder olmustu.



PENCEREDEKI OLAY

Bir Pazar giinii Mr. Utterson ile Mr. Enfield her zamanki yiirliyiislerine ¢iktiklarinda, yollar1 bir kez
daha ara sokaga ¢ikti; kapinin 6niine geldiklerinde her ikisi de durup kapiy1 gbzden gegirdiler.

“Pekala,” dedi Enfield, “en azindan bu hikdye sona erdi. Artik Mr. Hyde’it daha fazla
gormeyecegiz.”

“Umarim gormeyiz,” dedi Utterson. “Sana onu daha once bir kere gordiiglimii ve senin hissettigin
1grenme duygusunun aynisint hissettigimi séylemis miydim?”

“Bir1 olmadan otekinin olmasi olanaksiz zaten,” diye karsilik verdi Enfield. “Bu arada, benim
buranin Dr. Jekyll’1n evinin arka girisi oldugunu bilmedigim i¢in tam bir aptal oldugumu diistinmiis
olmalisimz! Ama bunu anlamama biraz da sizin yaptiginiz bir hata neden olmustu.”

“Demek bunu anladin, 6yle mi?” dedi Utterson. “Ama eger Oyleyse avluya girip pencerelere bir
bakabiliriz. Sana gercegi sOylemem gerekirse, zavalli Jekyll konusunda hi¢ rahat degilim; biz
disaridayken bile, yaninda bir arkadasimin bulunmasinin ona 1yi gelecegini hissediyorum.”

Avlu ¢ok serin ve bir par¢a nemliydi, giines az da olsa parlak olmasina kargin, buraya erken bir
alacakaranlik ¢cokmiistii. Ug¢ pencereden ortadaki yar1 yariya agikti; Utterson, kederli bir tutsak gibi,
sonsuz iizgiin bir ¢ehreyle pencerenin yam basina oturmus hava alan birini gordii; bu Dr. Jekyll’du.

“Bu da nesi! Jekyll!” diye bagirdi. “Daha 1yice olduguna eminim.”

“Cok kotiiytim, Utterson,” diye cevap verdi doktor, kasvetli bir ses tonuyla, “cok kotiiyiim. Tanr1’ya
stikiir ki bu durum uzun siirmeyecek.”

“Cok fazla evde kaliyorsun,” dedi avukat. “Disar1 ¢ikmalisin biraz, Mr. Enfield’la benim yaptigim
gibi kan dolasimini hizlandirmalisin. (Bu benim kuzenim Mr. Enfield, Dr. Jekyll.) Hadi gel; sapkan
al da bizimle hizl1 bir tur at.”

“Cok 1yisin,” diyerek icini ¢ekti 6teki. “Bunu yapmay1 ¢ok isterdim; ama hayir, olmaz; bu imkansiz;
buna cesaret edemem. Ama gercekten Utterson, seni gordiigiime ¢ok sevindim; bu benmim igin
ger¢ekten biiyiik bir zevk. Seni ve Mr. Enfield’1 yukar1 cagirmak isterdim, ama her taraf dylesine
daginik ki.”

“Peki o zaman,” dedi avukat dostca, “yapabilecegimiz en iyi sey burada durup, seninle buradan
konusmak.”

“Ben de tam bunu isteyecektim sizden,” diye cevap verdi doktor giiliimseyerek. Ama daha sozler
agzindan c¢ikar cikmaz, yiiziinden giilimsemesi silindi ve yerini Oylesine sefil bir dehset ve
umutsuzluk ifadesi ald1 ki, asagidaki 1ki adamin damarlarindaki kan dondu. Bunu yalnizca bir anligina
gorebilmislerdi, ¢linkii pencere o anda kapandi; ama gordiikleri sey yeterliydi, tek bir s6z etmeden
doniip avludan c¢iktilar. Sessizlik i¢inde ara sokag arsinladilar; Pazar giinii olmasina karsin hala
yasam kipirtilar1 olan komsu caddeye gelinceye kadar Mr. Utterson doniip de arkadasina bakmadi
bile. Her ikisi de solgundu ve gbzlerinden dehset okunuyordu.

“Tanr1 bizi bagislasin! Tanr1 bizi bagislasin!” dedi Mr. Utterson.



Ama Mr. Enfield yalmzca ciddi ciddi basim salladi ve bir kere daha sessizlik i¢inde ylirlimeye
koyuldu.



SON GECE

Bir aksam, yemekten sonra Mr. Utterson sominesinin yam basinda otururken Poole’un kendisini
ziyarete geldigini gorerek sasirdi.

“Hayrola, Poole, bir sey mi var?” diye haykirdi; sonra adama ikinci bir kez bakarak, “Canmim sikan
sey ne?” diye ekledi; “Doktor mu hastaland1?”

“Mr. Utterson,” dedi adam, “ters giden bir seyler var.”

“Otur da bir bardak sarap i¢,” dedi avukat. “Simdi biraz soluklan ve bana ne istedigim agik agik
anlat.”

“Doktorun ne durumda oldugunu biliyorsunuz, efendim,” diye cevap verdi Poole, “kendisini nasil
eve hapsettigini de. Sey, yine odasina kapandi ve bu benim hi¢ hosuma gitmiyor, efendim, bunu
gorecegime Olseydim keske. Mr. Utterson, efendim, korkuyorum.”

“Simdi, 1yi yiirekli dostum,” dedi avukat, “daha agik konus. Neden korkuyorsun?”

“Yaklasik bir haftadir korkuyorum,” diye devam etti Poole, kendisine sorulan soruya aldirmadan,
“ve artik buna daha fazla dayanamiyorum.”

Adamin goriiniisii de soylediklerint fazlasiyla destekliyordu; tavirlart kotillesmisti; icinde
bulundugu dehseti acikladig o bir amn disinda, bir kere bile avukatin yiiziine bakmamisti. Agzina
bile siirmedigi sarap bardagimi dizinin {istiine koymus oturuyor, gozlerini yerde bir kdseye dikmis
bakiyordu. “Artik daha fazla dayanamiyorum,” diye tekrarladi.

“Hadi,” dedi avukat, “Anlatman icin ¢ok i1yl nedenlerin var, Poole; ciddi olarak ters giden bir
seyler oldugunu goriiyorum. Bunlarin ne oldugunu bana anlatmaya calis.”

“Samrim ortada bir seyler doniiyor,” dedi Poole, boguk bir sesle.

“Bir seyler mi doniiyor!” diye haykirdi avukat, epey korkmustu, sinirlenmek tizereydi. “Ne tiir bir
seyler? Ne yapmak istiyor bu adam?”

“Soylemeye cesaret edemiyorum, efendim,” oldu cevap; “ama benimle gelip kendiniz gormek ister
miydiniz?”’

Mr. Utterson’in tek cevabi yerinden dogrulup sapkasim ve ceketini almak oldu; ama usagin ytiziinde
o anda beliren rahatlama duygusunun biiyiikliigiinii biiyiik bir saskinlikla gbrdii; adam onun pesi sira
yola koyuldugunda saraba hi¢ dokunulmamis oldugunu gérmek de daha az sasirtict degildi.

Sert, soguk, mevsimine uygun bir mart gecesiydi; solgun ay, sanki riizgdr arkasindan kuvvetle
esiyormus gibi arkaya dogru yaslanmusti, gokyiiziinde yosunlar gibi yar1 seffaf bulutlar vardi. Riizgar
konusmay1 zorlastirtyor, insanin yiiziindeki kam benek benek bir hale getiriyordu. Alisilmadik
derecede tenha olan sokaklari silip siipiiriiyordu riizgar; Mr. Utterson ise Londra’mn bu bolgesini hig
boyle 1ss1z gormedigini diisiiniiyordu. Bunun tam aksi olmasim dilerdi; baska insanlar1 goriip onlara
dokunmak i¢in boylesine keskin bir istek duymamusti i¢inde hig; clinkii, ne kadar miicadele ederse
etsin, kafasinda ezici bir felaket Onsezisi dogmustu. Meydana ulastiklarinda her yer riizgardan toz
toprak i¢inde kalmusti, bahgedeki ince govdeli agacglar parmakliklara ¢arpip duruyordu. Biitiin yol



boyunca hep bir iki adim 6nde yiirtiimiis olan Poole simdi kaldirimin ortasina ¢ikmusti. Dondurucu
soguga karsin sapkasim ¢ikarip kirmizi bir mendille almmin terini sildi. Ama endiseli aceleciligine
ragmen alnindan sildigi sey, hizli yiirlimesinin sonucu olugsmus ter damlalar1 degil, bogucu bir
1stirabin nemiydi; ¢linkii ylizii bembeyazdi, sesi, konustugunda sert ve kesik kesik ¢ikiyordu.

“Evet, efendim,” dedi, “iste geldik, Tanr1 bahgetse de kotii bir sey olmamus olsa.”
“Amin, Poole,” dedi avukat.

Bunun {izerine usak ¢ok temkinli bir tavirla kapiyr ¢aldi; kapinin zinciri agildi; ve igeriden bir ses
sordu: “Sen misin, Poole?”

“Her sey tamam,” dedi Poole. “Kapiy1 ag.”

Iceri girdiler, hol parlak bir sekilde aydinlatilmusti; sominede ates giiriil giiriil yamyordu;
sominenin basinda kadinli erkekli biitiin hizmetciler bir koyun siiriisii gibi birbirlerine sokulmuslarda.
Mr. Utterson’1 goriince oda hizmetgisi isterik bir sekilde inlemeye basladi; asc1 ise, “Tanr1’ya siikiir!
Bu Mr. Utterson!” diye haykirarak sanki onu kollarina almak istermis gibi ilert dogru atildi.

“Neler oluyor burada? Neden hepiniz buradasimz?” dedi avukat, lir¢in bir sesle. “Bu ne
diizensizlik, bu ne goriilmedik bir sey; efendiniz bu yaptiklarimzdan hi¢ hoslanmayacak.”

“Hepsi korku i¢inde,” dedi Poole.

Bu sozleri koyu bir sessizlik izledi, hi¢ kimse karsi ¢iknmyordu; yalmizca oda hizmetgisi yiiksek
sesle aglamaya basladi.

“Kapa ¢eneni!” dedi Poole ona, sesinde gergin sinirlerine taniklik eden bir gaddarlik vardi;
gercekten de kiz Oylesine ansizin ylksek sesle feryat etmisti ki, hepsi sasirmus ve ylizlerinden
yanstyan korku dolu bir beklentiyle oda kapisina dogru donmiislerdi. “Simdi,” diye devam etti usak,
asc1 yamagina donerek, “bana bir mum ver de su ise bir an 6nce baslayalim.” Sonra Mr. Utterson’dan
kendisini izlemesini rica ederek arka bahgeye dogru yiiriidii.

“Simdi, efendim,” dedi, “miimkiin oldugu kadar usulca takip edin beni. Duymanmiz1 istiyor, ama
duyulmaniz1 istemiyorum. Ve bakin efendim, eger sizden igeri girmenizi isterse sakin girmeyin.”

Bu beklenmedik uyarilart duyan Mr. Utterson’in sinirleri 0ylesine gerildi ki neredeyse dengesini
yitirip yere diisecekti; ama yeniden cesaretini toplayip usag takip ederek laboratuvar binasina girdi,
kafesli sandiklarin ve siselerin yerlere sagilmis oldugu ameliyathaneden gecerek merdivenin basina
geldiler. Poole bir kenara ¢ekilip dinlemesini isaret etti; bu arada kendisi mumu yere koydu, verdigi
karardan caymamak i¢in biiyiik bir ¢aba gostererek merdivenleri ¢ikti, ne yapacagim bilemez haldeki
eliyle kirmizi ¢uhali oda kapisim tiklatti.

“Mr. Utterson, efendim, sizi gormek istiyor!” diye seslendi; konusurken bile avukata kulak vermesi
i¢in bir kez daha isaret ediyordu.

Iceriden bir ses cevap verdi: “Sdyle ona, su anda hi¢ kimseyi goremem!” dedi sikayet eder gibi.

“Tesekkiir ederim, efendim,” dedi Poole, sesinde zafer kazanmis gibi bir ton vardi; mumu yeniden
eline alarak Mr. Utterson’1 yeniden avludan gecirerek biliylik mutfaga gotiirdii; ates sonmiistii, yerde



bocekler zipliyordu.
“Efendim,” dedi, Mr. Utterson’in gézlerinin i¢ine bakarak, “bu ses efendimin sesi miydi?”

“Cok degismis gibiydi,” diye karsilik verdi avukat, cok solgundu ama usagin bakislarina
bakiglariyla karsilik veriyordu.

“Degismis mi? Sey, evet, ben de dyle disiiniiyorum,” dedi usak. “Yirmi yil bu adamin evinde
calistiktan sonra sesi konusunda yanilir mmyim? Hayir, efendim, efendimin isi bitirildi; sekiz giin 6nce
Tanri’mn adim haykirdigim duydugumuz giin isi bitirildi; simdi igeride onun yerine kim var ve neden
orada kaliyor, bunu ancak Tanr1 bilebilir, Mr. Utterson!”

“Bu ¢ok garip bir hikdye, Poole; biraz ¢ilginca bir hikdye bu dostum,” dedi Mr. Utterson, parmagini
1sirarak. “Varsayalim ki her sey senin disiindiigin gibi olsun, varsayalim ki Dr. Jekyll —evet
oldiiriilmiis olsun, katilin i¢eride durmasi i¢in sebep ne? Inandirici degil bu; hi¢ de akla yatkin degil.”

“Pekala, Mr. Utterson, siz ikna edilmesi zor bir adamsiniz; ama yine de basaracagim bunu,” dedi
Poole. “Biitiin gecen hafta boyunca (sizin de bilmeniz gerekir) o ya da su odada her kim yasiyorsa o,
gece glindiiz bir tiir ila¢ i¢in aglayip durdu, o ilaci bir tiirlii kafasindan ¢ikarip atamadi. Kimi zaman
emirlerini bir kdgida yazip merdivenlere atmak efendimin adetlerinden biriydi. Gegtigimiz hafta
boyunca baska hi¢bir sey yapmadik; kagitlarla, kapali bir kapidan bagska hicbir sey yoktu, kapiya
biraktigimiz yemekler de hi¢ kimse yokken fark ettirilmeden odaya alintyordu. Evet, efendim, her giin,
hatta aym giin i¢inde iki ii¢ defa kagitlara yazilmis emir ve sikayetler kapidan disar1 atiliyor, ben de
kentteki biitiin toptanci eczanelerini haril haril dolasmaya gonderiliyordum. Ne zaman benden
istenilen seyi getirmis olsam, onu geriye vermemi isteyen bir baska kagitla karsilasiyordum, ¢ilinkii
aldigim ilag saf degildi ve bir baska firmaya siparis etmem isteniyordu. Bu ilag¢ her ne ise yariyorsa,
ona ¢ok thtiyaci olmali.”

“O kagitlardan var mt sende?”” diye sordu Utterson.

Poole cebini yokladi ve burusturulmus bir not ¢ikardi. Avukat mumun 1s18ina yaklasarak kagidi
dikkatle gézden gecirdi. Sunlar yaziliydi: “Dr. Jekyll, Maw firmasina saygilarini sunar. Son
gonderdikleri ilag¢ orneginin saf olmadigina ve su anki amact i¢in yararsiz olduguna dair sizi
temin eder. 18.. yilinda Dr. J., M. firmasindan olduk¢a biiyiik miktarda ila¢ satin almisti. Simdi
biiyiik bir 6zenle arastirmanizi ve eger elinizde ayni kalite maldan kaldiysa bir an énce kendisine
gonderilmesini rica eder. Fiyati onemli degil. Bu ilacin Dr. J. i¢in énemi pek de abartilacak bir
sey degildir.” Buraya kadar mektup oldukca diizgiin bir yaziyla yazilmisti; ama tam burada kalemin
ani bir sigrayisi yazarimn duygularimin bosaldigim gosteriyordu. “Tanri askina,” diye eklemisti,
“bana su eski maldan biraz bulun.”

“Garip bir not bu,” dedi Mr. Utterson; sonra keskin bir sesle, “nasil oldu da bu zarf acild1?” diye
sordu.

“Maw’daki adam ¢ok kizgindi, efendim, bir pislikmis gibi mektubu suratima firlatip att,” diye
karsilik verdi Poole.

“Bu hi¢ kuskusuz doktorun el yazisi, biliyor musun?”’ diye konuya geri dondii avukat.

“Ben de boyle diistinmiistiim,” dedi usak, asik bir suratla; sonra daha degisik bir ses tonuyla, “Ama



el yazisinin ne 6nemi var?” dedi. “Ben onu gordiim!”
“Onu gordiin ha?” diye tekrarladi Mr. Utterson. “Pekala?”

“Iste boyle!” dedi Poole. “Su sekilde oldu; aniden bahgeden ameliyathaneye girmistim. Ilac1 ya da
her neyse onu bulmak i¢in odadan disar1 ¢iktigim anladim; ¢iinkii odamn kapist agikti, salonun en
dipteki ucunda, kafesli sandiklarin arasinda bir seyler aramyordu. Ben igeri girince kafasimi kaldirip
bakti, bir ¢iglik kopardi ve hizla merdivenlere firlayip odasina girdi. Onu yalmzca bir dakika
gordiim, ama saclarim diken diken olmustu. Efendim, eger o benim efendimse neden yiiziinde maske
vard1? Eger o benim efendimse neden bir fare gibi ¢i1glik atip benden kag¢ti? Ben ona epey uzun
zamandir hizmet ediyorum. Ve sonra...” Adam durakladi, sikintiyla elini yiliziinde dolastirdi.
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“Biitlin bunlar c¢ok garip seyler,” dedi Mr. Utterson, “ama samrim isler benim ag¢imdan
aydinlanmaya basliyor. Senin efendin, Poole, besbelli ki yakalananlara hem iskence ¢ektiren hem de
onlarin fiziksel yapisim deforme eden hastaliklardan birine yakalanmus; sesinin degismesi de bu
yiizden; yliziine maske takmas1 ve arkadaslarindan kagmasi da bu yiizden; ilac1 bulmak i¢in bu kadar
istekli olmasinin nedeni de bu, ¢linkii zavall1 ruh o sayede tamamen 1yilesebilme umudunu koruyor —
Tanr1 bahsetse de yamlmamus olsa! Benim agiklamam bu; yeterince liziicii, Poole, diisiinmesi bile
korkung; ama her sey oldukca acik ve son derece dogal, bilmecenin parcalarim birlestiriyor, listelik
bizi endiselerden de kurtariyor.”

“Efendim,” dedi usak, solgun yiizii benek benek olmustu, “o sey, benim efendim degildi, gercek bu.
Benim efendim...” S6ziin burasinda ¢evresine bakinip fisildamaya basladi. “Benim efendim oldukca
uzun boylu, yapili bir adam, bu seyse daha ¢ok bir ciiceye benziyordu.” Utterson karsi ¢ikmaya
yeltendi. “Ah, efendim!” diye haykirdi Poole, “yirmi yildan sonra kalkip da efendimi tanimadigim
sOylemeyeceksiniz ya? Odasimin kapisinda kafasinin hangi hizaya geldigini  bilmedigimi
diistinmilyorsunuz ya? Hayatim boyunca her sabah onu o kapimin orada gérdiim. Hayir, efendim, o
maskeli sey asla Dr. Jekyll degildi —Ne oldugunu Tanr1 bilir, ama asla Dr. Jekyll degildi; bir cinayet
islendigini yiiregimin derinliklerinde hissediyorum.”

“Poole,” diye karsilik verdi avukat, “eger boyle oldugunu soyliiyorsan, bunu kesin olarak 6grenmek
benim gorevimdir. Efendinin duygularim incitmemeyi ne kadar arzularsam arzulayayim, onun hala
hayatta oldugunu kamtliyor gibi goriinen bu notla kafam ne kadar karismus olursa olsun, bu kapiy
kirmay1 bir gérev sayryorum.”

“Ah, Mr. Utterson, konusma diye buna denir!” diye haykirdi usak.
“Simdi ikinci soru geliyor,” dedi Utterson: “Bu isi kim yapacak?”
“Kim mu, tabii ki sizinle ben, efendim,” oldu korkusuz cevap.

“Bunu 1yi soyledin,” diye karsilik verdi avukat; “ve bu isin sonunda ne olursa olsun, senin bu isten
zararh ¢ikmamam saglamak benim isimdir.”

“Ameliyathanede bir balta var,” diye devam etti Poole; “siz de mutfaktaki ocak demirini
alabilirsiniz.”

Avukat bu kaba ve agir aleti eline alip dengeledi. “Biliyor musun, Poole,” dedi, basim kaldirarak,
“sen ve ben kendimizi tehlikeye atmak iizereyiz.”



“Gergekten de boyle oldugunu sdyleyebilirsiniz, efendim,” diye karsilik verdi usak.

“Pekala oOyleyse, birbirimize kars1 acik sozlii olmaliyiz,” dedi oOteki. “Her ikimiz de
sOylediklerimizden daha c¢ogunu diisliniiyoruz; hadi sunu agik¢a konusalim. Gordiigiin su maskeli
adam var ya, onu tanidin nu?”’

“Sey, efendim, her sey Oylesine kisa siire icinde oldu ki, ayrica yaratik da iki biikliim duruyordu,
oyle ki tanidigima yemin edemem,” oldu cevap. “Ama eger o Mr. Hyde miydi1 demek istiyorsaniz,
evet, bence, samrim oydu. Goriiyorsunuz ya, hemen hemen onunla ayni clissedeydi; onun gibi hizli
hareket ediyordu; ayrica baska kim laboratuvar kapisindan igeri girmis olabilir ki?
Unutmamissimzdir, efendim, cinayet islendigi giin anahtar ondaydi. Ama hepsi bu degil. Bilmiyorum,
Mr. Utterson, hi¢ bu Mr. Hyde’la karsilastimz mm?”

“Evet,” dedi avukat, “onunla bir kere konugsmugtum.”

“Oyleyse siz de hepimiz gibi, bu beyefendide bir gariplik oldugunu biliyor olmalisiniz —insanin
i¢ini bulandiran bir sey— bunu nasil soyleyecegimi bilemiyorum, efendim, ancak soyle diyebilirim:
Iliklerinizde hissettiginiz bir tiir soguk ve civik bir sey var sanki onda.”

“Ben de bu tarif ettiklerinize benzer seyler hissetmistim,” dedi Mr. Utterson.

“Tam da Oyle, efendim,” diye karsilik verdi Poole. “Evet, o maskeli sey bir maymun gibi kimyasal
aletlerin arasinda hoplayip sigradiginda ve hizla odaya girdiginde, omuriligimden asagiya buz gibi
bir sey indi. Ah, bunun bir kanit olmadigim biliyorum, Mr. Utterson; bu kadarim biliyorum; ama bir
insanin hisleri vardir ve size Incil iizerine yemin ederim ki o sey Mr. Hyde’d1!”

“Of, of!” dedi avukat. “Benim korkularim da aym noktada toplamyor. Kotiiliik, korkarim bu
iligkinin temelinde kotiililk vardi ve bundan bir kotiiliikk ¢ikacag kesindi. Of, gercekten de sana
inamyorum,; zavalli Harry’nin 6ldiiriildiigline inamyorum ve katilin (hangi amagla oldugunu yalmzca
Tanr1 sOyleyebilir) hala kurbamn odasinda gizlendigine inantyorum. Pekala, gel bizim adimiz intikam
olsun. Bradshaw’1 ¢agir.”

Cagirilan hizmetkar geldiginde yiizii bembeyazdi ve sinirliydi.

“Toparla kendini, Bradshaw,” dedi avukat. “Bu belirsizlik biliyorum ki hepinizin sinirlerini
yipratti; ama simdi niyetimiz biitiin bunlara bir son vermek. Poole ile ben odaya zorla girecegiz. Eger
her sey yolundaysa, omuzlarim bu sucu tasiyabilecek kadar genis. Bu sirada, yapacagimiz isin
yolunda gitmesini saglamak ve suclunun arka taraftan kagmasini engellemek icin sen ve yamagin
saglam birer c¢ift sopa alip kosede duracak ve laboratuvar kapisinda gozciilik yapacaksimz.
Yerlerinizi almaniz i¢in size on dakika veriyoruz.”

Bradshaw disar1 ¢ikarken avukat saatine bakti. “Simdi, Poole, biz de isimize koyulalim,” dedi;
ocak demirini kolunun altina alarak avluya girdi. Bulutlar ayin 6niine yigilmisti, simdi her yer ¢ok
karanlikti. Binalar arasindaki derin sahanliga dogru esen riizgdr adim attik¢a ellerindeki mumun
151811 One arkaya dogru savuruyordu, sonunda ameliyathaneye gelip sessizce beklemeye basladilar.
Cevrelerinde Londra ugulduyordu, ama daha yakinlarda sessizlik vardi; yalmzca odada bir ileri bir
geri gidip gelen ayak seslerinin giiriiltiisii sessizligi bozuyordu.

“Biitiin gilin boyle yiirliylip duruyor, efendim,” diye fisildad1 Poole; “gecenin biliylik kisminda da



bunu yapiyor. Yalmzca eczacidan yeni bir 6rnek geldigi zaman biraz ara veriyor. Ah, vicdan, insan
hi¢ rahat birakmayan bir diismandir. Ah, efendim, bu atilan adimlardan her biri dokiilen kanla
kirlenmis! Ama dinleyin, biraz daha yakindan... —kulaklarimz 1yice agin, Mr. Utterson, sdyleyin bana,
bunlar doktorun ayak sesleri mi?”

Ayak seslerinin sahibi belli bir tempoyla hafif ve garip adimlar atiyordu ve yiiriiylisii o kadar
yavastt ki; gercekten de Henry Jekyll’in, tahtalar1 gicirdatan agir yiiriiyiisiinden farkliydi. Utterson
i¢ini ¢ekti. “Baska hi¢bir sey olmuyor mu?” diye sordu.

Poole basim salladi. “Bir keresinde,” dedi. “Bir keresinde agladigim duydum!”
“Agladigint mi? Nasil yani?”” dedi avukat, birden dehsetle tirperdigini hissetti.

“Bir kadin ya da yitik bir ruh gibi agliyordu,” dedi usak. “Aglamasi yliregimi sizlatmisti, neredeyse
ben de aglayacaktim.”

Aradan on dakika ge¢misti. Poole saman yigiminin arasindan baltayr c¢ikardi; mum, yapacaklari
saldir1 sirasinda onlara 151k versin diye en yakin masamn tizerine koyulmustu; nefeslerini tutarak
sabirli ayaklarin gecenin sessizliginde bir ileri bir geri yurudugi yere dogru yaklastilar. “Jekyll!”
diye haykirdi Utterson, yliksek sesle. “Seni gormek istiyorum!” Bir an durakladi, ama cevap gelmedi.
“Seni uyartyorum, kuskularimiz giderek artiyor, seni gérmem gerekiyor, gérecegim de,” diye devam
etti; “eger uygun yollardan yapamazsam, o zaman hileyle yaparim bunu! Eger istemezsen, o zaman
kaba giicle yaparim!”

“Utterson!” dedi ses, “Tanr1 agkina, merhamet et!”
“Ah, bu Jekyll’1n sesi degil, Hyde’ 1n sesi!” diye haykirdi Utterson. “Kiralim kapiy1, Poole!”

Poole baltayr omzunun {izerinden savurdu; darbe biitlin binay1 sarsti, kirmuz1 ¢uha ortiilii kapimn
kilidi ve menteseleri yerinden oynadi. Odadan, sanki dehsete kapilmms bir hayvandan cikar gibi
kasvetli bir ¢i18lik geldi. Balta bir kez daha havaya kalkti, paneller bir kez daha catirdadi ve kapinin
cercevesi yamuldu; dort darbe daha indi kapiya; ama kapinin ahsabi ¢ok sertti ve menteseler usta bir
iscilik tirtinliydii; besinci darbe inince kilit kirilip koptu ve enkaza doniismiis kapi igeriye, halinin
listiine devrildi.

Kendi saldirilarindan ve bunu izleyen sessizlikten afallayan iggalciler bir siire geride durup igeriyi
gozetlediler. Lambanin sakin 1s18inda aydinlannms oda gozlerinin Oniine serildi, soéminede harli bir
ates yamyor, caydanlik sarki soyliiyordu; bir iki c¢ekmece acgikti, masanin iizerinde diizenle
yerlestirilmis kagitlar vardi ve sominenin yamnda cay igmek ic¢in hazirliklar yapilmisti; ic¢leri ilag
dolu cam dolaplar olmasa bu sessiz odanin o gece Londra’da goriilebilecek en siradan oda oldugunu
sOylerdiniz.

Odanin tam ortasinda aciyla iki biikliim olmus, hala titreyen bir adam yatiyordu. Parmaklarimn
ucuna basa basa yamna yaklastilar, sirt tistii ¢evirdiler ve Edward Hyde’in yiiziiyle karsilastilar.
Uzerine ¢ok bol gelen bir elbise giymisti, doktorun bedenine goreydi bu elbiseler; yiiziiniin ¢izgileri
yasam belirtileriyle kimildiyordu, ama aslinda bedenden yasam c¢oktan gitmisti; elindeki kirik ilag
sisesinden ve havada asil1 kalan sert 1la¢ kokusundan, Utterson kendi canina kiymis birinin bedenine
bakmakta oldugunu anlanusti.



“Cok gec kaldik,” dedi sert bir ses tonuyla, “ister kurtarmak, ister cezalandirmak i¢in olsun. Hyde
bu isi kendi elleriyle halletti; bize de yalmzca efendinin cesedini bulmak kald1.”

Binanin ¢ok biiylik bir boliimiinii, neredeyse biitlin zemin kat1 kaplayan, tepeden 1siklandirilmis
ameliyathaneyle diger ucta ikinci kati olusturan ve avluya bakan oda isgal ediyordu. Bir koridor,
ameliyathaneyi ara sokaga cikan kapiya bagliyordu; odayr bu koridora baglayan ikinci bir merdiven
daha vardi. Ayrica birka¢ karanlik oda ve genis bir mahzen bulunuyordu. Buralari bastan basa
arastirdilar. Her odaya sadece sOyle bir g6z atmak yetiyordu, ¢linkii hepsi bombostu, kapilarindan
dokiilen toza bakilirsa uzun zamandir agilmamislardi bile. Mahzen de ¢ogu Jekyll’dan 6nce bu evin
sahibi olan cerrahin zamanindan kalma 1vir zivirla doluydu; ama daha kapisim acar agmaz yillar
boyunca giriste oriilen ortimcek aglarindan olusmus kalin bir ortiiyle karsilasinca burayr daha fazla
aramanin yararsiz oldugunu anladilar. Hicbir yerde, 6lii ya da diri, Henry Jekyll’in izine
rastlayamadilar.

Poole koridor duvarlarimn taslarina ayagim vurdu. “Buraya gémiilmiis olmali,” dedi, sese kulak
vererek.

“Ya da kagmus olabilir,” dedi Utterson ve ara sokaga agilan kapiyr incelemek iizere oraya gitti.
Kap1 kilitliydi; kapinin yakininda, taglarin tizerinde paslanmis anahtari buldular.

“Kullanilacak gibi goriinmiiyor,” dedi avukat.

“Kullamilmak mu!” dedi Poole. “Gormiiyor musunuz, efendim, bu kirilmus. Sanki biri ¢ignemis

gibi.”
“Ah,” diye devam etti Utterson, “kiriklar bile paslanmus.” Iki adam korkuyla birbirlerinin yiiziine
baktilar. “Bu beni asiyor, Poole,” dedi avukat. “Hadi odaya geri donelim.”

Merdiveni sessizlik i¢inde ¢iktilar, ara sira korkulu gozlerle cesede bakarak, odayr daha ayrintili
bir sekilde aramaya koyuldular. Masalardan birinin lizerinde kimyasal c¢aligsmalarin izleri; cay
tabaklarinda degisik olciilerde beyaz tuz yiginlar1 vardi, sanki mutsuz adamin tamamlayamadigt bir
deney i¢in hazirlanmus gibiydiler.

“Bu ona her zaman getirdigim ilag,” dedi Poole; daha s6zlerine devam ederken, ¢aydanlik tirkiitiicii
bir giiriiltii ¢ikararak tasti.

Bu da onlar1 atesin yanina yoneltti; buraya rahat bir koltuk yerlestirilmisti; ¢cay takimlar1 oturamn
elinin altindaydi; bardaga seker bile koyulmustu. Rafta birka¢ kitap vardi; kitaplardan biri ¢ay
takimimin yamnda a¢ik duruyordu; Utterson bunun Jekyll’in birka¢ kez biiylik bir saygiyla soziinii
ettigl dinsel bir kitap oldugunu anladi, ama sayfalarin kenarina doktorun kendi el yazisiyla sovgii dolu
notlar almis oldugunu goriince sasirdi kald.

Daha sonra, odayr arastirirken bir boy aynasiyla karsilastilar; aynamn derinliklerine baktiklar1
zaman ister istemez dehsete kapildilar. Ama ayna dyle bir yerlestirilmisti ki, tavanda oynasan pembe
pariltilardan, dolaplarin camli yilizeylerinde yiizlerce kez yinelenen somine atesinden ve igeri bakmak
i¢in egilen kendi solgun ve korku dolu yiizlerinden baska bir sey gormediler.

“Bu ayna ¢ok garip seyler gordii, efendim,” diye fisildadi1 Poole.
“Ama bunlarin hig¢biri kesinlikle aynamn kendisinden daha garip degildir,” dedi avukat, aym ses



tonuyla. “Jekyll ne i¢in...” —sOzciikler bogazinda diigiimlendi, sonra zayifligim yenip— “Jekyll aynayla
ne yapmak istemis olabilir ki?” diye sordu.

“Haklisiniz!” dedi Poole.

Daha sonra calisma masasimn yamna gittiler. Masanin tlzerinde, kagitlarin arasinda, en tste
koyulmus bir zarf vardi. Zarfin {izerinde doktorun elyazisiyla Mr. Utterson’in ad1 yaziliydi. Avukat
zarfin miihriinii acti, igcinden ¢ok sayida zarf yere diistii. Ilki, bir vasiyetnameydi; alti ay dnce geri
vermis oldugu vasiyetnameyle aym eksantrik climlelerle dolu olan ve doktorun 6liimii durumunda
acilacak olan vasiyetname, ortadan kaybolmasi durumunda bir bagis taahhiitnamesi olarak
kullamlacakti; ama avukat, anlatilamaz bir saskinlikla Edward Hyde’in adi yerine Gabriel John
Utterson adim okudu. Poole’a bakti, sonra yeniden kagitlara bakti, en sonunda da halinin iizerine
serilmis olan 61l sucluya bakti.

“Kafam iyice karisti,” dedi. “Giinlerdir bu belge onun elindeydi; ortada beni sevmesi i¢in bir neden
de yoktu; kendi adimin benimkiyle degistirildigini goriince 6fkeden deliye donmiis olmali; ama her
seye ragmen bu belgeyi imha etmemis.”

Oteki kagid1 aldi; bu doktorun kendi el yazisiyla yazilmis ve tepesine tarih atilmis olan kisa bir
nottu. ““Ah, Poole!” diye haykirdi avukat, “bugiin hayattaymis ve buradaymis. Bu kadar kisa zamanda
ortadan kaldirilmus olamaz; hala yasiyor olmali, kagnms olmali! Ama neden ka¢t1? Ve nasil? Bu
durumda bunun bir intihar oldugunu iddia edebilir miyiz? Ah, ¢cok dikkatli olmaliy1z. Efendini daha da
korkung bir felakete siiriikleyebilecegimizi seziyorum.”

“Neden okumuyorsunuz, efendim?”” diye sordu Poole.

“Ciinkii korkuyorum,” diye karsilik verdi avukat ciddi bir ses tonuyla. “Tanr1 korusun, ama
korkmam i¢in ortada bir neden de yok ki!” Bunu sdyledikten sonra kagidi1 gozlerine yaklastirdi ve
sunlar1 okudu:

“Sevgili dostum Utterson,

Bu not eline gectiginde hangi kosullar altinda olacagini simdiden kestiremedigim bir sekilde
ortadan kaybolmus olacagim; ama icgiidiilerim ve adi koyulamayan durumumun biitiin kosullart
bana, sonun kesin oldugunu ve bir an énce gelmesi gerektigini soyliiyor. Simdi git ve Lanyon un
sana verecegi konusunda beni uyardigi yaziyr oku, eger daha fazlasini ogrenmek istersen
itiraflarimi okumak igin geri don.

Degersiz ve mutsuz arkadasgin,
Henry Jekyll.”

“Uglincii bir zarf daha mu vardi1?” diye sordu Utterson.

“Burada, efendim,” dedi Poole ve avukatin ellerine bir¢ok yerinden miihiirlenmis agirca bir paket
verdi.

Avukat paketi cebine koydu. “Bu kagit konusunda hi¢bir sey soylemeyecegim. Eger efendin kagtiysa
ya da oldiiyse en azindan onun sayginligim koruyabiliriz. Saat simdi on; eve doniip bu belgeleri sakin
bir sekilde okumam gerek; ama gece yarist olmadan geri donecegim, o zaman da polise haber



veririz.”

Ameliyathanenin kapisim arkalarindan kilitleyerek disar1 ¢iktilar; Utterson hizmetcileri bir kez daha
holdeki atesin basinda toplanmus olarak birakip, bu esrarengiz olaylar1 acikliga kavusturacak olan iki
yaziy1 okumak iizere ofisine dogru zor da olsa yiirtimeye basladi.



DR. LANYON’UN ANLATTIKLARI

Dokuz Ocak’ta, bundan dort giin 6nce, aksam postasiyla meslektasim ve eski okul arkadasim Dr.
Jekyll tarafindan bana gonderilen taahhiitlii bir mektup aldim. Bu beni epeyce sasirtti; ¢linkii hi¢c boyle
haberlesme aliskanligimiz yoktu; daha bir gece once onu gormiis ve birlikte yemek yemistim;
konusmalarimizdan bu formaliteleri hakli gosterebilecek hi¢bir sey cikaramiyordum. Zarfin
icindekiler merakimm kamg¢iladi; ¢ilinkii mektupta sunlar yaziliydi:

“10 Aralik, 18..

Sevgili Lanyon,

Sen benim en eski arkadaslarimdan birisin, bilimsel konularda zaman zaman anlasmazliga
diismiis olsak da, bugiine kadar en azindan kendi acimdan birbirimize duydugumuz sevgide bir
azalma oldugunu hatirlamiyorum. Hayatim boyunca bir giin yoktur ki sen bana, “Jekyll, hayatim,
onurum, aklim sana bagli,” desen, sana yardim etmek i¢in biitiin servetimi ya da sol kolumu feda
etmeye hazir olmayayim. Lanyon, hayatim, onurum, aklim, hepsi senin merhametine kaldi,; eger bu
gece bana yardim etmezsen, her seyimi tamamen kaybedecegim. Mektuba béyle baslamamdan
sonra senden onursuz bir sey yapmani isteyecegimi diistinebilirsin. Buna kendin karar ver.

Bu gece biitiin oteki randevularini ertelemeni istiyorum —evet, bir imparatorun yataginin basina
cagrilmis olsan bile; eger kendi araban su anda kapida degilse bir araba tut ve gostermek iizere
elinde bu mektupla dosdogru benim evime gel. Usagim Poole’a gereken emirler verildi; yaninda
bir ¢ilingirle seni bekler bulacaksin onu. Odamin kapist zorlanmak zorunda kalacak, sen iceri
valmz girmelisin, sol taraftaki camli dolabi (E harfli olani) acacaksin, eger kapaliysa kilidi
kiracaksin ve icindeki her seyle birlikte yukaridan dordiincii ¢ekmeceyi ya da asagidan iigiincii
cekmeceyi (ki ikisi de aymi sey) cekip ¢cikaracaksin. Asirt zihinsel sikinti icinde oldugum igin seni
vanlis yonlendirmekten olesiye korkuyorum; ama bir hata yapip da yanlis yazdiysam bile, hangi
cekmecenin dogru ¢ekmece oldugunu icinde bulunan seylere bakinca anlayabilirsin: Icinde kimi
tozlar, bir ila¢ sisesi ve kdagit kapli bir defter var. Bu c¢ekmeceyi oldugu gibi Cavendish
Meydanti’na getirmeni rica ediyorum senden.

Yapacagin seylerin ilk kismi bu: Simdi sira ikinci kisma geldi. Eger bu notu alir almaz hemen
yola ¢ikarsan gece yarisi olmadan ¢ok once geri donmiis olman gerekir, ama sana bu kadar zaman
vermemin nedeni yalnizca onlenemez ve onceden tahmin edilemez engellerle karsilasman korkusu
degil, ama aym zamanda bundan sonra yapilacak isler i¢in hizmetg¢ilerinin yattiklar: bir saati
tercih ediyor olmam. Gece yarisi olunca, senden muayene odanda yalniz olmani, benim adimi
vererek kendisini tanitan bir adamu kendi ellerinle iceri almani ve odamdan alip getirmis olacagin
cekmeceyi ona vermeni istemek zorundayim. Biitiin bunlardan sonra benim i¢in yapmani
istediklerimi yerine getirmis ve minnettarligimi kazanmis olacaksin. Eger bir agiklama yapmam
konusunda 1srarct olursan, bes dakika sonra biitiin bu diizenlemelerin nasil da hayati bir 6nemi
oldugunu anlamis olacaksin, ne kadar tuhaf goriiniirlerse goriinsiinler yapmani istediklerimden
bir tekini bile goz ardi edersen, vicdamni, oliimiimiin ya da aklini yitirmemin getirdigi yikima
mahkim etmis olacaksin.

Bu istegimi hafife almayacagina ne kadar giivensem de boyle bir olasiligin yalnizca diistincesi
bile yiiregimin sizlamasina ve ellerimin titremesine neden oluyor. Bu saatte bir de benim halimi



diistin, tuhaf bir yerde, hi¢cbir hayal giiciiniin abartamayacagi kadar kara bir 1stirabin pencesinde
kivraniyorum, ama yine de dediklerimi tam vaktinde yerine getirirsen, dertlerimin anlatilip
bitirilmis bir masal gibi geride kalacagimin farkindayim. Bana yardim et, sevgili arkadagim
Lanyon, beni kurtar.

Arkadasgin,



H.J.

Not: Tam mektubu miihiirlemistim ki yeni bir dehset ruhumu sardi. Postanin gecikmesiyle bu
mektubun yarin sabaha kadar eline gegmemesi miimkiin. Boyle bir durumda, sevgili Lanyon, sana
soyledigim isi giin i¢cinde senin icin en uygun olan saatlerde yap ve bir kere daha ulagimin gece
varist sana gelmesini bekle. O zaman belki de her sey icin ¢ok ge¢ kalinmis olabilir, eger o gece
hi¢hir olay olmadan gegerse bil ki, Henry Jekyll’in sonu gelmis demektir.”

Bu mektubu okuduktan sonra, meslektasimin delirmis olduguna emin olmustum; ama bu durum
kuskuya yer birakmayacak sekilde kanitlanmadik¢a benden istediklerini yapmaya meyilliydim. Bu
karmakarisik seylerden ne kadar az anliyorsam, bunlarin 6nemini yargilamaktan da o kadar uzaktim;
boyle dile getirilen bir istek ¢ok biiyiik bir sorumluluk yiiklenmeden bir kenara birakilamazdi.
Masamdan kalktim, bir arabaya bindim ve dosdogru Jekyll’in evine gittim. Usak kapida beni
bekliyordu; benimle ayni siralarda aksam postasiyla talimatlar1 i¢eren taahhiitlii bir mektup almus,
hemen bir ¢ilingir ve bir marangoz ¢agirtmisti. Biz konusurken onlar da geldiler; hep birlikte eskiden
Dr. Denman’in ameliyathanesi olan yere gectik, Jekyll’in 6zel odasina (senin de bildigin gibi) en
rahat buradan giriliyordu. Kap1 ¢ok saglam, kilit ise kusursuzdu; marangoz eger kapinin zorlanmasi
gerekiyorsa cok fazla ugrasmasi gerektigini ve kapiya ¢ok fazla hasar verecegini agikca soyledi;
cilingir 1se neredeyse umutsuzluga kapilmisti. Ama bu sonuncusu becerikli biriydi ve iki saatlik bir
calismanin ardindan kapi1 agildi. E harfiyle isaretli camli dolap kilitli degildi; ben de ¢cekmeceyi
oldugu gibi c¢ikardim, i¢ini samanla doldurup bir Ortiiye sararak bagladim ve ¢ekmeceyle birlikte
Cavendish Meydani’na geri dondim.

Burada ig¢indekileri incelemeye giristim. Tozlar olduk¢a diizenli bir sekilde hazirlanmisti, ama bir
eczacinin ilag hazirlamaktaki inceligine sahip degillerdi; bunlar1 Jekyll’in kendisinin hazirladig
acikca belliydi; paket sargilarindan birini actigimda bana beyaz renkli kristal tuza benziyor gibi gelen
bir sey buldum. Daha sonra dikkatimi ¢eken ilag sisesi yarisina kadar kan kirmuzisi bir siviyla dolu
gibiydi; sivinin keskin bir kokusu vardi ve bana dyle geldi ki fosfor ya da ucucu eter iceriyordu. Bu
stvinin karisiminda baska hangi maddeler bulunabilecedi konusunda bir tahmin yiiriitemedim. Defter
siradan bir defterdi, i¢inde bir dizi tarihten baska pek bir sey yoktu. Bu tarihler birka¢ yillik bir
donemi kapsiyordu; ama girislerin yaklasik bir y1l 6nce olduk¢a ani bir bicimde kesildigini fark ettim.
Oraya buraya tarihlerin yanmna kiiciik notlar diistilmiistii ve genellikle tek bir kelimeden ibarettiler:
toplam yedi yiiz giris i¢inde belki de alti kez “cift” kelimesi geciyordu; listenin en baslarinda bir
yerlerde ¢ok sayida linlem isaretiyle “tam basarisizlik!!!"” yaziyordu. Biitiin bunlar, merakim
kiskirtmasina karsin, bana kesin bir seyler ifade etmiyordu. I¢inde s1vi olan bir ilag¢ sisesi, bir tiir
tozla dolu bir kagit parcas1 ve (Jekyll’in birgok arastirmasinda oldugu gibi) sonunda pratik hi¢bir
yarar saglamayan bir dizi deneyin kayitlari. Bu seylerin benim evimde bulunmalar1 nasil olurdu da
benim havai meslektasimin onurunu, aklim ya da yasamum etkileyebilirdi? Eger ulag bir yere
gidebiliyorsa neden baska bir yere de gidemiyordu? Eger bir engel oldugunu kabul etsem bile, neden
bu beyefendinin benim tarafimdan gizlice karsilanmasi gerekiyordu? Diisiindiikce, bir beyin
rahatsizlig vakasiyla karsi karsiya olduguma gittikce daha fazla ikna oluyordum; hizmetgilerimi
yataklarina gondermeme karsin, kendimi savunmam gereken bir durum ortaya cikabilir diislincesiyle
eski tabancam doldurdum.

Saat on ikinin ¢anlar1 Londra {izerinde ¢inlarken, kapim usulca vuruldu. Kapiyr agmaya kendim



gittim ve revaktaki siitunlara yaslanip ¢omelmis ufak tefek bir adamla karsilagtim.
“Dr. Jekyll’dan mu geldiniz?” diye sordum.

Zorlanarak “Evet,” dedi; iceri girmesi i¢in davet ettigimde, doniip meydamin karanligini kolagan
etmeden girmedi. Cok uzakta olmayan bir yerde bir polis vardi, elinde feneriyle bize dogru
yaklasiyordu; onu gbrmek sanirim ziyaretgimi Urkiitmiistii, hemen aceleyle iceri girdi.

Bu gordiiklerimin hi¢ hosuma gitmedigini itiraf ediyorum; onun arkasindan muayene odasinin parlak
15181na yiiriirken, elim silahimin {izerinde hazir bekliyordu. Burada, sonunda, onu agik¢a gorme
sansim elde ettim. Daha 6nce onu hi¢ gormemistim, bu kesindi. Daha 6nce de dedigim gibi, ufak tefek
biriydi; ylziindeki sarsicit ifadenin yami sira kaslarindaki hareketlilik ve yapisindaki belirgin
glicsiizlik —ve bunlardan daha az olmamak ilizere— onun yakimnda olmanin uyandirdigi garip
rahatsizlik beni adeta carpmisti. Bu, yeni baglayan bir titremeyi andiriyor ve nabzimin giderek daha
az atmasi da bu duruma eslik ediyordu. ilk anda bunu, icinde bulundugum duruma bagl kisisel bir
hosnutsuzluga yordum ve yalmzca belirtilerin bu kadar kesin olusunun nedenlerini merak ettim; ama
sonra nedenin ¢ok daha derinlerde, karsimdaki adamin yaradilisinda yattigina ve nefretten daha soylu

bir duyguyu canlandirdigina inandim.

Iceri girdigi ilk andan itibaren bende yalmzca igrenme dolu bir merak diye tammlayabilecegim bir
etki uyandiran bu kisi, siradan bir insam giilling kilacak bir tarzda giyinmisti; giysileri iy1 ve kaliteli
kumastan yapilmis olmasina karsin, her bakimdan asir1 biiyiiktii; pantolonu topuklarindan asagi
sarkiyordu ve pacalar1 yere siirlinmesin diye kivrilmisti, ceketinin beli kalgalarina kadar iniyordu ve
yakas1 omuzlarina kadar yayilmisti. SOylemesi garip ama bu giiliing kiyafet beni giildiirmekten ¢ok
uzakti. Daha ¢ok, simdi karsimda duran bu yaratigin 6ziinde sanki anormal, yanlis bigcimlenmis bir
seyler vardi —insamn kafasina takilan, sasirtict ve karsi koymaya yonelten bir seyler— giysileriyle
adam arasindaki bu uyumsuzluk yalmzca bu gariplige uygun olmaktan ve bu etkiyi giiclendirmekten
baska bir seye yaramiyor gibiydi; dyle ki adamin yaradilisina ve karakterine duydugum ilgiye,
gecmisine, yasamina, diinyadaki yeri ve konumuna duydugum merak da eklenmisti.

Yazilmasi1 bu kadar uzun siiren bu gézlemler aslinda yalmzca birkag saniyelikti. Ziyaret¢cim kasvetli
bir heyecanla yanmp tutusuyordu.

“Getirdiniz mi?” diye haykirdi. “Getirdiniz mi?”” Sabirsizligr o kadar taskindi ki, kolumdan tutup
beni sarsmaya basladi.

Onu geriye dogru uzaklastirdim, dokunmasiyla birlikte buz gibi bir sancimin kanimdan aktigim
hissetmistim. “Bakin, beyefendi,” dedim. “Heniiz sizinle tamgma serefine erisemedigimi biliyorsunuz.
Isterseniz, sdyle buyurun, oturun biraz.” Ona drnek olsun diye her zamanki yerime oturdum ve elimden
geldigince, saatin ge¢c olmasinmin, kafamdaki kaygilarin ve misafirimin neden oldugu dehset
duygusunun izin verdigi ol¢iide siradan bir hastaya karsi takindigim tavr1 takinmaya calistim.

“Kusuruma bakmayin, Dr. Lanyon,” diye karsilik verdi oldukga kibar bir tavirla, “sdylediklerinizde
cok haklisimz; sabirsizligim, kibarligimin canina okudu. Buraya meslektasiniz Dr. Henry Jekyll’in
istegi lizerine bir is1 yerine getirmek i¢in gelmis bulunuyorum ve anladigim kadariyla...” S6ziin
burasinda duraklad: ve elini bogazina gotiirdii, kendini toparlamug gibi goriinmesine karsin, yaklasan
bir hister1 krizine kars1 bogusmakta oldugunu gorebiliyordum. “Anladigim kadariyla, bir cekmece...”



Ama burada misafirimin belirsizlik i¢cinde beklemesine acidim, belki biraz da merakim giderek
artnusti.

“Iste surada, efendim,” dedim, bir masanin arkasinda yerde duran ve iizeri hala ortiiyle kapl1 olan
cekmeceyi gostererek.

Cekmeceye dogru bir hamle yapti, sonra durakladi, elini kalbine gotiirdii; ¢enesi titredigi i¢in
dislerinin gicirdadigini duyabiliyordum; yiizii 6ylesine hayalet gibi olmustu ki, yasam ve akil saglig
konusunda telaglanmaya basladim.

“Kendinizi toplayin,” dedim.

Bana donerek korkung bir giilimseme firlatti, umutsuzlugun verdigi kararlilikla ¢ekmecenin
ortiisiinii ¢ekti. Cekmecenin i¢indekileri goriince, rahatlayarak dyle yiiksek sesle aglamaya basladi ki
bu goriintii karsisinda tas kesildim. Sonra birden, olduk¢a kontrol altina alinnms bir ses tonuyla,
“Ol¢ii kabimiz var m?” diye sordu.

(Caba gostererek yerimden kalktim ve benden istedigi seyi ona verdim.

Basim sallayip giiliimseyerek tesekkiir etti, kirmuz1 sividan birkag damla 6lc¢tii ve tozlardan birine
ekledi. Ilk basta kirmizimsi bir renk alan karisim, icindeki kristaller eridikge parlak bir renk
kazanmaya, duyulur bir sekilde kabarmaya ve kiigiik buhar bulutlar1 fiskirtmaya basladi. Ansizin,
karisimdaki kaynasma dindi ve karisim once koyu mora doniistii, sonra yavas yavas sulu yesil bir
renk aldi. Bu dontistimleri keskin bir gbzle seyreden ziyaret¢cim giiliimsedi, bardagi masanin iizerine
koydu, sonra doniip arastiran gozlerle bana bakti.

“Ve simdi,” dedi, “geri kalanina karar verme zamam. Aklin sesine kulak verecek misiniz?
Sagduyulu olacak misimz? Bu bardag elime alip baska bir sey konusmadan evinizden ¢ikip gitmeme
izin verecek misiniz? Yoksa merakimz sizi kontrolii altina alacak kadar biiylik mii? Cevap vermeden
once diisliniin, ¢iinkii her sey sizin verdiginiz karara gore yapilacak. Verdiginiz karara gore, eskiden
nasilsaniz 0yle kalabilirsiniz, ne daha zengin ne de daha akilli; elbette 6ldiiriicii bir sikinti i¢inde olan
bir insana yardim etmis olma duygusu ruhu zenginlestirici bir sey olarak goriilebilir. Ya da eger boyle
olmasim secgerseniz, burada, bu odada, tam bu anda yeni bir bilgi alani, in ve giice gotiiren yeni
yollar agilacak Oniiniizde; goriisiiniiz, seytana inanamayisin giiclinii bile sarsacak bir mucize
kazanabilir.”

“Beyefendi,” dedim, sakin goriinmeye caligsarak, ki aslinda sakin olmaktan ¢ok uzaktim, “bilmece
gibi konusuyorsunuz, sizi ¢ok biiyiik bir inangla dinlemedigimi goriince sanirim sasirmiyorsunuz. Ama
aciklanamaz hizmetler yapmakta o kadar ileri gittim ki, sonunu géormeden durmak istemiyorum.”

“Pekala,” diye karsilik verdi ziyaretcim. “Lanyon, umarim yeminlerini hatirliyorsundur; bundan
sonra olacak her sey mesleginizin gizlilik prensibine giriyor. Ve simdi, uzun zamandir maddeci
goriislere bagli kalan sen, tibbin simirlarim1 agsmanin erdemlerine kulak tikayan sen, senden iistiin
olanlarla alay eden sen; gozlerini dort ag!”

Bardag dudaklarina gotiiriip bir yudumda i¢ti. Bunu bir ¢i18lik izledi; yalpaladi, sendeledi, masaya
simsiki yapisti, kanli gozleriyle dimdik bakarak, agik agzindan gii¢ bela nefes alarak bekleds;
karsimda degismeye basladigim goriiyordum —sanki sisiyordu— yiizii birdenbire karardi, yiiz hatlari
eriyip degismeye baslamusti. Aniden yerimden firlayarak duvara dogru sigradim, kolum beni bu



olaganiistii yaratiktan korumak icin yukar1 kalkmus, aklim dehsete bulannmusti.

'97

“Aman Tanrim!” diye bagirdim, “Aman Tanrim!” dedim tekrar tekrar; ¢ilinkii géziimiin oniinde —
oltimden donmiis bir adam gibi solgun ve titrek, yar1 baygin, el yordamiyla yiiriimeye calisan— Henry
Jekyll duruyordu!

Sonraki bir saat boyunca bana anlattiklarin1 buraya yazmaya yetecek kadar hatirlayamiyorum.
Gorecegimi gordiim, duyacagimu duydum ve ruhum bunlarla hasta oldu; yine de gordiigiim seyler
gozlerimin oniinden silindik¢e kendi kendime bunlara inanip inanmadigimu soruyor ve verecek bir
cevap bulamiyorum. Yasanmum derinden sarsildi; uyku uyuyamaz oldum; 6liimciil dehset duygusu gece
ve gilindiiziin hi¢bir saatinde pesimi birakmuiyor; giinlerimin sayili oldugunu ve 6lmem gerektigini
hissediyorum; oliirken bile kuskuda olacagim. Bu adamin oniimde sergiledigi ahlaki algakliklara
gelince, gozlerindeki pismanlik yaslarina karsin, bunlari yalmzca hatirladigimda bile, dehset
duygusuna kapilmadan bu olay1 diisiinemiyorum. Yalnizca tek bir sey soyleyecegim, Utterson, bu da
(eger zihnini buna inandirmaya hazirlayabilirsen) her sey icin fazlasiyla yeterli olacak. Dr. Jekyll’in
itiraf ettifine gore, o gece gizlice evime gelen Hyde adiyla bilinen ve iilkenin her kosesinde Carew’in
katili olarak aranan adammnus.

HASTIE LANYON



HENRY JEKYLL’IN OLAYLA iLGILi BUTUN ANLATTIKLARI

18— y1linda dogdum, dogar dogmaz da biiyiik bir servete kondum, ayrica bana miikemmel nitelikler
bahsedilmisti, dogustan caliskanliga yatkin bir yaradilistm vardi, bilge insanlarin saygisim
kazanmaya diiskiindiim ve arkadaslarim tarafindan sevilmeyi istiyordum, bdylece, tahmin
edilebilecegi gibi, onurlu ve seckin bir gelecek icin her glivenceye sahiptim. Ama ger¢ekten de
hatalarimin en biiyiigii biraz sabirsiz ve neseli bir mizaca sahip olmamdi; boyle bir sey birgok
kimseyi mutlu edebilir, ama bu mizacim insanlarin karsisinda kafam dik tutmak ve agirbash bir tavir
takinmak i¢in duydugum biiytlik arzuyla bagdastiramiyordum. Ben de zevklerimi gizlemeye basladim;
diisiinecek yasa gelip de ¢cevreme bakmaya basladigimda ve diinyada ne kadar ilerledigimi ve nerede
durdugumu disiindiigimde kendimi simdiden ikili bir yasama derinden gémiilmiis buldum. Bir¢ok
insan kendimi su¢lu buldugum boylesi yanlislar1 onemsemeden gecistirebilirdi; ama 6niime koydugum
yiiksek hedeflerden otiirii bu yanliglarimn neredeyse utang verici igreng seyler olarak goriiyor ve
herkesten sakliyordum. Beni ben yapan sey, insanin ikili yaradilisim olusturan ve beyni ikiye ayiran
iyilik ve kotiiliik bolgelerini, bende insanlarin ¢ogunlugundan da derin bir ugurumla koparan sey,
yanliglarimin 6zellikle asagilik seyler olmasindan ¢ok, titizlik isteyen arzularimdi. Bu durumda, dinin
temelinde yer alan ve en verimli dert kaynaklarindan biri olan acimasiz yasam yasasi iizerine derin ve
miizminlesmis diisiincelere dalmaya yoneldim. Cift kisilikli bir yasarm o kadar derinlemesine
sirdiirmeme karsin, higbir sekilde ikiyiizlii degildim; her iki yanim da kesinlikle gercekti; higbir
zaman, kisitlamalarim bir yana birakip utang verici seylere daldigim zaman, giin 1s18inda bilginin
ilerletilmesi ya da aci ve sikintilarimin rahatlatilmasi i¢in ¢abaladigim zamankinden daha fazla
kendim degildim. Sans eseri, biitiiniiyle esrarengiz ve askin bir yone dogru ilerleyen bilimsel
calismalarim, beni olusturan pargalar arasindaki stirekli savasimin tizerine giiclii bir 151k diisiirdii.
Boylece her gecen giin, beynimin hem ahlaki hem de diisiinsel yamyla, tam olarak kesfedemedigim
icin beni boylesine korkung bir yikinti olmaya yazgili kilan su gercege stirekli olarak daha da
yaklasiyordum: Insan, gercekte bir degil, iki kisidir. Iki diyorum, ¢iinkii kendi bilgim bunun &tesine
gecemiyor. Baskalar1 aym konuda beni izleyecek ve beni de gececektir. Ve en sonunda insanin ¢ok
cesitli, kendi i¢inde bagdasmaz ve bagimsiz kisiliklerin bir araya gelmesinden baska bir sey
olmadigim tahmin etme ciiretinde bulundum. Ben, kendi payima, yasadigim hayatin dogas1 yiiziinden
yanmlmadan tek bir yonde, yalmzca tek bir yonde ilerledim. Bu isin ahlaki yamydi, kendi kisiligimi
inceleyerek insanin ilkel ikiligini bastan basa kabul etmeyi 6grendim; biling alammda carpisan iki
karakterden biri oldugumu sdylemem dogru olsa bile, bunun nedeninin aslinda kokten bir bigimde
ikisi de olmam oldugunu gérdiim ve ¢ok erken tarihlerden baslayarak, bilimsel buluslarimin izledigi
yon bana bdyle bir mucizenin ¢iplak olasiliklarim sunmadan bile once, bu 6gelerin birbirlerinden
ayrilmalar1 diisiincesi lizerinde zevkle diisiinmeyi Ogrenmistim. EZer bunlarin her biri, diyordum
kendi kendime, farkli kimliklere yerlestirilebilseydi, yasam, onu dayamlmaz kilan her seyden
kurtulabilirdi; kendisinden daha diiriist olan ikizinin arzularindan ve neden oldugu pismanliklardan
kurtarilan adaletsiz kimse kendi yolunda gidebilir, adaletli kimse kendi yolunda sebatla ve giivenle
yiriiyebilir, kendi zevk aldigi seyleri yapabilir ve bundan boyle artik disindaki bu kotiiliikten
kaynaklanan pismanlik ve acidan uzak durabilirdi. Bu bagdasmaz karakterlerin bu sekilde birbirlerine
baglanmalar1 ve bu zit ikizlerin bilincin acili rahminde siirekli miicadele halinde olmalari,
insanoglunun iizerindeki lanetti. Oyleyse bunlar nasil birbirlerinden koparilabilirdi?

Daha 6nce de s6yledigim gibi, dylesine derin distincelere dalmustim ki, laboratuvar masasindan
sorunun uzerine disen 151k zihnimde parildamaya basladi. Uzerimize giyinmis olarak dolastigimiz,



boylesine katiymis gibi goriinen bedenin titreyen onemsizligini, sise benzeyen geciciligini simdiye
kadar hi¢ olmadig kadar derinden algilamaya baslamistim. Bu etten yapilma ciippeyi, riizgarin bir
verandanin perdelerini savurmasi gibi sarsacak ve sonra yeniden bir araya toplayacak gilice sahip
belirli maddeler oldugunu kesfettim. Iki énemli nedenden dolayi, itirafinun bu bilimsel ydniine ¢ok
derinlemesine girmeyecegim. Birincisi, yasamimizin yiikiiniin ve yazgisinin sonsuza dek insanin
omuzlarina yliklenmis oldugu bize ogretildigine gbre, bu yiikii omuzlarimizdan atmaya kalktigimzda
daha alisilmadik ve agir baskilarla tekrar iizerimize yonelir. Ikincisi de anlattiklarimdan da ¢ok agik
anlasilabilecegi iizere, kesiflerim heniiz tamamlanmamis durumdadir. Bu yilizden, yalnizca kendi
dogal bedenimin, ruhumu olusturan belli gliclerin yaydig hale ve pariltidan bagka bir sey olmadigim
kabul etmekle kalmadim, aym zamanda bu gii¢lerin Ustiinliiklerini ellerinden alan ve ruhumun asagilik
Ogelerinin ifadesi olan ve bana gore ilkinden daha az dogal olmayan ikinci bir bi¢im ve yiiz ifadesi
yaratacak bir ila¢ yapmay1 da basardim.

Bu teoriyi pratikte uygulamaya koymadan once uzun siire tereddiit i¢inde kaldim. Kendimi 6lim
tehlikesine attigimu ¢ok iyi biliyordum; ¢iinkii benligin kalesini boylesine giiclii bir bigimde kontrol
eden ve sarsan herhangi bir ila¢ en kii¢lik bir asir1 dozda ya da uygulama amndaki en kii¢iik bir
hatada, degistirmesini istedigim o maddesel olmayan tapinag biitiiniiyle ortadan kaldirabilirdi. Ama
bir kesif yapmamn bastan ¢ikariciligi dylesine essiz ve dylesine derindir ki, sonunda bu tehlikeye
aldirmaz oldum. Siviyr hazirlayali ¢ok olmustu; hemen toptanci bir ecza firmasindan, yaptigim
deneyler sonucu bana gereken en son madde oldugunu bildigim 6zel bir tuzdan yiiklii miktarda satin
aldim ve lanetli bir gece gec saatlerde bu maddeleri karistirdim, sisede birlikte kaynayip dumanlar
cikarisin seyrettim ve kaynama sona erdiginde giiclii bir cesaret kivilcimiyla iksiri bir dikiste i¢tim.

Ardindan iskence verici sancilar basladi: kemiklerim o6giitiiliiyordu sanki, oldiriicii bir nmide
bulantis1 bas gosterdi ve ruhun, dogum ya da 6liim halinde hissettigi dehsetin bile asamayacag tiirden
ruhsal bir dehset hissettim. Sonra bu acilar hizla yatismaya basladi, sanki biiyiik bir hastaliktan
kalkiyormus gibi kendime geldim. Duyularimda garip bir seyler vardi, tanimlanamayacak 6l¢iide yeni
bir seyler ve bu yeniliginden dolayr inanilmaz sekilde tatli bir seyler. Kendimi bedensel olarak daha
geng, daha hafif, daha mutlu hissediyordum; i¢imde siddetli bir yerinde duramamazIlik hissi vards;
diizensiz duyusal imgelerin hayalimde bir degirmenin ¢arkindan akar gibi aktiklarimn, zorunluluk
baglarimn birer birer ¢oziildiigliniin, bilmedigim ama hi¢ de masum olmayan bir ruhsal Ozgiirliige
kavustugumun bilincindeydim. Bu yeni yasamun ilk nefesini aldigimda artik daha kotii biri oldugumu,
on kat daha kotii biri oldugumu, daha Onceden i¢imde yatan kotiiliigliin elinde kole oldugumu
biliyordum; o anda bu diisiince beni sarap i¢misim gibi kiskirtip neselendirdi. Bu duygularin
tazeliginin verdig sevingle ellerimi uzattim; bunu yaptiZim anda da ansizin ciissemin kiigiilmiis
oldugunun farkina vardim.

O tarihte odamda ayna yoktu; simdi yazarken yanimda duran aynayr daha sonra, bu doniigiimleri
izlemek amaciyla odama getirttim. Ne var ki artik sabah olmak {izereydi —hava kapkaranlik olmasina
karsin giin dogumuna gebeydi— evimde yasayanlar en derin uykularina gomiilmiislerdi ve ben umut ve
zaferle kanatlannms bir halde, yeni seklim i¢inde yatak odama kadar gitmeye karar verdim. Avludan
gecerken, burada takimyildizlar1 beni seyrediyorlardi, dyle diisiindiim ki, uykusuz gecen nobetleri
sirasinda simdiye dek ilk kez bu tiir bir yaratik géormiislerdi; koridorlardan sessizce gectim, kendi
evimde bir yabanciydim; odama geldigimde 11k kez Edward Hyde’1n goriintiistiyle karsilastim.

Simdi burada yalmizca teorik olarak konusmak, sadece bildigim seyi degil, ama en olas1 oldugunu
diisiindiiglim seyr sOylemek zorundayim. Biiyilk bir basariyla kendimi doniistiirmiis oldugum



yaradilisimin kotii yam, heniiz kurtulmus oldugum 1y1 yanimdan daha sagliksiz, daha az gelismisti.
Yine, bu kotii yan, onda dokuzu c¢aba, erdem ve denetim iizerine kurulmus olan biitiin yasanum
boyunca ¢ok daha az calismus, ¢ok daha az yorulmustu. Ve bundan dolayi, diye diisiindiim, Edward
Hyde, Henry Jekyll’dan ¢ok daha kii¢iik, ¢elimsiz ve geng¢ biri olmustu. Birinin yliziinde 1yilik nasil
parliyorsa, otekinin yiiziinde de agikga kotiiliik yaziliydi. Ustelik kotiiliik (ki hald onun insanin
oldiiriicii yam olduguna inanmiyorum) bu bedende bi¢cim bozuklugunun ve ¢iiriimenin izlerini
birakmisti. Yine de aynada bu ¢irkin sevgiliye bakarken hi¢ igrenme hissi duymuyordum, aksine ona
hos geldin demek i¢in i¢imde bir istek vardi. Bu da bendim. Dogal ve insani goriiniiyordu. Benim
goziimde ruhun daha canli bir imgesini barindiriyordu, o giine dek kendim diye seslenmeye alignmus
oldugum kusurlu ve boliinmiis yiizden daha disa doniik ve essizdi. Ve buraya kadar hi¢ kuskusuz
hakliydim. Edward Hyde kisiligine biirlindiiglimde, hi¢ kimsenin, gozle goriliir bir endise
hissetmeden yamma yaklasamadigim gozlemledim. Bunun nedenini sdyle bir diisiindiigiimde,
karsilastigimiz biitiin insanlarin iyiyle kotiiniin bir karisimu olmasindan kaynaklandigim goérdim:
Insanlik saflarinda, katiks1z tek kotii insan Edward Hyde’du.

Aynamn karsisinda bir dakikadan ¢cok oyalanmadim: Yapilmas: gereken ikinci ve nihai bir deney
daha vardi; simdi geriye benligimi bir daha geri kazamp kazanamayacagimi gérmem ve eger kendi
benligimi geri kazanamayacaksam giin agarmadan artitk benim olmayan bu evden kagmam
gerekiyordu; aceleyle odama doniip 1lact hazirlayarak bir bardak daha i¢tim, bir kez daha viicudumun
sekil degistirmesinden kaynaklanan sancilar ¢ektim, bir kez daha kendime geldigimde Henry Jekyll’in
karakterine, bedenine ve yiiziine biirinmiistim.

O gece olimciil bir yol ayrimina varmistim. Eger bu kesfe daha soylu bir ruhla koyulmus olsaydim,
yiice goniillii veya dindar arzularin etkisi altinda boyle bir deney yapma riskine girseydim, her sey
baska tiirlii olurdu ve bu 6liim ve dogum acilarindan ortaya bir diisman yerine bir melek ¢ikards. Ilag
fark gozetmiyordu; ne seytani ne de tanrisal bir ilacti; ama yaradilisinun hapishanesinin kapilarim
sarstyordu; tipki Philippi’nin tutsaklar1 gibi, igeride olanlar1 disar1 ¢ikariyordu. O siralarda erdemim
icimde uyukluyordu; hirs tarafindan uyanik tutulan kotii yamm, firsati ele gecirmek igin alarm
halindeydi ve bunlarin yansittigi sey Edward Hyde oldu. Bu yiizden, iki dis goriiniisiim oldugu gibi
iki de karakterim olmasina karsin, bunlardan biri tamamen kotiiydii, oteki de 1slah edilmesinden ve
gelismesinden daha simdiden umudumu kesmeyi 6grenmis oldugum bagdasmaz bilesen eski Henry
Jekyll’d1. Bu nedenle biitiin hareket daha da kotii olana dogru olmustu.

O zamanlar bile, ¢alisma yasaminin kuruluguna duydugum tiksintinin lstesinden gelememistim.
Zaman zaman hala neseli oldugum anlar oluyordu ve zevklerim (en hafifinden soylersek) hi¢ de vakur
seyler degildi, yalmzca iy1 tamnan ve saygi goren bir kisi olmakla kalmayip aym zamanda giderek
yaslantyordum, bu yiizden yasamumdaki bu tutarsizlik her gecen giin daha da hos karsilanmayan bir
sey haline geliyordu. Yeni giiciimiin beni bir kdle haline getirene kadar bastan ¢ikarmasi i¢in yalmzca
bardaktaki siviyr igmem, tamnmus profesoriin bedenini lizerimden ¢ikarmam ve kalin bir palto gibi
Edward Hyde’in bedenine biiriinmem yetiyordu. Bu disiinceye giiliiyordum; o zamanlar bana
eglenceli geliyordu; hazirliklarimn ¢ok biiylik bir 6zenle yaptim. Soho’da polislerin Hyde’1n 1zini
bulduklar1 evi tutup désedim; kimseyle tek kelime konusmayacagini ve vicdansiz oldugunu ¢ok 1yi
bildigim bir yaratig hizmetci olarak ise aldim. Ote yandan kendi hizmetgilerime Mr. Hyde adindaki
adamin (onlara tarif etmistim) meydandaki evimde her tiirlii 6zgiirlige ve s6z hakkina sahip oldugunu
bildirdim; aksilikleri bertaraf etmek i¢in evde tamdik biri olmasi amaciyla ikinci karakterime
biirtinerek kendi evimi ziyarete bile geldim. Daha sonra senin o kadar karsi ¢iktigin vasiyetnameyi



hazirladim; boylece Dr. Jekyll kisiligimde basima bir sey gelirse, parasal bir kaybim olmaksizin
Edward Hyde kisiligime girebilecektim. Boylece kendimi her bakimdan saglama aldigimu diistinerek
yeni konumumun garip dokunulmazliklarindan yararlanmaya basladim.

Insanlar eskiden su¢ islemeleri i¢in parayla katil tutar, boylece kendilerini ve sayginliklarim
koruma altina alirlardi. Bunu kendi zevkleri i¢in yapan ilk insan ben olmustum. Toplumun Oniine
saygin bir kisi olarak ¢ikan ve sonra bir anda, sikilmaya baslayinca, bir okul ¢cocugu gibi bu baglari
tizerinden atan ve Ozgiirliik denizine baliklama dalan ilk insan bendim. Bana gelince, hi¢bir seyin
niifuz edemedigi pelerinimin i¢inde giivenligim tamdi. Bir diislinsene —hayatta bile degildim! Gereken
tek sey, laboratuvar kapimdan igeri dalip her zaman hazir tuttugum iksiri karistirip i¢ebilmeye yetecek
bir iki dakikam olmasiydi; Edward Hyde ne yaparsa yapsin bir aynamn {lizerindeki bugu gibi ugup
gidiveriyor; onun yerinde, evinde sakince oturan, ¢alisma odasinda lambasim ayarlayan baska bir
adam Dr. Jekyll duruyor ve kuskulara giiliip ge¢iyordu.

Daha 6nce de sdyledigim gibi, kilik degistirdigimde pesinden kogmakta acele ettigim zevkler hi¢ de
yakisik alir seyler degildi; bundan bagka bir deyim kullanmam zor olur. Ama Edward Hyde’in
ellerinde bunlar ¢ok gecmeden canavarca seylere doniistiiler. Bu yolculuklardan geri dondiigiimde
vekilimin yaptigi ahlak dis1 seyler karsisinda sik sik biiyiik bir saskinliga diistiyordum. Kendi
ruhumdan disar1 ¢ikardigim ve zevkine gore yasamasi i¢in diinyaya saldigim bu tamidik parcam
dogustan kotii ve algak biriydi; her eylemi ve diisiincesi kendi iizerine odaklanmusti; baskalarina
yaptig1 iskencelerden hayvanca bir hirsla hazz1 igiyordu; tas yiirekli bir insan gibi amansizdi. Kimi
zaman Dr. Jekyll, Edward Hyde’1n yaptigi seyler karsisinda donakaliyordu; ama bu durum siradan
yasalardan bagimsizdi, vicdamn kavrayislarini sinsice gevsetmisti. Bunlar1 yapan Hyde’d1, yalmzca
Hyde sucluydu. Jekyll kotiilesmemisti; 1yi 6zellikleri hi¢bir zarar gérmeden uyamyordu sabahlari;
hatta, eger miimkiinse, Hyde’1n yaptig1 kotiiliikleri telafi etmek icin elinden geleni yapiyor ve boylece
vicdamm rahatlatiyordu.

Boylesine goz yumdugum (¢iinkii simdi bile bunlar1 benim yaptiginu kabul etmek istemiyorum)
algakliklarin ayrintilarina girmek gibi bir miyetim yok. Yalmzca yaklasan cezamin ayak seslerine ve
uyarilarina isaret etmek istiyorum. Onemli sonuglara neden olmadig icin yalmzca kisaca
deginecegim bir olay geldi basima: Bir ¢ocuga karsi zalimce davranisim yoldan gegcen birinin bana
ofke duymasina neden oldu, ertesi giin bu kisinin akraban oldugunu 6grendim; doktor ve ¢ocugun
ailesi de ona katildi; hayatimin tehlikede oldugunu hissettigim anlar oldu; sonunda, ¢ok hakli olan
ofkelerini yatistirmak i¢in Edward Hyde onlar1 kapiya getirmek ve Henry Jekyll tarafindan
imzalanmus bir ¢ek vermek zorunda kaldi. Ama ileride boyle bir tehlikenin bag gostermesi, bir baska
bankada Edward Hyde adina bir hesap actirilarak bertaraf edildi ve kendi elimi geriye dogru egip
ikimiz i¢in bir imza icat ettigimde yazginin bana ulasamayacagim sandim.

Sir Danvers’1n 6ldiiriilmesinden iki ay kadar once, maceralarimdan yeni birini yagamak icin disari
cikmisg, eve gec bir saatte donmiistiim, ertesi giin yatagimda birtakim garip duygularla uyandim. Bos
bos cevreme bakimp duruyordum; giizel mobilyalari, meydandaki odamin yiiksek duvarlarim
anlamsiz gozlerle seyrettim; yatak perdelerinin desenini ve maun g¢ergevelerin bigimini taniyordum,
ama bosunaydi; i¢cimde, oldugum yerde olmadigim, uyanmam gereken yerde uyanmadigim, Edward
Hyde’in bedenine biiriindiigiim zamanlar uyumaya aliskin oldugum Soho’daki kiicliik odada
bulundugum konusunda 1srar eden bir his vardi. Kendi kendime giiliimsedim ve tembel tembel bu
yamlsamamn Ogelerini psikolojik agidan incelemeye basladim; ama bunu yaparken bile arada sirada
keyifli bir sabah uykusuna daliyordum. Uyamk oldugum anlardan birinde goziim elime ilisti. Henry



Jekyll’in eli (senin de sik sik belirttigin gibi) bi¢im ve biiyiikliik olarak meslegine ¢ok uygundu;
blytktii, saglamdi, beyazdi ve gilizeldi. Ama simdi, Londra sabahinin sar1 1s1ginda yeterince agik
olarak gordiigiim, yatak Ortiilerinin altinda yari1 kapali duran bu el, inceydi, damarliydi, bogum
bogumdu, kararmus gibi soluktu ve siyah killarla ortiiliiydii. Bu, Edward Hyde’ 1n eliydi.

Saskinligin verdigi sersemlikle, duydugum dehset duygusunun ¢anlar1 aniden, tirkiitiicii bir sekilde
calmadan Once, neredeyse yarim dakika kadar goziimii o ele dikmis olmaliyim; sonra yatagimdan
sicrayip aynaya kostum. Gozlerimin gordiigli manzara karsisinda kamm donmustu. Evet, yataga Henry
Jekyll olarak girmis, Edward Hyde olarak uyanmistim. Bunun agiklamasi ne olabilir? diye sordum
kendi kendime;sonra baska bir dehset dalgasina kapildim —bu durum nasil diizeltilecekti? Sabah
saatleri ilerliyordu; hizmetciler kalkmusti; biitiin ilaglarim ¢alisma odamdaydi —dehsete diismiistiim,
bulundugum odadan c¢ikmam, iki merdivenden inmem, arka gecitten, ac¢ik avludan ve anatomi
ameliyathaneden ge¢mem, kisacasi uzun bir yolculuk yapmam gerekiyordu. Belki yiiziimii
ortebilirdim; ama bedenimdeki degisikligi gizleyemedikten sonra ne yarari olurdu? Sonra inanilmaz
tatlilikta bir rahatlama duygusuyla, benim ikinci benimin eve gelip gitmesine hizmet¢ilerin zaten
aliskin olduklar1 geldi aklima. Cok ge¢gmeden elimden geldigince hizla 6teki bedenime gore yapilmus
giysileri giyindim; evin iginden ge¢tim; Bradshaw, Mr. Hyde’1 bdyle bir saatte ve bdyle garip
giysiler i¢inde gormenin saskinligiyla bakakalmisti; on dakika sonra kendi bedenine biiriinmiis olan
Dr. Jekyll geri dondii ve catik kaslarla kahvalti edecekmis gibi masaya gecti.

Gergekten de istahim ¢ok azdi. Bu agiklanamaz olay, onceki deneyimimin boylesine tersine doniist,
duvarda goriinerek hakkimdaki yargiyr ilan eden Babil yazisina benziyordu; ¢ifte varolusumun
sorunlart ve olanaklar1 lizerine daha dncekinden ¢ok daha ciddi olarak diisiinmeye basladim. Disari
yansitma giiciinii buldugum parcam son zamanlarda c¢ok calisnus ve iyl beslenmisti; bana Gyle
geliyordu ki, Edward Hyde’1n bedeni son zamanlarda gelismisti, sanki (bu bedene biiriindiigiimde)
daha giliclii bir kan akis1 oldugunun farkina variyordum; eger bu i1s daha fazla uzatilirsa,
yaradilisimdaki dengenin stirekli olarak bozulabilecegi, kendi istegimle yaptigim bu degisikligin
gliiciinliin artacagl ve karakterimin geri dondiirilmez bir sekilde Edward Hyde’in karakterine
doniisecegi tehlikesini agik¢a sezmeye basladim. Ilacin etkisi her zaman aym giicte degildi. Bir
keresinde, isin baslarindayken bu konuda biitliniiyle basarisizliga ugramistim; o zamandan beri birgok
kereler dozu 1ki katina ¢ikarmak zorunda kaldim ve bir keresinde oliim tehlikesini goze alip miktar:
lic katina cikardim; arada sirada bas gosteren bu belirsizlikler simdiye kadar yalmzca goniil
rahatligima golge disiirmekle kalmisti. Ama simdi, bu sabah meydana gelen olayin 1s18inda,
baslangigtaki Jekyll bedeninden kurtulma zorlugunun, son zamanlarda yavas yavas ama kesin bir
sekilde benligimin oteki yamna aktarilmis oldugunu gérmek zorunda kaliyordum. Bu da su noktay:
gosteriyordu ki: yavas yavas ilksel ve iyl yanimin kontroliinii yitiriyor, agir agir ikinci ve kotii olan
yammla biitlinlesmeye basliyordum.

Artik ikisi arasinda bir se¢im yapmak zorunlulugunu hissediyordum. Iki yaradilisimin hafizalari
ortakti, ama biitiin 6teki yetenekleri her ikisi arasinda biiyiik 6l¢iide aym oranda degildi. Jekyll (yani
bilesik olan) simdi en duyarli endiselerle, en a¢ gozlli zevklerle Hyde 1in zevklerini ve maceralarim
paylasiyordu; ama Hyde’in Jekyll’a aldirdig yoktu, ya da en fazlasi, tipki bir eskiyanin kendisini
kovalayanlardan kacarken sigindig bir magarayr hatirlamasi gibi hatirliyordu onu. Jekyll bir baba
gibi 1lgiliydi; Hyde ise bir ogulun kayitsizligina sahipti. Talihimi Jekyll’in ellerine birakmak uzun
zamandir gizliden gizliye duskiinliik gosterdigim ve son zamanlarda tadini ¢ikardigim arzulari
oldirmek demek olacakti. Kendimi Hyde’a birakmak ise binlerce ilgimi ve istegimi 6ldiirmek ve tek



bir darbede, sonsuza kadar asagilanan, arkadassiz birine doniismek demek olacakti. Pazarlik esitsiz
gibi goriinebilirdi; ama hala kefeye konulabilecek bir baska diisiince daha vardi; Jekyll zevklerinden
yoksun kalmamin acisim c¢ekecekken, Hyde ne kaybettiginin bilincinde bile olmayacakti. I¢inde
bulundugum kosullarin tuhaf olmasina karsin, bu tartismamn taraflar1 insanligin kendisi kadar eski ve
yaygindi; tahriklere kapilmis, korkudan titreyen her giinahkar aymi kandirmalar ve uyarilar i¢in zar
atardi; insanlarin biiyiik cogunlugu gibi ben de en iyi yam se¢gmek ve bu karar1 korumak i¢in kuvvetli
olmay1 istemek zorundaydim.

Evet, ben de etrafi arkadaslarla cevrili, diiriist umutlar tasiyan, yasli ve memnuniyetsiz doktoru
sectim ve Hyde kiligina girdigim zaman tadim c¢ikardigim ozgiirliige, goreceli genglige, ¢evik
adimlara, nabiz atislarina ve gizli zevklere kesin olarak elveda dedim. Belki de bu secimi baz
bilingsiz dnlemler alarak yapmistim, ¢iinkii ne Soho’daki evden ¢iktim, ne de Edward Hyde’in hala
odamda duran giysilerini ortadan kaldirdim. Ne var ki, iki ay boyunca verdigim karara sadik kaldim;
iki ay boyunca simdiye kadar hi¢gbir zaman yasamadigim ol¢lide ciddi bir yasam siirdiirdiim ve
kimligimi onaylayan bir vicdanin karsiliginda bana tattirdigi zevki yasadim. Ama gecen zamanla
birlikte endiselerim hafifledi; vicdanmimun dvgiileri siradanlasti; Hyde’1in 6zgilir kalmak i¢in miicadele
etmeye baslamasiyla birlikte i¢cimdeki 1stirap ve Ozlemlerle iskence ¢ekmeye basladim; sonunda,
ahlaki bir diiskiinliik aninda, bir kez daha dontistiirticli ilac1 hazirlayip igtim.

Bir sarhosun yaptigi kotiiliikleri usa vurdugunu hi¢ sanmiyorum, hayvani duygusuzlugu sirasinda
basina gelen tehlikelerden hep siyrilmustir; ben de, i¢inde bulundugum tehlikeler gbz Oniine
alindiginda, Edward Hyde’1n baslica karakter 6zellikleri olan tam bir ahlaki duygusuzluk ve kotiiliik
yapmaya amansiz yatkinligina tamamen géz yummadi§imu soyleyebilirim. Yine de ben bunlar
tarafindan cezalandirildim. Seytamim uzun siiredir kafesteydi ve kiikreyerek disar1 ¢ikti. Daha ilaci
icerken bile, kotiiliik yapmak i¢in dizginlenemez, daha atesli bir egilim tasidigimin bilincindeydim.
Mutsuz kurbanmimun kibar sozlerini dinlerken ruhumdaki sabri tiiketen ve benligimi kiskirtan da bu
olmus olmali; en azindan, Tanr1’mn huzurunda agikliyorum ki, ahlaki olarak akli bagsinda olan hi¢bir
insan boylesine zavalli bir kiskirtma ile boyle bir sucu isleyemezdi; hasta bir ¢cocugun oyuncagini
par¢alamasindan daha akilli bir ruh haliyle vurmamistim ona. Ama en kotii insanin bile kiskirtmalarin
arasinda belli bir sarsilmazlikla yiiriimeye devam ettigi sirada basvurdugu dengeleyici i¢giidiileri ben
goniilli olarak tizerimden siyirip atmistim ve benim durumumda, kiskirtilmak, ne kadar hafif olursa
olsun, devrilmek demekti.

Aninda i¢imde cehennem duygusu uyandi ve siddetle kopiirdii. Neseyle kendimden gecerek,
direngsiz bedene saldirdim, indirdigim her darbeden ¢ilginca bir zevk aliyordum; ancak yorgunluk
hissedince birdenbire, cilginligimin dorugunda, yliregimde uyanan soguk bir dehset lrpertisi ile
kendime geldim. Bir sis dagilmusti; yaptiklarimin cezasi olarak yasamumin ziyan olacagim gordim;
bir yandan zafer duygusuyla bir yandan da tir tir titreyerek bu asiriliklar sahnesinden kagarken,
kotiiliik arzum doyurulmus ve yasama sevgim son derecesine kadar uyarilmusti. Soho’daki eve
kosturdum, (kendimi iki kat giivenceye almak i¢in) kdgitlartnm imha ettim; sonra lambalarla
aydinlatilmis sokaklarda yiirimeye basladim, zihnimin ikiye boliinmiis esrikligi i¢inde isledigim sug
tizerinde diisiindiim, hafiflemis bir ruhla gelecekte isleyecegim suglari tasarladim, ama yine de
uyandigimda beni bekleyecek olan intikamcimin yaklasan ayak seslerine telasla kulak veriyordum.
Iksiri hazirlarken Hyde bir sarki murildamyordu ve bunu, 6ldiirdiigii adamin serefine icti. Henry
Jekyll minnet ve pismanlik gozyaslarina bogulmus bir halde dizlerinin tizerine ¢okiip siktigi ellerini
Tanri’ya kaldirip stlikredinceye kadar doniistimiin sancilari i¢ini parcalamamisti. Kendime



gosterdigim hosgoriiniin pegesi tepeden tirnaga kadar yirtilmust;; yasamumu tiimiiyle gbzlerimin
oniinde goriiyordum: Babamin elinden tutup yliriidiigiim ¢ocukluk giinlerime kadar yasanum gozden
gecirdim, meslek yasamimin 6zverili ¢abalar1 igerisinden gecip, yeniden ve yeniden, aym gercek
disilik duygusuyla aksamun lanetlenmis dehsetine ulastim. Yiiksek sesle ¢iglik koparabilirdim;
bellegimin ar1 gibi basima tsiistiirdiigii korkung imgeler ve sesler kalabaligini gozyaslar1 ve dualarla
bastirmaya c¢alistim; yine de, dualarimin arasinda, kotiiliigiimiin ¢irkin yiizii ruhumun derinliklerine
goziinii dikiyordu. Bu pismanlik yavas yavas dinince, yerini nese duygusu aldi. Artik nasil
davranacagim sorunu ¢Oziilmiistii. Bundan boyle Hyde olmam olanaksizdi; istesem de istemesem de
varolusumun iy1 pargasina hapsedilmistim artik; ve ah, bunu diisiinmek i¢imi nasil da rahatlatiyordu!
Dogal yasamin kisitlamalarim yeniden kucaklarken nasil da istekle boyun egiyordum! O kadar sik
girip ¢iktigim kapiy1 kilitledim ve anahtar1 ayaklarimin altindaki yere gomdiim!

Ertesi giin, cinayet islendigi haberi geldi ve Hyde’1n sugunu, kurbamn halkin ¢ok deger verdigi biri
oldugunu biitiin diinya 6grendi. Bu yalnizca bir su¢ degildi, ayn1 zamanda trajik bir aptallikti. Sanirim
bunu 6grendigime memnun olmustum; samrim 1yi gidiilerimin boylece desteklenmesinden ve idam
sehpasinin dehsetinden korunmasindan mutlu olmustum. Jekyll artik benim sigindigim kentti; Hyde bir
an i¢in kafasim disar1 uzatacak olsa, biitiin insanlarin elleri onu 6ldiirmek i¢in havaya kalkacakti.

Gelecekteki davraniglarimla gecmisin kefaretini 6demeye karar verdim; diiriistce soyleyebilirim ki,
kararim birtakim 1yi sonuglar verdi. Sen de biliyorsun, gecen yilin son aylarinda acilardan kurtulmak
icin ne kadar diiriist ¢abalar gosterdim; baskalari i¢in ¢ok sey yapildigint ve giinlerin benim igin
sakin, neredeyse mutlu gectigini biliyorsun. Bu 1yiliksever ve masum yasamdan sikildiginu da
sOyleyemem; hatta her gecen giin daha da c¢ok hosuma gidiyordu; ama hala ikili yapimla
lanetlenmistim; pismanligimin ilk keskinligi zayiflamaya baslayinca, uzun zamandir zevklerine
gomiilmiig, kisa bir siiredir zincire vurulmus olan asagilik yamm 6zglir kalmak i¢in kiikremeye
basladi. Hyde’1 yeniden diriltmek gibi bir seyi hayalimden bile ge¢irmiyordum; yalmizca diislincesi
bile kammu donduruyordu: hayir, bir kez daha vicdammla oynamaya kiskirtilan benim kendi
kisiligimdi; siradan bir giinahkar gibi sonunda kiskirtmalarin saldirilar: karsisinda yenik diistiim.

Her sey burada son buluyor; ¢ok biiylik ol¢ii kabi bile iksirle dolup tasmusti; kotiiliigiime
gosterdigim bu kiigiik egilim bile sonunda ruhumun dengesini bozdu. Yine de telasa kapilmamistim;
diistisiim dogal goriiniiyordu, kesfi yapmadan dnceki giinlerime bir doniis gibiydi. Giizel, berrak bir
ocak giiniiydli, buzlar yeni eridigi i¢in ayagimin altindaki toprak islakti, ama havada bulut yoktu;
Regent Parki kus civiltilariyla doluydu ve havada ilkbaharin tatli kokusu vardi. Giinesin altinda bir
banka oturdum; i¢imdeki hayvan hafiza kirintilarim yaliyordu; ruhsal yamm biraz uyusmustu, beni
pisman edecegine s0z veriyordu, ama heniiz harekete gegmemisti. Her seyden once, diye diistindiim,
ben de oOteki insanlara benziyordum; sonra kendimi diger insanlarla, etkin iy1 niyetimi onlarin
gormezden geldigi seylerle karsilastirarak giiliimsedim. Boyle magrur magrur diisiiniirken birden
lizerime bir vicdan azabi ¢oktii, korkung bir mide bulantis1 ve 6ldiiriicii bir titreme basladi. Bunlar
gectiginde neredeyse bayilacak gibi olmustum; bu bayginlik hissi yavas yavas gecerken,
diistincelerimde bir degisim gergeklestigini fark etmeye basladim, daha cesur olmaya baslanuslardi,
tehlikeyi hor goriiyorlardi, zorunlulugun baglar1 ¢oziiliiyordu. Uzerime baktim; giysilerim, kiiciilen
kol ve bacaklarimdan bicimsizce sarkiyordu; dizimin lizerinde duran elim damar damar ve killiydi.
Bir kere daha Edward Hyde olmustum. Daha bir saniye oOnce biitiin insanlarin karsisinda
giivendeydim, saygin, zengin, sevilen biriydim; evde yemek odasinda benim i¢in sofra hazirlamyordu;
simdiyse insanligin ortak aviydim, kimsesiz, evsiz, aranan bir katildim, daragacina goétiiriilecektim.



Zihnim bulanmis, ama beni biitiiniiyle terk etmemisti. Bir¢ok kereler ikinci kisiligime biiriinmiisken,
yeteneklerimin ¢ok keskinlestigini, ruh durumumun daha gergin bir esneklik kazandigim
gozlemlemistim; gene bdyle oluyordu; Jekyll’in yenik diisecegi yerde, Hyde o amn Onemiyle
ayaklaniyordu. ilaclarim ¢alisma odamdaki camli dolaplarin birindeydi: Onlara nasil ulasacaktim?
Bu, c¢cozmek i¢in kafamn yormam gereken bir konuydu (ellerimle sakaklarima bastirityordum).
Laboratuvar kapisim kapatmistim. Eger eve girmeye ¢alisirsam, kendi hizmetgilerim beni daragacina
yollarlardi. Bu is i¢in bir baskasini bulmam gerektigini anladim ve Lanyon’u diisiindiim. Ona nasil
ulasacaktim? Nasil ikna edecektim? Sokaklarda yakalanmaktan kurtuldugumu varsaysam bile onun
karsisina ¢ikacak yolu nasil bulacaktim? Ve benim gibi tamnmayan, rahatsiz edici bir ziyaret¢i, tinli
doktoru meslektast Dr. Jekyll’in ¢alisma odasinin kapisim kirmaya nasil razi edecekti? Sonra asil
kimligimden bana kalan par¢a aklima geldi: Kendi el yazimla yazabiliyordum; bir kere bu kivilcim
cakinca izlemem gereken yol basindan sonuna aydinlanmusti.

Bunun iizerine, giysilerimi elimden geldigi kadar diizelttim, yoldan gecen bir arabayi cevirip
Portland Caddesi’nde, adim her nasilsa hatirladigim bir otele gittim. Goriiniisiim karsisinda
(giysilerim ne kadar trajik bir yazgiyr ortiiyor olsa da gercekten de yeterince giiliingtli) arabanin
siiricisii  giilimsemesini gizleyemedi. Seytanca bir oOfkeyle ona bakip dislerimi gicirdattim;
yiiziindeki giiliimseme ¢iirtidii —bu onun i¢in 1y1 bir seydi— benim i¢in ise ¢ok daha iyi bir seydi,
clinkii az kalsin onu oturdugu yerden ¢ekip indirecektim. Otelden igeri girerken ¢cevreme Oyle karanlik
bir ylizle baktim ki hizmetgiler titremeye basladilar; ben oradayken birbirlerine tek bir kez bile
bakamadilar; dalkavukluk ederek emirlerimi dinlediler, beni 6zel bir odaya c¢ikardilar ve yazmam
icin gerekli seyleri getirdiler. Yasamu tehlikede olan Hyde benim icin yeni bir yaratikti: Asir1 bir
ofkeyle sarsiliyordu, cinayet isleyecek kadar gergindi, ac1 vermek arzusuyla yamp tutusuyordu. Yine
de yaratik dirayetliydi; biiylik bir irade gostererek 6ftkesine hakim oldu; biri Lanyon, digeri Poole’a
olmak iizere iki 6nemli mektup yazdi, gonderildikleri konusunda elinde kamt olmas1 i¢in her ikisinin
de taahhiitlii olarak gonderilmesi talimatim verdi.

Bunlar1 yaptiktan sonra, biitiin giin 6zel odasinda, tirnaklarim kemirerek atesin karsisinda oturdu;
yemegini orada yedi, korkulariyla bas basa otururken garsonun gozlerinin 6niinde korkudan sindigi
goriilebiliyordu; sonra, gece tamamen bastirdiginda, kapali bir arabamin kosesine oturup kentin
sokaklarinda bir asag bir yukar1 dolagsmaya basladi. O, diyorum —ben diyemiyorum. Cehennemin bu
cocugunun insani olan hi¢gbir yanmi yoktu; i¢inde korku ve nefretten baska bir sey yasamiyordu.
Sonunda, striicliniin kuskulanmaya baslamis olabilecegini diisiinerek, arabadan indi ve {lizerine
uymayan elbiselerinin i¢inde yaya olarak dolasmaya basladi. Gece sokakta dolasanlar igin ilgi
konusu oluyor, alcak tutkusu, i¢inde firtinalar estiriyordu. Hizli hizl1 yiiriiyor, korkular1 tarafindan
kovalamyor, kendi kendine konusuyor, daha tenha caddelere sivisiyor ve onu gece yarisindan ayiran
dakikalar1 sayiyordu. Bir ara bir kadin onunla konustu, sanirim bir kutu kibrit satmaya calismisti.
Kadimn yiiziine vurdu, kadin da kacgip gitti.

Lanyon’un evinde kendime geldigimde, samrim eski dostumun yiiziinde gbrdiigiim dehset beni bir
parca etkiledi: Bilmiyorum, en azindan geriye doniip baktigimda gordiigiim nefret denizinde bir damla
gibiydi. Kendimde bir degisiklik oldu. Artik daragacindan korkmuyordum, bana iskence eden sey
Hyde olmamn verdigi dehsetti. Lanyon’un kinamalarim dinlerken yar1 riiyada gibiydim; evime gelip
yatagima girdigimde de riiyada gibiydim. Gliniin yorgunlugundan sonra, beni avucunun ig¢ine alan
kabuslarin bile kesintiye ugratamadig giiclii ve derin bir uykuya daldim. Sabahleyin sarsilmis, giic
kaybetmis, ama tazelenmis olarak uyandim. Hala i¢cimde uyuyan hayvamn diislincesinden nefret ediyor



ve korkuyordum, elbette bir giin 6nce yaklastigim tehlikeleri unutmamustim; ama bir kez daha
evdeydim, kendi evimdeydim ve ilaglarimin yakinindaydim; kagisimin uyandirdigi minnet duygusu
ruhumda Oylesine gii¢lii bir sekilde parliyordu ki, neredeyse umut 1siklariyla yarisabilecek bir
haldeydi.

Kahvaltidan sonra tembel tembel avluyu arsinliyor, havanin serinligini zevkle i¢ime ¢ekiyordum ki,
o anda degisimi haber veren o tarif edilmesi imkansiz duygulara yakalandim yine; bir kez daha
Hyde’1n kiikreyen ve dondurucu tutkulariyla ¢cirpinmadan 6nce, ancak ¢alisma odama siginacak kadar
zamamm vardi; ve heyhat! Alti saat sonra, oturmus iizgiin {izgiin atese bakarken, sancilar yeniden
basladi, yeniden ilag igmek gerekiyordu. Kisacasi, o giinden sonra ancak ilacin etkisiyle Jekyll’in
yiiziine biirtinebilir olmustum. Giliniin ve gecenin her saatinde de8isimi haber veren titremelerle
sarsiliyordum; hepsinden ote, eger uyuduysam ya da sandalyemde bir an ic¢in uyukladiysam, her
defasinda Hyde olarak uyamyordum. Stirekli tehdit eden bu kaderin gerginligiyle ve kendimi mahkiim
ettigtm uykusuzlukla, ki bunun herhangi bir insamin dayanabileceginin oOtesinde oldugunu
diistiniiyordum, atesin yiyip bitirdigi bir adama donmiis, yavas yavas hem bedensel hem de zihinsel
olarak zayif diismiistiim, tek bir diisiinceyle doluydum: Oteki benligimin dehseti. Ama uyudugum
zaman, ya da ilacin etkisi kayboldugunda, neredeyse doniisiimii hi¢ fark etmeden (¢iinkii dontisiimiin
acilar1 her gecen giin daha da azaliyordu) korku dolu hayallere, nedensiz kinlerle kaynayan bir ruha,
kopiiren yasam enerjisini tagimaya yetecek kadar giiclii goriinmeyen bir bedene geciyordum.

Hyde’in giicleri, sanki Jekyll’in hastaligiyla birlikte artmusti. Artik onlari birbirinden ayiran
nefretin her iki yanda da esit gilicte oldugu kesindi. Jekyll’da bu, yasam icgiidiisiiydii. Bilincinin
olaganiistiiliigiinii kendisiyle paylagmis olan bu yaratigin bi¢imsizligini gérmiistii ve bu yaratik 6liim
halinde onunla aym kaderi paylasacakti. Sikintisinin en keskin yam olan bu toplumsal baglarin
Otesinde yasama enerjisinin biitliiniiyle birlikte Hyde’1 sadece cehennemi bir varlik olarak degil, aym
zamanda cansiz bir sey olarak da goriiyordu. Sarsici olan bu seydi; sanki bal¢ik ¢ukurundan ¢igliklar
ve sesler ylikseliyordu; bu sekilsiz toz yigin1 hareket ediyor ve giinah isliyordu; 6li olan, bigcimi
olmayan, yasama el koyan bir seydi. Bu kafa tutan dehset ona bir esin oldugundan daha yakindan
bagliydi, gozlerinden daha yakindaydi; kendi bedeninde kafesteydi, onun, orada homurdandigim
duyuyor, yeniden dogmak ic¢in miicadele ettigini hissediyor ve her zayif aninda, uykusuzluga yenik
diistiigii her an, ona lstlin geliyor, onu yasamdan siiriip atiyordu. Hyde’1n Jekyll’a duydugu kin ise
bagka tiirden bir seydi. Daragact korkusu Jekyll’1 siirekli olarak gelip gecici intihar girisimlerine
siriikliiyor ve Hyde’in bir kisilik olmasi yerine, benliginin alt konumuna dénmesinin zorunlu
oldugunu diisiiniiyordu; ama Hyde bu zorunluluktan nefret ediyor, Jekyll’in simdi icine diistiigi
umutsuzluktan igreniyor ve onun kendisinden nefret etmesine giiceniyordu. Iste bu yiizden bana
maymun gibi oyunlar oynuyor, kendi elimle kitaplarimin sayfa kenarlarina sovgiiler yazdiriyor,
mektuplarim yakiyor, babamin resmini tahrip ediyordu. Eger gercekten de, dliimden korkmasaydi,
beni de yok edebilmek i¢in ¢ok onceden kendini yok ederdi. Ama olaganiistii bir yagama sevgisi var;
daha da ileri gideyim; yalmzca onun varligimin diisiincesiyle bile hasta olan ve kam1 donan ben, bu
bagliligin giliciinii ve dayamkliligim hatirladigimda, bu giiciimiin kendimi 6ldiiriip onu da yok
edeceginden ne kadar ¢ok korktugunu diisiindiigiimde, yiiregimin derinliklerinde ona kars1 bir acima
hissediyorum.

Bu anlattiklarimu daha fazla uzatmak yararsiz; hi¢ kimse boylesi iskenceler ¢ekmemistir demem
yeterli olacaktir; ama bunlara bile alisiliyor —hayir, hafifleme degil- ama ruhun belli Olgiide
nasirlagmasi, belli Ol¢iilerde kedere boyun egis; benim cezam yillar boyu devam edebilirdi, ama



listiime ¢oken bu son felaket benim yiiziimii ve doganu sonunda benden kopards. ilk deney yaptigim
tarihten bu yana yenilenmemis olan tuz stokum azalmaya basladi. Yeni bir miktar tedarik etmek i¢in
adam gonderdim ve iksiri hazirladim; kaynamaya basladi ve ardindan ilk renk degisimi geldi ama
ikincisi gelmedi; siviyr i¢tim, ama etkisi olmadi. Biitlin Londra’yr nasil altiist ettigimi Poole’dan
ogreneceksiniz; ama bosunaydi; simdi ilk kullandigim tuzun saf olmadig konusunda ikna olmus
durumdayim, iksiri etkili kilan da saf olmayan bu tuzun i¢indeki bilinmeyen maddeydi.

Yaklasik olarak bir hafta gecti, simdi bu yaziy1 eski tozlardan arta kalan en son tozun etkisiyle
yaziyorum. Eger bir mucize olmazsa bu benim Henry Jekyll olarak son giinlerim ve kendi yiiziimii (ne
kadar da hiiziinlii bir sekilde degismis olsa da!) aynadaki son gorlisiim. Yazima son vermeyi
geciktirmemem gerekiyor; ¢iinkii eger anlattiklarim su ana kadar imha edilmekten kurtulduysa bu,
temkinli ve sansli olmamin sonucu. Eger degisim sancilari beni yaz1 yazarken tutarsa Hyde
yazdiklarimu parcalara ayirir, ama eger bunlar1 yazip da bir kenara koyduktan sonra biraz zaman
gecerse, onun muhtesem bencilligi ve zamamn kisith olusu, yazdiklarimu biiyiik olasilikla onun
maymunsu kininden korur. Gergekten, her ikimiz i¢in de yaklasan kader saati simdiden onu degistirdi
ve ezdi. Su andan sonraki yarim saat i¢inde, yeniden ve sonsuza dek bu nefret edilen kisilige
biriindiigiimde, titreyerek ve aglayarak koltuguma oturacagim ya da gergin ve korku dolu bir
esriklikle bu odada (yeryiiziindeki bu son siginagimda) bir asag bir yukar1 yliriiyecegimi ve beni
tehdit eden her sese kulak kabartacagim biliyorum. Hyde daragacinda can verecek mi? Yoksa son
dakikada kendini kurtaracak cesareti bulabilecek mi? Tanr1 bilir; umurumda degil; bu, benim gercek
Olim saatim, bundan sonra olacak olanlar beni degil, baskalarim ilgilendirir. Burada, simdi,
kalemimi birakip itiraflarimu mithiirlemeye koyulurken, mutsuz Henry Jekyll’in yasamini sona
erdirtyorum.



THE STRANGE CASE OF DR. JEKYLL AND MR. HYDE



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 theater, 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. “I incline to
Cain’s heresy,” he used to say quaintly: “I let my brother go to the devil in his 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 downgoing 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 weekdays.
The inhabitants were all doing well, it seemed and all emulously hoping to do better still, and laying
out the surplus of their grains 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 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.



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 1s 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, [ 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

Juggernauttl, T gave a few 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 Sawbonest2); 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 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, ‘I 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 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 cheque 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 the 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 likely place, isn’t it?” returned Mr. Enfield. “But I happen to have noticed his address; he lives
in some square or other.”

“And you never asked about the—place with the door?” said Mr. Utterson.

“No, sir: I had a delicacy,” was the reply. “I feel very strongly about putting questions; it partakes
too much of the style of the day of judgment. You start a question, and it’s like starting a stone. You sit
quietly on the top of a hill; and away the stone goes, starting others; and presently some bland old bird
(the last you would have thought of) is knocked on the head in his own back garden and the family
have to change their name. No sir, [ make it a rule of mine: the more it looks like Queer Street, the
less I ask.”

“A very good rule, too,” said the lawyer.

“But I have studied the place for myself,” continued Mr. Enfield. “It seems scarcely a house. There
is no other door, and nobody goes in or out of that one but, once in a great while, the gentleman of my
adventure. There are three windows looking on the court on the first floor; none below; the windows
are always shut but they’re clean. And then there is a chimney which is generally smoking; so
somebody must live there. And yet it’s not so sure; for the buildings are so packed together about the
court, that it’s hard to say where one ends and another begins.”

The pair walked on again for a while in silence; and then “Enfield,” said Mr. Utterson, “that’s a
good rule of yours.”

“Yes, I think it 1s,” returned Enfield.

“But for all that,” continued the lawyer, “there’s one point [ want to ask: I want to ask the name of
that man who walked over the child.”

“Well,” said Mr. Enfield, “I can’t see what harm it would do. It was a man of the name of Hyde.”



“Hm,” said Mr. Utterson. “What sort of a man is he to see?”

“He 1s 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; |
can make no hand of it; I can’t describe him. And i1t’s not want of memory; for I declare I can see him

this moment.”

Mr. Utterson again walked some way in silence and obviously under a weight of consideration.
“You are sure he used a key?”” he inquired at last.

“My dear sir...” began Enfield, surprised out of himself.

“Yes, I know,” said Utterson; “I know it must seem strange. The fact is, 1f I do not ask you the name
of the other party, it is because I know it already. You see, Richard, your tale has gone home. If you
have been inexact in any point you had better correct it.”

“I think you might have warned me,” returned the other with a touch of sullenness. “But I have been
pedantically exact, as you call it. The fellow had a key; and what’s more, he has it still. I saw him use
it not a week ago.”

Mr. Utterson sighed deeply but said never a word; and the young man presently resumed. “Here is
another lesson to say nothing,” said he. “I am ashamed of my long tongue. Let us make a bargain never

to refer to this again.”

“With all my heart,” said the lawyer. “I shake hands on that, Richard.”



SEARCH FOR MR. HYDE

That evening Mr. Utterson came home to his bachelor house in sombre spirits and sat down to
dinner without relish. It was his custom of a Sunday, when this meal was over, to sit close by the fire,
a volume of some dry divinity on his reading desk, until the clock of the neighbouring church rang out
the hour of twelve, when he would go soberly and gratefully to bed. On this night however, as soon as
the cloth was taken away, he took up a candle and went into his business room. There he opened his
safe, took from the most private part of it a document endorsed on the envelope as Dr. Jekyll’s Will
and sat down with a clouded brow to study its contents. The will was holograph, for Mr. Utterson
though he took charge of it now that it was made, had refused to lend the least assistance in the making
of it; it provided not only that, in case of the decease of Henry Jekyll, all his possessions were to pass
into the hands of his “friend and benefactor Edward Hyde,” but that in case of Dr. Jekyll’s
“disappearance or unexplained absence for any period exceeding three calendar months,” the said
Edward Hyde should step into the said Henry Jekyll’s shoes without further delay and free from any
burthen or obligation beyond the payment of a few small sums to the members of the doctor’s
household. This document had long been the lawyer’s eyesore. It offended him both as a lawyer and
as a lover of the sane and customary sides of life, to whom the fanciful was the immodest. And
hitherto it was his ignorance of Mr. Hyde that had swelled his indignation; now, by a sudden turn, it
was his knowledge. It was already bad enough when the name was but a name of which he could
learn no more. It was worse when it began to be clothed upon with detestable attributes; and out of
the shifting, insubstantial mists that had so long baffled his eye, there leaped up the sudden, definite
presentment of a fiend.

“I thought it was madness,” he said, as he replaced the obnoxious paper in the safe, “and now I
begin to fear it is disgrace.”

With that he blew out his candle, put on a greatcoat, and set forth in the direction of Cavendish
Square, that citadel of medicine, where his friend, the great Dr. Lanyon, had his house and received
his crowding patients. “If anyone knows, it will be Lanyon,” he had thought.

The solemn butler knew and welcomed him; he was subjected to no stage of delay, but ushered
direct from the door to the dining-room where Dr. Lanyon sat alone over his wine. This was a hearty,
healthy, dapper, red-faced gentleman, with a shock of hair prematurely white, and a boisterous and
decided manner. At sight of Mr. Utterson, he sprang up from his chair and welcomed him with both
hands. The geniality, as was the way of the man, was somewhat theatrical to the eye; but it reposed on
genuine feeling. For these two were old friends, old mates both at school and college, both thorough
respectors of themselves and of each other, and what does not always follow, men who thoroughly
enjoyed each other’s company.

After a little rambling talk, the lawyer led up to the subject which so disagreeably preoccupied his
mind.

“I suppose, Lanyon,” said he, “you and I must be the two oldest friends that Henry Jekyll has?”

“I wish the friends were younger,” chuckled Dr. Lanyon. “But I suppose we are. And what of that? I
see little of him now.”

“Indeed?” said Utterson. “I thought you had a bond of common interest.”



“We had,” was the reply. “But it is more than ten years since Henry Jekyll became too fanciful for
me. He began to go wrong, wrong in mind; and though of course I continue to take an interest in him
for old sake’s sake, as they say, I see and I have seen devilish little of the man. Such unscientific
balderdash,” added the doctor, flushing suddenly purple, “would have estranged Damon and

Pythiast3!.”

This little spirit of temper was somewhat of a relief to Mr. Utterson. “They have only differed on
some point of science,” he thought; and being a man of no scientific passions (except in the matter of
conveyancing), he even added: “It is nothing worse than that!” He gave his friend a few seconds to
recover his composure, and then approached the question he had come to put.

“Did you ever come across a protege of his —one Hyde?” he asked.
“Hyde?” repeated Lanyon. “No. Never heard of him. Since my time.”

That was the amount of information that the lawyer carried back with him to the great, dark bed on
which he tossed to and fro, until the small hours of the morning began to grow large. It was a night of
little ease to his toiling mind, toiling in mere darkness and beseiged by questions.

Six o’clock struck on the bells of the church that was so conveniently near to Mr. Utterson’s
dwelling, and still he was digging at the problem. Hitherto it had touched him on the intellectual side
alone; but now his imagination also was engaged, or rather enslaved; and as he lay and tossed in the
gross darkness of the night and the curtained room, Mr. Enfield’s tale went by before his mind in a
scroll of lighted pictures. He would be aware of the great field of lamps of a nocturnal city; then of
the figure of a man walking swiftly; then of a child running from the doctor’s; and then these met, and
that human Juggernaut trod the child down and passed on regardless of her screams. Or else he would
see a room in a rich house, where his friend lay asleep, dreaming and smiling at his dreams; and then
the door of that room would be opened, the curtains of the bed plucked apart, the sleeper recalled,
and lo! there would stand by his side a figure to whom power was given, and even at that dead hour,
he must rise and do its bidding. The figure in these two phases haunted the lawyer all night; and if at
any time he dozed over, it was but to see it glide more stealthily through sleeping houses, or move the
more swiftly and still the more swiftly, even to dizziness, through wider labyrinths of lamplighted
city, and at every street corner crush a child and leave her screaming. And still the figure had no face
by which he might know 1it; even in his dreams, it had no face, or one that baffled him and melted
before his eyes; and thus it was that there sprang up and grew apace in the lawyer’s mind a singularly
strong, almost an inordinate, curiosity to behold the features of the real Mr. Hyde. If he could but once
set eyes on him, he thought the mystery would lighten and perhaps roll altogether away, as was the
habit of mysterious things when well examined. He might see a reason for his friend’s strange
preference or bondage (call it which you please) and even for the startling clause of the will. At least
it would be a face worth seeing: the face of a man who was without bowels of mercy: a face which
had but to show itself to raise up, in the mind of the unimpressionable Enfield, a spirit of enduring
hatred.

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.”

And at last his patience was rewarded. It was a fine dry night; frost in the air; the streets as clean as
a ballroom floor; the lamps, unshaken by any wind, drawing a regular pattern of light and shadow. By
ten o’clock, when the shops were closed the by-street was very solitary and, in spite of the low growl
of London from all round, very silent. Small sounds carried far; domestic sounds out of the houses
were clearly audible on either side of the roadway; and the rumour of the approach of any passenger
preceded him by a long time. Mr. Utterson had been some minutes at his post, when he was aware of
an odd light footstep drawing near. In the course of his nightly patrols, he had long grown accustomed
to the quaint effect with which the footfalls of a single person, while he is still a great way off,
suddenly spring out distinct from the vast hum and clatter of the city. Yet his attention had never
before been so sharply and decisively arrested; and it was with a strong, superstitious prevision of
success that he withdrew into the entry of the court.

The steps drew swiftly nearer, and swelled out suddenly louder as they turned the end of the street.
The lawyer, looking forth from the entry, could soon see what manner of man he had to deal with. He
was small and very plainly dressed and the look of him, even at that distance, went somehow strongly
against the watcher’s inclination. But he made straight for the door, crossing the roadway to save
time; and as he came, he drew a key from his pocket like one approaching home.

Mr. Utterson stepped out and touched him on the shoulder as he passed. “Mr. Hyde, I think?”

Mr. Hyde shrank back with a hissing intake of the breath. But his fear was only momentary; and
though he did not look the lawyer in the face, he answered coolly enough: “That is my name. What do
you want?”

“I see you are going in,” returned the lawyer. “I am an old friend of Dr. Jekyll’s —Mr. Utterson of
Gaunt Street— you must have heard of my name; and meeting you so conveniently, I thought you might
admit me.”

“You will not find Dr. Jekyll; he is from home,” replied Mr. Hyde, blowing in the key. And then
suddenly, but still without looking up, “How did you know me?” he asked.

“On your side,” said Mr. Utterson “will you do me a favour?”
“With pleasure,” replied the other. “What shall it be?”
“Will you let me see your face?” asked the lawyer.

Mr. Hyde appeared to hesitate, and then, as if upon some sudden reflection, fronted about with an
air of defiance; and the pair stared at each other pretty fixedly for a few seconds. “Now I shall know
you again,” said Mr. Utterson. “It may be useful.”

“Yes,” returned Mr. Hyde, “It is as well we have met; and apropos, you should have my address.”
And he gave a number of a street in Soho.

“Good God!” thought Mr. Utterson, “can he, too, have been thinking of the will?”” But he kept his
feelings to himself and only grunted in acknowledgment of the address.

“And now,” said the other, “how did you know me?”



“By description,” was the reply.

“Whose description?”

“We have common friends,” said Mr. Utterson.

“Common friends,” echoed Mr. Hyde, a little hoarsely. “Who are they?”

“Jekyll, for instance,” said the lawyer.

“He never told you,” cried Mr. Hyde, with a flush of anger. “I did not think you would have lied.”
“Come,” said Mr. Utterson, “that is not fitting language.”

The other snarled aloud into a savage laugh; and the next moment, with extraordinary quickness, he
had unlocked the door and disappeared into the house.

The lawyer stood awhile when Mr. Hyde had left him, the picture of disquietude. Then he began
slowly to mount the street, pausing every step or two and putting his hand to his brow like a man in
mental perplexity. The problem he was thus debating as he walked, was one of a class that is rarely
solved. 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 1s something more, if I could find a name for it. God bless me,
the man seems hardly human! Something troglodytic, shall we say? or can it be the old story of Dr.
Fell? or is it the mere radiance of a foul soul that thus transpires through, and transfigures, its clay
continent? The last, I think; for, O my poor old Harry Jekyll, if ever I read Satan’s signature upon a
face, it 1s on that of your new friend.”

Round the corner from the by-street, there was a square of ancient, handsome houses, now for the
most part decayed from their high estate and let in flats and chambers to all sorts and conditions of
men; map-engravers, architects, shady lawyers and the agents of obscure enterprises. One house,
however, second from the corner, was still occupied entire; and at the door of this, which wore a
great air of wealth and comfort, though it was now plunged in darkness except for the fanlight, Mr.
Utterson stopped and knocked. A well-dressed, elderly servant opened the door.

“Is Dr. Jekyll at home, Poole?” asked the lawyer.

“I will see, Mr. Utterson,” said Poole, admitting the visitor, as he spoke, into a large, low-roofed,
comfortable hall paved with flags, warmed (after the fashion of a country house) by a bright, open
fire, and furnished with costly cabinets of oak. “Will you wait here by the fire, sir? or shall I give you
a light in the dining-room?”

“Here, thank you,” said the lawyer, and he drew near and leaned on the tall fender. This hall, in
which he was now left alone, was a pet fancy of his friend the doctor’s; and Utterson himself was
wont to speak of it as the pleasantest room in London. But tonight there was a shudder in his blood;
the face of Hyde sat heavy on his memory; he felt (what was rare with him) a nausea and distaste of
life; and in the gloom of his spirits, he seemed to read a menace in the flickering of the firelight on the



polished cabinets and the uneasy starting of the shadow on the roof. He was ashamed of his relief,
when Poole presently returned to announce that Dr. Jekyll was gone out.

“I saw Mr. Hyde go in by the old dissecting room, Poole,” he said. “Is that right, when Dr. Jekyll is
from home?”

“Quite right, Mr. Utterson, sir,” replied the servant. “Mr. Hyde has a key.”

“Your master seems to repose a great deal of trust in that young man, Poole,” resumed the other
musingly.

“Yes, sir, he does indeed,” said Poole. “We have all orders to obey him.”
“I do not think I ever met Mr. Hyde?” asked Utterson.

“0, dear no, sir. He never dines here,” replied the butler. “Indeed we see very little of him on this
side of the house; he mostly comes and goes by the laboratory.”

“Well, good-night, Poole.”
“Good-night, Mr. Utterson.”

And the lawyer set out homeward with a very heavy heart. “Poor Harry Jekyll,” he thought, “my
mind misgives me he is in deep waters! He was wild when he was young; a long while ago to be
sure; but in the law of God, there is no statute of limitations. Ay, it must be that; the ghost of some old

sin, the cancer of some concealed disgrace: punishment coming, PEDE CLAUDOM, years after
memory has forgotten and self-love condoned the fault.” And the lawyer, scared by the thought,
brooded awhile on his own past, groping in all the corners of memory, least by chance some Jack-in-
the-Box of an old iniquity should leap to light there. His past was fairly blameless; few men could
read the rolls of their life with less apprehension; yet he was humbled to the dust by the many ill
things he had done, and raised up again into a sober and fearful gratitude by the many he had come so
near to doing yet avoided. And then by a return on his former subject, he conceived a spark of hope.
“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. Things cannot
continue as they are. It turns me cold to think of this creature stealing like a thief to Harry’s bedside;
poor Harry, what a wakening! And the danger of it; for if this Hyde suspects the existence of the will,
he may grow impatient to inherit. Ay, I must put my shoulders to the wheel—if Jekyll will but let me,”
he added, “if Jekyll will only let me.” For once more he saw before his mind’s eye, as clear as
transparency, the strange clauses of the will.



DR. JEKYLL WAS QUITE AT EASE

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 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 stylish 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?”

A close observer might have gathered that the topic was distasteful; but the doctor carried it oft
gaily. “My poor Utterson,” said he, “you are unfortunate in such a client. I never saw a man so
distressed as you were by my will; unless it were that hide-bound pedant, Lanyon, at what he called
my scientific heresies. O, I know he’s a good fellow —you needn’t frown— an excellent fellow, and |
always mean to see more of him; but a hide-bound pedant for all that; an ignorant, blatant pedant. I
was never more disappointed in any man than Lanyon.”

“You know I never approved of it,” pursued Utterson, ruthlessly disregarding the fresh topic.
“My will? Yes, certainly, I know that,” said the doctor, a trifle sharply. “You have told me so.”
“Well, I tell you so again,” continued the lawyer. “I have been learning something of young Hyde.”

The large handsome face of Dr. Jekyll grew pale to the very lips, and there came a blackness about
his eyes. “I do not care to hear more,” said he. “This 1s a matter I thought we had agreed to drop.”

“What I heard was abominable,” said Utterson.

“It can make no change. You do not understand my position,” returned the doctor, with a certain
incoherency of manner. “I am painfully situated, Utterson; my position is a very strange —a very
strange one. It is one of those affairs that cannot be mended by talking.”

“Jekyll,” said Utterson, “you know me: I am a man to be trusted. Make a clean breast of this in
confidence; and I make no doubt I can get you out of it.”

“My good Utterson,” said the doctor, “this 1s very good of you, this is downright good of you, and |
cannot find words to thank you in. 1 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 as 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 ’'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 1s 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 [ 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.”

“I can’t pretend that I shall ever like him,” said the lawyer.

“I don’t ask that,” pleaded Jekyll, laying his hand upon the other’s arm; “I only ask for justice; I only
ask you to help him for my sake, when I am no longer here.”

Utterson heaved an irrepressible sigh. “Well,” said he, “I promise.”



THE CAREW MURDER CASE

Nearly a year later, in the month of October, 18—, London was startled by a crime of singular
ferocity and rendered all the more notable by the high position of the victim. The details were few
and startling. A maid servant living alone in a house not far from the river, had gone upstairs 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 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 some times 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 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. [ 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 recognized 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.

Mr. Utterson reflected; and then, raising his head, “If you will come with me in my cab,” he said, “I
think I can take you to his house.”

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 marvelous
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 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.

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 many 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 he 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.”

In the whole extent of the house, which but for the old woman remained otherwise empty, Mr. Hyde



had only used a couple of rooms; but these were furnished with luxury and good taste. A closet was
filled with wine; the plate was of silver, the napery elegant; a good picture hung upon the walls, a gift
(as Utterson supposed) from Henry Jekyll, who was much of a connoisseur; and the carpets were of
many plies and agreeable in colour. At this moment, however, the rooms bore every mark of having
been recently and hurriedly ransacked; clothes lay about the floor, with their pockets inside out; lock-
fast drawers stood open; and on the hearth there lay a pile of grey ashes, as though many papers had
been burned. From these embers the inspector disinterred the butt end of a green cheque book, which
had resisted the action of the fire; the other half of the stick was found behind the door; and as this
clinched his suspicions, the officer declared himself delighted. A visit to the bank, where several
thousand pounds were found to be lying to the murderer’s credit, completed his gratification.

“You may depend upon it, sir,” he told Mr. Utterson: “I have him in my hand. He must have lost his
head, or he never would have left the stick or, above all, burned the cheque book. Why, money’s life
to the man. We have nothing to do but wait for him at the bank, and get out the handbills.”

This last, however, was not so easy of accomplishment; for Mr. Hyde had numbered few familiars
—even the master of the servant maid had only seen him twice; his family could nowhere be traced;
he had never been photographed; and the few who could describe him differed widely, as common
observers will. Only on one point were they agreed; and that was the haunting sense of unexpressed
deformity with which the fugitive impressed his beholders.



INCIDENT OF THE LETTER

It was late in the afternoon, when Mr. Utterson found his way to Dr. Jekyll’s door, where he was at
once admitted by Poole, and carried down by the kitchen offices and across a yard which had once
been a garden, to the building which was indifferently known as the laboratory or dissecting rooms.
The doctor had bought the house from the heirs of a celebrated surgeon; and his own tastes being
rather chemical than anatomical, had changed the destination of the block at the bottom of the garden.
It was the first time that the lawyer had been received in that part of his friend’s quarters; and he eyed
the dingy, windowless structure with curiosity, and gazed round with a distasteful sense of
strangeness as he crossed the theatre, once crowded with eager students and now lying gaunt and
silent, the tables laden with chemical apparatus, the floor strewn with crates and littered with packing
straw, and the light falling dimly through the foggy cupola. At the further end, a flight of stairs
mounted to a door covered with red baize; and through this, 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. The 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
deathly 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 [ 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. |
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.”

The lawyer listened gloomily; he did not like his friend’s feverish manner. ““You seem pretty sure of
him,” said he; “and for your sake, I hope you may be right. If it came to a trial, your name might
appear.”

“I am quite sure of him,” replied Jekyll; “I have grounds for certainty that I cannot share with any
one. But there is one thing on which you may advise me. I have —I have received a letter; and [ am at a
loss whether I should show it to the police. I should like to leave it in your hands, Utterson; you
would judge wisely, I am sure; [ have so great a trust in you.”

“You fear, I suppose, that it might lead to his detection?” asked the lawyer.

“No,” said the other. “I cannot say that I care what becomes of Hyde; I am quite done with him. I
was thinking of my own character, which this hateful business has rather exposed.”

Utterson ruminated awhile; he was surprised at his friend’s selfishness, and yet relieved by it.
“Well,” said he, at last, “let me see the letter.”



The letter was written in an odd, upright hand and signed “Edward Hyde”: and it signified, briefly
enough, that the writer’s benefactor, Dr. Jekyll, whom he had long so unworthily repaid for a
thousand generosities, need labour under no alarm for his safety, as he had means of escape on which
he placed a sure dependence. The lawyer liked this letter well enough; it put a better colour on the
intimacy than he had looked for; and he blamed himself for some of his past suspicions.

“Have you the envelope?” he asked.

“I burned it,” replied Jekyll, “before I thought what I was about. But it bore no postmark. The note
was handed in.”

“Shall I keep this and sleep upon i1t?” asked Utterson.
“I wish you to judge for me entirely,” was the reply. “I have lost confidence in myself.”

“Well, I shall consider,” returned the lawyer. “And now one word more: it was Hyde who dictated
the terms in your will about that disappearance?”

The doctor seemed seized with a qualm of faintness; he shut his mouth tight and nodded.
“I knew 1it,” said Utterson. “He meant to murder you. You had a fine escape.”

“I have had what is far more to the purpose,” returned the doctor solemnly: “I have had a lesson—O
God, Utterson, what a lesson I have had!” And he covered his face for a moment with his hands.

On his way out, the lawyer stopped and had a word or two with Poole. “By the bye,” said he, “there
was a letter handed in to-day: what was the messenger like?”” But Poole was positive nothing had
come except by post; “and only circulars by that,” he added.

This news sent off the visitor with his fears renewed. Plainly the letter had come by the laboratory
door; possibly, indeed, it had been written in the cabinet; and if that were so, it must be differently
judged, and handled with the more caution. The newsboys, as he went, were crying themselves hoarse
along the footways: “Special edition. Shocking murder of an M.P.” That was the funeral oration of
one friend and client; and he could not help a certain apprehension lest the good name of another
should be sucked down in the eddy of the scandal. It was, at least, a ticklish decision that he had to
make; and self-reliant as he was by habit, he began to cherish a longing for advice. It was not to be
had directly; but perhaps, he thought, it might be fished for.

Presently after, he sat on one side of his own hearth, with Mr. Guest, his head clerk, upon the other,
and midway between, at a nicely calculated distance from the fire, a bottle of a particular old wine
that had long dwelt unsunned in the foundations of his house. The fog still slept on the wing above the
drowned city, where the lamps glimmered like carbuncles; and through the muffle and smother of
these fallen clouds, the procession of the town’s life was still rolling in through the great arteries with
a sound as of a mighty wind. But the room was gay with firelight. In the bottle the acids were long ago
resolved; the imperial dye had softened with time, as the colour grows richer in stained windows;
and the glow of hot autumn afternoons on hillside vineyards, was ready to be set free and to disperse
the fogs of London. Insensibly the lawyer melted. There was no man from whom he kept fewer secrets
than Mr. Guest; and he was not always sure that he kept as many as he meant. Guest had often been on
business to the doctor’s; he knew Poole; he could scarce have failed to hear of Mr. Hyde’s familiarity



about the house; he might draw conclusions: was it not as well, then, that he should see a letter which
put that mystery to right? and above all since Guest, being a great student and critic of handwriting,
would consider the step natural and obliging? The clerk, besides, was a man of counsel; he could
scarce read so strange a document without dropping a remark; and by that remark Mr. Utterson might
shape his future course.

“This 1s a sad business about Sir Danvers,” he said.

“Yes, sir, indeed. It has elicited a great deal of public feeling,” returned Guest. “The man, of
course, was mad.”

“I should like to hear your views on that,” replied Utterson. “I have a document here in his
handwriting; it is between ourselves, for I scarce know what to do about it; it is an ugly business at
the best. But there it is; quite in your way: a murderer’s autograph.”

Guest’s eyes brightened, and he sat down at once and studied it with passion. “No sir,” he said:
“not mad; but it 1s an odd hand.”

“And by all accounts a very odd writer,” added the lawyer.
Just then the servant entered with a note.

“Is that from Dr. Jekyll, sir?” inquired the clerk. “I thought [ knew the writing. Anything private, Mr.
Utterson?”

“Only an invitation to dinner. Why? Do you want to see it?”

“One moment. I thank you, sir;” and the clerk laid the two sheets of paper alongside and sedulously
compared their contents. “Thank you, sir,” he said at last, returning both; “it’s a very interesting
autograph.”

There was a pause, during which Mr. Utterson struggled with himself. “Why did you compare them,
Guest?” he inquired suddenly.

“Well, sir,” returned the clerk, “there’s a rather singular resemblance; the two hands are in many
points identical: only differently sloped.”

“Rather quaint,” said Utterson.

“It 1s, as you say, rather quaint,” returned Guest.

“I wouldn’t speak of this note, you know,” said the master.
“No, sir,” said the clerk. “I understand.”

But no sooner was Mr. Utterson alone that night, than he locked the note into his safe, where it
reposed from that time forward. “What!” he thought. “Henry Jekyll forge for a murderer!” And his
blood ran cold in his veins.



INCIDENT OF DR. LANYON

Time ran on; thousands of pounds were offered in reward, for the death of Sir Danvers was
resented as a public injury; but Mr. Hyde had disappeared out of the ken of the police as though he
had never existed. Much of his past was unearthed, indeed, and all disreputable: tales came out of the
man’s cruelty, at once so callous and violent; of his vile life, of his strange associates, of the hatred
that seemed to have surrounded his career; but of his present whereabouts, not a whisper. From the
time he had left the house in Soho on the morning of the murder, he was simply blotted out; and
gradually, as time drew on, Mr. Utterson began to recover from the hotness of his alarm, and to grow
more at quiet with himself. The death of Sir Danvers was, to his way of thinking, more than paid for
by the disappearance of Mr. Hyde. Now that that evil influence had been withdrawn, a new life began
for Dr. Jekyll. He came out of his seclusion, renewed relations with his friends, became once more
their familiar guest and entertainer; and whilst he had always been known for charities, he was now
no less distinguished for religion. He was busy, he was much in the open air, he did good; his face
seemed to open and brighten, as if with an inward consciousness of service; and for more than two
months, the doctor was at peace.

On the 8th of January Utterson had dined at the doctor’s with a small party; Lanyon had been there;
and the face of the host had looked from one to the other as in the old days when the trio were
inseparable friends. On the 12th, and again on the 14th, the door was shut against the lawyer. “The
doctor was confined to the house,” Poole said, “and saw no one.” On the 15th, he tried again, and
was again refused; and having now been used for the last two months to see his friend almost daily,
he found this return of solitude to weigh upon his spirits. The fifth night he had in Guest to dine with
him; and the sixth he betook himself to Dr. Lanyon’s.

There at least he was not denied admittance; but 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 great firmness 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 1s 1ll, 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.”

“Tut-tut,” said Mr. Utterson; and then after a considerable pause, “Can’t I do anything?” he
inquired. “We are three very old friends, Lanyon; we shall not live to make others.”



“Nothing can be done,” returned Lanyon; “ask himself.”
“He will not see me,” said the lawyer.

“I am not surprised at that,” was the reply. “Some day, Utterson, after I am dead, you may perhaps
come to learn the right and wrong of this. I cannot tell you. And in the meantime, if you can sit and talk
with me of other things, for God’s sake, stay and do so; but if you cannot keep clear of this accursed
topic, then in God’s name, go, for I cannot bear it.”

As soon as he got home, Utterson sat down and wrote to Jekyll, complaining of his exclusion from
the house, and asking the cause of this unhappy break with Lanyon; and the next day brought him a
long answer, often very pathetically worded, and sometimes darkly mysterious in drift. The quarrel
with Lanyon was incurable. “I do not blame our old friend,” Jekyll wrote, “but I share his view that
we must never meet. I mean from henceforth to lead a life of extreme seclusion; you must not be
surprised, nor must you doubt my friendship, if my door is often shut even to you. You must suffer me
to go my own dark way. I have brought on myself a punishment and a danger that I cannot name. If
am the chief of sinners, I am the chief of sufferers also. I could not think that this earth contained a
place for sufferings and terrors so unmanning; and you can do but one thing, Utterson, to lighten this
destiny, and that is to respect my silence.” Utterson was amazed; the dark influence of Hyde had been
withdrawn, the doctor had returned to his old tasks and amities; a week ago, the prospect had smiled
with every promise of a cheerful and an honoured age; and now in a moment, friendship, and peace of
mind, and the whole tenor of his life were wrecked. So great and unprepared a change pointed to
madness; but in view of Lanyon’s manner and words, there must lie for it some deeper ground.

A week afterwards Dr. Lanyon took to his bed, and in something less than a fortnight he was dead.
The night after the funeral, at which he had been sadly affected, Utterson locked the door of his
business room, and sitting there by the light of a melancholy candle, drew out and set before him an
envelope addressed by the hand and sealed with the seal of his dead friend. “PRIVATE: for the
hands of G. J. Utterson ALONE, and in case of his predecease to be destroyed unread,” so it was
emphatically superscribed; and the lawyer dreaded to behold the contents. “I have buried one friend
today,” he thought: “what if this should cost me another?”” And then he condemned the fear as a
disloyalty, and broke the seal. Within there was another enclosure, likewise sealed, and marked upon
the cover as “not to be opened till the death or disappearance of Dr. Henry Jekyll.” Utterson could
not trust his eyes. Yes, it was disappearance; here again, as in the mad will which he had long ago
restored to its author, here again were the idea of a disappearance and the name of Henry Jekyll
bracketted. But in the will, that idea had sprung from the sinister suggestion of the man Hyde; it was
set there with a purpose all too plain and horrible. Written by the hand of Lanyon, what should it
mean? A great curiosity came on the trustee, to disregard the prohibition and dive at once to the
bottom of these mysteries; but professional honour and faith to his dead friend were stringent
obligations; and the packet slept in the inmost corner of his private safe.

It is one thing to mortify curiosity, another to conquer it; and it may be doubted if, from that day
forth, Utterson desired the society of his surviving friend with the same eagerness. He thought of him
kindly; but his thoughts were disquieted and fearful. He went to call indeed; but he was perhaps
relieved to be denied admittance; perhaps, in his heart, he preferred to speak with Poole upon the
doorstep and surrounded by the air and sounds of the open city, rather than to be admitted into that
house of voluntary bondage, and to sit and speak with its inscrutable recluse. Poole had, indeed, no



very pleasant news to communicate. The doctor, it appeared, now more than ever confined himself to
the cabinet over the laboratory, where he would sometimes even sleep; he was out of spirits, he had
grown very silent, he did not read; it seemed as if he had something on his mind. Utterson became so

used to the unvarying character of these reports, that he fell off little by little in the frequency of his
visits.



INCIDENT AT THE WINDOW

It chanced on Sunday, when Mr. Utterson was on his usual walk with Mr. Enfield, that their way lay
once again through the by-street; and that when they came in front of the door, both stopped to gaze on
it.

“Well,” said Enfield, “that story’s at an end at least. We shall never see more of Mr. Hyde.”

“I hope not,” said Utterson. “Did I ever tell you that I once saw him, and shared your feeling of
repulsion?”

“It was 1impossible to do the one without the other,” returned Enfield. “And by the way, what an ass
you must have thought me, not to know that this was a back way to Dr. Jekyll’s! It was partly your
own fault that I found it out, even when I did.”

“So you found it out, did you?” said Utterson. “But if that be so, we may step into the court and take
a look at the windows. To tell you the truth, I am uneasy about poor Jekyll; and even outside, I feel as
if the presence of a friend might do him good.”

The court was very cool and a little damp, and full of premature twilight, although the sky, high up
overhead, was still bright with sunset. The middle one of the three windows was half-way open; and

sitting close beside it, taking the air with an infinite sadness of mien, like some disconsolate prisoner,
Utterson saw Dr. Jekyll.

“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.



THE LAST NIGHT

Mr. Utterson was sitting by his fireside one evening after dinner, when he was surprised to receive
a visit from Poole.

“Bless me, Poole, what brings you here?”” he cried; and then taking a second look at him, “What ails
you?” he added; “is the doctor i11?”

“Mr. Utterson,” said the man, “there is something wrong.”

“Take a seat, and here 1s a glass of wine for you,” said the lawyer. “Now, take your time, and tell
me plainly what you want.”

“You know the doctor’s ways, sir,” replied Poole, “and how he shuts himself up. Well, he’s shut up
again in the cabinet; and I don’t like it, sir—I wish I may die if I like it. Mr. Utterson, sir, I’'m afraid.”

“Now, my good man,” said the lawyer, “be explicit. What are you afraid of?”

“I’ve been afraid for about a week,” returned Poole, doggedly disregarding the question, “and I can
bear it no more.”

The man’s appearance amply bore out his words; his manner was altered for the worse; and except
for the moment when he had first announced his terror, he had not once looked the lawyer in the face.
Even now, he sat with the glass of wine untasted on his knee, and his eyes directed to a corner of the
floor. “I can bear it no more,” he repeated.

bl

“Come,” said the lawyer, “I see you have some good reason, Poole; I see there is something
seriously amiss. Try to tell me what it is.”

“I think there’s been foul play,” said Poole, hoarsely.

“Foul play!” cried the lawyer, a good deal frightened and rather inclined to be irritated in
consequence. “What foul play! What does the man mean?”’

“I daren’t say, sir,” was the answer; “but will you come along with me and see for yoursel{?”

Mr. Utterson’s only answer was to rise and get his hat and greatcoat; but he observed with wonder
the greatness of the relief that appeared upon the butler’s face, and perhaps with no less, that the wine
was still untasted when he set it down to follow.

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. He could have wished it otherwise; never in his life had he been conscious of so sharp a
wish to see and touch his fellow-creatures; for struggle as he might, there was borne in upon his mind
a crushing anticipation of calamity. 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.

“Well, sir,” he said, “here we are, and God grant there be nothing wrong.”
“Amen, Poole,” said the lawyer.

Thereupon the servant knocked in a very guarded manner; the door was opened on the chain; and a
voice asked from within, “Is that you, Poole?”

“It’s all right,” said Poole. “Open the door.”

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. At the sight
of Mr. Utterson, the housemaid broke into hysterical whimpering; and the cook, crying out “Bless
God! 1t’s Mr. Utterson,” ran forward as if to take him in her arms.

“What, what? Are you all here?” said the lawyer peevishly. “Very irregular, very unseemly; your
master would be far from pleased.”

“They’re all afraid,” said Poole.
Blank silence followed, no one protesting; only the maid lifted her voice and now wept loudly.

“Hold your tongue!” Poole said to her, with a ferocity of accent that testified to his own jangled
nerves; and indeed, when the girl had so suddenly raised the note of her lamentation, they had all
started and turned towards the inner door with faces of dreadful expectation. “And now,” continued
the butler, addressing the knife-boy, “reach me a candle, and we’ll get this through hands at once.”
And then he begged Mr. Utterson to follow him, and led the way to the back garden.

“Now, sir,” said he, “you come as gently as you can. I want you to hear, and I don’t want you to be
heard. And see here, sir, if by any chance he was to ask you in, don’t go.”

Mr. Utterson’s nerves, at this unlooked-for termination, gave a jerk that nearly threw him from his
balance; but he recollected his courage and followed the butler into the laboratory building through
the surgical theatre, with its lumber of crates and bottles, to the foot of the stair. Here Poole motioned
him to stand on one side and listen; while he himself, setting down the candle and making a great and
obvious call on his resolution, mounted the steps and knocked with a somewhat uncertain hand on the
red baize of the cabinet door.

“Mr. Utterson, sir, asking to see you,” he called; and even as he did so, once more violently signed
to the lawyer to give ear.

A voice answered from within: “Tell him I cannot see anyone,” it said complainingly.

“Thank you, sir,” said Poole, with a note of something like triumph in his voice; and taking up his
candle, he led Mr. Utterson back across the yard and into the great kitchen, where the fire was out and
the beetles were leaping on the floor.

“Sir,” he said, looking Mr. Utterson in the eyes, “Was that my master’s voice?”



“It seems much changed,” replied the lawyer, very pale, but giving look for look.

“Changed? Well, yes, I think so,” said the butler. “Have I been twenty years in this man’s house, to
be deceived about his voice? No, sir; master’s made away with; he was made away with eight days
ago, when we heard him cry out upon the name of God; and who’s in there instead of him, and why it
stays there, is a thing that cries to Heaven, Mr. Utterson!”

“This 1s a very strange tale, Poole; this is rather a wild tale my man,” said Mr. Utterson, biting his
finger. “Suppose it were as you suppose, supposing Dr. Jekyll to have been—well, murdered what
could induce the murderer to stay? That won’t hold water; it doesn’t commend itself to reason.”

“Well, Mr. Utterson, you are a hard man to satisfy, but I’ll do it yet,” said Poole. “All this last week
(you must know) him, or it, whatever it is that lives in that cabinet, has been crying night and day for
some sort of medicine and cannot get it to his mind. It was sometimes his way —the master’s, that is—
to write his orders on a sheet of paper and throw it on the stair. We’ve had nothing else this week
back; nothing but papers, and a closed door, and the very meals left there to be smuggled in when
nobody was looking, Well, sir, every day, ay, and twice and thrice in the same day, there have been
orders and complaints, and I have been sent flying to all the wholesale chemists in town. Every time |
brought the stuff back, there would be another paper telling me to return it, because it was not pure,
and another order to a different firm. This drug is wanted bitter bad, sir, whatever for.”

“Have you any of these papers?” asked Mr. Utterson.

Poole felt in his pocket and handed out a crumpled note, which the lawyer, bending nearer to the
candle, carefully examined. Its contents ran thus: “Dr. Jekyll presents his compliments to Messrs.
Maw. He assures them that their last sample is impure and quite useless for his present purpose.
In the year 18—, Dr. J. purchased a somewhat large quantity from Messrs. M. He now begs them
to search with most sedulous care, and should any of the same quality be left, forward it to him at
once. Expense is no consideration. The importance of this to Dr. J. can hardly be exaggerated.”
So far the letter had run composedly enough, but here with a sudden splutter of the pen, the writer’s
emotion had broken loose. “For God’s sake,” he added, ‘‘find me some of the old.”

“This 1s a strange note,” said Mr. Utterson; and then sharply, “How do you come to have it open?”

“The man at Maw’s was main angry, sir, and he threw it back to me like so much dirt,” returned
Poole.

“This 1s unquestionably the doctor’s hand, do you know?” resumed the lawyer.

“I thought it looked like it,” said the servant rather sulkily; and then, with another voice, “But what
matters hand of write?”” he said. “I’ve seen him!”

“Seen him?” repeated Mr. Utterson. “Well?”

“That’s it!” said Poole. “It was this way. I came suddenly into the theater 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 upstairs 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 —God grant that he be not deceived! There is my explanation; it is sad enough,
Poole, ay, and appalling to consider; but it is plain and natural, hangs well together, and delivers us
from all exorbitant alarms.”

“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; and it is the belief of my heart that there
was murder done.”

“Poole,” replied the lawyer, “if you say that, it will become my duty to make certain. Much as |
desire to spare your master’s feelings, much as I am puzzled by this note which seems to prove him to
be still alive, I shall consider it my duty to break in that door.”

“Ah, Mr. Utterson, that’s talking!” cried the butler.
“And now comes the second question,” resumed Utterson: “Who is going to do 1t?”
“Why, you and me, sir,” was the undaunted reply.

“That’s very well said,” returned the lawyer; “and whatever comes of it, I shall make it my business
to see you are no loser.”

“There is an axe in the theatre,” continued Poole; “and you might take the kitchen poker for
yourself.”

The lawyer took that rude but weighty instrument into his hand, and balanced it. “Do you know,
Poole,” he said, looking up, “that you and I are about to place ourselves in a position of some peril?”

“You may say so, sir, indeed,” returned the butler.

“It 1s well, then that we should be frank,” said the other. “We both think more than we have said; let
us make a clean breast. This masked figure that you saw, did you recognise it?”

“Well, sir, it went so quick, and the creature was so doubled up, that I could hardly swear to that,”
was the answer. “But if you mean, was it Mr. Hyde?—why, yes, I think it was! You see, it was much
of the same bigness; and it had the same quick, light way with it; and then who else could have got in
by the laboratory door? You have not forgot, sir, that at the time of the murder he had still the key with
him? But that’s not all. I don’t know, Mr. Utterson, if you ever met this Mr. Hyde?”

“Yes,” said the lawyer, “I once spoke with him.”



“Then you must know as well as the rest of us that there was something queer about that gentleman
—something that gave a man a turn— I don’t know rightly how to say it, sir, beyond this: that you felt
in your marrow kind of cold and thin.”

“I own I felt something of what you describe,” said Mr. Utterson.

“Quite so, sir,” returned Poole. “Well, when that masked thing like a monkey jumped from among
the chemicals and whipped into the cabinet, it went down my spine like ice. O, 1 know it’s not
evidence, Mr. Utterson; I’m book-learned enough for that; but a man has his feelings, and I give you
my bible-word it was Mr. Hyde!”

“Ay, ay,” said the lawyer. “My fears incline to the same point. Evil, I fear, founded —evil was sure
to come— of that connection. Ay truly, I believe you; 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. Well, let our
name be vengeance. Call Bradshaw.”

The footman came at the summons, very white and nervous.

“Put yourself together, Bradshaw,” said the lawyer. “This suspense, I know, is telling upon all of
you; but it is now our intention to make an end of it. Poole, here, and I are going to force our way into
the cabinet. If all is well, my shoulders are broad enough to bear the blame. Meanwhile, lest anything
should really be amiss, or any malefactor seek to escape by the back, you and the boy must go round
the corner with a pair of good sticks and take your post at the laboratory door. We give you ten
minutes, to get to your stations.”

As Bradshaw left, the lawyer looked at his watch. “And now, Poole, let us get to ours,” he said; and
taking the poker under his arm, led the way into the yard. The scud had banked over the moon, and it
was now quite dark. The wind, which only broke in puffs and draughts into that deep well of building,
tossed the light of the candle to and fro about their steps, until they came into the shelter of the theatre,
where they sat down silently to wait. 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 1t will walk all day, sir,” whispered Poole; “ay, 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 hark 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 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.”

But now the ten minutes drew to an end. Poole disinterred the axe from under a stack of packing
straw; the candle was set upon the nearest table to light them to the attack; and they drew near with



bated breath to where that patient foot was still going up and down, up and down, in the quiet of the
night. “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!”

'9,

“Utterson,” said the voice, “for God’s sake, have mercy
“Ah, that’s not Jekyll’s voice—it’s Hyde’s!” cried Utterson. “Down with the door, Poole!”

Poole swung the axe over his shoulder; the blow shook the building, and the red baize door leaped
against the lock and hinges. A dismal screech, as of mere animal terror, rang from the cabinet. Up
went the axe again, and again the panels crashed and the frame bounded; four times the blow fell; but
the wood was tough and the fittings were of excellent workmanship; and it was not until the fifth, that
the lock burst and the wreck of the door fell inwards on the carpet.

The besiegers, appalled by their own riot and the stillness that had succeeded, stood back a little
and peered in. There lay the cabinet before their eyes in the quiet lamplight, a good fire glowing and
chattering on the hearth, the kettle singing its thin strain, a drawer or two open, papers neatly set forth
on the business table, and nearer the fire, the things laid out for tea; the quietest room, you would have
said, and, but for the glazed presses full of chemicals, the most commonplace that night in London.

Right in the middle there lay the body of a man sorely contorted and still twitching. They drew near
on tiptoe, turned it on its back and beheld the face of Edward Hyde. He was dressed in clothes far too
large for him, clothes of the doctor’s bigness; the cords of his face still moved with a semblance of
life, but life was quite gone: and by the crushed phial in the hand and the strong smell of kernels that
hung upon the air, Utterson knew that he was looking on the body of a self-destroyer.

“We have come too late,” he said sternly, “whether to save or punish. Hyde is gone to his account;
and it only remains for us to find the body of your master.”

The far greater proportion of the building was occupied by the theatre, which filled almost the
whole ground storey and was lighted from above, and by the cabinet, which formed an upper story at
one end and looked upon the court. A corridor joined the theatre to the door on the by-street; and with
this the cabinet communicated separately by a second flight of stairs. There were besides a few dark
closets and a spacious cellar. All these they now thoroughly examined. Each closet needed but a
glance, for all were empty, and all, by the dust that fell from their doors, had stood long unopened.
The cellar, indeed, was filled with crazy lumber, mostly dating from the times of the surgeon who
was Jekyll’s predecessor; but even as they opened the door they were advertised of the uselessness of
further search, by the fall of a perfect mat of cobweb which had for years sealed up the entrance. No
where was there any trace of Henry Jekyll dead or alive.

Poole stamped on the flags of the corridor. “He must be buried here,” he said, hearkening to the
sound.

“Or he may have fled,” said Utterson, and he turned to examine the door in the by-street. It was
locked; and lying near by on the flags, they found the key, already stained with rust.

“This does not look like use,” observed the lawyer.



“Use!” echoed Poole. “Do you not see, sir, it is broken? Much as if a man had stamped on it.”

“Ay,” continued Utterson, “and the fractures, too, are rusty.” The two men looked at each other with
a scare. “This 1s beyond me, Poole,” said the lawyer. “Let us go back to the cabinet.”

They mounted the stair in silence, and still with an occasional awestruck glance at the dead body,
proceeded more thoroughly to examine the contents of the cabinet. At one table, there were traces of
chemical work, various measured heaps of some white salt being laid on glass saucers, as though for
an experiment in which the unhappy man had been prevented.

“That 1s the same drug that I was always bringing him,” said Poole; and even as he spoke, the kettle
with a startling noise boiled over.

This brought them to the fireside, where the easy-chair was drawn cosily up, and the tea things
stood ready to the sitter’s elbow, the very sugar in the cup. 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.

Next, in the course of their review of the chamber, the searchers came to the cheval-glass, into
whose depths they looked with an involuntary horror. But it was so turned as to show them nothing
but the rosy glow playing on the roof, the fire sparkling in a hundred repetitions along the glazed front
of the presses, and their own pale and fearful countenances stooping to look in.

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

“And surely none stranger than itself,” echoed the lawyer in the same tones. “For what did Jekyll” —
he caught himself up at the word with a start, and then conquering the weakness— “what could Jekyll
want with it?”” he said.

“You may say that!” said Poole.

Next they turned to the business table. 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. He looked at Poole, and then back at the paper,
and last of all at the dead malefactor stretched upon the carpet.

“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 cannot have been disposed of in so short a
space; 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? O, we must be careful. I foresee that we may yet involve your
master in some dire catastrophe.”

“Why don’t you read it, sir?”” asked Poole.



“Because I fear,” replied the lawyer solemnly. “God grant I have no cause for it!” 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.”

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.



DR. LANYON’S NARRATIVE

On the ninth of January, now four days ago, I received by the evening delivery a registered
envelope, addressed in the hand of my colleague and old school companion, Henry Jekyll. I was a
good deal surprised by this; for we were by no means in the habit of correspondence; I had seen the
man, dined with him, indeed, the night before; and I could imagine nothing in our intercourse that
should justify formality of registration. The contents increased my wonder; for this is how the letter
ran;

“10th December, 18.

Dear Lanyon,

You are one of my oldest friends; and although we may have differed at times on scientific
questions, I cannot remember, at least on my side, any break in our affection. There was never a
day when, if you had said to me, ‘Jekyll, my life, my honour, my reason, depend upon you,’ [ would
not have sacrificed my left hand to help you. Lanyon my life, my honour, my reason, are all at your
mercy, if you fail me tonight, I am lost. You might suppose, after this preface, that I am going to
ask you for something dishonourable to grant. Judge for yourself.

I want you to postpone all other engagements for tonight—ay, even if you were summoned to the
bedside of an emperor; to take a cab, unless your carriage should be actually at the door, and

with this letter in your hand for consultation, to drive straight to my house. Poole, my butler, has
his orders; you will find him waiting your arrival with a locksmith. The door of my cabinet is then
to be forced: and you are to go in alone; to open the glazed press (letter E) on the left hand,
breaking the lock if it be shut;, and to draw out, with all its contents as they stand, the fourth
drawer from the top or (which is the same thing) the third from the bottom. In my extreme distress
of mind, I have a morbid fear of misdirecting you, but even if I am in error, you may know the
right drawer by its contents: some powders, a phial and a paper book. This drawer I beg of you to
carry back with you to Cavendish Square exactly as it stands.

That is the first part of the service: now for the second. You should be back, if you set out at once
on the receipt of this, long before midnight; but I will leave you that amount of margin, not only in
the fear of one of those obstacles that can neither be prevented nor foreseen, but because an hour
when your servants are in bed is to be preferred for what will then remain to do. At midnight, then,
[ have to ask you to be alone in your consulting room, to admit with your own hand into the house
a man who will present himself in my name, and to place in his hands the drawer that you will
have brought with you from my cabinet. Then you will have played your part and earned my
gratitude completely. Five minutes afterwards, if you insist upon an explanation, you will have
understood that these arrangements are of capital importance,; and that by the neglect of one of
them, fantastic as they must appear, you might have charged your conscience with my death or the
shipwreck of my reason.

Confident as I am that you will not trifle with this appeal, my heart sinks and my hand trembles
at the bare thought of such a possibility. Think of me at this hour, in a strange place, labouring
under a blackness of distress that no fancy can exaggerate, and yet well aware that, if you will but



punctually serve me, my troubles will roll away like a story that is told. Serve me, my dear Lanyon
and save.

Your friend,



H.J.

PS.: I had already sealed this up when a fresh terror struck upon my soul. It is possible that the
post-office may fail me, and this letter not come into your hands until tomorrow morning. In that
case, dear Lanyon, do my errand when it shall be most convenient for you in the course of the day;
and once more expect my messenger at midnight. It may then already be too late; and if that night
passes without event, you will know that you have seen the last of Henry Jekyll.”

Upon the reading of this letter, I made sure my colleague was insane; but till that was proved
beyond the possibility of doubt, I felt bound to do as he requested. The less I understood of this
farrago, the less I was in a position to judge of its importance; and an appeal so worded could not be
set aside without a grave responsibility. I rose accordingly from table, got into a hansom, and drove
straight to Jekyll’s house. The butler was awaiting my arrival; he had received by the same post as
mine a registered letter of instruction, and had sent at once for a locksmith and a carpenter. The
tradesmen came while we were yet speaking; and we moved in a body to old Dr. Denman’s surgical
theatre, from which (as you are doubtless aware) Jekyll’s private cabinet is most conveniently
entered. The door was very strong, the lock excellent; the carpenter avowed he would have great
trouble and have to do much damage, if force were to be used; and the locksmith was near despair.
But this last was a handy fellow, and after two hour’s work, the door stood open. The press marked E
was unlocked; and I took out the drawer, had it filled up with straw and tied in a sheet, and returned
with it to Cavendish Square.

Here I proceeded to examine its contents. The powders were neatly enough made up, but not with
the nicety of the dispensing chemist; so that it was plain they were of Jekyll’s private manufacture:
and 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, which was highly pungent to the sense of smell and seemed to me to contain phosphorus and
some volatile ether. At the other ingredients I could make no guess. The book was an ordinary version
book and contained little but a series of dates. These covered a period of many years, but I observed
that the entries ceased nearly a year ago and quite abruptly. Here and there a brief remark was
appended to a date, usually no more than a single word: “double” occurring perhaps six times in a
total of several hundred entries; and once very early in the list and followed by several marks of
exclamation, “total failure!!!” All this, though it whetted my curiosity, told me little that was definite.
Here were a phial of some salt, and the record of a series of experiments that had led (like too many
of Jekyll’s investigations) to no end of practical usefulness. How could the presence of these articles
in my house affect either the honour, the sanity, or the life of my flighty colleague? If his messenger
could go to one place, why could he not go to another? And even granting some impediment, why was
this gentleman to be received by me in secret? The more I reflected the more convinced I grew that |
was dealing with a case of cerebral disease; and though I dismissed my servants to bed, I loaded an
old revolver, that I might be found in some posture of self-defence.

Twelve o’clock had scarce rung out over London, ere the knocker sounded very gently on the door.
[ went myself at the summons, and found a small man crouching against the pillars of the portico.

“Are you come from Dr. Jekyll?” I asked.



He told me “yes” by a constrained gesture; and when I had bidden him enter, he did not obey me
without a searching backward glance into the darkness of the square. There was a policeman not far
off, advancing with his bull’s eye open; and at the sight, I thought my visitor started and made greater
haste.

These particulars struck me, I confess, disagreeably; and as I followed him into the bright light of
the consulting room, I kept my hand ready on my weapon. 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 leas— 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 put him back, conscious at his touch of a certain icy pang along my blood. “Come, sir,” said L.
“You forget that I have not yet the pleasure of your acquaintance. Be seated, if you please.” And |
showed him an example, and sat down myself in my customary seat and with as fair an imitation of
my ordinary manner to a patient, as the lateness of the hour, the nature of my preoccupations, and the
horror I had of my visitor, would suffer me to muster.

“I beg your pardon, Dr. Lanyon,” he replied civilly enough. “What you say is very well founded;
and my impatience has shown its heels to my politeness. 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...”

But here I took pity on my visitor’s suspense, and some perhaps on my own growing curiosity.

“There it 1s, sir,” said I, pointing to the drawer, where it lay on the floor behind a table and still



covered with the sheet.

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.

“Compose yourself,” said 1.

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. And the next
moment, in a voice that was already fairly well under control, “Have you a graduated glass?” he
asked.

I rose from my place with something of an effort and gave him what he asked.

He thanked me with a smiling nod, measured out a few minims of the red tincture and added one of
the powders. The mixture, which was at first of a reddish hue, began, in proportion as the crystals
melted, to brighten in colour, to effervesce audibly, and to throw off small fumes of vapour. Suddenly
and at the same moment, the ebullition ceased and the compound changed to a dark purple, which
faded again more slowly to a watery green. My visitor, who had watched these metamorphoses with a
keen eye, smiled, set down the glass upon the table, and then turned and looked upon me with an air of
scrutiny.

“And now,” said he, “to settle what remains. Will you be wise? will you be guided? will you suffer
me to take this glass in my hand and to go forth from your house without further parley? or has the
greed of curiosity too much command of you? Think before you answer, for it shall be done as you
decide. As you decide, you shall be left as you were before, and neither richer nor wiser, unless the
sense of service rendered to a man in mortal distress may be counted as a kind of riches of the soul.
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, here, in this room, upon the instant; and your sight shall be blasted by
a prodigy to stagger the unbelief of Satan.”

“Sir,” said I, affecting a coolness that [ was far from truly possessing, “you speak enigmas, and you
will perhaps not wonder that I hear you with no very strong impression of belief. But I have gone too
far in the way of inexplicable services to pause before I see the end.”

“It 1s well,” replied my visitor. “Lanyon, you remember your vows: what follows is under the seal
of our profession. 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!”

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 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!

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; and 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 can not, 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



HENRY JEKYLL’S FULL STATEMENT OF THE CASE

I was born in the year 18— to a large fortune, endowed besides with excellent parts, inclined by
nature to industry, fond of the respect of the wise and good among my fellowmen, and thus, as might
have been supposed, with every guarantee of an honourable and distinguished future. And indeed the
worst of my faults was a certain impatient gaiety of disposition, such as has made the happiness of
many, but such as I found it hard to reconcile with my 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; and that when I reached years of reflection, and began to look round me and
take stock of my progress and position in the world, I stood already committed to a profound duplicity
of me. 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 [ 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. In this case, 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, [ 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 futherance 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 the 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 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 [ 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 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?

I was so far in my reflections when, as I have said, a side light began to shine upon the subject from
the laboratory table. I began to perceive more deeply than it has ever yet been stated, the trembling
immateriality, the mistlike transience, of this seemingly so solid body in which we walk attired.
Certain agents I found to have the power to shake and pluck back that fleshly vestment, even as a wind
might toss the curtains of a pavilion. For two good reasons, [ will not enter deeply into this scientific
branch of my confession. First, because I have been made to learn that the doom and burthen of our
life 1s bound for ever on man’s shoulders, and when the attempt is made to cast it off, it but returns
upon us with more unfamiliar and more awful pressure. Second, because, as my narrative will make,
alas! too evident, my discoveries were incomplete. Enough then, that I not only recognised my natural
body from 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.

I hesitated long before I put this theory to the test of practice. [ knew well that I risked death; for any
drug that so potently controlled and shook the very fortress of identity, might, by the least scruple of
an overdose or at the least inopportunity in the moment of exhibition, utterly blot out that immaterial
tabernacle which I looked to it to change. But the temptation of a discovery so singular and profound



at last overcame the suggestions of alarm. I had long since prepared my tincture; I purchased at once,
from a firm of wholesale chemists, a large quantity of a particular salt which I knew, from my
experiments, to be the last ingredient required; and late one accursed night, I compounded the
elements, watched them boil and smoke together in the glass, and when the ebullition had subsided,
with a strong glow of courage, drank off the potion.

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. 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 [ 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 1n stature.

There was no mirror, at that date, in my room; that which stands beside me as I write, was brought
there later on and for the very purpose of these transformations. The night however, was far gone into
the morning —the morning, black as it was, was nearly ripe for the conception of the day —the inmates
of my house were locked in the most rigorous hours of slumber; and I determined, flushed as I was
with hope and triumph, to venture in my new shape as far as to my bedroom. I crossed the yard,
wherein the constellations looked down upon me, I could have thought, with wonder, the first creature
of that sort that their unsleeping vigilance had yet disclosed to them; I stole through the corridors, a
stranger in my own house; and coming to my room, [ saw for the first time the appearance of Edward
Hyde.

I must here speak by theory alone, saying not that which I know, but that which I suppose to be most
probable. 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. 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, 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 I 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.

I lingered but a moment at the mirror: the second and conclusive experiment had yet to be attempted;
it yet remained to be seen if I had lost my identity beyond redemption and must flee before daylight
from a house that was no longer mine; and hurrying back to my cabinet, I once more prepared and
drank the cup, once more suffered the pangs of dissolution, and came to myself once more with the
character, the stature and the face of Henry Jekyll.

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 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. 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 conquered my aversions 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 in
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. I smiled at the notion; it seemed to me at the time to be
humourous; and I made my preparations with the most studious care. I took and furnished that house in
Soho, to which Hyde was tracked by the police; and engaged as a housekeeper a creature whom I
knew well to be silent and unscrupulous. On the other side, I announced to my servants that a Mr.
Hyde (whom I described) was to have full liberty and power about my house in the square; and to
parry mishaps, I even called and made myself a familiar object, in my second character. I next drew
up that will to which you so much objected; so that if anything befell me in the person of Dr. Jekyll, I
could enter on that of Edward Hyde without pecuniary loss. And thus fortified, as I supposed, on
every side, I began to profit by the strange immunities of my position.

Men have before hired bravos to transact their crimes, while their own person and reputation sat
under shelter. I was the first that ever did so for his pleasures. 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. But for me, in my impenetrable mantle, the safely
was complete. Think of it —I did not even exist! Let me but escape into my laboratory door, give me
but a second or two to mix and swallow the draught that I had always standing ready; and whatever he
had done, Edward Hyde would pass away like the stain of breath upon a mirror; and there in his
stead, quietly at home, trimming the midnight lamp in his study, a man who could afford to laugh at
suspicion, would be Henry Jekyll.

The pleasures which I made haste to seek in my disguise were, as I have said, undignified; I would
scarce use a harder term. But in the hands of Edward Hyde, they soon began to turn toward the
monstrous. When I would come back from these excursions, I was often plunged into a kind of
wonder at my vicarious depravity. This familiar that I called out of my own soul, and sent forth alone
to do his good pleasure, was a being inherently malign and villainous; his every act and thought
centered on self; drinking pleasure with bestial avidity from any degree of torture to another;
relentless like a man of stone. Henry Jekyll stood at times aghast before the acts of Edward Hyde; but
the situation was apart from ordinary laws, and insidiously relaxed the grasp of conscience. It was
Hyde, after all, and Hyde alone, that was guilty. Jekyll was no worse; he woke again to his good
qualities seemingly unimpaired; he would even make haste, where it was possible, to undo the evil
done by Hyde. And thus his conscience slumbered.

Into the details of the infamy at which I thus connived (for even now I can scarce grant that I
committed it) I have no design of entering; I mean but to point out the warnings and the successive
steps with which my chastisement approached. I met with one accident which, as it brought on no
consequence, I shall no more than mention. An act of cruelty to a child aroused against me the anger
of a passer-by, whom I recognised the other day in the person of your kinsman; the doctor and the



child’s family joined him; there were moments when I feared for my life; and at last, in order to
pacify their too just resentment, Edward Hyde had to bring them to the door, and pay them in a cheque
drawn in the name of Henry Jekyll. But this danger was easily eliminated from the future, by opening
an account at another bank in the name of Edward Hyde himself; and when, by sloping my own hand
backward, I had supplied my double with a signature, I thought I sat beyond the reach of fate.

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. It was in vain I
looked about me; in vain I saw the decent furniture and tall proportions of my room in the square; in
vain that [ recognised the pattern of the bed curtains and the design of the mahogany frame; something
still kept insisting that I was not where I was, that I had not wakened where I seemed to be, but in the
little room in Soho where I was accustomed to sleep in the body of Edward Hyde. I smiled to myself,
and in my psychological way, began lazily to inquire into the elements of this illusion, occasionally,
even as | did so, dropping back into a comfortable morning doze. I was still so engaged when, in one
of my more wakeful moments, 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. But the
hand which I now saw, clearly enough, in the yellow light of a mid-London morning, lying half shut
on the bedclothes, was lean, corder, knuckly, of a dusky pallor and thickly shaded with a swart
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 thin and icy. Yes, I had gone to bed Henry Jekyll, I had awakened Edward Hyde. How
was this to be explained? I asked myself; and then, with another bound of terror—how was it to be
remedied? It was well on in the morning; the servants were up; all my drugs were in the cabinet—a
long journey down two pairs of stairs, through the back passage, across the open court and through the
anatomical theatre, from where I was then standing horror-struck. It might indeed be possible to cover
my face; but of what use was that, when [ was unable to conceal the alteration in my stature? And then
with an overpowering sweetness of relief, it came back upon my mind that the servants were already
used to the coming and going of my second self. I had soon dressed, as well as I was able, in clothes
of my own size: had soon passed through the house, where Bradshaw stared and drew back at seeing
Mr. Hyde at such an hour and in such a strange array; and ten minutes later, Dr. Jekyll had returned to
his own shape and was sitting down, with a darkened brow, to make a feint of breakfasting.

Small indeed was my appetite. 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 judgment; 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 Jekyll, 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.

Between these two, I now felt I had to choose. My two natures had memory in common, but all other
faculties were most unequally shared between them. Jekyll (who was composite) now with the most
sensitive apprehensions, now with a greedy gusto, projected and shared in the pleasures and
adventures of Hyde; but Hyde was indifferent to Jekyll, or but remembered him as the mountain bandit
remembers the cavern in which he conceals himself from pursuit. Jekyll had more than a father’s
interest; Hyde had more than a son’s indifference. To cast in my lot with Jekyll, was to die to those
appetites which I had long secretly indulged and had of late begun to pamper. To cast it in with Hyde,
was to die to a thousand interests and aspirations, and to become, at a blow and forever, 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, Hyde would be not even conscious
of all that he had lost. Strange as my circumstances were, the terms of this debate are as old and
commonplace as man; much the same inducements and alarms cast the die for any tempted and
trembling sinner; and it fell out with me, as it falls with so vast a majority of my fellows, that I chose
the better part and was found wanting in the strength to keep to it.

Yes, I preferred the elderly and discontented doctor, surrounded by friends and cherishing honest
hopes; and bade a resolute farewell to the liberty, the comparative youth, the light step, leaping
impulses and secret pleasures, that I had enjoyed in the disguise of Hyde. I made this choice perhaps
with some unconscious reservation, 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 as I had never before attained to, and
enjoyed the compensations of an approving conscience. But time began at last to obliterate the
freshness of my alarm; the praises of conscience began to grow into a thing of course; 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.

I do not suppose that, when a drunkard reasons with himself upon his vice, he is once out of five
hundred times affected by the dangers that he runs through his brutish, physical insensibility; neither
had I, long as I had considered my position, made enough allowance for the complete moral
insensibility and insensate readiness to evil, which were the leading characters of Edward Hyde. Yet
it was by these that I was punished. My devil had been long caged, he came out roaring. I was
conscious, even when I took the draught, of a more unbridled, a more furious propensity to ill. It must
have been this, | suppose, that stirred in my soul that tempest of impatience with which I listened to
the civilities 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. 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, | mauled the unresisting
body, tasting delight from every blow; and it was not till weariness had begun to succeed, that I was



suddenly, in the top fit of my delirium, struck through the heart by a cold thrill of terror. A mist
dispersed; I saw my life to be forfeit; and fled from the scene of these excesses, at once glorying and
trembling, my lust of evil gratified and stimulated, my love of life screwed to the topmost peg. 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 on my crime, light-headedly devising
others in the future, and yet still hastening and still hearkening in my wake for the steps of the avenger.
Hyde had a song upon his lips as he compounded the draught, and as he drank it, pledged the dead
man. The pangs of transformation had not done tearing him, before Henry Jekyll, with streaming tears
of gratitude and remorse, had fallen upon his knees and lifted his clasped hands to God. The veil of
self-indulgence was rent 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 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; and still, between the
petitions, the ugly face of my iniquity stared into my soul. As the acuteness of this remorse began to
die away, it was succeeded by a sense of joy. The problem of my conduct was solved. Hyde was
thenceforth impossible; whether I would or not, I was now confined to the better part of my existence;
and O, how I rejoiced to think of it! with what willing humility I embraced anew the restrictions of
natural life! with what sincere renunciation I locked the door by which I had so often gone and come,
and ground the key under my heel!

The next day, came the news that the murder had not been overlooked, that the guilt of Hyde was
patent to the world, and that the victim was a man high in public estimation. It was not only a crime, it
had been a tragic folly. I think I was glad to know it; I think I was glad to have my better impulses thus
buttressed and guarded by the terrors of the scaffold. Jekyll was now my city of refuge; let but Hyde
peep out an instant, and the hands of all men would be raised to take and slay him.

I resolved in my future conduct to redeem the past; and I can say with honesty that my resolve was
fruitful of some good. You know yourself how earnestly, in the last months of the last year, I laboured
to relieve suffering; you know that much was done for others, and that the days passed quietly, almost
happily for myself. Nor can I truly say that I wearied of this beneficent and innocent life; I think
instead that I daily enjoyed it more completely; but I was still cursed with my duality of purpose; and
as the first edge of my penitence wore off, the lower side of me, so long indulged, so recently chained
down, began to growl for licence. Not that I dreamed of resuscitating Hyde; the bare idea of that
would startle me to frenzy: no, it was in my own person that I was once more tempted to trifle with
my conscience; and it was as an ordinary secret sinner that I at last fell before the assaults of
temptation.

There comes an end to all things; the most capacious measure is filled at last; and this brief
condescension to my evil finally destroyed the balance of my soul. And yet I was not alarmed; the fall
seemed natural, like a return to the old days before I had made my discovery. 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 sat in the sun on a bench; the
animal within me licking the chops of memory; the spiritual side a little drowsed, promising
subsequent penitence, but not yet moved to begin. After all, I reflected, I was like my neighbours; and
then I smiled, comparing myself with other men, comparing my active good-will with the lazy cruelty



of their neglect. And at the very moment of that vainglorious thought, a qualm came over me, a horrid
nausea and the most deadly shuddering. These passed away, and left me faint; and then as in its turn
faintness subsided, I began to be aware of a change in the temper of my thoughts, a greater boldness, a
contempt 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 1n 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, but it did not fail me utterly. I have more than once observed that in my second
character, my faculties seemed sharpened to a point and my spirits more tensely elastic; thus it came
about that, where Jekyll perhaps might have succumbed, 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 to enter by the house, my own servants would consign me to the gallows. I saw [ must employ
another hand, and thought of Lanyon. How was he to be reached? how persuaded? Supposing that I
escaped capture in the streets, how was I to make my way into his presence? and how should 1, an
unknown and displeasing visitor, prevail on the famous physician to rifle the study of his colleague,
Dr. Jekyll? Then I remembered that of my original character, one part remained to me: I could write
my own hand; and once I had conceived that kindling spark, the way that [ must follow became lighted
up from end to end.

Thereupon, I arranged my clothes as best I could, and summoning a passing hansom, drove to an
hotel in Portland Street, the name of which I chanced to remember. At my appearance (which was
indeed comical enough, however tragic a fate these garments covered) the driver could not conceal
his mirth. I gnashed my teeth upon him with a gust of devilish fury; and the smile withered from his
face —happily for him— yet more happily for myself, for in another instant I had certainly dragged him
from his perch. At the inn, as I entered, I looked about me with so black a countenance as made the
attendants tremble; not a look did they exchange in my presence; but obsequiously took my orders, led
me to a private room, and brought me wherewithal to write. Hyde in danger of his life was a creature
new to me; shaken with inordinate anger, strung to the pitch of murder, lusting to inflict pain. Yet the
creature was astute; mastered his fury with a great effort of the will; composed his two important
letters, one to Lanyon and one to Poole; and that he might receive actual evidence of their being
posted, sent them out with directions that they should be registered.

Thenceforward, he sat all day over the fire in the private room, gnawing his nails; there he dined,
sitting alone with his fears, the waiter visibly quailing before his eye; and thence, when the night was
fully come, he set forth in the corner of a closed cab, and was driven to and fro about the streets of the
city. He, I say—I cannot say, I. That child of Hell had nothing human; nothing lived in him but fear
and hatred. And when at last, thinking the driver had begun to grow suspicious, he discharged the cab
and ventured on foot, attired in his misfitting clothes, an object marked out for observation, into the
midst of the nocturnal passengers, these two base passions raged within him like a tempest. He
walked fast, hunted by his fears, chattering to himself, skulking through the less frequented
thoroughfares, counting the minutes that still divided him from midnight. Once a woman spoke to him,
offering, I think, a box of lights. He smote 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: I do



not know; it was at least but a drop in the sea to the abhorrence with which I looked back upon these
hours. A change had come over me. It was no longer the fear of the gallows, it was the horror of being
Hyde that racked me. I received Lanyon’s condemnation partly in a dream; it was partly in a dream
that [ came home to my own house and got into bed. I slept after the prostration of the day, with a
stringent and profound slumber which not even the nightmares that wrung me could avail 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 |
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.

I was stepping leisurely across the court after breakfast, drinking the chill of the air with pleasure,
when I was seized again with those indescribable sensations that heralded the change; and 1 had but
the time to gain the shelter of my cabinet, before I was once again raging and freezing with the
passions of Hyde. It took on this occasion a double dose to recall me to myself; and alas! six hours
after, as I sat looking sadly in the fire, the pangs returned, and the drug had to be re-administered. In
short, from that day forth it seemed only by a great effort as of gymnastics, and only under the
immediate stimulation of the drug, that I was able to wear the countenance of Jekyll. 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 Jekyll, 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 confidence 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 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.

It is useless, and the time awfully fails me, to prolong this description; no one has ever suffered
such torments, let that suffice; and yet even to these, habit brought —no, not alleviation— but a certain
callousness of soul, a certain acquiescence of despair; and my punishment might have gone on for
years, but for the last calamity which has now fallen, and which has finally severed me from my own
face and nature. My provision of the salt, which had never been renewed since the date of the first
experiment, began to run low. I sent out for a fresh supply and mixed the draught; the ebullition
followed, and the first change of colour, not the second; I drank it and it was without efficiency. You
will learn from Poole how I have had London ransacked; it was in vain; and I am now persuaded that
my first supply was impure, and that it was that unknown impurity which lent efficacy to the draught.

About a week has passed, and I am now finishing this statement under the influence of the last of the
old powders. This, then, is the last time, short of a miracle, that Henry Jekyll can think his own
thoughts or see his own face (now how sadly altered!) in the glass. Nor must I delay too long to bring
my writing to an end; for if my narrative has hitherto escaped destruction, it has been by a
combination of great prudence and great good luck. Should the throes of change take me in the act of
writing it, Hyde will tear it in pieces; but if some time shall have elapsed after I have laid it by, his
wonderful selfishness and circumscription to the moment will probably save it once again from the
action of his ape-like spite. And indeed the doom that is closing on us both has already changed and
crushed him. Half an hour from now, when I shall again and forever reindue that hated personality, I
know how I shall sit shuddering and weeping in my chair, or continue, with the most strained and
fearstruck ecstasy of listening, to pace up and down this room (my last earthly refuge) and give ear to
every sound of menace. Will Hyde die upon the scaffold? or will he find courage to release himself at
the last moment? God knows; I am careless; this is my true hour of death, and what is to follow
concerns another than myself. 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.



DR. JEKYLL VE MR. HYDE UZERINE...

Robert Louis Balfour Stevenson iilkemizde Define Adas: (1881), Kagirilan Cocuk (1886) ve
Strange Case of Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde (Iki Yiizlii Adam/Dr. Jekyll ile Mr. Hyde, 1885-1887)
romanlariyla tamnmustir. Iskog sair ve yazar Stevenson’in birkag kez sinemaya da aktarilan bu eseri,
daha yayimladigi yi1l kendisine biiyiik bir {in saglamustir. Bu romamn dilimizde “iki Yiizli Adam”
adl1 bir cevirisinin bulunmas: diisiindiiriiciidiir: iki farkl1 yiiz, bir insanin yiiziindeki fizyolojik bir
degisime isaret ediyorsa, boyle bir degisim s6z konusu olmadig icin (¢ilinkii biitlin bir beden
fizyolojik degisime ugramaktadir), bu baslik ya da secilen ad isabetli olmanmustir. Dilimizde
“ikiytzliluk” sozciigi, kalleslik, riyakarlik, icten pazarlikli olma, sahtekarlik vb. gibi anlamlara da
geliyor; okur romanin adim bu yoruma bagli kalarak ve bu ¢agrisimlar1 goz oniine alarak okudugunda,
tam bir ¢ikmaza siiriiklenecektir: Ciinkii Doktor Jekyll’in doppelganger’i,] onun 6teki kimligi ya da
kotli yani olarak anlasilabilecek Mr. Hyde’1 “dogurusu”nun bir kalleslikle, ikiytizliiliikle, ahlaki bir
kisisel ¢okiisle uzaktan yakindan iliskisi bulunmamaktadir.

Adi, “Doktor Jekyll ile Mr. Hyde Arasindaki Tuhaf Olay” diye ¢evrilebilecek bu kisa romani, R. L.
Stevenson, uzun siiren bir hastaligin ardindan nekahet donemine girmisken kaleme alir. iki kimlikli bir
insan fikrinin, Stevenson’in gece gordiigii bir kdbusun (da) eseri oldugu ileri siiriilmektedir.
(background on Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde.) Esi Fanny onu kabusun ortasinda uyandirmus, Stevenson ise
karisina kendisini “giizelim bir Ocli masalimin” ortasinda uyandirdigim soyleyerek epeyce
sinirlenmig, ardindan gordiigii kabusun i¢indeki fikri gelistirerek bundan uzun bir anlati ¢ikarmustir.
[k haliyle bu anlati, tipik bir korku ykiisiidiir; gerilim ve korku dgelerini islemesinin dtesinde,

elimizdeki metindeki gibi, derin bir anlamu, alegorik,2 simgesel uzantilar1 bulunmamaktadir.
Stevenson Oykiiyli esine okur; esi bu giizel “cekirdekten” ¢cok daha fazlasinin iiretilebilecegini soyler
ve bu disilincesinde inatla direnir (aym kaynak). Stevenson ilk Oykiiniin el yazmalarim yakar,
elimizdeki metin 1885-86 ve 87 yillarinda ti¢ yillik bir siire i¢inde olusmustur.

1887°de okura ulastiginda, edebiyat elestirmenleri biiyiik bir yapit ile karsi karsiya olduklari
fikrinde birlesmislerdir. The Times 'ta kitaba dvgiiler yagar, “Bay Stevenson’in o giine kadar yazdig
hicbir seyin bu kadar etkileyici” olmadigi, anlatimn kendilerini yazarin orijinal dehasimin ¢ok
yonliiliigi ile tamstirdigini belirtirler. Bu metin, “fantastik edebiyatin,” biitiinliigii olan, tamamlanmis
bir ornegi olarak kabul edilir. Dr. Jekyll “Stevenson’in ilk kez kompozisyon bakimindan kusursuz
diizenlenmis, yapisi saglam, ¢ok giiclii bir kissadan hisse i¢geren anlatisidir” gene elestirilere gore.

Aslinda sosyal-tarihsel cergevesine baktiimizda, anlatimn, R. L. Stevenson’in yasantisinin ¢ok da
Otesinde bir diinyada “dolasmadigim” soyleyebiliriz. Kisiler donemin Edinburgh ve Londrasi’nin
orta yash erkekleridir; (hizmet¢i kadimin g6z tamkligimin disinda) kadinmin herhangi bir “rol” almadig
bu anlatida Stevenson ¢ok iyi tamdig bir sosyal ¢evreye ve erkekler cemaatine ¢evirir bakislarini:
Aydin, burjuva (bliylik burjuva), biirokrat, aristokrat kisilerin diinyasidir bu; kuliiplerde, ¢ayh
toplantilarda, sohbetlerde kurulan ve bozulan iligkilerin diinyasi. Stevenson birkag “fir¢ca” darbesiyle
bizi bu diinyaya sokar; olayin odaginda, sadece ve sadece gerekli olam ¢ekip alir; ¢ilinkii amaci ne bu

diinyay1 enikonu betimlemek ne de yasama tarziyla, Victoria Cagit3! tutuculugu ve bu dénemin ahlak
anlayisiyla hesaplagsmaktir: Stevenson, tesadiifi, yerel, belli sartlar altinda ge¢en bir kurmacayi,
insanin, daha dogrusu felsefe-etik tarihinin en temel tartismasi ile biitiinlestirir. Ve Platon’un!¥
“Devlet” diyalogunda ileri siirdugii bir tezi dogrular sanki bir yandan: Biiyiik iyilikler ve biiytik



kotiiltikler biiyiik ruhlardan gelir; siradan insanlarin ne yaptiklari ne de yiktiklar1 biiytiktiir.

Dr. Jekyll ve Mr. Hyde’1n, kisinin i¢indeki bastirilmis homosekstiel (ikinci) kimlige bir yollama
oldugu tartismalar1 da sikga yapilmustir. Ozellikle Dr. Jekyll’in erkekler cemaati i¢inde her seyini
paylastigt hemcinsleri ile kurdugu ruhsal, duygusal bagin (Bakimz Lanyon ve avukat Utterson ile
mektuplagmalar) belirginligi, sosyete i¢indeki dolasmalarinda bu orta yas erkegin kadinlar ile
iliskisine yonelik herhangi bir ima ya da ag¢iklama bulunmamasi ve elbette metnin satir aralarina
gizlenmig olam psikanalitik analizlerle ortaya ¢ikarabilenlerin iddialari, ayr1 bir yorumun imkanlarim
tanimaktadir. Nitekim metni okuyan homoseksiiel bir arkadasi Stevenson’a yazdig bir mektupta,
ofkeli bir iislupla: “herhangi bir kimsenin kisinin (ruhundaki) ugurumlarin derinliklerini” eseleme
hakki oldugunu sanmmyorum diyecektir. Buna cevap veren Stevenson, Dr. Jekyll’1n, bizzat kendisinin
sahip oldugu korkung kisiliginin (bu yaninin) ifadesi oldugunu agiklayacaktir. Artik ortaya ¢ikmustir
bu ikinci kimlik (korkulacak yan) ve “umarim o gelecekte de yasayacaktir artik” der Stevenson.

Kuskusuz Stevenson’un Oykiisiiniin, az once belirttigimiz gibi, “sorunsal ayagimn” insanligin
diisiince tarihi kadar eski oldugunu biliyoruz. Insan iyi mi koti mii sorusu, aslinda felsefe, din,
diisiince tarihinin masasindan hi¢ eksik olmayan “gerezi”, belki de “ana yiyecegidir.” Ancak kisiligin
boliinmesi (giiniimiiz modern psikolojisinin, psikanalizin aciklama ve yorumlarim bir yana
birakirsak) bilimsel diizlemden 6nce edebiyat diizleminde (hatta eski mitolojide) ortaya ¢ikmistir. Bu
sayfalar siirebilecek yolculuga ¢ikmaksizin, ge¢ romantik donemden Stevenson’a 6rnek bir yapita, E.

T. A. Hoffimann’1n, 3! Seytanin Iksiri’ne (1816), bunun disinda iinlii sair Shelley’ninl® dostu olan ve
iki ciltlik Shelley biyografisinin yani sira Ateizmin Zorunlulugu adli yapitiyla simsekleri {izerine

¢eken Thomas Jefferson Hogg’ un' (18. yy.) The Private Memories and Confessions of a Justified
Siner’mna (1824) (Sugsuzlugu Kamtlanan Bir Giinahkdrin Amlar1 ve ltiraflar1), E. A. Poe’nun!

William Wilson’ma (1839} ve o6zellikle de Théophile Gautier’ninH% pek bilinmeyen ya da
biyografik tamtim yazilar1 iginde yer almayan Chavalie Double’ina isaret edebiliriz. Romantik
akimin oldugu kadar ‘“‘sanat i¢in sanat” akinumin ve estetik¢i anlayisin da iginde yer almus olan
Gautier ’nin bu anlatis1, kahramam ¢ifte karakterli Oluf’un ¢evresinde doner. Oluf Dr. Jekyll ve Mr.
Hyde 6rnegindeki gibi, iki kisilikli bir hayat stirer.

Stevenson anlatisinda Frankenstein ya da Modern Prometheus . romamndaki, ama asil B.

Stoker’ 12! Drakula’sindakini (Bordo Siyah Klasik Yayinlar, Nisan 2005) andiran bir anlatim
tekniginin izlerini bulmak miimkiin. Fantastige, gercekdisina yonelik bu anlatilarda, anlatilana
inandiricilik kazandirabilmek i¢in, giince kayitlari, mektuplar kullanilmustir. Okur, dogrudan
yasantiya tanik olanlarin ya da olay1 yasayanlarin agzindan nakledilen “bilgileri” en azindan gergeklik
duygusu ile karsilamaktadir. Aym teknik burada da karsimiza ¢ikiyor. Mektup, roman teorilerinde,
modern (burjuva) romamnin kokeni olarak kabul edilmektedir zaten. Burjuva insamnin kendi ig
diinyasim yakin ¢evresine a¢ma, kendini analiz etme, kendisiyle hesaplasma araci olarak
anlasilabilecek olan mektup, bu “ben-anlati bicimi”, giderek “o” kimligin gerisine ¢ekildik¢e modern
romanin da sahneye ¢iktigr yolunda tezler vardir (Bkz. Jiirgen Habermas,H3 Kamusal Alamin Yapisal
Doniistimii). Bir i¢ dokmedir mektup, adresi aslinda kisinin kendisine doniik bir paylagmadir.
Ictenliginden kusku duyulmadign olciide de “sahicidir.” Anlattiklariyla, hissettirdikleriyle,
diistinceleriyle. Dolayisiyla, mektup bi¢iminde kaleme alinmis ya da yer yer bu bi¢imle desteklenmis
bir metin, fantastik de olsa, (¢agin) okurunda bir gerceklik duygusu yaratmadan edemeyecektir.

Stevenson tigiincii tekil kisi yazilmug bu oykiide, bir baska ¢oziimle sahicilik duygusunu artirir:



Olayin i¢inden bir kisinin goziiyle, Avukat Utterson’in tamkligiyla sunar okura. Edebiyat bilimi bu
anlatim teknigine, “kisilestirilmis anlatim” diyor. Anlatici olayin i¢inden sectigi kurmaca kisiyi, bir
kamera gibi kullamip, olup biteni onun gbziinden verdigi i¢in, bu anlatim teknigi de anlaticiy
sinirlamakta, kendi diisiincelerini anlatiya yedirmesine pek imkdn vermemektedir. Iste tam da bu
ithtiyacin dogdugu yerde anlatict (Stevenson), kisilestirilmis anlaticis1 Utterson’t da kenara cekip bu
kez Doktor Jekyll’a agiklamalar yaptirmaya baslar; 1lginctir, burada yazar mektup bi¢imini se¢gmemis,
Doktor Jekyll’in itirafim herhangi bir arkadasina yapilmus gizlenmesi gereken bir icdokiimii olarak
tasarlamamus, bir bakima kendisi Doktor Jekyll olarak o korku verici yam {izerine konusmaya
baglamistir: “18. ylizyilda dogdum ve dogar dogmaz da biiyiik bir servete kondum’ ciimlesiyle
baslayan bu agiklama, her insanin benliginde iki ayr1 karakter barindirdigi kanaatini paylastiktan
sonra, insan vicdamndaki iyi ile kotiiniin siirekli bir savas i¢inde bulunduklarini hatirlatir. Maddi
varlik manevi varliktan ayri, bagimsiz varolabilmektedir, doktorun (anlaticinin/yazarin) diisliincesine
gore. Ama bizce asil ilging olan, bu doniisiimleri i1yiden kotiiye gecisleri ve tersini miimkiin kilan
“1lacin” aslinda hatal1 bir ¢esidinin boyle bir gelisime izin vermis olmasidir. Burada “ac¢iklanamaz
olant goriiniirde mantiki bir zarfin i¢inde” gizleme kuralini, ileride bilim-kurguda sik¢a kullamlacak
bir teknigi buluyoruz: Bir sekilde, ilacin hatali bir versiyonu bu doniisiimleri saglamistir, ama
tekrarlanamaz, agiklanamaz bir “olaydir” bu.

Dr. Jekyll ve Mr. Hyde, 20. yiizyilin ilk yarisinda, Hollywood’un konuya el atmasiyla tartisilmaz
bir popiilerlige kavusacaktir. Sayisiz Dr. Jekyll ve Mr. Hyde versiyonu arasinda, dise dokunur bir iki
ornekten akilda kalam, yonetmeni tinlii Riizgar Gibi Gegti ve Oz Biiyiictisti ile adim sinema tarihine

yazdirmus olan Victor Fleming’in¥ imzasim tasimaktaydi. Ancak o giine kadar neredeyse
yagmalanmusti konu.

Roman, 1908, 1910, 1912, 1913 ve 1920’lerde sessiz sinemanin “boyact kiiptine” donmiis, 1931°de
sesli sinemaya gecmis, iinlii Ingiliz korku filmleri firmas1 Hammer ve gene iinlii korku filmleri ustasi
Christopher Lee bize bu iki ruhlu adamu sunmus, Shane filminin unutulmaz Chayen silahsorii Jack
Palance, romamin TV versiyonunda doktoru ve i¢indeki kotii adam canlandirmistir. 1971°de bir kez
daha Christopher Lee, Dr. Jekyll kimligiyle karsimiza ¢ikar. Doktor Jekyll'in Karisi, Dr. Jekyll’in
Kani (1981) filmlerini gene iinlii simalarin yer aldig 1989, 1990, 1999 versiyonlar1 izlemistir.
Doktor Jekyll'in Oglu (1951), Dr. Jekyll’in Kizi (1957), Dr. Jekyll ve Kurtadam (1972), araya
sikistirabilecegimiz oteki versiyonlardir. Ancak kisisel olarak unutamadifimuz 7ki Ruhlu adam
versiyonu, ¢ocukluk dénemimin iinlii ikilisi Butt Abbbott ve Louis Castello ikilisinin /ki Acikgoz
versiyonudur. Sanmriz “Iki A¢cikgoz Iki Ruhlu Adama Karsi”yd: filmin ad1. ilging bir doniistiirme “Dr.
Jekyll ve Kizkardesi Hyde”da, unlii tipin cinsiyetini degistirmis (1971), “Dr. Black and Mr.
Hydeda ise, bu kez siyah olan Doktor, beyaz derili bir caniye doniisiip durmustur. “Mary Reilly”
(1996), olay1, Dr. Jekyll’1n karisimn bakis agisindan anlatan ilging bir filmdir. 2003 tarihli, “The
League of Extraordinary Gentlemen” (Muhtesem Kahramanlar) ise Victoria Cagi karakterleri
arasinda gezinen bir filmdir.

Bugiin sinemada klasiklesmis 6rnek olarak yukarida séziinii ettigimiz 1941 tarihli Victor Fleming
filmi, Spencer Tracy ve Ingrid Bergman, Lana Turner gibi {inlii isimleri bir araya toplanmis olmasina
ragmen, Oykiiniin ruhuna ¢ok uzak bir yorumla seyirci karsisina ¢ikmustir. Filmin iki bas kadin
karakteri Ingrid Bergman ve {nlii sarisin Lana Turner adlari1 bile, ana metinden ne kadar uzak
kalindigim gostermeye yeter. Film kirkli yillarin hemen basinda Freudgu psikanalizin ABD’de kabaca
yorumlandigi bir evrede yapilmustir. Seytamin varolmadigim ispata c¢alisan Dr. Jekyll,



laboratuvarinda kendi elleriyle yaptigi ilaci i¢ip igindeki seytam ortaya ¢ikartir. Nisanlisina saldirir,
ona igkence eder; ama sonunda Bay Hyde’1 denetleyemeyecegini anlar. Ne var ki film, yiizeysel
yorumuyla da olsa, Freudcu psikanalize dogru yonelmeden, seytanin varolup olmadig diislincesinin
ekseninde gelisir. Ancak filmde Dr. Jekyll’in gordiigii riiya gibi, birka¢ olay, bilingaltinin varligina
da 1saret eder.

Beyazperdede aktarilan da dis goOrlniisiin, ylizeyde goriinenin, sosyal statiiniin alabildigine
belirleyici oldugu 19. yiizyilin ikinci yarisindaki bu diinyamin, bir goriiniimler, sikliklar diinyasi
oldugudur; bu ziin, aslolamn iizerinde ¢ekilmis parlak cilalarin diinyasidir. Oyleyse sosyal diizlemde
goriiniirde var olan ahlakiligin, parlak ylizeyin altindaki batakligin da bu anlatiya yansimalarim
isteyen arayip bulabilecektir.

Veysel Atayman



Mart 2005, Istanbul



DIPNOTLAR

[1Oniine gelen her seyi yikan giig.

[2]Argoda doktor.

[3]Grek mitolojisinde gercek dostlugun sadakatini simgeleyen efsane.
[4]Hide and seek (saklambag) oyununa génderme yapiliyor.

[3JK onugma dilinde kullamlan sevimsiz bir adama génderme yapiliyor.

[6]Ceza yavas yavas (bir ayag aksayarak) gelir, ama higbir sey cezasiz kalmaz. (Horatius)



FOOTNOTES

[LJA force regarded as unstoppable, that will crush all in its pat.

[2]Slang word for doctor.

[3]The legend that symbolizes loyalty in a true triendship in Greek mythology.

[4]Punishment comes limping. Retribution comes slowly, but surely. (Horace)



DIPNOTLAR

[ Doppelganger: Hayatta olan bir kimsenin esruhunu tasidig1 tasavvur edilen ve yalmz o kimseye
goriinen hayalet; yansi, kisinin aynisi, benzeri, 6teki ben’i.

[2]Alegori: Bir goriintii, bir yasanti ya da bir davramisin daha iyi kavranmasim saglamak igin goz
oniinde canlandirip dile getirme.

[31Victoria Cagr: Ingiltere’de Kralice Victoria’mn (1837-1901) hiikiim siirdiigii déneme verilen ad.
Bu doneme, kati bir ahlakeilik, tutuculuk, dogaiistii olaylara ilgi, dargorisliiliik, kibar goriiniip her
seyde kusur bulma, maddiyatgilik gibi o6zellikler damgasini vurmustur. Bu dénemin ylizeysel
goriintiisiiniin altinda yatan celiski ve tutarsizliklar ise Ingiliz edebiyatina epey bir malzeme
saglamustir.

[4IP1aton: (1.0. 428/427, Atina — 1.0. 348/347, Atina) Ogretmeni Sokrates ve dgrencisi Aristoteles
ile birlikte Bat1 felsefesinin kurucularindan eski Yunanl filozof.

[3JErnst Theodor Amadeus Hoffmann (1776 Kaliningrad, Rusya-1822 Berlin, Prusya): Yazar,
besteci ve ressam. Oykiilerinde insanlarin yasamum etkileyen dogatistii ve ugursuz yaratiklara yer
vermis, boylece insan dogasindaki garip yanlari ortaya ¢ikarmaya galignustir.

[6]Percy Byshhe Shelley (1792-1822): Ingiliz dénem sairi. Lirik siirleriyle inliidiir.

' [ZIThomas Jefferson Hogg (1792-1822): Dostu Percy Shelley’nin ilk biyografi yazar1 olarak taninan
Ingiliz yazar.

[8Edgar Allan Poe (1809-1849): ABD’li dykii yazari, yapitlariyla korku edebiyati ve polisiye
tiriiniin gelisiminde énemli bir rol oynanmustir.

[PIEdgar Allan Poe’nun dogaiistii dgelere yer verdigi bir korku dykiisii.

[10Théophile Gautier (1811-1872): Fransiz sair, romanc, elestirmen ve dykii yazari.

[Lpercy Byshhe Shelley’nin karis1 Marie Wollstonecraft Shelley’nin iinlii Frankenstein adl1 korku
romant; Bordo Siyah Klasik Yayinlar, 2004.

[121Bram Stoker (1847-1912): Unlii korku romam Dracula’mn yazar1 Ingiliz romanci.
[131Jiirgen Habermas (1929- ): Alman diisiiniir ve sosyolog.

U4Victor Fleming (1883-1949): ABD’li {inlii sinema ynetmeni.
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