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Ross, printed in this edition of Oscar Wilde's works, the author u.i

| Wilde'’ s, life and works. With his life we are not here directly cone
| cerned. © We would only say this : that we trust this collected editi

| volume of 1881 (here reprinted with the subsequent poetical works of f

0

IN CARCERE ET VIN'CULIS.‘

‘ Epistola : in Carcere et Vinculis.”” So in a letter to Mr. Robe

the book renamed ‘‘ De Profundis ’’ speaks of that sad and astonish.f
ing piece of writing. It is a pity, to our mind, that Mr. Ross did notf
adopt Wilde’s suggestion and name the book with the frank’ ‘words!
that head this article. As a title they obviously suit the self-possess i
genius of the work far better than the somewhat unreal ‘‘ De Pm.,_ L
fundis.”” We do not wish to deny that Wilde went down into thet |
depths ; but while he was there, he was silent or inarticulate ; speec“, i
came when he was struggling to the top again, and with speech thg @
old conceit, the old insatiable intellectual cur;osxty, the old pride wh;cg |
his experience diverted but never broke.  Nor is it altogether fancg £
that would make ‘‘ In Carcere et Vinculis >’ a suitable motto fo?

of his writings will take attention away from the man to his books"f

How, firstly, as applied to Wilde's writings, can we justify the}
legend ‘“ In Carcere et Vinculis ’’? Let us recall the circumstancesf
of his early poetical work.  The Newdigate prize poem and thef

the author) are perhaps the least valuable of Wilde’s writings. The ;
verses of ‘that early time are little more than echoes of better, and
better-known, poets. Even the beautiful ‘‘ Requiescat ’’ recalls
Matthew Arnold ; the Swinburnian sonnets are spoiled by such
lamentable endings as ‘‘ God knows it—I am with them in some!§
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measure is ri educate theg
nation. Or, j Pall Mall Gazette COUTS'G, than £
teetotal intemperamo—cwa ol T ST e e thing at' i
source, as you declare, and you procccd to hit the millionaire masher of &
malt shops “ini his tenderest and most vulnerable place. The millionaire
masher, however, in-these days, is merely the figure-head of a concatena-
tion of shareholdcrs, every shareholder representing another series of con--&
catenations.  You set every man and woman of them against vour &
measure, and, in the name of temperance, you wondeg why. For it never
occurs to you to wonder what else you could expect.
The Punch drama of the streets, with the p(‘t’l]\”&t(‘fl(‘ theatre, has, I
observe, gone the way of many other excellent institutions; it has pretty}
well been improved off the London landse: ape, and, in
\‘\ f my walks abroad, I pass many an old * pitch,”’ where
the show was wont to do good business; and where
I have nmn\, a time and oft been amongst the assistance. _I¥¢ Always
appealed to me, ‘that show. It was just what an cntertainment of the
stage, and just what Lady Mary said a letter ought to be—*‘short, clear, and
surprising.” The stage Just suited it. A bigger stage would have damaged
the illusion, sp(nlt the intimity of the (udﬂ‘(l pl’l\, <md ruined the effect of‘
the catapultic exits and entrances on w hich the play so great depends. |
Coming from another Punch’s show the other evening, 1 was |
sinclined to wish that the exiguity of stage accommodation which |
obtains where this show comes from had mntmued to obtain~for it on its
temporary transfer to our metropolis. No doubt, the conditions which
made such a transfer possible have to be considered ; but, still, the smaller &
the space from which a shock is.administered the more convincing is the
administration. = However, there were the shocks, and there was a British
public that took them to the best of its ability. ~ You might, indeed, have
been inclined to fancy that there is room and verge enough-—which %s\
- who should say pubhc enough-—for a Punch’s show of this calibs
don town, Evyer o by ‘Ciurns,”’ nd no h o long, ha
\of l 13is: A ! G
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h things ”’; and the longer, sen'suou}s poems are not a little tiring.
 Yet the book sold as few modern books of verse sell ; and young
- persons insufficiently acquainted with Rossetti and Swinburne, Verlaine
'~ and Baudelaire, may be yet found to acclaim its splendours. - What i
. the explanation? Simply that the book was really an advertisement.
We do not mean that Wilde was not genuinely moved to write verse ;
but that the passion to write verse was far inferior to his passion for
‘being known, and for reforming the art-world. ~Odd as it may sound,
Wilde's real role at this time was that of a reformer ; how his efforts
were received we can see from the pages of ‘‘ Punch? or from
- Patience.”  How hi§ efforts siicceeded may be told by any one who
| can compare, in his mind’s eye, house decorations of the seventies apd !
~ house decorations of to-day. This passion for reforming never quite
deserted Wilde, at any rate till his imprisonment ; and we get one of
its most brilliant manifestations in the essay on  The Soul of Man
‘under Socialism,’”’ here reprinted as an appendix to ‘‘ Intentiongul#
Of course we do not deny that at times Wilde in his art does break out:
| of the prison-house of ‘‘ writing with a purpose ”’ ; and when he does
so he achieves his best work, the work we may regard as typical. But
even when he is out of his prison, he still sometimes keeps his chains,
and very beautiful chains they are, at any rate in the fairy-stories
which he wrote for children. Ewven if this edition does nothing more
than to bring new readers to ‘* The House of Pomegranates ’ and
*‘ The Happy Prince ’’ it will justify its existence ; here in one volume
are the best fairy-stories of their kind since Hans Andersen. And we
hope this volume will soon be purchasable separately and at a lower
| price. Apart from the fairy-stories Wilde’s best and most charac-
teristic work is to be found in ‘‘ The Sphinx,’”” ¢ The Picture of
Dorian Gray ” (which is to be issued uniform with this edition),
*“ The Importance of Being Earnest,”” ‘‘Salomé,” and *‘‘ The
Ballad of Reading Gapl.”” What claims have these books on the
lover of English literature, and what chance have they of survival?
Wilde is perhaps the supreme English example of the second-
{ class artist ; the man who has little originality, but who never:
| borrows without improving, or without adding something individual-
| = and rare and distinctive.  In ‘¢ The Sphinx ’’ he came as near being
| “original as he ever did; but we cannot forget Flaubert’s ¢ Tenta-
| wtion de St. Antoine,” while we admire the extraordinary felicity with
| which Wilde first makes his mosaic and then picks out his mosaic with
| ]evw.als. The poem is hard and rhetorical no doubt; but it is an
| achievement in a class which may not be the highest, yet is a legiti-
| - mate class of verse. § ‘‘ The Picture of Dorian Gray,’’ while techni-
cally a poor novel, is an endless treasure-house of clever epigram,
beautiful phrase, and ingenious thought—a treasure-house that Wilde
. himself rifled for his plays. Of these the chief place must be given
| to * The Importance of Being Earnest.” Its sheer irresponsibility,
its wonderful wit, its distorted logic all remind one that there was an
Irish d{amatist before Mr. Bernard Shaw ; and that if Wilde owed
something to *‘ The Palace of Truth,”” Mr. Shaw’s ‘‘ You Never Can
Tell ™ is in the trife succession from Wilde’s play. ‘ Salomé,”
though it has been absurdly overpraised—we are nof sure that *“ The
Florentine Tragedy,”” were it complete, would not prove the better
play—once more shows Wilde's amazing  geni {gtis more than
talent) for imitative work. Here is a Maeterlincl play, carried to a
pointeof actuality which Maeterlinck himself never attained (nor
sought for) till later. In spite of its clumsy, theatrical ending the

Play is a brilliant tour de e.  There 1 s ‘“The Ballad of Read-
ing Gaol.” W@%ﬁé#@%ﬂmg rgfyr})?g%fxyity “%P put this at the
head of Wilde’s work. It Ras a greater sincerity than ‘‘ De Pro-
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- Globe.

On Thursday and Friday, Messrs. Hodgson
will sell a collection of books from various
| | sources, comprising Boydell’s Shakespeare
| | Gallery, and other folio fine art books, orni-
i tholoc'lcal works. rare first editions by Keats|
T | and “others, library editions by Scott,
- ThackeragisselonmnansUniv {
! thors, also a few a
al documents.
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i i . ionifi E - A short but. very sympathevic
THE voice of sorrow is always full of sxgn.lhcance,‘ whetl}er . The Duchess of pPadua. By Oscar wilde. exposition of Thomas Hatde's 'p“sx'imism: an admirable,
the note be one of pure regret, or whether it be mixed with ¢ : SN i s Additi 1 Matter. %, e TR “ire of Oscar Wilde. ¢ with his brilliant
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in taking his revenge, and meantime enters the service of
the Duke. In the second act, we find love growing
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SINCERE*
.pigniﬁcmoe, whethar

regret,
, _ pdm_lid di , and, worst sting of
l, with the mbra; ofwmmlghthaveheonanicm
be no q . Oscar W}lﬁ!’! “ De Profundis ” is such a
voice, and with the same writer’s “ ‘Ballad of Reading Gaol ”’
is an expression of anguish endured by an unusually se
sitive ﬁatnre, made to suffer sluml cverythxg& short 3

bnuhfully written, musical and so mels

| Pr
at it is hard to imagine a more delicate and y ~ to the P“

1 exubemnoe 11
| is
. the play i f Tﬁ‘

- its greatest masters.

—— In the present sumptuous edition of Mr. Wilde's works
~ which lies before us some passages excluded from the earliex
edition of “De Profundis” have been added to the text.
They have no great artistic worth, but they do something
to fix the moral value of the entire work. They show that
this: man of genius without character set himself too high
in the world of art and letters. In “ that beautiful unreal
'world,” nhnenﬂod he mself “a king.” He
| s of men and the
en the drama, “ made it g
. s the lyric or sonmet,” |
3 4 mdened 1ts rnngo and enriched its
E charactenu‘ﬁh, .ethat he had “awakened the imagination of |
F | his oentuyy, and “ summed up all systems™n a phrase and k.
‘all existence in an epigram.” He compares himself with
Byron, who shook a world where he influenced a coterie,
iow-ning slight affinity with the large, general movement of
" thought and feeling.

- We must take this pathetic egoism for what it
is worth. As a creative artut, in spite of his
~wit and feeling, his intimate sense of beauty, and his gift .

‘of style, Wilde was as inferior to contemporaries or pre-
~ decessors of the sesthetic school like Rushn, Burne-Jones,
and William Morris as he was lacking in the power of dis-
i ~and self-control, the capacity for prolonged, con-
secutive labour, which test the character. aud determine
]theaehicmmtofthe art-worker of all ages. In long in- |
tervals of his life, which preceded its disastrous close, he :
‘was, as he oonfdssu “a flineur, a ghndy, and a man of
fashion,” snrron g himself with smaller natures and
meaner minds until he declined to the bno. His contribu-
tions to the drama were full of wit and artifice; but, with

o

Of the ex’brem%

~ the exception of the beautiful dramatic poem, “Salomé,”

~ they added nothing to its forms, and, in a period of abun- ¢ De Profundis %

- dant and varied growth, were singularly bare both of ideas 2 d on 100k1ng tl
and of characters. His poetic gift was much rarer, and anom § ad
(it displayed itself even less freely in verse than in the Iﬁzm %::ﬂ t] -

rich and mehncholy cadence of this astonishing prose-poem,
- written in the prison cell, where each sight and sound re-
‘pelled his fastidious sense, and brought back to him the
‘irrevocable horror of his fall. It says something for the
pmmtmofthem\piﬁtththoeouldmtesog
mdarfully, even when one cannot be sure that he was
Aqmte capable of the emotion he seemed to express. Yet
‘it canmot with fairness be said that “ De Profundis” is a
mere pose, or that the touching recourse of this
‘weak and much erring man to the speech and personality
‘of Jesus was not a veritable impulse of the heart. For,
stnngs as it may seem, many saints .of the Ghriltun
Charch have written less fly of its Founder and his

. : written. m.«,
P ses ow dawn of light in the

soul, a dim recovery from despau' and hatred of his kind—
_the hatred which turns prisoners’ hearts to stone.  The
end was not destined to be achieved ; the human material
‘was probably too slight to attain a purpose that could hlrly
be called heroic. He remained, as he said, ¢ anfinomian” ;
reason, moraln everyday religion, did not appea.l to lnm. !
is unfulfilled ﬂilgnmnge Wilde fell upon the study

not of very gl
characteristic pa
Robert Ross fro:
They are mbereﬁ
of the man in pn
 itself. M an

very basis
b of the na the artist—

same a

ind  flame-like magmatmn ‘He wanted

sympathy, and he found it. Christ’s “ morality is all sym-
pathy—just what morality should be.” “His justice is all
poetical justice—exactly what justice should be.” “ For him
‘there were no laws ; there were exceptions merely.” “There
.were Christians before Christ,”” he said, wittily. . . .
“The unfortunate thing is that there have been none since ”’

 —except St. Francis. “He does not really teach one any-
thing, but by being brought lmhn preuence, one becomes

something.”
“His mm&m to be as exqumte as the coming
of Spring, and q ‘natural. I see no difficulty in believing

that such was the charm of his ‘personality, that his mere
m,ouﬁ!btmg peace to souls in anguish, and that those

‘who touched his garments or his ‘hands forgot their pain; or
at as he passed by on thehxghwayofhiepoople who had seen
‘not] of life’s i , and others who had ™
een deaf to.ewg voice -but that of., leasure heard for the first

lute’ mthu.m'lpuliens&ﬂut approach, and men whose
unmgma.hve eqhdbeonbwt;modeofdaath rose
:t were from the grave when he called them; or that when he
ta.ught on the hillside the multitude forgot their hunger and
thirst and the cares of this world, and that to his friends who
listened to him as he sat at meat the coarse food seemed deli-
- cate, and the water had the taste of good wine, and.the whole
house became full of the odour and sweetness of nard.”

Beyond this touching sentimentalism, close to the atti-
tude of the adoring saint, and yet divided fom it by a cer-
~ tain self-consciou fastldmnsnen of feeling and expression,
z : want of moral integrity and simplicity,

. He looked vayely for the fortification
aigy,,as to the healing

Socxety, as we have cons ituted zt wxll have no p]me for
me, has none to offer; but Nature, whose sweet rains fall on
unjust and just alike, will have clefts in the rocks where I may
hide, and secret valleys in whose silence I may weep undis-
turbed. She will hang the night with stars so that I may walk
abroad in the darkness without stumbling, and send the wind
over my footprints so that none may track me to my hurt;
she will cleanse me in great waten and with bitter herbs
make me whole.”

But Nature could not heal h1m for he could not heal
himaelf he desired rather to be wept over and consoled.
o so sick a ul the mighty Mother could only say, lusisti
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A STUDY IN THE HALF SINCERE.*

THE voice of sorrow is always full of significance, whether
the note be one of pure regret, or whether it be mixed with
shame, physical pain and discomfort, and, worst sting of
all, with the remembrance of what might have been and can
be no more. Mr. Oscar Wilde’s “ De Profundis” is such a
voice, and with the same writer’s “ Ballad of Reading Gaol "’
is an expression of anguish endured by an unusually sen-
sitive mature, made to suffer almost everything, short of
physical torture, that man, with a good or an evil end, can
inflict on his fellows. Neither work is quite original or |
quite sincere ; both are as original and as sincere as it was
in Wilde's nature to be. Both, again, are extremely
eloquent, and there are, in particular, passages in the “ De
Profundis ” so beautifully written, so musical and so melan-
choly, that it is hard to imagine a more delicate and yet
unforced usage of the English tongue, even at the hands of
its greatest masters.

In the present sumptuous edition of Mr. Wilde's works
which lies before us some passages excluded from the earliex
edition of “De Profundis’’ have been added to the text.
They have no great artistic worth, but they do something
to fix the moral value of the entire work. They show that
this: man of genius without character set himself too high
in the world of art and letters. In “ that beautiful unreal
world,”” as he called it, he imagined himself “ a king.”” He
thought that he had “altered the minds of men and the
colour of things,” that he had taken the drama, * made it
as personal a'mode of expression as the lyric or sonmet,” |
and at the samétime “ widened its range and enriched its ‘
characterisation,” that he had “ awakened the imagination of
his century,” and “ summed up all systems®n a phrase and
all existence in an epigram.” He compares himself with
Byron, who shook a world where he influenced a coterie,
owning slight affinity with the large, general movement of
thought and feeling.

We must take this pathetic egoism for what it
is worth. As a creative artist, in spite of his
wit and feeling, his intimate sense of beauty, and his gift
of style, Wilde was as inferior to contemporaries or pre-
decessors of the sesthetic school like Ruskin, Burne-Jones,
and William Morris as he was lacking in the power of dis-
cipline and self-control, the capacity for prolonged, con-
secutive labour, which test the character. and determine
the achievement of the art-worker of all ages. In long in-
tervals of his life, which preceded its disastrous close, he
was, as he confesses, “a flineur, a dandy, and a man of
fashion,” surrounding himself with smaller natures and
meaner minds until he declined to the base. His contribu-
tions to the drama were full of wit and artifice; but, with
the exception of the beautiful dramatic poem, ‘Salomé,”
they added nothing to its forms, and, in a period of abun-
dant and varied growth, were singularly bare both of ideas
and of characters. His poetic gift was much rarer, and
it displayed itself even less freely in verse than in the
rich and ‘melancholy cadence of this astonishing prose-poem,
written in the prison cell, where each sight and sound re-
pelled his fastidious sense, and brought back to him the
irrevocable horror of his fall. It says something for the
persistence of the artistic 'spirit that he could write so
wonderfully, even when one cannot be sure that he was
quite capable of the emotion he seemed to express. Yet
it canmot with fairness be said that “ De Profundis” is a
mere pose, or that the touching recourse of this
weak and much erring man to the speech and personality
of Jesus was not a veritable impulse of the heart. For,
strange as it may seem, many saints .of the Christian
Church have written less feelingly of its Founder and his

— spirit than Mr. Oscar Wilde has written. His “De ~—
Profundis ” professes to trace a slow dawn of light in the |
soul, a dim recovery from despair and hatred of his kind— |
the hatred which turns prisoners’ hearts to stone. The
end was not destined to be achieved; the human material
was probably too slight to attain a purpose that could fairly
be called heroic. He remained, as he said, ‘ anfinomian”’ ;
reason, morals, everyday religion, did not appeal to him.
But in this unfulfilled pilgrimage Wilde fell upon the study
of the four Gospels, and found that they opened to him the
other side—mot “the sunlit side”—of the garden of life,
and yet satisfied his @sthetic consciousness. He found in
Christ thegimage of artistighperfection. * very basis-oa
his natu s the same a t of the nat f the artist—
an inten nd flame-like imagination.” 'He wanted
sympathy, and he found it. Christ’s “ morality is all sym-
pathy—just what morality should be.” *“His justice is all
poetical justice—exactly what justice should be.” “ Forhim
there were no laws ; there were exceptions merely.”” There
were Christians before Christ,”” he said, wittily, . . .
“ The unfortunate thing is that there have been none since ”

—except St. Francis. “He does not really teach one any-
thing, but by being brought into his presence, one becomes
something.” :

““ His miracles seem to me to be as exquisite as the coming
of Spring, and quite as natural. I see no difficulty in believing
that such was the charm of his personality, that his mere
presence could bring peace to souls in anguish, and that those
who touched his garments or his hands forgot their pain; or
that as he passed by on the highway of life people who had seen

«. . nothing of life’s mystery saw it clearly, and others who had~
been deaf to every voice but that of pleasure heard for the first
time the voice of love and found it as ‘musical as Apollo’s
lute’; or that evil passions fled at his approach, and men whose
dull unimaginative lives had been but a mode of death rose
as it were from the grave when he called them; or that when he
taught on the hillside the multitude forgot their hunger and
thirst and the cares of this world, and that to his friends who
listened to him as he sat at meat the coarse food seemed deli-
cate, and the water had the taste of good wine, and.the whole
house became full of the odour and sweetness of nard.”

Beyond this touching sentimentalism, close to the atti-
tude of the adoring saint, and yet divided ffom it by a cer-
tain self-conscious fastidiousness of feeling and expression,
and an inevitable want of moral integrity and simplicity,
Oscar Wilde did not go.. He looked vaguely for the fortification
of his spirit, not so much to Christianity, as to the healing
processes of Nature:—

“ Society, as we have constituted it, will have no place for
me, has none to offer; but Nature, whose sweet rains fall on
unjust and just alike, will have clefts in the rocks where I may
hide, and secret valleys in whose silence I may weep undis-
turbed. She will hang the night with stars so that I may walk
abroad in the darkness without stumbling, and send the wind
over my footprints so that none may track me to my hurt;
she will cleanse me in great waters, and with bitter herbs
make me whole.”

But Nature could not heal him, for he could not heal
himself ; he desired rather to be wept over and consoled.
To so sick a soul the mighty Mother could only say, “lusisti

satis,” and oneg el dlmdls UiNerdiy Listaises




—MR, OSCAR "WILDE'S —
WORKS.

“Corvecrep  Works or  Oscar  WiLpr.?
Uniform  Edition, - First Eleven Volumes,

I (Methuen.) ey :
Tor some years past the works of Mr. Oscart
Wilde have attracted considerable attention,
on the Continent, particularly in Berlin and
Paris, where, says their editor, ‘“ tolerance and
i lit»e‘rar? enthusiasm are more widely distri-
buted ”* than here. In fact, it would be difii-
cult to name any modern English author whose
reputation has grown more rapidly in unex-
pected quarters of Europe than has that ot ‘the
writer of ‘‘Salomé” and *‘De Profundis.’?
This fact in itself; of course, is ample justificas
'tion for the successful effort which  Messrs,
Methuen are making to present Mr. Wilde's
works in English in a uniform style. It is
the first time, however, that this enterprise has
been attempted, and it is not out of place to
-add a few words of hearty praise on the care
jand the skill that have gone to the making of
this edition, which 18, on.its own merits, des
stined to be the delight of bvokmen for many
years to come. .
1t appears that the complete edition will
‘probably consist of thirteen volumes, and. of
these eleven are already to hand.  The remain-~
ing volumaes will not be published for some
liftle time, for they arve to contain some mis-
cellaneous prose works that have. still to ba
‘brought to%other. The whole edition, however,,
iis limited to' 1000 copies for the United King~-
‘dom and America, and in their way the bind-
ing, the cover, the type, the printing, and the
‘hand-nrade. paper employed suggest the high-
water mark of the efforts of the modern book
publisher. ' The particular volumé which con~
tains a good deal more matter than the
~original issue is that devoted to *‘De Pro-:
fundis.” ere, for the first time in Engligh,
will be found “A Prefatory Dedication to
Dr. Max Meyerfeld by the Fditor,”” Mr. Robert
Ross, who says that but for Dr. Meyerfeld ho
does not think that the book would have even
, been published. He explains to the doctori=—
“ When first you asked me about the manuscrip
which' you heard Wilde wrofd in prison, I ex-
plained to you vaguely that some day 1 hoped
to issue portions of i, in accordance with the
writer's wishes; though I thought it would be
premature to do so at that moment. You beggad,
however, that 'Germany (which already held
Wilde's plays in the highest esteem) should have
the opportunity of seeing a new work by one of
her favourite authors. n% rather reluctantly con-
sented 1o your "goponl; and promised, at a
leisured opportunity, to extract such portions of
the work as mright be considered of general public
interest. I fear that I postponed what was to me
@ rather painful task; it was only your visite and
frankly Begen to base Tho. st} has Tapacht
ranxkly hate tie ¢
about )the fulfiltnent of your object:- There was na
idea of jssuing the work in Emgland; butb after
despaiching to you a copy for transiation in Dis
Neue Rundsehaw, it occurred 4o me that a simul-
taneous publication of the original might gratify
Wilde's English friends snrd admirers who had
expressed curiosity on the subject,”
At the same time, Mr. Ross admits that
“in sending the copy for the English edition to
Messrs. ) sthuen (to whom.alone he submitted
it), he anticipated refusal as though the work
were his own. Ha}apﬂy, “a very distinguished
man of letters,” who acted asthe firm’s reader,
advised its acceptance, but urged, in view of
| the uncertainty of its reception, the excisiom
Yof | cer 2 and to this Mr. Ross.
: " Since then there has been' &

~

— démand to see these passages, which have been, ——
| 1t seems, already issued in German, o they are
| here replaced, with the addition of four Wilde
| letters from Reading Prison to Mr. Ross, and
. two letters on prison life by Wilde, which, after

me 11is release, appeared in a Londoa news-

per. The letters to Mr. Ross are not of great
literary value. They give a certain number of
- domestic details that we think might profitably
| have been omittedt.  They also y some
{ swift and sudden judgments on Meredith,
Rossetti, and Stevenson—not very deep, and
| not- very novel. . Perhaps the most poignant
| expressions in them are-these:—“No man t?f/
| my position (wrote Wilde) can fall into #he
{ mire of life without getting a great of
[ pity from his inferiors, and I knew that
- when the play lasts too long spectators tire,
My tragedy has lasted far too long ; itsclimax
is over; its end is mean; and I am quite con-
| scious of the fact that when the and does come
I shiall return an unwelcome visitant to a world
that does not want me; a revenant, -as the
French say, and one whose face is grey with
long imprisonment and crooked with pain.
| Horrible as ave the dead when they rise from
| their tombs, the living who come out from
| tombs are mare horrible stiil.”’ TR
As for the omitted passages, we are inclined.
9 agree with the judgment of the *‘ very dis-
} tinguished man of letters’’ who originally ad-
vised their excision. The majority of them are
forced and artificial, and show %ido maneei-
vring for the limelight. - Undoubtedly they ave
out of keywith the ‘gemeral tenour of the
book.  The mnotes appended to ihe different
volumes, however, are valuable, if wnobtru-
My give, in addition to the usual date
6F first publication of each work, the names of
the persons to whom the literary or dramatic
rights belong, and so in a curious way serve to
bring home to the imagination the extent of
Mr, Wilde's interests and ambitions. Separate
volumes are devoted to ‘‘ A Woman of No Im-
portance’’ ;. “The  Duchess of Paduna’
““Salomeé’ ;A Florentine Tragedy ” “and
“Vera " ; ‘‘ A Houso of Pomegranates '’ ; and
““The Happy Prince and obher Fairy Tales '’ ;
“ An Ideal Husband’’; ‘ Lady Windermere's
#an”; < The Importance of Being Earnest ;
“Tntentions”’ (which include *‘The Decay of
‘Lying,”” ‘‘Pen, Pencil, and Poison.” ‘‘The
Ctitic ag Artist,” and “‘ The Truth of Masks ') ;
aad  ‘“The Soul of Man?; “Lord Arthur
Saville’s Crime”’ and ether prose pieces; and
“ Poems,”’ including ‘ Ravenna,” which won
the Newdigato Prize of 188, and an unpub-
lished Poem to ¢ LL,” which begins :—
Conld we dig up this longburied treasure,
Wors it wogh {he Iﬂea&igr‘: e -
We never could learn love’s song,

Wo are parted too long. Sin
Comld the passiomate past that is
Gl bhok He-deed - shyefl
Could we live it all overmagain :
 Wersibworth thapmint (0
The final conciusien the poet-reaches igi—
. Well, i my Dbeart wust-break, .
. Dear love. for your sake,
Tt will break in music, I know,
But, strange that 1 was not told it
: w*'thd“‘fﬂiu‘cp;n S
5 In 4 QJisse20N®rB8AEUniversithiborary
' God's heaven amd"h%] : ‘t\Z' ”"W';““-
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_ DRAMA AND LIFE.
The Duchess of Padua. By Oscar wilde.

De Profundis. By Oscar Wilde. With Additional Matter.
(Methuen. 12s. 6d. net each.)

TugrE is a strange pathos in handling together these
two volumes. One contains the brilliant author’s first
play—a tragedy written when he was in the heyday of
youth and budding fame ; the other, written at the end
of his days, embodies the poignant and bitter tragedy of
his own life. It is ‘Dichtung und Wahrheit’ again—
with a difference. 7The Duchess of Padua has not before
been published. It was written in 1882, and when it
was produced in New York in 1891 twenty copies were
privately printed, but it is now, for the first time, given ;
to the public. It bears the marks of youth; the very
exuberance and swing of the style are indications; but
the play is full, also, of signs of the young writer’s great
literary gifts. The blank verse flows easily and musically,
and again and again we come upon passages of real beauty
of imagination and expression. In the beginning of the
play young Guido Ferranti learns from old Count Moran-
zone how treacherously his father had been betrayed and™
sold to dishonour and death by the present Duke of Padua. |
Guido vows to submit wholly to Moranzone’s guidance
in taking his revenge, and meantime enters the service of
the Duke. In. the second act, we find love growing
between Guido “and the beautiful young Duchess, and
when they have reached the point of declaration, in the
midst of a pretty love scene, comes the dagger from
Moranzone, and Guido, reminded of his vow, feels he
must break with Beatrice. In the next act we see him
in the palace at night on his way to the Duke’s chamber.
So full of the spirit of love is he that he will not murder
the Duke, but take vengeance in a subtler way. He is
met by the Duchess on the threshold, and after a while
learns that she, thinking so to keep Guido, has killed the
old Duke. Guido is horrified ; she has not only killed
her husband, she has murdered Love. The Duchess,
amazed, replies : ‘I did it all for you.” But he repels her :
How could we eat together at Love’s table ?
You have poured poison in the sacred wine,
~ And Murder dips his fingers in the sop.

She reproaches him for coming into and spoiling her

innocent life, with the repeated exclamation :
How differently do we love from men!

In the remaining two acts we have, first, Guido charged,
unger the Duchess’s accusation, of the murder, and im-

risoned, and finally the reconciliation of two lovers and
their-death together.

Of the extreme interest and remarkable literary quality
of De Profundis we spoke at length when it first appeared,
and on looking through it again we find it as profoundly
moving.. The additional portions in the text—passages
here and there excised in the first edition—though
not of very great bulk altogether, include a number of
characteristic passages. Four letters, written to Mr.
Robert Ross from Reading gaol, are prefixed to the book.
They are interesting and, so far as they go, a revelation
of the man in prison, agreeing in spirit with De Profundis
itself. As an appendix appear two trenchant and weighty
letters on prison reform, which appeared criginally in-
The Daily Chronicle. They were well worth reprinting,
and help to complete our knowledge of the effect of prison
life on the writer. :

These two handsome volumes, it should be added, form
part of a uniform edition of the works of Oscar Wilde in

about - fourtess oigdapBliomen's Utivrsity Uibrary 2558' 001y o

__complete sets.
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—— Modernism and Romance. By R. A. Scott-James. (Lane.
7s. 6d net.) . g

gt

] ~ A short but. very E’ymplathotic
exposition of Thomas Hardy’s pessimism ; an admirable,
quiet, incisive exposure of Oscar Wilde; ‘ with his brilliant
literary career and his contemptible philosophy,” and of
George Moore, with his ‘display of verbal elegance and
brutal reflsction’; a discussion of the psychological
novel as illustrated in Mrs. Humphry Ward’s ¢ William
Ashe,” Mr. Vachell’s ‘Face of Clay,” and Mr. Hichens’s
‘Garden of Allah’; and discerning ecriticism of such
posts as W. B. Yeats, Stephen Phillips, and John Davidson
—+thess are only part of th> contents of this stimulating
book. Stevenson, W. J. Locke, and Joseph Cpnrad are
chosen to illustrate the ‘ New Romance,” and high praise
is given to John Galsworthy, though he Shoul(% scarcely
have been placed among ‘The Borderlanders.” Maxim
Gorky, Upton Sinclair and H. G. Wells, Lafcadio Hearn,
_Pierre Loti, and Jack London are among other writers
about whom Mr. Scott-James has something slgnlﬁcal_lt
& to say. Though he is just a little too much. algsorbed n
'ﬁ his fascinating pet theory, and therefore his judgments

are often to be taken cum grano salis, yet his book as a

hole i oot VR i,

essays in criticis
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. OSCAR WILDE'S SWAN SONG.

Oscar Wilde’s De Profundis, with the addition of
some unpublished matter and six letters, is now issued
by Methuen and Co. in a seventh edition. It is a
book of infinite pathos, and not less infinite tragedy.

He writes, * Jbxevossen’sUniversity Lib2B§oo long - its

climax is over; its end is mean ”—alas! the last words
were a fatally true prophecy.




THE ITALIAN REVIEWS.

A ~NuMmBeRr of literary articles of high merit appear
in the Nuova Antologia for March.  Students of
d’Annunzio will specially appreciate S. Sighele’s very
lucid analysis of his latest drama, the “ Nave,” which,
unlike any previous dramatic work of the poet’s, has .
a definite moral and patriotic purpose. G. Barini
contributes a sympathetic study of Oscar Wilde’s

works, maintzpagagnvasien's University Librapp C2Ching 1

thoroughly moral, and that the suspicion with which

his work is often regarded is founded on misconception.

]
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AN ENGLISH RECORD. !
Mr. G. Alexander, who assured the Gallery |
First Nighters the other evening that he was |
a thorough believer in the future of English
-dramatic art, certainly has good reason for
the faith that is in him so far as his record as
an actor-manager is concerned. He has pro-
duced no fewer than thirty-two English plays,
and only seven by foreign authors. Four of
the latter, as he himself admits, were con-
spicuous failures, although perhaps it would
be fair to add that one at least, “ Old Heidel-
berg,” was an equally conspicuous success.
His record at the St. James’s has included
such plays as “Lady Windermere's Fan,”
“The Second Mrs. Tanqueray,” “Liberty
Hall,” “The Masqueraders,” “The Princess
and the Butterfly,”” “ The Ambassador,” “The
Importance of Being Earnest,” © Mo%ic
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There has recently been a distinct revival of interest in Oscar

Wilde, and no doubt it is this circumstance which has suggested
the issue of a complete collected edition of his writings. This
starts with the much-belauded Duchess of Padua, a play which
shows Wilde at his weakest. For Wilde was neither an
original writer nor an original thinker. The device of all his
plays is singularly poor and threadbare. It is rather their
freshness of expression which caused their success. To urge
that they are borrowed from Sheridan by no means ends the
| story of their derivation. They owe quite as much to Sardou,
| Scribe, and the younger Dumas. Z%e Zmportance of Being
| Ernest, however, is an exception which is universally admitted
to be a little masterpiece. With Salome Wilde was fortunate
enough to give a play to the »éperfozre of Europe.

* %
*

Wilde incorporated the less pleasant manifestation of his
talents in Dorzan Gray. Pater, in his review, observed that it
was the work of a clever talker. The tales of Z%e House of
Pomegranales are somewhat disappointing. Wilde’s prose is
Asiatic: it has none of Arnold’s superb restraint, nor the
elegance of Stevenson. There are, indeed, purple patches ; but
they are in no way superior to the heroics of Bulwer Lytton or
Beaconsfield. That overloaded Oriental manner was, however,
effective in Salome, though, of course, Flaubert and the Bible
were drawn upon in every page.

* ¥

By a strange paradox, Wilde considered his personality far

OSCAR WILDE'S WORKS,
A very handsome edition of the works of
Oscar Wilde is being published by — Messrg
Methuen, London. In appearance the volumes
are such as to delight the book-lover. Tastefully
bound, with fine paper and large type, the
volumes areé ab' once agreeable to the reader
and an ornament to the kease. The question
is sometinies raised whether the works of a
man who made such shipwreck of his life ns
Wilde should be republished. His plays suffered
a temporary boyeott, Ought all memorials of a
| man who fell so grievously to be blotted out of
! memory ? - Che answer is decidedly in the nega-
tive. So far as Wilde's purely literary work has
vitality in it, it will live on its merits. Time
will assign it the level it deserves, for, as with
other writers, the future will effect a selection,
and some pieces will live and some lapse into
deserved oblivien. = One of Messrs Methuen’s
beautiful volumes, for igstance, contains ‘“T'he
Duchess of Padua,” a play in which an effort
18 made to combine the strong motives of the
Clizabethan stage with the much more delicate
psychology of the moderns. It is a weird com-
pound of Marlowe and Maeterlinck. This could
not expect to vetain the g»opularity accorded to
the society dramas, “Lady Windermere’s Fan”
and “A Woman, of no Importance,”. which, how-
ever flippantly, did present a characterisation of
actual lifo in a particular sphere. But the
Justification in reviving the memory of Wilde is
obvious when one turns to the volume “De Pro-
fundis,” written during -his impriscnment. This

S« tTMES, APRIL 5. 1908.

—LORS’ HELP ,
!
k Friday and Saturday afternoons, May
1 gfd I;T at 530 o’clock, Oscar Wilde’s three-
act comedy ““The Importance of Being Far-
nest,”’ will be produced at the Pa;la,c(f
Theatre by amateurs, in aid of the Soldiers
and Sailors’ Help Society. ' The tfollowing
ladics and gentlemen are taking part : —Mrs
I, W Parsons, Mrs B 8 Brook, Mrs Leigh-
White, Miss Parsons, Mr Pascoe Stuart, Mr
¥ W E Johnson, Mr H W Jackson Mr K I
Nicholl.. Stage Manager—Briga ier-Gen-
oral Johnson, B G A. The string band of
the Roval Welsh Fusliers will play a selec-
tion dnring the afternoon of May 1st, and
the string band of the Durham Light In-
fantry will play a selection during the after-
noon of May 2nd. The booking for these in-
tovesting pepformances is proceeding briskly.

THE VATICAN.

TR 9
THE POPE AND ¢“SALOME.

t : IN FRONT.”

JMPRESSIONS OF EUROPEAN
AUDIENCES.

By Oswald R. Dawson.

On a tour through Europe I had occa
sion lately to visit the theatre in a num-
ber of its great-cities. As T was frequently
unable to understand more than a little,
if ‘anything, of the plays performed, 1
naturally had to oceupy my thoughts by
studying something thal was more or lesz
intelligible, 8o that if 1 have no very
precige  views obtained from first-hand
experience about the state of the drama
on the Continent, I have, at any rate,
some fairly precise lmpreesions of the
spirit in which the drama is received.

Drama and Dress. :
Tha keynote of 4 Gernman audience 18 8
sort of fervid intellectualism. All fervid
intellectualists prefer the ,abnomqal tc
the normal. That is why in Berlin thé
two men who are singled out as the

more remarkable than anything that he had written. It was an |
amazing criticism to come from him. hut we heliava ~ «ythfyl
X, ing. It is ot once the most illuminating docu-

~ EERERT WHANY ., -
a a9 i ment on the vanity and folly of Wilde as he was

TRSSTY) SOHIT
i in his day of pride, and the most poignant confes-

sion of the change which he underwent when

his soul passed tj’mmugh the great iron whesls
of the law. The most conspicuous feature in ths
] “jwegeiapy “Sperpowmr Ajdde oga earlier passages is the man’s overweening, almost
) ‘uosuey ugor | 9OLI3SID [O®S U1 SIS AD] ¥ 0] SULIY i literary yanity. = Ixtracts might be

is a book the terrible moral significance of which

: favoured representatives of British drame
cannot be mistaken by any man of heart and feal-

ild ] Be d Shaw

are Oscar Wilde and Mr. Bernard Sh
s e o b h 'I‘heis ceams odd enonugh to an Englishman

: ' 1 is ; . 1 1 e g air ~igy
The Pope is evidently ]dbple;’ase? “":JV‘II‘;d for although both enjoy—or have ehjoyec
Richard Sfrauss’s opera, “Salome,” a.1 e —a vogue, Deither is in any sense repre
e th()seee e el sentative of the British stage. For ex
. Lok eaptions do mot - represent” the rule
- Rom: the Head of ths ceptions do r ;

e 5, e ich is Both Wilde and Mr. Shaw dealt in thai
V : ; : wted Church, and at a period of the vear whlch;E Or’t' gk sad Mo Sivw denid o L 08
o0 Snoatd | (I'Is:,z}’il“}{n;‘!\i}i e quoted in numbers showing how his whole bein dedicated to penance, when every day relics Ehabich tml nteau idiom), which iz most
‘weoun(] wyop | 90011 GWY) SPrEMIIYE SE PiOS ST Y0048 was obsessed by the eraze for fame. He wanted of the saints and Christian martyrs are ex- use a portmante The, Berliner loves
;mooqﬂ e F R R e i ol e B to eclipse all his contemporaries in the art of ex- { posed to view in the churches in order to pre- dear to the German. 5 d d of the
o DR B ”dmﬁm o o Lt pression. “Ib is by utterance that we live,” he pare the public for an intelligent and reverent to judge drama by the standard of the
) gsmay, os%i& £ 1330do1d 38 SIOINE 22Uj0 JO SpU says. «When he, a prisoner, hears of his mother's D s Sae FuT services of e B o s o g :
94 o ‘messer) s1e0x uaeYLd 03 XIS pevjuelens death, he exclaims: “Her death was terribie to =P f Our Saviour, representations are of the 6motions: and the Londoner by
R aaine BVALD Ok B o 0 syt me; but I, once a lord of language, have no words | passion .o s forbidden by the sthetic canons which dominate his
- R s v the st pertaor dage of oy Aeselapemetl ‘ gt‘;’: ont}f;})le.tstagg W(})l?xigo?ircecgén}[ﬁas Chel Sk s?dtliseu‘ (vfl;at i%( v;'hy the Germar

o ven in the, moxh pexlea s of c ‘ authorities in Catl] , ries. Chi % : s why
1@y 30 S[pa 0 ;:"»‘;1\1\111‘1:2;;%‘: éoﬁl}jhf ﬁ;ﬁed@u}gﬂgdi%?ﬁowﬁﬁﬁ “ Jn thesa representations the sacred legends | favours the element of crlt}.cal psycihult‘-gl;t
xgu;ixm SN o P s " I sp so auzust a burden; or to move with eufficient are quite distorted and the revered figure of | and ethics in his plays, while the I‘{emh.
i i man harps incessantly on studies 31 ’tche
{‘highways and byways of love, an €

ist is dragged on the stage in com-
‘rtrly):mg;rgon of a'a(ﬁggraceful deed. which the
S ritheRang - S el }}Yh(l)u%hg‘dgfgciz | Englishman stands firm by his Cm‘nefl‘\'
s e e muglcl thz 1tho wicked- l of Manners. These national 1)re_ff’,f€““?*
o St ahscanl.:.ceci 8’\}, .bee;'on“d \the are reflected with singular precision 1n
e e e t a.stop h “sacritle e i the general demeanour o'f the playgoer in
B e N e = London, Paris, and Berlin. In the latter
e : B city attendance at the-play has the mini-
: social ceremoniousness

(From Our Correspondent.)
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= B : stateliness of music through the purple pageant
g0 S%’g'hfm A : 3 Sar e °F of my incommunicable woe.” Such a passage is
gﬂ%ﬂ IST almost ghastly in .its revelation of egregious
;'ﬁ - v vanity in such.an hour. It is less of his mother
. 9 3 PR ot ikl that he is thinking than of himself, his failure as
f a lord of language. His fall, even, is lamented
largely @ forfeiting the fine name he had “in-
herited and built up. But in the later phases of
the book cnother mnote is struck. - Neatly a
s hundred ‘years before, a literary man whoss it OF thut
‘SR’IVDHVE[ AHOSS?IZDV 3102 mocking spirit and devotion to ' literary style DA e ot e Enelish custom.
) ely resembled Wilde's—Heinri i ! which is characteristic of English cus :
} closely resembled Wilde’'s—Heinrich Heine—found M A P 3 b 3 e Indsnacts ol
g .av a W ' himself also a prisoner, though held only by a [Fe €% SN Mn a London theau'l,e‘tfle ‘gppo kgt
! ; paralysing discase. Heine gunounces in one of e | tha foyer are admittedly unpﬁm =
¥ his: essays that he has taken to reading the Rearlin even ab the mt;p}ayh they are
Bible, and finds it o wonderfully interesting boak. rizorousliX simple Yfnqt actually shabby.
Oscar Wilde in Reading Jail took to studying the Tha: an;o'ns of the sthlls, if they seek
New Testament in Greck. The reflections sug- | i‘re.f;e@hhmént at all during an interval, are

. SVIO ‘1ad ISTM gested to him are not erthodos—they are domin- x oS
el s B i ated by the artistic rather than the momal sense, ijwﬂs_u@g mlgrg\\_gjnd,,,pl,ﬂal,\’iﬂ

I3 ¢ b hut the reader cannot miss the fact that a pro-
QLT HIFOMITHM EIS(IDJ! found illumination took place in the prisoner’s

10 ‘WVHONILLON mind. He got more than a glimmering of the

“QL1 'ALVOIANAS 4VHD CHUdS AEHH true meaning . 6f sorrow and suffering in the
gt | world. . And it is because of that remarkable self-

i S G revelation, and the lesson it ecarries for all whe

Sinasy reflect upon the meaning of life, that this record
of a soul’s agony vindicates a {)Iace, beside soms
R ¥kt : m : T :

of the great ‘Confessions’. in likernfiy play?” “Do you still believe in it?” said Oscar. “I do,”
saidi Mr. Alexander. “Do you believe another £1002”
“I do,” said Mr. Alexander. A few months afterwards
Oscar brought Mr. Alexander Lady Windermere’s Fan.
After reading it, he offered Oscar £1,000 for the entire
rights. * “ My, Alexander,’f said Qscar, “I have known you nest,”” “‘Lady Windermere's Fan,”” “An Ideal:
for a good many years. I think I will take a percentage.”’ 7#_A>_~;(I§qus})an¥d,’ii _‘*The Duedxdess of “Padua.’’”: The:
— “Lady Windermere' s e O — Mr. Alexander told t hat authors ar = | edition, which is printed on hand-made
! i i 6’8 Fa& before pro- | L to ’c}.le story foA show that authors are not Lis limited to 1,000 copies for the Wnited

always devoid of business capacity. ‘ et

A New Wilde Story.

A7 the annual dinner of the Gallery First Nighters' Club
Mr. George Alexander told a good story about Oscar Wilde.
“Oscar,” said he, one day, “I believe you could write me
a comedy.” “How much do you believe?” wsaid Oscar.
“£100,” said Mr. Alexander. “All right,” said Oscar,

“T1l call for it to-morrow morning.” For some time Oscar & - .
Irish Times, & Gfe— 4

looked the other way when he met Mr. Alexander; but at >

W Sre eade gon e . mabon B  Tloven of fhe. thirisen volumes whicko e = | <0

to comprise the eollected works of Oscar Wilda
thave been issued by Mesers. Methuen.. They |
.are ‘“Lord Arthur Savile’s Crime,” * Inten- |
‘tions,” ““Poems,” ‘‘Houss of Pomegranates,”’ %
i
i
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: [ : Mi Alexz;x;(iér has £
|never made the least claim to authorship;|

jbut I believe he had to put heavy work |
29va 'on Oscar Wilde’s manuscript, notably of |

“De Profundis,” * Salome,” ‘A Florentine
:Tragedy,” and ‘Vera,” ** “A Woman of No Im-
portance,” ‘“The Importance of Being:' Ear-
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duction became possible.’ WOok ot Avrice.
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mewhat disappointing. Wilde's
e of Arnold’s restraint, nor
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There has recently been a distinct revival of interest in Oscar
| | Wilde, and no doubt it is this circumstance which has suggested
| | the issue of a complete collected edition of his writings. This
starts with the much-belauded Duchess of Padua, a play which
shows Wilde at his weakest. For Wilde was neither an
original writer nor an original thinker. The device of all his
plays is singularly poor and threadbare. It is rather their
freshness of expression which caused their success. To urge
that they are borrowed from Sheridan by no means ends the
story of their derivation. They owe quite as much to Sardou,
Scribe, and the younger Dumas. Z%e Importance of Bez’nﬁ
| Ernest, however, is an exception which is universally admitte
| to be a little masterpiece. With Salome Wilde was fortunate
| enough to give a play to the »épertoire of Europe.
2 * ¥
{ *
| Wilde incorporated the less pleasant manifestation of his
talents in Dorzan Gray. Pater, in his review, observed that it
was the work of a clever talker. The tales of 7he House of
Pomegranales are somewhat disappointing. Wilde’s prose 1s
Asiatic: it has none of Arnold’s superb restraint, nor the
elegance of Stevenson. There are, indeed, purple patches ; but
they are in no way superior to the heroics of Bulwer Lytton or
Beaconsfield. That overloaded Oriental manner was, however,
effective in Salome, though, of course, Flaubert and the Bible
were drawn upon in every page.
* %
-

By a strange paradox, Wilde considered his personality far |

.more remarkable than anything that he had written. It was an |

‘ amazing criticism to come from him, but, we believe, a truthful
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OSCAR WILDE'S WORKS, i

A very handsome edition of the works of

Oscar Wilde is being published = by -~ Messrs
Methuen, London. In appearance the volumer

are such as to delight the book-lover. Tu’km

bound, with fine paper and large type, ths
| volumes are ab once agreeable to the read

man who made such shipwr
Wilde should be republished. His plays suffered
a temporary boyeott, Ought all memorials of a
man who fell so grievously to be blotted out of
! memory ? - The answer is decidedly in the nega-
tive. So far as Wilde's purely literary work has
vitality in it, it will live on its merits. 'Time
will assign it the level it deserves, for, as with
other writers, the future will effect a selection,
and some gxeoes will, live and some lapse into
deserved oblivien. ~ Ona of Messrs Methuen’s
beautiful volumes, for tance, contains “The
Duchess of Padua,” a play in which an effort
18 made to combine the strong motives of the
Elizabethan stage with the much more delicate
psychology of the moderns. It is a weird com-
pound of Marlowe and Maeterlinck. This could
not expect to retain the ularity accorded to
the society dramas, “Lady Windermere’s Fan”
and “A Woman, of no Importance,”. which, how=
‘ever flippantly, did present a chamcterisation of
actual life in o particular sphere. But the
justification in reviving the memory of Wilde is
obvious when one turns to the volume “De Pro-
fundis,” written during -his impriscnment. This
is a book the terrible moral significance of which
cannot be mistaken l&:ny man of heart and feal-
ing. It is at once most illuminating docu-
ment on the vanity and folly of Wilde as he was
in his day of pride, and the most poignant confes-
sion of the e which he underwent whea
his soul passed igh the great iron wheols
of the law. The mosteondpicuous feature in ths
earlier passages is the man’s overweening, almost
insane, litmrgma.nity. Extracts ht  be
quoted in numbers showing how his who beiﬁﬁ
was obsessed by the craze for fams. He wante
to eclipse all his eontemporaries in the art of ex-
pression. “It is by utterance that we live,” he
says. When he, a prisoner, hears of his mother's
death, he ex¢laims: “Her death was terribie to
me; but I, once a lord of language, have no words
in which to express my agony and shame. New
cven in the most perfect days of my development
as an artist, could I have found words fit to bear
so august a burden, or to move with eufficient
stateliness of music through the purple pageant
of my incommunicable woe.” Such a passage is
almost ghastly in its revelation of egregious
vanity in such an hour. It is less of his mother
S thinking of himself, his failure as
a.lord of language. His fall, even, is lamented
lazgely ds forfeiting the fine name he had inc
heni%{l and built up. But in the-laler phases of
the book cnother mote is struck. carly a
hundred ‘years before, a literary man whose
mocking ‘spirit and_ devotion to literary style
closely resembled Wilde's—Heinrich Heine—found
himself also a prisoner, though held only by a
aralysing discase. Heine sunounces in one of
kfmys that he has taken to reax_iamgbés.h’;g-
“Bible, and finds it o wonderfully interesting boai.
Oscar Wilde in Reading Jail took to studying the
New Testament. in Greek. The reflections sug-
é&%& to him are not orthodox—they are domin-
ated by the artistic rather than the moral sense,
but the meader cannot miss the fact that a pro-
found illumination took place in the prisoner's
mind. He got more than o glimmering of t‘he
true meaning of sorrow and suffering in the
world. . And 1t is because of that remarkable self-
revelation, and the lesson it carries for all who

flect” f die e vecord,
L dibserpusea BniversidsPitrary ¢

of the great “Confessions” in iterature.
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On Friday and Saturday afternoons, May |
1 and 2, at 2.30 o’clock, Oscar Wilde’s three-

act comedy ‘“The Importance of Being Far-
nest,”’ will be produced at the Palace
Theatre by amateurs, in aid of the Soldiers’
and Sailors’ Help Society.  The following
ladios and gentlemen are taking part : —Mrs
1, W Parsons, Mrs 8 Brook, Mrs Leigh-
Whito, Miss Parsons, Mr Pascoe Stuart, Mr
¥ W E Johnson, Mr H W Jackson Mr K I
Nicholl.. Stage Manager— Brigadier-Gen-
oral Johnson, R G A. The string band of
the Royal Welsh Fusliers will play a selec-
tion during the afternoon of May 1st, and
the string band of the Durham Light In-
fantry will play a selection during the after-
noon of Jisser20UoMes S Biiversigetibrary o< 1

tevesting pegformances 1s proceeding briskly.
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T
THE POPE AND “SALOME.”

(From Our Correspondent.)

ROME, Saturday-

The Pope is evidently displeased ~ with

Richard Sirauss’s opera, - Salome,” as would
%ear from the following article in his offi-
cial journal, “ Osservatore :

“1n Rome, the seat of the Head of the
Church, and at a period of the vear which is
dedicated to penance, when every day relics

" of the saints and Christian martyrs are €x-

posed to view in the churches in order to pre-

pare the public for an intelligent and reverent
conception of the memorial services of the
passion of Our Saviour, representations are
given on tho stage which are forbidden by the

State authorities in Catholic countries.”

“ In thesa representations the sacred legends
are %u.ite distorted and the revered figure of
the Baptist is dragged on the stage in com-
memoration of a_dlsgraceful deed, which the
caprice of a foreign composer thought neces-
sary to surround with music which borders on
insamity. It is a scandal that the wicked-
ness of JisBOHANORABs University [ABEafyevond the
power of the Pope to stop such sacrilege.”
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A New Wilde Story.

Ar the annual dinuer of the Gallery First Nighters’ Club
Mr. George Alexander told a good story about Oscar Wilde.
“Oscar,” said he, one day, “I believe you could write me
a comedy.” “How much do you believe?” wsaid Oscar.
“£100,” said Mr. Alexander. “All right,” said Oscar,
“T1 call for it to-morrow morning.” For some time Oscar
looked the other way when he met Mr. Alexander; but at
last Mr. Alexander confronted him. “What about that
play?” “Do you still believe in it?” said Oscar. “I do,”
saidi Mr. Alexander. “Do you believe another £100?”
“I do,” said Mr. Alexander. A few months afterwards
Oscar brought Mr. Alexander Lady Windermere’s Fan.
After reading it, he offered Oscar £1,000 for the entire
rights. - “Mr, Alexander,” said Oscar, “I have known you
for a good many years. I think I will take a percentage =
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IMPRESSIONS OF EUROPEAN |
AUDIENCES.

W
By Oswald R. Daw;on. :

On 2 tour through Europe I had occar
sion lately to visit the theatre in a num-
ber of its great-cities. As I was frequently
uritible to understand more than a little,
if ‘anything, of the plays performed, 1
naturally had to occupy my thoughts by
studying something that was more or less
intelligible, 8o that if I have no very
‘precige  views obtained from first-hand
experience about the state of the drama
on the Continent. T have, at any rate
some fairly precise impressions of the
spirit in which the drama is received.

Drama and Dress.

Thes keynote of a German audience is g
sort of fervid intellectualism. All fervid
intellectualiste prefer the abmnormal tc
the normal. = That is why in Berlin the
two men who are singled out as the
favoured representatives of British drame
are Osear Wilde and Mr. Bernard Shaw
This seems odd enough to an Englishman
for although both enjoy—or have ehjoyec
—a vogue, neither is in sry sense repre
sentative aof the Britich stage. For ex:

‘coptions do not “represent” the rule
Both W ‘and Mr. Shaw dealt in that
use a port -

‘to judge drama by the :

“pure intelligence; the Parisian by that

i of the emotions; and the Tondoner by
the msthetic canons which dominate his
soeisl lite: That is why the Germar =
favours the element of critical psychology
' and ethics in his plays. while the French.
man harps incessantly on studies in the
highways and byways of love, and the
Englishman stands firm by his Comedy
of Manners. These national preferences :
“are refiected with singular precision in !

the general demeanour of the playgoer in |
T.ondon, Paris, and Berlin. In the latter |
city attendance at the-play has the minis

mum of that social ceremoniousness .
which is characteristighof English

g, .if they seek
rSiPBLibrary vl are
hrawn and pickles. -




Eleven of the thirteen wlumm which are

-to comprise the collected works of Oscar Wilda
thave been issued by Mesers. Methuen.. They
.are “Lord Arthur Savile’s Crime,” “Iutem
‘tions,” ““Poems,” ‘‘Houss of Pomevlanates

“De Profundm “ Salome,” ‘¢ A Florentine
 Tragedy,’ a.nd Ve}a,’ * A" Woman of No Im-
‘portance,”’ ‘“The Importance of Being® Ear-

nest,’”’ ‘‘Lady Windermere’s Fan,” “An Tdeal:
'Hueband e “The Diich of Padu s

= odition % ﬁm%mﬁwm
i d to 1,000 copies for the Gnite

The

is limite
tdom and ,Amerma

Lqof
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Ah‘t AGN STIC'S CONSOLATION.
- The Aollowibe i : atd
8 iollowing 15 an extract from i
“An Agnoahu,”'e R%:mohmon’ mmamt%l:
T al 7 —Reliance  on  manki
. justice, hxs pity, his mercy, is the x:;i;
grﬁue and only consolation that philosophy can
er humanity. It 15 mare, so much ore
?ha.n wo over think. Consider—a dying widow
lﬁl tortured by the thought of leaving hor help-
less children to the mercy of the world. There

18 no consolation whatever for her in the ulti-|

mate good or the divine nature of the hi
Tace as long as she knows that (:, ur%dhunf:!tl:
| awaits her of hed durlings.

| Above all, far above all, for the’ grief which |

jad;xpim of no no hope, there re-

i
i
{

mains the consolation of loving sympathy, s'

in voice, are worth ali the philoso th
:‘v:r was written. No more pathetic in‘ggme gg
v healing power of sympathy can he found’
"irn ome 1n that strange record of a powerful |
bui unbazlanced mind, struggling in the meshes |
sane egotism, Oscar Wilde’s “De Pro-|
fundis.” He desoribes how, as he was led in the|
very extremity of shame and degradation be.
tween two policemen through a jeering orowd '
@ friend of his took off his hat to him and. Wil
[ Teyerence, bowed before his sorrow. :
. We have reaclqet_ﬁ the conclusion that the one |
consolation remaining to the unfortunate is the
heip and sympathy which wo oursolves ocan ex.
tend to our fellow-creatures. What terrible
xmls{)ne‘ Tb?!zd w}i)ll exolaim,  Ts it? Wacts
jcan X a Y an  opprobriou i ;
éTrmgfh s truth, whether we cpp it o;t?ini'ggh?;
: fmwy i Pndemm awhile, der,
k ou condemn truth as hope
is the real pessimism, leading to the® grave:
pessimism  which quenches that Promethean
rage, yxthmmt'whlor) evil cannot be overcome-
iﬁmﬂ}lﬁzx which diverts the zeal of righteous
jin(&?xlg’gnoe.the barren fields of emotional self-

‘ j‘_,(,,, ; & kind pressure of the hand, a hint of tears

Nt o . Men Cmnny - (ipaotf It
“THE IMPORTANCE éF BEING EARNEST. >

. Osear Wilde called 7
ing Barnest” “a triviglhe JEtprsts ot B

ite the slightest o i
w'eﬁl sa‘:vmet}llt is qlellghtful}y ertaining, a[ndAiI;
. or seeing, arly when ’as well

cted as %1 .’Sf:turdfzy night at St. Andrew’s
S e Northampton. The performance on
g day was decidedly good. Mr. Herbert
dngeaés’ t(l)l;}{der whose direetion the play was pro-
| e b th‘% part of John ‘Worthing in 3
| 58 S Worthing gets into difficulti

o mndon, W,

5 by that name, and i ¢ b’ei}::tll.;cgd-
fo b Hon. Gwendolen Fairfax, whose affection
nameluy ésclxjfﬂy bzsed on her partiality for the
24 Ernest. In the meantime Worthing’s
3 n% ward in the country, Cecily Cardew o
{‘;f{eaig interested in the non-existent Ern’es‘l‘tS

{ '_oxﬁ ing tells a friend of his, Algernon Mon-
|, erieff, of his double life, and Algern:)n promptfl'
his  friend’s country home, 1'1}1
% nce, where_he masquerades as
e ¥ and he are not long before they
o 55 hpve. Then 1seovers that Cecily
S him chiefly because his name is Ernest)
2 thcaI developments, and the cur-
! ;’;—s' ? itouchmg scene of the uniting
| f e g ot tovers. The third pair is the
Mo p ha VC!_Msuble, and Ceeily’s governess.
i ned edsey ﬁ)layed the rev. gentleman
ik s LY ~comical exaggeration of oclerical
Godfreyy.Waéh’g‘ernon 8 _part was taken by Mr.
o ashington in just the right vein of
| Hippancy and breezmgss. Talent was hardly less
Es. n the ladies’ side of the cast. Miss
Irene Long was a charming Gwendolen v‘v’ith an
gni'apg?kgﬁl algxlt u;ldeMIrs. ruce-Smith as Lady
snell, e elderly, witty woma
}vorld, 2 type common to all W)i,lde’s pl:ys OfMtil;;:
Joyce F}"anc;g acted with grace as Ceciiy, the
,Mﬁqorf parts were adequatel played -
- H. Shelton, Miss Kate T okinson
Effie TFoste sic  during the
er the

LLVAUL BIVAINd X9 “o% ‘SATVS i

Morning Adve
MUSIC AND THE DRAMA.

SALOME AND THE CENSOR.

———

AN ALHAMBRA BURLESQUE. !

[Bx B. W. FINDON.]

It is a pity that the distinguished body of

literary men who formed the deputation to the
que Secretary on the question of the censor-
ship of plays were a few weeks in advance of the
appearance of Miss Maud Allan at the Palace
Theatre_, as otherwise they would have been pro-
vided with a strong and convineing proof of the
enomaly which exists at the present time in the
licence allowed the music-hall as compared with
the legitimate theatre. il

It has been a generally accepted article of faith
that nothing which is based on Seripture shall
be adapted to dramatic purposes in our
theatre. I am not altogether in agreement with
the rule, and I consider there are many dramatic
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Opera Omnia.

p(\w)( B ¢ By IRR R.

The public ' the
Oscar Wilde is,.it seems to me, by way ol being
mark in contemporary literary !1islr>1'}.
(as judged by men whose business
times and seasons correctly) shou
the publication of ) ‘
udgment and critical faculty of the reader.

in, the j

L supposes tha e .
# % man and the artist, hetween a life and its work.

ation of a uniform edition of the works of
o a land-
That the times
it is to appreciate
1d be deemed ripe for
his works postulates an advance 1)(»1111
t

t we have learnt to differentiate between

B just as well.

With thick films, Silence!
Greatly he suffered, greatly too, he erred.

i to be. clai
ypraised by posterity for its intrinsic \\'fn'lh. it
hat it should have found a publisher discerning
o undertake the duty in so attractive a style.
per, binding of the eleven volumes* which form
\n are alike excellent. Every volume has been
d restored: (there are many mutilated and
od versions about) after the original manu-

“« And if his eves were blurred
He is in his grave.

the man we are not concerned; we have no

His work remains, and claims the right

\s they stand they form an attractive and
ve addition to any library that claims to be
ive of contemporary letters.
question is whether as the work of an ;n‘Ii.\t
of letters they are worthy of inclusion within
W~ Fortmy own part, I have little doubt on
Fortunately. the time has come when there
any need to hide, for fear of giving offence,
tion for the art of Oscar Wilde behind a
amefacedness. One remembers when, on
one of his most brilliant plays in an access
sanctimoniousness which makes Europe
used contempt, the author’'s name was
itted from the playbill. His work now
to be judged as literature distinct from
of its author’s personality.
+ it must rank high. We may still
o near the author and the age for which
lenge a permanent niche for his works
f letters. For my own part, I believe
of Reading Gaol” for sheer poignancy
ve when a good deal of the work now
«d as classic is left severely undisturbed.
lies between “ The Duchess of Padua,”
v published for the first time, a rather
1e drama, relieved only by one or two
pus beauty and tricked out with many
> throbbing misery, yet a misery,
ilways conscious of the artistic value
of the “De Profundis "—a title, by
not Wilde's, and does not wholly
ng. But through every volume,
> play, or prose, runs the golden
mastery of language. One realises
¢ reviving one’s memories of his
Vilde was the supreme “ decorator
ords 7 of his generation. Instinc-
Fartist in expression—even when fast
d iron.
he House of Pomegranates ™’ and * The

appy Prince,” have all the beauty of finish that betrays
the master workman no less surely than the glowing

* “The Works of Oscar Wilde” (Methuen).

jewelled prose of “Intentions™ and “The Picture of

Borian Gray a volume, by the way, which, T under-

stand, will be issued uniform with and to complete this

edition. The wit of. “The Importamce of Being

Earnest ” is as alive on the printed page as it is on the
stage; Salomé is as brilliant and dazzling an abstrac

tion, for it is difficult to conceive of her as human.
Compare her, for example, with the Salomé of Suder-
mann’s “ Johannes,” who, ghastly as she may be as the
beautiful embodiment of sin, is from first.to last essen-
tially a woman. But this wonderful artistic instinct,
revealed in its amazing flexibility in his collected works,
makes everything Wilde wrote literature. “I need not
remind you,” he writes in one of the letters published
with the “De Profundis,” “that mere expression is to
an artist the supreme and only mode of life.”

And again.

“I made art a philosophy, and philosophy an art.
Drama, novel, poem in prose, poem in rhyme, subtle or
fantastic dialogue, whatever I touched I made beautiful
in a new mode of beauty. . . . I treated art as the
supreme reality and life as a mere mode of fiction. 1
awolke the imagination of my century so that it created
myth and legend around me.”

Within its limits it is true enough.
given him “almost everything.”

’rd\pﬁ‘_,,._ ( Potlfod 2§ Ry O r,u] 1t

A

The gods had

| Recollections of Oscar Wilde. John W, Luce
& Co., Boston and London, and the J. K.
Gill Tompany, Portland.

HRE above is a brochure consisting

: of an introduction by Percival Pol-
i lard, the translator, to “Recollec-
. tions by PBrpest La Jeunesse, Andre Gide
‘and Franz Blei.”” Small as the book is, it
. gives one an idea of the tremendous influ-
“ ence now exerted by Wilde's works on the
Y“continent, especially in Germany, and of
the man ‘himself ag he was mirrored in
{ the minds of these gifted men, his friends.
¢ It is only the closing years of his life,
; however, that are touched upon—1891 ‘to
i the end, and they were, perhaps, after.
i all, the richest years of that strange life.
even to himself, though the tragedy of

| g

i inexorable narrowing cold and darkness
‘:that slowly closed about and at last hid |

+himr from earthly sight is too sad for:
words. Many of Wilde's brilliant sayings |
_ are recorded here, but none that shows
the awakening humanity and righteous. :
ness of his last days like this:
dhese Russian ~writefs are extraordifaryi |
what makes their hooks so great is the pity
they - put dinto them. TFormerly I adored :
“Madame Bovary,” but Plaubert would have |
no pity in his books and the air in them l'si
tlose; pity is the open door through which a

book ean shine eternally. ~you.
know, it was pity that kept me from sul--|
cide? For the first six months 1 was so |
dreadfully unhappy that I longed to kill

myself—but I saw the others. T saw their

unhappiness; it was my pity for them that

saved me. « Oh, the wonder of pity! And

‘pnee T did pot krow pity. .He said this

quite softly and without any exaltation. “Do

you knew that he made me acquainted with

pity, - For I entered the prison with a heart

of stone and thought only of my own pleas-

ure; but now my heart is guite broken; pity

has entered in; I know that pity -is the

greatest and loveliest thing in -the world.

Jes And that is why I can have noth-

ing against those who condemned me, for .
“without them I should not have experienced

all this, F: ,

° It is a little book that will make strong
‘appeal “to the lover of literature, also to
the lover of his Ei=-gqftr to those who
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The publication of a uniform edition of
Oscar Wilde is,.it seems to me, by way of
mark in contemporary literary history.. T
1= | (as judged by men whose business it is
times and seasons correctly) should be de
the publication of his works postulates an
in the judgment and critical faculty of t
A pposes that we have learnt to differer
kon and the artist, between a life :
ist as well.
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Vith thick films, Sifence! He'is in b
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5 A§ AGNOSTIC'S CONSOLATION,
2 : o L ——— L33
= 'ﬁn‘; fo!lowmg is an extract from an article
on__“An 's  Consolation” in  the
“Hibbert Journal”:Reliance on mankind,
on his justice, his pity, his mercy, is the one
‘true and only consolation that philosophy can
offer humanity. Tt is mare, so much more,
than we ever think. Consider—a dying widow
is tortured by the thought of leaving her help-
less childven to the mercy of the world, There
is no consolation whatever for her in the ulti-
mate good or the divine nature of the huwman!
race as long as she knows that a cruel fate!
e all far Mk
i Above all, far all, for the’ grief whic
‘admits of no remedy and no hope{grthere re-h
}mm-q'p consolation of loving sympathy, a
look, a kind pressure of the hand, a hint of tears
in voice, are worth ali the philosophy that
ever was written. No more pathetic instance of
the healing power of sympathy can be found
then one in that strange record of a powerful
but _unbulanoed .m‘md. struggling in the meshes
of imsane egotism, Osecar Wilde’'s ‘“De Pro-
fundis.” He desoribes how, as he was led in the
very extremity of shame and degradation be-
twaen two policemen th a jeering orowd
' friend of his took off his hat to him and, with
'reversnce, bowed before his sorrow.
I We have reached the conclusion that the one
consolation remaining to the unfortunate is the
help and sympathy which we ourselves can ex.
tend to our fellow-creatures. What terrible
pessimism, many will exelaim. Ts it? Facts
;,ear.not_be altered by an opprobrious epithet
"Truth is truth, whether we call it optimism or
} ssimism. P:}im awhile, der, and refloct
before you condemn truth as hopeless. There
iz the real pessimism, leading to the® grave:
pessimism  which quenches it Promethear
rage, without which evil cannot be overcome ;
| pecsimism which diverts tho zeal of righteous
igm‘n into the barren fields of emotional self-
inculgence.

NVettoo. : Lpoot 11,

“THE IMI')ORTA;\‘CE OF BEING EARNEST.”
: Oscar Wilde called “The Importance of Be-
ng lbg‘rnest - “a ftrivial comedy for serious
gec‘)ip le.”” But it is rather a farce than a comedy
s LT TS

¢ ully entertaini 1
Wet}éd worth seeing, particularly whéﬁg'agnﬁveif
o Tt s T e Asds

A5S ton. The rfor
Saturday was decidedly good.pelbfﬁ.ml}l{lg:bez%
dwg:;s. under whose direetion the play was pro-
t;’li ta’sh@k the part of John Worthing in capi-
falf n?ﬁ*" Worthing gets into difficulties %y
,,q_ P "::1 home in the country rather fre-
P y' ¥he pretext of seeing after the
lss of a younger brother, Evnest, who is sup-
?Soz:leo S‘i?céle;% ra;ox:l;xslb life én Ii.ondon. But there
i 8 s Ernest, V.

;ngthgoe}sl by éhat name, and n Lou@on, s

o the Hon. Gwendolen Fairf , affects
f(f\r hn}{ is clueﬂgv besed on he?xp’axvﬁality forht(l)l’;
name Ernest. In the meantime Worthing’s
young ward in the country, Cecily Cardew gis
%{fifi'ill'lyin:gnielileSteﬁflll the non-existent Ern’est
| We tells a friend of his, Algernon M :
|| erieif, of his double life, and Alger -3 By
| goes down to his friend’s c-(;;eltn‘o'n i
Tthing’s. absence, where hé rl:.als‘y ufljlzge’ i
faﬁxee..t. lCeclly and he are not long qbeforeeihg;
ol in love. Then he discovers that Cecily
T}?elrs:sar]};mfacxlgii?{ gecatlxse his name is Ernest
1 ; evelopments, a :
t?mhfalls on the 1:0uchingp scene o("'i nt%et]:&iggxrg
. ﬁe:tozeecmg of 19]\;%1;3. Tgecthigd pair ie the
{ 5 e, an eeily’s governess.
i Harold. Vpasey i)la.yed the rev. gen_tlema:
i Pt. very -comica exaggeration of clerical
G:;d%m y.Wag_g:ernon s part was taken by Mr.
5 rey ashington in just the right vein of
flippancy and breeziness. Talent was hardly less
: n the ladies’ side of the cast. Miss
Irene Long was a charming Gwendolen, with an
imposing aunt in Mrs. Bruee-Smith ‘as Lady
Bracknell, the elderly, witty woman of the
world, a type common to all Wilde’s plays. Miss
Joyce Francis acted twith grace as Cecily, the
nor - parts were adequatel layed
- Shelton, Miss Kat Hoxgkl;ﬁs{m,
uring the

er th
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AN ALHAMBRA BURLESQUE.

[By B. W. FINDON.]

Tt is a pity that the distinguished body of
fiterary men who formed the deputation to the
Home Secretary on the question of the censor-
ship of plays were a few weeks in advance of the
appearance of Miss Maud Allan at the Palace
Theatre, as otherwise they would have been pro-
vided with a strong and convincing proof of the
rnomaly which exists at the present time in the
hcence allowed the music-hall as compared with
the legitimate theatre. oo

1t has been a generally accepted article of faith
that nothing which is based on Seripture shall
be adapted to dramatic purposes in our
theatre. I am not altogether in agreement with
the rule, and I consider there are many dramatic
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Opera Omnia.

u. By IRR R.
MM H\d{ y

The plll)lirnlinn of a uniform edition of ‘the works ol
Oscar Wilde is,-it seems to me, by way of being a ].;m(\—
literary history. That the times
is to appreciate

mark in contemporary
men whose business it
should be deemed ripe for
lvance both

(as judged by
times and seasons correctly)
his works postulates an ac
and critical faculty of the reader. It
learnt to differentiate between
4 life and its work.

the publication of
in the judgment
presupposes that we have
the man and the artist, between
It is just as well.
«« And if his eyes were blurred
With thick films, Gilence ! He is in his grave.
Greatly he suffered, greatly too, he erred.
With the man we are not concerned ; we have no
His work remains, and claims the right
s intrinsic worth. It
discerning

husiness to be.
to be appraised by posterity for- it
is well that it should have found a publisher
enough to undertake the duty in so ;1111‘zujvli\'t"u style.
Type, paper, binding of the eleven volumes™ w hich form
this edition are alike excellent. Every volume has been
edited and restored (there are many mutilated and
after the original manu-

emasculated versions about)
As they stand they form an attractive and

scripts. '
addition to any library that claims to be

authoritative
representative of contemporary letters. '

The only question is whether as the work of an artist
and a man of letters they are worthy of inclusion within
this category. For*my own part, I have little doubt on
this score. Fortunately, the time has come when there
is no longer any need to hide, for fear of giving offence,
Oscar Wilde behind a

one’s admiration for the art ol
remembers when, on

bushel of shamefacedness. One
the revival of one of his most brilliant plays in an access
of that smug sanctimoniousness which makes Europe
grin with amused contempt, the author’'s name was
discreetly omitted from the playbill. His work now
claims its right to be judged as literature distinct from
the evil genius of its author’s personality.

As literature it must rank high. We may still
perhaps stand too near the author and the age for which
he stood to challenge a permanent niche for his works
in the history of letters. For my own part, I believe
that “ The Ballad of Reading Gaol” for sheer poignancy
of its note will live when a good deal of the work now
securely embalmed as classic is left severely undisturbed.
A deal of ground lies between * The Duchess of Padua,”
his first work, now published for the first time, a rather
flamboyant costume drama, relieved only by one or two
lines of rich sensuous beauty and tricked out with many
pilferings, and the throbbing misery, yet a misery,
curiously enough, always conscious of the artistic value
of its unhappiness, of the “De Profundis "—a title, by
the way, which is not Wilde’s, and does not wholly
embody his meaning. Jut through every volume,
whether it be verse, play, or prose, runs the golden
thread of its auther's mastery of language. One realises
it perhaps best after reviving one’s memories of his
work as a whole. Wilde was the supreme “ decorator
and colourman in words ” of his generation. Instinc-
tively, he was an artist in expression—even when fast
bound in misery and iron.

His stories, “ The House of Pomegranates * and “ The
Happy Prince,” have all the beauty of finish that betrays

B e master workman no less surely than the glowing

3

# “The Works of Oscar Wilde” (Methuen).
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jewelled prose ol Intentions ” and “The Picture ol
Porian Gray a volume, by the way, which, T under-

will be issued uniform with and to complete this
edition. . The wit ofs “TheéEImportamce of Being
FEarnest 7 is as alive on the printed page as it is on the
stage; Salomé is as brilliant and dazzling an abstrac-
tion, for it is difficult to conceive of her as human.
Compare her, for example, with the Salomé of Suder
mann’s ¢ Johannes,” who, ghastly as she may be as the
heautiful embodiment of sin, is from first to last essen-
tially a woman. But this wonderful artistic instinct,
revealed in its amazing flexibility in his collected works,
makes everything Wilde wrote literature. “1I need not
remind you,” he writes in one of the letters published
with the “De Profundis,” “that mere expression is to
an artist the supreme and only mode of life.”

And again.

“1 made art a philosophy, and philosophy an art. :
Drama, novel, poem in prose, poem in rhyme, subtle or
fantastic dialogue, whatever I touched I made beautiful
in a new mode of beauty. [ treated art as the
supreme reality and life as a mere mode of fiction. -1
awolke the imagination of my century so that it created
myth and legend around me.”

Within its limits it is true enough
oiven him “almost everything.”
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The gods had

Recollections of Oscar Wilde. John W. Lucé
& Co., Boston and London, and the J. K.
Gill Company, Portland.

HE above is a brochure consisting

I of an introduction by Percival Pol~

lard, the translator, to *‘‘Recollec-
. tions by Brpest La Jeunesse, Andre Gide
¢ ‘and Pranz Blei”” Small as the book is, it
, gives one an idea of the tremendous influ--
" ence now exerted by Wilde's works on the
“continent, especially in Germany, and of
the man ‘himself ag he was mirrored in
‘ the minds of these gifted men, his friends.
p It is only the closing years of his life,
. however, that are touched wupon—I1891 to
i-the end, and they were, perhaps, after
;. all, the richest years of that strange life,
even to himself, though the tragedy of
inexorable narrowing cold and darkness
that slowly closed about and at last hid |
l- him from earthly sight is teo sad for:
. words. Many of Wilde’s brilliant sayings |
_are recorded here, but none that shows |
the awakening humanity and rig]1teous~3
ness of his last days like this:

These Hussian wrilers are- extraordifiary
what makes their books so great is the pity |
they put into them. Formerly I adored |
“Madame Bovary,”’ but Flaubert would have ‘
ne pity in his books and the air in them is 4
tlose; pity is the open door through which &
book ean shine eternally. - De vou
know, it was pity that kept T

. me from sul--
cide? For the first six months I was s0

dreadfully unhappy . that I longed to km’
myself—but I saw the others. 1 saw their

unhappiness; it was my pity for them that

savegl me. ©Oh, the wonder of pity! And

‘onee’ T did ‘pot-know pity. . He said this

quite softly and without any exaltation. “Do

vou know that he made me acquainted with

pity. - For I entered the prison with 4 heart

of stone and thought only of my own pleas-

ure; but now my heart is guite broken; pity

has entered in; 1 know that pity «is the

greatest and loveliest thing in -the world.

T And that is why I can have noth-

ing against those who condemned me, for

‘without them I should not have experienced

all this, & 3

© It is a little book that will make strong
‘appeal “to the lover of literature, also to
the' lover of his_ = to those who

5steady, o




is the one
iosophy can
_mare, so much more,

ka«ahﬁdmn’bg&emercvofthewm-

‘-mtamdorthedxvme nature of the humean
mueaelo msheﬁomthntﬂmml hﬁe

the’ grief which

INor instance

: hodmg power of sympathy cam be found
“then one in that strange record of a powerful
bui un»balanoed mind, struggling in the meshes
of imsane egotism, Oscar Wilde’s “De Pro-
fundis.”” He describes how, as he was led in the
very extremxty of sbame "and degradation be-
twoen two policemen %a jeering orowd,
a.frxendofhlshookoﬁ to him and, with
‘reversnce, bowed before his sorrow. .

Wo have reached ‘the conclusion that the ome

consolation remaining to the unfortunate is the

help and sympathy which we ourselves can ex-
g to our fellov;icreatﬁz‘es. V¥11at terrible
‘pessimism, many will exclaim, TIs it? = Facts
jcarnot be altered an robrious epithet.
h 5 PR gphtmmm or

; veflect

e e e
~ possimism, in, ¥ grave:

~ which quenches &a& Promethean

S s il oy
imsnlmto the barren fields of emotional self-
inculgence.

) 1 G‘oﬁmder—-a. dying wxdow_
'is tortured by '-‘iﬁw\xght of leaving hLer help-

i8 no on e for her in the ultis!
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“THE IMPORTANCE OF BEING EARNEST.”
Oscar Wilde called “The Importance of Be-
ing Barnest” “a trivial comedy for serious
people.” But it is rather a farce than a comedy,
and is quite the slightest of Wilde’s plays. All
the same it is delightfully entertaining, and is
well worth seeing, particularly when as well
acted as 'on Saturday night at St. Andrew’s
Hospital, Northampion. The performance on
Saturday was decidedly good. Mr. Herbert
Swears, under whose direetion the play was pro-
duced, took the part of John Worthing in capi-
tal fashion. Worthing gets into difficulties by
leaving his home in the country rather fre-
quently on ghe pretext of seeing after the
affairs of a younger brother, Ewnest, who is sup-
posed to lead a rakish life in London. But there
is no such person as Ernest. In London, Worth-
ing goes by that name, and becgiges betrathed
to the Hon. Gwendolen Fairfax, whose affection
for him is chiefly bzsed on her partiality for the
name ““Ernest.” In the meantime Worthing’s
young ward in the country, Cecily Cardew, is
greatly interested in the non-existent Ernest.
i| Worthing tells a friend of his, Algernon Mon-
|| erieff, of his double life, and Algernon promptly
| goes down to his friend’s country home, in
{"Worthing’s  absence, where_he masquerades as
Ernest. Cecily and he are not long before they
{{ fall in love. Then he discovers that Cecily
|| idolises him chiefly because his name is Ernest.
|| There are farcical developments, and the cur-
{| tain falls on the touching scene of the uniting
|| of three pairs of lovers. The third pair is the
|| Rector, Canon Chasuble, and Ceeily’s governess.
|" Mr. Harold Vessey played the rev. gentleman
| with a very ~¢omical exaggeration of clerical
| urbanity. Algernon’s part was taken by Mr.
Godfrey Washington in just the right vein of
| flippancy and breeziness. Talent was hardly less
| ntiful-on the ladies’ side of the cast.
Irene Long was a charming Gwendolen, with an
| imposing aunt in Mvs. Bruce-Smith as Lady
| Bracknell, the elderly, witty woman of the
| world, a type common to all Wilde’s plays. Miss
Joyce Francis acted with grace as Cecily, the |

——+ ingénue.. Minor -parts were adequately played-
| by Mr. R. H. Shelton, Miss Kate Tlo gkms&l,

a3 astar. - eia ng ¢
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. love drama and have so perverted history it is

"MUSIC AND THE DRAMA. |

SALOME AND THE CENSOR.
AN ALHAMBRA BURLESQUE.

[By B. W. FINDON.]

It is a pity that the distinguished body of
literary men who formed the deputation to the
Home Secretary on the question of the censor-
ship of plays were a few weeks in advance of the
appearance of Miss Maud Allan at the Palace
Theatre, as otherwise they would have been pro-
vided with a strong and convincing proof of the
rnomaly which exists at the present time in the
hicence allowed the music-hall as compared with
the legitimate theatre. o

It has been a generally accepted article of faith
that nothing which is based on Seripture shall
be adapted to dramatic purposes in our
theatre. I am not altogether in agreement with
the rule, and I consider there are many dramatic
episodes in Holy Writ which lend themselves to
stage treatment and which could be performed
without offence to the most religions mind. But
Y do not consider the story of Salome and the Bap-
tist one of these. The episode as it has been em-
bellished by those who have taken the incident
for dramatic treatment is repugnant, and can
rppeal only to the baser and less artistic side of
our nature. Oscar Wilde wrote a play around it
which was given a privafe performance, and, asall
musicians know, Richard Strauss has composed
an opera on the subject, which has been enjoying
a tremendous vogue in Germany.  But the opera
cannot be given in this country, nor have we been
allowed to see on the stage Saint-Saens’ “Samson
et Delila,” which has no other drawback beyond the
fact that the characters are Biblical. Call it
“Stephen and Susan” and the opera could be
licensed to-morrow. 1 believe there is also in
existence a play on the subject of Joseph and his
brethren, written by a clergyman, which met with
eonsiderable success in Australia.

ROMANCE AND RELIGION.

But the name of John the Baptist is more
gacred than the names of the historical characters |
of the Old Testament. John was deseribed by
the Master as “more than a prophet,” and
his mission was to herald the coming of the
Messiah. His tragic death still further commends
him to our reverence, and it is revolting that there
should be written around him a fictitious story of
abandoned love and passion.

Much as I admire the art of Miss Maud Allan,
I was compelled in these columns to express my
strong disapprobation of the introduction of the
head of the Baptist, and more especially on
the stage of a variety theatre, slbeit it was
a theatre of the high standard of the Palace. I
was still more paimed when I saw the Albambra
burlesque of Miss Allan’s performance in which
all the details were emphasised by what, apart
from the sacred subject, would be describe«f as
legitimate buffoonery.

Mr. Alfred Moul has been taken to task in the
Press for want of taste, and he has replied to his
critics in an extremely clever letter in the columns
of the Daily Telegraph. Much as I dislike
*8al-Oh-My,” T am less inclined to blame M. |
Moul for the parody than Mr. Butt for the ori- |-
ginal production.  Indeed, if Mr. Moul had been |

“the Archbishop of Canterbury, he could not have
chosen a more effective manner in which to expose |
the inconsistency of the censorship.

The performance carries with 1t no reflection
on the Lord Chamberlain, who has no control over
the music-halls. But what can be said of those
members of the London County Council who were

invited (so I am told) to Miss Maud Allan’s
private view, and who saw nothing in “ Salome ”
which transgressed the code of stage law. They
are in a sense responsible fora performance which
must wound the susceptibilities of all religious

people.

BIBLICAL PARODIES.

It would be interesting to get at the real motive
that induced Mr. Moul to introduce the bur-
lesque. Judging by certain passages in his letter
it might fairly be assumed that he was posing for
the nonee as a modern Rabelais, as he remarks,
“ Having seen these parodies at various times and
places elsewhere, it never entered my head for one
moment to present them to the English public.
W . for the very reason that a parody of
Biblical tradition would have been universally
condemned.” :

As this fictitious amour has been seen now in
E;z‘:)lic it would therefore appear as if Mr. Moul

8 had recourse to the reductio ad abswrdwm, to
correct the vitiated taste of the age by the potent
influence of ridicule. But in any case he has pro-
vided a wonderfully effective weapon for those
who are opposed to the religious drama. It will
considerably weaken my advocacy of the cause,
for it brings into evidence a possible danger that
had not oceurred to me, and it is also a strong
argument in favour of the retention of the Censor.
So long as we remain a Christian people in the
aggregate we must preserve the things we reve-
rence from profane treatment. .

Why authors of the past and the present have
made the Saint and Salome the leading figures in,

difficult to understand. To so mix up the grue-
some and the objectionable without the basis of
jruth must assuredly be bad art. It is not a
yombination that should appeal to the healthy
mind, and if Mr. Moul’s Alhambra burlesque puts
» mail in tlgiss@0RAIS UniversityaZibrary abnormal
yensations then he will have rendered a good ser-
rice to the community. : BT
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A i e
The publication of a uniform edition of ‘the works of
Oscar Wilde is,.it seems to me, by way of being a land-
mark in contemporary literary history. That the times
(as judged by men whose business it is to appreciate
times and seasons correctly) should be deemed ripe for
the publication of his works postulates an advance both
in the judgment and critical faculty of the reader. It
presupposes that we have learnt to differentiate between
the man and the artist, between a life and its work.
Ii is just as well.
““And if his eyes were blurred
With thick films, Silence! He is in his grave.
Greatly he suffered, greatly too, he erred.

g With the man we are not concerned; we have no
business to be. His work remains, and claims the right
to be appraised by posterity for its intrinsic worth. It
is well that it should have found a publisher discerning
enough to undertake the duty in so attractive a style.
Type, paper, binding of the eleven volumes* which form
this edition are alike excellent. Every volume has been
edited and restored: (there are many mutilated and
emasculated versions about) after the original manu-
scripts.  As they stand they form an attractive and
authoritative addition to any library that claims to be
representative of contemporary letters.

The only question is whether as the work of an artist
and a man of letters they are worthy of inclusion within
this category. For*my own part, I have little doubt on
this score. [Fortunately, the time has come when there
is no longer any need to hide, for fear of giving offence,
one’s admiration for the art of Oscar Wilde behind a
bushel of shamefacedness. One remembers when, on
the revival of one of his most brilliant plays in an access
of that smug sanctimoniousness which makes Europe
grin with amused contempt, the author’s name was
discreetly omitted from the playbill. His work now
claims its right to be judged as literature distinct from
the evil genius of its author’s personality. ;
3 As literature it must rank high.: We may still
~ _perhaps stand too near the author and the age for which
. he stood to challenge a permanent niche for his works
~ in the history of letters. For my own part, I believe

that “ The Ballad of Reading Gaol” for sheer poignancy

of its note will live when a good deal of the work now
- securely embalmed as classic is left severely undisturbed.
2 A deal of ground lies between “ The Duchess of Padua,”
. his first work, now published for the first time, a rather
- flamboyant costume drama, relieved only by one or two
lines of rich sensuous beauty and tricked out with many
pilferings, and the throbbing misery, yet a misery,
" curiously enough, always conscious of the artistic value
| of its unhappiness, of the “De Profundis ”—a title, by
~ the way, which is not Wilde’s, and does not wholly
embody his meaning. But through every volume,
whether it be verse, play, or prose, runs the golden
read of its author’s mastery of language. One realises

‘work as a whole. Wilde was the supreme *decorator
“and colourman in words ” of his generation. Instinc-
vely, he was an artist in expression—even when fast
ound in misery and iron.

His stories, “The House of Pomegranates ** and “ The
Happy Prince,” have all the beauty of finish that betrays

*“The Works of Oscar Wilde ” (Methuen).

jewelled  prose of “Intentions” and “Th l;’xic_\{iu-c of

it perhaps best after reviving one’s memories of his ™

masmrzﬁé%%ﬂé‘ fl 720 ks sty than. 5_EVSI$WOWIEH_% University Libra

Dorian Gray ™ a volume, by the way, which, T under-
stand, will be issued uniform with and to complete this
edition. The wit of “The Importance of Being

Earnest ” is as alive on the printed ‘page as it is on the

stage; Salomé is as brilliant and dazzling an abstrac-
tion, for it is difficult to conceive of her as human.
Compare her, for example, with the Salomé of Suder-
mann’s “ Johannes,” who, ghastly as she may be as the
beautiful embodiment of sin, is from first.to last essen-
tially a woman. But this wonderful artistic instinct,
revealed in its amazing flexibility in his collected works,
makes everything Wilde wrote literature. “I need not
remind you,” he writes in one of the letters published
with the “De Profundis,” “that mere expression is to
an artist the supreme and only mode of life.”

And again. :

“I made art a philosophy, and philosophy an art. . . .
Drama, novel, poem in prose, poem in rhyme, subtle or
fantastic dialogue, whatever I touched I made beautiful
in a new mode of beauty. . . . I treated art as the
supreme reality and life as a mere mode of fiction. I
awoke the imagination of my century so that it created
myth and legend around me.”

Within its limits it is true enough.
given him “almost everything.”

The gods had
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Rgoouectbnsm Oscar Wilde. John W. Luce
& Co., Boston and London, and the J s ] {
Gm egmmny. Partiwd. 7 ‘

Madame ‘Bovary,” but I :
‘no pity in his books and nop{rm
tlose; pity is the opeu or- £

: it;
Oh, the wonder of pityt And
.He said this
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OSCAR WILDES WORKS
Tre Works or Oscar WiLpe. Edited by

Robert' Ross.  London: Methuen and Co.

Eleven vols. 12s. 6d. net each.

If you thought of Wilde's work before this
edifion came out as the sum of a great many
very bright flashes, all separate—flashes of
wit in the plays, of quickness in critical
essays, of beauty in some of the verse, and of
spiritual insight in parts of “De Pro-
fundis,”’—you find here the impression was
not accidental, nor due to your own way of
dipping in books, but one that grows only the
stronger the more you read Wilde in the
mass.  His was a genius that wanted the
instinet.  for structure; he wrote like an
architect scamping the main lines and masses
of all that he built, caring only for details
of curious and rich incrustation to light up
the next space of wall. His verse is often
beautiful with the beauty of a tangle
of climbing flowers with no trellis to climb
up, each trying to climb up the others till
all are weighed down to the ground in a
mess ; images finely poetic are tumbled out
one after another as richly as in “ Lycidas,”
but no whola poem is-backed aund stiffened
with the firm logical framework which
Wilde’s master, Pater, delighted to trace
in “Lycidas” behind the ornament, In
drama Wilde ran so short in architectural
skill that he would hang whole panoplies of
his brilliants upon an old clothes-horse of a
plot like that of “ An Tdeal Husband.” In
criticism, especially in the absorbing * Critic
as Artist 7 dialogue, he achieved a wonder-
ful proportion of separate rightnesses of
estimate -for one whose critical system
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Oscar Wilde's pest -

in the pages of THE NEw AGE. It is a pity the
“ Duchess of Padua’ gives so slender a promise of

what he could achi

|
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THE WOQRKS OF OSCAR WILDE, complete in .13
voliimes. London, Mothuen, 12s5. 6d. net each,

7 |
By Edward Thomas. |

This uniform edition of the prose and
verse of Oscar Wilde is attractive in many
ways. It is well printed on good paper; .lt
is edited by Mr. Robert Ross; and it is
altogether suited to the work it enshrines,
though we miss the illustrations to A
House of Pomegranates.” One of the
volumes, already reviewed here, contains
“ The Duchess of Padua,” practically a new
work by Wilde. Another contains “De Pro-
fundis,” with not only a score of pages
omitted from the other English editions, but
four letters from Wilde in Reading prison
to Mr. Ross, and the two memorable leiters
on prison life printed in * The Daily Chro-
nicle” in 1897 and 1898. In the further ten
volumes before us the work 18 of an extra-
ordinary variety. There are poems and
prose poems; the four modern plays in
prose, full of plot, epigram, and stagecraft,
than which no one has written anythin
better fittedl to make a perfect theatrica
entertainer—altogether a catalogue of opu-
lent or witty writings.

The Versatile Man.

No writer of such reputation has in recent
times equalled Wilde’s versatility. But to con-
nect one class of work with another there
is little except the epigrams which he was so
fond of repeating from book to bock, instead
of leaving them all in “ Dorian Gray.” It
can hard%y be said that they contain a*body
of ideas, & philosophy gradually completing
itself. The books have the appearance of
being too deliberate—done {o satisfy a
belief that he could do this or that exceed-
ingly well. That is not how they came’to be
written : to think so. wonld be {0 accuse the,,
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*THE WORKS OF OSCAR WILDE.

By the issue of this sumptuous edition the pub-
lishers and Mr. Robert Ross, Wilde's literary ad-
ministrator and executor, have done -much to
redeem from undeserved neglect writings that
deserve to live. Some of them probably will live
as long as English literature is read and appre-
ciated by a caltured world. These eleven vdlumes,
ont of an edition of fourteen to be completed later,
comprise substantially the works of the author,
except * Dorian Gray ” and some miscellanies, His
plays, poems, tales and shorter pieces in prose, the
**De Profundis,” and ‘the much - discussed
“ Salomé ”’ are included in what is a really repre-
sentative collection of the writings of one of the
most extraordinary ren of letters who have
wielded our tongue with consummate mastery and
enriched our natipnal store of wit, wisdom, and
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hools.”” The intrinsic merits of ** TI
sf’cad‘\.ﬁr"fafq,‘mt remarkable.. -P:ﬁesengn% it ‘
stirring dramatic tale in the framework of the Jac
drama, we feel that the outcome should been .
vital and interesting piece of work. Hon A
that the play possesses SO little grip

No doubt it is a dangerous

riment with dramatic style
there are writers, such as Mr.
imbued themselves with the

, as to impart a Vv

A

‘the extraordinary power of

his ** Dorian Gray '’; t

ism »’; realise fully how well h@!‘&@}%»have dispensed

But they are part and parcel )
‘ment, and as s st be recognised. Here,' as
in his first work
are few of his :
now and again there are touches of pleasant poetry,
and happy fancies, which lift the play into a higher

sphere of wit. Here, for instance (Act II); where the -

Duchess says to her lover Guido :—
- “ You are my lord,
And what I have is yours, and what I have not
Your fancy lends me, like a prodigal
Spending its wealth, on what is nothing worth.”

Or -'Mhéfe, where Guido, steeling himself against his -'t ;

passion, declares he will take his kisses back :—
Duchess : Alas, you cannot, Guido,

For they are part of Nature now ; the air

Is tremulous with their music, and outside

The little birds sing sweeter for those vows.
Imitative, no doubt, but in this and various ott
-sages—more particularly at the tragic close of the
—there is quite an agreeable Jacobean flavour abo
“many of the lines. Itis a pity that so often a speech |
spoiit by the intrusion of some commonplace line
_palpably borrowed conceit. It is only fair to add th

‘in some of the more flagrant cases the lines have been
‘bracketed by the author, and although, as Mr. Robert

‘Ross, the editor, remarks in a short prefatory notc

to show > whether the passag

ended to be omitted by the author altogether,”
ay reasonably infer that the latter h r

It is a pity Oscas
Italian_story as Browning

fine wisdom of his ‘‘ Intentions *’; the fresh and delight-
ful wit of ‘‘ The Importance of Being Earnest’'; the
intellectual clarity of his “Soul of Man under Social-

’s tempera-’

i ,&?ﬁh A

stage representation or were in-

y abound, only unfortunately there
erits to counterbalance them. But

4

3

4

i L N

i

4

ated his Florentine

P

o PR

ombardian tale, ‘“ A Last Confe

culiar genius. tl,
ng’s vivid, gra
Last Confessio

~career lead him in man;

L L5

either insince

“people who mistake a truth wittily expressed for

£

‘superficiality. Truth for them must always wear @
ésurplice and stole—or it is a masquerader. Even in

“ De Profundis ”’ the humorist peeps out

s

it is which has disturbed many

he average dramatic critic, would have written
b oy Jra : :

re or .‘:s:i;—pérﬁcihl.’ ;_Hg_'was’ a superb
‘humorist as well as an artist; and there are always.

The Ripgi,a,'nd the v ,) or a Rossetti

s f 1l of distinctive Rossetti touch . But the wilful-
- ness, priciousness which marked the development

at times, and
aders and made
them doubt the writer’s sincerity. To us the sin-
cerity seems indubitable. Moreover, no man who was
~merely the clever poser, as Wilde has ever seemed to
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OSCAR WILDES WORKS

Tn WORKS OF OscAr Wipe.  Edited by
. Robert' Ross.  London: Methuen and Co. |
“Eleven vols. 12s. 6d. net each. i

If you thought of Wilde's work befpre this
edition came out as the sum of a great many
very bright flashes, all separate—flashes of
wit in the plays, of quickness in eritical
essays, of beauty in some of the verse, and of
spiritual insight in parts of “De Pro-
fundis,”’—you find here the impression was
not Mﬂlﬁﬂl, nor due to your own way of
ag in books, but one that grows only the
skmnger the more you read Wilde in the
mass. His was a genius that wanted the
instinet for structure; he wrote like an
architect scamping the main lines and masses

of all that he built, caring ounly for details
of curious and rich incrustation to light up
the next space of wall. His verse is often
beautiful with the beauty of a tangle
of climbing flowers with no trellis to climb
uﬁ each frying to climb up the others till
all are wexghegi down to the ground in a

'ly poetic are tumbled out

skill that 1 » whole panoplies of
‘his bﬁﬂma’tswon an old clothes-horse of a
plot like that of “ An Ideal Husband.” In
criticism, especially in the absorbing ¢ Critic
“as Artast 2 dxalogue, he achieved a wonder-
1 ] ‘of separate rightnesses of
ghasa mncal ‘gystem
system  and

his way to .

but a -clever Trish unde

for aping anythmg ‘he pleased

blunder& ‘But his powers h:
 these natural. .

_hi ﬁrst maxunum ok
e ﬂm%gh

if reading of this edition
stre , s impression of Wilde's fixed
lim ‘also often renews admiration for
“his fine bursts of eloquence and his melbdy

: v critical
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