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English Literature Paper 1, Section B: The 19th Century novel 
Robert Louis Stevenson: The Strange Case of Dr Jekyll and Mr Hyde 

Revision Tasks 
Read the week’s extract carefully and finish the 5 tasks (on lined paper) by the due date on the 
extract. 
Extract 1 (due Monday October 30) 
Extract 2 (due Monday November 6) 
Extract 3 (due Monday November 13) 
Extract 4 (due Monday November 20) 
Extract 5 (due Monday November 27) 
Extract 6 (due Monday December 4) 

 
Identify where the extract comes in the novel.  

1. Note down Chapter and page number. 
Re-read the 5 pages that precede the extract and the 5 pages that follow the extract to help 
you get the context. 

2. Jot down a very brief summary of what happens in these pages. 
3. Write down who is narrating the extract (Stevenson’s third person narrator, Jekyll or 

Lanyon.) 
4. Look up any unfamiliar words in a dictionary (online or otherwise e.g. 

https://en.oxforddictionaries.com) and jot down the definitions. 
Find three key quotations to analyse. 
Each quotation should illustrate something interesting about a character (Jekyll, Hyde, 
Utterson or Lanyon) or theme (Repression, Secrecy, Reputation, Friendship, Duality.) You 
should also be able to use the social context or literary context (gothic conventions) to help 
your analysis and explanation. 

5. Annotate the extract carefully and then write up your 3 paragraphs making sure to 
include the relevant language terms. 

 
Extract 1 (due Monday October 30) 

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 for ever reindue that hated personality, I know how I shall sit 
shuddering and weeping in my chair, or continue, with the most strained and fear-struck 
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.  
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Extract 2 (due Monday November 6) 

It was on the moral side, and in my own person, that I learned to recognise the thorough and 
primitive duality of man; I saw that, of the two natures that contended in the field of my 
consciousness, even if I could rightly be said to be either, it was only because I was radically 
both; and from an early date, even before the course of my scientific discoveries had begun 
to suggest the most naked possibility of such a miracle, I had learned to dwell with pleasure, 
as a beloved day-dream, on the thought of the separation of these elements. If each, I told 
myself, could but be housed in separate identities, life would be relieved of all that was 
unbearable; the unjust delivered from the aspirations might go his way, 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 fagots were thus bound together that in the agonized womb of consciousness, 
these polar twins should be continuously struggling. How, then, were they dissociated? 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Extract 3 (due Monday November 13) 

The next day, came the news that the murder had 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 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. 

 
 
 
 
 
 



English Literature Revision 

 

3 

 

 
 
 
 
Extract 4 (due Monday November 20) 

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 centred 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.   

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Extract 5 (due Monday November 27) 

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. 
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Extract 6 (due Monday December 4) 

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 midst 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." 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 


