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Who Cares Who Killed Edwin Drood?:
A Speculative Reading of The Mystery of Edwin Drood
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“Whenever he had done drudging, he had no other resource but drifting,

and he drifted over half London. He was a dreamy child, thinking mostly

of hisown dreary prospects|. . .]. He walked in darkness under the lamps

of Holborn, and was crucified at Charing Cross [. . .]. He did not go in

for “ observation”, a priggish habit; he did not look at Charing Cross to

improve his mind or count the lamp-posts in Holborn to practise his arith-

metic [. . .] . Dickens did not stamp these places on his mind; he stamped

his mind on these places.” (69-70)
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We love to walk among these extensive groves of the illustrious dead,

and to indulge in the speculations to which they give rise; now fitting a

deceased coat, then a dead pair of trousers, and anon the mortal remains

of a gaudy waistcoat, upon some being of our own conjuring up, and

endeavouring, from the shape and fashion of the garment itself, to bring

its former owner before our mind's eye. (77-78)
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I well remember that my first thought, upon beholding it, was that
Retzsch, had he viewed it, would have gresatly preferred it to his own pic-
tura incarnations of the fiend. As | endeavored, during the brief minute
of my origina survey, to form some analysis of the meaning conveyed,
there arose confusedly and paradoxically within my mind, the idea of vast
mental power, of caution, of penuriousness, of avarice, of coolness, of
malice, of blood-thirstiness, of triumph, of merriment, of excessive terror,
of intense—of supreme despair. | felt singularly aroused, startled, fasci-
nated. (Crowd 880



56 gboooobooooobooooooooboooooo

gooboboboboobobobooboooooobooboooobDobobOoDo
gbobobooboboobooboobobobobobooooboooooboobo
gboboboboboooooboboboboboboobooobooobooboDbo
gobooooobooooooooooobbooooomobooobobooobo
gboboobobooobooboooooooooboboooobooboboDbo
goboobomooobooboboobboobooboboboooboooooo
gbobobooboooooboobooooooooboobobboboboboboo
goooo0oooooooo@yo boooooooooooboooooooo
gboobooboboboboboobobobobobobOobOobobo
gboboboboboboboboboomooboobobobobobooooo
goboboboobobobobobobobobUobmissnogpooboooDo
gboboobobobobobobobobbobobobobobobobo
gbboobooooooobooboboboboboooonog

oooobooooboobooepooboboooooOoObObOOobDobobDDbDDO
goboooobooboobooobooooobomssmooooooooo
oobooooooboobooboobobomisseoooooooooooon
gbobobooboobooboobooboboboboboooobooobooboDbo
goboobobobooobooboboooooooobooobooboooboobOoDo
000000000000000000000000000000003000
gboboboooooooooboobobobobobbobooobooooboDbo
gbobobdoobooooobooooooooboobobooobobobobo
gbobooboo

“How does our service sound to you?’

“Beautiful! Quite celestial!”

“It often sounds to me quite devilish. | am so weary of it. The echoes
of my own voice among the arches seem to mock me with my daily
drudging round. No wretched monk who droned his life away in that
gloomy place, before me, can have been more tired of it than | am. He
could take for relief (and did take) to carving demons out of the stalls and
seats and desks. What shall | do? Must | teke to carving them out of my
heart?’ (15;ch. 14
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“My dear boy is murdered. The discovery of the watch and shirt-pin con-
vinces me that he was murdered that night, and that his jewellery was tak-
en from him to prevent identification by its means. All the delusive hopes
| had founded on his separation from his betrothed wife, | give to the
winds. They perish before this fatal discovery. | now swear, and record
the oath on this page, That | nevermore will discuss this mystery with any
human creature until | hold the clue to it in my hand. That | never will
relax in my secrecy or in my search. That | will fasten the crime of the
murder of my dear dead boy upon the murderer. And, That | devote
myself to his destruction.” (174; ch. 16)
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His manner at these moments was frigid and abstract; his eyes were
vacant in expression; while his voice, usualy arich tenor, rose into atre-
ble which would have sounded petulantly but for the deliberateness and
entire distinctness of the enunciation. Observing him in these moods, |
often dwelt meditatively upon the old philosophy of the Bi-Part Soul and
amused myself with the fancy of a double Dupin—the creative and the
resolvent. (Murder 96)
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“1 have made my confession that my love is mad. It is so mad, that had

the ties between me and my dear lost boy been one silken thread less

strong, | might have swept even him from your side when you favoured

him.” (202; ch. 19)
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Then she had reflected, “What motive could he have, according to my
accusation?’ She was ashamed to answer in her mind, “the motive of
gaining me!” And covered her face, asif the lightest shadow of the idea
of founding murder on such an idle vanity were a crime almost as great.
(206; ch 20)
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A brilliant morning shines on the old city. Its antiquities and ruins are
surpassingly beautiful, with a lusty ivy gleaming in the sun, and the rich
trees waving in the balmy air. Changes of glorious light from moving
boughs, songs of bird, scents from gardens, woods, and fields — or,
rather, from the one great garden of the whole cultivated idand in its
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yielding time preach the Resurrection and the Life. The cold stone tombs
of centuries ago grow warm; and flecks of brightness dart into the sternest
marble corners of the building, fluttering there like wings.

(255; ch. 23)
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The Story, | learnt immediately afterward, was to be that of the murder of a nephew by his uncle;
the originality of which as 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 him asif told of another, had brought him.

(Forster 425-26)
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0 O “The subject is torn between two opposite feelings toward his model — the most submissive
reverence and the most intense malice. Thisisthe passion we call hatred [. . . ]” (Girard 40).
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