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DAILY NEW,April 4,1905

Canon Beeching on Oscar Wilde. —7
Bishop of St. Albans and Mr. Filﬁnglm.
—Services for Trippers. - <ok s

Canon Beechmg, in his sermon at the Abbe
on Sunday, passed a severe condemnation ¢
the late Oscar Wilde’s book, “ De Profundis.
He said: “ A book has lately appeared whici
presents a caricature of the portrait of Christ:
and especmlly a travesty of His doctrine abow
sin, that is quite astonishing; and with one

or two honourable exceptions the daily and
weekly Press have praised the book enthusi-
astically, and especially the study it gives of
the character of Christ; Whereas, if that pie-
ture were true, the Phansees were right when
they said - of Him that He cast out devils

hrough Beelzebub, and the priests. werem;ﬁi
in sendtng Him to death as a perver’ter
pe&pfe ;

: *The wnter o{ the book, “ho is dead e
tinued the Canon, “ was a man of excepmw
literary " talent, who fell into dlsgme 5
whether it is plty for his sad fate or admira-
tion of his style in writing that has cast a
spell upon reviewers, and blinded them to his
_meaning, I cannot say; but I do say they have
1ot done their duty to English society by laud-
{mg the book as they have done, without giving
parents and guardians some hint that it
preaches ‘a doctrine of sin, Whuﬂl, if taken m‘w
{romantic and impressionable hearts, will send
{them quickly down the road to shame The
chief point on which the writer fixes is Christ’s
behaviour to the sinners, and his theory is that
Christ consortéd with them because He found
“hem more mterestmg than the gmd pe@ﬂe, |
who Wsre stupxd His oo
5 * e * B
“Bup everr this Wutar, absolutely sbmiosa
and nnaba&hed ‘as he is, does not hint that
Christ, Himself gained His moral beauty by
;sinning.  The lowest depth of woe is theirs wito
eall evil good and good evil, for thatisa poisen- |
ing of the well of life What is the use of
calling Jesus * good’ if we destroy i:he _very |
meaning of goodness? May God have pa me&
the sin of the man who put this stumbling
block in the way of the simple, and ma:
shield our bog’s 111& young men‘fmm that d
; £ davi ; :
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ttendant circun ances explained. Con-
dering that the- volumes only elaim to be
n edition of ‘- Jorks,” we are inclined to
iunk that M: Lucas has given unnecessary
rudgery both to himself and to his readers.
owever, granted the object which' he
as set before himself, he has carried it out
ith scrupulous care, and has used to great
dvantage his detailed knowledge of “ Lam-
iana.” -
1t is not the fault of Mr. Lucas or the other
(ditors of Lamb that we have yet to wait for a
cefinitive edition of the “ Letters.” It issimply
ine to the anomalies of the copyright laws,
wgainst which Mr. Lucas has a just complaint.
A large number of the extant letters are still
copyright, and are divided between different
oublishers, all of whom are disinclined to part
with their property. Mr. Lueas was unable,
for instance, to include certain letters which
fie himself had used in a different edition.
This is the first occasion on which the corre-
spondence of Mary Lamb has been included with
that of her brother, and her simple, direct,
unpretentious letters add to the biographical
value of the book. In this edition appear also
between seventy and eighty letters which have
not been published before. Most of these are
not of first-rate literary interest, though there
is a good deal to learn about Lamb’s “ affairs”

in the new letters to Edward Moxon, Crabb |,
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son, and one or two others. Naturally
nost 1 JisEOLDAIBES, Universi ¢ are
A hic Anaw Fuland Wandewnrth.  One of
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The pubhcatmu of Oscar Wilde’s last book, “De Profunchs»” has revived -
inferest in the closing scenes of his life, and we to-day print the Afirst of twao
articles dealing with his last years in Pam from a source which pu’:s the:t
authenticity beyond questiom. &

- The one question which mevztably suggested itself to the reader of *De d
Profundis,” was, “ What was the effect of his prison reflections on his
subsequent life?”” The book is full not only of frank admissions of the
error_of his ways, but of projects for his future activity. “I hope,” he wrote,
in reply to some criticisms on the relations of art and morals, “to live long
enough to pmduce:mknﬁ such a character that I shall be able at the end
of my days to say, ‘Yes, that is just where the artistic life leads a man!’”
‘He mentions in particular two subjects on which he proposed to write,
* Chnst as the Precursor of Qha Romantic ‘Movement in Life” and “The
‘Artistic Life Considered in its Relation to Conduct.” These resolutions were

never carried out, ior reasons some of which ﬁte writer of the following article
indicates.

Qscar Wude was mieased fmm gnson in May_, 1897 He records in Ins
letters the 1c>y of the thought that at that time “poth the lilac and the labur.
num will be b}’oommg in the gardens.” The cﬁqmg sentences of the
mzy be teeai}ed Soemtg, as m}aw constituted it, will _have no place fc

are _‘whase‘ sweet rains fall on unjust and 1us§ :
‘whexe 1 £y hide, :nd secret valleys m .

SO that I ma.y walk abroad in the darkness without stumbhng, and send the .
wind over m}y footpnnis so that none may t:atk me to my bhurt: she mll "

thmg* &ess cﬁxkﬂxk&xt would be hard to :.magme. To the phys;
mist ‘they were his most remarkable feature, and redeemed his face
from the heaviness that in other respects characterised it. So much
EWM }methemdspowersafobsewam S =

The complaoent unanimity with which the chroniclers of Oscar
Wilde’s last years in Paris have accepted and sgxea& the *“ legend
of his life in that city is remarkable, and would be exasperating
eonsxdeuno' its utter falsity to anyone who was not aware of their
incompetence to deal with the subject. Scarcely one of his self-
constituted biographers had more than the very slightest acquaints

“ance with him, and their recérds and xmpfessions ‘of him are chiefly

ade up of stale gossip and secondhand tes. The stories of
pposed privations, his abil _obtain a Sqnage
Ione}.ymd : ‘,aadhasc
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The pubhcaﬁon of Oscar Wilde's Iast book, “ De Profundis,” has revived
inferest in the closing scenes of his life; and we to-day print the first of twa
articles dealing with his last years in Pans from a source which puts their
anthenticity beyond question.

The one question which mevztably suggested itself to the reader of De 4

Profundis,” was, “What was the effect of his prison reflections on his
subsequent life?”” The book is full not only of frank admissions of the
error_of his-ways, but of projects for his future activity. *“I hope,” he wrote,
in reply to some criticisms on the relations of art and morals, “to live long
enough to produceswork of such a character that I shall be able at the end
of my days to say, ‘Yes, that is just where the artistic life leads a man!’”
He mentions in particular two subjects on which he proposed to write,
£ Chnst as the Precursor of the Romantic Movement in Life” and “The
‘Artistic Life Considered in its Relation to Conduct.” These resolutions were
never carried out, for reasons some of which the writer of the following article
indicates.

QOscar Wﬂde was released from g:xscm in May, 1897 He records in his
letters the joy of the thought that at that time “both the lilac and the labut-

num will be blooming in the gardens.” The closing sentences of the ‘book

may be recalled: * Society, as we}uve exmshmted it, will have no place for

me, has none to offer ; but Nat ‘whose sweet rains fall on unjust and 1ust
@;whexe I may hide, and secret valleys in

alike, will have clefts in the
whose silence I may weep undisturbed. She will hang the night with stars_
so that I may walk abroad in the darkness without stumbling, ‘and send the

wind over my footprints so that none may track me to my hurt: she mll :

cleanse me in great waters, aém%ﬁet herbs make me whole.”
He died in Nevnmﬁé: 1900, three years and a half after his release ftom
Reading Gaol.

Monsieur Joseph Renaud, whose able ‘and careftﬂty-executed
translation of Oscar Wilde's s Intentions *’ has just appeared in
Paris, has given agood mmpie of how h;story is made i his preface

to that work. He recounts an obviously imaginary meeting betweer

himself and Oscar Wilde in a bar on the Boulevard des Italiens. He

. concludes the epwade, such as it is, with these words : ** Nothing 6
mained of him but his musical voice and his. large blue childlike eyes.”

Osear VYxIde’s eyes were mrms——almmg, narrow, and green. Any-

thing less childlike it would be hard to imagine. To the physiogno-
mist they were his most remarkable feature, and redeemed his face
from the heaviness that in other respects characterised it. So much
for M. Joseph Renaud’s powers of observation. :

The complacent unanimity with which the chroniclers of Oscar
Wilde’s last years in Paris have aecepted and spread the Iegend )i
of his life in that city is remarkable, and would be exasperanpg
considering its utter falsity to anyone who was not aware of their
incompetence to deal with the subject. Scaroely one of his self-
constituted biographers had more than the very slightest acquaint-
ance w;th him, and their recérds and 1mp‘ressions ‘of him are chleﬂj'

to obtain a sqnax;é.
.;,, e his chqu
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1e, Oscar Wilde, who for several ‘years - befc

“had been making athast:&ﬁ%&ayear found it veryhmﬂ Iiireif

“cn his rather precarious income after he came out of prison ; he was

often very ‘‘hard up,” and often did not know where to tu n for
a coin, but I will undertake to prove to anyone whom it may congein
that from the day he left prison till the fiay of his death his income -
averaged at least £400 a year. He had, moreover, far too many >
devoted friends in Paris ever to be in need of a meal provided he |
would take the trouble to walk a few hundred yards or take a cab
to one of half a dozen houses. His death certainly was tragic—
deaths are agt to be tragxc——-but he was surrounded by friends when
he died, and his funeral was not cheap; 1 hapgen to have “paid for
it in con;unctxon with another friend of his, so I ought to know.

He did not become a Reman Catholic before he died. He was, at
the instance of ‘a great friend of his, himself a devout Catholic,
“ received into the Church ”’ a few hours befcre he died ; but he had
then ieer unconscious for many hours, and he died wrthom ever
having any idea of the liberty that had been taken with his uncon-
scious body.  Whether he would have approved or not of the step taken
by his friend is a matter on which I should not like to express a toc
positive opinion, but it is certain that it would not do him any harm,
and, apart from &H questions of religion and sentiment, it facilitated
the arrangements ‘which had to be made for his interment in a Catholic
countrv, in view of the fact that no member of his family took any;
‘steps to claim his body or arrange for his f&w&l

Having disposed of certain false impressions in regard to v nous— k

facts of his life and death in Paris, I fay turn to what are less
casily controlled and examined theories ‘as to that life. W?thout;
‘wishing' to be paradoxical, or harshly destructive of the carefully, -
*chﬁkha!ﬁmnaxm&eipmﬂk;wnxzsockargrﬁgfkgﬁhxnmééamh
the French mind, too, for that matter), I give it as my firm opinion
that Oscar Wilde was, on the whole, fairly happy during the last
years of his life. He had an extraordinarily buoyant and happy tem-
perament, a splendid sense of humour, and an unrivalled faculty for
enjoyment of the present.  Of course, he had his bad moments,
moments of depression and sense of loss and defeat, but they were not
of long duration. It was part of his pose to luxuriate a little in the |
detalls of his tragic circumstances. He harrowed the feelings of
many of those whom he came across ; words of woe poured from his
: hps ; he painted an image of himself, destitute, abandoned, starving
even (I have heard him use the word after a very good dinner at
1‘a111ard ’s); as he prooeeded he was caught by the pathos of his own
wcrds, ‘his beautiful voice trembled with emotion, his eyes swam with
tears ; and then, suddenly, by a swift, indescribably brilliant, whim-
smal touch, a swallow-wing flash on the waters of eloquence, the
tone chang!ed and rippled with laughter, bringing with it his audience,
relieved, delighted, and bubbling into uncontrollable merriment.
~ He never lost his marvellous gift of talking ; after he came out
oi _prison he talked better than before. Everyone who knew him
. realty before and after his imprisonment is agreed about that. Fis
_conversation was richer, more human, and generally cn a higher intel-
lectual level. In French he talked as well as in English; to my
: own Enghsh ear his French used to seem rather laboured and his
* accent too marked, but T am assured by Frenchnen who heard ‘him
: talk that such was not the effect Preduged on_them. :

240
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- True, Oscar Wilde, who for several years- -before his conviction - .

'had been making at least £5,000 a year; found it w,ry ‘hard to hve = st. James's
. 2

cn his rather precarious income after he cameé out of prison ; he was '
often very ‘‘hard up,” and often did not know where to tu a for Gazette
a coin, but I will undertake to prove to anyone whom it may concern -
that from the day he left prison till the day of his death his income -
averaged at least £400 a year. He had, moreover, far too many
devoted friends in Paris ever to be in need of a meal provided he
would take the trouble to walk a few hundred yards or take a cab
to one of half a dozen houses. His death certainly was tragic—
deaths are apt to be traglcwbu’c he was surrounded by friends when
he died, and his funeral was not cheap; 1 happen to have “paid for
it in conjunction with another friend of his, so I ought to know.

He did not become a Reman Catholic before he died. He was, at
the instance of ‘a great friend of his, himself a devout Catholic,
* received into the Church ”’ a few hours befcre he died ; but he had
then heer unconscious for many hours, and he died withour eve:
having any idea of the liberty that had been taken with his uncon-
scious body.  Whether he would have approved or not of the step taken
by his friend is a matter on which I should not like to express a toc
positive opinion, but it is certain that it would not do him any harm,
and, apart from all qnesmns of religion and sentiment, it facilitated
the arrangements ‘which had to be made for his interment in a Catholic
country, in view of the fact that no member of his family toqk any
steps to claim his body or arrange for his funeral.

Having chsposed of certam false impressions in regard to various”
facts of his life and death in Paris, I ﬁzay turn to what are less
casily oontmiled and exan:;med theorm ‘as to that life. W"thcut;
':_wxshmg to be paradoxical, or harshly destructive of the carefully,
“cherished sentiment of poetic justice so dear to the British mind. (and;

e A

the French mind, too, for that matter), I give it as my firm opinion
that Oscar W‘ilde was, on the whole, fairly happy during the lasf
years of his life. He had an extraordinarily buoyant and happy tem-
perament, a splendid sense of humour, and an unrivalled faculty for
enjoyment of the present. Of course, he had his bad moments,
moments of depression and sense of loss and defeat, but they were not }
of long duration. It was part of his pose to luxuriate a little in the '
details of his tragic circumstances. He harrowed the feelings of
maﬁy of those whom he came across ; words of woe poured from his
lips ; he painted an image of himself, destitute, abandoned, starving
even (I have heard him use the word after a very good dinner at
Faillard’s) ; as he proceeded he was caught by the pathos of his own
words, his beautiful voice trembled with emotion, his eyes swam with
tears ; and then, suddenly, by a swift, indescribably brilliant, whim-
sical touch, a swallow-wing flash on the waters of eloquence, the
tone changted and rippled with laughter, bringing with it his audience,
relieved, delighted, and bubbling into uncontrollable merriment.
He never lost his marvellous gift of talking ; after he came out

“of prison he talked better than before. Everyone who knew him
really before and after his imprisonment is agreed about that. His
conversation was richer, more human, and generally cn a higher intel-
lectual level. In French he talked as well as in English; to my

own English ear his French used to seem rather laboured and his
" accent to@%80Be8 but T am Jissen:Women's Univérsity: Library heard hxm 221
talk that such was not the effect produced on them.



He explained to me his inability to write, by sayihg,thatp_when St.James's Gazette
~he sat down to write he always inevitably began to think of his past
life, and that this made him miserable and upset his spirits. . As
long as he talked and sat in cafés and “ watched life,”’ as his phrase
was, he was happy, and he had the luck to be a good sleeper, so that
only the silence and self-communing necessary to literary work
brought him visions of his terrible sufferings in the past and made
- his old wounds bleed again. My own theory as to his literary
sterility at this period is that he was essentially an interpreter of
life, and that his existence in Paris was too narrow and too limited
to stir him to creation. At his best he reflected life in a magic
mirror, but the little corner of life he saw in Paris was not worth
reflecting.  If he could have been provided with a brilliant *“ en-
tourage ’’ of sympathetic listeners as of old and taken through a -
gay season in London, he would have begun to write again.
Curiously enough, society was the breath of life to him,- and what
he felt more than anything else in his *“ St. Helena” in Paris,
as he often told me, was the absence of the smart and pretty women
who. in the old days sat at his feet! = - . . . s A.
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FRIDAY, MARCH 8, 1905,

OSCAR WILDE’S LAST YEARS IN PARIS.—II,

s et

‘The French possess the faculty, very rare in England, of differens
. tiating' between a man and his work. They are utterly incapable of
judging literary work by the moral character of its author. I have never
yet met a Frenchman who was able to comprehend the attitude of the
English public towards Oscar Wilde after his release from prison.
They were completely mystified by it. An eminent French man .of
letters said to me one day : ‘‘You have a man of genigs, he commits
| crimes, you put him in prison, you destroy his whole life, you ta:lke
away his fortune, you ruin his health, you kill his mother, his wife,
and his brother (sic), you refuse to speak to him, you exile him from
your country. That is very severe. In France we should ntvpr SO
treat a man of genius, but enfin ¢a peut se comprendre. But not
content with that, you taboo his books and his plays, which before
ybil ‘enjoyed and admired, and pour comble de tout you are very
angry if he goes into a restaurant and orders himself some dinner.
11 faut pourtant qu’il mange ce pauvre homme!’’ If 1 had been
representing the British public in an official capacity 1 should h.avd _
probably given expression to its views and furnished a sufficxem
| repartee to my voluble French fricnd-by replying : ‘‘ Je n'en vois pas
la nécessité.”” e
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~he sat down to write he always inevitably began to think of his past

life, and that this made him miserable and upset his spirits. = As

long as he talked and sat in cafés and ** watched life,”” as his phrase

was, he was happy, and he had the luck to be a good sleeper, so that

only the silence and self-communing necessary to literary work:

brought him visions of his terrible suffermgs in the past and made
. his old wounds bleed again. My own theory as to hls hterary

sterility at this period is that he was essentially an interpreter of

life, and that his existence in Paris was too narrow and too limited

to stir him to creation. At his best he reflected life in a magic.

mirror, but the little corner of life he saw in Paris was not worth
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gay season in London, he would have begun to write again.

Curiously enough society was the breath of life to him, and what

he felt more than anything else in his ‘‘ St. Helena” in Paris, !

as he often told me, was the absence of the smart and pretty women

who.in the old days sat.at his feet! . . . . . Shar ynws A.

R

A a2 . A ey

S

FRIDAY, MARCH 8, 1905,

OSCAR WILDE’S LAST YEARS IN PARIS.—IL
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- The French possess the faculty, very rare in England, of differen<
. tiating' between a man and his work. They are utterly incapable of i
judging literary work by the moral character of its author. I have n-evgr é’
yet met a Frenchman who was able to comprehend the attitude of the
English public towards Oscar Wilde after his release from prison. |
They were completely mystified by it. An eminent French man .of :
| letters said to me one day : ‘‘You have a man of geniu_s, he commits 5} \
E crimés, you put him in prison, you destroy his whole life, you tazlke
~away his fortune, you ruin his health, you kill his mother, his wife,
and his brother (sic ), you refuse to speak to him, you exile him from
your country. That is very severe. In France we should never so
treat a man of gemus but enfin ca peut se camprendn‘ But not
content with that, you taboo his. bnoks and his plays, which before
you enjoyed and admired, and pom comble de tout you are very
angry if he goes into a restaurant and orders himself some dinner.
Il faut pourtant qu’il mange ce pauvre homme!’ If 1 had been
representing the British public in an official capacfty, : shogld fl.a«vd ,
probably given expression to its views and fumished a sufficient
| repartee to i'voluble French frwnji by rep! {e n'en vois pas
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ely for Oscar Wilde, the French took anof

atmuﬁe to adopt towards a man who has offended agamf semety, and ~
“who has been punished for it. Never by a word or a hint did they show

that they remembered that offence, which, in their view, had been
atoned for and wiped out. Oscar Wilde remained for them always
un grand homme, un maitre, a distinguished man, to be treated

with deference and respect and, because he had suffered much, with

sympathy. It.says a great deal for the innate courtesy and chivalry
of the French character that a man in Oscar Wilde’s position, as
well known by sight, as he once remarked to me, as the Eiffel Tower,
should have been able to go freely about in theatres, restaurants, and
' cafés without encountering any kind of hostility or even impertinent
curiosity. :

It was this benevolent attitude of Paris towards him that enabled
him to live and, in a fashion, to enjoy life. = His audience was -
sadly reduced and precarious, and except on some few ‘occasions it

was of inferior intellectual calibre ; but still he had an audience, and
an audience to him was everything.  Nor was he altogether deprived
of the society of men of his own class and value. Many of the
most brilliant young writers in France were proud to sit at his feet
and enjoy his brilliant conversation, chief among whom I may
' mention that accomplished critic and essayist, Monsieur Ernest
Lajeunesse, who is the author of what is perhaps the best posthumous
notice of him that has been published in France in that excellent
| magazine, the ‘‘ Revue Blanche’’; among older men who kept up

Bauer, and Jean Lorrain may be mentloned

242
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their friendship with him, Octave Mirbeau, Moréas, Paul Fort, Henn- \ :

‘ In contrast to this attitude taken up towards him by so many
d:stmmnshed and eminent men, I cannot refrain from recalling tﬁev :

attitude adopted by the general run of Enﬁnsh-speakmg resxdents in
! Paris. . For the credit of my country I am glad to be able to put them

down mostly as Americans, or at any rate so Americanised by the

constant absorption of “ American drinks " as to be indistinguishable
from the genuine atticle. These gentlemen = guessed they didn’t
want Oscar Wilde to be sitting around ’’ in the bars where they were
in the habit of shedding the light of their presence, and from one of
these establishments Oscar Wilde was requested by the proprietor
to withdraw at the instance of one of our '‘ American cousins’’ wha
is now serving a term of two years’ penal servitude for holding up
and robbing a bank!
Oscar Wilde, to do him justice; bore this sort of rebuff with
. astonishing good temper and sweetness. His sense of humour and
t his invincible self-esteem kept him from brooding over what to
another man might have appeared intolerable, and he certainly
possessed the philosophical temperament to a greater extent than
any other man I have ever come across. - Every now and then one
| or other of the very few faithful English friends left to him would
' turn up in Paris and take him to dinner at one of the best restaurants,
and anyone who met hxm on one of these occaswﬁs would have found

it difficult to believe that he had ever passed. {.hrough such awful_

experiences. Whether he was expounding some theory, grave or
fantastic, embroidering it the while with flashes of impromptu wit
or deepening it with extraordinary and intimate learning (for,

as Ernest La;eunesse says, he knew-everything), or whether he was
“keepmg the table in a roar " with his dei:ghtfuﬂy whimsical humour,
_Sununer-hghtnmv that ﬁashed and hurt ﬁo >, he was _equally ad-

f,li! have heard h:m‘
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.MIW to aéapt towards a man who ha.;s offended agair smtyand

“who has been punished for it. ‘Never by a word or a hint did they show
that they remembered that offence, which, in their view, had been

atoned for and wiped out. Oscar Wilde remained for them always
un grand homme, un maitre, a distinguished man, to be treated
with deference and respect and, because he had suffered much, with
sympathy. It says a great deal for the innate courtesy and chivalry
of the French character that a man in Oscar Wilde’s position, as
well known by sight, as he once remarked to me, as the Eiffel Tower,
should have been able to go freely about in theatres, restaurants, and

| cafés ywithout encountering any kind of hostility or even 1mpertment. :

eur:%ﬂy

was of inferior intellectual calibre ; but still he had an audience, and
an audience to him was everything.  Nor was he altogether deprived
of the society of men of his own class and value. Many of the
most brilliant young writers in France were proud to sit at his feet
and enjoy his brilliant conversation, chief among whom I may
mention that accomplished critic and essayist, Monsieur Ernest
Lajeunesse, who is the author of what is perhaps the best posthumous
notice of him that has been published in France in that excellent
magazine, the ‘‘ Revue Blanche’’; among older men who kept up

Bauer, and Jean Lorrain may be mentloned

attitude adopted by the general run of Eno‘hsh«speakmg resxdents in
~ Paris. . For the credit of my country I am glad to be able to put ‘them
down mostly as Americans, or at any rate so Americanised by the
constant absorptmn of ““ American drinks’’ as to be indistinguishable
from the genuine atticle. These gentlemen ¢ g'uessed they didn’t
want Oscar Wilde to be sitting around ”’ in the bars where they were
in the habit of shedding the light of their presence, and from one of
these establishments Oscar Wilde was requested by the proprietor
to withdraw at the instance of one of our ‘‘ American cousins”’
is now serving a term of two years’ penal servitude for holding up
and robbing a bank!
Oscar Wilde, to do him justice;, bore this sort of rebuff with
1 astonishing good temper and sweetness. His sense of humour and
: his invincible self-esteem kept him from brooding over what to
another man might have appeared intolerable, and he certainly
possessed the philosophical temperament to a greater extent than.
any other man I have ever come across. Evcry now and then one
| or other of the very few faithful English friends left to him would
turn up in Paris and take him to dinner at one of the best restaurants,
and anyone who met hlm on one of these occasmns would have found
it difficult to believe that he had ever passed. ;hroug‘h such awful
experiences. . Whether he was expounding some theory grave or
fantastic, embroidering it the while with flashes of imipromptu wit
or deepening it with extraordmary and - intimate learning (for,
as Ernest La;eunesse says, he knewwe?yt‘hing), or whether He was
“keepmg the table in’ ‘aroar " with his y whimsical humour,
summer-lightning that flashed and ‘hurt 1o one, he was equally ad-

, abh@ow qsclﬁave Iived mJﬁ@’!ﬂm et

It was this benevolent attitude of Paris towards him ‘that enabled
him to live and, in a-fashion, to enjoy life. = His audience was -
sadly reduced and precarious, and except on some few ‘occasions it

In contrast to this attitude taken up towards hxm by SO many
distinguished and eminent men, I cannot refrain from recaihng tﬁe_f"

who

F@r_ﬁw heai‘d him‘ :
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talk is as though one had lived for years at Athens without going
to look at the Parthenon. -

: I wish I could remember one-hundredth part of the good fthiggs
he said. He was extraordinarily quick in answer and repartee, and
anyone who says that his wit was the result of preparation and
midnight oil can never have heard him speak. 1 remember once at
dinner a friend of his who had formerly been in the * Blues,” point-
ing out that in the opening stanza of ** The Ballad of Reading Jail
he had made a mistake in speaking of the ‘ scarlet .coat ™ of the
man who was hanged ; he was, as the dedication of the poem says,
a private in the ** Blues,”” and his coat would therefore naturally not
Ve scarlet. < The lines go— = '

" He did not wear his scarlet coat,
Yor blood and wine are red. -
‘“ Well, what could I do,’’ said Oscar Wilde plaintively, I
couldn’t very well say : _ v

He did not wear his azure coat,
For blood and wine are blue—

could=bgdt- - : : ,
The last time 1 saw him was about three months before he died.
1 took him to dinner at the Grand Café. He was then perfectly well -
and in the highest spirits. All through dinner he kept me delighted
and amused. Only afterwards, just before I left him, he became
‘ rather depressed. He actually told me that he didn’t think he was
going to live long ; he had a presentiment, he said. I tried to turn
it off into a joke, but he was quite serious. ** Somehow,’” he said, ** I
don’t think I shall live to see the new century.”’ Then a long pause. -

““If another century began, and T was still alive, it would be really
more than the English could stand.”” And so I left him, never to
see him alive again. = !

Just before he died he came to, after a long period of uncon-
sciousness, and said to a faithful friend who sat by his bedside, ** I
have had a dreadful dream ; I dreamt that 1 dined with the dead.”
““ My dear Oscar,”’ replied his friend, *“ I am sure you were the life
and soul of the party.”” ‘' Really, you are sometimes ‘very witty,”’
replied Oscar Wilde, and 1 believe those are his last recorded words.
The jest was admirable and in his own genre; it was prompted by
ready wit and kindness, and because of it Oscar Wilde went off into
his last unconscious phase, which lasted for twelve hours, with a
smile on his lips. 1 cherish a hope that it is also prophetic. Death
would have no terrors for me if only I were sure of *' dining with
the dead.” : o= : A.

= Lora Alired Douflas




st.James' s Gazette

talk is as though one had lived for years at Athens without going
to look at the Parthenon.

- 1 wish I could remember one-hundredth part of the good things
he said. He was extraordinarily quick in answer and repartee, and
anyone who says that his wit was the result of preparation and
midnight oil can never have heard him speak. 1 remember once at
dinner a friend of his who had formerly been in the ‘‘ Blues;"’ point-
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/OSCAR WILDE’S LAST DAYS

The recent publication of Oscar
Wilde’s book, “De Profundis,” which
he wrote while in prison, adds interest
to a letter contributed to-the St. James’s
Gazette (Lond®h), in which the writer
(evidently an intimate friend of Wilde’s)
corrects some misstatements about the
noted author’s last days in Paris. The
stories of his supposed privations, his
frequent inahility to obtain a square
meal, his lonely and tragic death, and
his cheap funeral, are all grotesquely
false, says this writer. The correspond-
ent adds:

“True, Oscar Wilde, who for several
vears before his conviction had been

making at least five thousands pounds a
year, found it very hard to live on his

rather precarious income after he came

= ~out of prison; he was often very ‘hard

up,” and often did not know where to
turn for a coin, but T will undertake
to prove to anyone whom it may concern
that from the day 'he left prison till the
day of his death his income averaged
at least four hundred pounds a year.

He had, moreover, far too many devoted

friends in Paris ever to be in need of a

meal, provided he would take the trou-

ble to walk a few hundred yards or

take a cab to one of half a dozen houses.

His death certainly was tragic—deaths

are apt to be tragic—but he was sur-

rounded by friends when he died, and *
his funeral was not cheap; I happen to

have paid for it in conjunction with

ancther friend of 'his, so I ought to

know.

" “He did not become a Roman Cath-
olic before he died. -He was, at the
instance of a great friend of his, him-
self a devout Catholic, ‘received into the
church’ a few hours before he died; but
he had then been unconscious for many
hours, and he died without ever having
any idea of the liberty that had been
taken with his unconscious hody.
Whether he would have approved or not
of the step taken by his friend is a mat-
ter on which I should not like to ex-
press a too positive opinion, but it is
certain that it would not do him any

harm, and apart from all questions of

g o e 2
i “eapliop
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MIRROR

“Having disposed of certain false im-
pressions in regard to various facts of
his life and death in Paris, I may turn
to what are less easily controlled and
examined theories as to that life. With-
out wishing to be paradoxical, or harsh-
ly destructive of the carefully cherished
sentiment of poetic justice so dear to
the British mind (and the French mind,
too, for that matter), I give it as my
firm opinion that Oscar Wilde was, on
the whole, fairly happy during the last
years of his life. He had an extraor-
dinarily buoyant and happy temperament,
-a splendid sense of humor, and an un-
rivaled faculty for the enjoyment of the
present. Of course, he had his bad
moments, moments of depression and
sense of loss and defeat, but they were

not of long durations It was part of
his pose to luxuriate a little in the de-
tails of his tragic circumstances. He
harrowed the feelings of many of those
whom he came across; words of woe
poured from his lips; he painted an
image of himself, destitute, abandoned,
starving even (I have heard him use
the -word after_a very good dinner at
Paillard’s) ; as he proceeded he was
caught by the pathos of his own words,
his beautiful voice trembled with emo-
tion, his eyes swam with tears; and
‘then, suddenly, by a swift, indescribably
brilliant, whimsical touch, ‘a swallow-
wing flash on the waters of eloquence,
‘the tone changed and rippled with laugh-
ter, bringing with it his audience, re-
lieved, delighted, and bubbling into un-
controllable merriment.

“He never lost his marvelous gift of
talking ; after he came out of prison he
talked better than before. Everyone
who really knew him before and after
his imprisonment is agreed about that.
His conversation was richer, more hu-
man, and generally on a ‘higher intel-
lectual level. 'In French he talked as
well as in English; to my own English |
ear his French used to seem rather la- |
hored and his accent too marked, but T |
am assured by Frenchman who heard
him talk that such was not the effect
produced on them. G

“He explained to me his inability to

religion and sentiment, it facilitated the eilis by Sayiqg that when he sat down

arrangements which had to be made for
his interment in a Catholic country, in
view of the fact that no member of his
family took any steps to claim his body
or arrange for his funeral.

to write he always inevitably began to
think of his past life, and that this made
him miserable and upset his spirits. As
long as he talked and sat in cafes and
‘watched life,” as his phrase was, he was

happy, ‘and he had the luck to be a good
sleeper, so that only the silence and self-
communing necessary to literary work
brought him visions of his terrible suf-
ferings in the past and made his old
wounds bleed again. My own theory
as to his literary sterility at this period
is that he was essentially an interpreter
of life, and that his existence in Paris
was too narrow and too limited to stir
him to creation. At his best he reflected
life in a magic mirror, but the little cor-
ner of life he saw in Paris was not
worth reflecting.
provided with a brilliant ‘entourage’ of
sympathetic listeners as of old, and

taken through a gay season in London,

If he could have been *

he would have begun to write again. ,

Curiously enough, society
breath of life to him, and what he felt
_mere than anytiimg else in his ‘St. Hel-
ena’ in Paris, as he often told me, was
the absence of the smart and pretty
women who in the old days sat at his
feet!”

was _the—

g

 best possible authority, to be exactly contrary to the fact.

MARCH 6,

D e e Gh

OSCAR WILDE

- Sir,—At mid-day to-day.I had a visit from a friend whom I Bad
not seen for twenty years, one who with myself had been Oscar
Wilde's closest and most intimate friend in our undergraduate days
at Magdalen. He came to me to-day specially to inquire what I
knew as to Wilde's reception into the Catholic Church before his;
death. I was able to inform him as to this on the best possible
evidence, that of the universally-respected head of the English Pas=
sionist community in Paris, one of whose members visited Wilde af
his own earnest wish, gave him (while still in fullest consciousness)
all those ministrations which can only be given to those who are in
that condition, and remained with him to the last. My friend heard
all I had to say, and departed more than satisfied not only with the
evidence of the fact, but with the fact itself ; for he (though not him-
self a Catholic) knew, as we all had done in those far-off days, thaf
only the consolations of Catholicism could—as they in fact did—bring:
our friend peace at the last.

I have no wish for controversy on this matter; but when I read

~in your columns to-night, from a source which you describe as “ of

unquestioned authenticity,”’ that Wilde ““ did not become a Roman

scious for many hours ”’ (an absolute impossibility, as every Catholic
knows), and that ‘* he died without having any idea of the liberty
which had been taken with his unconscious body,’’ I cannot permit
such statements to go uachallenged and uncontradicted. I, having’
the best reason to know the truth, do contradict those which I have
cited in the most unqualified manner, knowing them as I do, on the

March 2, 1905. 0.

*“A.”, the writer of the articles, t0 whom the above letter was
submitted, writes i — : S ; >

I am sorry to interfere with *“ O.'s ’ illusions, but since he has
thought fit to raise the question of Oscar Wilde's reception into the’
Roman Catholic Church and (while alleging a desire to avoid” con-
troversy) to flatly contradict my statements on that subject, I should

like to be allowed to declare once more that those statements are
strictly and literally accurate. On the authority of the ** universally
respccted head of the English Passionist community in Paris,” who
never saw or spoke to Oscar Wilde in his life, and the still _more
nebulous authority of his own premonitions more than thirty years:
ago as to Wilde's ultimate acceptance of ‘‘ the consolations of
Catholicism,”” ** O.” secks to impeach my veracity and my good
faith. = ; 5 >

The fact is that the head of the English Passionist community in

. Paris knows absolutely nothing about the matter beyond the fact

that on a certain day a member of his community was requested to
go and receive the dying Oscar Wilde into the Roman Catholic
Church under what circumstances and with what authority I have
already related. That member of the Passionist community, whom
I had the honour of meeting and conversing with at Oscar Wilde’s
funeral, received Oscar Wilde into the Church while he was, as I
have stated, completely unconscious, Whether or not by_so doing
he achieved the feat of performing that which, according to e
is ““ an absolute impossibility as every Catholic knows,” is a ques-
tion which, not being versed in the subtleties of Roman Catholic

theology, I do not feel qualified to discuss.

' Catholic before he died,”’ that when received *‘ he had been uncon--

(Rev.Sir David O.

Hunter Blair,Bt.
0.8.8.)
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/oscmz WILDE’S LAST DAYS

The recent publication of Oscar
Wilde’s book, “De Profundis,” which
he wrote while in prison, adds interest
to a letter contributed to-the St James's
Gazette (Lond®h), in which the writer
(evidently an intimate friend of Wilde’s)
corrects some misstatements about the
noted author’s last days in Paris. The
stories of his supposed privations, his
frequent inability to obtain a square
meal, his lonely and tragic death, and
his cheap funeral, are all grotesquely
false, says this writer. The correspond-
ent adds:

“True, Oscar Wilde, who for several
vears before his conviction 'had been

making at least five thousands pounds a
year, found it very hard to live on his

rather precarious income after he came
. of prison; he was often very ‘hard
u ahd ‘often did not know where to
tum for a coin, but I will undertake
to prove to anyone whom it may concern
that from the day he left prison till the
day of his death his income averaged
at least four hundred pounds a year.
He had, moreover, far too many devoted
friends in Paris ever to be in need of a
meal, provided he would take the trou-
ble to walk a few hundred yards or
take a cab to one of half a dozen houses.
His death certainly was tragic—deaths
are apt to be tragic—but he was sur-
rounded by friends when he died and
his funeral was not cheap; I happen to
have paid for it in conjunction with
another friend of 'his, S0 I ought to
know

i

i “H did ot become a Roman Cath-

instance of a great frlend of his, him-
self a devout Catholic, ‘received into the
church’ a few hours before he died; but
‘he had then been unconscious for many
hours, and he died without ever having
any idea of the liberty that had been
taken with his unconscious body.
Whether he would have approved or not
of the step taken by his friend is a mat-/
ter on which I should not like to ex-
press a too positive opinion, but it is
certain that it would not do him any
harm, and apart from all questions of
religion and sentiment, it facilitated the
arrangements which had to be made for
his interment in a Catholic country, in
view of the fact that no member of his,
family took 2379502180 claim his body
or arrange for his funeral.

c before he died. He was, at the

. his imprisonment is agreed about that. |

THE MIRROR
“Having disposed of certain false im-
pressions in regard to various facts of

his life and death in Paris, I may turn
to what are less easily controlled and

examined theories as to that life. With-
out wishing to be paradoxical, or harsh-
ly destructive of the carefully cherished
sentiment of poetic justice so dear to
the British mind (and the French mind,
too, for that matter), I give it as my
firm opinion that Oscar Wilde was, on

}he whole, fairly happy during the last

years of his life. He had an extraor-
dinarily buoyant and happy temperament,

-a splendid sense of humor, and an un-

rivaled faculty for the enjoyment of the
present. Of course, he had his bad
moments, moments of depression and
sense of loss and defeat, but they were
not of long durations It was part of
his pose to luxuriate a little in the de-
tails of his tragic circumstances. He

harrowed the feelings of many of those |

whom he came across; words of woe
poured from his lips; he painted an
image of himself, destitute, abandoned,
starving even (I have heard him use
the -word -after_a very good dinner at
Paillard’s) ; as he proceeded he was
caught by the pathos of his own words,
his beautiful voice trembled with emo-
tion, his eyes swam with tears; and

‘then, suddenly, by a swift, indescribably

brilliant, whimsical touch, a swallow-
wing flash on the waters of eloquence,
TfHe tone changed and rippled with laugh-
ter, bringing with it his audience, re-
lieved, delighted, and bubbling into un-
controllable merriment.

“He never lost his marvelous gift of
talking ; after he came out of prison he
talked better than before. Everyone
who really knew him before and after

His conversation was richer, more hu- |
man, and generally on a ‘higher intel- |
lectual level. 'In French he talked as
well as in English; to my own English l
ear his French used to seem rather la- |
hored and his accent too marked, but T
am assured by Frenchman who heard |
him talk that such was not the effect |
produced on them. =
“He explained to me his inability to’
_ write by saying that when he sat down
to write he always inevitably began to
think of his past life, and that this made
him miserable and upset his spirits. As
long as he talked and sat in cafes and

“watJissen; Women® ﬁ@%\lﬁ@&/ WQEaTMe was

happy, and he had the luck to be a good
sleeper, so that only the silence and self-
communing necessary to literary work
brought him visions of his terrible suf-
ferings in the past and made his old
wounds bleed again. My own theory
as to his literary sterility at this period

is that he was essentially an interpreter
of life, and that his existence in Paris
was too narrow and too limited to stir
him to creation. At his best he reflected
life in a magic mirror, but the little cor-
ner of life he saw in Paris was not
worth reflecting. Tf he could have been :
provided with a brilliant ‘entourage’ of -
sympathetic listeners as of old, and
taken through a gay season in London,
he would have begun to write again. )
Curiously enough, society was the— 3
breath of life to him, and what he felt *
_more than anyttimg else in his ‘St. Hel- T
ena’ in Paris, as he often told me, was
the absence of the smart and pretty
women who in the old days sat at his
feet!”
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- Sir,—At mid-day to-day.I had a visit from a friend whom I bad

not seen for twenty years, one who with myself had been Oscar,

Wilde's closest and most intimate friend in our underg‘raflﬁateda_ys
at Magdalen. He came to me to-day specially to inquire what I

knew as to Wilde's reception into the Catholic Church before his -

death. I was able to inform him as to this on the best possible
evidence, that of the universally-respected head of the English Pas-
sionist community in Paris, one of whose members visited Wilde at
his own earnest wish, gave him (while still in fullest consciousness)
all those ministrations which can only be given to those who are in
that condition, and remained with him to the last. My friend heard
‘all I had to say, and departed more than satisfied not only with the

evidence of the fact, but with the fact itself ; for he (though not him-

seif a Catholic) knew, as we all had done in those far-off days, that

only the consolations of Catholicism could—as they in fact did—bring:
our friend peace at the last. , =

I have no wish for controversy on this matter; but when I read

“in your columns to-night, from a source which you describe as “ of

unquestioned authenticity,”’ that Wilde  did not become a Roman

" Catholic before he died,”’ that when received ‘‘ he had been uncon-

scious for many hours »’ (an absolute impossibility, as every Catholic
knows), and that ‘‘ he died without having any idea of the liberty
which had been taken with his unconscious body,’’ I cannot permit

such statements to go uachallenged and uncontradicted. I, having’

- the best reason to know the truth, do contradict those which 1 have

 cited in the most unqualified manner, knowing them as I do, on the

" best possible authority, to be exactly contrary to the fact. ==
~ March 2, 1905 e - 0.

- *YA.”, the writer of the articles, to whom the above letter was
Ysubmirtted: wiiles = - T el o ST e
I am sorry to interfere with ‘“O.’s ” illusions, but since he has
thought fit to raise the question of Oscar Wilde's reception into the’
Roman Catholic Church and (while alleging a desire to avoid’ con-
troversy) to flatly contradict my statements on that subject, I should
like to be allowed to declare once more that those statements are
strictly and literally accurate. On the authority of the ** universally;
res;%ptedi:head of the English Passionist community in Paris,”” who'
never saw or spoke to Oscar Wilde in his life, and the still more

nebulous authority of his own premonitions more than thirty years
ago as to Wilde's ultimate acceptance of ‘' the consolations of
Catholicism,’” ** O.”” secks to impeach my veracity and my good

The fact is that the head of the English Passionist community in

| Paris knows absolutely nothing about the matter beyond the fact

that on a certain day a member of his community was requested to

go and receive the dying Oscar Wilde into the Roman Catholic
- Church under what circumstances and with what authority I have

_already related. That member of the Passionist community, whom

"I had the honour of meeting and conversing with at Oscar Wilde’s
 funeral, received Oscar Wilde into the Church while he was, as I
have stated, completely unconscious. - Whether or not by_so doing
he achieved the feat of performing that which, according to *“ 0.,

_is ““ an absolute impossibility as every Catholic knows,” is a ques-

tion which, not being versed in the subtleties of Roman Catholic
theology, 12019403t18 ¢l qualified to JiseiWomen's University Library
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; Sir,—If the statements contained in Mr. Oscar Wilde’s “posts

- humous worlk, ““De Profundis,’’ are true, as there seems to be no

reason to doubt, they certainiy demand the serious consideration of
the Home Secretary. <% 4 = ;

_To those who are not past feeling, a gang of convicts, with their
cropped hair and hideous . dress, which would make the best man look
abandoned, is a sorry sight indeed. . . But for.a person of education and
,neﬁnemer;? to be compelled to form one of such a company must be a

- more terrible punishment even than the loss of liberty or the hard-
i ships of a prison life. e e =
: If, then, we are to have prisoners—hand-cuffed, and in prison garb
—cexposed to public view, and mocked in their misery by crowds of
grinning Yahoos, we had better return to the more merciful methods
of the good old times, when men and women were hanged for larceny.
: A. Krrrine Common.
8, Gray’s-inn-place, Gray’s-inn, W.C., March 3, 1905.

NMARCH (3
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' OSCAR WILDE'S BOOK.

Sir,—I knew Mr. Oscar Wilde well in the eighties, with the
brilliant circle which worshipped him as a demi-god. I do not doubt
his authorship of *‘ De Profundis "’—the magic of his word-coinage
testifies to the authorship—but I have very strong doubts that it was
written in prison, and the gentleman who asserts that he received
the MSS. before the expiration of the sentence in Reading Gaol ought
to procure confirmatory testimony to a proceeding which is contrary
to all prison discipline. If there is one thing more strictly carried
out than another it is that a prisoner shall not be allowed to handle
pen, ink, and paper, except when he writes the letter to his friends,
which, until the Prison Act, 1899, was once every three months.
Each prisoner can amuse himself with a slate and pencil, but not
pen and ink. It is now, and was, absolutely forbidden by the prison
authorities. S 5

As was seen in Adolf Beck’s case, where nine petitions appear in
the Commissioner Report (Blue Book), a prisoner’s liberty, fortune,
reputation, and life may be at stake, but he must tell his story on two |
and a half sheets of foolscap. Not a scrap of paper is allowed over
the regulation sheets. In a local prison Oscar Wilde could apply |

 for the privilege of a special visit or a letter, and probably would
receive it, but as the official visitors of prisoners are simply pans of
a solemn farce, and there is no such stereotyped method as giving a
prisoner the slightest relief in matters affecting the intellect, I have
grave doubts that such facilities were ever given as supplying' pen,
ink and paper to write *‘ De Profundis.’’ : 3

If it was otherwise the following process would have had to be
gone through, either an application to the official prison visitor (possi-
_bly Major ‘g}‘thur Griffiths) for leave to have pen, ink and paper in his
cell, which would be refused. By the influence of friends, or the
statement of his solicitors that they required special instructions in
reference to some evidence, his case, or his property, leave might

~ be granted, but not for journalistic or literary purposes. Had
‘Oscar Wilde's sentence been that of a ‘‘firstclass misdemeanant’’
~ he could have had those privileges, but I never heard that his sen-
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* Sir,—If the statements contained in Mr. Oscar Wilde’s post:

- humous work, ** De Profundis,”” are true, as there seems to be no

reason to doubt, they certainly demand the serious consideration of
the Home Secretary. < %3 o :

- To those who are not past feeling, a gang of convicts, with their
cropped hair and hideous.dress, which would make the best man look
abandoned, is a sorry sight indeed.. - But for.a person of education and
refinement to be compelled to form one of such a company must be a,
more terrible punishment even than the loss of liberty or the hard-

i ships of a prison life. moe o
If, then, we are to have prisoners—hand-cuffed, and in prison garb
- —exposed to public view, and mocked in their misery by crowds of
grinning Yahoos, we had better return to the more merciful methods
of the good old times, when men and women were hanged for larceny.
2019-03-18 Jissen Women's University. Library: Common,
8, Gray’s-inn-place, Gray’s-inn, W.C., March 3, 1905.
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OSCAR WILDE'S BOOK.

Sir,—I knew Mr. Oscar Wilde well in the eighties, with the

brilliant circle which worshipped him as a demi-god. I do not doubt
his authorship of ‘‘ De Profundis '’—the magic of his word-coinage
testifies to the authorship—but I have very strong doubts that it was
written in prison, and the gentleman who asserts that he received
the MSS. before the expiration of the sentence in Reading Gaol ought
to procure confirmatory testimony to a proceeding which is contrary
to all prison discipline. If there is one thing more strictly carried
out than another it is that a prisoner shall not be allowed to handle
pen, ink, and paper, except when he writes the letter to his friends,
which, until the Prison Act, 1899, was once every three months.
Each prisoner can amuse himself with a slate and pencil, but not
pen and ink. It is now, and was, absolutely forbidden by the prison
authorities.

As was seen in Adolf Beck’s case, where nine petitions appear in
the Commissioner Report (Blue Book), a prisoner’s liberty, fortune,

reputation, and life may be at stake, but he must tell his story on two |

and a half sheets of foolscap. Not a scrap of paper is allowed over

the regulation sheets. In a local prison Oscar Wilde could apply |

for the privilege of a special visit or a letter, and probably would
receive it, but as the official visitors of prisoners are simply pans of
a solemn farce, and there is no such stereotyped method as giving a
prisoner the slightest relief in matters affecting the intellect, 1 have
grave doubts that such facilities were ever given as supplying pen,
ink and paper to write ‘‘ De Profundis.”

If it was otherwise the following process would have had to be
gone through, either an application to the official prison visitor (possi-
bly Major Arthur Griffiths) for leave to have pen, ink and paper in his
cell, which would be refused. By the influence of friends, or the
statement of his solicitors that they required special instructions in
reference to some evidence, his case, or his property, leave might
be granted, but not for journalistic or literary purposes. Had
Oscar Wilde’s sentence been that of a ‘‘firstclass misdemeanant’’

he could ha2019:08-18JissenWomeénisUniversityLibrary ™ Dcamiathat his sen-

__tence was mitigated in this respect.
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- Or, he might have applied to the visiting magistrates. In either
case there would be a record of such facilities, and the Governor of |
Reading gaol, the chaplain, and other officials can satisfy the pubhc |
as well as the Prison Commissioners. If the book was written in
prison then it is clear the officials made a distinction between Oscar
Wilde and other prisoners. ,

There is some glamour about books written in prisons. The |
‘“ Pilgrim’s Progress’’ is a prison book, but Bedford gaol was a
pretty easy dungeon. Under the old regime such men as William
Cobbett, Orator Hunt, and Richard Carlile, conducted their polemic
warfare in prison. The last Chartist leader (the late Mr. Ernest
Jones) used to tell how he wrote the ‘‘ Painter of Florence,”’ and
other poems in a London gaol while confined for sedition. Tt was

~a common subject of conversation with his young disciples how, as

ink was denied in Coldbath-street prison, he made incisions in his
arm and wrote his poetry in his own blood. We believed it then,
but as we grew older that fecling' of doubt made us sceptical.
Thomas Cooper’s prison rhyme, the ¢ Purgatory of Suicides,”’ and
his nowel the ‘‘ Baron’s Yule Feast,"”” were written durm_cr his two
years’ xmprlsonment in Stafford gaol for preaching a * universal
strike’’ as a means of establishing a British Republic.

As ‘“ De Profundis ’* is likely to be a classic, is it not as well fo

have this question thrashed out at the beginning and not leave it to
- AntHONY CoLLins.

R

MARCH 8,

- OSCAR WILDES BOOK.

Bir -—My object in publishing ‘ De Profundis’’ was in order to
satisfy what I believed to be legitimate curiosity on the part of
those who admired the late Mr. Oscar Wilde as a distinguished
dramatist ‘and man of letters. As I expressed in the short preface, I
ventured to hope it would give many people a rather different view of
the author. These hopes have been partly realised. It is an old
platitude that every man has many sides to his character, some of
them qmte unknown to intimate friends. Even Mr. Oscar Wilde was
no exception to the rule. But I do not think his consciousness at a
particular moment is a matter for discussion in public. It was in
fulfilment of an old promise that I brought a priest to his death-bed.
On two former occasions he had contemplated being received—once
as a young man, and again on his release from Reading. If Father
Cuthbert Dunn, of the Passionists, was perfectly satistied, I think
your Catholic correspondent may feel _reassured. This does not
prevent ‘‘ A’ from holding to his own view because, as he says, not
being a Catholic, an act of faith and what constitutes an act of

faith cannot have much meaning for him. He was not present at
the time, and it is hardly worth arguing about a matter of opinion.

With regard to the challenge oi Mr. Anthony Collins as to
whether ** e Profundis”’ was written in prison, i can only refer
him to the preface and to my publishers, Messrs, Methuen. It
seems 1 can add nothmg to his knowledge ¢t prisons. I may
venture to ask what eviaence he can produce that he ever formed

part of a “‘lrilliant circle " in the early eiglties.  Lhe name of |
Collins is unfamiliar to me, but the answer to my questxon can be left |

) tbe twenty-iirst century as lar as it concerns

4BHE mesx OF THE PRM'ACL TO “J.)E'i’nomums.“ |
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~* Or, he might have applied to the visiting magistrates. In either
case there would be a record of such facilities, and the Governor of |

Reading gaol, the chaplain, and other officials can satisfy the public i

as well as the Prison Commissioners. If the book was written in
prison then it is clear the officials made a distinction between Oscar
Wilde and other prisoners. |

There is some glamour about books written in prisons. The |
“ Pilgrim’s Progress’’ is a prison book, but Bedford gaol was a
pretty easy dungeon. Under the old regime such men as William
Cobbett, Orator Hunt, and Richard Carlile, conducted their polemic
warfare in prison. The last Chartist leader (the late Mr. Ernest
Jones) used to tell how he wrote the * Painter of Florence,” and
other poems in a London gaol while confined for sedition. It was
a common subject of conversation with his young disciples how, as
ink was denied in Coldbath-street prison, he made incisions in his
arm and wrote his poetry in his own blood. We believed it then,
but as we grew older that fecling of doubt made us sceptical.
Thomas Cooper’s prison rhyme, the *‘ Purgatory of Suicides,”’ and
his novel the ‘‘ Baron’s Yule Feast,"” were written during his two
years’ imprisonment in Stafford gaol for preaching a ‘' universal
strike’’ as a means of establishing a British Republic. -

As ¢ De Profundis’’ is likely to be a classic, is it not as well to
have this q2019:03-18 rashed ouilissehiWomem:sTURIvETsity LibFary leave it to
the twentu-first century = 200 0 = - AntHONY CoLLINS.
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Sir,—My object in publishing ‘ De Profundis ’’ was in order to
Satisfy\what I believed to be legitimate curiosity on the part of
those who admired the late Mr. Oscar Wilde as a distinguished
dramatist ‘and man of letters. As I expressed in the short preface, I
ventured to hope it would give many people a rather different view of
the author. These hopes have been partly realised. It is an old
platitude that every man has many sides to his character, some of
them quite unknown to intimate friends. Even Mr. Oscar Wilde was
no exception to the rule. But I do not think his consciousness at a
particular moment is a matter for discussion in public. It was in
fulfilment of an old promise that I brought a priest to his death-bed.
On two former occasions he had contemplated being received—once
as a young man, and again on his release from Reading. If Father
Cuthbert Dunn, of the Passionists, was perfectly satistied, I think
your Catholic correspondent may feel reassured. This does not
prevent ‘‘ A '’ from holding to his own view because, as he says, not
being a Catholic, an act of faith and what constitutes an act of
_faith cannot have much meaning for him. Ile was not present at

the time, and it is hardly worth arguing about a matter of opinion.
With regard to the challenge oi Mr. Anthony Lolins as to
whether ' e Profundis’’ was written in prison, i can only refer
him to the preface and to my publishers, Messrs. Methuen. It
soems 1 can add nothing to his knowledge ¢t prisons. I may
venture to ask what evidence he can produce that he ever formed
part of a “‘Lrilliant circie’’ in the early eiglties.  the name of

Collins is unfamiliar to me, but the answer to my question can be left |

@ the twenty-iirst century as far as it concerns . "3 &= :
JHE WRITER OF THE PREFACE 10 '.DE PROFUNDIS.”

2019-03-18 Jissen Women's University Library
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 OSCAR WILDE.

MR. R. H, SHERARD AND “DE PROFUNDIS,”

Sir,—I have just read the articles on Oscar Wilde which ap-
peared in your paper last week and which were written by one «he
signs ‘“ A.” 1 can quite understand that, as a balm to their con-
science, the {riendS"who_preci itated MWilde into the abyss should
wish to persuade themselyes_ang the ,Jg}&f“fhat - things were really
n&"s’S’ﬁE;ea with Him affer they had consummated his ruin, and I
cannot help feeling that this was the sentiment which dictated the
two articles to which I refer. It is human enough and par tant
contemptible enough, and I should be the very last to challenge any
-of the statements made by ‘ A.”’ were it not that he writes that of
‘“ his self-constituted biographers scarcely one had more than the
very slightest acquaintance with him.” :

Now as far as I krnow I am the only person who, until * De
Profundis ** was reviewed, has publicly written in England and
America about my friend, and the remark which I quote from ‘“ A’s”’
~article thercfore tends to discredit the things I have written. I
_therefore wish to say as to my friendship with Wilde that I first
made his acquaintance in 1884, in which year I introduced him to
Victor Hugo's house ; that during the short period that he was at
liberty on bail in 1895 I was one of two friends who were constantly
~with him until the moment when he passed down the steps of the
: Old Bailey dock into perdition ; that I was the only person who
~visited him in gaol during the first six months of his confinement,
~once at the ordinary quarterly visit and once with a special permit
from the Home Secretary ; that during that period I was able ta
induce Mrs. Wilde to visit him in Wandsworth, and that after her
| visit she wrote me I was the only friend he wished or cared to see

. As to the facts about his life in Paris after his release, it is quite
| true that I saw very little of him during the last year of his life.

- For one thing I was travelling outside of France, and for another

' Wilde was then surrounded with friends whom I did not care to
. meet—friends like “* A.,”" who can turn his death into a jest and seek
. an advertisement in the amount of the undertaker’s bill. What I
" have published about his life in Paris was mainly derived from the
statements of his landlord, Monsieur Dupoirrier, of the Hotel
d’Alsace, rue des Beaux-Arts.  Monsieur Dupoirrier has repeatedly
told me and others— : = - =

1. That he oné night found Wilde in the streets of Paris without

a domicile. He had been turned out of the hotel he was living in

in the rue Marsollier, and had no money for a night’s lodging ;

2. That Wilde was constantly in his debt and that there is still
over a thousand francs cwing to him on his account ;

3. That Wilde's gold-mounted tecth which he has on sale were
left him as slight dédommagement by the people who settled Wilde's
affairs ; e s ; et

4. That towards the end of his life Wilde was engaged in hack-
wotk for a taskmaster in London who was very irregular in his
Payineutega. - o o : o s e § :
- b, That Wilde died after wecks of great pain {the Pravaz syringe
which was used to allay his agony is also on sale), and that only
one other: person was present. > : R 5
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MR, R, H, SHERARD AND “DE PROFUNDIS,”

- Sir,—I have just read the articles on Oscar Wilde which ap-
peared in your paper last week and which were written by one ®he
signs ‘‘ A.”” 1 can quite understand that; as a balm to their con-
science, the friendS who precipitated Wilde into the abyss should
wish to persuade themselves and the public that t‘.nigg‘s s_were really
not so bad with Him affer they had consumm _his.ruin, and I
cannot help feeling that this was the sentiment which dictated the
two articles to which I refer. It is human enough and par fant
contemptible enough, and I should be the very last to challenge any

-of the statements made by ‘‘ A.”’ were it not that he writes that of
““ his self-constituted biographers scarcely one had more than the

very slightest acquaintance with him.”

Now as far as I krnow I am the only person who, until ** De
Profundis ** was reviewed, has publicly written in England and
America about my friend, and the remark which I quote from ““ A’s”

“article thercfore tends to discredit the things I have written. I
therefore ‘wish to say as to my friendship with Wilde that I first

made his acquaintance in 1884, in which year I introduced him to

Victor Hugo’s house ; that during the short period that he was at

liberty on bail in 1895 I was one of two friends who were constantly

~with him until the moment when he passed down the steps of the
- Old Bailey dock into perdition ; that I was the only person who

_visited him in g#ol during the first six months of his confinement,
~once at the ordinary quarterly visit and once with a special permit
from the Home Secretaty ; that during that period I was able tg
_induce Mrs. Wilde to visit him in Wandsworth, and that after her
| visit she wrote me I was the only friend he wished or cared to see

_As to the facts about his life in Paris after his release, it is quita
true that I saw very little of him during the last year of his life.
For one thing I was travelling outside of France, and for another'
Wilde was then surrounded with friends whom I did not care to

. meet—friends like ** A.,”" who can turn his death into a jest and seek
| an advertisement in the amount of the undertaker’s bill. What I
- have published about his life in Paris was mainly derived from the

statements of his landlord, Monsieur Dupoirrier, of the Hotel
d’Alsace, rue des Beaux-Arts.  Monsieur Dupoirrier has repeatedly

 told me and others—

1. That he one night found Wilde in the streets of Paris without

a domicile. e had been turned out of the hotel he was living in

in the rue Marsollier, and had no money for a night’s lodging ;

2. That Wilde was constantly in his debt and that there is still

over a thousand francs cwing to him on his account ;

3. That Wilde's gold-mounted teeth which he has on sale wera
left him as slight dédommagement by the people who settled Wilde's
affairs ;oo oo s e =

4. That towards the end of his Jife Wilde was engaged in hack-

~work for a taskmaster in London who was very irregular in his

pavimente g -8 o : e A . .
- b, That Wilde died after weeks of great pain {the Pravaz syringe
which wasgpfespatagallay his agissen Womeén's University)Librarg that only
one other person was present. PAdmaTaT Lo e
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> the hotel and the room in which Wilde passed the last
¢ does not wish to hurt the feelings of the
poirrier, and all I will say——fcranyane:t;ﬁ:iou

small gloomy room lo

stained and musty furniture of the cheap hotel 2

— “Purther, *“A™ will not deny that André Gide and Ernest La-
jeunesse had more than a slight acquaintance with Wilde.

' a nd ‘Wilde in a café once

ut it. As to Monsieur
Renaud, whose acquaintance I made the other day, I have not the
least doubt that his description of his meeting' w.-h Wilde in the
Calisaya is absolutely ot e S EsTae ey
. And T think that not the least tragic thing in Oscar Wilde's life
in Paris was that the cruel contempt of the world forced him to
associate once more wi eALL) 0. whom.in.his. De Profundis *’
1¢ had renounced for e de conscienee, used
ITOW Him” now 2 e er.of their o s=wehen
~ 1 diveérsion, fe gloomy solitumhe
Latin Quarter to entert be it at Paillard’s or at
the Grand. ; ,
There are at present being hawked round Lond n, advertised in a
catalogue of second-hand books, a number of W ilde’s letters written
- during the period between his release from Reading and his death.
. They are the best contradiction of ** A’s *’ complacent representa-
tions.  Here is the bookseller’s description of two of these letters,
- which I quote from the catalogue : — e ; T
: “A. L, signed and dated Paris, August 8, 189¢, has reference to'a MG
forwarded ‘of which he- has received no- acknow}&}aement,' fears' he will be
turned out of his®™hotel; indeed the whole Letter 1s a chronicle of misery
. and despair ‘and ‘early hopeless.” - : = SeEREE
T LG ACEL October 19, 1898, dated Paris, still harping on the same string,
. namely making incessant appeals for money, has been iil in bed, “asking
¢ for proofs of his play {An fdeal Husband’), ete. -, . 17s. Bel. 1D
': RoserT HarsoroucH ~SHERARD,

E- Veérnon (Eure), f‘_fészqe, March 7, 1905.

S et

| THE OSCAR WILDE BOOK,

- Mr. John Camphell, M.P., will, on Monday, ask the Home Secre-
tary whether he can state what facilities for literary work  were
| accorded to the jate Mr. Oscar Wilde during his incarceration in
Reading gaol. : —_—
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