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THE DIAL

[Sept. 16,

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
constitutional and political development — the

Jissen Women's University Library

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 the
argument, this volume comes to a close. )
main causes of the Revolution, in the autho
mind, were economic and political, work
throughout a long period of time ; but he str
also the too much neglected side of social chang
« The conditions were favorable to the rise o
more united and a freer society in America; k
this was hindered by the inertia of a colonials
tem which the American people had outgro
Hardly any book in the series is more attr
tively written than ¢ The American Revolutio
by Professor C. H. Van Tyne, which coy
especially the years 1776-1783. To reco
merely the campaigns of the Revolution dema
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 b:
and marches, Professor Van Tyne gains
for touches of personal description, — as i
simple and impressive sketches of Washi
and Jefferson,— and for summaries of argu
like that which he gives of Paine’s ¢« Cor
Sense.” For his treatment of the loyalisti
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 o
diplomatic activities of the Congress.
topic, 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 unde
Articles of Confederation. Perhaps this
to faulty linking between books each of
has strong individuality. In contrast wit
only praise can be given to the thoro
with which Professor Van Tyne has worked
the story of the erection of the State g
ments. The result of this, in the author’s
is to establish the undoubted sovereignty o
States. He points out that the very federal at
ties of the Congress, so often brought forv
argue the residence of sovereignty in that
on the contrary were so exercised as to
that the Congress itself made no such preté
This States-rights interpretation of Proft
Van Tyne draws from the editor of the i
the explanation that ¢ it is no part of the sclf
of the series to adjust the conclusions o
individual writers to the editor’s frame of mi
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KS 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.
“Salomé,” written originally for Ma,daxpe
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 editlo.u
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 oertain 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—ewven 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 new 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 %theories of ‘the
tyranny of habit, that men and women began
to recast their views of tlw author—not very
intelligently, it may be, buj, gtill with a kind of
regret, perhaps even remorse, that their judg-
ment had hitherto been.so uncharitable. Here
are reasons enough, vo doubt, to justify Mr.
R. H. Sherard, although Mr. Robert Ross’s
silent but sleepless ‘advocacy of his dead friend
in editing “De / Profundis”  produced far
greater effect thein any formal biography could
possibly do.

Nevertheless, many will venture to think that |
the publicatioq of a Life of Oscar Wilde is a mis- |
take. The yeasons are very obvious, and have
nothing whatsoever to do with the merits or
demerits of the bicgrapher. The natural, kindly,
human. imnprlse is to let Oscar Wilde sleep n
peacer—at all events for the generation that
knew him. In process of time another genera-
tior. 'will arise who did not know him, and their
Jvdgment, which will be exercised on what the
“nan did, quite uninfluenced by his peculiar per-
sonality, will be alike valuable and interesting.
I 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 apples, 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
work.  We may try as best we can 'to read
Wilde’s plays, and his fairy stories, and his
novels, and his poems without any mental asso-
clation with the urid passages of his life, but
the feat, I will venture to say, is beyond our
power. It is not 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.

 Besides, any bock that is now dedicated to his
life is sure to take the form either of an unwise
advocacy or else an equally unwise repudiation.
1\‘11'- Sherard himself has not avoided some of
the' pitfalls which beset the path of one who,
aware that he has to struggle against very justi-
fiable prejudices, distributes his adjectives with
a semewhat too lavish hand, He teils s, it s
trtio, that, in mamy respeots he had no sympathy’
Tk or his general ‘attitude
l\fe\t:lrtheless, he invites us to

utely as a genius, as
who could have done for En'glagnd, b(it.]:?naiitl::a?
ture and art, something that wag epoch-making
and of wholly incontestahle value. 'Sometimes

he allows himself to use ex: i i i
pressions which strik:
g{le Ea[s absurd. He tells us, for insta.nce,s thag
Sir | T(}alnry Irving, acting the part of Lesurques
in e Lyong Lm{laal,” looked: like Oscar Wilde.

N.The_sre could

:;;téhat between the

b ac ic apostle. O
:‘Vgha.ini, e assures us that the onlypols)it:eme;s’
mge \tg’xld;e showed Was against affectation and
yn ; h: ousn:fss——whch sounds like a paradox
S lmse a man whose besetting sin was
% l:::;i; gouta{;jcta&%n and . pretentiousness.

| 3 ; ;
ust, undoubtediy b:ttgz ﬁeneral oo i
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i, at Mr. Sherard doth

t is, of ocourse, natural

b:;l(;e difficulty to

-been., made-—the
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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
interferes with their somnolent eupepsia.” Phi-
listinism is surely avenged when an advoocate
writas like this.

Tsut the book is undoubtedly interesting
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 !
be read by all those who are inclined to pass
hasty judgment. Mr. Sherard tells us a good
deal that 1s 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 place
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, 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 be 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 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
value of the discipline of sorrow and the per-|'
suasive charm of the Founder of Christianity.
Wilde was certainly sane enough when he wrote
“ De Profundis.” If he was insane 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 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
he literally ook London by storm—dramatic
work, I w&'ven.ture to say, as sane and sound

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
large remembers ‘ Lady Windermere’s Fan,”
“A  Woman of No Importance,” “‘An
Ideal - Husband,” and “The Importance of
Being = Earnest,” his friends will not easily
forget' “The Happy Prince 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 crisis of his career and

| in the wreck of all his fortunes, he wrote

“ The Ballad of Reading Gaol”’ and “ De Pro-

n'T Universityrkibranytion, die in sq

fundis,”” it can at least he 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. But on whom should
rest the blame? If a few sound-hearted friends
had * welcomed and safeguarded him, then,
. perhaps, there might have been final security
jand peace. No more dreadful irony of fate
{ could be conceived than that the author of ““ De
| Profundis ” should, after having so far achieved
r and penury,
a helpless, hopeless ruin, in a mean street in
| raris. : ~ :




OSCAR WILDE'S LIFE.

“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
a friendship during a period of sixteen

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 of 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 mornirg 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 pages of foolish denuncia-
tion against g I?hilistine society which—
according to Mr. Sherard—hounded out a
man who had satirized them too truly.

There is much of the moping owl in a large
section of our stolid Britishry, and people
of that category dislike nothing more in-
tensely than the man of radio-activity who
bustles into the stagnant area of their geiid
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 witﬁ. 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-

lightful among Parisians, who love words for
their own sake, attracted attention and
enthusiasm.

“This FEnglishman,” 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

Jissen2Wr&3's1@niversiég#2 ibrary

years preceding Wilde’s death, on the fact |
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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 posteard sent to Messrs. Klaw and Erlanger,
the American Impresarii who invited him to be present

@y @ PETIOTINANCe Of ~ Uesar. and Uleopatra’ 1n vctoner

next?
* * » *
His Opinion about Himself.

Mr. Shaw thinks it funny to give his address as “The
Coast of Cornwall,” and to mention that he fears his
commg would convalse America, cause huge crowds

o -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 at his worst,
Oscar Wilde %@ét;wgﬁi)erpegmgnd \;thfﬁﬁ%%é% cheap as &
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GENIUS AND MADNESS,

$“The Life of Oscar Wilde.” By Robert Har-
borough Sherard. Illustrated with portratts,
facsimile letters, and other documents. London :
T. Werner Laurte, Clifford’s Inn. 12s. 6d. net.
 Mr. Sherard was prompted to write
this biography by the same reason
that prompted Dr. Johnson to write
the life of Richard BSavage. “The
heroes of literary as well as civil his- |
tory,”” says Johnson, ‘“have been |
very often no less remarkable for |
what they have suffered than for
what they have achieved, and|
volumes have been written only to
enumerats the miseries of the learned,
and relate their unhappy lives and
untimely deaths. To these mournful |
parratives I am about to add the life |
of . ... a man whose writings en-
title him to an eminent rank in the
classes of learning, and whose mis-
fortunes claim a degree of compas-
sion not always due to the unhappy,

as they were often the consequences
of the crimes of others rather than

his own.”” The pearl in the oyster is
said to he the result of disease.
Oscar Wilde's genius was certainly
allied to mental and moral disease.
He ought never to have been sent to
Reading Gaol. He should have been

.sent to an asylum. He came of an

abnormally clever and eccentric
stock. His mother was a grand-
niece of the once famous Charles
Maturin, author of “ Melmoth, the
Wanderer,” of which Balzac spoke in
terms of the highest praise.  Scott

and Byron thought so highly of
Maturin’s works (though his novels
' and plays afford evidence of his mad-

ness) that Scott offered to edit them
after their author’s death, and Byron
used his influence to get some of the
plays put upon the stage. Lady
Wilde, Oscar’s mother, was a poet,
and a remarkable woman, alternately
a furious Irish revolutionist and
loyalist. 1In “De Profundis” Oscar

| Wilde refers to her and to his father,

Sir William Wilde, in terms of pro-
found affection and remorse. He
said : ‘

No one knew how deeply 1
loved and honoured her. JHer
- death was terrible to me; but
I, once a lord of language, have no

. words in which to express my

‘anguish and shame. She and my
- father had bequeathed me a name
~ they nad made noble and honoured
“mot —merely in literature, art,
archzology, and science, but in the
public history of my own country,
in its evelution as a nation. I had
disgraced that name eternally. I
had made it a low by-word among
low people. I had dragged it
through the very mire. I had
‘ given it to brutes that they might
make it brutal, and to foes that
they might turn it into folly.
What I suffered then is not for pen
to write or paper to record. My
wife, always kind and gentle to
- me, rather than I should hear the
news from indifferent lips, tra-
- velled, ill as she was, all the way
from Genoa to England to break to
me herself the tidings of so irre-
parable, so ;rredeemable, a loss.

Oscar Wilde’s genius manifested it-
gelf at a very early’age. He ac-
quired languages with the greatest
ease, and at Oxford distinguished
himself by taking a First Class. He
was also a Newdegate Prizeman.
% Ravenna,” the poem by which he
won this distinction, contains lines
prophetic of his own downfall :

Discrowned by man, deserted by the sea
“Thou sleepest, rocked in lonely misery !
No longer now upon the swelling tide,
‘Pine-forest like, thy myriad galleys ride !

For where the brass-peaked ships were wont.

to float, > A
‘The weary shepherd pipes his
'And the white sheep are free.
‘Where Adria’s purple waters
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Though Oscar Wilde was generous
and careless of money, he was vain.
His vanity, in fact, was another form
of his madness. He masqueraded
through London streets in a most ex-

traordinary uniform. When he be-
came a victim of the eesthetic craze

he wore & velvet coat, knee-breeches,
a looso shirt with a turn-down collar,
and a floating tie of some unusual
shade, fastened in a Lavalliére knot,
and he frequently appeared in public
carrying in his hand a lily or a sun-
flower, which he used to contemplate
with an expression of the greatest
admiration. He also wore his hair
long, aad was clean-shaven.  His
conduct to all outward appearance
was exemplary. The author of “The
Story of an Unhappy Friendship '’
says : “The example of Oscar Wilde’s
purity of life in such a city as Paris,
of his_absolute decency of language,
of his conversation, in which never
an improper suggestion intruded, the
elegance and refinement which en-
dowed him, would have compelled
even the most perverse and dissolute
to some restraint. = The companion-
ship of Oscar Wilde, in the days in
which I lived in his intimacy, would
have made a gentleman, at least out-
wardly, of a man of bad morals and
unclean tongue.”  Apart from his
poems and plays and novels, he often
uttered words of wisdom. His views
on education’ were quite sound, and

| are worth recording now that we are

all weary of Mr. Birrell’s Education
Bill. “A school,” he said, “should
be the most beautiful place in every
town and village—so beautiful ,that
the punishment for undutiful chil-
dren should be that they should be
debarred from' going to scheool the
following day. In all schools there
should be a constant succession of
new and delightful things, so that
children could not weary or become
indifferent to anything beautiful.”
He thought that it would be a very
good thing if some of the specimens
of decorative art stored up at South
Kensington and similar musenms
were' lent to the schools throughout

‘the country for the edification and

delight of the children.. There was
no place, he declared, so absolutely
depressing as a museum. There was
a better use of art, he urged, than

looking at it on a rainy day. Give a |

child something to make, and he will
be happy—“and a perfectly happy
child would be a perfectly good
child.” Children might be taught te
do something in wood, something in
leather, in pottery, in furniture, in
‘decorative -art, and in~Tictalwork-
ing. The artistic power of every
child, he contended, was great.  The
problem of the age was the noisy boy
who would not go to school nor learn
his lessons, but spent his time in
throwing stones at windows. What
was the matter with him? He had
simply discovered that he had hands
and that they were given him for
something. Many people do nothing
with their hands but cover them with
kid gloves.”’ Mr. Sherard’s bio-
graphy is written with great care,
good taste, and judgment, and the
student of psychology will especially
thank him for it. Mr. Sherard re-
prints the famous revolutionary
article “ Jacta alea est,” contributed
to the “Nation” by Lady Wilde in 1848
which is a stirring appeal to arms,

< R —— sz, 7 T

Sunday Times, %~
““The Lifc of Oscar W'ildc"’%

One may recognise Mr. R. H. Sherard’s
loyalty to an unhappy friend and yet doubt
| hig wisdom in bringing out a new “ Life ol
Oscar Wilde” (Werner Laurie, 12s. 6d. net);
for any fresh biography of the brilliant man
of letters who wrote the * Ballad of .Readlr}g
Gaol ” and “ De Profundis’ must ineyltably in
recalling his career recall also his crime. And
society to-day, if it were allowed, would gladly
forget the decadent and remember the artist,
forget his depraved smsthetics and remember
only his masterly achievements in drama, 1n
poetry, and in the prose in which he e_xpres_;sed
his remorse. But his friends, with ie‘ehngs
that no doubt do them credit, will insist on
regarding the man, and the man cannot be
made a pretty picture. Here is Mr. gherard,
for instance, who might be supposed to have
fulfilled in his earlier tribute to Mr. Wilde
any duty of friendship, bringing out a larger
work which is less compact and, in soms
matters, perhaps, less detailed than his former
volume, and has decided faults of discursive-
ness and lack of connection. Of course, its
tone is perfectly sound—Mr. She;rard was
always conscious ofs Oscar Wilde’s curious
obliquity of vision. Of course, it contains a
mass of interesting matter—reported conversa-
tions of Mr. Wilde’s, stories of his last day:s
and his death, as well as his prisoner-warder’s |
account of his life, behaviour, and.talk in |
prison. Moreover, Mr. Sherard iqrmshes us
with two extraordinary pieces of information
which cannot be ignored in .any future esti-
mate of his friend’s pathology. One is that at
the time of Oscar Wilde’s birth his mother was
hoping for a girl-child, and for a long time
after his birth treated him, talked to him, and
addressed him as a girl. The other statement
is that all Mr. Wilde’s offences against morality
were committed when he was undg}' the
influence of intoxicants, which were sheer
poison to him” and left him after each
epileptic crisis totally unconscious of having
done anything bad, detestable, shameful, or
even unusual.” This latter gmnouncement is
of considerable scientific interest, but it
totiches too closely matters that were best
allowed to pass into oblivion.

pAread s t«u-«_—l ?a,sﬁi <

(1% Literary Scciety. o
This society met in the Debating Hall, Maris- |
chal College—Mr I. A. K. Barnett presiding. |
Mr Hugh Robertson, M.A., gave a paper on
“ Oscar Wilde,”” dealing pa: with his
DR | e oo
Wilde had failed to take a hold on Englishmen,
The ohief reason was simply that the man him
solf wes un-Pritish, while such things as his
ideas formmulated in his paradoxes, also contri-
buted to his lack of success in English society.
Mr Robertson gavs & short comparison between
Oscar Wilde and G. K. Chesterton, disproving
that either was a “poseur,” and proving this |
bythefactthatboﬂhwb@d’aooordmgmthmr
consciences and not woorzdlang bootmw;g. Osre:sr
Wilde always was exiremely sensitive to jmpres.
si.clrn, whichyswvas amply reﬂgcwd in a;ll_hlsﬁwork.
Mr Robertson gave a I examination
Wilde’s sdea of arbt, judging espew‘a‘ll from
“ The Preface to Dma?deGmf’o;lnd 5 ome.
Generally speaking, Wilde saw only “sunny
side nature.”  Too much suffering failed to

of
appeal to him. He saw only ‘%-obesqmness p,qd
aselessnoss in suffering.  To Wilde the artist’s
duty was the intermmable soarch for beauty,
and beauty atone. Mr Robertson ended by eaying
that Wilde was a true artist—the highest praise
we could ascribe to any. ;

Mr A. O. Hay added a few iate re-
marks, dwelling in particular on #l ugliness of
Salome’s character. Mr Littlejohn also spoke
and the meeting ended by a fxza.rty )
thanks to Mr Robertson, proposed by the presi
dent.

( Os<-
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A BOOK OF THE DAY.
LIFE ‘OF OSCAR WILDE.

(Published To-day.)
" “The Life of Oscar Wilde.” By Robert Har-
borough Sherard. T. Werner Laurie. 12s. 64, net.
To Oscar Wilde, unfortunate in his life, it has
not yet fallen to be fortunate in his biographer.
| There are many who would prefer that the his-
torv of his life shwuld remain untold; and that
his writings should be léft to speak for them-
selves. But Oscar Wilde was not destined to be
saved from his friends. Mr. Robert Sherard,
with qualifications not equal to his zeal, has
strung together a thin collection of facts, backed
up by a prodigious quantity of discussion. There
are many features in the varied life of Wilde
which might have made fascinating material for
the biographer. But Mr. Sherard has not made
the most of them. He does not seem to have
had access to his correspondence.  Where he
might with profit have quoted typical letters or
remarks, he prefers to discuss ethical or artistic
points not always relevant. All through there is
too ‘much of Mr. Sherard and too. little of his
hero. He is continually venting himself in untrue
or obvious generalisations, such as: “ One has to
remember that England is a commercial .country
where worth; merit, character, quality, genius
are estimated only by the amount of money which
a man earns or possesses.’”” He alludes to a
novelist of some repute with the explanatory
phrase, ‘‘the great caricaturist Dickens’’; and
is apt to drop into such expressions as -*‘ boozy
and boisterous Bohemians."’

Mainly Pathological.

Mr. Sherard does not state that he is writing
'mainly for surgeons and pathologists, so it is
not easy to see why he should devote four lengthy
chapters to an account of Wilde’s parents, and
the manner in which they transmitted hereditary
qualities. He sums up these inquiries:

Under ““direct inheritance,”” or ‘' transmission;
by blood,” may, perhaps, be classed his literary
capacity, his gifts of poetry, languages, of ready
mastery of difficult studies, his love of the beauti-
ful, the sound common sense of his normal periods,
his family and personal pride, and  his moral
courage in the face of danger, but also an in-
difference to the dangers of alcoholism, an aver-
sion from failure, physical, social, and mental,
an exaggerated esteem, on the other hand, for
wealth, titles, and social success, a tolerance for |
moral laxness,.

The AZsthetic Period.
On page 83 Mr. Sherard reaches the birth of

0§car_ Fingal O’Flahertie Wills Wildé, who was'
born in Dublin in 1854. There is not much of
interest recorded till he reached Oxford, There
he w§nt with enthusiasm to listen to lectures l)‘yz
‘If.uskm, .and ‘became an extreme example of the

sesthetic ”* type of undergraduate which Oxford
had just evolved : |

Mr. Wilde occupied some fine old wainscéted
rooms over the river in that college which is
thought by many to be the most beautiful in
Oxford. These rooms. he had decorated with
painted ceilings and handsome dados, and they
were filled with treasures of art picked up at
home and abroad ; and here he heltf social meet-
ings, which were attended by numbers of the
men who were interested in art, or music, .or
gggtlo‘%tﬁéfe vivho ({gg'tj:he most part practised some
e 0 addition to the ordinary collegiate
We are told it was “from these reunions in
Mggd_alen that dated that virtuosity in music and
painting and the decorative arts which he was
forced. b.o assume by the hazards of life, his own
necessities and the folly of his contemporaries.’”|
He talked about music though, says Mr. Sherard
he could scarcely distinguish tunes; he talked
fluently about painting, without betraying -any
knowledge of the subject; he wore eccentric
clothes and long hair; and adopted peculiarities
of manner caleculated to attract attention. By
affectations of this kind, together with a little
Eolu:ine of poems, Oscar Wilde, arrived
“%x‘lh 0B, soon attained considerable notoriety,
& e ott.imary run of English Society”’ did not
ate this fantastio young man - so much
as Mr, Sherard supposes. . It was rather
aﬁnused, and no doubt a little contemptuous. But

T, Sheu'ar.d will not be content to recogni
lfsser.'emotmn than love or hatred. and he
to believe that at various times in his life
was a sort of conspiracy.
banded together to take v

8¢ any
seems
there
of offended persons
: engeance on Wilde,
Character and Temperament.

Indeed, Mr. Sherard is a singularl

deed ¥ unsympa-
SRt 1 e nkity e
L : e a§ i at w
interesting feadj.ure in his subjec:‘l:;e lti‘?: realliz
Qavlksg .much about his outward habits his; social
a.mbxt.mmzi l}is dress, ete., without ’hinting at
any rea'.l significance in his intellectual life Wheﬁ
informing us that Wilde adopted ma.nneriéms for

that self-adv'm‘tiaemen i ’ ang
o o t 1
told t} £ Bocial sita 18 a good thing. We are

Uact: about him.

B . Siocess always impressed O
Wilde,” and that is taken as a sort of uliimate
~We hear that he was an

BN SRR e

- :

astonishingly brilliant talker, but are given few

examples of his conversation. Mr. Sherard
every now and again sums up his character:
He was one of those artists who write for
[fame; for whom the money consideration is
inothing. “He could not constrain himself to hack-
iwork; anonymity’s black cloak enshrouded his
brain. He needed applause; he thirsted after
personal triumph—those were essential factors
in his artistic temperament. So though he never
spoke more brilliantlg than during the last years
of his life, because there the reward was imme-
diate in the applause of the marvelling listeners,
he wrote nothing, all stimulus being lacking.
Mr. Sherard has done scant justice to Oscar
| Wilde. While he dismisses his moral failure as
the outcome of madness and inherited tendenties,
he gives a picture of his life in which, quite un-
intentionally, he represents him as little better
than a buffoon. But Oscar Wilde was not a
buffoon. An actor he was, a man posing per-|
petually before the . footlights, loving applause.
But he loved the applause also in order that|
he might scoff. Convictions about life probably |
he had few. But he had artistic convictions,
he had intellect, and a sense for the beauty of
words and sounds that made him, as he says him-
"self, ““a lord of language.”” That is, perhaps,
{ what he was first and foremost. He had no
' mission to preach beyond that of eschewing mis-
sions. There is no dominating note in his
writings, no directing spirit. There is brilliance,
wit, cleverness, feeling, but little . which" was
worthy of so much talent. His was a life frit-
tered, a genius wasted, a-fine sensibility dulled
| and perverted. = He might have written sub-
f‘llimely, but he knew nothing-worth writing about.
i And so his. life was. effort without direction,
!promise without fulfilment, a magnificent possi-
‘ ility which ended in~horrible and sordid catas-
{trophe. The noble and inspiring ideal of a

{ Ruskin is watered down to the flippant cult of
E“' decorative art’’ and “get up,”’ mingled with
! the despairing cry against the vanity of vanities
{and the waste of life.

DAILY CHRONIGLE
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A TRAGEDY OF GENIUS.

LIFE OF OSCAR WILDE, by Robert Harborough Sherard.
London, Werner Laurie, 12s. 6d. net.

Published To-day.

A life of the late Oscar Wilde was by no
means a necessity, but it was inevitable. Such
tempting material does not lie neglected very
long, especially when a certain temerity for
handling difficult subjects is a requisite equip-
ment for the biographer. In the present case
Mr. Robert Sherard, a racy and delightful
writer, has elected to carry out a rather peril-
ovs literary enterprise, and he may be con-
gratulated on his success. !

It is needless to say that an adequate life
of Wilde, in the present generation, is an|
absolute impossibility.  Of the darker side of |
his life everyone knows too much, remembers
too much. There can be no further revela- |
tions to nauseate either his enemies or his ad- |
mivers. If the literary executor is to be be- |
lieved, even the unpublished portions of ¢ De |
Profundis ” would not add to our knowledge
of the man nor his malady, however interest-
ing those portions might be to psychologists.
The Reasons Why.

An adequate biography is impossible, be-
cause eminent contemporaries naturally shrink
from letting the world know the degree of in-

timacy which existed between Wilde and them-
selves, either at Oxford in the seventies or in
London during the eighties. Reminiscence or
correspondence might easily be misunderstood,
and the recital of causes which led them to
sever their association with a brilliant and re-
markable writer,long before his downfall, would
be ungracious and ungrateful reading. Wilde,
moreover, was never a great letter-writer, ex-
cept during his imprisonment and for a few
months after his release. His letters are
| seldom dated, and even if they were accessible
they would not throw much light on the extra-
ordinary man who must always remain an un-
solved riddle in the by-ways of literature.

Wilde’s works present! several points for
consideration, and a small study of the author,
from a literary point of view, in the hands of
a judicious critic, might have considerable in-
terest. Not that Mr. Sherard lacks critical |
ability—indeed, his praise is always tempered
by acute perception of Wilde’s literary and
dramatic defects ; but he is biassed, and rightly
biassed, by personal friendship, and he is
hypnotised by the personality of his hero.

That personality, though undoubtedly a !
dazzling one, was to many unfascinating or |
repellent. Long before the downfall of 1895,
as Mr. Sherard points out, Wilde started his
artistic career amidst the suspicion of his con-
temporaries; only those who knew him at
Dublin or Qxford, and were cognisant of his |
‘academic distinction, ever took him seriously
for sa pasity el

Artist and Man,

By a strange paradox, many who admired
his brains or were amused by his conversation
never thought very highly either of his plays,
his stories, or his essays ; while a few who sin-
cerely admired him as dramatist or man of
letters endorsed the opinion of the majority
in detesting Wilde himself; and there were
the few others, intimate friends, who could
never regard any of his works as an adequate
expression of his great intellectual endowment,
or anything more than the pastime of one of
the most extraordinary characters of our time.
These points of view are still held by such
English people who consider Wilde at all,
because you must put aside for the moment
the artificial and sentimental interest aroused
by the publication of his posthumous work.
Another view is that of the Continent, par-
ticularly Germany, which regards Wilde as the
most distinguished figure in English literature
during the last twenty-five years of the nine-
teenth century. -

writer nor an original thinker. The device
of his dramas is singularly poor and thread-
bare. It is rather ‘their freshness of
expression which caused their success and
explains their hold on the stags at the
present day. To wurge that they are
borrowed from Sheridan by no means
ends the story of their derivation. They owe
quite as much to Sardou, Secribe, and Dumas
Fils, with whom English playwrights are more
familiar than English dramatic critics. “Er-
nest,” however, is an exception, and at the re-
cent revival of the play by Mr. George Alexan-
der it was universally admitted to be a little
masterpiece of the English stage. With our
| barren drama that is not saying very much,
but it says something for those who praised it
without prejudice ; while, whatever the opinions
on “Salome” may be, and without accepting
the high German appreciation as final, it is a
remarkable feat for an English writer to have
been the only dramatist among his countrymen
who has given a play to the répertoire of
Europe—to be the only English poet for whose
work a German master has written an operatic
score.

The Importance of It.

Into ¢ Ernest” Wilde put all of himself that
was charming and amiable, witty or original,
and though it would be difficult to discover ac-
tual corruption in his works, which were other
than critical, he incorporated the less pleasant
manifestation of his talent in *“ Dorian Gray.”
The story, though morbid, is a moral one, and
there is something to be said for the remark
of a contemporary critic, that it contained
“heaps of morality, but no art.” Wilde once
told an inquisitive friend that the real secref
of the book—readers will remember there is a
secret—was that Dorian Gray dropped his h’s.
Pater, in his review, observed that it was the
work of a clever talker; but, as he knew the
author fairly well, the value of this is some-
what discounted, true enough though it may
be. It is true, indeed, of all Wilde's books,
and his actual stories he spoilt when he came
to write them down.

To those who heard the tales of “ The House
| of Pomegranates ” related after dinner, in that
marvellous voice which a poet said “conjured
wonder out of emptiness,” the reading of
them must have been a terrible disappoint-
ment. Wilde’s prose is overloaded and
Asiatic ; it has none of Pater’s superb restraint
—none of the conciseness of Matthew Arnold,
nor the elegance distinguishing Robert Louis
Stevenson ; it rides for the epigram, and tilts
for the paradox. There are, indeed, purple
patches; but they are so many that they re-
semble the quilts contrived out of old bro-
caded waistcoats—the waistcoats of Bulwer
Lytton and Lord Beaconsfield. That Asiatic
power—for it is a power—was, however, singu-
larly effective in “ Salome ”; it is only the con-
vention of form which he borrowed from
Maeterlinck ; the langgage and the realisation
of the characters being entirely his own,
though, of course, Flaubert and Holy Writ are
both pressed into service.

Before and After.

Oscar Wilde, who—in the pages of “De Pio-
fundis ”—over-estimated to an almost ludicrous
extent his former literary position, was

never tired of regretting, after his release
fram nrison.  that his naveanalite wo-- ¢
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GENIUS AND MADNESS.

$“The Life of Oscar Wilde.” By Robert Har-
borough Sherard. Illustrated with portratts,
facsimileletters, and other documents. London: '
T. Werner Laurie, Cifford’s Inn, 12s. 6d. net.
= Mr. Sherard was prompted to write
this biography by the same reason
that prompted Dr. Johnson to write
the life of Richard Savage. “The
heroes of literary as well as civil his- |
tory,”” says Johnson, ‘“have been |
very often no less remarkable for
what they have suffered than for
what they have achieved, and
volumes have been written only to
enumerate the miseries of the learned,
and relate their unhappy lives and
untimely deaths. To these mournful
narratives I am about to add the life |
lof . . .. a man whose writings en-
title him to an eminent rank in the

| loyalist.

classes of learning, and whose mis-
fortunes claim a degree of compas-
sion not always due to the unhappy,
‘as they were often the consequences
of the crimes of others rather than
his own.”” The pearl in the oyster is
said to be the result of disease.
Oscar Wilde's genius was certainly
allied to mental and moral disease.
He ought never to have been sent to
Reading Gaol. He should have been
_sent to an asylum. He came of an
abnormally clever and eccentric
stock. His mother was a grand-
 niece of the once famous Charles
‘Maturin, author of Melmoth, the
| Wanderer,” of which Balzac spoke in
erms of the highest praise.  Scott
and Byron thought so highly of

| Maturin’s works (though his novels

 and plays afford evidence of his mad-
ness) that Scott offered to edit them
after their author’s death, and Byron
used his influence tp get some of the
plays put upon the stage. Lady
Wilde, Oscar’s mother, was a poet,

1 and a remarkable woman, alternately

‘a furious Irish revolutionist and
{ In “De Profundis” Oscar
' Wilde refers to her and to his father,
Bir William Wilde, in terms of pro-
| found affection and remorse. He
said : ;

No one knew how deeply I
* loved and honoured her. /JHer
death was terrible to me; but

I, once a lord of language, have no
words in which to express my

in literature, art,
- archzology, and science, but in the
public histery of my own country,
in its evelution as a nation. 1 had
disgraced that name eternally. I
had made it a low by-word among
low people. I had dragged it
through the very mire. 1 had
© given it to brutes that they might
make it brutal, and to foes that
they might turn it into folly.
 What I suffered then is not for pen
“to write or paper to record. My
| wife, always kind and gentlo to
- me, rather than -1 should hear the
news from indifferent lips, tra-
velled, ill as she was, all the way

&
|
&
i
%

' from Genoa to England to break to
me herself the tidings of so irre-
parable, so "rredeemable, a loss.

Oscar Wilde’s genius manifested it-
gelf at a2 very early’age. He ac-
uired languages with the greatest
ease, and at Oxford distingnished
himself by taking a First Class, He
was also a Newdegate Prizeman.
‘Ravenna,” the poem by which he
on this distinction, contains lines
phetic of his own downfall :

e ———

Though Oscar Wilde was generous
and careless of money, he was vain.
His vanity, in fact, was another form
of his madness. He masqueraded
through London streets in a most ex-
traordinary uniform. When he be-
came a victim of the sesthetic craze

he waore a velvet coat, knee-breeches,
a looso shirt with a turn-down collar,
and a floating tie of some unusital
shade, fastened in a Lavalliére knot,
and he frequently appeared in public
carrying in his hand a lily or a sun-
flower, which he used to contemplate
with an expression of the greatest
admiration. He also wore his hair
long, aad was clean-shaven. His
conduct to all outward appearance
was exemplary. The author of “The
Story of an Unhappy Friendship '’
says : “The example of Oscar Wilde's
purity of life in such a city as Paris,
of his_absolute decency of language,
of his conversation, in which never
an improper suggestion intruded, the
elegance and refinement which en-
dowed him, would have compelled
even the most perverse and dissolute
to some restraint. - The companion-
ship of Oscar Wilde, in the days in
which I lived in his intimacy, would
have made a gentleman, at least out-
wardly, of a man of bad morals and
unclean tongue.”  Apart from his
poems and plays and novels, he often
uttered words of wisdom. His views

| on education' were quite sound, and

| are worth recording now that we are

all weary of Mr. Birrell’s Education

Bill. “A school,” he said, “should

be the most beautiful place in every

town and village—so beautiful .that

the punishment for undutiful chil-

dren should be that they should he

debarred from' going to school the

following day. In all schools there

| should be a constant succession of

new and delightful things, so that

children could not weary or become

indifferent to anything beautiful.”

He thought that it would be a very

good thing if some of the specimens

of decorative art stored up at South

Kensington and similar museums

were* lent to the schools throughout

‘the country for the edification and

delight of the children. There was

no place, he declared, so absolutely

depressing as a museum. There was
a better use of art, he urged, than |
looking at it on a rainy day. Give a

child something to make, and he wiil

be happy—“and a perfectly happy

child would be a perfectly good

child.” Children might be taught te
do something in wood, something in

leather, in pottery, in furniture, in

‘decorative-art, and in~fietalwork-

ing.  The artistic power of every

child, he contended, was great. “ The

problem of the age was the noisy boy

who would not go to school nor learn

his lessons, but spent his time in
throwing stones at windows. What
was the matter with him? He had
simply discovered that he had hands
and that they were given him for
something. Many people do nothing
with their hands but cover them with
kid gloves.” Mr. Bherard’s bio-
graphy is written with great care,
good taste, and judgment, and the
student of psychology will especially
thank him for it. Mr. Sherard re-
prints the famous revolutionary
article “ Jacta alea est,” contributed
to the “ Nation” by Lady Wilde in 1848
which is a stirring appeal to arms,
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““The Lifc of 6scar wilde.”

loyalty to an unhappy friend and yet doubt

i hig

Oscar Wilde” (Werner Laurie, 12s. 6d. net);

for

of letters who wrote the * Ballad of Reading
Gaol ” and “De Profundis”’ must 1ney1tab1y in
recalling his career recall also his crime. And
society to-day, if it were allowed, would gladly

One may recognise Mr. R. H. Sherard's
wisdom in bringing out a new “ Life ol

any fresh biography of the brilliant man

| forget the decadent and remember the artist,

forget his depraved smsthetics and remember
only his masterly achievementg in drama, 1n

poetry, and in the prose in whichhe expressed

his

remorse. But his friends, with feelings

that no doubt do them credit, will insist on

regarding the man, an
made a pretty picture.

for

d the man cannot be
Here is Mr. gherard,
instanee, who might be supposed to have

tfulfilled in his earlier tribute to Mr. Wilde
any duty of friendship, bringing out a larger
work which is less compact and, in soms
matters, perhaps, less detailed than his former
volume, and has decided faults of discursive-

ness and lack of connection.

Of course, .its

tone is perfectly sound—Mr. She’rard was
always conscious of Oscar Wilde’s curious

obliquity of vision.

Of course, it contains a

mass of interesting matter—reported conversa-
tions of Mr. Wildg’s, stories of his last days
and his death, as well as his prisoner-warder’s
account of his life, behaviour, and talk in
prison. Moreover, Mr. Sherard il}rmshes us
with two extracrdinary pieces of information
which cannot be ignored in .any future esti-
mate of his friend’s pathology. One 1s that at

hoping for a girl-child, and for a long time

i .

} the time of Oscar Wilde's birth his mother was
|

|

fter his birth treated him, talked to him, and
| :dc‘lagessed him as a girl. The other statement

| were committed when

is that all Mr. Wilde’s offences against morality

he was under the

; - s
influence of intoxicants, which were * sheer

poison to hi . and
epileptic crisis

left him after each
“totally unconscious of having

done anything bad, detestable, shameful, or

even unusual.”
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This latter announcement is

considerable scientific interest, but it

totiches too closely matters that were best
allowed to pass into oblivion.
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LIFE OF OSCAR WILDE.

(Published To-day.)

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

To Oscar Wilde, unfortunate in his life, it has
not yet fallen to be fortunate in his biographer.
. There are many who would prefer that the his-
torv of his life shwuld remain untold; and that
‘his writings should be léft to speak for them-
solves.  But Oscar Wilde was not destined to be
saved from his friends. Mr. Robert Sherard,
with qualifications not equal to his zeal, has
strung together a thin collection of facts, backed
up by a prodigious quantity of discussion. There
are many features in the varied life of Wilde
which might have made fascinating material for
the biographer. But Mr. Sherard has not made
the most of them. He does not seem to have
'had access to his correspondence. Where he
might with profit have quoted typical letters or
remarks, he prefers to discuss ethical or artistic
points not always relevant. All through there is
too ‘much. of Mr. Sherard and too little of his
hero. He is continually venting himself in untrue
or obvious generalisations, such as: ‘“ One has to
remember that England is a commercial country
where worth; merit, character, quality, genius
are estimated only by the amount of money which
a man earns or possesses.””  He alludes fo a
novelist of some repute with the explanatory
phrase, *the great caricaturist Dickens’’; and
is apt to drop into such expressions as ‘‘ boozy
-and boisterous Bohemians.”’ =

Mainly Pathological.

not easy to see why he should devote four lengthy
chapters to an account of Wilde’s parents, and
the manner in which they transmitted hereditary
qualities. He sums up these inquiries:

- Under ““direct inheritance,”” or ‘‘ transmission;
by blood,” may, perhaps, be classed his literary
capacity, his gifts of poetry, languages, of ready
mastery of difficult studies, his love of the beauti-
ful, the sound common sense of his normal periods,
his family and personal pride, and  his moral
courage in the face of danger, but also an in-
difference to the dangers of alcoholism, an aver-
sion from failure, physical, social, and mental,
an exaggerated esteem, on the other hand, for
wealth, titles, and social success, a tolerance for

moral laxness,.
The Zsthetic Period.

On page 83 Mr. Sherard reaches the birth of
Oscar Fingal O'Flahertie Wills Wildé, who was
born in Dublin in 1854, There is not much of
interest recorded till he reached Oxford, There
he went with enthusiasm to listen to lectures by
Ruskin, _and ‘became an extreme example of the
“aesthetic ”” type of undergraduate which Oxford:
had just evolved : |

Mr. Wilde occupied some rainsco

rooms over the 'r?ver in thaiii:nio?%g g‘ a;:x}ﬁ(c:(})lteg
thought by many to be the most geautiful in
Oxford. hese rooms he had decorated with
painted ceilings and handsome dados, and they
were filled with treasures of art picked up at
home and abroad; and here he hel‘cf social meet-
ings, which were attended by numbers of the
men who were interested in art, or music, .or
gggtzsfr.t ﬁgg ‘tho ég;t'the most part practised some
S addition to the ordinary collegiate
We are told it was “frém these reuni in
Ma}gd'alen that dated that virtuosity i;e mulx;;gsa;g'
painting and the decorative arts which he was
forced..b‘o assume by the hazards of life, his own|
necessities and the folly of his contemporaries.” |
He talked about music though, says Mr. -Sherar:i
he could scarcely distinguish tunés; he talke(i
fluently about painting, without betraying -any
klmzwledge of the subject; he wore eccentric
clothes and long hair; and adopted peculiarities
ofﬁ mtanpgr calculpted to attract attention. By
:ofuc n:zetxo;x? (I))i:) et;xllss kgld, together” with a little

ime i scar Wilde, i

‘I:cg‘[x‘xﬁion, dgqop attained considerableufézggiet:
o e ordinary run of English Society ”’ did not
a: e M:hls fantastic young man  so much
amused.. Sdher.ard Supposes. . It was rather
= Sh;rt:.rn'd gvoil(li‘::ybttba little contemptuous. But
lgsser emotion than lov'z zzniﬁiﬁetc;) ;cmliagy
:{oa:)ege:zr:hgt% at various times in his life tl?er:
il o conspiraey:-. of offended persons
anded together to take vengeance on Wilde,

Character and Temperament.

thzzgegg. Mr. Sherard is a singularly unsympa-

i b;ogmphe . He dwells morbidly upon the |

o a.ﬁn(;a.tfa:;t.rophe as if that were the really

nteres ture in his subject’s I

talks much about his ou R
S 1 L tward habits, hi i

ambitions, hig dress, ete,, without hi;:i::c 1;%

|aay rea'.l significance in his in
jIdorming us that Wilde

tellectual life. When
mannerisms for
he assures ug
.f,l_ung. We are

urposes of s(é‘lf.ad'ym.ﬁm%;’
5 vertisement is a good
“ social ona

Mr. Sherard does not state that he is writing|
'mainly for surgeons and pathologists, so it is

“A BOOK OF THE DAY.

| astonishingly brilliant talker, but are given few
examples of his conversation. ~Mr. Sherard
every now and again sums up his character:
He was one of those artists who write for
| fame; for whom the money cousideration is
inothing. He could not constrain himself to hack-
{work; anonymity’s black cleak enshrouded his
ibrain. He needed applause; he thirsted after
personal tri_umph-—those were essential factors
in his artistic temperament. So though he never
spoke more brilliantly than during the last years
of his life, because there the reward was imme-
diate in the applause of the marvelling listeners,
he wrote nothing, all stimulus being lacking.
Mr. Sherard has done scant justice to Oscar
| Wilde. While he dismisses his moral failure as
the outcome of madness and inherited tendenties,
he gives a picture of his life in which, quite un-
intentionally, he represents him as little better
than a buffoon. But Oscar Wilde was not a
buffoon, An actor he was, a man posing per-
petually before the footlights, loving applause.
But he loved the applause also in order that |
he might scoff. Convictions about life probably
he had few. But he had artistic convictions,
he had intellect, and a sense for the beauty of
words and sounds that made him, as he says him-
“self, ““a lord of language.”” That is, perhaps,
{ what he was first and foremost. He had no
| mission to preach beyond that of eschewing mis-
sions. There is no dominating note in his
writings, no directing spirit. There is brilliance,
wit, cleverness, feeling, but little - which: was
worthy of so much talent. His was a life frit-
tered, a genius wasted, a-fine sensibility dulled
| and perverted. He might have written sub-
{limely, but he knew nothing worth writing about.
?And so his life was effort without direction,
! promise without fulfilment, a magnificent possi-
%bility which ended in~horrible and sordid catas-
| trophe. The noble and inspiring ideal of a
! Ruskin is watered down to the flippant cult of
{ {“decorative art’ and “get up,”’ mingled with
! the despairing cry against the vanity of vanities
i and the waste of life. ;
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A life of the late Oscar Wilde was by no
means a necessity, but it was inevitable. Such
tempting matberial does not lie neglected very
long, especially when a certain temerity for
handling difficult subjects is a requisite equip-
ment for the biographer. In the present case
Mr. Robert Sherard, a racy and delightful
writer, has elected to carry out a rather peril-
ovs literary enterprise, and he may be con-
gratulated on his success. {

It is needless to say that an adequate life
of Wilde, in the present generation, is an
absolute impossibility.  Of the darker side of |
his [ife everyone knows too much, remembers
too much. There can be no further revela- |
tions to nauseate either his enemies or his ad- |
mirers. If the literary executor is to be be- |
lieved, even the unpublished portions of “De |
Profundis” would not add to our knowledge
of the man nor his malady, however interest-
ing those portions might be to psychologists.

The Reasons Why,

An adequate biography is impossible, be-
cause eminent contemporaries naturally shrink
from letting the world know the degree of in-
timacy which existed between Wilde and them-
selves, either at Oxford in the seventies or in
London during the eighties. Reminiscence or
correspondence might easily be misunderstood,
and the recital of causes which led them to
sever their association with a brilliant and re-
markable writer,long before his downfall,would
be ungracious and ungrateful reading. Wilde,
moreover, was never a great letter-writer, ex-
cept during his imprisonment and for a few
months after his release. His letters are
seldom dated, and even if they were accessible
they would not throw much light on the extra-
ordinary man who must always remain an un-
solved riddle in the by-ways of literature.

Wilde’s works present:\ several points for
consideration, and a small study of the author,
from a literary point of view, in the hands of
a judicious critic, might have considerable in- |
terest. Not that Mr. Sherard lacks eritical |
ability—indeed, his praise is always tempered
by acute perception of Wilde’s literary and
dramatic defects ; but he is biassed, and rightly
biassed, by personal friendship, and he is |
hypnotised by the personality of his hero.

That personality, though undoubtedly a
dazzling one, was to many unfascinating or |
repellent. Long before the downfall of 1895,
as Mr. Sherard points out, Wilde started his
artistic career amidst the suspicion of his con-
temporaries; only those who knew him at
Dublin or Qxford, and were cognisant of hiai

academic distinction, ever took him seriously

i

| The story, though morbid, is a moral one, and

Artist and Man,

By a strange paradox, many who admired:
his brains or were amused by his conversation
never thought very highly either of his plays,
his stories, or his essays; while a few who sin-
cerely admired him as dramatist or man of
letters endorsed the opinion of the majority
in detesting Wilde himself; and there were
the few others, intimate friends, who could
never regard any of his works as an adequate
expression of his great intellectual endowment,
or anything more than the pastime of one of
the most extraordinary characters of our time.
These points of view are still held by such
English people who consider Wilde at all,
because you must put aside for the moment
the artificial and sentimental interest aroused
by the publication of his posthumous work.
Another view is that of the Continent, par-
ticularly Germany, which regards Wilde as the
most distinguished figure in English literature
during the last twenty-five years of the nine-
teenth century. - .

Wilde, however, is neither an original
writer nor an original thinker.  The device
of his dramas is singularly poor and thread-
bare. It is rather their freshness of
expression which caused their success and
explains their hold on the staga at the
present day. To wurge that they are
borrowed from Sheridan by nc means
ends the story of their derivation. They owe
quite as much to Sardou, Scribe, and Dumas
Fils, with whom English playwrights are more
familiar than English dramatic critics. “Er-
nest,” however, is an exception, and at the re-
cent revival of the play by Mr. George Alexan-
der it was universally admitted to be a little
masterpiece of the English stage. With our
barren drama that is not saying very much,
but it says something for those who praised it
without prejudice ; while, whatever the opinions
on “Salome” may be, and without accepting
the high German appreciation as final, it is a
remarkable feat for an English writer to have
been the only dramatist among his countrymen
who has given a play to the répertoire of
Europe—to be the only English poet for whose
work a German master has written an operatic
score.

The Importance of It.

Into “ Ernest” Wilde put all of himself that
was charming and amiable, witty or original,
and though it would be difficult to discover ac-
tual corruption in his works, which were other
than critical, he incorporated the less pleasant
manifestation of his talent in * Dorian Gray.”

there is something fo be said for the remark
of a contemporary critic, that it contained
“heaps of morality, but no art.” Wilde once
told an inquisitive friend that the real secref |
of the book—readers will remember there is a
secret—was that Dorian Gray dropped his h’s.
Pater, in his review, observed that it was the
work of a clever talker; but, as he knew the
author fairly well, the value of this is some-
what discounted, true enough though it may
be. It is true, indeed, of all Wilde's books,

ffect good faith; a

' to write them down. |
| To those who heard the tales of “ The House
| of Pomegranates ” related after dinner, in that
marvellous voice which a poet said “conjured
wonder out of emptiness,” the reading of
them must have been a terrible disappoint-
ment. Wilde’s prose is overloaded and
- Asiatic ; it has none of Pater’s superb restraint
—none of the conciseness of Matthew Arnold,
nor the elegance distinguishing Robert Louis
Stevenson ; it rides for the epigram, and tilts
for the paradox. There are, indeed, purple
patches; but they are so many that they re-
semble the quilts contrived out of old bro-
caded waistcoats—the waistcoats of Bulwer
Lytton and Lord Beaconsfield. That Asiatic
ower—for it is a power—was, however, singu-
arly effective in “ Salome ”; it is only the con-
vention of form which he borrowed from
Maeterlinck ; the langyage and the realisation
of the characters being entirely his own,
though, of course, Flaubert and Holy Writ are
both pressed into service.

Before and Aiter.

Oscar Wilde, who—in the pages of “ De Pro-
fundis "—over-estimated to an almost ludicrous
extent his former literary position, was
never tired of regretting, after his release
from prison, that his personality was far
more remarkable than anything he had written.
It was an amazing criticism to come from him
but, for those who knew him intimately, a
truthful one. It should be recalled by people
who are inclined to exaggerate his literary |
and dramatic works, just as those who under- |
value them should read them in the first in-
stance, and then try to dissociate the man and
the writer, if that is possible to the fellow-
co%ntryme(leh of Ruskin.

‘o0 mu raise cannot be given to x
Sherard for the industry with g:hich he ll;l:ai
collected facts and dates connected with |
Wilde’s early life. For circumstances which
came under his own observation he may be
accepted as the canon of authority by all
interested in the subject; but where he has to
nl{ on second-hand information, even when
‘Wilde is his informant, he is less trustworthy.
Certain inaccuracies and a certain amount of
legend are recorded by

him in er-
subsequent  edition |,

| and his actual stories he spoilt when he came |

will no doubt correct ‘these unim-

l

| the next few days.

S = ~ — T

portant errors. Few biographers
have nsade bricks out of the st-rgawl: at vhiggnlig
clutches for incidents and events in Wilde's
very early days and in the last year of lis life.
An example will suffice. Wilde’s well-known
remark, “I am dying above my means,” was
made, after his operation, to his literary exe-
cutor about six weeks before his death, to be
precise, on October 17th, 1900. He was in very
good spirits at the time, and was so immode-
rately amused with his own jest that he re-
peated it to everyone who came to see him for
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GENIUS AND HADNES&

$“The Life of Oscar Wilde.” By Robert Har-
borough Sherard. Illustrated with portraits,

T. Werner Laurte, Clifford’s Inn. 12s. 6d. net.

+ Mr. Sherard was prompted to write
this biography by the same reason
that prompted Dr. Johnson to write
the life of Richard Savage. “The

tory,” says Johnson, ‘“have been
very often no less remarkable for
what they have suffered than for
what they have achieved, and
volumes have been written only to
enumerate the miseries of the learned,
and relate their unhappy lives and
untimely deaths.

of . ... a man whose writings en-
title him to an eminent rank in the
classes of learning, and whose mis-
fortunes claim a degree of compas-
sion not always due to the unhappy,
as they were often the consequences
‘of the crimes of others rather than
his own.”” The pearl in the oyster is
said to be the result of disease.
Oscar Wilde's genius was certainly
allied to mental and moral disease.
He ought never to have been sent to
Reading Gaol. He should have been
_sent to an asylum. He came of an
{abnormally clever and eccentric
stock. His mother was a grand-
 niece. of the once famous Charles
‘Maturin, author of “Melmoth, the
Wanderer,” of which Balzac spoke in
of the highest praise. Scott
Byron thought so highly of
| Maturin’s works (though his novels
{and plays afford evidence of his mad-
 ness) that Scott offered to edit them
after their author’s death, and Byron
-used his influence tp get some of the
plays put upon the stage. Lady
Wilde, Oscar’s mother, was a poet,
1 and a remarkable woman, alternately
| a furious Irish revolutionist and
loyahst “De Profundis” Oscar
| Wilde 1efers to her and to his father,
Sir William Wilde, in terms of pro-
| found affection and remorse.  He
aaul

No one knew how deeply I
~ loved and honoured her. JHer
eath was terrible to me; but
I, once a lord of language, have no
ords in which to express my
nguish and shame. She and my
father had bequeathed me a name
they nad made noble and honoured
‘not  merely in literature, art,
archmology, and science, but in the
public history of my own country,
in its evelution as a nation. I had
disgraced that name eternally. I
had made it a low by-word among
low people. 1 had dragged it
through the very mire. I had
* given it to brutes that they might

make it brutal, and to foes that
they might turn it into folly.
~ What I suffered then is not for pen
_ to write or paper to record. My
. wife, always kind and gentle to
‘e, rather than -I should hear the
[ mews from indifferent lips, tra-
- velled, ill as she was, all the way
| from Genoa to England to break to
me herself the tidings of so irre-
parable, so }‘rredeemable a loss.

Oscar Wilde’s genius manifested it-
self at a very early’age. He ac-
g,mred languages with the greatest
ase, and at Oxford distingnished
imself by taking a First Class. He
was also a Newdegate Prizeman.

1c of h.;s own downfnu s

facsimale letters, and other documents. London:

heroes of literary as well as civil his- |

To these mournful |
narratives I am about to add the life |

‘depressing as a museum.

davenna,” the poem by which he
n this distinction, contains hn«ps;

\s)v-l.LM o)

Though Oscar ‘Wilde was generous
and careless of money, he was vain.
His vanity, in fact, was another form
of his madness. He masqueraded
through London streets in a most ex-
traordinary uniform. When he be-
came a victim of the sesthetic craze

he wore a velvet coat, knee-breeches,
a looso shirt with a turn-down collar,
and a floating tie of some unusual
shade, fastened in a Lavzalliére knot,
and he frequently appeared in public
carrying in his hand a lily or a sun-
flower, which he used to contemplate
with an expression of the greatest
admiration. He also wore his hair
long, aad was clean-shaven. His
conduct to all outward appearance
was exemplary. The author of “The
Story of an Unhappy Friendship"
says : “The example of Oscar Wilde’s
purity of life in such a city as Paris,
of his_absolute decency of language,
of his conversation, in which never
an improper suggestion intruded, the
elegance and refinement which en-
dowed him, would have compelled
even the most perverse and dissolute
to some restraint.  The companion-
ship of Oscar Wilde, in the days in
which I lived in his intimacy, would
have made a gentleman, at least out-
wardly, of a nan of bad morals and
unclean tongue. Apart from his
poems and plays and novels, he often
uttered words of wisdom. His views
on education were quite sound, and

| are worth recording now that we are

all weary of Mr. Birrell’s Education
Bill. “A school,” he said, *should
be the most beautiful place in every
town and village—so beautiful .that
the punishment for undutiful chil-
dren should be that they should he
debarred from: going to school the
following day. In all schools there

should be a constant succession of

new and delightful things, so that
children could not weary or become
indifferent to anything beautiful.”
He thought that it would be a very
good thing if some of the specimens
of decorative art stored up at South
Kensington and similar museums
were' lent to the schools throughout

‘the country for the edification and

delight of the children. There was
no place, he declared, so absclutely
: There was
a better use of art, he urged, than
looking at it on a rainy day. Give a |
child something to make, and he wiil |
be happy—“and a perfectly happy
child would be a perfectly good
child.” Children might be taught to
do something in wood, something in
leather, in pottery, in furniture, in

£
decorative art, and im~fietalwork-

ing. The artistic power of every
child, he contended, was great. “ The
problem of the age was the noisy boy
who would not go to school nor learn
his lessons, but spent his time in
throwing stones at windows. What
was the matter with him? He had
simply discovered that he had hands
and that they were given him for
something. Many people do nothing
with their hands but cover tliem with
kid gloves.” Mr. Sherard’s bio-
graphy is written with great care,
good taste, and judgment, and the
student, of psychology will especially
thank him for it. Mr. Sherard re-
prints the famous revolutionary
article “ Jacta alea est,” contributed
to the “ Nation” by Lady Wilde in 1848

which is a stirring appeal to arms,

1
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“The Lifc of

One may recognise Mr. R. H. Sherard's
loyalty to an unhappy friend and yet doubt
hig wisdom 1in bringing out a new ° Life oI
Oscar Wilde” (Werner Laurie, 12s. 6d. net);
for any fresh biography of the brilliant man
of letters who wrote the “ Ballad of Reading
Gaol ” and “De Profundis” must inevitably in
recalling his career recall also his crime. And
society to-day, if it were allowed, would gladly
forget the decadent and remember the artist,
forget his depraved wmsthetics and remember |
only his masterly achievements in drama, in
poetry, and in the prose in which he expressed
his remorse. But his friends, with {feelings
that no doubt do them credit, will insist on
regarding the man, and the man cannot be
made a pretty picture. Here is Mr. gherard,
for instance, who might be supposed to have
fulfilled in his earlier tribute to Mr. Wilde
any duty of friendship, bringing out a larger
work which is less compact and, in soms
matters, perhaps, less detailed than his former
volume, and has decided faults of discursive-
ness and lack of connection. Of course, its
tone is perfectly sound—Mr. Sherard was
always conscious of Oscar Wilde’s curious
obliquity of vision. Of course, it contains a
mass of interesting matter—reported conversa-
tions of Mr. Wilde's, stories of his last days
and his death, as well as his prisoner-warder’s
account of his life, behaviour, and talk in
prison.  Moreover, Mr. Sherard furnishes us
with two extracrdinary ({)ieces of information
which cannot be ignored in .any future esti-
mate of his friend’s pathology- One is that at
the time of Oscar Wilde’s birth his mother was
hoping for a girl-child, and for a long time
after his birth treated him, talked to him, and
addressed him as a girl. The other statement
is that all Mr. Wilde’s offences against morality

| were committed when he was under the

influence of intoxicants, which were “ gsheer
poison to him” and left him after eq.ch
epileptic crisis “totally unconscious of having
done anything bad, Jetestable, shameful, or
even unusual.” This latter announcement is
of considerable scientific interest, but it
Ciuches  1JiSBEAONOREITS University iBnTarycre  best
allowed to pass into oblivion.
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This society meb in the Debating Hall, Maris- |

chal College—Mr 1. A. K. Barnett presiding.

Mr Hugh Robertson, M.A., gave a paper ong
Oscar Wi dealing particularly with

mo:n' Wilde and G;‘;K. Chesterton, s
was & 7 18
B b faat that hoth acted according to their
not according Osca

f to
Generally gpeaking, ‘Wilde saw only the “sunny
side of nature.” Too much suffering failed to

appeal to him. He gaw only W . d
uselessness in suffering.  To ilde the a.rtg’s
duty was the intermimable search for beauty,
and beanty atome. Mr Robertson ended by saying
that Wilde was a true artist—the highest praise
we could ascribe to any.

Mr A. C. Hay added a few :ﬁmpriaba re-
marks, dwelling in particular on ugliness of
’ acter. Mr Littlejohn also spoke
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To Oscar Wilde, unfortunate in his life, it has
not yet fallen to be fortunate in his biographgr.
| There are many who would prefer that the his-
torv of his life shwuld remain untold; and that
his writings should be 1éft to speak for them-
solves. But Oscar Wilde was not destined to be
saved from his friends. Mr. Robert Sherard,
with qualifications not equal to his zeal, has
strung together a thin collection of fa:cts, backed
up by a prodigious quantity of discussion. Tlgere
are many features in the varied life of Wilde
which might have made fascinating material for
the biographer. But Mr. Sherard has not made
the most of them. He does not seem to have
had access to his correspondence. ~ Where he
might with profit have quoted typical letters or
remarks, he prefers to discuss ethical or artlstx'c
points not always relevant. All through there is
too ‘much. of Mr. Sherard and too little of his
hero. He is continually venting himself in untrue
or obvious generalisations, such as: ‘“ One has to
remember that England is a commercial country
where worth; merit, character, quality, genius
are estimated only by the amount of money which
a man earns or possesses.”’ He alludes fo a
novelist of some repute with the explanatory
phrase, ‘the great caricaturist Dickens’’; and
is apt to drop into such expressions as *‘boozy
and boisterous Bohemians.”’ ;

Mainly Pathological.

Mr. Sherard does not state that he is writing|
mainly for surgeons and pathologists, so it is
not easy to see why he should devote four lengthy
chapters to an account of Wilde's parents, and
the manner in which they transmitted hereditary
qualities. He sums up these inquiries:

Under ““direct inheritance,”” or * transmisslon,
by blood,”” may, perhaps, be classed his literary
capacity, his gifts of poetry, languages, of ready
mastery of difficult studies, his love of the beauti-
ful, the sound ¢ommon sense of his normal periods,
his family and personal pride, and - his moral
courage in the face of danger, but also an in-
difference to the dangers of alcoholism, an aver-
sion from failure, physical, social, and mental,
an exaggerated esteem, on the other hand, for
wealth, titles, and social success, a tolerance for
moral laxness.. !

The Asthetic Period.

On page 83 Mr. Sherard reaches the birth of
Oscar Fingal O’Flahertic Wills Wilds, who was
born in Dublin in 1854. There is not much of
interest recorded till he reached Oxford, There
he went with enthusiasm to listen to lectures by
Ruskin, and became an extreme example of the:
“eesthetic "’ type of undergraduate which Oxford:
had just evolved : i

Mr. Wilde occupied some fine old wainscéted
rooms over the river in that college which is
thought by many to be the most beautiful in
Oxford. These rooms he had decorated with
painted ceilings and handsome dados, and they
were filled with treasures of art picked up at
home and abroad; and here he helts) social meet-
ings, which were attended by numbers of the
men who were interested in art, or music, .or
poetry, and who for the most part practised some
ts)a:ad?gsfhese in addition to the ordinary collegiate

We are told it was “from these reunions in
Mggdvalen that dated that virtuosity in music and
painting and the decorative arts which he was
forced_ bo assume by the hazards of life, his own
necessities and the folly of his contemporaries.’”
He talked about music though, says Mr. Sherard
he could scarcely distinguish tunes; he talke&i
fluently about painting, without betraying -an
knowledge of ject ; it

g the subject; he wore eccentric
clothes and long hair; and adopted peculiarities
of manner calenlated to attract attention. By
affectations of thig kind, together with a little
Eolume of poems, Oscar Wilde, arrived m
“(ﬁiion. s00n attained considerable notoriety,

e ot(.imary run of English Society ”’ did not
hate this fantastic young man so much
as My, Sherard Supposes. . It was rather
amused, and no doubt a little contem tuous. B
Mr. Sherard will - i

! not be content to recognise any

lgssqr emotion than love or hatred. and he se
to believe that at various times jn -
Was a sort of conspiracy. of off
banded together to take véngeanc?iid\g’)iel:l?ns

Character and Temperament.

Indeed, Mr. Sherard is g g
thetic biographer. Lo okt Sevlarly dnipmpn-

t in his subject’s life.
talks much about his outward habits, lh(izs éocg(;

ambitions, hig dress, ete., without hinting at

any real significance in his intell, i

: L e | ectual life, W

Lg;f_ormmg us that Wilde adopted mannér?ﬁms%z‘:
urposes of scflf adverti {£5




He was one of those artists who write for
fame; for whom the money consideration is
nothing. “He could not constrain himself to hack-
work; anonymity’s black cloak enshrouded his
Ibrain. He needed applause; he thirsted after
‘personal _tti,umph——i;hose were essential factors
in his artistic temperament. So though he never
spoke more brilliantly than during the last years
of his life, because tﬁere the reward was imme-
diate in the applause of the marvelling listeners, |
he wrote nothing, all stimulus being %acking.
| Mr. Sherard has done scant justice to Oscar
| Wilde. While he dismisses his moral failure as
the outcome of madness and inherited tendenéies,
he gives a picture of his life in which, quite un-
intentionally, he represents him as little better
than a buffoon. But Oscar Wilde was not a
buffoon. An actor he was, a man posing per-
petually before the footlights, loving applause.
But he loved the applause also in order that
he might scoff. Convictions about life probably
he had few. But he had artistic convictions,
he had intellect, and a sense for the beauty of
words and sounds that made him, as he says him-
'self, ““a lord of language.”” That is, perhaps,
what he was first and foremost. He had no
| mission to preach beyond that of eschewing mis-
sions.  There is no dominating note in his
writings, no directing spirit. There is brilliance,
wit, cleverness, feeling, but little - which® was
worthy of so much talent. His was a life frit-
'tered, a genius wasted, a:fine sensibility dulled
and perverted. = He might have written sub-
limely, but he knew nothing worth writing about.
And so his. life was effort. without direction;
promise without fulfilment, a magnificent possi-
bility which ended in“horrible and sordid catas-
trophe. The noble and inspiring ideal of a
Ruskin is watered down to the flippant cult of

‘“decorative_art’” and “ get up,”’ mingled with
the despaimwm‘@ﬂmww Yanities
and the waste of life. ;
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every now and again sums up his character:

He was one of those artists who write for
fame; for whom the money consideration is
inothing. “He could not constrain himself to hack-
;work; anonymity’s black cloak enshrouded his
{brain. He needed applause; he thirsted after

ersonal triumph—those were essential factors
in his artistic temperament. So though he never
spoke more brilliantly than during the last years
of his life, because there the reward was imme-
diate in the applause of the marvelling listeners,.
he wrote nothing, all stimulus being lacking.

Mr. Sherard has done scant justice to Oscar
| Wilde. While he dismisses his moral failure as
| the outcome of madness and inherited tendenties,
he gives a picture of his life in which, quite un-
intentionally, he represents him as little better
than a buffoon. But Oscar Wilde was not a
buffoon, An actor he was, a man posing per-
petually before the footlights, loving applause.
But he loved the applause also in order that
he might scoff. Convictions about life probably
he had few. But he had artistic convictions,
he had intellect, and a sense for the beauty of
words and sounds that made him, as he says him-
“self, ““a lord of language.”” That is, perhaps,
| what he was first and foremost. He had no
| mission to preach beyond that of eschewing mis-
! sions. There is no dominating note in his
writings, no directing spirit. There is brilliance,
wit, cleverness, feeling, but little -which: was
worthy of so much talent. His was a life frit-
tered, a genius wasted, a fine sensibility dulled
 and perverted.  He- might have written sub-
limely, but he knew nothing-worth writing-about.
And so his life was effort without direction;
| promise without fulfilment, a magnificent possi-
i bility which ended in“horrible and sordid catas-
trophe. The mnoble and inspiring ideal of a
Ruskin is watered down to the flippant cult of
‘“decorative art’’ and “get up,”’ mingled with
the despairing cry against the vanity of vanities
and the waste of life.

DAILY CHRONICLE
A TRAGEDY. OF GENIUS.

LIFE OF OSCAR WILDE, by Robert Harborough Sherard.
London, Werner Laurie, 12s. 6d. net.

Published To-day.

A life of the late Oscar Wilde was by no
means a necessity, but it was inevitable. Such
tempting material does not lie neglected very
long, especially when a certain temerity for

‘handling difficult subjects is a requisite equip-
ment for the biographer. In the present case

Mr. Robert Sherard, a racy and delightful

writer, has elected to carry out a rather peril-

ovs literary enterprise, and he may be con-

gratulated on his success. i

It is needless to say that an adequate life
of Wilde, in the present generation, is an|
absolute impossibility. OFf the darker side of |
his life everyone knows too much, remembers
too much. There can be no further revela- |
tions to nauseate either his enemies or his ad- |
mirers. If the literary executor is to be be- |
lieved, even the unpublished portions of “De |
Profundis ” would not add to our knowledge
of the man nor his malady, however interest-
ing those portions might be to psychologists.
The Reasons Why,

An adequate biography is impossible, be-
cause eminent contemporaries naturally shrink
from letting the world know the degree of in-
timacy which existed between Wilde and them-
selves, either at Oxford in the seventies or in
London during the eighties. Reminiscence or
correspondence might easily be misunderstood,
and the recital of causes which led them to
sever their association with a brilliant and re-
markable writer,long before his downfall, would
be ungracious and ungrateful reading. Wilde,
moreover, was never a great letter-writer, ex-
cept during his imprisonment and for a few
months after his release. His letters are

| seldom dated, and even if they were accessible
they would not throw much light on the extra-
ordinary man who must always remain an un-
solved riddle in the by-ways of literature.

Wilde’s works present! several points for
consideration, and a small study of the author,
from a literary point of view, in the hands of
a judicious critic, might have considerable in- |
terest. Not that Mr. Sherard lacks eritical |
ability—indeed, his praise is always tempered
by acute perception of Wilde’s literary and
dramatic defects ; but he is biassed, and rightly
biassed, by personal friendship, and he is |
hypnotised by the personality of his hero. f

That personality, though undoubtedly a
dazzling one, was to many unfascinating or |
repellent. Long before the downfall of 1895,
as Mr. Sherard points out, Wilde started his
artistic career amidst the suspicion of his con-
‘temporaries; only those who knew him at
Drublin o Gxtord, apd were ongisant of his

2019-03-17

%l{den second-hand information, even when
1

| Artist and Man,

By a strange paradox, many who admired:
his brains or were amused by his conversation
never thought very highly either of his plays,
his stories, or his essays; while a few who sin-
cerely admired him as dramatist or man of
letters endorsed the opinion of the majority
in detesting Wilde himself; and there were
the few others, intimate friends, who could
never regard any of his works as an adequate
expression of his great intellectual endowment,
or anything more than the pastime of one of
the most extraordinary characters of our time.
These points of view are still held by such
English people who consider Wilde at all,
because you must put aside for the moment
the artificial and sentimental interest aroused
by the publication of his posthumous work.
Another view is that of the Continent, par-
ticularly Germany, which regards Wilde as the
most distinguished figure in English literature
during the last twenty-five years of the nine-
teenth century. - »

Wilde, however, is neither an original
writer nor an original thinker.  The device
of his dramas is singularly poor and thread-
bare. It is rather their freshness of
expression which caused their success and
explains their hold on the stage at the
present day. To wurge that they are
borrowed from Sheridan by ne means
ends the story of their derivation. They owe
quite as much to Sardou, Scribe, and Dumas
Fils, with whom English playwrights are more
familiar than English dramatic critics. “Er-
nest,” however, is an exception, and at the re-
cent revival of the play by Mr. George Alexan-
der it was universally admitted to be a little
masterpiece of the English stage. With our
| barren drama that is not saying very much,
but it says something for those who praised it
without prejudice ; while, whatever the opinit_ms
on “Salome” may be, and without accepting
the high German appreciation as final, it is a
remarkable feat for an English writer to have
been the only dramatist among his countrymen
who has given a play to the répertoire of
Europe—to be the only English poet for whose
work a German master has written an operatic
score.

The Importance of It.

Into “ Ernest ” Wilde Eut all of himself that
was charming and amiable, witty or original,
and though it would be difficult to discover ac-
tual corruption in his works, which were other
than critical, he incorporated the less pleasant

| manifestation of his talent in ‘ Dorian Gray.”
The story, though morbid, is a moral one, and
there is something to be said for the remark
of a contemporary critic, that it contained
“ heaps of morality, but no art.” Wilde once
told an inquisitive friend that the real secref
of the book—readers will remember there is a
secret—was that Dorian Gray dropped his h’s.
Pater, in his review, observed that it was the
work of a clever talker; but, as he knew the
author fairly well, the value of this is some-
what discounted, true enough though it may
be. It is true, indeed, of all Wilde's books,
and his actual stories he spoilt when he came
to write them down.
| To those who heard the tales of “ The House
| of Pomegranates ” related after dinner, in that
marvellous voice which a poet said “conjured
wonder out of emptiness,” the reading of
them must have been a terrible disappoint-
ment. Wilde’'s prose is overloaded and
| Asiatic; it has none of Pater’s superb restraint
-—none of the conciseness of Matthew Arnold,
nor the elegance distinguishing Robert Louis
Stevenson ; 1t rides for the epigram, and tilts
for the paradox. There are, indeed, purple
patches; but they are so many that they re-
semble the quilts contrived out of old bro-
caded waistcoats—the waistcoats of Bulwer
Lytton and Lord Beaconsfield. That Asiatic
ower—for it is a power—was, however, singu-
arly effective in “ Salome ”; it is only the con-
vention of form which he borrowed from
Maeterlinck ; the lan e and the realisation
of the characters being entirely his own,
though, of course, Flaubert and Holy Writ are
both pressed into service.

Before and After.

Oscar Wilde, who—in the pages of “ De Pro-
fundis ¥—over-estimated to an almost ludicrous
extent his former literary position, was
never tired of regretting, after his release
from prison, that his personality was far
more remarkable than anything he had written.
It was an amazing criticism to come from him,
but, for those who knew him intimately, a
truthful one. It should be recalled by people
who are inclined to exaggerate his literary |
and dramatic works, just as those who under- |
value them should read them in the first in-
stance, and then try to dissociate the man and
the writer, if that is possible to the fellow-
countrymen of Ruskin.

Too much praise cannot be given to Mr.
Sherard for the industry with which he has |
collected facts and dates connected with |
Wilde’s early life. For circumstances which
came under his own observation he may be
accepted as the canon of authority by all
interested in the subject; but where he has to

e is his informant, he is less trustworthy.
Certain inaccuracies and a certain amount of
end are recorded by him in B
fect good faith; a subsequent edigi?n
will no doubt correct ‘these unim-
portant errors. Few biographers could
have made bricks out of the straws at v hich he

Jissen Women's UniversitydLibrapyeveryone who ca51to see him for
| the next few days. ;
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clutches for incidents and events in Wilde's
very early days and in the last year of lis life.
An examfﬂe will suffice. Wilde’s well-known
remark, “I am dying above my, means,” was
made, after his operation, to his literary exe-
cutor about six weeks before his death, to be
precise, on October 17th, 1900. He was in very
good spirits at the time, and was so immode-
rately amused with his own jest that he re-
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MISERRIMUS.*

. the world is wide,
But fettered feet go lame;
And once or twice to throw the dice
Is a gentlemanly game,
But he does not win who plays with Sin
In the secret house of Shame.

—*“ Barrap oF Reaping Gaor.”

Am)ng the many epigrammatically-expressed half-truths
world owes to Oscar Wilde: there is one to the effect that, of-all a
teacher’s disciples, it isigenerally Judas who writes his biography.

Mr. Sherard quotes this maxim, disputes it, and—I am certain, quite

unwittingly—illustrates it. I doubt very much if Oscar Wilde will

stand one jot higher in the estimation of any living man because of

this book : in the minds of a good many men it may do his memory
wrong. | doubt also if there is anybody now alive competent to
handle such a theme—to rise to the height, or to sink to the depth,
of that ‘‘ great argument.” In such a case it is not enough to have
known, it is not enough to have loved, the subject of your book. For
a considerable time Mr. Sherard seems to have known Oscar Wilde
as intimately as Boswell knew Johnson. He has used the material
accumulated during his period of intimacy as freely as Boswell used
his knowledge of Johnson, but with how much poorer a result! He
is not to be blamed, either for his outspokenness, nor for the effect,
or lack of effect, his method produces. The Boswellian method could
Johnson, after all; was not violently differentiated
from the crowd of ordinary men. It was only in intellectual ability
that he was peculiarly eminent. Tha
and the most cross-grained of men; that he united the inner tender-
ness of the finest type of woman with the apparent rudeness of the
least cultured savage; that he was profoundly learned and densely

not apply here.

he was at once the kindliest

jgnorant, at once constitutionally sceptical and constitutionally super-
stitious, that he could be, in the same breath, pragmatically logical
with sun-clear intellect, he

and superhumanly unreasonable, that
dwelt perpetually on the margin of madness "—these are contradic-
tions which, in milder form, we recognise as traits of our everyday
acquaintances. Indiscretion personified set all Johnson’s oddities on
paper with a blockheaded fidelity which would have roused the object
of Boswell’'s admiration to madness, but we love the man thus
He is near to us, he appeals to us, by the very
We can say of each of his queer twists of

pitilessly revealed.
crudity of his humanity.
character, ‘‘ How like Jones, or Smith, or Tomkins *~—we may say, in
rare moments of insight—‘ How like me.”

The case was different with poor Wilde.
distinguished him was of a queer and uncanny order, and the "eccen-
tricities which accompanied it were far from lovable. Shakespeare
or Balzac might have mouldésl his characteristic traits into  the

Even the genius which
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Let it be added to this that. he wore his hair long, and
was clean-shaven as to his face; and when it is remembered how striking a form
and what memorable features were his already by Nature, it will be understood what
attention his appearance must have attracted. One might find other and more
charitable explanations for this self-travesty; perhaps with all the more justifica-
tion that commercial instinct does not appear to have been very strong in Oscar
Wilde. He wasa voung man at the time; he was by nature and atavism inclined
to Schwaermerei; he may have thought that the costume suited him; he may have
wished to set Society at defiance at the prompting of that Anarchist spirit which
was within him, as it is within all men who are really great. For the rest, what-
ever the man’s motives were, that he gave effect to this plan shows that he pos-

the greatest admiration.

sessed great moral courage. It is by no means every man who has the strength

of mind to make a laughing-stock of himself in the eyes of London. The London
gamins are pitiless; and on each of his walks abroad the young ** wsthete ' must

have veritably run the gauntlet. It may further be noted that many men ard
women of approved capacity have shown and do show this curious love of self-
advertisement. It has always been the malady of the great; in recent years it has
grown into an epidemic. The advance of commercialism may account for it. Com-
mercialism has made it clear that the only method by which a man can call atten-
tion to the excellence of his wares is by persistent puffery. Artists, actors, writers,
philosophers and politicians-have equally wares to sell—in-this age every man who
is not independent is a tradesman of sorts—and one can hardly blame them if
they adopt the means for selling these wares which succeed in other branches of
The
methods that far from regarding with suspicion the man of letters who by the
eccentricity of his costume, the length of his hair, the frequency or the rarity of
personal mentions and portraits of him which appear in the papers, is the carrier
of his own advertising boards, the importunate distributor of personal leaflets, it
gives more and more its exclusive attention to the person who most loudly shouts
his wares. This is the case in England and America. In the Latin countries and
in Germany where art is still regarded in much the same light as religion, these

trade. public, moreover, is gradually becoming so accustomed to these

tricks would fail of their desired effect. But in England we are a commercial
nation, and as Doctor Johnson never tired of pointing out to Boswell, we must be
dealt with by commercial methods.

These passages are illuminative in more respects than one. Having
little talent and less disposition to appear as a dogmatist, I will not
But I will
venture on the milder statement that to pose is not a distinguishing
attribute of a gentleman. And it seems to me that Mr. Sherard gets
‘good taste ”’ which made the
““ eminently repre-

lay it down as a law that a gentleman does not pose.

a little mixed when he speaks of the
‘ wish to do something different from others”
hensible,” in Wilde’s opinion, and then goes on to remind us that
Wilde won his first hearing from the public by deliberately playing
And I meet with a dead ‘‘ negatur ” the statement that
self-advertisement ‘‘ has always been the malady of the great.” Such

the buffoon. s
genuinely great men as have stooped to so sorry a trick have been the
exceptions which have gone to prove the rule. ~Mr. Sherard
complains bitterly—and most justly—of much that has been written
and said concerning Wilde. But did Wilde's bitterest enemy ever do
him a worse disservice than to proclaim him a ‘‘ gentleman,” and then
to state of him in cold type that, ‘‘ the man who made money and
‘ got on ’ in life enjoyed his regard; for the failure he had nothing but
abhorrence ”’? One can pity and pardon the aberrations which ruined
Wilde’s career, but for the living epitome of snobbery portrayed in
that one branding phrase the epithet ‘‘ gentleman ” seems a little out
of place.
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Sir,—1 have ju

which is contributed to your papet b
lows, which,
ded to attack his fallen body) that I
he article in question.
rray did not hesitate to adopt a method of
say, noble and good.

accustomed to receiving bl
are levelled at me (though inten
read with no personal concern t
however, to see that Mr. Mu

attack which is not, well, shall we
h as my words, a passage
‘ d thereupon proceeds  to demonstrate my
aid this thing which is neither noble
It is sad to see that a poor dead man
te in a competent publicist like Henry Murray
hesitate to stoop to such practices.
Murray’s exordium and mine.
the artists amongst the authors named by Mr.
» our literature in Oscar. Wilde’s day,

into my mout ]
from another writer, an
muddleheadedness. AD
nor good was (1()1)".\\'111l111)'.
like Wilde can exci
an animus which does not
A word with regard to Mr.

| of the poets, none of
Murray as having ' decorated
succeeded in arresting

forgotten by publicists like He
and ** de leur village.”

My concerns are not with
« Gazette de Hollande.”

late friend,
<« Welt-Stuck,”

{ “ more Calvino’
things which I hay

tual superiors.”
On the whole, I cor
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MR. SHERARD AND OSCAR WILDE.

st read the review of my book  on Oscar Wilde,
v by Mr. Henry Murray.

And I am afr

the attention of the world.

Jand. and the world is a big place. : e often
o v nry Murray, who are essentially insular

Landerneau and I look beyond the

It is a fact that since Shakespe
and Lord Byron in a lesser 1S
and I have the right to say that if
' had not killed him, he would have done—well, the
said he would have done.

And he most certainly was not a p
were no contemporaries of \his wl
Mr. Murray speaks of men of his day who were

Dv-/-\ 14 )90'@.

I am so
because my friend is dead,

I regretted,

He puts
which in my book is quoted

None

England is a small
These are facts which are often

are no English poet, except my

degree, has produced a
Philistinism

rig; and most certainly there

1o were his intellectual equals, yet

‘¢ yastly his intellec-

‘sider that Mr. Murray has missed an excellent

5 51 e se taire.”’—Yours, etc.
occasion de se taire. Yours, = ‘
RoOBERT HARBOROUGH SHERARD.

Guilsborough Hall, Northampton.
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. “SALOME.”

[STRIKING TRIUMPH OF
| OSCAR WILDE’S OPERA.

|
|
|
!

: opera *Salome,” set to
Oscar Wilde’s text, was' produced at the
Royal Opera, Berlin, last night before a.
rilliant audience. The composer conducted

Tichard Stacash

tin person. =

| This Berlin premiére being the most im-
;'ﬁnlfimt ‘event of the musical season (says
euter),” the house was packed. As much
as 80 3 were offered for stalls, and 20,000
for seats were received when
an. £ad

era, which has no overture and no
, and is in one continuous act,
plendidly performed. =~ 2
he conclusion Herr Strauss and the
_ tremendous reception,

being given.
S

WAGNER

ECLIPSED |

What the Critics Think of Richard
Strauss’s ‘‘Salome.”

[From Cur Correspondent.]
_ BERLIN, Thursday.
. Last night’s performance of Richard Strauss’s
Sa.lomé.” appears to have been an unqualified
success, if one may judge from the comments
of thecntxcs in this morning’s newspapers. Both

as drama and as opera, Oscar Wilde’s strange

>\ story” has come to stay..~ :

Jse.

'

‘90(:.

Tt s ex
given '.fri" Dresd.en-, but its dppearance in Berlin,
in’ spite: of Ynol_eu-t‘ opposition to it in court
»mrg-lgs,'stampe it authoritatively as an opera
which is to live in musical history. = The opera

~ houses ‘of Turin, Milan, Paris, and New York are

to fo%low in quick succession with representations
of this phenomenal opera.
: If we are ’fo accept the judgment of this mom-
ing’s fxxzthuaxasﬁo critics Strauss is the gréatést
of living musicians, not only in Germény but
throughout‘the world, and “Salomé” 'répre’senbs
the form which)th’e opera of the future is to take:
In a word, Wagner and his ‘school have been
?},persedeg by Stx"aussA The reccption ‘given to
Salomé” last night was certainly ' magnificent.

The entire Sistinguished audience rose to their

f?"t’ applauding wildly., Strauss and Emmy Des
tinn, wl_lo ‘sang the title role, appeared ove;
twenty times. Their last appearance was hand n
hand, ‘their free hands bearing laurel wreaths
One hundred and two musicians took :

the orchestra, and to all save thoso who a‘;emprz
paring to accept th musical gospel the din
W deaffmmg an e long of of hea;-ly
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xactly a year since the opera was first’

Morning Leader.
STRAUSS'S « SALOME” IN BERLIN.

From Qur Own Correspondent.

_BeErLIN, Wednesday.
Strauss’s opera, ‘“Salome,” is being given
for the first time at the Royal Opera House
this ‘evening. . :
The demand for tickets was so great that
the house could have been filled 20 times
over on the first night, and the advertise-
ments in the papers this morning an-
nounced that a few tickets would be given

up by their fortunate owners for £4 each.
A ‘serious complaint is made that the
price of seats in the Opera House has been
raised for the occasion 50 per cent., the ob-
jection being that musical art will soon be

enjoyed only by the rich... =~ 0 ="
Yic- 7. (396
CRITICISMS ON “SALOME”

SOME SAY A MASTERPIEC< OTHERS A
PERVERSE PRODUCTION.

\ From Qur Own Correspondent.
s BerLIN, Thursday.

The first produetion of Dr. Richard
Strauss’s ¢ Salome” at the Royal Opera
House, Berlin, last evening has made various
impressions on the minds of the public.

The musical critics admit that the recep-
tion given to the piece was extremely satis-
factory, and that the performance was bril-
liant; but some regard as significant “the
fact that the composer was recalled only
eight times. ; 4

The majority of the critics acknowledge
that *Salome” is a masterpiece and the
musical event of the season, and that Sirauss
has proved himself to be the musieal genius
of the age; L :
perverse production written by a perverse
author and set to perverse music by Richard

Strauss. :
hat Strauss is a master of orchestration
is also generally admitted, while on the

other hand the conviction is expressed that,

although Strauss has achieved a present
trinmph, his secessionist art will not long
continue to hold sway over the public.

Star.
e ) x L 3

~ “Salome” has now been definitely pro-
hibited at the Imperial Opera House in
Vienna, and the projected production at

= Dee. ‘9°b

which is inscribed ‘¢ Constance from Oscar- July ’g1.”
the author ** to call attention to them " ;
a good deal of malapropos moralising.

once mine, and that I underlined the passages because I admired them,
and that another twinge is added to my regret at having parted with it ?

while others describe it as a:

To the Editor of the ACADEMY

Sir,—In Mr. Sherard’s recent Life of Oscar Wilde pages 316-319,
allusion is made to a particular copy of ‘“ Lord Arthur Savile’s Crime ”
Mr. Sherard
says that certain passages, which he quotes, have been underlined by

and on this theory he writes
May I say the little book was

J. M. F. CooOkE.

/w‘vl e I) 06.
“LORD ARTHUR SAVILE'S CRIME”
To the Editor of THE ACADEMY

Fuly 3.

Sir,—I was interested in the letter from a Mr. Cooke, which, under
the above heading, you publish in this week's ACaDEMY.
bility had never occurred to me that any friend of Mr. Wilde’s having
come into possession of a relic so precious as the book referred to
would sell it. :

I have communicated the letter to the two gentlemen who are trans-
lating my book into German and French, and in the new edition of my
biography I will make the necessary correction.

The possi-

Hence my error.

RoBerRT H. SHERARD.

Guilsborough Hall, Northampton.

Faly 7.

Musical News. ' 0«

Strauss’ “ Salomé * has just been produced in Berlin with
extraordinary success. It will be remembered that the
Kaiser once said that he would never permit the work to be
performed in the German capital, but a reconciliation has
taken place between the Emperor and the composer, and the
production of the banned opera is the result. The chief
parts were sustained by Fraulein Destinn, Herr Krauss, and
Herr Berger. The work created a profound impression, and
it is generally believed that it will share with “ Madama
Butterfly ” the honour of being the most successful of modern

operas.

The Daily Telegraph tells a good story in connection
with a rehearsal of Strauss’s ‘“Salome.” The chorus, in
their efforts to sing the chord of G against the persistent
F sharp of a prominent part of the orchestra, failed so
completely as to necessitate many repetitions. On the
conductor apologising to the composer, the latter replied,
“1 noticed nothing.”

1§ §ic:90é

Free La

Hashed Oscar ! <

. Mr. F. Church, the American painter, who has been
trying to say smart things about European art galleries
and the Old Masters, is cheap, very cheap. I suppose
he has just heard of Oscar Wilde’s remarks on the
Atlantic and the Falls of Niagara, and thinks the time
has come to dish up the same style of thing again. But
Oscar Wilde has not been dead long enough to permit
of a rechauffé of his criticisms. I can only conclude
that Mr. Church is not as “ celebrated” as the Ameri-
can papers make out, and that he is seeking a short cut
to fame.

e M S .

Musical Stapdard.
4l ¢ B

Says the well-informed critic of the * Leader " : The most recent
important occurrence on the Continent was the production of
Stranss’ ¢ Salome ” in Berlin on Tuesday,with Frl. Destion, Herr
Kraus and Herr Berger in the chief parts. Owing to the reports
of the opposition to the production in the highest quarters and the
rumours that the Emperor and the Empress had protested thaf
they would never permit the work to be produced in Berlin, the
pubiic appetite has been whetted to an extraordinary degree. The
production is the result of the reconciliation between the Emperor
and the composer, which was signalised by the acceptance of the
dedication of a Parade March by Strauss by His Majesty during
the summer. Nothing has been more surprising in & way than the
extraordivary popularity achieved all over Germany by ¢ Salome.’
Those who, like myself, witnessed the first production at Dresden
a year ago were prepared to find that musicians and persons
of esoteric literary tastes would be keenly interested in it, but no
one expected it to prove the greatest financial success (except,
possibly, *‘ Madama Batterfly ) cf recent years. The latest place
to welcome it with open arms has been Munich; it is goon to be
heard in Milan, with Signora Bellincioni in the title part, and in
April it will bs produced in Paris. For this production the
versatile composer is preparing a French version, and he will con-
duct the two first performances. His latest composition,  Barden-
gesiinge,” for chorus and orchestra, will be produced at Fraokfort
on Monday, and he has just published a book of six songs—Op. 56,

»
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MISERRIMUS.*

.« . the ‘world is wide,

But fettered feet go lame;

And once or twice to throw the dice

Is a gentlemanly game,

But he does not win who plays with Sin
In the secret house of Shame.

—*“ BaLLAD oF REapiNG Gaor.”

Am)ng the many epigrammatically-expressed half-truths the
world owes to Oscar Wildé: there is one to the effect that, of all a
teacher’s disciples, it isigenerally Judas who writes his biography.
Mr. Sherard quotes this maxim, disputes it, and-—I am certain, quite
unwittingly-—illustrates it. I doubt very much if Oscar Wilde will
stand one jot higher in the estimation of any living man because of
this book : in the minds of a good many men it may do his memory
wrong. 1 doubt also if there is anybody now alive competent to
handle such a theme—to rise to the height, or to sink to the depth,
of that ‘‘ great argument.” = In such a case it is not enough to have
known, it is not enough to have loved, the subject of your hook. For
a considerable time Mr. Sherard seems to have known Oscar Wilde
as intimately as Boswell knew Johnson. He has used the material
accumulated during his period of intimacy as freely as Boswell used
his knowledge of Johnson, but with how much poorer a result! He
is not to be blamed, either for his outspokenness, nor for the effect,
or lack of effect, his method produces. The Boswellian method could
not apply here. Johnson, after all, was not violently differentiated
from the crowd of ordinary men. It was only in intellectual ability
that he was peculiarly eminent. That he was at once the kindliest
and the most cross-grained of men; that he united the inner tender-
ness of the finest type of woman with the apparent rudeness of the
least cultured savage; that he was profoundly learned and densely
ignorant, at once constitutionally sceptical and constitutionally super-
stitious, that he could be, in the same breath, pragmatically logical
and superhumanly unreasonable, that ‘¢ with sun-clear intellect, he
dwelt perpetually on the margin of madness “—these are contradie-
tions which, in milder form, we recognise as traits of our everyday
acquaintances. Indiscretion personified set all Johnson’s oddities on
paper with a blockheaded fidelity which would have roused the object
of Boswell’'s admiration to madness, but we love the man thus
pitilessly revealed. He is near to us, he appeals to us, by the very
crudity of his humanity. We can say of each of his queer twists of
character, ¢ How like Jones, or Smith, or Tomkins "—we may say, in
rare moments of insight—‘‘ How like me.”

The case was different with poor Wilde. - Even the genius which
distinguished him was of a queer and uncanny order, and the ‘eccen-
tricities which accompanied it were far from lovable. Shakespeare
or Balzac might have mouldesl his characteristic traits into. the
Semblance of a coberent and homogencous man, but'presented in the
Boswellian fashion adopted by Mr. Sherard he is an unsolvable
'enigma. Instead of a recognisable portrait we get a big canvas
‘covered with dots and dashes and smudges of paint.

58

Thackeray remarked, with his own easy and delightful cynicism—
““ Qur friends and our enemies both paint our portraits, and both
portraits are like us.” Mr. Sherard seems in the present volume to
have made up his mind to double the réles of friend and enemy. The
facts he cites, and the comments he makes on them, are curiously at
variance. He reminds me of a South Sea Islander I have somewhere
read of, who with one hand poured tribute at the feet of his idol,
while belabouring it with the other. He insists, with a reiteration
_which becomes a little tedious, that Wilde was above all things ‘‘a
‘gentleman.” ‘‘ Gentleman ” is a word notoriously difficult of defini-
tion, and Mr. Sherard has as good a right to his own private reading
of its significance as anybody else. But he must not be surprised if
“he comes across people who dissent—on evidence furnished by him-
self from that classification. Take, for instance, an illuminating

passage beginning on page 133 :—

. a réle was forced upon the young man, which he had no natural qualifica-
tions to play; it was here that the curtain rose on that tragi-comedy in which his
fine intellect was to lend itself to grotesque performances until, just before a period

i was put to his existence, he really found himself. Tt was from these reunions in
‘Magdalene that dated that virtuosity in music and painting and the decorative arts
which he was forced to assume by the hazards of life, his own necessities and the
¢ folly of his contemporaries. He knew little about music and little about painting,
and in the matter of furniture, tapestries, wall-papers, and architecture he was no
_more of a connoisseur than is any man who can assimilate“the current modes and
the chatter of the arbiters. During a long period of his life, this pose which had
been forced upon him must have galled his native rectitude. Face to face with
himself, he must have felt that it was an unworthy part for a man of his great intel-
lect and wonderful gifts to play. Perhaps it was from this feeling that in some respects
he was playing a double-faced rble that proceeded that curious self-accusing man-
“ner, which all his intimates noticed in him, and which filled them with astonish-
| ment. It is a fact that music bored him; it is a fact that he had no knowledge
! of any instrument;- it is-probable that he could with difficulty distinguish one tune
from another. Yet he was forced to posture as a connoisseur, and to speak and
write about musicians and music with the air of one Who was profoundly versed
_in all the technique of the art. A friend of his relates that the rare occasion on
“a which he saw Oscar Wilde angry with him was once twhen he had frequently
ted in his presence a phrase from one of Oscar’s essays, a phrase which had
~struck him by its effectiveness so that he had the pleasure in repeating it that
actors have in mouthing a *“gag” which has caught the popular ear.. . This
phrase was: ““a splendid scarlet thing by Dvorak.”” At the third repetition of
these words, Oscar Wilde flew intg a veritable passion and rebuked the friend for
.Nwishing to ridicule him. It has always been held by the man who relates this
\ story that Oscar’s anger was caused by the suspicion that his friend knew that
is claim to write about Dvorak or any other composer was a mere pretence, and
that he cleverly veiled his ignorance by the use of sonorous and effective phrases.

Ten pages later we are told that one of the reasons why Wilde did
not, in his earlier days, join the Church of Rome was that ‘‘ those
reversions were much too common amongst Oxford undergraduates,
and that the suspicion lurked in the minds of worldly men that in
many cases they were simply caused by a desire for personal adver-
'l tisement, a wish to do something different from others, to ‘epater
les contemporains’ : various motives which to a man of Oscar Wilde’s
|| good taste would appear eminently reprehensible.” Yet a little
| further ~on we come across another passage,. to the effect that,
| © Having tried to find a publisher for his collected poems, and having
ailed to do so, because he was an unknown man, Wilde hit upon the
‘device of appearing in public in an extraordinary dress.”
 He adopted as the ‘ asthetic costume’ a velvet coat, knee-breeches, a loose
irt, with a turn-down collar, and a floating tie of some unusual shade, fastened

1 in a Lavalliére knot, and he not unfrequently appeared in public carrying in his
{ hand a lily or a sunflower, which he used to contemplate with an expression of

S —

“The Life of Oscar Wilde.”” By Robert Harborough Sherard. (London: T.
3 Werner Laurie.)

- Sherard should remember the old proverb:

| have restored

AT N e
r Sl e e e rih B SR el e et
i § e e

B 5

the greatest admiration. Let it be added to this kt‘hg‘gt. he wore his hair ‘l'éng, and
was clean-shaven as to his face; and when it is remembered how striking a form
and what memorable features were his already by Nature, it will be understood what
attention his appearance must have attracted. One might find other and more
charitable explanations for this self-travesty; perhaps with all the moré justifica-
tion that commercial instinct does not appear to have bheen very strong in Oscar
Wilde. He wasa young man at the time; he was by nature and atavism inclined
to Schwaermerei ; he may have thought that the costume suited him'; he may have
wished to set Society at defiance at the prompting of that Anarchist spirit which
was within him, as it is within all men who are really great. For the rest, what-
ever the man’s motives were, that he gave effect to this plan shows that he pos-
sessed great moral courage. It is by no means every man who has the strength
of mind to make a laughing-stock of himself in the eyes of London. The London
gamins are pitiless; and on each of his walks abroad the young ‘‘ zesthete '’ must
have veritably run the gauntlet. It may further be noted that many men and
women of approved capacity have shown and do show this curious love of self-
advertisement. It has always been the malady of the great; in recent years it has
grown into dn epidemic. The advance of commercialism may account for it. Com-
mercialism has made it clear that the only method by which a man can call atten-
tion to the excellence of his wares is by persistent puffery. Artists, actors, writers,

philosophers and politictans have equally wares to sell
is not independent is a tradesman of sorts—and one can hardly blame them if
they adopt the means for selling these wares which succeed in other branches of
trade.  The public, moreover, is gradually becoming so accustomed to these
methods that far from regarding with suspicion the man of letters who by the
eccentricity of his costume, the length of his hair, the frequency or the rarity of
personal mentions and portraits of him which appear in the papers, is the carrier
of his own advertising boards, the importunate distributor of personal leaflets, it
gives more and more its exclusive attention to the person who most loudly shouts
his wares. This is the case in England and America. In the Latin countries and
in Germany where art is still regarded in much the same light as religion, these
‘tricks would fail of their desired effect. But in England we are a commercial
nation, and as Doctor Johnson never tired of pointing out to Boswell, we must be
dealt with by commercial methods.

These passages are illuminative in more respects than one. Having
little talent and less disposition to appear as a dogmatist, I will not
lay it down as a law that a gentleman does not pose. But I will
venture on the milder statement that to pose is not a distinguishing
attribute of a gentleman. And it seems to me that Mr. Sherard gets
a little mixed when he speaks of the ‘‘ good taste ” which made the

‘wish to do something different from others” ‘‘ eminently repre-
hensible,” in Wilde's opinion, and then goes on to remind us that
Wilde won his first hearing from the public by deliberately playing
the buffoon. And I meet with a dead ‘' negatur ” the statement that
self-advertisement ‘‘ has always been the malady of the great.” Such
genuinely great men as have stooped to so sorry a trick have been the
exceptions which have gone to prove the rule. - Mr. Sherard
complains bitterly—and most justly—of much that has been written
and said concerning Wilde. But did Wilde's bitterest enemy ever do
him a worse disservice than to proclaim him a ‘‘ gentleman,” and then
to state of him in cold type that, ‘' the man who made money and
‘ got on ' in life enjoyed his regard; for the failure he had nothing but
abhorrence ’? One can pity and pardon the aberrations which ruined
Wilde’s career, but for the living epitome of snobbery portrayed in
that one branding phrase the epithet ‘‘ gentleman " seems a little out
of place.

¢
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It is never pleasant to play the part of devil's advocate, and I
find no exhilaration in calling Mr. Sherard to task for the extrava-
gances which render all but uscless a book which, written in a more
moderate spirit, might, from its author’s personal knowledge of his
subject, have formed a really valuable addition to our stock of bio-
graphical literature. It was a case in which moderation was even
more particularly demanded than is usually the case in writing
biography. Thousands of people would be glad to do their best
to atone to Wilde's memory for the savagery of the persecution
from which he suffered during his life, and would have welcomed a
well-considered and well-balanced plea in his favour. But, in his
desire to eulogise Wilde, Mr. Sherard makes for him claims he him-
self would have repudiated, and one claim which Mr. Sherard should
know he did actually repudiate. Here is Mr. Sherard’s explanation
of the silly ‘‘cigarette episode ” at the St. James’s Theatre, on the
first night of ‘‘ Lady Windermere's Fan " :

He was a bulky, full-blecoded man ; the blood rushed to his head, and he was
unconscious of what he was doing. As to the cigarette, well, it was half-smoked.
It had not been lighted for the purpose of the entry.” He was such a habitual
smoker that probably he did not even know that he had a cigarette in his hand.
Such smokers notice nothing except when they are not smoking. As to his remarks,
it was the bafouillege of a man who was not master of himself. Possibly he
remembered vaguely in his confusion that the Latin dramatists used to put into
the mouths of the actor who spoke last a message to the audience to applaud.
Poor Oscar’s classical training played him unconsciously a nasty trick. His *‘ Vos
Plaudite ”’ was taken as an offence. The thing is so obvious. Is it probable that
a man who had been struggling for years for success, popularity, and money from
his profession would deliberately insult his audience and ruin the prospects which
had shown themselves so rosy? The man was not a fool, and it seems as unlikely
—unless we are to consider him suffering that night from one of the attacks of °
his epileptiform malady—that he would have acted as he did from a deliberate and

calculated wish to treat his patrons with inselent arrogance, as that he purposely ./

made a corrupt and immoral book of his novel.

The plea is ingenious, but it will not serve. A day or two after}“ :

the occurrence of the incident a letter from Wilde appeared in one

of the London papers, in which he spoke of himself having made, |

‘“cigarette in._hand, a delightful and memorable speech.” = Mr.
<11 ne faut pas étre:
plus royaliste que le roi.” :
II1.
Indeed, eulogy strained beyond the verge of absurdity is the
keynote of but too many of the pages of this book. Wilde, says
Mr. Sherard, ‘‘ was never popular in society; he was mistrusted~
and misunderstood, and, in the end, he was disliked. His
superiority was too crushing.” Society, it may be safely said, never
yet disliked any man on account of any amount of ‘‘superiority.”
It intensely dislikes men who air their superiority, even when their
superiority is real, men who, as Mr. Kipling would put it, ‘ throw
their brains about”; and that was the case with Wilde, who, with
all his great talent, was a prig of the purest water. Society loved
and welcomed several of Wilde's contemporaries, who were vastly
his intellectual superiors. And when Mr. Sherard—in the final
sentence of his book—speaks of Wilde as ‘‘ a genius who . . . could
our literature and our stage to the rank of
supremacy from which, for centuries past, they have been de-
graded,” he succeeds only in packing an amazing amount of varie-
gated nonsense into a surprisingly small number of words, and in
forcing the most long-suffering and credulous of his readers finally
to abandon him as a literary guide. The thesis that a literature
which, in Wilde’s own day, was decorated by such men as Dickens,
Thackeray, Tennyson, Swinburne; Browning, Buchanan, Meredith,
Reade, Ruskin, Rossetti, Carlyle, Froude, and a host of others, re-
quired Wilde, or any other single personality, to raise it from
““ degradation " is too absurd for discussion, and should have been

held too absurd for statement. :
HENRY MURRAY.

in this age every man who - ¢

.~ WAGNER ECLIPSED!
Vhat the Crities Think of Richard

~ [From Cur Correspondent.]

“M night’s performance of Richard Strauss’s
‘Salomé ” appears to have been an unqualified
sucoess, ﬁ one may judge from the comments

9“"‘\ 1S 1906,
MR. SHERARD AND OSCAR WILDE.
I have just read the review of my book on Oscar Wilde,

our paper by Mr. Henry Murray. I am so
blows, which, because my friend is dead,

SiR,—— v
which is contributed to y
accustomed to recerving DI .
Eg levelled at me (though intended to attack his fallen body) that I

‘e i ersonal concern the article in question. I regretted,
il(gt;le\‘;\g:}]tg(;c[e) that Mr. Murray did not hesitate to adopt a method of
attack which is not, well, shall we say, noble and good. He puts
as my words, a passage which in my book is quoted
and thereupon proceeds to demonstrate my
muddleheadedness. And I am afraid this thing which is neither noble
nor good was (Ionffxwilfully. It is sad to see that a poor dead man
like Wilde can excCite in a competent publicist like Henry Murray
an animus which does not hesitate to stoop to such practices,

A word with regard to Mr. Murray’s exordium and mine. None
of the poets, none of the artists amongst the zl.uthors 1121rr1?d ]’)y Mr.
Murray as having decorated ”.our I_lt(:raturc in 0?‘3‘“‘- V\’ll.de s day,
succeeded in arresting the attention of the world.  England is a small
island. and the world is a big place. These are facts \vhlgh are often
publicists like Henry Murray, who are essentially insular .

into my mouth as
from another writer,

forgotten by

Sir,—In Mr. Sherard’s recent Lif
R, — . s e of Osc
alluslonwli W?.de to a particular copy of *“ Lord Arthur Savile’s Crime

which is mscri'bed ‘ Constance from Oscar. July ’g1.”” Mr. Sherard
says that certain passages, which he quotes, have been underlined by
the author *“ to call attention to them '’ ; and on this theory he writes
a good deal of malapropos moralising. May I say the little book was
once mine, and that I underlined the passages because I admired them,
and that another twinge is added to my regret at having parted with it ?

“LORD ARTHUR SAVILE'S CRIME "
To the Editor of the AcApEMY
ar Wilde pages 316-319,

J. M. F. Cookk.
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“LORD ARTHUR SAVILE'S CRIME "
To the Editor of THE ACADEMY

Fulv 3.

Sir,—I was interested in the lett i
! I er from a Mr. Cooke, which, u
élillgta.blc:ve heading, you publish in this week's Acapemy. The pgg:il.r
corlngin?;'cc)i nger o'ccun;ed to lme that any friend of Mr. Wilde’s havin
possession of a relic so preci
onu}Ild i b precious as the book referred to,
ave communicated the letter to the two gentlemen who

L U A are t -

lating my book into German and French, and in the new edition o‘}a:;lsy

and ‘* de leur village.” biography I will make the necessary correction.

My concerns are not with Landerneau and I look beyond the
¢« Gazette de Hollande.” i
It is a fact that since Shakespeare no English poet, except my 2
and Lord Byron in a lesser degree, has produced a
and I have the right to say that if Philistinism
¢« more Calvino” had not killed him, he would have done—well, the
things which I hav. said he would have done. :
And he most certainly was not a prig; and most certainly there
were no contemporaries of -his who were his mtf:(llectual equals, yet
Mr. Murray speaks of men of his day who were ‘‘ vastly his intellec-

: riors.”’
tules:Iéflr(: whole, I consider that Mr. Murray has missed an excellent '
¢ occasion de se taire.”—Yours, etc.,

RoBERT HARBOROUGH SHERARD.

Guilshorough Hall, Northampton.

late friend,
«¢ Welt-Stuck,”

STRAUSS’S “ SALOME” IN BERLIN,

. _BErLIN, Wednesday.
Strauss’s opera, “Salome,” is being given
for the first time at the Royal Opera House
this evening. fi
The demand for tickets was so great that
the house could have been filled 20 times
_.over on theﬁﬂrst» night, and the advertise-
‘ments in the papers this morning an-
‘nounced that a E:wpeticket,s wogi!dbe gi:f“
up by their fortunate owners for £4 each.
~A serious - laint is made that the
price of seats in the Opera House has been
raised for the occasion 50 per cent., the ob-
jection being that musical art will soon be
‘enjoyed only by the rich... ~ =~~~
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CRITICISMS ON “SALOME.”

SOME SAY A MASTERPIEC< OTHERS A
- PERVERSE PRODUCTION.

The first production of Dr. Richard
Strauss’s ‘“‘Salome” at the Royal Opera
House, Berlin, last evening has made various
impressions on the minds of the public.

The musical critics admit that the recep-
tion given to the piece was exiremely satis-
factory, and that the performance was bril-
liant; but some regard as significant the
fact that the composgr was recalled only
eight times. =~ = et
~ The majority of the crities acknowledge
that ‘“Salome” is a masterpiece and the
musical event of the season, and that §trauss’
has proved himself to be the musieal genius
of the age; while others describe it as a.
perverse production written by a erse

Strauss’s “‘Salome.”

BERLIN, Thursday.

in thie morning’s newspapers. Both
d as opera, Oscar Wilde’s strange

ve in musical history. The opera
, Milan, Paris, and New York are

o follo in quick succession wii i e author and set to perverse music by Richa
Jie. & Weinilon. Strauss. S
et e . what Strauss is a master of orchestration
is also generally admitted, while on the

other hand the conviction is expressed that,
althou Strauss has achieved a present.

1. . I.f;we‘ue’toiam,_ept?the judgment of this morn-
19 0b. ling’s enthusiastio criti trauss is | cate:
of Ii

triumph, bis secessionist art will not lo
.continue to hold sway over the public.

= Deec '9°(’

Jissen Women's University Library

Guilsborough Hall, Northampton.
Fuly 7.

RoBerT H. SHERARD,

T——

Strauss’ ““ Salomé ” has just been produced in Berlin with
extraordinary success. It will be remembered that the
Kaiser once said that he would never permit the work to be
performed in the German capital, but a reconciliation has
taken place between the Emperor and the composer, and the
production of the banned opera is the result. The chief
parts were sustained by Fraulein Destinn, Herr Krauss, and
Herr Berger. The work created a profound impression, and
it is generally believed that it will share with “ Madama
Butterfly ” the honour of being the most successful of modern
operas,

‘5- DQ(\QC}LA‘

. The Daily Telegraph tells a good story in connection
with a rehearsal of Strauss’s ““Salome.” "The chorus, in
 their efforts to sing the chord of G against the persistent
| F sharp of a prominent part of the orchestra, failed so

completely as to necessitate many repetitions. On the

Sonduc_tor apologising to the composer, the latter replied
| “I noticed nothing.” :

1§ §ic90é

‘Hashed Oscar ! e el
: MrF Church, the American painter, who has been
trying to say smart things about European art galleries
and the Old Masters, is cheap, very cheap. I suppose
he has just heard of Oscar Wilde's remarks on the
Atlantic and the Falls of Niagara, and thinks the time
has come to dish up the same style of thing again. But
Oscar Wilde has not been dead long enough to permii
of a rechauffé of his criticisms. I can only conclu
that Mr. Church is not as “celebrated ” as the Amer
tc:nf papers make out, and that he is see_ki;ug a short cut
fame. ‘ ' =

N ES = E

==

. Says the well-informed critic of the “ Leader”: Th

1mporta'nt occurrence on the Continent was the pg;gﬁ:ﬁﬁr:: e::
Strauss’ ““ Salomea” in Berlin on Tuesday,with Frl. Destinn, Herr
Kraus and Herr Berger in the chief parts. Owing to the r;ports
of the opposition to the production in the highest quarters and the
rumours that the Emperor and the Empress had protested that
they would never permit the work to be produced in Berlin, the
pubiic appetite has been whetted to an extraordinary degree. "The
production is the result of the reconciliation between the Emperor
and the composer, which was signalised by the acceptance of the
dedication of a Parade March by Strauss by His Majesty during
the summer. Nothing has been more surprising in & way than the
extraordinary popularity achieved all over Germany by “ Salome.’
Those who, like myself, witnessed the first production at Dresden
a year ago were prepared to find that musicians and persons
of esoteric literary tastes would be keenly interested in it, but no
one expected it to prove the greatest financial success (except

poseibly, *‘ Madama Batterfly ") of recent years. The latest plnce’
to welcome it with open arms has been Munich; it is soon to be
heard in Milan, with Signora Bellincioni in the title part, and in
April it will bs produced in Paris. For this production the
versatile composer is preparing a French version, and he will con.
ducﬁt the two first performances. Hislatest composition, ¢ Barden-
gesiinge," for chorus and orchestra, will be produced at Fraokfort

on Monday, and he has just published a book of six songs—Op. 56,
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OUR BOOK OF THE WEEK

MISERRIMUS.*

.. . the world is wide,

But fettered feet go lame;

And once or twice to throw the dice

Is a gentlemanly game,

But he does not win who plays with Sin
In the secret house of Shame.

—*“ BALLAD oF REapiNG Gaor.”

Am)ng the many Lplgrammatncally expressed half-truths the
world owes to Oscar Wilde: there is one to the effect that, of-all a
teacher’s disciples, it is <r<‘ncr..xllv Judas who writes his biography.
Mr. Sherard quotes this maxim, disputes it, and-—I am certain, quite
unwittingly-—illustrates it. I doubt very much if Oscar Wilde will
stand one jot higher in the estimation of any living man because of
this book : in the minds of a good many men it may do his memory
wrong. [ doubt also if there is anybody now alive competent to
handle such a theme—to rise to the height, or to sink to the depth,
of that ‘‘ great argument.” = In such a case it is not enough to have
known, it is not enough to have loved, the subject of your book. For
a considerable time Mr. Sherard seems to have known Oscar Wilde
as intimately as Boswell knew Johnson. He has used the material
accumulated during his period of intimacy as freely as Boswell used
his knowledge of Johnson, but with how much poorer a result! He
is not to be blamed, either for his outspokenness, nor for the effect,
or lack of effect, his method produces. The Boswellian method could
not apply here. Johnson, after all, was not violently differentiated
from the crowd of ordinary men. It was only in intellectual ability
that he was peculiarly eminent. That he was at once the kindliest
‘and the most cross-grained of men; that he united the inner tender-
‘ness of the finest type of woman with the apparent rudeness of the
‘least cultured savage; that he was profoundly learned and densely
ignorant, at once constitutionally sceptical and constitutionally super-
stitious, that he could be, in the same breath, pragmatically logical
and superhumanly unreasonable, that ‘‘ with sun-clear intellect, he
dwelt perpetually on the margin of madness "—these are contradic-
tions which, in milder form, we recognise as traits of our everyday
acquaintances. Indiscretion personified set all Johnson’s oddities on
paper with a blockheaded fidelity which would have roused the object
‘of Boswell’'s admiration to madness, but we love the man thus
‘pitilessly revealed. He is near to us, he appeals to us, by the very
‘crudity of his humanity. We can say of each of his queer twists of
‘character, ‘“ How like Jones, or Smith, or Tomkins "—we may say, in
rare moments of insight—‘ How like me:.”

The case was different with poor Wilde. = Even the genius which
distinguished him was of a queer and uncanny order, and the ‘eccen-
tricities which accompanied it were far from lovable. Shakespeare
or Balzac might have mou, :hs characteristic traits into the
ﬁﬁm Tance of a coberent and h%mogc&)eoas man, “but presented m the
swellian fashion adopted by Mr. Sherard he is an unsolvable
-.j"‘lgma Instead of a recognisable portrait we get a big canvas
‘covered with dots and dashes and smudges of paint.

L
Thackeray remarked, with his own easy and delightful cynicism—
““ Qur friends and our enemies both paint our portraits, and both
portraits are like us.” Mr. Sherard seems in the present volume to
have made up his mind to double the réles of friend and enemy. The
facts he cites, and the comments he makes on them, are curiously at
variance. He reminds me of a South Sea Islander I have somewhere
read of, who with one hand poured tribute at the feet of his idol,
while belabouring it with the other. He insists, with a reiteration
_which becomes a little tedious, that Wilde was above all things ‘‘a
rentleman.”  ‘‘ Gentleman ” is a word notoriously difficult of defini-
‘tion, and Mr. Sherard has as good a right to his own private reading
’lts sxgmﬁcance as anybody else. But he must not be surprised if
comes across people who dissent—on evidence furnished by him-
"Self_from that classification. Take, for instance, an illuminating

passage beginning on page 133 :—

. a réle was forced upon the young man, which he had no natural qualifica-
tions to play; it was here that the curtain rose on that tragi-comedy in which his
fine intellect was to lend itself to grotesque performances until, just before a period

i was put to his existence, he really found himself. It was from these reunions in
- ‘Magdalene that dated that virtuosity in music and painting and the decorative arts
“which he was forced to assume by the hazards of life, his own necessities and the
fol]y of his contemporaries. He knew little about music and little about painting,
and in the matter of furniture, tapestries, wall-papers, and architecture he was no
more of a connoisseur than is ‘any man who can assimilate‘the current modes and
_the chatter of the arbiters. During a long period of his life, this pose which had
been forced upon him must have galled his native rectitude. Face to face with
himself, he must have felt that it was an unworthy part for a man of his great intel-
lect and wonderful gifts to play. Perhaps it was from this feeling that in some respects
he‘was playing a double-faced réle that proceeded that curious self-accusing man-
“ner, which all his intimates noticed in him, and which filled them with astonish-
' ‘ment. It is a fact that music bored him; it is a fact that he had no knowledge
' of any instrument;-it is probab}e that he. cguld with difficulty distinguish one tune

)
“from another. Yet he was forced tcr"pésfure as a com‘wwseur and to speak and
write about musicians and music with the air of one Who "‘was profoundly versed

in all the technique of the art. A friend of his relates that the rare occasion on
ch he saw Oscar Wilde angry with him was once when he had frequently

actors have in mouthing a ““gag” which has caught the popular ear.
phrase was: ““a splendid scarlet thing by Dvorak.”” At the third repetition of
these words, Oscar Wilde flew intd a veritable passion and rebuked the friend for
| wishing to ridicule him. It has always been held by the man who relates this
gy that Oscar’s anger was caused by the suspicion that his friend knew that
claim to write about Dvorak or any other composer was a mere pretence, and
t he cleverly veiled his ignorance by the use of sonorous ‘and effective phrases.
Ten pages later we are told that one of the reasons why Wilde did
- not, in his earlier days, join the Church of Rome was that ‘‘ those
reversions were much too common amongst Oxford undergraduates,
and that the suspicion lurked in the minds of worldly men that in
many cases they were simply caused by a desire for pcrsonal adver-
tisement, a wish to do something different from others, to ‘epater
s contemporains’ : various motives which to a man of Oscar Wilde’s
od taste would appear eminently reprehensible.” Yet a little
rther ~on we come across another passage,. to the effect that,
Havmg tried to find a publisher for his collected poems, and having
iled to do so, because he was an unknown man, Wilde hit upon the
ice of appearing in public in an extraordinary dress.”
 He adopted as the ‘‘ @sthetic costume’ a velvet coat, knee-breeches, a loose
sh]rt with a turn-down collar, and a floating tie of some unusual shade, fastened

a Lavalliére knot, and he not unfrequently appeared in public carrying in his
d a lily or a sunflower, which he used to contemplate with an expression of

By Robert Harborough Sherard.
Werner Laurie.)

e Life of Oscar Wilde.”’ (London : T.

2019-03-17

‘tricks would fail of their

- Sherard should remember the old provcrb

ed in his presence a phrase from one of Oscar’s essays, a ‘phrase which had

him by its effectiveness so that he had the pleasure in repeating it that | fe¢
This

| have restored .

Jissen Women's University Library

Let it be added to thxs t’ha he wore hxs halr !ong, and

the greatest admiration.
was clean-shaven as to his face; and when it is remembéred -how striking a form |
and what memorable features were his already by Nature, it will be understood what

attention his ‘appearance must have attracted. One might find other and more
charitable explanations for this self-travesty; perhaps with all the more justifica-
tion that commercial instinct does not appear to have been very strong in Oscar
Wilde. He was'a young man at the time; he was by nature and atavism inclined
to Schwaermerei; he may have thought that the costume suited him'; he may have
wished to set Society at defiance at the prompting of that Anarchist spirit which
was within him, as it is within all men who are really great. For the rest, what-
ever the man’s motives were, that he gave effect to this plan shows that he pos-
sessed great moral courage. It is by no means every man who has the strength
of mind to make a laughing-stock of himself in the eyes of London. The London
gamins are pitiless; and on each of his walks abroad the young ‘‘ sesthete ’’ must
have veritably run the gauntlet. It may further be noted that many men and
women of approved capacity have shown and do show this curious love of self-
advertisement. It has always been the malady of the great; in recent years it has
grown into an epidemic. The advance of commercialism may account for it. Com-
mercialism has made it clear that the only method by which a man can call atten-
tion to the excellence of his wares is by persistent puffery. Artists, actors, writers,
philosophers and politictans have equally wares to sell—in this age every man who - ¢
is not independent is a tradesman of sorts—and one can hardly blame them if
they adopt the means for selling these wares which succeed in other branches of
trade. ~ The public, moreover, is gradually becoming so accustomed to these
methods that far from regarding with suspicion the man of letters who by the
eccentricity of his costume, the length of his hair, the frequency or the rarity of
personal mentions and portraits of him which appear in the papers, is the carrier
of his own advertising boards, the importunate distributor of personal leaflets, it
gives more and more its exclusive attention to the person who most loudly shouts
his wares. This is the case in England and America. In the Latin countries and
in Germany where art is still regarded in much the same light as religion, these
desired effect. But in England we are a commercial
nation, and as Doctor _j()1111s<111 never tired of pointing out to Boswell, we must be
dealt with by commercial methods.

These passages are illuminative in more respects than one. Having
little talent and less disposition to appear as a dogmatist, I will not
lay it down as a law that a gentleman does not pose. But I will
venture on the milder statement that to pose is not a distinguishing
attribute of a gentleman. And it seems to me that Mr. Sherard gets
a little mixed when he speaks of the ‘‘ good taste ” which made the
‘‘ wish to do something different from others” ‘‘ eminently repre-
hensible,” in Wilde's opinion, and then goes on to remind us that
Wilde won his first hearing from the public by deliberately playing
the buffoon. And I meet with a dead ‘‘ negatur ” the statement that
self-advertisement ‘‘ has always been the malady of the great.” Such
genuinely great men as have stooped to so sorry a trick have been the
exceptions which have gone to prove the rule. = Mr. Sherard
complains bitterly—and most justly—of much that has been written
and said concerning Wilde. But did Wilde's bitterest enemy ever do
him a worse disservice than to proclaim him a ‘‘ gentleman,” and then
to state of him in cold type that, ‘‘ the man who made money and
‘got on’ in life enjoyed his regard; for the failure he had nothing but
abhorrence ’? One can pity and pardon the aberrations which ruined

)

It is never pleasant to play the part of devil’s advocate, and I .
find no exhilaration in calling Mr. Sherard to task for the extrava-
gances which render all but useless a book which, written in a more
moderate spirit, might, from its author’s personal knowledge of his
subject, have formed a really valuable addition to our stock of bio-
graphical literature. It was a case in which moderation was even
more particularly demanded than is usually the case in writing
biography. Thousands of people would be glad to do their best
to atone to Wilde's memory for the savagery of the persecution
from which he suffered during his life, and would have welcomed a
well-considered and well-balanced plea in his favour. But, in his
desire to eulogise Wilde, Mr. Sherard makes for him claims he him-
self would have repudiated, and one claim which Mr. Sherard should
know he did actually repudiate. Here is Mr. Sherard’s explanation
of the silly ‘‘ cigarette episode ” at the St. James’s Theatre, on the
first night of ‘‘ Lady Windermere's Fan " :

He was a bulky, full-blcoded man ; the blood rushed to his head, and he was
unconscious of what he was doing. As to the cigarette, well, it was half-smoked.
It had not been lighted for the purpose of the entry.” He was such a habitual
smoker that probably he did not even know that he had a cigarette in his hand. .
Such smokers notice nothing except when they are not smoking. As to his remarks,
it was the bafouillege of a man who was not master of himself. Possibly he
remembered vaguely in his confusion that the Latin dramatists used to put into
the mouths of the actor who spoke last a message to the audience to applaud.
Poor Oscar’s classical training played him unconsciously a nasty trick. His  Vos
Plaudite ”” was taken as an offence. The thing is so obvious. Is it probable that
a man who had been struggling for years for success, popularity, and money from
his profession would deliberately insult his audience and ruin the prospects which
had shown themselves so rosy? The man was not a fool, and it seems as unlikely
—unless we are to consider him suffering that night from one of the attacks of °
his epileptiform malady—that he would have acted as he did from a deliberate and
calculated wish to treat his patrons with inselent arrogance, as that he purposely
made a corrupt and immoral book of his novel.

The plea is ingenious, but it will not serve. A day or two after

the occurrence of the incident a letter from Wilde appeared in one

1
of ‘the London papers, in which he spoke of himself havmg made,k{zt ‘

““ cigarette in_hand, a delightful and memorable speech.” Mr.
- Il ne faut pas étre:

plus royaliste que le roi.”
: TR

Indeed eulogy stramed beyond the verge of absurdity is the
but ny of the pages of ‘this book. lede, says

‘was never popular in society; he was mistr Uisted

and, in the end, he was disliked. His

Society, it may be safely said, never

Sherard,
and misunderstood,
superiority was too crushing.”
yet disliked any man on account of any amount of ‘‘ superiority.”
It intensely dislikes men who air their superiority, even when their

Mr.

superiority is real, men who, as Mr. Kipling would put it, ‘‘ throw
their brains about’”; and that was the case with Wilde, who, with
all his great talent, was a prig of the purest water. Society loved
and welcomed several of Wilde's contemporaries, who were vastly
his intellectual superiors. And when Mr. Sherard—in the final
sentence of his book—speaks of Wilde as ‘‘ a genius who . . . could
our literature and our stage to the rank of
supremacy from which, for centuries past, they have been de-
graded,” he succeeds only in packing an amazing amount of varie-
gated nonsense into a surprisingly small number of words, and in
forcing the most long-suffering and credulous of his readers finally
to abandon him as a literary guide. The thesis that a literature
which, in Wilde’s own day, was decorated by such men as Dickens,
Thackeray, Tennyson, Swinburne; Browning, Buchanan, Meredith,
Reade, Ruskin, Rossetti, Carlyle, Froude, and a host of others, re-
quired Wilde, or any other single personality, to raise it from
‘“ degradation ” is too absurd for discussion, and should have been

held too absurd for statement.
HENRY MURRAY.
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Wilde’s career, but for the living epitome of snobbery portrayed in
that one branding phrase the epithet ‘‘ gentleman ” seems a little out
of place |
4 s PR S e - 2 o b

-

i
4
{

i

1

1

:

“

&




{

3 9“‘\’5”"'956-

MR. SHERARD AND OSCAR WILDE.
Sir,—I have just read the review of my book on Oscar Wilde,
which is contributed to your paper by Mr. Henry Murray. I am so
accustomed to receiving blows, which, because my friend is dead,
are levelled at me (though intended to attack his fallen body) that I
read with no personal concern the article in question. I regretted,
however, to see that Mr. Murray did not hesitate to adopt a method of
attack which is not, well, shall we say, noble and good. He puts
into my mouth as my words, a passage which in my book is quoted
from another writer, and thereupon proceeds to demonstrate my
muddleheadedness. And I am afraid this thing which is neither noble
nor good was donq_;wilfully. It is sad to see that a poor dead man
like Wilde can excite in a competent publicist like Henry Murray

| an animus which does not hesitate to stoop to such practices.

A word with regard to Mr. Murray’s exordium and mine. None
of the poets, none of the artists amongst the authors named by Mr.
Murray as having decorated ”’ our literature in Oscar, Wilde’s day,
succeeded in arresting the attention of the world. England is a small
island, and the world is a big place. These are facts which are often
forgotten by publicists like Henry Murray, who are essentially insular -
and ‘* de leur village.”

My concerns are not with Landerneau and I look beyond the

« Gazette de Hollande.”
It is a fact that since Shakespeare no English poet, except my

| tate friend, and Lord Byron in a lesser degree, has produced a

¢ Welt-Stuck,” and I have the right to say that if Philistinism
« more Calvino” had not killed him, he would have done—well, the
things which I hav. said he would have done.

And he most certainly was not a prig; and most certainly there
were no contemporaries of his who were his intellectual equals, yet
Mr. Murray speaks of men of his day who were ‘‘ vastly his intellec-
tual superiors.”

On the whole, I consider that Mr. Murray has missed an excellent
¢ gecasion de se taire.”—Yours, etc., ‘ '

RoOBERT HARBOROUGH SHERARD.

(uils12019:08-17 . Jissen Womenis University Library 655
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“LORD ARTHUR SAVILE'S CRIME "
To the Editor of the AcApEMY

SIR,—In Mr. Sherard’s recent Life of Oscar Wilde pages 316-319,
allusionris made to a particular copy of ** Lord Arthur Savile’s Crime ”

which is inscribed ** Constance from Oscar. July ’g1.”’ Mr. She(ix'a;d
says that certain passages, which he quotes, have bgen underline by
the author * to call attention to them "’ ; and on this theory he writes
a good deal of malapropos moralising. May I say the little book was
once mine, and that I underlined the passages be_cau§e I admired .tl?le.m?,
and that anothep019:98sa Women's University-Library, :656rtedl with it
J. M. F. Cookk.
Fulv 3.
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“LORD ARTHUR SAVILE'S CRIME ”
To the Editor of THE ACADEMY

Sir,—I was interested in the letter from a Mr. Cooke, which, under
the above heading, you publish in this week's Acapemy. The possi-
bility had never occurred to me that any friend of Mr, Wilde’s having
come into possession of a relic so precious as the book referred to,
would sell it. Hence my error.

I have communicated the letter to the two gentlemen who are trans-
lating my book into German and French, and in the new edition of my

biography I will make the necessar correction.
201¥s68~ Women's University uﬁm H. SHERARD,
Guilsborough Hall, Northampton.
Fuly 7.
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“SALOME.”

STRIKING TRIUMPH OF
OSCAR WILDE’S OPERA.

Richard Strauss’s opera * Salome,” set to

Oscar Wilde’s text, was' produced at the
Royal Opera, Berlin, last night before a
brilliant audience. The composer conducted
in person.
{ ~This Berlin premigre being the most im-
portant event of the musical season (says
Reuter), the house was packed. As much
as 80 marks were offered for stalls, and 20,000
applications for seats were received “hen
th> booking began.

The opera, which has no overture and no
chorus, and is in one continuous act,
was splendidly performed.

At the conduswn Herr Strauss and the

prineipy; W@mﬁm eption
couutless calls bemg given qﬁbraﬁ? :




Mofning Leader.

sc. 6. 1406
STRAUES’S “ SALOME” IN BERLIN.

Frem Qur Own Correspondent.

BerLiN, Wednesday.

Strauss’s opera, “Balome,” is being given
for the first time at the Royal Opera House
this evening. :

The demand for tickets was so great that
the house could have been filled 20 times
over on the first night, and the advertise-
ments in the papers this morning an-
nounced that a few tickets would be given
up by their fortunate owners for £4 each.

A sericus complaint is made that the

price ofy: Lo A pﬁm s been
raised f%';ggiiwoccasmn Der cen é,wthe ob-
jection being that musical art will soon be
enjoyed only by the rich. :

R o7 _—



[Musical News. 5 0ec 00

Strauss’ ““ Salomé ” has just been produced in Berlin with
extraordinary success. It will be remembered that the
Kaiser once said that he would never permit the work to be
performed in the German capital, but a reconciliation has
taken place between the Emperor-and the composer, and the
production of the banned opera is the result. The chief
parts were sustained by Fraulein Destinn, Herr Krauss, and
Herr Berger. The work created a profound impression, and
it is generally believed that it will share with “ Madama
Butterfly ” the honour of being the most successful of modern
operas,

_The Daily Telegraph tells a good story in connection
with a rehearsal of Strauss’s ““Salome.” The chorus, in
their efforts to sing the chord of G against the persistent
| F sharp of a prominent part of the orchestra, failed so

completely as to necessitate many repetitions. On the

conductor apolyie dguiiherisUniversity Uibrgo 1= 1o replicd,

“I noticed nothing.
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What the Crities Think of Richard
Strauss’s ‘‘Salome.”

?

f

[From Cur Correspondent.] ;
BERLIN, Thursday.

Last night’s performance of Richard Strauss’s
‘“Salomé ” appears to have been an unqualified
success, if one may judge from the comments
of the critics in ths morning’s newspapers. Both
as ‘drama and as opera, Oscar Wilde’s strange
story has come to stay. : ‘

mm  Tt5"exactly a year since the opera was first

owm  oivon in Dresden, but its appearanc¢e in Berlin,

2 in‘ spite: of violent opposition t6 it in court

circles, stamps = it authoritatively as an opera

D which is to live in musical history. = The opera

~houses of Turin, Milan, Paris, and New York are
L)‘t—( to follow in quick succession with representations
" uf this phenomenal opera.

71 If we are to accept the judgment of this morn-
cqo(,. ing’s enthusiastic critics Strauss is the greatest
of living musicians, not only in Germany, but
throughout the world, and “Salomé ” represents
the form which the opera of the future is to take,
In a word, Wagner and his school have been
superseded by Strauss. The reception ‘given to
“Salomé > last night was certainly ' magnificent.
The entire aistinguished audience rose to their
feet, applauding wildly. . Strauss and Emmy Des-
tinn, .who esang the 'titlo role, appeared over
twenty times. Their last appearance was hand in
hand, their free hands bearing laurel wreaths,

One hundred and two musicians took part in
the orchestra, and to-all save those who are pre-

paring to t tha. : Gl I the din
was iﬁﬁ%@ iqn g act of nearly
e 58 :

two hours nt.

1ronic
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CRITICISMS ON “SALOME”

SOME SAY A MASTERPIEC< OTHERS A
PERVERSE PRODUCTION.

+ From Qur Own Correspondent.

BeRLIN, Thursday.

The first production of Dr. Richard
Strauss’s “Salome” at the Royal Opera
House, Berlin, last evening has made various
impressions on the minds of the public.

The musical critics admit that the recep-
tion given to the piece was exiremely satis-
factory, and that the performance was bril-
liant; but some regard as significant “the
fact that the composgr was recalled only
eight times. i

The majority of the erities acknowledge
that ‘‘Salome” is a masterpiece and the
musical event of the season, and that §trauss
has proved himself to be the musieal genius
of the age; while others describe it as a.
perverse production written by a perverse
author and set to perverse music by Richard
Strauss.

vhat Strauss is a master of orchestration
is also generally admitted, while on the
011:%‘11;31- t:;g}ld the conviction is expressed thag
althou Vi resen
triumph,s 1S ‘secessionist mt»e‘glﬁﬂié\& long
continue to held sway over the publie.




Free Lance, ‘< 2906
Hashed Oscar ! '
Mr. F. Church, the American painter, who has been
trying to say smart things about European art galleries
and the Old Masters, is cheap, very cheap. I suppose
he has just heard of Oscar Wilde’s remarks on the
Atlantic and the Falls of Niagara, and thinks the time
has come to dish up the same style of thing again. But
Oscar Wilde has not been dead long enough to permit
of a rechauffé of his criticisms. I can only conclude
that Mr. Church is not as “celebrated ” as the Ameri-
Can papers majzggsees Women's University ddbrang63. short cut

to fame.
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“Salome ” has now been definitely pro-
hibited at the Imperial Opera House in
Vienna, and the projected production at
Buda-Pesth was stopped shortly beifore'
the date fixed for the first performance.
It will, however, be played m Vienna at
one of the other theatres, probably by the
Breslanissemmméityc Library
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Says the well-informed critic of the “ Leader " : The most recent
important occurrence on the Continent was the prodaction of
Strauss’ “ Salome” in Berlin on Taesday,with Frl. Destion, Herr
Kraus and Herr Berger in the chief paris. Owing to the reports
of the opposition to the production in the highest quarters and the
rumours that the Emperor and the Empress had protested that
they would never permit the work to be produced in Berlia, the
pubiic appetite has been whetted to an extraordinary degree. The
production is the result of the reconciliation between the Emperor
and the composer, which was signalised by the acceptance of the
dedication of a Parade March by Strauss by His Majesty during
the summer. Nothing has been more surprising in & way thanthe
extraordivary popularity achieved all over Germany by ¢ Salome.’
Those who, like myself, witnessed the first production at Dresden
& year ago were prepared to find that musicians and persons
of esoteric literary tastes would be keenly interested in it, but no
one expected it to prove the greatest financial success (except,
possibly, ‘ Madama Batterfly ") of recent years. The latest place
to welcome it with open arms has been Munich; it is soon to be
heard in Milan, with Signora Bellincioni in the title part, and in
April it will bs produced in Paris. For this production the
versatile composer is preparing a French version, end he will con-
duct the two first performances. Hislatest composition, *“ Barden-
gesinge," for clppregagehmvomens: bniversityel ibrary 6651 at Frankfort
on Monday, and he has just published a book of six songs—Op. 56,
[ ]
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! .' | Oscar Wilde. John Lane. *xi E i ; PRLANER. o ‘ :
} f 10s. 6d. net. ° ﬁb o "“‘%;C?rscit{;ilﬁ(zlk,{{ze: A tragedy in one Sl B nleca e | ime, with sixteen drawings by Aubrey Beardsley, which is published RTINS Salonis "R & o TR
A sumptuous edition of this traged M o ax 66 ) with sixteen ‘drawings by Aubrey’ Beard vl,h rench of fr. J 'y : ¢ v p b the Grand Opé N s to be given in Paris af’
§Obort Ross writes an introductory nosfté, au{i : tContains 4 ‘INL?HG' S Sench o Tslok: ook r. John Lane. To speak of this volume as “a beautiful book” manager of tthm"nex}f o B Galbed. i
% Sha 3 3 u; %3 Y ote on, Sz . ; o 5 { 3 v ARG i ow ‘ era, i /Tl Z
H*,%lﬁg?,fs_e?dﬂe} s Hlustrations are given. performance in lio(ulklhmil:xlnlnliL vfrb? )11}"{\91)01'} Ross; cast of the first 1d be @ misuse of the phLste, and yet there is in the dmwmgs of ask him whether hl‘; ‘r’zlﬂ;vmg “Httento. fle o o
CEERBMERR R : Richard Strauss. 1 d acsimile cast of the operatic version by idsley, in spite of their extravagance and perversity, something of details of the production i:mﬁa:iep'*”zdm o .
B s : > ; LA ; : R 2 which Dr. Strauss Aot ceived an answer in
SCOt ' 27 S-CPV 3 ou harmony which is due to genius and includes some element |  Sirauss expresses his regret not to be' able t
) Sitid i1, g e : ; go to Paris until the end of J; i
: jeauty. HEveryone knows Salome the play; the forma i i anuary, and says: ‘N
Bt TET R = : ; e : My it of this until the 3rd of December (the dat, gy
B RS Fess ond ot aBOERSSS THE BOOKSHELRF St (. on has the distinetion which Mr. Lane customarily gives to his * Salomé ’ a*'Berlin)lam(wcupiejiﬁ;::::S%ZCtl-on <
lation Oscar Wilde's Salome, a play in MR. Joun LANE:sends us a new edition of the English translati age, M-1q~(90 : : slications. In the illustrations Beardsley seems to hav > paring this difficult work. In December I have Lf:c};rr:.
one act, which, written in French in 1892, ! Oscar Wilde's. Salome, (10s. 6d. net) with the cirixv?11u ranfs a\txon ot | The endeavour to "convert the N iration into c 1 it s bl‘oug]lt o e ottt Ymmm; oo oot 1l D T‘".s
hczd e diieaii of Ning prdbiited- b dess Boardiley and & B nioth sns Seltma: Theche. Hohart Rogss c;wr: Ilébr?y b W b dmm; hasle:[ fei? piration into comp eteraccord wtmh all that was morbid in the genius ;?Fo?duct the six first performances. From Turin tlz
Censor Whon Bhaduros Batrhardt proposed 1 pro- e I ot 30 Aiicitlon of e T <f)s§§ s itk Tk imeoee gt il bod 10 # Wilde ; and though the book is one which should not be missed b eipzig for a concert at the Gewandhaus.”
“: “t‘ at the Palace Theatre. Its writer descri%ed reception in England, where it was cordially disliked, a drytc; 18 the experimenters, for Browning’s pim,g | J se to whom art even in its stranzest 45 of 850 y e e e
4 [+ T?\el.l:rrtxi?tr mtviv}:i]chdevleryone could see him- where it is much admired, and frequently acted, Richard §tr e Pagses was not hailed with that frantic | : S e o abandonment appeals,
i aarity s 'I‘Lh’eafre’a.'tu-r: lf“t’hdmlness;'the vulgar, M¥. Ross -makes-cloaky: made:ashoera: odsd bl Salomgl’l’ss' ag enthusiasm usually demanded by that ? i?mphatlcally norti(i)ne to place in the hands of the Young Person R[ ;
{,m&bﬁd' net.) of a queer pioeoe i;sinlt;:r;?ll:lztﬁggé?; nl;)thing else, though there have been attemptsin England to dimix?irslh | zgc;:nsm ffggs;lﬁ; y ’l‘i}"le Osf?]r' Wilde's ‘ : e — : T BUNE’ NOVEMBER ] 29 19‘”;.
] y the late Aubrey Beardsley. - Si : 1 the composer’s debt to the dramatist. In Engle Jdbh ; Mas ot with general disapproval, : - - : y B
4 = they have the dsley. - Sixteen in number, fth e 24 . ‘England the performances Many years ago I was present at a din () W erald : o ho, S v
4 ? same quality of combined attractive. of the play have been but two. It was forbidden, z N 2 Hoh: “as 54 g ¢ Hel 9 o “r > - - : |
i Of nff}wd repulsiveness as the play itself.a s by the.Censor when, Mme. Bernhardt, forer\lvl?;;“i\:lii';;nzwlerx}lt?:;‘ ::/o‘xt'r.})'inltimgnKg‘-:*fiatax?((lllit)‘lg}{ibf(li(:lmlll ;)Iysters - o it \ Al)PrdLL" l ' ee g [ ress' 5. ‘ LYRICS OF LOVE' |
i s - — proposed to play it in French in London: since then it has been quite sure whether they were l'gflUY rrrllet::ﬁt " Py Oscer Wilde: - Digwiogs by “To a N : 2 i e {
| (;' b 135 played by the New Stage Club in-May 1905, and again, by the as a delicacy, or whether it was a practical Bbrey Beardsley. 10s 6d nef. (London : | 0 a Nun Confessed,” by Irene Osgtod Songs to Desideria, and Other Poems.” By | %
1 si A ‘ ) e. ng,‘ ; Literary Theatre Club in 1906. Mr. Ross’s note contains one or two joke on t}\vuigart of our host, Something hn Lane. ’ ‘ (London : Sisley’s, Ld.).—“He sent me great the Hon. BStephen Coleridge. I:ondony- e
L ¢ jd e~ L = interesting quotations from the author’s letters and conversation ; one of the slmnc idea entered my mind when 1 L reface to Oscar Wilde's play says so much branches of almond blosscms to-day,” says John Lane. 3s. 6d. net. don ;
h 2 bl L bALOLIE.. . : froi})l a Iettpi'1 Ii.e‘mg most characteristic; when the play was pl‘t>d,uccd :;?)‘:ficutl};layfth;ﬂ:&&cq t_Gf] Browning’s jhe poor reviewer is bound hand and foot. the married lady confessing to her dear friend {
1 | Mr. John Lane has published in a beauti- in lgr;s with great success, the author wrote from.prison: “I wish I Otia S 8E ot ho“,(,‘fmf”fsja_w ask Tuesday, ding to a quoted remark of the author; the nun about, another woman’s husband. All lovers of poetry will be grateful for Mr e
fully-decorated cover, reprodu e il could feel more pleasure, but I seem dead to all ox A : » was worth all the ¢ : g “ st, ¢ (Both the 1 z Steph idoe’ : »
4 { tH deagn the En lishy s 1 t(.:".mg Eeolt > of anguish and despair. ; Try and see whateImono*nS 5 e ?)dcnﬁ‘(p G Me o dpd it Mg i Qi e bimats’ S5 o th'e g fi h e e I earig e Soleridge’s. volume. Dainty and .
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¥ as | Aubrey Bea,rdsleyz Wos diade ‘who. wi the common English opinion : those who admire the play will excursion.. Nothi b BEL 0L AT fing unction which probably thousan o = 7 o8 1L Wo. are e In genuine human sympathy, these lyrics- ¥
; i B % . sh to = AL R ToY, e the play will be glad M othing could have excel : : earnest. My whol ; # Y yrics- betra { -
a | Q { pt . |possess the play in English, and the much- :g E_a‘i:;lj bbgllllt‘iflil‘lhbdcl;'l;)'n“«tholse who do not will not be persuailed f{}iler ;igaihcap,y with which she managedc tﬁg # hav%vleﬂdwteohg\lz:\os:?;u:c{l ?1!;1 d?x(il;l.erzil“i!xye into ﬂorv?'e'r Whg’n“i geecg:giigti‘;ﬁwintg }]?ufmli the hand of a craftsman in verse, They "ﬂ'z ]
e | oY | wi \eriticised designs, the present volume Wi 3 e ey e g tlxi‘is?"iviﬁ‘)a‘;{tsi‘;;i S i Sehimh for the 4rsies e sclf is really engrossing, and Salome: - eround my body and atmosphere b s for the most part the embodiments of a single i
} of " || ! E | 1 lif lgive complete gratification. It is prefaced attacks on an extraordinarily beautiful, if unwholesome ;nggo};:tils‘?d | the most difficult situations ever devisgd 2 egtlv ‘i:a;wx;e‘?;?r:cterﬁ‘\xtigSl;::'ni;dt‘: ﬁix Of a dream-caress. I saw and understood e Mr C()‘lendge shares that passion for i
d LI | by Mr. Robert Ross’s comments on e did ot realise that the last word of criticism had I s txlh u}Kn t%w stage. ¢ : fin anc v:i:th gn humil?ii." e nth ] his gift of love. There was a message in Nature which is characteristic of all true |
jinf i : ception accorded to the work by stiff-necked iglhylstrator. We know of no more cruel, more fiendish commel};t ols Le;;hr‘ciaeris ia&'zf’»‘;"!ﬁgh M‘ltsﬁ Mercedes ysilly, and, like Herodias, a very natural, | each petal, turning my presaic life to roseate, poets, but in his case Nature is subservient ‘l i he
@ j ba English critics ; his rather unnecessary in- v‘ﬁorfzc th}an.ASb;eysBef;.raisley sdr‘awmgs. Justbecause he understood submit her talents to tixg ‘i‘l:l]nb?tilgcth t‘; je-minded, ‘{“‘}t'}ervof'fa.cp ‘gor}r’lan, we h;vg‘ hrgmnous. exaltation. He is Pomjng to call to humanity. It is the human drama. th ! 1
i } j‘ : sistence on the Furopean fame of Salomé’” ; where others did not, because he saw to the full the beauty of what this. city, to quote one of th iRt o Herod. ‘“ridiculous with his peacocks. this evening, and I hope he will not be lon loves, hat < : , the |
g 8 fol ' and his quotation of Wilde’s letter to the others thought at least merely foolish, his sympathetic mind was able critics, “ what was not doull “?aepgir;cxpzﬁ Bmitations nilghemrﬁhmk g:fm?eif:r%i?gmnpni in coming. We will dream the same deai that S s despalrs of men and women | I
lat “Times,” and of another written Fram! g) surtxll up )t'h?t fafulss andfner_ns of the work and to express at the same :i“g: ,,and what was not disgustingglvlvsas d wb:haiz.‘mlvlie:::;‘lirfgiﬁs amner would ~dream, There is a new moon sailing in the ; .‘_% move him most profoundly. Above all ! |
se Reading which shows a natural desire for the ornd]fna;i b%&iftll(l)ce Ll(;fﬂ.rtlbt ltx;msdeh. In all'art there is no more extra- “T{‘é %o which remark I.can only add ridicnlous in the world of fact: but with splendour of the sun-kissed sky. I wish it is the old, elemental passion of Love, the | i
tic praise of French experts. Mr. Ross is faith- infernal witbo(f the dm(\:voi?;gsmrc;locfs Iftbtt)trxamm agd criticism ; the Lei l?r’s‘neolr'ih t&ﬁg}}}; “:VleOrrY fot‘ Miss \ dream-world H('f his playsd it 1s per- that he and T might reach it, and be wafted | love of a man for a maid, that is the burden | i
: : x 3 2 & aw < e ver L ki | , : n ven . y iy 18 es Al TINCesses Y ; : 4 i
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Vng n:g e qu(?lgje. 'bhe ﬁu 18 '% ls loss to her financially. : | s characters talk_the mystic speech in  EVEIY tree and’ breeze and honey-throated Fashions change, but human nature re- <
g:()i ;la?s e ig edition with all possible care = Hld of raw reality. His Jews are perfect in b‘{fihsmégs or chants ecstatic symphonies of mains very much the same, in spite of all H
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19 ; (/ 5 \ o could scarcelgobe aurpassed for simi-. Veﬁh_ﬂthmflgilhwe have 1ru.n on” the para . of dhls De‘Sld}(;l'la as—five hundred years ago
, = s - : ot > - : . ! by and vividness. So also in respect to graphing of the original, we invite our and more—the troubadours sang in rondel
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OSCAR WILDE'S «SALOME.” S flar ,R oot trflgedy PO .: Bizarre in all respects is “Salome : A Tragedy in One rtel,]l'l;.sl ?:tigsetrg:iﬁgyolfs Yﬁ;k;nb:siitclﬁtrﬁ them, we have made considerable demands lack little, indeed, save the rhyme:— > s |
2 - which Mr. JO?‘“ ]?.ane' publishes g text wi h Act,” translated from the French of Oscar Wilde, with Jo grimly real. . As o0 Aubray Beardsley's On what polite correspondents are pleased | Soon we shall meet, and then will ' T 111
o e the extraordinarily irrelevant illustrations sixteen illustrations by Aubrey Beardsley (Lane, 10s. frations, it is too late in the day to deal with 1o term our valuable space. But guotation | Sense of your preSEJ’Jce, o %g thecgme to m?; f
B-the Sk of AmERE o \by Aubrey Beardsley (pp. xviii. 66, 10s. 6d. 6d. net). In his prefatory note, Mr. Robert Ross Their designer occupies a place apartin  is really the best way of giving a fair indica- Wikt a0 desive: 29 Hitle plaanmd - oY T
Philistinism, one must protest agal k- the !n‘et) has been mucdh acted in nearly every 15?1,3: Oilvm};a’ . m:fe i ot i el Ofthperfeml;n'{nﬁx i p;go- tion of the stylo of the book. “He (Mr Sparkling his ‘passioniess eye, close nestling i
i 3 ilde’ 1 Rt 2 = * 1 Wi wherever e lish la 3 { ¥ grow rapturous over them, while the avera; € ; 3 : . warm S
repubhca?,lon. of Oscar Wilde s d%'alma | country of Europe, except England, since spolen’ - Iot playi‘nshf;e sunct,a};ua.gae is ]1:;: ’, DUl wonder at theie perverse in: Savage) gamhid me in his arms to the cot- In rapturous couch where I adventure not *
“Qalome,” with Aubrey Beardsley's {1 us-  Sarah Bernhardt produced it in 1893. Mr. history. Wribten in French in 1892, it wasp%jnufun' ity, and puzzle over the meaning of that “‘odd tage. n his arms, Mar,y:. For several Will mock me with each tender taken breath; :
trations. When the play was first written'  Robert Ross, who writes an introductory note rehearsal by Madame Bernhards ab the Palace Theatre | ent; a,r:h in fwmch .there o bﬁ;oluz?gftl;e days I waswf 1111 w1§ht_fefveg', a{gflx)e my {lz&erves were %g(:tgcihau St vel at téhhlf gllon'es given 3 i
= 3 % 3 » 3 : h : SELERAT FoR a3 : s, as the pre! ace, With questl n s in an awiul condition. 23 3 s and stones, while 3 3 ¥
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a storm a'il;nfsgi:ge cntslc& BE;renr;m rd(: ‘by any English writer except Shakspere,”’ %‘v‘;m, in Pans:’wu,h Lina Mtntz in the title T;}ie bzlc}etlhfﬁk‘zim:e;n??ﬁ:;gsfx}l]g;!s‘ifeégent?; Sa.yage is the cause. I read all the loath- A-gd Wﬁ{lioi?(}oginggg?; lgyalgv?ildhg;odf?ne! §
statement that Madame Bara 6 which is quite credible, though we have not Alf:er(li Samme was translated into English by Lord ieature of life which is cruelly ugly. But some details in an English newspaper.”. “He Ah, most Adorable! the Saints in Heaven P
had accepted it and put it in full rehearsal the figures by us. It also, of course, sup- it _f“_‘o’lasa the illustrator, Aubrey Beardsley, Fand illustrations together make up a remark-  gave a strange moan of ecstasy, kissing my goeed not the benediction of your eyes i 5
§ did not allay the objections to the drama;  plies the words of Strauss’s opera, which it t‘\'?f;e.,’ avh({s\?:‘}?’sfo‘ie Cﬁbth?‘i&k’quy heaped on . book. S e ey hair again and again, until it was all in a £ AIen;lI(l)cthexalinll[g;ha?(i tI];e ]iong nights and days .
' and these were confirmed when the Censor suggested. Hardly any modern English Literary Theatre Chf"l:, this \;e::;' gﬁé 190!‘5{ i i tangle.” Mr Savage is a playwright, obvi- ¢ All the sweet redsons o Igycfé:gg;e 1418
prohibited its production. The translation play, if any, has had so brilliant a career, ‘of “Salome,” each evoking,  according gf’ ﬁrrn’?&";“ { ously modelled on Oscar Wilde ; in fact the Till you look down with pity Wherey I lie. !
! i $rom the Fremch, made by Lord Alfred  though in England itself its performance has “ an ebullition of rancour and deliberate misre'prese. ) E scene where Mr Savage is .iomagmed as com- The second part of Mr. Coleridge’ : 5
\ . “ Douglas, and jssued with Beardsley’s illus- b.een always» 1nterd1ct-ed by the queer offi- tation on che part of the dramatic crities.” Yet the E!y Ch PO ° l n}g in front of the footé]lghns smoking a ittt Gloee ahd x. ‘ge' ge's book is { ) ._
* trations, showed so completely the utter cial regulation tabooing plays on Biblical drama has become for five years past’ “part of the ‘ S el nicice. cigarette at the end of a “premiere” and ex- ‘ridge has experimented in e i
Sty of he diogue that again the ez and not uboig ek DA 8 Blliod sweso i b i T s E AUTHOR IN- LONDON. bt e s b toappised s las. s &5 Forse, anl 1 Sach with puocess bus the thee |
crities protest enouncing ‘ X : of the Cross,” to which “Salome " et s ) , and | ,and ib 2 " ] e g0 ste to applaud s play, 1S ex- remains the same. It i : : :
and pictures. Novortheless, in the new i3 as Hyperion to a satyr. It does not, to our 11]‘15 béen. $ranslated”into every European language. 4 *  actly similar to an incident related ‘of the | ardent, and im eul iy Fribute, glowing, '
adition, put forth by Robert Ross, it is thinking, show its writer’s genius at his best; e of‘.‘é"f"“"l  popularity ls“not difficult to ander- BARY LONDO poet by Mr Sherard, his biographer. This ' ‘of English girlhgodm"::["hto the frefh beauty !
1on, i A R i alome ” is a marv 1 verf i ; Lo N, by Elste M. b . . o L ! r . € anxious i |
Ctated that ©‘Salome’ has made the the beauty of the endless strings of similes = terrible in its elemental m:ﬁ;}‘;;ﬁg’:{?ﬁ? play fon by G. K. Chmzm’ :l: 11:&3‘?:&:3};;: 1&: story 1s written m”_prettlly-balanoed Eng- the lover during a period of enforce(:ingéng o !
author’s name a household word wherever in which the chief characters—except the ¢ s W keI odnn. WerneE Ta m_ie" i lish, but its absurdities are self-evident. It tion is admirably expressed in thi Il’) A
the English language is not spoken.” It highly literal Herodias—indirectly paint their ; ; e : . Bs W. H. Ch ! seems a pity that the frail but intense lady Iyriei—= s brief g
is also affirmed that the drama “is per- ~ownl souls seems to wus sometimes over- j b TN SR, who would “die of a rose in aromatic pain” iRy el b U it V&
formed regularly or intermittently i laboured; the imitations of Maeterlinck’s . ; , . aris,” said Mr. Henry James, “is divine, should be written off as a suicide by motor Awaits the sulile rgtugﬁglt vcva;ve . |
Holland, Sweden, Italy, France, and methods—the naive verbal echoes in dialogue Pall Mall Gazette, 230d~ London is adorable”  He would have _gar. It is breaking a butterfly on the wheel. The rusiling ser i e {1
Russia, and it has been translated into a}nddshe effort to fill the stage with vague, | z S }‘ al:] the word “ divine,” but fierce London e o i : %Vv%azts (ﬁle.crimson Eastern bars;
. 3 # = - S } S . By o 2 en Gloria is gone I 1 '
| oy iompean Tengage Toculing the  (hnddonng, pecnimenphe o S8 THE ENGLISH MAETERLINCK * | e e - Sed e el T
: ; i : b le d. - > g g ¥e | e entence as only an author i : :
i the translators might have been hbetter Tness. At the same time “Salome” is a very | We welcome this reprint of one of Mr. Wilde’s best works, a pleaﬁ_ant‘\ L Ho would scarcely have sai-}(,l Setp L“h V\W\j 3 Mal . 'The earlier poems in the volume cover a
employed. No doubt it is true that’' Dr beautiful thing. It was written in French, relief after the stream of foolish, sen}xmental books that has been gushiog Bleraty London was adorabl f, (i 2 fnde field. TIn the lyric on Oscar Wilde’s
i Richard Strauss has set the drame to and is here translated into English—we are!, out since the issue of ** De Profundis.”” As an acting play the merits of Bhdcs Sics ierive 3010, 10T 6.1 6Ok ; s -« ‘De Profundis’’ there is a note of wistful
' music; but composers have ever been not told by whom; the English is good, but| ‘ Salome” have long been, recognised on the Continent,  particularly it B .bones eyes to brass|  POPULARITY OF “SALOME.” 1 pity that is constantly recurring throughout |
‘ notoriously bad judges of literature. Thie here and there a Gallicism remains, like the| Bavaria; and its importance hasy_beer’] enhanced by the cperatic .versrorlh' | * B i dee i; “;5‘;3“ ed stones on pave- | ««Salome’ has made the author’s name a | ﬁkile b901fi. The first two songs of Sir Thomas |
drama, regarded as a literary work, may initial “but” in Salome’s first speech, on p. Richard Strauss. In it Oscar Wilde's Irish capacity for improving on I e b not, by some freak of M"S-[ lousehold word wherever the English ore’s fool are conceived in a spirit of merri-
: be described as consisting of weak imita- 18. There are several misprints. I Mr. models is, perhaps, at its height ; and there are those who prefer the }.“gh'. ; opography, estend to Twickenham and anguage is not spoken.” So writes Mr. n]lieh[g' which gives place to t . in the
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