" -
-
i
da
-
-
-,
-
wa
A
WJ
4
s
- My
o
’
£
-
i
- -
s
oy

Jissen Women's University Rare Books
honma hisao Collection

Digical Arcbives of (Dason Library

Oscar Wilde
Scrapbook

Vol.

s
-
L]
H
n
e
x
_al
‘_I'
o
i
i
s,
LT -
-
Y
L
it

# Bt
a iy ——
[ - a
T M ol = b %
o ! -
> ! ol - - il
e Ao e Ty
1 Ty
1 T,
SN IR i
\ S, .
'
-
h r



LITERARY SUPPLEMENT

: nncmzss OF PADUA’.

cuEss or PapuA: A Play. By Oscar WiLDE.
: {Methuen, 12s. 6d. net.)
* Mhis is the first volume of the mew collected edition of the
. works of Osear Wilde. If there were nothing better to follow,
| we should hesitate about the need for the enterprise. In one
| way, the publication of this tragedy will benefit the world and
| tho fame of the anthor, since it will (at leasy we hope it will)
_sweep away the prose translation from a translation into
'German, which has hitherto been masquerading as the
enuine thing. We have now for the first time the
riginal text, though here and there it seems to be
corrupt, and misprints are not wanting. But those who look
to this play for any new proof of Wilde's genius, or indeed
or any more than a faint suggestion of a few elements in that
enius, will look in vain. The Duchess of Padua is an early

ad its root in high-handed borrowing it is the most, and
the least masterfully, imitative. A literary artist excep-
|| tionally adroit by nature and finely trained by effort, Wilde
mastered forms easily, and used them for his own purpose,
Lich was generally for the expression, by one or another
kind of brilliant perversion, of ideas which, in their turn,
were brilliant perversions of other people’s ideas. They were
| often but *“ pot-shots *’ at truth, if we dare call them so ; and
! surprising correctness with which they were aimed was
sibly of less moment to the gay marksman than the style
which they were fired and his determination to be seen

'work ; and of all the works of an author whose originality.

Padua. Tt stops short at the imitation of a form. True, the

| to a young man, remarks ;—

Have prudence ; in your dealings with the world

Be not too hasty ; act on the second thought,

- First impulses are generally good.

1t such sparks—heralding the showers of rockets to come
re rare. For the present the author is content to imitate

well as he can.

The first impression gained is that he imitates remarkably

1l. The Duchess of Padua is an Elizabethan, or rather

acobean, tragedy in five acts of blank verse and

se. On the face of it, the scheme is complete. Here

is a fable of blood and poison, murder and suicide,

ilugh love and savage hate. Here is a mad scene, and'

g}here is *“ comic relief '’ with a second this and a third
- that as wisely foolish as could be, and a Mistress Lucy to do

for Juliet’s nurse. Only in the act-endings, which are, all

ibut one, worked up to the ** situations ’ unkmown to the

platform stage, does the scheme reveal at a glance its actual

# date. Much of the language, too, is even deceptively like

7o noed hardly say that it is all exceedingly clever). When
daehess, who has murdered her husband and taken poison,
g on the ¢ gtark winding-sheet ”’ and the grave,

I think there are no roses in the grave,

Or if there are, they all are mthered now
: Since my Lord went there.

's, too, is quite in the period :—

3 It would be a thing

- So terrible that the amazed stars

~ Wonld fall from heaven, and the palsied moon
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w complete what every one can complete for|

oting in the direction on which the rest of the world had | ;
turned its back. There is nothing of this in The Duchess of

wicked Duke, in the middle of a Polonian address of counsel '
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{ lovers, the author has been afraid to leave it to the story to

A5 it
O thou eternal heaven !
If there is aught of nature in my soul,
Of gentle pity, or fond kindliness,
Wither it up, blast it, bring it to nothing,
Or if thou wilt not, then will I myself
Cut pity with a sharp knife from my heart
And strangle mercy in her sleep at night
Lest she speak to me, Vengeance there I have it.
Be thou my comrade and my bedfellow,
Sit by my side, ride to the chase with me,
When I am weary sing me pretty songs,
When I am light o’ heart, make jest with me,
And when I dream, whisper into my ear
Tho dreadful secret of a father’s murder—
Did I say murder ? (Draws his dagger.)
Listen, thou terrible God |
Thou God that punishest all broken oaths,
And bid some angel write this oath in fire, i
That from this hour— {
and so to the oath.

It is a pity that, on further examination, the likeness |
proves here and there too strong. When a woman who has
murdered an old man says :—*‘‘ I did not think he would have
bled so much '’ ; when a dying woman cries :—

Are there no rivers left in Italy

That you will not fetch me one cup of water

To quench this fire P
when we read of ‘‘the cold meats of my husband’s funeral
feast,’’ and find the line :—** You are my lady, and you are
my love ! ' we cannot talk of adroitness in imitation. Nor
can we with regard to the conduet of the fable, which has its
souree and inspiration in a desire to imitate. Guido Ferranti
; to murder the Duke of Padua. who murdered his father. The
‘deed might be done at any time after the first act, but it must
be delayed, partly that he may show a Hamlet-like irresolu-
tion, and partly that he and (e Duchess may fall in love with
each other. Then the Duc'hesf murders the Duke, to make way
for Guide, and turns Lady Macbeth for a time. Guido, Instead
of welcoming the deed, is virtuously indignant, and easts off
the Duchess, who thereupon proclaims him the Duke's
assassin. So we come to a Merchant of Venice trial, in which
things sway to and fro and each party mimics the other’s expres-
sions of triumph. This actis kept going by the uncertainty— |
achieved at the cost of any clear statement of motives
—whether Guido will tell the truth or not ; and his silence
leads us to the dungeon where the lovers die as like Romeo
and Juliet as may be. Wilde had a wonderful instinet for
what would be effective on the stage, and we can imagine
that, well acted, the tragedy would be perfectly convineing
at the moment—hut for one thing.

Over-anxious, perhaps, to make us sympathize with his

explain them. They are constantly looking at themselves
{rom outside, far too often assuring us out of thelr own

mouths that they are ‘‘ boyish,’’ ¢ girlish,” and “ young.”
They forget themselves, indeed, far enough to make Iove
beautifully ; but they are a terribly self-conscious young
couple. They pity themselves so much that we can hardly pity
them ; and they become almost irritating in their conscious
simplicity, which shows itself chiefly in & reiterated trick of
beginning their remarks with ** I think that *’ or ** I did nob
think that.”’ This is partly due to the Inexperienced efforts
of youth ; it means also that the author was not convinced of
his characters himself, and had not the skill to hidett. He
saw them from the outside only—just as he sww both the
scene and the Duchess from the outside only when he mﬁb
her, in & moment of agony, call the Madonna’s attention to
the fact that the artist of her picture had represented her with
a ‘¢ sweet pale face bending between the little angel heads.””
The publication of this volume makes the world the richer
by agood deal of beautiful verse and some cleverly-managed
scenes. It does not add to our stock of great plays. Happily,
there are h2049-08stB-Women's:\iniversity:Liran:h404car Wilde

alone could have given us.




THE POSE OF MR. ARTHUR SYMONS.

TaE word ‘‘ pose *’ is used without any unfriendly intention, and,
indeed, almost as photographers use it. KEverybody poses more
or less ; everybody, that is to say, has some attitude in which he
prefers to challenge public attention, whether because he finds it
most effective, or because he considers it most characteristic. The
differences are mainly of degree, and the great dividing difference
is between the writers who pose principally for the gallery, and
the writers who pose principally for themselves.

In the former class it is perhaps Mr. Chesterton, Mr. Bernard
Shaw, and Mr. Hall Caine who take the prizes. At the close of
the most effective passages in their writings they always seem
to wave a signal to the clague. When Mr. Chesterton protests
that only quite incredible propositions can be quite true, when
Mr. Shaw recognises in the increasing popularity of divorce a
healthy token of a great moral awakening, and when Mr. Hall
Caine re-discovers the Christian religion one reads between the
lines an implied Nunc plaudite as a sort of stage direction. The
manner of these writers, if not their matter, is that of the
stump orator or the popular entertainer. Not slow self-realisa-
tion, but the production of an immediately stunning effect upon
a startled and gaping audience appears to be the end in view.

The pose of Mr. Arthur Symons is the other kind of pose.
That applause is absolutely a matter of indifference to him, one
must not venture to affirm. Knowing that there is a great deal
of human nature in people, one would hesitate to say as much
as that of anyone. But it certainly is not his first consideration ;
he does not seek it by compromises or over-emphasis, and has,
indeed, the air of being much too self-satisfied to do so. In
some of his prefaces he has stated, almost in so many words,
that critics who fail to appreciate his work give the measure of
their own incapacity. If they do not understand, so much the
worse for them. He knows what he means, and has his point
of view—his ‘‘ system of @msthetics’’ and his philosophy of life.
His apparent enthusiasm for non-morality is an integral portion
of a comprehensive scheme—one of the irrefragable links in the
chain that binds art and life together. The scheme is of more
consequence than the world’s opinion of it. So is the manifesta-
tion of it through his personality. Gaining the whole world 1is
a poor thing beside gaining one’s own soul. He will seek that
first, whether the rest be added unto him or not. Of course, a
man cannot do it without posing. Therefore, he poses. But he

2019-03-18 Jissen Women's University Library

405




|

2019-03-18

128 THE POSE OF MR. ARTHUR SYMONS.

poses chiefly for himself, and the pose is not easily distinguishable
from self-realisation.

Tt is a pose which has one suspicious feature—a certain air of
ssthetic omniscience which does not always quite carry convic-
tion : the pose, in fact, of a man extremely sensitive in every
tentacle, with each tentacle separately laying intelligent hold
upon a separate art. Mr. Symons writes poetry, fiction, and
criticism. He criticises not literature only, but also painting,
music, and the drama. He pronounces judgment not on one
literature only, but on three : the English, the French, and the
Ttalian. His range-extends from the Elizabethans to the
Decadents. It is true that he is continually saying luminous
things on all of these very various subjects, but the circumstance
remains suspicious all the same. It is incredible, to adapt a
well-worn saying, that any man ever was quite so @sthetically
omniscient as Mr. Arthur Symons appears to be. The closest
parallel is perhaps to be found in the case of the brothers de
Goncourt, and there is an obvious point at which that parallel
breaks down. There were two brothers de Goncourt, and there
is only one Mr. Arthur Symons to bear the undivided burden of
universal knowledge.

After all, however, it is not the knowledge, but the pose, that
is the really interesting thing. That, if it were not interesting
in itself, would still be interesting, because it is so well sustained,
and, at the same time, so well defined. Whatever may be the
precise nature of the literary movement with which Mr. Symons
is connected—a matter to which we will come presently—he
stands towards it in a curiously double relation. He expounds it
as well as illustrating it; he is its Sainte-Beuve as well as its
Victor Hugo. The true inwardness of Mr. W. B. Yeats may be
obscure except to the initiated ; there is never any doubt as to
the true inwardness of Mr. Symons. He is both artist and critie,
and the critic lays the artist’s soul upon the table, at once, as it
were, inviting and defying ribaldry. He presents wstheticism at
once in its latest and its most articulate phase, and the historical
origin of the point of view and frame of mind which it expresses
is worth inquiring into.

Tts ultimate source should probably be sought in pre-Raphael-
itism. At all events, it is not worth while to go further back
than that reaction against the Philistinism and general ugliness
of early and mid-Victorian life. It established a new religion of
beauty, albeit on what must have seemed to the Philistines a
somewhat doleful basis. It lacked laughter. The enemies of
Philistinism who laughed, as Matthew Arnold did, were not pre-
Raphaeclites. The pre-Raphaelites themselves were perhaps a
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little too conscious that the overthrow of Philistinism was no
laughing matter. Ecstasy was perhaps their substitute for
hilarity. It was a disposition to a sort of wsthetic ecstasy which
they bequeathed to their Oxford successors, specifically known as
Aisthetes, who had first Walter Pater and then Oscar Wilde for
their prophets. '

Plenty of Oxford men not yet middle-aged can well remember
that Alsthetic Movement and the strange jargon talked by its
illuminés. They were ‘‘ ufter,” they said; they were '’ too
too '’ ; they were ‘‘all but.”” And no doubt the boast that they
were ‘‘all but’’ was the best founded, and received the most
ironical justification. They had not, that is to say, the sincerity
of conviction which could enable them to stand firm in the day
of persecution, and that day of persecution came upon them with
the suddenness of a thunder-clap.

What happened, to be precise, was this : Towards the end of
a certain summer term, and in the midst of the season of bump
suppers, a certain Asthete of some notoriety brought forward a
resolution at the Union proposing that the Society should discon-
tinue its subscription to Punch, because that journal was ridiculing
the ‘‘ New Renaissance.”’” The proposal was rejected, but the
end of the matter was not in the Debating Hall, but at the
Aisthete’s college, where a party of boating men were convivially
celebrating their success upon the river. The harmony of the
evening ended in an attack upon the Aisthete. His collection of
blue china was thrown out of his window, and he himself was
put under the college pump. It was threatened that the same
measures would be taken with other Alsthetes in other colleges,
and in the panic that ensued the Alsthetic Movement perished.
The leading Aisthetes hurried as one man to the barber’s to get
their hair cut, and to the haberdasher’s to buy high collars. Men
who, on the previous day, had resembled owls staring out of 1vy
bushes, now cultivated the appearance of timid cows shyly peeping
over white walls ; and all the available enthusiasm—since Oxford
must always have an enthusiasm of some sort—was transferred
to Canon Barnett's scheme for conveying the higher life to the
lower orders through the medium of University Settlements.

That is the true story of the great Philistine revolt against the
tyranny of mstheticism—but it was only a local insnrrection: Als-
theticism was expelled from Oxford, but was not extingms:hed.
Only its exterior affectations were killed by the ridicule of Pa-i_fzence
and The Colonel. If not the mantle, at least a double portion of
the spirit of the Oxford Zisthetes was inherited by the London
Decadents, who, to a certain extent, altered the character of the

movement.
VOL. LXXXIV, N.S. K




130 THE POSE OF MR. ARTHUR SYMONS.

They were, for the most part, older men, and they were living
under a gloomier sky. Consequently, they stood to the Alsthetes
almost in the relation of professionals to amateurs. The Alsthetes,
after all, had been irresponsible beings, sad as night (when they
were so sad) only for wantonness. There was no real tempera-
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which is as yet only partially expounded. It often happens, how-
ever, that a theorist anticipates his conclusions by the reiteration
of a phrase or a word, and to this rule Mr. Symons seems to have
conformed. His favourite word is ‘‘escape’’; his favourite

v mental gloom about them ; there hardly can be any for youth at phrase ‘‘ escape from life.”” Now the one and now the other
nd Oxford, especially in the summer term. Most of them were only re-appear continually in all kinds of connections. Of John Adding-
R half in earnest, and were, in reality, laughing in their sleeves. ton Symonds, for example, he writes : ‘* All his work was in part
i{"‘ Even their leader, Oscar Wilde, was.doing so. The Decadents an escape, an escape from himself.”” Of Ernest Dowson’s in-
I()):c deceived themselves quite as much as they deceived the world. dulgence in the squalid debaucheries of the Brussels Kermesse
S For anything that any of them knew to the contrary, they were he writes: ‘It was his own way of escape from life.”” Pas-
rowi thoroughly in earnest. There was a genuine inwardness about sages of that tenour abound in his writings, and, in one of his
. A their melancholy, and they were under fresh influences, of which papers on ‘‘ The Symbolist Movement in Literature,”” he explains
E“:ﬁ the Alsthetes had known liFtlfa or nothing : French inﬂuenc_es, his meaning more precisely. The exposition is too long to quote
Bohemian influences, alecoholic influences. For Greek moderation in full, but the essential sentences must be given :—

' ide they substituted French extravagances, most of them knowing

r pex the French tongue well and the Greek indifferently. The Butte Our only chan.ce, in th'is world, of a complete .happiness, lies in. the ‘measure
u“ Monkmathte was their Parnassus, and their culminating hour of our success in shutting the eyes of the mind, and deadening its sense

came when they fished Verlaine out of the Café du Soleil d'Or

and exhibited him in London.
One need not insist, however, for the phase did not endure. Of
Decadent melancholy, as of all carnal pleasure, cometh satiety

of hearing, and dulling the keenness of its apprehension of the unknown.
. . . As the present passes from us, hardly to be enjoyed except as memory
or as hope, and only with an at best partial recognition of the uncertainty
or inutility of both, it is with a kind of terror that we wake up, every now
and then, to the whole knowledge of our ignorance, and to some perception
of where it is leading us. To live through a single day with that over-

atior 2
, Pol¢ at last. Perhaps the era of wars and the call for energy and powering consciousness of our real position, which, in the moments in
efficiency helped to put an end to it. At all events, the party which alone it mercifully comes, is like blinding light or the thrust of a
ings 1 of Decadent rhymers who read their verses to one another in ﬂamm% Sylvortti, would drivt;a 1jmy man gutf of htisdsm:;s]es. er ?.nd so there i:
ok - % SR a great silent conspiracy between us to forget death; all our lives are spen
good. . Fle_et Street Tavern gradually br9ke o Death and d.nflsmn in busily forgetting death. That is why we are so active about so many
sho and in some cases perhaps marriage al.so——m?,de s’ difference. things which we know to be unimportant; why we are so afraid of solitude,
auth One Decadent came to a mysteriously tragic end in Paris; a second and so thankful for the company of our fellow creatures. Allowing ourselves
A1 drank himself to death; a third was run over by a cab. Others fo}:‘tlhe mo}# part ‘fg (ll)e but Vﬁguelfv con.:dozls .i)f that‘hglrest Suspf;}ltse in
at h = : 2 % e ; / which we live, we find our escape from its sterile, annihilating reality, in
an seceded an(.l relapsed mtf) c.omn.lonplac'e, 01'(1011}‘7 o Am((;ng many dreams, in religion, passion, art; each a forgetfulness, each a symbol
cts these are included a dxstlngmshe(.l librarian in London, and a of creation. . . . Bach is a kind of sublime selfishness, the saint, the lover,
sche distinguished reporter in the United States. To Mr. Arthur and the artist having each an incommunicable ecstasy which he esteems
on, Symons, almost alone among them belongs the glory of going on as his ultimate attainment; however, in his lower moments, he may serve
[em and still to be, and even he has not gone on prccise]y upon Deca- God in qctxon, or do the wx_ll f)f his mxstresg: or minister to men by showing
i S ; : them a little beauty. But it is before all things an escape. . . .
’:;1 dent lines. He does not now call himself a Decadent, if he ever
ct-e did. Probably he has always, llkg Sainte-Beuve, stood a little That is the theory of art—which is at the same time a theory
uatio aloof from the movements with which he has seemed to be most of life—in so far as it has, up to the present, been formulated.
"7‘;“‘1 intimately associated. That is perhaps the 1neV{tabIe destiny of No human pursuit is, or is viewed as, an end in itself. All our
’m;e the man who is critic as w.ell as artist. Decadentism, at any rate, occupations—except those, perhaps, in which we engage at the
 hus| has been in his case a station on the road to Mysticism. Through bidding of such imperative and elementary impulses as hunger
ng-sl the one mental phase, as through the other, he has, as he puts and thirst—are so many devices for diverting our minds from
e it, been gradually working his way ' towards the concrete ex- the one great problem which we cannot hope to solve. For this
arew pression of a theory, or system of wsthetics, of all the arts.”” reason the squire rides to hounds; for this reason the smart set
B One must beware, of course, of criticising a system of wsthetics play bridge. This is the motive of the indiscriminate debauchery
;3 | of the dissolute, and of the asceticism of the monk ; this is the
rs origin and the use of poetry, painting, music, and the drama. But
he pa ‘ :
the g
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182 THE POSE OF MR. ARTHUR SYMONS.

the way of the artist is the best, since, by the. symbolis.m of art,
the finite may obtain, in the measure of finite capacity, some

ing apprehension of the infinite. :
corll\Tscc))hdri)gubt? I;he formula lacks some of the essentials of a philo-
sophy. It implies that the mass of men are a good deal more
self-conscious, and a good deal more prone to the contemplation
of the riddle of the Universe than we actually find therr_l. That
riddle is, in fact, far more terrifying to those .who think thpy
know the answer to it than to those who recognise that tbey do
not. It frightened Bunyan, but it did.not frlg}.lten.Glbbo.n.
Many men live calmly and contentedly in th’(’a .bhnq indefinite
faith expressed in the ** Alles zal recht komen’’ inscribed on the
tomb of President Brand of the Orange Free Sta.te. To many
other men their life upon the earth is so interest%ng', and their
work there, as it seems to them, so clearly an end in itself, ‘fhnt,
when the hour sounds for them to drop it, their impulse is t’c,)
exclaim, with Cecil Rhodes : ¢« a5 little done! So much to do!
Theirs are clear cases to which the formula does. not apply, a}nd
there are plenty of others. Some men, ind-eed, instead of being
scared by the mystery, are fascinated by_lt: Herbert Spencer
2id not want to run away from it—though it is true that'hls own
generalisations appalled him in the end ; nor did Henry Sidgwick ;

id T. H. Green. e
no’i‘l(};dn!rost, in fact, that can be said of the formula is 1.:hat it 18
true of the cases to which it applies—of the cases, for mstanf:e,
of such religious fanatics as John Henry Newman and Frederick
Faber, and also of such sceptics as, say, Arthur Hn.gh C-lo.ugh,
James Thomson, and Edward TitzGerald—and that it furmshe?
a connecting link between the successive phases. of Mr. Symons
own literary career. His work, whatever e!se it may be, seems
intended to be read as the record of a series of endeavours to
“ escape from life ’—life being interpreted to mean the unceas-
ing circle of speculation as to the whence, the whither, and the
why. The early poems relate the a.tte.mpt to escape .by means
of *“the raptures and roses.” The ertel: .recounts .!IIS voyages
to Cythera, and describes the particularities of r.msce]lanef)us
caresses. He also relates how he has sat up all night smoklr.lg
and drinking in foul air and unprofitable company. But all in
vain. He did not enjoy as mere Philistines mlght,'and there was
no escape for him in this direction. The emptiness and the
hollowness of it all were too apparent :—

We smoke, to fancy that we dream,
And drink, a moment’s joy to prove,

And fain would love, and only seem
To love because we cannot love.
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Draw back the blinds, put out the light;
"Tis morning, let the daylight come.
God! How the women's cheeks are white,
And how the sunlight strikes us dumb!

This was the sort of thing that set the reviewers jibing, with
the result that, in a subsequent preface, Mr. Symons expressed
contempt for them. It had appeared to them, no doubt, that
men who took no pleasure in such proceedings might as well
refrain from them, and it was, indeed, hardly reasonable to expect
them to divine that the poet was only drawn to them as a dis-
traction from the riddle of this painful earth. The motive, more
characteristic of French than of English poets, was too subtle for
them, and perhaps Mr. Symons himself, looking back upon the
matter, would admit that, even in his case, it was not so much
express as implied, and that he has even, in part, given us an
ex post facto glorification of dissolute behaviour.

The ascription of the motive, however, fits in with the general
scheme. Somehow and somewhere the escape from life must
be found if sanity was to be preserved—that is the consistent pose.
We have seen Mr. Symons seeking it in Bohemianism. We then
see him seeking it in love, in travel, in every one of the arts from
poetry to skirt dancing. The arts lead him on through Symbolism
to Mysticism, and therein he finds such release as it is possible
for him to achieve :—

The doctrine of Mysticism . . . presents us, not with a guide for con-
duct, not with a plan for our happiness, not with an explanation of any
mystery, but with a theory of life which makes us familiar with mystery,
and which seems to harmonise those instinets which make for religion,
passion, and art, freeing us at once from a great bondage. The final uncer-
tainty remains, but we seem to knock less helplessly at closed doors, coming
so much closer to the once terrifying eternity of things about us, as we
come to look upon these things as shadows, through which we have our
shadowy passage.

This statement, it must be admitted, does not exactly
define a doctrine or do anything more than express a frame
of mind, but the language of the most elaborate theologists,
when precise definitions are invited, seldom seems to amount
to more than that. Whatever some half-educated or
muddle-headed clergymen may say, no religion—no solution
of the ultimate problem—can rest, in the last resort, upon
authority. ‘‘ You mustn’t tell me what the soldier said. It isn’t
evidence,’’ is the unanswerable retort to whoever presumes to
quote on these matters a Council of the Church, or a Bishop, or
a Pope, or any other Great Panjandrum. The Great Panjan-
drums of the past have declared many doctrines, which the Great
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134 THE POSE OF MR. ARTHUR SYMONS.

Panjandrums of the present do not hold. Any religion which
depended solely upon that sort of evidence would long since have
been argued out of existence. Yet religion remains, though all
the dogmas are in the melting-pot, and the Christian terminology
has ceased to correspond to anything definite in thought or defin-
able in language. It remains because men feel that, through
some faculty other than reason, they have apprehension of certain
truths which they can neither demonstrate nor formulate, because,
that is to say, they have, and cannot divest themselves of, the
sort of faith which is the evidence of things not seen. It is a
faith which results in codes of conduct, though it does not ex-
plicitly supply them. It does not make the infinite comprehen-
sible to the finite intelligence, but it does rob the infinite mystery
of its terror. In that sense—as distinguished from the sense of
the Theosophists with their elaborate cosmogony—it might almost
be said that we are all Mystics nowadays, though not all of us
use the name, or are even conscious of our title to it. In so far
as that is Mr. Symons’ meaning, what he says of the uses of
Mysticism is more true than new. The individual note is struck
rather in his insistence upon the maddening terror which the
mystery may inspire. Of this, too, there is perhaps an explana-
tion.

For the origin of the terror, where it is felt, seems to lie, not
in the mystery itself, but in the belief in some particular solution
of it. In spite of Addison’s appeal to his friends to * see how
a Christian could die’; in spite of the heroism of innumerable
martyrs ; in spite of Saint Paul’s * For me to live is Chris.t :%nd
to die is gain,” it is a common reproach against the Christian
religion that it has taught men to be afraid of death. Th.e
Christian sinner is afraid to die (at all events in cold blood), if
the Christian saint is not. Death is feared by him in a sense
in which it was never feared by the Pagans, and as it is not
feared to-day by Buddhists, Hindus, or Mohammedans. And for
a very obvious reason. To him alone has the doctrine of the
terrors of hell been preached.

The intensity of the terror, moreover, does not depend upon,
or vary concomitantly with, depravity of conduct. Tt depends
far more upon the shape in which the doctrine is presented, and
upon the nervous organisation of the hearer. Some teachers are
very vague about hell, and others are very precise ; some empha-
sise and others minimise the danger of going there. The hell
imagined by Dante is bad enough, but it can be made still more
appalling by the rhetoric of a Spurgeon. A further aggravatl'on
of the horror may Teside in uncertainty as to the means of avoid-
ing it. According to some teachers, one may be predestined to

-

THE POSE OF MR. ARTHUR SYMONS. 135

1t ; according to others one may have predestined oneself to it
by committing ** the unpardonable sin.”” Theoretically, the way
of escape may lie through *‘ grace’” ; but the granting of grace
1s a miracle that, in any particular case, may happen to be with-
held. The doctrine, expressed in that form, is very trying to
the nerves. :

Some nerves are proof against it. Some natures lack imagina-
tion, and fail to visualise the picture. The doctrine only pro-
duces its full effect upon the mind of a child at once literal,
sensitive, and imaginative. To such children it causes long hours
of agonising dread of which they do not even dare to speak.
That way lies madness as every specialist in insanity well knows ;
and even emancipation from the literal doctrine itself does not
necessarily mean that all its effects are nullified thenceforth and
for ever. Calvinism and Methodism are creeds which continue
subtly to influence impressionable minds long after they have
ceased to be believed. May we not perhaps find in this fact a
further clue to the philosophy of life, and even to the ‘* system
of ssthetics ’ of Mr. Arthur Symons?

The suggestion is not made on the strength of any personal
knowledge—to which, if one possessed it, it would be impertinent
to refer—but as the result of a careful reading of the work
entitled ** Spiritual Adventures.”” The first paper, called ‘A
Prelude to Life,”” and written in the first person, is not neces-
sarily to be read as autobiography, and the other papers cannot be
so read; but inferences may be drawn from the nature of the
emotions which they dissect, and from the kind of insight shown
in the dissection. Methodism, and the hell fire which blazes
around Methodism, and the madness which is akin to it, are
themes to which Mr. Symons recurs as if they had a special
fascination for him ; themes, too, on which he writes like a man
who has acquired his knowledge, not from without, but from
within—who has not merely observed but felt. The story of
“ Seaward Lackland "’ is specifically the story of a preacher whom
Methodism drove to madness. In ‘A Prelude to Life’’ we find
this significant passage : —

The thought of hell was often in my mind . . . always ready to coms
forward at any external suggestion. Once or twice it came to me with such
vividness that I rolled over on the ground in a paroxysm of agony, trying
to pray God that I might not be sent to hell, but unable to fix my mind on
the words of the prayer. I felt the eternal flames taking hold of me, and
some foretaste of their endlessness seemed to enter into my being.

This surely is neither invented nor imagined, but is remem-
bered. One would say that it is one of those vivid memories
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which are also influences, and that much that seems idiosyncratic
in the subsequent attitude towards life and creeds may be
explained by it. Some men in getting rid of their creeds get
rid also of their fears, and, ceasing to believe, become as if they
never had believed. That is the impression which one derives
from such sceptical writers as Matthew Arnold and Sir Leslie
Stephen. But there are also two other classes of sceptics : those
who are made melancholy by the obligation to abandon hope,
and those for whom a vague is substituted for a definite appre-
hension. To this last class belong all those who, being sensitively
organised, have been thoroughly frightened by Methodist or
Calvinist threatenings in their childhood. Unless Mr. Arthur
Symons is such a one, then the internal evidence furnished by
his writings is singularly misleading. ~All the indications are that
Methodism made him before art and literature began to mould
him; and that, when he speaks of an ‘" escape from life,”’ he
means, in the first instance, an escape from Methodism, and, in
the second instance, an escape from the ineffaceable mark which
Methodism has branded on his mind.
Francis GRIBBLE.
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“FUTURES.”

“LORD ARTHUR SAVILLE'S CRIME.”

A NLW BENEDICK AND SOME RICHARDS

T was at the Garrick Club that I found opportunity for

arrangements for the future.

“tIstart my tour to-morrow at Douglas, Isle of Man,”
said Mr. Irving, ““and after that I go to Llandudno, Dubiin,
Bolfast, Scarborough, and Eastbourne. These towns will
| account for my first six weeks. ~Otlier provincial bookings are

pending,
* Ad a matier of fact, I am not anxious to book a very Iong
rovincial tour just yet, as I hope to start another West-
nd season before Christmas. If not before Christmas, then
as early as possible in the spring. For the present tour my

and *The Sorgeant of Iussars,’ written by Miss Cicely
| Hamilton, author of *Diana of Dobson’s.” The REFEREE gave

| performed one Sunday evening hy the Play Actors’ Society
that for sowe time past I have thought of securing it for my
wife— Miss Dorothea Baird—to play the lead, and now I have
‘secured it |

| “ Any other new plays in view? Yes. I have arranged
1l for what seems to me to be quite a promising and well-written
| play of the lighter sort, with a splendid part for meanda very
nice heroine’s part for Mrs. Irving. It hes been written by
Moeasrs. Cannan and Poacey, and is a three-act play—a ‘society’
piece, I suppose you would call it. 1t bas a good deal of the
Qscar Wilde msthetic attitudinising and passion for epigram,
and indeed it is somewhat on the lines of that author’s comedy,
¢ The Importance of Being Harnest.” The scene is laid in and
| sround Mayfair. Title? Ob, it at present is called ‘Lord
1 Arthur Saville’s Crime.’

*Undouktedly the most important and most picturesque
of my new productions will be *Cmsar Borgia,” which, as you
know, I tried in Edinburgh last November. That I must
“do on tour, whether I try *Lord Arthur Saville’s Crime’ this
time or not. Borgia is a fina acting character, & kind of

dramatio finish., Mre. Irving hasan attractive part—the heroine,
Lavinella. I regard it as a tine drama, almost a fine tragsdy.
The action is swift, comprising, in fact, a night, & morning, an
afternoon, and an evening in Cwear Borgia's career. I hope
London will like it, but, of course, you never can tell,

start with ¢ Cmsar Borgia’—certainly as regards any new pisy
producticn. But I may actually open that season with “The
. Lyons Mail,” as you advise.

“I am particularly anxious concerning my reception as
Lesurques and Dubose, Charles the First, Louis the lileventh,
and Mathies. I have not been seen at the West-End in any
of my fathor’s great parts yet—except Hamlet.

“What other Skakespearean characters am I considering?
I would like to try Macbeth, but new I must wait until Mr.
Tree has given his revival of the play. I had a notion (as the
ReverEE stated long ago) of doing Richard the Third. In any
case, I think you may safely say that one of these days Ishall
‘revive ‘Richard the Second.” My father always wanted me to
play that charscter. And certainly I shall attempt the character
of Benedick, R

“It will give me great pleasure to present several of my
| father’s successful plays in London, not only tosee what I can
‘|do with them, but also because I think there must bs many
f!‘playgoers who would be glad to see them revived. They
Jshould still have a vogue—especially,” he added, with some-
thing of his father’s semi-satirical smile—**especially as some
(of those plays are being given in condensed form at the variety
‘theatres—* The Bells’ and *The Lyons Mail’ particularly.
| “Yousuggest that I should revive ¢ Becket’ and ¢ Olivia’?
‘I mus$ confess I had not thought of reviving *Olivia.’ Still,
| as you sey, playgoers might like to ses me as the dear old
Vioar and (also as you ‘say) Mrs. Irving as Olivia, I bada’d
| thought of that. I would like to play Becket ; but the play’s
| mourn{pl association with the closing scene of my father’s life

| makes me anxious to delay revival of Tennyson’s play as long

| these days.

4 <1 ghall certainly take your adviece,” added Mr. Irving,
| ““ag to leaving ¢ Vanderdeckeu’ and ‘Kugene Aram’ severely
; léﬁ There was always more morbidness than money in
‘kth N‘é{ L. eally human play—on ‘ The

&
antom

showing,” said

| as possible. Still, I shall, T hope, try to play Becket one of |

|

a short talk with Mr. H, B. Irving with regard to his'

| repertory will include * The Lyons Mail,’ ‘ The Bells,” “ Hamlet,” |
f and ‘Louis the Eleventh’ ss old works. I carry also two
| new pieces, Mr. Justin Huntly McCarthy’s * Caesar Borgia,’ |

| such an encouraging notice of this livtle play when it was|

part to keep an actor thoroughly on the alert right up to its |

“For my next West-End season I thought of making al

- But Time will -
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i
i OSCAR WILDE’S STORIES. i
!‘ i His Best Achievements.

Only a Sunday or so ago I read in my
"Referee that Mr. H. B. Irvmg had in his.

ﬁasessmn 4 - three-act 1ay, written bV
esers. ‘Cannan and Peacey,” which has. “
@  good) deal of the Oscar- Wilde- wsethetio attk—
ln% and * vassion for eplgmm, and .is.
‘somewhat on the lines of that author’s comedy,
‘The Importance of Being Earnest.’” When
the title of this piece was mentioned by Mr.
Irving as being “ Lord Arthur Savile’s Crime,”
I rubbed my eyes and asked myself, “ Can it
w be that ‘H. B’ is not aware that this is the
z ’ﬁﬁe of one of Wilde’s best known short stories,
i and that presumably the piece must be an
| adaptation of it ?” The_ announcement in
question served to remind ‘me that I had yet
; to deal with a oertam secbieaz, I lgeleve
| section which will live longest, of Oscar
Wilde’s works. In Messrs. Mothuen’s hando
| some collected edition these occupy
| volumes, being respectively entitled Lord;
| Arthur Savile’s Crime and Other Picces and !
t “ A House of Pomegranates and Other Tales,”
\

and along with “The Picture of Dorian Grey,”
issued by Mr. Charles Charrington from Pan.s
in a uniform shape, they contain all the prose !
fiction which their author produced. Mr.
Irvmg is nght in comparing “ Lord ' Arthur |
Savile’'s Orime” with “The Importance of | i
Being Earnest.” Tt is an extravaganza of the !
most reckless type, with scenes laid in .,Iayfalr i
and dialogue full of paradox, and its leadin
idea the attempts, again and again cro-wned
with failure, which a nice boy makes tofulfil
the prophecy of a cheiromantist that hie yn,ll.
commit murder. The story, has a
curiously non-moral tw‘xst" nd
. more another tale to be found
yolume and styled “ The Portrait of Mr. W. H.”
This exrloits in the modz ingamm fukaom
with a pretty tmvestmf scholarship, a theory,

a highly fantastic t ! Shakasg}eare
| Sonnets were dedicat to a boy-actor for
whom he wrote the most famous women p»a.m
i of his plays—Rosalind, Juliet, and the rest—
| 1pposes the boy’s name to be Mastef"wlll
) Hughes. But this volume also contains a de-
3 itful burlesque ghost-story, “ The Canter-
| ville Ghost,” and the memorable and auda-
’ cious “Poems in Prose.” The companion
volume is made up of tales more or less de-
‘signed for children’s reading, and here I think
we find Oscar Wilde’s talent in its most charm-
ing, because in its simplest, formm. Hans An-
dersen newer wrote a more touching or beauti-
ful story than “The Happy Prince,” and only
less good are “ The Birthday of the Infanta ™
and “The Young King.” The ons flaw in
them is the affection their a.uﬂm mm
costly and luxurious thin e, se-

‘where, he shows him ;

ficiality apart mfwﬁ?ﬁ nem;g(h%ftm
1 24 5 & c ) em 1S me
fancy delicate, the phrasing iaetadmu&ly

‘ Cc'mzpamed with them, “ Dorian Grey R is |
but a tour de foree in morbldlty .interesting |
mainly because it gave a forecast t0. some ex-i

| tent of Mﬁ%ﬁ@@iﬁi}w 1
L 3 3
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¢ The Collected Work of Oscar Wilde.,” London :
' Methuen. 1908. 12 vols. 12s. 6d. net each.

SCAR WILDE, we are told in Mr. Robert Ross’
dedication of ¢ The Duchess of Padua”, ‘“ never
regarded his works as an adequate expression of his
extraordinary genius and his magnificent intellectual
. endowment ”.

Fully to measure that disappointment one must refer
to Wilde’s estimate of himself, given in his last deeply
interesting volume : ‘“The gods had given me almost
everything ”, he tells us; ‘“I had genius, a distin-
guished name, high social position, brilliancy, intellec-
' tual daring ; I made art a philosophy and philosophy
f anart; I altered the minds of men, and the colours of
things . . . whatever I touched I made beautiful in a
new mode of beauty ; . . . I awoke the imagination of
my century so that it created myth and legend around
me. I summed up all systems in a phrase and all
existence in an epigram”. That is a large claim to
make, made, be it remembered, not in the boastful hour
of victory, but by a sad man looking back upon the
wreckage of his ambitions and the cynical hypocrisy
. which had fed upon his friendship. To such an
' estimate it is easy to understand that the sum of what
be left behind him, even could he have seen it in the
amplitude of this admirable edition, must have seemed
inadequate.

And reviewing in succession these stately volumes,
that supreme test of a writer’s vitality, one is im-
pressed by that very disappointment which their author
has recorded. Reading, as they appeared, those bril-
liant, often perversely brilliant, essays of his, the stories
and studies on which he lavished such fastidious work-
manship, or listening to the acute observation, the
assured finish of his plays, one was always conscious
of an expectation, a prevision almost, that his next
work would claim, above the admiration one must lavish,

S the tribute of a masterpiece. And these volumes, even
1 while they explain the fallacy of that expectation, more
® % than confirm one’s remembrance of the wonderful level
gi o 3f accomplishment on which almost all his work was
18 & done.
E11181 There is ““ Vera”, indeed, a play of almost comical
" iiBer ineptitude, which might be described as offering not
i\t only no promise, but even a repudiation of what was to
“‘for;: come ; and there is ““ The Duchess of Padua”, which
but is only better by the superiority of iis models. But
i after these, how few lapses there are in the determina-
tion of the art or the dignity .of the craftsmanship !
Even those earlier fables, published with *“ The Happy
Prince ”, have the sureness of touch, the glow of colour,
d which distinguished his work to the end. Indeed, the
. effect of his work suffers, when much of it is taken, by
that uniformity of excellence, combined as it was,
pictorially, with a somewhat limited palette ; though|
limitation may convey a false impression, since his|
most frequent failing was an inability to impose a limit, |
to check an exuberance in idea and scene.
. He was passionately sensitive to colour, he responded
| to every allurement of luxury, his feeling for them both, |
expressed repeatedly in his depiction of splendid mate-

' rials and especially of gems, kept him too continuously |
_in an expensive atmosphere. He renders it magnifi-|
cently, with as sumptuous a pomp and as discriminating

a reﬁnﬁegpﬁgnigs did the masters whom he admired, but

he renders it too often. He could only describe sim-
plicity in terms of excess, he made even asceticism
seem voluptuous; and though there was often vital
truth in his point of view, his work would have fre-
quently gained by suppressing it. It suffered in rest-
fulness from his inability to use less than the full range
of colour, and by the extreme rarity of cool pages.

Wilde is thus a surprisingly tiring author to read
straight through, even though he is least fatiguing when
most intellectual, and the effect is due to the pitch in
tone and colour at which his work is sustained. In
sheer intellectual exhibition his prose is of a clarity
which often makes one wonder from what depth of
thought it comes. The showman’s social gift, with which
personally he was so strikingly endowed, taught him
how in literature to dress his shop window as though he
were a mere clever retailer of other men’s goods.
There seemed to be no waste products in his mind, no
lumber of raw material, no refuse of doubt and obstinate
questioning. Even in * De Profundis ”, though he was
seeing as he had never seen, he was seeing clearly ;
the mists of many a great obscurity had never dimmed
his view. This clear conscious competence is Wilde’s
most characteristic attribute in argument. In his
speech it was even more apparent than in his writing,
since he set store by seeming never at a dead end,
never without an explanation. It makes the reading
of most of his critical work a perpetual entertainment,
but it takes from it that gravity of understanding which
gives the critic as artist his highest value. But it is
probable that Wilde will be remembered longer as a
dramatist than as critic or a poet. His poetry has, in
an even fuller measure than the rest of his vx'rork, the
quality of distinction, but it has likewise than the rest
of it even less of spontaneity.

In drama it seemed as if he were about to break
with tradition and his contemporaries, even though the
first two of his plays were almost sedulously imitative,
and only the last gave definite promise of emancipation.
Of ““ Vera” nothing more need be said : one can only
regret that international dishonesty in letters compels
its inclusion in this edition. ‘‘ The Duchess of Padua ”,
which contains as little of Wilde’s peculiar endowment,
gives a hint of that sense of the theatre by which
he concealed so effectively his undramatic tempera-
ment. It was to that sense that as a playwright
he owed most of his success. He could not create
character, though he could draw it with the most
admirable definition, and even his draughtsmanship
was only interested within an extremely narrow range.
He had the flimsiest hold on the vitality of his puppets,
but what a grip he took of their ideas! He makes us
forget how completely ignorant we are of what in any
crisis they would feel or do in our triumphant certainty
of foretelling what they would say. As might be
expected of such a gift, he is most successful where
he has least to show : it is the gift of portraiture, not
creation. We know his minor characters becausc he
knew them; we are in doubt about the major because
he made them—or, perhaps one should say, made them
up. It was a very limited world, theatrically, at any
rate, which interested him, and the same figures, some-
times with trifling, sometimes—as for example the
Lords Illingworth and Darlington — with significant
changes, do duty more than once. It was a corrupt
world too, but its weakness, even theatrically, lay in its
being insincere : it is for ever tapping its breast to
prove its hollowness, even the hollowness of jts dis-

et

illusion. The economy in character is matched by an

=1

g (AR s

; of incident; there never was a succe-ssful
;(l::;:zrr:ght who could do without so much. “Tenmty of
interest could scarciely go further than in ‘“A Woman
ortance”. :

Ole\}IlztInV%glde was tiring of his own dexterity, tl}at bte

the way to a less monotonous source of wit,
;:,iisl:snt essay i)r’1 drama seemed to indicate. Vet itis
“Salome”, written some years earlier, and with a
scarcely expectant eye on performance, which may
probably prove his most enduring monument. Itisnota
great play ; it is a play almost entirely of atmosphere,
but of an atmosphere most wonderfully contrived ‘qnd
sustained, which is not even imperilled by the conception
of Herod as a comic character. It escapes by its period
Wilde’s unsavoury appreciation of his own century,
and by its language his fatiguing pursuit of epigram.
It is not in the French of a Frenchfnan, but it is a
mobile, lucid and theatrically effective tongue. It
reads well, and it plays, as may be seen in almost any
European country but its author’s, with a suggestively
Eastern impressiveness which is not, however, of the
East. It holds one other suggestion—a significant
one—for the critic who remembers how shortly it was
written after the appearance of ‘¢ Lgs Ave}lgles and
¢ La Princesse Maleine”. The recipe which Maeter-
linck supplied for the production of atmosphere is used
with an audaciously fraternal indifference to the indica-
tion of its source. Such suggestions, used as a rule
with the same indifference, one meets frequently

rouéhout these volumes. Gautier, Ba:udelaire, Huys-
mans, Tolstoi, Verlaine were all laid under con-

ibution. :
tl‘lwilde was a discriminating and retentive reader ; he
cared only for the best, not even.for all of t}.lat; and
to what he most admired he paid the compliment of
imitation. How close and quick and friendly that
imitation was may perhaps be best seen in his poems,
by a comparison for example of the first two stanzas
of ““Charmides”, that rich and vivid piece of work,
with the last two of ‘‘ The Scholar Gipsy ”. It might
be shown that Wilde often improves, technically, on
his teachers, since for technique he had always the
tenderest feeling, but one misses even in the improve-
ment the freshness of that eternal morning of the
imagination in which such things must be conceived.
One misses, too, consequent on tke 11m1t?.tlons of his
likings and in spite of his range of subjects, a real
intimacy of acquaintance with the springs of life, a
deficiency which he unaware reveals in his last pathetic
volume, when through the surface of things on which
he had been unprofitably feeding the verities he had
forgotten were thrust into his face.
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716 WILDE (Oscar) SHERARD (Robert H.) Author of

¢ Oscar Wilde, the Story of an Unhappy Friendship,” etc. S FS
to Dear Millard, 2 pp., 4to, ‘‘ Vernon (Eure.), France, MOnday s

5 7s 6d

Interesting Specimen, refers to Oscar Wilde.

S s Ross’s letter is a very good one. I do not think though that he
understands the object of these articles, etc., of mine. They are as much intended
as punitive literary expeditions against the Philistines who have made up their
minds that Oscar’s name is for ever dead, as for the vain and useless glorification
of'a man whose ears are deaf for praise or blame usquegnd aeternam.

a8 I want to
get Oscar to be as easily talked about in England as Zola is now,” etc.

i e
AN e . et

COSCAR WILDE. |

We are very sorry that Mr. Leonard e
Cresswell Ingleby has thought it neces-
sary in “Oscar Wilde” (T. Werner
Laurie) to supplement Mr. R. H.
Sherard’s account of the life of this un-
happy mran. It is true that the greater
portion of this book is devoted to 5°100Fe
or less critical examination of Wilde's
efforts as a playwright and author, buf,
almost neecessarily,  in these latter
pages as in the former, Mr. IJ_lgle.by
cannot refrain from constantly bringing
to our minds the unpleasant memory of

® the manner and nature of Wilde’s crime
%against society. ~ We daresay that the
author has been most solicitous to ?,vol:l
= any idea of being an apologist for Wllde‘s
& offences, and unreservedly accept his atti-
sq'l') tude upon this matter ; but we would
-

r

fain ask him, as others, what possible

® good, either to the reading publvic‘ or to
Wilde’s own memory, can be effected by
any further biography of the author of
“T,ady Windermere's Fan ” at the present
time? 'Surely it would be a very much
Cg kinder act on the part of Wilde’s friends

if they would allow his name, for a time
m at least, to be forgotten by the general

public. ~'When we are told, as Mf
%Ii)ﬂleb\” tells us, that “ a certain defm_hev
== and partial insanity” alone explains

‘== Wilde's life in certain of its aspects, we
« long to speak our minds plainly. This
Jekyll ‘and Hyde method of explaining
lapses from the normal code of truth and
mest morality does not commend itself to us,
" € and is, in our humble opinion, a mff)st
@ pernicious and dangerous doctrine for
any writer of standing to advocate, or
even promulgate. Why cannot it be
s frankly admitted that Wilde, although
o gifted with 4 certain distinction of sfyle‘
- and a certain measure of dramatic art,
"™ was yet a sensualist of that kind where
s the blatant egotism of the individualist is
as great as his sense of morality is small?
When Wilde was posing as the leader of
the Asthetic movement, whicb captured
certain portions of London Society in the |
early eighties, Dr. Max Nordau wrote of
him: ¢ The ego-mania of decadentism,
its love of the artificial, its aversion to
nature. and to all forms of activity and
movement, its megalomaniacal contempt
for men, and its exaggeration of the im-
portance of art, have found their English
representation among the sthetes, of
whom Wilde is the chief.” Candidly, we
know no better description of the manner
of man that we believe Wilde to have
been than is to be found in the above
words.. Mr. Labouchere wrote of V‘./1_1lde
npon one occasion that clever and witty !
though he unquestionably is, I have ‘
always regarded him as somewhat wrong |
'in his head, for’ his craving after|
notoriety seemed to me to be a positive |
craze.. There was nothing that he would
not do to attract attention.” Having said |
so much. we do'not propose to pursue the
unpleasant topic of Wilde's personality |
any further; but we have noticed this|
book, and we hépe our readers will agree
with us, because we think that it is time
| that any further efforts to minimise
the effect of Wilde’s crimes should cease,
— 1+ and to induce, if possible, his well-inten-
tioned but indiscreet literary friends to,

find some other outlet for th

»
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“The Colleeted Work of Oscar Wilde” London :
Methuen. 1908. 12 vols. 12s. 6d. net each.

SCAR WILDE, we are told in Mr. Robert Ross’
dedication of ‘“ The Duchess of Padua ”, ¢ never
regarded his works as an adequate expression of his
w extraordinary genius and his magnificent intellectual
| endowment ”. :
Fully to measure that disappointment one must refer
- to Wilde’s estimate of himself, given in his last deeply
f interesting volume : ‘““The gods had given me almost
everything”, he tells us; ‘“I had genius, a_distin-
- guished name, high social position, brilliancy, intellec-
. tual daring ; I made art a philosophy and philosophy
. an art; I altered the minds of men, and the colours of
ha¢ things . . . whatever I touched I made _beautiful in a
the new mode of beauty; . . . I awoke the imagination of
tig My century so that it created myth and legend around
me. I summed up all systems in a phrase and all
existence in an epigram”. That is a large claim to
make, made, be it remembered, not in the boastful hour
of victory, but by a sad man looking back upon the
wreckage of his ambitions and the cynical hypocrisy
which had fed upon his friendship. To such an
estimate it is easy to understand that the sum of what
be left behind him, even could he have seen it in the
amplitude of this admirable edition, must have seemed
inadequate.

And reviewing in succession these stately volumes,
that supreme test of a writer’s vitality, one is im-
pressed by that very disappointment which their author
has recorded. Reading, as they appeared, those bril-
liant, often perversely brilliant, essays of his, the stories
. and studies on which he lavished such fastidious work-
¢ manship, or listening to the acute observation, the
* assured finish of his plays, one was always conscious
~of an expectation, a prevision almost, that his next
work would claim, above the admiration one must lavish,
the tribute of a masterpiece. And these volumes, even
while they explain the fallacy of that expectation, more|
than confirm one’s remembrance of the wonderful level
% of accomplishment on which almost all his work was|
~ done. < ‘
!  Thereis “Vera”, indeed, a play of almost comical

ineptitude, which might be described as offering not
only no promise, but even a repudiation of what was to
come ; and there is ‘““ The Duchess of Padua”, which
§ is only better by the superiority of iis models. But

 after these, how few lapses there are in the determina-
tion of the art or the dignity .of the craftsmanship !
. Even those earlier fables, published with ¢ The Happy
_ Prince ”, have the sureness of touch, the glow of colour,
%which distinguished his work to the end. Indeed, the
- effect of his work suffers, when much of it is taken, by
- that uniformity of excellence, combined as it was, |
pictorially, with a somewhat limited palette ; though
. limitation may convey a false impression, since his
- most frequent failing was an inability to impose a limit,
 to check an exuberance in idea and scene.
. He was passionately sensitive to colour, he responded
to every allurement of luxury, his feeling for them both,
= expressed repeatedly in his depiction of splendid mate-
| rials and especially of gems, kept him too continuously
| in an expensive atmosphere. He renders it magnifi-
- cently, with a#¥%0tius a pomp and as discriminating
a refinement as did the masters whom he admired, but

#

he renders it too often. He could only describe sim-
plicity in terms of excess, he made even asceticism
seem voluptuous ; and though there was often vital
truth in his point of view, his work would have fre-
quently gained by suppressing it. It suffered in rest-
fulness from his inability to use less than the full range
of colour, and by the extreme rarity of cool pages.
Wilde is thus a surprisingly tiring author to read
straight through, even though he is least fatiguing when
most intellectual, and the effect is due to the pitch in
tone and colour at which his work is sustained. In
sheer intellectual exhibition his prose is of a clarity
which often makes one wonder from what depth of
thought it comes. The showman’s social gift, with which
personally he was so strikingly endowed, taught him
how in literature to dress his shop window as though he
were a mere clever retailer of other men’s goods.
There seemed to be no waste products in his mind, no
lumber of raw material, no refuse of doubt and obstinate
questioning. Even in *“ De Profundis ”, though he was
seeing as he had never seen, he was seeing clearly ;
the mists of many a great obscurity had never dimmed
his view. This clear conscious competence is Wilde’s
‘most characteristic attribute in argument. In his

speech it was even more apparent than in his writing, |

since he set store by seeming never at a dead end,
never without an explanation. It makes the reading
-of most of his critical work a perpetual entertainment,
but it takes from it that gravity of understanding which
gives the critic as artist his highest value. But it is
probable that Wilde will be remembered longer as a
dramatist than as critic or a poet. His poetry has, in
an even fuller measure than the rest of his work, the
quality of distinction, but it has likewise than the rest
of it even less of spontaneity.

In drama it seemed as if he were about to break
with tradition and his contemporaries, even though the
first two of his plays were almost sedulously imitative,
and only the last gave definite promise of emancipation.
‘Of ““ Vera” nothing more need be said : one can only
regret that international dishonesty in letters compels
its inclusion in this edition. “The Duchess of Padua ”,
which contains as little of Wilde’s peculiar endowment,
gives a hint of that sense of the theatre by which
he concealed so effectively his undramatic tempera-
ment. It was to that sense that as a playwright
he owed most of his success. He could not create
character, though he could draw it with the most
admirable definition, and even his draughtsmanship
was only interested within an extremely narrow range.
He had the flimsiest hold on the vitality of his puppets,
but what a grip he took of their ideas ! He makes us
forget how completely ignorant we are of what in any
crisis they would feel or do in our triumphant certainty
of foretelling what they would say. As might be
expected of such a gift, he is most successful where
he has least to show : it is the gift of portraiture, not
creation. We know his minor characters becausc he
knew them; we are in doubt about the major because
he made them—or, perhaps one should say, made them
up. It was a very limited world, theatrically, at any
rate, which interested him, and the same figures, some-
times with trifling, sometimes—as for example the
Lords Illingworth and Darlington — with significant
changes, do duty more than once. It was a corrupt
world too, but its weakness, even theatrically, lay in its

being insincere : it is for ever ta ing its breast to
prove its hollowness,J@@%W@%‘(&?&i‘@?%ts dis-

illusion. The economy in character is matched by an
: Y 1n character is ma

i

|
|

|

- economy of incident ; there never was a successful

right who could do without so much. Tenuity of
!?Fr}:tiztzstg::ould scar’c;ely go further than in ‘A Woman
3 rtance”. :
' OfTh}EztI%pi?de was tiring of his own dexterity, that he
' was on the way to a less monotonous source of wit,
his last essay in drama seemed to indicate. Vet it is
“Salome”, written some years earlier, and with a
scarcely expectant eye on performance, which may
probably prove his most enduring monument. Itisnota
great play ; it is a play almost entirely of atm.ospherec,l
but of an atmosphere most wonderfully contrxv?d an
- sustained, which is not even imperilled by the G?i‘n.a-p{:fog
of Herod as a comic character. It escapes by its perio
Wilde’s unsavoury appreciation of his own century,
and by its language his fatiguing pursuit of epigram.
It is not in the French qf a Frenchfnan, but it is Ia
mobile, lucid and theatrically effective tongue. It
reads well, and it plays, as may k’>e seen in almost.anly
European country but its author’s, with a suggestfl_vehy
Eastern impressiveness which is not, however, of the
East. It holds one other suggestion—a significant
one—for the critic who remembers how shortly 13:’ was
written after the appearance of ‘‘ Les Aveugles and
¢ La Princesse Maleine”. The recipe which Maeter&
linck supplied for the production of atmosphere is use
with an audaciously fraternal indifference to the indica-
tion of its source. Such suggestions, used as a rule
with the same indifference, one meets frequently

ut these volumes. Gautier, Ba}ldelalre, Huys-

m;cr))le,gh'golstoi, Verlaine were all laid under con-
n. ;

tn{”sitllge was a discriminating and retentive reader ; hg
cared only for the best, not even.for all of tl}at; an :
to what he most admired he paid the compliment o
imitation. How close and quick and friendly that
imitation was may perhaps be best seen in his poems,
by a comparison for example of the first two stanzis
of “Charmides”, that rich and vivid piece of work,
with the last two of *‘ The Scholar Gipsy ”. It might
be shown that Wilde often improves, technically, on
his teachers, since for technique he had always the
|| tenderest feeling, but one misses even in the improve-
| ment the freshness of that eternal morning of the
imagination in which such things must be .concexv;c.i.
One misses, too, consequent on tke hmlt?.tlons of xsl
likings and in spite of his range of subjects, a rea
intimacy of acquaintance with the springs of life, a
deficiency which he unaware reveals in his last pathe_txﬁ
volume, when through the surface of things on whxcd
\he had been unprofitably feeding the verities he ha
forgotten were thrust into his face.

|
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‘ We are very sorry that Mr. Leonard |
| Cresswell Ingleby has thought it neces- |
isary in “Oscar Wilde” (T. Werner!
| 'Laurie) to supplement Mr. R. H.
i Sherard’s account of the life of this un-
happy nran. It is true that the greater
portion of this book is devoted to a more

or less critical examination of Wilde's
efforts as a playwright and author, buf,
almost necessarily, in these latter
pages as in the former, Mr. Ingleby
cannot refrain from constantly bringing

to our minds the unpleasant memory of

™ the manner and nature of Wilde’s crime

9 against society. ~ We daresay that the
= 4uthor has been most solicitous to avoid
any idea of being an apologist for Wilde's
offences, and unreservedly accept his atti-
tude upon this matter ; but we would
fain ask him, as others, what possible
good, either to the reading pub}ic or to
Wilde’s own memory, can ve effected by
any further biography of the author of
“Lady Windermere's Fan ” at the present
time? Surely it would be a very much
kinder act on the part of Wilde’s friends
if they would allow his name, for a time
at least, to be forgotten by the general
public. When we are told, as Mr.
hlngleby tells us, that “ a certain definite
~==' and partial insanity” alone explains
emm \1rilde’s life in certain of its aspects, we
- GV long to speak our minds plainly. This
Jekyll and Hyde method of explaining

"™* lapses from the normal code of trut and
==t morality does not commend i :
© € and is, in our humble opinion, ost
© pernicions and dangerous doctrine for
any writer of standing to advocate, or
'even promulgate. Why cannot it be
5) frankly admitted that Wilde, .although
cig gifted with 4 certain distinction of style
* ¥ and a certain measure of dramatic art,’
™3 was yet a sensualist of that kind where
} the blatant egotism of the individualist is
- as great as his sense of morality is small.Z]
When Wilde was posing as the leader of

the Asthétic movement, which captured
certain portions of London Society in the
early eighties, Dr. Max Nordau wrote of
him: ¢ The ego-mania of decadentism,

its love of the artificial, its aversion to
nature. and to all forms of activity and
movement, its megalomaniacal contempt

for men, and its exaggeration of the im-

portance of art, have found their

representation among the Aisthetes, of
| whom Wilde is the chief.” Candidly, we
know no better description of the manner

of man that we believe Wilde to have

been than is to be found in the above
‘words. Mr. Labouchere wrote of Wilde
upon one occasion that “ clever and witty
‘though he unquestionably is, I have
-always regarded him as somewhat wrong

ry,

u
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in his head, for® his craving after
notoriety seemed to me to be a positive !
craze.. There was nothing that he would ’
'not do to attract attention.” Having said |
so much. we do not propose to pursue the
unpleasant topic of Wilde's personality |
any further; but we have noticed this|
book, and we hdpe our readers will agree
| with us, because we think that it is time :
‘ that any further efforts to minimise
the effect of Wilde’s crim S

and to ind
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Dud ul;ms},} qulte” recer part of fortitude, and the rarest, too The announcement will have interest for many that lI;axtntm_g, ﬂ];}.xmh appeals at present only to the select few, |
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2I. What we like determines what we are, and to teach

now engage us is the differ t :
I g}ines this “De Profundis aste ISCt}O' form character. I will finish for the present with a letter from a lady
e earlier issues. It is 22. Children need models more than critici whose name I was familiar with as a journalist, but
e 5 sm. | : . Ryl 4 S
difference.  Certain passage 23. He who cannot forgive others breaks the bridge over 1 . ' who desires me to disclose only her initials. I hereby The Clique Hugust 1st, 1998.
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| ‘book was first published have 24. A man’s happiness consists infinitely more in admirati : | In reply to your enquiry, I beg to say that I have bought Oscar WILDE'S Works.—The administrator
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as a part-betrayal of a compl e whole, while you are young it will be as well to take care | Ffrangcon Davies on “Singing.” i A e Tl el of el TR
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: eonsumn tas the effort of a s need wringing also, when they do / 44 y perhaps S | Music ” Series). spleglty all the Editions which may be legally R
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| additions are very welcome 26. Patience requires nearly as much practising as music; '} il | Mys. Besant’s “ Thought-Power.” : Edition; Ballad of Reading Gaol, Smithers
. Prologue is perhaps the pleasan and we are continually losing our lessons when the master comes. | | “The G.B.S. Calendar.” (‘d?mn& publishod SOy and. fiaiol
| gﬁpla,ced passages the most si 27. Great men do not play stage tricks with the doctrines E Montgomery Carmichael’s “Life of J. W. Walshe.” l{b"b'l m:‘}(one edition with author’s name;
! ‘Dehwa,s always aware, ind of life and death ; only little men do that f: | Orage’s “Nietzsche ” and “Consciousness, Animal, Human, natec 1899, ’a.md.marlxed “Seventh Ed.” on
much of the passion in the b 28. Unless 4 s o I and Superhuman.” { reverse of utlg, ‘De I_’mtgnchs. '.Jtﬂzumz;
was the' work of Wilde SL : you are dehberately kind to every creature, [ Molend & Sha Soiritual Guide:? Happy Prince, Nutt; Dorian Gray, Carrington,
thin of Wilde the taos. bha,ta;u you will often be cruel to many. E:oleridg,e’s Poems? : Paris; Sebastian Melmoth, Humphreys ; Soul
most magnificently tragic gest 29. The great difficulty is always to open people’s eyes ; to <A Little Book of Life and Death ” (Methuen). of Man, Humphreys; and of courso sl S
ﬂfa’."est.&ﬁtltudes were too p touch their feelings and break their hearts is easy ; the difficult | | Bernard Shaw’s “Sanity of Art.” (l){ngmal cditions whid a2 o O B
heir poignancy and beauty to h thing is to break their heads . I | Arnold Bennett’s “How to Live on Twenty-four Hours a b8 - Wasen the opportunity of. pointing out |
| Mtthont: elaborats rehaarsal - | i ! ke . p Dav? and “The Reasonable Life.” e that three books persistently attributed to
: gmare felt a vague disfomfor God : h eil_Cfi.tls a determined conformity to the will of R R e e o Oscar Wilde lm some quarters were neither
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orchestration with the ; : * This last thought is £ : . A5 S 2 s of Petronius. What Never Dies. It behoves
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. THE FINAL MASQUE.

Wilde.

Dr PrOFUNDIS. By Oscar
London:

Edited by Robert Ross.

Methuen and Co.

The literary “virtue” of “De Pro-
fundis”’ and its value as a human docu-
ment were ‘both very busily assayed
when it made its first appearance some
three and a half years ago; and in
these columns, quite recently (“The
Duchess of Padua” giving us the
‘opportunity), we spoke with some
warmth of the beauty and dignity of
this new edition of Wilde’s Works—of
the sensitive aptness of its physique
and the scrupulous delicacy and dis-
tinction of Mr. Robert Ross’s editing.
The only point, accordingly, that need
now engage us is the difference which
divides this “ De Profundis” from all
the earlier issues. It is a treble
difference.  Certain passages which it
was thought wise to repress when the
‘book was first published have now been
restored to their place; a bundle of
private letters to Mr. Ross, written from
Reading Prison, have been introduced
as a sort of prelude; and a couple of
passionately reasonable articles on
Prison Discipline, produced by Wilde
after his release, have been disinterred
‘from the débris of the London Press and
served upgby way of epilogue.

Every scrap of writing done by the pen
which wrote “Intentions” has, of
course, a deep and curious value—both
as a part-betrayal of a complex tempera-
wment and as the effort of a subtle and
consummate artist; and all these
additions are very welcome. The new
Prologue is perhaps the pleasantest ; the
Teplaced passages the most significant.
One was always aware, indeed, that
much of the passion in the book itself
was the’ work of Wilde the artist rather
than of Wilde the man, that many of its
most magnificently tragic gestures and
bravest attitudes were too perfect in
their poignancy and beauty to have come
without elaborate rehearsal; and some
have felt a vague disfomfort—some,
indeed, a positive resentment, at their
inability to square this  cultured
of every-day sincerity.  Such readers
will find the Prologue doubly reassuring.
It will gratify their egotism in the first

place ;- it will solace their altruism in
| the second. It wil] confirm their belief

orchestration with the jerky spontaneity '

| 'in their own judgment by showing how

| great a gap separated the first hoarse
| ery of pain from the ultimate harmonious
| threne ; and it will restore their faith in

Wilde Ey revealing how bitter was the

otof all this richly: ] i
m@&_iﬁ?hey will re-adﬁi#y?,he %Fs% Pnlver

| letter such a jangling line as this—

s =

sity Library : e e SR

. = e
““You must come again next time. Here
I have the horror of death with the still
greater horror of living, and in eilence and |
misery

and they will respond eagerly to the
emotion that snapped the string. And|
they will turn from such a passage as

15—

I wish I could feel more pleasure, but T
Beem dead to all emotions except those of |
anguish and despair. ‘
to ffhe parallel passage in the book
tSe 0N {

.. . But I, once a lord of language, have

no words in which to express my anguish
and my shame. Never even in the most
verfect days of my development as an artist
vould I have found words fit to bear so
august a burden; or to move with sufficient
stateliness  of music through the purple
pageant of my incommunicable woe.
And they will point out—if not need-
fully, at least with perfect justice—how
wmuch more poignant is the broken chord
in the first phrase, so tQﬁ)eless and
direct, and how completely the canorous
vhythms that reverberate so deliberately
shrough the second, muffle and submerge
the pitiful central note.

The letters which form the Prologue
\rave thus, it will be seen, a momentous
reaction upon the music which follows.
As for the Epilogue—iwell, one would
have welcome(f it more heartily had it
not been an Epilogue. Its interest is
great, not only because it reveals a man
aflame with actual saeva indignatio, but
also because it shows how the subtle
artist could sweep hyperbole aside and |
zgea,k plainly and eagerly, hammering
he bars of  his delicate music into a |
blunt and passionate rhythm. And, if|
its personal interest is great, its public |
value is scarcely less considerable ; for,as
pieces of social eriticism, the pertinence
of the two articles which form it has
by no means yet quite faded. . . .
But, in spite of these things, it really
holds a quite untenable position; and
even if its literary qualities were much
less broad and plain than Wilde pur-
posely made them, it would still seem a
sad anti-climax ; for it follows that pro-
longed and intricate chord, full of a proud
solemnity, one of the most perfectly
matched to its burden that Wilde ever
conceived, upon which ,the main theme
80 incomparably ends—

Society, as we have constituted it, will
have no for me, has none to offer;
but Nature, whose sweet rains fall on just
and unjust alike, will have clefts in the !
rocks where I may hide, and secret valleys '
in whose silence may weep undisturbed.
She will hang the night with stars so that 1!
may walk "abroad in the darkness without |
stumbling, and send the wind over my foot-

rints so that none may track me to, my
Burt: She will cleanse me in great waters,
and with bitter herbs make me whole.

|
H
No page that bears those words can |
x
|
1

#ver have legitimate successors. The
rest ought clearly always to be silence.
And oven the drudging article whibh |
quotes them is constrained to halt|
reverentially and hold its breath.

DB ’
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A THOUGHT FOR EACH DAY OF THE MONTH

1. Nature is no vain parade, no unmeaning show, no idiot’s
dream,—as it would be, were it not the work of a personal God.
—Rev. Joseph Rickaby, S.].

2. There is no place like home, and, therefore, no place like
Heaven, the true and everlasting home.—The Same.

3. To say “ No” pleasantly sometimes gives less pain than
to say ““ Yes”” roughly.—A. W. Thorold.

4. It is well to have as little self-will and as much obe-
dience as possible in everything that we try to do for God.—M. R.

5. Divines also are human.—Rev. Simeon Singer.

6. The public has an insatiable curiosity to know everything
except what is worth knowing.—Oscar Wilde.

7. Tt would take a long time to build a church if we only
employed masons who were in the state of grace.—F. Marion
Crawford.

8. Many a good cause fails; but the fight is always worth
while.—Alfred Webb.

9. No great change proves as beneficial as was hoped or as
bad as was feared.—The Same.

10. Abstinence from the pleasure to be derived from the use
of intoxicants is a small premium to pay for assurance against
the manifold evils resulting from their use.—7he Same.

11. There are perhaps now more general human happiness
and less acute human misery in the world than ever before.
[Perhaps]. —The Same.

12. There is no nobler career than ‘ politics” honestly
pursued.—The Same.

13. Cleanliness, said to be next to godliness, is by no means,
a token of godliness.—7he Same.

14. We are too apt to pin our happiness upon the accom-
plishment of the main objects to which we have devoted our
lives, and to forget the gain to humanity that has been derived
from the accomplishment of great causes to which others have
devoted themselves.—The Same.

15. Don’t wait until your friends are dead to show you value
their special talents. Do not flatter. Praise.

16. There is no music in a ‘“‘ rest,” but there is the making
of music in it. And people are always neglecting that part of
the life-melody, and scrambling on without counting—not that
it is easy to count; but nothing on which so much depends
ever is easy. People are always talking of perseverance and
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courage and fortitude ; but patience is the finest and worthiest
part of fortitude, and the rarest, too.

17. God never imposes a duty without giving the time to do it.

18. Do all the good you can in the world and make as little
noise about it as possible.

19. We give away nothing so generously, and receive nothing
so reluctantly, as advice.

20. To bring up a child in the way he should go, travel that
way yourself.

21. What we like determines what we are, and to teach
taste is to form character.

22. Children need models more than criticism. 3

23. He who cannot forgive others breaks the bridge over
which he must pass himself ; for everyone has n iver— §

24. A man’s happiness consists infinitely more in admiration
of the faculties of others than in confidence of his own. The
reverent admiration is the perfect human gift in him ; all lower
animals are happy and noble in the degree they can share it.
dog reverences you, a fly does not ; the capacity of partly under-
standing a creature above him is the dog’s nobility. Increase
such reverence in human beings and you increase daily their
happiness, peace and dignity ; take it away and you make them
wretched as well as vile.

25. The crystal must be either dirty or clean. So it is with
one’s hands and with one’s heart. Only you can wash your
hands without changing them, but not hearts, nor crystals.
On the whole, while you are young it will be as well to take care
that your hearts don’t want washing ; for they may perhaps
need wringing also, when they do.

26. Patience requires nearly as much practising as music ;
and we are continually losing our lessons when the master comes.

27. Great men do not play stage tricks with the doctrines
of life and death ; only little men do that.

28. Unless you are deliberately kind to every creature,
you will often be cruel to many.

29. The great difficulty is always to open people’s eyes ; to
touch their feelings and break their hearts is easy ; the difficult
thing is to break their heads.

30. Indifference is a determined conformity to the will of
God, with a partiality towards what is less pleasing to nature.*

* This last thought is from Father Daniel Jones, S.J. LThe fifteen pre-
ceding are from John Ruskin.
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ampbell will, on he thcoming tou ning at Edinburgh |
produce a one-act play from the pen of the late |
It is described as a Florentine tragedy, and the |
arts are to be enacted by Mr. Murray Carson and
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The announcement will have interest for many that
Mrs. Patrick Campbell will, on her forthcoming tour

opening at 36%%5&?0 {a%%%a@é\?%gggp prod&ugie a one-act

play from the pen o
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I will finish for the present with a letter from a lady
whose name I was familiar with as a journalist, but
who desires me to disclose only her initials. I hereby
disclose them : E. W,

In reply to your enquiry, I beg to say that I have bought
4 book. In fact, I have bought several books, as I will
show you.

Let me first say that I am a wage-worker, earning [2
a week by my pen; consequently my purchases have to be
carefully “spread over the twelvemonth.

The following is a list of the books I have bought during
the past two years; the first twelve as gifts for friends,
the remaining nine for myself:—

Walter Pater’s “ Marius the Epicurean.”

“Walter Pater,” by A. C. Benson.

Oscar Wilde’s “Happy Prince,” “The Soul of Man under
Socialism,” and “De Profundis.”

Cunninghame Graham’s “Success.”

Joseph Conrad’s “Youth.”

Ffrangcon Davies on “Singing.”

Mrs. Newmarch’s book on “Henry J. Wood ” (“Masters of
Music ” Series).

Heine’s “Poems.”

Mys. Besant’s “ Thought-Power.”

“The G.B.S. Calendar.”

Montgomery Carmichael’s “Life of J. W. Walshe.”

Orage’s “Nietzsche ” and Consciousness, Animal, Human,
and Superhuman.”

Molinos’, “The Spiritual Guide.”

Coleridge’s Poems.

“A Little B %‘m / . o thue

Bernard Sh?v?’ls%‘ amtg'ﬂ gp %Gr@ﬁ};é rmt(}v{_?b}r%'i}yl}lbs

Arnold Bennett’s “How to Live on Twenty-four Hours a
Day ? and “The Reasonable {ife.”?




SEPTEMBER 26, 190s.

REYNOLDS'S NEWSPAPER,
OBSCENE SPEECHES IN HYDE PARK.

RsaTde e e
{ A penalty of £5, with £1 3s. costs, was, at the

Marlborough-street Police Court, imposed on Herbert
| Blythe, of York-street, Portman-square, for using, in
i the course of an address in Hyde Park, certain obscens
1
|

and indecent words, contrary to the Park rules. A
pol'ce officer deposed on September1 heheard thedefen-
aant addressing a meeting in Hyde Park. In the
| course of hiz remarks he said, **I consider Oscar
| Wilde should never have been punished, or, at least,
{ should not have been sent to prison.” He made
| a nuinber of other statements, and mentioned, when
| he commenced to speak, that the subject of his lecture
‘was ‘‘Sexual Abnormalities.”” Some persons in the

_crowd got so angry that they would have assaulted
im if they had net been restrgined 1) O

e police. . The W&éﬁm
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‘ MORNING POST gecs9ow

T For the “ Electra” of Hofmansthal, produced by !
Mrs, Patrick Campbell to-morrow at Edinburgh, Mr. |
Charles Ricketts has designed the dresses and scenery.
This should be good news for those who wish to see a
permanent reunion of step-sister arts, such as was main-
tained throughout the Middle Ages and Renaissance down
to the spacious days of *‘ Eliza and our James,”” when
Inigo Jones arranged the masks and pageants of Ben
Jonson.  Mr. Ricketts is an innovator behind the |
proscenium, as those who saw “ The Persians’’ at
Terry’s, * Salome '’ at the National Sporting Club, and |
““ Attila ” at His Majesty’s will remember. Divergent |
opinions exist on the precise qualities of this artist’s
painting, which appeals at present only to the select few,
but over his stage decorations there can be hardly two |
opinions.  JissénR0ABedB IBiVersigiLibranyy the scene

| arranged by Mr. Ricketts was, from a spectacular point of

| view, the most successful in the production. ‘
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Oscar WiLpE's Works.—The administrator |
of the late Mr. Wilde's estate, Mr. Robert Ross, ’
has sent us a circular letter pointing out the |
illegality of selling the many unauthorised
prints of Oscar Wilde’s books which for several
years past have been produced and sold. Mr.
Ross says “The Sale of these unauthorised
issues effects prejudicially the interest of the
estate Ifre}l)lresent. . .. 1bhave no doubt that
many of the prints in question have 1
oﬁer}éd for sale and otherwise dealt in
various members of the book-trade in all g
faith and under the belief that they were
acting within their rights. . . . I have been |
advised that I should now take the necessary |
steps to put an end to the sale of these un-
authorised prints.” Mr. Ross then goes on to
specify all the Editions which may be legally |
sold. ~Briefly there are: Methuen’s Collected |
Edition; Ballad of Reading Gaol, Smithers’ |
editions, published anonymously and dated |
1898, and one edition with author's name; |
dated 1899, and marked “Seventh Ed.” on |
reverse of title; De Profundis, Methuen: |
Happy Prince, Nutt; Dorian Gray, Carrington, |
Paris; Sebastian Melmoth, Humphreys ; Soul |
of Man, Humphreys; and of course all the,
original editions which are out of print. M.
Ross takes the opportunity of pointing ’
that three books persismgﬂx‘aﬁm&

w‘.
Oscar Wilde in some quarters were neither
written, translated, or edited by him; these |
are: The Priest and the Acolyte, The Satyricon |
of Petronius. What Never Dies. It behoves |
booksellers now therefore to be very careful
what booliG4OMSMea!st University L##Bry c.

AL s |

|




Bti minghaw Pat Aspr 23 1908

In passing, may I direct atbention to tnel
Fact that the Pilgrims open a strwmaus £eason’s
; wm-k on chober 10th, w"ben e Wilde's tnv:al‘ ‘




—

e

U o Y PG S 0 s
e

DA Lot

JUSTUUR——————————

[V o)

74 | Scotfnnn . G-S'CPI’. 21.190%

fHE. DUKR AND DUCHESS OF
. CONNAUGHT IN EDINBURGH.

. VISIT TO THE LYCEUM THEATRE.

“ Taein Royal Highnesses the Duke and Duchess
|lof Connaught, accompanied by the Princess
Patricia of Connaught, the Countess of Wemyss
and' party, honoured with a. visit on Saturday '‘the
Lyceum Theatre, Edinburgh, where Mrs Patrick
Campbell and her company were giving & matinea
performance. Their Royal Highnesses, who are at
present the guests of the Earl and Countest of
Weémyss, motored from Gosford House, and
grrived at Grindlay Street about two o'clock. A
considerable crowd gathered to see them. They
were received in the enfrance hall by Mr G. Min-

| shull, acting-manager, who conducted the party to
the three boxes on the “prompt” or left-hand
side of the stage. The Duke and Duchess were in
ihe stage box. On entering they were greeted with
a hearty round of applause by a large audience.
The boxes had been specially decorated for the
oocasion, and bouquets of fHowers were in each
box. - ‘Tha performance opesed with a  onme-ach
play—"“ A Florentine Tragedy ”—by tha late Oscar
Wilde, the themo of which was suggestive of the
old romance of Paola and Francesca. Inthiscase the
lover of the young wife was a young noble, Guide
‘“Bérdi, and the outraged husband a merchant whe
| talks like a book on philosophy and life., There
| {18 an exciting sword and dagger fight in the apart-
| iment, in which the merchant kills his adversary.
n turning to slay his wife her eyes are opened to
| ithe strength of her husband, and he to her beauty,
{and the ourtain falls as ho drops on his knee
to kiss her hand.’ A’ medimval flavour pervaded the
cleverly written dialogue, as also the dresses and the
I ital g. In the piece Miss Stella Patrick
3 nd acted w

: exo us serving m
supplied by Miss 1ce 1ls. Interest was
also’ lent to the p by the appoarance in it of
WMrs Patrick Campbell’s young son, Mr Alan Pat.
| ‘rick Cammpbsll, whose performance as the young
{ilord was full of promise.. The strong part in the
ijcast was ' that of the merchant, whick
jiwas' i the able hands of Mr Murra?

Carson.. The chief piece of the afterneon; in which
{ Mrs Patrick Campbell sppeared, was that .of
““Electra,”” seen for the first time in Edinburgh.
{ ‘The play, in one long act, by Hugo von Hoi-
| imannsthal,  translated inte: English be  Arthur
! ng;mr.s, is a modern study of the old Greek legend
of | Blectra "and - Orestes,” the children of
| Agamemnon, used by A'Escileus, Sophocles, and
! Eurlpxdss. Shakespeare has aiso made it the basis
{iof his “ Hanilet’ The great Greck Ki it may
|“ke recalled, had been murdered by his wife,
Clytemnestra, and her lover, Algisthus, the sen
{ and the daughters, Elestra and
riven to berg with the serving.

dening scene, in a lovel Gregk

ighton’s picture, %}ecsra,

ed by the well cut-
the death of her
father, and living only f > retunn of her brother
¥as his avenger. - There is a strong scens between
ther and the Queen, from whom slesp has fled, and
itoera is a touching eopisods _on the return of
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THE STORY OF AN ACTRESS.

Ellen Terry’s Reminiscences.

PUBLISHED TO-DAY.

Tre Story or My Livr.
¢ London: Huteh-

mson and Co.

It is interesting to hear Miss Werry
say that beyond doubt
markable men
Whistler and O
to imply that she [Tk€d them better or
admired them more than the otners,
“ but there was something about both
of them more mstantaneously individual
and audacious than it is possible to de-
scribe.” We must, however, resist our
irresistible inclination to quote Miss

the most re-

Atret JC Prowag, 5{,/ 16- 1908
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of Dorian Gray, d’Oscar Wilde, avéuni, sous une seule coevverture, e
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Profandis et The Ballad of Reading Gaol, comme dans ’édition fran-
gaise. Parmi les derniers volumes de cette méme collection, nous mention-
nerons Love ard the Poor Suitor, par Percy White, Buried Alive, par
Arnold Bennett, 7he Statue, par Eden Phillpotis et Arnold Bennett, Pau-
line, par W. E. Norris, An Amateur Adventuress, par Frank Frankfort
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G/,SJW Tremp Wy Faph 33.1908
MRS PATRIGK CAMPBELL’S VISIT.

Mrs Patrick Campboll and her company
brought a very successful visit to Glasgow to a
close‘at the Theatre-Royal on Saturday night.
In the afternoon there was a change of pro-

gramme, “ Eleotra,” a tragedy from the German
of Hugo von Honmansthal by
being the attraction.

Arthur Symons,

In the title role Mrs
vy task, but her acting
It is the story of a
and in the depic-

‘throughout was brillia
maiden’s longing for reven
tion of her varying moods M
excellent, and so hea

! artily appreciate
acting that at ithe i

end the curtain had to be

Mrs Campbell was excel-
performance being
tella Patrick Camp-
receded by Oscar Wilde's

rted, a clever
aughter, Miss S
‘“Electra’* was p.
one-act play, ““A Florentine
here again Miss Stella Campbell was seen to
and also Mr Alan Patrick Camp-
voung gallant who is killed ‘after an

A matinée will be given to-day
tra, a translation by Arthug
erman of Hugo von Hoffmanns.

(Saturday) of
Symons from the G

thai, and the one-a

ct play 4 Florenti
by Osear Wildo, play renline Tragedy,

i e o r g
s il s e e A R e

of them all. And you can be taught how to do these things
out of a penny book. So that the tendency of unthinking
youth is to be in a hurry to do likewise, with the result
that editors’ waste-paper baskets are nowadays troubled
with essays wherein the Deity is described profoundly as
“an eternal schoolboy letting off eternal crackers” and
life as an eternal merry-go-round. Nothing exists for
the Chestertonians which is not to be reduced to
terms of familiarity and “fun.” And nothing is so

sacred that it cannot be associated with stupid and offen- |
sive tropes. To come to the real essence of Mr. Chesterton, |
it is plain that his “ view ” of the cosmos and of the whole |

Divine order of things is that it was specially created for
the purpose of providing excruciating jokes for the cheaper
comic papers, and that all persons who see in it a grave,
far-off Divine purpose are either prigs or dullards, and not
worthy of the name of man. On the very last page of Mr.
Chesterton’s book we find the following scandalous

passage :
I say it with reverence ; there was in that shattering Per-

sonality a thread that must be called shyness. There was some- |

thing that He hid from all men when He went up a mountain to
pray. There was something that He covered constantly by
abrupt silence or impetuous isolation. There was some one
thing that was too great for God to show us when He walked
upon our earth ; and I have sometimes fancied that it was His

mirth.

Now here, couched in the most delusive and deceptive
language, we have the idiotic and wicked centent of Mr.
Chesterton’s mind. Life to this profound theologian,
observer, and philosopher, who has written a whole book
called “ Orthodoxy’ on the strength of a casual remark of
another profound theologian, observer, and philosopher in
the person, not this time of Mr. Hilaire Belloc, but of Mr.
G. S. Street, is to be a mere thing of the Fleet Street and
Bayswater ‘‘sense of humour,” and Mr. Chesterton, good,
pious, orthodox, canting soul that he is, believes that “ He”
must have possessed the humour of Shaw and Chesterton,
but that “ He” was at pains to conceal it. Such blasphemies,
however reverently said, are blasphemies, and it is not meet
that any person who ean read should have to do with the
catchpenny, pirouetting, giggling, retailers of clap-trap who
commit them. Mirth indeed! ~Mr. Chesterton and his

greasy following of sprawlers and imitatorsJook for mirth |

They are perfectly welcome to all the mirth they can get
out of their tuppence-a-lining, book-producing-on-the-
feeblest-provocation, stupid, giggling, gew-gaw lives ; but
for heaven’s sake let them refrain from setting up their
stalls as theologians. *The Man of Sorrows and Acquainted
with grief ”—MTr. Chesterton and, we presume, Mr.

and Mr. ——— and Mr. ,and the rest of them
who have been crucified for righteousness’ sake, ‘‘some-
times fancy” that there was one thing that was too great
for God to show us when He walked upon our earth—
namely, Mirth! We note that, with a great show of
piety, Mr. Chesterton assures us that the late Mr. Oscar

Wilde was wrong when he said that it was impossible to |

pay for a sunset. We are aware that this was not a
particularly great or important saying, but Mr. Chesterton
goes out of his way to refute it and to asseverate that the
best way to pay for a sunset is “Dby not being Mr. Oscar
Wilde.”  Mr. Wilde would have smiled a curved, archaic
smile at the vagaries of Mr, Chesterton and his like.
Because he had no mirth and never any reason for mirth,
Mr. Wilde knew more about certain great matters than
Mr. Chesterton afid Dr. Nicoll, Mr. Belloc and the others
are ever likely to know this side the grave. And although
Mr. Wilde would have cared nothing at all for Mr.
Chesterton’s cheap and gratuitous gibe, we shall take it
upon ourselves to remark that there is another way in
which one may pay for a sunset—namely, by not being
Mr. Chesterton. And the next best way to pay for a
sunset is by refraining from the perusal of Mr. Chesterton’s
higgledy-piggledy, cut-and-come-again, let-us-all-be-as-
funny-as-we-can essays in book production. A volume
of Chesterton every week is calculated to put the average

DATLY TELEGRAPH,

SEPTEMBER 29, 1908.

THE PLAY ACTORS.

The Play Actors will hardly add to their reputa-
tion for discernment by their latest production.
“The Success of Semtiment,” the new piece pre-
sented by them on Sunday night at the Court, has
not, to put the matier quite frankly, the faintest
chance of ever being a success. Its author, Mr. Hugh
Cranmer Byng, shows an unfortunate lack of appre-
ciation of stage requirements, while his dialogue
may be deseribed as Oscar Wilde and water, with
most of the Oscar Wilde eliminated. The story of
the play is merely the old tale of the eternal triumph
over again, decked out with ornamentation of mo
particular value. To spend an eveming in the com-

| pany of a writer whose chief aim seems to be to
' spin phrases like “ One man’s reformation is another
man’s degradation,” “ He resembles the Moonlight
Sonata played upon the pianola,” “I am like a
French novel between the covers of a parish maga-
zine,” is simply to court paralysis of the brain, and
we confess we have no desire to meet Mr. Byng
again until he has learned to chasten his style, and
has lost his taste for preciosity. To dwell further
upon Sunday night’s entertainment would be a waste
alike of ¢ime and labour, particularly as it is diffi-
cult to indicate any feature of the performamce de-
serving mention. A number of young actors and
actresses did their best with the material entrusted
to them, but save in one or two instances that best |
cannot be considered sufficiently good to warrant
comment, - :

Sgot. 25. 1900

At
Birmingham FPost
THE SOUL OF CR@ESUS. By G. Villiers Stuart.

(Laurie.) 6s.

The late Mr. Oscar Wilde imagined a portrait which
changed from year to year as its original sank deeper
and deeper into degradation, the model retaining the
while the charm and freshness of umspoiled youth.
Mr. Villiers Stuart has worked on something like the
same idea. The magic of Abdul von Tarsenheim
makes it possible for young Vandraken to live as he
will secure in the knowledge that the remorse and
all the physical consequences of his deeds must beil
{ endured by another man. As Vandraken’s income ||
!is five thousand sterling every day, and he proposesi|
to get the full value of every pound of it in dns&lp?- 1
i tion, one judges that his depufy must have been |
extraordinarily strong, both bodily and mentally, to
have borne the stram for years together ;g that
point Mr. Stuart is discreetly reserved. more
concerned with Vandraken, who seems to have found
a partner after his own heart in a Parisian lady of
such appalling wickedness that other men fall back
in ‘terror at her glance. But; of course, Veeda
Venestra (or “The Cobra ”) was not strictly speaking |
Parisian. She was of Azbec descent, worshipped ugly |
idols, and devised daily for her protector new -fcc'-ms:
of saturnalia—all to no avail. One does not quite |
understand why Vandraken should have wanted to
recover his conscience. However, the quest of Tar- |
senheim, the meeting with the other man, and thej
fate of the ' magician make wup varicus exciting!
{ chapters. Decidedly Mr. Stuart can tell a fantastic
Ltale offastivaly Moo
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I ITHE. DUKE AND DUCHESS OF

g - CONNAUGHT IN EDINBURGH.

Es pige T

flﬁ’ VISIT TO'THE LYCEUM THEATRE.

Tauie Royal Highnesses the Duke and Duchess

of Connaught, accompanied by the Princess
Patricia of Connaught, the Countess of Wemgyss
and' party, honoured with & visit on Saturday the
Lyceum Theatre, Edinburgh, where Mrs Patrick
Campbell and her company were giving & matinea
performance. Their Royal Highnesses, who are at
prosent the guests of the Earl and Countess of
Wémyss, motored from Gosford House, and
arrived at Grindlay Street about two o'clock. A
cousiderable crowd gathered to see them. They
wers received in the entrance hall by Mr G. Min-
;shull, acting-manager, who conducted the party to
the three boxes on the *prompt” or left-hand
side of the stage. The Duke and Duchess were in
the i greeted with
a hearty round of applause by a large audience.
The  boxes ‘had been specially decorated for the
codasion, and bouquets of fHowers were in each
box. - Tha performance opered with a one-act
pl YA Florentine Tragedy “—by the late Oscar
Wilde, the thems of ch was suggestive of the
old romance of Paola and Francesca. Inthiscase the
lover of the young wife was a young noble, Guide
Bardi, and the outraged husband a merchant whe
talks like a book on philosophy and life., There
{18 an exciting sword and dagger fight in the apart-
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THE STORY OF AN ACTRESS.

o

Ellen Terry’s Reminiscences.

<

PUBLISHED TO-DAY.

Tre Story or My Lire. By Ellen
Terry Illustrated. ILondon: Huteh-
mson and Co. 6s. net. ‘I
It is interesting to hear Miss Yerry

say that beyond doubt the most re-

markable men she has known were

Whistler and Oscar Wilde. That is not

to imply that she TIkeq them better or

admired them more than the otners,

“ but there was something about both

of them more instantaneously individual

and audacious than it is possible to de-
seribe.” We must, however, resist our

irresistible inclination to quote Miss

Itres JC Powas, Sspr /6. 1908
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of them all. And you can be taught how to do these things
out of a penny book. So that the tendency of unthinking
youth is to be in a hurry to do likewise, with the result
that editors’ waste-paper baskets are nowadays troubled
with essays wherein the Deity is described profoundly as
“an eternal schoolboy letting off eternal crackers” and
life as an eternal merry-go-round. Nothing exists for
the Chestertonians which is not to be reduced to
terms of familiarity and “fun.”” And nothing is so
sacred that it cannot be associated with stupid and offen-

sive tropes. To come to the real essence of Mr. Chesterton, |

it is plain that his “ view ” of the cosmos and of the whole
Divine order of things is that it was specially created for
the purpose of providing excruciating jokes for the cheaper
comic papers, and that all persons who see in it a grave,
far-off Divine purpose are either prigs or dullards, and not
worthy of the name of man. On the very last page of Mr.
Chesterton’s book we find the following scandalous

passage :

I say it with reverence ; there was in that shattering Per- |

sonality a thread that must be called shyness. There was some-
thing that He hid from all men when He went up a mountain to
pray. There was something that He covered constantly by
abrupt silence or impetuous isolation. There was some one
thing that was too great for God to show us when He walked
upon our earth ; and I have sometimes fancied that it was His

mirth.

Now here, couched in the most delusive and deceptive
language, we have the idiotic and wicked centent of Mr.
Chesterton’s mind. Life to this profound theologian,
observer, and philosopher, who has written a whole book
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THE PLAY ACTORS.

The Play Actors will hardly add to their reputa-

| tion for discernment by their latest production.

“The Success of Sentiment,” the new piece pre-
sented by them on Sunday night at the Court, has
not, to put the matter quite frankly, the faintest
chance of ever being a success. Its author, Mr. Hugh
Cranmer Byng, shows an unfortunate lack of appre-
ciation of stage requirements, while his dialogue

!may be described as Oscar Wilde and water, with
| most of the Oscar Wilde eliminated. The story of

the play is merely the old talé of the eternal triumph
over again, decked out with ornamentation of mno
particular value. To spend an eveming in the com-

i pany of a writer whose chief aim seems to be to

spin phrases like “ One man’s reformation is another
man’s degradation,” “ He resembles the Moonlight
Sonata played upon the pianola,” “I am like a
French movel between the covers of a parish maga-
zine,” is simply to court paralysis of the brain, and
we oconfess we have no desire to meet Mr. Byng
again until he has learned to chasten his style, and
has lost his taste for preciosity., To dwell further
upon Sunday night’s entertainment would be a waste
alike of time and labour, particularly as it is diffi-
cult to indicate any feature of the performance de-
serving memtion. A number of young actors and
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A ke - DNOLu 2 nomenty BTreeLy 0
2 bat “aiiks I moroi s ot of Hugo von Hoffmanns. Mr. Chesterton. And the next best way to pay for a

nt
53 1

thai, and the one-act play 4 Florenti .
by Oscar Wilde, = ekl sunset is by refraining from the perusal of Mr. Chesterton’s |-

T > : : - | higgledy-piggledy, cut-and-come-again, let-us-all-be-as-
{f funny-as-we-can essays in book production. A volume
of Chesterton every week is calculated to put the average

on the whole |
orence Farr. ]
v actor. of Mr Murray
have died ¢ badly as
y rather wupset the
leasing Orestes was
e, fter the per-
¥ ! outside the
Duke and

> off in their

2019-03-: 431
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‘sequence either in his relation to military science or to the

defence of his country. And so when we find Mr. Chesterton

74 | Zu}&?yﬂ Corres Je,r 18" 1908 ﬁ,ﬁ e L dealing with large matters we know at once that we have 2
RGN 4 ey _ 3 S R S N T 1 - 1 e — = 3 R K Sr@' AND THE/ DRAMA. %’_‘..“;:t::‘.‘::_::,‘;" :before us a sort Of market-place en‘tert.alner who n:lakes 1 ,__E 1‘
THE DUKE AND DUCHESS OF THE STORY OF AN ACTRESS. s Sk b ‘ great show of antic humour and hilarious profundity, but = J
¥ £ CONNAUGHT IN EDINBURGH. ; ; BRIGHTON PALACE PIER who has really nothing to say which will appeal to serious 5
g" ‘ Ve S A well fill 7r1 h e tes;iﬁ ui i;glq}’r.‘q‘;tion ab people. It is an ancient and tiresome adage which insists *(
¥ VISIT TO'THE LYCEUM THEATRE. Lo A we od hous fied its apprecis 2 : . : ; - ]
}§~ g oy, Ellen Terry’s Reminiscences. the Palace Pier Theatre, Brighton, yesterday even- that_the world mvgnably takes a man at hlshpwndvaluthon % £
‘;L Taeir Royal Highnesses the Duke and Duchess : ing of Oscar  Wilde's brilliant s«vlrzy,]viﬂ'lf.é:l;'{', ““Fhe 1(“‘-' ?f hlmself And in at l'rn%alsure, (I)-Bf tc'otu'rse’ tt'ls 13' lagf 1S 2.15 ] i A
| & : i ] - ortance of - Be Earnest.”’ This highly amusing rue as in a measure 1t 1s talse. ut it 1s particnlarly true in ]
{tof Connaught, accompanied by the Princess portatice of - Beir e i A : ! Y i 2
Patricia of Connaught, the Countess of Wemyss PUBLISHED TO-DAY e F e B e the matter of a man’s attitude towards his own writing. If : F i
4 ) . at matinées to-morrow and Saturday, by arrange . A ti ists i e t th
and: party, honoured with & visit on Saturday ‘the nt with Mr. George Alexander, and judging by an author of serious intention persists in standing a e P
p *§- | Lyceum Theatre, Edinburgh, where Mrs Patrick e Ioet cvenie’s porformanse, the sompaky presenting street-corners with his face blacked and addresses the crowd  § ie
Snbel aud hae soBsay ey fiving » sexiizien TeE STorRY or My ILi¥m. By Ell it are assured of a highly successful week. Re- in the manner of the “stump-orator” who was wontto [ i§a
performance. Their Royal Highnesses, who are at Terry Illust ‘Ated ! 1 : ,yH efln peated curtain calls after each act were the order provide comic relief to the * dioramas”’ of the days of one’s id
i prosent the guests of the Earl and Countess of § J sk i ©ondon: Hute 2 of the evening, and the leading performers must outh, that author must expect to be set down in the tablets iR
‘g g U U s gy St e o CE.’ 2 Db i ' e 4 gf his audience for a comic flippant, and buffoonish person i E
arrived at Grindlay Street about two o'clock. A It is interesting to hear Miss ‘L'err i E this occasion were not slow to acknowledge the T11C, y &l : . i
,‘ | ‘considerable ocrowd gathered to see them. They say that beyond doubt the most l.esf } oxcellent representation given. ~ Mr. Arthur Hare It has been the complaint of wags time out of mind th:_zt : ﬂ ,
| | ‘were received in the entrance hall by Mr G. Min- markable men she has known were [ was particularly clever as Jack W Uﬂ'l”“g:q‘f‘“&l hz“ when they had compassed the high top-gallant of their E 1 |
{shull, acting-manager, who conducted the party to Whistler and 052,35 Wilde. That is not tactod all the humour from tm.?l ,@mn,t 1‘: L::ﬂe (:f- fame they could not so much as say “ Please, pass the salt” 2
| R R o ks " prompt " o Jbhand to imply that she KRG them better or | o aAL‘O e Clciie 3 1iean without setting the table in a roar. When the notorious e
: ¢ v - 3 o] ~ i Iy - Ale O o i \-s { 5 W2 = 3 2% > - . . . . 3
side of th‘e stage. The Duk(’.} and Duchess were iu ﬁ-d‘mned them more than the otners, ;  § lf}::;:('ils $:;uld Y6 hard to beak: Of the ladses, witling rushes into a mixed company and cries “ My wife ‘J
ihismfo o d‘)uf emeTng {i;‘ Welrergreetec;.ii:r:i‘mtil ofb:hte;? fggr: ?fétion?: thlng1 aboc? : -"?ft'h E F Miss Elspeth Dudgeon as Lady = Bracknell, Al is dead !’ or “ My mother has hanged herself | ” the mixed "
a hearty round of applause by a large audienc ( ¥ baneously individual i E £ i iiavons The patk : . 7 Sty i
The boxes had been specially decorated for the and audacious than it is possible to de- ‘ ‘a;)cn‘iiic:{‘ia [r)ql):‘c«l:]reg ‘gli.%cl(l,li‘{'{' Wiltoa as Gwen- COMPally giggles ar}d o g\]hatth ain hexce!lept fOOl }lt e g
oocasion, and bouquets of Howers were in each seribe.” We must, however, resist our | 8 iﬁox}ne F’a’;rm S0 M Una Manwarine o8 Géctl It will not occur t’o it to consider that there is just a chance &
box. - ‘Tha performance opered with a  one-act (irresistible inclination to quote Miss l i {Cardew were also very fine. As Miss Prism, Miss that your w1t1mgs cry may be a tragic cry, and that his ;
§ play—* A Florentine Tragedy —by the late Oscar 2 " ' : t'Ka.t,e Wingfield has a short but important part, wife has really died, or that his mother has really hanged
: [, He thamo of which was suggestive:of dhe | | which she does full justice to. The other charac- herself. And even when he explains that he is speaking :
? ?Xd mmf"‘fc’]‘;‘“‘c’f £l fﬁ‘;“d Friveemos. o ti}’ Ry %‘e 5, rgre » e s a*'"Pf‘“ J"}' C?mbtl;i- h;r:(}; ;',;l,,; o e - the solemn truth he must be most careful in his explana- 4
over of the young wife was a young noble, Guido . 790 dalace Pier Theatre this week shou s made Dy .
T a—— e DEp/ / 9 d

i

"Bérdi, and the outraged husband a merchant whe

all who like a hearty laugh.

tions, and most assiduous to drop the smallest suggestion

| talks like a book on philosophy and life., There
| (18 an exciting sword and dagger fight in the apart-
| iment, in which the merchant kills his adversary.
{70n turning to slay his wife her eyes are opened to
! ithe stréngth of her husband, and he to her beauty,
tand ‘the ocurtain falls' as he drops on his knee
to kiss her hand.’ A medimval flavéur pervaded the
cleverly written dialogue, as also the dresses and the

| T of his usual and accepted waggishness, or he will not be
Lo — - ; believed. It seems to us possible that Mr. Chesterton may
believe that he has something serious to contribute to
the thought of, say, Fleet Street and Bayswater. When
he gets defending himself—and he has lately begun
to defend himself with great gusto—he is anxious
always that he should be relieved of the suspicions of

Memznro. — La Collection Tauchniz,qui donnait récemment 77 Pictare
orian Gray, d'Oscar Wilde, avéuni, sous une seul
OfD Y > aveunt, € CO"VeTtUPe, De
Profundis et The Ballad of Reading Gaol,l comme dans ’édition fran-
caise. Parmi les derniers volumes de cette méme collection, nous mention-
nerons Love and the Poor Suitor, par Percy White, Buried Alive, par

foin SR Miss Stella Patrick Arnold Bennett, ZThe Statue, par Eden Phillpotis et o : : : ?
(o X TR R N ORI <\rnolC UEnaL, S8 » P e \mom.Be““e‘f’ Paa- | flippancy, over-easiness, funniness, and mere paradox. ' In ]
ooked charn 1d acted with l WoEON PP Yy ) ’ p i
I looked charmi and & h gra ine, par W. E. Norris, An Amaiear Adventuress, par Frank Frankfort | ‘ ! . 3
s had 1. to do, as a, the o O ‘ the present volume he is at pains to set up an almost lach- ~
| ~and an ex quious serving maid was % ! rymose protest against what he calls an “intolerable L
: supplied by Miss renoe. Wells.  Interest was HENRY-D. DAVRAY, i ! b):)nda CI’)’ “y ne’%er in my life,” he asseverates, “said ‘f,
: also lent to tl}e piece ’by the appearance in it of i | .g . y ~1 2 5 y :
: MJ,E l("::z.tncg Fampbe[l 8 y(}ung son, Mr ilan Pat. anythmg merely because I th/'.‘dght it funny, which is a -
{ | Tie ampbsll, whose performance as. the ‘young : Z ’ - 2
§ LB s ik of pomise. The siig st b as : T noble boast, ma‘r‘red, _hO\lg‘,df, by the immediate Bayswater
! {cast  was }?mtb of h;hg mfrchant. Mwhicb - , aca)uy 'J’;.P." 26-1908. cheap gxggle; ‘ thougn, of course, I have had ordinary
’ iwas in__ the able nds o Murra 45 g0 Tremp b Y. o : nAIag and may have thought it funny because
Carson.. The chief piece of the afterneon; in which SJ St J"f; 7. 905/ -Jﬂmﬁ‘anwamglory, Y g 3

Mrs Patrick Campbell appeared, was that .of
‘BElectra,” seen for the first time in Edinburgh.
The play, in one long act, by Hugo von Hoi-

MRS PATRICK CAMPBELL'S VISIT.

——

HETERODOXY

I said it.” Yet, in spite of his righteous rage at being taken
for a clown, Mr. Chesterton will keep on with his clowning.

annstha anslated into English be " And it is perfectly natural that he should. It isto clowning i
&“;;‘fﬁiﬁ;&d}?ﬂefzuﬁ;ﬁf thggg{ahg:?eék?gggé Mrs Patrick Campbell and her company WE should not consider it desirable to attempt to keep | that he owes himself ; itis to the cap and bells that he must P
iof % Electra ~and ‘Ommegj] the children of brought a very successful visit to Glasgow to a pace with the manifold publications of Mr. G. K. | look if he would be clothed at all, and it is to the hee-haw Ch
'ﬁﬁ,ﬁ%ﬁms’,hﬁp;ie%:s 51;;3;,1;2?5 }i’ﬁlﬁ;’ L °’°i"1"‘i* the Theatre-Royal on Saturday night. Chesterton. Let his merits or demerits be what they may, | that he must look if he is to have any sort of applansc. "y
gf{hm ““Hamlgig {he‘gmﬂ okt Kin{&:‘ may I:a::leaf‘t%?mzn 151:191': wa:;l af change of pro- he appears to have learnt the prodigious secret of the late | This is unfortunate for him, provided, of course, that in his a : ra;
é?yt;m:tg . sen bnvl::dg-%edgislg‘zyus tbem;;} B i e o T X’;‘:h'uhregf;’!g:: Mr. Guy Boothby, who, we believe, was once commonly | heart of hearts he carries, as he may well carry, some soul (B
| Orestes exiled, and the davghters, Blectra and being the attraction. In the title roly Mrs credited with the capacity for dictating (into phonographs) | of goodness. It is the custom to scoff at garbs, but some- L ¥
C themis, driven {o hord with the serving. \ﬁ;”mpbﬁ“ bad a heavy task, but her acting three brilliant works of fiction at one and the same time. | how they are essential. Your curate must wear the habili- ey
e ‘§?o°i,§?é“io?i%‘é§;,‘§p?cé?;;"’ S;,,m ‘mifé‘ei’°'f§n§§§gb{;§hf££ngﬂf ;snéhf’nst%’;ydffig Mr. Chesterton himself confesses that he is “only too | ments of his curacy week in and week out and even on L
; liia k v ats, is discovered by the well out: tion of her varying moods Mrs Campbell e ready to write books upon the feeblest provocation.” He | holidays. Otherwise his spiritual authority will fall under B
‘ "fiiﬁuiheapf} in 2”31’31- e b ‘L‘giarhhbdut:er iﬁf{“’g‘;”ﬁ;a‘é"i 55‘: °§§§’léh§p§if§§‘f teé) ‘&"‘?;,hé" bas been told this much by an occasional discerning | suspicion, sooner or later. Bishops have been sneered at ¥
% BLOYE, s04 11VIng © y fie Tetuxn of her brother i X a1n a 0 . 2 M z 1 {4
5 B ichker Thbie b oh Bone Sars be raised repeatedly. -~ Mrs Cam : 2 reviewer, and we are glad to note that he accepts the soft | for wearing apronsand gaiters, but, to take a hint from Mrs. 5
i ljg;rhi;fia;;zecQu&m,hfrom.swiofmr;Inozp s ﬂl;f,wfmnj lently. sntl:;grte&y a clever pegl;‘:ga‘;zz %:?zexlg { impeachr,nent. Out of%he vast selection of brangmew works | Benjamin Disraeli, what could one expect a curate to think '
f ey s ih?uﬁhgﬁfsdep‘ﬁdem;‘ the return of i}éﬁt °f‘%?1§c§;‘;g3’t£;£§;1;%“§}j‘g Pé‘:;;‘;kvgjg‘p S which Mr. Chesterton appears to have written upon the | of a Bishop in his bath. And if, to go a step further, the {1
' o _‘&%ix% xf?'&‘;’,;ﬁﬁ?;%“ﬂ e ;i:qgffjﬁ;:‘f onc-act pley, “A Florentine ragedy,” and l feeblest provocation we have taken up “ Orthodoxy ” (Lane) | lady bountiful of a parish discovered the curate in the act | §
S pue Ay 51.manmr_;.ogp8;_,§°§§g;{l"}xN{gffiﬁﬂigﬁ s Ui *hgs ?be_ug Campbell was seen to k because of its title. Mr. Chesterton may be burdened with | and process of playing marbles with little boys for a stake FE
. SATIMWOT—I0SDUTA, ‘AeoipUVE o6UIB00) ge and aiea My Me Potrick Dawip: : i tant vi h an entertaining subject, but | of illuminated Scripture texts she would be shocked and
‘ UYL, Surd g tospur sy t0iems b oAy Ueonl bell, a young gallant who is killed after an { many important views on suc g subject, : B ; 1 j .
§ | R BT exciting gue} = | \glttithose w&tz afrecrtllot tgritve}y concerrtlgzd. thItt is with the gpset, ]ustél i; t?i .cug%t;:l wc’)ulfd l(a)e s_ltlé)cked ar;d u;;set_xf tﬁe E 1
o) e ‘ ot “SoaEATE I —— e E ook as a sort o estertonian emanation that we are con- | discovered that his Bishop’s favourite recreation lay in the E |
f e f’ﬁmz;“‘::%%i";}ﬁ‘;ﬁ’é?;,;?;‘;gqgg;ﬁg;g cerned. In other words, while we concede that Mr. | making of buffoonish grimaces at his window with a view \X"g
'SQNJHQJ,Vé‘[}‘)’;’sw-‘%‘f}g’f‘sz%q”°“““l 4 Chesterton, like any other man, has a right to the posses- | to quickening the sense of humour of passing butchers i
e s o 1 onsevior_dvpeem swuky. | E B e e e e s N
BULE T 03 9 ‘Gep Son—dgo: iy bad . | 5 0 em, we do not consider that any public statement he oisterous Bishop : g takin £ LN
i g g o) T{;fgg’fl"—f E?"Ej!’!gglf?%‘“ | (Satar da‘)n?_!ﬁf A matinée will be given to-day & may choose to make could have seri(}),us importance, or be | the eye. And the terrible part of it, and the part of it with ] y
i £ ARy ) o) J)Irm'r“f:fmm—%mf?tgﬁ;fﬁ% | Symons g-omothe écet:z:%nao!“ﬁ?x?gtig Igyﬁ i - worth discussion or serious consideration. Our interest in | which we are most seriously concerned, is that because of 1§ =
T T— - thai, and the one-act play 4 Florentine OT;‘Z’:?;‘; “ Orthodoxy ” is similar in kind to the interest that certain | Mr. Chesterton’s presumed financial success and obvious i %
— T .08 CHERE Wiide, » . people display at the sight of performing dogs or clowns | paragraphical success the younger brethren are beginning S
e = == on stilts. Such persons are perfectly well aware thata dog | to ape him. The Chesterton tricks are the easiest in the |
' who wears a frill and a soldier’s cap and presents arms | world. He can bring guineapigs out of old hats and collect
when a piece of sugar is placed upon his nose is of no con- | pennies from the illimitable void with any street conjurer -
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ii. DUKE AND DUCHESS
CONNAUGHT IN EDINBURGH.

. VISIT TO'THE LYCEUM THEATRE.

| Taum Royal Highnesses the Duke and Duchess
(of Connaught, accompanied by the Princess
| Patricia of Connaught, the Countess of Wemyss
| ;and' party, honoured with a visit on Saturday the
Lyceum Theatre, Edinburgh, where Mrs Patrick
Campbell and her company were giving & matinea
performance. Their Royal Highnesses, who are at
| ipresent the guests of the Earl and Countess of
| ‘Wémyss, motored from Gosford House, and
arrived at Grindlay Street about two o'clock. A
considerable crowd gathered to see them. They
wera received in the entrance hall by Mr G. Min-
(Bhull, acting-manager, who conducted the party to
| 'the three boxes on the “prompt” or left-hand
side of the stage. The Duke and Duchess were in
ihe stage box. On entering they were greeted with
a hearty round of applause by a large audience.
The boxes had been specially decorated for the
oecasion, and bouquets of Howers were in each
box. - Tha performance opesed with a one-act
play—" A Floreniine Tragedy “—by tha late Oscar
|+ Wilde, the theme of which was suggestive of the
old romance of Paola and Francesca. Inthiscase the
| Hiover of the young wife was a young noble, Guido
| ‘Bardi, and the outraged husband a merchant whe
talks like a book on philosophy and life., There
18 an exciting sword and dagger fight in the apart-
.ment, in which the merchant kills his adversary.
gﬁn turning to slay his wife her eyes are opened to
! tthe strength of her husband, and he to her beauty,
{tand the curtain falls' as he drops on his knee
1o kiss her hand.’ A medisval flavéur pervaded the
cleverly written dialoguse, as also the dresses and the
beautitul setting. In the piece Miss Stella Patrick
Campbell looked charming, and acted with grace,*
though she had not muoch to do, as Bianca, the
(wife, and an excellent obsequious serving maid was
supplied by Miss Florence Wells.  Interest was
{ ‘also” lent to the piece by the appearance in it of
| Mxs Patrick Campbell’s young son, Mr Alan Pat-
~tick Campbell, whese performance as. the young
ilord was full of promise.. The strong part in the
{east was ' that of the  merchant, whick
iwas I _ the able hands of Mr Murra
Larson.’ The chief piece of the afterneon; in which
Mrs Patrick  Campbell appeared, was  that of
*YBlectra,” seen for the first time in Edinburgh.
‘Tho play, in one long act, by Hugo von Hoi-
{mannsthal, translated into: English bhe Arthug
}'Sg!pens, is a modern study of the old Greek legend
of ! Electra and - Ovestes, the -children of
gamemnon, used by Escixylus, Sophocles, and
uripides. Shakespeare has aiso made it the basis
vof his “ Hamlet” The great Greck Ki it may
‘be recalled, - had been: murdered by his wife,
| Clytemnestra, snd her lover, Algisthus, the son
Jrestes exiled, and the daugbvers, Elestra and
themis, driven to berd with the serving.
women. In tho opening sceme, in a lovely G
setting, recalling Lord Leighton’s picture, iﬂlectra,
10 black vestments, is discovered by the well out-
j#@ide the palsce door, bemoaning the death of hér
ia ving only for the return of her brother
vas his avengsr. -There is a strong scens betwoen
ther and the Queen, from whom eleep has flod, and
L% gre is 3 touching qp:ie;ade on “the return of
Wsital
{

%
|

A

I T8

s, who, roused by ra’s  passionste

tal of the incidents of the murder, slays tae
{zuilty pair.  In attempting, however. to perform
ta .dance of triumph, Blsctra, overcoms by the
iwictory of her fierce passion, dies. It is in such a
itragic’ part-that- ell the resources of Mrs Camp-
:bell’s admirable art find adequate expression.
Her Ilectra wes & brilliant piece of tragic work,
Hand constituted ' a; great intellectual, dramaetic
ttreat to all ‘who witnessed it. She looked the rdle
“well, hier fine voice attuned itself to all the phases

of the vengeful Greck maid, and her facial ex-

{pression and gestures ‘were beth marvellously de-

seriptive. It was a beavy part for her to under.
Not for-a moment scarcely

» in monologue an

ialogue the
acting commanded

OIl.
y is that of Clytemnestra, who has a long

o

s experience shonld have died so badly as
thus. Iis last agony rather upset the
of the audience. A pleasing Orestes was

by Mr Julian Royce.  After the per-

af of tha ianeo AR Ouisl b
aossovatens sy Uy 0
58 of Connaught and party drive off in their
ars. :

wof the ‘elemental passions which wrubg ‘the heart '

_);‘moﬁ:'the‘

An important pare in |

with ‘her daughter: It was on the whole +
ly sustained by Miss Florence Farr, It}
her surprising that an actor of Mr Murray |
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~ THE STORY OF AN ACTRESS.

Ellen Terry’s Reminiscences.

P,

PUBLISHED TO-DAY.

Tre Story or My Lir:. By Ellen

Terry Illustrated. London: Huteh-
- inson and Co. 6s. net. |

It is interesting to hear Miss Yerry
say that beyond doubt the most re-
markable men she has known were
Whistler and O Wilde. That is not
to imply that Si%ﬂ'd’them better or
admired them more than the others,
“ but there was something about both
of then& more instantaneously inldivid-ual
and audacious than it is ible to de-
scri‘he.’d'sim,aﬁ@“%%%@&gmst our
irresistible inclination to quote Miss



nerons Love anrd the Poor Suitor, par Percy White, Buried Alive, par |

' Itres N Powes, Sz /6 1908
| 1

Mesento. — La Collection Tauchniz,qui donnait récemment The Picture
of Dorian Gray, d’Oscar Wilde, a=éuni, sous une seule couverture, Je

Profundis et The Ballad of Reading Gaol,| comme dans édition fran- !
gaise. Parmi les derniers volumes de cette méme collection, nous mention- |

Arnold Bennett, 7he Statue, par Eden Phillpotts et Arnold Bennett, Paa- j
line, par W. E. Norris, An Amateur Adventuress, par Frank Frankfort ,

Moore. 2019-03is:n Women's University Library 435

HENRY-D. DAVRAY,
< e - :
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- Er,a‘,ﬁ A matinée will be given to-day
(Saturday) of Blectra, a translation by Arthug
Symons from the German of Hugo von Hoffmanns.

by O er e b8 tateldty bt e,



_ ALACE PIER. ,
cell fillod house testified its appreciation at
the Palace Piet Theatre, Brighton, yesterday even-

ing of Oscar - Wilde's brillfant society tarce, “Ihe Im:

| portance of - Being Earnest.”” This highly amusing

piece is being played each evening this week, and

at matinées to-morrow and Saturday, by arrange-

ment with Mr. George Alexander, and judging by

last evening’s performance, the company presenting
Lit ‘are assured of a highly successful week. Re-

peated curtain calls after each act were the order

lof the evening, and the leading performers must

Jiave felt highly gratified, for those present ou

is occasion were not slow to acknowledge the

oxcellent representation given.  Mr. Arthur Hare

was particularly clever as Jack Worthing, and ex-

%nct,ed all the humour from the part, while Mr.

Cyril Scott was also very watural in the réle of -
| Aley Moncrieffl, As Camon CHasuble, Mr. Morton
Francis wonld bo hard to beat. Of the ladies,

i Miss Elspeth Dudgeon as Lady = Bracknell, Algy's

auni, was particularly eonspicuous. The part was

excellently Tepresented. Miss Olive Wilton as Gwern-

bdoline Fairfax, and Miss Una Mainwaring as Cecil

Cardew. were also very fine. As Miss Prism, Miss

Kate Wingfield has a short but important part,

which she does full justice to. The other charac-

tors are all in capable hands, and a visit bo‘tie

Dalace Piegis@@ovesiens Unive ryede by
rall who like a hearty laugh. rsity daa
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-~ - BRIGHTON PALACE PIER.

L A well filled house testified its appreciation at
the Palace Pier Theatre, Brighton, yesterday even-
ing of Oscar - Wilde's brilliant scciety tarce, “'I'he Im-
portance of - Being Earuest.””. This highly amusing
piece is being played each evening this week, and
at matinées to-morrow and Saturday, by arrange-
ment with Mr. George Alexander, and judging by
Jast evening’s performance, the company presenting
it are assured of a highly successful week. Re-
peated curtain calls after each act were the order
of the evening, and the leading performers must
fiave felt highly gratified, for those present on
vhis occasion were not slow to aecknowledge the
sxcallent representation given.  Mr. Arthur Hare
was particularly clever as Jack Worthing, and ex-
tracted all the humour from the part, while Mr.
Cyril Scott was also very vatural in the role of
Algy Moncriefl; As Canon CHasuble, Mr. Morton
Francis wonld be hard to beat. Of the ladies,
FMiss Elspeth Dudgeon as Lady Bracknell, Algy's
auni, was particularly eomspicuous. The patt was
excellently represented. Miss (_)!i';e.\\'l]k,r.m as (xwa?—
Ldoline Fairfax, and Miss Una Mainwaring as Cecil
Cardew. were also very fire. As Miss Prism, Miss
| Kate Winigfield has a short but important part,
which she does full justice to. The other charac-
tors are all in capable hands, and a visit to the
Palacs Pier Theatre this week should be made by
all who like a hearty laugh.

Qcalim, Sipl 24 1908.
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HETERODOXY

WE should not consider it desirable to attempt to keep
pace with the manifold publications of Mr. G. K.
Chesterton. Let his merits or demerits be what they may,
he appears to have learnt the prodigious secret of the late
Mr. Guy Boothby, who, we believe, was once commonly
credited with the capacity for dictating (into phonographs)
three brilliant works of fiction at one and the same time.
Mr. Chesterton himself confesses that he is “only too
ready to write books upon the feeblest provocation.” He
has been told this much by an occasional discerning
reviewer, and we are glad to note that he accepts the soft
impeachment. Out of the vast selection of brand-new works
which Mr. Chesterton appears to have written upon the
feeblest provocation we have taken up * Orthodoxy ” (Lane)
because of its title. Mr. Chesterton may be burdened with
many important views on such an entertaining subject, but
with those we are not gravely concerned. It is with the
book as a sort of Chestertonian emanation that we are con-
cerned. In other words, while we concede that Mr.
Chesterton, like any other man, has a right to the posses-
sion of ideas about orthodoxy aud a right to the expression
of them, we do not consider that any public statement he
may choose to make could have serious importance, or be
worth discussion or serious consideration. Our interest in
 Orthodoxy ” is similar in kind to the interest that certain
peopl? dispslay at the sight of performing dogs or clowns
on stilts. ns are perfectly well awa;

who wears ‘238}?1‘}9?{;1%@ a soldier’s cg.p and pggs%pl?&&ggﬁéu
when a piece of sugar is placed upon his nose is of no con-

\defence of his country. And so when we find Mr. Chesterton
'dealing with large matters we know at once that we have

’ﬁRmA,%——;—- before us a sort of market-place entertainer who makes a

great show of antic humour and hilarious profundity, but
who has really nothing to say which will appeal to serious
people. It is an ancient and tiresome adage which insists
that the world invariably takes a man at his own valuation
of himself. And in a measure, of course, this adage is as
true as in a measure it is false. But it is particnlarly true in
the matter of a man’s attitude towards his own writing. If
an author of serious intention persists in standing at the
street-corners with his face blacked and addresses the crowd
in the manner of the “stump-orator” who was wont to
provide comic relief to the * dioramas” of the days of one’s
youth, that author must expect to be set down in the tablets
of his audience for a comic, flippant, and buffoonish person.
It has been the complaint of wags time out of mind that
when they had compassed the high top-gallant of their
fame they could not so much as say “ Please, pass the salt”
without setting the table in a roar. When the notorious
witling rushes into a mixed company and cries “ My wife
is dead ! ” or “ My mother has hanged herself | ” the mixed
company giggles and says ‘‘ What an excellent fool it is.”
It will not occur to it to consider that there is just a chance
that your witling’s cry may be a tragic cry, and that his
wife has really died, or that his mother has really hanged
herself. And even when he explains that he is speaking
the solemn truth he must be most careful in his explana-
tions, and most assiduous to drop the smallest suggestion
of his usual and accepted waggishness, or he will not be
believed. It seems to us possible that Mr. Chesterton may
believe that he has something serious to contribute to
the thought of, say, Fleet Street and Bayswater. When
he gets defending himself—and he has lately begun
to defend himself with great gusto—he is anxious
always that he should be relieved of the suspicions of
flippancy, over-easiness, funniness, and mere paradox. ' In
the present volume he is at pains to set up an almost lach-
rymose protest against what he calls an “intolerable
bondage.” “I never in my life,” he asseverates, “said
anything merely because I thoaght it funny,” which is a
noble boast, marred, howevef, by the immediate Bayswater
cheap giggle—" thougt, of course, I have had ordinary
fitan-vamgiory, and may have thought it funny because

I said it.” Yet, in spite of his righteous rage at being taken
for a clown, Mr. Chesterton will keep on with his clowning.
And it is perfectly natural that he should. It isto clowning
that he owes himself ; itis to the cap and bells that he must.
look if he would be clothed at all, and it is to the hee-haw
that he must look if he is to have any sort of applause.
This is unfortunate for him, provided, of course, that in his
heart of hearts he carries, as he may well carry, some soul
of goodness. It is the custom to scoff at garbs, but some-
how they are essential. Your curate must wear the habili-
ments of his curacy week in and week out and even on
holidays. Otherwise his spiritual authority will fall under
suspicion, sooner or later. Bishops have been sneered at
for wearing aprons and gaiters, but, to take a hint from Mrs.
Benjamin Disraeli, what could one expect a curate to think
of a Bishop in his bath. And if, to go a step further, the
lady bountiful of a parish discovered the curate in the act
and process of playing marbles with little boys for a stake
of illuminated Scripture texts she would be shocked and
upset, just as the curate would be shocked and upset if he
discovered that his Bishop’s favourite recreation lay in the
making of buffoonish grimaces at his window with a view
to quickening the sense of humour of passing butchers’
boys. It is as a marble-playing curate and a grimacing,
boisterous Bishop that Mr. Chesterton is most fond of taking
the eye. And the terrible part of it, and the part of it with
which we are most seriously concerned, is that because of
Mr. Chesterton’s presumed financial success and obvious
paragraphical success the younger brethren are beginning
ni%r%ﬁ&i’v The Chesterton tricks are thggeasiest in the
world.” He can bring guineapigs out of old hats and collect
pennies from the illimitable void with any street conjurer

%sequence either in his relation to military science or to the
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THE PLAY ACTORS

B S
The Play Actors will hardly add to their reputa-

| tion for discernment by their latest production.

“The Success of Sentiment,” the new piece pre- | |
sented by them on Sunday night at the Court, has |
not, to put the matier quite frankly, the faintest |

chance of ever being a success. Its author, Mr. Hugh
'Cranmer Byng, shows an unfortunate lack of appre-
|ciation of stage requirements, while his dialogue
may be deseribed as Oscar Wilde and water, with
most of the Oscar Wilde eliminated. The story of
the play is merely the old tale of the eternal triumph
over again, decked out with ornamentation of mo
particular value. To spend an evening in the com-
| pany of a writer whose dhnfumueeznlwhato
| spin phrases like “ One man’s reformation is another
man’s degradation,” “ He resembles the Moonlight
Sonata played upon the pianola,” “I1 am like a
French movel between the covers of a parish maga-
zine,” is simply to court paralysis of the brain, and
wo confess we have no desire to meet Mr.

again until he has learned to chasten his style, and
has lost his taste for preciosity. To dwell further
upon Sunday night’s entertainment would be a waste
alike of time and labour, particularly as it is diffi-
cult to indicate any feature of the performamce de-
serving mention. A number of young actors and
actresses did their best with the material entrusted
to them, but save in one or two instances that best |
cannot, be’ consadea-ed sufficiently good to wagrant
oommm.llsséﬂweﬁm Umversnty
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Seet- 28 :qoai
Blrmingham Post.

THE SOUL OF CR@ESUS. By G. Villiers Stua.rt.
(Laurie.) 6s.
The late Mr. Oscar Wilde imagined a portrait which
changed from year to year as its original sank deeper
and deeper into deamda.tlon, the model retaining the
while the charm and freshness of unspoiled youth.
Mr. Villiers Stuart has worked on something like the
same idea. = The magic of Abdul von Tarsenheim
makes it possﬁ;ne for young Vandraken to live as he
will secure in the knowledge that the remorse and
all the physical consequences of his deeds must be
endured by another man. As Vandraken’s income
;1s five thousand sterling every day. and he proposes
| to get the full value of every pound of it in dissipa- |
| tion, one judges that his deputy must have been
extraordinarily strong, both bodily and men;.a:l]y, to
| have borne the stram for years together;gon that

point. Mr. Stuart is discreetly reserved. more |

| concerned with Vandraken, who seems to have found
a partner after his own heart in a Parisian lady of
such appalling wickedness that other men fall back
in terror at her gla.noe Buty of course, Veeda
Venestra (or “The Cobra ) was not sbrictly speaking |
Parisian. She was of Azbec descent, worshipped ugly |

{

idols, and devised daily for her protector new forms| |

of saturnalia—all to no avail. One does not qmtey:

| understand why Vandraken should have wanted to,

| recover his conscience. However, the quest of Ta:r-‘ {

| senheim, the meehmg with the other man, and ‘bh-el‘
; amn ricus exciting !
S m\ﬁrgﬁﬁ@ﬁma el

L.

|

{
i
{
i
&



———c. —

16 | Lahoe Lsadse. Stpt 151907

REVIEWS,

| G. K. CHESTERTOCN.

6. K. CHESTERTON: A CRITICISM. |
With four photographs. (London :

Alston Rivers. bs 3,

Quoth Nature to herself some thirty
cdd years ago: Time it is that I gave a
new fillip to the gaiety of nations. I will
fashicn a mortal of fantastic mould. A
uin-apestle shall he be, and in a
‘ind of paradox shall he live all the.
-2ys of his life.  And so in the fulness of
time there emerged Gilbert Keith
Chesterton, whom now we behold fulfill-
122 his destiny to the delectation of many

har

the marvel of all.

t

dex is a fact so palpable that to ignore it
would be an act of sheer perversity. Take
Lis style to begin with. - He revels in
grctesque inversions, and in his writings
we find topsy-turvydom rampant, but it
i topsy-turvydom peculiarly his own.
(‘\‘ ~

'pare him with Oscar Wilde, for ex-

ampla. - The paradox of Wilde assunied |

¢f Chesterton an inversion of ideas.
Wikdo took a proverb and turned it in-
sie out; Chesterton takes a current con-
ton and turns it upside down. Tts
:tial characteristic is  that of wild
eird exaggeration.
is Chesterton has been compared with
Cgcar Wilde, so a resemblance has heen
tracel between Chesterton and Shaw:
Seoth to say, the resemblance is all on
the surface. Pugnacity and pyrotechnies
ar> characteristics of both, and there the
rzsamblance ends. Chesterton is an in-
ble - romantic.  Shaw is romantic-
13n:’s sworn foe. In the careers of the
two men, also, the contrast is equally
Shaw has stuck to his Social-

: whilst  Chesterton has become a
bfackslidelf. :

ths ferm of an inversion of words ; that

gt

JOH N BULL, Ocroser 1o1H, 1908.

 Echoes fr;n;i'(otiarboé,’;

ors have since beco
now justly forgotten. The humour which o
from young Irishmen is not much

poems are, for the most part, so chi
there cannot have been much object
The general effect is one of abortive at
_tion of non-existent cleverness.

AMONG THE BOOKS.

By HERBERT Vivian.

[ legal forms of prostitution and chattel

hat Chesterton is the genius of para-

ing istey of the country would be organised

SUNDAY TIMES, OCTOBER 18
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County Express,

SCCIALISM,

TO THE EDITOR OF THE ‘‘ COUNTY EXPRESS.” |

Sir,—It is kind of Mr. Williams to make
so clever an attempt to simplify Mr. Shaw’s
ideas, but one will prefer to obtain the in-
formation from the source.

In the * Clarion ” some time ago Mr.
Bernard Shaw said he had great hopes of
* persuading the Fabian Society to organise
a real Socialistic party openly bent on
abolishing property, breaking up the family,
annihilating militarism by refusing to renew
the Mutiny Act, and making our domesticity
decent by stamping out marriage and other

s

slavery.

Mr. Oscar Wilde, Mr. William Morris, and
Mr. Belfort Bax tells us: With the aboli-
tion of private property marriage must dis-
appear.”™

1 respectfully ask your readers to compare
your Dudley correspondent’s statements with
the foregoing, and I ask him to be more
honourable, and less prone to beguile the
workers with sophistri My letters do not
give Socialism credit for the silly 1dea of
abolishing money. We will take another
extract, which shows where the foolishness
les

Mr, Robert Blatchford (in * Merrie Eng-
land ) writes:—* Under Socialism there
would be no money at all: no wages. The

£

and managed by the State. Goods of all
kinds would be produced and distributed
for use—and not for sale—in such quantities
as were needed; hours of labour would be
fixed, and every citizen would take what he
or she desired from the common stock,
Food, clothing, lodging, fuel, transit, amuse-
;n‘?llf;. and all things would be absolutely
ree.”

After this, and after the admission by
Mr. Williams that the State would be milk
vendors, may I ask on which side is the
*“ delirium *’? ;

L Last week, as sta

b

3 Margrave a printec

edited by R. Y. Tyrrell and Sir

1S W ments some thirty
> ago at Trinity College, Dublin, Few of the con-
me famous, and one of them is
ne would expect
in evidence, and the
ldish and trivial that
in re-printing them.
tempts at the exhibi~ |

|

John Bull ~

= ol rohman's season wr oon,

French translations o

“

Windermere's

f “Lady Fam
“The Idfgi_that Failed,” and Mrs, Clifford’s play,

“The La

AMONG THE MUMMERS,

s

«

Mahatma,” which, it

actually staged, as I had assumed would be
excited protests of the Daily Chyonicle.
police in this country co
I assumed that any dr
London any
actors to act.

amatist is allowe

I b_clieve that is the law ;

Mahatma ** wag to be done.
to some extent, possibly, b

Margrave’s request that the Pre
play before Producti
Wwas, as they say down east,  askin’ for it.”
not quite understand on what
carried out, unless, perchance,
the aid of the police at the la;

are to shoulder,

B e G L 2

Mo rbridge, Worc.starshire, —————
s

~ DALY NEWS, —

o

" TABLE TALK.

3 (13
Wo soe in the current ‘issue of ¢ Thd

0 inst the recom:
Schoolmaster’” a protlcst agains )
inrx(‘f\,ndution of the United States Educ;hon
D(;.pa.rtment that fairy tales and fables be na

longer read in theschools. * Will children pro-

”
hibited from reading fa}'ry tales and “fg:lez,r‘v
our contemporary pertmen.tly asks, p 1
mitted to read the American newspapers

1f they are, what is the utility of ﬁlc lm‘:
ilibitin;x'x? If the iuil:y tale and fad<od1aof
to go because they violate t_he stan .L!‘t 4
truth which the E_ducatxon Depa‘l"ll;
wishes to set up, what is to b:comc of history
and literature in general?

s e

=

Oscar Wilde once traced the fioad and unr;
imaginative materialism that is so co‘m':r,l(:"
in America to the fact that the Am,{}”";u!
have for their national hero a nuw1 who o
unable to tell a lie. (,‘ertaml;v, txcrt)a =
lies and lies, and, if we are gom% tl‘()i con =
the intellectual interests of : c“,l re(ril o
mathematical facts blil(_;l as t}tmt :;1(()1 agy 55
make four, we shall have to 5 : ::

“only:“Jack the Giant-Killer
l::z?ir(‘i‘ ';;)1; Ug)‘l'y Duckling,”’buc “Pa‘ra\d:e
Lost,” “David (‘oppcrﬁcld,’. and the pzlnoi
stories which children are given to re'a o
Sunday. Besides, the }belxef 1tha;c‘(t;;\:)bcz’idv

'o make four is, with nearly ever} ¥y
;‘;g a statement capable of proof, but-) 1tdh':
merest superstition. So are most of a chi

, 1908,

al a

Theatre des Arts, Paris, ends on Tuesday night, and
the will return on ‘Wednesday. The manage-
ment of the house are so satisfied with their experi-

“THE D VINE MAHATWA."
ted in this column, I receiv

atre, Bayswater. After all, it was not |

the case, despite the |
I did not know that the
uld be as despotic as they are in Russia ; |
d to stage privately in
play he may care to write and that he can get

and I am anxious to

”n;'""‘*"*"”mﬂ\v‘ T i

Salome *
grave said
Wilde’s “ Salomé ’

5 1 « y.: ct that it is a work of art of
a kind, whilst “ The Divine Mahat True, also, Mr.
ss should not comment on the
on, so as to avoid all risk

“The Divine
' was redeemed, |

ma " is not.

of prohibition,
Nevertheless, I do
legal grounds the prohibition was

the licensee of the hall invoked

I beliefs about its father and its g_randfathe;;
| and kings and queens and the varxoushp_;zgfen
Lit is taught to admire. If in futuro c ‘1 e
lare to have nothing but ‘(noyrrut.h, \we}cim-
foss we tremble for George W ashn‘wgtm’\ 1d
self. May not he, too, be a fable and &
fairy tale, and a pleasant ghost?

R =

A BOOK OF THE DAY.

L/A.“DY RANDOLPH.

e SR e e

(PUBLISHED TO-DAY.)

i dolph
“The eminiscences of Lady Ran
Chu‘nl:chill.l‘z' By Mrs. George Cornwallis-West.

With illustrations. Arnold. 15s. net. ¢

Lady Randolph, however, has an'o(]-_
dotes about all sorts of ])ooplo—i{o.\a\;
ties, politicians, and authors. One o

& N r '?
them recalls the almost too ready wit

of Oscar Wilde:

swered Wilde, as quick as lightning.

books of the season. . T f e

st moment to relieve him of

- George, the licensee in ques

there was neither rehearsal or pe:formance

S

)

answered Wilde, as quick as lightning.

An argument arose between him anil T,f\')[rd
Ribblesdale on after-dinner S]IV(‘C"ChL“,.‘: r
Witde declaring that there was no su .v‘y\t(,.[
on which he could not §po:xl; at a mom«Lg:[;
notice.” Taking himi at his w ord: ~?‘d'
Ribblesdale, . holding up his “glass, jsaid,
$Pho Queen.”’  ** She is not a subject,”’ an-

| _Better still are the two pages devoted
to Mr. Bernard Shaw, who refused, in
reply to an invitation, to go and eat
¢ dead animals ¥ with Lady Randolph.
The. volume is full of gessip and com-
ment that will delight evorybogi_\'. At is
sure to be one of the most wxde}y—read

jitw--
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CHESTNUT!

Tt has been said of ‘Oscar Wilde—as, in-
deed, it is said with more or less truth of
all purveyors of literary bon-bons—that
success in thig sphere is due as much
to memory as to imagination, and to
the huppyv knack of putting wares whi(-h
others have manufactured on a responsive
market, Wasn’t it of Wilde that the
story is told that, after listening to the
coruscation of a witty intimate, he re-
marked with becoming modesty and regret
—“T wish I had said that,”’ whereupon
came the retort—'‘ Never mind, Oscar,

dear boy, you will.”” Knowing the wAm“!f]
and ite ways so well, and especially
the ways of the world of smart people,
Mrs Cornwallis West, it may be thought,
would have been among the last to give u§
as a “eparkle” of Wilde's a chestnut of

quite respectable antiquity. But h(‘.r“ it
is. Oscar was boasting at a London dinner
party that he could make a smh on any
ifizubject under the sun. "Takmg hxmra‘fn
| hiz word, Lord Ribblesdale, holding np his
[ aid “The Queen.” ‘She is not a

it glass,

| subj answered Wilde as quick as
; 5 - -~ s R
lightning.””? Had Mrs Cornwallis West
# ; BT O S
known, howeyer, that +the jest had

ical

currency in Scotland, where a sur
operation is required to get jokes
into . people’s  heads, . long  before
Wilde was born, she would not, pr\rh-a,?s,
have been surprised at the celerity with

which it was uttered. This, however, may |
be said. It is genmerally put into the!
mouth of a punster who boasted that he |
could exercise his art on any ‘ subject.”
This, however, only shows Wilde's remark-
able skill in adaptation.

Da i ly Mai' Ocr.7-t00%

ningham,

A STORY OF OSCAR WILDE.

In her book of reminiscences (just published) Lu‘dyl
Randolph Churchill tells a delightful story of Oscar
Wilde boasting at a London dinner-party that he
could make a speech on any subject under the sun.
Taking him at his word, Lord Ribblesdale, holding up
his glass, said, “The Queen.”” “ She is not a subject,”

OH(‘P upon a time any man who had a joke of

doubtful parentage put it upon Sydney Smith.
oks as if the new scapegoat is to be (M‘V;u'
At any rate I find in Mrs. Cornwallis-

West’s reminiscences a witty retort attributed
Wilde which vears and years a

WWilde may have said it, but if :
¥ 1 ¥ | - v ) -

it. The story to the effect that during an
€

L o
dinner conversation \Vilde

speech 1nstantly on any given subject. - .\"m}lvjlf}u;
therefore gave him the Queen. He replied, *“ The
Queen 1s no subject.” Now in my version ['t)l'M)l}
{I think), or Sydney Smith, or .]"“'“l‘,]t} \n’mll\ul
himsell to make a pun on any subject. ‘[.ilC_\' gave
him the King, and he replied, * The King is no
subject.” It is a good story and may as well l\)( a
serial as not. VoM

correspondent tells me that *the King is nc
*\ subject ” joke, which Mrs. Cornwallis-West
attributes to Oscar Wilde and I to Porson, is in
att ‘

Joe Miller. o NV

) [ saw attributed
to one ol the wits of a much earlier generation.
1 I he did he borrowed

>ngaged to make

Sphere.
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- Quoth Nature to herself some thirty
cdd years ago: Time it is that I gave a
new fllip to the gaiety of nations. I will
fashicn a mortal of fantastic- mould. A

uin-apostle shall he be, and in a
whirhvind of paradox shall he live all the-
| €ays of his life.  And so in the fulness of
| ime  there emerged Gilbert Keith
| Chesterton, whom now we behold fulfill-
| iz his destiny to the delectation of many
13 the marvel of all. 1
Thet Chesterton is the genius of para- |
cex is a fact so palpable that to ignore it
would be an act of sheer perversity. Take |
lis style to begin with. He revels in
grctesque inversions, and in his writings
we find topsy-turvydom rampent, but it -

15 a2 lopsy-turvydom peculiarly his own.
Cempare him with Oscar Wilde, for ex- |
ample.  The paradox of Wilde assumed |

| tho ferm of an inversion of words; that
| ¢f Chesterton an inversion of ideas.
| Willo took a proverb and turned it in-
| sie cut; Chesterton takes a current con-
ceplion and turns it upside down. Tts.
czoential characteristic is that of wild
eird exaggeration.

As Chesterton has been compared with
Cgear Wilde, so a resemblance has been
trocel between Chesterton and Shaw:
£eoth to say, the resemblance is all on
132 surface. Pugnacity and pyrotechnics
aro characteristics of both, and there the
resemnblance ends.  Chesterton is an in-
cirable romantic. Shaw is. romantic-
ien:’s sworn foe. In the careers of the
| two men, also, the contrast is equall
| cbiiousJissen MeniBaBaYh8etsy dibrary Social-
| sm, whilst Chesterton has become a
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