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POSTSCRIPT ADDED BY FELICIA. 
 
If the last line extracted from my dear father's Diary does not contain 
explanation enough in itself, I add some sentences from Marmaduke's letter 
to me, sent from the theater last night. (N. B.--I leave out the expressions of 
endearment: they are my own private property.) 
 
... "Just remember how your father talked about theaters and actors, when I 
was at Cauldkirk, and how you listened in dutiful agreement with him. 
Would he have consented to your marriage if he had known that I was one 
of the 'spouting rogues,' associated with the 'painted Jezebels' of the 
playhouse? He would never have consented--and you yourself, my darling, 
would have trembled at the bare idea of marrying an actor. 
 
"Have I been guilty of any serious deception? and have my friends been 
guilty in helping to keep my secret? My birth, my name, my surviving 
relatives, my fortune inherited from my father--all these important 
particulars have been truly stated. The name of Barrymore is nothing but 
the name that I assumed when I went on the stage. 
 
"As to what has happened, since our return from Switzerland, I own that I 
ought to have made my confession to you. Forgive me if I weakly hesitated. I 
was so fond of you; and I so distrusted the Puritanical convictions which 
your education had rooted in your mind, that I put it off from day to day. 
Oh, my angel....! 
 
"Yes, I kept the address of my new house a secret from all my friends, 
knowing they would betray me if they paid us visits. As for my mysteriously-
closed study, it was the place in which I privately rehearsed my new part. 
When I left you in the mornings, it was to go to the theater rehearsals. My 
evening absences began of course with the first performance. 
 
"Your father's arrival seriously embarrassed me. When you (most properly) 
insisted on my giving up some of my evenings to him, you necessarily made 
it impossible for me to appear on the stage. The one excuse I could make to 
the theater was, that I was too ill to act. It did certainly occur to me to cut 
the Gordian knot by owning the truth. But your father's horror, when you 
spoke of the newspaper review of the play, and the shame and fear you 
showed at your own boldness, daunted me once more. 
 
"The arrival at the theater of my written excuse brought the manageress 
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down upon me, in a state of distraction. Nobody could supply my place; all 
the seats were taken; and the Prince was expected. There was what we call a 
scene between the poor lady and myself. I felt I was in the wrong; I saw that 
the position in which I had impulsively placed myself was unworthy of me--
and it ended in my doing my duty to the theater and the public. But for the 
affair of the bracelet, which obliged me as an honorable man to give my 
name and address, the manageress would not have discovered me. She, like 
every one else, only knew of my address at my bachelor chambers. How 
could you be jealous of the old theatrical comrade of my first days on the 
stage? Don't you know yet that you are the one woman in the world....? 
 
"A last word relating to your father, and I have done. 
 
"Do you remember my leaving you at the telegraph office? It was to send a 
message to a friend of mine, an architect in Edinburgh, instructing him to 
go immediately to Cauldkirk, and provide for the repairs at my expense. The 
theater, my dear, more than trebles my paternal income, and I can well 
afford it. Will your father refuse to accept a tribute of respect to a Scottish 
minister, because it is paid out of an actor's pocket? You shall ask him the 
question. 
 
"And, I say, Felicia--will you come and see me act? I don't expect your father 
to enter a theater; but, by way of further reconciling him to his son-in-law, 
suppose you ask him to hear me read the play?" 
 
 
 
 


