SAMPLE DISCUSSION LOG FOR CHAPTER 1
Summary:

Mr. Utterson, a respected lawyer who is loved by his friends (despite being a bit boring), goes for a regular walk each Sunday with his distant relative, and equally respectable Mr. Enfield. The two have little in common and often do not talk for long periods of time on their walk. On this day, however, Mr. Enfield shares a rather peculiar story. He sees a man, later identified as a Mr. Hyde, plow down a little girl and continue on without even looking back. Several witnesses stop him and in order to avoid a scene he pays the family of the girl money. Everyone who looks on Mr. Hyde gets the impression of deformity, though they can’t agree on his appearance. Mr. Enfield mentions a feeling of hatred and disgust that overcame him when he saw the man. Mr. Hyde goes into a particular door on the street that is different from the rest…unkempt in appearance, mysterious and foreboding. The name on the check is that of Dr. Jekyll, another highly respected man. Mr. Utterson is surprised. 

Vocabulary:

	Word
	Guess
	Meaning

	Coquetry p. 10
	Getting people to buy things
	A flirtatious act or attitude

	Florid p. 10
	Not quite appropriate
	Gaudy; showy

	Apocryphal p. 12
	Suspicious 
	Fictitious; of doubtful authenticity

	Juggernaut p. 11
	Villian or monster
	A massive, ruthless force

	pedantically p. 14
	Scrupulously 
	Being particular about trivial points


Question:

Why is it so difficult for people to describe the appearance of Mr. Hyde?

Observation:

I think it’s interesting that the description of the street in which the “door” resides is one of relative respectability… “freshly painted shutters, well-polished brasses, and general cleanliness and gayety of note…,” yet the description is also superficial…all appearances. On that same street is the door with “marks of prolonged and sordid negligence.” This just reminds me of Dr. Jekyll himself, who appears to be respectable, but who, we know, has given in to his dark side…in the form of Mr. Hyde.
Connection:

My family has a ritual every Sunday where we go to my husband’s mother’s house. We don’t do much there other than eat lunch and sit around. But it’s a habit, something we do regularly…just like the Sunday walks Mr. Utterson takes with Mr. Enfield.

