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WHO-WROITE S FOR LOVE OB THE KIENG”?

In my covering letter to the editor of Ze Times 1 shall of course explain that
I am convinced that you yourselves have acted throughout in good faith.
Yours faithfully,
C. S. Millard.

36 Essex Street, W.C.2.
C. S. Millard, Esq. 7th July, 1925.
The Bungalow, 8 Abercorn Place, N.W.8.
Dear Sir,

We have tried once or twice to-day to get you on the telephone. We now write
to say that we have found the original typescript of “ For Love of the King,”’ and
shall be glad to allow you to see this if you will kindly call here.

We are, dear Sir, yours faithfully,

Methuen & Co.

VI
The Bungalow, 8 Abercorn Place, N.W.8.
The Editor of The Times. July 8, 1925.
Dear Sir,

I have not sent the enclosed letter to any other newspaper, so I shall be grateful
if you will let me know if you are unable to publish it.

The evidence in my possession that the play called “ For Love of the King” is
not by Oscar Wilde is very much stronger than I have stated in my letter: but it
seems to me better to put my case dispassionately and to leave it to Mrs. Wodehouse
Pearse or to Messrs. Methuen to produce evidence of its authenticity. I am sure
Messrs. Methuen have acted throughout in good faith and have been misled.

I may add that Mr. Vyvyan Holland, Wilde’s literary executor, was not consulted by
Messrs. Methuen about including this play in the collected edition of Oscar Wilde’s works
and that he approves of my sending you the cnclosed lctter for publication ks

® B Yours faithfully,
C. S. Millard (*“ Stuart Mason ).

VII

“FOR LOVE OF THE KING.”
To the Editor of The Times.
Sir,

On October 19, 1922, Messrs. Methuen published, in a volume uniform with the
first] collected edition of the works of Oscar Wilde issued by the same firm in 1908,
the jscenario of a play called “ For Love of the King,” described on the title-page as
“A Burmese Masque.” A review of the book in The Times Literary Supplement on
October 26 ended with these words: “ But we cannot help wondering whether Wilde
would have cared to see this . . solemnly put out among his collected works.”
“For Love of the King” was first published in Hutchinson’s Magazine for October,
1921 : it appeared also in the New York Century in December of that year.

In an Introductory Note prefixed to the work it is stated that the play was written for
Mrs. Chan Toon (now Mrs. Wodehouse Pearse) and that Wilde sent it to her in Burmah,
accompanied by a letter dated November 27, 1894. No manuscript of this work in
Wilde’s handwriting is known to exist. It was printed from a type-written document
bearing corrections in manuscript. Recently, through the courtesy of Messrs. Methuen,
in whose possession this document is, I have had an opportunity of examining it, and
I have no hesitation in saying that the manuscript corrections are not in Wilde’s
handwriting.

Wilde was in the habit of preserving every scrap of his own writing. I have
myself examined hundreds of manuscripts of his plays, stories, essays and poems,
both complete and incomplete, some of them written as early as his University days
and some during the last few years of his life. No single line of this ‘ Burmese
Masque” is known to exist in Wilde’'s manuscript nor, so far as I can ascertain, has
any person seen the original of the letter dated November 27, 1894, which Wilde is
stated to have written to Mrs. Chan Toon (as she was then). Wilde very seldom
dated a letter.

During the years 1893 and 1894 Wilde was writing ‘“An Ideal Husband” and
“The Importance of Being Earnest.”” An examination of the original manuscripts of
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Wb O. WROTBE - "FOR LOVE. OF THE KING”?

these two plays in the British Museum will show Wilde’s method of composition.
It is almost incredible that at that period, when Wilde was at the height of his
dramatic career, when John Hare and other managers were pressing him to" fulfil
contracts for which he had already received payment, when (as he complains in the
unpublished portion of “ De Profundis ”’) circumstances prevented him even from finishing
his one-act play called “ A Florentine Tragedy,” he should have had the time or the
inclination to compose and to complete and to revise this ““ Burmese Masque,” differing
entirely in subject-matter and in style from any work that he had previously attempted.

Further, it is stated in the Introductory Note that “ the late Robert Ross
much wanted to include it in an edition of Wilde’s works . but he could not
obtain the owner’s consent.” From 1905 to 1909 I was closely associated with the
late Mr. Robert Ross in the preparation and editing of two collected editions of Wilde’s
works which Mr. Ross was anxious to make as complete as possible—even fragments
of lectures and two unfinished plays were included. If the existence of  For Love of
the King” had been known to Mr. Ross it is (to say the least) unlikely that he would
not have mentioned it to me. I suggest, therefore, that until evidence of its authenticity
be forthcoming it should not be taken for granted that ““ For Love of the King ” is the work
of Oscar Wilde merely because it has been published under his name more than twenty
years after his death.

Your Obedient Servant,

c/o Messrs. T. Werner Laurie, Ltd. Stuart Mason.
30 New Bridge Street, E.C.4.

This letter was returned by The Times on July 15 with the explanation that “ with the very
heavy demands on his space’’ the editor had ‘“ been unable to find room for it.”

VIII
The Bungalow, 8 Abercorn Place, N.W.8.
July 17, 1925.
The Editor of The Tumes Literary Supplement,

Reinting. House Square, E.C 4

Jissen Women's University Library
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Dear Sir, o

I sent the accompanying letter to the editor of Z/he Times last week, thinking that it
would be passed on to you for your consideration ; but as it has been returned to me with
the explanation that the editor *“ has been unable to find room for it *“ owing to the heavy
demands on his space ”’ I think it is possible that the letter did not reach you. Of course,
I did not expect it to be published in ZThe Times itself.

Although I have always had suspicions about *“ For Love of the King "’ being by Oscar
Wilde I had no opportunity of confirming my suspicions until recently when Mrs. Wodehouse
Pearse offered to sell me six letters which she stated she had received from Wilde. As I saw
immediately that these letters were forgeries, I persuaded Messrs. Methuen to allow me to
examine the typescript from which ““ For Love of the King ’ was printed—the actual copy,
Mrs. Wodehouse Pearse declares, which she received from Wilde with his autograph correc-
tions on it. These autograph corrections are certainly not in Wilde’s writing ; and an expert
who examined the document with me, agrees with me in saying that the corrections are in
Mrs. Wodehouse Pearse’s own hand.

It seems to me of some importance that the question of the authenticity of “ For Love
of the King "’ should be raised at the present moment because it was announced in the Daily
Graphic of July 11 that “ There are a good many of Oscar Wilde’s letters and even poems
drifting around which have never been published. Some of them are in the possession of
Mrs. Chan-Toon.” An injunction is being applied for to prevent these *“ poems ”” and ““ letters ™
from being published in Mrs. Chan Toon’s (otherwise Mrs. Wodehouse Pearse) forthcoming
book of reminiscences, but that of course will not prevent her from trying to dispose of these
documents to unsuspecting dealers or collectors.

I sent Messrs. Methuen a copy of my letter to The Temes and they have not raised any
objection to my statements in it.

Mr. Vyvyan Holland, who is Oscar Wilde's literary executor, has also seen the letter
and approves of my sending it to you for publication.

I am not at present sending my letter to any other newspaper, so I shall be grateful
if you will let me know as soon a possible if you are unable to publish it.

Yours faithfully,
C. S. Millard (*“ Stuart Mason ).
On July 21 the Editor of T'he Times Litevary Supplement wrote: “ I am much obliged to you
for offering us your letter. I am sorry that, as Tuesday is our press day, I have not been able to

come to a decision in time. . . . I hope to let you know on Thursday.”
On July 23 the Editor intimated that he was unable to publish the letter.
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SECOND EDITION. Price : One Penny.

WHO WROTE
“FOR BOVE OF THE KING??

The Gordon Hotel,
27 Craven St.,

June 26th. Charing X.
Dear Sir,

I have six very interesting Oscar Wilde letters which for an immediate deal you
can have a bargain. Will you telephone me at above carly to-morrow ?

I was the original owner of Oscar’s play For Love of the King.

Yours very truly,

J. Millard, Esq., M. Wodehouse Pearse.
The Bungalow, Abbey Rd.,

St. John’s Wood, N.W.
11
The Bungalow, 8 Abercorn Place, N.W.8.
Messrs. Methuen & Co., Ltd. June 28, 1925.
36 Essex Street, W.C.2.
Oscar Wilde’s “ For Love of the King.”
Gentlemen,
I shall be very much obliged if you will allow me to examine the original type-
written copy from which you published the above play.
I understand from Mrs. Wodehouse Pearse that she never had the original manu- i
script but that the typed copy contains corrections and alterations in Wilde’s hand-
writing and that this type-written document is in your possession. I understand also
i that no one has ever seen the letter which Mrs. Wodehouse Pearse states that she
recerved Irom thHe rate mdawirrs T rSSrorr—to—tme e of e —enczzd
the King " in the collected edition of Wilde’s. works. B
Within the last few years I have had the opportunity of examining a very large
number of Wilde’s works in manuscript or typed with manuscript corrections, all of
which have now been definitely proved to be forgeries. I am convinced that an i
examination of the document in your possession will enable me to come to a definite
conclusion as to its genuineness or otherwise.
The immediate occasion of my writing to you is that yesterday Mrs. Wodehouse
Pearse offered to sell me half-a-dozen letters supposed to have been written to her by
Wilde, all of which I have no hesitation in asserting are forgeries.
: Yours faithfully,

C. S. Millard.
111
36 Essex Street, W.C.2.
C. S. Millard, Esq., e 29th June, 1925.
The Bungalow, 8 Abercorn Place, N.W.8.
Dear Sir,

We beg to acknowledge the receipt of your letter of June 28th with regard to
Oscar Wilde’s play “ For Love of the King.” We hope to reply to it more fully in
a day or two.

We are, dear Sir, yours faithfully,
Methuen & Co.

Iv
The Bungalow, 8 Abercorn Place, N.W.8.
Messrs. Methuen & Co., Ltd. : July 4, 1925.
36 Essex Street, W.C.2.
“ For Love of the King.”
Gentlemen,

I enclose a copy of a letter that I propose sending to Zhe Times Literary
Supplement as soon as possible, but T will not send it until you have had further time
for considering my letter to you dated June 28.

I still hope that you will allow me to examine the type-written document which
you received from Mrs. Wodehouse Pearse.
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WEATHER FORECAST.

South-westerly to westerly
skivs, occasional local showers ;

day temperature, ground frost at wight.
'ra%lher czc)ild and gnseltled, but with considerable fuir intervals. Baros

meter, 29.39 Lighting-up time, 521.

winds,
Local morning mist or fog ; moderate

mainly  moderate ; varwable

Further outlook : Continuing

-

OSCAR WILDE LIBEL
SUIT.

Author Declares “ For Love Of A King "
To Be Spurious.

P

-

PUBLISHERS' ACTION.

o

Rl

*1 am bathing my brow in the
perfume of water lilies."”

Tms is & phrase from a letter said

t0 have been written by Oscar
Wilde which was read to-day in an
action before Mr, Justice McCardie
and a special jury, brought by
Messrs. Methuen and Co.,, Limited,
the well-known publishers, of Essex-
street, Strand.

They claimed damages for alleged
libel against Mr, Christopher Sclater
Millard, an author and second-hand
bookseller, of Abercorn-place, Hamp-
stead.

Messrs. Methuen complained that
Mr. Millard had charged them with
being a party to foisting upon the
public as genuine a spurious work
supposed to be by - the late Oscar
Wilde, a play called ‘ For Love of
the King.”

Friend of Wilde.

Defendant admitted publication ot
the words complained of, but pleaded
privilege., He also said the words did
not bear any defamatory meaniug,
and that in their ordinary meaning
they were true in substance and fact,

Mr, Merriman, K.C., for Messrs.

_Methuen, said Mr, Millard was at one
tune apparently well acquainted with’

Oscar Wilde, and since his death had
been regarded as an authority upon
his works. ;

He was also a writer, in which
capacity he used the name of Stuart
Mason. €

The issue before the jury, said
counsel, was not the authenticity ol
the  book, but. whether <Messrs.
Methuer published it genuinely with-
out ‘knowing or suspecting that it
was a forgery.

A Literary Discovery.

In 1921 Messrs, Hutchinson pub:

fished in their magazine for October
what they described as a remarkable
literary discovery, called “ For Love
of the King,” which was, or purported
to be, a small play by Oscar Wilde.
It was prefaced by a letter written
to a lady named Mrs. Chan Toon.
dated from Tite-street, Chelsea, on
November 27 189, and purported fo
be signed by Oscar Wilde.
It appeared that Mrs. Chan [Foon
was at that time the wife of a barris-
ter of the Middle Temple, who was a
nephew of the King of Burma, and
in her maiden davs. as a Miss Cos-
grove, had been well acquainted with
the Wilde family and there was a
friendship between her and .Oscar
Wilde dating from childhood days.

Letter from Wiide.

Later Mrs. Chan [Foon became
Mrs., Wodehouse Pearse, The
letter which made a gift to her of
the MS. of the play was as-follows *

My dear Mrs. Chan Toon.—I am
greatly repentant being so long in
acknowledging receipt of * Told on
the Pagoda.” 1 enjoyed reading

* the stories and much admired their
quaint and delicate charm- Burma
calls to me. Under another cover

I am sending you a fairy play,

entitled “For Love of the King,”

1ust for your own amusement, It

s the outcome of long and lumi-

nous talks with your distinguished

husband in the Temple and on the|

river in the days when | was medi-
tating writing a novel as beautiful
and as intricate as a Persian pray
ing rug. :

I hope that. ! have caught the
atmosphere. 1 should like to see it

acted in your garden house on some |

night when the sky is a sheet of
violet and the stars like women's

' eyes, Alas, it is not likely. 1 am
in the throes of a new comedy. 1
met a perfectly wonderful person
the other day who unconsciously
has irradiated my presence with
sinuous  suggestion—a  Swedish
baron, French in manner, Athenian
in mind, and Oriental in morals.
His society is a series of revela-
tions. ; 5

#

I was in Oakley-street on Thurs-

day. My mother tells me she gends

¢ rights in ibe play.

 tosh,” '

you a letter nearly every week.

Constance desires to be warrmaly re-

membered, while i, who am bathing

my brow in the perfume of water

filies, lay myself at the feet of you
. and yours.—Oscar Wilde. .

It was from Mrs. Chan Toon that
Messrs.  Hutchinson and Messrs.
Methuen, in the second instance, ob-
tained the right and published the
play in serial form, and it was after-
wards published by Messrs. Methuen
in book form.

Forgery Allegation.

In the summer-of 1925 defendant
suddenly became obsessed with the
idea that the publication was not
genuine, and that the original must
have been a forgery. Thereupon he
started a campaign which culminated
in the alleged libel.

Mr. Millard issued a pamphlet con-
taining letters,that had passed be-
tween himself and Messrs, Methten,
and also letters to the press, and
stated-that the correspcndence dis-
closed * one of the most remarkable
literary forgeries of recent years.”

Letter to Booksellers, 5
Messrs. Methuen would not resent
reasonable discussion in the public
press of the authenticity of the work,
but they resented the defendant send- !
ing to booksellers a letter as fol-y
m""":* o e - > 4
With the assistance ot Mrs. Chan
Toon (Mrs. Wodehouse Pearse),
_this eminently respectable firm of
publishers has succeeded in foisting
on an unsuspecting public one
thousand copies of a book at 8s. 6d.
net, for which, but for Oscar
Wilde's name and the imprint of
Methuen and Co., Ltd., no one
would have paid 83d.

Counsel, continuing, said that Mrs.
Wodehouse Pearse was not a very re-
putable person. She was charged
and convicted at Bow-street of the
theft of £240 from a woman with
whom she was lodging.

L.ater the defendant called Messrs
Methuens' attention to that convie-
tion, and subsequently published
another libel on plaintiff in which
he said

The 'work is now known to be s
forgery, foisted on an unsuspecting
public by an unscrupulous woman,
now serving sentence of imprison-
ment for theft.

Woman with a Parrot.

Mr. George KErnesi Webster, of
Highgate, giving evidence, said he
was managing director of the plain-
tiff’'s firm in 1921, and Mrs. Wode-
house Pearse told him that she had
the copyright of “ For Love of the
King," and she came to sell the book

e

sShe had a parrot on her shoulder,
and was rather an eccentric-looking
persor. 3

He was told by her that Oscar
Wilde had presented her with. the
MS. of the play. An agreement was
signed when the book was published.
None of the reviews suggested that
this was not an authentic play by
Oscar Wilde.

Women : Judge’s Warning.

Cross-examined by Mr, Lever, wit-
nc 3 agreed that defendant was
recognised as an authority on Oscar
Wilde's works. -

It never occurred to him that there
was any question as to the authen-
ticity of the play or of the letter.

“ Women," Mr. Webster added, “do
curious things. ' They don't always
keep documents which we think are
important.”

The Judge : Don’t stress that too

strongly. There are three women on
the jury. (Laughter.)
Mr. Webster observed that he

thought both the letter and the -'ay
were characteristic of Wilde,

Mr. Lever pointed out that appa-
rently Messrs. Methuen’s staff were
divided in their opinion of the merits
of the play, and that Mr, E. V. Lucas,
who read it, described it as “awful

i e
the sin

3

e

' MARCH OF PROGRESS,

the motor-car as
City

shown in the parade through the
streets. :

KING AND QUEEN AT
OLD DRURY.

Shakespeare ‘iﬂatinee In Aid
The Memorial Fund.
‘Eg

All - fashionab and theatrical
London were sent at the gala
matinee in aid of the Shakespeare
Memorial Theatre Fund, honoured
by the King and Queen at Drury
Lane Theatre this afternoon.

The Queen, who was dressed in a
silver-grey coatand grey furs, with a
biue togue, was given a beautiful
bouquet of pink carnations by Miss
Anne Wellesle :

The King and Queen were received
at the private enfrance to the theatre
by Lady Curzon of Kedleston, Sir
Alfred Butt and Lord Burnham.
After talking for some time in the
private reception-room, the Royal
party went into their -bex, and imme-
diately the curigin rose and Miss
Edith Day, wearing an afternoon

ine_crepe-de-chine  led
fie National Anfthem.

All the chorusgirls in this number
were dressed inordinary frocks with
monks hoods oter them.

_Every seat ir;ge theatre was occu-

pied, and even the Duke of Bedford,
who rarely occupies his private box,
was  preseat. #Other well-known
people who hriught parties were
Lady Louis ountbatten, Susan,
Dughess of Samerset, Mr. T. P.
O'Connor, and Mr. and Mrs. Felix
Brunner. Boxes were also taken by
the Harrow Schydl -the Queen Mary
Hospital as Rosampion, and the St.
Dunstan’s Schod fer the Blind.

There were many famous and
charming actte\s{resl selling programs.
Among the busist were Miss Isobel
Jeans in black ¥ lvet coat and skirt,
and Miss Edna ltest and Miss Ivy
Tresmand. = |

taken the oppor! nit ; of reading this
little play in thy im rval, !

“ There is a g &t deal of dramatic
intensity,” he said. *“ The colour is
profuse in its riciincss, and some
phrases are most sii'kKing.”

The judge refeirec to some of the
phrases in the létier ~aid to have been
written to Mrs. Chen Toon by Wilde,
and said the_‘,ﬁou‘cn was essentially
Oscar Wilde’s ir in{ensity and colour.
To those who w ‘re familiar with his
letters there was something curiously
reminiscent in ihose passages when
compared with-another letter which
was discussed 11 some other litiga-
tion. : >

Counsel's Declaration,

Mr. Lever: Of course, Oscar
Wilde's letters-had glready been pub-
lished. I say definitely that Mrs.
Chan Toon forged it.

Mr. E. V. Liucas, the well-known
writer, said he was the present chair-
man-of Methuen and Company.

He read “For the Love of the
King.” before Messrs. Methuen pub-
lished it and hé had never doubted
and-did not now doubt thaf it was
written by Oscar Wilde.

. Counsel as Parodist.

Mr, Lever sugpested that some of
the phrases in fhe = alleged Wilde
letter to Mrs, Chan Toon were capable
ot imitation by almost anybody. , .

The judge remarked that perhaps
Mr. Lever would like to try. ;

Mr. Lever said he was willing, an
he thereupon produced his own effort,
which ran, “1I sheuld like to meet you
on the Lido, where the stars are like
diamonds on the sapphire sea."”

.The Judge (io Mr. Lucas): You
hear the learned counsel's rivalry.
What do you think of it?

Mr. Lucas (promptly): I don't think
it's !

dudge as Critic. -
After the luncheon adjournment
Mr, Justice McCardie said he had

good, : £ o
“ That's better than you sald of the
book,"  retorleds ¢ounsel  amid
laughter, “ for you called that fosh."
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R.AF. OFFICER &
A SIGNATURE.

Court Martial 'Story' Of
‘Cash Box.

BREEZE AT INQUIRY.

Civilian Witness - Questions
Commander’s Powers.

VIDENCE against® Flight-Lieut.
Randall, D.F.C., formerly adju-
tant at the Duxford Air Siation
(Cambridgeshire) was: heard to-day
at the resumed court martial investi-
gating alleged irregularities in the
administration ol R.AF. mess funds
at the siation

PRINCESS ASTRID'S
WEDDING.

Gathering VOf Royalties At
! Brussels.

PRINCE HENRY ARRIVES.

Prince Henry arrived in Brussels
to-day (says an Exchange felegram)
for to-morrzew's wedding of Princess
Astrid of Sweden and the Belgian
Crown Prince Leopold.

He was met at the station by Prince
Charles of Belgium, and proceeded
to the Royal Palace, where he will
stay during the visit.

Scandinavian Princes.

hie other guests include the King
and Queen of Denmark, the Grand
Duchess of Luxemburg and her hus-
band, Princess Asirid's’ parents,
Princess Ingrid and Prince Eugene of
Sweden, Prince and Princess Axel of
Denmark. and the Crcwn Prince of
Norway. :

Comtes de Merode de Grunne
d'Oultremont and De Lannoy will be
Princess Astrid's pages al the mar-
riage eeremony. 5

Magnificent Gifis.

Among the presents is a beautiful
bronze statuette from -the Interpa-
{tional Rotary Clubs, an illuminated
address contained in a gold casket
from “the town of Havie, a piece of
old Swedish porcelain :from the
Swedish and Danish - coionies in
Brusseis, an embossed silver tea ser-
vice from the Maharajah of Kapur-
thala, an old Delft china ftea tray
from the Dutch colony in Brussels
and a piece of gold plate from the
City of Brussels.

Prince Leopold and his bride are
receiving to-day the delegations

which have arrived to effer their
gifts.

CHANGE IN WEST-END
TRAFFIC SYSTEM. ,

He was <charged with having
applied £19 10s., which he received
from the sergeants’ mess, to his own
use.

Fhere was an alfernative charge
that he so negligently performed lis
duty of receiving money from the
sergeants’ mess for banking as to
cause a loss to -the mess of £38
10s. 73d.

Cash Box Discovery.

Flight-Lieut. G. S. Marshall, prose
cuting, said that it was Randall's
duty to receive ‘and bank moneys of
the sergeants’ mess, and when he
went on leave he said he had none
of the mess moneys. :

Subsequent to his return, £19 10s.
was found in his cash-box.

The discovery was made when
the acting adjutant threw a book
into the safe. It fell against the
cash box and the rattle of cash was
heard. 8

Randall stated that the money had
been paid to him prior to his going
on leave, but the prosecution sug-
gested it had-been put there since
his return.

A Breeze in Court.

There was a slight breeze in court
when evidence was being given by
Mr. C..J. G. Heal, a1 insurance
branch manager, of Cambridge, who
spoke to making Randail a loan of
£50 in September.

Mr. Heal said that he did not wish
to be “mixed up in this affair,” He
stopped the cheque because he heard
“wild rumours " from the station.
As a civilian he did not acknowledge
the power of the Wing Commander
or anybhody else to summon him to a
court-martial. ; >

Flight-Lieut. Randall, who pleaded
not guilty, said that he had a bad
crash in 1922, having his skull frac-
tured and losing the-sight of his left
eye. He had not been able to fly
sinee. - :

He did not consider himself a
careful accountant. When he had a
lot of work in hand .he became
flurried and could not sleep at night.

He borrowed £100 to pay his mess
bill because he was given less than
a day in which to raise the money.

/ Question of Signature.

Questioned with regard to a receipt
for £30 in one of the books, he said
that he could not say whether he
signed the book or not. .

Is it your signature, or is it not ?—
I won't say.

Are you prepared to say on oath
that that is not your signature ?—I
am not _p;;gared to deny it, .

He agreed fhat he had never ques-

\ tloned this signature before,

In Lower Regent-st.

Complaints have been made by
certain  West-end clubs of the
danger and disturbance caused to
their members by the present traffic -
system along Pall Mall to Piccadilly,
and the Ministry of Transport have
agreed to make an experiment by
which Lower Regent-street will be
made a one-way street for traffic
proceeding northwards.

This will mean that the southbound
traffic pow using that thoroughfare
will be diverted fo the Haymarket,

TR T LR T R P R R AR 2198
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and thus relieve some of the conges-
tion complained of in Pall Mall,

Apart trom the clubmen’s griev-
ance, tradesmen in the Haymarket-
have glse protested against the pre-
sent system of one-way ftraffic in that
thoroughfare which, they contend, is
affecting their trade.

The Minister of Transport stated in
the Commons this afternoon that he
was hopeful that a satisfactory
arrangement in regard to the Hay- -
market ecould be reached.

L —

~ ASTERISKS.

“Fine Under Betting Act.” Buf the
bookies don't think so. .

* %

“ Epidemic of influenza in London
banks.” ‘Are they due to overdraits ?

Mr. Baldwin's -portrait has _been

issued on a Toby jug., To prove, per-
haps, that he is ne mere mug.

*x *

A film actress has “eyes that change
colour in sympathy with the frocks
she wears.” She shoald remember
the chameleon and the tartan,

x e

A Yorkshire boy has set filre to a
building, stolen fowls, wrecked the
village pump, and locked the vicar in
the vestry, But the most astounding
thing is that he didn’t blame it on the

films,
* k.

“Though at Christmas we are bidden
to “ love one another,” the-attitude of
the women at Christmas bazaars and
sales seems. to be Y shovée oue
another,' * g

~One-Way ™ Rule To Be Fried
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iati apid thaw, the change from Saturday to Sunday being from 10°
L. "'&1‘1.8'01011%8, Olgc.e ;ig’ Stl‘ii(;relll;?)u:)t:’e%s- Gf:;)lrmi ZOPI 5°in t};e south o? Englandg and even greater at Aberdegﬂ and
yniota F'. i e I?m;oachim Andersen. The concert | other places in the north_ of Scotland. During these .?ys ®
and ] Hungarian Fantas; gik Gounod, Godard, and Sullivan, | tremendous downpour of rain and snow descended upon qul y(,1 as
e g ond oo g h laced Miss Lucile Hill), | much as four inches being measured in five days. On Monday
o o Bllsﬁ.liannah R S morning the depression continued to lie off the south-west coast
am:ir }ll\lr;V 1\‘118c2?11'\1r Richard Gompertz and the Cambridge | of Ireland, but the gales h}?d died down,;;lnd f;‘l}lﬁs lzgzzzxslizez-tvgzi
Uuiversity Musical Society’ i 1 ising steadily, except in the extreme north. 1s m(
S Soc\eﬁy ; §trla§-§ﬁ:§§e§)§;§leu;Oflfsmar‘}i::;eyt {)eengcontinu'eé up tI(J) \Vednesdgy ; but on T_uesda.y night a small
fine per_formance of BeetPO‘fe“S, Hall. Mr. Gompertz also took | secondary depression formed itself over Kent, and, of ccﬁlrsli,.
inA_mmOr, il o I‘llliiiu h éccasionally diffuse, Sonata | in the process, brought down. a regular downpour ovefl all t e.
g W€11-Wr}ﬁtfﬂ, in Eg major, from the pen of Mr. | south-east of England. During the last two or three ays our
e oy vt lln ld the {]tln(’) part. The concert in- | temperature in London has been more genial, and n;lam;nlaultn-
ey gl b pamd ended with Haydn's | readings of above 5o° have made their reappearance on the charts
s scglgs (])OYNMI‘S- S here and elsewhere. The Weatheg on tlhe.(?:ntuéer;th h;{siv?:s:
e i Berlioz's | quite as unsteady as in these islands, and visitors to the Riviera,
e ‘]‘9“'.—1‘3 mIﬂt%Eilg Se{)lfousﬁifgll;:):;]:izs of(') fSir Charles ?n search of fine weather, have enjoyed the trea:\lof (;hree inches
Syulllil’mnyc’lm:t{r&:loco:c]:arts to ’a. close? The support these concerts of rain at Nice, on the two days of Sunday and Monday.
ft:"e rse;)(:ived has been so meagre that there is no chance of tllxe;r :
being revived next winter. We can,.there.fore, only congratu a }e 7™
Manchester on the opportunities it enjoys of hearmfg such
orchestral playing as London has shown itself incapable ola(}i)p:ie—
ciating. Besides Berlioz's Symphony, the programme mcdu e 3
short Symphony of Haydn’s, Dvotik's first Slav Rhapso {l, 511(11
Beethoven’s Triple Concerto. The latter work is sel_df)m e?rrh,
por is it altogether one of the master’s best composntxo}z:s. 1e
violoncello part, which is the most prominent 9f t_he three solo
instruments, was admirably played by Signor Pmttg. i
Saturday, 20th. Crystal Palace Concerts.—W aygne;'s ic‘zu‘:,
Overture, Beethoven’s First Synfnphony, Schumann’s xgno or z
Concerto, and a new Gipsy Suite by Mr. G.erman rga ehup .
very attractive programme. The Sympho.ny is 80 seldom hear
as to be almost a novelty, and Mr. Qermans Suite proved a Zery
taking and melodious work, consistm.g‘ of f(:ur graceful ntlmller§,
all more or less illustrative of gipsy life. The ﬁn'al Tarante al. is
hardly appropriate, for the South Italian dance is most uncha-

racteristic of gipsy music and dances. The solo pianist was Miss

PUPPET AND PLAYWRIGHT.

HEN, shortly before the production of his play, Mr. Oscar
Wilde undertook to dissipate the aérial stagnation, 80 that
in the consequent agitation the bark wl-nch he was launching
might be wafted somewhere, he made, as his hot and cold cyclonic
centres, the following utterances :— The personality of the act?lv;r
is often a source of danger in the perfect Eresentatlon of a W;)ll
of art,” and ¢ There are many advantages in puppet’s;. oar ARy
recognize the presiding intellect of_ the dramatist. Of course
Mr. Wilde must not be taken seriously ; for in .such case W;
might arrive at the conclusion that his wisdom is fatuity, {m
that his bearing:in the eye of the public is only natural tor
him. But wisdom may proceed out of the mouth of—Mr. (')scm%_
Wilde, and the paradox of the enhghifened may Tl?e t,he verdict o
the future. Let us, therefore, examine Mr. W ilde’s utterances

] ” with what seriousness:
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0, . th

a 1 i ’s 1 < i his own accidentai‘
1 N 1so satlsﬁed Mr. W ilde’s idea of ¢ convertmg

W y wi - d finish by Mme. l\eruda,
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the puppets, which—or whom, if he prefer: the pronoun—seem
to be best adapted for carrying out his own ideas. ¢ They recog};
nize the presiding intellect of the dramatist,” “nor do they s%){ea,

i - eak 8o
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s THE SKETCH.

“THE IMPORTANCE OF BEING EARNEST.”

M. John Worthing, of the Manor House, Woolton, Shropshire, in order
to explain to his pretty ward, Cecily, with whom he was not in love, his
frequent visits to town, imagined the existence of a younger brother,
whom he called Ernest, and pretended that he went to sce him. When
in London he, for no discoverable reason, called himself Ernest. These
visits were not culpable in character, for he was courting honestly the 1
Hon. Gwendolen Fairfax. Now, the two girls had what one may call {
Shandian views about names. By the way, did not Lytton, in * The !
Caxtons,” use Sterne’s idea to some extent ? Lytton’s name naturally
comes into mind when one thinks of Mr. Oscar Wilde, for in one aspect
the brilliant author of “ Pelham”’ suggests the modern apostle of culture—
fortunately, other aspects of Lytton excuse his weaknesses.

Gwendolen fell in love with John because she believed that his name
was Ernest. Cecily became enamoured of the mere name of rnest and
the description of him given by John—in which she reminds one of a
case cited by Burton in his ¢ Anatomy of Melancholy ”—and, being
a girl whose studies in French seem to have extended to Marivaux, she
actually went so far as to engage herself to this mere fiction. As soon
as John, posing as Ernest, proposed to Gwendolen, he was accepted,
but he was rather embarrassed to hear her say that his name,
Ernest, vibrated in her soul. However, when he spoke to Lady
Bracknell—her mother—difficulties arose, for he happened to be a
foundling, and Lady Bracknell could not accept as son-in-law a nameless
babe, found in a bag at a station. Giwendolen promised to be true
despite Mamma’s opposition.

Now it chanced that Gwendolen’s cousin, Algernon Moncrieffe, was
bosom friend of Worthing. Algy for a long time believed that his
friend was Ernest, and did not know his country address. DBy accident
the truth came out, and Worthing,in giving an explanation, injudiciously
dwelt upon the charms of Cecily, so, of course, Algy fell in love with the
description. For Mr. Wilde works upon the economical plan of using
almost all his comic ideas twice. ~Consequently, Algy went down to the
Manor House and gained admittance by pretending that he was Ernest,

the imaginary brother. In ten minutes he had proposed to Cecily, and
been accepted by her. He, like John, was much embarrassed to find how
great was the importance attached by his sweetheart to the name Ernest.

John had decideéd to put an end to the imaginary existence of Ernest,
so he bought himself a suit of mowrning of the deepest dye, and came
down to Shropshire with the sad sham news of his brother’s death, on
the day that Algy was paying his surreptitious visit. Of course, he was
startled to find Algy in such a guise, but, for his own sake, was com-
pelled to abstain from “giving him away.” Gwendolen followed her
sweetheart to the Manor House, and, to her surprise, discovered that he
had such a pretty ward as Cecily. The two girls, who are as unlike
nature and like one another as is conceivable, promptly became great

friends.

Such a friendship could hardly last, seeing that each believed herself
to be engaged to Ernest Worthing. Soon they began to speak of their
love-affairs ; then arose a misunderstanding, which naturally begat a
quarrel. - Peace was restored by the appearance of John and Algy, for
the girls discovered the fraud as to the name that had been practised
upon them, and therefore joined forces in an attack upon the impostors.
So the men were left alone, and buried their grief in an orgic of crumpets
and tea-cakes.

Of course, as the play is a farce—* trivial comedy ” is the official
description, but only one-half of it is correct—a happy ending had to be
contrived. So the author, with daring simplicity, took advantage of the
fact that John was a foundling. By the aid of Lady Bracknell and
Miss Prism, the governess of Ceeily, it was discovered that his father
actually was the husband of Lady Bracknell’s sister. This removed the
difficulty of the question of birth, and only Gwendolen’s attachment to
the name Ernest remained as an impediment. It was suggested that his
father’s name might have been Ernest, and that the son should have
been christened after him. Lady Bracknell could not recollect the

name of her brother-in-law, but, by aid of the Army List, the question
was settled affirmatively. Algernon was pardoned because his imposture
was due solely to his desire to see Cecily. ) .

No doubt, the tale sounds even more than  trivial.”  Certainly it
cannot be pretended that in such matters as construetion, invention—or
adaptation—of subject, contrivance of comic business, or delineation of
character, Mr. Wilde has shown much ability. However, the liveliness
of the dialogue saved the piece—even rendered it very successful. 1 do
not believe that the writing is so clever that it would have secured
success but for the prestige of the theatre and name of the author, yet
cannot deny that it contains many smart speeches. ~One can have too
much of such sayings as ‘ Divorces are made in heaven”’—*to have lost
one parent is a misfortune, to have lost both lookslike carelessness »’—or
“ T am only serious about my amusements.” On the other hand, there
are many, clever jests in the play, and if the average were raised by
judicious elimination of the numerous failures, everybody would be heartily
amused by *The Importance of being Earnest.”

One would rather have Mr. George Alexander doing work of greater
value than playing a Charles Hawtrey part, yet must admit that it is
pleasant to see how cleverly he did it. In the quickness and alertness
of his really comic acting he gave a valuable lesson to the others, who,
with the exception of Miss Rose Leclercq—she was an ideal Lady
Bracknell—played rather heavily. Tt would be unfair to suggest that
the acting of Miss Zvelyn Millard, Miss Irene Vanbrugh, and Mr. Allan

“Aynesworth is nc¢ sound and clever, bat at present their style is not

sufficiently crisp and light.
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success. If we follow his srgument further, we must admit,
if we accept his postulate, that, inasmuch as to have any dis-
tinguishable or recognizable personality is to bar the actor
from consummate achievement, those only can be quite accept-
able to the dramatist who merely speak his lines without
spontaneous effort or individual yielding to the influence of the
situation. The result would doubtless be, theoretically, per-
fection, and something like rebellion on the part of the average
dramatist, especially the successful one, accompsnied by a deser-
tion of audiences en masse. Nay, more, if we follow out Mr.
‘Wilde'’s argument, perfection can only be found for the represen-
tation of any work of art in the borderland between the positive
and the negative. Here, again, let us take Mr, Wilde's dictum on
the subject :—¢ The actable value of a play has nothing whatsoever
to do with its value as a work of art.” Surely if a play is com-
plete as a work of art before it has been acted, a piece of music is
a work of art before it is rendered into harmonious sound, and a
picture is a work of art before it is wrought on the canvas.
Thus the perfection of all art is to be found in its inception,
and in the world of letters style is, by inference, a vice. Finally,
we find that pictorial perfection is best represented by a
whitened wall whereon the eye may tranquilly rest and take
in all the beauty of scene and figure which the perfect in-
tellect can realize thereon, untrammelled by all those dangerous
and misleading qualities which distingnish any one thing
from the rest of its kind. Follow out Mr. Wilde’s argument
to the bitter end, and we shall find that he has done a wrong
to art and to himself by the production of his play. In modern
plays with living actors “the charm—the ineffable charm—of
the unreal is here denied us,” says the author of Zady Winder-
mere’s Fan. How much more complete it would have been had
it still remained in the brain of him who sent the flowers to the
Parisian puppet ! But let us not speak too much “ by the eard ” of
Mr. Wilde's pleasing theory. In his wishing for a stormy advent
for his play, he only follows the lead of another ¢ great medicine”
storm-raiser, Mr. Henry Arthur Jones. Both these writers
are poets and scholars, and both hold themselves competent, not
only to teach their own generation as to fact, but to lay down the
lines on which alone poetic achievement of plays without actors
can be perfected, even if now and again both have to hold them-
selves free from the narrowing shackles of logie, the principles
that govern speech. “1I have just been sent an article,” says Mr.
‘Wilde, at the beginning of his letter to the Daily Telegraph,
with an egotism which is above the niceties of grammar,

THE O.U.F.C.

THE “ chapter of accidénts” is one which should always be

taken into serious consideration by those who would
organise an assault at arms on an important gcale. Like those of
tenors (si parva licet . . .), fencers’ services on a public occasion
are prone to fail at perversely inopportune moments.

The Oxford University newly-founded Fencing Club must there-
fore be congratulated on the great success it has achieved, certain
defections in their cast notwithstanding, on the occasion of their
first féte de Tépée—we may be allowed, on such a topic, to use
the consecrated Parisian term for a public display of swordsman-
ship. This, we believe, was the first show of the kind witnessed
in Oxford, at least for a great number of years.

Besides Mr. McLaren’s world-renowned gymnastic institute
there have, it is true, existed from time to time certain rooms
where men might learn something of the sword’s dexterous use
or the more sturdy wielding of singlesticks ; but these ¢ schools”
always were very short-lived. The late Mr. McLaren himself,
albeit he was an admirer as well as an adept (after his own
lights) of the pliant foil, used to deprecate all attempts to put
fencing skill to the test of wide competition. The reason for this
prejudice against fencing matches, in the midst of a community
where matches of any kind are naturally held as obvious con-
comitants of all sports, is not easily distinguishable. Be it as it
may, it was reserved for a small knot of University men, with a
strong taste for swordsmanship as a fine art, to start a fencing
club, independent of gymnastics or pugilism, and to place its tuition
in the hands of professed masters—teaching of fence being still
one of those matters which  they order better in France.” And
to “ inaugurate ” the young venture, an assault-at-arms of a truly
representative kind was held, before a singularly appreciative
concourse, in the Clarendon Rooms, under the guidance of Sir
Frederick Pollock, the president, and Mr. T. A, Cook, the secre-
tary, of the newest of Oxford’s athletic clubs. Unlike most
public displays of the kind in England, the exhibition was of the
sword proper, fence or exercise ; that is, it was unmixed with the
usual bouts of sparring and wrestling, the clumsy wielding of
quarterstaff, the swinging of Indian clubs, and with ¢ feats of

strength,” all things which, as a rule, are introduced into am
assault-at-arms as sops to the patience of spectators who appre=
ciate but moderately the more refined subtleties of fencing.

The new Club goes a step further (and one, we think, in the
right direction) than most similar institutions, in forbidding the
use within its rooms of aught but steel weapons; thus is the
singlestick even banished from its pale: practice in cutting play
must be carried out with sabres, and not with edgeless cudgels,
which never can develop in the scholar the true and necessary
sentvment du fer. Foil play, the key to all swordsmanship, formed
naturally the staple of the entertainment, and at this graceful art
many members of the O.U.F.C. distinguished themselves in their
opposition to well-known London swordsmen, Among the former
were Mr. Crackanthorpe, of Merton, Mr. Cook, of Wadham ; among
the latter, Mr. H. M. Paget, Mr. M. J. Sweetman (Worcester
Regiment), Mr. Walter Pollock, Mr. Egerton Castle.

Swordplay possesses among its many attractions an historical
interest, and it was the intention of the promoters of the assault
to have shown on the platform, introduced by a. pithy historical
disquisition from the President’s lips, the playing for a ¢ prize,”
after the Elizabethan fashion, ¢ at verie many weapons”: to wit,
rapier and dagger, rapier and cloak, sword and buckler, and the
good English backsword. Two, however, of the four amateurs
who were to “play the prize,” had been disabled by previous
fencing-room accidents with the uncompromising sixteenth-cen-
tury black rapier (spada negra). Mr. Egerton Castle’s left hand,
suspended in a sling, was unavailable for dagger or cloak wielding,
and Captain Hutton, being more recently injured, was unable to
put in an appearance at all. Thus the field was reduced, in point
of numbers, to Sir Frederick and Mr. Walter Pollock. Their con-
test, however, with these obsolete but formidable weapons excited
keen interest. At the “single rapier ” Mr, Harry Pye, a gentle-
man imbued, as to swordsmanship, with the graceful and cavaliero-
like Sicilian school, opposed Mr. Egerton Castle with the long,
wily, insinuating Italian blade. This weapon he later exchanged
for an Ttalian sabre wherewith to meet Mr. Walter Pollock’s
French duelling-sword and Mr, Sweetman with the sabre. With
such dissimilar weapons it was curious to note how evenly matched
the passes proved to be. Mr. Cook and Mr. Sweetman, who are
singularly handy with all hand weapons, met Mr. Castle with
the German sabre and the “claymore” respectively, and  the
assault was brought to a close by a bout of the utmost animae
tion between M. de Goudourville, the Club’s maitre-d’armes, ant
M. Bourgeois, of the Langham Chambers Fencing-rooms. This

| final display between two ¢ professors” aroused much enthusiasm,

and one of the foreign guests was heard to say, in delighted and
hopeful tones, “ Allons, il y a un avenir pour les armes ici!”
For the sake of a mighty pleasant and beneficial pursuit, we hope
this may prove to be the case, and that the labours of Sir F.
Pollock and Mr., Cook may have lasting and wide-spreading
results. We may some day see a similar institution founded at
Cambridge, and hear of an inter-University fencing-match as one
of the athletic year’s fixtures.

BEFORE THE FOOTLIGHTS, '/

ITH the story of Mr. Oscar Wildes play, produced last
Saturday at the St. James’s Theatre, the public is already
familiar. It is still, we believe, the privilege of the dramatist
to tell his own story in his own way, although some ecritics
have denied to him this right. But Mr. Wilde has exer-
cised that privilege to its utmost limit. In the first act Lady
‘Windermere promises to strike Mrs, Erlynne across the face
with her fan, and we are worked up to look forward to that
event in the second act, the scene of the ball. Instead, how=
ever, the fan is dropped along with the intention. This is a
dangerous realism; for, of course, though Lady Windermere:
was remarkably “ fresh” for her position, in real life she would
hardly have struck a person in her own house. In a drama she.
might do so, and should. It isin Act IL that Mr. Wilde, by:
concealing the relationship existing between his heroines, has
denied himself and his audience a dramatic situation; indeed,
throughout the whole play the effect is theatrical rather than
dramatic. If we were told in Act I. that Lady Windermere
intended striking her mother, we should have experienced the
excitement, and the relief afterwards that she had not done so.
But, being ignorant of the relationship, we are merely dis-
appointed ; and no dramatist can afford to disappoint his audi-
ence so early as the beginning of Act II. The horror of adaughter
striking her own mother would, of course, be out of place in
high comedy, and there is perhaps no other way out of the diffi-
culty. But in Act IIL. the advantages of keeping us still in’
ignorance are obvious.. The inexplicable self-sacrifice of Mrs.’

B
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To this the Government had no objection. Their second scheme,
while no more favourable to art, marred the prospects of science
at South Kensington for all time, This the Government agreed
to with effusion.

But now the really comic part of the performance began.
Mr. Sheepshanks was more than a collector of pictures. He
was a noble and far-seeing man. He expressly laid it down in
his deed of gift that, “it is not my desire that my collection of
pictures and drawings shall be kept apart or bear my name as
such,” This proves his nobility. He further stipulated that, if
any attempt were made to place his pictures under any other care
than that which he had himself selected, his collection should
forthwith revert to the Fitzwilliam Museum at Cambridge. It
was therefore evident that a magnificent vision of a British
Luxembourg dwindled, so far as its immediate realisation was
«concerned, to the exhibition of Mr. Tate’s sixty pictures.

Next came the question of the site. It is charitable to suppose
that if the Lord President assented to the proposal, he assented
to it in ignorance of the facts. If so, he soon became aware of
them. Rarely has the scientific world of England been so stirred
with indignation as when it learned the way in which the best
interests of science had been sacrificed. It came out, in answer to
a question put in the House of Commons, that the scientific
«employés of the Department had never been consulted. Almost
every scientific man of eminence in the country immediately
signed a memorial to the Prime Minister protesting against the
proposed scheme.

The President and Officers of the Royal Society, many residents
in Oxford and Cambridge, professors in other educational insti-
tutions in London, Edinburgh, and elsewhere, the Presidents of
mearly all the scientific societies, were unanimous in con-
«Jemnation.

Such an expression of expert opinion as this was more than the
promoters of the scheme could stand, and attempts were made to
induce the City to grant a site on the Embankment. The Cor-
poration have, however, refused to have anything to do with the
scheme on any terms which have been proposed, and, unabashed
by their previous experience, the wirepullers have again come
forward, and Mr. Tate is represented as having put his foot down
and declared that, unless he has the site he wants, irrespective of
the damage that may be done to other interests, he will with-
«draw his offer.

Under these circumstances it is well that the public should
.clearly understand the facts. Mr. Tate has consented to submit
his pictures to the judgment of experts, and it is at all events
possible that he may be advised that some of them are not worthy
of a place in a national collection. On the other hand, it is cer-
tain that the greater part of the South Kensington pictures
«cannot be removed, and nearly all the others by which Mr.
Tate’s gift was to be supplemented are already exhibited to the
public. There would thus in future be two National Galleries of
British art on opposite sides of the same road, to be distinguished
probably as A and B. * Both would be under public control, but
under different governing bodies. As both would aim at repre-
senting modern art, they would presumably be rivals in the
market. Hence, there might be what is, we believe, called in
“financial circles a “ boom ” in British art from which, quite un-
«expectedly, profit might accrue to picture-dealers, amateur and

. .other.

In addition to all this the future of the only museum of
scientific apparatus in the country, and of the Government college
in which the apparatus is used and exhibited for the training of
teachers, would be sacrificed, as the most eminent scientific men
in the country have with one accord declared.

We do not think that the nation will have any difficulty in
coming to a right conclusion in the matter, and we can only hope
that Mr. Tate will have the good sense to agree to proposals
<which may obviate either the rejection of his own handsome
«offer or the wrecking of schemes which, estimated alone by the
«capital which the nation has already embarked in them, are far
more waluable.

CONCERT RECORD.

WRIDAY, 12th. Wind Instrumental Chamber Music Society.—
The programme included a MS. Quintet by A. Carnall,
‘Onslow’s Sextet, Op. 30, a Concertino for Bassoon, by F. David,
«a Clarinet Solo, a Duo for Flute and Horn, and two pieces for
«quintet of wind instruments. So much ¢ wind-music” (as Mr.

- Pepys would have called it), unrelieved by a single song, proved

very monotonous, and the Society would do well in future to
shorten its programmes as well as its name. Mr, Carnall's
fQuintet is well written, but not very original, and the perform-
ance of Hasselman’s brilliant Duo in F, though otherwise very

good, was marred by an unfortunate breakdown of the horn in
an elaborate cadenza.

Saturday, 13th. Crystal Palace Concerts—The Overture by
Cherubini with which the Concert opened was written for the
Philharmonic Society in 1815, but it has not been performed for
some forty years, and has only recently been published. It isa
fine and characteristic specimen of the great Italian master,
written when his powers were at their highest, and possessing
emphatically—as was truly remarked in the analytical pro-
gramme—the gift of style and of that refined lofty spirit which
distinguishes all Cherubini’s great works. The introductory
Larghetto is very impressive, and the scoring throughout is ex-
tremely interesting and effective. Presumably by way of con-
trast, the Overture was followed by the trivial, if pretty,
Intermezzo from Mascagni’s Cavalleria Rusticana, which was heard
to better advantage than at any previous performance in England.
Of more interest was the production of the early version of
Schumann’s Fourth Symphony. Though announced as the version
of the work written in 1841 (that usually performed being the
composer’s revision of 1851), it seems that the earlier score has
not been entirely followed; but the editors, Drs. Wiillner and
Brahms, have adopted what they consider the best readings from
both sources, with the view of furnishing a definitive edition
which should comprise the best points of both. The propriety of
such a proceeding is, of course, open to grave doubts. Schumann,
by revising the work ten years after its composition, confessed
himself dissatisfied with the earlier version, and it may be urged
that it is unfair to him to revert to what he had rejected. But
Schumann’s orchestration is notoriously unsatisfactory, and in-

- stead of improving in this respect, he deteriorated, developing

more and more a fondness for thickness of orchestral colour. It
was probably this reason which induced the editors to issue the
early version of the work, in which the instrumentation is much
lighter and clearer than in that hitherto used. The result in
performance was such as might have been expected ; in point of
form the later version is the best, but the orchestration of that
of 1841 is to be preferred. The performance was not very good ;
indeed, the playing of the band throughout the concert left some-
thing to be desired, especially in the Symphony and the accom-
paniments to the Concerto. The solo pianist was Mme. Roger-
Miclos, who was heard in Beethoven’s Third Concerto, Schumann’s
Novelette in F, and a waltz of Moszkowski’s. The vocalist was
Mr. Santley, who was in excellent voice, and sang Schubert’s
« Frl-King,” and Vulean’s song from Gounod’s Phelémon et Baucis,
the last verse of which he was forced to repeat.

Monday, 15th. Monday Popular Concerts—The programme
included Beethoven’s Rasoumowski’s Quartet in E minor, Op. 59,
No. 2, and Brahms’s Pianoforte Quartet in G minor, Op. 25, both
works of the first rank, the merits of which can be diminished by
no amount of repetition. In the latter the pianoforte part was
taken by Mlle. Ilona Eibenschiitz, who made her first appearance
this season. She was also heard in Beethoven's Waldstein
Sonata, Op. 53—a bold task for a young pianist to essay, but
one from which she emerged with complete success. Her
playing is not only excellent in style and technique, but shows
signs of a vigour and individuality of interpretation which
are most welcome. The vocalist was Mrs. Helen Trust, who
sang Arne’s charming “ Gentle Youth” and “The Traveller Be-
nighted,” and two songs by Mlle. Chaminade. Her success was
not so marked as on previous occasions, as she sang persistently
out of tune—possibly owing to the sudden change in the weather.

Tuesday, 16th.—The programme of Miss Dora Bright's Piano-
forte Recital was exclusively selected from the works of English
composers. Curiously enough, the earliest and last numbers in
the chronologically arranged programme proved the most interest-
ing. Purcell's Second Suite, containing an elaborate Chaconne,
and a fine Sonata of Dr. Arne’s, with a clever Air and Variations
by J. Moir Clark, Dr. Hubert Parry’s Mendelssohnian ¢ Lied” and
Professor Stanford’s difficult Tocecata, were much more striking
than Sterndale Bennett's Joan of Are Sonata—one of the com-
poser’s weakest works—and the group of pieces by other com-
posers which opened Part IT. of the Recital. Miss Bright was
also best in these numbers. Her style and execution are so good
that it is a pity she cannot get rid of an unbecoming habit of
looking about her whilst playing; it is a trick which seriously
interferes with the effect of her performances. On the same
afternoon Miss Clara Osmond, a young pianist of some promise,
gave a Recital at Steinway Hall. Miss Osmond’s reading of
Beethoven’s Sonata, Op. go, was very good ; she also
played Chopin’s Concerto in E. minor and other pieces.
She has intelligence and considerable technical ability, which
would probably develop under first-rate teaching. The Recital
was pleasantly enlivened by songs by Mrs. Randolph Liebig
and Mr. Bispham. In the evening, Mr. Frederic Griffiths, a
flute-player of exceptional ability, gave an invitation concert at
the Royal Academy of Music, at which he was heard in Schubert’s
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Introduction and Variations, Op. 160, two numbers from a
Concerto by F. Langer ; a Romance and Saltarello by E. German,
and a Hungarian Fantasia by Joachim Andersen. The concert
also included songs by Dvorik, Gounod, Godard, and Sullivan,
sung by Miss Hannah Jones (who replaced Miss Lucile Hill),
and Mr. W. Nicholl.

«~ Thursday, 18th.—Mr. Richard Gompertz and the Cambridge
University Musical Society’s String Quartet gave a remarkably
fine performance of Beethoven’s (so-called) Posthumous Quartet
in A minor, Op. 132, at Princes’ Hall. Mr. Gompertz also took
part in a very well-written, though occasionally diffuse, Sonata
for Pianoforte and Violin in E major, from the pen of Mr.
Algernon Ashton, who played the piano part. The concert in-
cluded songs by Mr. Shakspeare, and ended with Haydn’s
Quartet, Op. 76, No. 5.

Friday, 19th—A magnificent performance of Berlioz's
Symphony, “ Harold en Italie,” brought the series of Sir Charles
Hallé's orchestral concerts to a close. The support these concerts
have received has been so meagre that there is no chance of their
being revived next winter. We can, therefore, only congratulate
Manchester on the opportunities it enjoys of hearing such
orchestral playing as London has shown itself incapable of appre-
ciating. Besides Berlioz's Symphony, the programme included a
short Symphony of Haydn’s, Dvotilk’s first Slav Rhapsody, and
Beethoven’s Triple Concerto. The latter work is seldom heard,
nor is it altogether one of the master’s best compositions. The
violoncello part, which is the most prominent of the three solo
instruments, was admirably played by Signor Piatti.

Saturday, 20th. Crystal Palace Concerts—Wagner's Faust
Overture, Beethoven’s First Symphony, Schumann’s Pianoforte
Concerto, and a new Gipsy Suite by Mr. German made up a
very attractive programme. The Symphony is so seldom heard
as to be almost a novelty, and Mr. German’s Suite proved a very
taking and melodious work, consisting of four graceful numbers,
all more or less illustrative of gipsy life. The final Tarantella is
hardly appropriate, for the South Italian dance is most uncha-
racteristic of gipsy music and dances. The solo pianist was Miss
De Lara. She played the Concerto with great delicacy and re-
finement, and was encored after her other solos. The vocalisb
was Mme. Clara Samuell, who sang songs by Mozart and
Macfarren.

Monday, 22nd.—Mr. Edgar Haddock, an able violinist, assisted
by Mme. de Pachmann, accomplished successfully the feat of
playing Beethoven's first six Violin Sonatas at an afternoon
concert at Steinway Hall. The scheme has some small educa-
tional interest; but six sonatas at a sitting is too much to be
appreciated by any but the most enduring amateur. Monday
Popular Concerts.—Dvotil’s bright and interesting String Quartet,
Op. 51, was played with much verve and finish by Mme. Neruda,
MM. Ries, Straus, and Piatti; the other concerted number in the
programme being Mozart’s Pianoforte Quartet in G minor, in
which Herr Schinberger took part. The pianist was heard at his
best in Weber's Sonata in A flat, Op. 39, and Mr. Plunket
Greene sang Schubert’s “ Wer sich der Einsamkeit ergiebt,” and
three national Hungarian songs, arranged by F. Korbay, giving
for an encore Brahms’s ¢ Feldeinsamkeit.”

Tuesday, 23 —Mlle. Marianne Eissler gave her third Quartet
concert at Steinway Hall, the programme of which does not call
for remark.

THE WEATHER.

WE have again had a week of very unsettled weather, and

marked by changes as sudden as those which have been
recorded in previous weeks. When we closed our notice of last
weelk the thermometersin the north Midland Counties were rising
again, after registering readings some thirty degrees below the
freezing point. On Thursday morning, February 18, the tem-
perature at Loughborough was 26° higher than it had been the
day before, and snow showers were reported all over the country,
while a cyclonic disturbance lay over the Bay of Biscay. This
approached us during the day, bringing snow with it, and by
Friday morning (19th) all communication by wire with Devon,
Cornwall, and the Channel Islands was cut off by snow. The
lines were restored next day ; but the storm moved northwards
to the Irish coast, where, on Saturday, a fall of snow, unprece-
dented in depth since the Crimean winter of 1855, covered the
whole of the south of Ireland. Trains were snowed up in several
places, and telegraph wires broken—a blizzard was reported in
Limerick—while the gale which brought the snow was severe
enough to do a good deal of damage even as far north asat
Belmullet, in Erris. The measured amount of rain and snow
at Roche's Point, Queenstown Harbour, was 12 inch. In
front of this storm, which has been pushed out to the Atlantic
again, a wave of heat passed over England, and brought on a

rapid thaw, the change from Saturday to Sunday being from 10
to 15° in the south of England, and even greater at Aberdeen and
other places in the north of Scotland. During these days o
tremendous downpour of rain and snow descended upon Scilly, as
much as four inches being measured in five days. On Monday
morning the depression continued to lie off the south-west coast
of Ireland, but the gales had died down, and the barometer was
rising steadily, except in the extreme north. This movement has:
been continued up to Wednesday ; but on Tuesday night a small
secondary depression formed itself over Kent, and, of course,
in the process, brought down a regular downpour over all the
south-east of England. During the last two or three days our
temperature in London has been more genial, and maximum:
readings of above 50° have made their reappearance on the charts
here and elsewhere. The weather on the Continent has been
quite as unsteady as in these islands, and visitors to the Riviera,
in search of fine weather, have enjoyed the treat of three inches
of rain at Nice, on the two days of Sunday and Monday.

PUPPET AND PLAYWRIGHT.

HEN, shortly before the production of his play, Mr. Oscax

‘Wilde undertook to dissipate the aérial stagnation,so that
in the consequent agitation the bark which he was launching
might be wafted somewhere, he made, as his hot and cold eyclonic
centres, the following utterances :— The personality of the actox
is often a source of danger in the perfect presentation of a work
of art,” and “ There are many advantages in puppets. . . . They
recognize the presiding intellect of the dramatist.” Of course
Mr. Wilde must not be taken seriously; for in such ecase we
might arrive at the conclusion that his wisdom is fatuity, and
that his bearing:in the eye of the public is only natural te:
him. But wisdom may proceed out of the mouth of—Mr. Oscar
Wilde, and the paradox of the enlightened may be the verdict of
the future. Let us, therefore, examine Mr. Wilde’s utterances
on the subject of “Puppets and Actors” with what seriousness.
we can. We may take it for granted that Mr. Wilde does not
suppose that the casting of a play in a well-regulated theatre is
a matter of chance, and that he is aware that the consideration
of the personality of the various available actors is a serious
managerial responsibility. No manager in his senses, for in-
stance, would seriously cast Mr. Penley or Mr. Weedon Grossmith
for the part of Hamlet, nor would he have cast the late Mx.
‘William Hill for it, though the personality of the latter would have:
well fulfilled a necessary condition in the title-rtle, manifest from
a speech of Queen Gertrude in the play, and would, indeed, have
also satisfied Mr. Wilde's idea of “ converting his own accidental
personality into the real and essential personality of the charactex
he was called upon to impersonate.” We must, therefore, take it
that in Mr. Wilde’s ideal actor—that one who is to completely
satisfy the requirements of the dramatist—there must be no
quality which the public who know him can recognize under any
disguise. This would be a consummation devoutly to be wished for
—by managers—for the consequent lowering of salaries would
quiet the peculiarly mercantile minds with which these gentlemen
are credited by the fag-end of the century dramatists. Perhaps
Mr. Wilde’s meaning may be elucidated by his remark regarding
the puppets, which—or whom, if he prefer the pronoun—seem
to be best adapted for carrying out his own ideas. “ They recog-
nize the presiding intellect of the dramatist,” “nor do they speak
more than is set down for them.” They do not even speak so:
much, if we are to judge from Mr. Wilde's remarks about the
performance of the puppets in Paris; for in this connexion he
says :—“ Their -gestures were quite sufficient, and the words
that seemed to come from their little lips were spoken by poets:
with beautiful voices” We even see here a new function for
the poet, who has hitherto been regarded as the compiler of
combinations of words all his own and not the utterer of words
of others. We fear that the domain of the puppet world must be
left to Mr. Wilde and to Mr. County Councillor Parkinson, each:
of whom, gifted with special creative insight, can see qualities-
and recognise intentions denied to the majority of the public
What Mr. Wilde saw in that miniature effigy of Miranda, fashioned
as she was “by an artist,” we know not; but whatever it was, it
Jed him, if we are to accept his statement as a- truth, to send
her flowers at the close of the play. If such effect can be
achieved by the divine impersonality of a puppet, then truly that
personality which comes from the existence of red blood in the
veins, of passion in the heart and fire in the brain, which things
are to be found in even the meanest of actors, would be &
dangerous quality to deal with for the production of effect. Mr.
‘Wilde says himself anybody can act. . . . To be conventional
is to be a comedian”; so we may take it that the humam
qualities, in which all men share, are barriers to histrionic
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success. If we follow his argument further, we must admit,
if we accept his postulate, that, inasmuch as to have any dis-
tinguishable or recognizable personality is to bar the actor
from consummate achievement, those only can be quite accept-
able to the dramatist who merely speak his lines without
spontaneous effort or individual yielding to the influence of the
situation. The result would doubtless be, theoretically, per-
fection, and something like rebellion on the part of the average
dramatist, especially the successful one, accompanied by a deser-
tion of audiences en masse. Nay, more, if we follow out Mr.
‘Wilde's argument, perfection can only be found for the represen-
tation of any work of art in the borderland between the positive
and the negative. Here, again, let us take Mr. Wilde’s dictum on
the subject :—¢ The actable value of a play has nothing whatsoever
to do with its value as a work of art.” Surely if a play is com-
plete as a work of art before it has heen acted, a piece of music is
a work of art before it is rendered into harmonious sound, and a
picture is a work of art before it is wrought on the eanvas.
Thus the perfection of all art is to be found in its inception,
and in the world of letters style is, by inference, a vice. Finally,
we find that pictorial perfection is best represented by a
whitened wall whereon the eye may tranquilly rest and take
in all the beauty of scene and figure which the perfect in-
tellect can realize thereon, untrammelled by all those dangerous
and misleading qualities which distinguish any one thing
from the rest of its kind. Follow out Mr. Wilde’s argument
to the bitter end, and we shall find that he has done a wrong
to art and to himself by the production of his play. In modern
plays with living actors “the charm—the ineffable charm—of
the unreal is here denied us,” says the author of Zady Winder-
mere's Fan. How much more complete it would have been had
it still remained in the brain of him who sent the flowers to the
Parisian puppet! But let us not speak too much “ by the card ” of
Mr. Wilde's pleasing theory. In his wishing for a stormy advent
for his play, he only follows the lead of another “great medicine”
storm-raiser, Mr. Henry Arthur Jones. Both these writers
are poets and scholars, and both hold themselves competent, not
only to teach their own generation as to fact, but to lay down the
lines on which alone poetic achievement of plays without actors
can be perfected, even if now and again both have to hold them-
selves free from the narrowing shackles of logic, the principles
that govern speech. I have just been sent an article,” says Mr.
‘Wilde, at the beginning of his letter to the Daily Telegraph,
with an egotism which is above the niceties of grammar,

THE O.U.F.C.

THE “ chapter of accidénts” is one which should always be

taken into serious consideration by those who would
organise an assault at arms on an important scale. Like those of
tenors (si parva licet . . .), fencers’ services on a public occasion
are prone to fail at perversely inopportune moments.

The Oxford University newly-founded Fencing Club must there-
fore be congratulated on the great success it has achieved, certain
defections in their cast notwithstanding, on the occasion of their
first féte de Tépée—we may be allowed, on such a topic, to use
the consecrated Parisian term for a public display of swordsman-
ship. This, we believe, was the first show of the kind witnessed
in Oxford, at least for a great number of years.

Besides Mr. McLaren’s world-renowned gymnastic institute
there have, it is true, existed from time to time certain rooms
where men might learn something of the sword’s dexterous use
or the more sturdy wielding of singlesticks ; but these ¢ schools”
always were very short-lived. The late Mr. McLaren himself,
albeit he was an admirer as well as an adept (after his own
lights) of the pliant foil, used to deprecate all attempts to put
fencing skill to the test of wide competition. The reason for this
prejudice against fencing matches, in the midst of a community
where matches of any kind are naturally held as obvious con-
comitants of all sports, is not easily distinguishable. Be it as it
may, it was reserved for a small knot of University men, with a
strong taste for swordsmanship as a fine art, to start a fencing
club, independent of gymnastics or pugilism, and to place its tuition
in the hands of professed masters—teaching of fence being still
one of those matters which “ they order better in France.” And
to “inaugurate ” the young venture, an assault-at-arms of a truly
representative kind was held, before a singularly appreciative
concourse, in the Clarendon Rooms, under the guidance of Sir
Frederick Pollock, the president, and Mr. T. A, Cook, the secre-
tary, of the newest of Oxford’s athletic clubs. Unlike most
public displays of the kind in England, the exhibition was of the
sword proper, fence or exercise ; that is, it was unmixed with the
usual g

——

strength,” all things which, ‘as a rule, are introduced into am
assault-at-arms as sops to the patience of spectators who appre=
ciate but moderately the more refined subtleties of fencing.

The new Club goes a step further (and one, we think, in the
right direction) than most similar institutions, in forbidding the
use within its rooms of aught but steel weapons; thus is the
singlestick even banished from its pale: practice in cutting play
must be carried out with sabres, and not with edgeless cudgels,
which never can develop in the scholar the true and necessary
sentiment du fer. TFoil play, the key to all swordsmanship, formed
naturally the staple of the entertainment, and at this graceful art
many members of the O.U.F.C. distinguished themselves in their
opposition to well-lnown London swordsmen, Among the former
were Mr. Crackanthorpe, of Merton, Mr. Cook, of Wadham ; among
the latter, Mr. TI. M. Paget, Mr. M. J. Sweetman (Worcester
Regiment), Mr. Walter Pollock, Mr. Egerton Castle.

Swordplay possesses among its many attractions an historical
interest, and it was the intention of the promoters of the assault
to have shown on the platform, introduced by a. pithy historical
disquisition from the President’s lips, the playing for a ¢ prize,”
after the Elizabethan fashion, “ at verie many weapons ”: to wit,
rapier and dagger, rapier and cloak, sword and buckler, and the
good English backsword, Two, however, of the four amateurs
who were to “play the prize,” had been disabled by previous
fencing-room accidents with the uncompromising sixteenth-cen-
tury black rapier (spada negra). Mr. Egerton Castle’s left hand,
suspended in a sling, was unavailable for dagger or cloak wielding,
and Captain Hutton, being more recently injured, was unable to
put in an appearance at all. Thus the field was reduced, in point
of numbers, to Sir Frederick and Mr. Walter Pollock. Their con-
test, however, with these obsolete but formidable weapons excited
keen interest. At the “single rapier ” Mr, Harry Pye, a gentle-
man imbued, as to swordsmanship, with the graceful and cavaliero-
like Sicilian school, opposed Mr. Egerton Castle with the long,
wily, insinuating Italian blade. This weapon he later exchanged
for an Italian sabre wherewith to meet Mr. Walter Pollock’s
French duelling-sword and Mr. Sweetman with the sabre. "With
such dissimilar weapons it was curious to note how evenly matched
the passes proved to be. Mr. Cook and Mr. Sweetman, who are
singularly handy with all hand weapons, met Mr. Castle with
the German sabre and the “claymore” respectively, and the
assault was brought to a close by a bout of the utmost animae
tion between M. de Goudourville, the Club’s maitre-d'armes, ang
M. Bourgeois, of the Langham Chambers Fencing-reoms. This
final display between two “ professors” aroused much enthusiasm,
and one of the foreign guests was heard to say, in delighted and
hopeful tones, “Allons, il y a un avenir pour les armes ici!”
For the sake of a mighty pleasant and beneficial pursuit, we hope
this may prove to be the case, and that the labours of Sir F.
Pollock and Mr. Cook may have lasting and wide-spreading
results. We may some day see a similar institution founded at
Cambridge, and hear of an inter-University fencing-match as one
of the athletic year’s fixtures.

kiid
BEFORE THE FOOTLIGHTS. & y

ITH the story of Mr. Oscar Wilde's play, produced last
Saturday at the St. James’s Theatre, the public is already
familiar. It is still, we believe, the privilege of the dramatist
to tell his own story in his own way, although some critics
have denied to him this right. But Mr. Wilde has exer-
cised that privilege to its utmost limit. In the first act Lady
‘Windermere promises to strilke Mrs, Erlynne across the face
with her fan, and we are worked up to look forward to that
event in the second act, the scene of the ball. Instead, how-
ever, the fan is dropped along with the intention, This is a
dangerous realism; for, of course, though Lady Windermere:
was remarkably ¢ fresh” for her position, in real life she would
hardly have struck a person in her own house, 'In a drama she:
might do so, and should. It isin Act IL that Mr. Wilde, by:
concealing the relationship existing between his heroines, has
denied himself and his audience a dramatic situation; indeed,
throughout the whole play the effect is theatrical rather than
dramatic. If we were told in Act I. that Lady Windermere
intended striking her mother, we should have experienced the
excitement, and the relief afterwards that she had not done so.
But, being ignorant of the relationship, we are merely dis-
appointed ; and no dramatist can afford to disappoint his audi-
ence so early as the beginning of Act II. The horror of adaughter
striking her own mother would, of course, be out of place in
high comedy, and there is perhaps no other way out of the diffi-

outs of sparring and wrestling, the clumsy wielding of | culty. But in Act ILL the advantages of keeping us still in’

quarterstaff, the swinging of Indian clubs, and with “feats of | ignorance are obvious. The inexplicable. self-sacrifice of Mrs,
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To this the Government had no objection. Their second scheme,
while no more favourable to art, marred the prospects of science
at South Kensington for all time, This the Government agreed
to with effusion.

But now the really comic part of the performance began.
Mr. Sheepshanks was more than a collector of pictures. He
was a noble and far-seeing man. He expressly laid it down in
his deed of gift that, it is not my desire that my collection of
pictures and drawings shall be kept apart or bear my name as
such,” This proves his nobility. He further stipulated that, if
any attempt were made to place his pictures under any other care
#than that which he had himself selected, his collection should
forthwith revert to the Fitzwilliam Museum at Cambridge. It
was therefore evident that a magnificent vision of a British
Luxembourg dwindled, so far as its immediate realisation was
concerned, to the exhibition of Mr. Tate’s sixty pictures.

Next came the question of the site. It is charitable to suppose
that if the Lord President assented to the proposal, he assented
to it in ignorance of the facts. If so, he soon became aware of
them. Rarely has the scientific world of England been so stirred
with indignation as when it learned the way in which the best
interests of science had been sacrificed. It came out, in answer to
a question put in the House of Commons, that the scientific
«employés of the Department had never been consulted. Almost
every scientific man of eminence in the country immediately
signed a memorial to the Prime Minister protesting against the
proposed scheme.

The President and Officers of the Royal Society, many residents
in Oxford and Cambridge, professors in other educational insti-
tutions in London, Edinburgh, and elsewhere, the Presidents of
mearly all the scientific societies, were unanimous in con-
«demnation.

Such an expression of expert opinion as this was more than the
promoters of the scheme could stand, and attempts were made to
induce the City to grant a site on the Embankment. The Cor-
poration have, however, refused to have anything to do with the
scheme on any terms which have been proposed, and, unabashed
by their previous experience, the wirepullers have again come
forward, and Mr. Tate is represented as having put his foot down
and declared that, unless he has the site he wants, irrespective of
the damage that may be done to other interests, he will with-
draw his offer.

Under these circumstances it is well that the public should
«clearly understand the facts. Mr. Tate has consented to submit
his pictures to the judgment of experts, and it is at all events
possible that he may be advised that some of them are not worthy
of a place in a national collection. On the other hand, it is cer-
tain that the greater part of the South Kensington pictures
«cannot be removed, and nearly all the others by which Mr.
Tate’s gift was to be supplemented are already exhibited to the
public. There would thus in future be two National Galleries of
British art on opposite sides of the same road, to be distinguished
probably as A and B. ~ Both would be under public control, but
under different governing bodies. As both would aim at repre-
senting modern art, they would presumably be rivals in the
market. IHence, there might be what is, we believe, called in
financial circles a “ boom ” in British art from which, quite un-
«expectedly, profit might accrue to picture-dealers, amateur and

. -other.

In addition to all this the future of the only museum of
scientific apparatus in the country, and of the Government college
in which the apparatus is used and exhibited for the training of
teachers, would be sacrificed, as the most eminent scientific men
in the country have with one accord declared.

We do not think that the nation will have any difficulty in
coming to a right conclusion in the matter, and we can only hope
that Mr. Tate will have the good sense to agree to proposals
wwhich may obviate either the rejection of his own handsome
.offer or the wrecking of schemes which, estimated alone by the
«capital which the nation has already embarked in them, are far
aore valaable.

CONCERT RECORD.

WRIDAY, 12th.  Wind Instrumental Chamber Music Sociely.—
The programme included a MS. Quintet by A. Carnall,
‘Onslow’s Sextet, Op. 30, a Concertino for Bassoon, by F. David,
«a, Clarinet Solo, a Duo for Flyte and Horn, and two pieces for
«quintet of wind instruments. So much “wind-music” (as Mr.

| Pepys would have called it), unrelieved by a single song, proved

very monotonous, and the Society would do well in future to

:shorten ite programmes as well as its name. Mr, Carnall's
- Quintet is well written, but not very original, and the perform-
.ance of Hasselman’s brilliant Duo in F, though otherwise very

Jissen Women's University Library

good, was marred by an unfortunate breakdown of the horn in
an elaborate cadenza.

Saturday, 13th. Crystal Palace Concerts—The Overture by
Cherubini with which the Concert opened was written for the
Philharmonic Society in 1815, but it has not been performed for
some forty years, and has only recently been published. It isa
fine and characteristic specimen of the great Italian master,
written when his powers were at their highest, and possessing
emphatically—as was truly remarked in the analytical pro-
gramme—the gift of style and of that refined lofty spirit which
distinguishes all Cherubini’s great works. The introductory
Larghetto is very impressive, and the scoring throughout is ex-
tremely interesting and effective. Presumably by way of con-
trast, the Overture was followed by the trivial, if pretty,
Intermezzo from Mascagni's Cavalleria Rusticana, which was heard
to better advantage than at any previous performance in England.
Of more interest was the production of the early version of
Schumann’s Fourth Symphony. Though announced as the version
of the work written in 1841 (that usually performed being the
composer’s revision of 1851), it seems that the earlier score has
not been entirely followed; but the editors, Drs. Wiillner and
Brahms, have adopted what they consider the best readings from
both sources, with the view of furnishing a definitive edition
which should comprise the best points of both. The propriety of
such a proceeding is, of course, open to grave doubts. Schumann,
by revising the work ten years after its composition, confessed
himself dissatisfied with the earlier version, and it may be urged
that it is unfair to him to revert to what he had rejected. But
Schumann’s orchestration is notoriously unsatisfactory, and in-

. stead of improving in this respect, he deteriorated, developing

more and more a fondness for thickness of orchestral colour. It
was probably this reason which induced the editors to issue the
early version of the work, in which the instrumentation is much
lighter and clearer than in that hitherto used. The result in
performance was such as might have been expected ; in point of
form the later version is the  best, but the orchestration of that
of 1841 is to be preferred. The performance was not very good ;
indeed, the playing of the band throughout the concert left some-
thing to be desired, especially in the Symphony and the accom-
paniments to the Concerto. The solo pianist was Mme. Roger-
Miclos, who was heard in Beethoven’s Third Concerto, Schumann’s
Novelette in F, and a waltz of Moszkowski’'s. The vocalist was
Mr. Santley, who was in excellent voice, and sang Schubert’s
« Erl-King,” and Vulcan’s song from Gounod’s Philémon et Baucs,
the last verse of which he was forced to repeat.

Monday, 15th. Monday Popular Concerts—The programme
included Beethoven’s Rasoumowski’s Quartet in E minor, Op. 59,
No. 2, and Brahms’s Pianoforte Quartet in G minor, Op. 25, both
works of the first rank, the merits of which can be diminished by
no amount of repetition. In the latter the pianoforte part was
taken by Mlle. Ilona Eibenschiitz, who made her first appearance
this season. She was also heard in Beethoven’s Waldstein
Sonata, Op. 53—a bold task for a young pianist to essay, but
one from which she emerged with complete success. Her
playing is not only excellent in style and technique, but shows
signs of a vigour and individuality of interpretation which
are most welcome. The vocalist was Mrs. Helen Trust, who
sang Arne’s charming ¢ Gentle Youth” and “The Traveller Be-
nighted,” and two songs by Mlle. Chaminade. Her success was
not so marked as on previous occasions, as she sang persistently
out of tune—possibly owing to the sudden change in the weather.

Tuesday, 16th.—The programme of Miss Dora Bright’s Piano-
forte Recital was exclusively selected from the works of English
composers.  Curiously enough, the earliest and last numbers in
the chronologically arranged programme proved the most interest-
ing. Purcell’s Second Suite, containing an elaborate Chaconne,
and a fine Sonata of Dr. Arne’s, with a clever Air and Variations
by J. Moir Clark, Dr. Hubert Parry’s Mendelssohnian Lied” and
Professor Stanford’s difficult Toccata, were much more striking
than Sterndale Bennett's Joen of Are Sonata—one of the com-
poser’s weakest works—and the group of pieces by other com-
posers which opened Part IT. of the Recital. Miss Bright was
also best in these numbers. Her style and execution are so good
that it is a pity she cannot get rid of an unbecomiog habit of
looking about her whilst playing; it is a trick which seriously
interferes with the effect of her performances. On the same
afternoon Miss Clara Osmond, a young pianist of some promise,
gave a Recital at Steinway Hall. Miss Osmond’s reading of
Beethoven’s Sonata, Op. 9o, was very good ; she also
played Chopin’s Concerto in E minor and other pieces.
She has intelligence and considerable technical ability, which
would probably develop under first-rate teaching. The Recital
was pleasantly enlivened by songs by Mrs. Randolph Liebig
and Mr. Bispham. In the evening, Mr. Frederic Griffiths, a
flute-player of exceptional ability, gave an invitation concert at
the Royal Academy of Music, at which he was heard in Schubert’s
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“THE IMPORTANCE OF BEING EARNEST.”

Mzr. John Worthing, of the Manor House, Woolton, Shropshire, in order
to explain to his pretty ward, Cecily, with whom he was not in love, his
frequent visits to town, imagined the existence of a younger brother,
whom he called Ernest, and pretended that he went to sce him. When
in London he, for no discoverable reason, called himself Ernest. These
visits were not culpable in character, for he was courting honestly the
Hon. Gwendolen Fairfax. Now, the two girls had what one may call
Shandian views about names. By the way, did not Lytton, in *The
Caxtons,” use Sterne’s idea to some extent? Lytton’s name naturally
comes into mind when one thinks of Mr. Oscar Wilde, for in one aspect
the brilliant author of * Pelham”” suggests the modern apostle of culture—
fortunately, other aspects of Lytton excuse his weaknesses.

Gwendolen fell in love with John because she believed that his name
was Ernest. Cecily became enamoured of the mere name of Lrnest and
the description of him given by John—in which she reminds one of a
case cited by Burton in his ¢ Anatomy of Melancholy ”—and, being
a girl whose studies in French seem to have extended to Marivaux, she
actually went so far as to engage herself to this mere fiction. As soon
as John, posing as Ernest, proposed to Gwendolen, he was accepted,
but he was rather embarrassed to hear her say that his name,
Ernest, vibrated in her soul. However, when he spoke to Lady
Bracknell—her mother—difficulties arose, for he happened to be a
foundling, and Lady Bracknell could not accept as son-in-law a nameless
babe, found in a bag at a station. Gwendolen promised to be true
despite Mamma’s opposition. :

Now it chanced that Gwendolen’s cousin, Algernon Moncrieffe, was
bosom friend of Worthing. Algy for a long time believed that his
friend was Ernest, and did not know his country address. By accident
the truth came out, and Worthing, in giving an explanation, injudiciously
dwelt upon the charms of Cecily, so, of course, Algy fell in love with the
description. For Mr. Wilde works upon the economical plan of using
almost all his comic ideas twice. Consequently, Algy went down to the
Manor House and gained admittance by pretending that he was Ernest,
the imaginary brother. In ten minutes he had proposed to Cecily, and
been accepted by her. He,like John, was much embarrassed to find how
great was the importance attached by his sweetheart to the name Ernest.

John had decidéd to put an end to the imaginary existence of Ernest,
so he bought himself a suit of mourning of the deepest dye, and -came
down to Shropshire with the sad sham news of his brother’s death, on
the day that Algy was paying his surreptitious visit. Of course, he was
startled to find Algy in such a guise, but, for his own sake, was com-
pelled to abstain from “giving him away.” Gwendolen followed her
sweetheart to the Manor House, and, to her surprise, discovered that he
had such a pretty ward as Cecily. The two girls, who are as unlike
nature and like one another as is conceivable, promptly became great
friends.

Such a friendship could hardly last, seeing that each believed herself
to be engaged to Ernest Worthing. Soon they began to speak of their
love-affairs ; then arose a misunderstanding, which naturally begat a
quarrel. - Peace was restored by the appearance of John and Algy, for
the girls discovered the fraud as to the name that had been practised
upon them, and therefore joined forces in an attack upon the impostors.
So the men were left alone, and buried their grief in an orgic of crumpets
and tea-cakes.

Of course, as the play is a farce—* trivial comedy ”’ is the official
description, but only one-half of it is correct—a happy ending had to be
contrived. So the author, with daring simplicity, took advantage of the
fact that John was a foundling. By the aid of Lady Bracknell and
Miss Prism, the governess of Cecily, it was discovered that his father
actually was the husband of Lady Bracknell’s sister. This removed the
difficulty of the question of birth, and only Gwendolen’s attachment to
the name Ernest remained as an impediment. It was suggested that his
father’s name might have been Ernest, and that the son should have
been christened after him. Lady Bracknell could not recollect the
name of her brother-in-law, but, by aid of the Army List, the question
was settled affirmatively. Algernon was pardoned because his imposture
was due solely to his desire to see Ceecily. ) ;

No doubt, the tale sounds even more than * trivial.” Certainly it
cannot be pretended that in such matters as construection, invention—or
adaptation—of subject, contrivance of comic business, or delineation of
character, Mr. Wilde has shown much ability. However, the liveliness
of the dialogue saved the piece—even rendered it very successful. I do
not believe that the writing is so clever that it would have secured
success but for the prestige of the theatre and name of the author, yet
cannot deny that it contains many smart speeches. ~ One can have too
much of such sayings as ¢ Divorces are made in heaven”’—“to have lost
one parent is a misfortune, to have lost both lookslike carelessness >’—or
« T am only serious about my amusements.” On the other hand, there
are many, clever jests in the play, and if the average were raised by
judicious elimination of the numerous failures, everybody would be heartily
amused by “The Importance of being Earnest.”

One would rather have Mr. George Alexander doing work of greater
value than playing a Charles Hawtrey part, yet must admit that it is
pleasant to see how cleverly he did it. In the quickness and alertness
of his really comic acting he gave a valuable lesson to the others, who,
with the exception of Miss Rose Leclercq—she was an ideal Lady
Bracknell—played rather heavily. It would be unfair to suggest that

the acting of Miss Zvelyn Millard, Miss Irene Vanbrugh, and Mr. Allan
~“Aynesworth is nc¢ sound and clever, bat at present their style is not

sufficiently crisp and light.
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hyperbolical to say that every English boy is in love ;
with Zoe. /But it was in action that Reid wished to
distinguish himself, as his volunteer corps,and his frus- ‘
trated intention to accompany Kossuth on his return |
to Hungary prove. No further career as a soldier of {
l
|
r

27

surance. It is ecruel reading for any man with
a heart, and is written by one who has the best
right to be heard. M. Gabriel Monod reviews
French Affairs, and Mr. Sidney Webb writes with
information and vigour in favour of Poor Law
Reform. In. <A New Profession Wanting Pro-
fessors,” Mr. Pennell demands a school for illustra-
tors. He justly emphasises the superiority of the
Americans in the matter of illustration, but it
seems ungentle of him to sneer at the Daily Graphic,

fortune opened to him however, and he had to stick
to his writing. Two romances he did realise. He
found the Zoe of his dreams in England, and married
her. The narrative of his courtship will be found
one of the strangest. The second realised ideal, like
Scott’s Abbotsford, was in stone and lime—a considering the strides it has made in the short six
Mexican hacienda. As in the case of the greater | months of its existence,
romancist the realisation was attended with disaster,
and in 1866, at the age of forty-eight, Reid had to | Review are “E.B.Lanin’s” account of Russian Prisons,
begin the world over again. His energy and capacity | and the papers on England and Germany in Africa,
made his re-establishment only a matter of time, by Mr. Johnston, Commander Cameron, and Mr. E.
One can only lament that with his vigorous frame, | W. Beckett. M.P. Of the story told by Mr. Lanin we
command over men, ardent, disposition, and power | can hardly trust ourselves to speak. No
of organisation—above all with hjs passionate desire | terrible indictment of Ra
for action—no other course was open to him than to | ever been given to the world, and it is an indictment
settle down into a professional writer of stories for | fortified by constant references to authentic docu-
boys. ments. To say that Russian prisons to-day are in
lIn complaining that his classic lore “lay upon many cases J'nﬁnitely worse than English prisons
his mind like lumber,” Mayne Reid displays the | were before John Howard began his work is to
strength and the limitation of his talent. Whatever | put the case in the mildest manner, whilst the
he had observed he was master of and could use | horror of the story told by Mr. Lanin is inten-
most effectively, but he was unable to do anything | sified by the knowledge that thousands  of
with his second-hand knowledge —that knowledge absolutely  innocent persons have to undergo
which it is the chief delight of the lite ary man par ’ the tortures moral and physical which are the con-
excellence to keep alive. His trapper and Mexican | mon lot of men and women confined by order
stories, dealing with the most exciting events and | of the Czar., Mr. Johnston’s tribute to the discussion
scenes in his own life, are his best work ; his his- | of the Anglo-German agreement is sound and sensible,
torical mnovels his worst, <« The: Scalp Hunters,” | and may be commended to those who wish for a plain
“The Rifle Rangers.” and * The Headless Horseman,” | statement of facts. The fierce attack upon the
may have numerous rivals, but we think in their own i Anglo-German agreement by Mr. Beckett is notable
line they have never been surpassed. as an outburst of the feeling which prevails so
Mrs. Reid tries to efface herself in this memoir, widely throughout the Tory party, and is so largely
" but she cannot conceal her devotion to her husband | responsible for that Tory discontent of which we
in his life-time, and her book is now evidence of her | speak elsewhere. There are few members of Parlia-
]Oya‘lty to his memory. There are two engra‘ying_\'; ment on the Ministerial side, h()\\‘e\'er, who have My.
one of the unfortunate hacienda, and the other of | Beckett’s courage.
the novelist. His face is curiously suggestive of The American mag
George Henry Lewes and Victor Emmanuel

The most notable articles in the Fortnightly

more
ssian misgovernment has

azines are unusually good thig
i month, good as they always are in illustration. but

better than wusual in literary matter.
spoken elsewhere of the leading contribution to
Lippincott. The Century has its usual bountiful
supply of topographical articles and stories and
sketches, “ The Anglomaniacs ™’ being one that speci-
ally deserves attention on the part of those English-
and one of Professor Huxley's stand-up fights men who wish to see themselves as others see them.
with the theologians. This time, the Professor Harper's provides us with a continuation of the last
occupies himself with the writers of « Lux Mundi,” | adventures of the illustrious Tartarin from the pen
and his article is mainly devoted to the Deluge, | of Daudet, and the story of Jonathan Wild is told
which he calls 4 Bowdlerised version of one of the | 4 gain with vigour and fidelity to truth. But perhaps
oldest pieces of purely fictitious literature extant.” | the article which will have the greatest attraction
He takes the concessions of “Lux Mundi,” and asks for the English reader is that upon social life in
for more; and his arguments hav

e, as always, the Oxford by Miss Arnold, which is well written and
art to be readable. Mr, T. W. Russell's contribution, admirably illustrated.

“ Compensation or Confiscation,” has a melancholy in- The Cornhill is strongest in its
terest, and Sir Alfred Lyall’s words on “Official Poly- stories which promise well are b
theism in China® will doubtless be eagerly hunted up | number.,

when the matter itself becomes of burning interest, very powerful story of the Indian Mutiny, called
More important are two articles towards the close of | « The Touchstone of Peril,” which appeared some
the number—the first, a dialogue “ On Criticism ; with years ago, and failed to meet with the reception it
some Remarks on the Importance of Doing Nothing,” merited. The present story has the same great
by Mr. Osear Wilde: the second, Sergeant Palmer's tragedy as its theme, and the opening chapters are
rejoinder to the many witnesses who have accused full of life, and steeped in the Indian atmosphere of
him of wanton falsehood in his story of Tel-el-Kebir. 1857. Of a lighter character is the tale entitled
Mr. Wilde’s characters have many good things to say, | “A Bride from the Bush,” and if this be, as we are
as, for instance, that print spoils the true rhythm of | Jed to believe, from the pen of a new writer, we must
prose ; that Browning was not fascinated by thought hope great things from the future performances of
but by its processes ; and “the method by which the | the author. For the rest the contents of the
fool arrives at his folly was so dear to him as the | Cornhill are as pleasant and instructive as usual.
ultimate wisdom of the wise ;7 that all fine imagina- | In Murra ¥'s Magazine for July there is a poem in
tive work is self-conscious ; and that the only use of blank verse by Mr. Lewis Morris, an account of
our attachés in the REast is that they supply their Scotland Yard by Mr. Hall Richardson, which has at
friends with excellent tobacco. Sergeant Palmer least the advantage of being timely, and discussions
replies to his aceusers by giving chapter and verse upon the question of Technical Education and
for his former statements; and we shall expect to | Trades Unionism from competent pens. An ex-
hear more on this little squabble, cellent ghost story, called “The E

The Cont()mporary is chiefly remarkable for the

‘mpty Compart-
: ment,” adds to the attractions of a really good
Rev. Benjamin Waugh’s article on Child-Life In- number,

We have

SOME OF THE MAGAZINES,
THE - Nineteenth Century opens with a brief note
by Sir J. Pope Hennessy on “The African Bubble,”

fiction. Two
egun in this month’s
One is from the pen of the author of that
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hyperbolical to say that every English boy is in love
with Zoe. But it was in action that Reid wished to
distinguish himgelf, as his volunteer corps.and his frus-
trated intention to accompany Kossuth on his return
to Hungary prove. No further career as a soldier of
fortune opened to him however, and he had to stick
to his writing. Two romances he did realise. He
found the Zoe of his dreams in England, and maxrried

her. The narrative of his courtship will be found
one of the strangest. The second realised ideal, like
Scott’s Abbotsford, was in stone and lime—a

Mexican hacienda. As in the case of the greater
romancist the realisation was attended with disaster,
and in 1866, at the age of forty-eight, Reid had to
begin the world over again. Hisenergy and capacity
made his re-establishment only a matter of time.
One can only lament that with his vigorous frame,
command over men, ardent disposition, and power
of organisation—above all with his passionate desire
for action—mo other course was open to him than to
settle down into a professional writer of stories for
boys.

In complaining that his classic lore “lay upon
his mind like lumber,” Mayne Reid displays the
strength and the limitation of his talent. Whatever
he had observed he was master of and could use
most effectively, but he was unable to do anything
with his second-hand knowledge—that knowledge
which it is the chief delight of the literary man par
excellence to keep alive. His trapper and Mexican
stories, dealing with the most exciting events and
scenes in his own life, are his best work; his his-
torical novels his worst. “The; Scalp Hunters,”
“The Rifle Rangers,” and “ The Headless Horseman,”
may have numerous rivals, but we think in their own
line they have never been surpassed.

Mrs. Reid tries to efface herself in this memoir,

" but she cannot conceal her devotion to her husband

in his life-time, and her book is now evidence of her
loyalty to his memory. There are two engravings ;
one of the unfortunate hacienda, and the other of
the novelist. His face is curiously suggestive of
George Henry Lewes and Victor Emmanuel.

SOME OF THE MAGAZINES.

THE Nineteenth Century opens with a brief note
by Sir J. Pope Hennessy on “ The African Bubble,”
and one of Professor Huxley's stand-up fights
with the theologians. This time, the Professor
occupies himself with the writers of “ Lux Mundi,”
and his article is mainly devoted to the Deluge,
which he calls “a Bowdlerised version of one of the
oldest pieces of purely fictitious literature extant.”
He takes the concessions of “Lux Mundi,” and asks
for more; and his arguments have, as always, the
art to be readable. Mr. T. W. Russell's contribution,
* Compensation or Confiscation,” has a melancholy in-
terest. and Sir Alfred Liyall’s words on “Official Poly-
theism in China” will doubtless be eagerly hunted up
when the matter itself becomes of burning interest.
More important are two articles towards the close of
the number-—the first, a dialogue “ On Criticism ; with
some Remarks on the Importance of Doing Nothing,”
by Mr. Oscar Wilde; the second, Sergeant Palmer’s
rejoinder to the many witnesses who have accused
him of wanton falsehood in his story of Tel-el-Kebir.
Mr. Wilde's characters have many good things to say,
as, for instance, that print spoils the true rhythm of
prose ; that Browning was not fascinated by thought
but by its processes; and “the method by which the
fool arrives at his folly was so dear to him as the
ultimate wisdom of the wise ;” that all fine imagina-
tive work is self-conscious; and that thé only use of
our attachés in the Bast is that they supply their
Sergeant Palmer
replies to his accusers by giving chapter and verse
for his former statements; and we shall expect to
hear more on this little squabble.

The Contemporary is chiefly remarkable for the
Rev. Benjamin Waugh’s article on Child-Life In-
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surance. It is cruel reading for any man with
a heart, and is written by one who has the best
right to be heard. M. Gabriel Monod reviews
French Affairs, and Mr. Sidney Webb writes with
information and vigour in favour of Poor Law
Reform. In “A New Profession Wanting Pro-
fessors,” Mr. Pennell demands a school for illustra-
tors. He justly emphasises the superiority of the
Americans in the matter of illustration, but it
seems ungentle of him to sneer at the Daily Graphic,
considering the strides it has made in the short six
months of its existence.

The most notable articles in the Fortnightly
Review are “E.B.Lanin’s” account of Russian Prisons,
and the papers on England and Germany in Afric:
by Mr. Johnston, Commander Cameron, and Mr. E.
W. Beckett, M.P. Of the story told by Mr. Lanin we
:an hardly trust ourselves to speak. No more
terrible indictment of Russian misgovernment has
ever been given to the world, and it is an indictment
fortified by constant references to authentic docu-
ments. To say that Russian prisons to-day are in
many cases infinitely worse than English prisons
were before John Howard began his work is to
put the case in the mildest manner, whilst the

horror of the story told by Mr. Lanin is inten-
sified by the knowledge that thousands of
absolutely innocent persons have to undergo

the tortures moral and physical which are the com-
mon lot of men and women confined by order
of the Czar. Mr. Johnston’s tribute to the discussion
of the Anglo-German agreement is sound and sensible,
and may be commended to those who wish for a plain
statement of facts. The fierce attack upon the
Anglo-German agreement by Mr. Beckett is notable
as an outburst of the feeling which prevails so
widely throughout the Tory party. and is so largely
responsible for that Tory discontent of which we
speak elsewhere. There are few members of Parlia-
ment on the Ministerial side, however, who have Mr.
Beckett’s courage.

The American magazines are unusually good this
month, good as they always are in illustration, but
better than wusual in literary matter. We have
spoken elsewhere of the leading contribution to
Lippincott. The Century has its usual bountiful
supply of topographical articles and stories and
sketches, “ The Anglomaniacs ™ being one that speci-
ally deserves attention on the part of those English-
men who wish to see themselves as others see them.
Harper's provides us with a continuation of the last
adventures of the illustrious Tartarin from the pen
of Daudet, and the story of Jonathan Wild is told
again with vigour and fidelity to truth. But perhaps
the article which will have the greatest attraction
for the English reader is that upon social life in
Oxford by Miss Arnold, which is well written and
admirably illustrated.

The Cornhill is strongest in its fiction. Two
stories which promise well are begun in this month’s
number. One is from the pen of the author of that
very powerful story of the Indian Mutiny, called
“The Touchstone of Peril,” which appeared some
years ago, and failed to meet with the reception it
merited. The present story has the same great
tragedy as its theme, and the opening chapters are
{ull of life, and steeped in the Indian atmosphere of
1857. Of a lighter character is the tale entitled
“ A Bride from the Bush,” and if this be, as we are
led to believe, from the pen of a new writer, we must
hope great things from the future performances of
the author. For the rest the contents of the
Cornhill are as pleasant and instructive as usual.
In Muwrray’'s Magazine for July there is a poem in
blank verse by Mr. Lewis Morris, an account of
Scotland Yard by Mr. Hall Richardson, which has at
least the advantage of being timely, and discussions
upon the question of Technical Education and
Trades Unionism from competent pens. An ex-
cellent ghost story, called “The Empty Compart-
ment,” adds to the attractions of a really good
number,
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THE SPEAKER. [July 5, 1890.

mum riot in truffles.

We will admit at once that | speaking home with few words, the art so seldom

Lord Henry’s epigrams are admirable examples, | learnt. We can imagine that many will be merely

taken separately; but a story demands simplicity
and proportion, and here we have neither; it

demands restraint, and here we

irritated by * Perfervid”: but those whom genuine
humour conciliates will keep a warm corner in their
find profusion | hearts for this little volume.

only ; it demands point, and here the point is too .

often obscured by mere cleverness.

mission in the beok is to lead Dorian Gray to de-
struction : and he does so, if you please, at the end

of a string of epigrams.

In fact, we should doubt that Mr. Wilde possessed
the true story-teller's temperament, were it not for
some half a dozen passages. Here is

Lord Harry's
WITH SWORD AND PEN.

Mavse Rem: A Mevorr or nis Liee. By Elizabeth Reid, his
widow. DLondon: Ward & Downey. 1890.

THE problem, What shall I do with my life?—we

one, where | should say rather, the succession of problems, for

Dorian tells of his engagement to Sibyl Vane, the | even though the pons asinoruwm, the choice of a

actress i—

« Lips,” he says, ¢ that Shakespeare taught to speak have whispered
their secret in my ear. I have had the arms of Rosalind around me, ‘

career, be fortunately crossed, it is only the first and

casiest of countless difficulties — has never been

harder to solve for men like Mayne Reid than in the

and kissed Juliet on the mouth.” | present century. Those high-strung, adventurous

“ Have you scen her to-day ? 7’ asked Lord Henry.

| natures, the slaves of their imaginations, which in

&« it iray shook his head. ¢ I left her in the forest of Arden; . g .
Die Gomey Sl s e W ; = 7 former times were never at a loss for some Drake or

I shall find her in an orchard in Verona.”

Lord Henry sipped his champagne in a meditative manner. ¢ At
what particalar point did you mention the word marriage, Dorian?
and what did she say in answer? Perhaps you forgot all about it.”

« My dear Harry, T did not treat it as a business transaction, and |
I did not make any formal proposal. I told her that I loved her, and
she said she was not worthy to e my wife. Not worthy ! Why, the
whole world is nothing to me compared to her.”

« Women are wonderfully practical,” murmured Lord Henry: |
“much more practical than we are. In situations of this kind we |
often forget to say anything about marriage, and they always re- |
mind us.”

The last chapter of the tale is good story-telling
throughout, in style and matter—as good as Chapter
IX. is bad. And when Mr. Wilde thoroughly sees
why two particular sentences in that last chapter—

«The Park is quite lovely now. I don’t think there have been
such lilacs since the year I met you—"
though trivial in themselves are full of significance
and beauty in their setting, he will be far on the
oad to eminence in fiction. He has given us a work
of serious art, strong and fascinating, in spite of its
blemishes. Will he insist on being taken seriously,
and go on to give us a better?

In its way, “Perfervid” is as striking a tale as
«The Picture of Dorian Gray,” and is as full of
excellences and faults. Whoever Mr. John Davidson
may be, he shall be welcomed as the possessor of a
style at once light and vigorous, and of a very pretty |
¢ift of humour. In the first half of the volume this |
humour runs to fantastic excess; but we would
‘mplore the reader to go forward without fear, and

1e shall find in Part IL. a little narrative as tender
s it has been our lot to meet. “ The Pilgrimage of
Jtrongsoul and Saunders Elshander,” as Mr. Davidson
sntitles the second half of his book, is fantastic too,
10 doubt. It treats of a little boy w"o travels forth
ipon the world with the ¢ Pilgrim’- Progress” for
ruide, and of the adventures he 1. ets. It defies

yrobability with a light heart, but it s sincerely and

sngagingly human, nevertheless ; and while it makes

‘ou laugh—even at the very moment when it makes

rou laugh—it comes perilously near to making you

veep also.

We are the more concerned that the reader
hould gird up his loins to reach t s second part,
nd taste the delight we found in it, because the
rst part is decidedly tantalising. A\ man, we sus-
iect, who really cares for style, will find no difficulty ;
ut there is a serious drawback to tlie charm of the
ook in its obvious infelicity of structure. We can
orgive even “Tristram Shandy,” but we cannot at
irst forgive Mr. Davidson. The two parts of the
yook contain two parallel series of adventures, with
10 more connection than this, that the hero in Part
I. is the son of the hero in Part I. In fact they are
.wven less coherent than the two halves of Bunyan's
reat work.

To us this seems a radical defe o; but when we
arn and search the book for indice tions of ability
ather than actual achievement, we can forgive
wory easily. In sense of proportion, firmmess of
¢ »uch, restraint, the writer has e’ery advantage

bl

Raleigh to follow, some Stuart Pretender, or romantic
Irish patriot, or even a Paul Jones or a Captain Kyd,
have fallen on evil times. The world will soon be
cracked like a nut; science and commerce between
them will manage that, and when the kernel is
peeled, and the whele earth inside and out as “evi-

| dent to any formal capacity ” as Malvolio found

Maria's letter, even such a career as Mayne Reid stum-
bled upon will have become as impossible to the ad-
venturous spirit as highway robbery on the Edgware
Road or piracy in the English Channel. The splendour
and the isolation of the cases in which imaginative
daring has succeeded in recent years in carving out
a career of action are a twofold testimony to the
overwhelming difficulty of finding, not the line of
least resistance, but the line that is not positively
irresistible : and the two most notable as well as
most noble examples of the reappearance or survival
of the berserkir mood among Englishmen are dis-
tinguished above all others because of something
higher and deeper than the mere pressure of the
adventurous instinet ; the passion that sanctified
the lives of Gordon and. Livingstone, however we
may name it, transcended that of almost all adven-
turers since Godfrey of Bouillon and Peter the
Hermit. We need hardly say that it is not the
spirit of the first crusaders that we find in Mayne
Reid. He represents the soldier of fortune. His

Stanley’s; and in his writing we have the same
slip-shod rhetoric and self-glorification: the latter
which, in various disguises, is known to the readers
of his novels, appears nakedly in the autobiographic
fragment incorporated by Mrs. Reid in her interest-
ing memoir. We are bound to add, however, that
Mayne Reid’s egotism is always genial.
After the stormy boyhood and youth usual with
men of his type, at the age of twenty-two Mayne
Reid went to America. As tutor, store-keeper,
nigger-driver, schoolmaster—in a wooden school of
his own building—trapper, player. poet, he spent six
years. Then the second outbreak of the war between
Mexico and the United States occurred, and by good
luck he obtained a commission in a New York regi-
ment. During the stirring scenes that ended with
the capture of the city of Mexico all his energies
were for the first time thoroughly roused. * Who is
that young officer leading the charge on our right?”
asked Captain Peternell at the siege of Chapultepec.
One of his men answered him, “It is a New Yorker
by the name of Mayne Reid—a hell of a fellow.” As
a consequence of his daring he was severely wounded,
reported dead, and mourned in halting verses by a
young poetess. After his convalescence he wrote his
first novel, “The Rifle Rangers,“full of his Mexican
experiences, and alive with the pleasure of his newly
discovered talent. Then came “ The Scalp Hunters,”
which no man can remember without a thrill, not
for the magnificent adventures alone, but because it
is the story in which the love-passages appeal most
directly to boyhood. Mr. Swinburne declares that

i ver Mr. Wilde. He has especially the art of

every Englishman is in love with Jane Eyre; it is less

| temperament had much in common with Mr..
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hundred and sixteen criticisms of Dorian Gray that have passed
from' my library table into the waste-paper basket I have taken
public notice of only three. One was that which appeared in
The Scots Observer. 1 noticed it because it made a suggestion
about the intention of the author in writing the boo?{ whic};
needed correction. The second was an article in }/ze Sz,
James's Gazette. 1t was offensively and vu]gai‘ly; written an&
seemed to me to require immediate and caustic censure, ’The
tone of the article was an impertinence to any man of letters
The third was a meek attack in a paper called Z7e DZZZ'ZJ;
Chronicle. 1 think my writing to ZVe Daily Chronicle was an
act of pure wilfulness. 1In fact, I feel sure it was. I quite

forget »Yhat they said. I believe they said that Dorian Gray  Quixote, but I do not wish to fi
was poisonous, and I thought that, on alliterative grounds, it however cunning may be the m

would be kind to remind them that, however that may be, it is

at any rate perfect. That was all. Of the other two hun’dred

and thirteen criticisms I have taken no notice. Indeed, I have
not read more than half of them. Itis a sad thing },Jut one

wearies even of praise. L

A.s regards Mr. Brown’s letter, it is only interesting in so far

as it exemplifies the truth of what I have said above on the

question of the two obvious schools of critics. Mr. Brown
says frankly that he considers morality to be the ¢ strong point’

of my story. Mr. Brown means well, and has got hold of a

hal.f-t'ruth, but when he proceeds to deal with the book from the

artls.tlc standpoint he, of course, goes sadly astray. To class

Dorian Gray with M. Zola’s Za Terre is as silly as if one were

to class Musset’s Zorfunio with one of the Adelphi melodramas.

Mr: Brown should be content with ethical appreciation. There

he is impregnable.

Mr. Cobban opens badly by describing my letter, setting Mr
Whibley right on a matter of fact, as an ‘-impud::nt parzdox;
A’I‘he.term ‘impudent’ is meaningless, and the word ¢ oaradox.’
is m1§p1a9ed. I'am afraid that writing to newspapérs has‘a
deteriorating influence on style. People get violent, and abusive
fmd los'e gll sense of proportion, when they enter that curious’
{ournahstlc arena in which the race is always to the noisiest.

Impudent paradox’ is neither violent, nor abusive, but it is

not an expression that should have been used about ;ny letter.
However, Mr. Cobban makes full atonement afterwards for
_what was, no doubt, a mere error of manner, by adopting the
impudent paradox in question as his own, and pointing out
that, as I had previously said, the artist will always look :t the
work of art from the standpoint of beauty of style and beauty
of treatment, and that those who have not got the sense of
bfautyz or whose sense of beauty is dominated by ethical con-
siderations, will always turn their attention to the subject-matter
and make its moral import the test and touchstone of the poem

or novel,'(?r picture, that is presented to them, while the newsj
paper critic will sometimes take one side and sometimes the
other, according as he is cultured or uncultured. In fact Mr.

Cobban converts the impudent paradox into a tedious trL’lism.
and, I dare say, in doing so does good service. The English’
Public li'ke tediousness, and like things to be explained to them
in a tedious way. Mr. Cobban has, I have no doubt already
repented of the unfortunate expression with which he x,nade his

début, so 1 will say no more about it. AsfarasI am concerned
he is quite forgiven.

And finally, sir, in taking leave of 7V Scofs Observer 1 feel
bound, to make a candid confession to you. It has been sug-
gfasted to me by a great friend of mine, who is a charming and
distinguished man of letters and not unknown to you person-
all.y, that there have been really only two people engaged in
thl.S terrible controversy, and that those two peoph;> are the
edltqr of Zhe Scots Observer and the author of Dorian Gray
At dinner this evening, over some excellent Chianti, my frienci
n}Sisted.that under assumed and mysterious names you had
simply given dramatic expression to the views of some of the semi-
‘edu’cated classes in our community, and that the letters signed

H'. _were your own skilful, if somewhat bitter, caricature of the
P.hlhstme as drawn by himself. I admit that something of the
kind had occurred to me when I read ‘H.s’ first letter—the
one .in which he proposed that the test of art should be the
political opinions of the artist, and that if one differed from the
artist on the question of the best way of misgoverning Ireland
one should always abuse his work. Still, there are such inﬁnité
var'ieties of Philistines, and North Britain is so renowned for
seriousness, that I dismissed the idea as one unworthy of the
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editor of a Scotch paper. I now fear that I was wrong, and
t.hat you have been amusing yourself all the time by invm;ltincr
ll'ttle'z puppets and teaching them how to use bio words VVel;>
sir, if it be so—and my friend is strong upon tﬁe poiné—allov;
me to congratulate you most sincerely on the cleverness with
which you have reproduced that lack of literary style which is

I' am told, essential for any dramatic and life-like characterisaj
tion. I confess that I was completely taken in ; but I bear no
malice ; and as you have no doubt been Iaughin,tr at me in your
s}eeve, I?t me now join openly in the lauch tbhough it be a
little against myself. A come .y ends whenbt};e secret is out

Drop your curtain, and put ycur dolls to bed. I love Don'

ght any longer with marionettes,
aster-hand that w ir wi

Let them go, sir, on the shelf, The shelf istnlc;rkpsrto};e; v;)lll:;.iz
fm'r them. On some future occ: -ion you can re-label them and
bring them out for our amusement. They are an excellent
company, and go well through their tricks, and if they are a
?mle unreal, I am not the one to object to un’rcality in art. The
Jest was really a good one. The only thing that I <.:ann0t
understanq is why you gave your marionettes such extraordi-
nary and improbable names.—I remain, Sir, your obedient
servant, OscArR WILDE.

REVIEWS.

OLD SCOTS LIFE.

In Scottish Fields. By HucH HALIBURTON.
London - Paterson.

In this volume Hugh Hali rton resumes the subject of a
fqrmer boc_>k—»For Puir Auld S stland’s Sake. The period he
discusses is not very ancient history ; for, setting aside the
essays on Dunbar and Dr. Hornbook, everything he says was
true o_f North Britain much less than a century ago. But
there 1s a gap of far more than time between the Scotland of
yesterday and the Scotland of to-day. She is rich now, she
was poor then ; and, as the virtues and vices of the poo; are
different from those of the . ‘h, it is only natural to expect
great changes in the nationa. haracter. The alteratio;l has
been sudden as well as great, 1d its effects are not yet fully
worked out. Hugh Haliburton affects the lower end of the
scale. His observations have tlLe special value that they are
c%rawn not from books but from the experience and the tradi-
tional lore of old folk with whom he has conversed The essa
on Zke Revolution in the Rural Districts is a good. example o};
this. The author is inclined to wax sentimental over‘the past ;
but he has fortunately for his readers no special theory to proz
pound. You can regard him with some confidence as an accurate
‘reporter.. H? Is not an economist, and his discussion of the
Revol_utlon’ is by no means exhaustive. He refers to steam as
the ultimate cause of the depopulation, but it was only one of
several. All the forces at work may be referred to two classes :
menta.l changes, which make the rustic to desire a city life ; and.
maiferlal changes, chiefly but not exclusively improvemen’ts in
agricultural machinery which = 7uce the amount of human

labolfr required. The first is than the second, for
certainly more people could fina the country. A s’igni~
-ﬁcant fact in proof of this is the .at increase of late years
in the permanent Irish element the Lothians. It was Ic:nOr
a superstition that no Irishman ¢ uld hold a plough : he hag
not, }t was believed, sufficient ster iness ; but there are plent
of Irish ploughmen now. Indeed, the Caledonian has gone ang
the Hibernian has come in such numbers that in manybdistricts
both dialect and manners are modified, and a plantation of the
Lotl'xians has avenged the plantation of Ulster.

Five of Fhe essays—almost half the book—are on Burns. The
tw9 most interesting are on Burns as a letter-writer, and as an
artist. Hugh Haliburton has al y edited an edition of the
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