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Comments qy_q_ Opinions.

Strauss’ ‘‘ Salome '’ and E. A. B. ‘ i
R E. A BAUGHAN, in “The Daily Newsy
declares he is i-personally delighted that the

ublic of New York should have expressed itself

S0 forcigly” in the matter of the performance of the
Wilde-Strauss opera. For our part, we think the said
“ public,” subscribers and landlords have only succeeded
_in making themselves appear supremely ridiculous in the
eyes of the broadminded inhabitants of Europe. A week
or so ago the opera in question had been played at as
many as thirty-five different operatic centres. Is the moral
strength of New York a model for the older countries 1n
which performances of the opera have been sanctioned ?

Do we consider New York better governed than Berlin?
We would wish to give a heavy knock on the head to the
Puritanical nonsense of New York. It lingers a little,
however, in this country. We will fight, with all our
strength, against any revival of the movement. We do
not want, merely, an exterior virtue. Let a person practice
what he preacheés. We know, however, he sometimes gets
into hot water for his honesty : and is so wrongly judged.
For instance, the French are frequently rated by English-
men more immoral than other nations. Are they? We
say it is simply the Frenchman frankly admits the weak-
nesses that the flesh is heir to. That is what materially
helps to make him so charming: only, however, to
enlightened and non-humbugging Englishmen. We admit
that Salome’s embracing of the severed head of John the
Baptist is not exactly an event that is of drawing-room
refinement. But, after all, on the stage, it is only a pro-
perty severed head : however real the performance, no one
imagines he sees a real human head on the silver shield.
The few Puritans who find it advantageous to be Puri-
tanical have never openly objected to the really-disgust-
ing sights in our English streets: to wit, a newly-killed
sheep hanging up in a shop front, horribly bleeding from
the nose and in full view of passers-by. The New York
Puritans, dear good god-loving souls, must come over
here and prohibit it instantly, seconded by London’s
Puritans. Let us be sincere—let us not make such a fuss
over the exhibition of a property human head. Let us,
also, not stupidly associate Oscar Wilde’s moral twist
with the distinguished literary work he bequeathed to us.
The “wickedest” men have often produced the best art.
A heading in E. A. B’s article runs: “Phosphorescence
of Decay.” Would he declare the portion of the Bible
that relates the foundation of the Wilde-Strauss opera
shows “ Phosphorescence of Decay”? That is mere sen-
sational journalism. The subject has interested several
writers and musicians. We assume it is because it has
some wide bearing on life. Probably they are not very
friendly with those who are ever urging the necessity of
decent plays for decent people. What they urge 1s, possi-
bly, real plays for real people. Clement Scott was,
latterly, always talking of decency. It is erroneous to
imagine that art is political or owes its origin to do people
good. It does do good, but the men responsible for it
set out with no philanthropic end. A regard for the
public is stultifying to an art’s growth. The public must

be lead, as Wagner, among others, leads them. He was
no Puritan. And he suffered, in a degree, for his non-
humbug. As to the question of so-called morbidity in
modern music, that is merely a sign of the times. There
will be a re-action, but we shall go back to so-called mor-
bidity as surely as cheerfulness will follow. There is no
drama, however, in pure cheerfulness. We must have a
cloud. “Salome” has not the immense reach of a
Shakespearian drama, but it is human, and we read the
Bible narrative with reverence and an increasing know-
ledge of human nature. Why, if the subject is so inde-
cent? Enough has been said. But we cannot refrain .
from quoting a few lines from the Berlin correspondent

of “The Musical World ”: “The production of this mar-
vellous work was an epoch in our theatrical annals. The
theme of ‘Salome’ is exotic and terrible, to many people
even revolting, but—in contra-distinction to the legendary
plots of Wagner’s operas—it is true, and the characters
pulsate with life. As to the music, it holds one spell-
bound, from the moment the curtain rises (unannounced
by overture) to the end of the one long act that comprises

the gigantic work. It is the greatest music-drama of the
‘age, of .that f'che're can be no doubt; and it is not the con-
catenation o rds o ve us beli
On the contragéé?%ﬁrg%%&gﬁﬁ%gggﬁi egcb(lﬁtﬁ?s#e beagﬁ
of most delicate melody; ‘Salome’ has been not inaptly .




| compared to a vast Rubens picture,whieh cannot be ex-
aatted amined and criticised at a near distance, but

| which gains in proportion to the attention bestowed
upon it " 1t is strange that the centre of Osecar

Wilde's "Salome" being rotten with decay and a "pan._
n

Strauss' "salome" is the greatest music-drama of the
age . THE MUSICAL STANDARD shall not be Puritanieal
like "The Daily News." we believq)inl.ibeqﬁg in arte.
in being, im1BEHEr W BRI hded. Even more than
that,we will fight for it.
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to one of the volumes of the
‘ and my
h publications were

I'rials Series”

ht me a pleasant

Duckworth that he 1
d \ 1te

1 T
ity volumes entitle tate
{ Social ; but this book I have

of it I read in early

s were compiled

hes

book by one Jardine. Jardine's

little volumes, and well do I

1 - the trial of Sir Walter Raleigh

with that famous sentence of (‘«)l\("\, “T thou thee,
thou traitor "—the trial of the Earl of Essex, and

certain of the others.

i

I:‘w ry line of these four volumes of State Trials
“ 1s well worth reading to the student of litera-

ture. Perhaps not the least interesting is the trial
of the grandlather of Cowper, the poet, and the

trial also of the immediate llimlu‘v\«ui‘ of Lord

Byron in the peerage. It issingular that two ol

the most famous of modern poets should have been

so closely associated with trials for murder.

’I‘.’H‘ sth Lord Byron, it will be remembered, killed
his cousin, Mr. Chaworth, in an altercation at

the “ Star and Garter "’ tavern in Pall Mall in 17635.

He was declared ¢

; al £
tain privileges as a peer he was allowed to

ilty of manslaughter, but claim-

ot free. Spencer Cowper, the orandfather of
poet of the same name, was charged with the
murder of Sarah Stout in 1699. He was acquitted
he lived to be attorney-general and a distin-
d judee. while his brother was the first lord
hancellor of great Britain.
\H the
7.

of sta

same I had not intended to refer to trials
te significance when I expressed the wish

to see the publication of a series of English ‘;:'i(ll\‘
similar to these from Scotland. The interest ol
these Scottish trials, published by Mr. Hodge of
Glasgow, is that each volume is self-contained =
Madeleine Smith, Deacon Brodie, James Stewart of

Appin, each makes a separate volume. There are
sever trials within my memory, or within the
tradition of early years, that I should be glad to

make acquaintance with in this fashion.

I would willingly read of the trial of Wainwright,
the poisoner, whom some of us only know

through the essay by Mr. Oscar Wilde ; of Thurtell,

whom we know from references in George Borrow,

in Carlyle, and in many another quarter—only the
other that clever and prolific writer, “ Dick
Donovan,” wrote a novel upon it—above all of

e in the sixties created a [ever

.\]i‘]H"}', \\vi‘l()\("”(”\\-h
of excitement throuch England by murdering a
Mr. Briggs in a railway carriage. That frial is
known to the present generation only by an amus-
ing reference by Mr. Matthew Arnold. There are
great possibilities in a series of this kind if only
they have such good introductions and so many
interesting notes as are to be found in Mr. Hodge’s

SErlies.
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LITERARY "NOTES.,

In these suffragette days, when chain-mail for the House of Commons
police seems what the doctors call indicated, it is refreshing to find at least
one of the weaker sex with the courage of his opinions.' "In his *‘ Autour
du féminisme >’ M. Théodore Joran flings himself into the breach, and with
more zeal than grammar denounces the feminist mcvement as * the unclean
and dangerous reptile who ought to be crushed.” His stvle is not impec-

! cable, ‘and has drawn upon him the castigation of M. Salomon Reinach,

the learned secretary-general of the Académie des Inscriptions, who, in a
notice in the *“ Revue Critique,”” has not only reflected upon M. Joran's
parts of speech to some purpose, but 11‘55.\ s!m\vn_thut, svhnqlmnslcr though
he is, he has not even a distant acquaintance with the L.atin tongue. Yet
M. Joran gives some excellent and \\'elghi.\: reasons for th(j services of
women being paid at a less rate than those of men. - He says in effect that
women do not have to live on their wages, that they do not spend money on
tobacco or drinks for their fellows, and that they can make their own clothes.
The first of these reasons has, indeed, iittle f()\lnd;lt.l()l\ outside the trade of
literature, where the ladv bread-snatcher often obt:unf an und_ug* preference
bv the wealth which enables her to cultivate the social amenities; but the
second seems of unanswerable cogency, and the late Sir Walter Besant com-
mented more than once on the shameful fact that girls do not stand treat
to each other. But it is the third which affords most hope to the down-
trodden male, and points out the means by which he \}'111 soon be able to
defy female competition. Let him but learn to make his own clothes, and
he will be able to live on the siender stipend which is, teste M. Joran, suffi-
cient for the woman-worker. Perhaps it is after this end lh.nt some of the
most advanced members of the present Parliament are striving.. If so, 1
oather from the strictures of my fellow-journalists in the ‘* Tailor -and
Cutter *’ that their efforts, though praiseworthy in beginners, have not vet
been crowned with much success.

Signs are not wanting, however, that, in the matter of clothes, men
and women are beginning to think more nearly alike ‘fh:}n of Qld. An
article by M. Marcel Boulenger on *! Le Dandysme,” which is in form
a review of M. Boutel de Monvel's ** Beau Brummel ” and M. Jacques
Boulenger’s ‘ Les Dandys sous lLouis Philippe "-—how is this, by the
way, for, as bill-discounters say, pig upon pork?—gives one the sad im-

| pression that the race of dandies is extinct. The nearest the reviewer
can get to a modern copy of the gentiemen who in Queen Elizabeth’s
time useda to spend a fartune on.a coat is the late Oscar Wilde. But
that person was no more a dandy than was the decedsed nobleman who
appeared in private theatricals in trousers bespangled: with real diamonds.
The poet was indeed known to wear knee-breeches in morning .dress, . but.
the object, as in the. other case mentioned, was, plainly: to draw attention
to his legs-and otherwise to make himself conspicuous.. Either achieve-
ment would .be repulsive:to the true dandy, whose whole aim in life was
to be not gorgeously but perfectly dressed, and who would have' blushed
even more to find himself 'a day in advance of the fashion than at being a’
d'a_v behind it. ~ If any ohe seeks confirmation of this, ‘let him study the
charming scene—perhaps one of the wittiest: in the English: language—in
Vanbrugh's ** Relapse,”” where Lord Foppington, the prince of 'coxcombs,
and proud, as he says, to be at the head of so prevailing a party, devotes
himself to the:serious task of adorning his person. . Such an enthusiast
would have dressed well on a desert island, and probably cared very little
whether any one saw his clothes or not; but who has heard of a woman
going gorgeously except for the purpose of outshining her own sex, or
attracting the other? Wherefore it follows that, the advertisements to the
| contrary notwithstanding, there can be rno such thing as * Lady Dandies.”!

lusique a 1 Etrahger

Premiére représentation, & I'Opéra royal de
Dresde, de Salomé, drame lyrique, en un'
acte, d’Oscar Wilde; musique de M. Ri-
chard Strauss.

P

(De notre envoyé spécial)

L'Opéra de Dresde, coutumier de belles
fétes musicales, vient de représenter pour
[a premieres fois la Salomé,de M. Ri-
chard Strauss. C'est un événement d'une
importance toute particuliére, en raison
du nom de M. Strauss et de la valeur
exceptionnelle de son ceuvre.

Le sujet de la piece est trop connu
pour qu’il soit utile dy beaucoup insister.
Tous les lettrés savent 'éclat du conte
d’Hérodias, de Flaubert. Ils possedent,
ainsi la donnée de la Salomé, d'Oscar
Wilde. _

Celui-ci a délibérément supprimé fout!
ce qui pouvait servir d’exposition. Il
nous a supposés suffissmment instruits
"du sujet pour nous jeter désl'abord dans
I'action. Be la sorte, celle-ci peut se dé-
rouler avec une intensité dramatique’
singulitrement poignante dans le court
intervalle qui sépare le crépuscule du
lever du soleil. :

La Mort, '’Amour, et '’Amour dans la
Mort, voila toute la piece : Mort, Narra--
both, le jeune capitaine qui ne peut sup-
porter les paroles enfiévrées que Salomé
adresse a Jochanaan ; mort Jochanaan,
morte Salomé ; mort bientét Hérode
Antipas. C'est devant la téte morte du
Baptiste que Salomé chante ses plus dou--
ces, ses plus amoureuses plainfes; c’est
a une femme morte que ressemble cette
lune laiteuse et fugitive qui traverse len-
tement le ciel. Mais elle ressemble aussi
a la beauté d'une « jeune vierge », et ce
sont des mots d'amour que lui adressent
Salomé et Hérode, car elle est faite a
' I'image ‘de leur pensée et de leur destin,

Ce n'est point la Juive, «si charmante
et touchante d’humilité », que représente
Salomsé, c'est la Syrienne qui inspira:le
Cantique des cantiques, pour qui I'incests
est presque une loi, et Sémiramis, Loth
et Myrrha des divinités. C'est la Sy-
rienne en proie aux sept démons qui
confond, dans son culte d’amour, la
beauté, la mort et la résurrection ; et si
| I'histoire ne I'etit rendue véridique, nulle
fable n'etit été plus singuliérement pro-
fonde que celle de la rencontre de la fille
d’Hérodiade avec celui qui le premier
versa l'eau du baptéme sur le front.du
Ressuscité. Elle apostrophe audacieuse-
ment saint Jean; son amour, son désir,
elle 'exprime avee 'ardeur d’un adoles-
cent, et comme la Sulamite, c’est elle qui
lui_ peint ses charmes dans un langage
qui semble emprunté au Cantique des
cantiques (1) : , £

Jochanaan, je suis amoureuse de ton
corps! Jochanaan, ta chair est blanche comme
les-lis d'un.champ, gue la faucillen’a - -jamais
effleurés: Ta “chair: est blanche comme- la
neigerdes maonts ‘de la Judée. Les roses du
jardin. de la:reine d’Avabie ne sont point |
aissi blanches que.ton corps ; ni les roses du
jardin de la Reine, ni les premicres lueurs du |
cr}ép’usculle sur les feuailles, ni le sein de la |
luné sur la mer ne-sont aussi blanes que ton X
corps.’ Laissé-le-moi caresser, ton corps !

Je desire ta bouche; Jochanaan ! Ta bouche
est ‘comme uni-ruban d’éearlate au’ sommet
d'une tour d’ivoire ! Elle est comme un fruit
de.grenade, fendu par un couteau d’argent !
Les fleurs de grenade, dans les jarding de Tyt,
plus bralantes que les roses, ne sont point
aussi rouges. Les rouges fanfares des trom-
_pettes; qui annpncent I'arrivée des Rois. et
fdevant  Jesquelles . Uennémi- tremble, ! sonf,

moins rouges que.ta bouche rouge!. Ta bou-
rch@igst,p}us,rouge;que les pieds des vendan-
- gours.qul pressent le vin ‘dans les pressairs.
Jglle est-plus rouge que les pattes des tourte-
re,ﬁag qulnichient. dans les temples. Ta héu-
est comime un rameau de corail dans le
“erépuscule de 1a ‘mer, comme la pourpre des
‘trésors de Moab; la pourpre des Rois. Rien
“dang le:monde n’est aussi rouge que’ ta. hou=

ol
fert

chie.: Liaisse~la-moi baiger, ta houche.

LS B 1) Oy

S

(1) Je traduis ce fragment du texte allemand,
ailleurs remarquable, de M. Lachmann, 1'édi-
ancaise originale étant introuvable.

ns encombrante exposition,
san nture apgno.fondlé' de caractores,
sans fausse psychologie, les personnages
s’expriment et g'expliquent eux-mémes.
1ls disent leurs haines et leurs désirs :
Jochanaan..sa-haine des Pharisiens et
des Badduocéens; Hérodias, sa haine de
Jochanaan ; Salomé, ses désirs angois-
sés, ses espiegleries'sanglantes, son in-
différence & la mort de Narraboth dont
le cadavye la sépare de Jochanaan, sans
git'elle cesse. pour cela ces appels qui.ne
connaissent point de pudeunn. ‘Hérode,
par la seulevertu du mouvement drama-
tique, est tracé de main de maitre. 11 est
craintif, nerveux, luxurieux et désor-
danné; ses appétits ne sont- point glou-
tons,ilaimela débaucheraffinée;'inceste
lgtento s /il implore Salomé de boire dans |
si coupe, de mordre un.{ruit qu'il’ache-
vera, de s'asseoir. sur son tréne, de pdr-
tager sp puissance, enfin de danser,

"La Danse de Salomé! Mais ici la. mu-
sique intervient. Qu’'est devenu sous la
“plume du musicien cé poeme d'une sen-

sualifé aussi franche, d’'une poésie aussi

tequblante, mais ol I'émotion plastique
entre pour une part infiniment plus
grande que I’humanité? Salomé n'est
ppint devenue une. cantilene languide,

_soupirée a peine et d’un charme affadé.
.M. Slraiiss a compris que dans cette

volupité il y avait, du sang; et cest avec
du sang qu'il a exprimé, la sensualité de

Salomé. On ne frouve dans si partition’
“aucune de ces pages « charmantes » qui
.semblent étré le propre de tout orienta-

lisme. Tout y est fort et noble. Ne pensez
pas pour cela que la .poésie .de. la. piece
.ait-disparu; bien. au coutraire; elle est:
simplemerit traduite avec des moyens
fui. ne-sont ‘point traditionnéls. Il serait

:dif{@f;_ijé,dé‘trou’gpr une idée mieux adap-'
“tée au-caracterg du personnage que celle
de Salomé ; upe-gcene plus fvogalriceque
TCRRIOLE, 10U ;1 paysuge toul baignd
ge-lune semble, émancr. de Lorchesire,
qnames - fandis, gue Salome prodigue a
‘Na'rna,.ﬁgpthlles Dlus séduisantes.ayances.
..-Par.contre, c’est avecun lyrisme d’une
~intensité, d’une vielence extrémes, qu'est
.pendue la longue scéne entre Salomé et

Je Baptiste. On .imagime malaisément:

les accents de plusen plus exaspérés que:

M.-Steauss ‘a trouvés pour fraduire l'au-.
dacieux langage de:la fille d'Hérodiade.
sk - point  chanté .son -amourren|
gnélopfes - plainfives, ;mais il a déceld!

toute la puissance tragique que renferme!

cette, sorte d'éreflisme funebre, cel impur
parfum des cultes.de Syrie dont parle
=Miehelet. + ;

- 1l a,évogué un Orient non point brutal,

mais d'une extréme violence de couleur,

non pas- raffiné, mais dune - sensualité
~viritablement. barbare, et tout cela sans.
lapparneil pbligéide doubles pédales, sur-
ahontéesde gamanes mineures ou jouent

-de.facilbs seeopdes augmentées; il a a
peine andiqué par des suifes de tfons.en-
~tieps une, atmosphere: particuliere et la

-danse: meéme derSdlomé, toute vivante,
<foufe sheurtée :de  rythmes qui s’entre-
“.choquent comme des cris de lugure, ex-

prime le « drame » avec autant d’inten-

sifé que la parole. L
> Tlnem'esf pas permis d'analyser en

détail une ceuvre qui s’annonce comme
l'ung des manifestations les plus impor-
" tantes de l'art contemporain. Salomé est

la premiére ceuvre allemande de grand
style qui s’écarte sensiblement de la
f6rme wagnérienne A-ce ~point-de ‘vue

pa ¥

particulier, la représentation fut d’'un

“inférét capital, adtant parla nouveauté
“propre du développemen{ musical dra-
“matique inauguré par: M. Strauss, que
“parlesintéressantes comparaisonsquelle
Susciteavec certaines eavres récemment

““parues én France:"Ainsi’paralt se géné-
“raliser une évolution dansle drame lyri-

‘que qui semble devoir donner des résul-
“{ats inattendus. * - -

' Plus personniel que Fewuersnot, d'inven-
-#ion mélodigue plus choisie, Salomé vaut
‘eficore-par la prodigieuse qualité de Ia
‘mhise en ceuvre, La mélodie y est dégagée |
de toute harmonie traditionnelle. L’éeri- [

" ture y est d’une liberté qui semble braver
“toute contrainte. It ‘ne faudrait point en

5 j;rjger; d'aprés une' réduction de piano;

“quelle 'que’ soit sa perfection; elleé ne

it rendrela'séduction d'un orchés-
merveillenx de variété, de souplesse
éntion, oir les plus i bla

““1.& longte ‘attente qui précede T'appa-
rition de la téte du Baptiste hors de'la
“citerfie, la’ Tongue scene ou Salomé tén-
“drt et haineuse baise enfin les levres du
“pifirt; son * triomphie’ ot Tamour méme.
“s'exaspere encore; sont des pages ou I'on
treuye une émotion rare qu'il est donné
a'peu dartistes de fdire sentir. =
Certes,. M, Richard Strauss ne s'est
point.laissé tenter par ces curiosités ins-
trumentales que son sujet et sa virtuo-
sité téchnique lui eussent permis. Mais
cependant,, a maintes reprises c'est a
I'orcliestre que,_sont dues les plus rares
impressions tragigues. Je cxtgral entre |
autres, pendant la scéne ou Salomé at- |
tend 14 téte de Jochanaan, les gémisse- |
“ments que produisent sur un roulement
de timBales, .les sons harmoniques des |
coiitrébasses a découvert, Cela est neuf |
-el-prodigieysement expressif. . *
‘Ui -ipstrument nouveau, déja utilisé |
“dang Ta-Symphonia_Domestica apparais-
“sait-pour la. premigre fois dans un or-
~chestre,de théatre : c’est «'heklophone»,
‘instrament -dont  Wagner réclamait la
Galion il v umne quarantaing d’années.

’;CI::- 1 L 3 3
(Uesk un instrament en bois, & anche, a
“loctave imférieure du hautbois — dont

tras caractéristique, est douce
et mordante a la fois.. .
11 me reste, aprés avoir essayé de vous
dire la valéur singuliere de Salomé, de
vous parler de son interprétation. La

aussi¢e fuf un ¢merveillement. Grace aux
| soins intelligents d™un intendant général
L ami des arts et treés,averti de toul ce qui
les concerne, Son Excellence le comte de
Seebach, Salomé a été réalisée de facon
& soutenir la comparaison avecles scenes
les plus réputées d'Europe. Un orchestre’
| de cent musiciens, d’une -homogénéité,
{ d'une sonorité remarquables,® était eon-
[ duit par M. Von Schuch, 'émirent ca~
| pellmeister qui,depuis plus de trenteans, !
préside . aux destinéées, de 1'Opéra de |
Dresdel a conduit cette partilion, ‘d’une.
difficulté inouie avec une . siireté, une
souplesse et-une ardeur réellement ad-
Hieables. v g 5
M. Burrian chantait Hérotle, dessinant
le rdle en une curieuse silhonette de
despote maladif et inquief; il ao0sé le
pousser par moment jusqu’au grotesque
et “@ reconstitué ainsi la figure saisis-
sante que 'auteur avait concue. ;
- “Mme ‘Wittich n"a‘pas.le physique qui
couvient & Salomé, mais a chanté le role
javec uneexpression si intense, avec une
chaleur si persuasive, gu’elle’est parve--
nue a donner lillusion dune. Salomé
idéale. Jochanaan,- e'étdit” M. Perron,
bien connu des habitués de Bayreuth,
quiapprécient son expérience et son au--
torité. LeQuintette ‘desjuifs' — un épi- |
sode remarquable de ‘la piéce — a été
rendu a la perfection par des artistes de |
premier ordre, qui onf consenti a jouer |
ces personnages secondaires, I est vrai-
que ce morceau est dune telle com-
plexité musicale que seuls des ehanteurs,
de ‘grande valeur-pouvaient 'exécuter:

“lasonorif;

.

alnsi. |

‘Une mise en scéne d'un “gott parfait, |
des éclairages judicieusement réglés, un |
décar d’une.ingénieuse poésie, Ao au fa~ |
Ignt ‘de M. Rieck, complétaient 1'attrait

3 Spaciacle. /-
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y reference to one ol the volumes of the

M
%

expression_of a desire that such publications were
1ssued in England as well has brought me a pleasant
reminder from Mr. Gerald Duckworth that he is the
publisher ol four dainty volumes entitled State
Trials, Political and Social ; but this book I have
long had on my shelves. Much of it I read in early
vears, when certain of these trials were compiled
from Howell’s huge book by one Jardine. Jardine’s
work was in two little volumes, and well do I
remember reading the trial of Sir Walter Raleigh

certain of the others.

very line of these four volumes of State Trials
is well worth reading to the student of litera-

. ture. Perhaps not the least interesting is the trial
. of the grandlather of Cowper, the poet, and the

trial also of the immediate predecessor of Lord
Byron in the peerage. It issingular that two of
the most famous of modern poets should have been
so closely associated with trials for murder. —

'1‘11e 5th Lord Byron, it will be remembered, killed

his cousin, Mr. Chaworth, in an altercation at
the “ Star and Garter ” tavern in Pall Mall in 1765.
He was declared guilty of manslaughter, but claim-
ing certain privileges as a peer he was allowed to
@o scot free. Spencer Cowper, the grandfather of
the poet of the same name, was charged with the
murder of Sarah Stout in 1699. He was acquitted
and he lived to be attorney-general and a distin-
cuished judge, while his brother was the first lord
chancellor of great Britain.

1l the same I had not intended to refer to trials

of state significance when [ expressed the wish

to see the publication of a series of English trials
similar to these from Scotland. The interest of
these Scottish trials, published by Mr. Hodge of
; Glasgow, is that each volume is self-contained—
. Madeleine Smith, Deacon Brodie, James Stewart of

Appin, each makes a separate volume. There are
several trials within my memory, or within the

tradition of early years, that I should be glad to |

make acquaintance with in this fashion.

would willingly read of the trial of Wainwright, |
the poisoner, whom some of us only know
through the essay by Mr. Oscar Wilde ; of Thurtell,
whom we know from references in George Borrow, |

in Carlyle, and in many another quarter—only the
other day that clever and prolific writer, ‘Dick
Donovan,” wrote a novel upon it—above all of
Miiller, who somewhere in the sixties created a fever

of excitement through England by murdering a |
Mr. Briggs in a railway carriage. That trial is |
= e

known to the present generation only by an amus-

ing reference by Mr. Matthew Arnold. There are
great possibilities in a series of this kind if only

interesting notes as are to be found in Mr. Hodge’s
series.

“Notable Scottish Trials Series” and my |
{
i

. —with that famous sentence of Coke’s, ‘I thou thee, |
| thou traitor "—the trial of the Earl of Essex, and !

they havedissed9ensst3 Universityaaibrary:(| so many
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In these suffragette days, when chain-mail for the House of Commons
police seems what the doctors call indicated, it is refreshing to find at least

; ‘ s iniianddl Rt Ny
| one of the weaker sex with the courage of his opiniens.' ‘In his ‘‘ Autour

du féminisme »* M. Théodore Joran flings himself into the brea‘fh. and with
more zeal than grammar denounces the feminist mcvement as *‘ the unclean

. and dangerous reptile who ought to be crushed.” His style is not impec-
! cable, ‘and has drawn upon him the castigation of M. Salomon Reinach,

the learned secretary-general of the Académie des Inscriptions, who, in 51
notice in the *“ Revue Critique,” has not only reflected upon M. Joran's
i &

| parts of speech to some purpose, but has shown that, schoolmaster though

he is, he has not even a distant acquaint.anco with the Latin tonp:'u(:.\ \e!é
M. Joran gives some excellent and weighty reasons fof the s¢ ;{\:\‘Lesh?t
women being paid at a less rate than those of men.  He says in e ect tha
women do not have to live on their wages, that they do not spend honsy on
tobacco or drinks for their fellows, and that they can make their own clothes%
The first of these reasons has, indced, little foundation outside the trade o
literature, where the lady bread-snatcher often obtains an und}io_g preference
bv the wealth which enables her to cultivate the sov_!al a‘m‘(-nmes‘; but the
second seems of unanswerable cogency, and the late Sir \'\‘nlter Besant com-
mented more than once on the shameful fact that girls do not stand Fr(fnt
to each other. But it is the third which affords most hope to the down-

| trodden male, and points out the means by which he will soon be able to
| defy female competition. Let him but learn to make his own clothes, and

he will be able to live on the slender stipend which is, teste M. Joran, suffi-

| cient for the woman-worker. Perhaps it is after this end that some of the

most advanced members of the present P;n‘liamen_t are strivin;‘:’.' 'If 0, 1
gather from the strictures of my fellow-journalists in the ‘‘ Tailor -and
Cutter »’ that their efforts, though praiseworthy in beginners, have not yet
been crowned with much success.

Signs are not \vamipg, howeycr, that, in the matter of clpthes, men
and women are beginning to think more nearly uhl\;? t}n}n o.f. o'ld.f An
article by M. Marcel Boulenger on ** Le Darld_\'smf‘, W 11\(?11 \15 IR S
a review of M. Boutel de Monvel's bem{ ~bmnﬂmel ll.,ld T Jacques
Boulenger’s * Les Dandys sous l:ouxs thl:pp(; -»-—}ww is this, ’bx }hc
way, for, as bill-discounters say, pig upon pork?—gives one the sad im-
pression that the race of dandies is egtmct. The _nearest the _revxewéyllj
can get to a modern copy of the gentiemen who in Queen Elizabeth’s
time usea to spend. a fartune on.a coat is: the late Oscar Wilde. But:
that person was no more a dandy than was’the decedsed nobleman who.
appeared in private theatricals in trousers bespangled with real diamonds.
The poet was indeed known to wear knee-breeches in morning .dress, . but.
the object, . as in the. other case mentioned, was, plainly : to draw attention
to his legs-and otherwise to make himself conspicuous. . Either achieve-
ment would -be repulsive’to the true dandy, ‘whose whole aim in life was.
to be not gorgeously but perfectly dressed, and who would have blushed
even' more to find himself'a day in advance of the fashion than at being - a’
day behind it. - If anv one ‘seeks confirmation of this, ‘let him ‘study the,
charming scene—perhaps one of the wittiest in the English language—in
Vanbrugh’s ** Relapse,’” where Lord Foppington, the prince of ' coxcombs,
and proud, as he says, to be at the head of so prevailing a party, devotes
himself to the:serious task of adorning his person. . Such an enthusiast
would have dressed well on a desert island, and probably cared very little’
whether any one saw his clothes or not; but who has heard of a woman
going gorgeou f @@}ﬁ 5 5?& iningoper own sex, or
attracti:g %he ;)M”}ﬁﬁ@%@??f e Ft'?gom'ss[ aetwﬁxe ad;gg{:ements.to the-

L contrary notwithstanding, there can be no such thing as ** Lady Dandies.”,




Premiére représentation, & 1'Opéra royal de

- Dresde, de Salomé, drame lyrique, en un'
acte, d'Oscar Wilde; musique de M. Ri-
chard Strauss.

- (De notre envoyé spécial)

L'Opéra de Dresde, coutumier de belles
fétes musicales, vient de représenter pour
fa premieres fois la Salomé,de M. Ri-
chard Strauss. C'est un événement d'une
importance toute particuliere, en raison
du nom de M. Strauss et de la valeur
exceptionnelle de son ceuvre.

Le sujet de la piéce est trop connu
pour qu’il soit utile d’y beaucoup insister.
Tous les lettrés savent 1'éclat du conte
d'Hérodias, de Flaubert. Ils possedent,
ainsi la donnée de la Salome, d'Oscar
Wilde. .

Celui-ci a délibérément supprimé tout!
ce qui pouvait servir d’exposition. Il
nous a supposés suffissmment instruits
"du sujet pour nous jeter désl'abord dans
l'action. De la sorte, celle-ci peut se dé-
rouler avec une intensité dramatique’
singulierement poignante dans le court
intervalle qui sépare le crépuscule du
lever du soleil. ; ;

‘La Mort, 'Amour, et 'Amour dans la
Mort, voila toute la piece : Mort, Narra-
both, le jeune capitaine qui ne peut sup-
porter les paroles enfiévrées que Salomé
adresse a Jochanaan ; mort Jochanaan,.
morte Salomé ; mort bientét Hérode
Antipas. C'est devant la téte morte du
Baptiste que Salomé chante ses plus dou--
ces, ses plus amoureuses plainfes; c’est
a une femme morte que ressemble cette
lune laiteuse et fugitive qui traverse len-
tement le ciel. Mais elle ressemble aussi
a la beauté d'une « jeune vierge », et ce.
sont des mots d'amour que lui adressent
Salomé et Hérode, car elle est faite a
i I'image -de leur pensée et de leur destin,

Ce n’est point la Juive, «si charmante
et touchante d’humilité », que représente
‘Salomé, c’est la Syrienne qui inspira le
‘Cantigue des cantiques, pour qui I'inceste
est presque une loi, et Sémiramis, Loth
et Myrrha des divinités. C'est la Sy-
rienne en proie aux sept démons qui
confond, dans son culte d'amour, la
- beauté, la mort et la résurrection ; et si
| I'histoire ne I'ett rendue véridique, nulle
fable n'etif été plus singulierement pro-
fonde que celle de la rencontre de la fille
‘d’Hérodiade avec celui qui le premier-
versa 'eau du baptéme sur le front.du
Ressuscité. Elle apostrophe audacieuse-
ment saint Jean; son amour, son désir,
elle 'exprime avee 'ardeur d’un adoles-
cent, et comme la Sulamite, c’est elle qui
lui peint ses charmes dans un langa
qui semble emprunté au Cantique ajeg
cantiques (1) : L ; -4

Jochanaan, je suis amoureuse de ton
corps! Jochanaan, ta chair est blanche comme
les lis- d'un ehamp, que la faueillen’a jamais
effléurés: Ta--chair: est. blanehse comme- la
neigerdes mants ‘de la Judée. Les roses du
jardin de la:reine d’Arabie ne sont point |
apssi blanches que_ton corps ; ni les roses du '

‘Jardin de la Reine, ni les premicres lueurs du
crepuscule sur les feailles, ni le sein de la
luné sur 'la mer ne-sont aussi blanes que ton
corps.” Laissé-le-moi.caresser, ton corps !

- Je desire ta bouche; Jochanaan! Ta bouche
est ‘comme uni-ruban d’éearlate au’ sommet’
d'une tour d’ivoire ! Elle est comme un fruit
dg‘.g;e’n,ade,:gendu par un couteau d’argent !
Les flénrs de grenade, dans les jarding de Tyr,
plus bralantes que les roses, ne ont point
aussi rouges. Les rouges fanfares des 'trom-
_pettes; qui annoncent larrivee des Rois: et
‘devait Jesquelles . I'ennémi- tremble,  sont
(moins rouges que.ta bouche rouge!. Ta bou-
‘chesest plusrouge; que les pieds des vendan-
i@gg@l pressent le vin ‘dans les pressoirs.

‘est-plus rouge que les pattes des tourte-
es (uinichent. dans les temples. Ta bou- |
05l comime un rameau de corail dans le

Hal
10]
ok
| erépuscule de 1a ‘mer, comme la pourpre-des
“trdsors de Moab;, la pourpre des Rois.‘ﬁie‘n
~dans le:monde n’est aussi rouge que ta. hou

-dlappareil obligéide doubles pédales sur-

~tiers une, atmegphere: particuliere et 'la

«toute sheurtée :de  pythmes qui s’enire-
“.ehoquent comme des-cris de luxure, ex-

" fantes de l'art contemporain. Salomé est

- Liaisse-la-moi baiger, ta bouehe, = -

S Oy et g

5

(1) Je 'traduis ce fragment dﬁ;texte&alléﬂgil;;
illeurs remarquable, de M. Lachmann, 1'édi-
neaise origingle. étant infrouvable.
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8 ein re;ap?gqfqga;d. - caractores,
sans fausse psychologie, les personnages

s'expriment et d’expliquent eux-mémes,
1ls disent leurs haines et leurs désirs :
' Jeehanaan.sa . haine des Pharisiens et
des 'gd:—ddhdéems; Hérodias, sa haine de
Jochanaan ; Salomé, ses désirs angois-
sés, ses espiegleries:sanglantes, son in-
différence & la. mort - de Narraboth dont
le cadavye la sépare de Jochanaan, sans:
git'elle cesse. pour cela ces appels qui ne,
connaissent point de pudeun. Hérode,
par la seule vertu du mouvement drama-
tique, est tracé de main de maitre. 11 est,
craintif, nerveux, luxurieux et désor-
dgnué; ses appétits ne sont point glou-
tons,ilaimela débaucheraffinée; l'inceste
lgstente -l implore Salomé de boire dans
sa coupe, de mordre un.fruit, qu'il’achd-
vera, dé s'asseoir.sur son tréne, de par-
tager.sa puissance, enfin de danser,
~ La Danse de Salomé! Mais ici la, mu-
sique intervienf. Qu'est devenu sous la’
plume du musicien ¢é poéme d’une sen-
sualifé aussi franche, d’une poésie aussi
irqublante; mais.ol I'émolion plastigue
entre pour une part infiniment plus
grande que I'humanité? Salomé n'est
sppint devenue une. cantilene languide,
_sg'upirée, d.peine et d’'un charme affadé.
.+M. Slraiiss a compris que dans cette
volupité il y avait, du sang; et clest avec

du sang qu'il a exprimé, la sensualité de !

Salomé, On nie trouve dans si partition’
“aucune de ces pages « charmantes » qui
-semblent étre le propre de tout orienta-
lisme. Tout y est forl etnoble. Ne pensez

pas pour cela que la .poésie .de. la piece |

.ait-disparu s bien. au_coutraire ; eilg est
si mplgmeﬁ%t ‘traduite ‘avec des moyens
gl ne-sont point traditionnels. Il serait

ficile de’trouyer une idée mieux adap-!

e au-caractorg du personnage que celle

> S3EME supe-gcene plus gvogatriceqie
premdore, .ou ;le paysage tout baigns’

dRAZaa AR, Gl Salomo,priodigne 2.
Narraboth.les plus séduisantes ayances.

.contre, c'est avecun lyrisme d’une

_intensité, d’une vielence extrémes, qu'est’
.rendue la longue scéne entre Salomé et!
le Baptiste. On imagime malaisément-
les accents de plusen plus exaspérés que.
~M-.Steauss :a trouvés pour traduire I'au-.
dacieux langage ci;}eela;,éﬁl'le «d’Hérodiade. .
Ak pia peint chanté .son ‘amour:en|
‘Mon%e&%&in,ﬁveﬁ;ﬁ.;mais- i a ﬁé@ebé!
dbute la puissanee tragique qq(—}~x'.en~f<;rn'1ej
cétte,sorte d'érefisme funebre, ceb impur
parfum des cultes.de Syrie donf parle
~Miehelet, = - g A :
- 1l a,évoqué un Orient non point brutal,
maijs d'une extréme.violence de couleur,
non pas-raffiné, mais dune  sensualité
~¥éritablement. barbare, et tout cela sans.

apontéesde gamanes mineures ol jouent
-de.facilbs secopdes augmentées; il a a
peine andiqué par des suites de tons.en-

-danse: méme de:Salomé, toute vivante,

prime le « drame » avec autant d’inten-

sité que la parole. L
.~ T'nem'est pas permis darnalyser en

_détail une ceuvre qui s'annonce comme
T'ung des manifestations les plus impor-

la premiére ceuvre allemande de grand
style qui s’écarte sensiblement de la
f6rme wagnérienne: A-ce-point-de ‘vue

particulier, la représentation fut d'un
“inférét-capital, adtant’ par la nouveauté |
propre du développement musical dra-
atique inauguré par M. Strauss, que
lesintéressantes comparaisonsqu’elle
vee certaines euvres récemment
France: 'Ainst paralt ‘se ‘géné-'
liser une éyolution dansle drame lyri-
> qui semble devoir donner des résul-
inaftendus. * - - i
lus personnel que Fewersnot, d’inven-
mélodigue plus choisie, Salomé vaut
par la prodigieuse qualité de la
_ceuvre, La mélodie y est dégagée |
1te harmonie ‘traditionnelle. L’éeri- |
liberté qui semble braver
nte. If'ne faudrait point en
r-d’apres une réduction de piano;
uelle "que’ soit sa perfection; elle ne
rait fendre Ta'séduction d'up erch

7L longtie ‘attente qui pré

“citertie, la’ Tongue scéne ou Salomé tén-
“drt et haigeuse baise enfin les levres du
"iibrt; son  triomplie’ b Tamour meéme
“exaspbre encore, sont des pages ol I'on

¢
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flion de la téte du Baptiste hor

o ¥ % 2!

troaye une émotion rare qu'il est donné
a'peu dartistes de faire sentir. :

Certes, M. Richard Strauss ne s'est

ppint laissé tenter par ces curiosités ins-
trumentales que son sujet et sa virtuo-
sité téchnique lui eussent permis. Mais
cependant, a maintes reprises c'est a
1"orc.fjes‘tre que, sont dues les plus rares
impressions tragiques. Je citerai entre |
autres, pendant la scéne ou Salomé at- |
ten;l la. téte de J'olchanaan, les gé_rmsse-,i
‘ments gue produisent sur un roulement |
de timbales, les sons harmoniques ‘des |
coitrébasses a découvert, Cela est neuf
-el-prodigieysement expressif. . °
Ul -imstrument nouveau, -déja utilisé |
“dans la. Symphonia Domestica apparais-
g’* {L%:,,“ﬁﬁ‘/lﬁ?brémiere fois dans un or-
475 éﬁéf;'é,;dc theitre : c'est «'heklophoney,
Cinstpument wdont “Wagner réclamait la
Lertabion’il ya une quaranfaing d’années.
Cest un instrument.en bois, a anche, a
“loctave imférieure du hautbois — dont
“lasonorité. trés caractéristique, est douce
‘et mordante a la fois.. . .

11 me reste, aprés avoir essayé de vous
dire la valéur singuliere de Salomé, de
vous parler de son interprétation. La

l aussi ¢e fut un gmerveillement. Grace aux,
I goins intelligents d’un infendant général .
i ami des arts et tres,averti de tout ce qui
' les concerne, Son Excellence le comte de .
- Seebach, Salomé a été réalisée de facon
' & soutenir la comparaisonavecles scénes
| les plus réputées d'Burope. Un orchestre’
| de cent musiciens, d'une - homogénéité,
{ d'une'sonorité remarquables,* élait eon-
duit par M. Von Schuch, ’éminent ca-
| pellmeister qui,depuis plus de trenteans, |
| préside . aux destinéees, de 'Opéra de
Dresdedl a conduit cette partilion, ‘d’une.
diffieulté inouie avec une . sireté, une
souplesseé et-une ardeur réellement ad-,
Bypables. - oty et 3t

M. Burrian chantait Hérotle, dessinant
le role en une curieuse silhoustte de
despote maladif et inquiet; il aosé le:
pousser par moment jusqu'au grotesque
et ‘a’ reconstitué ainsi la figure saisis-
sante que auteur avait concue.
“Mine Wittich na'pas le physique qui
couvient & Salonié; mais acpbante le role
avec une expression si iniense, avec une
chaleur si persuasive, gu'elle’est parve--
nag a donner lillusion diune. Salpmé
idéale. Jochanaan,- ¢'était” M. Perron, |
bien connu des habitués de Bayreuth,
quiapprécient son expérience et son au--
torité. Le Quintette des: juifs — un épi-
sode remarquable de la piece — a été:
rendu a la perfection par des artistes de |
premier ordre, qui onf consenti a jouer |
ces personnages secondaires; 11 est vrai-
que ce morceau est dune telle com-

' plexité musicale que seuls des ehanteurs,
de grande valeur-pouvaient I'exécuter:

ainsi. ;
. Une mise en scene d'un "goit parfaif,
des éclairages judicieusement réglés, un
décar d'une.ingénieuse poésie, du au ta-
Ignt ‘de M. Rieck, complétaient 'attrait:
dn spectacle, . t-oER o ‘

* Robert Brusel: "
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Y an- THE WAYFARER ztterance. Months afterwards he receives the | meaning for him either. He does nob regret profoundly felt; but effective “ Mi&l’i, e n
¥ Sunt lacrimae rerum.—VERGIL. ﬁOO:.Ofdpl}pf‘r’ and h_e begins to write down, anything that he has done, save that unlucky except in the scene of the bm? of m’f‘ms ; A
Lé It woulfl be hard to find a sadder book than c:"Zasl‘ur l;JOmt.cd periods, il:ftel'\\'i,ll‘(‘lﬂ with in- [ appeal to the social law. He is a born anti- Yo A mam’r,scnpt, v'lherc a departure from ﬂw ub:;:;- I
;})mt})vhlch Oscar Wilde wrote in Reading Gaol, - t}:::i htuenc}?{ t;nd sust]amcd development, [ nomian, he says, and knows that nothing that < " ;i ¥ 3?:551: OII”;&SCHde by the poet was, as usual, | 1R ,
e Profundis.* The sadness grows as the | RALS which were clamorous for speech. | he does matters, but only what he is. Ha - e c : 3 BY WILLIAM ARCHER g g b
4 8k 1 e ¢ i s he Sy ; ) c ~ 1 i
bages become more cheerful ; for the tragedy Anélh-wha.t is the change? He discovered | then forgotten that shrewd discovery of the P‘n THE DRAMA IN BERLIN A SUBSCRIPTION THEATRE. i LELE
] tl}eepgsus, There-aze-some: whik Fetose: te take i;glewa:g H:; 1111{11501{.. It \msla great thing. | earlier days of sorrow,  that every little action 2 ¥ : . Befc;fe clost}‘ng these hasty liotes I mugt sa}; i § i
e book seriously. i e : ; as not himself great; he was vastly | of t} . Ly N | 3 8 something of a very interesting experimen F i ks
Wilds r:emr l‘sas; iOL:h Cl:;ic hds,smq. that i e thas he sumvo;ed, gl Chmi’ & 'xlflﬁc:;:?x:oav‘<llay makes or um}hlkes charac- = v WILL[AM ARCHER | THE DRAMA IN BERLIN.-——-I”- which Director Reinhardt, of the Deutsches i A l
0% e 16 i the:efop: cellzl, ‘v.bas incap- pathetiumile 40 the: ddes that he was's ﬁ'rcaz cha,n‘]bcr o:e \]Vl::tt one lmis done in the secret 2 ‘ { B : | & Theater, has in view. Immediately adjoining id (1t :
oF the dec'p g ci)u~ liO cry qut personage in literature; but by a paradox | the llOll"el());’h SIUIM~(ay to cry aloud on S | ‘ sy ; i the theatre he already occupies, he is building & & | ;
D (;\'er' e, 3 read, . SIOBNDY | i to some, though strange to him, he | awa b\fu. l].- % et e g | o) | ; ERMANN AND Bnglsnd end Bussia (ut mainly Engla?d) @ new theatre for a series of what he calls |
MAGE Sk it y page. But the‘ ad.verse judg- fhmil “withis - himaeis : Sl f:r g t’l~ l \ Y L ore his new cheerfulness. During | II.WSUD hold the bill, to the entire exclusion of Ger- | « Kammerspiele ”— chamber performances” in ¥
e l:;).;m_pnsmg. It is quxte.m the way Ml e g far greater than | his first year n prison he could do nothing ‘ WEDEKIND many, at the Kleines Theater, This is rather a'| the sense in which we speak of * chamber E
mim"e Philistine to refus.a to believe in the He d‘t‘SCl‘ibes g ‘3.-‘” L gy else bbut wring his hands in impotent 1 ‘ : i hall than a theatre, seating scarcely more than | music.”- The theatre, luxuriously appointed, is {
i Ei‘l ISU'S sincerity, Aﬂ.d. this fellow, above all! R e 3 ““} Eiryl in words of dt‘sl»axxf', crying, “ What an ending, what aa 300 people. Access to it is gained by a single | to accommodate an audience of only 200, On i
: H“smvc_{c”’to practitioner in the art of pose! Si‘nccrit g ul;e. fau , as eclare, of perfect appalling ending!” Now he cried, * What a ¢ What, now, of the modern German drama? staircase, opening from Unter den Linden. | the other hand, the revolving stage is very i
ere he is, posing to himself as usual in his - u)’- e ound that he had no quarrel | beginning, what a wonderful beginning !” Men ity a8 admire and value the rich dramatic What the County Council would say to this | large, and will admit of every sort of scenic | i
: prison-cell, and writing himself down, as soon ;Vldl ,16 \"Oblld,. none with the society which | had pointed to him as showing whither the ; literature which has sprung up during S arrangement I do not know—or rather T do | effect. Subscribers alone are to be admitted to’ i |
] as hehas the privilege of paper and ink. thit ha mif trampled him underfoot, none with him- | artistic life led : he would do such work in the past, seventeen or eighteen years, I muss own know. Nor is one re-assured, on entering, 10| these performances. Between October and !
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upon himself. His cry out of the deep begins
with the recognition of this blunder. He had
tried to make his own life a work of art, and the
result was utter failure. It is true that he does
not recognise more than a small part of the
reason for the failure, but the fact is borne in
upon him irresistibly. He had meant to make
! his life a harmony of refined pleasures. To
accentuate them he had made experiment
of the grossly sensual, but he hints—and
the hint is full of interest—that he had
handled this lightly, not in the vulgar
way that his accusers imagined: it was the
tentative discord that was to be resolved, the
| muck, if you will, out of which the blossom of
a flower-like life was to spring. He was to
stand before the world a symbolic man, the
-eéponymouns master of a consummate culture.
Such was hisaim. Now picture this manon a
certain day as he deseribes himself : handcuffed,
in hideous convict-garb, standing under a
November drizzle on the platform at Clapham
Junction, where for one whole half-hour fre-
quent trains disgorge their vulgar load, first to
' look with gaping curiosity at the gaol-bird and

to be delicately tasted: not to be allowed to
master him, of course, but to be touched lightly
as one of many sensations. The habit - was
formed, and it prevailed. When the heavenly
vision came, what did he make of it? He seized

Do not expect to find a new style in the man; | | and drapers?” “Ido my best,” he answered ;
his artistic method was long since formed, and | | “atall events, I do not go out of my way to
remains intact. You must look for a graceful | | puzzle them. Look at your Russian anarchist
impertinence of phrase, and you will find it, | | again, Yes, I know what you meant, and
He has a new subject, but he treats it in the old | | agres with you; but how many would under- it eagerly as new material for artistic work. Is
way. His new experience leads him to study | | stand? And why should you want to adver- not thacasuﬁic{éntly tragic failure? His place
with new interest a personality which had long | | tise your connexion with a disreputable affair in hell is not among the sensuous, but rather in
before fascinated him. Christian, bear with | | like the Cosmopolitan? I don’t know how you |1 e company of him who made il gran rifiuto.
him ; have patience with the Oscar Wilde of | | can stand it yourself.” Do you remember your complaint of John In-
old days who always considered ‘ the young This was startling, for Harvey is no pharisee lesant, that Shorthouse had not the courage to
Galilean peasant ” one of the most charming | | in respect of the company he keeps. I did not, xgnake h’im pay the full price for his refusal of
figures of romance, delighting above all in however, try a retort. “But remember,” I the divine call? I did not agree with ‘you,
‘Renan’s “ Fifth Gospel,” and finding in the | pleaded lazily, “that I am a professed way- because comedy is as true to life as tragedy,
Sermon on the Mount the most delicate sugges- | farer. Igo through the world studying men and as divine. But you can make no
tions of the artistic temperament. Bear with | and their cities.” “And their mores,” he ad & of. Oscar Wilde. He caught
him, I say ; for hehas hold of one thread in the | added bitterly; “that, I suppose, is why you coml. L f the catastro h; himself: it
strand of truth, and you will not be surprised | study Oscar Wilde, if he could be called a man.” | gll(‘lmg:‘ ‘;, ible traged ia said, if he did
to find that in his prison cell he makes a new I know my friend’s feeling on the subject, and wotn]. < 4 dor:'; % 1e1ew irti’;;:io work’ that was |
discovery of the Man of Sorrows. Have patience | I respect it. Therefore I said nothing, and he ﬁo OW: % ssi[;ﬂo for him. But he put the|
with him still; for he cannot speak even now returned to his theme witha less caustic manner. tl:gul;ht l::my. he Wwould .do this work. The |
without a flavour of impertinence. The man and #“Ireally don’t know how you could write about | aktastrophe ca:me swiftly. ‘Ring down the
the style are one. If he wrote otherwise, you him at all without strong condemnation. Of curtain,’ I said, ‘and let us go home in silence.’
might begin to doubt his sincerity. You course, what this man says about ‘enthusiastic You do’ not wi’sh always to show the end of
will have need of all your patience. And yet eulogy’ is nonsense. But how could you deal

; i i 1 both the literary.
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Since the absurd report of Mr. Wilde being still ‘
dive appeared in the papers Ikbave rqulggg 328 3
gtters from different sources asking me i = 4 * SFYV ; % : 1 he De &y

jort were true. Perhaps you will make known to ! i 1azow yEda n@%mbnmng&e;s%wg.g 'ﬂm, seventy ‘pezform.en. How can Buchtbza
hose interested in the subject t%;}igollownég facts; | 843 310 %Sa&'ll x 'ade*ba%ivmm?atﬁne? S :
(At the time of his death Mr. Wilde owed a con- jfu 4 : i : =

iderable sum of money to Paris tradespeople, who | | SSV ‘H0XQT N o 3

ut of regard for a fallen and distinguished man | } ‘SUVAL 9 - SITAVISH

7 11 Pr h instincts) had given him | 3 :
contrary to a ench instincts a v ot MIN s‘xQOO iy

onsiderable credit. When nursing him during his :
ast illness he asked me, as one of his most inti- o
pate friends, that in the event of his death I |
hould endeavor to see that those who had been |
ind to himm were paid. Instead of raising diffi-
ulties, as they might easily have done, the French
reditors, directly he was dead, accepted without |
ny demur my personal promise that they would i

s : on the catastrophe on the stage—the murders, % e paid in course of time. For a foreigner to die ﬁbtiv&,;-&nd, _&fe not bent on getﬁngthe higb&:
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i £ 1’ 5 . | had only the prologue so far. It would seem t htex.‘ed limb? Would you show respeot for last sordid months at Paris, or the poor ) | ;money to buy a suitable plot of ground for his |- ‘8Aep (I £40A0 SBues feA[snIoUT i - Ginterest and good arf it b aciin:
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or rather f’f death—a, (.lea.th t,'hat, will not be | ot t110 approaching catastrophe; he must “your man was not lying wounded and help- a1t ere;d whon ’he made his choice. The rest ! { ground at Bayneux and placed 2 sli?r;lplehs'.ox:ﬁ : : e T 008 % 00, SOUL pus
Lint e Wiy o b oy 2o o2 ot 1 with ronewed hopo o buits |l b ek et cack-a-hoop, riding the high | I\ {0 % SR & | P B e e e Ao R e |
that end. Why has he not forced it? Surely a whole palace of expectation out e horse.” “O that is your grievance, is it?” I L 5 tlefas it is | shocks a great many visitors to Bayneux to | 01 ¢ ;
the means are not wanting, Of this he tells | ;: s ps x B “ . 4 I did not say all this to Harvey exac | arn that the grave is only a temporary one. But |
{ SiEas I e ; discovery. He hasfound n biwsolf the material | | replied; “ You agree with those whosay that he here set down. Our conversation is mére verna- yo-thirds of the French creditors have been satis- | JAON TISVO TTVAYREVE
| nothing; but I venture on a conjecture, That for consummate works of art, He has discovered was not in the deep at all.” “ He was once in d th many in- ¢d, and by next year Wilde's jast wishes will| € e : ﬂxmmsv  LADVINLLE g jar
reverence for the human body as the most beau- x ; : > = cular, and I reached my end thro L& ° Bve been carried out. T shall them move the re-| | e ATLSVO HIN M TING Ha ¥ s d £
el thing i th 3 which the meaning, the beauty of life. He is not con-| | the deep, I grant you” answered Harvey; terruptions. But I give tHe substance. | fiins to a permanent resting place at Pére la | ol & ST ey b s by ng theatre-going som
tiful thing in the world, which was so marked a verted ; he scorns the thought. He is still him- “but the man you dealt with was not i e i haise, and a suitable monument will be erected | : BUBIEE A1SU8) NPT, at cheaper and very much easier and more
feature of his artistic creed—a reverence utterl : o < . 3 % . We parted, as we seldom .do, in disagree rer them. I receive numerous letters expressing | S S 1t cheaper very u 4
¥ s ¥ I self; his artistic powers are returning in full the poor wretch eating his heart in prison ; F 4 jtonishment at the nature of the grave at Bay. | ue  HILOO oL comfortable than in England. The dearest
unlike that which honours the temple of the flood ; he can find expression And now he has was the author, dead of course but . 77 ViIATOR. ;uoxn and the fact that it is only a temporary one, | £ gk s 5 ]
Holy Ghost, but having affinities even with this, = : - 2 X e it T have given you the reason. I venture to . ; eight 4 -

;> 1 what he never had before, something worthy| |still the author of an impertinent, impeni-
and better at least than the hatred of the fakir of expression. He has found it in the deep. | tent book, which. is rushing thmredgjag
He is content. To him there is no crying of | after edition,” *Oh, that is your grievance,
deep to deep: there is no answering height. | isit?” I repeated; *The facts do beget envy.
1

Religion has no meaning for him, he says | | My books struggle painfully through one edi-
with growing cheerfulness; if such things | | tion.” “I don’t write books,” he retorted,
|

dnk that no one who knows the circumstances
1% think that I should have followed any other |

for his tortured frame—this reverence may

have stayed the hand of destruction. I could
as soon imagine Oscar Wilde breaking an
l'exquisite vase, because it had been put
to some vile use, as destroying his own

, " 3 must be, he would have a religion espe- “and s0o I am not stirred by envious com.

 body because of its vile surroundings. | ciglly designed for those who camuot believe, | | parisons; but it does stir my gall to see such a
He survived one year of nnut.l:eralfle Mmisery. { un  altar without tapers, where a priest man treated as the hero of a tragedy.” ]
Then comes a change, and he begins to find without hope shall minister unconsecrated “Ah! that looks like the real grievance,” I\i
*Methuenand €0~ - | bread and a wineless cup, Morality has no protested ; * and do you agree with the critic '

e

who thought that I was treating an artist a

superior to ordinary morality ?” I don’t make

| that blunder,” he replied more gently, “but I

| ask myself why you, with your austers code of
ethics—yes, you are austere—dealt so tenderly
with a man who' flouted all morality.” ¢ And

| is it not possible,” Largued, “‘that my austerity,
on which you insist, would make me deal more
sternly with a solemn pretender to morality
than witha frothy artist who scouts morality ?”
“ Possibly,” he agreed, “but what about the |
frothy artist as a hero of tragedy?-

“ Wait a moment,” I pleaded ; ““ You say that
he was impertinent. That is what I called him, ]
You say that he was impenitent. That is what
I said. You allow that he was once in
the deep; how do you conceive that he got
out of it?” “By a balloon filled with his
own gas,” suggested Harvey. ‘ Which burst

‘and let him down again,” . I continued ;
‘‘there may be something in that; and I believe
Icarus has been made a subject of tragedy. But
I would rather say that he was never out of the
deep at all. He lighted up the abyss with fairy
lamps, and told himself that he was walking in
sunshine. Now for the tragedy.” ‘It sounds
more like a pantomime,” said Harvey.,

““Oh,” I cried, **you must have a high-souled,
stainless hero, entangled in the chain of
destiny. That may be good Greek poetics,
especially it you leave out Ruripides, but
it seems to me not very Christian. Or would
you say that there is no tragedy in Macbeth,
or in the dismal failure of a certain frothy
artist named Hamlet, or in the ruin of Lear,
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ilde wrote in Reading Gaol,
7 S The udneu grows as the

'I‘berrm some who reiu-e to take

iously. One critic has said that

 in the deep, was meap;

ogiou' counld not cry ou

deep. ';(' I read, sincerity

eaks from e qu But the adverse judg-
‘ment is nﬂmmiag. It is quite in the way
tke Philistine to refuss to believe in the
sincerity. And this fellow, aboveall!
veterate pracutmnar in the art of pose!

) he is, posing to himself as usual in his
-cell, and writing himself down, as scon

he has the privilege of paper and ink, that he
afterwards pose before the world, Itisa

For there is much of pose in the book. But
then all that would be odiously artificial and
‘insincere in the good stolid Philistine is the
‘natural expredQﬁh of this man’s innermost
self. I call him an artist. He was a true
artist. Such m‘iﬁnzllhwm the

ij‘d, is consummate

It was marred, to be
‘occasional catastrophic hut from good tute,
ich is one of the puzzles of his character; he
: whenperfect simplicity
Buﬁ wiitb ornament it is ! And how

it rides, even when least in place, on

urface of thought; how perfectly it fits,
n it isin place at all, the thought under-
ng! “He was a true artist. But his failure
‘where he least suspected it, in the fact that
s not an artist all through. Art is never
-centred. The artist looks out of himself to
ing far greater than himself, scizes it as
other man can, and gives it expression both
himself and for other men. Many great
rtists have been notably small and mean in

‘themselves ; had they turned their attention on

WM theirart would have been small and

: y, there would have been no art at all,

| but only a dreary presentment of dreary nature.
do not think we should care much for a por-

‘trait of himself, unidealised, by Burns; there is

ugh and to spare ui “ Willie brewed

‘a peck o’maut.” Imagine Turner painting hig

mmrronndmn Now Oscar Wilde was more

interested in himself than in anything else in
he world.

- Posing was therefore natuml to him, and did
| not in the least hinder s:neerit.y. But what
4 about art? Having great artistic powers, he

made the intolerable mistake of directing them
| upon himself. His cry out of the deep begins
| with the recognition of this blunder. He had

‘tried to make his own life a work of art, and the

result was utter failure. It is true that he does
| not recognise more than a small part of the

,MOn for the failure, but the fact is borne in

‘upon him irresistibly. He had meant to make

his life a harmony of refined pleasures. To

 accentuate them he had made experiment
of the grossly sensual, but he hints—and
| the hint is full of interest—that he had

- handled this lightly, not in the vulgar

way that his accusers imagined: it was the

tentative discord that was to be resolved, the

| muck, if you will, out of which the blossom of
er-like life was to spring. He was to

before the world a symbolic man, the

nous muhaz-‘of ‘a consummate culture.
mhiunm. Now picture this man on a

in day ashe describes himself : handcuffed,

- hideous oonvmb»garb, standing under a
ven 1ber drizzle on the platform at Clapham

‘where for one whole half-hour fre-

s disgorge their valgar load, first to

y with gaping curiosity at the gaol-bird and
then, when it is buzzed about who he is, to
break out into open jeers. What is wanting to
thsw ? The place, the sky, the circum-
stances, are all perfectly adapted to make his

~ misery extreme. Say that this man was not in

> deep !

- -year passes over hxm ‘a year of pnson life,
a@:«-nﬁer of death—a death that will not be

‘His one consuming desire has been for |

; end. Why has he not forced it? Surely
means are not wanting. Of this he tells
mg ; but I venture on a conjecture. That
rence for the human body as the most beau-

ﬁﬁﬁ thing in the world, which was so marked a
.ure of his artistic creed—a reverence utterly
that which honours the temple of the

host, but h&ngg affinities even with this,

better at least %hm the hatred of the ﬁku'
~his tortured frame—this reverence may
stayed the hand of destruction. I could

goon imagine Oscar Wilde breaking an

vase, because it had been put
some vile use,

| ereasing fluency md smumd amawum. no
sech. | he does matters, but only what ho is. Has

the thoughts which were clamo us for speech.

And what is the change? He discovered

methmg in himself. It was a great thing.
He was not himself great; he was vastly
amnller even than he supposed, for he clung
pathetxcauy to the idea that he was a great
personage in literature; but by a paradox
familiar to some, though strange to him, he
found within himself a thing far greater than |
himself, Il was Humility.

He describes the discovery in words ot
exquisite grace, and, as I declare, of perfect
sincerity. He found that he had no quarrel
with the world, none with the society which
had trampled him underfoot, none with him-
self—here the deeper tragedy begins—save on
the one score that when attacked in the first
instance he had appealed to social law for pro-
tection, he who had lived to defy social law.
Even so he bowed to the justice of the result;
the social law struck him down. His con-
tentment was not e contentment of pride,
for it began with gratitude for an act of
kindness. I do not envy the man who can

read with dry eyes the story of the prisoner |

btought to the Bankruptcy Court for his public
examination, and of the friend who took his
stand in that dreary corridor ¢ that, before the
whole crowd, whom an action so sweet and

:imple hushed into silence, he might gravely |
raise his hat to me as, handcuffed and with ;

bowed head, I passed him by.”

The contentment was not then of pride; it |

was of humility. And this was a new thing to
Oscar Wilde. The word had no meaning for
him before ; now he knew the reality. And he
found it wrapped up with suffering. Thisagain
was a thing which he knew indeed after a
fashion, but which he had resolutely put away
from himself as ugly and shameful. Now he
discovered it to be of supreme beauty. To
suffer with humility is to know the good of
life. ; 3

Hence a marvel. I have said that an artist’s
work must be cramped and small, poor and
mean, if he be intent on himself. Now this
work of Oscar Wilde, this cry de profundis, deals
wholly with himself, and yet it is an almost

flawless work of art. How can this be? Itis |

because he is intent, not upon himself for him-
self, but upon himself as the shrine of that far
greater thing than himself—humility in suffer-

‘ing. Do not imagine that you are to find

here a conversion. The thought occurs
to him that some reader may be expect-
ing this, and he shrinks from the vulgarity.
Do not expect to find a new style in the man;
his artistic method was long since formed, and
remains intact. You must look for a graceful
impertinence of phrase, and you will find it,
He has a new subject, but he treats it in the old
way. His new experience leads him to study
with new interest a personality which had long

‘before fascinated him. Christian, bear with

him ; have patience with the Oscar Wilde of

old days who always considered the young

Galilean peasant ” one of the most charming
figures of romance, delighting above all in
Renan’s “ Fifth Gospel,” and finding in the
Sermon on the Mount the most delicate sugges-
tions of the artistic temperament. Bear with
him, I say ; for he has hold of one thread in the
strand of truth, and you will not be surprised |
to find that in his prison cell he makes a new
discovery of the Man of Sorrows. Have patience
with him still; for he cannot speak even now

~without a flavour of impertinence. The manand

the style are one. If he wrote otherwise, you
might begin to doubt his sincerity. You
will have need of all your patience. And yet
you may read not without profit,

‘He grows cheerful in his humility. And now
beging the tragedy in grim earnest. We have
had only the prologue so far. It would seem
that this most artistic man is to have his life.
cast in the end into artistic mould. He is
to enact a tragedy. And according to the
law of tragedy he must be ' unconscious
ot the approaching -catastrophe; he must
meet it with renewed hopes. He builds
a whole palace of expectation out of his new
discovery. He hasfound i in himself the material
for consummate works of art. He has discovered
the meaning, the beauty of life. He is not con-
verted ; he scorns the thought. He is still him-
self; his artistic powers are returning in full
ﬂood he can find expression. And now he has
what he never had before, somethmg worthy

of expression. He has found it in the deep.,

He is content. To him there is no crying of
deep to deep: there is no answering height.
Religion has no meaning for him, he says
with growing cheerfulness; if such things
must be, he would have a religion espe-
cially designed for those who cannot behevt,
an altar without tapers, where a priest
without hope shall numster unconsecrated

Mlmlﬂﬂ é‘ﬂp. Morality m'ng -
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i lmup. and knom that nuthing th

then forgotten that shrewd discovery of the
earlierdays of sorrow, “that every little action
of the common day makes or unmakes charac-
ter, and that what one has done in the seoréb
chamber one has some day to cry aloud on
the housetop.” It seems to be fac
away before his unew cheerfulness. During
his first year in prison he could do nothing
else but wring his hands in impotent
despair, crying, “ What an ending, what an
appalling ending!” Now he cried, “ What a
beginning, what a wonderful beginnmg LY Men
had pointed to him as showing whither the
artistic life led : he would do such work in the
future, carved out of his sufferings, that he
might cry in triumph, ““ Yes! this is just where
the artistic life leads a man,”

Did no voice cry to him, “Thou fool, thia
night thy soul shall be required of thee!” After
his imprisonment, Oscar Wilde wrote the Ballad
of Reading Gaol, and then died. Ringdown the
curtain; let us go in silence.
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THE WAYFARER
Sunt lacrimae rerum.—VERGIL,
It would be hard to find a sadder book than
that which Jscar Wilde wrote in Reading Gaol,
De Profundis.* The sadness grows as the
bages become more cheerful ; for the tragedy
deepens. There are some who refuse to take
the book seriously. One critic has said that
Wilde never was in the deep, was incap-
able of it, and therefore could not cry out
of the deep. To me, as I read, sincerity
speaks from every page. But the adverse judg.
ment is not surprising, It is quite in the way
of tke Philistine to refuse to believe in the
artist’s sincerity., And this fellow, above all!
This inveterate practitioner in the art of pose !
Here he is, posing to himself as usual in his
prison-cell, and writing himself down, as soon
| as he has the privilege of paper and ink, that he

may afterwards pose before the world. Itis a

facile judgment.

For there is much of pose in the book. But
then all that would be odiously artificial and
insincere in the good stolid Philistine is the
natural expression of this man’s innermost
self. I call him an artist. He was a true
artist.  Such writing as he gave to the
world, when at his best, is consummate
art. It was marred, to be sure, by an
occasional catastrophic lapse from good taste,
which is one of the puzzles of his character; he
flings an ornament just where perfect simplicity
is needed. But what ornament it is ! And how
lightly it rides, even when least in place, on
the surface of thought ; how perfectly it fits,

| when it is in place at all, the thought under-
lying! “He was a true artist. But his failure
lay where he least suspected it, in the fact that
he was not an artist all through. Artis never
solf-centred. The artist looks out of himself to
something far greater than himself, seizes it as
no other man can, and gives it expression both
for himself and for other men. Many great
artists have been notably small and mean in
themselves ; had they turned their attention on
themselves, theirart would have been small and
mean—nay, there would have been no art at all,
but only a dreary presentment of dreary nature.
I do not think we should care much for a por-
trait of himself, unidealised, by Burns ; there is
enough and to spare in * Willie brewed
a peck o’maut.” Imagine Turner painting hig
own surroundings. Now Oscar Wilde was more
interssted in himself than in anything else in
the world.

Posing was therefore natural to him, and did
not in the least hinder sincerity. But what
about art? Having great artistic powers, he
made the intolerable mistake of directing them
upon himself. His cry out of the deep begins
with the recognition of this blunder. He had
tried to make his own life a work of art, and the
result was utter failure. It is true that he does
not recognise more than a small part of the
reason for the failure, but the fact is borne in
upon him irresistibly. He had meant to make
! his life a harmony of refined pleasures, To

accentuate them he had made experiment

of the grossly sensual, but he hints—and

the hint is full of interest—that he had

handled this lightly, not in the vulgar

way that his accusers imagined: it was the

tentative discord that was to be resolved, the
| muck, if you will, out of which the blossom of
a flower-like life was to spring. He was to
stand before the world a symbolic man, the
€ponymous master of a consummate culture.
Such was his aim. Now picture this manon a
certain day as he deseribes himself : handcuffed,
in hideous convict-garb, standing under a
November drizzle on the platform at Clapham
Junction, where for one whole half-hour fre-
quent trains disgorge their vulgar load, first to
look with gaping curiosity at the gaol-bird and
then, when it is buzzed about who he is, to
break out into open jeers. What is wanting to
the agony? The place, the sky, the circum-
stances, are all perfectly adapted to make his
misery extreme. Say that this man was not in
the deep !

A year passes over him; a year of prison life,
or rather of death—a death that will not be
ended. His one consuming desire has been for
that end. Why has he not forced it? Surely
| the means are nnt wanting.  Of this he tells
! nothing ; but I venture on a conjecture. That
reverence for the human body as the most beau-

tiful thing in the world, which was so marked a
feature of his artistic creed—a reverence utterly
unlike that which honours the temple of the
Holy Ghost, but having affinities even with this,
and better at least than tlie hatred of the fakir
for his tortured frame—this reverence may
- have stayed the hand of destruction. I could
as soon imagine Oscar Wilde breaking an
exquisite vase, because it had been put
to some vile use, as destroying his own
body because of its vile surroundings.
He survived one year of unutterable misery.
Then comes a Ch%?ﬁ%,_&il_ﬁ!nhe begins to find

*Methuen and Coe =
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utterance. Months afterwards he receives the
boon of paper, and he begins to write down,
first in disjointed periods, afterwards with in-
creasing fluency and sustained development,
the thoughts which were clamorous for speech.

And what is the change? He discoverad
something in himself. It was a great thing.
He was not himself great; he was vastly
smaller even than he supposed, for he clung
pathetically to the idea that he was a great
personage in literature; but by a paradox
familiar to some, though strange to him, he
found within himself a thing far greater than
himself. It was Humility.

He describes the discovery in words of
exquisite grace, and, as I declare, of perfect
sincerity. He found that he had no quarrel
with the world, none with the society which
had trampled him underfoot, none with him-
self~here the deeper tragedy begins—save on
the one score that when attacked in the first
instance he had appealed to social law for pro-
tection, he who had lived to defy social law.
Even so he bowed to the justice of the result ;
the social law struck him down. His con-
tentment was not e contentment of pride,
for it began with gratitude for an act of
kindness. I do not envy the man who can
read with dry eyes the story of the prisoner

brought to the Bankruptey Court for his public |

examination, and of the friend who took his
stand in that dreary corridor “ that, before the
whole crowd, whom an action so sweet and
simple hushed into silence, he might gravely

meaning for him either. He does nob regret
anything that he has done, save that unlucky
appeal to the social law. He is a born anti-
nomian, he says, and knows that nothing that
he does matters, but only what he is. Has he
then forgotten that shrewd discovery of the
earlier days of sorrow, ““that every little action
of the common day makes or unmakes charac-
ter, and that what one has done in the secreb
chamber one has some day to cry aloud on
the housetop.” It seems to be fading
away before his mnew cheerfulness. During
his first year in prison he could do nothing
else’ but  wring his hands in impotent
despair, crying, “What an ending, what an
appalling ending!” Now ho cried, “ What a
beginning, what a wonderful beginning !” Men
had pointed to him as showing whither the
artistic life led: he would do such work in the
future, carved out of his sufferings, that he
might cry in triumph, “ Yes! this is just where

March 10, 1905

the artistic life leads a man.”

Did no voice cry to him, “Thou fool, thig
night thy soul shall be required of thee!” After
his imprisonment, Oscar Wilde wrote the Ballad
of Reading Gaol, and then died. Ringdown the
curtain; let us go in silence,

Viaror.
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raise his hat to me as, handcuffed and with

R

bowed head, I passed him by.”

The contentment was not then of pride; it
was of humility. And this was a new thing to
Oscar Wilde. The word had no meaning for
him before; now he knew the reality. And he
found it wrapped up with suffering. Thisagain
was a thing which he knew indeed after a
fashion, but which he had resolutely put away
from himself as ugly and shameful. Now he
discovered it to be of supreme beauty. To
suffer with humility is to know the good of
life. :
Hence a marvel. I have said that an artist’s
work must be cramped and small, poor and
mean, if he be intent on himself. Now this
work of Oscar Wilde, this cry de profundis, deals
wholly with himself, and yet it is an almost
flawless work of art. How can this be? Itis
because he is intent, not upon himself for him-
self, but upon himself as the shrine of that far
greater thing than himself—humility in suffer-
ing. Do not imagine that you are to find
here a conversion. The thought occurs
to him that some reader may be expect-
ing this, and he shrinks from the vulgarity.
Do not expect to find a new style in the man;
his artistic method was long since formed, and
remains intact. You must look for a graceful
impertinence of phrase, and you will find it,
He has a new subject, but he treats it in the old
way. His new experience leads him to study
with new interest a personality which had long
before fascinated him. Christian, bear with
him ; have patience with the Oscar Wilde of

Et tu, Brute
‘“ HERE is the Quardian
handing me the sheet,
steady-goer to say?” T
‘“‘Some wholesome truthél
Oscar Wilde,” he arn
passage. \
‘ Nonsense,” I replied,
might call me ‘& clever w
nastiest things you can!
can’t be referring to me.
half of enthusiastic eulog,
of his book.” I don’t rec.

old days who always considered ¢ the young
Galilean peasant ” one of the most charming |
figures of romance, delighting above all in

'Renan’s “ Fifth Gospel,” and finding in the

Sermon on the Mount the most delicate sugges-
tions of the artistic temperament. Bear with
him, I say ; for he has hold of one thread in the
strand of truth, and you will not be surprised
to find that in his prison cell he makes a new
discovery of the Man of Sorrows. Have patience
with him still; for he cannot speak even now
without a flavour of impertinence. The manand
the style are one. If he wrote otherwise, you
might begin to doubt his sincerity. You
will have need of all your patience. And yet
you may read not withont profit.

He grows cheerful in his humility. And now
begins the tragedy in grim earnest. We have
had only the prologue so far, It would seem
that this most artistic man is to have his life
cast in the end into artistic mould. Ha ig
to enact a tragedy. And according to the
law of tragedy he muss be unconscious
ot the approaching catastrophe; he must
meet it with renewed hopes. He builds
a whole palace of expectation out of his new
discovery. He hasfound in himself the material
for consummate works of art, He has discovered
the meaning, the beauty of life. He is not con-
verted ; he scorns the thought. He is still him-
self ; his artistic powers are returning in full
flood ; he can find expression. And now he has
what he never had before, something worthy |
of expression. He has found it in the deep.
He is content. To him there is no crying of
deep to deep: there is no answering height,
Religion has no meaning for him, he sa.ysf
with growing cheerfulness; if such thingsi
must be, he woull have a religion espe- |
cially designed for those who canuot believe, |
an altar without tapers, where a priest
without hope Jissen Wemenis. University Library
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bread and a wineless cup, Morality has no
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all doors were closed against ¢
last I passed a Civil Service e
obtained a post, but was offer
time a clerkship with a solicito
the latter, as it enabled mo t
and remain in contact with

foot’s students and the clerg
trict.

We, though in a measure s
roundings, are, nevertheless, t
environment, I regard the
heli) of the clergy and stude
real compensation for the lac
School career. I fully recogr
of Newman’s reply in answer t
“ Which has most influence or
ing or residence?” Residence.
rated. I had a high apprecia
ment and general culture, ears
ever eager to hear and see how
man talked and conducted him
splendid opportunity is afforded
who lives near a staff of clerg
students. Some regarded me
ing specimen of pit life ; the g
however, were ready to lend 1
answer, whi a thoy were able, th
questions with which I plied the

It is not my purpose here to ¢
young Churchman can raise a
of language and manner.., and
sneers and ridicule turned into ;
thankful to say I never left Su
commencing to teach at the age
and afterwards took a Bible.c
men.

I passed the Preliminary Exam
Incorporated Law Society, but
articled, as I continued to hc
earlier wish would be fulfilled. .
twenty-three, I was able to take
course at Durham University.
drehm of Oxford was not realized.
economy I was able to stay a
Yyears, and then read for the Bi;
nation, on £120,

I had, by reading aloud with t
phonetie dictionary, so far correct
tricities of the pit dialect that m
not suspected. I had no wish t
public school lad. The college ¢
were taken to my humble abode,
knowing made no difference in t
towards me, those who changed t]
were not worth knowing.

I was ordained deacon by Bisho
and priest by Bishop Westecott, F
foot advised me to stay in the Dur
Bishop Westcott, knowing my
training, offered me m present 1
is a colliery parish WitZ a populs
4,000, some five years ago.

I believe that when there is a X
desire on the part of any- young |
Holy Orders, ordinary intelligence
thing more than ordinary applicat

-0ad £peoys ayj 3sox
Sorp eouwi ay_omon:

God’s help, result in the desired
candidates for Holy Orders.
A Durs
s — ————
LADY DAy AT WINC!
CATHEDRAL.,
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Tax 25th of March, the Feast of |
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- protested ; *“ and do you agree with the critic
who thought that I was treating an artist as
superior to ordinary morality?” “I don’s make -
| that blunder,” he replied more gently, “but I

| is it not possible,” I argued, ““that my austerity,

| own gas,” suggested Harvey. *Which burst

THE WAYFARER.

Et tu, Brute.—CEsAR.
“HERE is the Quardian at you,” said Harvey,
handing me the sheet. *“And what has the
steady-goer to say?” I asked indifferently,
‘‘Some wholesome truths about your essay on
Oscar Wilde,” he answered, showing the
passage.

* Nonsense,” I replied, when I had read % he
might call me ‘& clever writer —it is one of the
nastiest things you can say of a man—but he
can’t be referring to me. *Two columns and a
half of enthusiastic eulogy both of the man and
of his book.” I don’t recognize the description.
He must be speaking of someone else.” * Find
someone whom it fits better,” he said, “and I
will agree. He is not the only one who has
complained, you know.”

“I am beginning to think,” I said, * that
thers are some stupid people about.” * And
your business,” he replied quickly, “is to make
yourself intelligible to them, or else to give up
writing.” “ Do you always make your sermons
intelligible,” I sneered, *‘to your ironmongers
and drapers?” “Idomy best,” he answered ;
“at all events, I do not go out of my way to
puzzle them.  Look at your Russian anarchist
again, Yes, I know what you meant, and
agree with you; but how many would under-
stand? And why should you want to adver-
tise your connexion with a disreputable affair
like the Cosmopolitan? I don’t know how you
can stand it yourself.”

This was startling, for Harvey is no pharisee
in respect of the company he keeps. I did not,
however, try a retort. “But remember,” 1
pleaded lazily, “that I am a professed way-
favrer. Igo through the world studying men
and their cities.”  And their mores,” he
added bitterly; ‘“ that, I suppose, is why you
study Oscar Wilde, if he could be called a man.”

I know my friend’s feeling on the subject, and
I respect it. Therefore I said nothing, and he
returned to his theme with a less caustic manner.
““Ireallydon’t know how you could write about
him at all without strong condemnation. Of
course, what this man says about ‘enthusiastic
eulogy’ is nonsense. But how could you deal
so gently with the man and the book ?” I
broke in : “ How would you treat a notorious
bully if you found him lying in the street with a
shattered limb? Would you show respect for
his splintered bonesand torn tissue ? Or would
you toss him roughly into a cart, with a special
twist of the broken leg?”

t “The parable is beside the mark,” he said;
“your man was not lying wounded and help-
less; he was rather cock-a-hoop, riding the high
horse.” “O that is your grievance, is it?” I
replied ; *“ You agree with those who say that he
was not in the deep at all.” “ He was once in
the deep, I grant yeu ;” answered Harvey;
“but the man you dealt with was not
the poor wretch eating his heart in prison;
was the author, dead of course, but i

still the author of an impertinent, impeni- 1

tent book, which. is rushing through “edition
after edition.” “Oh, that is your grievance,
isit?” I repeated; ‘‘ The facts do beget envy.
My books struggle painfully through one edi-
tion.” “I don’t write books,” he retorted,
“and so I am not stirred by envious com-

parisons ; but it does stir my gall to see such a
man treated as the hero of a tragedy.” !

“Ah! that looks like the real grievance,” I\|

ask mys‘elf why you, with your austere code of
ethics—yes, you are austere—dealt go tenderly
with a man who flouted all morality.”  And

on which you insist, would make me deal more
sternly with a solemn pretender to morality
than witha frothy artist who scouts morality ?”
““ Possibly,” he agreed, “but what about the |
frothy artist as a hero of tragedy?-

“ Wait a moment,” I pleaded ; “ You say that
he was impertinent., That is what I called him,
You say that he was impenitent. That is what |
I said. You allow that he was once in
the deep; how do you conceive that he got
out of it?” “By a balloon filled with his

and let him down again,” ‘I continued 3
‘‘there may be something in that; and I believe
Icarus has been made a subject of tragedy. But
I would rather say that he was never out of the
deep at all. He lighted up the abyss with fairy
lamps, and told himself that he was walking in
sunshine. Now for the tragedy.” It sounds
more like a pantomime,” said Harvey,

“Oh,” I cried, * you must have a high-souled,
stainless hero, entangled in the chain of
destiny. That may be good Greek poetics,
especially it you leave out Euripides, but
it seems to me not very Christian. Or would
you say that there is no tragedy in Macbeth,
or in the dismaR0l9HOB-1F a cdissen Womgy'

artist named Hamlet, or in the ruin of Lear,

he ill-tempered, exacting old fool? Perhaps
ou do not believe that of our pleasant vices
e make whips to scourge us, or do not think
uch scourging the stuff of tragedy. I am
ontent with what the great masters have
hosen. But I see in Oscar Wilde’s book a

leeper tragedy than any they have written, |!
or none of them dare go very far into the |/
ecret of spirit. If ever God spoke to a human |
oul in our days He spoke to this Oscar Wilde |

a Reading Gaol. Some readers of the book
nay be furious at the idea; but you should not
»@; you are no pharisee. If ever the gospel of
the glory of Christ dawned on a man, it dawned
m that crushed, remorseful, impenitent, de-
jpairing sinner, when he discovered the
srace of humility and the beauty of suffering.
And havingreceived this gift, what did he make
of it? I have told the damning truth about
she man, that he had tried to make his own
ife—all muck and emptiness—a work of art.
Other men have sinned as deeply as he, and
have hated their sin, treading it in anger, and
trampling it in fury. For him it was a thing
to be delicately tasted: not to be allowed to
master him, of course, but to be touched lightly
as one of many sensations. The habit - was
formed, and it prevailed. When the heavenly
vision came, what did he make of it? He seized
it eagerly as new material for artistic work. Is
not that a sufficiently tragic failure? His place
in hell is not among the sensuous, but rather in
the company of him who made i gran rifiuto.
Do you remember your complaint of John In-
glesant, that Shorthouse had not the courage to
make him pay the full price for his refusal of
the divine call? I did not agree with ‘you,
because comedy is as true to life as tragedy,
and as divine.
comedy out of Oscar Wilde. He caught
a glimpse of the catastrophe himself: it
would be a horrible tragedy, he said, if he did
not live to do the new artistic work that was
become possible for him. But he put the
thought away: he would do this work. The
catastrophe came swiftly.

You do not wish always to show the end of
the catastrophe on the stage—the murders,
the deselation. At least you do not show
the victims going down to the pit. I had
no wish, and po need, to enlarge on those
last sordid months at Paris, or the poor
farce of ~a death-bed reconciliation to the
Church. Others have-dene this with unction.
To my mind, the failure was complete before he
left his prison; the harvest of tragedy was
gathered when he made his choice. The rest
was but gleaning.”

I did not say all this to Harvey exactlyas it is
here set down. Our conversation is e verna-
cular, and I reached my end thro many in-
terruptions. But I give the substance.
We parted, as we seldom .do, in disagree-
ment,

VIiATOR.
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But you can make mo |’

‘Ring down the ||
curtain,’ I said, ‘and let us go home in silence.’ |
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THE LAST OF OSCAR WILDE.

From The London Sphere,

A report has recently been published to the
effect that Mr. Oscar Wilde is still alive—the
kind of rumor that frequently surrounds any
man in whose life there was an element of
mystery. In this connection a portrait of Mr.
‘Wilde's grave appeared in “The Tatler” for July
19, and 1 have received from Mr. Robert Ross,
who, it will be remembered, recently edited “De
Profundis” for publication, the following letter
dated Reform Club, July 20: }

Since the absurd report of Mr. Wilde being still
alive appeared in the papers I have received 378
letters from different sources asking me if the re-
port were true. Perhaps you will make known to
those interested in the subject the following facts:

At the time of his death Mr. Wilde owed a con-
siderable sum of money to Paris tradespeople, who
out of regard for a fallen and distinguished man
(contrary to all French instincts) had given him
considerable credit. When nursing him during his
last illness he asked me, as one of his most inti-
mate friends, that in the event of his death I
should endeavor to see that those who had been
kind to him were paid. Instead of raising diffi-
culties, as they might easily have done, the French
creditors, directly he was dead, accepted without
any demur my personal promise that they would
be paid in course of time. For a foreigner to die
in Paris when he is registered at the hotel under
an assumed name is one of the most expensive
uxuries in the world, and Wilde's body was very
early taken to the Morgue. His illness had been
great expense to his friends and there was really

money to buy a suitable plot of ground for his
ave. It also occurred to me, and to the friend
Y§o was with him at the last, that it would be in

bad taste to spend a large sum of money on his
grave and funeral expenses until the French cred-
itors, who had shown more than human charity,
were fully compensated. I therefore hired a plot
of ground at Bayneux and placed a simple sione
over the place, and I pay « rent to the French Z0V- |
ernment for the use of a ““concession temporaire.”
It shocks a great many visitors to Bayneux to
learn that the grave is only a temporary one. But
two-thirds of the French creditors have been satis-
fied, and by next year Wilde’s last wishes will
| have been carried out. I shall then move the re-
{ nains to a permanent resting place at Pére la
[("haisv, and a suitable monument will be erectei
{ over them. I receive mumerous letters expresging
astonishme WWW at Bay-
‘ neux and m%seécm onty aLgftg‘mrary one,
but I have given you the reason. I venture to
hink that no one who knows the circumstances
ill think that I should have followed any other
urse,
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ﬂ “INTENTIONS ™

| N[ Oscar Wilde : Infentions. Traduction frangaise de Hucurs
| ' Resert. (Paris: Charles Carrington.)

[Easms

Mr. J. W. MackaiL, who' succeeds to the Oxford Pro-
fessorship of poetry, resembles Matthew Arnold, the most n
illustrious of his predecessors in the chair, in being a '
Balliol man and a Civil Servant in the Education Depart-
ment, in which he is Senior Examiner. He was the third
of a remarkable trio of Newdigate prize-winners, his two
immediate predecessors in the honour being Oscar Wilde
and Sir Rennel Rodd, whose early verses may be com-
pared with his in the back numbers of the defunct

expri ’
‘ ia}us THE translation into French of Oscar Wilde’s ¢ Intentions.’
remis done by Hugues Rebell on his death-bed, is accurate and
publ adequate. The only error I have noticed, in a comparison
['rid of two or three pages taken at random, is in the rendering
1\"f’l“; of * The horses of Mr. William Black’s phaeton do not
20 soar towards the sun. They merely frighten the sky at

from
¥
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THE GERMAN AND THE FIRST PRODUCTION OF AN OSCAR WILDE PLAY: AND A NEW BALLET.

. wor ! evening into violent chromolithographic effects.” 1S e “ Waifs and Strays.” Wilde, of course, was much more

b rem contentent,” the French reads, ™ d’épouvanter le ciel du a wit than a poet, much more clever than inspired. Rodd
—w_ soir, avec de violents effets de chromos.”. Almost every and Mackail were far more spontaneous singers, though
thott  English name is correctly spelt: a rare distinction in the former imitated Swinburne, while the latter modelled ’
e books printed in France. *“Hazzlitt” and “Collin” are himself on William Morris. The influence of Matthew }
E the only exceptions I have observed. ' : Arnold, afterwards to reappear in the work of Mr. ‘

4 The prose of Oscar Wilde loses little in translation Laurence Binyon, was just then in abeyance amon :

ture into French : « certain flash and snap, but hardly more. Oxford poets. 5 \ y 8
of *  Delicacies of the emotions and the imagination are what SRR " 1
triads lose most in translation, and of these Wilde had none. His

Byil
the

SO ¢

Mr. Mackail’s published works are : a translation of

work had resonance, but no music; colour, but no atmo- v bt g A = Tohobos
sphere ; vivid intelligence, but no meditation. Much of its the “Aeneid,” the “Eclogues” and Georgics ” into ‘ &
form came to it from France, and returns into French Prose; an edition with t‘r‘an.sla'tlon of select Epigrams from , Bl
‘Il willingly. *“Intentions” is full of ideas, and the ideas | the Greek Anthology; * Biblia Innocentium,” in which 1
remain: not profound ideas, but often startling enough to | he told for children the story of the Chosen People before 3

th  be instructive. M. Charles Grolleau, in his preface, says and after the coming of Christ ; *“ The Sayings of the Lord 3
He admirably : Jesus Christ as recorded by His Four Evangelists ’; a
: University Extension Manual on Latin Literature ; a much

discussed and not altogether successful Life of William
Morris, and a translation of the Odyssey.” He was also
one of the three poets who together published two volumes

10§ .
ea - “ Intentions est bien loin de ne contenir que des paradoxes. Ceux qu’
i8N thi s'y trouvent, en tout cas, sont trés divers par essence. Les uns, purs
m divertissements verbaux, sont i négliger aprés I'attention d’une seconde
que leur accorde notre surprise. Les autres sont d'une plus noble

HEE

it famille et créent I'étonnement durable et fécond du paradoxe né viable of original poetry, called ** Love in Idleness *’ and * Love’s & :
:‘lL s'il est une vérité neuve.” Looking Glass.” + 5 ; !
Wilde wrote to astonish, but he wrote out of a ceaselessly Ememenee. _

4 active brain, itself genuinely amused by its efforts to amuse.

No doubt it is largely his duties at the Education Office

e

This book of *Intentions” has the stimulus of irre-
sponsible falk. Its pretence at a strict logic is part of
the joke, and deceives only those who are meant to be
deceived.

To the English reader, the most valuable part of this
volume is the interpretation of Wilde hinted at in the
fragments of that essay which Hugues Rebell did not live
long enough to write. The author of ““La Nichina” began
his short and too hurried career with the promise of some-
thing really vital. Not since Casanova has there been so
intimate a revival or reconstruction of Casanova’s Venice.
The book was ciude and brutal, but it lived. After that
came novel after novel, too precipitately, and with too
little care for anything but the grosser side of things. But
the man had a personal attitude, in spite of these conces-
sions, and his opinions, on literature as on other matters,
had the value of an absolute independence. Though, at
the time of the trial, he had written in the “* Mercure de
France” a fervid * Défense d’ Oscar Wilde,” he had no "
illusion as to the actual value of much of Wilde’s work.
Thus we find him noting, with perfect fairness:

“Wilde n'a rien d'achevé. Son ceuvre est trés intéressante, parce
qu’elle est caractéristique d’un temps; elle a une valeur documentaire,
mais elle n'a pas de valeur vraiment littéraire. Dans la Duchesse ds
Padoue il imite Hugo et Sardou, dans le Portrait dz Dorian Gray,
Huysmans. Infentions est le bréviaire du symbolisme. Les idées que
s’y trouvent sont dans Mallarmé, dans Villiers de I'Isle-Adam. Ses
poemes en vers sont inspirés de Swinburne. Les Poémes en prose sont

ce qu'il y a de plus original dans son ceuvre : ils représentent assez la
causerie du podte, mais comme ils lui sont inférieurs !’

All this is true, though it does not say everything, for-
getting his finest work, the modern plays, in which alone
he becomes a master; and forgetting also many other
influences, Pater throughout, and Maeterlinck and the
“ Tentation de Saint Antoine” in © Salome.” But the
comparison with Mallarmé is significant :

““Mallarmé a une ceuvre trés mince, il est vrai, mais qui tout de
méme existe. Certains vers sont d’une beauté admirable. . . . Wilde,
par malheur, était esthéte avant d’étre poete. Il produisait des ceuvres

omme des gageures.”
‘There, it seems to me, the essential thing is said.

Wilde wrote much that was true, new. and valuable
about art and the artist. But, in everything that he
wrote, he wrote from the outside. He said nothing which
had not been said before him, or which was not the mere
wilful contrary of what had been said before him. In his
devotion to beauty he seemed to have given up the whole
world, and yet what was most tragic in the tragedy was
that he had never recognised the true face of beauty.
He followed beauty, and beauty fled from him, for his
devotion was that of the lover proud of many conquests.
He was eager to proclaim the conquest, and too hasty to
distinguish between beauty and beauty’s handmaid. His
praise of beauty is always a boast, never an homage.
- When he attempted to create beauty in words he described
beautiful things. ““Salome” is a catalogue.

In the comedies, where the talker is at last free to do
nothing but talk, we find a genuine thing, a thing of
marvellous ingenuity, a thing of unsurpassed cleverness.
They add a new, wild grace to the English stage. But,
even here, we find only astonishment, not beauty. 7he
Importance of being Earnest is an enchanting game,
which one is glad that some one has played to amuse
grown-up people. It is better than the best topsyturvey-
dom of Mr. Gilbert; it will survive, with the *“ Bab Ballads ”’
and the “ Ingoldsby Legends.” ARTHUR SYMONS.

that have prevented Mr. Mackail from quite fulfilling the
high expectations which his Oxford contemporaries formed
of him. To them it is a disappointment that he gave up to
the translation, whether of Homer, Virgil, or Maeterlinck,
talents that seemed destined to win distinction, through
work of a more original kind. His translations, however,
have always been admirable, though, in reproducing the

“Odyssey ” in the metre of Omar Khayyam, he was |

making an experiment fore-ordained to comparative
failure, the form not being much more suitable to its
purpose than the form of, say, “In Memoriam” or a
“Bab Ballad.” This matter, however, has already been
dealt with in our columns. Mr. Mackail’s functions, as
professor, will be critical, not constructive, and we can
trust him to perform them well, even if it is too much to
expect him to be as amusing as Matthew Arnold was
when he reviewed the poetical excursions of Francis
Newman,

The Professorship was founded in 1708 with the proceeds
of a legacy bequeathed for that purpose by Henry Birk-
head, who, though he first saw the light near St. Paul’s,

1s perhaps best described as a Latin poet. The Professor
is elected for five years, and at the end of that period he
may be elected for another five, but no one may occupy the
chair for more than a decade. The first successful candi-
date was the Rev. Joseph Trapp, the supposed author of
the epigram about the King, who sent a troop of horse to
Oxford but books to Cambridge, and till 1857 all the Pro-
fessors of Poetry were clergymen. In that year, however,
Matthew Arnold was appointed, and it is curious to note
that since then they have all been laymen. The duties
are not onerous. There is a lecture to be given three
times a year, the task of looking over University prize
essays, and the delivery of a Latin speech biennially.
Residence at Oxford is not compulsory, but cn the other
hand the emoluments of the Professorship are not great.

In the list of twenty-four professors there are many
well-known names. Thus, for instance, among the clergy-
men we find Thomas Warton, Edward Copleston, Milman
and Keble. Matthew Arnold, who objected to being
called a Professor and to looking over the poems for the
““ Newdigate,” abandoned the post with regret, and was
anxious that Browning should take his place. But
Browning, with all his virtues, had this fatal defect, that
he was not an Oxford man, although the authorities gave
him an honorary degree and did all they could to make
him one.
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Guido Ferranti (Herr Konrad Gebhardt). Beatrice (Friulein Grete Egenolf). [Photograph by H. F. Meissner.

A SCENE FROM THE FIFTH ACT OF OSCAR WILDE'S IRAGEDY ‘“ THE DUCHESS OF PADUA,”” PRODUCED AT THE GERMAN THEATRE
IN HAMBURG: A DUNGEON IN THE PUBLIC PRISON OF PADUA.

“T1 do not come to ask for pardon now, | * They would not listen to me: and some said | “ Others that grief for my slain Lord and husband
Seeing I know I stand beyond all pardon, I did invent a tale to save your life, | Had robbed me of my wits: they would not
A very guilty, very wicked woman ; You baving trafficked with me: others said | hear me,

Enough of that: I have already. Sir, l That woman played with pity as with men; And, when I sware it on the holy book,

Confessed my sin to the Lords Justices ; | They bade the doctor cure me.”
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HE productlion of “Salome” this evening draws attention to <t SRR ST
one of those glaring acts of inconsistency which make ’ o r
England a byword forostupi(lity and something worse amongst Momm POST’ A
the nations of Europe. Because Salome and Herod, purely historical Richard Strauss’s new opera * Saloms,” founded on
personages, a record of whose carcer may be found in any classical Oscer Wilde's play of that name, will, it is stated, be
history, happen to be mentioned in the Bible, the Lord Chamberlain Bedgheat 5t he Thutin I iy colurse9f
refuses to give his licénce to the play, for the performances of tt? coml?g‘:ﬁn;:r' gu:;:kusly:nough brice vidien
which money may, therefore, not be taken — . o SR . . ey

Z T M Salomé Krusceniske.

at the doors. By the simple expedient, g Ock 2, 190% o . S
however, of selling seats beforehand to e gy - AT ric Ste Sept 90y
beople, who by the act of purchasing e ra Tos B ra bl A
ti}em Lecome subscribers to a Society, b £ SRR _5 5 P X
the performance takes ace ‘e e - TR A
Loril ClI bfi"t’ll\tb place over the | Our Vinna Correspondent informs us that all

¢ hamberlain’s  head. On the idea ™5 performance in that city of Richard
other hand, for the last two years | Strauss's new opera, “ Saloms,” the libm'btoufwhich%
and more anyone who has chosen to ‘bad Loe. adapted from Oscar Wilde's drama, has'
buv a- tickes for T 5 : = been abandcried. The work had been fully re-

) ket for tveryman” has been e ; . e e
able’ ¢ St okl Lo & hearsed, and was to have been produced in
able to \\1t11(§s t‘he Impersonation not November at the ra House, but the censc i
of a mere historical character, but of approval of the libretto is necessary ere any per-
the Deity Himself. ‘The whole difference formance can be given, has withheld his sanction, on

appears to be that because morality-plays the ground thet the drama is opposed to morality

were \V}'itt(—;ﬂ befo.re the Lord Chamberlain’s é’;ﬂéeﬁ;‘ﬂ;‘:” 4 cotisequently not suitable for ey
il”tllorlly came 1nto being their perform- R o — o R

Z(l‘I;CC llS perfectly lawful, while the Lord
‘hamberlain’s office vetoes plays in which =

< “, . ' s
the same characters are reproduced if they Sat: it 80
arc written by modern authors. For the Qur. Vieups Oomesponstout wiien: S5 PIRRIR . oo0vod:  shatstis request  will :
same reason, words are spoken i akspere R A T e R = ; .
ek S are spoken in Shakspere beon refused by the Censor of the Court theatres - lu:dbdbly%i wﬁﬁhﬂ‘ ‘?‘r&' -
PAICh would never be tolerated if the “account of the immoral chara % paracter be m to lose its
Censor had them submitted to him in & Jibweito. The director of the Opera Ly 2R, b B, retalied ihak 5he =
modern work. who is extromely anxious S . iy sejooted by the O
sheuld not be lost to Vi ’ ppe: . ‘
| tiozt to the

ted to
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