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History and the Past
Catholic Past
Latin South   16th century Europe
Despotic Power/Superstition

BARBARIC

Enlightened Present

Late 18th century England

Modern sensibility and Liberal principles

CIVILIZED

“The modern heroine or hero (the reader’s counterpart who is equipped with an 

appropriate sensibility and liberal principles) is located in the Gothic past, forced to 

contend with the supposed delusions and iniquities of its political and religious regime. It is 

the conflict between the civilized and the barbaric, the modern and the archaic, the 

progressive and the reactionary which provides the terrifying pleasures of these texts.”
(Robert Mighall, quoted by J. Howard, Introduction to The Mysteries of Udolpho)



The plot: natural or supernatural?
It follows the story of Emily St. Aubert, a young woman who is orphaned and sent to live 
with her aunt, Madame Cheron, in a remote castle in the French Alps. While there, she is 
subjected to various supernatural and psychological terrors, including hauntings, 
kidnappings, and forced imprisonment, all of which are eventually revealed to be the result 
of human machinations rather than supernatural forces.

The novel is significant in the Gothic fiction genre because it exemplifies many of the key 
features of the genre, including a focus on the mysterious and the supernatural, an 
emphasis on the sublime and the terrifying, and a preoccupation with the psychological 
states of its characters. It also established many of the conventions of Gothic literature that 
would be widely imitated in later works, including the use of dark and foreboding settings, 
the portrayal of women in distress, and the inclusion of exotic and sensational elements.



Gothic Settings in Radcliffe
Scottish landscape:

The Castles of Athlin and Dunbayne (1789) 

SUBLIME and EXOTIC 
landscapes of the Alps and the Pyrenees. Italy.

A Sicilian Romance (1790) 

The Romance of the Forest (1791)

The Mysteries of Udolpho (1794) 
The Italian (1796)



Gothic settings: the sublime and the picturesque
On the pleasant banks of the Garonne, in the province of Gascony, stood, in the year 1584, the 

château of Monsieur St. Aubert. From its windows were seen the pastoral landscapes of 

Guienne and Gascony stretching along the river, gay with luxuriant woods and vine, and 

plantations of olives. To the south, the view was bounded by the majestic Pyrenees, whose 

summits, veiled in clouds, or exhibiting awful forms, seen, and lost again, as the partial vapours 

rolled along, were sometimes barren, and gleamed through the blue tinge of air, and sometimes 

frowned with forests of gloomy pine, that swept downward to their base. These tremendous 

precipices were contrasted by the soft green of the pastures and woods that hung upon their 

skirts; among whose flocks, and herds, and simple cottages, the eye, after having scaled the 

cliffs above, delighted to repose. To the north, and to the east, the plains of Guienne and 

Languedoc were lost in the mist of distance; on the west, Gascony was bounded by the waters 

of Biscay.



Immense forests
At length, the travellers began to ascend among the Apennines. The immense 
pine-forests, which, at that period, overhung these mountains, and between which 
the road wound, excluded all view but of the cliffs aspiring above, except, that, now 
and then, an opening through the dark woods allowed the eye a momentary glimpse 
of the country below. The gloom of these shades, their solitary silence, except when 
the breeze swept over their summits, the tremendous precipices of the mountains, 
that came partially to the eye, each assisted to raise the solemnity of Emily’s feelings 
into awe; she saw only images of gloomy grandeur, or of dreadful sublimity, around 
her; other images, equally gloomy and equally terrible, gleamed on her imagination.



Leaving the Picturesque Behind
At length, they reached a little plain, where the drivers stopped to rest the mules, whence a scene of 
such extent and magnificence opened below, as drew even from Madame Montoni a note of 
admiration. Emily lost, for a moment, her sorrows, in the immensity of nature. Beyond the 
amphitheatre of mountains, that stretched below, whose tops appeared as numerous almost, as the 
waves of the sea, and whose feet were concealed by the forests—extended the campagna of Italy, 
where cities and rivers, and woods and all the glow of cultivation were mingled in gay confusion. 
The Adriatic bounded the horizon, into which the Po and the Brenta, after winding through the 
whole extent of the landscape, poured their fruitful waves. Emily gazed long on the splendours of 
the world she was quitting, of which the whole magnificence seemed thus given to her sight only to 
increase her regret on leaving it; for her, Valancourt alone was in that world; to him alone her heart 
turned, and for him alone fell her bitter tears.

F



Ascending among the Pines
From this sublime scene the travellers continued to ascend among the pines, till they entered a narrow 
pass of the mountains, which shut out every feature of the distant country, and, in its stead, exhibited only 
tremendous crags, impending over the road, where no vestige of humanity, or even of vegetation, 
appeared, except here and there the trunk and scathed branches of an oak, that hung nearly headlong 
from the rock, into which its strong roots had fastened. This pass, which led into the heart of the 
Apennine, at length opened to day, and a scene of mountains stretched in long perspective, as wild as any 
the travellers had yet passed. Still vast pine-forests hung upon their base, and crowned the ridgy 
precipice, that rose perpendicularly from the vale, while, above, the rolling mists caught the sunbeams, 
and touched their cliffs with all the magical colouring of light and shade. The scene seemed perpetually 
changing, and its features to assume new forms, as the winding road brought them to the eye in different 
attitudes; while the shifting vapours, now partially concealing their minuter beauties and now 
illuminating them with splendid tints, assisted the illusions of the sight.



Deep Valleys and Indescribable Awe

Though the deep valleys between these mountains were, for the most part, clothed with pines, 
sometimes an abrupt opening presented a perspective of only barren rocks, with a cataract 
flashing from their summit among broken cliffs, till its waters, reaching the bottom, foamed 
along with unceasing fury; and sometimes pastoral scenes exhibited their “green delights” in 
the narrow vales, smiling amid surrounding horror. There herds and flocks of goats and sheep, 
browsing under the shade of hanging woods, and the shepherd’s little cabin, reared on the 
margin of a clear stream, presented a sweet picture of repose.

Wild and romantic as were these scenes, their character had far less of the sublime, that had 
those of the Alps, which guard the entrance of Italy. Emily was often elevated, but seldom felt 
those emotions of indescribable awe which she had so continually experienced, in her passage 
over the Alps.



Light and shade
Towards the close of day, the road wound into a deep valley. Mountains, whose 
shaggy steeps appeared to be inaccessible, almost surrounded it. To the east, a vista 
opened, that exhibited the Apennines in their darkest horrors; and the long 
perspective of retiring summits, rising over each other, their ridges clothed with 
pines, exhibited a stronger image of grandeur, than any that Emily had yet seen. The 
sun had just sunk below the top of the mountains she was descending, whose long 
shadow stretched athwart the valley, but his sloping rays, shooting through an 
opening of the cliffs, touched with a yellow gleam the summits of the forest, that 
hung upon the opposite steeps, and streamed in full splendour upon the towers and 
battlements of a castle, that spread its extensive ramparts along the brow of a 
precipice above. The splendour of these illumined objects was heightened by the 
contrasted shade, which involved the valley below.



Nocturnal visit to the grave
You will remember, sister,’ said she, ‘that in the east aisle, which you must pass, is a newly opened grave; hold the light to the ground, that you may not stumble over the loose earth.’ Emily, thanking her again, took the lamp, and, stepping into the church, sister Mariette departed. But Emily paused a moment at the door; a sudden fear came over her, and she returned to the foot of the stair-case, where, as she heard the steps of the nun ascending, and, while she held up the lamp, saw her black veil waving over the spiral balusters, she was tempted to call her back. While she hesitated, the veil disappeared, and, in the next moment, ashamed of her fears, she returned to the church. The cold air of the aisles chilled her, and their deep silence and extent, feebly shone upon by the moon-light, that streamed through a distant gothic window, would at any other time have awed her into superstition; now, grief occupied all her attention. She scarcely heard the whispering echoes of her own steps, or thought of the open grave, till she found herself almost on its brink. A friar of the convent had been buried there on the preceding evening, and, as she had sat alone in her chamber at twilight, she heard, at distance, the monks chanting the requiem for his soul. This brought freshly to her memory the circumstances of her father’s death; and, as the voices, mingling with a low querulous peal of the organ, swelled faintly, gloomy and affecting visions had arisen upon her mind. Now she remembered them, and, turning aside to avoid the broken ground, these recollections made her pass on with quicker steps to the grave of St Aubert, when in the moonlight, that fell athwart a remote part of the aisle, she thought she saw a shadow gliding between the pillars. She stopped to listen, and, not hearing any footstep, believed that her fancy had deceived her, and, no longer apprehensive of being observed, proceeded. St Aubert was buried beneath a plain marble, bearing little more than his name and the date of his birth and death,



Nuns, Horror, Labyrinths
Do not urge me on that subject,” said the nun, “it is to me a terrible one! Would that I could blot it from my memory!” She 

sighed deeply, and, after the pause of a moment, asked Emily, by what means she had discovered her name?

“By your portrait in the castle of Udolpho, to which this miniature bears a striking resemblance,” replied Emily

“You have been at Udolpho then!” said the nun, with great emotion. “Alas! what scenes does the mention of it revive in 

my fancy—scenes of happiness—of suffering—and of horror!”

At this moment, the terrible spectacle, which Emily had witnessed in a chamber of that castle, occurred to her, and she 

shuddered, while she looked upon the nun—and recollected her late words—that “years of prayer and penitence could 

not wash out the foulness of murder.” She was now compelled to attribute these to another cause, than that of delirium. 

With a degree of horror, that almost deprived her of sense, she now believed she looked upon a murderer; all the 

recollected behaviour of Laurentini seemed to confirm the supposition, yet Emily was still lost in a labyrinth of 

perplexities, and, not knowing how to ask the questions, which might lead to truth, she could only hint them in broken 

sentences.



Udolpho
“There,” said Montoni, speaking for the first time in several hours, “is Udolpho.”

Emily gazed with melancholy awe upon the castle, which she understood to be Montoni’s; 
for, though it was now lighted up by the setting sun, the gothic greatness of its features, and 
its mouldering walls of dark grey stone, rendered it a gloomy and sublime object. As she 
gazed, the light died away on its walls, leaving a melancholy purple tint, which spread 
deeper and deeper, as the thin vapour crept up the mountain, while the battlements above 
were still tipped with splendour. From those, too, the rays soon faded, and the whole edifice 
was invested with the solemn duskiness of evening. Silent, lonely, and sublime, it seemed to 
stand the sovereign of the scene, and to frown defiance on all, who dared to invade its 
solitary reign. As the twilight deepened, its features became more awful in obscurity, and 
Emily continued to gaze, till its clustering towers were alone seen, rising over the tops of 
the woods, beneath whose thick shade the carriages soon after began to ascend.



Tall Woods and Banditti
The extent and darkness of these tall woods awakened terrific images in her mind, and she almost expected 
to see banditti start up from under the trees. At length, the carriages emerged upon a heathy rock, and, soon 
after, reached the castle gates, where the deep tone of the portal bell, which was struck upon to give notice of 
their arrival, increased the fearful emotions, that had assailed Emily. While they waited till the servant within 
should come to open the gates, she anxiously surveyed the edifice: but the gloom, that overspread it, allowed 
her to distinguish little more than a part of its outline, with the massy walls of the ramparts, and to know, that 
it was vast, ancient and dreary. From the parts she saw, she judged of the heavy strength and extent of the 
whole. The gateway before her, leading into the courts, was of gigantic size, and was defended by two round 
towers, crowned by overhanging turrets, embattled, where, instead of banners, now waved long grass and 
wild plants, that had taken root among the mouldering stones, and which seemed to sigh, as the breeze rolled 
past, over the desolation around them. The towers were united by a curtain, pierced and embattled also, 
below which appeared the pointed arch of a huge portcullis, surmounting the gates: from these, the walls of 
the ramparts extended to other towers, overlooking the precipice, whose shattered outline, appearing on a 
gleam, that lingered in the west, told of the ravages of war.—Beyond these all was lost in the obscurity of 
evening.



While Emily gazed with awe upon the scene, footsteps were heard within the gates, and the undrawing of 
bolts; after which an ancient servant of the castle appeared, forcing back the huge folds of the portal, to 
admit his lord. As the carriage-wheels rolled heavily under the portcullis, Emily’s heart sunk, and she seemed, 
as if she was going into her prison; the gloomy court, into which she passed, served to confirm the idea, and 
her imagination, ever awake to circumstance, suggested even more terrors, than her reason could justify.

Another gate delivered them into the second court, grass-grown, and more wild than the first, where, as she 
surveyed through the twilight its desolation—its lofty walls, overtopped with briony, moss and nightshade, 
and the embattled towers that rose above,—long-suffering and murder came to her thoughts. One of those 
instantaneous and unaccountable convictions, which sometimes conquer even strong minds, impressed her 
with its horror. The sentiment was not diminished, when she entered an extensive gothic hall, obscured by 
the gloom of evening, which a light, glimmering at a distance through a long perspective of arches, only 
rendered more striking. As a servant brought the lamp nearer partial gleams fell upon the pillars and the 
pointed arches, forming a strong contrast with their shadows, that stretched along the pavement and the 
walls.



Emily, surveying the extent and grandeur of the hall in timid wonder, approached a 
marble staircase. The arches here opened to a lofty vault, from the centre of which 
hung a tripod lamp, which a servant was hastily lighting; and the rich fret-work of the 
roof, a corridor, leading into several upper apartments, and a painted window, 
stretching nearly from the pavement to the ceiling of the hall, became gradually 
visible.

Having crossed the foot of the staircase, and passed through an ante-room, they 
entered a spacious apartment, whose walls, wainscoted with black larch-wood, the 
growth of the neighbouring mountains, were scarcely distinguishable from darkness 
itself.



 Male Gothic vs Female Gothic?
the Male Gothic favours:

horror (blood and gore) over 

psychological terror. 

HORROR as 

Supernatural elements (ghosts or 

monsters) are real 

the Female Gothic favours:

psychological terror rather than 

bloody thrills

terrors of the mind, 

Supernatural elements are typically 

explained away rationally by the end 

of the novel.



William Beckford’s Vathek (1782)
Caliph Vathek obsessed with knowledge and power

Devilish pact (cfr. Faustus)

Exotic gothic Supernatural features

Gothic of Eastern excess

Orientalist filtering



Excess
He surpassed in magnificence all his predecessors.  The palace of Alkoremmi, which 
his father Motassem had erected on the hill of Pied Horses, and which commanded 
the whole city of Samarah, was in his idea far too scanty; he added therefore five 
wings, or rather other palaces, which he destined for the particular gratification of 
each of his senses.

In the first of these were tables continually covered with the most exquisite dainties, 
which were supplied both by night and by day, according to their constant 
consumption, whilst the most delicious wines and the choicest cordials flowed forth 
from a hundred fountains that were never exhausted.  This palace was called “The 
Eternal or Unsatiating Banquet.”



Ghouls, cemetery
At the fall of night Alboufaki making a sudden stop, stamped with his foot, which to Carathis, who understood 
his paces, was a certain indication that she was near the confines of some cemetery.  The moon shed a bright 
light on the spot, which served to discover a long wall with a large door in it standing a-jar, and so high that 
Alboufaki might easily enter.  The miserable guides, who perceived their end approaching, humbly implored 
Carathis, as she had now so good an opportunity, to inter them, and immediately gave up the ghost.  Nerkes 
and Cafour, whose wit was of a style peculiar to themselves, were by no means parsimonious of it on the folly 
of these poor people, nor could any thing have been found more suited to their taste than the site of the 
burying ground, and the sepulchres which its precincts contained.  There were at least two thousand of them 
on the declivity of a hill; some in the form of pyramids, others like columns, and in short the variety of their 
shapes was endless.  Carathis was too much immersed in her sublime contemplations to stop at the view, 
charming as it appeared in her eyes.  Pondering the advantages that might accrue from her present situation, 
she could not forbear to exclaim:

“So beautiful a cemetery must be haunted by Gouls, and they want not for intelligence! having heedlessly 
suffered my guides to expire, I will apply for directions to them, and as an inducement, will invite them to 
regale on these fresh corpses.”



Shadows of the night
they advanced by moonlight, till they came within view of the two towering rocks, 
that form a kind of portal to the valley, at whose extremity rose the vast ruins of 
Istakar.  Aloft on the mountain, glimmered the fronts of various royal mausoleums, 
the horror of which was deepened by the shadows of night.  They passed through 
two villages, almost deserted; the only inhabitants remaining being a few feeble old 
men, who at the sight of horses and litters fell upon their knees, and cried out:

“O heaven! is it then by these phantoms that we have been for six months 
tormented!  Alas! it was from the terror of these spectres, and the noise beneath the 
mountains, that our people have fled, and left us at the mercy of maleficent spirits!”



Ruins and sublime
A deathlike stillness reigned over the mountain, and through the air.  The moon 

dilated, on a vast platform, the shades of the lofty columns, which reached from the 

terrace almost to the clouds.  The gloomy watch-towers, whose number could not be 

counted, were veiled by no roof: and their capitals, of an architecture unknown in 

the records of the earth, served as an asylum for the birds of darkness, which, 

alarmed at the approach of such visitants, fled away croaking.



Ann Radcliffe’s The Italian, 
or the confessional of the 
Black Penitents (1796)



Ann Radcliffe’s The Italian

"The Italian" by Ann Radcliffe is a classic gothic novel, renowned throughout 

history. The protagonist, Vivaldi, falls in love and plans to marry Ellena, a 

young woman with a secret family history, against his family's wishes. His 

mother and Schedoni conspire to separate them by kidnapping and 

imprisoning Vivaldi. Eventually, Ellena's family history is revealed, allowing 

her to be acknowledged as a suitable match for Vivaldi. "The Italian" is a tale 

of secrecy and intrigue that incorporates seemingly supernatural events to 

explain a very complicated plot.



Descent
They descended a flight of broad steps, at the foot of which another iron gate 
admitted them to a kind of hall: such, however, it at first appeared to Vivaldi, as his 
eyes glanced through its gloomy extent, imperfectly ascertaining it by the lamp, 
which hung from the centre of the roof. No person appeared, and a death-like silence 
prevailed; for neither the officials nor the guard yet spoke; nor did any distant sound 
contradict the notion, which soon occurred, that they were traversing the chambers 
of the dead. To Vivaldi it appeared, that this was one of the burial vaults of the 
victims, who suffered in the Inquisition, and his whole frame thrilled with horror. 
Several avenues, opening from the apartment, seemed to lead to distant quarters of 
this immense fabric, but still no footstep whispering along the pavement, or voice 
murmuring through the arched roofs, indicated it to be the residence of the living.



The Church
He advanced, however, towards the church, a stately edifice, detached, and at some 

little distance, from the other parts of the convent. Its highly-vaulted aisles, 

extending in twilight perspective, where a monk, or a pilgrim only, now and then 

crossed, whose dark figures, passing without sound, vanished like shadows; the 

universal stillness of the place, the gleam of tapers from the high altar, and of lamps, 

which gave a gloomy pomp to every shrine in the church: — all these circumstances 

conspired to impress a sacred awe upon his heart.



The Shrine
He followed some devotees through a side aisle to a court, that was overhung by a 

tremendous rock, in which was a cave, containing the shrine of Our Lady of Mount 

Carmel. This court was enclosed by the rock, and by the choir of the church, except 

that to the south a small opening led the eye to a glimpse of the landscape below, 

which, seen beyond the dark jaws of the cliff, appeared free, and light, and gaily 

coloured, melting away into blue and distant mountains.



Matthew Gregory Lewis’ The Monk (1796)
See also separate presentation



Jane Austen’s Northanger 
Abbey (1803→ 1818)

/ˈnɔːrθæŋər/

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Help:IPA/English


Catherine Moreland and her 
passion for Gothic

A PARODY or SATIRE  of GOTHIC FICTION? 

Romantic fears are found to be groundless. Or 
not?



PARODY
a. A literary composition modelled on and imitating another work, esp. a 

composition in which the characteristic style and themes of a particular author or 

genre are satirized by being applied to inappropriate or unlikely subjects, or are 

otherwise exaggerated for comic effect. In later use extended to similar imitations in 

other artistic fields, as music, painting, film, etc.

—> which favoured rhetorical strategy does it use?



Horrid novels
“Dear creature! How much I am obliged to you; and when you have finished 

Udolpho, we will read the Italian together; and I have made out a list of ten or twelve 
more of the same kind for you.”

“Have you, indeed! How glad I am! What are they all?”
“I will read you their names directly; here they are, in my pocketbook. Castle of 

Wolfenbach, Clermont, Mysterious Warnings, Necromancer of the Black Forest, 
Midnight Bell, Orphan of the Rhine, and Horrid Mysteries. Those will last us some 
time.”

“Yes, pretty well; but are they all horrid, are you sure they are all horrid?”
“Yes, quite sure; for a particular friend of mine, a Miss Andrews, a sweet gir



OED for HORRID
 3. colloquial in weakened sense. Offensive, disagreeable, detested; very bad or 
objectionable.

Noted in N.E.D. 

as especially frequent as a feminine term of strong aversion.



 Oh, horrid!
“No,” said Catherine, “he is not here; I cannot see him anywhere.”

“Oh, horrid! Am I never to be acquainted with him? How do you like my gown? I 

think it does not look amiss; the sleeves were entirely my own thought. Do you 

know, I get so immoderately sick of Bath; your brother and I were agreeing this 

morning that, though it is vastly well to be here for a few weeks, we would not live 

here for millions



Horrid plays
Tilneys appeared to plague or please her; she feared that, amongst the many 

perfections of the family, a fondness for plays was not to be ranked; but perhaps it 

was because they were habituated to the finer performances of the London stage, 

which she knew, on Isabella’s authority, rendered everything else of the kind “quite 

horrid



The horrors of the Abbey
And are you prepared to encounter all the horrors that a building such as ‘what one reads about’ may produce? Have 

you a stout heart? Nerves fit for sliding panels and tapestry?”

“Oh! yes—I do not think I should be easily frightened, because there would be so many people in the house—and 
besides, it has never been uninhabited and left deserted for years, and then the family come back to it unawares, without 
giving any notice, as generally happens.”

“No, certainly. We shall not have to explore our way into a hall dimly lighted by the expiring embers of a wood fire—nor 
be obliged to spread our beds on the floor of a room without windows, doors, or furniture. But you must be aware that 
when a young lady is (by whatever means) introduced into a dwelling of this kind, she is always lodged apart from the rest 
of the family. While they snugly repair to their own end of the house, she is formally conducted by Dorothy, the ancient 
housekeeper, up a different staircase, and along many gloomy passages, into an apartment never used since some cousin 
or kin died in it about twenty years before. Can you stand such a ceremony as this? Will not your mind misgive you when 
you find yourself in this gloomy chamber—too lofty and extensive for you, with only the feeble rays of a single lamp to 
take in its size—its walls hung with tapestry exhibiting figures as large as life, and the bed, of dark green stuff or purple 
velvet, presenting even a funereal appearance? Will not your heart sink within you?”



Gothic?
As they drew near the end of their journey, her impatience for a sight of the 

abbey—for some time suspended by his conversation on subjects very 

different—returned in full force, and every bend in the road was expected with 

solemn awe to afford a glimpse of its massy walls of grey stone, rising amidst a grove 

of ancient oaks, with the last beams of the sun playing in beautiful splendour on its 

high Gothic windows. But so low did the building stand, that she found herself 

passing through the great gates of the lodge into the very grounds of Northanger, 

without having discerned even an antique chimney. 



A modern abbey?
An abbey! Yes, it was delightful to be really in an abbey! But she doubted, as she looked 
round the room, whether anything within her observation would have given her the 
consciousness. The furniture was in all the profusion and elegance of modern taste. The 
fireplace, where she had expected the ample width and ponderous carving of former times, 
was contracted to a Rumford, with slabs of plain though handsome marble, and ornaments 
over it of the prettiest English china. The windows, to which she looked with peculiar 
dependence, from having heard the general talk of his preserving them in their Gothic form 
with reverential care, were yet less what her fancy had portrayed. To be sure, the pointed 
arch was preserved—the form of them was Gothic—they might be even casements—but 
every pane was so large, so clear, so light! To an imagination which had hoped for the 
smallest divisions, and the heaviest stone-work, for painted glass, dirt, and cobwebs, the 
difference was very distressing. 



Stormy night
The night was stormy; the wind had been rising at intervals the whole afternoon; and 

by the time the party broke up, it blew and rained violently. Catherine, as she 

crossed the hall, listened to the tempest with sensations of awe; and, when she 

heard it rage round a corner of the ancient building and close with sudden fury a 

distant door, felt for the first time that she was really in an abbey. Yes, these were 

characteristic sounds; they brought to her recollection a countless variety of 

dreadful situations and horrid scenes, which such buildings had witnessed, and such 

storms ushered in; and most heartily did she rejoice in the happier circumstances 

attending her entrance within walls so solemn! She had nothing to dread from 

midnight assassins or drunken gallants.



This will not happen to me!
“Oh! But this will not happen to me, I am sure.”
“How fearfully will you examine the furniture of your apartment! And what will 

you discern? Not tables, toilettes, wardrobes, or drawers, but on one side perhaps 
the remains of a broken lute, on the other a ponderous chest which no efforts can 
open, and over the fireplace the portrait of some handsome warrior, whose 
features will so incomprehensibly strike you, that you will not be able to withdraw 
your eyes from it. Dorothy, meanwhile, no less struck by your appearance, gazes 
on you in great agitation, and drops a few unintelligible hints. To raise your spirits, 
moreover, she gives you reason to suppose that the part of the abbey you inhabit 
is undoubtedly haunted, and informs you that you will not have a single domestic 
within call. With this parting cordial she curtsies off—you listen to the sound of 
her receding footsteps as long as the last echo can reach you—and when, with 
fainting spirits, you attempt to fasten your door, you discover, with increased 
alarm, that it has no lock.”



“No, indeed; I should be too much frightened to do any such thing.”

“What! Not when Dorothy has given you to understand that there is a 
secret subterraneous communication between your apartment and the 
chapel of St. Anthony, scarcely two miles off? Could you shrink from so 
simple an adventure? No, no, you will proceed into this small vaulted room, 
and through this into several others, without perceiving anything very 
remarkable in either. In one perhaps there may be a dagger, in another a few 
drops of blood, and in a third the remains of some instrument of torture; but 
there being nothing in all this out of the common way, and your lamp being 
nearly exhausted, you will return towards your own apartment. 



In repassing through the small vaulted room, however, your eyes will be attracted towards a 
large, old-fashioned cabinet of ebony and gold, which, though narrowly examining the 
furniture before, you had passed unnoticed. Impelled by an irresistible presentiment, you will 
eagerly advance to it, unlock its folding doors, and search into every drawer—but for some 
time without discovering anything of importance—perhaps nothing but a considerable hoard 
of diamonds. At last, however, by touching a secret spring, an inner compartment will open—a 
roll of paper appears—you seize it—it contains many sheets of manuscript—you hasten with 
the precious treasure into your own chamber, but scarcely have you been able to decipher 
‘Oh! Thou—whomsoever thou mayst be, into whose hands these memoirs of the wretched 
Matilda may fall’—when your lamp suddenly expires in the socket, and leaves you in total 
darkness.”



“Oh! Mr. Tilney, how frightful! This is just like a book! But it cannot really happen to me. I am sure your 

housekeeper is not really Dorothy. Well, what then?”

“Nothing further to alarm perhaps may occur the first night. After surmounting your unconquerable horror 

of the bed, you will retire to rest, and get a few hours’ unquiet slumber. But on the second, or at farthest the 

third night after your arrival, you will probably have a violent storm. Peals of thunder so loud as to seem to 

shake the edifice to its foundation will roll round the neighbouring mountains—and during the frightful gusts 

of wind which accompany it, you will probably think you discern (for your lamp is not extinguished) one part 

of the hanging more violently agitated than the rest. Unable of course to repress your curiosity in so 

favourable a moment for indulging it, you will instantly arise, and throwing your dressing-gown around you, 

proceed to examine this mystery. After a very short search, you will discover a division in the tapestry so 

artfully constructed as to defy the minutest inspection, and on opening it, a door will immediately 

appear—which door, being only secured by massy bars and a padlock, you will, after a few efforts, succeed in 

opening—and, with your lamp in your hand, will pass through it into a small vaulted room.”



Montoni!
Catherine’s blood ran cold with the horrid suggestions which naturally sprang from 

these words. Could it be possible? Could Henry’s father—? And yet how many were 

the examples to justify even the blackest suspicions! And, when she saw him in the 

evening, while she worked with her friend, slowly pacing the drawing-room for an 

hour together in silent thoughtfulness, with downcast eyes and contracted brow, she 

felt secure from all possibility of wronging him. It was the air and attitude of a 

Montoni!



Sudden extinction
The dimness of the light her candle emitted made her turn to it with alarm; but there was no danger of its 
sudden extinction; it had yet some hours to burn; and that she might not have any greater difficulty in 
distinguishing the writing than what its ancient date might occasion, she hastily snuffed it. Alas! It was 
snuffed and extinguished in one. A lamp could not have expired with more awful effect. Catherine, for a few 
moments, was motionless with horror. It was done completely; not a remnant of light in the wick could give 
hope to the rekindling breath. Darkness impenetrable and immovable filled the room. A violent gust of wind, 
rising with sudden fury, added fresh horror to the moment. Catherine trembled from head to foot. In the 
pause which succeeded, a sound like receding footsteps and the closing of a distant door struck on her 
affrighted ear. Human nature could support no more. A cold sweat stood on her forehead, the manuscript fell 
from her hand, and groping her way to the bed, she jumped hastily in, and sought some suspension of agony 
by creeping far underneath the clothes. To close her eyes in sleep that night, she felt must be entirely out of 
the question. With a curiosity so justly awakened, and feelings in every way so agitated, repose must be 
absolutely impossible. The storm too abroad so dreadful! She had not been used to feel alarm from wind, but 
now every blast seemed fraught with awful intelligence.



 The manuscript so wonderfully found, so wonderfully accomplishing the morning’s prediction, how 
was it to be accounted for? What could it contain? To whom could it relate? By what means could it 
have been so long concealed? And how singularly strange that it should fall to her lot to discover it! 
Till she had made herself mistress of its contents, however, she could have neither repose nor 
comfort; and with the sun’s first rays she was determined to peruse it. But many were the tedious 
hours which must yet intervene. She shuddered, tossed about in her bed, and envied every quiet 
sleeper. The storm still raged, and various were the noises, more terrific even than the wind, which 
struck at intervals on her startled ear. The very curtains of her bed seemed at one moment in 
motion, and at another the lock of her door was agitated, as if by the attempt of somebody to enter. 
Hollow murmurs seemed to creep along the gallery, and more than once her blood was chilled by 
the sound of distant moans. Hour after hour passed away, and the wearied Catherine had heard 
three proclaimed by all the clocks in the house before the tempest subsided or she unknowingly fell 
fast asleep. 





 Mary Shelley’s Frankenstein (1818-20)
“The modern Prometheus”

A framed narrative

Threaded narratives by Captain Robert Walton, Victor Frankenstein, the Creature, 

Epistolary Form

18th century setting  (sublime and Romantic features) in Switzerland
Milton’s Paradise Lost and Coleridge’s Rime of the Ancient Mariner

Natural Philosophy and Alchemy



Walton to his sister Margaret
You have read this strange and terrific story, Margaret; and do you not feel your 

blood congeal with horror, like that which even now curdles mine? Sometimes, 

seized with sudden agony, he could not continue his tale; at others, his voice broken, 

yet piercing, uttered with difficulty the words so replete with anguish. His fine and 

lovely eyes were now lighted up with indignation, now subdued to downcast sorrow 

and quenched in infinite wretchedness. Sometimes he commanded his countenance 

and tones and related the most horrible incidents with a tranquil voice, suppressing 

every mark of agitation; then, like a volcano bursting forth, his face would suddenly 

change to an expression of the wildest rage as he shrieked out imprecations on his 

persecutor. 



Elizabeth and Victor
We were brought up together; there was not quite a year difference in our ages. I need not say that 
we were strangers to any species of disunion or dispute. Harmony was the soul of our 
companionship, and the diversity and contrast that subsisted in our characters drew us nearer 
together. Elizabeth was of a calmer and more concentrated disposition; but, with all my ardour, I 
was capable of a more intense application and was more deeply smitten with the thirst for 
knowledge. She busied herself with following the aerial creations of the poets; and in the majestic 
and wondrous scenes which surrounded our Swiss home —the sublime shapes of the mountains, 
the changes of the seasons, tempest and calm, the silence of winter, and the life and turbulence of 
our Alpine summers—she found ample scope for admiration and delight. While my companion 
contemplated with a serious and satisfied spirit the magnificent appearances of things, I delighted 
in investigating their causes. The world was to me a secret which I desired to divine. Curiosity, 
earnest research to learn the hidden laws of nature, gladness akin to rapture, as they were unfolded 
to me, are among the earliest sensations I can remember. 



Ruins, Mountains
I performed the first part of my journey on horseback. I afterwards hired a mule, as the more 
sure-footed and least liable to receive injury on these rugged roads. The weather was fine; it was 
about the middle of the month of August, nearly two months after the death of Justine, that 
miserable epoch from which I dated all my woe. The weight upon my spirit was sensibly lightened as 
I plunged yet deeper in the ravine of Arve. The immense mountains and precipices that overhung 
me on every side, the sound of the river raging among the rocks, and the dashing of the waterfalls 
around spoke of a power mighty as Omnipotence—and I ceased to fear or to bend before any being 
less almighty than that which had created and ruled the elements, here displayed in their most 
terrific guise. Still, as I ascended higher, the valley assumed a more magnificent and astonishing 
character. Ruined castles hanging on the precipices of piny mountains, the impetuous Arve, and 
cottages every here and there peeping forth from among the trees formed a scene of singular 
beauty. But it was augmented and rendered sublime by the mighty Alps, whose white and shining 
pyramids and domes towered above all, as belonging to another earth, the habitations of another 
race of beings. 



Snow, Ravine, Glaciers
I passed the bridge of Pélissier, where the ravine, which the river forms, opened 

before me, and I began to ascend the mountain that overhangs it. Soon after, I 

entered the valley of Chamounix. This valley is more wonderful and sublime, but not 

so beautiful and picturesque as that of Servox, through which I had just passed. The 

high and snowy mountains were its immediate boundaries, but I saw no more ruined 

castles and fertile fields. Immense glaciers approached the road; I heard the 

rumbling thunder of the falling avalanche and marked the smoke of its passage. 

Mont Blanc, the supreme and magnificent Mont Blanc, raised itself from the 

surrounding aiguilles, and its tremendous dôme overlooked the valley.



Roaming in the Valley
 I spent the following day roaming through the valley. I stood beside the sources of the Arveiron, which take their rise in a glacier, that with slow pace is 
advancing down from the summit of the hills to barricade the valley. The abrupt sides of vast mountains were before me; the icy wall of the glacier 
overhung me; a few shattered pines were scattered around; and the solemn silence of this glorious presence-chamber of imperial Nature was broken only 
by the brawling waves or the fall of some vast fragment, the thunder sound of the avalanche or the cracking, reverberated along the mountains, of the 
accumulated ice, which, through the silent working of immutable laws, was ever and anon rent and torn, as if it had been but a plaything in their hands. 
These sublime and magnificent scenes afforded me the greatest consolation that I was capable of receiving. They elevated me from all littleness of feeling, 
and although they did not remove my grief, they subdued and tranquillised it. In some degree, also, they diverted my mind from the thoughts over which it 
had brooded for the last month. I retired to rest at night; my slumbers, as it were, waited on and ministered to by the assemblance of grand shapes which I 
had contemplated during the day. They congregated round me; the unstained snowy mountain-top, the glittering pinnacle, the pine woods, and ragged 
bare ravine, the eagle, soaring amidst the clouds—they all gathered round me and bade me be at peace.

Where had they fled when the next morning I awoke? All of soul-inspiriting fled with sleep, and dark melancholy clouded every thought. The rain was 
pouring in torrents, and thick mists hid the summits of the mountains, so that I even saw not the faces of those mighty friends. Still I would penetrate their 
misty veil and seek them in their cloudy retreats. What were rain and storm to me? My mule was brought to the door, and I resolved to ascend to the 
summit of Montanvert. I remembered the effect that the view of the tremendous and ever-moving glacier had produced upon my mind when I first saw it. 
It had then filled me with a sublime ecstasy that gave wings to the soul and allowed it to soar from the obscure world to light and joy. The sight of the awful 
and majestic in nature had indeed always the effect of solemnising my mind and causing me to forget the passing cares of life. I determined to go without a 
guide, for I was well acquainted with the path, and the presence of another would destroy the solitary grandeur of the scene. 



Apparition 
So strange an accident has happened to us that I cannot forbear recording it, although it is very probable that you will see me 
before these papers can come into your possession.

Last Monday (July 31st) we were nearly surrounded by ice, which closed in the ship on all sides, scarcely leaving her the sea-room 
in which she floated. Our situation was somewhat dangerous, especially as we were compassed round by a very thick fog. We 
accordingly lay to, hoping that some change would take place in the atmosphere and weather.

About two o’clock the mist cleared away, and we beheld, stretched out in every direction, vast and irregular plains of ice, which 
seemed to have no end. Some of my comrades groaned, and my own mind began to grow watchful with anxious thoughts, when a 
strange sight suddenly attracted our attention and diverted our solicitude from our own situation. We perceived a low carriage, 
fixed on a sledge and drawn by dogs, pass on towards the north, at the distance of half a mile; a being which had the shape of a 
man, but apparently of gigantic stature, sat in the sledge and guided the dogs. We watched the rapid progress of the traveller with 
our telescopes until he was lost among the distant inequalities of the ice.

This appearance excited our unqualified wonder. We were, as we believed, many hundred miles from any land; but this apparition 
seemed to denote that it was not, in reality, so distant as we had supposed. Shut in, however, by ice, it was impossible to follow his 
track, which we had observed with the greatest attention.  (Letter 4)



Caspar David 

Friedrich 

The Sea of Ice

(1823)



ELECTRICITY
 When I was about fifteen years old we had retired to our house near Belrive, when we witnessed a most 
violent and terrible thunderstorm. It advanced from behind the mountains of Jura, and the thunder burst at 
once with frightful loudness from various quarters of the heavens. I remained, while the storm lasted, 
watching its progress with curiosity and delight. As I stood at the door, on a sudden I beheld a stream of fire 
issue from an old and beautiful oak which stood about twenty yards from our house; and so soon as the 
dazzling light vanished, the oak had disappeared, and nothing remained but a blasted stump. When we visited 
it the next morning, we found the tree shattered in a singular manner. It was not splintered by the shock, but 
entirely reduced to thin ribbons of wood. I never beheld anything so utterly destroyed.

Before this I was not unacquainted with the more obvious laws of electricity. On this occasion a man of great 
research in natural philosophy was with us, and excited by this catastrophe, he entered on the explanation of 
a theory which he had formed on the subject of electricity and galvanism, which was at once new and 
astonishing to me.



Supernatural Horrors vs Secret of Life
One of the phenomena which had peculiarly attracted my attention was the structure of the human frame, 
and, indeed, any animal endued with life. Whence, I often asked myself, did the principle of life proceed?  [...] 
In my education my father had taken the greatest precautions that my mind should be impressed with no 
supernatural horrors. I do not ever remember to have trembled at a tale of superstition or to have feared the 
apparition of a spirit. Darkness had no effect upon my fancy, and a churchyard was to me merely the 
receptacle of bodies deprived of life, which, from being the seat of beauty and strength, had become food for 
the worm. Now I was led to examine the cause and progress of this decay and forced to spend days and nights 
in vaults and charnel-houses. My attention was fixed upon every object the most insupportable to the 
delicacy of the human feelings. I saw how the fine form of man was degraded and wasted; I beheld the 
corruption of death succeed to the blooming cheek of life; I saw how the worm inherited the wonders of the 
eye and brain. I paused, examining and analysing all the minutiae of causation, as exemplified in the change 
from life to death, and death to life, until from the midst of this darkness a sudden light broke in upon me—a 
light so brilliant and wondrous, yet so simple, that while I became dizzy with the immensity of the prospect 
which it illustrated, I was surprised that among so many men of genius who had directed their inquiries 
towards the same science, that I alone should be reserved to discover so astonishing a secret. 



ANIMATION
After days and nights of incredible labour and fatigue, I succeeded in discovering the 

cause of generation and life; nay, more, I became myself capable of bestowing 

animation upon lifeless matter.



Gigantic being (the Monster)
 As the minuteness of the parts formed a great hindrance to my speed, I resolved, 

contrary to my first intention, to make the being of a gigantic stature, that is to say, 

about eight feet in height, and proportionably large. After having formed this 

determination and having spent some months in successfully collecting and 

arranging my materials, I began. 



 I quitted my seat, and walked on, although the darkness and storm increased every minute, and the thunder burst with a 
terrific crash over my head. It was echoed from Salêve, the Juras, and the Alps of Savoy; vivid flashes of lightning dazzled 
my eyes, illuminating the lake, making it appear like a vast sheet of fire; then for an instant every thing seemed of a pitchy 
darkness, until the eye recovered itself from the preceding flash. The storm, as is often the case in Switzerland, appeared 
at once in various parts of the heavens. The most violent storm hung exactly north of the town, over the part of the lake 
which lies between the promontory of Belrive and the village of Copêt. Another storm enlightened Jura with faint 
flashes; and another darkened and sometimes disclosed the Môle, a peaked mountain to the east of the lake.

While I watched the tempest, so beautiful yet terrific, I wandered on with a hasty step. This noble war in the sky elevated 
my spirits; I clasped my hands, and exclaimed aloud, “William, dear angel! this is thy funeral, this thy dirge!” As I said 
these words, I perceived in the gloom a figure which stole from behind a clump of trees near me; I stood fixed, gazing 
intently: I could not be mistaken. A flash of lightning illuminated the object, and discovered its shape plainly to me; its 
gigantic stature, and the deformity of its aspect more hideous than belongs to humanity, instantly informed me that it 
was the wretch, the filthy dæmon, to whom I had given life. What did he there? Could he be (I shuddered at the 
conception) the murderer of my brother? 



Demon and Monster
As I said this I suddenly beheld the figure of a man, at some distance, advancing 
towards me with superhuman speed. He bounded over the crevices in the ice, among 
which I had walked with caution; his stature, also, as he approached, seemed to 
exceed that of man. I was troubled; a mist came over my eyes, and I felt a faintness 
seize me, but I was quickly restored by the cold gale of the mountains. I perceived, as 
the shape came nearer (sight tremendous and abhorred!) that it was the wretch 
whom I had created. I trembled with rage and horror, resolving to wait his approach 
and then close with him in mortal combat. He approached; his countenance bespoke 
bitter anguish, combined with disdain and malignity, while its unearthly ugliness 
rendered it almost too horrible for human eyes. But I scarcely observed this; rage 
and hatred had at first deprived me of utterance, and I recovered only to overwhelm 
him with words expressive of furious detestation and contempt. 



Caves of ice
“How can I move thee? Will no entreaties cause thee to turn a favourable eye upon 

thy creature, who implores thy goodness and compassion? Believe me, Frankenstein, 

I was benevolent; my soul glowed with love and humanity; but am I not alone, 

miserably alone? You, my creator, abhor me; what hope can I gather from your fellow 

creatures, who owe me nothing? They spurn and hate me. The desert mountains and 

dreary glaciers are my refuge. I have wandered here many days; the caves of ice, 

which I only do not fear, are a dwelling to me, and the only one which man does not 

grudge. These bleak skies I hail, for they are kinder to me than your fellow beings. If 

the multitude of mankind knew of my existence, they would do as you do, and arm 

themselves for my destruction. Shall I not then hate them who abhor me?



A female
 I paused some time to reflect on all he had related and the various arguments which he had 
employed. I thought of the promise of virtues which he had displayed on the opening of his 
existence and the subsequent blight of all kindly feeling by the loathing and scorn which his 
protectors had manifested towards him. His power and threats were not omitted in my 
calculations; a creature who could exist in the ice-caves of the glaciers and hide himself from 
pursuit among the ridges of inaccessible precipices was a being possessing faculties it would be vain 
to cope with. After a long pause of reflection I concluded that the justice due both to him and my 
fellow creatures demanded of me that I should comply with his request. Turning to him, therefore, I 
said,

“I consent to your demand, on your solemn oath to quit Europe for ever, and every other place in 
the neighbourhood of man, as soon as I shall deliver into your hands a female who will accompany 
you in your exile.” 



Charles Maturin’s Melmoth the Wanderer (1820)
Bizarre structure: nested stories-within-stories

Tormented villain (Wandering Jew)

Wildly different settings (rural Ireland; Indian island; London madhouse; dungeons 

of Spanish inquisition)

Anglican commentary on Roman Catholicism



Melmoth, or Interior of a Dominican 
Convent in Madrid, illustrating 

Alonzo Moncada's story from the 

novel. Eugène Delacroix, oil on 

canvas, 1831

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Eug%C3%A8ne_Delacroix


Robert Louis Stevenson’s 
The strange case of Dr. 
Jekyll and Mr. Hyde (1886)

A gothic novella (141 pages)



A city gothic: the streets of London & Brown fog
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.



The Lawyer and the Juggernaut
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.



Cain’s heresy
“I incline to Cain’s heresy,” he used to say quaintly, “I let my brother go to the Devil in 

his own way.”



Victorian Repressions: 
Mr. Utterson and Mr. Enfield, bachelors
“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, I 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.



The case
HENRY JEKYLL’S FULL STATEMENT OF THE CASE

Though so profound a double-dealer, I was in no sense a hypocrite; both sides of me were in 
dead earnest; I was no more myself when I laid aside restraint and plunged in shame, than 
when I laboured, in the eye of day, at the furtherance of knowledge or the relief of sorrow 
and suffering. And it chanced that the direction of my scientific studies, which led wholly 
towards the mystic and 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



Letters, Seals, Secrets: mysteries within
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 to-day,” 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.



Framing stories/ layers of narratives
key revelations and scenes in the narrative are told through correspondence, 

conversation, sealed messages, and secret documents



Inverse evolution
Jekyll degenerating into Hyde

A doctor with “unscientific methods”: experiments and investigations

I hesitated long before I put this theory to the test of practice. I 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.



Deadliest terrors
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 cannot, even in memory, dwell on it without a start of 
horror. I will say but one thing, Utterson, and that (if you can bring your mind to 
credit it) will be more than enough. The creature who crept into my house that night 
was, on Jekyll’s own confession, known by the name of Hyde and hunted for in every 
corner of the land as the murderer of Carew.

HASTIE LANYON.



Scottish Gothic?
A gothic detective story



Bram Stoker’s Dracula (1897)
See separate presentation


