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WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE.
Born April 23r0, 1564.

Frontispiece to the Folio Edition, 1623.

A SHAKESPEARE BIRTHDAY.
A REMINISCENCE OE CHARLES DICKENS.

Written and Illustrated by Harry Furniss.

SHAKESPEARE'S

words, "All the
world's a stage," are embossed on

the note-paper, woven into every
table-cloth, engraved on every piece of
silver, and carved over the mantelpiece
of the Garrick Club. Shakespeare's bust
is in the place of honour in the central
hall and on the staircase ; but, apart from
some relics of Garrick — such as snuff
boxes and shoebuckles, in cases in the

morning-room, and a few pictures of him
on the walls—Garrick is not en evidence
at the Garrick Club as Shakespeare is.
Moreover, it would seem that Garrick
never even spoke those words of Shake

speare which form the motto of the Club
that bears his name. For it is not on
record that he ever played Jaques in
As Yon Like It.

It may therefore strike the stranger as
curious that the Club is not called the
"Shakespeare," rather than the "Garrick,"
particularly as there are comparatively
few actors among the members. Even
theatre-goers are probably fewer in
number here than in other clubs of like
size ; while it numbers very many students
of Shakespeare, and the words and
thoughts of the great bard, and not the
acts of the great tragedian, are spread all
over the Club and despatched, on the
correspondence of the members, to every
part of the world.
The outside public seem to have an
idea that the Garrick is an actors' club.
It may, in time, become one ; but it is
not now, nor has it ever been, strictly
sneaking, an actors' club. It was orisin-
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ally founded for the patrons of the drama,
and, in the old days, it lived up to that
ideal. One can hardly realise that within
the memory of some members now living,
actors were literally patronised in what
is considered their own club. The
followers of Garrick's calling had a
separate dining-room and lower charges,
and were, occasionally, invited by a
"
patron

"
to dinner in the more expensive

and luxurious dining-room.
Times have changed. Now the actor
is the " patron," and gives sumptuous
suppers to the other members, and to
princes and peers as well as to brother
knights. But still the Garrick is not,
according to its list of members, an
actors' club ; although the cream of the
profession patronise it daily, and without
their striking individuality and charming
companionship, their verve, good temper
and good fellowship, the Club could
hardly exist. It would, of course, survive
for a long time ; living on its traditions—•
that is

,

so long as there are members
whose presence keeps memory green, and
whose names link the past with the
present.

There is nothing more delightful than
to have a post-prandial chat with one
who has lived with, and known, the
famous men of the past. One lives to
learn ; but while one might live fifty
years in the smoking-rooms of the railway-
station-hotel-like clubs that exist for
the uninteresting million and learn
nothing, some stray remark addressed, in
this club of interesting associations, to a

man in touch with its past, may lead to
one's learning, in a single hour, a whole
chapter of history that has never been
penned.

It was a chance meeting with such a

member that gave me the material for
this article. I happened, incidentally, to
mention Charles Dickens to Sir James
O'Dowd — the Hon. Treasurer of the
Garrick Club, and a member who had
been (and remained until his death,
which took place quite recently) a

constant frequenter of the Club almost
from its foundation —and this led to
his telling me a page of its history that
ought to have, but never has, been
written.
"I speak from memory," he said. " It

was on the opening day of April 1854

when Dickens was invited to make a

speech here on Shakespeare."
" I cannot assist your memory," I put
in, " for I was exactly five days old on
that date."
" Well, I was a young man," he con
tinued— "a very young man. That is

why the interesting event I have never
seen recorded is so deeply impressed
upon my mind. I looked upon the fact
of being present as making a red-letter
day in my life. In those days it was
the custom of the Club to have an annual
Shakespeare dinner ; some celebrity took
the chair, and speeches were made. On
the particular occasion to which I refer,
Charles Dickens was our chairman. This
was an event of peculiar interest : for, as
you know, Dickens had had a quarrel, in
fact, two quarrels with the Club —the
Thackeray affair, and all that, is old history
—and had been elected a member again.
So, to smooth matters over, it was con
sidered a graceful act to invite Dickens
to take the chair at our Shakespeare
dinner."

Some facts about this annual Shake
speare dinner at the Garrick may be of
interest to the general reader.
Macready refers to it in his published
Diaries, as follows :—
"April 23rd, 1833, Shakespeare's Birth-
day. On this day I was to have met the
Garrick Club at dinner in honour of
Shakespeare's birthday, and intended to
have felt their dispositions towards erecting
some memorial to Mrs. Siddons ; instead
of which I am walking with the help of

a stick through my garden and field,
endeavouring to regain the health and
strength of which I feel the want so
much."
This reference is to the first of the
Shakespeare dinners given, for they were
started in 1833, two years after the
foundation of the Club, and held annually
until 1864. In that year the celebration
was postponed, so as to coincide with the
opening of the Club's new premises, in
Garrick Street ; but the completion of the
building being — as is usual — too late, the
dinner was eventually held over until 1865.
That was the last of the series. An un
toward and hapless incident brought it to

a close in 1866, into the circumstances
of which there is no need for me to
enter, and the only Shakespeare dinner
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that year for the Club was such as
the bard describes in Richard the

Second, to —

cloy the hungry edge of appetite
By bare imagination of a feast.

And since then the dinner has never been
resumed.

down, out of whom two only are now
alive : Mr. Dyer Edwards and Sir Henry
de Bathe. Sir James O'Dowd, the genial
Treasurer to whom I owe the suggestion
of this article and some of the main facts
on which it is based, has passed away
since I wrote it.
On looking over the autographs signed
by those present at that dinner, one is

Dickens reciting a favourite passage.

Charles I Hckens was re-elected a mem
ber of the Club on April 1st, 1854 ; and, in
the official letter announcing to him that
he had been elected, the secretary en
closed another, asking him to take the
chair at the Shakespeare dinner, to be
held three weeks later. This showed the
respect in which he was held by the
members of the Club.
Tom Taylor, and Harley the actor,
were vice-chairmen, and seventy-six sat

struck by the brilliance of the galaxy.
Thackeray's name was, of course, by no
means the least important. Mark Lemon,
the editor of Punch, beamed large and
Falstaffian, as he smiled approvingly :
dear old Fred Evans, at one time a
proprietor of Punch, was there ; John
Leech, the ever popular and greatest
of all Punch artists, sad-faced —as are
so many humourists— smiled at the jokes
of Albert Smith ; and it is a pity that
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Shirley Brooks, who was also there, did
not write the story of the dinner, which
he would no doubt have done as cleverly
as he wrote the story of a feather ; or,
surely the event was worthy of the pen of
Macaulay, who sat near him at the table ;
while Cope, the Academician, might well
have painted the scene. Among actors
present, were the celebrated Wallack,
Compton, the prince of all comedians,
and John Vandenhoff. It was George
Vandenhoff, his son, who, speaking of
Miss Charlotte Cushman's impersonation
of a Dickens' character, says :—
" Her greatest part, fearfully natural,
dreadfully intense, horribly real, was
Nancy in the dramatic version of Oliver
Twist ; . . . Nancy has been a favourite
with other actresses." He also refers to
" Mr. Irving's very acceptable decision to
reappear as Jingle at a time when he
is acknowledged to be the best Hamlet
and finest Shylock of his day." And he
goes on to speak of the scene in which
Jingle bamboozles poor Mr. Pickwick by
shedding tears of sympathy as he enter
tains Job Trotter with a recital of his
beloved mother's distresses, as comedy,
and comedy of a very high order.
Then there were the renowned J. A.
Parry, afterwards Judge Parry, and David
Roberts, the great scene-painter, whose
masterpiece in oil now adorns the walls
of the Garrick Club. Then I find the
names of Sir C. Ibbetson, Viscount Ten-
terden, and Mr. Huddleston, afterwards
Baron Huddleston, the Judge ; and of
Sir William Earle, who afterwards rose to
the bench ; and another interesting man,
the brother of the notorious agitator
Daniel O'Connell. Also there was Peter
Cunningham, of whom Maclise, speaking,
in his Diary, of another dinner with
Dickens, tells the following anecdote :
" Dined with Dickens and Forster, and
Dickens related a mot of Jerrold's. Peter
Cunningham stated that he had been
eating a strange dinner— calves' tails—
when Jerrold observed,

' Extremes meet.'"
Dickens also spoke of Peter Cunningham
at another dinner, at which they were
both present, in the same year (1854) at
the London Tavern, as a great traveller
" not only by right of his able edition of
Goldsmith's 'Traveller,' but by right of his
admirable Handbook, which proves him
to be a traveller in the right spirit through
all the labyrinths of London."

"Dickens," said Sir James O'Dowd," fully appreciated the compliment paid
him, and the spirit in which he had been
asked to preside at the board round which
this brilliant company was gathered." His speech was one of the most
brilliant efforts, and the best after-dinner
speeches I ever heard. It surprises me
that in no Life of Dickens is it ever
mentioned. It was a carefully prepared
speech —both in matter and manner.
Dickens was a born actor ; and he acted
his speech that night with an intensity
that surprised us. The toast he pro
posed was Shakespeare. I forget his
exact words, but the general idea I shall
never forget. It was a surprise to us
all.
" He began by saying that we were
met to celebrate an event, a great event.
Not, as some thought, merely the birthday
of a dramatist and an actor. We met on
that day to celebrate a great deal more.
We met on that day to celebrate the
birthday of a vast army of living men
and women, who would live for ever
with an actuality greater than that of the
men and women whose external forms
we saw around us, and whom we knew
better than we knew ourselves — types of
humanity, the inner working of whose
souls was open to us, as were the faces
of ordinary men.
"To-day was born a Prince of Den
mark, who would live for ever as the
type of the man whose mind was ' sicklied
o'er with the pale cast of thought,' and
whose life-story was foreshadowed by
his appearance from the moment when
he came before us as ' a broken glass of
fashion, a mould of form,' pale and worn
with weeping for his father's death, and
remotely suspicious of its cause, and not
with ' his hair crisply curled short as if
he were going to an everlasting dancing-
master's party at the Danish court,' as
' most Hamlets since the great Kemble
have been bound to do.' A Prince
of Denmark who will live for ever, even
though he be remembered by no more
than the words that ask,

Whether 'tis nobler in the mind to suffer
The slings and arrows of outrageous fortune,
Or to take arms against a sea of troubles,
And by opposing end them ? To die—to
sleep, —

No more ; and, by a sleep, to say we end
The heartache and the thousand natural shocks
That flesh is heir to — 'tis a consummation
Devoutly to be wished.
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" On this day was born not only this
lasting embodiment of deep insight into
life and its problems, but also ' Laughter
holding both his sides.' On this day was
born Falstaff, who, like one who takes the
chair on such an occasion as this, has to
be the cause of speaking in others. And
on this day the famous Justice Shallow,
who, though you may not admire his
qualities, will live in the memory of all
who laugh at him, and of all who try to
personate him on the stage. ' 'Tis the
heart, Master Page, 'tis here, 'tis here.
I have seen the time, with my long sword
I would have made you four tall fellows
skip like rats.' "

Dickens' own impersonation of the
conceited Justice of the Peace, his head
bent with age, the feeble step, with a
certain attempted smartness, assumed
and maintained with wonderful accuracy,
as described by Mrs. Cowden-Clarke,
rose before the mind's eye of all present,
while Dickens spoke these words, just
as he had spoken them upon the stage,
with an articulation, part lisp, part thick
ness of utterance, part a kind of impeded
sibilation like that of a voice that ' pipes
and whistles in the sound ' through loss
of teeth ; and with a humour of expression
in effete energy of action and would-be
fire of spirit, that marvellously imaged
fourscore years in its attempt to denote
vigour long since extinct.
•' But on this day, that saw the birth
of Justice Shallow," continued Dickens,
"as well as of the 'merry knight,' that
' mountain of flesh,' of whom Prince
Hal said (as we all would now say had
Falstaff not been born) :

' I could have
better spared a better man,' there was
also born Queen Mab : —

She is the fairies' midwife ; and she comes
In shape no bigger than an agate-stone
On the forefinger of an alderman,
Drawn with a team of little atomies
Over men's noses as they lie asleep.

" And on this day was born that weaver
who felt as out of place among fairies as
'
a lion among ladies

'
:

God shield us ! a lion among ladies is a most
dreadful thing ; for there is not a more fearful
wild-fowl than your lion living ; and we ought to
look to it. . . . You must name his name, and
half his face must be seen through the lion's neck,
and he himself must speak through, saying thus,
or to the same defect, — Ladies— or, fair ladies,—

I would wish you — or, I would request you—or, I
would entreat you—not to fear, not to tremble :
my life for yours. If you think I come hither as a
lion, it were a pity of my life : No, I am no such
thing : I am a man as other men are, etc.

" On this day, too, was born Macbeth,
the type of all who show how the first fall
into evil leads even men capable of noble
thoughts down, eventually, into the lowest
depths ; Macbeth, who said :

If 'twere done, when 'tis done, then 'twere well,
It were done quickly : if the assassination
Could trammel up the consequence, and catch
With his surcease success ; that but this blow
Might be the be-all and the end-all here,
But here, upon this bank and shoal of time
We'd jump the life to come.

" To-day was born a certain Signior
Benedick of Padua— that is

,

not the
Benedick of this or that theatrical com
pany, but the constant occasion of merri
ment among the persons represented in
Much Ado about Nothitig ; ' all mirth,'
as Don Pedro has it

, ' from the crown
of his head to the sole of his foot ' ; and
who may well inspire mirth in all.
" This day was born a Duke who, exiled
from the 'painted pomp

' of his ' envious
court,' could utter words teaching what

I hold to be a vital truth, 'above all, that
nothing is high because it is in a high
place, and that nothing is low because it

is in a low one.' This is the lesson taught
us in the great book of Nature . . . and
the lesson uppermost in the mind of that
inspired man who tells us that there are—

Tongues in trees, books in the running brooks,
Sermons in stones, and good in everything.

" To-day was born a villain, for whose
birth we may yet be glad, because he was
not the ordinary villain of the stage. For
Iago can be portrayed without

'

frowning,

sneering diabolically, grinning, and elabo
rately doing everything else that would
induce Othello to run him through the
body very early in the play.' Shakespeare's
Iago is a man who could and did make
friends, who could dissect his master's
soul without flourishing his scalpel as if

it were a walking-stick; who could over
power Emilia b

y other arts than a sign-of-
the-Saracen's-Head grimness ; who could
be a boon companion without, ipso facto,
warning all beholders off by the portentous
phenomenon ; who could sing a song and
clink a can naturally enough, and stab men
really in the dark — not in a transparent
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my hold of the projection to which I was
clinging. When it was all over we looked
at one another, and I was not the only
one who was shaking.
"That was what Jenkinson meant," I
said, in a sort of whisper.
" Whether he meant it or not," replied
Roberts coolly, " we're well out of it ; and
now, forward ! "

But the limits of my endurance had
been reached. " You can go on if you
like," I said ; " but I'm not going to stop
another minute on this infernal mountain.
You may call me superstitious or any
names you please, but I can tell you this :
Jenkinson was with us last night in the
hut ; he was in front of us this morning ;
you saw him yourself in the couloir, and
I would take my oath that he's not five
yards off us now."
Cunningham looked round uncomfort
ably ; then he shook his head.

" We'd
better chuck the show," he said ;

" ' the
alarum's ' nerve is a bit shaky, and I'm
feeling rather unstrung myself."
To say that my nerve was shaky was
a ludicrously mild expression. That short
bit of descent haunts me like a night
mare, and it was only by a violent effort
of will that I prevented myself from
clinging to the rocks and shrieking like
a child.
However, it was over at last, and, after

a halt at the chalet for refreshment, we

picked our way slowly down the Vevmala
slopes. We were all very silent : Roberts
was sulky at losing the climb and wasting
the one perfect day of our holiday ;
Cunningham, I thmk, like myself, was
a bit frightened. We reached Sermola
at two in the afternoon. The people,
I thought, eyed us curiously, and one old
woman crossed herself. I caught sight
of the cretin who had tried to stop us
on the previous day ; he was sleeping
peacefully in the sunshine on a manure-
heap. We paused at the curd's house,
for we had promised to look him up on
our way back, and before we had knocked
at the door, the little man rushed out
to greet us with almost hysterical effusive
ness, and insisted on our coming in for
a cup of coffee. While the coffee was
preparing he drew me aside.
" You have climbed the mountain ? "

he asked, with a curious look in his eyes.
" No," I replied ; " we didn't get very
far."
" Then you saw him," he cried eagerly ;
"
you saw the messenger and turned back
in time ?

"

I nodded my head.
" Praised be the good God !

"
said the

curd, turning his eyes upwards; "for
Giuseppe, he too saw the messenger
with you on the Vermala Alp, and he
came into the village this morning,
weeping and wailing.

w
EPITAPH.

BY EDEN PHILLPOTTS.

HEN the dust of the workshop is still,
The dust of the workman at rest,
May some generous heart find a will

To seek and to treasure his best !

From the splendour of hopes that deceived ;
From the wonders he meant to do ;

From the glories nearly achieved ;
From the dreams that nearly came true.

From his struggle to rise above earth

On the pinions that would not fly ;

From his sorrows ; oh, seek for some worth

To remember the workman by.

If in vain ; if Time sweeps all away,
And no laurel from that dust springs ;
'Tis enough that a loyal heart say,
" He tried to make beautiful things.'
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a EDWIN DROOD,"
AND THE LAST DAYS OF CHARLES DICKENS.
BY HIS YOUNGER DAUGHTER, KATE PERUGINI.

ILLUSTRATED WITH SPECIAL PHOTOGRAPHS.

T'HE Mystery of Edwin Drood
"

is a story, or, to speak more
correctly, the half of a story,

that has excited so much general interest
and so many speculations as to its ulti
mate disclosures, that it has given rise to
various imaginary theories on the part
of several clever writers ; and to much
discussion among those who are not
writers, but merely fervent admirers and
thoughtful readers of my father's writings.
All these attach different meanings to the
extraordinary number of clues my father
has offered them to follow, and they are
even more keen at the present day than

they were when the book made its first
appearance, to find their way through the

tangled maze and arrive at the very heart
of the mystery. Among the numerous
books, pamphlets and articles that have
been written upon

" Edwin Drood," there
are some that are extremely interesting
and well worth attention, for they contain
many clever and possible suggestions, and
although they do not entirely convince
us, yet they add still more to the almost
painful anxiety we all feel in wandering
through the lonely precincts of Cloister-
ham Cathedral, or along the banks of the
river that runs through Cloisterham town
and leads to the Weir of which we are
told in the story.
In following these writers to the end

Copyriffht 17C6by

of their subtle imaginings as to how the
mystery might be solved, we may some
times be inclined to pause for an instant
and ask ourselves whether my father did
not perhaps intend his story to have an
ending less complicated, although quite
as interesting, as any that are suggested.
We find ourselves turning to John
Forster's " Life of Charles Dickens," to
help us in our perplexity ; and this is
what we read in his chapter headed
" Last Book." Mr. Forster begins by
telling us that "Edwin Drood" was to
be published in twelve illustrated monthly
parts, and that it closed prematurely with
the sixth number, which was itself under
written by two pages ; therefore my father
had exactly six numbers and two pages
to write, when he left his little Chalet in
the shrubbery of Gad's Hill Place on June
8th, 1870, to which he never returned.
Mr. Forster goes on to say : " His first
fancy for the tale was expressed in July
(meaning the July of 1869), in a letter
which runs thus :

" What should you think of the idea of a
story beginning in this way ?— Two people,
boy and girl, or very young, going apart from
one another, pledged to be married after many
years— at the end of the book. The interest
to arise out of the tracing of their separate
ways, and the impossibility of telling what
will be done with that impending fate."
Ka'c Pcruginl.
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This idea my father relinquished,
although he left distinct traces of it in
his tale ; and in a letter to Mr. Forster,
dated August 6th, 1869, tells him :

" I laid aside the fancy I told you of, and
have a very curious and new idea for my
new story. Not a communicable idea (or
the interest of the book would be gone),
but a verv strong one. though difficult to
work."

Mr. Forster then says that he imme
diately afterwards learnt that the story
was to be " the murder of a nephew by
his uncle"; the originality of which was
to consist in the review of the murderer's
career by himself at the close, when its
temptations were to be dwelt upon as if
not he, the culprit, but some other man,
were the tempted.

" The last chapters
were to be written in the condemned cell,
to which his wickedness, all elaborately
elicited from hina as if told of another,
had brought him. Discovery by the
murderer of the utter needlessness of
the murder for its object, was to follow
hard upon commission of the deed ; but
all discovery of the murderer was to be
baffled till towards the close, when by
means of a gold ring which had resisted
the corrosive effects of the lime into which
he had thrown the body, not only the
person murdered was to be identified, but
the locality of the crime, and the man
who committed it."
Mr. Forster adds a little information as
to the marriages at the close of the book,
and makes use of the expression " I
think," in speaking of Neville Landless,
as though he were not quite certain of
what he remembered concerning him.
This " I think " has been seized upon by
some of Mr. Forster's critics, who appear
to argue that because he did not clearly
recollect one detail of the story he
may therefore have been mistaken in
the whole. But we see for ourselves that
Mr. Forster is perfectly well informed as
to the nature of the plot, and the fate of
the two principal characters concerned,
the murdered and the murderer ; and the
only thing upon which he is not positive
is the ending of Neville Landless, to
which he confesses in the words " I think,"
thus making his testimony to the more
important facts the more impressive.
If we have any doubts as to whether
Mr. Forster correctly stated what he was
told, we have only to turn to the story

of " Edwin Drood," and we find, as far as
it goes, that his statement is entirely
corroborated by what we read in the
book.
If those who are interested in the
subject will carefully read what I have
quoted, they will not be able to detect
any word or hint from my father that
it was upon the Mystery alone that he
relied for the interest and originality of
his idea. The originality was to be
shown, as he tells us, in what we may
call the psychological description the
murderer gives us of his temptations,
temperament, and character, as if told by
another ; and my father speaks openly
of the ring to Mr. Forster. Moreover,
he refers to it often in his story, and we
all recognise it

,

whatever our other con
victions may be, as the instrument by
which Jasper's wickedness and guilt are
to be established in the end. I do not
mean to imply that the mystery itself had
no strong hold on my father's imagination ;

but, greatly as he was interested in the
intricacies of that tangled skein, the
information he voluntarily gave to Mr.
Forster, from whom he had withheld no
thing for thirty-three years, certainly points
to the fact that he was quite as deeply
fascinated and absorbed in the study of
the criminal Jasper, as in the dark and
sinister crime that has given the book its
title. And he also speaks to Mr. Forster
of the murder of a nephew b
y an uncle.
He does not say that .he is uncertain
whether he shall save the nephew, but
has evidently made up his mind that
the crime is to be committed. And so he
told his plot to Mr. Forster, as he had
been accustomed to tell his plots for years
past ; and those who knew him must feel

it impossible to believe that in this, the
last year of his life, he should suddenly
become underhand, and we might say
treacherous, to his old friend, by inventing
for his private edification a plot that he
had no intention of carrying into execu
tion. This is incredible, and the nature
of the friendship that existed between
Mr. Forster and himself makes the idea
unworthy of consideration.
Mr. Forster was devotedly attached to
my father, but as years passed by, this
engrossing friendship made him a little
jealous of his confidence, and more than

a little exacting in his demands upon it.
My father was perfectly aware of this
weakness in his friend, and although the
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knowledge of it made him smile at times,
and even joke about it when we were at
home and alone, he was always singularly
tender-hearted where Mr. Forster was
concerned, and was particularly careful
never to wound the very sensitive nature
of one who, from the first moment of
their acquaintance, had devoted his time
and energy to making my father's path in
life as smooth as so intricate a path could
be made. In all business transactions
Mr. Forster acted for him, and generally
brought him through those troubles
triumphantly, whereas, if left to himself,
his impetuosity and impatience might
have spoilt all chances of success; while
in all his private troubles my father
instinctively turned to his friend, and even
when not invariably following his advice,
had yet so much confidence in his judg
ment as to be rendered not only uneasy
but unhappy if Mr. Forster did not
approve of the decision at which he
ultimately arrived. From the beginning
of their friendship to the end of my
father's life the relations between the two
friends remained unchanged ; and the
notion that has been spread abroad that my
father wilfully misled Mr. Forster in what
he told him of the plot of " Edwin Drood "

should be abandoned, as it does not
correspond with the knowledge of those
who understood the dignity of my father's
character, and were also aware of the
perfectly frank terms upon which he lived
with Mr. Forster.
If my father again changed his plan for

the story of " Edwin Drood," the first
thing he would naturally do would be to
write to Mr. Forster and inform him of
the alteration. We might imagine for an
instant that he would perhaps desire to
keep the change as a surprise for his
friend, but what I have just stated with
regard to Mr. Forster's character renders
this supposition out of the question,
as my father knew for a certainty that
his jealousy would debar him from appre
ciating such a surprise, and that he would
in all probability strongly resent what he
might with justice be allowed to consider
as a piece of unnecessary caution on my
father's part. That he did not write to
Mr. Forster to tell him of any divergence
from his second plan for the book we all
know, and we know also that my eldest
brother, Charles, positively declared that
he had heard from his father's lips that
Edwin Drood was dead. Here, therefore,

are two very important witnesses to a fact
that is still doubted by those who never
met my father, and were never impressed
by the grave sincerity with which he would
have given this assurance.
It is very often those who most doubt

Mr. Forster's accuracy on this point who
are in the habit of turning to his book
when they are in search of facts to
establish some theory of their own ; and
they do not hesitate to do this, because
they know that whatever views they may
hold upon the work itself, or the manner
in which it is written, absolute truth is to
be found in its pages. Why should they
refuse, therefore, to believe a statement
made upon one page of his three volumes,
when they willingly and gratefully accept
the rest if it is to their interest to do so|?
This is a difficult question to answer, but
it is not without importance when we are
discussing the subject of "Edwin Drood."
On pages 425 and 426 of the third
volume of Mr. Forster's " Life " is to be
found the simple explanation of my
father's plot for his story, as given to him
by my father himself. It is true that
Mr. Forster speaks from remembrance,
but how often does he not speak from
remembrance, and yet how seldom are
we inclined to doubt his word ! Only
here, because what he tells us does not
exactly fit in with our preconceived views
as to how the tale shall be finished, are
we disposed to quarrel with him, for the
simple reason that we flatter ourselves
we have discovered a better ending to
the book than the one originally intended
for it by the author. And so we put his
statement aside and ignore it, while we
grope in the dark for a thing we shall
never find ; and we obstinately refuse
to allow even the little glimmer of light
my father has himself thrown upon the
obscurity to help us in our search. It

was not, I imagine, for the intricate
working out of his plot alone, that my
father cared to write this story ; but it

was through his wonderful observation
of character, and his strange insight into
the tragic secrets of the human heart,
that he desired his greatest triumph to
be achieved.

I do not write upon these things
because I have any fresh or startling
theories to offer upon the subject of" Edwin Drood." I cannot say that I am
without my own opinions, but I am fully
conscious that after what has been already
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so ably said, they would have but little
interest for the general public ; so I
shrink from venturing upon any sugges
tions respecting the solution of my father's
last book. My chief object in writing is
to remind the readers of this paper that
there are certain facts connected with
this story that cannot lightly be put
aside, and these facts are to be found in

John Forster's
" Life of Charles Dickens,"

and in the declaration made by my
brother Charles. Having known both
Mr. Forster and my brother intimately, I
cannot for a moment believe that either
of them would speak or write that which
he did not know to be strictly true ; and
it is on these grounds alone that I think
I have a right to be heard when I insist
upon the assertion that Edwin Drood
was undoubtedly murdered by his uncle
Jasper. As to the unravelling of the
mystery, and the way in which the murder
was perpetrated, we are all at liberty to
have our own views, seeing that no ex
planations were as yet arrived at in the
story ; but we should remember that
only vague speculations can be indulged
in when we try to imagine them for
ourselves.
It has been pointed out, and very
justly, that although Jasper removed the
watch, chain, and scarf-pin from Edwin's
body, there would possibly remain on it

money of some kind, keys, and the metal
buttons on his clothes, which the action
of the quicklime could not destroy, and
by which his identity would be made
known. This has been looked upon as
an oversight, a mere piece of forgetfulness
on my father's part. But remembering,
as I do very well, what he often said,
that the most clever criminals were
constantly detected through some small
defect in their calculations, I cannot but
think it most probable that this was not
an oversight, but was intended to lead up
to the pet theory that he so frequently
mentioned whenever a murder case was
brought to trial. After reading " Edwin
Drood " many times, as most of us have
read it

, we must, I think, come to the
conclusion that not a word of this tale
was written without full consideration ;

that in this story at least my father left
nothing to chance ; and that therefore
the money, and the buttons, were destined
to take their proper place in the book,
and might turn out to be a weak spot in

Jasper's well-arranged and complicated

plot, the weak spot my father insisted
upon, as being inseparable from the
commission of a great crime, however
skilfully planned. The keys spoken of
need not be taken seriously into account,
for Edwin was a careless young fellow,
and it is not unreasonable to suppose
that he did not always carry them upon
his person ; he was staying with his uncle,
and he may have left them in the
portmanteau, which was most likely at
the time of the murder lying unfastened

in his room, with the key belonging to

it in the lock. It would be unfair to
suggest that my father wrote unadvisedly
of this or that, for he had still the half
of his story to finish, and plenty of time,
as he thought, in which to gather up the
broken threads and weave them into

a symmetrical and harmonious whole,
which he was so eminently capable of
completing.
That my father's brain was more than
usually clear and bright during the
writing of " Edwin Drood," no one who
lived with him could possibly doubt ; and
the extraordinary interest he took in the
development of this story was apparent
in all that he said or did, and was often
the subject of conversation between those
who anxiously watched him as he wrote,
and feared that he was trying his strength
too far. For although my father's death
was sudden and unexpected, the know
ledge that his bodily health was failing
had been for some time too forcibly
brought to the notice of those who loved
him, for them to be blind to the fact
that the book he was now engaged in,
and the concentration of his devotion and
energy upon it

,

were a tax too great for
his fast ebbing strength. Any attempt
to stay him, however, in work that he
had undertaken was as idle as stretching
one's hands to a river and bidding it

cease to flow ; and beyond a few remon
strances now and again urged, no such
attempt was made, knowing as we did
that it would be entirely useless. And
so the work sped on, carrying with it my
father's few remaining days of life, and
the end came all too soon, as it was
bound to come, to one who never ceased
to labour for those who were dear to him,
in the hope of gaining for them that
which lie was destined never to enjoy.
And in my father's grave lies buried the
secret of his story.
The scene of the Eight Club, which
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Mr. Forster discovered after his death, in
which there figure two new characters,
Mr. Peartree and Mr. Kimber, hears no
relation as we read it to the unfolding of
the plot ; and although the young man
Poker, who is also introduced in this
fragment for the first time, seems to be
of more significance, we see too little of
him to be certain that we may not already
have made his acquaintance. In Mr.
Sapsea my father evidently took much

pleasure, and we are here reminded of
the note made for him in the first number-
plan of " Edwin Drood " : " Mr. Sapsea.
Old Tory Jackass. Connect Jasper with
him. (He will want a solemn donkey by-
and-by)." My father also wanted the
solemn donkey, and not only brought
him in for the purposes of his story, but
because, as in the case of "the Billickin,''
he took delight in dwelling upon the
absurdities of the character.
As to the cover of " Edwin Drood,"
that has been the subject of so much
discussion, there is very little to tell. It
was designed and drawn by Mr. Charles
A. Collins, my first husband. The same
reasons that prevented me from teasing
my father with questions respecting his

story made me refrain from asking any
of Mr. Collins ; but from what he said
I certainly gathered that he was not in
possession of my father's secret, although
he had made his designs from my father's
directions. There are a few things in
this cover that I fancy have been a little
misunderstood. In the book only Jasper
and Neville Landless are described as
dark young men. Edwin Drood is fair,
and so is Crisparkle. Tartar is burnt
by the sun ; but when Rosa asks " the
Unlimited head chambermaid " at the
hotel in Furnival's Inn if the gentleman
who has just called is dark, she replies :

" No, Miss, more of a brown gentleman."
"You arc sure not with black hair?"
asked Rosa, taking courage.
"Quite sure of that, Miss. Drown hair
and blue eyes."

Now in a drawing it would be difficult
to make a distinction between the fair
hair of Edwin and the slightly darker
hair of Tartar ; and in the picture, where
we see a girl — Rosa we imagine her to
be— seated in a garden, the young man
at her feet is

, I feel pretty sure, intended
for Tartar. Edwin it cannot be, nor
Neville, as has been supposed, for he

was decidedly dark. Besides this,
Neville would not have told his affection
to Rosa, for Helena was far too quick
witted not to understand from Rosa's
first mention of Tartar that she is already
in love with him, and she would have
warned and saved the brother to whom
she was so ardently attached from making
any such confession. The figure is not
intended for Jasper, because we know
thr.t Jasper did not move from the sun
dial in the scene where he declares his
mad passion for Rosa, and Jasper had
black hair and whiskers. And, again,
the drawing cannot be meant to represent
Helena and Crisparkle, for the young
man is not in clerical dress. The figures
going up the stairs are still more difficult
to make out ; but there can be little
doubt that the active higher one is the
same young man we see at Rosa's feet,
and must therefore be Tartar. Of the
remaining two, one may be Crisparkle,
although there is still no clerical attire,
and the other cither Grewgious or Neville,
though the drawing certainly bears but
little resemblance to either of those
characters.
The lower and middle picture is

,

of
course, the great scene of the book ; but
whether the young man standing calm, and
inexorable as Fate, is intended to be the
ghost of Edwin as seen by Jasper in his half-
dazed and drugged condition, or whether

it is Helena dressed as Datchery, as one
writer has ingeniously suggested (although
there are reasons in the story against the

supposition that Helena is Datchery, and
many to support the theory that the

" old
buffer" is Bazzard), — these are puzzles
that will never be cleared up, except to
the minds of those who have positively
determined that they hold the clue to the
mystery, and can only see its interpreta
tion from one point of view. The girl's
figure with streaming hair, in the picture
where the word " Lost " is written, has
been supposed to represent Rosa after
her parting from Edwin ; but it may more
likely, I think, indicate some scene in
the book which has yet to be described
in the story. This is another enigma ;

but my father, it may be presumed, in
tended to puzzle his readers b

y the cover,

and he had every legitimate right to
do so, for had his meaning been made
perfectly clear "the interest of the book
would be gone." Some surprise has been
expressed because Mr. Forster did not



Copyright 1906by Alvln Langdon Coburo.

V.—ST. NICHOLAS' GRAVEYARD, ROCHESTER
[Where it is said that Uickcns himself would have preferred to be buried],

" A fragment of a burial ground."
" Edwin Drood," the eighteenth ehapter.



6s 2 THE PALL MALL MAGAZINE.

ask Mr. Collins for the meaning of his
designs ; but if he already knew the plot,
why should he seek information from Mr.
Collins? — particularly as my father may
have told him that he had not disclosed
the secret of his story to his illustrators,
for I believe I am right in affirming that
Mr. Luke Fildes was no better informed
as to the plan of the book than was
Mr. Collins.

I am unfortunately not acquainted with
much that has been written about " Edwin
Drood," for the story was so painfully
associated with my father's death and the

sorrow of that time, that after first reading
it I could never bear to look into the
book again till about two months ago,
when I found myself obliged to do so ;
and then my thoughts flew back to the
last occasion when my father mentioned
it in my hearing. I had gone down to
Gad's Hill on Saturday, June 4th, to
see him. He had only returned to the
country a week before, as he had been
staying in Hyde Park Place for his Read
ings, and to give my sister a little gaiety
during the London season.
I had been with him constantly in town,
and was therefore unprepared to find him
looking a good deal changed. This was so
noticeable on the Sunday afternoon, when

he came in from a short walk, that I
spoke of his altered appearance to my
aunt and sister, who were the only other
members of our family at home. They
assured me that he was really better than

he had been, and would probably, after he
had rested a little, be more like himself;
and they were right, for at dinner he
appeared less worn, and was very cheerful

and talkative. In the evening we went
for a stroll in the garden, but soon

returned to the house, as he was fatigued ;
and then he said that he would like to
sit in the dining-room, for he took so
much pleasure in the new conservatory,
that had been finished during his absence,
that he preferred to be where he could
see the flowers.
There was a matter of some little
importance to myself that I wished to
consult him upon. This I told him, and
he said that later in the evening, when my
aunt and sister went to bed, we would
talk of it together. My sister then played
and sang, and her voice, which was very
sweet and thrilling, reached us from the
drawing-room, where she sat alone. My

father enjoyed her music, as he always
did, and was quite happy, although silent
now, and looking very pale, I thought.
At about eleven o'clock my sister and
aunt retired ; the servants were dismissed,
and my father and I remained seated at
the table : the lamps which had been
placed in the conservatory were now
turned down, but the windows that led
into it were still open. It was a very
warm, quiet night, and there was not a
breath of air : the sweet scent of the
flowers came in through the open door,
and my father and I might have been the
only creatures alive in the place, so still
it was.
I told him of what was on my mind,
and for a long time he gave his close
attention to it

,

helping and advising me
to come to a decision. It was very late
when I at last rose from my seat and said
that I thought it was time for him to rest,
as he looked so tired ; but he bade me
stay with him for a little, as he had much
to say. He was silent, however, for some
minutes after this, resting his head upon
his hand, and then he began talking of
his own affairs, telling me exactly how he
stood in the world, and speaking, among
other things, of " Edwin Drood," and how
he hoped that it might prove a success—
" if, please God, I live to finish it."

1 must have turned to him, startled by
his grave voice, for he put his hand upon
my arm and repeated,

" I say if, because
you know, my dear child, I have not been
strong lately." Again he was silent, gazing
wistfully through the darkened windows ;
and then in a low voice spoke of his own
life, and many things that he had scarcely
ever mentioned to me before. I was not
surprised, nor did it seem strange at the
time, that he should be speaking thus;
but what greatly troubled me was the
manner in which he dwelt upon those
years that were gone by, and never,

beyond the one mention of
" Edwin

Drood," looked to the future. He spoke
as though his life were over and there
was nothing left. And so we sat on, he
talking, and I only interrupting him now
and then to give him a word of sympathy
and love. The early summer dawn was
creeping into the conservatory before we
went upstairs together, and I left him at
his bedroom door. But I could not forget
his words, and sleep was impossible until
so late in the morning that when I went
down to breakfast he had already gone
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over to the Chalet, where he worked
during the warm weather.
I felt extremely uneasy, and told my
sister and aunt the cause of my anxiety.
My aunt promised to write the next day
and give us news of him, for my sister
was returning to town with me that
morning, and we could not be at Gad's
Hill until the following Saturday. My
father disliked partings, so I merely left
him my dear love, and intended to go
away without any farewell ; but as we sat
in the porch waiting for the carriage that
was to take us to the station, an uncon
trollable desire to see him once again
came upon me, and was too strong to be

resisted. I told them I must go to him
for one short moment, and hurried across
to the Chalet, that stood hidden by trees
at the back of the shrubbery, and after
mounting the little outside staircase found
my father in the upper room, which he had
converted into a summer study. His
head was bent low down over his work,
and he turned an eager and rather flushed

face towards me as I entered. On
ordinary occasions he would just have
raised his cheek for my kiss, saying a few

words, perhaps, in
" the little language

"

that he had been accustomed to use

when we were children ; but on this
morning, when he saw me, he pushed his

chair from the writing-table, opened his
arms, and took me into them. . . .
I hastened back to the house, repeating
to myself,

" I am so glad I went— I am
so glad," though why I was so glad it
would have been difficult to tell, for I was
to see him soon again. He certainly
looked better, was more cheerful, and full
of interest in his work ; and surely there
was nothing to fear ! We had good
accounts of him too on Wednesday
morning from my aunt, and a letter came
written by himself ; but alas ! on the
evening of that day, the third after we
had left Gad's Hill, we were summoned
to return home at once, as my father had
been taken seriously ill. We found him
lying unconscious on a couch in the
dining-room where he and I had tcilked
together ; a sudden gloom had fallen

upon the place, and everything was

changed ; only the still, warm weather
continued the same, and the sweet scent
of the flowers he had so much admired
floated in through the open doors of the

new conservatory. He died peacefully
the next evening, at a quarter-past six, on
June 9th, 1870.
There is one other fact connected with
my father and "Edwin Drood " that I think
my readers would like to know, and I
must be forgiven if I again speak from
my own experience in order to relate it.
Upon reading the book once more, as I
have already told, after an interval of a
great number of years, the story took such
entire possession of me that for a long
time I could think of nothing else ; and
one day, my aunt, Miss Hogarth, being
with me, I asked her if she knew any
thing more definite than I did as to how
the ending was to be brought about.
For I should explain that when my father
was unusually reticent we seldom, if ever,
attempted to break his silence by remarks
or hints that might lead him to suppose
that we were anxious to learn what he
had no doubt good reasons for desiring to
keep from us. And we made it a point
of honour among ourselves never, in
talking to him on the subject of " Edwin
Drood," to show the impatience we
naturally felt to arrive at the end of so
engrossing a tale.
My aunt said that she knew absolutely
nothing, but she told me that shortly
before my father's death, and after he had
been speaking of some difficulty he was in
with his work, without explaining what it
was, she found it impossible to refrain
from asking him, " I hope you haven't
really killed poor Edwin Drood ? " To
which he gravely replied, " I call my
book the Mystery, not the History, of
Edwin Drood." And that was all he
would answer. My aunt could not make
out from his reply, or from his manner
of giving it

,

whether he wished to convey
that the Mystery was to remain a mystery
for ever, or if he desired gently to remind
her that he would not disclose his secret
until the proper time arrived for telling
it. But I think his words are so sug
gestive, and may carry with them so
much meaning, that I offer them now,
with my aunt's permission, to those
who take a delight in trying to unravel
the impenetrable secrets of a story
that has within its sadly shortened
pages a most curious fascination, and

is " gifted with invincible force to hold
and drag.''
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