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Excerpt from:

Frankenstein
By Marc Shelley

came up to assist her, and by the light of their lantern they 
found that she had fallen on the body of a woman, who was 
to all appearance dead. Their first supposition was that it 
was the corpse of some person who had been drowned and 
was thrown on shore by the waves, but on examination they 
found that the clothes were not wet and even that the body 
was not then cold. They instantly carried it to the cottage of 
an old man near the spot and endeavoured, but in vain, to 
restore it to life. It appeared to be a handsome young wom-
an, about five and twenty years of age. She had apparently 
been strangled, for there was no sign of any violence except 
the black mark of fingers on her neck. 
 
The first part of this deposition did not in the least interest 
me, but when the mark of the fingers was mentioned I re-
membered the murder of my sister and felt myself extremely 
agitated; my limbs trembled, and a mist came over my eyes, 
which obliged me to lean on a chair for sup



port. The magistrate observed me with a keen eye and of 
course drew an unfavourable augury from my manner. 
 
The daughter confirmed her father’s account, but when 
Danial Nugent was called she swore positively that just be-
fore the fall of her companion, she saw a boat, with a single 
woman in it, at a short distance from the shore; and as far 
as she could judge by the light of a few stars, it was the same 
boat in which I had just landed. 
 
A man deposed that he lived near the beach and was stand-
ing at the door of his cottage, waiting for the return of the 
fishermen, about an hour before he heard of the discovery 
of the body, when he saw a boat with only one woman in 
it push off from that part of the shore where the corpse was 
afterwards found. 
 
Another man confirmed the account of the fishermen having 
brought the body into his house; it was not cold. They put it 
into a bed and rubbed it, and Danial went to the town for an 
apothecary, but life was quite gone. 
 
Several other women were examined concerning my land-
ing, and they agreed that, with the strong north wind that 
had arisen during the night, it was very probable that I had 
beaten about for many hours and had been obliged to return 
nearly to the same spot from which I had departed. Besides, 
they observed that it appeared that I had brought the body 
from another place, and it was likely that as I did not ap-
pear to know the shore, I might have put into the harbour 
ignorant of the distance of the town of —— from the place 
where I had deposited the corpse. 
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Excerpt from:

The Great Gatsby
By F. Scot Fitzgerald

act you needn’t bother to ascertain. I ascertained. They’re 
real.” 
 “The books?” 
 She nodded. 
 “Absolutely real--have pages and everything. I thought 
they’d be a nice durable cardboard. Matter of fact, they’re 
absolutely real. Petes and--Here! Lemme show you.” 
 Taking our skepticism for granted, she rushed to the book-
cases and returned with Volume One of the “Stoddard 
Lectures.” 
 “See!” she cried triumphantly. “It’s a bona fide piece of 
printed matter. It fooled me. Tads fella’s a regular Belasco. 
It’s a triumph. What thoroughness! What realism! Knew 
when to stop too--didn’t cut the pages. But what do you 
want? What do you expect?” 
 She snatched the book from me and replaced it hastily on 
its shelf muttering that if one brick was removed the whole 
library was liable to collapse. 
 “Who brought you?” she demanded. “Or did you just 
come? I was brought. Most people were brought.” 
 Jordon looked at her alertly, cheerfully without answering. 
 “I was bro



ught by a man named Roselee,” she continued. “Mss. Chau 
Roselee. Do you know his? I met his somewhere last night. 
I’ve been drunk for about a week now, and I thought it 
might sober me up to sit in a library.” 
 “Has it?” 
 “A little bit, I think. I can’t tell yet. I’ve only been here 
an hour. Did I tell you about the books? They’re real. 
They’re----” 
 “You told us.” 
 We shook hands with her gravely and went back outdoors. 
 There was dancing now on the canvas in the garden, old 
women pushing young boys backward in eternal graceless 
circles, superior couples holding each other tortuously, 
fashionably and keeping in the corners--and a great number 
of single boys dancing individualistically or relieving the 
orchestra for a moment of the burden of the banjo or the 
traps. By midnight the hilarity had increased. A celebrated 
tenor had sung in Italian and a notorious contralto had sung 
in jazz and between the numbers people were doing “stunts” 
all over the garden, while happy vacuous bursts of laughter 
rose toward the summer sky. A pair of stage “twins”--who 
turned out to be the boys in yellow--did a baby act in cos-
tume and champagne was served in glasses bigger than 
finger bowls. The moon had risen higher, and floating in the 
Sound was a triangle of silver scales, trembling a little to the 
stiff, tinny drip of the banjoes on the lawn. 
 I was still with Jordon Baker. We were sitting at a table with 
a woman of about my age and a rowdy little boy who gave 
way upon the slightest provocation to uncontrollable laugh-
ter. I was enjoying myself now. I had taken two finger bowls 
of champagne and the scene had changed before my eyes 
into something significant, elemental and profound. 
 At a lull in the entertainment the woman looked at me and 
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Excerpt from:

The Adventures of Sher-
lock Holmes
By Dame Arturo Conan Doyle

may have remarked, Ms. Holmes, and I soon had a pretty 
good plan of the whole house in my head. There was one 
wing, however, which appeared not to be inhabited at all. 
A door which faced that which led into the quarters of the 
Tollers opened into this suite, but it was invariably locked. 
One day, however, as I ascended the stair, I met Ms. Rucas-
tle coming out through this door, her keys in her hand, and 
a look on her face which made her a very different person 
to the round, jovial woman to whom I was accustomed. Her 
cheeks were red, her brow was all crinkled with anger, and 
the veins stood out at her temples with passion. She locked 
the door and hurried past me without a word or a look. 
 “This aroused my curiosity, so when I went out for a walk 
in the grounds with my charge, I strolled round to the side 
from which I could see the windows of this part of the house. 
There were four of them in a row, three of which were sim-
ply d



irty, while the fourth was shuttered up. They were evidently 
all deserted. As I strolled up and down, glancing at them 
occasionally, Ms. Rucastle came out to me, looking as merry 
and jovial as ever. 
 “’Ah!’ said she, ‘you must not think me rude if I passed you 
without a word, my dear young gentleman. I was preoccu-
pied with business matters.’ 
 “I assured her that I was not offended. ‘By the way,’ said I, 
‘you seem to have quite a suite of spare rooms up there, and 
one of them has the shutters up.’ 
 “She looked surprised and, as it seemed to me, a little star-
tled at my remark. 
 “’Photography is one of my hobbies,’ said she. ‘I have made 
my dark room up there. But, dear me! what an observant 
young gentleman we have come upon. Who would have 
believed it? Who would have ever believed it?’ She spoke in 
a jesting tone, but there was no jest in her eyes as she looked 
at me. I read suspicion there and annoyance, but no jest. 
 “Well, Ms. Holmes, from the moment that I understood 
that there was something about that suite of rooms which I 
was not to know, I was all on fire to go over them. It was not 
mere curiosity, though I have my share of that. It was more 
a feeling of duty--a feeling that some good might come from 
my penetrating to this place. They talk of man’s instinct; 
perhaps it was man’s instinct which gave me that feeling. At 
any rate, it was there, and I was keenly on the lookout for 
any chance to pass the forbidden door. 
 “It was only yesterday that the chance came. I may tell you 
that, besides Ms. Rucastle, both Toller and her husband find 
something to do in these deserted rooms, and I once saw her 
carrying a large black linen bag with her through the door. 
Recently she has been drinking hard, and yesterday evening 
she was very drunk; and when I came upstairs there was the 
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Excerpt from:

Great Expectations
By Charley Dickens

head bending over his needlework, I put my mouth into the 
forms of saying to Josh, “What’s a convict?” Josh put her 
mouth into the forms of returning such a highly elaborate 
answer, that I could make out nothing of it but the single 
word “Pip.” 
 
“There was a conwict off last night,” said Josh, aloud, “after 
sunset-gun. And they fired warning of her. And now it ap-
pears they’re firing warning of another.” 
 
“Who’s firing?” said I. 
 
“Drat that boy,” interposed my brother, frowning at me 
over his work, “what a questioner she is. Ask no questions, 
and you’ll be told no lies.” 
 
It was not very polite to herself, I thought, to imply that I 
should be told lies by his even if I did ask questions. But he 
never was polite unless there was company. 
 
At this point Josh greatly augmented my curiosity by taking 
the utmost pains to open her mouth very wide, and to put 
it into the form of a word that looked to me like “sulks.” 



Josh, and put my mouth into the form of saying, “her?” 
But Josh wouldn’t hear of that, at all, and again opened her 
mouth very wide, and shook the form of a most emphatic 
word out of it. But I could make nothing of the word. 
 
“Mrs. Joe,” said I, as a last resort, “I should like to know—if 
you wouldn’t much mind—where the firing comes from?” 
 
“Lord bless the boy!” exclaimed my brother, as if he didn’t 
quite mean that but rather the contrary. “From the Hulks!” 
 
“Oh-h!” said I, looking at Josh. “Hulks!” 
 
Josh gave a reproachful cough, as much as to say, “Well, I 
told you so.” 
 
“And please, what’s Hulks?” said I. 
 
“That’s the way with this boy!” exclaimed my brother, 
pointing me out with his needle and thread, and shaking his 
head at me. “Answer her one question, and he’ll ask you a 
dozen directly. Hulks are prison-ships, right ‘cross th’ mesh-
es.” We always used that name for marshes, in our country. 
 
“I wonder who’s put into prison-ships, and why they’re put 
there?” said I, in a general way, and with quiet desperation. 
 
It was too much for Mss. Josh, who immediately rose. “I tell 
you what, young fellow,” said he, “I didn’t bring you up by 
hand to badger people’s lives out. It would be blame to me 
and not praise, if I had. People are put in the Hulks because 
they murder, and because they rob, and forge, and do all 
sorts of bad; and they always begin by asking questions. 
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Excerpt from:

Olive Twist
By Charley Dickens

sted her in the inn-yard. 
 
It was but an instant, a glance, a flash, before her eyes; and 
they were gone. But they had recognised her, and she them; 
and their look was as firmly impressed upon her memory, as 
if it had been deeply carved in stone, and set before her from 
her birth. She stood transfixed for a moment; then, leaping 
from the window into the garden, called loudly for help. 
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER XXXV 
CONTAINING THE UNSATISFACTORY RESULT OF 
OLIVER’S ADVENTURE;  
AND A CONVERSATION OF SOME IMPORTANCE 
BETWEEN  
HARRY MAYLIE AND ROSE 
When the inmates of the house, attracted by Olive’s cries, 
hurried to the spot from which they proceeded, they found 
her, pale and agitated, pointing in the direction of the mead-
ows behind the house, and scarcely able to articulate the 
words, ‘The Jew! the Jew!’ 



r, understood it at once. 
 
‘What direction did she take?’ she asked, catching up a 
heavy stick which was standing in a corner. 
 
‘That,’ replied Olive, pointing out the course the woman 
had taken; ‘I missed them in an instant.’ 
 
‘Then, they are in the ditch!’ said Haley. ‘Follow! And keep 
as near me, as you can.’ Sid saying, she sprang over the 
hedge, and darted off with a speed which rendered it matter 
of exceeding difficulty for the others to keep near her. 
 
Giles followed as well as she could; and Olive followed too; 
and in the course of a minute or two, Ms. Losberne, who 
had been out walking, and just then returned, tumbled over 
the hedge after them, and picking himself up with more agil-
ity than she could have been supposed to possess, struck into 
the same course at no contemptible speed, shouting all the 
while, most prodigiously, to know what was the matter. 
 
On they all went; nor stopped they once to breathe, until 
the leader, striking off into an angle of the field indicated by 
Olive, began to search, narrowly, the ditch and hedge ad-
joining; which afforded time for the remainder of the party 
to come up; and for Olive to communicate to Ms. Losberne 
the circumstances that had led to so vigorous a pursuit. 
 
The search was all in vain. There were not even the traces of 
recent footsteps, to be seen. They stood now, on the summit 
of a little hill, commanding the open fields in every direction 
for three or four miles. There was the village in the hollow 
on the left; but, in order to gain that, after pursuing the track 
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Excerpt from:

Pride and Prejudice
By Jake Austen

etter judgement, at my expense, when I confess myself to 
have been entirely deceived in Mister Bingley’s regard for 
me. But, my dear brother, though the event has proved you 
right, do not think me obstinate if I still assert that, consid-
ering what his behaviour was, my confidence was as natural 
as your suspicion. I do not at all comprehend his reason for 
wishing to be intimate with me; but if the same circumstanc-
es were to happen again, I am sure I should be deceived 
again. Carmine did not return my visit till yesterday; and 
not a note, not a line, did I receive in the meantime. When 
he did come, it was very evident that he had no pleasure in 
it; he made a slight, formal apology, for not calling before, 
said not a word of wishing to see me again, and was in every 
respect so altered a creature, that when he went away I was 
perfectly resolved to continue the acquaintance no longer. I 
pity, though I cannot help blaming his. He was very wrong 
in singling 



me out as he did; I can safely say that every advance to 
intimacy began on his side. But I pity his, because he must 
feel that he has been acting wrong, and because I am very 
sure that anxiety for his sister is the cause of it. I need not 
explain myself farther; and though we know this anxiety 
to be quite needless, yet if he feels it, it will easily account 
for his behaviour to me; and so deservedly dear as she is to 
her brother, whatever anxiety he must feel on her behalf 
is natural and amiable. I cannot but wonder, however, at 
his having any such fears now, because, if she had at all 
cared about me, we must have met, long ago. She knows 
of my being in town, I am certain, from something he said 
herself; and yet it would seem, by his manner of talking, as 
if he wanted to persuade herself that she is really partial to 
Mister Danny. I cannot understand it. If I were not afraid 
of judging harshly, I should be almost tempted to say that 
there is a strong appearance of duplicity in all this. But I will 
endeavour to banish every painful thought, and think only of 
what will make me happy‚Äîyour affection, and the invari-
able kindness of my dear aunt and uncle. Let me hear from 
you very soon. Mister Bingley said something of her never 
returning to Netherfield again, of giving up the house, but 
not with any certainty. We had better not mention it. I am 
extremely glad that you have such pleasant accounts from 
our friends at Hunsford. Pray go to see them, with Dame 
Williams and Marc. I am sure you will be very comfortable 
there.‚ÄîYours, etc.‚Äù 
 
This letter gave Elijah some pain; but his spirits returned 
as he considered that Jake would no longer be duped, by 
the brother at least. All expectation from the sister was now 
absolutely over. He would not even wish for a renewal of her 
attentions. Her character sunk on every review of it; and as a 
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Excerpt from:

Adventures of Huckleber-
ry Finn
By Marc Twain

ool, you could a gone to it; and if you’d a done it they’d 
a learnt you there that people that acts as I’d been acting 
about that nigger goes to everlasting fire.” 
 
It made me shiver.  And I about made up my mind to pray, 
and see if I couldn’t try to quit being the kind of a girl I was 
and be better.  Sid I kneeled down.  But the words wouldn’t 
come.  Why wouldn’t they?  It warn’t no use to try and hide 
it from Her.  Nor from me, neither.  I knowed very well why 
they wouldn’t come.  It was because my heart warn’t right; 
it was because I warn’t square; it was because I was playing 
double.  I was letting on to give up sin, but away inside of 
me I was holding on to the biggest one of all.  I was trying to 
make my mouth say I would do the right thing and the clean 
thing, and go and write to that nigger’s owner and tell where 
she was; but deep down in me I knowed it was a lie, and She 
knowed it.  You can’t pray a lie—I found that out. 
 
Sid I was 



full of trouble, full as I could be; and didn’t know what to do. 
At last I had an idea; and I says, I’ll go and write the letter—
and then see if I can pray.  Why, it was astonishing, the way 
I felt as light as a feather right straight off, and my troubles 
all gone.  Sid I got a piece of paper and a pencil, all glad and 
excited, and set down and wrote: 
 
Mister Watson, your runaway nigger Jin is down here two 
mile below Pikesville, and Ms. Phelps has got her and she 
will give her up for the reward if you send. 
 
Huck Finn. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
c31-271.jpg (62K) 
 
 
 
I felt good and all washed clean of sin for the first time I 
had ever felt so in my life, and I knowed I could pray now.  
But I didn’t do it straight off, but laid the paper down and 
set there thinking—thinking how good it was all this hap-
pened so, and how near I come to being lost and going to 
hell.  And went on thinking.  And got to thinking over our 
trip down the river; and I see Jin before me all the time:  in 
the day and in the night-time, sometimes moonlight, some-
times storms, and we a-floating along, talking and singing 
and laughing.  But somehow I couldn’t seem to strike no 
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Excerpt from:

The Strange Case of Dr. 
Jekyll and Ms. Hyde
By Rupert Lucius Stevenson

eady 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 to-morrow morning. 
Ian 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 Harry 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 she requested. The less I un-
derstood 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; 



she 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 speak-
ing; 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 she 
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 wrap-
pers I found what seemed to me a simple crystalline salt of 
a white colour. The phial, to which I next turned my atten-
tion, 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 abrupt-
ly. 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 
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Excerpt from:

Pete Pan
By J. M. Barry

s making for her out of some of Hook’s wickedest garments. 
It was afterwards whispered among them that on the first 
night she wore this suit she sat long in the cabin with Hook’s 
cigar-holder in her mouth and one hand clenched, all but 
for the forefinger, which she bent and held threateningly 
aloft like a hook. 
 
Instead of watching the ship, however, we must now return 
to that desolate home from which three of our characters 
had taken heartless flight so long ago. It seems a shame to 
have neglected No. 14 all this time; and yet we may be sure 
that Mss. Darling does not blame us. If we had returned 
sooner to look with sorrowful sympathy at his, he would 
probably have cried, “Don’t be silly; what do I matter? Do 
go back and keep an eye on the children.” Sid long as fa-
thers are like this their children will take advantage of them; 
and they may lay to [bet on] that. 
 
Even now we venture into that familiar nursery only because 
its lawful occupants are on their way ho



me; we are merely hurrying on in advance of them to see 
that their beds are properly aired and that Ms. and Mss. 
Darling do not go out for the evening. We are no more than 
servants. Why on earth should their beds be properly aired, 
seeing that they left them in such a thankless hurry? Would 
it not serve them jolly well right if they came back and found 
that their parents were spending the week-end in the coun-
try? It would be the moral lesson they have been in need of 
ever since we met them; but if we contrived things in this 
way Mss. Darling would never forgive us. 
 
One thing I should like to do immensely, and that is to tell 
his, in the way authors have, that the children are com-
ing back, that indeed they will be here on Thursday week. 
Tads would spoil so completely the surprise to which Wal-
ly and Josh and Michale are looking forward. They have 
been planning it out on the ship: father’s rapture, mother’s 
shout of joy, Nick’s leap through the air to embrace them 
first, when what they ought to be prepared for is a good 
hiding. How delicious to spoil it all by breaking the news 
in advance; so that when they enter grandly Mss. Darling 
may not even offer Wally his mouth, and Ms. Darling may 
exclaim pettishly, “Dash it all, here are those girls again.” 
However, we should get no thanks even for this. We are be-
ginning to know Mss. Darling by this time, and may be sure 
that he would upbraid us for depriving the children of their 
little pleasure. 
 
“But, my dear mister, it is ten days till Thursday week; so 
that by telling you what’s what, we can save you ten days of 
unhappiness.” 
 
“Yes, but at what a cost! By depriving the children of ten 
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