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{ ? V\/'HEN man committed his first sin, he felt

rather ashamed of himself, and in a

moment of modesty tried to put the whole
blame of it on somebddy else. ‘‘ The woman
tempted me,” he said. In a later stage of develop-
ment, he began to see that this was neither a very
glorious nor a very chivalrous explanation of his
shortcomings. So, nowadays, .if he finds himself
engaged in a merry course of the vices, he declares,
“ T have the artistic temperament,”” and feels that
he has said something unanswerable. For myself, I
doubt if we have the right to sit as judges on the
sins of any of our fellows. If we are to allow our-
selves to condemn any breaches of morality at all,
however, I do not see by what right the stupefied
criminal of the slums should be punished and the
man with the artistic temperament escape. The
artistic temperament is only another name for a
monstrous anti-social sort of egoism, and is seldom
to be found in any of the great artists. Michael
Angelo did not possess the artistic temperament, nor
did Wordsworth or Browning, or, so far-as we can
discover, Shakespeare. If all the men of artistic
temperament who have ever lived had been
drowned, like Kittens, at their birth, I doubt if the
stock of the world’s art would be appreciably
lessened. For to be a great artist implies that one
has terribly much in common with.the ordinary
man ; to have the artistic temperament implies that
one has as little in common with him as possible.
What we call the sins of the great artists—of Hugo
or Byron, for example—seem to be the results of a
superabundant vitality. ~ The sins of the artistic
temperament, on the other hand—of the minor poets
and those who are not even minor poets—are rather
the products of weakness, of exhaustion. I am not,
of course, pleading for any severe measures against
the minor poets and their camp-followers. I only
plead that if we are to pity them, we must hold out
the same pity to all those other criminal classes that
never made their sins beautiful with the glamour of
art. In other words, the artist must be regarded as
a citizen first and as an artist afterwards. Aschylus
recognised this when he told them to inscribe on
his tomb the sentence, ¢ I fought at Marathon.”’

Oscar Wilde as Hero

Recently, Frank Danby, the novelist, brought.an
indictment in the Press against a great living
sculptor because he had accepted Triomey from her
and had failed afterwards to fulfil his contract.
““ Ah,” cried a score of people, ‘‘ this is cru.el, this
is unfair! Ore ought to remember the limitations
of the artistic temperament.”” With the facts of the
case I am not here concerned. I only mention it
because it shows that Frank Danby has herself
realised that the artistic temperament is no excuse
for failure in the ordinary duties of a citizen. I do
not see, however, how she can logically put a public
injury on the sculptor and, at the same time, wax
very angry and pitiful at the public injury that was
put during his lifetime on Oscar Wilde. For Oscar
Wilde, under the name of Algernon Heseltine, is the
real hero of The Sphinx’s Lawyer. Algernon Hesel-
tine is dead before the story begins, but the Sphinx,
who is his widow, and the Sphinx’s lawyer, Erring-
ton Welch-Kennard, who has been the friend of
both, male it the chief end of their existence to Keep
his memory beautiful and alive. In their code of
morals they seem to be living examples of the
artistic temperament. When the Sphinx is dying,
racked with pain and drugged with strychnine, she
has a farewell scene with her lawyer.

She went on talking presently, but less coherently,
less connectedly.

“ 1 have so much more to say, it’s unkind of God to
interrupt me, isn’t it?>—or of the devil? Don’t kneel
there, don’t hide your face from me. Am I hideous to
look at, repulsive? People look beautiful when they
are dead. How I wished Algernon would die when I
first knew—understood. If he had only died then! But
I have kept his name alive! Whatever they say about
him, they will always talk about him; he hasn’t been
forgotten, I’ve been faithful to my vow, I've kept his
pame alive. They do his plays again now—hypocrites—
what hypocrites they were! It wasn’t of Algernon I
sent for you to speak—was it?—I forget—I forget
again.”” "And she lay thinking of it for a little time, her
dying strength reviving in the silence.

“Errington,”’ she began again, presently, ** how bad
I have been! From the world’s point of view, I mean.
But, after all, how little the world knows! I hurt no
one, to begin with." I was really only a girl, stupid too,
for all I thought myself so clever. Everybody hurt me,
on purpose, just because F-had married him, not know-
ing. And afterwards, they hurt me always. I never
let them know. I felt it—the ostracism—now I’m dying
of it. I've had love, lovers. I'm glad of that, don’t let
anyone think I’'m sorry about that. I've been so badly
treated, stoned, but I've had something. The ‘ woman
taken in adultery,” was she glad, in her stoning, I
wonder? What had her husband taught her? How
good you've been to me, the only one who ever was.
Poor the! Even you don’t quite know what it was at
first.”’

““ Oh! Sphinx, you hurt me, you hurt me. You were
a child, a child when it all began. You never knew any
better, they never gave you a chance, you never had a
chance afterwards.”

 Only because of what they did to him. How true,
how eternally true, it is, that cruelty is the only crime.
We women, even I, find it unbearable. Through him
they tortured me; every day I broke my stones with
bleeding hands, and every night my bed turned to wood,
and I tossed bruised and sleepless; and his degradation
was my degradation. Don’t cry, don’t cry, it shakes me
—and there are things I want to say.” 3

““ You are going into the darkpess. Sphinx ; no one
to help you. 1'm afraid, I’m afraid for you.” =

; B s s, S

Virtue in Limelight

: 5}(3111&1_0\\', one never catches the true tragic note
in The Sphinx’s Lawyer. One seems to see many
tears glistening in limelight, and to see vice turning
into a sort of green-sick virtue, as it can onlv do i:
the unreal lights of the stage. Everybody seems to
be redeemed by Jove in the end. The lawyer, who
cannot see a pretty and emotional client of the other
sex, without taking her in his arms and kissing her
hvttle ears, returns to the wife of his bosom,‘\ and
Kenny du Gore, a follower of Heseltine’s, who has

)

been very much the prodigal son and has even shot

his own child dead at the end of a bout of drunken-
ness, returns into the fold of the domestic virtues.
The characters are all a little vulgar, and they are
not set forth in order entirely without vulgarity, as
are the vulgar people in such n book as Mrs. Edith
Wharton’s The House of Mirth. One feels that
there is something symbolic in the manner in which
the Sphinx’s lawyer dressed.

He had always loved rare and beautiful things, now
the pearls in his shirt-front were black, the buttons of
his waist-coat were of the most delicate workmanship,
serpenting in diamonds round blue enamel, his sleeve-
links were pink pearls set a jour.

Somehow, we do not care very much for men who
dress like this. Somehow, we do not care very
much for novels dressed as Frank Danby has dressed
The Sphinx’s Lawyer.

Aberdeen Free Press.

& “The Sphiny’s Lawyer,” by Frank Danby

V. (London: William Heinemann).—The aim

oR ,of Mrs Frankau's novel seems to be to de-
)" ‘fend at all hazards what is known as “the

artistic temperament” ; secondly, to show
that punishment is the only crime.  The
thesis is not a novel one, and it is some
R O SR O S
pora is TS, 10Wi is,
one might very well ask why the matter
is raised at this time of day. Certainly a
perusal of the story does not advance it one
Jot. To prove the proposition there is re.
suscitated under the name of Algernon
Haseltine, a brilliant but perverse literary
‘genius of the later nineteenth century, who
sinned against the laws of soclety, and paid
the penalty with imprisonment and ostra-
-cism. The venture, it seems to us, is need?
less and unprofitable.  The set of which
he was the ocentral figure is shattered,
‘their influence in literature is dead, public
taste is changed. Besides, when one of his
last books was published a year or two ago,
it was reviewed with dignity, with generosity,
and even with the reverence given to what is
past and done with; in the book and all it
called forth was a finality which might fit-
tingly have been left alone. Now that we
are re-introduced into that faded, unhealthy
atmosphere, and associate with exquisite,
“cultured” decadents, we are olad to remem-
ber that it is old and impossible. The hero,
a lawyer with a double-barrelled name, is a
cad and boudoir bounder; when he has
curious “moments,” showing him disinter-
-estedly chivalrous, not disingenuously ten-
der, trifling, not smirking, he is apparently
held up to admiration: just as a yicious
_young rake with evil tendencies is blessed in|
‘the end. ~ In many of its bearings the sub-
ject of the story is antiquated, so antiquated
that retrospection brings back the first pro-
¢ action of “Patience.” It is true the law-
yer's wife is a fine portrait of one “unspotted
from the world.”  But she has to thank
her, child-dike faith for it, and not
+all the subtle touches of characterisation and
the eloquence of the writing can banish con-
sciousness of the fact. It is charitable to
~, assums that the wavering craftsmanship and
; prolixity of incident is due to the author’s
ol’)isss'uon;of‘ championing a cause, and it jis a
. pity that such real novelistic talent is put
to aﬁm‘l‘e et
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** The Sphinx’s Lawyer,” by * Frank Danby]
markable book—certainly a very remarkable |
lady to have written. The dedication of the ne
brother of the gifted authoress, Mr. * Owen Hal
out of the common, seeing that it is dedicaf
author of most of our musical comedies, because (
the book—presumably in manuscript—he ¢
loathed” both it and its subject. “Incidentally,’
ﬁuthoress, referring to the opinions expressed by
“your harsh criticism has intensified my convict
righteousness of the cause I plead, and revolt |
narrow _judgment has strengthened me against an
opprobrium that such pleading may bring upon m
well then. Algernon Heseltine, round whose mi
story circulates, is, of course, the late Oscar "
much the authoress tells us, but the wife and thi
are happily quite imaginary. The wife is the
and a strange character she unquestionably is. Th
champion, the lawyer of the title, is a powerfu
character also, but I have the misfortune to dislike
much indeed. The story is not a *“ nice ** one, and
likely to achieve any marked success among Sun¢
young ladies, or old women of either sex, but
questionably very clever, very interesting, rather
and well worth reading. The publisher is Mr,
Heinemann.

“THE SPHINX'S LAWYER.” '

One could wish' that Frank Danby were not
::leve»r. Cleverness we must admit for her n
_‘The Sphinx’s Lawyer ”’ (Heinemann); butﬁ:
Is so wrong-headed that even as cIevernes:’s it mij
its mark. It aims at being something more t}
a story; it has several morals to preach. The H
of them appears to be that human justice ¢
human  law. may go exceedingly wrong |
its clumsy attempt to make the pu

e o, - DNENG fit - the crime;
that, = for example, the
vears which the lafe
Oscar Wilde endured in .
were a cruel injury inﬂicteg
2 person only half responsif
A for his actions; and, besit

that, devastated the lives |
several innocent people. §
which we can only respo

t?hat, whether this be or be 1

the case, it is a question whi
cannot be properly discussed1

a novel; and we think that :

:vzl andF unhljppy genius wh
ause rank Danby es
_had .betber have beenylef-tpgll:.%
in his grave. One of the chj
Eersonages in the story is
‘ Sphinx,”  the broken-dowi
neurotie, and semi-paralysé
wife of an Algernon Heselting
who died in the shadow of som
such infamy as that which s
r9unded the writer and drams
tist c.)f whom we have spoken
A friend of hers and of his
who stood by them in th
darke.st hour of their disgrac
and - ignominy, is the hero q
the novel—the Sphinx’s Iawyér.
To comrensate him for a goo(
dfeal of obloquy which befel
him on account of this act of
generosity, Mrs. Heseltine de
bermm.es to marry him to 2
very innocent  and wealthy
young widow, She succeeds
fmd though the Sphinx’s lawyer
18, t0 our way of thinking, a/
bfw}nder of a peculiarly oper*"
nicious .type, the woman he
marries is so tamely good and
innocent that at last she pe-
forms him.

: iography of a mai .. roused.
8o much enthusiasm, s9 much “idicole,and
so much abhorrence during his liferame as
Oscar Wilde is not to be wrii “n during the
first decade after his death ‘mor by-intimate
friends and champions of his own. Certainly
it has not heen written by Mr. Sherard.
His book is frankly the work of a champion—
& flamboyant appeal to the reading world in
vindication of a much-maligned man of
genius.  Not, of course, that he affects to
deny the offences which rufned Wilde’s
career, No apologist can efface them, or,
indeed, make any phase of his life altogether
agreeable to contemplate. = But Mr. Sherard
throws himself \with fervour into the task of
rendering the undeniable stains innocuous
to his final fame. He has two prin-|
cipal ‘lines of defence. He does his best
to transfer the brunt of responsibility
for Wilde's failings and‘cOIlapse to an
unhappy heritage of morbid impulse, to!
gzx'ents who were not all that they should
Y, to a home where Bohemians were: fre-
quently entertained to dinner, to the Univer-
sity of Oxford, where young men talked of
undesirable subjects at their wines. Incident-
ally this line of defence has probably added
to the interest of the book. In particular the
vivid and admirably told memoirs of the
eminent surgeon his father and the dilet-!
tante authoress (“Speranza®) his mother |
would hardly have been permitted to detain
the reader so long from the proper subject of
the biography as, nowise to his discontent, they
do, but for their value as documentary evi-
dence to be put in, in mitigation of sentence,
by the skilful counsel for the defence. And
we are by ne means suggesting that they are
irrelevant, however their relevance may be
‘over-urged. . In the same way, the vindication
of Wilde’s literary genius is marred by an
unmeasured, ‘even blatant, extravagance of
claim which largely undoes the effect of Mr.
Sherard’s just resentment at the unqualified
and unrelenting repudiation which is still a
frequent attitude in England towards Wilde
and all his works. ~His reputation with
serious critics is not promoted by such out-
bursts, for instance, as this in describing
the success of “The Importance of Being
Earnest ” : —
After that night at the St. s
London felt itgelf indeed StheJair:lne;eiiaﬁhecg%e
which is under tribute to no other nation for
its enjoyments as for its wants. One may fancy
what would have . been the feelings of the
Romans if one day a dramatist had risen up
among them who rendered their arena free of
Greece. Our pride was flattered ; we could hurl
back the reproach of national dulness: we fore-
saw with pleasurable and gratified ,antici.pa-
tion the return to the Enggiish stage of the
laurel-wreath that centuries ago had been
wrested from us by the foreigner. We felt that
we could close ourfront door and put out a
uotice to the Ibsens, the Scribes, the Sardous
»o.o..and the rest that we. . . . needed
nothing that day or on any subsequent day
Or by this:— SR
The greatest philosophers, the i q
new religions tg ‘the gv‘;iftg’d‘igenﬁ;e:rzg? %g;e
talked. Did Christ write, did Mahomet write,
did Bocrates write? If Oscar Wilde had had
the fortune to find among his. associates a dis-
ciple who would havengaken tﬁ]e trouble to

record his teachings . . . w en he spoke
© 'y

he would have been rememb &) rld’

hlStOt}" as one of the wiaggg o?;(lixillzs%%gfld 2
In spite of these drawbacks, Mr, Sherard’s
book contains a great uantity of valuable
material, and has the ma| ing of a better book
than it 15. Whoever makes that better book
";lxin Inevitably owe much to it. There are
¥ Ie;pus Yortraits and other illustrations
£ cuding many of the Wilde caricatures, ¢

ittle gallery in ‘themselves. CH R




HEN man committed his first sin, he felt
rather ashamed of himself, and in a
moment of modesty tried to put the whole

blame of it on somebddy else. ‘‘The woman
tempted me,” he said. In a later stage of develop-
ment, he began to see that this was neither a very
glorious nor a very chivalrous explanation of his
shortcomings. So,” nowadays, .if he finds himself
engaged in a merry course of the vices, he declares,
“ 1 have the artistic temperament,”’ and feels that
he has said something unanswerable. For myself, I
doubt if we have the right to sit as judges on the
sins of any of our fellows. If we are to allow our-
selves to condemn any breaches of morality at all,
however, I do not see by what right the stupefied
criminal of the slums should be punished and the
man with the artistic temperament escape. The
artistic temperament is only another name for a
monstrous anti-social sort of egoism, and is seldom
to be found in any of the great artists. Michael
Angelo did not possess the artistic temperament, nor
did Wordsworth or Browning, or, so far as-we.ean
discover, Shakespeare. If all the men of artistic
temperament who have ever lived had been
drowned, like kittens, at their birth, I doubt if the
stock of the world’s art would be appreciably
lessened. For to be a great artist implies that one
has terribly much in common with.the ordinary
man ; to have the artistic temperament implies that
one has as little in common with him as possible.

What we call the sins of the great artists—of Hugo |

or Byron, for example—seem to be the results of a
superabundant vitality. ~ The sins of the artistic
temperament, on the other hand—of the minor poets
and those who are not even minor poets—are rather
the products of weakness, of exhaustion. I am not,
of course, pleading for any severe measures against
the minor poets and their camp-followers. I only
plead that if we are to pity them, we must hold out
the same pity to all those other criminal classes that
never made their sins beautiful with the glamour of
art. In other words, the artist must be regarded as
a citizen first and as an artist afterwards. Aschylus
recognised this when he told them to inscribe on
his tomb the sentence, * I fought at Marathon.”

Oscar Wilde as Hero
Recently, Frank Danby, the novelist, brought an

indictment in the Press against a great living |

sculptor because he had accepted Triomey from her
and had failed afterwards to fulfil his contract.
« Ah,” cried a score of people, ‘‘ this is cruel, this
is unfair! Orne ought to remember the limitations
of the artistic temperament.’” With the facts of the
case I am not here concerned. I only mention it
because it shows that Frank Danby has herself
realised that the artistic temperament is no excuse
for failure in the ordinary duties of a citizen. I do
not see, however, how she can logically put a public
injury on the sculptor and, at the same time, wax
very angry and pitiful at the public injury that was
put during his lifetime on Oscar Wilde. For Oscar
Wilde, under the name of Algernon Heseltine, is the
real hero of The Sphinx’s Lawyer. Algernon Hesel-
tine is dead before the story begins, but the Sphinx,
who is his widow, and the Sphinx’s lawyer, Erring-
ton Welch-Kennard, who has been the friend of
both, make-it the chief end of their existence to kKeep
his memory beautiful and alive. In their code of
morals they seem to be living examples of the
artistic temperament. When the Sphinx is dying,
racked with pain and drugged with strychnine, she
has a farewell scene with her lawyer.

She went on talking presently, but less coherently,
less connectedly.

“ 1 have so much more to say, it’s unkind of God to
interrupt me, isn’t it?—or of the devil? Don’t kneel
there, don’t hide your face from me. Am I hideous to
look at, repulsive? People look beautiful when they
are dead. How I wished Algernon would die when I
first knew—understood. ~ If he had only died then! But
1 have kept his name alive! Whatever they say about
him, they will always talk about him ; he hasn’t been
forgotten, 1’ve been faithful to my vow, I've kept his
name alive. They do his plays again now—hypocrites—
what hypocrites they were! It wasn’t of Algernon 1
sent for you to speak—was it?>—I forget—I forget
again.” "And she lay thinking of it for a little time, her
dying strength reviving in the silence.

“Errington,”’ she began again, presently, ** how bad
I have been! From the world’s point of view, I mean.
But, after all, how little the world knows! I hurt no
one, to begin with.” I was really only a girl, stupid too,
for all I thought myself so clever. Everybody hurt me,

| on purpose, just because F-had married him, not know-

ing. And afterwards, they hurt me always. I never
let them know. I felt it—the ostracism—now I’'m dying
of it. I've had love, lovers. I’'m glad of that, don’t let
anyone think I'm sorry about that. I've been so badly
treated, stoned, but I've had something. The ‘ woman
taken in adultery,” was she glad, in her stoning, I
wonder ?  What had her husband taught her?  How
good you've been to me, the only one who ever was.
Poor the! Even you don’t quite know what it was at
first.”’

“ Oh! Sphinx, you hurt me, you hurt me. You were
a child, a child when it all began. You never knew any
better, they never gave you a chance, you never had a
chance afterwards.”

- Only because of what they did to him. How true,
how eternally true, it is, that cruelty is the only crime.
We women, even I, find it unbearable. Through him
they tortured me; every day I broke my stones with
bleeding hands, and every night my bed turned to wood,
and I tossed bruised and sleepless; and his degradation
was my degradation. Don’t cry, don’t cry, it shakes me

—and th z 5 EE)
‘a‘nYotu e;:ea“ggcﬁg in é%‘%ﬁgm&i%ﬂfmx; no one

to help you. I'm afraid, I’'m afraid for you.”’ i
T e g e




Virtue in Limelight
. Somehow, one never catches the true tragic note
in The Sphinx’s Lawyer. One seems to see many
tears glistening in limelight, and to see vice turning
into a sort of green-sick virtue, as it can only do in
the unreal lights of the stage. Everybody seems to
be redeemed by Jove in the end. The lawyer, who
cannot see a pretty and emotional client of the other
sex, without taking her in his arms and kissing her
little ears, returns to the wife of his bosom, and
,E‘EYJi” Gore, a follower of Heseltine’s, who has

been very much the prodigal son and has even shot
his own child dead at the end of a bout of drunken-
ness, returns into the fold of the domestic virtues.
The characters are all a little vulgar, and they are
not set forth in order entirely without vulgarity, as
are the vulgar people in such a book as Mrs, Edith
Wharton’s The House of Mirth. One feels that
there is something symbolic in the manner in which
the Sphinx’s lawyer dressed.

He had always loved rare and beautiful things, now

the pearls in his shirt-front were black, the buttons of °

his waist-coat were of the most delicate workmanship,
serpenting in diamonds round blue enamel, his sleeve-
links were pink pearls set a jour.

Somehow, we do not care very much for men who
dress like this. Somehow, we do not care very

much for noyidspAndreamt® Univetsity@tpfary1as dressed

The Sphinx’s Lawyer.




‘ The Sphinx’s Lawyer,” by * Frank Danby,” is a re. |
markable book—certainly a very remarkable one. for 8
lady to have written. The dedication of the novel to the
brother of the gifted authoress, Mr. * Owen Hall,” is alsg
out of the common, seeing that it is dedicated to the
author of most of our musical comedies, because on reading
the book—presumably in manuscript—he “ hated and
loathed” both it and its subject, “Incidentally, says the
authoress, referring to the opinions expressed by Mr, Hall,

‘“ your harsh criticism has intensified my conviction of the
righteousness of the cause I plead, and revolt from your
narrow judgment has strengthened me against any personal |
opprobrium that such pleading may bring upon me.” Very |
well then. Algernon Heseltine, round whose memory the
story circulates, is, of course, the late Oscar Wilde. So
much the authoress tells us, but the wife and the disciples

are happily quite imaginary. The wife is the Sphinx, ”
and a strange character she unquestionably is. The Sphinx’s
- champion, the lawyer of the title, is a powerfully drawn
character also, but I have the misfortune to dislike him very
much indeed. The story is not a *“ nice >’ one, and is hardly
likely to achieve any marked success among Sunday school
young ladies, or old women of either sex, but it is un.
questionably very clever, very interesting, rather irritating,
and well worth ZdSe0ONdMensiUniversity. LIbé2d \i: Williamy

Heinemann.



Aberdeen Free Press.

W “The Sphiny’s Lawyer,” by Frank Danby
V. (London: William Heinemann).—The aim
oR o of Mrs Frankau's novel seems to be to de-
9" ¥end at all hazards what is known as “the
artistic temperament” ; secondly, to show
that punishment is the only crime.  The
thesis is not a novel one, and it is some
Yyears since it ceased to stir the body ocor-
porate of English letters.  Knowing this,
one might very well ask why the matter
is raised at this time of day. Certainly a
perusal of the story does not advance it one
jot. To prove the proposition there is re.
suscitated under the name of Algernon
Haseltine, a brilliant but perverse literary
‘genius of the later nineteenth century, who
simned against the laws of society, and paid
the penalty with imprisonment and ostra-
-cigm. The venture, it seems to us, is needs
less and unprofitable.  The set of which
he was the central figure is shattered,
their influence in literature is dead, public
taste is changed. Besides, when one of his
last books was published a year or two ago,
it was reviewed with dignity, with generosity,
and even with the reverence given to what is
past and done with; in the book and all it
called forth was a finality which might fit-
tingly have been left alone. Now that we
are re-introduced into that faded, unhealthy
atmosphere, and associate with exquisite,
“cultured” decadents, we are glad to remem-
ber that it is old and impossible. The hero,
s lawyer with a double-barrelled name, is a
cad and boudoir bounder; when he has
‘eurious “moments,” showing him disinter-
-estedly chivalrous, not disingenuously ten-
der, trifling, not §mirking, he is apparently
held up to admiration: just as a vicious
young rake with evil tendencies is blessed in|
_the end. In many of its bearings the sub-
ject of the story is antiquated, so antiquated
that retrespection brings back the first pro-
¢ iction of “Patience.” It is true the law-
yer's wife is a fine portrait of one “unspotted
from the world.”  But she has to thank
her, child-like faith for it, and not
+all the subtle touches of characterisation and
the eloquence of the writing can banish con-
sciousness of the fact. It is charitable to
,assume that the wavering craftsmanship and
prolixity of incident is due to the author’s
‘obsessdissePWbIRERSIBniversibRLibrarynd it is a
pity that such real novelistic talent is put
_to such a poor use.




“THE SPHINX'S LAWYER.”
One could wish that Frank Danby were not so

clever. Cleverness we must admit for her moyel, |

“The Sphinx’s Lawyer” (Heinemann); but it
is so wrong-headed that even as cleverness it misses
its mark. If aims at being something more than.

a story; it has several morals to preach. The first !

of them appears to be that human justice and |

human law may g0  exceedingly wrong in
its clumsy attempt to  make the punish-
s e - ENE i Che crime; and
that, . for example, the two
vears which the late Mr.
Oscar Wilde endured in - gaol
were a cruel injury inflicted on
& person only half responsible
for his actions; and, besides
A that, devastated the lives of
several innocent people. To
which we can only  respond
that, whether this be or be not
the case, it is a question which
cannot be properly discussed in
a novel; and we think that the
evil and unhappy genius whose
cause Frank Danby espouses
bad better have been left quiet
in his grave. One of the chief

personages in the story is the |

‘ Sphinx,”” the broken-down,
neurotic, and semi-paralysed
wife of an Algernon Heseltine,
who died in the shadow of somo
such infamy as that which sur-
rounded the writer and drama-
tist of whom we have spoken.
A friend of hers and of his,
who stood by them in the
darkest hour of their disgrace
and ignominy, is the hero of
the novel—the Sphinx’s lawyer.
To comrensate him for a good
deal of obloquy which befell

him on account of this act of

generosity, Mrs. Heseltine de-
termines to marry him to a
very innocent and wealthy
young widow. She succeeds,
and though the Sphing’s lawyer
is, to our way of thinking, a
bounder of g peculiarly per-
nicious type, the woman he

Jisse01*OBRIETUniversitd2abrary, | ..,

innocent that at last she pe. |

forms him.
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The final biographs of & mau - roused.
so much enthusiasm, s9 m“@h'*“7iﬁ"§§bfﬁnd
so much abhorrence during his Jiferine as
Oscar Wilde is not to be wrii “n during the
first decade after his death ‘mor by-intimate
friends and champions of his own. Certainly
it has not been written by Mr. She‘mrd.
His book is frankly the work of a champion—
a flamboyant appeal to the reading world in
vindication of a much-maligned man of
genius.  Not, of course, that he affects to
deny  the offences which rifned Wilde’s
career, No apologist can efface them, or,
indeed, make any phase of his life altogether
agreeable to contemplate. = But Mr. Sherard
throws himself'with fervour into the task of
rendering the undeniable stains innocuous
to his final fame. He has two prin-
cipal ‘lines of defence. He does his best
to transfer the brunt of responsibility
for Wilde’s failings and collapse to an|
unhappy heritage of morbid impulse, to!
arents who were not all that they should

, to a home where Bohemians were: fre-
quently entertained to dinner, to the Univer-
sity of Oxford, where young men talked of
undesirable subjects at their wines. Incident-
ally this line of defence has probably added
to the interest of the book. In particular the
vivid and admirably told memoirs’ of the
eminent surgeon his father and the dilet-
tante authoress (“Speranza’) his mother
would hardly have been permitted to detain
the reader so long from the proper subject of
the biography as, nowise to his discontent, they
do, but for their value as documentary evi-
dence to be put in, in mitigation of sentence,
by the skilful counsel for the defence. And
we are by ne means suggesting that they are
irrelevant, however their relevance may be
‘over-urged. . In the same way, the vindication
of Wilde’s literary %enius is marred by an
unmeasured, ‘even blatant, extravagance of
claim which largely undoes the effect of Mr.
Sherard’s just resentment at the unqualified
and unrelenting repudiation which is still a
frequent attitude in England towards Wilde
and all his works. ~ His reputation with
serious critics is not promoted by such out-
bursts, for instance, as this in describing
the success of “The Importance of Being
Earnest ” : —

After that night at the St. James's Theatre
London felt itself indeed the imperial city
which is™under tribute to ng other nation for
its enjoyments as for its wants. One may fancy
what would have  been the feelings of the
Romans if one day a dramatist had risen up
among them who rendered their arena free of
Greece. Our pride was flattered ; we could hurl
back the reproach of national dulness; we fore-
saw with pleasurable and gratified anticipa-
tion the return to the Enﬁish stage of the
laurel-wreath that centuries ago had been
wrested from us by the foreigner. We felt that
we could close our front door and put out a
notice to the Ibsens, the Scribes, the Sardous
« ... and the rest that we.'. .’ . needed
nothing that day or on any subsequent day.
Or by this:— :

The greatest philosophers, the men who gave
new religions to the world, did not write; they
talked. Did Christ write, did Mahomet write,
did Socrates write? If Oscar Wilde had had
the fortune to find among his associates a dis-
ciple who would have taken the trouble to
record his teachings . . . when he spoke,
he would have been remembered in the world’s
history as one of the wisest, of philesophers.

In spite of these drawbacks, Mr, Sherard’s
book contains a great uantity of valuable
material, and has the msiin’g of a better book
than it is. Whoever makes that better book
will inevitably owe much to it.  There are
~lumerous ﬁﬁrtraits “and other illustrations
ncluding many of the Wilde caricatures, ¢

little galler gissen20menB'signiversiopd ibrary; |
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The Life of Oscar Wilde, which Mr. R. H.'?*
Sherard has been writing for Mr. Werner Laurie,
will be ready next month. The author and his
subject were friends for many years, and so this
\book has a personal note all through. One strong
- purpose of it is to dispel a number of false reports
“which have associated themselves with Wilde’s
‘life, as, for instance, the weird recurring rumour
that he is not dead. Mr. Sherard also discusses his
;’uiﬁngs, and the book is well illustrated.

‘Sunday Sun, )25
SOME FORTHCOMING BOOKS.

Mr. Robert Harborough Sherard’s ‘¢ Life of Oscar Wilde ” is now
ready for publication. The renewed interest which, by the appearance
of *‘ De Profundis,” has been universally awakened in the public mind,
An the life and work of the late Mr. Oscar Wilde, has created on every
side a demand for an authoritative book dealing with these two sub-
gives the true facts of his
career as a writer, his biography as far as that is consistent with the
due observance of discretion, and an account of his literary work in
the many fields in which he so gteatly distinguished himself.”
purpose of the book is ‘‘ to dispel a number of false reports which have
associated themselves with his life and work.
put about, for instance, that Mr. Wilde is still living.
\_Vill give a full and detailed account of his death, gathered from the
lips of the man who was holding him in his arms when he died.

jects. This volume, Mr. Sherard says, ‘

* * * *

For many years Oscar Wilde’s one-act tragedy, ‘* Salomé,” has
Mr. John Lane announces a new edition in a cheap:
This play has been trans-
lated into every European language, including Czech, and at the pre-
sent time it is constantly acted in Germany, besides providing inspira-

been out of print.
form, which will be published next week.

tion to Dr. Strauss.

TRIBUN

We are informed by Mr. T. Werner Laurie, the |

publisher, that Mr. Robert Sherard’s * Life of
Oscar Wilde” is now ready for publication.
Mr. Sherrard was acquainted with Wilde from
1884, and has a profound admiration for the
genius of the man, which flashed with such

astonishing brightness before his fall. One pur- |

pose of the book is to dispel the curious re-
port, repeated recently, that Oscar Wilde is
“still living.  Mr. Sherard gives a detailed ac-
.count of his death, gathered from the lips of
the man who was holding him in his arms when
e daed. - ® -

 Robert Harborough Sherard, who has written
‘this biography, is the great-grandson of William
- Wordsworth. He has written several notable
poems himself, but his literary work has mostly

to English papers. He has lived for years in
Paris, and his recent book of recolleci.ons is
full of anecdotes about distingmished French
men of letters, with whom he has been inti-
' mately acquainted.

AR TRV o coad i s el S s LTl

Daily News ‘*'
— . W aek s

¢ The Life of Oscar Wilde,” to be issued on
the 20th by Mr. Werner Laurie, is by Mr. Robert
Harborough Sherard, who has already written
much on the subject. The author, I am told,
institutes a comparison in his preface bétween
the life of Wilde and the life of Richard Savage.
The comparison is a striking one, to the disad-
vantage, however, of Savage. Both were men
of genius and striking promise; both epded in
‘a prison; both died without accomplishing any-
4 thing worthy of their abilities. Perhaps we can
" searcely hope that Wilde will be so fortunate
1in his biographer as Savage was in Dr. John-
son. Moreover, Savage was the subject of that
delightful novel which ‘Whitehead wove 'around
his story and personality; a classic whxch: by
the way, has found its way to a larger 'clrcle
of readers than it ever had before since it was

ilissued in a thin-paper volume by MeRs.srz.‘ h;iw‘r;.es.

_been 'in journalism, as foreign correspondent

One

SR as Whistler hinted.

| instinets, as her more distinguishedson. For

| matural to expect an exceptional offspring.

o ———
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Whistler's Readiness of Retort.
()\' course the great exponent of the
gentle art of retort was pas
excellence: Whistler. It used: to be his
oreatest delight to effect a neat score off
4 flellow wit. One of these encounters
took place at a dinner party where
the redoubtable James M'Neill ol
that ilk found as his vis-a-vis Oscai
Wilde, who was then at the height
of his prosperity. Truly a case of
Greek meeting Greek, but a short
passage of arms between the two
earlv in the evening resulted in a
decisive victory for the painter
[he brilliancy of the remark which
dealt the coup de grace led the
defeated one to murmur wistfully,
“Jwish I'd said that.”” Whistlex
smole a wicked smile as he made
the quick retort, ¢ Never mind, my
dear Oscar. You will.” A hit, a
very palpable hit, which lelt the
other 1n discomfited silence, for, to
change the metaphor, the cap had

fitted.

Wilde and Whistler.

It has 1‘ccent_ly been t is seldom that an adoring
This book

t

mother allows any clever saying
of her offspring to pass into oblivion,
and still rarer were the occasions
when Wilde permitted a mot to
be lost to the world. If it were
uttered by himself in the course
of conversation it would be saved
up lor future use in his writings,
while if it were evolved from the
mind of someone else it stood a
very good chance of being annexed

Reynold’s 2« 0
OSCKﬁfWILDE.
THE TRAGEDY OF A LIFE.
.'R:_ B SHERARD'S NEW BOOK.

Few men are better gualified to undertake

. the difficult task of presenting to the English

public an apologia for the life of the late
Oscar Wilde .than Mr. R. H. Sherard, the
writer of this volume. In France there
would be uo difficulty, for the French have
so much of the artistic spirit that they natu-
rally, and without any mental questionings,

‘dissociate the-individual characteristics of

the artist from the productions’of his talent
origenius.. 7

Oscar Wilde's father was the distinguished
Dublin surgeon, Sir William 'Wilde, a man
of ‘European reputation. His mother was a
woman  of extraordinary character, the
daughter of anIrish Protestant clergyman,
as literary and as evraticin her doings and

a tims she was an ardent Nationalist, and
her verses, signed ‘‘Speranza,” which
agpea,red in the Nation, under the editor-
ship of Gavan Duffy, afterwards Sir Gavan
Dutfy, Premier of Victoria, were among
the smost, brilliant literary outputs of the
Young IrvelandiParty.

From such a parentage, it would: be

Young Wilde was the best classical scholar
in Dublin University, and the traces of that
influence are deeply impressed on all his
subsequent writings. .~ “I, ‘the lord of
‘language,” he described himself in ' that
heartrending book ‘‘De Profundis,” written
by him after his release from Reading Gaol.
His, father made much money, but he
squandered it-lavishly, and so Wilde, when
he came to make his way in London, found
himself in possession of about £200 a year, de-
‘rived from Irish land, which he subsequently
sold, to meet the pressing needs of everyday
life. His incomewas eked out by anonymous
contributions to the Press. Yet, at this time,
‘he was astonishing London by his freaks of

e, his;

T v —

For a number of years before fame 5&1‘131’1‘3
him, in the brilliant series of comedies which
he produced, he had a very hard struggle to
live. He edited for Cassell and & the
Woman’s World. and slaved at his work in
the orthodox Fleet-street manner. His '
marriage brought him financial ease, and
after that, until the debdcle, he was in afiluent,
circumstances, his plays producing an in-
come of several thousands yearly.

The Downfall.

Into the circumstances of his trial we have
no desire to enter. Wilde was no worse
than his base associates. Mr. Sherard traces
the sexual perversion, of which Wilde was
accused, to herd@dity. His eminent father
was a mixture of intelligence and ani-
mality. and from him was transmitted the
coarseness of the lower part of Wilde's face,
He indulged in good living. Probably,
as the writer of this book suggests, the
alcohol which he consumed, although he was

‘never drunk, except during the last few

weeks of his miserable existence in Paris,
Froduced a kind of mental aberration, which
eft him irresponsible for his acts. In any

| case, his intimate acquaintance with classical

literature—in which the behaviour of which
he was charged, is treated as natural and
commonplace—would ' deaden in his mind
any suggestion of criminality in that

| regard. ,

Mr. Sherard’s hook is an exceedingly able
study of oneof the most extraordinary men of
our own times. The picture he presents ought
to do much to mitigate the harshness of the
world-judgment upon Wilde's follies. A
heart he was a kindly man ; but intellectually
he lived alone for art; socially, for pleasure.
He adds one more figure to the bizarre
gallery of the pathologist. >

Here is a description of an incident in the
prison life of Oscar Wilde, written by an
ex-warder of Reading Gaol :—

A Humane Warder.

During the period -of his incarceration the poet
suffered in health, but he seldom complained to the
doctor, He was afraid of doing so lest he should be
sent to the sick ward. He preferred the seclusion of
his cell. There he could think aloud without attract-
ing the glances or the undertone comments of the less
mobile-minded. There he could be alone—alone with
the spectre of his past, alone with his books, alone
with his God ! : $

When I entered his cell on a certain bleak, raw
morning in early March I found him still in bed.
This was unusual, and so I expressed surprise. ‘I
have bad a bad night,” he explained. ‘‘Painsin my
inside, which I think must be cramp, and my bead
seems splitting.” I asked whether he had better nob
report: sick.  ‘‘No,” ‘he said ; ‘' not for anything. I
shall be better, perhaps, as the days advances. Come
back in a few minutes, when I will be up.”

I returned to his cell a few minutes afterwards, and
found he was up, but looking so dreadfully ill that I
again advised him to see the doctor. He declined,
however, saying he would be all right when he had
had something warm to drink.

I knew that in the ordinary course of events he
would have nothing for at least another hour,
so I resolved to find something to. give him in the
meanwhile myself. I hastered off, and warmed up
some beef tea, poured it  into a bottle, placed the
bottle inside my jacket, and returned towards his cell.
While ascending the  staircase the bottle slipped
between my shirt and skin. It was very hot. I knew
that there was an unoccupied cell on the next landing,
and I determined to go thers and withdraw the
bottle from its painful position. But at that moment
a voice called me from the central hall below.
I looked down, and saw the Chief Warder. He
beckoned me towards him. I went back. He
wished to speak concerning a discrepaney in the
previous night’s Muster Report. I attempted to
elucidate the mystery of two prisoners being in the
prison who had no claim on its hospitality. I.am
afraid I threw but little light on the mystery. I was
in frightful ageny. The hot bottle burped against my
breast like molten lead. I have said *‘there are
supreme moments in the lives of men.” Those were
supreme moments to me. I could have cried out in my
agony, but dared not. The cold, damp beads of per:
spiration gathered on my brow. I writhed *and
twisted in - all manners of ways to ease mysell
of the dreadful thing, but in vain. - I could not
shift that infernal hottle,” try as I might. It lay
there against my breast like a hot poultice, but hotter
thanany poultice that was ever made bya cantankerous
mother or by a cantankerous nurse. . And the strange
thing about it was that the longer it lay the hotter it
became. The Chief eyed me curiously. I believe he
thought T had been drinking. I know Iwas incoherent
enough for anything. At last he walked off, and lett
me, for which I felt truly thankful, I bounded up the
jron stairs, and entered the Poet’s cell, and, pulling
out the burning bottle, I related, amid gasps and im:
precations, my awful expérience. The Poet smiled
while the tale was being told, then langhed—actually
laughed. I had never seen him laugh naturally before,
and, with the same qualification, I may add that 1
never saw him laugh-again. :

T felt angty because he laughed. T told him so. 1
_said it was poor reward for all T had undergone e be
laughed at, and, so saying, I came out, and closed the
door- -I closed it with a bang. i

When T took him his breakfast, he looked the picture

. of contrition. He said he wou,ldn%‘,touch it unless I
| promised to forgive him. ahid %

*“Not even the cocon?” T asked. s :

“Not even the cocoa,” he replied ; and he looked at
it Jongingly. ; { i

“ Well, rather than starve you, I'll forgive you.

The general impression left by this book
is most painful. - 1tis the record of a;qeRﬂY
useless ~ life; the historv of a literary
flaneur, eaten up with vanity, butimmense y
capable. - Oscar Wilde was the Richar
Savage of his day. Now that he o
gone let us "be .tender to his foibles; MI
Sherard, : the. writer of this d
ment, contributeda few
' Newspape

! when a
0 men
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. OSCAR WILDE.
(‘1‘ WERNER LAURIE.)
© of Mr. Sherard to write and publisk
Jscar Wilde? It is, of course, a very
fice of friendship, indeed, of justice,
/pme respects the time is opportune.
|}’ written originally for Madame
‘ernhardt, and constantly played in
~ has recently been played for the
me in London. Messrs. Methuen are
ublishing a complete uniform edition
¥s works dn twelve volumes.
long ago since “ Lady Windermere’s
s revived at the St. James’s Theatre,

owing that of ‘“ The Importance of
he added

t.2* Tr theea facts mu
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‘And here and there the style is decided] i
What are we to say, for 1}1ylsta.noe, of th{e t%ltl)xl'l%lg-
ing sentence, except that it is one at which
‘(,?sca,r Wilde himself would have laughed ?
There is much of the moping owl in a largé
section of our stolid Britishry, and people of
that ‘category dislike nothing more intensely
than the man of radio-activity, who bustles into
the stagnant area of their gelid dulness and
i??xferes with tllxeir somnolent eupepsia.” Phi-
stinizm is sure
ot g y avenged when an advocate
Tsut the book is undoubtedly interosti
from many points of view. It isywrittenesv?iltlﬁ
-:cbu_ndanct? of spirit by a man who knows what |
he is talking about, and it certainly ought to!
be read by all those who are inclined to pass
hasty judgment. Mr. Sherard tells us a good
deal that is important concerning Oscar Wilde’s
ancestry. His father, the Dublin surgeon
seems to have led a somewhat riotous life.  His
mother, the poetess, who wrote under the name

of Speranza, for many month
lede was }’\n“ “\rmnzly anAd .‘..S..,b..e,]fofs,psucér

ribune,

OSCAR WILDE'S LIFE.

il e i

“The Life of Oscar Wilde.” By Robert Har-
borough Sherard. London: T. Werner
Laurie. 12s. 6d. net.

[Purrisazn To-pAY.]

Mr. Robort Sherard’s qualifications for
writing the life of Oscar Wilde are based on
i a friendship during a period of sixteon
years preceding Wilde’s death, on the fact |
| that he was with him at a time when all|
others had withdrawn, and ‘‘ that for the very i
reason that he was not in sympathy with any
of the affectations which towards others
Oscar Wilde used to assume, the man as he
truly was, the man as God and nature had

made him was perhaps better known to him
thon +~ mnet ~f hic athan aa - & tes.”

et it must
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so-called dispatch of three words would have been empty,
absurd, even silly; and Casar never was silly.

Who started the story? Was it done by an ancient
writer 2 I observe that Mommsen and most careful
writers on Roman history do not speak of the words as
a dispatch or official utterance. Canon Liddell says,
«The victory gained by Cewsar was announced at Rome
in the famous dispatch,” etc. Merivale rather dis-
credits the story, saying, « The boastful phrase in which,
according to the story, the victor announced it to the
senate.”

I turned to the ancients. Perhaps someone else may
have found more than I. Naturally, I turned to the

profuse aneedotage of Valerius Maximus; but in vain. |

Suetonius, great gatherer of gossip, tells us that when |

Cesar had ended his wars he held five triumphs. He

says, “ Among the pageantry of the Pontic triumph, a |

tablet with this inseription was carried before him —
Veni, Vidi, Vici,— not signifying, as did other mottoes,
what was done, but the speed of the victory.”
Plutarch’s story implies a time for the origin of the
phrase later than any possible dispatch: perhaps it arose
in the familiarity of a conversation. Plutarch says,
« When he gave Amantius, a friend of his at Rome, an

@The Netw Books.

THE STORY OF A BROKEN LIFE.*

The life-story of that brilliant but erratic
genius, Oscar Wilde, whose sun of promise rose
so bright and had so dire a setting, is presented
to us in a handsome and dignified volume by Mr.
Robert Harborough Sherard, who, as he tells us,
enjoyed the famous wsthete’s intimate friendship
for sixteen years before the gloomy end of the
unfortunate man’s meteoric course. Although

| the book is confessedly an apology or defense,

account of the action, to express the promptness and |
rapidity of it he used three words — I came and saw and |
conquered — which having in Latin all the same cadence, ‘

carry with them a very suitable air of brevity.” This
evidently was before the triumph.

Is this « thrasonical brag ” or gasconade ? Plutarch
speaks not of parade, but of an expression in friendly
intercourse. Notice that whoever depreciates his ad-
versary depreciates his victory, and removes his story
from the realm of boasting. The boaster tells of the
strength and valor of his opponent: the greater he
makes the difficulty of his achievement, the greater he
makes the courage, power, and persistence of himself
as conqueror. If Ceesar had set out to brag of his sue-
cess at Zela, he would have given as many details as in
his story of the battle with Ariovistus, or have spread
it out as Bunyan enlarges on Christian’s sword-and-
shield fight with Apollyon. The brevity of the historical
account in the Alexandrian War and the contemptuous
brevity of the three words show that Cwesar thought
the thing. hardly worth speaking of.

But the passage from Suetonius — what of that ? In
that we see not Cwesar the man as we know him else-
where, Cesar the high-minded thinker and doer, but
Cesar the politician and the head of the state. It was
the duty of the general in a triumph to appear as the
representative of the state and of its glory and power.
He was officially a braggart, and must make the most
of the occasion to please the populace. He was a the-
atrical character, with face painted red. I can well
conceive of Ciesar as riding up the Capitoline Hill in a
chariot, to dismount and offer sacrifice to a god in whom
he did not believe, while saying to himself, « What a
bore this is! Five days of such vanity! What fools these
Romans are! I prefer to be at my desk, but must yield
to these throat-splitting, ear-rasping crowds!” Such a
soliloquy represents to us the Cwmsar that we know
everywhere else, the man of business, too clear-sighted
and great in spirit to overvalue his accomplished deeds,
pushing toward his ends, evading and avoiding crowns
on the Lupercal, that he might be the foremost man of
all the world and found the Empire.

: SAMUEL WILLARD.

Harbor Springs, Michigan, September 5, 1906,

and promises at the outset to refute many cal-
umnies and to effect noteworthy results in clear-
ing from the foul aspersions ofmalignity a name
still dear to hundreds of faithful disciples, yet
there is, fortunately, a wise avoidance of unsa-
vory details regarding the events that clouded
Wilde’s closing years and led to his tragic end.
His trial and imprisonment for an unnamable
offense are, of course, involved in the narration,
but are treated with commendable reserve, so
that the merely prurient reader will find nothing
in the book to pay for the trouble of perusal.
Into this forbidding portion of Wilde’s life,
which we feel has been made too much of already,
we do not propose to go, only noting briefly the
biographer’s contention that the unhappy man
was dealt with with needless hardness and sever-
ity, owing in part to the popular clamor against
him ; and that an understanding of ¢ the dismay-
ing problem ”* of Wilde’s conduct is to be sought
in a study of his unfortunate heredity and in the
occasional ¢ epileptiform fits ”” which made him
for the time being morally irresponsible and
rendered him a more proper subject for restraint
in an asylum than for the severities of a prison
cell. In tracing Wilde’s ancestry, and in noting
therein the emergence of traits characteristic of
the decadent poet, Mr. Sherard has been indus-
trious &nd has labored not in vain. A Lombroso
would welcome his findings as a contribution to
pathological psychology.

Mr. Sherard’s story of Wilde’s prison life is
full of pathetic interest. Its chief significance
for many readers will be found in the fact that
it gave rise to what are perhaps the best of
Wilde’s literary productions in prose and verse
—«De Profundis ”’ and * The Ballad of Reading
Gaol.” Of the latter, the biographer well says
that it would be worth while to go to jail to write
so great a poem. Of all Wilde’s poems, this and

*Tge LiFE oF OscaAr WiILDE. By Robert Harborough
Sherard. Illustrated with Portraits, Facsimile Letters, and
other Documents. New York: Mitchell Kennerley.
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' The Life of Oscar Wilde, which Mr. R. H.'}
&eurd has been writing for Mr. Werner Laurie,
will be ready next month. The author and his
_#ubject were friends for many years, and so this
book has a personal note all through. One strong
- purpose of it is to dispel a number of false reports
‘which have associated themselves with Wilde’s
llfe, as, for instance, the weird recurring rumour
that he is not dead. Mr. Sherard also discusses his
mxhngs, and the book is well illustrated.

SR

SR

‘Sunday Sun, )%

SOME FORTHCOMING BOOKS.

Mr. Robert Harborough Sherard’s ¢‘ Life of Oscar Wilde ” is now
ready for publication. The renewed interest which, by the appearance
of ‘‘ De Profundis,” has been universally awakened in the public mind,
in the life and work of the late Mr. Oscar Wilde, has created on every

side a demand for an authoritative book dealing wit’
jects. This volume, Mr. Sherard says, ‘‘ gives th
career as a writer, his biography as far as that 1s ¢

' idue observance of discretion, and an account of hiy

the many fields in which he so gteatly distinguished:

purpose of the book is ‘‘ to dispel a number of false repc

associated themselves with his life and work. It has

put about, for instance, that Mr. Wilde is still living

will give a full and detailed account of his death, gatl

lips of the man who was holding him in his arms when
* « = = 5

¢

For many years Oscar Wilde’s one-act tragedy,
been out of print. Mr. John Lane announces a new edi
form, which will be published next week. This play
lated into every European language, including Czech, :
sent time it is constantly acted in Germany, besides prc
tion to Dr. Strauss.

* * * *

S R

ll)ws-e (‘7"’5

We are informed by Mr. T. Werner Laurie, the
publisher, that Mr. Robert Sherard’s “ Life of
Oscar Wilde” is now ready for publication.
Mr. Sherrard was acquainted with Wilde from
1884, and has a profound admiration for the |
genius of the man, which flashed with such
astonishing brightness before his fall. One pur-
_pose of the book is to dispel the curious re-
port, repeated recently, that Oscar Wilde is
gtill living. Mr. Sherard gives a detailed ae-
count of his death, gathered from the lips of
" the man who was holding him in his arms when
e died. s e e

 Robert Harborough Sherard, who has written
this biography, is the great-grandson of William
 Wordsworth. He has written several notable
‘poems himself, but his literary work has mostly !
been 'in journalism, as foreign correspondent .
{0 English papers. He has lived for years in |
Paris, and his recent book of recolleci.ons is

full of anecdotes about distingmished French

‘men of letters, with whom he has been inti-

mately acquainted.

* £ 3 £ 3 Gl L e i E

Daily News

“The Life of Osecar Wilde,” to be issued on
the 20th by Mr. Werner Laurie, is by Mr. quert
Harborough Sherard, who has already written
much on the subject. The author, I am told,
institutes a comparison in his px:efwe between
the life of Wilde and the life of Richard SaYage.
The comparison is a striking one, to the disad-
vantage, however, of Savage. Both were men
{of genius and striking promise; bott} epded in X
B 19. “prison ; both died without accomplishing any- \
?iﬁﬁng worthy of their abilitie_s. Perhaps we can
" searcely hope that Wilde will be 80 fortunate
lin his biographer as Savage was In Dr. John-
son. Moreover, Savage was the subject of that
delightful novel which ‘Whitehead wove ‘atound
his story and personality; a classie whlch: by
the way, has found its way to a la_rger ‘cucle
of readers than it ever had before since it was

i i i . N 5
‘{issued in a thin-paper volume by Mie:srz ’Se'wg.ee
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Whistler's Readiness of Retort. A

()\. course the great exponent of the
centle art of retort was - par

excellence’ Whistler. It used: to be his
oreatest delight to eflect a neat score off
a lellow wit. One of these encounters
took place at a dinner party where
the redoubtable James M'Neill ol
that ilk found as his vis-a-vis Oscar
Wilde, who was then at the height
of his prosperity. Truly a case of

Greek meeting Greek, but a short
passage of arms between the two
early in the evening resulted in a
decisive victory for the painter. {
The brilliancy of the remark which \
dealt the coup de grace led the

defeated one to murmur wistfully,

“JTwish I'd said that.” Whistler ;
smole a wicked smile as he made |
the quick retort, “ Never mind, my ‘
dear Oscar. You will.” A hit, a !

THE

time, the problem that furnished Matthew Arnold } of linguistics and literature? The attempt to influence

with the theme of his best-known book, the problem
that baffles us to-day and will continue to puzzle and
fascinate the thinkers of the world for many a long
age to come. But perhaps the best of all that Pascal
‘has to offer us, and the most likely to prove fruitful,
is the picture he presents of an earnest soul fired
with the passion for perfection. The grandeur and
the pathos of this hopeless aspiration move us deeply.
Probably more need the stimulus than the warnix;g
of his example; for warning it unmistakably con-
tains. “ Aspiring to be angels, men rebel.” Aiming
to be divine, they become less than human. Losing
sight of the golden mean, departing from the Greek

sound-mindedness or temperance (sophrosune, to

attempt a transliteration), they commit all sorts of

wild and foolish extravagances. And, curiously

enough, Pascal stands convicted out of his own mouth,

as might be shown by more than one citation. For

a single instance, in chapter eight of the Pensées

we read, “ C’est sortir de ’humanité que de sortir

du milieu : la grandeur de 'Ame humaine consiste A
savoir s’y tenir.”

Percy F. BickNELL.

COMMUNICATIONS.

“TAKING CHANCES WITH MILTON.”
(To the Editor of THE D1AL.)

The leading article in your issue of September 1, on
“The Edict of Oyster Bay,” pleases me by the force
and brilliancy of its presentation of the « stand pat”
side of the spelling contest now raging. The writer
quotes a passage from Milton which he assumes would
be spoiled by changing his spelling of «Sulphur,” and
adds: «“We must take no chances with Milton !”
Mustn’t we ? Have n’t we 2 I have before me a photo-
graphed facsimile of Milton’s handwriting, dated « Jan’y
10,1639,” and it contains this famous sentence: « It
vertue feeble were, Heaven it selfe would stoope to
her.” Would not THE D1AL “take chances with Milton ”
if it were called upon to quote this fine sentiment? I
think it would take at least four chances.

SAMUEL T. PICKARD.
Amesbury, Mass., Sept. 8, 1906.

THE DUTY OF SCHOLARS TOWARD SPELLING
REFORM.
(To the Editor of TaE DiaL.)

Allow me to thank you for your thoroughly sensible
words on the ill-considered entrance of the President
into the field of “spelling reform.” The five hundred
most learned linguists and lttérateurs of the English-
speaking world, if it could be ascertained who they are
and if they could agree among themselves, could not
get the following of the masses of educated men in any
extensive and abrupt alterations of the natural current
of linguistic evolution. How much less is such a fol-
lowing to be expected for a self-constituted group of
men only a small fraction of whom have any claim what-

him, in the brilliant series of comedies which
he produced, he had a very hard str
live. He edited for Cassell and Co. the

the orthodox Fleet-street manner. His
marriage brought him financial ease, and
after that, until the debdcle, he was in affiuent
circumstances, his plays producing an in-
! come of several thousands yearly.

no desire to enter.
than his base associates. Mr. Sherard traces
the sexual perversion, of which Wilde was
accused, to herddity. i
was a mixture of intelligence aund ani-
{ mality. and from him was transmitted the

For a number of years before fame aught
gle to

Woman’s World. and slaved at his work in

The Downfall.
Into the circumstances of his trial we have
Wilde was no worse

His eminent father

coarseness of the lower part of Wilde's face,
He indulged in good living. Probably,
as the writer of this book suggests, the
alcohol which he consumed, although he was
never drunk, except during the last few
weeks of his miserable existence in Paris,

oduced a kind of mental aberration, which
eft him irresponsible for his acts. In any
case, his intima,t,f_apq l!ain‘{:a:xce with cclasiipzil
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’ school boards to foist their arbitrary lists upon helpless
children should be resisted with the utmost energy by
every means at hand. These self-constituted reformers
are powerless to introduce anything save disorder and
additional labor, and all who are interested in keeping
the language in the true path of gradual evolution,
where it may yield automatically to the stimulus of the
| slowly improving taste of successive generations, should
set themselves firmly against this unauthorized and
impertinent interference.

W. H. Jonxsox.

| Granville, Ohio, September 6, 1906.
I

CAHSAR'S “THRASONICAL BRAG.”
(To the Editor of TaE Di1aL.)

When I was a boy I read in one of those school his-
tories that shape the juvenile mind that Julius Ciesar
announced to the Roman senate his victory over Phar-
naces at Zela by the memorable concatenation of the
alliterative phrase, « Veni! Vidi! Vici!” Richard Grant
White got off a joke at the now current pronunciation
of Latin, that it turns the majestic sonority of those high-
sounding dissyllables into the faint utterance of wany,
weedy, weaky,” which is a poor brag. But however
“weaky ” this may sound, the Romans may have done
what the Spaniards do in their strongly Latinish lan-
guage: in their regular conjugations, except the one cor-
responding to the Latin first, they accent in the first and
third persons of the perfect tense the final syllable. T ry

ever to exceptionally high standing in either of the fields

| dazzling Wit 1n-conversab

fncist

it, and you restore the sonority.
Then I found in « As You Like It ” sarcastic Rosalind

| dealt the conqueror a stroke, saying, ¢ There was never

anything so sudden but the fight of two rams, and Ceesar’s
thrasonical brag of ¢ I came, saw, and overcame.’ ” The
great dramatist seems to have liked to refer to this
phrase: not only is it in both Latin and English in the
ridiculous letter of Armado in « Love’s Labour Lost,”
but in « Cymbeline ” the queen says proudly, « A kind
of conquest Cewsar made here, but made not here his
brag of ¢came’ and ¢saw’ and ¢overcame.’”

De Quincey admires Julius Czesar, but contributes a
rather contemptuous kick when he says of a later
emperor, “In one sentence of his dispatch, Aurelian
aimed at a contest with the great Julian gasconade of
Veni-Vidi-Vici. His words are, ¢ Fugavimus, obsedimus,
cruciavimus, occidimus.’”

With such testimonies against the great founder of
the Roman Empire, I let the imputation lie in mind
without further thought, until one day when I suddenly
said to myself, « I know Julius Czesar too well to believe
that story: brag was foreign to the habit and policy of
the great soldier.” I thought of his History of the Gallic
War, in which he tells of his blunders, — for instance,
the surprise by the Nervii,—as coolly as if he were
telling of Cyrus or Lysander of bygone centuries. How
easy it would have been to comment on his own prompti-
tude in rallying his forces, and his personal valor in
taking sword and shield to fight in the ranks! And in
the treatise on the Alexandrian War, published now as
coming from him (probably made from his notes by
Aulus Hirtius), the battle of Zela, the one said to have

been announced so laconically, is not spoken of with any
flourish of gratulation. Indeed, Colonel Dodge, in giv-
ing a military elucidation of the manceuvres of the battle,
uses five times as many words as the historian does.

Besides, considered as something to convey news, the

| 1906.]
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‘And here and there the style is decidedly turgid.

What ‘are we to say, for instance, of the follow.
Ing sentence, except that it is one at which
Oscar Wilde himself would have laughed ?
‘“ There is much of the moping owl in a large
section of our stolid Britishry, and people of
that ‘category dislike nothing more intensely
than the man of radio-activity, who bustles into
the stagnant area of their gelid dulness and
ip?rferes with t}lleir somnolent eupepsia.” Phi-
istinism is surely avenged whe My
writas like this. v - W

Tsut the book is undoubtedly interesting
from many points of view. It is written with
-‘Abu'ndancg of spirit by a man who knows what
he is talking about, and it certainly ought to
be read by all those who are inclined to pass
hasty judgment. Mr. Sherard tells us a good
deal that is important, concerning Oscar Wilde’s
ancestry. His father, the Dublin surgeon,
seems to have led a somewhat riotous life. His
mother, the poetess, who wrote under the name

of Speranza, for many months bef
Wildo wits he-: % 7 and nwe --».JOEE ,Os-car

(S OF THE DAY
By W. L. COURTNEY.

- OSCAR WILDE.

' (T. WERNER LAURIE.)

» of Mr. Sherard to write and publisk
scar Wilde? It is, of course, a very
fice of friendship, indeed, of justice,
me respects the time is opportune.
_ written originally for Madame
rnhardt, and constantly played in
. has recently been played for the
> in London. Messrs. Methuen are
lishing a complete uniform edition
works dn twelve volumes. It is
ng ago since “ Lady Windermere's
revived at the St. James’s Theatre,
|following that of “ The Importance of
est.?* To these facts mns+ he ndded
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the noble ode to England, ¢ Ave Imperatrix,” | It was probably this earl{ §0é1d1tl§ss for(r:;;t;;g;i
seem most likely to give him a permanent plaqe hole flowers wlngh laterf el(l 0 ; s;:;c;nd hoe

" in English literature. Included in Mr. Sherard’s | descriptions of his use o t1 e 1sun H?ent kg
account of the poet’s prison-life is a curious chap- | lily as parts of his persona ?torfl.}] # .at uiss
ter which, we are asked to believe, was « written | age of eleven tl'le_lad was seln ! 0 SC (1) s
by one of the warders in Reading Gaol”’; and, \ killen, where, it is recorded, he 111(1‘(‘ecrlap‘D . %nce
to make it still more convincing, a footnote adds | gress in some branches, but was a * great dv

| in the mathematical class.” He already ¢ showed

that the express condition on which the chapter Lclass.” Healre g
was contribluted “ was that it should be printed I that fondness for distinguished attire which ever
. | marked him in life. . . . He was always very

exactly as it stood in the manuseript, with no al.: ; e
teration of a single phrase or word or expression. " | well dressed, and wore his hair . .g'.t : d)neae
Suspicion of even a comparatively innocent lit- | age of seventeen he was sent fo rinity O‘O.ion ;
erary fraud may be unworthy the high-minded | Dublin, where he I'em.amed but a year, going
it ) “ev wrote like this | then to Oxford. Of his entrance into the great
critic, but surely never turnkey wrote like this en to t : gtk
turnkey. In general style and vocabulary, and | English university, he says m « De 'ro s
even in the details of punctuation and the use | hat ¢ the two great turnmg-pomti) ;Ifl 11113 -
of capitals, the warder’s narrative approaches | were when my father sen.t me t’(i‘ . t“og(e,‘ -
T 1o d = n. e T "
wonderfully near to Mr. Sherard’s own high | when society se.nt me to 1prls<1)
standard. Let us quote a single paragraph, and | seem thus curiously related m > fm,'
then., non-committally, leave the matter for those | and this may pe‘rhaps :cxccount n a n‘lea,lsu1 :
to puzzle over who choose \ the antipathy with which he was regardec ﬁ'a
= : : : . . " . . . . er
« His gentle smile of sweet serenity was something to 1 portlon of the Bll?lsh pubhc. His bl}(;grap. :
remember. It must have been a smile like this that | hag some extraordinary comments on this point,
Bunyan wore as he lay in Bedford Gaol d.re;}mmg 1}1s | from which we will print a few sentences.
wonderful dreams. It must have been a su.mlar snu.lf% 1
that illumined the noble face of St. Francis of Assisi 1
|

« It is possible that when he wrote those lines he was
thinking that if he had never been sent to Oxford the
extraordinary latent madness which had brought him to
| the terrible place where he sat might never have bgen
roused into fatal activity. For there is no use denying
it: Oxford, which is the finest school in ‘the world for
the highest culture, is also the worst training-ground for
the lowest forms of debauchery. . . . Oxford produces
side by side the saint, the sage, and the deprav?d liber-
tine. She sends men to Parnassus or 'th.e publvl.c house.
... Tt is very possible that if Sir William Wilde had
not sent his second son to Oxford, but had left him in
Treland, where certain forms of perversion are unknown,
Oscar would now be living in Dublin,. one of the lights
of Trinity College, one of thg glories of Ix‘.eland, a
scholar and a gentleman of universal reputation. . . .
| The man who approaches the stnfly o.f‘thxs .ezu.{tmordm'ary
degeneration of character in a scientific spirit, :.m.d with-
out bias, cannot fail to feel the greatest suspicion that
Oscar Wilde was to a very large extent a vietim of thg
Oxford educational system, of the Oxford environment.

?

when he spoke of ¢his brother the wind and his sister

the rain.’”’

Turning with relief from Wilde’s later to his
earlier life, we find in Mr. Sherard’s pages rather
full biographical and psychological sketches of
his parents — the famous but somewhat coarse-
natured Dublin surgeon Sir William Wilde,
and the brilliant but ill-balanced Lady Jane
Francesca Wilde, the ¢ Speranza ’ of contempo-
raneous literary fame. Their second son, Oscar
(whose full name has the high Celtic flavor of
Oscar Fingal O’Flaherty Wills Wilde, some of
his college poems being signed with the st:?rthng
array of initials < O. F. O. F. W. W.”) was
born in Dublin in October, 1854, and not, as |
stated in the * Dictionary of National Biog-
raphy,” in 1856. The child was, says Mr. Sher-
ard, a disappointment to his eccentric mother
because he was a boy, and « for a long time after
his birth he was treated as a girl, talked to as a
girl, dressed as a girl.” This injudicious ea}‘ly
training extended through his boyhood, Whl.(fh
was passed amidst the most luxurious an.d in-
dulgent surroundings in the fashionable life of |

Dublin. As an example of the boy’s extrava-

How much of exaggeration and how 1}111ch of
truth there may be in this biting arraignment
is not for us to say. Passing qulcl.dy over th‘e
many interesting chapters regarding W }lde $
Oxford life, we note the influence upon him of
John Ruskin, whom he heard in a course of
lectures on Art at the university. Wilde *soon
began to show his taste for art and clun}::, anil
gant mode of life, his biographer says : l his rooms were quite the sho;\l/ onesdofhtisew(gl i
« He must, in his opulent days, have spent many lege. . . . It was here that he made ;
hundred pounds a year in cabs. He used to take a cab | known remark, ¢ Oh, would that I could ive up
by the day, and the first address he gave to the driver | 4 my blue chin a,) ” — a rather Eatiions aspira-
B e e e | tion in the light of his subsequent disastrous fail-

buttonhole flower costing half a guinea, and another 3 . IR ‘ .
costing half a crown for {frﬁs cabma%l.” : ure to live up to any standar ds in his private 1

OSCAR WILDE'S LIFE.

PP BRI

“The Life of Oscar Wilde.”
borough Sherard.
Laurie. 12s. 6d. net.

[Purrisarn To-pAY.]

Mr. Robert Sherard’s qualifications for
writing the life of Oscar Wilde are based on
a friendship during a period of sixteen
years preceding Wilde’s death, on the fact |
that he was with him at a time when all |
others had withdrawn, and ‘‘ that for the very
reason that he was not in sympathy with any
of the affectations which towards others
Oscar Wilde used to assume, the man as he
truly was, the man as God and nature had
made him was perhaps better known to him

than +ta mnet AF hisa ~dlba- oo
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 The Life of Oscar Wilde, which Mr. R. H.";
‘Sherard has been writing for Mr. Werner Laurie,
will be ready next month. The author and his
‘#ubject were friends for many years, and so this
 book has a personal note all through. One strong
\purpcae of it is to dispel a number of false reports
“which have associated themselves with Wilde's
“life, as, for instance, the weird recurring rumour
that he is not dead. Mr. Sherard also discusses his
~writings, and the book is well illustrated.

R
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published in various magazines.anﬁ‘;}lltll:letntt;:& il o gt e
upon that literary career which was to continue
Going to London, he assumed
that affectation of dress and manner, that stilted |
and absurd pose, which brought him into ridi- |

“Oscar Wilde has been heard to explain that the rea-

son why he assumed that costume which it pleased |
him to describe as the ¢:zesthetic costume ’ was merely |

to attract attention to his personality.

For months he |

For a number of years before f:
him, in the brilliant series of comedies
he produced, he had a very hard strug
live. He edited for Cassell and C
Woman’s World. and slaved at his w
the orthodox Fleet-street 1manner.:
marriage brought him financial ease
after that, until the debdcle, he was in afl
circumstances, his plays producing a
come of several thousands yearly,

The Downfall.
Into the circumstances of his trial we
no desire to enter. Wilde was no
than his base associates. Mr. Sherard
the sexual perversion, of which Wildi
accused, to ‘h ity. . His eminent i
~was a mixture of intelligence and
mality. and from him was transmitte
| coarseness of the lower part of Wilde!
| He indulged in good living. Pro
as the writer of this book suggest
aleohol which he consumed, although
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| lefv him irresponsible for his acts.
| ease, his intimate acquaintance with clg
Fra N inal s 3 whiahtha bah vigur of !

of the
hav

be his

led the

[Sept. 18,

try
« ‘l « « ! R ? :
and Canada. Mr. Sherard’s chapters on this

episode in Wilde’s life are full of interest, espe-

cially for American readers. In Boston, where
g Suailc it Nice Vel

he went directly fw.m New 1()1k, he had an

amusing encounter with some Harvard students,

But | in which Wilde seems to hav i
. : ; seems e had dec 7
at the same time it brought him into notice: | best of e aigncis e

and this was what the young man most desired. |

Just before the lecture opened, the
| students, to the number of sixty, appeared in
' the hall dressed in an extravagaflt burlesque of
| the ¢ westhete’s ” costume, e:u‘,hrbea‘ring a lily in
his buttonhole and a huge sunflower in his hz‘md,
and paraded solemnly to the front seats that

had tried in vain to find a publisher for his collected | had been reserved for them in the crowded hall.

poems, and having failed to do so because he was an
unknown man, he determined to make himself known
and hit upon the device of appearing in public in ;11;
aisdroe 2 S _He adiopted as the ¢ @sthetic cos-
at, knee-bhreeches, a loose shirt with a |

extraordinary dress.

he effect was of course ludicrous, but the joke

| lost somethu.lg of its point when the lecturer ap-
peared clad in conventional evening clothes, and
proceeded with his lecture in apparent uncon-

turn-down collar, and a floating tie of some unusual | Sciousness of the prank that had been attempted

.sha(.le; and he not unfrequently appeared in public carry-
ing in his hand a lily or a sunflower, which he used to con-
template with expressions of the greatest admiration.”

Whether or not as a result of this masquerading

Wilde did succeed in finding a publisher for his

poems, which appeared in a volume * issued in
. With all
their faults, the marks of youth and immaturity,
the poems showed unmistakable signs of origi- |
nality and strength ; it is seldom indeed that so

much of merit is seen in a volume of poems by |
The book was received with

the best style ” in London in 1881.

S0 young a man.
a curious mixture of jeers and praise by the

3 i %
cess,” and this ¢ pleased Wilde very much,”

as he appears now to have been in very strait-

ened financial circumstances, which contrasted |

strangely with his early habits of reckless indul-
gence. The volume was promptly reprinted in
America, where it had rather more of a literary
success than in England ;
the hope of making money by lecturing, seem
to have led Wilde to plan a trip 4o Americ'a,
where he arrived late in the year 1881. He
came here with a fairly good reputation as a
poet, and a rather vague one as ¢ the apostle of
@stheticism ”” which Wilde himself probably did
not take too seriously, his statement being that
he came to expound ¢ g philososophy of art,”
and that zestheticism ” was to be taken as a
“study of truth in art.” His first experience
was in Chickering Hall, New York, where he
lectured on « The Renaissance.” Again he was
successful « from a commereial point of view,”
as his biographer tells us ; and his success led to
an arrangement with the well-known manager
and celebrity-hunter, Major Pond, for a series

[ URLLIT 5

' by the fun-loving students.
. Wilde made a long jump to Omaha, where he
| lectured on ¢ Decorative Art,” startling his
| audience by denouncing American furniture as

| spring of 1882.

ot A | esting incident, relating to a since famous but
and this fact, and |

From Boston,

“not honestly made, and out of character.”

j His visits to Denver and Louisville are briefly
| noted, but it is surprising to find no mention
| at all of his trip to California, although this

afforded some of the most interesting of his

American experiences,and a memorable evenin

s
. oo fe)
of «high jinks”

given him by the Bohemian

| | . . . 3 "
| Club in San Francisco is even yet spoken of as

. ; | among the more notable entertainments in th
reviewers, but was ¢ commercially a great suc- | % the

history of that famous club. Returning from
California, — bringing with him the character-
ization, which he used with considerable itera-
tion, ** California is beautiful, it is Italy without
her art,” — Wilde stopped in Chicago, in the
Of his stay here, one inter-

then obscure artist — the sculptor Donoghue —
must be; quoted from Mr. Sherard’s narrative.

“On his arrival in Chicago, he received a letter at
his hotel from a young Irish sculptor who told him of
the misery in which he was living, and begged him to
come to the garret which was his studio and look at his
work. Wilde set out directly for the #ddress given, and
after a hazardous excursion into thes:lums.»f Chicago
found John Donoghue’s abode. Hi ayed [with him a
long time, he praised his work, he comforted him, he
told him the great consolation of A7t pour I'Art, and
he did not leave him without commissioning him to do
a piece of work. The next evening, John Donoghue,
sitting in the audience in the crowded lecture hall, sud-
denly heard Oscar Wilde, in the course of his lecture,
reproach the fashionable men and women who were
listening to his words with the fact that a young sculp-
tor of undoubted genius who was living in their midst
was being allowed to die of hunger and neglect. He
went on to describe his visit to Donoghue’s studio; he
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 of Mr. Sherard to write and publisk
)scar Wilde? It is, of course, a very
Bico of friendship, indeed, of justice,
respects the time is opportune.
)’ written originally for Madame
rnhardt, and constantly played in
. has recently been played for  the
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’s works in twelve volumes. It is
mg ago since “ Lady Windermere's
revived at the St. James’s Theatre,
owing that of “ The Importance of
t.2 To theen facte muv+ he added

1906.]

‘And here and there the style is decidedly turgid
What are we to say, for I{mtzmoe, of thy; foll%l‘w:
g sentence, except that it is one at which
gsl?gr Wilde ghim.sfelfhewould have Ia
rere is much of t ing owl in a large
section of our stolid Brmrn}g’ and people %f
that ‘category dislike nothing more intensely
than the man of radio-activity, who bustles into
the stagnant area of their gelid dulness and
;??rf_eres with t)lxeir somnolent eupepsia.” Phi-
stinism is surely aven
v’ gl y ged when an advocate
Tsut the book is undoubtedly
from many points of view. It is written with
abundance of spirit by a man who knows what
he is talking about, and it certainly ought to
ge :ea,c.lu}i)z all ttholtie wgg are inclined to pass
1 o 2 A asty judgment. r. erard
ublishing a complete uniform edition | ;. 194045 important conc:ex'm'n;e (l)l:c:: \%’ilgc?:g
ancestry. His father, '
seems to have led a somewhat riotous life.
mother, the poetess, who wrote under the name
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spoke of the beautiful things he had seen there, of the
beautiful things this young man could do, of the honor
he could bring to the city of Chicago if only people
would encourage his efforts. The consequence was that
the next day John Donoghue was everywhere di:s'(-us.sed
in Chicago; people flocked to his studio; commissions
poured in. John Donoghue’s artistic career was assured.
He came to Europe, he studied, he prospered.”

Another case in which Wilde endeavored to
help a deserving friend had a less happy ter-
mination, though one not unusual, perhaps, in
similar attempts to assist struggling but some-
times peevish children of genius. The reference
in this case we take to be to the English poet
Rennell Rodd. Wilde made great efforts to find
an American publisher for this young man’s
poems, and at last succeeded, he himself writing
apreface for the book. But when it appeared, it
represented such astonishing ideas of ¢ wmsthetic
decoration ”* in its make-up that the author felt
himself aggrieved, and, holding Wilde respon-
sible, wrote him a bitter letter putting an end
to their friendship.

Wilde’s visit to Walt Whitman is interest-
ingly deseribed.

“«Wilde was distressed by the poverty of Walt Whit-
man’s appearance, his shabby attire, and especially by
the untidiness and squalor of the one room in which the
American poet lived. The place was littered with great
heaps of newspapers, strewn all over the room, and
over them was so thick a coat of dust that it was im-
possible for the visitor to find a clean spot where he
could sit down. Walt Whitman, primeval, natural,
aboriginal, would feel little sympathy for the dandified
Hellene.”

Wilde’s lecture-trip extended to the largest
cities of Canada and Nova Scotia, from whence
he returned to New York with a ¢ substantial
sum of money ”’ as the result of his year’s work
in America. He soon went back %o London,
and not long after went to Paris, where consid-
erable portions of his future life were passed,
and where he died in poverty and obscurity, at
the age of forty-six. Mr. Sherard’s account of
this strange and broken life is full and inter-
esting, although it suffers from the extravagant
tone of eulogy and admiration which colors it
throughout. It is to he taken, as we said at
the outset, as a lefer . and an apology; and
Faken thus, it wel repa’s ; perusal. The volume
15 admirably printed, and is supplied with a
good index ; while the bibliography, showing a
surprising number of titles in prose and verse,
with translations into French, German, Italian,

panish, Russian, Swedish, and Polish, gives a
hew sense of the brilliancy of Wilde’s talents
as a writer, mingled with regret and pity for his
downfall as a man. :

THE EVOLUTION OF OUR NATIONALITY.*

Making a virtue of necessity, the earlier vol-
umes of ¢« The American Nation ”’ series very suc-
cessfully covered in short compass long periods
of time: for the whole narrative history of the
colonies, from the fifteenth to the eighteenth
century, is contained in only six volumes. It
is with joy that we now find, in what may be
called the second quarter of this codperative
series, that to the same number of volumes is
allotted the history of only those two genera-
tions which extended from the Peace of Paris
in 1763 to the close of the War of 1812. In
this way, each writer is allowed far greater
opportunity for the elaboration of his subject,
and those are pleased who regret to see anything
overworked — even a good book.

There are certain general principles which one
should always bear in mind when one wishes to
understand and appreciate any work upon the
Revolutionary epoch. The course of events
indeed proved that separation from the mother
country must be a condition precedent for the
establishment of a national government. But
for many years, in all the English colonies, there
had been developing those habits of self-govern-
ment and those principles of political action
without which independence would have been
vain and the document of 1787 a lifeless paper.
At that time, moreover, the necessity of inde-
pendence was by no means obvious. When we
recall that in the early years all the colonists,
and to the very end a large and respectable
minority of them, professed their belief that
colonial life might still find ample expression
within the British Empire, we are always eager
for any new light which may explain how words
of loyalty changed into deeds of war. Fina.}ly,
the degree to which the tendency towards unity,
but little effective in the seventeenth century,
had developed before 1787, and the relative
weight of it as contrasted with the provincial or
state feeling, were matters of dispute, and the
discussion has yielded ground only through
absorption into the larger question of State as
against National sovereignty.

The first of these points — the growth of the
colonies into self-government-—has been de-

* Tge AMERICAN NATIoN. A History. From original sources
by associated scholars. Edited by Albert Bushnell Hart, LL.D.,
Ph.D. Vol. VIII., The Preliminaries of the Revolution, by
G. E. Howard. Vol.IX., The American Revolution, by Claude
Halstead Van Tyne. Vol. X., The Confederation and the Con-
stitution, by Andrew C. McLaughlin. Vol. XI., The Federapst
System, by John Spencer Bassett. Vol. XIIL, The Jeffersor.nan
System, by Edward Channing. Vol.XIIL, The Rise of American
Nationality, by Kendric Charles Babcock. Illustrated. New
York: Harper & Brothers.
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Mr. Robort Sherard’s qualifications for
writing the life of Oscar Wilde are based on !
a friendship during a period of sixteen
years preceding Wilde’s death, on the fact |
that he was with him at 2 time when all|
others had withdrawn, and ‘‘ that for the very
reason that he was not in sympathy with any
of the affectations which towards others
Oscar Wilde used to assume, the man as he
truly was, the man as God and nature had
made him was Perhaps better known to him
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The Life of Oscar Wilde, which Mr. R. H.|
Sherard has boen writing for Mr. Werner Laurie,
will be ready next month. The author and his
subject were friends for many years, and so this
book has a personal note all through. One strong

?p’nrpcee of it is to dispel a number of false reports
‘which have associated themselves with Wilde's
‘life, as, for instance, the weird recurring rumour
that he is not dead. Mr. Sherard also discusses his
~writings, and the book is well illustrated.
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We are informed by Mr. T. We
‘ publisher, that Mr. Robert She
f Oscar Wilde” is now ready Y
Mr. Sherrard was acquainted W,
1884, and has a profound adm
genius of the man, which flas
astonishing brightness before hi
_pose of the book is to dispel -

_ port, repeated recently, that
‘still living. Mr. Sherard gives
.count of his death, gathered f
the man who was holding him i
he died. i R {

! ~ Robert Harborough Sherard, <
this biography, is the great-gran
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SOME FORTHCOMING BOOKS.

Mr. Robert Harborough Sherard’s ‘¢ Life of Oscar Wilde ” is now
ready for publication. The renewed interest which, by the appearance
of ““ De Profundis,” has been universally awakened in the public mind,
in the life and work of the late Mr. Oscar Wilde, has created on every
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Whistler’s Readiness of Retort.

();' course the great exponent of the
gentle art ol retort was pai

excellence: Whistler. It used to be his

test delicht to effect a neat score ofl

% fellow wit. One of these encounters
took place at a dinner party where
the redoubtable James M'Neill ol
that ilk found as his vis-a-vis Oscal
Wilde, who was then at the height n
of his prosperity. Truly a case ol
Greek meeting Greek, but a short
passage of arms between the two
early in the evening resulted in a
decisive victory for the painter. fe
'he brilliancy of the remark which
dealt the x'w>}!f7 de grace led the
defeated one to murmur wistfully,
“Iwish I'd said that.”” Whistler

the quick retort, “ Never mind, my
SR YRe
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veloped in the earlier volumes of this series. |
With ¢ The Preliminaries of the Revolution,” |
the solution of the second and third problems |
is taken up by Professor G. E. Howard. Pro- |
fessor Howard reviews first the educative and |
unifying effects of the French war, refers to the i
prophecies of independence made by foreign

statesmen or by travellers in America, and then

treats in considerable detail the topic about |
which there has been most disagreement among }
writers, that is, the influence as a cause of the |
Revolution of England’s commercial policy to-
ward the colonies. The course of two centuries
had developed a large body of laws, which were
designed to regulate the economic activities of
all parts of the empire. Allowing full weight
to the argument that England’s course was more
enlightened and her code less severe than those
of other nations, Professor Howard nevertheless |
holds the view that ¢ the primary cause of the
American Revolution must be sought in the
character of the old colonial system.” The |
author is thus led to a review of the commercial |

him, in the brilliant series of comedies
he produced, he had a very hard strug
live. He edited for Cassecll and Co
Woman’s World. and slaved at his wo
the orthodox Fleet-street manner,
marriage brought him financial ease,
after that, until the debdcle, he was in aff
| circumstances, his plays producing a
come of several thousands yearly.

than his base associates. Mr. Sherard t
the sexual perversion, of which Wilde
accused, to herddity.
was a mixture of intelligence and
mality, and from him was transmitte

| He indulged in good living. Prot
as the writer of this book suggest
aleohol which he consumed, although h
.never drunk, except during the last
v C : | weeks of his miserable existence in |
smole a wicked smile as he made w Produceda kind of mental aberration,

You will. A-hit:a | case, his intimate acquaintance with clas

For a number of years before fame 68

The Downfall. ]
Into the circumstances of his trial we
o desire to enter. Wilde was no ¥

His eminent fi

oarseness of the lower part of Wilde's

eft him irresponsible for his acts.
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Committees of Correspondence, and the coercive
legislation of 1773-7T4. With chapters upon

the meeting of the first Continental Congress, ¢

the appeal to arms, and the loyalist side of th
argument, this volume comes to a close. Th
main causes of the Revolution, in the author’

> A ,
also the too much neglected side of social chang

« The conditions were favorable to the rise of
more united and a freer society in America; b
this was hindered by the inertia of a colonial §
tem which the American people had outgrowr
Hardly any book in the series 1s more atte
tively written than ¢ The American Revolutio
by Professor C. H. Van Tyne, which coy
especially the years 1776-1783. To reca
merely the campaigns of the Revolution dema

either large space or very careful condensati
and the author has chosen and successfully
cuted the latter plan, reinforcing his text :
maps and charts of peculiar excellence.

thus carefully compressing the story of ba

. peace—at all events for the generation that

mind, were economic and political, workin
i

4 . 4
throughout a long period of time ; but he stresse

‘are reasons enough

possibly do.

Nevertheless, many will venture to think that |
the publication of a Life of Oscar Wilde is a mis- |
take. Thes yeasons are very obvious, and have |
nothing whatsoever to do with the merits or |

"OSCAR WILDE.
(T. WERNER LAURIE.)

car Wilde? It is, of course, a very
flice of friendship, indeed, of justice,
ome respects the time is opportune.
6,”” written originally for Madame
Bernhardt, and constantly played in
y, has recently been played for the
in London.
lishing a complete uniform edition
works in twelve volumes. It is
long ago since “ Lady Windermere’s
was revived at the St. James’s Theatre,
al following that of *“ The Importance of
larnest.” To these facts must be added
change that has taken place in"the
nd. The great mass of uninstructed
always proceeds hy a series of zig-zags,
a vast amount. of furious obloquy a
has very naturally set in towards some-
“more than toleration—even a modified

praise.The book which began thechange
oubtedly that very remarkable’ piece
, “De Profundis,” which was written
ng Gaol. For here there was a revela-
a quite new Oscar Wilde, something
was modest and humble, and essentially
rious ; the cry of an afflicted soul, who after
‘had found some consolation in the simple
nd eternal truths of the Christian faith. The
discovery was so startling, so unexpected, so
entirely subversive of all theories of ‘the
tyranny of habit, that men and women began
to recast their views of thw author—not very
~ intelligently, it may be, bu, still with a kind of
regret, perhaps éven remtrse, that their judg-
~ment had hitherto been 5o uncharitable. ilere
Do doubt, to justify Mr.
R. H. Sherard, although Mr, Robert Ross’s
silent but sleepless ‘adv
in editing “De / Profundis ”
greater effect thzn any formal biography could

Messrs. Methuen are

of his dead friend
produced = far

demeritg of the bicgrapher. The natural, kindly,
human, impulse is to let Oscar Wilde sleep n

new him. In process of time another genera-
ior, will arise who did not know him, and their
vdgment, which will be exercised on what the
‘aan did, quite uninfluenced by his peculiar per-

22 it tq 7

the stagnant area of their gelid dul

ip?rferes with their somnolengt eupepsi!:i§S ;ﬂi
istinizm is surely avenged wh y
s g 57 y ged when an advocate

from many points of view. It is written with

be read by all those who are inclined to
hasty judgment. Mr. Sherard tells us a gp:j(i
deal that 1s important concerning Oscar Wilde’s
ancestry. His father, the Dublin surgeon
seems to have led a somewhat riotous life. His
(x));otsher, the poferbess, who wrote under the name
_Speranza, for many months before Oscar
Wilde was born hoped and prayed that her
child might be a girl. The great-uncle of Lady
Wilde was that singular “creature, Charles
Maturin, who wrote “ Melmoth the Wanderer.”
Maturin was undoubtedly eccentric, a mixture
of talent and insanity, a mass of affectation
a man who, when he was writing, used to plaoé
a wafer on his forehead to let those who entered
his study know that he was not to be disturbed.
From most points of view he was a grotesque
and melodramatic character. How profoundly
he must have impressed Lady Wilde’s son is
clear when we remember that -the name of
Sebastian Melmoth was chosen by the unhappy
prisoner after be had left Reading Gaol. It
1s useful to remember facts like these, for it
is the scientific way of accounting for a man’s
peculiarities. In a certain sense Oscar Wilde
had no chance. He came into the world marked
and predestined to shock people by his eccen-
tricity.
Whether, however, Mr. ‘Sherard’s. further
apology for him, that he was practically insane,
helps the case is a' more doubtful matter. It
is a terribly facile way of excusing a man guilty
of a crime, who also happens to be a poet and
dramatist, if we say that he was quite sane
when he wrote his good works and quite ‘insane
when he did his bad acts. Besides, the course
of the narrative makes it perfectly clear that
Oscar Wilde himself helped largely to complete
his own degradation by the way in which he
lived. Of this there can be no better proof
than what happened to him under prison disci-
pline. The old Oscar Wilde, the man of pre-
tence and ostentation, the poseur of artifice
and vanity, entirely fell away from him; and
a new Oscar Wilde seemed veritably to be
born, of a mnch sinipler and sincerer shape. The
fact rests on indubitable testimony, but if we
need further evidence it can be found in the
book “ De Profundis.” Nothing could well be
more startling than the contrast between the

‘And here and there the style is decidedly turegid
What are we to say, for instance, of chz follgol'w:
Ing sentence, except that it is one at which
‘(()scar Wilde himself would have laughed ?

There is much of the moping owl in a large
section of our stolid Britishry, and people of
that ‘category dislike nothing more intensely
than the man of radio-activity, who bustles into

T3ut the book is undoubtedly interesting

abundance of spirit by a man who kno hat |
he is talking about, and it certainly (:txsg;vt fcloi

OSCAR WILDE'S LIFE.

“The Life of Oscar Wilde.” By Robert Har-
borough Sherard. London: T. Werner
Laurie. 12s. 6d. net.

[Purrisaen To-pAY.]

Mr. Robert Sherard’s qualifications for
writing the life of Oscar Wilde are based on
a friendship during a period of sixteen
years preceding Wilde’s death, on the fact

| that he was with him at a time when all|

others had withdrawn, and * that for the very |
reason that he was not in sympathy with any
of the affectations which towards others
Oscar Wilde used to assume, the man as he
truly was, the man as God and nature had

made him was perhaps better known to him
than to most o? his other associates.”

They are high qualifications, yet it must
be frankly said at the outset that Mr.
Bherard’s portrait of Wilde and the narra-
tive of his life are both unsatisfactory and
unconvincing. Never once does he let us see
into the mysterious heart of the man as Mr.
Sherard must surely have seen beneath his
outward pose and affectations. Never once
do we get an explanation of the philosophy
with which Oscar Wilde looked upon the prob-
lems of modern life. Even his genius, which
was undeniable, is hardly suggested, and in
no way interpreted in these pages of hyster-
ical enthusiasm and uninteresting coﬁlpila-
tion. Mr. Sherard makes no attempt even to
analyze Oscar Wilde's literary achievements,
nor to sum up the value of his work in poetry
and drama. Instead, we are given extracts
from contemporary criticisms in morning and
weekly papers, and while failing to find the
real man, and the true story of his intel-
lectual evolution and moral downfall, we are
expected to read I?ages of foolish denuncia-
tion against a Philistine society which—
according to Mr. Sherard—hounded out a
man who had satirized them too truly.

There is much of the moping owl i
section of our stolid Brit]i)shtgy, Walnlc‘i1 apégr%:
of that category dislike nothing more in-
tensely than the man of radio-activity who
bustles into the stagnant area of their gelid
dulness and interferes with their somnolent
eupepsia. To be forced to think, to be forced
to laugh, to be taught things—in one word
to_be interfered with. No! No! No! Away’
with him!

He was at his best in Paris, although, as
Mr. Sherard admits, men like Aiphonse
Daudet had instinctive suspicion of him.
But in literary salons his amazing gifts of
conversation, his poetical extravagance of
speech, jarring in English circles, but de-
hghtful among Parisians, who love words for
their own sake, attracted attention and

{ Wordsworth. He has written islati f E ‘hich, if it involves a | @ arches, Professor Van Tyne gains ¢ gonality, will be alike valuable and interesting.
[ legislation of England, which, if it involves a and marches, Professor yne ¢ | B attich. ot et gl;n e;r cai;nl;se

poems himself, but his literary
been in journalism, as foreig
to English papers. He has Ii
Paris, and his recent book of
full of anecdotes about distiz
men of letters, with whom h
mately acquainted.
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Daily News

¢The Life of Osear Wilde,
the 20th by Mr. Werner Lauri¢
Harborough Sherard, who ha
much on the subject. The a
institutes a comparison in hif
the life of Wilde and the life ¢
The comparison is a striking
vantage, however, of Savage,
of genius and striking promis
1 a prison; both died without
thing worthy of their abilities
dgearecly hope that Wilde wi
'in his biographer as Savage

repetition, in part, of matter found in previous
volumes, justifies this by the clearness of the
treatment. As one might expect in such a work,
the discussion is largely external. The history
of the system as it actually worked is still to be

quarried from the manuseript archives of the

for touches of personal description, — as i
simple and impressive sketches of Washix
and Jefferson,— and for summaries of argu
like that which he gives of Paine’s Cor
Sense.” For his treatment of the loyalist:
tion, Professor Van Tyne is able to draw ¢

colonies and from the materials in the British | results of his own special researches 1n

Public Record Office ; and these two classes of | field.
emphasized, as is also the importance o

sources seem to have been little used by Pro-
fessor Howard.

Worthy of special notice is Professor How-
ard’s handling of the law of 1764, known as the
« Sugar Act.” This statute, which Mr. Fiske
(for example) entirely n eglected, links the parlia-
mentary legislation of the Revolutionary period
to the former code. A full realization of this
reduces somewhat the cataclysmic importance
usually ascribed to the Stamp Act, and shows
that the latter aroused such violent opposition

The intensity of party strife is

diplomatic activities of the Congress.
topie, it seems to us, is handled somewhay
skilfully. In neither this nor the succe
volume do we find a worthy explanation o
establishment of the government undet
Articles of Confederation. Perhaps this i
to faulty linking between books each of ¥
has strong individuality. In contrast with
only praise can be given to the thoroug]
with which Professor Van Tyne has worked

passed by any of us in the present day on the
author of *‘ Lady Windermere’s Fan,” f{)r in his
case not only the old maxim applies, that one
must not be too near an author to judge of his
merits, but also the peculiar difficulty involved
in the appalling contrast between his life and
st We may try as best we can to read
ilde’s plays, and his fairy stories, and his
ove 1 poems without any mental asso-
clation with the turid passay is i 3
the feat, I will venture e
plt:we‘q;. It ismot our faul
charity, no want of justice, is the cause, but
n_xleirel_y the impossibility of the thing, the ter-
ribly insistent memory, which always haunts us
in ];;L:lnmg over his pages. :
. Besides, any bock that i icated i
;ﬁe is sure toytake the z}o;;now o el
vocacy or else an equall
Mr. S_hemrd himselef’qhas
the' pitfalls which bese

work.

novels, and his

aware that he has to st

to say, is beyond our

Y unwise repudiation.

t the path of one who,
fiable prejudices, distribyss "-g“»mj;mv?ry
a somewhat too ’lavis}l;l Il:uajxes.'ms Rl ik

, it is his.. No lack of

either of an unwise

author of ‘‘ The Picture of Dorian Gray” and
the man who penned the pages describing the

Wilde was certainly sane eno when he wrote
“De Profundis.” If he wa:_gigsa.ne before, no
small part of the cause is to be found in the
stupid extravagance and luxury of his London
and Paris life. One thing is certainly true, that
so far as his work was concerned he steadily de-
veloped. Tho follies of the wmsthetic craze dis-
appeared after his visit to America and his ex-
perience of trans-Atlantic lecture-rooms. He
was a hard-working student in Paris, albeit that
he tried to represent himself as another Balzac
and spoke of a ‘‘ Neronic ” period. Then came
the prolific stage of his dramatic work, in which

value of the discipline of sorrow and the per- |’
suasive charm of the Founder of Chnistianity. |

he liter%‘ftmk London by storm—dramatic
work, I ‘venture to say, as sane and sound

not avoided some of

as anything that has ever come out of an
artistic and ‘theatrical workshop. Quite apart
from the extraordinary brilliance of his con-
versation: and personality, those who knew
him well were aware of his” prodigal ima-
gination in fairy-tales. If the world =t

enthusiasmi. ;
“This Englishman,” says a well-known o

French writer, “who just before had ap- il

peared grotesque, reached, reached with sim- |

plicity, ay surpassed the expressive power |
of the most admirable order of humanity.

Many of us were moved to tears. One had

never thought that the words of such a

man could attain to such splendour.

Such adulation of golden speech is more
suited to the French than to the English
temperament, and it is not surprising that in
this country, where a man’s personal and pri-
vate character is of more account than his
words, Wilde should never have been idolized
outside a comparatively small circles :

Eree Lance, +, s, ...c
FE ® * * k.
What'’s the matter, G.B.S. ?

What ever is the matter with George Bernard Shaw!
Surely he is not disappointed with the results of his
new photographs.

Have they not given him enough

the story of the erection of the State go
ments. The result of this, in the author’sd  towards art. N
is to establish the undoubted sovereignty o regard him absolutely as a

: ; Pty A A genius, as a man
States. He points out that the very federal iy ?nﬁdai"?m done for England, both in litera-

largely because its burdens were to fall upon
a people already enraged and fearful of com-
mercial ruin. The fall of Grenville’s ministry,

; son. Moreover, Savage was
delightful novel which White
his story and personality; a
the way, has found its way

large remembers ‘ Lady Windermere’s Fan,” advertisement. that he should b
v . s Fan, 8 sment. e forced back for effect
A Woman of No Importance,” ‘‘An on a rude postcard sent to Messrs. Klaw and Erlanger,

Ideal  Husband,” and ‘Th : o e :
Being Eaa‘neSt:” g R d: WI.jlnP‘;g:n‘;sif; the American Impresarii who invited him to be present

P

discussing this topic and the unhappy inventions
of Charles Townshend, Professor Howard turns

on the contrary were so exercised as to
that the Congress itself made no such pref
This States-rights interpretation of Pro

There could hardly

Sir Henry Irving, Mﬁ‘; o for instance, that

in “ The Lyons Mail,» looked like Oscar Wilde.

part of Lesurques’

of readers than it ever had ' the author reminds us, was in no way due to ) th L . forget- “ The ! y e e e e
lissued in a thin-paper volume, the Stamp Act, nor did Rockingham himself at | ties of the Cor.lgress, so often ljroug}}t forw: ﬁiﬁ)f wholly inconte;tfg‘m:'t‘_“,:ﬁfe;epo' Sch.omet,m‘kir:ig‘ whigch i th?:‘fgg fl;f:f O:di?gmoglfé hT:ées all | ::axtf o d
i L ANa R prime imp()r tance. After | argue the residence of sovereignty in that by gﬁﬁmm If to nse expressions which st nk: the’chal‘m of Andersen and De la Motte Fouqué. * % » * 3 §

urd. He g And when, at the very crisis of his career and

in the wreck of all his fortunes. he wrote
“The Ballad of Reading Gaol’ and “ De Pro-

fundis,”” it can at least be asserted with

His Opinion about Himself. : 22
Mr. Shaw thinks it funny to give his address as “The
Coast of Cornwall,” and to mention that he fears his

aside to speak of the attempts to secure Anglican
bishops in America. Another chapter tells of
the settlement of the Western country, after
which we are brought back to the narrative of
constitutional and political development — the

be a grea:ter contrast in

an that between the

e coming would convulse America, cause huge crowds
great actor and the great wmsthetic apostle. Or,

to - gather, and lead to his being elected President of
Alas! the fow years that elapsed after Oscar the United States. He also informs Messrs. Klaw and
ilde came out of prison are mot such as Erlanger that he Is writing “ an astenishingly good new

anyone would care to dwell upon. There is no play.” :

question that he relapsed. Buton whom should * * * *

rest the blame? If a few sound-hearted friends Somewhat Forgetful.

ok the had = welcomed and safeguarded hi
o] ‘ , arded him, th . ; z -
5. boo u.:g be ttha.tv §I . Sherard doth  Perhaps, there might havg been ﬁnallmseour??y: e Rlaias ob vinns iy gifted weibtly sxphark, meyrasyy of
s buts it. only i is, of ocourse, natural iand peace. No more dreadful irony of fate he would not try on the American people imperiinences
¥ i’:tnltejs the difficulty to | °ould be conceived than that the author of “ De that in the days of his far more gifted countryman,
best to d ag:t;‘gimn made—the !Ei?fundm:\ should, after having so far achieved Oscar Wilde, passed for wit. But, even at his worst,
Prejudices felt ho 1. 20 against well- own redemption, die in squalor and penury, Oscar Wilde never perpetrated anything so cheap as a
ejudic Mm%mpomﬁeg } l;ﬁlfisslplees, hopeless’ ruin, in a mean stl::t?;z rude postecard. o et =
sy s ¥ SIS ¥ Tan Bk g L ) . AT S Y A
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positive truth that nothing became him so well
as the last efforts of his pen,

Van Tyne draws from the editor of the §
the explanation that it is no part of the scl » e assures us that the only  bitte
3 : only - bitterness

of the series to adjust the conclusions off | againgt aff S
. R . e i . a P usn . WSt a4 eﬂtﬂt
individual writers to the editor’s frame of mil ?;:retb}?: ouemess—which sounds. 1 it
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The Life of Oscar Wilde, which Mr. R. H. |

&

|

i Sherard has boen writing for Mr. Werner Laurie,
i will be ready next month. The author and his
| subject were friends for many years, and so this
3 (book has a personal note all through. One strong
“purpose of it is to dispel a number of false reports
“which have associated themselves with Wilde's
life, as, for instance, the weird recurring rumour
that he is not dead. Mr. Sherard aléo discusses his
‘writings, and the book is well illustrated. :
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‘Sunday Sun, 10)~—=2'9%
SOME FORTHCOMING BOOKS.

1 L] B

side a demand for an authorita -
jects. This volume, Mr. Sher.
career as a writer, his biograp!
due observance of discretion, !
the many fields in which he s¢
i A purpose of the book is ‘* to disp
i associated themselves with his
i put about, for instance, that

‘ will give a full and detailed ac
lips of the man who was holdir

- %

For many years Oscar Wi
been out of print. Mr. John L
form, which will be published
lated into every European lang
sent time it is constantly acted
tion to Dr. Strauss.

TRIBUNE,
We are informed by Mr. T. W
publigher, that Mr. Robert Sb
Oscar Wilde” is now rteady./
Mr. Sherrard was acquainted °
1884, and has a profound ads
genius of the man, which fif
astonishing brightness before h
pose-of the book is to dispel
" port, repeated recently, that
‘still living. Mr. Sherard giv(
{ .count of his death, gathered’
i “the man who was holding him
he died. P IS

_ Robert Harborough Sherard,
this biography, is the great-gra:
Wordsworth. He has writter
poems himself, but his literary
_been 'in journalism, as forei
to English papers. He has I
Paris, and his recent book ¢
full of anecdotes about dist!
men of letters, with whom }
mately acquainted. i
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¢ The Life of Oscar Wilde
the 20th by Mr. Werner Lauri
Harborough Sherard, who hi
much on the subject. The t
institutes a comparison in hi
the life of Wilde and the life |
The comparison is a striking
vantage, however, of Savage
of genius and striking promi
ta prison; both died withoat

thing worthy of their abilitie
dsearcely hope that Wilde wi
'in his biographer as Savage
son. Moreover, Savage was,
delightful novel which Whitx
his story and personality; a
the way, has found its way
of readers than it ever had
‘lissued in a thin-paper volume
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- Mr. Robert Harborough Sherard’s ‘‘ Life of Oscar Wilde ” is now

j ready for publication. The renewed interest which, by the appearance

F lof ““ De Profundis,” has been universally awakened in the public mind,

in the life and work of the late Mr. Oscar Wilde, has created on every
P45
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Whistler's Readiness of Retort.

()\' course the great exponent of the

gentle art ol

excellence: Whistler. It

atest delieht to elffect a neat score olf

fellow wit. One of encounters
took place at a dinner party where
the redoubtable James M'Neill ol

retort was - pas
{1\(‘&1 to be his

these

that ilk found as his vis-a-vis Oscau
Wilde, who was then at the height
of his prosperity. Truly a case ol
Greek meeting Greek, but a short
passage of arms between the two
early in the evening resulted in a
decisive victory for the painter.
The brilliancy of the remark which
dealt the ('w'}lf‘ de grace led the
defeated one to murmur wistfully,
“Iwish I'd said that.” Whistlen
smole a wicked smile as he made
the quick retort, “ Never mind, my
‘ You will.” A hit, a

dear Oscar.

e aa
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THE DIAL

For a number of years before fa
him, in the brilliant series of comedi
he produced, he had a very hard stru
live. He edited for Cassell and ¢
Woman’s World. and slaved at his v
the orthodox Fleet-street manner.
marriage brought him financial eas
after that, until the debdcle, he was in

| circumstances, his: plays producing
come of several thousands yearly.

The Downfall. g

Into the circumstances of his trial w
no desire to enter. Wilde was no
than his base associates. Mr. Sherard |
the sexual perversion, of which Wil
accused, to herd@dity. His eminent |
was a mixture of intelligence and
mality. and from him was transmitts
{ coarseness of the lower part of Wilde!
| He indulged in good living. Pro
as the writer of this book sugges
aleohol which he consumed, although
| never drunk, except during the |
| weeks of his miserable existence ini|
| produced a kind of mental aberratio
| lefv him irresponsible for his acts.
| ease, his intimate acquaintance with ¢
* e annt L
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veloped in the earlier volumes of this series.
With ¢ The Preliminaries of the Revolution,”
the solution of the second and third problems
is taken up by Professor G. E. Howard. Pro-
fessor Howard reviews first the educative and
unifying effects of the French war, refers to the
prophecies of independence made by foreign |
statesmen or by travellers in America, and then

treats in considerable detail the topic about

which there has been most disagreement among

writers, that is, the influence as a cause of the

Revolution of England’s commercial policy to-

ward the colonies. The course of two centuries

had developed a large body of laws, which were

designed to regulate the economic activities of

all parts of the empire. Allowing full weight

to the argument that England’s course was more

enlightened and her code less severe than those

of other nations, Professor Howard nevertheless

holds the view that ¢ the primary cause of the

American Revolution must be sought in the

character of the old colonial system.” The

author is thus led to a review of the commercial

legislation of England, which, if it involves a

repetition, in part, of matter found in previous

volumes, justifies this by the clearness of the
treatment. As one might expect in such a work,

the discussion is largely external. The history
of the system as it actually worked is still to be
quarried from the manuscript archives of the
colonies and from the materials in the British
Public Record Office ; and these two classes of
sources seem to have been little used by Pro-
fessor Howard.

Worthy of special notice is Professor How-
ard’s handling of the law of 1764, known as the
« Sugar Act.” This statute, which Mr. Fiske
(for example) entirely neglected, links the parlia-
mentary legislation of the Revolutionary period
to the former code. A full realization of this
reduces somewhat the cataclysmic importance
usually ascribed to the Stamp Act, and shows
that the latter aroused such violent opposition
largely because its burdens were to fall upon
a people already enraged and fearful of com-
mercial ruin. The fall of Grenville’s ministry,
the author reminds us, was in no way due to
the Stamp Act, nor did Rockingham himself at
first consider it of prime importance. After
discussing this topic and the unhappy inventions
of Charles Townshend, Professor Howard turns
aside to speak of the attempts to secure Anglican
bishops in America. Another chapter tells of
the settlement of the Western country, after
which we are brought back to the narrative of

Committees of Correspondence, and thecoe
legislation of 1773-7T4. With chapters

the meeting of the first Continental Cong
the appeal to arms, and the loyalist side o
argument, this volume comes to a close.

main causes of the Revolution, in the aut
mind, were economic and political, wo1

| throughout a long period of time ; but he stx

also the too much neglected side of social chi
« The conditions were favorable to the risé
more united and a freer society in America
this was hindered by the inertia of a colonia
tem which the American people had outgro
Hardly any book in the series is more a
tively written than ¢ The American Revolut
by Professor C. H. Van Tyne, which ¢
especially the years 1776-1783. To re
merely the campaigns of the Revolution dent
either large space or very careful condensa

| and the author has chosen and successfully

cuted the latter plan, reinforcing his text
maps and charts of peculiar excellence.
thus carefully compressing the story of bi
and marches, Professor Van Tyne gains
for touches of personal description, —as i
simple and impressive sketches of Washii
and Jefferson,— and for summaries of argu
like that which he gives of Paine’s ¢ Cor
Sense.” For his treatment of the loyalist
tion, Professor Van Tyne is able to draw ¢
results of his own special researches in
field. The intensity of party strife is
emphasized, as is also the importance ¢
diplomatic activities of the Congress.
topie, it seems to us, is handled somewha
skilfully. In neither this nor the succe
volume do we find a worthy explanation ¢
establishment of the government undei
Articles of Confederation. Perhaps this i
to faulty linking between books each of ¥
has strong individuality. In contrast with
only praise can be given to the thoroug]
with which Professor Van Tyne has worked
the story of the erection of the State gol
ments. The result of this, in the author’s 1
is to establish the undoubted sovereignty o
States. He points out that the very federal at
ties of the Congress, so often brought forwai
argue the residence of sovereignty in that b
on the contrary were so exercised as to g
that the Congress itself made no such preté
This States-rights interpretation of Prof
Van Tyne draws from the editor of the
the explanation that ¢ it is no part of the sch
of the series to adjust the conclusions o

constitutional and political development — the
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BOOKS OF THE DAY

By W. L. COURTNEY.

OSCAR WILDE.
(T. WERNER LAURIE.)

Is it wise of Mr. Sherard to write and publisk
|'a life of Oscar Wilde? . It is, of course, a very
natural office of friendship, indeed, of justice,
and in some respects the time is opportune.
“Balomé,” written originally for Madame
Sarah Bernhardt, and constantly played in
Germany, has recently been played for = the
second time in London. Messrs. Methuen are
shortly publishing a complete uniform edition
of Wilde’s works in twelve volumes. It is
not. very long ago since “ Lady Windermere’s
Fan »’ was revived at the St. James’s Theatre,
a revival following that of “ The Importance of
being Barnest.”” To these facts must be added
a certain change that has taken place in" the
public mind. The great mass of uninstructed
opinion always proceeds by a series of zig-zags,
and after a vast amount of furious obloquy a
reaction has very naturally set in towards some-
thing more than toleration—even a modified
form of praise.The book which began thechange
was undoubtedly that very remarkable piece
of work, “De Profundis,”” which was written
in Reaaing Gaol. For here there was a revela-
tion of a quite mew Oscar Wilde, something
“that was modest and humble, and essentially

religious ; the cry of an afflicted soul, who after
all had found some consolation in the simple
and eternal truths of the Christian faith. The
discovery was so startling, so unexpected, so
entirely subversive of all 4heories of ‘the
tyranny of habit, that men ‘and women began
to recast their views of tlw author—not very
intelligently, it may be, buj, still with a kind of
regret, perlgaps even remfrse, that their judg-
ment had hitherto been ‘so uncharitable. Here
are reasons enough, 0 doubt, to justify Mr.
R. H. Sherard, altbough Mr. Robert Ross’s
silent but sleepless advocacy of his dead friend
in editing “De / Profundis” produced far
greater effect thoin any formal biography could
possibly do.

Nevertheless, many will venture to think that

the publication of a Life of Oscar Wilde is a mis- |

take-_ s Yeasons are very obvious, and have
nothing whiatsoever to do with the merits or
demenf@ of tie biographer. The natural, kindly,
human imprise is to lot Oscar Wilde sleep n
peacer—at all events for the generation that
knew: him, _In process of time another genera-
Iblon.'wﬂl arise who did not know him, and their
Jvdgment, which will be exercised on what the
“aan did, quite uninfluenced by his peculiar per-
sonality, will be alike valuable and interesting. |
1 doubt, whether any definitive judgment can be
passed by any of us in the present day on the
author of *“ Lady Windermere’s Fan,” for in his
case not only the old maxim applies, that one
must not be too near an author to judge of his
merits, but also the peculiar difficulty involved
in the appalling contrast between his life and
g@rk.’ We may try as best we can ‘to read
ilde’s playi]s., and his fa].iry stortes, and his
ove 1d s poems without any mental asso-
glmon with the Turid passages of his life, but
o feat, I will venture to say, is beyond our
p}tlngr. It is mot our fault, it is his.. No lack of
charity, no want of justice, is the cause, but
merely the impossibility of the thing, the ter-
ribly insistent, memory, which always haunts us

In turning over his pages. - '
HfBﬁsldeS, any bock that is now dedicated to his
© Is sure to take the form either of an unwise

7~"JW\~U<\{Q

‘And here and there the style is decidedly turgid.

ing sentence, except that it is one at whi
‘(?soa,r Wilde himself would have Pachodt
There is much of the moping owl in a large

that ‘cat
than the man of radio-activit i
¥, who bustles into
the stagnant area of their gelid dulness 1and
;pfsrf'eres‘mth t}lxeir somnolent eupepsia.” Phi-
1stinism is surely avenged y
' g o7 y ged when an advocate
T3ut the book is undoubtedly interesting
from many points of view. It is written with

be read by all those who are inclined to
hasty judgment. Mr. Sherard tells us a gI):js
deal that is important concerning Oscar Wilde’s
ancestry. His father, the Dublin surgeon
seems to have led a somewhat riotous life. His
mother, the poetess, who wrote under the name
of Speranza, for many months before Oscar
Wilde was born hoped and prayed that her
child might be a girl. The great-uncle of Lady
Wilde was that singular “creature, Charles
Maturin, who wrote “ Melmoth the Wanderer.”
Maturin was undoubtedly eccentric, a mixture
of talent and insanity, a mass of affectation
a man who, when he was writing, used to placé
a wafer on his forehead to let those who entered
his study know that he was not to be disturbed.
From most points of view he was a grotesque
and melodramatic character. How profoundly
he must have impressed Lady Wilde’s son is
clear when we remember that -the name of
Sebastian Melmoth was chosen by the unhappy
prisoner after he had left Reading Gaol. It
1s useful to remember facts like these, for it
is the scientific way of accounting for a man’s
peculiarities. In a certain sense Oscar Wilde
had no chance. He came into the world marked
and predestined to shock people by his eccen-
tricity.

Whether, }nowever, Mr. Sherard’s further
apology for him, that he was practically insane,
helps the case is a' more doubtful matter. It
is a terribly facile way of excusing a man guilty
of a crime, who also happens to be a poet and
dramatist, if we say that he was quite sane
when he wrote his good works and quite ‘insane
when he did his bad acts. Besides, the course
of the narrative makes it perfectly clear that
Oscar Wilde himself helped Jargely to complete
his own degradation by the way in which he
lived. Of this there can be no better proof
than what happened to him under prison disci-
pline. The old Oscar Wilde, the man of pre-
tence and ostentation, the poseur of artifice
and vanity, entirely fell away from him; and
a new Oscar Wilde seemed veritably to be
born, of a mnch simpler and sincerer shape. The
fact rests on indubitable testimony, but if we
need further evidence it can be found in the
book ““ De Profundis.” Nothing could well be
more startling than the contrast between the
author of ‘‘ The Picture of Dorian Gray” and
the man who penned the pages describing the

suasive charm of the Founder of Chnistianity.
Wilde was certainly sane enough when he wrote
“ De Profundis.” If he was insane before, no
small part of the cause is te be found in the
stupid extravagance and luxury of his London
and Paris life. One thing is certainly true, that
so far as his work was concerned he steadily de-
veloped. Tho follies of the msthetic craze dis-
appeared after his visit'to America and his ex-
perience of trans-Atlantic lecture-rooms. He
was a hard-working student in Paris, albeit that
he tried to represent himself as another Balzac
and spoke of a ‘‘ Neronic ” period. Then came
the prolific stage of his dramatic work, in which

What are we to say, for instance, of the follow-

laughed ?

section of our stolid Britishry, and le of
egory dislike nothing more mnwy

abundance of spirit by a man who knows what |
. . t |
he is talking about, and it certainly ought ‘Zoi

value of the discipline of sorrow and the per- |

he hter;gli{l{'ﬁvok London by storm—dramatic
work, I venture to say, as sane and sound

advocacy or else an equall i iati
se 1 unw:
i\'lr._ Sherard hgmselefqhas yno‘o a]:ﬁigggusd;?:;ngf'
i pitfalls which beset the path of one who

gware that he has to struggle against ﬁery justi:

aa;l; E;md‘lcoes,l- dLs‘t}ll'Lbutes his adjectives with
t too lavish hand. He teils s, it is.

true, that in My respects he had no sym;n:.th);"

Nevertheless, he invites us to
bsolutely as a gonius, as a man
done for England, both in litera-

» something that was epoch-making
testable value.  Sometimes.

reat wsthotic apostle. Or,

and . pretentiousnes

oughout the book the eng:‘:lte!il!:;:es;?x
b“)edlmg beltha..t' r. Sherard doth
ot It is, of course, natural
E :aum ollllly,ﬂlustmtej o8 the difficulty to

i a5 already beon. made--the
R :mto fgleienda man against well-
icices Telt by his contemporaries.

as anything that has ever come out of an
artistic and theatrical workshop. Quite apart
from the extraordinary brilliance of his con-
versation and personality, those who knew
him well were aware of his” prodigal ima-
gination in fairy-tales. If the world at
l?rge remembers ‘ Lady Windermere’s Fan,”
“A. Woman of No Importance,” “‘An
> and “The Importance of
Bemg - Barnest,” his friends will not easily
forget “The Happy Prinoce and Other Tales,”
which ran through four editions and had all
the charm of Andersen and De la Motte Fouqué.
And when, at the very erisis of his career and
in the wreck of all his fortunes, he wrote
*‘ The Ballad of Reading Gaol *’ and ““ De Pro-

. perhaps, there might have been final security

|

j

| Profundis ” should, after having so far achieved

fundis,”’ it can at least be asserted with
positive truth that nothing became him so well
as the last efforts of his pen.

Alas! the few years that elapsed after Oscar
Wilde came out of prison iare not such as
anyone would care to dwell upon. There is no
question that he relapsed. Buton whom should
rest the blame? If a few sound-hearted friends
had * welecomed and safeguarded him, then,

and peace. No more dreadful irony of fate
could be conceived than that the author of ** De

his own redemption, die in squalor and
e.in penury
;;;’?lpm, hopeless ruin, in a mean street in
B L s i s e
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O5CAR WILDE'S LIFE.

“The Life of Oscar Wilde.” By Robert Har-
borough Sherard. London: T. Werner
Laurie. 12s. 6d. net.

[Purrisarp To-pAY.]

Mr. Robert Sherard’s qualifications for
writing the life of Oscar Wilde are based on
i a friendship during a period of sixteen
years preceding Wilde’s death, on the fact
| that he was with him at a time when all |
others had withdrawn, and *‘ that for the very i
reason that he was not in sympathy with any
of the affectations which towards others
Oscar Wilde used to assume, the man as he
truly was, the man as God and nature had
made him was perhaps better known to him
than to most oiP his other associates.”

They are high qualifications, yet it must
be frankly said at the outset that Mr.
Bherard’s portrait of Wilde and the ‘narra-
tive of his life are both unsatisfactory and
unconvincing. Never once does he let us see
into the mysterious heart of the man as Mr.
Sherard must surely have seen beneath his
outward pose and affectations. Never once
do we get an explanation of the philosophy
with which Oscar Wilde looked upon the prob-
lems of modern life. Even his genius, which
was undeniable, is hardly suggested, and in
no way interpreted in these pages of hyster-
ical enthusiasm and uninteresting compila-
tion. Mr. Sherard makes no attempt even to
analyze Oscar Wilde’s literary achievements,
nor to sum up the value of his work in poetry
and drama. Instead, we are given extracts
from contemporary criticisms in morning and
weekly papers, and while failing to find the
real man, and the true story of his intel-
lectual evolution and moral downfall, we are
expected to read 1;m.ges of foolish denuncia-
tion against a Philistine society which—
according to Mr. Sherard—hounded out a
man who had satirized them too truly.

There is much of the mopin i
section of our stolid Bri1;11?3hrgy:)wa%nlcli1 %iﬁ;:
of that category dislike nothing more in-
tensely than the man of radio-activity who
bustles-into the stagnant area of their gelid
dulness and interferes with their somnolent
eupepsia. To be forced to think, to be forced
to laugh, to be taught things—in one word
to be interfered with. No! No! No! Away’
with him!
He was at his best in Paris, although, as

Mr. Sherard admits, men like Alphonse
Daudet had instinctive suspicion of him.
But in literary salons his amazing gifts of
conversation, his poetical extravagance of
speech, jarring in English circles, but de-
hightful among Parisians, who love words for
their own sake, attracted attention and
enthusiasm.

“This Englishman,” says a well-known
French writer, ‘““who just before had ap-.
peared grotesque, reached, reached with sim-
plicity, ay surpassed the expressive power |
of the most admirable order of humanity. |
Many of us were moved to tears. One had
never thought that the words of such a
man ocould attain to such splendour.

Such adulation of golden speech is more
suited to the French than to the English
temperament, and it is not surprising that in
this country, where a man’s personal and pri-
vate character is of more account than his
words, Wilde should never have been idolized
outside a comparatively small circlee

EFree Lance, ., sc,..--c
5 g ® * * )

What's the matter, G.B.S. ?

What ever is the matter with George Bernard Shaw?
Surely he is not disappointed with the results of his
new photographs. - Have they not given him enough
advertisement, that he should be forced back for effect
on a rude postcard sent to Messrs. Klaw and Erlanger,
the American Impresarii who invited him to be present

wy. PErIOrmance ol ~ Umesar. and Uleopaira: 1 UCtoner-
next? :

(]

* * * *
His Opinion about Himself. s ¥

Mr. Shaw thinks it funny to give his address as “The
Coast of Cornwall,” and to mention that he fears his
coming would convulse America, cause huge crowds
to - gather, and lead to his being- elected President of
the United States. He also informs Messrs. Klaw and
Erlanger that he is writing “ an astenishingly good new
play.” :

* * * %
Somewhat Forgetful.

Mr. Shaw is obviously gifted with a short memory, or
he would not try on the American people impertinences
that in the days of his far more gifted countryman,
Oscar Wilde, passed for wit. But, even at his worst,
. Oscar Wilde never perpetrated anything so cheap as &
rude postcard.

* * * oAb SR B
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" The Life of Oscar Wilde, which Mr. R. H.
‘Sherard has been writing for Mr. Werner Laurie,
will be ready next month. The author and his
#ubject were friends {for many years, and so this
\book has a personal note all through. One strong
~purpose of it is to dispel a number of false reports
“which have associated themselves with Wilde's
‘life, as, for instance, the weird recurring rumour
‘that he is nalisseR0NIHISFEMIniversitgadbranes his
‘:{‘lg‘eriﬁngs, and the book is well illustrated.

i
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SOME FORTHCOMWMING BOOKS.

Mr. Robert Harborough Sherard’s ¢‘ Life of Oscar Wilde ” is now
ready for publication. The renewed interest which, by the appearance
iof *‘ De Profundis,” has been universally awakened in the public mind,
i sm the life and work of the late Mr. Oscar Wilde, has created on every
‘suie a demand for an authoritative book dealmg with these two sub-
;ﬁcts This volume, Mr. Sherard says, ‘‘gives the true facts of his
‘eareer as a writer, his biography as far as that is consistent with the
it :due observance of diseretion, and an account of his literary work in
the many fields in which he so greatly distinguished himself.” One
A purpose of the book is ‘‘ to dispel a number of false reports which have
-.' associated themselves with his life and work. It has recently been
. put about, for instance, that Mr. Wilde is still living. This book
'; will give a full and detailed account of his death, gathered from the
 lips of the man who was holding him in his arms when he died.

e | * = * * *

. | For many years Oscar Wilde’s one-act tragedy, ‘‘ Salomé,” has

- been out of print. Mr. John Lane announces a new edition in a cheap:

© form, which will be published next week. This play has been trans-

| lated into every European language, including Czech, and at the pre-
nt time it 152009-03-170issen Women's University Librarges promdmg 1nsp1ra-

gon to Dr. Strauss.
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Whistler’'s Readiness of Retort.
Of course the great exponent of the

gentle art of retort’ was pax
excellence Whistler. It used to be his
greatest delight to effect a neat score off
a lellow wit. One of these encounters
took place at a dinner party where -
the redoubtable James M'Neill of
that ilk found as his vis-a-vis Oscar
Wilde, who was then at the height
of his prosperity. Truly a case of
Greek meeting Greek, but a short
passage of arms between the two
early in the evening resulted in a
decisive victory for the painter.
The brilliancy of the remark which
dealt the coup de grace led the

T

s now  defeated one to murmur wistfully,
rance “Twish I'd said that”” Whistler
mind, smole a wicked smile as he made
every the quick retort, “ Ne.\'evl; mind, my E
y stbo dear Oscar. You will.” A hit, a -
very palpable hit, which lelt the !

of his - |

other in discomfited silence, for, to
change the metaphor, the cap had
fitted.

Wilde and Whistler.
It is seldom that an adoring
mother allows any clever saying
of her offspring to pass into oblivion,
and still rarer were the occasions
when Wilde permitted a mot to
be lost to the world. If it were
uttered by himself in the course
of conversation it would be saved
up for future use in his writings,
while if it were evolved from the

] W}Eq\ 1eqne else it stood a |
‘?ﬁg%ﬂgno( e@%ﬁ‘@g%ﬁéﬁﬂiﬁaﬁ\hnexml |

as Whistler hinted. §
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We are mfonned by Mr. T. Werner Laurie, the
publisher, that Mr. Robert Sherard’s * Life of
Oscar Wilde” is now ready for publication.
Mr. Sherrard was acquainted with Wilde from

1884, and has a profound admiration for the |

genius of the man, which flashed with such
astomishing brightness before his fall. One pur-
_pose of the book is to dispel the curious re-
port, . repea,ted recently, that Oscar Wilde is
-still living. . Sherard gives a detailed ac-
‘count of his death gathered from the lips of
. the man who was holding him in his arms when
he died.

4 - ® -

 Robert Harborough Sherard, who has written
‘this biography, is the great-grandson of William
- Wordsworth. He has written several notable
poems himself, but his literary work has mostly
| been in journalism, as foreign correspondent
to English papers. He has lived for years in
 Paris, aud his reoent book of recolleci.ons is
7 ecdoins oabad, ench
inti-




'Daily News ‘*’'—

¢ The Life of Oscar Wilde,”” to be issued on
the 20th by Mr. Werner Laurie, is by Mr. Robert
Harborough Sherard, who has already written
much on the subject. The author, I am told,
institutes a comparison in his preface between
the life of Wilde and the life of Richard Savage.
The comparison is a striking one, to the disad-
vantage, however, of Savage. Both were men
|of genius and striking promise; both ended in
La prison; both died without accomplishing any-
4 thing worthy of their abilities. Perhaps we can
A scarcely hope that Wilde will be so fortunate
I'in his biographer as Savage was in Dr. John-
son. Moreover, Savage was the subject of that
delightful novel which Whitehead wove around
his story and personality; a classic which, by
the way, has found its way to a larger circle
of readers than it ever had before since it was

tiissued inmmenmmgwggfi bge?wges.
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Whistler's Readiness of Retort.

()1 course the great exponent of the
gentle art of retort: was - pax

excellence Whistler. It used to be his

oreatest delight to effect a neat score oft

a lellow wit. One of these encounters

took place at a dinner party where
the redoubtable James M'Neill ol
that ilk found as his vis-a-vis Oscar
Wilde, who was then at the height
of his prosperity. Truly a case of
Greek meeting Greek, but a short
passage of arms between the two
early in the evening resulted in a

decisive victory for the painter.
The brilliancy of the remark which
dealt the coup de grace led the

oW defeated one to murmur wistfully,
nece “ [wish I'd said that.”” Whistler
ind, smole a wicked .\mnvlv as lu_‘ made
e the quick retort, i A\wl\'x‘.r‘ mnnl,_my
b dear Oscar. You will.’ A hit, a
’Lll. very palpable hit, which lelt the
S other in discomfited silence, for, to
tl,m change the metaphor, the cap had
18 fitted.
One * &
ave Wilde and Whistler.
ecn: t is seldom that an adoring
ook mother allows any clever saying
the of her offspring to pass into oblivion,
and still rarer were the occasions
when Wilde permitted a mot to
has be lost to the \\()}1(1. If it were
uttered by himself in the course
e of conversation it would be saved
Hon up lor future use in his writings,
e while if it were evolved from the
o mind of someone else it stood a
very good chance ol being annexed

2 as \Whistler hinted.

Reynold's I b
OSCAR WILDE.
THE TRAGEDY OF A LIFE.

R B SHERARD'S NEW BOOK.

 Few men are better gualified to undertake
. the difficult task of presenting to the English
public an apologia for the life of the late
Oscar Wilde .than Mr. R. H. Sherard, the
writer of this volume. In France there
W'qgld be no difficulty, for the French have
so much of the artistic spirit that they natu-
rally, and without any mental questionings,
.dissociate the-individual characteristics of
the artist from the productions’of his talent
origeniusg.. . % A
Oscar Wilde's father was the distinguished
Dublin surgeon, Sir William 'Wilde, a man
of European reputation. His mother was a.
woman  of extraordinary - character, the
daughter of anIrish Protestant clergyman,
| as literary and as erraticin her doings and |
instinets, as her more distinguished son. For
a tims she was an ardent Nationalist, and
‘her verses, signed ‘‘Speranza,” which
a’}gpe_b.red in the Nation, under the editor-
ship of Gavan Duffy, afterwards Sir Gavan
Duffy, Premier of Victoria, were among
the most brilliant literary outputs of the
Young Ireland!Party. :
" From such a parentage, it would: be
al to ggpecb an exceptional offspring.
Youﬁ‘fg Wilde was the best classical scholar
in ;? lin University, and the traces of that
influence are deeply impressed on all his
subsequent writings. . “I, ‘the lord of
‘language,” he described himself in ' that
‘heartrending book ¢ De Profundis,” written
by him after his release from Reading Gaol.
‘His, father made much money, but he
squandered it lavishly, and so Wilde, when
he came to make his way in London, found
himself in possession of about £200 a year, de-
> é:om'lé-ish.land, which he subsequently

ds of everyday |

sty Brwgmn,

For a number of years before fa
him, in the brilliant series of comedie
he produced, he had a very hard struggle to
live. He edited for Casscll and Co. the
Woman’s World. and slaved at his work in
the orthodox Fleet-street manner. His
marriage brought him financial ease, and
after that, until the debdcle, he was in affluent
circumstances, his: plays producing an in-

! come of several thousands yearly.

The Downfall.
Into the circumstances of his trial we have
no desire to enter. Wilde was no worse
than his base associates. Mr. Sherard traces
the sexual perversion, of which Wilde was
accused, to herddity. His eminent father
| was a mixture of intelligence and ‘ani-
' mality. and from him was transmitted the
| coarseness of the lower part of Wilde's face.
l He indulged in good living. Probably,

as the writer of this book suggests, the

alcohol which he consumed, although he was

.never drunk, except during the last few
\ weeks of his miserable existence in Paris,
| produced a kind of mental aberration, which
| lefv him irresponsible for his acts. In any
| case, his intimate acquaintance with classical
literature—in which the behaviour of which
| he was charged, is treated as natural and
commonplace—would ‘deaden in his mind

any suggestion of criminality in that

| regard. ) ;
' Mr. Sherard’s book is an exceedingly abls
. study of oneof the most extraordinary men of
our own times. The picture he presents ought
to do much to mitigate the harshness of the
| world-judgment upon Wilde's follies. At
| heart he was a kindly man ; but intellectually

he lived alone for art; socially, for pleasure.

He adds one more figure to the bizarre

gallery of the pathologist. X

Here is a description of an incident in the
prison life of Oscar Wilde, written by an
ex-wa.rder of Reading Gaol :—

A Humane Warder.

During the period of his incarceration the poet
suffered in health, but he seldom complained to the
doctor, He was afraid of doing so lest he should be
sent to the sick ward. He preferred the seclusion of
his cell. There he could think aloud without attract-
ing the glances or the undertone comments of the less
mpobile-minded. There he could be alone—alone with
the spectre of his past, alone with his books, alone
with his God ! : : ;

When I entered his cell on a certain bleak, raw
morning in early March I found him still in bed.
This was unusual, and so I expressed surprise. I
‘have bad a bad night,” he explained. ‘‘Painsin my
inside, which I think mmnst be cramp, and my bead
seems splitting.” T asked whether he had better not
report: sick. ‘‘No,” ‘he said; “ not for anything. I
shall be better, perhaps, as the days advances. - Come
back in a few minutes, when I will be up.” : !

I returned to his cell a few minutes afterwards, and
found he was up, but looking so dreadfully ill that T
again advised him' to see. the doctor. He declined,
however, saying he would be all right when he had
had something warm to drink.

"1 knew that in the ordinary course of events he
would have nothing for at least another hour,
5o I resolved to find something to give him in the
meanwhile myself. I hastered off, and warmed up
some beef:tea, poured it into a bottle, placed the
bottle inside my jacket, and returned towards his cell.
While ascending' the  staircise the botile slipped
between my shirt and skin. It was very hot. I knew
that there was an unoccupied cell on the next landing,
nd I determined to go thers and withdraw the
bottle from its painful position. But at that moment
a voice csuedp‘ me from the central hall below.
I looked down, and saw the Chief Warder. He
beckoned me towards him. I went back. He
wished to speak concerning a discrepancy in the
pre‘vtgmf night’s Muster Report. I attempted to
elucidate the mystery of two prisoners being in the
prison who bad no claim on its hospitality. I am
afraid I threw but little light on the mystery. I was
in frightful agony. The hot bottle burped against my
breast. like molten lead. I have said '‘there are
gupreme moments in the lives of men.” Those were
supreme moments to me. I could have cried out in my
agony, but dared not. The cold, damp beads of per-
spiration gatherﬁ;qn my brow. I writhed “and
twisted in all manners of ways to ease mysell
of the dreadful thing, but in vain. I could not
‘shift that infernal hottle,” try as I might. Tt lay
there against my breast like a hot poultice, but hotter
thanany poultice that was ever made bya cantankerous
mother or by a cantankerous nurse.  And the strange
thing about it was that the longer it lay the hotter it
becare. The Chief eyed me curiously. I believe he
thought I had been drinking. I know I was incoherent
enough for anything. ~ At last he walked off, and left
me, for which I felt truly thankful. = I bounded up the
iron stairs, and entered’the Poet's cell, and, pulling
out the burning bottle, I related, amid gasps and im:
precations, my awful experience. The Pqet‘smlléd_
while tho tals was being told, then langhed—actually
laughed. I had never seen him laugh naturaliy before,
and, with the sime qualification, I may add that 1
never saw him laugh-again. Ty :

T felt angty because he laughed. I told him so. I
_ said it was poor reward for all T had undergone to be

laughed at, and, so saying, I came out, and closed the

door- -1 closed it with a bang. §o b L
When I took him his brealfast, he looked the picture
 of contrition. He said he wouldn’t touch it unlessl
promised to forgive him. T SR i

““Not even the cocon?” T asked. i .
““Not even the cocoa,” he replied ; and he looked at
it longingly, . i o 000 S RN

“ Well, rather than starve you, I'll forgive you.

The general impression his book

ai 1tis the record of a nears
: ~a  literary
ely

aught
which
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so-called dispatch of three words would have been empty, ‘

absurd, even silly; and Ceesar never was silly.

Who started the story? Was it done by an ancient
writer 2 I observe that Mommsen and most careful
writers on Roman history do not speak of the words as
a dispatch or official utterance. Canon Liddell says,
« The victory gained by Cesar was announced at Rome
in the famous dispatch,” etc. Merivale rather dis-
credits the story, saying, « The boastful phrase in which,
according to the story, the victor announced it to the
senate.”

I turned to the ancients. Perhaps someone else may
have found more than I. Naturally, I turned to the

profuse anecdotage of Valerius Maximus; but in vain. |

Suetonius, great gatherer of gossip, tells us that when
Ceesar had ended his wars he held five triumphs. He
says,  Among the pageantry of the Pontic triumph, a
tablet with this inseription was carried before him —
Veni, Vidi, Vici,— not signifying, as did other mottoes,
what was done, but the speed of the victory.”

Plutarch’s story implies a time for the origin of the
phrase later than any possible dispatch: perhaps it arose
in the familiarity of a conversation. Plutarch says,
« When he gave Amantius, a friend of his at Rome, an
account of the action, to express the promptness and
rapidity of it he used three words — I came and saw and
conquered — which having in Latin all the same cadence,
carry with them a very suitable air of brevity.” This
evidently was before the triumph.

Is this « thrasonical brag ” or gasconade ? Plutarch
speaks not of parade, but of an expression in friendly
intercourse. Notice that whoever depreciates his ad-
versary depreciates his victory, and removes his story
from the realm of boasting. The boaster tells of the
strength and valor of his opponent: the greater he
makes the difficulty of his achievement, the greater he
makes the courage, power, and persistence of himself
as conqueror. If Cesar had set out to brag of his sue-
cess at Zela, he would have given as many details as in
his story of the battle with Ariovistus, or have spread
it out as Bunyan enlarges on Christian’s sword-and-
shield fight with Apollyon. The brevity of the historical
account in the Alexandrian War and the contemptuous
brevity of the three words show that Cwsar thought
the thing. hardly worth speaking of.

But the passage from Suetonius — what of that ? In
that we see not Cesar the man as we know him else-
where, Cwsar the high-minded thinker and doer, but
Cesar the politician and the head of the state. It was
the duty of the general in a triumph to appear as the
representative of the state and of its glory and power.
He was officially a braggart, and must make the most
of the occasion to please the populace. He was a the-
atrical character, with face painted red. I can well
conceive of Ceesar as riding up the Capitoline Hill in a
chariot, to dismount and offer sacrifice to a god in whom
he did not believe, while saying to himself, ¢« What a
bore this is! Five days of such vanity! What fools these
Romans are! I prefer to be at my desk, but must yield
to these throat-splitting, ear-rasping crowds!” Such a
soliloquy represents to us the Cewesar that we know
everywhere else, the man of business, too clear-sighted
and great in spirit to overvalue his accomplished deeds,
pushing toward his ends, evading and avoiding crowns
on the Lupercal, that he might be the foremost man of
all the world and found the Empire.

; SamMueL WILLARD.

Harbor Springs, Michigan, September 5, 1906,
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THE STORY OF A BROKEN LIFE.* g’v:;
The life-story of that brilliant but erratic k.
genius, Oscar Wilde, whose sun of promise rose e
so bright and had so dire a setting, is presented o fin
to us in a handsome and dignified volume by Mr. ;ﬁ’sg
Robert Harborough Sherard, who, as he tells us, s
enjoyed the famous wsthete’s intimate friendship 7wl
for sixteen years before the gloomy end of the -iedl !
unfortunate man’s meteoric course. Although < r::l);
the book is confessedly an apology or defense, , A
and promises at the outset to refute many cal- it
umnies and to effect noteworthy results in clear- * iheir
ing from the foul aspersions ofmalignity a name e
still dear to hundreds of faithful disciples, yet :\?g‘;
there is, fortunately, a wise avoidance of unsa- i
vory details regarding the events that clouded , noug
Wilde’s closing years and led to his tragic end. “f
His trial and imprisonment for an unnamable ¢ gi
offense are, of course, involved in the narration, | gan
but are treated with commendable reserve, so 'ngl‘:
that the merely prurient reader will find nothing Eon
in the book to pay for the trouble of perusal. : 1
Into this forbidding portion of Wilde’s life, : Ielé;}:
which we feel has been made too much of already, wit}
we do not propose to go, only noting briefly the 2T,
biographer’s contention that the unhappy man %0;1{
was dealt with with needless hardness and sever- i
ity, owing in part to the popular clamor against s
him ; and that an understanding of ¢ the dismay- ¥ Et}i
ing problem ”* of Wilde’s conduct is to be sought £
in a study of his unfortunate heredity and in the tha
occasional ¢ epileptiform fits ” which made him 4 id
for the time being morally irresponsible and 1
rendered him a more proper subject for restraint :
in an asylum than for the severities of a prison o
cell. In tracing Wilde’s ancestry, and in noting pt
therein the emergence of traits characteristic of F
the decadent poet, Mr. Sherard has been indus- i
trious &nd has labored not in vain. A Lombroso pa il
would welcome his findings as a contribution to 2 t
pathological psychology. FLe g Ft e
Mr. Sherard’s story of Wilde’s prison life is Kl
full of pathetic interest. Its chief significance dl
for many readers will be found in the fact that 180
it gave rise to what are perhaps the best of : )
Wilde’s literary productions in prose and verse : :
__<«De Profundis ”’ and ¢ The Ballad of Reading i
Gaol.” Of the latter, the biographer well says ml
that it would be worth while to go to jail to write o
so great a poem. Of all Wilde’s poems, this and L1
18

¥Tue LiFe oF Oscar WILDE. By Robert Harborough
Sherard. Illustrated with Portraits, Facsimile Letters, and ‘on
other Documents. New York: Mitchell Kennerley. /

635 b
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time, the problem that furnished Matthew Arnold
with the theme of his best-known book, the problem
that baffles us to-day and will continue to puzzle and
fascinate the thinkers of the world for many a long
age to come. But perhaps the best of all that Pascal
has to offer us, and the most likely to prove fruitful,
is the picture he presents of an earnest soul fired
with the passion for perfection. The grandeur and
the pathos of this hopeless aspiration move us deeply.
Probably more need the stimulus than the warning
of his example; for warning it unmistakably con-
tains. “ Aspiring to be angels, men rebel.” Aiming
to be divine, they become less than human. Losing
sight of the golden mean, departing from the Greek
sound-mindedness or temperance (sophrosune, to
attempt a transliteration), they commit all sorts of
wild and foolish extravagances. And, curiously
enough, Pascal stands convicted out of his own mouth,
as might be shown by more than one citation. For
a single instance, in chapter eight of the Pensées
we read, “ C’est sortir de I’humanité que de sortir
du milieu : la grandeur de I'Ame humaine consiste &

savoir s’y tenir.”
J Percy F. BICKNELL.

COMMUNICATIONS.

“TAKING CHANCES WITH MILTON.”
(To the Editor of THE DiaL.)

The leading article in your issue of September 1, on
“The Edict of Oyster Bay,” pleases me by the force
and brilliancy of its presentation of the « stand pat”
side of the spelling contest now raging. The writer
quotes a passage from Milton which he assumes would
be spoiled by changing his spelling of «Sulphur,” and
adds: “We must take no chances with Milton !”
Must n’t we ? Have n’t we 2 I have before me a photo-
graphed facsimile of Milton’s handwriting, dated « Jan’y
10,1639,” and it contains this famous sentence: «If
vertue feeble were, Heaven it selfe would stoope to
her.” Would not THE D1AL «take chances with Milton ”
if it were called upon to quote this fine sentiment? I
think it would take at least four chances.

SAMUEL T. PICKARD.
Amesbury, Mass., Sept. 8, 1906. .

THE DUTY OF SCHOLARS TOWARD SPELLING
REFORM.
(To the Editor of TrE DIAL.)

Allow me to thank you for your thoroughly sensible
words on the ill-considered entrance of the President
into the field of «spelling reform.” The five hundred
most learned linguists and lttérateurs of the English-
speaking world, if it could be ascertained who they are
and if they could agree among themselves, could not
get the following of the masses of educated men in any
extensive and abrupt alterations of the natural current
of linguistic evolution. How much less is such a fol-
lowing to be expected for a self-constituted group of
men only a small fraction of whom have any claim what-
ever to exceptionally high standing in either of the fields
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of linguistics and literature? The attempt to influence
school boards to foist their arbitrary lists upon helpless
children should be resisted with the utmost energy by
every means at hand. These self-constituted reformers
are powerless to introduce anything save disorder and
additional labor, and all who are interested in keeping
the language in the true path of gradual evolution,
where it may yield automatically to the stimulus of the
slowly improving taste of successive generations, should
set themselves firmly against this unauthorized and

impertinent interference.
I W. H. JouNSON.

Granville, Ohio, September 6, 1906.

CAESAR’S “THRASONICAL BRAG.”
(To the Editor of TaHE DI1AL.)

When I was a boy I read in one of those school his-
tories that shape the juvenile mind that Julius Caesar
announced to the Roman senate his victory over Phar-
naces at Zela by the memorable concatenation of the
alliterative phrase, « Veni! Vidi! Viei!” Richard Grant
White got off a joke at the now current pronunciation
of Latin, that it turns the majestic sonority of those high-
sounding dissyllables into the faint utterance of « wany,
weedy, weaky,” which is a poor brag. But however
“weaky ” this may sound, the Romans may have done
what the Spaniards do in their strongly Latinish lan-
guage: in their regular conjugations, except the one cor-
responding to the Latin first, they accent in the first and
third persons of the perfect tense the final syllable. Try
it, and you restore the sonority.

Then I found in « As You Like It ” sarcastic Rosalind
dealt the conqueror a stroke, saying, « There was never
anything so sudden but the fight of two rams, and Ceesar’s
thrasonical brag of ¢ I came, saw, and overcame.’ ” The
great dramatist seems to have liked to refer to this
phrase: not only is it in both Latin and English in the
ridiculous letter of Armado in « Love’s Labour Lost,”
but in « Cymbeline ” the queen says proudly, « A kind
of conquest Casar made here, but made not here his
brag of ¢came’ and ¢saw’ and ‘overcame.’”’

De Quincey admires Julius Czesar, but contributes a
rather contemptuous kick when he says of a later
emperor, “In one sentence of his dispatch, Aurelian
aimed at a contest with the great Julian gasconade of
Veni-Vidi-Vici. His words ave, ¢ Fugavimus, obsedimus,
cruciavimus, occidimus.’”

With such testimonies against the great founder of
the Roman Empire, I let the imputation lie in mind
without further thought, until one day when I suddenly
said to myself, « I know Julius Caesar too well to believe
that story: brag was foreign to the habit and policy of
the great soldier.” I thought of his History of the Gallic
War, in which he tells of his blunders, — for instance,
the surprise by the Nervii,—as coolly as if he were
telling of Cyrus or Lysander of bygone centuries. How
easy it would have been to comment on his own prompti-
tude in rallying his forees, and his personal valor in
taking sword and shield to fight in the ranks! And in
the treatise on the Alexandrian War, published now as
coming from him (probably made from his notes by
Aulus Hirtius), the battle of Zela, the one said to have
been announced so laconically, is not spoken of with any
flourish of gratulation. Indeed, Colonel Dodge, in giv-
ing a military elucidation of the manceuvres of the battle,
uses five times as many words as the historian does.

Besides, considered as something to convey news, the
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the noble ode to England, ¢ Ave Tmperatrix,”’
seem most likely to give him a permanent place
in English literature. Included in Mr. Sherard’s
account of the poet’s prison-life is a curious chap-
ter which, we are asked to believe, was ¢ written

by one of the warders in Reading Gaol”’; and,

to make it still more convincing, a footnote adds

 that the express condition on which the chapter

was contributed ¢ was that it should be printed
exactly as it stood in the manuscript, with no al-
teration of asingle phrase or word or expression.”
Suspicion of even a comparatively innocent lit-
erary fraud may be unworthy the high-minded
eritic, but surely never turnkey wrote like this

" turnkey. In general style and vocabulary, and

even in the details of punctuation and the use
of capitals, the warder’s narrative approaches
wonderfully near to Mr. Sherard’s own high
standard. Let us quote a single paragraph, and
then, non-committally, leave the matter for those
to puzzle over who choose.

« His gentle smile of sweet serenity was something to
remember. It must have been a smile like this that
Bunyan wore as he lay in Bedford Gaol dreaming his
wonderful dreams. It must have been a similar smile
that illumined the noble face of St. Francis of Assisi
when he spoke of ¢his brother the wind and his sister
the rain.’”’

Turning with relief from Wilde’s later to his
earlier life, we find in Mr. Sherard’s pages rather
full biographical and psychological sketches of
his parents — the famous but somewhat coarse-
natured Dublin surgeon Sir William Wilde,
and the brilliant but ill-balanced Lady Jane
Francesca Wilde, the ¢ Speranza ™ of contempo-
raneous literary fame. Their second son, Oscar
(whose full name has the high Celtic flavor of
Oscar Fingal O’Flaherty Wills Wilde, some of
his college poems being signed with the startling
array of imitials «O. F. O. F. W. W.”) was
born in Dublin in October, 1854, and not, as
stated in the * Dictionary of National Biog-
raphy,” in 1856. The child was, says Mr. Sher-
ard, a disappointment to his eccentric mother
because he was a boy, and * for a long time after
his birth he was treated as a girl, talked to as a
girl, dressed as a girl.” This injudicious early
training extended through his boyhood, which
was passed amidst the most luxurious and in-
dulgent surroundings in the fashionable life of
Dublin. As an example of the boy’s extrava-
gant mode of life, his biographer says :

« He must, in his opulent days, have spent many
hundred pounds a year in cabs. He used to take a cab
by the day, and the first address he gave to the driver
aas a florist’s shop, where he fetched for himself a

bntt‘()nhole flower costing half a guinea, and another
costing half a crown for his cabman.”
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It was probably this early fondness for button-
hole flowers which later led to the exaggerated
descriptions of his use of the sunflower and the
lily as parts of his personal adornment. At the
age of eleven the lad was sent to school at Ennis-
killen, where, it is recorded, he made rapid pro-
gress in some branches, but was a * great dunce
in the mathematical class.” He already * showed
that fondness for distinguished attire which ever
marked him in life. . . . He was always very
well dressed, and wore his hair long.” At the
age of seventeen he was sent to Trinity College,
Dublin, where he remained but a year, going
then to Oxford. Of his entrance into the great
English university, he says in ¢ De Profundis ™
that « the two great turning-points in my life
were when my father sent me to Oxford, and
when society sent me to prison.” The two events
seem thus curiously related in Wilde’s mind ;
and this may perhaps account in a measure for
the antipathy with which he was regarded by a
portion of the British public. His biographer
has some extraordinary comments on this point,
from which we will print a few sentences.

«Jt is possible that when he wrote those lines he was
thinking that if he had never been sent to Oxford the
extraordinary latent madness which had brought him to
the terrible place where he sat might never have been
roused into fatal activity. For there is no use denying
it: Oxford, which is the finest school in the world for
the highest culture, is also the worst training-ground for
the lowest forms of debauchery. . . . Oxford produces
side by side the saint, the sage, and the depraved liber-
tine. She sends men to Parnassus or the public house.
.. . Tt is very possible that if Sir William Wilde had
not sent his second son to Oxford, but had left him in
Treland, where certain forms of perversion are unknown,
Oscar would now be living in Dublin, one of the lights
of Trinity College, one of the glories of Ireland, a
scholar and a gentleman of universal reputation. . . .
The man who approaches the study of this extraordinary
degeneration of character in a scientific spirit, and with-
out bias, cannot fail to feel the greatest suspicion that
Oscar Wilde was to a very large extent a victim of the
Oxford educational system, of the Oxford environment.”

How much of exaggeration and how much of
truth there may be in this biting arraignment
is not for us to say. Passing quickly over the
many interesting chapters regarding Wilde's
Oxford life, we note the influence upon him of
John Ruskin, whom he heard in a course of
lectures on Art at the university. Wilde ¢ soon
began to show his taste for art and china, and
his rooms were quite the show ones of the col-
lege. . . . It was here that he made his well-
known remark, ¢ Oh, would that I could live up
to my blue china, ”— a rather fatuous aspira-
tion in the light of his subsequent disastrous fail-

ure to live up to any standards in his private life.
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At Oxford, Wilde wrote poems that were |

published in various magazines, and thus entered
upon that literary career which was to continue
until his death. ~Going to London, he assumed
that affectation of dress and manner, that stilted
and absurd pose, which brought him into ridi-
cule and contempt with the British public. But
at the same time it brought him into notice ;
and this was what the young man most desired.
We are told that

“Oscar Wilde has been heard to explain that the rea-
son why he assumed that costume which it pleased
him to describe as the ¢ wsthetic costume ’ was merely
to attract attention to his personality. For months he
had tried in vain to find a publisher for his collected
poems, and having failed to do so because he was an
unknown man, he determined to make himself known,
and hit upon the device of appearing in public in an
extraordinary dress. He adopted as the ¢:esthetic cos
tume’ a velvet coat, knee-breeches, a loose shirt with a
turn-down collar, and a floating tie of some unusual
shade; and he not unfrequently appeared in public carry-
ing in his hand a lily or a sunflower, which he used to con-
template with expressions of the greatest admiration.”
Whether or not as a result of this masquerading,
Wilde did succeed in finding a publisher for his
poems, which appeared in a volume ¢ issued in
the best style ” in London in 1881. With all
their faults, the marks of youth and immaturity,
the poems showed unmistakable signs of origi-
nality and strength ; it is seldom indeed that so
much of merit is seen in a volume of poems by
so young a man. The book was received with
a curious mixture of jeers and praise by the
reviewers, but was ¢« commercially a great suc-
cess,” and this ¢ pleased Wilde very much,”
as he appears now to have been in very strait-
ened financial circumstances, which contrasted
strangely with his early habits of reckless indul-
gence. The volume was promptly reprinted in
America, where it had rather more of a literary
success than in England ; and this fact, and
the hope of making money by lecturing, seem
to have led Wilde to plan a trip 40 America,
where he arrived late in the year 1881. He
came here with a fairly good reputation as a
poet, and a rather vague one as « the apostle of
@stheticism ”” which Wilde himself probably did
not take too seriously, his statement being that
he came to expound «a philososophy of art,”
and that “stheticism ” was to be taken as a
“study of truth in art.” His first experience
was in Chickering Hall, New York, where he
lectured on ¢ The Renaissance.” Again he was
successful ¢ from a commereial point of view,”
as his biographer tells us ; and his success led to
an arrangement with the well-known manager
and celebrity-hunter, Major Pond, for a series
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of lectures in the larger cities of this country
and Canada. Mr. Sherard’s chapters on this
episode in Wilde’s life are full of interest, espe-
In Boston, where
he went directly from New York, he had an
amusing encounter with some Harvard students,
in which Wilde seems to have had decidedly the
best of it. Just before the lecture opened, the
students, to the number of sixty, appeared in
the hall dressed in an extravagant burlesque of
the ¢ wsthete’s ” costume, each bearing a lily in
his buttonhole and a huge sunflower in his hand,
and paraded solemnly to the front seats that
had been reserved for them in the crowded hall.
The effect was of course ludicerous, but the joke
lost something of its point when the lecturer ap-
peared clad in conventional evening clothes, and
proceeded with his lecture in apparent uncon-
sciousness of the prank that had been attempted
by the fun-loving students. From Boston,
Wilde made a long jump to Omaha, where he
lectured on ¢ Decorative Art,” startling his
audience by denouncing American furniture as
“mnot honestly made, and out of character.”
His visits to Denver and Louisville are briefly
noted, but it is surprising to find no mention
at all of his trip to California, although this
afforded some of the most interesting of his
American experiences, and a memorable evening
of «“high jinks” given him by the Bohemian
Club in San Francisco is even yet spoken of as
among the more notable entertainments in the
history of that famous club. Returning from
California, — bringing with him the character-
ization, which he used with considerable itera-
tion, *¢ California is beautiful, it is Italy without
her art,” — Wilde stopped in Chicago, in the
spring of 1882. Of his stay here, one inter-
esting incident, relating to a since famous but
then obscure artist — the sculptor Donoghue —
must be; quoted from Mr. Sherard’s narrative.

“On his arrival in Chicago, he received a letter at
his hotel from a young Irish seulptor who told him of
the misery in which he was living, and begged him to
come to the garret which was his studio and look at his
work. Wilde set out directly for the-#ddress given, and
after a hazardous excursion into th=alums.»f Chicago
found John Donoghue’s abode. He ayed with him a
long time, he praised his work, he comforted him, he
told him the great consolation of ’Art pour UArt, and
he did not leave him without commissioning him to do
a piece of work. The next evening, John Donoghue,
sitting in the audience in the crowded lecture hall, sud-
denly heard Oscar Wilde, in the course of his lecture,
reproach the fashionable men and women who were
listening to his words with the fact that a young seulp-
tor of undoubted genius who was living in their midst

was being allowed to die of hunger and neglect: He
went on to describe his visit to Donoghue’s studio; he
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