
 
 
 
 

(12) CHAPTER 6 cont. 

AFTER ALL, we miscalculated. A prominent Duchess, and 
Mr. Ryland, Lord Raymond’s old antagonist, were the other 
two candidates. The Duchess was supported by all the 
aristocrats of the republic, who considered her their proper 
representative. Ryland still stood for the populists. Adrian, 
despite his reclusive habits and his well-known opposition to 
party spirit, had many friends, and they were easily induced to 
vote for the candidate of his choice. Raymond, too, had many 
friends, admirers of his transcendent talents and the electric 
effect of his presence, his eloquence, his address and imposing 
beauty; but he’d lost much of his popularity, and was deserted 
by some former partisans. Absence from the busy stage had 
caused him to be forgotten by the people. The royalists formerly 
in his camp had been willing to make an idol of him when he 
appeared as the heir of the Earldom of Windsor; they were 
indifferent to him now, when he came forward with nothing 
they didn’t have themselves. Lord Raymond was added to the 
list of candidates and to judge from the debate that followed, his 
chances of success were small. 

We retired to Hyde Park, where Raymond sat dispirited 
while Perdita reproached us, his mortified nominators, bitterly. 



She’d favored our project but its apparent failure changed the 
current of her thoughts. After this, Raymond could never be 
happy again at Windsor, she said. His habits were unhinged, his 
restless mind aroused and coupled for life to ambition; if he 
didn’t succeed in his present attempt, she foresaw unhappiness 
and incurable discontent to follow. Her personal disappoint-
ment doubtless adding sting to her remarks, she did not spare 
us, and our own reflections compounded our disquietude. 

The next stage in the nomination required us to present our 
candidate to the electors. This was to occur on the following 
evening; but for the moment, Raymond was obstinate. He’d 
embark in a balloon instead, or sail for a distant quarter of the 
world, where his name and humiliation were unknown. But as 
he was quickly convinced, this was useless. His attempt was 
registered; his purpose published to the world; his shame could 
never be erased from people’s memory. Better to struggle and 
fail than to run away at the start of his enterprise. 

From the moment he adopted this idea, he was changed. 
His depression and anxiety seemed to vanish. Now he was all 
life, activity, and determination. Capped by a smile of triumph, 
his whole bearing seemed a predictor of his success. But his 
high spirits alarmed Perdita, for she feared a worse counter-
reaction—and if his appearance even inspired us with hope, it 
only rendered the state of her mind more painful. She didn’t 
want to let him out of her sight, yet she couldn’t stand seeing 
him optimistic; not daring to be present when he debated at 
Parliament, she let herself be prey to twice the anxiety at home, 



where she wept over her little girl. She looked and spoke as if 
she dreaded the occurrence of some frightful calamity, and was 
half mad at times from the effects of uncontrollable agitation. 

Striding through the House, waving, shaking hands, pausing 
to speak into ears, Lord Raymond presented himself with 
fearless confidence and insinuating address. The Duchess and 
Mr. Ryland made their speeches first, then he commenced. At 
first he hesitated, as if his memory were faulty, pausing in his 
ideas and his choice of words. By degrees he warmed until the 
words flowed with ease; his language was full of vigor, and his 
voice of persuasion. He talked of his past life, his successes in 
Greece, his favor at home. Shouldn’t his added years and the 
prudence they brought, along with the pledge which his 
marriage gave to his country, all serve to increase, rather than 
diminish, his claims to confidence? He spoke of the state of 
England; the necessary measures to be taken to ensure its 
security and confirm its prosperity. He drew a glowing picture of 
Britain’s present situation. As he spoke, every sound was 
hushed, every thought suspended by intense attention. His 
graceful elocution enchained the senses of his hearers. In some 
degree, also, he was fitted to reconcile all parties. His birth 
pleased the aristocracy; his being the candidate recommended 
by Adrian, a man intimately allied to the popular party, caused a 
number of voters, who had no great attachment either for the 
Duchess or Mr. Ryland, to move to his side. 

The contest was keen and doubtful. Night after night passed 
in debates for which we spent our days preparing, and still 



offered no conclusion. At last the crisis came: Parliament could 
delay its choice no longer. When the great clock struck twelve, 
and the morrow began, England’s government, by virtue of the 
constitution, was dissolved, its power extinct. It must decide 
tonight. 

At half past five, we and our partisans left Raymond’s house. 
Idris stayed behind to try and calm Perdita, who’d lost all self-
control; later she told me the poor girl, desperate for the arrival 
of news, had stopped her wild pacing only to retreat to her 
chamber in a storm of tears. I’d seen her state myself: as we were 
leaving, Perdita had seized my hand and drawn me into an 
empty room, where she threw herself into my arms and wept 
violently.  

I did justice to my sweet sister, in being sure it was not for 
herself that she thus agonized. She alone knew what weight her 
husband attached to his success. Even to us Raymond put on a 
show of gaiety and hope, acting them so well that we never 
spotted the secret workings of his mind. Yet sometimes a 
nervous trembling, a sharp dissonance of voice, his momentary 
fits of absence, hinted at the truth. Perdita, closest to him, saw 
the violence he did himself. While we, intent on our plans, 
observed only his ready laugh, his constant jokes, his endlessly 
high spirits, she was there for the moodiness that succeeded to 
this forced hilarity; and for his disturbed sleep, his painful 
irritability—even, once, when he couldn’t repress them, tears; 
since seeing which, her own had scarcely ceased to flow. What 
wonder then, I told myself, that her feelings were wrought to 



this pitch! But there was more to it, as we were to learn. 
At the time, I tried to soothe her. I encouraged her to hope, 

but also asked how much our failure would really matter—she 
was exaggerating the damage a loss could do us, I said. She 
couldn’t be comforted. 

“My brother,” she cried, “protector of my childhood, dear, 
most dear Lionel, my fate hangs by a thread. I have all of you 
around me now—you; and Adrian, practically another brother; 
Idris, the sister of my heart, and her lovely children. This, O this 
may be the last time you surround me like this—ah!” She drew 
away abruptly. “What have I said? Foolish, false me!” I caught a 
wild look, then watched my sister calm herself, though she still 
wept. She said, “Forgive me. I must be insane. As long as 
Raymond is alive, I am a happy woman.”  

She was nearly tranquil at our departure; when Raymond 
only took her hand as he went, and looked at her; Perdita’s look 
answered his, and she nodded. Poor girl! What she then 
suffered! I could never entirely forgive Raymond for what he 
put her through then, out of his own selfishness. He had 
decided, if he failed that night, to leave for Greece, without 
saying goodbye to any of us, and never return to England. 
Perdita had agreed, wanting only his happiness; but to face 
leaving all her beloved companions, and keep this frightful 
determination from us in the interim, was a task that almost 
conquered her strength of mind. Their departure was arranged, 
and she had promised Raymond to make the first stage of the 
journey that evening, while everyone was out. Once his defeat 



was certain, he’d slip away from us, and join her.  
Though I was bitterly offended by the small attention 

Raymond paid my sister’s feelings, my eventual knowledge of 
this scheme led me to conclude that he’d been overpowered by 
an excitement strong enough to take from him the conscious-
ness, and, consequently, the guilt of wrongdoing. If he’d let us 
see his agitation, it might have made him more open to reason; 
but his struggles to show composure acted with such violence 
on his nerves as to destroy his power of self-command. I am 
convinced that, at the worst, he would have come back to take 
leave of us; we’d have been the partners of his council again. 
But that probability made Perdita’s task no less painful. He’d 
extorted her vow of secrecy; and her part in the drama, since it 
was to be performed alone, was the most agonizing that could 
be devised. But to return to my narrative. 

Everything in the English constitution had been designed for 
the better preservation of peace. On the last day, only two 
candidates for the Protectorship were allowed to remain; and to 
forestall, if possible, a final struggle between them, a bribe was 
offered to the one who should voluntarily resign the contest: 
first, a ceremonial position of great emolument and honor, 
followed by advantageous placement in a future election. 
Strange to say, however, no candidate had ever chosen this 
expedient; by now, no one even discussed it.  

Long, loud, often protracted merely for the sake of delay: 
such had been the debates so far. But now, with the fatal 
moment looming, a strange silence reigned; the members of the 



House spoke in whispers as their ordinary business was 
transacted with quiet speed. Then came the election. The 
Duchess was already out of the running; the contest featured 
two old antagonists. Mr. Ryland had felt his victory secure until 
Lord Raymond’s appearance; ever since, he’d canvassed 
incessantly, and had scowled at us from the opposite side of the 
hall each evening, as if his mere frown would cast eclipse on our 
hopes. 

So it was to our extreme surprise, upon its being moved that 
we should resolve ourselves into a committee for the election of 
the Lord Protector, that the member who had nominated 
Ryland rose and informed us that the candidate had resigned 
his pretensions to the office. Silence greeted this information. A 
confused murmur followed; but when the house chair declared 
Lord Raymond duly chosen, the noise mounted to an 
unanimous shout of applause and victory. With the contest and 
crisis averted, all hearts returned to their former respectful 
admiration of our accomplished friend. It was agreed: England 
had never seen a Protector so capable of fulfilling the arduous 
duties of that high office. One voice rose and drew many in 
unison, resounding through the chamber, one name:  

Raymond. 
He entered. I was on one of the highest seats, and could see 

him walk all the way up the passage to the speaker’s table. His 
native modesty kept the joy out of his triumph. He looked 
around timidly; a mist seemed before his eyes. Adrian, who was 
beside me, hastened to jump down the benches and stood at his 



side in a moment. This re-animated our friend; and, when he 
came to speak and act, his hesitation vanished, and he shone 
out supreme in majesty and victory. The former Protector 
tendered him the oaths, and presented him with the insignia of 
office. The ceremonies of installation were performed and duly 
concluded. The crowds began to break up. At some point, 
Adrian vanished; he returned leading Idris to congratulate her 
friend on his success.  

“But where is Perdita?” asked Raymond, forgetful at first. A 
few words, which told of her mysterious disappearance, 
recalled him. Guessing her anxiety might have led her in the 
direction of events, Adrian wanted us to look around the streets 
outside in case some sinister event had detained her. But 
Raymond, with no explanation, rushed out, and in another 
moment we heard him gallop down the street, in spite of the 
wind and rain that scattered tempest over the earth. We didn’t 
know how far he had to go, and soon separated, supposing that 
he’d shortly be at his new palace with Perdita, and that they 
would not be sorry to find themselves alone. 

In assuring the secrecy of his retreat in case of failure, 
Raymond had neglected to provide any way for Perdita to hear 
of his success. Never expecting it, she’d slipped unseen from the 
Hyde Park house to the waiting carriage, and arrived with her 
child at Dartford, weeping and inconsolable. When all had 
been prepared for the continuance of their journey to Greece, 
and her lovely charge was asleep on a bed, my sister passed 
several hours in acute suffering. Rain pattered at the window: 



the elements at war outside seemed to have declared against 
her, too. Perdita hung over her child where she slept, and 
traced the little girl’s resemblance to the father—a fearful one. 
What if she should grow up to display the same passions and 
uncontrollable impulses that made him so unhappy? But then 
again, with a gush of pride and delight, she marked in her little 
girl’s features the same smile of beauty that often irradiated 
Raymond’s countenance. Seeing it soothed her. She thought of 
the treasure she possessed in the affections of her lord; of his 
accomplishments, surpassing those of his contemporaries; of 
his genius, and his devotion to her. It occurred to her that all she 
possessed in the world, except him, might well be spared—nay, 
given with delight, a propitiatory offering—to secure the 
supreme good she retained in him. Perhaps fate demanded this 
sacrifice from her, as a mark of her devotion to Raymond, a 
sacrifice that must be made cheerfully. She began to picture 
their life on the Greek island he’d selected for their retreat; 
pictured soothing him; pictured caring for the beauteous Clara, 
their child; pictured rides in her husband’s company, her life 
dedicated to his consolation. The scenes as they occurred to her 
came in such glowing colors, that their reverse became fearful. 
How little she wished for a life of magnificence and power in 
London, where Raymond would no longer be hers only, nor 
she the sole source of happiness to him.  

So far her thoughts had brought her when she heard him 
gallop into the courtyard of the inn. That he should come to her 
alone, soaked by the storm, careless of everything except 



speed—what else could it mean? Vanquished and solitary, they 
were to take their way from native England, the scene of shame, 
and hide themselves in the myrtle groves of the Grecian isles. 

In a moment she was in his arms. A wordless embrace: the 
knowledge of his success had become so much a part of 
himself, Raymond forgot he had still to impart it to his 
companion. She only felt in his arms a dear assurance that while 
he possessed her, he would not despair. “This is kind,” she 
cried, “this is noble, my own beloved! O fear not disgrace or 
lowly fortune, while you have your Perdita; fear not sorrow, 
while our child lives and smiles. Let us go even where you will; 
the love that goes with us will prevent our regrets.” 

Locked in his embrace, she cast back her head when she’d 
spoken; she looked for assent to her words in his eyes—but they 
were sparkling with ineffable delight. He spoke playfully. “Why, 
my little Lady Protectress, what is this you say? And what pretty 
scheme have you been weaving out of exile and obscurity, when 
you have a brighter web to contemplate, all laced with gold?” 

He kissed her brow—but the wayward girl, agitated by the 
timing and its shock to her thoughts, half sorry at his triumph, 
hid her face in his bosom and wept. He comforted her; he 
instilled into her his own hopes and desires; and soon her 
countenance beamed with sympathy. How very happy they 
were that night! How full even to bursting was their sense of joy! 
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