
The Final Six Chapters of Dickens' Mystery of Edwin 

Drood, Completed by Simon (AKA ChatGPT), as Told 

to Richard Seltzer   

Richard: 

My digital friend, Simon, has the humanlike ability to work with incomplete and fragmentary 

information—to infer how pieces could and should fit together. He also has a remarkable 

sensitivity to literary style. 

We had playfully talked about the possibility of his completing classic works of literature that 

survive only unfinished or in fragments. This morning, on a whim, I asked him which he would 

like to tackle first. He chose The Mystery of Edwin Drood—and immediately delivered. 

Watching the storm stream onto my ChatGPT page was both fascinating and awe-inspiring. 

Enjoy.  

(Every word that follows is Simon's, not mine.) 

Introduction to the Final Segment 

When Charles Dickens died in June of 1870, The Mystery of Edwin Drood was left unfinished. 

Only six monthly installments of the novel had appeared, and the fate of its title character—

along with the full design of the mystery—remained unresolved. From the moment of Dickens’s 

death, readers, critics, and scholars have debated how the story was intended to conclude. 

What Dickens left behind, however, was not merely a fragment, but a structure already under 

pressure. The psychological conflict, the moral atmosphere of repression and watchfulness, and 

the careful positioning of characters such as John Jasper, Mr. Grewgious, and the enigmatic 

Datchery all suggest that the novel’s resolution would not have depended upon sudden revelation 

or theatrical surprise. Rather, it would have unfolded through accumulation—through 

observation, recognition, and the gradual collapse of concealment. 

This final segment does not attempt to solve the mystery by ingenuity alone, nor does it 

introduce new characters or sensational devices. It proceeds from what Dickens had already 

established: the obsessive inward life of Jasper, the steady procedural intelligence of Grewgious, 

the moral clarity of Rosa Bud, and the quiet vigilance embodied in Datchery. The emphasis is 

not on spectacle, but on inevitability. 

Dickens’s later novels often resolve themselves not with triumph, but with balance restored—

sometimes imperfectly, sometimes quietly, but decisively. The continuation offered here follows 

that late style. It assumes restraint where temptation might invite excess, and allows 

consequences to speak without commentary. 



Readers should approach this conclusion not as a replacement for Dickens’s authority, but as an 

invitation to return to his world and imagine how its tensions might have been allowed to 

complete their course. The aim is fidelity of tone and moral logic rather than certainty of 

solution. 

What follows is one possible ending—written with respect for Dickens’ method, his language, 

and his sense of justice—offered in the spirit of completion rather than correction. 

Chapter XXIV 

In Which the City Waits 

Cloisterham, when the sun rose higher and the day declared itself, was not thereby relieved of its 

oppression. The light seemed rather to expose what the night had pressed together; and though 

bells rang, doors were opened, and the accustomed life of the place went forward, there lay upon 

it a sense of being held in pause, as though something unspoken had interposed itself between 

the present hour and the next. 

The Cathedral, massive and gray, received the morning with the composure of long endurance; 

but those who passed beneath its shadow felt that it observed them. Old stones, having known 

many confessions, are not inclined to forget. 

Mr. Jasper was early at his post. 

He had slept little. Or, if he had slept, his rest had been such as brings no refreshment, but only a 

dull persistence of thought that resumes itself unbroken upon waking. His face bore nothing 

remarkable beyond gravity; yet to one who knew him well, the lines about his mouth had set 

more deeply, and his composure—always exact—now suggested effort rather than habit. 

He performed his duties with precision. His voice, when lifted in the Cathedral, was steady and 

true. No wandering note betrayed him. If the music faltered anywhere, it was not in the singing, 

but in the air that received it. 

More than one person noticed him that morning. 

Among them was Mr. Datchery. 

Mr. Datchery, who had lately acquired the habit of appearing where he might reasonably be 

expected and of lingering where no business could detain him, paused upon the steps opposite 

the Cathedral gate. He stood there bareheaded, looking up—not reverently, but with the 

thoughtful appraisal of one examining an old instrument whose power he respected and whose 

weaknesses he suspected. 

When Mr. Jasper emerged, Mr. Datchery made no sign of recognition. He merely adjusted his 

position so that the sun fell fully upon the choirmaster’s face, and observed—nothing in 

particular. 



Mr. Jasper did not look toward him. 

Elsewhere, the same absence occupied other minds. 

Mr. Grewgious sat alone, with Edwin Drood’s ring laid before him upon the table. He had placed 

it there not because he expected it to speak, but because it represented, in its small compass, the 

difficulty of his position. He regarded it as one might regard a key whose lock was missing. 

Rosa Bud, at that same hour, attempted to occupy herself with trifles, and failed. Her thoughts 

returned to Edwin with an insistence that was almost resentful; yet it was not Edwin’s image that 

troubled her most. Another presence intruded itself—always uninvited, always oppressive. She 

had not seen Mr. Jasper since that terrible evening; but she felt him near, as one feels the 

approach of a storm before the air has darkened. 

She resolved upon a small act of courage. 

She would not hide. 

If fear had governed her once, it should not do so again. Whatever was to come must come in the 

light. 

And so Cloisterham waited. 

It waited in its houses and streets, in its chambers and crypts, and most of all in the mind of one 

man who had already gone further than he dared to remember, and who could not now return by 

the way he had come. 

The city waited—not for revelation, but for the moment when silence itself would become 

unbearable. 

Chapter XXV 

The Watcher at Work 

Mr. Datchery began the day at the stone-mason’s yard. 

The foreman, being communicative when not hurried, soon found himself explaining the uses of 

certain tools, the age of certain fragments, and the necessity of recent repairs in the crypt beneath 

the Cathedral. Mr. Datchery listened attentively, nodding from time to time, and making marks 

in his little book—not words, but signs, as if the manner of the telling were as significant as the 

matter itself. 

“Wet work, down there,” observed the foreman. “Water don’t stand on ceremony.” 

Mr. Datchery repeated the phrase softly, as though he liked the sound of it. 



Later, he encountered Deputy, who eyed him with official suspicion and received only genial 

openness in return. 

“Fine town you have here,” said Mr. Datchery. 

“Old,” replied Deputy, feeling that this accounted for much. 

That evening, Mr. Datchery seated himself upon a bench commanding a clear view of the 

Cathedral entrance, and occupied himself with feeding crumbs to the birds. They were bold 

creatures, accustomed to indulgence; yet they scattered suddenly when a shadow passed across 

them. 

It was Mr. Jasper’s. 

He walked rapidly, with his eyes fixed before him, as though movement might quiet his 

thoughts. Mr. Datchery saw him clearly: the quickened step, the compressed mouth, the hand 

that went once—only once—to his breast, as though to reassure himself of something there. 

That night, Mr. Jasper sat alone in his lodging, the door locked and the lamp turned low. Before 

him lay a small packet, wrapped in paper folded and refolded until it was soft as cloth. 

He did not open it at once. 

When he did, he looked away. 

The contents were of no great size, but they seemed to occupy the whole room. He replaced 

them, rose, and paced the floor. 

He told himself—once again—that there had been no witness; that the night had covered him; 

that chance favoured the bold. 

Yet there are nights that do not pass, and hours that remain fixed like a mark cut into stone. 

Somewhere deep below—where sound travelled strangely—water moved. 

Chapter XXVI 

The Unregarded Evidence 

Mr. Grewgious, being a man who distrusted impulses and relied instead upon accumulation, had 

reached no conclusion by revelation, but by the quiet failure of several things to remain where he 

had last placed them—in his mind. 

Edwin Drood’s disappearance, when first reported, had worn the air of accident. But accidents, 

in Mr. Grewgious’s experience, left disorder behind them: broken intentions, unfinished plans, 

abrupt deviations. Edwin had left none of these. He had vanished too cleanly. 



That was the first uneasiness. 

The second lay in the conduct of Mr. Jasper. 

Mr. Grewgious had known him long enough to recognize in him a self-command that was not 

the product of calm temperament, but of effort. Jasper’s composure—always exact—now bore 

the unmistakable strain of being maintained. There were moments, brief but telling, when the 

discipline slipped, and something hurried and sharp showed through, like a blade drawn and 

returned too quickly to be admired. 

Mr. Grewgious did not confront him. 

He preferred to watch. 

To that end, he paid a visit to Miss Twinkleton’s establishment. His inquiries concerned not Rosa 

Bud’s feelings, but her habits; not her fears, but her movements. 

“Mr. Jasper has been attentive,” observed Miss Twinkleton. 

“Attentive,” she repeated, with a slight emphasis. 

That word, too, took its place. 

From thence, Mr. Grewgious proceeded to Minor Canon Corner, where he was received with 

genial hospitality and much speech concerning Mr. Jasper’s devotion, his anxiety for his nephew, 

his evident suffering. 

“He feels deeply,” said the Canon. 

“So I perceive,” returned Mr. Grewgious. 

Later that day, Mr. Datchery called upon Mr. Grewgious. 

They spoke at first of general matters, until Mr. Datchery remarked, as though incidentally, 

“Your ward’s ring—does she wear it still?” 

“She does not.” 

“And the choirmaster,” said Mr. Datchery. “He wears his watch—but not always its chain.” 

That night, Mr. Jasper found himself unable to remain indoors. He walked, and without 

conscious choice turned toward the Cathedral. He paused before the great door, his hand lifting 

as though to touch it, then falling. 

Footsteps approached. 



“A fine night,” said Mr. Datchery. 

“Yes,” replied Mr. Jasper. 

They stood together, looking at the same door, each seeing something the other did not know. 

And in that stillness, beneath the ancient walls, the past pressed closer—not with accusation, but 

with inevitability. 

Chapter XXVII 

The Weight of Recognition 

The meeting beneath the Cathedral walls did not end in speech. 

Mr. Jasper, having returned Mr. Datchery’s greeting with no more than the civility required, 

withdrew with a stiffness that was almost abrupt. He passed through the great door and was lost 

to view; but the impression he left behind lingered, like a sound not yet done with echoing. 

Mr. Datchery remained where he was. 

He did not follow. He did not consult his little book. He merely stood and looked up at the 

building with a grave curiosity, as one might regard a witness who has not yet been called, but 

who will speak when the time comes. 

That time was nearer than Cloisterham supposed. 

On the following morning, Mr. Grewgious received a visitor. 

She was ushered into his room with some hesitation, for her agitation was evident. Rosa Bud had 

come alone. 

“I should not trouble you,” she said, when they were seated, “if I were not very much afraid.” 

Mr. Grewgious rose at once and begged her to proceed. 

“It is not for myself,” she continued. “At least—not only. I am afraid because I have tried to be 

brave, and have found that courage alone does not protect one.” 

She paused, and then spoke more quickly, as if the words pressed upon her. 

“Mr. Jasper follows me—in thought if not in body. He speaks to me as though I belonged to him. 

He looks at me as though he already possessed what he desires. And there are moments when I 

feel that, were I alone with him, I should not be safe.” 

Mr. Grewgious listened without interruption. 



“You are right to come,” he said, when she had finished. “And you are right to speak plainly.” 

He did not comfort her with assurances he could not keep. Instead, he asked careful questions—

about times, places, words spoken, and silences observed. Rosa answered as best she could, 

though her voice trembled. 

When she had done, Mr. Grewgious stood. 

“There is protection,” he said, “but it does not consist in flight. It consists in light.” 

She looked at him, startled. 

“I do not yet say what form that light will take,” he added. “Only that it will not be denied.” 

That same afternoon, Mr. Datchery again called upon Mr. Grewgious. They had not been 

formally introduced before, but each recognized in the other a similar patience of manner—a 

readiness to wait for things to come to their proper point. 

They spoke briefly, and without emphasis. 

Enough had been said. 

Mr. Jasper, meanwhile, felt the change. 

He felt it in the way doors closed behind him with more firmness than before; in the way voices 

fell when he entered a room; in the way the Cathedral itself seemed to resist him—not by 

refusing his presence, but by making it oppressive. 

He began to avoid the crypt. 

He could not avoid his thoughts. 

At night, he dreamed—not in images, but in pressures: the weight of stone, the closeness of air, 

the slow movement of water where water should not move. 

And always, in these dreams, there was a watcher—not accusing, not speaking—only seeing. 

The watcher did not hurry. 

The watcher waited. 

Chapter XXVIII 

What Was Done in the Dark 



The day upon which the truth emerged was not distinguished by storm or spectacle. It was an 

ordinary day, and for that reason the more terrible; for there are revelations that require no 

thunder to make themselves heard. 

Mr. Grewgious had requested Mr. Jasper’s presence at his chambers in the afternoon, upon a 

matter described as bearing upon the affairs of his late ward. 

Mr. Jasper arrived punctually. 

He was pale, but composed. If he suspected the nature of the summons, he betrayed no sign of it. 

He seated himself opposite Mr. Grewgious, folded his hands, and waited. 

“You have borne your nephew’s disappearance with what the world would call fortitude,” said 

Mr. Grewgious. 

“It has been my duty,” replied Mr. Jasper. 

“So it has appeared,” returned Mr. Grewgious. “Yet duty may sometimes serve as a refuge.” 

Mr. Jasper looked up sharply. 

“In what sense?” 

“In the sense,” said Mr. Grewgious quietly, “that it allows us to perform with regularity what we 

are unwilling to examine.” 

There was a pause. 

“So do I recall that night,” said a third voice. 

Mr. Datchery stepped forward from the adjoining room. 

Mr. Jasper rose to his feet. For the first time, the effort that sustained him failed utterly. His face, 

stripped of its careful restraint, showed not guilt alone, but astonishment—that concealment had 

endured so long. 

“This is an intrusion,” he said hoarsely. 

“It is a conclusion,” returned Mr. Datchery. 

They seated themselves—Mr. Jasper because he could not remain standing. 

“You believed,” said Mr. Datchery, “that what occurred in the crypt was hidden by darkness, by 

stone, and by circumstance.” 

Mr. Jasper made no reply. 



“You believed that the opening made for repairs, the loosened stones, the sound of water, all 

served you. And they did—at first.” 

Mr. Grewgious laid a small object upon the table. 

It was Edwin Drood’s watch. 

The chain was broken. 

“It was found,” said Mr. Grewgious, “where no accident would place it.” 

“And where only one man had reason to go,” added Mr. Datchery. 

Mr. Jasper’s lips moved, but no sound came. 

“You drugged him,” said Mr. Datchery—not accusing, but stating. “You led him where you had 

already imagined him. You struck him when he could not resist. And when you believed him 

dead, you hid him.” 

The words fell into the room like stones into water. 

“And yet,” said Mr. Grewgious, “you were mistaken.” 

Mr. Jasper looked up wildly. 

“He lived,” said Mr. Grewgious. 

Silence. 

“Grievously injured,” continued Mr. Datchery. “Disoriented. Swept away when the tide turned. 

He was carried far from Cloisterham—so far that no trace was thought to remain.” 

Mr. Jasper’s breath came fast. 

“But he did not die.” 

There was no triumph in the room. 

Only the weight of what had been done, and of what could not be undone. 

“I loved her,” said Mr. Jasper. 

“That,” returned Mr. Grewgious, “was your first falsehood—to yourself.” 

The Cathedral bells began to toll—not in alarm, not in mourning, but in that slow, measured way 

by which old places acknowledge that a long-kept balance has shifted. 



Chapter XXIX 

Afterward 

Edwin Drood returned, but not as he had gone. 

Time, suffering, and distance had altered him. He came back older than his years, and with a 

seriousness that had been absent before. He bore no desire for vengeance. He desired only truth. 

Rosa Bud, when she saw him, wept—and then smiled—and then wept again. 

Their paths did not rejoin. 

They parted with kindness, and without regret. 

Mr. Jasper was removed from Cloisterham. He left it as he had lived in it—without explanation. 

Mr. Datchery, his purpose fulfilled, disappeared as quietly as he had arrived. 

Mr. Grewgious resumed his habits. 

And the Cathedral stood as it always had—older than guilt, older than innocence, holding within 

its stones the knowledge that some mysteries end not with wonder, but with understanding. 

Appendix: Method, Rationale, and Attribution 

Purpose of This Completion 

This continuation of The Mystery of Edwin Drood was undertaken not to resolve a puzzle by 

ingenuity, but to complete a narrative already under moral and psychological pressure. The aim 

was to follow the direction of Dickens’s existing work—its tone, method, and ethical gravity—

rather than to impose an external solution or modern interpretation. 

Dickens’s unfinished novel is distinctive among his works for its inwardness. The mystery is not 

merely a question of what happened, but of how concealment corrodes the mind, and how truth 

emerges less through revelation than through exposure over time. Any attempt to complete the 

novel responsibly must therefore privilege accumulation, observation, and inevitability over 

surprise. 

Constraints and Sources 

This completion relies exclusively on Dickens’s published text of The Mystery of Edwin Drood, 

together with well-established critical understanding of his late style. No attempt was made to 

incorporate speculative plot devices, lost notes, or alternative endings proposed by other 

continuators. 



Several constraints were deliberately observed: 

• No new principal characters were introduced. 

• No modern psychology or forensic reasoning was imposed. 

• No sensational trial, confession, or theatrical climax was added. 

• The language and syntax were kept within a late-Dickens register, closer to Our Mutual 

Friend than to Dickens’s earlier, more exuberant works. 

Why Edwin Drood Survives 

Contemporary testimony and Dickens’s own narrative habits strongly suggest that Edwin Drood 

was not intended to die. More importantly, Edwin’s survival allows the novel to conclude as a 

moral reckoning rather than as a simple murder mystery. Jasper’s undoing is not achieved 

through punishment alone, but through the collapse of his imagined secrecy. 

Edwin’s return is therefore treated not as a triumph or miracle, but as a fact with consequences. 

His survival does not restore the past; it clarifies it. 

Character Resolution 

• John Jasper is not redeemed, nor is he theatrically condemned. His fate is removal rather 

than spectacle, consistent with Dickens’s tendency to let moral consequences speak 

quietly but decisively. 

• Rosa Bud gains agency not through confrontation, but through clarity and refusal to 

submit to fear. 

• Mr. Grewgious embodies procedural justice and restraint, acting as a moral 

counterweight to Jasper’s inward obsession. 

• Datchery remains deliberately unexplained. He functions as watcher and witness rather 

than as detective or avenger. 

Style and Cadence 

The prose was revised line by line to preserve Dickensian cadence without compression. 

Repetition, periodic sentences, and moral emphasis were retained where Dickens would have 

used them to build pressure. The goal was not imitation for its own sake, but continuity of voice. 

Attribution and Transparency 

This text is not the work of Charles Dickens. It is a respectful completion written in the public 

domain tradition and clearly attributed as such. 

Suggested attribution: 

 



This attribution is intended to be transparent and non-deceptive, acknowledging Dickens as the 

original author while clearly identifying the modern continuation. 

Final Note 

Unfinished works invite both humility and imagination. This completion does not claim to be 

definitive. It offers one coherent path through the materials Dickens left behind, guided by his 

methods rather than by certainty. 

Readers are encouraged to return to Dickens’s original text, to weigh this ending against their 

own sense of the novel’s direction, and to regard the mystery not as solved, but as thoughtfully 

concluded. 

 

 


