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Horace   Walpole 

From The Castle of 0tranto (I764) 

This is widely considered the first truly gothic novel. The nightmarish fear of being chased by a demonical character
(Manfred) is powerfully captured here, and the setting and descriptive detail are definitively gothic. 

The lower part of the castle was hollowed into several intricate cloisters; and it was not easy
for one under so much anxiety to find the door that opened into the cavern. An awful silence
reigned throughout those subterraneous regions, except now and then some blasts of wind
that shook the doors she had passed, and which grating on the rusty hinges were re-echoed
through that long labyrinth of darkness. Every murmur struck her with new terror; – yet
more she dreaded to hear the wrathful voice of Manfred urging his domestics to pursue her.
She trod as softly as impatience would give her leave, – yet frequently stopped and listened to
hear if she was followed. In one of those moments she thought she heard a sigh. She
shuddered, and recoiled a few paces. In a moment she thought she heard the step of some
person. Her blood curdled; she concluded it was Manfred. Every suggestion that horror could
inspire rushed into her mind. She condemned her rash flight, which had thus exposed her to
his rage in a place where her cries were not likely to draw any body to her assistance-Vet the
sound seemed not to come from behind; – if Manfred knew where she was, he must have
followed her: she was still in one of the cloisters, and the steps she had heard were too distinct
to proceed from the way she had come. Cheered with this reflection, and hoping to find a
friend in whoever was not the prince; she was going to advance, when a door that stood ajar, at
some distance to the left, was opened gently; but ere her lamp, which she held up, could
discover who opened it, the person recreated precipitately on seeing the light. 

Isabella, whom every incident was sufficient to dismay, hesitated whether she should
proceed. Her dread of Manfred outweighed every other terror. The very circumstance of the
person avoiding her, gave her a sort of courage. It could only be, she thought, some domestic
belonging to the castle. Her gentleness had never raised her an enemy, and conscious
innocence made her hope that, unless sent by the prince’s order to seek her, his servants
would rather assist than prevent her flight. Fortifying herself with these reflections, and
believing, by what she could observe, that she was near the mouth of the subterraneous
cavern, she approached the door that had been opened; but a sudden gust of wind that met
her at the door extinguished her lamp, and left her in total darkness. 

Words cannot paint the horror of the princess’s situation. Alone in so dismal a place,
her mind imprinted with all the terrible events of the day, hopeless of escaping, expecting
every moment the arrival of Manfred, and far from tranquil on knowing she was within reach
of some body, she knew not whom, who for some cause seemed concealed thereabouts,

Mary Shelley 

From Frankenstein (I818) 

Frankenstein is of course one of the most famous gothic novels, and has been referred to many times in this book. Here,
Frankenstein beholds with horror the fruits of his labours: the unnamed Creature. His subsequent dream, mingling
disgust with desire, is also quintessentially gothic. 



It was on a dreary night of November that I beheld the accomplishment of my toils. With an anxiety that
almost amounted to agony, I collected the instruments of life around me, that I might infuse a spark of
being into the lifeless thing that lay at my feet. II was already one in the morning; the rain pattered dismally
against the panes, and my candle was nearly burnt out, when, by the glimmer of the half-extinguished light,
I saw the dull yellow eye of the creature open; it breathed hard, and a convulsive motion agitated its limbs. 

How can I describe my emotions at this catastrophe, or how delineate the wretch whom with such
infinite pains and care I had endeavoured to form? His limbs were in proportion, and I had selected his
features as beautiful. Beautiful! - Great God! His yellow skin scarcely covered the work of muscles and
arteries beneath; his hair was of a lustrous black, and flowing; his teeth of a pearly whiteness; but these
luxuriances only formed a more horrid contrast with his watery eyes, that seemed almost of the same
colour as the dun white sockets in which they were set, his shrivelled complexion and straight black lips. 

The different accidents of life are not so changeable as the feelings of human nature. I had worked
hard for nearly two years, for the sole purpose of infusing life into an inanimate body. For this I had
deprived myself of rest and health. I had desired it with an ardour that far exceeded moderation; but now
that I had finished, the beauty of the dream vanished, and breathless horror and disgust filled my heart.
Unable to endure the aspect of the being I had created, I rushed out of the room, and continued a long time
traversing my bedchamber, unable to compose my mind to sleep. At length lassitude succeeded to the
tumult I had before endured; and I threw myself on the bed in my clothes, endeavouring to seek a few
moments of forgetfulness. But it was in vain: I slept, indeed, but I was disturbed by the wildest dreams. I
thought I saw Elizabeth, in the bloom of health, walking in the streets of Ingolstadt. Delighted and surprised,
I embraced her; but as I imprinted the first kiss on her lips, they became livid with the hue of death; her
features appeared to change, and I thought that I held the corpse of my dead mother in my arms; a shroud
enveloped her form, and I saw the grave-worms crawling in the folds of the flannel. I started from my sleep
with horror; a cold dew covered my forehead, my teeth chattered, and every limb became convulsed: when,
by the dim and yellow light of the moon, as it forced its way through the window shutters, I beheld the
wretch - the miserable monster whom I had created. He held up the curtain of the bed; and his eyes, if eyes
they may be called, were fixed on me. His jaws opened, and he muttered some inarticulate sounds, while a
grin wrinkled his cheeks. He might have spoken, but I did not hear; one hand was stretched out, seemingly
to detain me, but I escaped, and rushed down stairs. I took refuge in the courtyard belonging to the house
which I inhabited; where I remained during the rest of the night, walking up and down in the greatest
agitation, listening attentively, catching and fearing each sound as if it were to announce the approach of the
demoniacal corpse to which I had so miserably given life. 

Oh! no mortal could support the horror of that countenance. A mummy again endued with
animation could not be so hideous as that wretch. I had gazed on him while unfinished; he was ugly then;
but when those muscles and joints were rendered capable of motion, it became a thing such as even Dante
could not have conceived. 

Bram Stoker 

From Dracula (I897) 

Every bit as famous as Frankenstein, and just as frequently filmed, Dracula represents the gothic horror story par
excellence. This passage appears quite near the novel’s opening, and shows the hapless Jonathan Harker, seemingly
alone in Castle Dracula, meeting first the evilly seductive women of the house, and then the Count himself 

I suppose I must have fallen asleep; i hope so, but I fear, for all that followed was startlingly
real – so real that now, sitting here in the broad, full sunlight of the morning, I cannot in the
least believe that it was all sleep. 

I was not alone. The room was the same, unchanged in any way since I came into it; I
could see along the floor, in the brilliant moonlight, my own footsteps marked where I had
disturbed the long accumulation of dust. In the moonlight opposite me were three young
women, ladies by their dress and manner. I thought at the time that i must be dreaming when
I saw them, for, though the moonlight was behind them, they threw no shadow on the floor.
They came close to me and looked at me for some time, and then whispered together. Two



were dark, and had high aquiline noses like the Count, and great dark, piercing eyes, that
seemed to be almost red when contrasted with the pale yellow moon. The other was fair, as
fair as can be, with great, wavy masses of golden hair and eyes like pale sapphires. I seemed
somehow to know her face, and to know it in connection with some dreamy fear, but I could
not recollect at the moment how or where. All three had brilliant while teeth, that shone like
pearls against the ruby of their voluptuous lips. There was something about them that made
me uneasy, some longing and at the same time some deadly fear. I felt in my heart a wicked,
burning desire that they would kiss me with those red lips. It is not good to note this down,
lest some day it should meet Mina’s eyes and cause her pain, but it is the truth. They
whispered together, and then they all three laughed – such a silvery, musical laugh, but as
hard as though the sound could never have come through the softness of human lips. It was
like the intolerable, tingling sweetness of water-glasses when played on by a cunning hand.
The fair girl shook her head coquettishly, and the other two urged her on. One said: 

‘Go on! You are first, and we shall follow; yours is the right to begin.’ The other added. ‘He is
young and strong; there are kisses for us all.’ I lay quiet, looking out under my eyelashes in an

agony of delightful anticipation. 
The fair girl advanced and bent over me till I could feel the movement of her breath

upon me. Sweet it was in one sense, honey-sweet, and sent the same tingling through the
nerves as her voice, but with a bitter underlying the sweet, a bitter offensiveness, as one smells
in blood. 

I was afraid to raise my eyelids, but looked out and saw perfectly under the lashes. The
fair girl went on her knees, and bent over me, fairly gloating. There was a deliberate
voluptuousness which was both thrilling and repulsive, and as she arched her neck she
actually licked her lips like an animal, till I could see in the moonlight the moisture shining on
the scarlet lips and on the red tongue as it lapped the white, sharp teeth.

Susan Hill 

From The Woman in Black (I983) 

Susan Hill has herself called this short novel ‘a ghost story’, and ‘a story about evil’, and on both counts it seems firmly in
the gothic tradition. Here, the narrator, alone in the eerie Eel Marsh House, is awakened by strange sounds. The nature
of the evil has yet to be revealed to him, or to the reader. 

... Then from somewhere, out of that howling darkness, a cry came to my ears, catapulting me
back into the present and banishing all tranquillity. 

I listened hard. Nothing. The tumult of the wind, like a banshee, and the banging and
rattling of the window in its old, ill-Fitting frame. Then yes, again, a cry, that familiar cry of
desperation and anguish, a cry for help from a child somewhere out on the marsh. 

There was no child. I knew that. How could there be? Yet how could I lie here and
ignore even the crying of some long-dead ghost? 
‘Rest in peace,’ I thought, but this poor one did not, could not. After a few moments I got up. I
would go down into the kitchen and make myself a drink, stir up the fire a little and sit beside
it trying, trying to shut out that calling voice for which I could do nothing, and no one had
been able to do anything for ... how many years? 

As I went out onto the landing, Spider the dog following me at once, two things
happened together. I had the impression of someone who had just that very second before
gone past me on their way from the top of the stairs to one of the other rooms, and, as a
tremendous blast of wind hit the house so that it all but seemed to rock at the impact, the



lights went out. I had not bothered to pick up my torch from the bedside table and now i
stood in the pitch blackness, unsure for a moment of my bearings. 

And the person who had gone by, and who was now in this house with me? I had seen
no one, felt nothing. There had been no movement, no brush of a sleeve against mine, no
disturbance of the air, I had not even heard a footstep. I had simply the absolutely certain
sense of someone just having passed close to me and gone away down the corridor. Down the
short narrow corridor that led to the nursery whose door had been so firmly locked and then,
inexplicably, opened. 

Transformation extract:

He put the glass to his lips and drank at one gulp. A cry
followed; he reeled, staggered, clutched at the table and held on,
staring with injected eyes, gasping with open mouth; and as I
looked there came, I thought, a change — he seemed to swell —
his face became suddenly black and the features seemed to melt
and alter — and the next moment, I had sprung to my feet and
leaped back against the wall, my arm raised to shield me from
that prodigy, my mind submerged in terror. ‘O God!’ I
screamed, and ‘O God!’ again and again; for there before my
eyes — pale and shaken, and half-fainting, and groping before
him with his hands, like a man restored from death — there
stood Henry Jekyll!










