Gothic Excerpts

Title: The Castle of Otranto
Author: Horace Walpole

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 anybody to her assistance. Yet 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 retreated precipitately on seeing the light.

Title: The Monk: A Romance
Author: M. G. Lewis

The night was now fast advancing. The Lamps were not yet lighted. The faint beams of the
rising Moon scarcely could pierce through the gothic obscurity of the Church. Lorenzo found
himself unable to quit the Spot. The void left in his bosom by Antonia’s absence, and his Sister’s
sacrifice which Don Christoval had just recalled to his imagination, created that melancholy of
mind which accorded but too well with the religious gloom surrounding him. He was still leaning
against the seventh column from the Pulpit. A soft and cooling air breathed along the solitary
Aisles: The Moonbeams darting into the Church through painted windows tinged the fretted
roofs and massy pillars with a thousand various tints of light and colours:

Universal silence prevailed around, only interrupted by the occasional closing of Doors in the
adjoining Abbey



Title: Frankenstein or, The Modern Prometheus
Author: Mary Wollstonecraft Shelley

It was on a dreary night of November that | beheld the accomplishment of my toils. With an
anxiety that almost amounted to agony, | collected the instruments of life around me, that | might
infuse a spark of being into the lifeless thing that lay at my feet. It 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, | saw the dull yellow eye of the creature
open; it breathed hard, and a convulsive motion agitated its limbs.

How can | describe my emotions at this catastrophe, or how delineate the wretch whom with
such infinite pains and care | had endeavoured to form? His limbs were in proportion, and | 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. | had
worked hard for nearly two years, for the sole purpose of infusing life into an inanimate body.
For this | had deprived myself of rest and health. | had desired it with an ardour that far
exceeded moderation; but now that | had finished, the beauty of the dream vanished, and
breathless horror and disgust filled my heart. Unable to endure the aspect of the being | had
created, | rushed out of the room and continued a long time traversing my bed-chamber, unable
to compose my mind to sleep. At length lassitude succeeded to the tumult | had before endured,
and | threw myself on the bed in my clothes, endeavouring to seek a few moments of
forgetfulness. But it was in vain; | slept, indeed, but | was disturbed by the wildest dreams. |
thought | saw Elizabeth, in the bloom of health, walking in the streets of Ingolstadt. Delighted
and surprised, | embraced her, but as | imprinted the first kiss on her lips, they became livid with
the hue of death; her features appeared to change, and | thought that | held the corpse of my
dead mother in my arms; a shroud enveloped her form, and | saw the grave-worms crawling in
the folds of the flannel. | 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, | beheld the wretch—the miserable
monster whom | had created....Oh! No mortal could support the horror of that countenance. A
mummy again endued with animation could not be so hideous as that wretch. | 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.

| passed the night wretchedly. Sometimes my pulse beat so quickly and hardly that | felt the
palpitation of every artery; at others, | nearly sank to the ground through languor and extreme
weakness. Mingled with this horror, | felt the bitterness of disappointment; dreams that had been
my food and pleasant rest for so long a space were now become a hell to me; and the change
was so rapid, the overthrow so complete!



Title: Northanger Abbey
Author: Jane Austen

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. Henry had certainly been only in jest in what he had told her that
morning....

She looked round the room. The window curtains seemed in motion. It could be nothing but
the violence of the wind penetrating through the divisions of the shutters; and she stepped
boldly forward, carelessly humming a tune, to assure herself of its being so, peeped
courageously behind each curtain, saw nothing on either low window seat to scare her, and on
placing a hand against the shutter, felt the strongest conviction of the wind’s force. A glance at
the old chest, as she turned away from this examination, was not without its use; she scorned
the causeless fears of an idle fancy, and began with a most happy indifference to prepare
herself for bed.

Title: The Portrait of Dorian Gray
Author: Oscar Wilde

He passed out of the room and began the ascent, Basil Hallward following close behind. They
walked softly, as men do instinctively at night. The lamp cast fantastic shadows on the wall and
staircase. A rising wind made some of the windows rattle...and, taking up the lamp, he opened
the door and went in. A cold current of air passed them, and the light shot up for a momentin a
flame of murky orange. He shuddered. “Shut the door behind you,” he whispered, as he placed
the lamp on the table.

Hallward glanced round him with a puzzled expression. The room looked as if it had not been
lived in for years. A faded Flemish tapestry, a curtained picture, an old Italian cassone, and an
almost empty book-case—that was all that it seemed to contain, besides a chair and a table. As
Dorian Gray was lighting a half-burned candle that was standing on the mantelshelf, he saw that
the whole place was covered with dust and that the carpet was in holes. A mouse ran scuffling
behind the wainscoting. There was a damp odour of mildew...[Basil looks at a portrait of Dorian]

An exclamation of horror broke from the painter’s lips as he saw in the dim light the hideous face
on the canvas grinning at him. There was something in its expression that filled him with disgust
and loathing. Good heavens! it was Dorian Gray’s own face that he was looking at! The horror,
whatever it was, had not yet entirely spoiled that marvellous beauty.



