-
-~
i
e
-
-
N,
-
by
iy
]
Sy
i
LT
v
o
=
o

Jissen Women's University Rare Books
honma Risao Collection

Digital Archives of (Dason Library

Oscar Wilde
Scrapbook

# i
d [ -
5 . ; . '-,‘
- Z Wik o i = .
A LA
— —_— iy L
e [ s S
h “
1 b -
: B Yy Ly - —
1 T
1 §
.



Jissen Women's Univ




Jissen Women's University Lib




eseo kose

It seems very singular that one should not be able to
mpose music to any text one may choose. Thus a young
renchman has had the greatest difficulty to obtain the per-
ssion of Herr Richard Strauss to produce an opera he has|
written for Oscar Wilde’s Salome. After applying to the| -
te poet’s heirs, who sent him to the publisi '
gion by Mr Strauss, who in their turn refe
at, composer, M. Mariotte hag gecured the latter
“give his opera exclusively at Lyons, and during the coursé .
one season only. The great German musician’s attitude
 the case (for after having given his permission a first time
retracted it, when fresh steps had to be taken) is sur-|
rising. A writer in ‘a contemporary observes with justice
b if M. Ma%e’ “Qalomé ” succeeds the master’s fears
| appear at Y623 Vs University Lib@aty il only seem |

seeo koo
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There will soon be another operas:
| Salomé, produced from the story by
1 Oscar ilde. This sccond opora has
| been oonlvnﬁosed by a young naval officer
riotte, who had written it in
1 1906, before the production in Berlin of
| the Richard Strauss version. The per<
mission of Strauss: had thercfore to ﬁe
 obtained before the production of M.
| Mariotte’s version comid take place.
{ The negotiations have beén pending for
several momths, but permission has a#
{ last. beén granted, though the Gexr'magin'
“oom; ] ndi-
10 issen Worebte Rty Library 7
only to be given in Iyon, and during a
singflo season.
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M SBome time ago Miss Mabilia Daniell produced
semi-privately s London a musical play called
* The Daughter of Herodias,”” which is under-
stood 10 have heea based on Oscar Wilde's play
“#) " Salomé,” presented hera by the New Stage
Club. This ie said to be the only Herod-Salomé
play licensed by ihe English Censor, his consent |
having been obtained on the ground that the |
.| piece was derived from Josephus, and not from

‘the Bible! Here, as in the Salomé dance at the
Palage, the head of John the Baptist is intro-
duced ; ‘and Miss D&giell is stated to intend re-

i}ivhllghthe piece afi 'a regular theatre. "I;ﬁe

nglis p ponsible

L 9t oty by
*

1
mon,.”, proposes to present ¥ King Lear.
*
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. Very smart indeed wasthe matinée in aid of the League of
Merey, which' was organised by Miss Moseley, and which the
Princess of Wales graced with her presenco at the Scala
Theatre on Tuesday. :

The Princess of Wales, who was gowned in a soft black
cloth costume, black velyet toque, and ermine stole and muff,
' was attended by Lady Mary Forbes Trefusis and the Hon.
Alexander Hond, was presented with a bouquet of pink roses
and lilies of the valley. ,

H.R.H. did not arrive umtil after the first pisce, “Under
the Greenwood Tree, a children’s pastoral play, by jor:
Philip Trevor, which was capitally acted by Major Trevor's
and the following children : The Baroness Clifton of Leighton
Bromswold, Lord Hay of Kinfauns, Master Victor Paton,
Master Payne, Master Meyer; the &ijsses Skinner, Caulfield,
Maitland-Crichton Tor, wards, Cracknell, Willoughby-
Seymour, Hastings, Clark, and other children. -

“The Importance of Being in Earnest” followed, and was
well acted by the Hon. Ste}iﬁn Powys, Mr. Ernest Thesiger,
Mr. E. Herbert Wyand, . Noel Adams, Mr. Auckland
Bramwell, the Hon. Mary Thesiger, Miss Juliet Hardinge,
Miss Ella Harman, and Mrs. Charles Ruthven. The house
was crowded, the hon. secretary, Major H. C. Gibbings, hav-
ing worked indefatigably to make the afternoon a success.

Amongst those present were Dora Countess of Chesterfield.,
in black, with long sealskin coat and sables; the Marquis and
Marchioness of Sligo, the Countess Grosvenor, Lord and Lady
O’Hagan, the Countess of Cassillis, Lady Borthwick, Lady
Llang,attoa}:lk Lady Idena Brassey, and Lord Farquhar. :

After the pe i faior (ibbi as presented t
the Princess o w%&égé&%rglf much please

with the performance.




. generation.”
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. did not matter.

| desirable young woman in all literature. :
. was a hopeless inebriate ; but.in-spite of his deplorable
“affliction. be was, T not in the first rank, a head and
__shoulders
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BOOK OF THE WEEK.
The Second Death of Nordau.*

Fifteen years ago, or thereabouts, we were all talk-
mg about a new book of Dr. Max Nordau’s called “De-
We did not talk about it for very long ;
but while we did talk about it, we talked about it with
great vivacity. As a topic of tea-time conversation it
was most useful. Tt was not a great book in any way,
but the ideas of it were newish and the tone of it was
provocative. It was an odd jumble of pathological
diagnosis and art criticism ; and the art criticism, for
the most part, took the form of virulent and unmeasured
abuse. Dr. Nordau set out to prove, with quasi-
scientific method, that most of the men of the day who
were famous in art, literature, or philosophy were
physiological degenerates. Of course, in the case of
some of them the proof was easy enough, but Nordau
was not content with that ; he went on to pour scorn
and contumely upon’ their work as work, and conse-
quently clapper-clawed with vehemence some of the
favourite poems, pictures, and music of most of us.
That annoyed us. On the other hand, he went bald-
headed, as it were, for some of the philosophical,
literary, and artistic achievements which some of us
disliked extremely ; and that delighted us. It was
foolish of us to have been stirred either to wrath or
merriment, for the criticism was obviously that of a
man who was neither literary, philosophic, nor artistic,
and the pathological diagnosis was that of a doctor,
and so was rather beside the point. '

What we ought to have done, of course, what most
»f us did after we had cooled down a bit, was to have
admitted the truth, or at any rate the possibility of the
truth, of much of the diagnosis, and replied that it really
Supposing Rossetti were a degenerate ;
¢he physiological fact did not in the least detract from
the strange magical charm of “The Blessed Damozel
or the sensuous beauty of the sonnets in *“ The House of

Life.”. Whatever may have been the matter with
. lbsen’s cerebral or nervous  system, ‘ The Master
| Builder ! still remained the greatest of modern dramas,

and Hilda, its heroine, the most fascinating, the most

above all the second rank of Victorian poets.
Aubrey Beardsley was a consumptive, a degenerate if
ever there was one, but also one of the greatest artists
of the nineteenth century, a man who vitally influenced
other men whose reputations were made when he was
in his cradle. Had he lived, we cannot doubt he would
have become more degenerate and done still finer work.

The irritating thing about Nordau was that his diag-
nosis was often right, demonstrably right. In at least
two cases (I think there were more, but I cannot recall
them at the moment), those of De Maupassant and
Oscar Wilde, he was wise before the event; he can
justly claim scientific prediction. Both these men were,
at the time “Degeneration” was published, at the
height of their powers and of their celebrity. He had
never seen either of them ; he knew them only from
their work. Yet these two men, he said, are de-
generates, they are insane ; they will come to a calamit-
ous end. Well, De Maupassant committed suicide in a
madhouse and Oscar Wilde . . . But the fact remains
that De Maupassant was the supreme master of the
short story, and “The Sopnl of Man Under Socialism ”
is a masterpiece of prose writing.

Moreover, it should not he forgotten that although
Nordau charged all our illustrious ones, in the lump,
with degeneracy, they, or at least several of them,
hurled the same opprobrious epithet at each other.
Nietzsche, who, according to Nordau, “belongs body
and soul to the flock of mangy sheep,” asked of
Wagner, “Is Wagner a man at all? Is he not rather
a disease.” “Wagner est une névrose,” he says in so

* “The Sanity of Art: An Expc;su‘re of the
sense about Artists being Degenerate,”
(The New Age Press, 1s.)

Current Non-
By Bernard Shaw.

2019-03-18

James Thomson

| footnote on the music of Richard
that Mr. Shaw is keeping up,

' “in a mood of strong reaction against the preaching of

Jissen Women's University Library

 brigf and illuminative little essay on Impressionism as

many words, “a typical decadent.” But then Nietzsche,
mad as he was, was sane enough to recognise that how
decadent soever and nervously diseased Wagner might
be, he was, notwithstanding, the most tremendous artist
of his day. Nordau, because by his diagnosis both
Nietzsche and Wagner were physiologically degenerate,
denied the value of the philosophy of the one and of the
music of the other. That was Nordau’s mistake.

Again, it is only fair to remember that the artists
whose art Nordau attacked were, to say no more than
that, curiously inappreciative of the art of each other.
Burne-Jones, . it will be remembered, swore in the
witness-box that he could see no value in a Whistler
nocturne !

Nordau attacked Wagner, attacked him indiscrimi-
nately, virulently, after the manner of Billingsgate, or
perhaps one should say, after the manner of a Hebhrew-
Teutonic controversialist. Just at the time we were all
talking about “Degeneration ’ Mr. Shaw was the fore-
most champion of Wagner in London. Wagner did not
need a champion quite so late as that ; but that is
neither here nor there. Mr. Shaw constituted himself
Wagner’s champion, and he championed him for all
he was worth. The result was good sport week after
week in the papers for which Mr. Shaw wrote. Nor-
dau’s blunder-headed assault gave Mr. Shaw his chance,
and he took it. Hence this little brochure, a reprint,
with emendations, of an article written in an American
paper called ““Liberty ” in the year 189s.

Though slightly out of date, as was inevitable, it is
an interesting and a characteristic piece of work. It is
not a very fruitful contribution to the silly old contro-
versy ; but it is a quite successful and exhilarating
effort in journalism. With consummate journalistic
skill Mr. Shaw displays his knowledge of many arts, of
many artists, of many movements in art. There is-a

it'was in the early days of the New English Art Club ;
there is another on Ibsenism which recalls vividly to the
memory old rows and heated argle-bargling ; there are
many pages on Wagner full of technical terms to he
understood only by the musically instructed, and a long
Strauss, which shows
more or less, with the
times. Then we have a section headed ¢ Why Law is
Indispensable,’’ which is a sound and sane defence of
legal restriction and moral habit, and which should be
excellent pabulum for the callow Fabian who, intellec-
tually and morally, is away back in the early nineties.
In the section on Ibsenism there is one short passage
in which Mr. Shaw declares that in certain circum-
stances he would say something which I feel quite sure
that he would not say. “If a young woman,” he says,

duty and self-sacrifice and the rest of it, were to tell
me that she was determined not to murder her own
instincts and throw away her life in obedience to a
mouthful of empty phrases, I should say to her, ¢ By all
means do as you propose: Try how wicked you can
be.”” And this advice he would give, he tells us,
because he knows that “after a few years wearing
down of her enthusiasm she would be glad to retreat
into the comparatively loose life of an ordinary respect-
able woman of fashion.”

Now, I do not believe that Mr. Shaw would give
that young woman that advice, because he knows that
if she took it she would, in all probability at the very
outset, come a cropper that would for ever disable her
from resuming “the life of an ordinary respectable
woman of fashion,” and that would cause her for ever
to be looked at askance by Mr. Shaw and his most
intimate friends.

On the whole, it is refreshing and pleasant to re-read
this old phillipic against Nordau.  Of all the men who,
fifteen years or thereabouts ago, lost their tempers with
Nordau, none lost his temper so thoroughly, so vio-
lently, as did Mr. Shaw. But that was because he is a
teetotaler and a vegetarian and so of less self-restraint |
than the general. ‘|

HUBERT Brann,

2785
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MESSRS. METHUEN’S NEW BOOKS

In Twelve Volumes.

THE WORKS OF OSCAR WILDE. Messrs. MeTHUEN have much pleasure in announcing that they have

commenced the publication, in 12 Volumes, of a uniform edition of the works of OsCAR WILDE. The books are reprinted from
the latest, editions issued under the superintendence of the author, and in many cases the contain his last corrections. ‘They
are published by the authority of his literary executor. * THE DUCHESS OF PADUA" is a new Play, and the other
books have been out of print for some years, and are now practically unobtainable.

The edition is limited to 1,000 copies for Great Britain and America, and is printed on hand-made paper, demy 8vo. The
price of each volume is 12s. 6d. net. There is also an edition, limited to 80 copies for Great Britain and America, on Japanese
vellum, 42s. net. each volume. The first six Books are :—

THE DUCHESS OF PADUA. A long play | LADY WINDERMERE’S FAN.

hitherto unpublished.
LOME, AND OTHER PLAYS. This volume A WOMAN OF NO IMPORTANCE.

includes 20191@gelg discovered play, “A B iWoiieh's I‘Mit\'gﬁﬁl- HUSBAND.

TRAGEDY, and ‘ VERA,” an early work. ‘SALOME " is 278

in the original French. THE IMPORTANCE OF BEING EARNEST.
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b days ago Mr. Eveleigh Nash
Wh&d abulky volume labelled
simply *Leaves from a Life.” No

title-page; but ihe wise

small difficuliy in guessing
esret of its authorship. Already all
ondon is beginning to talk of this remark-

e bundle of indiscretions—the worlk, let

] at once, of a lady well-known in

Bohemis, the daughter of one

¢ painters of the nineteenth

St

The Genius of Insanity. e

Osx filde and 'his mother ,;wezef
ces of the authoress of Leaves
fme& 1 P e ¥l £ ‘

7 “ : A |
Another sad ‘and erratio genius 1 knew !
was Wilde. When he was at Oxford |

about a sonnet T had had

he o me ¢ d had
in the - World,” and when 1 met him in
a London drawing-room he came np‘a,nd]
talked to me in his then most affected
style. But I soom showed him I did not
care for either symphonies or neuroties,
and when I mentioned casually that he
was cadving pearls before swine and wast-
ing jewels many others would be ‘f“'d of
he gave a good-humoured Jaugh an mlked
delightfully until retrioved by his mother.
She was most eceentric, to look at, at
any rate, and on that occasion she wore no
less than three skirts, one above the other,
telling us she was afraid if she left them
a4t home her landlady would wear them.
She showed them to’ her hostess one by
one; so I am quite certain T am correet in,
my statement. I alwags think the mother
and ‘=on should have been separated, and
ecach given appropriate medical treatment.
1 am sure car Wilde was a brilliant
genine; as sure as I am that he was mad,’
and that the absard adulation he received
from man and woman alike turned his
oad, He was evil- even in the Oxford
days, but with the evil of insanity; and
J wish the day would eome when such bril.:
2:!}& ~.i.m!iml nnhgl:,need pien could tl;g taken
rly, &l 50 tea;-ed y seientific men.
| that their brains wounld be used for good!
| instead for doing awful harm. Many a
gallant lad owes bis damnation to Osecar
Wilde. As for me, I-never liked him. He
. was, sensual-looking, and always appeared:
10 exhale an unha;‘myt and disgust-

¢ ‘anm not

is dreadin]
A Pitiful En

The first time T saw him lie was fawned|
on and feted by all. The last time I saw
m was in France. Je was standing in a |
Jiftle wood by a bicycle, ‘and as'1 came by |
his hand wemt up to bis hat. I did not
appear to kunow him, but I shall never
forget his face. Tt was that of a_ lost
J gazing through the gates of Para-
f dise. : He had always met me when he
was THE guest: now there lay between that
time dnd then the long sufferings and dis-
grace he had sold his brilliant birthright for,
and he was hankering, 1 am sare, for \
Efeﬁnrnhgf'w&am ol .n&:er come bmﬁk.
fere have been many ‘at! empts ‘gince his
- “death to whitowash Mis memory; T thiak bis
friends would be wiser to let him rest dn
peace- . . » He was'a bad and diegusting
man, and pothing anyone can write of bim
‘can alter either fact. = ;
"Phe pedestal of thie < Tilnes" shook for @
mioment when it was discovered that the
money articles, written by & man. called

. messnre hushed uwp, and hig sister, Are
| Gabrielli, & well-known but most mysterious

- figure, in those days, went about mmuch as
1 wusnal and kpew npothing of her brother's |
behaviour; she said so  repeatediy, 60 e
guppose it must have ‘been  true. A
Gabrielli 18 onoe of the ?.ha.ra-cters.m Hichen’s.

i8Sl WepS GRSy Librane: wis |
she was. i i
{




¢ No morsel is move delicleus than a ripe book.”
b AL B ALCOTT,

i Please write at once to Messs. METHUEN for their list of New Books.
5 It is well illustrated and very interesting.. Send also for their list of New
3 Névels, On March 5 will be published a new edition of W, W, JACOBS’
- | famous volume of stories THE LADY OF THE BARGE.

. IMIPORTANT NOTICE, *
#00On March 5will be published 2 delightiul novel by ARCHIBALD MAR-
WSHALL, author of ‘¢ Extoy Manor,” entitled MANY JUNES. As the
Hemand for this ook will be great you shonld! ask foc it of you Bookseller and

"8 Library without delay. »

"THE WORKS OF OSCAR WILBE. Messis.

(METHUEN have much pleasure i announcing that they heve begun the
\ publication, in 12 Volumes, of a uniform edition. of the works of OSCAR
WIILDE. The books are reprinted from the latest editions 'issued under
the superintendence of the autbor, and i many cases they contain his last
cotrections, They: are published: Dy the aunthority of his Literary Executor,
| A prospectus with full particulars will ‘be sent on application. = The binding is
i by C. Ricketts. The first six volumes ave':

{ She pucHEss OF PADUA, & lofe oley hn%rtthgﬁuMbg;{hég;
| FAN, 2019509, 185er Womerts Uversity b . 280 A (DEAL
? i HUSBAND.  THE IMPORTANCE OF BEING EARNEST.
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JSBAND. THE IMPORTANCE OF BEING BARIVESY.

oir
; To THE EDITOR OF “THE NEW AGE.” i

There are many of us who feel grateful to the New Age
i Press for giving us the pleasure of reading Mr. G. Bernard
Shaw’s delightful articles on “ The Sanity of Art.” A contest

SRy

| between the slashing Dr. Max Nordau and the shillalah-wield- |

ing G. B. S. would be a sight for the (gallery) gods! But I
fear the Doctor is too far gone to talk back; he had ridden
| himself and his hobby to death before Mr. Shaw “killed”

| him. In disposing of the Doctor Mr. Shat has by no means |

f disposed of the case against the “Modernity ” movements.

|

| The kinship of genius and madness was not first asserted

by Max Nordau, and meant little from him despite his scien-
tific backing. According to the “mad doctors ” we are all
more or less “ mad,” or diseased, or something else; that is,
we all show departures from an antediluvian zorm. All foods
are poisons according to one set; and the best of diet accord-
to others ; so the real “ Doctor’s Dilemma ” is how they them-
selves are to get back to sanity without giving themselves
away. Se while Mr. Shaw has mot helped us much by kill-
ing the d¢ :d Doctor he has given us a delightful book, throw-
ing some dight on the Modernity illusions, and valuable light
on himself. Neither Max Nordau nor G.B.S. can explain
these movements, as they themselves are symptoms, and
stand most in need of explanation.

May 1 ask, why the Sanity of Art? The only thing ques-
tioned is the sanity of certain doubtful movements, and of
certain artists, some of whom died in asylums. But Dr.
G. B. S., a chief in these movements, gives them all a certi-
ficate of sanity—that settles it!  That he, G. B. S., should
take all these “ Modernity ” movements as upward steps of
progress shows a naiveté we might expect from what he would
call the “ stupid Englishman,” but from the omniscient super-
man from the land of Ire it comes as a surprise. But this
may be only a phase of his mountainous modesty ? .

The fact is that Art proceeds by rhythmic, wave-like pulsa-
tions, rising and falling, proceeding and receding; periods
of progress followed by periods of pause o | decadence.  Find-
ing that our critics were adrift in dangerous seas, unable to take
their bearings, I took the bearings’for them, in ¢ Anarchism
in Art.” Tracing up the complex factors, {found‘ a situation
quite unprecedented. Anatchism, the analogue of that in the
| political and social world, was the rampant factor. The root
“trouble was psychological. ~ The wsthetic faculties to which
art appeals, are delicate and are soon wearied, and they de-
mand freshness, change, and the unexpected in quicker suc-
_cession than the legitimate progress of art can supply them.
From that fundamental proposition G.B.S., as philosopher,
| can deduce the chaotic consequences, which followed.

Photography, and the colour processes have brought a de-
luge of reproductions, which, could we see hem|with fresh
faculties, we should regard as splendid works ‘of art. The
multiplication of artists and exhibitions, and general over-
production’of pictures, etc., have produced satiety verging on
nausea. Like beautiful music done to death on street organs,
we got sick of beautiful things, and our ignorant critics pro-
claimed tiem as bad, because they themselves were bad—
critics. 1, addition to this, the average of work was so high
that to attract attention by real exgellence became increas-

1 ingly difficult, !

The witty Whistler, and the no less witty Oscar Wilde,
grasped the situation, and they started an advertising mania.
These pioneers became their own sandwich-board men by
eccentricities of dress; and Whistler proclaimed himself one
| of the three great masters, the others being dead ; and he soon
became champion advertiser. . He gathered a clagque around

him the supreme master. Elsewhere I have given an esti-
mate of his work which time is steadily endorsing ; but it
makes me blush down to the toes to think that any country-
| man of mine should be foolish enough to take the ‘cute Yan-
kee at his own valuation. Then came the Impressionists,
bringing no new vision, but an artistic squint ; keeping one
s2ye on the scientific analysis of light, and the other alternately
| on our own true Impressionists, Turner and others, and on
" nature. This led to a mad rush of experimenting, mainly on

ce of new inspiration.

i

for 4 debauch of notoriety, and he started an orgy of paradox,

deterioration of craftsmanship; but in painting, as G. B. S,

which will bring the sane ju

the insane follies of to-day. E. WAKE COOEK.

«THE (SANITY OF  ART. !Ne

11 uterature Oscar Wilde, not content with his splendid
gifts. his golden tongue, his gorgeous prose. and the pub-
licity brought by his sunflower cult of the Asthete, lusted

him, and they, not knowing art from advertising, proclaimed

:‘*fn‘-he gullibility of the public; tacitly demonstrating the ab-

Like his fellow-countryman G. B. S., he was “agin” every-
thing ; he took all accepted truths and inverted them, doing
everything to irritate the public and make talk. ~ In the
literary movements I see a chaos of thought ; but little or no

says, Impressionism opened the door to a host of ¢impos-
tors 7 ; to the lowering of all standards, and the debasement of
art. The critics having mistaken Decadence for Progress,
judge by inverted criteria, doing gross injustice. Mr. Shaw
pricks one Whistlérian bubble, his dpctrine of the supremacy
of brainless art so fatuously preached by the MacCollites.
Mr. Shaw is quite right when he says that it is not so much
new forms that are needed as a new content; a new philosophy
being essential to a New Art. 1 hope his book will lead to the
much-needed orientation of art; will induce men to take their
bearings, and no longer remain in the position of the gentle-
man of whom it was said, “’e don’t know where ’e are!” To
do this they must refuse to be swept off their feet by the
! swinging pendulum ; they must judge whence it comes and

whither it 152019103-18iss QP turn swing
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Mr. Lewis Waller is one of"for?&&’;?f
have ne reason to ,complain of the ficklene
favour, éven when that favour is large

sex which has a reputation for

now than they were then. : ; ;
For:an actor to have maintained his hold on public

favour for -so long, seems to arguc that . he must F8
“Ekave other than superficial claims for recognition. The &
truth of the matter is that, quite apart from-the fact

that he is a handsome man who looks as well off the

stage as he does on it, Mr. Waller is a very versatile |
and accomplished actor in his own genre, who served 4
a long and thorough apprenticeship in his art long
before he achieved fame as an actor who could com-
mand the limelight. One of the qualifications for |
success, which has no doubt served him well, is the
possession of an unusually miusical and flexible voice,
which he has trained to perfection.. To hear him,
without any accessories of stage glamour, recite a
stirring poem, such as the “Ballad of the Clampher-
down,” is to realise, even with one’s eyes shut, that
one is listening to an actor of force and distinction. 5

Still on the sunny side of fifty, Mr. Waller
the son of an engineer in Spain, to which fact, no doubt,
he may owe something of the fiery temperament it often
suits him for the purposes of the stage to assume. He
was educated partly at King’s College, partly in
Germany, and made his first appearance on the stage
under the auspices of the late ]. L. Toole in “Uncle
Dick’s Darling” almost before he had attained years
of discretion.

He first made his mark when he appeared under the
famous Hare and Kendal management at the St.
James’s in “A Wife's Secret ” and “The Ironmaster.”
For some time, too, he was with Mr. Wilson Barrett
before he rejoined Mr. Hare for his famous production
of “The Profligate” in 1889, which it is perhaps too
much to hope that Sir John will be induced to revive,
after nearly thirty years, in his forthcoming season
at the Garrick.

By this time he had sufficient confidence in his busi-
ness qualities to attempt management on his own
account, and toured the provinces with his own company
in Oscar Wilde’s brilliant play “A Woman of No
Imporfance,” amt teturned To hecome a joimt Tessee of
the Haymarket with Mr. Morell for the production of
“An Ideal Husband,” and then, still with Mr. Morell,
went on to the Shaftesbury, where his 7égime was
memorable, if only for its courage in putting a drama

by Miss Marie Corelli on the stage. 3

et




e, LewﬁWal ris ¢
have ne reason to complain of the fickle
. favour, dven when that favour is largé
~ sex which has a _reputation for vz
~mutability. Certam it is that those whe
- Waller ten- years ago are no less enthusa
now than they were then. SR %
For: an actor 'to have maintained his hold on pubhc
favpu;; for so long, seems to arguc that he must
;}.ave other than superficial claims for recognition. The &
truth of the matter is that, quite apart from-the fact
that he is a handsome man who looks as well off the
stage as he does on it, Mr. Waller is a very versatile _°
and accomplished  actor in his own genre, who served
a long and thorough apprenticeship in- his art long
before he achieved fame as an actor who could com-
mand the limelight. One the quahﬁcatlons for
success, which has no doubt served him well e 4
possession of an unusually r ‘ﬁsncaT ‘and flexible voice,
which he has trained to perfection. To hear him,
without any accessories of stage glamour, recite a
stirring - poem, such as the “Ballad of the Clampher-
down,” is to.realise, even with one’s eyes shut, that @
one is listening to an actor of force and dlstmctlon. g

Still on the sunny side of fifty, Mr. Waller is
the son of an engineer in Spain, to which fact, no doubt,
he may owe something of the fiery temperament it often
suits him for the purposes of the stage to assume. He
was educated partly at King’s ~College, partly in
Germany, and made his first appearance on the stage k.
under the auspices of the late J. L. Toole in “ Uncle
Dick’s Darling ” almost before he had attained years
of discretion.

He first made his mark when he appeared under the
famous Hare and Kendal management at the St.
James’s in “A Wife’s Secret” and “The Ironmaster.”
For some time, too, he was with Mr. Wilson Barrett
before he rejoined Mr. Hare for his famous production
of “The Profligate” in 1889, which it is perhaps too
much to hope that Sir John will be induced to revive,
after nearly thirty years, in his forthcoming season
at the Garrick. :

By this time he had sufficient confidence in his busi-
ness qualities to attempt management on his own
account, and toured the provinces with his own company
in Oscar Wilde’s brilliant play “A Woman of No
Imporfance,” amd returned fo become a joint lessee ol ¢
the Haymarket with Mr. Morell for the production of

“An Ideal Hushand,” and then, still with Mr. Mor.ell
went on to the Shaftecburv, Where his régime was
memorable, if only for its courage in putting a drama
by Miss Marle Corelli on the stag
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{ Miss Liny Havpony. *
A It'will be with tcslings of the déepest sympat.hy
} that playgoers will learn of the death, after |,
nving birth to a child, of Mrs. Guedalla, better
i kncwn  to the public as Miss Lily Hanbury, '
f Yoo rightly regarded as one of the most
| beautiful actresses on the English stage. It is !
lbme that: since her r*a,ruage in the spring of |
L1905 Mms Hanbury had made no professional
appearances, but  the Inemorv . of her per-
formances in such plays as “ The Dancing Girl,”
{'which she herseli considered her first real suc-
.| cess, in the réle of Lady Windermere, which she
: created 1y st 77 an,” and in
various bhaﬁ%@b@'@%ﬁ&%ﬁi’%&g@ % {dYesh in our
| Teraories.
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Mr. Lewis Waller is one of fortune’s “fa¥ourites who

have ne reason to.complain of the fickleness of public.

favour, éven when that favour is largely based on the
sex which has a reputation for variability ! and
mutability. Certain it is that those who admired Léwis

\Waller ten- vears ago are no less enthusiastic for him.

now than they were then.

. i ; Je
For:an actor'to have maintained his hold on public

favour for so long, seems to argue that  he must
have other than superficial claims for recognition. The
truth of the matter is that, quite apart from-the fact

5 . .
1 that he is a handsome man who looks as well off the

stage as he does on it, Mr. Waller is a very versatile |

and accomplished actor in his own genre, who served

| a long and thorough apprenticeship in: his art long |
4 Dbefore he achieved fame as an actor who could com-

mand the limelight. One of the qualifications for

. _success, which has no doubt served him well, is the

possession of an unusually musical and flexible voice,
which he has trained to perfection. To hear him,
without any accessories of stage glamour, recite a
stirring poem, such as the “Ballad of the Clampher-
down,” is to.realise, even with one’s eyes shut, that
one is listening to an actor of force and distinction. .

Still on the sunny side of fifty, Mr. Waller is
the son of an engineer in Spain, to which fact, no doubt,
he may owe something of the fiery temperament it often
suits him for the purposes of the stage to assume. He
was educated partly at King’s ‘College, partly in
Germany, and made his first appearance on the stage
under the auspices of the late J. L. Toole in “ Uncle
Dick’s Darling ” almost before he had attained years
of discretion.

He first made his mark when he appeared-under the
famous Hare and Kendal management at the St.
James’s in “A Wife’s Secret” and “The Ironmaster.”
FFor some time, too, he was with Mr. Wilson Barrett
before he rejoined Mr. Hare for his famous production
of “The Profligate” in 1889, which it is perhaps too
much to hope that Sir John will be induced to revive,
after nearly thirty years, in his forthcoming season
at the Garrick.

By this time he had sufficient confidence in his busi-
ness qualities to attempt management on his own
account, and toured the provinces with his own company
in Oscar Wilde’s brilliant play “A Woman of No
Imporfance,” amd returned fo become a jOIMT lessee ol
the Haymarket with Mr. Morell for the production of
“An Ideal Hushand,” and then, still with Mr. Morell,

went on 15 Blofién’ Universiy Cifarja8s ” 7 05

memorable, if only for its courage in putting a drama
by Miss Marie Corelli on the stage.
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* ENGLISH PLAN FOR
* ENDOWED THEATRE

Details of Messrs. Archer and
~ Barker's Scheme Capable
of ﬂodiﬁca_tion for
Trial Here:

- ' There has hitherto been one enormo
_obstacle to the establishment of a ni
Honal theatre in England. However will-
ing a man or body of men might be 10
five a hew impulse to the art of the
heatre and place England abreast of
France and ¢ ermany in respeet of the-
atrical orgamization, he or they co
have no definite idea how te set a
it. A public ?ark,xa picture gallery,
| free library is very easily created,
once created it practically “ runs itself
There are a hundred recognized mode
for this organization and management.
But an endowed theatre is, in England
a wholly unfamiliar piece of mechan
and the:management of it an unkno
art; while there are many reasons wh
no foreign institution of the kind cou
be imitated in detail with any ‘hope
success. There is no clear-cut channe
.as it were, in which liberality and pub=
lic spirit can easily flow in the @ irec- |
tion of theatrical reform. It is s
an exaggeration to say that you can b
& free library or a picture gallery read
mgde‘ and present it as a ‘' going ‘¢o
cern " to whatever community you ple
But the man .who desired to endow
theatrs would have first to invent it-
laborious task for which he would pro
;ably have no Breparation and no fa
“ties. In the following pages we take th
. task off his hands.

1 In this list modern playwrié‘kts
represented by Pinero, Jones, Carto
Wilde, Chambers, Stevenson and He;
ley, Labiche and Grundy, Gilb

Brieux, Maetertinck, and Suderms
To these they would add the name
Ibsen, Shaw, Hauptmann, and bpr
ably a number of others who in
. short space of time have already
e o wviae St
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Theatre. By Wﬂliam Archer and Gran- .
vinq Barker New Yoxi ‘Duffield & Co.
s250. 1
Altheuth this work relates exclusively to !

 the plans and of a National Theatre

fOf- ﬁlt § tain, it ‘contains much that
' erest for those who are contem-

‘the pousible establishment of a sim-

itution ‘in thig country. It will at

lirect attention to the amount of de-

med before the enterprise could be
o practical working shape. Both Mr.'
and Mr. Barker are well qualified
tssk which they have undertaken,

erature and the art of acting in England.,
and on the Continent, and the other by his®
experience as a dramatist, as an actor, and

' a producing manager. The bulky volume
which they have compiled does - infinite |
credit to their enthusiasm, their industry,
their technical knowledge and their fore- i
zight it discusses, with a convincing array #
of facts and"ﬁgures, every step in the
m‘oeass of construction from the appoint-
ment of the first committee to the raising
of the curtaith on the opening night; pro-
scribes, indeed, a compact and elastic or-
ganization, ‘which could scarcely fail to.
 operate successtully, if once started on the
assumed conditions. But it is impossible
 to avoid the reflection that this elaborate
edifice rests upon a foundation of hope
rather than of rational expectation. ‘As
8 matter of fact all that Messrs. Archer
- and Barker have done is to point oqt.
what my be accomplished if somebody will |
| present a suitable site in central London, i
it somebody else will build and give the
theatre—both site and building to be free
from rent and taxation—and if other volun-
{ teers will contribute an endowment fund
of $750,000. It is true that provision is !
made for the creation of a sinking fund
| for the repayment of donors in the event
of the scheme’s proying remunerative, buat
this plan is not likely to prove a great in-
ducement to investors. It is not pretended
that money grants may be looked for from * *
either Parliament or the municipal au-
thorities. The fate of the whole :chemey
apparent.ly dapendﬂ upon the numher (0 &8
rich men zealous in the oatpe o: a ma-

g
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sach of
-@i niv ,i’ﬂes of Oxtord ‘Cambridge, and
Landon, one by the Royal Academy, two
«Lond&n County Council, and nine by the

g-:g_nﬂg‘s would be nlled by vote
' the surviving members. The trustees
‘are to appoint a director, and a staff—in-
:cludin‘ a literary manager, a business man-
_ager, a solicitor, and a play reader. With
the direct management of the theatre, the'
selection or production of plays, and af-
.‘,talrs of the interior generally, neither the
trustees nor the donors, are to have any-
thing whatever to do. Executive control,
subject to general regulations, will be en-
tirely in the hands of the director and his
'ataﬂ with the director supreme. The lat-
ter, of course, is removable by the trus- !
| tees as a body, if they find him incapable. |
;fl'he regulations ordain that at least thir-
[ty different plays shall be acted every
year, and that at Jeast three different plays
shall be presented every week. Of the per-
formances each season one- fourﬂ: at least
\must be of the English %lassical drama,
m one-third of the English and foreign
%huie:l drama taken together. Plays that
have survived for one hundred years are
to be accounted as classical. Not more
than one-fifth of the performances may be
pg Qplays of foreign origin. American plays
Qr& to be counted as English. All these
‘ules are sound intelligent, and liberal.
nple programmes are given for an imag- |
ry_season in ‘which the authors repre-’
senfed are -Shakespeare, Pinero, . Henley, |
‘and’ Stevenson, W. S. Gilbert, Congreve,
‘Haddon Chambers, Molidre, Wilde, Grun
‘Sudermann, Sheridan, W. B YER(T ﬂ"’Ax
Jones, Dumas, fils, T. W. Robertson, Brieux,
Jonson, R. C. Carton, Mmterlinck, Bul-
‘weér Lytton, Tennyson, Wills, and Frederick
% This is a list against which very
ceptlon could reasonably be taken
ebneidermg the representative nature of
;:e theatre. The absence of ‘such names as
sen, Gorky, Bjornson, Ha D’An-
B

dent ‘conservatism.'
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Weekly Sun Mos0s.

At Home and Abroad.

Mr. J. M. Barrie’s ¢ Little Minister '’ svas
staged at Vienna on Monday. A performance | #
of “The Admirable Crichton,’”’ during its®
former run in London, was given for one
night in Paris; but this was in English and
b the Duke of York'’s Theatre company.,
The Bridissen \EOARASL8verddy Library. e 1most
in request on the Continent just now are Ber-'
nard Shaw and Oscar Wilde.




) Umxm———'l’he late Mr O lede told me,
1 that he cuce aeked OQuida what she herself con-
< jridered the especially strong point in her own
ork and the ohle secret of 1's success. The'
i gdy 8 answer may have been a joke, but 1% bad
{ much couviction 54 me
am the onl j‘ ib
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& CANDID CHATTER.
~ *Leaves from a Life.” Eveleigh Nash.

L i

- A more lively book than this of recoll
‘famous persons, dead and liv ing, has 7
from the press for many a dav, for the
‘mever offensive, is singularls outspolke;
name appears on the title paze, but w
Enow that her father is a distinguished pa
2 gicat i %f’ it d

‘who still survives at 4
‘become very difficult to

‘genius”’ Oscar Wilde. I am sute he
brilliant genius, as sure as I am that ha
= e was tensual lookinz and always

“to me to exhale an unhappy and disg




: an orchestral performance
of excerpts from his opera *‘ Salomé’ at the
Queen’s Hall on the 19th inst., but the Society.

of German Composers has intervened, for
reasons not quite clearly set out, and the long- §
looked-for concert has been abandoned. Inj

its place we are to hear a Tchaikowski and |
Wagner -concert under Mr. Wood’s direction, :

and Mischa Elman is to play the former com-
poser’s Violin Concerto. It is not altogether a

pity that the original propesal has been aban-

doned. In his ““Salomé’ Strauss creates the

most remarkable atmosphere. Knowing the

East fairly well, and having heard the opera

given under most favourable conditions, the

writer can vouch for the composer’s success in
presenting his subject just as it should be given.
The music, the mounting, and the stage acces- §

sories are in keeping with it. Oscar Wilde’s

book and Richard Strauss’s music move hand in

. hand through a darkened opera house ; but to
ivorce book from music and bring the latter to any
gly modern concert-room is to rob it of nearly all signi-
ance, and make people wonder why sounds so bizarre,

nd so unpleasant were ever set down.




ad all cone i, 1r. Richar i
would have directed an orchestral performance
of excerpts from his opera ‘ Salomé’’ at the
Queen’s Hall on the 1g9th inst., but the Society
of German Composers has intervened, for#
reasons not quite clearly set out, and the long-
f looked-for concert has been abandoned. In @&
fits place we are to hear a Tchaikowski and §
§ Wagner -concert under’ Mr. Wood’s direction,
l and Mischa Elman is to play the former com-
b poser’s Violin Concerto. It is not altogether a
| pity that the original proposal has been aban- §
doned. In his ““Salomé’ Strauss creates the
! most remarkable atmosphere. Knowing the
East fairly well, and having heard the opera
! given under most favourable conditions, the
writer can vouch for the composer’s success in |
| presenting his subject just as it should be given.
' The music, the mounting, and the stage acces- §
sories are in keeping with it. Oscar Wilde’s
l ook and Richard Strauss’s music move hand in
B8 hand through a darkened opera house ; but to §
Sivorce book from music and bring the latter to any
sugly modern Smmﬁ%ﬁ% ’Grﬁ{}‘eféi itﬁa&early all signi-
ficance, and make people wonder why sounds so bizarre, |
“%6 uncouth, and so unpleasant were ever set down.




fmm m girlhood on into middle age has never
re'lé. in her ann, and who has besides attamed :

} not ].mply that she is a frequenter of
pents or of parties composed - of
dreéssed up in their best and awaiting
jurer.”” Her work is that of a serious
ughtiul investigator and psychologist of
vre. If she has devoted her life to
* the art of story-telling it is because
she considers this art an invaluable factor in
elementary education. * The truest educatlon,”
she maintains, ‘‘ must be leading and inspiring,’
and by stories properly told, as by music
efficiently performed, there is at disposa.l the best
means by which tolead and inspire the very
young. Under the auspices of the Board of
FEdueation of the London County Council, of the
Manchester Education Committee, the Birming-
ham University, and other eduecational organisa~
tioms, Miss Shedlock has during the last year not
only told stories to English school children, but!
she has also been giving a series of lectures uponé
* her.methods to ele;nenta.ty teaéhers th.rbughout
bhe oountr,y R

Mlss Shedlock g]adly addresses he
parentsaga well as to teachers, for, after all a
ctuld’s(,\ nts should be its very best teachers
As one of her most. privileged experiences, she
mentions an opportunity recently afforded her by
the Ancoats Brotherhood, of speaking to an audi-
ence ‘mﬂght hundred persons in Manches-

0@! versibpRibiary wives, to
t:f? a.mo s gs Fié;ghe H{X]d Os'car
_ Wilde’s story of the Selfish Giant. 3
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appeared in the Daily News of Londan mdv
other publications that are at much pains’
2 "to be literary and refined. It is necessary
for that journal to have contribusors who
‘ . will reassure its readers when they have
* been. shocked, puzzled and scandalized by
U3 | the frivolities, paradoxzes and inversions
(of Mr. G. K. Chesterton. We imagine that.
5 nobody better fitted for the job could be -
~§ found than Mr. Scott-James. |
.~ The only really interesting chapter is
4 that on the Decadents. And that attracts |
. the attention; not for any intrinsic reasons, |
,..but hecaues it is suggestive of the methods, ;|
{ the frame of mind, of a whole school of
Eerit.cism—=art, musieal and so on. S
- For what would the deans, subdeans,
ek rural deans, &c., of musical, theatrical and -
literary criticism do if they had not the
fine word “decadent” to fall back on? What-
tever they don’t understand, whatever mt
Z ‘new and unfamiliar, whatever threatens’
ithe established practxtloners of the arts— |
‘be they elderly prima donnas or academi :
spainters—is immediately described
¥‘decadent.” “The plays of Ibsen, the wrifi
of Maeterhnck -the music ot Debu!ay aB

jderful guides as “unhea,lthy.
“discased” and “disordered.” ]
i “Gloom” is regarded in some quarters
{as particularly indicative of decay. A,nd
{ yet those who detect that quality in w ;
| Gabler” ~or “Pelléas et Mélisande” or
! ‘Strauss’s “Salome” hold that Shake- |
'spea,re and Wagner are perfectly robusﬂ
land healthy. B t for the life of us we
{cannot see that there is much rolhckmg
Efun in the Ring operas, “Hamlet,” “Othello
for even “Macbeth.” But stop i
.sxsbenoy is but appaisent
\“decadence” are terms which are a.pphed
by those whose m have become fos-
‘silized, only to things whichfarejnew. To
these there is nothing quite so eriminal as
an unusual way of looking at the world
we live in.

This is by the way. Mr. Scott-James °
has taken the late Oscar Wilde, whose °
plays are now being prodiiced #H Gver Ger-
many, poor Mr. George Moore and poor
Mr, James Huneker as three typical deca-
dents. It appearsthat it was Mr. Huneker’s
book “Visionaries” that procured for him

| this distinguished honor. ! did he de-
serve it? ~We fear not. rnard Shaw's .
“dear James” would hav ) :
on his heart and announce
ness of the compliment.
can remember, “The Maste:
“The Third Kingdom,” “A Mock
especially “Rebels of th
catures of some conten
tions and not to be tal
cept by donkeys. .

As for Mr. George Moore,
London, and now of Dub!
dent” it must mean tha!
consists in unfitness for fl
The “Memoirs of My Dead

.frank, but not more fre
eighteanth century. Bes :
who has spent most of hlgi&
liable to show small resp
Saxon notions of respectabi
In: the case of the unfo

WWL 7'tgvaat




*

GUILDHALL SCHOOL OF MUSBIC.

s D
The pupils of Miss Kate Rorke gave a dramatic
performance in the theatre of the institution on

- the evening of the 26th ult., and it was a happy
‘idea to give two scenes from Oscar Wilde's play 4

Woman of No Importance. In the first scene, at
Lady Hunstanton’s, Miss Julie Huntsman, who
has on many occasions proved herself a capable
actress, made the character of Lady Hunstanton
effective; while Miss Ada Castiglione in the little
part of Lady Caroline Pontefract showed marked
ability. The lines where Lady Pontefract replies
to Miss Worsley’s remarks by saying * Do not
apologise, my dear child. I agree with every
part of your little speech. My brother is a scoun-

{drel, but much may be forgiven to a man who
-gives such superb dinners,” were delivered with a

precision and point that would have done credit

{to an experienced actress. Nor was Miss Ethel

MeDowall less successful in the part of Miss Hes
ter Worsley, her speech in defence of American

{life and aims being prettily given. Miss Ena

Farmer appeared as the sentimental Lady Stut-
field; and Miss Eugénie Francklyn, who made a
graceful Mrs. Allenby, would have greatly added
to the witty remarks on the ideal husband if
gpoken distinctly. In other respects Miss Franck-
Iyn proved herself a clever actress, and smoked
her cigarette in a ladylike manner. Miss Marion
Roberton, who played Mrs. Arbuthnot, has in
this scene little to say. The scene of the drawing-
room at Lady Hunstanton’s was well arranged, and
the costumes were bright and effective. The second
selection from Oscar Wilde's play was the scene
in Mrs. Arbuthnot’s room, where Gerald appeals
to his mother t0 marry Lord Illingworth. Mr.
William Norman, who has an excellent voice,
made a manly Gerald Arbuthnot, and acted with
considerable distinction; while Mrs. Arbuthno®’s
Jlong and difficult speech was delivered by Miss
Marion Roberton with a force and pathos rare
in a student. In the part where the mother re-
proaches her son for thinking she spends too
much time in church, “ But where else could I
turn! God’s house is the only house where sinners
are made welcome, and the sick do not ask if the
hand that smooths their pillow is pure,” were
given by Mis Roberton with a true dramatic
ring. In serious parts this young lady should
have a great future. In the latter portion of this

‘scene Miss Hester Worsley, acted with much
‘charm

by Miss Ethel McDowall, comes on for a
short time. The audience hstemed with rapt at-

tention QisSen WorRebos: 0B B8t Library s clever
iperformance. It was un.’fortunatewthat during this
scene the sound of a piano was so plamly audmble_ §
in the theatre. "= "v=
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Dany Chronicle. ”'}?"‘

Sakme " ﬁwh had already forrhed the basis
: T8, modelled on the story as told
de in his unpleasant play—which

ms @tﬁlﬁdm "Bﬁgmter .gome years ago—is

& by another composer,

neh naval officer named
Mariotte claims to.have composed a * Salome”
vpera before Strauss prodﬁced his—in 1905, to
be precise. However, Strauss had precedence 1n
publicity, and he has laid down the terms on
which Mariotte’s work may be heard. It must be
@iven only at Lyons and for a single season.
Meanwhile trouble with the Society of German
composers will prevent the holding of tne
**Salome”’ recital in London, which was to have
been conducted on the 16th by Dr. Strauss him-
self. “ Salome "—not the Strauss version—how-
ever, is to be in evidence on a London stage mt- !
week, at the Palace. For some time past cons
able interest has been created in the chief iti o£f§
the Continent by Miss Maud A;}ﬁuq ! '
caused something = like a se
Vxenha md BPrhn ﬁtﬁher




of Rl@hard- Strauss s opera, “Salomé,”
the German Composers’ Socxety that

the arrangements

Queen’s Hall

by which a great part W ‘
on Friday next, under

‘ ;2 The decision of the Ger
vocable, the concert will be devoted ta

'hose genius will
atter for

be interpreted by Mr.
that the * Salomé ”

or mﬂould be shockx '

i conld achieve little

imaginable : each dep:

the result that the en

| pression almost i impos

8
5

be that Oscar Wilde’s
although it cannot b
effect that it possesses
but, as far as the mu

have no hesitation in i

divorced from the book

® written for the concert §

and for no time abs
feared that admirers of
¢ Salomé” until they ¢
- until their representativ

ociety bemg ﬁnaund
ner and Tchaikovsky,

stand by itself,
| to have half th
ic-and setfing ;
is concerned, we.
hat it cannot be
ery. It was not
| ; it is in no sense
sie- It isitoibe
must wait to hear =
the Continent, or -
succeeded in per




ias Maud /nn s an eerie f
dancing a ?
“to crowd tha. 4R,

‘We have ot'her dance:

val Miss AI *
dﬂw \llfB as
m her shonldm'% finger-tips
us‘a serpentme Yet no
ght her.
e ¢ ¢ s
¢ 3V

;ﬁs Allan thought out her movements, | 4o
ther costume of jewels, and her idea of | |
“Salome”” amd her notions of Mr, Oscar| |
'VWilde’s heroine are extremely interesting. | The
She brings some new facts to bear on the! @ cies

e i ﬁﬂd e
1 W On moon, an
all the stu 3 =

She wanted, above all things, to kiss the! th
f.?; the W.’ and this the good man | hem;
refused. In a she asked for his head,  aut]
so that she mlg t havé her desire, but ‘pe;
having got Sho found tha.t o
S the tmm“”fp ar?" o °€i‘ e
' D iy i .

B e e or T lot you see the ma P

Temorse of thie pitiful wanton. It wae o]
Marcel Lévy who invented my music, and ¢
he¥1 think, expresses all the plty amd terror | ha
e g s
|+ “One little touch which Mr. Wilde gives  gnc
us i, I think, su b. ‘You would have tho
ltmml me,’ eays w«lnA\n to the dead ched
AP Tee AN an
| man’s face, ‘if vou ha.d seen me.” That thel
L her heart-cry bef: h e.! IS g
| with the shedr tegzor of o, 5

” ® © © gll:
I have other classica] studies in reserve X9

for you, but I cannot
go into detail sets
glose yet I am, as you know, a San lF?'agf par
SCo u‘l I have been fne years in Berlin  SOH

g@?h) v .‘-:‘; 3 nga; Ltsg

——vour Teception of ! work he
as in any other c:ty lyhave nlayreedl?.nas 23
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I’ wogether

v R. A. Scott-
(London : John Lane.) '
s contamed An thls

ition - of modern literary . tendencies,

the’authors representing those tenden-
Icies “are mentioned -and discussed, the papers,
Mz ScotHamea explains, are “not meant as|
es of books,’’ but *‘ as representing an |
lattempt to disentangle certain xdeas' and habits '
of thought which are in the air. Mr Kipling .
cand Hall Caine are excluded, the former
because he represents no permanent habit of
‘thought; the latter because, though popular,
he is not an extreme enough type of popula.r{
author, ~ Having defined romance as the ele-|
‘ment of unce:tamty—the state of being always
on the edge of something—and vindicated his|
o%al citation of minor or bad authors by |
the statement that * the least meritorious book |
‘is of value as a sym;&‘tom, the writer passes on |
‘to his categories. he pseado scientific spirit |
q£< ‘popular materialistic writers like Haeckel |
he describes as a melancholy and ~arid’
negttxon of will, dlﬁ'erenfy altogéther
from the spirit of logical and yet
gnomic writérs like Thomas Hardy, who,
though ‘‘he is a rebel protesting ‘against
‘the ‘ntrusion rule both of dogmatic morahty
a ubiquitous science and. eultars,” never-
has a profound beli 'mfreo and |
y-circumstanced humnan nature. In this
du:'fers also from the Decadamts who !
t not only God and man’s laws, but man
Decadence such as the writer sk]lfully
ifies in Oscar Wilde and George Moore
Ji BB anper 1S
fmm "live forces ot nature, or when'
orm of life is maintained after the life
arted.”’




.. “WIDOWERS’ HOUSES.”

1 -Penelope: Wheeler.
Lickcheese..... --B. Iden Payne.
...Lounise. Holbrook.
..Leonard Cheetham.

........Basil . Dean.

Dublin playgoers can certainly complain of
no lack ef interesting plays at the Gaiety
Theatre recently, and to judge by the crowded
aspect of the houses we have seen lately, they
are able to appreciate their good fortune.
Another of Mr. Shaw’s plays was produced
last night, in which we left the touching, but
somewhat sentimental, sphere of * Candida,””
‘and’ returned to the region of hard fact.:
5 etic illusion about * Widower’s

play last night was clever, bright, even
sparkling, and more in accordance with the
ordinary circumstances of every-day life than
i ak in plays of the * realist ™ school.
sezy practical note is struck from the
moment the curtain rises on the garden of a
hotel at Ramagen, on the Rhine, with a
highly impossib%e river in the background,
and some English visitors arriving in the
foreground. At least the visitors, who seemed
prefiously unacquainted, instantly recognised
each other as KEnglish, though we confess
that their nationality did not seem to us
obvious at first. One party consisted of a
Mr. Cokane, who seemed at first to have a
distinetly unfamiliar accent, and a young
doctor called Harry Trench, who was only
recently qualified. The other consisted of a
father and daughter, bearing the name of
Sartorius, the father reminding us of a recent
Malvolio, a little aged and modernised. The
two parties naturally fraternise, and the two
elder men stroll off to see a church, leaving
the yofimg people to their own devices. Now,
Mz, Shaw desires to make these two become
gaged to be married, and as any ordinary

matist would make the man propose to
the girl, Mr. Shaw, desiring to be original,
makes the girl practically propose to the
man. Of course this idea is not original—it was
used some time ago by Oscar Wilde, and is
the conventional device of the unconventional
school—but as the permutations and com-
binations obtainable out of one couple are
necessarily extremely limited, nperhaps it is
none” the worse for that, and we have no
particular objection to its use, ~provided
1t 15 clyissert WeRan'sOBANBEIty Librarypt more
trueh otéo life ~ or. art than Bﬁe more usual
method.
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hose who are overwhelmed with the dﬁire to hear the music

of Richard Strauss's opera, ‘‘ Salomé,” will regret the trouble with'
the German Composers’ Society that has to the cancelling of

the arrangements by which a great part would have been given at |
the Queen’s Hall on Friday next, under the direction of the com- |
poser himself. The decision of the German Society being final and
irrevocable, the concert will be devoted to Wagner and Tchaikovsky,
whose genius will be interpreted by Mr. W It is not al
a matter for regret that the * Salomé ” musie
the Queen’s Hall, for it would be shockingly ¢
: : could achieve little mo
! curiosity. In the opera
accessories are united
imaginable : each dep
the result that the e ork makes an im-
pression almost impossibi ‘obliterate. It may |
be that Oscar Wilde’s book e¢an stand by itself,
although it cannot be held ‘to have half the ©
effect that it possessesWusic and setting; |
but, as far as the music itself is concerned, we |
have no hesitation in saying that it cannot be
divorced from the book 2 nery. Itwas not i
written for the concert ; it is in no sense
and for no time absel s It istforbe
feared that admirers of must wait to hear
¢ Salomé” until they cé the Continent, or
2019-03isE®n Women's University:l g02ceeded in per-
the Cexsorship.

0

i the others, with |

’

suading the Premier to




Morning

STEIN WAV H&LL E

Mr, Arthur Goodsall as an actor has done good work, |
especially in connection with mystery plays and the like. |
And he is not & bad reciter. But yestorday afternoon’s
recital was ill-inspired. Mr. Goodsall relied mainly on i
poems by Oscar Wilde. Nobody knew better than Wilde :
how to write speeches that should tell when delivered. |
But his poems do not lend themselves to recitation or to
reading aloud in a room of any size. They are exquisite
exotics with a hothause fragrance which is lost in, so to
ispeak, the open air, This fmgxhtsy Mr. Goodsall seemed
to recognise, for he read in a voice so subdued as ts ‘be
often inaudible to those at the back of the hall. By way
of contrast he recited a couple of poems by Mr. Rudyard
Kipling—the first being ** Ganga Din.”” Here he was mora
effective, but the very vigour of Mr. Kipli
made Wilde's verses seem more 1 than &
Felix Swinadisser 2




Outlook, Menbiu-r9e?

~ A recital of Oscar Wilde’s poems will be given By Mr. Arthur

. Goodsall at the Steinway Hall, Lower Seymour Strect,

5 “ March 19. Tickets may be obtamed of Mcssrs C

Bond Street, an20}HsBRAMOmeR's Hnivrsity: Libran/s0
Sq
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LONDON Monday.
ﬂme ago Mr. Bernard Shaw wrote &
very amusing reply to Dr. Max Nordau's well~
knowﬁ book “Degeﬁeratlon,” in which = that
amusing writer undertock generally to %Mw
that o great volume of modern art
{founded on thorotighly degenerate non‘
life, land created by people who then
*‘919, generally speaking, a set of

neurcpaths. Nordau's book was at once an spite
story. a new one. A clever writer: wroig_ ‘,g lurkec
boqk some timo ago %o show thut most: genm ; 1T

were, pact of madness, or alligd to it. The ltr(l)iz:;

is hing to be said for this theory, which
i, indeed, the working hypothesis of the | IIIU§tr
iverage Philistine;s Certainly it is a very ohi Staine
!me But Dr. Nordau eet himeelf to prove a _perso
much more difficult hypothesis, ‘This was te
show, ' in Mr, Shaw’s words, that “all our
,harecteushcallv modern works of art are
mptoms of discase in our artists.” « This, of ‘
i tmu'se was only another way of saying that all
the world was goitig mad, a perilous assertion,
cause such heliefs are not uncommouly held l
r gentlemen and ladies who, in ardent pursmt 1
their theory, are apt to land themselves in,
madhotices.. Nordaun, indeed, did take the not, |
s¢y intelligent ground of ruling out as morhbid,
.gegeneratb’ antl the rest of it a good deal of
xyodern work that he did not like. ~And the/
hewer to such a oritical method is tolerably’
: labvious, You could apply it to all ages and all
;ggttlstq 1f 1bsen is morbid, what was Shake-
‘I poare? Nordau praises the Renaissance and
‘| the wondoriul things it did fr)r the human ins
itellect and spirit. I should have said that ‘the.
Renaissanco was conspicuous for the num T oy ]
{men and women it produced of an extremely
morbid, indeed dangerously morbid, type, coma -
| bined with extreme sensibility to art, and glea.ig
facultv for prbducmg R
Mr. Shaw, Howevet, had a specially mterestmdx |
Tanswer to make to Nordau, which ¢ éctuely ex-
' posed his slapdash and aneritical methods. Shaw* s
| himself, whatever may be sald ‘of his work asa
2| | constructive  artist, s a thoroughly expere\‘
| | oritie of art in nearly all its branches —music,
7| | painting, the drama, literature. And he ha&
3
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| had a far mote exact training m Nordau in

: tk of mest of |
alt these

rior know-
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ae to caryy ou(: osfngpli,; v
art into practice—weres on the

able to do ths worlds
| |aetnal ‘way of eolving
" IMichael Angelo himseis.
that 1emarls‘,ble cow.
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with' the con@ o
Eurcpe.  In ess:
out, with the '
wha.t it  was he ¢
might be remedie
_iin the teeth of t
tion frem all the dunderh

and vested inserests in Fu

musical drama ought to be work of

but how theatres for its proper per PIANCe
shqupdhem naged—nay, how they sho

: : he

that thele 18 W body lefi: 1
Hanslick, who cares, to stultify himself by |
; 1epnatmg th agner ]
crazinese and lnlpoﬁs}hlllsmwncbo Y, €av
old Max Norda,u, W ho, like a true ]ourna.hs‘c |
is fact proof.”
. Anyone who has been to Bayreuth can see, as |
T have seen, that what Mr. Shaw says is true—
that the theatre which Wagner built © and
designed is the best theatre for hearing and
seeing which he has ever entered, that the
scensry is the best, the arrangement of the
owhestra ig the hest, and on the whole the
representation of opera or music drama is the
best. | Tn the same way Mr. Shaw ean show t |
William Morris (fancy anybody who saw Moris
and spoke with him thinking him & degenerate!)
not only wrote about postry and art, but was a
- most successful designer, manufacturer, paper
‘maker, printer, ‘and that Nordau s descr ‘ptlon
of him as “beating the air” full of “mad
projects”’ was simply an abusiye treatment of
the idealistic side of a great practical genius.
Of course there is a side of truth in what
Nordau has written of modern art. It has ite
decadent side. Nobody who knows the work,
and has followed the career of men like
Baudelaire, VellamowWZ’ ‘ean
degy this. y 1 suppose, too, that a certain side of
thesoe men’s characters is duo to the hurry and
complication of modern city life, the reaction of
luxurious and composing surroundings on men
of over-sensitive temperaments and ill-balanced
characters. But one most remember that all
|ages have produced this neurotic type, which is
\fa.r frem béing restricted ecither to one typs of
cw;hsatmn or to one pervod in the development
of civilised life, Undoubtedly such phrases as
“art for art’s sake” and such movements ds
the ms®etic movement may well come intosharp
conflict net merely with conventional morals,
but with the foundations of moral life. But wa
smust be careful of confusing the two things.
The trie artist is always an adventurer. He i3
always showing us new forme, new ways of
doing things or seeing them, new combinations
of colours, sounds, words, materials. Therefore
the average man and woman never appreciates
him at first, perhaps never ‘does at heart appre-
ciate him. What kind of a fame had Shake-
speare in his lifetime? How much true fame,
that is to say how much intelligent apprecia~
tion, does hé enjoy now? The Philistine critie
—and Nordau, with all his c¢leverness and
shrewdness, is,an - undeniable Philistine—will
falivays be hard on the new artist, who seems tot
butrage the old forms, and to depreciate the,
»pld masters, who in their turn were innovators
‘on the men who preceded them, and came in for

4heir turn of obloguy or neglect.  Nor is it

oceccsary to think of the modern world as if it/
ggve ‘in a state of putrescence The world is’

ore  bab;
very yoyug M |Uers ralrpy ity
centuries after our bonce are

v ovvroae
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‘,‘- 0 far as [ remember, Oscar Wilde, in his De P;szuu
i
!

deplored the evils of the Renaissance—the ugliness to
which it inevitably led. Candidly, I agree with him, I

think that the Renaissance had in it all the sceds of death ;
that in spite of its infinite technical perfection, its wonderful
knowledge of anatomy, its musical skill, its sense of beauty
| in colour, its rapture over the Classics raised like young
| men that had been dead from the tomb, its delight (in
England, at all events) in its discovery that the vulgar
tongue was in itself an exquisite instrument of prose and

poetry, its sense of release as from a long, dark imprison-
ment, its wonder over the new world beyond the seas, its
dreams of" strange things, yet to be made known—in
spite of all these things, in the heart of the Renaissance

|lurked the architecture of Gower Street and Camden

Town, the “poetry” of Pope and of Pope’s indifferent
imitators, the life that Smollett and Hogarth have
illustrated, theopmmesraeimen's Universitytibrargiahe music of
Stainer and Barnby, the painting—of many worthy
persons. : : .
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| Harris and Du Cros

Mr. Frank Harris, who has been posing as the ghost
| of Mr. Du Cros in the Law Courts, has had an adven-
| turous career. He was born in Wales and after
| studying life and roughing it in America and Greece,
| he came to London, and, with Mr. Cecil Raleigh and
| Mr. Hyndman, preached Socialism on Sundays in Hyde
Park. Shortly after, he became nominal editor of the
Tory Ewvening News. Then he married a wealthy
widow and lived in Park Lane and Tunbridge Wells,
and took a Rev. Mr. Kerscaile in to edit the Fort-
nightly Review. He then dabbled in society jour-
nalism, and abandoned Park Lane for Bohemia and
Christian Science, giving important evidence at the
inquest on the late Harold Fredericks. Mr. Frank
Harris’s next move was the Saturday Review, and,
after a visit to South Africa he became converted to
| Mr. Cecil Rhodes. Selling the Saturday, he started
| the Candid Friend, which died, and after some ex-
ploits in finance, came into possession of Vanity Fair,
with Mr. Harry S. Foster, the financial agent, and
was, after an attack on Parr’s Bank, mulcted in
damages, £3,000. &

Mr. Harris, though short in the legs, has an im-
posinig manner, tells good stories in a big, bass voice,
and with his apt quotations in Greek, German, and
French, holds his own, even among students. He has
enjoyed ¢he confidence of several men of eminence at
auany times. He served Mr. Chamberlain as a Radi-
cal, Lord Randolph Churchill as a Tory Democrat,
Mr. Oscar Wilde as a playwright and essayist, and
Lord Alfred Douglas as a poet, and has had many W
eminent henchmen. He is certainly a picturesque :
figure, though his epigrams and paradoxes in the
witness-box had certainly more of the insolence than
the wit of the late Oscar Wilde, when that unfortunate .
genius was fighting his famous action with the late
Marquis of Queensberry.

‘When friends fall out you may go bail
ThognagenawbEen’s University Librana’c 5

But it is hard to cayq‘gfﬁixﬁzl L2

When they have but a Cros to pick.
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‘Blackpool Times Ml

| Sir Ernest Cassel, father of Mrs. Wilfrid
W. Ashley, was the subject of a lengthy
spemal article in yesterday’s *‘Duily Dis-
pateh’’ under the head of * Behind the
T’Iuone——Persaoanm of some of the Real
Rulers of England.’?
| Atdne of the week-end paeties ab
s ﬂndrmglnm a. guest was asked by ~his
| Majesty as to-his opinion on the importance

oniai JanRRR, %{@*\{&Eﬂ%@

one. of Osear. Wilde's plays, The Tmport-
ance of Bemg Frmmt p
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