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']'O H N BULL, OCTOBER 10TH, Igg&
AMONG THE BOOKS.

By HERBERT VIVIAN.

choes from Kotfabos,” edited by R. Y. Tyrrell and Sir
d Sullivan (Richards: 7s. 6d. net), is a collection of
which were brought out in instalments some thirty
ago at Trinity College, Dublin. . Few of the con-
- tributors have since become famous, and one of them is

now justly forgotten. The humour which one would expect

from young Irishmen is not much in evidence, and the
- poems are, for the most part, so childish and trivial that
there cannot RAISs@BMBMentscUniversity Libratgdrinting them.

e general effect is one of abortive attempts at the exhibi~ |
tion of non-existent cleverness. $




;@Lm_x. rb "idge, Worc-stax’shh‘ 5
SOCIALISM.

TO THE EDITOR OF THE ‘“ COUNTY EXPRESS.”

Sir,—It is kind of Mr. Williams to make
so clever an attempt to simplify Mr. Shaw’s
ideas, but one will prefer to obtain the in-
formation from the source.

In the * Clarion” some time ago Mr.
Belnard Shaw said he had great hopes of

¢ persuading the Fabian Society to organise

ra real Socialistic party openly bent on
abolishing property, breaking up the family,
annihilating militarism by refusing to renew
the Mutiny Act, and making our domesticity
decent by stamping out marriage and other
legal forms of prostitution and chattel
| slavery.”

Mr. Oscar Wilde, Mr. William Morris, and
Mr. Belfort Bax tells us: With the aboli-
tion of private property marriage must dis-
appear.”

1 respectfully ask your readers to compare
your Dudley correspondent’s statements with
the foregoing, and I ask him to be more
honourable, and less prone to beguile the
workers with sophistries. My letters do not
give Socialism credit for the silly 1dea of
abolishing money. We will take another
Y:\'tract, which shows where the foolishness
ies:—

Mr. Robert Blatchford (in “ Merrie Eng-
land ) writes:—“ Under Socialism there
would be no money at all; mo wages. The
ing ssiey of the count1y W culd be orgam\ed

and managed bv the State. Goods of all
‘kinds would be produced and distributed
for use—and not for sale—in such quantities
as were needed; hours of labour would be
fixed, and every citizen would take what he
or she desired from the common stock.
Food, clothing, lodging, fuel, transit, amuse-
;nent and all things would be absolutely

Tee.

AfterJissen \ROEr084d8iverdity Libraryon by
Mr. Wllllams that the State would be milk
vendors, may I ask on which side is the
“ delirium *'?_
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T, Frohman's season WIth oon,” &
Theatre des Arts, Paris, ends on night, and
the i s manage-




AMONG THE MUMMERS,

“THE D VINE MAHATMA."
S Last week, as stated in this column, I received from Mr. Lion ‘ |
. Margrave a printed copy of a strange play called “ The Divine }i
Mahatma,”” which, it was stated, would be produced on Saturday |
evening at the Bijou Theatre, Bayswater. After all, it was not |
. actually staged, as I had assumed would be the case, despite the |
é” excited protests of the Daily Chronicle. - 1 did not know that the |
- police in this country could be as despotic as they are in Russia ;
< I assumed that any dramatist is allowed to stage privately in
London any play he may care to write and that he can get
- actors to act. I believe that is thelaw; and I am anxious to
wm KDOw exactly how it is that Mr. Margrave has been deprived of
: his right. True, his play is, as I suggested, a repulsive play ;
but it is no more repulsive than Wilde’s ‘' Salome *’ which I saw-
m in the same hall where Mr. Margrave said ‘‘ The Divine |
ot

&

Mahatma ”* was to be done. Wilde’s ““ Salomé”’ was redeemed, |
to some extent, possibly, by"tH&TACt that it is a work of art of
a kind, whilst “ The Divine Mahatma " is not.  True, also, Mr. |
Margrave’s request that the Press should not comment on the
play before production, so as to avoid all risk of prohibition,
-: was, as they say down east, ““ askin’ for it.”” Nevertheless, I do
o not quite understand on what legal grounds the prohibition was
_carried out, unless, perchance, the licensee of the hall invoked
| the aid of the police at the last moment to relieve him of a
© - responsibil20193B3ehBNomenistUniversity hibraty:1447 This may hav
been so, for Mr. A. S. George, the licensee in question, writes m
indignantly that “ there was neither rehearsal or pe-formanc

P [




TABLE TALK.

£

|

| We see in. the current ‘issue of ¢ Thd
Schoolmaster *’ a protest against the recom:
mondation of the United States Education {
Department that fairy tales and fables be na
Jonger read in theschools. ¢ Will children pro-
hibited from reading fairy tales and fables,™
our contemporary pertinently asks, ““be pert
mitted to read the American newspapers 2.
If they are, what is the utility of the pro-
hibition? If the fairy tale and fable have
to go because they violate the standard = of
truth which the Education Department
wishes to set up, what is to become of history
and literature in general 77

AR AN :

Oscar Wilde once traced the dead and un
{imaginative materialism that is so common

in Amorica to the fact that the Americang
have for their national hero a man who wag
unable fo tell a lie. Certainly, there are
lies and lies, and, if we are going to confind . |
the intellectual interests of children ta |
mathematical facts such as that two and twa
make four, we shall have to send by the
board not only: “Jack - the Giant-Killer
and ““The Ugly Duckling,” but “ Paradise
Tost.? “David Copperfield,” and the penny
stories which children are given to read oo
Sunday. Besides, the belief that two and
two make four is, with nearly everybodyy
not a statement capable of proof, but the
merest superstition, So are most of a child’s
beliefs about its father and ifs grandfathex

| and kings and queens and the various people

[it is taught to admire. If in fiture children |

lare to have nothing but the truth, we con-
“fess we tremble for George Washington him-

I£. 3 ;. d
o 9ten st eierdiplipay  *

o
e N e e PR



1°8

e

A BOOK OF THE DAY.

LADY RANDOLPH.

e

(PUBLISHED TO-DAY.)

A 'l:he Reminiscences of Lady Randolph
Churchill.”’ By Mrs. George Cornwallis-West.
With illustrations. Arnold. 15s. net.

Lady Randolph, however, has anec-
dotes about all sorts of people—Royal-
ties, politicians, and authors. One of
them recalls the almost too ready wit

(of Oscar Wilde:

An argument arose between him and Lord
Ribblesdale on. after-dinner speeches, Mr.
Wilde declaring that there was no subject
on which he could not speak at a moment’s
notice,” Taking hini at his word,  Lord
Ribblesdale, holding up his ~glass, ‘said,
“Phao Queen.’”’ She is not a subject,”’ an-
swered Wilde, as quick as lightning:
~_Better still are the two pages devoted
to Mr. Bernard Shaw, who refused, in:
reply to an invitation, to go and eat
¢ dead animals ¥ with Lady Randolph.
The. volume is full of gossip and com-
ment that will delight everybody.

| JssonienartsUiersiodibian
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CHESTNUT! e
It hag been said of ‘Oscar Wilde—-as, in-
‘deed, it is said with more or less truth of
‘all purveyors of literary bon-bons—that
success in this sphere is due as much
to miemory as to imagination, and to
the happy knack of putting wares which
others have manufactured on a responsive
market., Wasn't it of Wilde that the
story is told that, after Lstening to the
goruscation of a witty intimate, he re-
marked with becoming modesty and regret
—%“T wish I had said that,’’ whereupon
came the retort—'‘ Never mind, Oscar,
dear boy, you will.”” Knowing the world
and ite ways so well, and especially
the ways of the world of smart people, |
Mrs Cornwallis West, it may be tl’:ought, ’ ;
would have been among the last to give us
ax a “sparkle” of Wilde's a chest-nut of.
quite respectable antiquity. But bere it
is. Oscar was boasting at a London dinner
| party that he could make a speech on any
subject nnder _the sun. © “Taking hxm at,
his word, Lord I Ribblesdale, holdmg up his
‘gla,é;s, said “The Queen.” ‘She ig not a
{ subject,” answered Wilde as quick as
11<{htmny” Had Mrs Cornwallis West
known, however, that the jest had
| currency in Scotland, where a surgical
operation is required to get  jokes
into , people’s  heads, ~ long beforej
Wilde was born, she Would no haps,

3

have been

which it was ubﬁered.t This, however mayf
be said. It is generally put into the !
mouth of a punster who boasted ‘that he | ]
could eyREEnANORRIBS InfiversHyQL ibrary oot
This, however, only shows Wﬂde & rema.'rk~ ,
able skiﬁ“iiz_m&on




Daily Mail o+7-os
Birmingham.

A STORY OF (EC&R WILDE. i

In her book of reminiscences (just published) Ladyf
Randolph Churchill tells a delightful story of Oscar |
Wilde boasting at a London dmner-partv that he
could mak under the sun.
Taking h '§§m%v m@é h(rldmg up
his g]ass said, “ The Queen.” ¢ She is not a subject,”

answered Wilde, as quick as hghtnmg




Once upon a time any man who had a joke of
& doubtful parentage put it upon Sydney Smith.
It looks as if the new scapegoat is to be O:car
Wilde. At any rate I find in Mrs. Cornwallis-
West’s reminiscences a witty retort attributed to
Wilde which years and vears ago I saw attributed
to one of the wits of a much earlier generation.
Wilde may have said it, but if he did he borrowed
it. The story is to the effect that during an alter-

" dinner conversation \Vilde engaged to make a
speech instantly on any given suh]ect Someone
therelore gave him the Oueen He replied, *“ The

- Queen is no subject.” Now in my version Porson

(l think), or Sydney Smith, or jeuold backed

himsell to makeé a pun on any subject. They gave

him the King, and he replied, * The King is no

subject.” It 1s a good story and may as well be a

serial as not. NV

orresp%tlaignt tells me that ©the King is nc

QmﬁQﬁ University,Library452, e« r

Joe M1ller.‘
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| & THE PALACE PIER THEATRE.

| = Oscar Wilde’s brilliant comedy, “The Im-

‘,portance of Being Earnest,”” is holding the |
boards of the Palace Pier Theatre this week.
The announcement upon the programme that
this was a revival of “the most brilliant farce
ever written’’ may sound, perhaps, a trifle far-
fetched, but certainly within our memny we
can hardly recall its equal for brilliant dgialogue,
piquant epigrams, and good humoured cynicism.

Che piece was first produced at the St. James's

Theatre, London, by Mr. George Alexan ler,

| many years ago, and 1t was the writer’s privilege

!tn witness a performance of the comedy at the

|

|

{

‘

noted playhouse at that time. Though the
march of time has altered men and anuers.
“The Importance of Being Earnest’” is as
equally applicable in its tone to-day as it was
when first written, and, may we add, the pre-
sent exponents bear favourable comparison with
{ the famed company of actors and actresses re-
sponsible for its first production. The plot, if
plot it can be called, is too simple to be worth
mentioning. The theme of having convenient
mythical relatives in far removed localities in
order that a visit to the “unknown’ may prc-
{ vide an excuse for a surreptitious holiday has
{ been worn threadbare by dramatists of all ages.
i The real attraction of the play is the series of
what may be perhaps termed “‘conversational
duels’ between the different dramatis personce.
And what an intellectual treat these ‘‘duels’
provide, and with what enthusiasm they ‘are
received by an appreciative audiénce. Monday’s
performance found the Palace Pier Theatre
well filled by such_an audience, and it says
much for the acting that throughout the whole
performance not the slightest hitch was ob-
served, despite the fact that upon only one
occasion had the company been able to rehearse
{ the piece in its entirety. The costumes are
really exquisite, whilst the stage manager and
his assistants deserve high commendation fo
their arrangement of the scenic effects, especially
the Garden Scene in Act II. Mr. Arthur Hare
plays the lead in the part of Jack Worthing,
whose parentage is baried deep in the mysteries
{fof a handbag found at a London Terminus.
Mr. Hare is excellent in the role; catching the
author’s moods and tenses to a micety. As.a
stage picture his entry in Act I, ®ressed in
mourning in memory of the, phantom brather,
is too funny for words, and. t ‘ogghnu%\tlge
{| play Mr. Hare earns the. Success Wwhich we,are
sure his enterprise in reviving an old favourite
comedy will receive. In the personage of Miss
Olive Wilton as Miss Fairfax, Mr. Hare has
been wise in his choice. This vivacious actress
does all that is required of her, and her im-
personation is am artistic triumph. As Lady
Bracknell Miss Elspeth Dudgeon adds to the
golden opinions already won in Brighton for
her high histrionic gifts, whilst the small part
of Miss Prism is admirably rendered by Miss
Kate Wingfield, another old Brighton favour-
{iite. Miss Una Mainwaring catches the right
vein in her playing of Cecily Cardew, although
{Fa httle lLifting of the voice would undoubtedly
i'be appreciated by the holders of the back seats.
{

{t Mr. Cyril Scott finds plenty of work in the part
flof Aley Moncrief; and such good use does’ he
make of his opportunity that it will not be
surprising to find him occupying a high position
in the dramatic world. The following capable
exponents were also in the cast :—Canon
Chasuble, Mr. Morton Francis; Lane (Algy’s
{l butler), Mr. J. Albert Edward:; Merriman
[F{Jack’s servant), Mr. Nevill Scott; Charlotte,
i' Miss Irene Stanhope.

{* Matinees have been arranged for to-day and
j Saturday at three, with evening performances
| each day at eight. ;

OCTOBER 14, 1908,

MAUD ALLAN,

1“MY LIFE AND DANCING.”

By W. L. COURTNEY.

B3 S

THE VISION OF SATL.OME,

It is curious that in makters of this kind we

have now, gone back to the oldest of the plastic
arts. To the Greeks, and probably to the
Egyptians before them, dancing was not merely
a matter of studied movements, but from
| beginning to end was something symbolio and
| interpretative; a grace, a glory, a wonder,
that could express not only fancy or imagina-
tion, but intellectual and moral ideas. In this
conneetion it is wonth while to correct some of
the mistaken views that have been formed ot
Maud Allan’s ““Salome ”'dance. As she points
out, in the final chapter of her book, she does
not call it ‘‘ The Dance of Salome,” but ‘¢ The
Vision of Salome.”” As a young girl, perhaps
of some 14 or 15 years, the daughter of
Herodias had been summoned to dance before
Herod. And partly to please her mother, and
partly to satisfy her own hardly realised ambi-
tions, she had given of her best to satisfy the
Tetrarch and his Court. Then came the
moment, when Herod turned to her, and begged
her to demand anything she wanted, and he
would give it, even to the half of his kingdom.
Her mother knew what to suggest to the child;
1t was the head of her enemy, John the Baptist,

DAILY TELEGRAPH

,i

| the man who had fearlessly upbraided both her

and Herod for what he deemed an immoral
union. All ithat scene had already been
| enacted, and now the child, left to herself,
with all the weird experience of a great artistic
success, succeeded by the grim and horrible
tragedy, hears from the distance the music,
bringing back to her, in all its vivid detail,
| the strange experience. And in a sort of
dreamlike stupor she goes through it all again.
| Her imagination calls up the head of John the
Baptist, while all the peculiar horror of a
| dance which had been rewarded in so brutal a
* fashion thrills through her nature. But it'is
not a real head; it is the head that came ‘to
her in a sort of waking vision. She turned to
it with wonder and awe.  Perhaps'it could
mnspire her with some large thoughts about ¥'fe
and truth. She was half drawn to it, half
| repelled. Then, by a new turn or twist of
; fancy, the scene has changed. The head has
| disappeared, and the girl, with the weight
upon her conscience of a good man’s death,
sinks upon the floor, wearied and outworn,
1 overcharged with all the morbid incidents of an |
1

k
|
|
i

unforgettable day. That is the * Vision of
Salome *’ which Maud Allan seeks to interpret;'
| not the dance which we connect mainly with
the play of Oscar Wilde, or with the fantastic
and  somewhat clumsy imaginings of the
German dramatist, Sudermann.

" Books are the Legqcés‘ that genius leaves Lo
mankind.”—ADDISON:G

—i—ieas;ﬁethucn have now rea{l§( t]hmrt I;Ilegvf
Illustrated Announcement List, w luci is ful
interesting matter, Kindly write for ite

'METHUEN'S POPULAR BOOKS
IMPORTANT NOTICE.

To.day is published the following books :

HER INFINITE VARIETY : a Feminin‘e
Portrait Gallery, By E.V, LUCAS.
Feap, 8vo, 5s, 5

This is uniform with “The Open Road.

FORTY YEARS OF MUSIC, 1865 to
1905, Illustrated, Demy 8vo, l()s.m.zt-
This is a delightful retrospect of the busy 1ife

of a great musical critic.
THE WORKS OF O3CAR WILDE, Vol,
12, Reviews ; and Vol, 13, Miscellanies,

These are the final \'Olm}]_l‘?i-i;'fcotlignemm&:;g
| never appeared in ook form before. Vol ?(th
contains a newly discovered comelusion of the

| essay on Historieal Critieisin.

o.t,a.)r)!.

| which is now complete.

Jewsagent & Booksellers Review.

he edition of Oscar
T tssrs. Methuen are
October 15th.

The last two volume
wilde’s works which Me
publishing will be ready on

Daily Chronicle

Tf the International Congress on “ Roads,”
now assembled in Paris will for an hour or
so forsake their highly technical discussions
to consider and recall certain roads and
their builders, their deliberations will be
lightened by real human, not to say literary
interest.  There is the read from Oxford
to Hinksey Ferry, which Ruskin eet himself
and his pupils to build as an assertion of
the dignity of labour. Lord Milner was
one of Ruskin’s labourers in the work, while
Oscar Wilde boasted that he trundled the
professor's own wheelbarrow. Or, again,
there is that Road of the Loving Heart which
the Samoans cut and made for Robett Louis
_Stevenson. % ¥ %

DAILY TELEGRAPH, ...

T THE SWORD OF WELLERAN:

(GEORGE ALLEN. 6s net.)

Of these twelve stories by Lord Dunsany two have
appeared in the “ Saturday Review ” and most of
the ‘others in various megazines. They make a
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“Times” Literary Supplement

THE WORKS OF OSCAR WILDE. Reviews. &565 pp. MISCETL{
LANIES. xvi.+344 pp., 8}x6}. Methuen. 12s. 6d. n. ee:ch ?[‘?—.é
[In this edition of 13 volumes these are vols. 12 &I‘Id %;3.(4 e
reviews are mainly from the Pall Mall Gazette. 'The “L%red
lanies ” contains, inter alia, the larger and ne\f."ly duzcol:'eef o
conclusion of the Essay on‘ Historical Crmczﬁfn, nevdeli o ores
printed ; the first fragmentary draft of a lost play ; and lectu
reprinted for tho first time from M.8.]

THE TIMES LIST OF
NEW BOOKS and NEW EDITIONS,

*,* This column is restricted to books published during the last
six months,

“ Books are the legacies that genius leaves to
mankind.” —Appisox,

Messrs. Methuen have now ready their New
Illustrated Announcement List, which is full of
interesting matter. Kindly write for it.

METHUEN’S POPULAR BOOKS.

IMPORTANT NOTICE.
To-day are published the following books :

HER INFINITE VARIETY: A Feminine
Portrait Gallery. By E. V. LUCAS. F'cap 8vo, 58.
This is uniform with ** The Open Road.”

FORTY YEARS OF MUSIC, 1865 TO
1905. lilustrated. Demy 8vo, 16s. net
This is a delightful retrospect of the busy Iife of &
great musical eritic.

THE WORKS OF OSCAR WILDE.
Vol. 12, Reviews; and Vol. 13, Miscellanies.

These are the final vo!um%s of the edition, v;g(iid;nisb%%z
complete. Their contents have never n,pfea
tom'f before. Vol. 13 comfains a newly discovered con-

clusion of the essay on Hiztorical Criticism.

Vanity Fair @408

Messrs. Methuen have just announced the complete
works of Oscar Wilde in thirteen volumes. The books are
reprinted from the last editions issued under the super-
intendence of the author, and in many cases they contain

his last corrections. Several of the books have been out]

of print for years, and others are almost unobtainable..

We owe much to Mr. Methuen and to Mr. Robert Ross,
the editor, for these excellent books; but we are sorry that
a great many reviews and articles, merely ephemeral in
nature, have here been reprinted. The publishers say
that these journalist writings prove ‘‘ the author’s capacity
for anticipating the better literary taste and judgment of
the new century.”
futile self-praise.  There is no better literary taste and
judgment in the new century than there was in the past
century. High criticism is a faculty as rare-as high
creative work, and as individual, and Hazlitt and Lamb
were as good critics as any living in England to-day. The
ide~ that we are better judges of literature than our fathers
is & vulgarism which Mr. Methuen should not have com-
mitted ; he should leave that sort of high falutin’ to the Daily
Express.

This is, of course, mere bunkum and |

v e
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1'he announcement upon the programme that
this was a revival of “the most brilliant farce
ever written’’ may sound, perhaps, a trifle far-
fetched, but certainly within out memny we
can hardly recall its equal for brilliant dialogue,
piquant epigrams, and good humoured cynicism.
[he piece was first produced at the St. James's
Theatre, London, by Mr. George Alexanler,
many years ago, and it was the writer’s privilege
to witness a performance of the comedy at the
noted playhouse at that time. Though the
march of time has altered men and manuers,
“The Importance of Being Earnest’” is as
equally applicable in its tone to-day as it was
when first written, and, may we add, the pre-
sent exponents bear favourable comparison with

sponsible for its first production. The plot, if
plot it can be called, is too simple to be worth
mentioning. The theme of having convenient
mythical relatives in far removed localities in
order that a visit to the “unknown’ may pre-
vide an excuse for a surreptitious holiday has
{ been worn threadbare by dramatists of all ages.
¢ The real attraction of the play is the series of
what may be perhaps termed ‘“‘conversational
duels” between the different dramatis personce.
And what an intellectual treat these ‘‘duels’’
provide, and with what enthusiasm they are
received by an appreciative audiénce. Monday’s
performance found the Palace Pier Theatre
well filled by such an audience, and it says
much for the acting that throughout the whole
performance not the slightest hitch was ob-
served, despite the fact that upon only one
occasion had the company been able to rehearse
the piece in its entirety. The costumes are
really exquisite, whilst the stage manager and
his assistants deserve high commendation fo
their arrangement of the scenic effects, especially
the Garden Scene in Act II. Mr. Arthur Hare
plays the lead in the part of Jack Worthing,
whose parentage is baried deep in the mysteries
{fof a handbag found at a London Terminus.
Mr. Hare is excellent in the réle; catching the
author’s moods and tenses to a ‘micety. As.a
stage picture his entry in Act IK, ®ressed m
mourning in memory of theé, phantom brether,
is too funny for wm‘d§, and t%})gghout-{tlgv
play Mr. Hare earns the. SuccéssSwhich we.are
sure his enterprise in reviving an old favourite
comedy will receive. In the personage of Miss
Olive Wilton as Miss Fairfax, Mr. Hare has
been wise in his choice. This vivacious actress
does all that is required of her, and her im-
personation is am artistic triumph. As Lady
Bracknell Miss Elspeth Dudgeon adds to the
golden opinions already won in Brighton for
her high histrionic gifts, whilst the small part
of Miss Prism is admirably rendered by Miss
Kate Wingfield, another old Brighton favour-
{fite. Miss Una Mainwaring catches the right
“ vein in her playing of Cecily Cardew, although
‘a little lifting of the voice would undoubtedly
{Fbe appreciated by the holders of the back seats.
P M Cyril Scott. finds plenty of work in the part
of Algy Moncrieff; and such good use does’ hé
make of his opportunity that it will not be
surprising to find him occupying a high position
in the dramatic world. The following capable
exponents were also in the ‘cast:—Canon
Chasuble, Mr. Morton Franeis; Lane (Algy’s
butler), Mr. J. Albert Edward; Merriman
i{Jack’s servant), Mr. Nevill Scott; Charlotte,
Miss Irene Stanhope.

Matinees have been arranged for to-day and
{*Saturday at three, with evening performances
each day at eight.

the famed company of actors and actresses re-:

B —

|“MY LIFE AND DANCING.”

By W. L. COURTNEY.

THE VISION OF SAT.OME, |

It is curious that in matters of this kind we
have now. gone back to the oldest of the plastic
arts.  To the Greeks, and probably to the
Egyptians before them, dancing was not merely |
a matter of studied movements, but from |

| beginning to end was something symbolic and |
| Interpretative; a grace, a glory, a wonder,
{ that could express not only fancy or imagina-
tion, but intellectual and moral ideas. In this
connection it is wonth while to correct some of
the mistaken views that have been formed of
Maud Allan’s “Salome ** dance. As she points
out, in the final chapter of her book, she does
not call it ‘‘ The Dance of Salome,’” hut ¢ The|
Vision of Salome.”” As a young girl, perhaps
of some 14 or 15 years, the daughter of|
Herodias had been summoned to dance before
Herod. And partly to please her mother, and
partly ‘to satisfy her own hardly realised ambi-
tions, she had given of her best to satisfy the
Tetrarch and his Court. Then came the
moment; when Herod turned to her, and begged
her to demand anything she wanted, and he
would give it, even to the half of his kingdom.
Her mother knew what to suggest to the child 2
1t was the head of her enemy, John the Baptist,
i the man who had fearlessly upbraided both her

and Herod for what he deemed an immoral
union. All that scene had already been
enacted, and now the child, left to herself,
with all the weird experience of a great artistic
success, succeeded by the grim and horrible
tragedy, hears from the distance the music,
bringing back to her, in all its vivid detail,
the strange experience. And in a sort of
dreamlike stupor she goes through it all again.
| Her imagination calls up the head of John the
Baptist, while all the peculiar horror of a
dance which had been rewarded in so brutal a
‘ fashion thrills through her nature, But it'is
0ot a real head; it is the head that came to
her in a sort of waking vision. She turned to
it with wonder and awe. Perhaps it could
inspire her with some large thoughts about 'fe
and truth. She was half drawn to it, half
repelled. Then, by a new turn or twist of
tancy, the scene has changed. The head has
disappeared, and the girl, with the weight
upon her conscience of a good man’s death,
sinks upon the floor, wearied and outworn, |
overcharged with all the morbid incidents of an |
unforgettable day. That is the * Vision of
Salome ”’ which Maud Allan seeks to interpret;
| not the dahce which we connect mainly with
the play of Oscar Wilde, or with the fantastic
and somewhat clumsy imaginings of the
German dramatist, Sudermann.

'METHUEN'S POPULAR BOOKS
IMPORTANT NOTICE.

To.day is published the following books :

{ HER INFINITE VARIETY : a Feminin‘e
‘j Portrait Gallery, By E. 'V, LUCAS.
Feap. 8vo, 5s, 5
This is uniform with *The Open Road.
FORTY YEARS OF MUSIC, 1865 to
1905, lllustrated, Demy 8vo, lés.ngt-
This is a delightful retrospect of the busy lif®
of a great musical eritic. i
HE WORKS OF O>CAR WILDE, Vol,
‘ - 12, Reviews ; and Vol, 13, Miscellanies,

These are the final volumes of the edxtl’m},
| which is now complete. “Their couLe'nts‘?letxe
| never appeared in book form belore. ‘\ 01.; th.

contains a newly discovered conelusion o e
essay on Historieal Criticisi.
L Sape

Qef. 10+ 9c

£ the edition of Osoar
llllli[:tfs gdessra. Meﬂ3uen are
ady on October 15th.

The last two vO!
Wilde’s Wot!&s w
publishing will be re

L3 ° ¢ 8
Daily Chronicle
7 IF the International Congress on “ Roads,”
now assembled in Paris will for an hour or
so forsake their highly technical discussions
to consider and recall certain roads and
their builders, their deliberations will be
lightened by real human, not to say literary
interest.  There is the road from Oxford
to Hinksey Ferry, which Ruskin eet himself
and his pupils to build as an assertion of
the dignity of labour. Lord Milner was
one of Ruskin’s labourers in the work, while
Oscar Wilde boasted that he trundled the
professor’s own wheelbarrow. Or, again,
there is that Road of the Loving Heart which
the Samoans cut and made for Robert Louis
_Stevenson. * % %

B et am e IR

DAILY TELEGRAPH, 3.

T THE SWORD OF WELLERAN.
(GEORGE ALLEN. 6s net.)
F Of these twelve stories by Lord Dunsany two have
appeared in the “Saturday Review ” and most of
the ‘others in various megazines. They make a
pretty and welocome volumme, and the illustrations
by Ma. 8. H. Sime add o their attraction. They
are imaginative sketches, supposed to be dreams,
and, indeed, they are dreamilike, intangible fairy-
| tales, —hich strike a mete of beauty and pathos for
the most part, though in some of them humour is
i mot lacking. Of them ail, “The Kith of the Bif-
Folk ” sbrikes us as the most fascmating. Tt is the-
tale of “The Wild Thing ” of the Marshes which
desires a human soul. Its comrades procure a soul
for it, but warn the Wild Thing that, should it
desire to have back again its elfin nature, it must
pass om its soul to a human who does not possess one.
Amusing and suggestive are the adventures of the
Wild Thing among mentals, It takes the form of
a young girl, and tells a ourate that it loves him
‘ after hearing him preach, to the great seandal of
{ g ‘ the congregation. Feor this breach of mammers it is
- ; (5 [ send to a menufacturing town, where it beeomes a
i | “Thand,” and lives a dreary - life.. - Then 1t is dis-
| covered by an impresamo, and makes its début at| |
| Covent Garden, where by the uneanthly beauty ot |
its voice it subdues all save Cecilia, Countess of Bir.
mingham. To this lady the Wild Thing gives her
soul and goes baek gladly to her beloved marshes.
This and several other of the stories in this volume
are nrather hard to class; they may best be put
beside Oscar Wilde's “House of Pomegranabes,”
which in some of their 1deas and phrases they recall.
9 A very imagimative tale is “The Doom of La
" Traviate,” in which her soul is placed just outside
hell by angels who were unwilling to fulfil to the
wtmost the commands of God. There is much tha
is beautiful in these carefully-written tales. They
are full of poetry, pathos, and a semse of fairyland.
The imagination which has inspived them is real
and, if a little forced, very accepbable.

Jissen Women's University Library

ewsagent X Booksellers Review.

£ v  ALLCMELAL e e o R Aoeanthaa R e gl Ay 2T340h Ta e e -
;:;11‘:;: :2);1&1;n3,yiazter alia, the larger and nev)vyly d1§cot1iri(é
conclusion of the Essay on‘ Historical Cnmczs.:n, nevdr:x; rtu(:-es
printed ; the first {ragmentary draft ‘of a lost play ; and iec
reprinted for tho first time from M.S.]

e

THE TIMES LIST OF
NEW BOOKS and NEW EDITIONS,

*,* This column is restricted to books published during the last
months,

“ Books are the legacies that genius leaves to
mankind.”" —Appison.

Messrs. Methuen have now ready their New
Illustrated Announcement List, which is full of
interesting matter. Kindly write for it.

METHUEN'S POPULAR BOOKS.

IMPORTANT NOTICE.
To-day are published the following books:

HER INFINITE VARIETY: A Feminine
Portrait Gallery. ByE. V. LUCAS. F'cap 8vo, 5s.
This is uniform with ** The Open Road.”

FORTY YEARS OF MUSIC, 1865 TO
1905. Illustrated. Demy 8vo, 16s. net
This i8 a delightful retrospect of the busy Iife of a
great musical eritic,

THE WORKS OF OSCAR WILDE.

Vol. 12, Reviews; and Vol. 13, Miscellanies.

These are the final yolumes of the edition, which is now
complete. eir contents have never appea in book
form before, Vol. 13 contains a newly discovered con-
clusion of the essay on Hi:forical Criticism.

- . -~
Vanity Fair @-//4 0@

Messrs. Methuen have just announced the complete
works of Oscar Wilde in thirteen volumes. The books are
reprinted from the last editions issued under the super-
intendence of the author, and in many cases they contain
his last corrections. Several of the books have been out|
of print for years, and others are almost unobtainable.

We owe much to Mr. Methuen and to Mr. Robert Ross,
the editor, for these excellent books; but we are sorry that
a great many reviews and articles, merely ephemeral in
nature, have here been reprinted. The publishers say
that these journalist writings prove ‘‘ the author’s capacity
for anticipating the better literary taste and judgment of
the new centuity =’ This is, of v()ursc, mere bunkum and |
futile self-praise.  There is no better literary taste and
judgment in the new century than there was in the past
century.  High criticism is a faculty as rare -as high
creative work, and as individual, and Hazlitt and Lamb
were as good critics as any living in England to-day. The
ide~ that we are better judges of literature than our fathers
is & vulgarism which Mr. Methuen should not have com-
mitted ; he should leave that sort of high falutin’ to the Daily
Express.
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E PALACE PIER THEATRE.
‘Wilde’s burilliant comedy, “The Im‘I
nce of Being Earnest,” is holding the‘
. of the Palace Pier Theatre this week. |
‘he announcement upon the programme that
["this"was a revival of *“‘the most brilliant farce
| ‘ever written”’ may sound, perhaps, a trifle far-
| fetched, but certainly within our memyny we
can hardly recall its equal for brilliant dialogue,
piquant epigrams, and good humoured cynicism.
‘The piece was first produced at the St. James's
Theatre, London, by M. George Alexan ler,
many years ago, and 1t was the writer’s privilege
to witness a performance of the comedy at the
noted playhouse at that time, Though the
march of time has altered men and anuers.
L “The Importance of Being Earnest”” is as
‘equally applicable in its tone to-day as it was
{| when ‘first written, and, may we add, the pre-
|| sent exponents bear favourable comparison. with
the famed company of actors and actresses re-.
sponsible for its first production. The plot, if
plot it can be called, is too simple to be worth
mentioning. The theme of having convenient
|l mythical relatives in far removed localities in
order that a visit to the “unkmown’ may prc-
|| vide an excuse for a surreptitious holiday has
|| been worn threadbare by dramatists of all ages.
|| The real attraction of the play is the series of
| what may be perhaps termed ‘‘conversational
duels” between the different dramatis personce.
~And what an intellectual treat these ‘‘duels”
provide, and with what enthusiasm they are |
~received by an appreciative audiénce. Monday’s |
serformance found the Palace Pier Theatre |
| well filled by such_ an audience, and it says
| ‘much for the acting that throughout the whole
|| performance not the slightest hitch was ob-
{'served, despite the fact that upon only one
| occasion had the company been able to rehearse
the piece in its entirety. The costumes are
really exquisite, whilst the stage manager and
his assistants deserve high commendation fou
their arrangement of the scenic effects, especially
the Garden Scene in Act II. Myr. Arthur Hare
~plays the lead in the part of Jack Worthing,
~whose parentage is buried deep in the mysteries |
of a handbag found at a London Terminus.
Mr. Hare is excellent in the réle; catching the |
author’s moods and tenses to a micety. As.a
stage picture his entry in Act IB, ¥ressed ;il
mourning in memory of thé phantom brather,
is too funny for word§,_ and . thy hou%ﬁ&the
‘play Mr. Hare earns the. Success Swhich we,are
sure his enterprise in reviving an old favourite
 comedy will receive. In the personage of Miss |
Olive Wilton as Miss Fairfax, Mr. Hare has
been wise in his choice. This vivacious actress
does all that is required of her, and her im-
personation is am artistic triumph. As Lady
Bracknell Miss Elspeth Dudgeon adds to the
' golden opinions already won in Brighton for
{ her high histrionic gifts, whilst the small part
{iof Miss Prism is admirably rendered by Miss
| Kate Wingfield, another old Brighton favour-
iite. Miss Una Mainwaring catches the right
ein in her playing of Cecily Cardew, although
“a little lifting of the voice would undoubtedly
 be appreciated by the holders of the back seats.
- Mr. Cyril Scot%gg,plenty of work in the part
of Algy Moncrieff, and such good use does’ he
make of his opportunity that it will not be
surprising to find him occupying a high position
in the dramatic world. The following capable
exponents were also in the cast:—Canon
Chasuble, Mr. Morton Francis; Lane (Algy’s
‘butler), Mr. J. Albert Edward; Merriman
’agk’; servgnt). Mr. Nevill Scott; Charlotte,
ss Irepe St: : : 2
Matin *Hm@ﬁmﬂg@ kibrary q.v and
‘Saturday at three, with evening performances
“each day at eight.
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MAUD ALLAN.

«MY LIFE AND DANCING.”

By W. L. COURTNEY.

T

‘ THE VISION OF SALOME.

T4 is curious that in maitbers of this kind we
have now gone back to the oldest of the plastic
arts. To the Greeks, and probably to the
Bgyptians before them, dancing was not merely
a matter of studied movements, but from
beginning to end was something symbolic and
interpretative; a grace, a glory, a wonder,
that could express not only fancy or imagina-
tion, but intellectual and moral ideas. In this
connection it is wonth while to correct some of
the mistaken views that have been formed of
Maud Allan’s “Salome ’ dance. Asshe points
out, in the final chapter of her book, she does
not call it ¢ The Dance of Salome,” but ‘‘ The
Vision of Salome.”” As a young girl, perhaps|
of some 14 or 15 years, the daughter of
Herodias had been summoned to dance before
Herod. And partly to please her mother, and
partly to satisfy her own hardly realised ambi-
tions, she had givern of her best to satisfy the
Tetrarch and his Court. Then came the
moment, when Herod turned to her, and begged
her to demand anything she wanted, and he
would give it, even to the half of his kingdom.
| Her mother knew what to suggest to the child ;
| it was the head of her enemy, John the Baptist,
| the man who had fearlessly upbraided both her

and Herod for what he deemed an immoral
union. All that scene had already been
enacted, and now the child, left to herself,
with all the weird experience of a great artistic
success, succeeded by the grim and horrible
tragedy, hears from the distance the music,
 bringing back to her, in all its vivid detail
the dtrange experience. And in a sort o
| dreamlike stupor she goes through it all again.
| Her imagination calls up the head of John the
| Baptist, while all the peculiar horror of a
| dance which had been rewarded in so brutal a
! fashion thrills through her nature. But it is
not a real head; it is the head that came 1o
her in a sort of waking vision. She turned to
‘it with wonder and awe. Perhaps it could
inspire her with some large thoughts about ''fe
and truth. She was half drawn to it, half
| repelled. Then, by a new turn or twist of
| fancy, the scene has changed. The head has
dim%éé‘m&,g;,nd the girl, with the weight
upon her conscience of a good man’s death,
sinks upon the floor, wearied and outworn,
overcharged with all the morbid incidents of an |
unforgettable day. That is the ¢ Vision of|
Salome ’’ which Maud Allan seelks to interpret;'
| not the dance which we connect mainly with
" the playJissér0iBness8niversitphibraryfantastic
and somewhat clumsy imaginings of the
German dramatist, Sudermann. .
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METHUEN'S POPULAR BOOKS
IMPORTANT NOTICE.
To.day is published the following Looks :

HER INFINITE VARIETY : a Feminine
Portrait Gallery, By E. V. LUCAS.

Fcap, 8vo. s,

This is uniform with *The Opeu Road.”

FORTY YEARS OF MUSIC, 1
1905, Ilustrated, Demy 8vo,

This is a.delightful retrospect of the
of a great musical critic.

865 to
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busy 1if®

THE WORKS OF 0OsCAR WILDE, Vol,
‘ 12, Reviews ; and Vol, 13, Miscellanies,

| e Wordeta: Csasrsity Library ¢

&
| never appeared in Look form before.

ot XIIL.

| contains a newly discovered conelusion of the

‘ essay on Historieal Criticism.
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Wilde’s works which Messrs. Methuen are

publishing will be ready on October 15th.

|
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so forsake their highly technical discussions
to consider and recall certain roads and
their builders, their deliberations will be
lightened by real human, not to say literary

linterest.  There is the read from Oxford
to Hinksey Ferry, which Ruskin eet himself
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one of Ruskin’s labourers in the work, while
Oscar Wilde boasted that he trundled the
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DAILY TELEGRAPH, °T

| THE SWORD OF WELLERAN.

(GEORGE ALLEN. 6s net.)

Of these twelve stories by Lord Dunsany two have
appeared in the “ Saturday Review ” and most of
the ‘others in various magazines. They make a
pretty and weloome volume, and the illustrations
by Mr. S. H. Sime add to their attrachion. They
are imaginative sketches, supposed to be dreams,
and, indeed, they are dreamliike, intangible fairy-
i tales, ~hich strike a mote of beauty and pathos for
the most part, though in some of them humour is

| Folk ” strikes us as the most fascmating. ¥t is the-
tale of “The Wild Thing ” of the Marshes which
desires a human soul. Its comrades procure a soul
for it, but warn the Wild Thing that, should it
desire to have back again its elfin nature, it must
pass on its soul to a human who does not possess one.
Amusing and suggestive are the adventures of the
Wild Thing among montals, It takes the form of
a young girl, and tells a owrate that it loves him
after hearing him preach, to the great seandal of | |
the congregation. For this breach of mammers it is

sembmamuiachmngbown, where it becomes a
“hand,” and lives a drveary.life.  Then it is dis-

Covent Garden, where by the unearthly beauty ot
its voice it subdues all save Cecilia, Countess of Bir
mingham. To this lady the Wild Thing gives her
soul and goes baek gladly to her beloved marshes.
This and several other of the stories in this volume
are rather hard to class; they may best be put
beside Oscar Wilde's “House of Pomegranatbes,”
which in some of their ideas and phrases they recall.
A very imagmative tale is “The Doom of La

bell by angels who were unwilling to fulfil to the
wtmost the commands of God. There is much that
is beautiful in these carefully-written tales. They
are full of poetry, pathos, and a semse of fairyland.
The imagination which has inspived them is reai
and, if o Jissen0AgEdBs LiiversA§OL ibrary
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THE WORKS OF OSCAR WILDE. Reviews. 6556 pp. MISCEL-
LANIES. xvi.+344 pp., 8}x5}. Methuen. 12s. 6d. n. each vol.
[In this edition of 13 volumes these are vols. 12 and 13. The
reviews are mainly from the Pall Mall Gazette. 'The ‘‘ Miscel-

lanies ” containg, inter dlia, the larger and newly discovered
conci2009-08sB8 Women's, University. Library. 461 wcver before

printed ; the first fragmentary draft of a lost play ; and lectures
reprinted for tho first time from M.S.]
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THE TIMES LIST OF
NEW BOOKS and NEW EDITIONS,

*s* This column is restricted to books published during the last
six months,

“Books are the legacies that genius leaves to
mankind.” —Appison,

Messrs. Methuen have now ready their New
Illustrated Announcement List, which is full of
interesting matter. Kindly write for it.

METHUEN'S POPULAR BOOKS.

IMPORTANT NOTICE.
To-day are published the following books :

HER INFINITE VARIETY: A Feminine
Portrait Gallery. ByE. V. LUCAS. F’cap 8vo, 58.
This is uniform with ** The Open Road.”

FORTY YEARS OF MUSIC, 1865 TO
1905. Iiustrated. Demy 8vo, 16s. net.
This i8 a delightful retrogspect of the busy Iife of a
great musical critic,

THE WORKS OF OSCAR WILDE.
Vol. 12, Reviews; and Vol. 13, Miscellanies.
fira which is now
comc e, JisS6n HORESLIE) &3&9‘3&?&& i book
form before, Vol. 13 confains a mewly discovered con-
clusion of the essay on Historical Criticism.
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Vanity Fair 9://4e@

Messrs. Methuen have just announced the complete,
works of Oscar Wilde in thirteen volumes. The books are |
reprinted from the last editions issued under the super-|
intendence of the author, and in many cases they contain
his last corrections. Several of the books have been out
of print for years, and others are almost unobtainable.

We owe much to Mr. Methuen and to Mr. Robert Ross
the editor, for these excellent books; but we are sorry thav’:
a great many reviews and articles, merely ephemeral in
nature, have here been reprinted. The publishers say
that these journalist writings prove ‘ the author’s capacity
for anticipating the better literary taste and judgment of
the new century.” This is, of course, mere bunkum and
futile self-praise.  There is no better literary taste and
judgment in the new century than there was in the past
century.  High criticism is a faculty as rare -as high
creative work, and as individual, and Hazlitt and Lamb
were as good critics as any living in England to-day. The

idex that we are better judges of literature than our fathers |

is a vulgarism which Mr. Methuen should not have com-
I}Ti‘nt;ged; he sh2009<0iagen Women's University: Library, 1468 |1e Daily
xpress.




THE TAST TRIBUTE.*

(PusLisHED To-pav.]

§ i :
printhi?:, Jiv?&quu;tiqgﬁt Mr. Ross had great provocation to re-
Mot dieais publ‘isherh aneous journalistic _work. From time to
e shers, in different countries, have reproduced
fshed criticarl)owrl‘-ltg‘to- contain most or all of Mr. Wilde's unpub-
dohe volurﬁes thl;nf ; also some printers have issued as Wilde'’s
i a thzd no true connection with his name. It was
P s i dl;};,d ’Ir“}; to guard against these unscrupulous de-
Fot the secon&-han(i ; lt;:re will, in the future, be no excuse for any
e ot hie e f00 -shelves to catalogue as Wilde's writing's
e Ieference to this complete edition will speedily
g e fﬁﬂgryv of any doubtful book or article. Necessary
ir our“; h VOrk was, it could hardly have been more successfully
T nm.eq er}? in two final volumes we have Wilde's reviews and
Stestelion o 1s lecttjreg, and such fragments of more matu
Ofaih“ ere not included in former volumes. -
e i Mﬁ;l;’eg;‘-ws&th’e’ great majority are from the columns of the
Fode ity thatage tC, and many of them contain sentences and
pOSZessed. oF Courray ;he acute critical mind which the author
il ey S]e,' 1S amazing command of strangely ‘beautiful
et s en 'ald under contribution : in these critical notices
are a few n)cgte\vs:rh“a]k§ In paradox, but rarely in purple. There
et e ¥y opinions about contemporary writers, opinions
A Hoslis o bmhpostenty will acquiesce. For instance, the notice
St ings of O:{Ct_xbe”apd generous, while that of Mr. Yeats’s
S Tl oneg;)f i3 {;sm is far-sqe}ng and judicious. Mr, Wilde*
Skl Worke' rst and few critics to speak the truth about Mr.
Ph el el fand he does*it in the neatest way possible.
e aid of Mr. Swinburne, and with truth, that he is a
languspe o }%‘:3.2"3. but”\nth still greater truth it may be said that
beihg éntithetiéalmasz{er' ; the judgment is none the less true for
Mtk st < gain, the last review contributed to the ** Pall
i (1131» sly, 1890) was a notice of ‘‘ Primavera,”’ a slim
N Mﬂanlh;n‘ll (‘_}VX Mr. Stephen . Phillips, Mr. Laurence Binvon
e what, lc:;se. and Mr. Arthur Cripps ; and it is pleasant t<;
e e %r;]dness the older man welcomed the under-
g Undergraduate.s : inotloe ends with a characteristic sentence :
ot might read it with advantage during lectﬁre‘:
2 o
Th ? s € . .
o ﬁr:t\i(;ljum:tenhtled stcellarpes >’ contains more mature work
Sainte Courpt?saanc?e, and interest is the fragment of a play, La
story is a mixt oy for The Woman Covered with JCWCIS-”; The
i, 'l:: of thﬁt of S. Mary of Egypt—whose church Wilde
another often ;ne:n;nlos:!?:?:;:?el}%lg‘e,S the}rlory.that ek
e S to yourself. From the féw'pass '
IS)alot;:i t:l:a rit:;gell‘) can see that the play belongs to lt)he ;ii?oge(r)?
p et ie t;}ems in Prose, to the author’s interest in the
nofe 1 Veryohnis ings religious.  Of the miscellaneous articles
Vichistler's  Todhiire, ang oo CLOCRG DSBS report of M
U seq oys ai;aueﬁ.;oaidd the entertaining, insolent essay on a
i s O jred 9y3 up -py P otvs s vanrin .
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anchester Courier,
OSCAR WILDE'S MEMORTAL. -

l ¢ REVIEWS ' AND ¢ MisCELLANIES.® By
| ‘Oscar Wilde. Edited by Robert Ross. Lon-
[\ ‘don: Methuen and Company. 128 6d. net each.
| To-day sees the completion of the handsome,
|t definitive edition of the works . of Oscar Wilde, |
['a noble memorial, due to the friendship of Mr.
{{Robert Ross, who has dong so much to snsure
| ‘an appreciation of this wayward genius. The
| edition is printed on hand-mads paper by
| Mesgsrs. T. and A. Constable, and is artdstiva]‘ly
| bound; and it is limited to a thousand copies
| for the United Kingdom and America ; while
there is also an edition of eighty copies on
| Japanese vellum. Consequently, it is worthy of
| a place in any great library, and is likely to be-
come @ bibliographical treasure. The last two
| volumes are especially interesting, because they
| contain many reviews published, anonymously,
| & newly discovered conclusion of the essay on
|  Historical Criticism,” = a first fragmentary
draft ol lost play, and lectures reprinted from |
| quanuscript, for the first time. In the dedica- |
| ‘tion of “ Reviews,” Mr. Ross mentions “ the
| ‘apparently endless difficulties against which T
| 'have contended, and am - contending, in the
| management of Oscar Wilde’s literary and
! dramatic property.”  Of his trinmph over all
| obstacles this volume affords convincing proof,
| for here he reprints reviews from. the I'a%
|| Mall Gazette,” most of which were published |
{| anonymously, and all of which contain amusing |
and caustic criticisms of present-day writers. |
|LThe conspicuous feature of these reviews is’
| Yheir anticipation of the better literary taste
|{and judgment of the new century.. Permission
to reproduce them is confined to the present
odition. ** Miscellanies™ is dedicated to M.
Walter Ledger, and Mr. Ross writes: “ T look
forward to your bibliography of the author, 1n
|{ which you will be at hiberty to criticise my
capacity for anything except regard and frlm?d-
ship for yourself.”” The volume is full of in- |
{ terest, as the conclusion to the essay on i
|} & Historical Criticism’’ appears for the first’|
‘time in print, as is the case also with the draft |
of the lost play, “La Saiute Coartisane,” and |
the lectures on various art subjects. It also'!
gives the author’'s remaining signed and anony- |
mous contributions to the Press. The volumes |
impress one more than ever with the brilliant
gifts of Mr. Wilde, and with the tribute paid |
%o his memory by Mr. Ross, who deserves the |
thanks of all lovers of letters for his present

work. : b0 e
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OSCAR WILDE: JOURNALIST
AND CRITIC.

“ Reviews.” By Osear Wilde.—** Miscellanies.”
By Osecar Wilde. (Vols. xii. and xiii. of
the Uniform REdition of Oscar Wilde’s
Works). 12s 6d net per volume. (Londofi:
Methuen and Co.).

[PUBLISHED TO-DAY.]

It is almost impossible to conceive of &
brilliant, self-willed, wingéd creaturs like
Oscar Wilde ever having come through what he,
when his powers of original flight were recog-
“nised, no doubt looked back upon as the grub
—or Grub Street—stage of journalism. Vet
that he did come through it, these two volumes,
the first containing all his reviews (now first
identified with his name) from 1885 to 1889,
and the second his prose miscellanies for the
| same period, afford the strongest possible kind
| of testimony. In the second volume, of course,
| Wilde is always openly himself. But even in
| the first volume he never once succeeds in dis-
| guising himself as a genuine caterpillar; nay;
the very obscurity of anonymity tempts this
{ butterfly-wasp to flash out the brightest of his
! colours and dart forth the fiercest of hisstings.
The editor of the edition comipleted by these
beautiful and admirably arranged volumes has
been more than justified in his determination
to include every fragment that could be held
as genuine. Oscar Wilde was one of those few

authors (their names could be written on a

postage stamp) who never write badly, and

who ocannot write for a whole page without!
writing superlatively well. |

But let us “cut the cackle and come to the/
’osses,” as the late Mr Astley used to say to

his too voluble clowns: = Let us turn to the

Reviews. The first thing that strikes us

is the number, of forgotten a.uthors——most!y

poets—whose works are conscientiously and, in
the case of verse writers, considerately dealt
with by this a§ yet unrecognised “lord of
language.” Happy flies (or unhappy, as the
ease may be), preserved in such amber! We
gertainly do not en\-fy Professor Saintsbury his
place under ‘ Hali-Hours with the Worst
Authors '—though here, indeed, Wilde is per-
haps over fastidious. A very ad quarter of
an hour is réserved, alsc, for “Days of the
Year: A Poetic Calendar from the Works of
Alfred Austin,” which, “if published as a
broadsheet, with a picture of Mr Austin ‘con-
versing with Alneas,’ might gladden many a
gdmple cottage home and prove a source of
innocent, amusement to the Conservative work- |
ing man.”’’ In the mid-region between praise
and blame—a sort of mitigated Purgatory-—=
hang Henley, * through the reeds and pipes’”
of whose lyrie postry “blows the very breath
tal verses,.

n lines,’ are after
udes, riments, inspired jot-!

tings in a note-book;”’ and Sir Edwin Arnold,
{ whese use of Hindoo words Wilde finely
| describes as ““not local colour, but a sort of
[local discolouration,” and whom he damns with|
| the very faintest of praise. To turn to i €

om- -
| mon Sense in Art" is to dive at once to the
| very sink-hole of the Inferno of criticism,
| where we find the Hon. John Collier, the
| idol of artistic Brixton, being slowly flayed by
an irony so fine as to be totally invisible to

Brixtonian eyes. For example :—

Portrait painting, Mr Collier tells us,

¢ makes no demands on the imagination.”

As is the sittor, so is the work of art. If the

| sitter be commonplace, for instahoe, it would
{ be *contrary to the fundamental principles
of portraiture to make the picture other than
commonplace.” . . . The artist should
always consult his sitter’s relations before he
begins the picture. . . As regards land-
scape painting, Mr Collier tells us that “a

__great doal of nonsense has been talked about
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“ \‘y ilde s own criticism of the book. A reviewer in the ‘St James’s : (Two volumes of the collected edition of W S e O | very 51:1(; h&fa e Fidhs Jobn Lonm’dt%e
! Gazette > had accused the book of being dull, and Wilde replies: | : £ which avd-wot aaportent x| | where i ixton, being slowly flayed by
! P . cor e s : p \ includes reviews of books, many of which are mot 1mp £ idol of artistic Bri e iotally invisible to
| Now, if I were criticising my book, which I have some thoughts of g the other contains the essay on ‘* Historical Criticism,” a frag- | | an ireny fo fino a8 o ot ly ; |
doing, I think I would consider it my duty to point out that it is far ’ mentary draft of a lost play, the manuseript of lectures, and | PBrixtonian eyes. F.Ol‘ ex pck.)u'er e 4 B
too crowded with sensational incident, and far too paradoxical in , * | various contributions to the Press. Mr. Ross, the editor of the ! Portrait psmmﬁ,s ﬁff o ilmagination." R
i style, as far, at any rate, as the dialogue goes. I feel that f.om a | i " | edition, has ‘“decided to err on the side of c(lj)mnqzsxortx_,ﬁggd t(; Qm_askte;e !;;)ml_e.msg s the work of ark If d;g
i standpoint of art these are true defects in the book. But tedious ‘ B include everything . . . that could he identi = Ster be commonplace, for instanoe, it 73
& . ’ : : : p f iie? We question whether this was a wise course, for ! il to the fundamental principles
i £ Sl ihe lioolc 15 Sy Fhis passage is ofvalue 53 dlustratidy ‘ R e & h s re, as even Mr. Ross allows, colourless. | be * contrary to make the picture other than
| Wilde's astonishing capacity for detachment—a capacity that just i i seine of -3k yeviews are; e for inst « of portraiture Jo HIEE irhe artist shomld
‘B 4 2 2 pacity ] { | What good end was to be served by reprinting, for instance, } commonplace.” . - . e ST e he
" ’ | prevented him from being a really great artist or a really great man. ; § | {he chort letter to the ‘‘Pall Mall Gasette” on Professor always consu_ltth‘: glttex: T o gk
e ‘» | At the end of the volume are reprinted the lectures Wilde die- ! Saintsbury’s grammar? We must add, lest it be thought there begins tsiengtfg“ﬂr Collior tells us that “a |
b 4 | livered in America. These, again, are of real value historizaliy ; is an overwhelming proportion of negligible stuff in the volume, | Siael;‘; a1 of nonsense has been talked ab
L | they will prove very useful to the student of manners, and they that many of the reviews are good, sound eriticism. All we : R ‘
should serve to correct the one-sided view of the msthetic move- s — complain of is the tendency to conceal the good by allowing
> | ment that is gathered from ‘‘ Punch’’ and ‘' Patience.”’ These i E,Eltl‘&nce te the cofxfuﬁn_oﬂ}))la(_:e.)_h S RS e, O :
volumes confirm us in our verdict that Wilde was by nature revolu- L. T = B
tionary, a reformer. He wanted many things, but he always desired 1’
change ; he sought for many things, but he never sought for jeace. |

His Irish blood ached for the fight, for rebellion, for alteraticn ;
and it may be that a wider and later criticism than is possible to-day
will see both in his successes and in his failures the same spirit

working for the same ends.

*(Reviews. Miscellanies.” By Oscar Wilde,
3 12s. 6d. net each. (Loodon; Methuen.)
2019-03-18

2vols. (completing the set of 14),
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There is no doubt that Mr. Ross had great provocation to re-
print Mr. Wilde’s miscellaneous journalistic work. From time to
time pirate publishers, in different countries, have reproduced
volumes purporting to contain most or all of Mr. Wilde's unpub-
lished critical writing ; also some printers have issued as Wilde’s
work volumes that had no true connection with his name. It was
almost necessary, then, to guard against these unscrupulous de-
famers of the dead. There will, in the future, be no excuse for any

"of the second-hand book-shelves to catalogue as Wilde's writings

that are not his; reference to this complete edition will speedily
settle the authenticity of any doubtful book or article. Necessary
as Mr. Ross’s work was, it could hardly have been more successfully
carried out : here in two final volumes we have Wilde's reviews and
literary notes, his lectures, and such fragments of more mature
work as were not included in former volumes.

Of the reviews the great majority are from the columns of the

.““ Pall Mall Gazette,”” and many of them contain sentences and

judgments that betray the acute critical mind which the author
possessed. Of course, his amazing command of strangely beaut'nful
English is not often laid under contribution : in these critical notices
Wilde fairly often walks in paradox, but rarely in purple. There
are a few noteworthy opinions about contemporary writers, opinions
in which we think posterity will acquiesce. For instance, the notice
of Henley is both acute and generous, while that of Mr. Yeats’s
* Wanderings of Oisin*’ is far-seeing and judicious. Mr., Wilde®
was also one of the first and few critics to speak the truth about Mr,
Swinburne’s work ; and he does*it in the neatest way possible.
*“ It has been said of Mr. Swinburne, and with truth, that l:le is a
master of language, but with still greater truth it may be said that
language is his master ' ; the judgment is none the less true for
being antithetical. Again, the last review contributed to the *‘ Pall
Mall Gazette )’ (in May, 1890) was a notice of ‘‘ Primavera,’’ a slim
book' of verse by Mr. Stephen Phillips, Mr. Laurence Binyon,
Mr. Manmohun Ghose, and Mr. Arthur Cripps ; and it is pleasant to
notice with what kindness the older man welcomed the under-
graduate volume. The notice ends with a characteristic sentence :
** Undergraduates might read it with advantage during lecture
hours.”’ :

The volume entitled ‘“ Miscellanies ’’ contains more mature work.
Of first importance and interest is the fragment of a play, *“La
Sainte Courtisane,” or * The Woman Covered with Jewels.”” The
story is a mixture of that of S. Mary of Egypt—whose church Wilde
had probably seen in Rome—with Wilde's theory that to convi
another often meant loss to yourself. From the féw.passages hete
printed the reader can see that the play belongs to the period of
Salome and the Poems in Prose, to the author’s interest in the
dramatic side of things religious. = Of the miscellaneous articles
none is very amusing or notable, exocept, possibly, the report of Mr.
Whistler’s lecture, and the entertaining, insolent essay on a
certain ‘‘ Invasion.’””  Several letters to the papers are reprinted ;
and those on ‘‘ Dorian Gray '’ were worth it ; particularly acute is
Wilde’s own criticism of the book. A reviewer in the *‘ St. James's
Gazette ’* had accused the book of being dull, and Wilde replies:
‘“ Now, if I were criticising my book, which I have some thoughts of
doing, I think I would consider it my duty to point out that it is far
too crowded with sensational incident, and far too paradoxical in
style, as far, at any rate, as the dialogue goes. 1 feel that from a
standpoint of art these are true defects in the book. But tedious

and dull.the book is net.’’ This passage is of value as illustrating

Wilde's astonishing' capacity for detachment—a capacity that just
prevented him from being a really great artist or a really great man.
At the end of the volume are reprinted the lectures Wilde de-

| livered in America. These, again, are of real value historizaliy ;

they will prove very useful to the student of manners, and they
should serve to correct the one-sided view of the wsthetic move-
ment that is gathered from ‘‘ Punch’’ and ‘‘ Patience.’”’ These

volumes confirm us in our verdict that Wilde was by nature revolu-
tionary, a reformer. He wanted many things, but he always desired
change ; he sought for many things, but he never sought for jeace.
His Irish blood ached for the fight, for rebellion, for alteraticn ;
and it may be that a wider and later criticism than is possible to-day
will see both in his successes and in his failures the same spirit
working for the same ends. /

*(‘Reviews. Miscellanies.” By Oscar Wilde, 2vols. (completing the set of 14),
’ t ; Methuen, : : .
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WILDES
@ REVIEWS " AND - MISCELLANIES.* By'>
Oscar Wilde.  Edited by Robert Ross. Lon-

" ‘don: Methuen and Company. 12s 6d. net each.

| To-day sees the completion of the handsome, .
{definitive edition of the works of Oscar Wilde,
'a noble memorial, due to the friendship of Mr. |
"Robert Ross, who has done so much to ¢nsure
an appreciation of this wayward genius. The
edition is printed on; hand-mads paper by
Messrs. T. and A, Constable, and is artistically
bound; and it is limited to a thousand copies
for the United Kingdom and America ; while
there is also an edition of eighty copies on
Japanese vellum. Consequently, it 1s worthy of
a place in any great library, and is likely to be-
come @ bibliographical treasure. The last two
volumes are especially interesting, because they
contain many reviews published, anonymously,
a newly discovered conclusion of the essay on
“ Historical Criticism,” j@& first fragmentary
draft o lost play, and lectures reprinted from
uanuscript for the firsb time. In the dedica-
ition of “ Reviews,” Mr. Ross mentions “ the
apparently endless difticulties against which I
have contended, and am - contending, in the
management of Oscar Wilde's literary and
dramatic property.” Of his triumph over all
_obstacles this volume affords convincing proof,
| for here he reprints reviews from the "I’a%
Mall Gazette,” most of which were published |
anonymously, and all of which contain amusing |
and caustio criticisms of present-day writers.

EThe conspicuous feature of these reviews is

“their anticipatiow of the better literary taste

and judgment of the new century. Permission

to reproduce them is confined to the present

odition. ** Miscellanies™ is dedicated to Mr.

|| Walter Tedger, and Mr. Ross writes: “T look

forward to your bibliography of the author, in

which you will be at liberty to criticise my

capacity for anything except regard and friend-

ship for yourself.” The volume is full of in- |
terest, as the conclusion to the essay on

| “ Historical Criticism”’ appears for the first’|
time in print, as is the case also with the draft }
of the lost play, “La Sainte Coartisane,” and |
the lectures on various art subjects. It also'!
gives the author’s remaining signed and anony- |
mous contributions to the Press. The volumes |
|impress one more {han ever with the brilliant |
oifts of Mr. Wilde, ‘and with the tribute paid

{
|
|

to his memory by Mr. Ross, who deserves the |
e\‘@%%“@ﬁ'wlﬁrﬂ%is present

thanks e
work.
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Evening Standard and St. James’s

“Reviews” and “Miscellanies.”” By Oscar Wilde~
Methuen.

| (Two volumes of the collected edition of Wilde’s work. One |
includes reviews of books, many of which are not important;
the other contains the essay on ‘‘ Historical Criticism,’”” a frag-
mentary draft of a lost play, the manuseript of lectures, and
various contributions to the Press. Mr. Ross, the editor of the
5 edition, has “decided to err on the side of commission, and to
: include everything . . . that could be identified as
genuine.” We question whether this was a wise course, for
some of the reviews are, as even Mr, Ross allows, colourless.
What good end was to be served by reprinting, for instance,
the short letter to the ‘‘Pall Mall Gazette”” on Professor
Saintsbury’s grammar? We must add, lest it be thought there
is an overwhelming proportion of negligible stuff in the volume,
that many of the reviews are sound criticism. All we |—

sty Libtary

; od
— complain of igmﬂmw%ﬁ&!ﬁ 798 by allowing
entrance te the commonplace.) J

- e

|



J Ocb 1603 T

0SCA
| AND CRITIC.

“ Reviews,”” By Oscar Wilde.—** Miscellanies.”

By Oscar Wilde. (Vols. xii. and xiii. of

the Uniform Edition of Oscar Wilde’s

Works). 12s 6d net per volume. (Londofi:
Methuen and Co.). f
[PUBLISHED TO-DAY.] l
It is almost impossible to conceive of &
brilliant, self-willed, wingéd creature like
Oscar Wilde ever having come through what he,
when his powers of original flight were recog-
“nised, no doubt looked back upon as the grub
—or Grub Street—stage of journalism. Yet
‘that he did come through it, these two volumes,
‘the first containing all his reviews (now first
identified with his name) from 1885 to 18
and the second his prose miscellanies for the
| same period, afford the strongest possible kind
!of testimony. In the second volume, of course,
| Wilde is always openly himself. But even in
the first volume he never once succeeds in dis-
guising himself as a genuine caterpiller; nay,
the very obscurity of anonymity tempts this

butterfly-wasp to flash out the brightest of His
! colours and dart forth the fiercest of hisstings.
/The editor of the edition comipleted by these
beautiful and admirably arranged volumes has
been more than justified in his determination
to include every fragment that could be held
as genuine, Oscar Wilde was one of those few
authors (their names could be written on a
postage stamp) who never write badly, and
who cannot write for a whole page without!

|
]
{ writini superlatively well.. A
|\, But let us “cut the cackle and come to the
| osses,” assthe late Mr Astley used to say ¢t
{ his voluble clowns: = Let us turn to the
Reviews. The first thing (that strikes us
s the number, of forgotten authors—mostly
oéts—whose works are conscientiously and, in
the case of verse writers, considerately dealt
with by this a8 yet unrecognised ‘‘lord of
Aanguage.”’” Happy flies (or unhappy, as the
| ease may be), preserved in such amber! We
gertainly do not envy Professor Saintsbury his
place under ‘ Half-Hours with the Worst
‘Authors ’—though here, indeed, Wilde is per-
haps over fastidious. A very bad quarter of
an hour is réserved, alss, for ““Days of the
Year: A Poetic Calendar from the Works of
Alfred Austin,” which, “‘if published as a
broadsheet, with a picture of Mr Austin ‘con-
versing with Aineas,’ might gladden many a
simple cottage home and &ove a source of
‘ihnocent, amusement to the Conservative work- |
ing man.”’”’ In the mid-region between praise
and blame—a sort of mitigated Purgatory—<
hang Henley, “through the reeds and pipes
of whose lyrie poetry *‘blows the very

of life,”” but whose hospi
them like bri i

“all onls , riments, inspired jot-
. tings in te-book;’ and Sir Hdwin Arnold,
{ whose use of Hindoo words Wilde finely]
[ escribes as ‘“not local colour, but a sort of
Ilocal discolouration,” and whom he damns with
the very faintest of praise. To turn to **Com- "
mon Sense in Art’’ is to dive at once -to the
| very sink-hole of the Inferno of criticism,
{-where we find the Hon. John Collier, the
"idol of artistic Brixton, being slowly flayed by
an irony so fine as to be totally invisible to.
Brixtonian eyes. For example:— |
Portrait painting, Mr Collier tells us,
“makes no demands on the imagination.”
As is the sitter, so is the work of art. If the
sitter be commonplace, for instahose, it would
be “contrary to the fundamental principles
of portraiture to make the picture other than

: ctlammonplacs.” Wy 'I‘hel tartis%ef shoutll‘d
always co ! ) ations oro he
mi#mwm§ml ds land-
scape pain ‘Mr Collier tells us tha:

Ot n¢ gb‘&\m 2



“the impossibility of reproducing nature,’’ but

that there is nothing really to prevent a pic-
ture giving to the eye exactly the same
impression that an actual scene gives, for
~ that when he visited ‘‘the cclebrated pano-
rama of the Siege of Paris” he could hardly
. distinguish the painted from the real
* eannons! . . . Nothing but the mast con-
solentious seriousuess, combined with real
labour, could have produced such a book.

There is no suspicion of irony, there is
sound, strong criticism, in the review ol
Swinburne's 1889 volume of verse i—

His song is nearly always too loud for
his subject.  His magnificent rhetoric :
conceals rather than reveals. It has been
said of him, and with truth, that he is a
master of language, but with still greater

- truth it may said that language is his
SHasted. . s ereé sound often becomes
his lord. He is so e¢loguent that whatever
he touches becomes unreal.

There is a curious prophetic note in the open-
ing sentence of the very sympathetic review
of Mr Wilfrid Blunt's ‘ Love Sonnets of
Proteus ” :—‘‘ Prison has had an admirable
éffect on Mr Wilfrid Blunt as a poet.” It had
had, alse, in ‘this case, ‘&n _indirectly
favourable effect on the reviewer; for
Mr Blunt was sent to prison by - Mr
Balfour, whom Wilde, for some reason
or other, particularly . disliked, and whose
“ Defence of Philosophic Doubt” he refers to
‘as’ “ono of the dullest books we know.” It
i8 interesting to observe that on the appear-
ance of *‘ Imaginary Portraits,” in 1887, Wilde
hailed Pater as ‘‘if not among the greatest
2  writers of our literature . . . at least
« greatest artist in prose’’; also, that ‘he
ives serious and sympathetic attention to Pro-
essor Veitch’s “geeling for Nature in Scot-
tish Poetry '—of Wilde's own ignorance of
which we have presumptive evidence in
His praise (at p. 411) of Allingham’s
“The Fairies;,’”’, whose first stanza is a
poor echo of a verse of “Charlie
is. My Darling.” Before dragging our-
selves away from these fascinating Reviews,
we note that Wilde defines a fashion in dress
as, “from the-artistic point of view, a form
of ugliness so intolerable that we have fo alter
it every six months;’’ and that among ‘“ Books
niot to read at all’’ are * Thomsen’s ‘ Seasons,’
rs’s ‘ Italy,” Paley’s ‘Evidences,’ all Vol-
taire’s plays, . . all argumentative books,
and books that try to prove anything.” :
Likeé a schoolboy at a Christmas dinner, we
Have used up nearly all our available space
before the feast is half over: The second
volume of course i3, from a literary point of
view, much the more important, but of pieces
printed for the first time it contains only a
complete rendering of the highly erudite and
very closely rteasoned Essay on  Historical
Criticism; a minute fragment of a play which
was to. illustrate, in a most passionate and
roalistic fashion, “ Wildé’s favourite theory
that when you convert some one to an idea:
you lose your faith in it ”; and several Ameri-
can lectures, remarkable for the sweet réason-
‘ableness with which they defend such mainp
positions as:— '

Do you think, for instance, that we object

* to machinery? I tell you we reverence it;
& w% reveratfice it when it does its proper work,
~ when it relieves man from ignoblé and soul-
less labour, not when it seeks to do thaf
which is valuable only when wrought by the
hands and hearts of men.  Let us have no
machine-made ornament at all; it 1s all bad
and worthless and wugly. . . . What
ou must do is to bring artists and
andicraftsmen together.  Handicraftsmen
cannot live, certainly cannot thrive, withoust

, Ssuch companionship. Separate these two
.- and you rob art of all spiritual motive,

As to the other contents of this opulently
interesting volume, we can only remark that
they include the Grosvenor Gallery articles,
distinguished by their catholic praise of Burne-
Jones, Hunt, and Watts; an “Knvoi” in which
Wilde sets forth the art-for-art’s-sake tenets
as against Ruskin’s ethical criticism; papers
on dress reform, proving the zenith of taste in
male costume to have been reached at the
Restoration; letters combating Mr Whistler’s
{assertion that the uglier society is the more
| beauty the arfist can extract from it: amusing
essays on.London art models and on American
women, whose ‘‘patriotic feelings are limited
to an admiration for Niagara Falls and a
regret for the Elevated Railroad,” and who
“adore titles and are a permanent blow to
Republican principles "’ ; art lectures an Morris,
Crane, ote. ; an amazingly encyelopadic article
on “English Poetesses,” not forgetting * the
admirable Mrs Chapone, whose ‘Ode to Soli-
tude® always fills me with the wildest passion
for society ' ; a crescendo of justificatory letters
on ‘‘Dorian Grey’’; and a collection of
epigrams, to whieh might have been added,
but that 1t appears in a letter to Mr Whistler,
the immeortal deseription of Mrs Grundy as
“ that amusing old lady who represents the
only original form of humour that the middle
classes of this country have been able to pro-
{ duce.”” Not the least valuable thing in the
| volume is the dictum of & *‘lord of language”
{on his literary peers:—

French prose, even in the hands of the most
ordinary writers, i§ always readable, but
English prose is detestable. We have a few,
a very few, masters, such as they are. We
have Carlyle, who should not be imitated;
and Mr Pater, who, through the subtle per-
fection of his form, is inimitable absolutely;
and M Froude, who is useful; and Matthew
Arnold, who is a model; and Mr George
Meredith, who is a warning; and Mr Lang,
who is the divine amateur ; and Mr Stevenson,
who is the humane artist; and Mr Ruskin,
whose thythm and colour and fine rhetoric
and marvellous music of words are entirely
unattainable. 2

A glorious company, in which this one volume
alone would entitle Oscar Wilde to a high and
distinstive place.
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OSCAR WILDE AS JOURNALIST. 9
Reviews. By Oscar Wilde. London : Methuen. 12s. 6d.

net. S
MisceLLanies. By Oscar Wilde. London : Methuen.
12s. 6d. net.

Tuzrse are the last two volumes of Mr. Robert Ross®
collected edition of the writings of Oscar Wilde. They
mark the close of a notable achievement of editorship,
embracing (Mr. Ross is able to claim) everything that could
be identified as genuine. MTr. Ross expects to be  censured
sooner or later for errors of omission and commission,” and
has decided to err on the side of commission. It is the
only tolerable line to take if one has any strong sense of the
value of truth, Whether Wilde was or was not a great
writer is a question upon which Mr. Ross takes one side
and a great body of unprejudiced critical opinion another ;
but there is no question about his prominence as a literary
phenomenon in our times, about his having exerted influence.
«If,” says Mr. Ross—and the facts fully entitle him to say
as much—* according to Lord Beaconsfield, the verdict of

a Continental nation may be regarded as that of posterity,
Wilde is a much greater force in our literature than even

friendly contemporaries ever supposed he would become.”

Qullook. ¢ZF 17.¢905 83

e s the fact that the verdict of Continental nations  The Works of Oscar Wilde : Reviews and Miscellanies. (Methuen. =55
i g when he 83x6. Two vols. Pp. xiv+ 556 and xvi+ 344. 12s. 6d. net each.) \

is strongly upon Mr. Ross’ side. Hauptmann,
visited Oxford to take his degree honoris causd, was asked
whom he considered to be the greatest modern English
writers. Of the two he named, Wilde was one; and in
the literary coteries of Germany—to a less extent in those
of France—his view would find agreement. Itis plain that
English critics who take another view are forced into an
attitude of more open insularity, of more candid distrust of
Continental taste and Continental literary standards of the
present time, than is ever pleasant to people of intelligence.
For our part we must say in few words that Wilde impresses
us as a finished wit and literary artist without real pro-
fundity of mind or any other attribute of grandeur. But
that he has been a force cannot be gainsaid ; and history is
the study of personal forces. Mr. Ross has collected, he

believes, the whole of the data for a study of Wilde the
man of letters. He has discharged a heavy task faithfully
and well. .

The reviews in the first of these two terminal volumes
date from March 1885, a review of a book on dining, in
the Pall Mall Gazette, to May 1890, a review In the
same paper of the volume in which the first published work
of Mr. Laurence Binyon and Mr. Stephen Phillips appeared.
They remind the reader of what is not too well realised :
that Wilde was a journalist, and a good one. In his own
way he could make a review as interesting as any man
could who ever took up a pen. How arresting are his first
words on some unfortunate poetaster’s book | ¢« Women
Moust Weep has the most dreadful cover of any book that
we have come across for some time past. It is possibly
intended to symbolise the sorrow of the world, but it merely
suggests the decorative tendencies of an undertaker.” Wilde
could “slate” with an amusing vigour. On the other
hand he could produce workaday criticism that was brilliant
without either the impudence or the affectation that appears
in his elaborated work. His article on Walt Whitman’s
Jast book isa thoughtful and remarkably penetrating estimate
of that writer’s work and influence. The last words of it
may be quoted :— =

He stands apart, and the chief value of his work is in its
prophecy, not in its performance. He has begun a prelude to
larger themes. He is the herald to a new era. As a man he
is the precursor of a fresh type. Helisa factor in the heroic and
spiritual evolution of the human being. If Poetry has passed him
by, Philosophy will take note of him.

How good !—and how unlike the Wilde of Wilde’s books !
The volume of Miscellanies contains some immature
writing, to the publication of which, Mr. Ross remarks,
Wilde would hardly have consented ; also a number (_)f news-
paper articles, the text of those of his lectures which exist
in manuscript, some fragments of serious work, and the
few letters which he wrote to the papers. The newspaper
work is full of wit. “In Boston culture. is an accomplish-
ment rather than an atmosphere” ; “a truth ceases to be
true when more than one person believes in it” ; “never
talk of an artistic people ; there never has been such a thing.”
Such sentences catch the eye wherever one opens the book ;
they have the familiar flavour. At the end isa list, compiled
by Mr. Stuart Mason, of every genuine and authorised
English edition of Wilde’s writings. As Mr. Ross points
out, a complete bibliograplty, including all the foreign trans-
lations and American piracies, would make a large volume by

itself ; and we may add that in the existing state of interest

in Wilde’s work abroad such a bibliography would have no \
finality. Y

Reviewed this week.

i

Daily Express,‘‘ *°
2 Blvnéws, {5”:““&%1‘1;,:' 'By[)()scar Wilde, ;wo: Q?‘f

vols.. (Methuen. 12s, 6d.) 2
« There is No Decay.” By Robert Ross. . (Northern j
Publishing Co. 1) *

Edition Completed.

Messrs: Methuen have completed their
comely edition of the works of Oscar
Wilde with two interesting volumes of
Reviews and Miscellanies, the latter in-
cluding the lectures delivered in America.

The editor of the edition, Mr. Robert
Ross, may be warmly congratulated on
the worthy completion of his task.

By the way, Mr. Ross has written an_
admirable and timely little brochure
which he calls “ There Is No Decay,” a
protest against the persons who _are
always bewailing modern decadenfe in
the arts.

“Po not greet the dawn,” says Mr.
Ross, “ as though it were a lowering sun-
set.” -

Mr. Ross’ words should be widely read.
He writes wisely and well.

= 4
Daily Chroniclc, 8«1 |
s orrespondent 5 reminded, by the| | ryo £ %
publieation of Wk yer’s Biography, of ! :
an incident, known only to one or two of a
circle, in connection with the great artist’s
name and that of his one-fime friend, Wilde.
A certain man of influencé and repute (who
shal! be nameless) snggested, not to Sir
W. S. Gilbert but to Sullivan, with whom |
be, the said nameless one, was intimate, the >

following amended version to the famous
song of the “singularly good young man” in
“ Patience ” :—

And everyone will say,

As I Whistler long my way,

What a very, very singularly Wilde young

man

This Wilde young man must be!
Needless to add, this extra blow was not
dealt upon the much-gy_ﬂé?tn’g « gsthetes.”

o Loxe %
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“qgn Tire oF JAMES MCNEILL WHISTLER.”

By E. R. and J. Penmell. Two  yolumes.

Tllustrated. TLondon: William Heinemann.

EE In 1884 a fine
collection ~ of his “pictures was exhibited in
Dublin; in 1885 he began his “ Ten o’clock ”
lectures, astonishing the public by the samity
and beauty of his criticisms, but eventually
losing the friendship of Swinburne, who ques-
tioned his seriousness.  With Oscar Wilde he
had already quarrelled:

When it was a guestion of wit, there was no one
to whom Wilde could go. as his equal or, rather,
as his superior, except Whistler. A characteristic
story of their relati-ms in this respect has often
been told. ~After oz  »Whistler's brilliant sallies
Wilde said. “I wish I haj said that, Whistler.”’
“You will, . you will,” was Whistler's:
answer. In matters of art. Wilde had ev:
to leavn from Whistler, ‘Wh%dmgh eV
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- he touches becomes unreal.

There is a curious prophetic note in the open-
ing sentence of the very sympathetic review
of Mr Wilfrid Blunt's ‘ Love Sonnets of
Proteits ” :—‘ Prison _has had an admirable
‘éffect on Mr Wilirid Blunt as a poet.” It had
‘had, also, in ‘this case, ‘&n _indirectly
favourable effect on the reviewer; for
Mr _Blunt  was sent to prison by Mr
Balfour, whom Wilde, for some reason
or other, particularly . disliked, and whose
“ Defence of Philosophic Doubt” he refers to
“one of the dullest books we know.” It
?estfhg to observe that on the appear-
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which we have presumptive evidence in
his praise (at p. 411) of Allingham’s
“The Fairies,’’ whose first stanza is a
poor echo of a verse of *Charlie
i3 My Darling.” Before dragging our-
gelves away from these fascinating Reviews,
note that Wilde defines a fashion in dress
om the -artistic_point of view, a form
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~of course 13, {rom a literary point of
, much the more important, but of pieces
for the first time it contains only &
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you lose your faith in it " ; and several
‘can lectures, remarkable for the sweet reéason-
_ableness with which they defend such main
‘positions as:— '
Do you think, for instance, that we object
t6 machinery? I tell you we reverence it;
we reverofice it when it does its g,ropet work,
it relieves man from ignoble and soul-
dabour, not when it seeks to do that

achine-made ornament at all; it is all bad
and worthless and wugly. . . . What
) zmi must do is to bring artists and
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As, to the other contents of this opulently
interesting volume, we can only remark that
they inolude the Grosvenor Gallery articles,
distinguished by their catholic praise of Burne-
Jones, Hunt, and Watts; an * Knyoi” in which
Wildo sets forth the art-for-art'ssake tenets
as against Ruskin’s ethical criticism; papers
on dress reform, proving the zenith of taste in
male costume to have been reached at the
| Restoration; letters combating Mr Whistler's
assertion that the uglier society is the more
beauty the artist can extract from it; amusing
essays on.London art models and on American
women, whose ‘‘patriotic feelings are limited
to an admiration for Niagara Falls and a
regret for the Klevated Railroad,” and who
“adore titles and are a permanent blow to
Republican principles ' ; art lectures an Morris,
Crane, otc.; an amazingly encyclopsdic article
on ‘“‘ KEnglish Poetesses,” not forgetting ‘‘the

admirable Mrs Chapone, whose ‘Ode to Soli-
tude’ always fills me with the wildest passion
for society "’ ; a crescendo of justificatory letters
on ‘“‘Dorian Grey”; and a collection of
epigrams, to which might have been added,
| but that 1% ﬁwrs in a letter to Mr Whistler,
| the immeort @ajxption of Mrs Grundy as|
| “that amusing old lady who represents the
only original form of humour that the middle
classes of this country have been able to pro-
duce.”’ Not the least valuable thing in the
volume is the dictum of & “lord of language
on his literary peers:— oy

French prose, even in the hands of the t
ordinary writers, is always readable, but
English prose is detestable.  We have a fow,
& very few, masters, such as they are. We
have Carlyle, who should not be imitated;
and Mr Pater, who, through the subtle per-
fection of his form, is inimitable absolutely ;
and M¢ Froude, who is useful; and Matthew
Arnold, who is a model; and Mr George
Meredith, who is a warning; and Mr Lang,
who is the divine amateur ; and Mr Stevenson,
who is the humane artist; and Mr Ruskin,
whose rhythm and colotir and fine rhetoric
and marvellous music of words are entirely
unattainable.

A glorious cempany, in which this one volume
alone. would entitle Oscar Wilde to a high and
distinstive place.
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OSCAR WILDE AS JOURNALIST.

Reviews. By Oscar Wilde. London : Methue
net.

MisceLranies. By Oscar Wilde. London :
12s. 6d. net.
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has decided to err on the side of commission.
only tolerable line to take if one has any strong s
value of truth. Whether Wilde was or was 1
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OSCAR WILDE AS JOURNALIST. ‘o
Reviews. By Oscar Wilde. London : Methuen. 12s. 6d.

net. .
MisceLLanies. By Oscar Wilde. London : Methuen.
12s. 6d. net.

Turse are the last two volumes of Mr. Robert Ross’
collected edition of the writings of Oscar Wilde. They
mark the close of a notable achievement of editorship,
embracing (Mr. Ross is able to claim) everything that could
be identified as genuine. MTr. Ross expects to be « censured
sooner or later for errors of omission and commission,” and
has decided to err on the side of commission. It is the
only tolerable line to take if one has any strong sense of the
value of truth., Whether Wilde was or was not a great
writer is a question upon which Mr. Ross takes one side
and a great body of unprejudiced critical opinion another ;
but there is no question about his prominence as a literary
phenomenon in our times, about his having exerted influence.
«If,” says Mr. Ross—and the facts fully entitle him to say
as much—* according to Lord Beaconsfield, the verdict of
_____ a Continental nation may be regarded as that of posterity,

Wilde is a mi2oL9isgealBomens University LibrandZre than even
friendly contemporaries ever supposed he would become.”
| DU S AR 52 8 i A N
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is strongly upon Mr. Ross’ side. Hauptmann, when he
visited Oxford to take his degree honoris causd, was asked
whom he considered to be the greatest modern English
writers. Of the two he named, Wilde was one; and in
the literary coteries of Germany—to a less extent in those
of France—his view would find agreement. Itis plain thas
English critics who take another view are forced into an
attitude of more open insularity, of more candid distrust of
Continental taste and Continental literary standards of the
present time, than is ever pleasant to people of intelligence.
For our part we must say in few words that Wilde impresses
us as a finished wit and literary artist without real pro-
fundity of mind or any other attribute of grandeur. But
that he has been a force cannot be gainsaid ; and history is
the study of personal forces. Mr. Ross has collected, he

believes, the whole of the data for a study of Wilde the
man of letters. He has discharged a heavy task faithfully
and well.

The reviews in the first of these two terminal volumes
date from March 1885, a review of a book on dining, in
the Pall Mall Gazette, to May 1890, a review in the
same paper of the volume in which the first published work
of Mr. Laurence Binyon and Mr. Stephen Phillips appeared.
They remind the reader of what is not too well realised :
that Wilde was a journalist, and a good one. In his own
way he could make a review as interesting as any man
could who ever took up a pen. How arresting are his first
words on some unfortunate poetaster’s book ! ¥ omen
Moust Weep has the most dreadful cover of any book that
we have come across for some time past. It is possibly
intended to symbolise the sorrow of the world, but it merely
suggests the decorative tendencies of an undertaker.” Wilde
could “slate” with an amusing vigour. On the other
hand he could produce workaday criticism that was brilliant
without either the impudence or the affectation that appears
in his elaborated work. His article on Walt Whitman’s
last book isa thoughtful and remarkably penetrating estimate
of that writer’s work and influence. The last words of it
may be quoted :—

He stands apart, and the chief value of his work is in its
prophecy, not in its performance. He has begun a prelude to
larger themes. He is the herald to a new era. As a man he
is the precursor of a fresh type. He is a factor in the heroic and
spiritual evolution of the human being. If Poetry has passed him
by, Philosophy will take note of him.

How good !—and how unlike the Wilde of Wilde’s books !

The volume of AMiscellanies contains some immature
writing, to the publication of which, Mr. Ross remarks,
Wilde would hardly have consented ; also a number of news-
paper articles, the text of those of his lectures which exist
in manuscript, some fragments of serious work, and the
few letters which he wrote to the papers. The newspaper
work is full of wit. “In Boston culture. is an accomplish-
ment rather than an atmosphere” ; “a truth ceases to be
true when more than one person believes in it” ; “never
talk of an artistic people ; there never has been such a thing.”
Such sentences catch the eye wherever one opens the book ;
they have the familiar flavour.
by Mr. Stuart Mason, of every genuine and authorised
English edition of Wilde’s writings. As Mr. Ross points
out, a complete bibliograplty, including all the foreign trans-
lations and American piracies, would make a large volume by
itself ; and we may add that in the existing state of interest
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Daily Express,

“ Reyiews, Miscellanies.” By, Oscar Wilde, Two |

vols.. (Methuen. 12s, 6d.)
* There is No Decay.” By Robert Ross. . (Northern
I',ubhsb.ug Lo, 15) °

“‘ Edition Comple.ted.‘

| Messrs: Methuen have completed their
| comely edition of the works of Oscar
. Wilde with two interesting volumes of
Reviews and Miscellanies, the latter in-
cluding the lectures delivered in America.

The editor of the edition, Mr. Robert
Ross, may be warmly congratulated on
the worthy completion of his task.

By the way, Mr. Ross has written an_
admirable and timely little brochure
which he calls ¢ There Js No Decay,” a
protest agajinst the persons who are
always bewailing modern decadenfe in
the arts. :

“Do not greet the dawn,” says Mr.
‘Ross, “as though it were a lowering sun-
set.” : > !

Mr. Ross’ words should be widely read.|
He writes wisely and well.

ail
| 30;';;5}3011&9@'&
| | pubstion of Wi e
L= aqi incident, known to one or two of g
B circle, in connection with the great artist’s
| | name and that of his one-time friend Wilde.
A certain man of influence and repﬁte {(who
shall be nameless) suggested, not  to Sir
W. 8. Gilbert but to Sullivan, with whom
_hitﬂlf‘l said nameless onew
following amended version to the famous
song of the “singularly good young man” in

“« Patxenog 2 — : £ Z

l And everyone will say,
As I Whistler long my way, =
What a very, very singularly Wilde young |
man s
This Wilde young man must
Needless to add, this
dealt upon the mue

| Qct-22.¢90 4§ -
| “Tgs Lirs oF JAMES MCNEILL WHISTLER.'Y
' By E. R. and J. Penuell.  Two  volumes.

_ Tllnstrated. London: William Heinemann.

Tn 1884 a fine

f83

it 1s the mere fact that the verdict of Continental nations ~ The Works of Oscar Wilde : Reviews and Miscellanies. (Methuen.
and xvi+ 344. 12s. 6d. net each.)
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Da"y Express Q¢l. 20

“* Reyiews, Miscellanies.” By, Oscar Wilde, Two | .i'r
mls. (Methuen. 12s, 6d.)* {

“ There is No Decay.” By Robert Boss.  (Northern 5
l’ublzshm., Co. 15} * |

Edmon Com pleted

Messrs: Methuen have completed their
| comely edifion of the works of Oscar
{'Wilde with two interesting volumes of
Reviews and Miscellanies, ‘the latter in-
cluding the lectures delivered in America.

The editor of the edition, Mr. Robert
Ross, may be warmly congratulated eni
the worthy completion of his task.

By the way, Mr. Ross has written an_
admirable and fimely little brochure
which he calls “ There Is No Decay,” a
protest against the persons who are
always bewailing modern decadenfe in
the arts.

“Do not greet the dawn,” says Mr.
Ross, “ as though it were a lowering sun-
set.”

Mr. Ros§|ﬁmeﬂ§inwwsﬁvlmmd

He writes Wxselv and well.
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Daily Chronicle, 81
| = orrespondent ;. reminded, by the ] ‘901
publieation of Whe ar's Biography, of| |
afi_incident, known only to one or two of-a| |
circle, in connection with the great artist’s
name and that of his one-time friend, Wilde.
A certain man of influence and repute (who
shall be nameless) suggested, not  to Sir
W. S. Gilbert but to Sullivan, with whom
he, the said nameless one, was intimate, the |

following amended version to the famm
song of the “ singularly good young man” in
“ Patienee 7 :— -

And everyone will say,

As I Whistler long my way,

What a very, very singularly Wilde young

man

e i nonoms Uiiiversity 143
Needless to add, this exira blow wae
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“Tgg Lire oF JAMES McNEILL WHISTLER.”

By E. R. and J. Pennell. . Two  volumes.

Tllustrated. TLondon: William Heinemann.

In 1884 a fine

collection ~ of his pictures was exhibited in

Dublin ; in 1885 he began his  Ten o’clock *

lectures, astonishing the public by the sanity

and beauty of his criticisms, but eventually {

losing the friendship of Swinburne, who ques-

tioned his serionsness. With Oscar Wilde he

had already quarrelled : ;
When it was a question of wit, there was no one

to whom Wilde could go. as his equal or, rather,
as his superior, except Whistler. A characteris

story of their relati-ns in this respect has often

been told. After oz 3 Whistler's brilliant sallies
Wilde said. “I wish 1 huj said that, Whistler:”

“You will, Osecar, you will,”’ was Whistler's{

: 5 ?n?wer. frln n_lggttgre of art, Wilde had everythi

| to learn fro Q0WO8REBUniversity Zra
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MR. WILDE’S JOURNALISM.

“Tae CompLere WoRrks oF Oscar WiLpg.”

Two Concluding Volumes. (Methuen. 12s. 6d.

each,) ¢
The two concluding volumes in this hand-

somely printed edition of Mr. Wilde’s works are

entitled respectively *“ Reviews’’ and ° Miscel-

 lanies”’; and they consist mainly of reprints of
| lectures and of fugitive contributions to the
[Press. As usual, each one is accompanied by
{ @ foreword written by the editor, Mr. Robert
| Ross, and also by a dedication that is at one
land the same time an advertisement and a
panegyric; and, truth to tell, we find our-
selves getting rather tired of both these things.
¢ Let the man speak for himself.”
have been a good, sound editorial principle
in a literary affair of this magnitude. Instead
of that, Mr. Ross pops in and out the
volumes in a wmost iritating fashion; for
instance, thus:—

__ “The editor of writings by any author not long
- deceased is censured sooner or later for his errors
~ of omission or commission. I have decided to err
~ on the side of. commission, and to include in the
* uniform edition of Wilde’s works everything that
» could be identified as genuine. Wilde's literary
reputation has survived so much that I think it
proof against any exhumation of articles which he i

or his admirers would have preferred to forget.”
“I would draw special attention to those reviews
of Mr. Swinburne, Mr. Wilfrid Blunt, Mr. Alfred
Auspin, the Hon. John Collier, Mr. Brander
Matthews, and Sir Edwin Arnold, Rossetti, Pater,
- Henley, and Morris; they have more permanent
. value than the others, and are in accord with the

- wiser critical judgments of to-day.”

| After all, these observations are really the |
| commonplaces of his craft, and they might well
{ have been left out of books of this descrip-
i tion, for they are of a character that would
“have certainly set Mr. Wilde’s own teeth on
iedge. Mr. Ross is on safer ground when he
;confides to us plain statements of fact—for
example, how Mr. Wilde told him that, apart
from mere scholarship, his literary and
dramatic talents had leveloped slowly; that
he was never regarded as a particularly clever
for precocious youth, and that many old family
| friends and contemporary journalists main-
tained sturdily that the talent of his elder
brother William was much more remarkable
than his gifts. Mr. Ross is also happy in his
explanation of how the manuscript of the
‘Mearly completed drama, “La  Sainte
Courtisane,”” was left in a cab in Paris and
 never recovered. The consequence of that acei-
dent, however, was that the passages of the
play now reprinted in these books are small
and fragmentary, and have been taken, of
necessity, from some odd leaves of a first draft.
The editor adds:— -

|
|
|
i
|
|
|
|

This would
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though it was written in English, It expanded

Wilde’s favourite theory that when you convert

some one to an idea you lose your faith in it;

the same.motive rums through ‘Mr. W. H.

Honorius, the hermit, so far as I recollect the

story, falls in love with the courtesan, who has

come to tempt him, and he reveals to her the
secret of the Love of God. She immediately be-
comes & Christian, and is murdered by robbers;

Honorius, the hermit, goes back to Alexandria to

pursue a life of pleasure. Two other similar

plays Wilde invented in prison, ‘Ahab and Isabel ’
and * Pharaoh’; he would never write them down,
though often importuned to do so. ‘Pharach’
was intensely dramatie, and, perhaps, more original
than any of the group. None of these works
must be confused with the manuscripts stolen from

16, Tite-street in 1895—namely, the enlarged ver-

sion of ‘Mr. W. H.;’ the completed form of ‘A

Florentine Tragedy,’ and ‘The Duchess of Padua’

(which existing in a prompt eopy was of less im-

portance than the others); nor with ‘The Cardinal

of Arragen,’ the manuscript of which I never |
saw. I scarcely think it ever existed, though Wilde
used to recite proposed passages from it.”

It is also interesting to learn that the fact
that Mr. Wilde’s name ‘‘ appeared at the end
of poems and articles was not always a proof
of autheunticity even in his lifetime,”” bhut we
wish: that Mr. Ross had given better grounds
for his assertion than that single instance where-
in a poem entitled * The Shamrock ”’ was in-
advertently attributed by a Sunday newspaper
to Mr. Wilde. Surely that was not a very
serious matter, although Mr. Wilde lashed
himself into a great fury over it! There are,
however, many unimportant things like that
set out in these books; and, viewed dispae-
sionately as a whole, they make us wish that
Mr. Ross had exercised creater self-restraint |
in the multitude of his selections. One of the
most sparkling contributions, however, is the
chapter on “‘ Phrases and Philosophies for the
Use of the Young,” in which. is &6t out;— |
‘“ The first duty of life is to be as artificial

|
f “The play is, of course, not unlike ‘ Salomé,’
i
f
I
|
!

| as possible.

sublimity.

What the second duty is no one |
has as yet discovered’; ¢ Wickedness is a |
myth invented by good people to account for
the curious attractiveness of others’’; ‘‘Dul-
ness is the coming of age of seriousness’’;
“Industry is the root of all ugliness’’; “The
old belicve everything; the middle-aged sus-
pect everything; the young know every-
thing ;. and, finally, “There is something
tragic about the enormous nmumber of young
men there are in England at the present mo- |
ment who start life with perfect profiles, and |

end by adopting some useful profession.” ., .

Madame.

A Fine Play. ”
“ John the Baptist,” a play by Hermann Sudermann,
Beatrice Marshall, has just been published by Mr. ]

Bodley Head (price ss. net.)

not fantastic and which

is truly impressive.
is finely depicted,

|
|
|

OCTOBER 20, 1908. *

translated by
ohn Lane, of The
\ . The subject has attracted many,
Oscar Wilde in his ““ Salome,” and Edgar Saltus in Mary of \szgilgllzl,"
but it remained for the German dramatist to write : ;

notably

; play which is
! \ Fhe tragedy of John
and the end is a cilmax full of pathos and

The Children'’s Encyclopaedia,Part 15. (October 1908 ).
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OME years 2go a poor peasant lay
S very dangerously ill in a §mzlll hut
in the mountain valleys of Switzerland.
He was greatly in need of medicine, but
the cost of it was far more than he or his
family could afford. :

There happened at the time to be an
English traveller staying at a _n(slgh-
bouring hotel who was very anxious to
secure some eaglets. Eaglets were very
rare in the neighbouring districts, and
he accordingly offered a large sum of
money for a couple. But theonlyeyrie,

ATHER more than two hundred
years since, Lady Edgeworth, the
wife of Sir John Edgeworth, hvt:d at a
place called Castle Lissard. Now, In
those days, there was much disturbance
in Ireland and little law ; and though
there. were guests staying at Castle
Lissard they knew that the house might
be attacked, so that a barrel Qf gun-
powder was always kept in a loft. _
One evening there was an alarm.
The men got their guns, and Lady
Edgeworth hurried up to thﬁeh loft to
bring down some powder, for in those
davs there were no cartridges, but you
had to drop the powder into the barrel
of the musket and ram the bullet down
with a ramrod. She took with her a
young servant to carry the light, \\'h}(‘h
was nothing better than a spluttering
tallow candle, without a czmdlesnck.
as was common enough at that time.
But Biddy the maid knew nothing about
gunpowder, and when Lady Edgeworth

ANy deeds of kindness and love are
associated with the prison. Here
is a story of one verysimple little act
of love which helped a poor, disgraced
prisoner to bear up against despair
through the weary years he had to
spend in the solitude of a prison.
A well-educated Englishman had dis-
graced his fair name and been sen-
tenced to a long term of imprisonment,
and knew that all his former com-
panions would never speak to him again
when he came out of gaol. After he had
been in prison for a few months he had
to appear at the Bankruptcy Court in

3 Q . rrerzrT Y 1558
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THE TALLOW DIP AND THE “BLACK SALT”

as the nest of the eagle is called, was
on a high crag which was supposed
to be inaccessible, and no one ventured
to attempt to reach it. :

When William and Louis, the two
young sons of the sick peasant, heard of
the traveller’s offer, however, they roped
themselves together, scaled the high crag
after risking their lives for three long
hours, captured the birds, and took them
to the traveller, who gave them the
reward. They then hurried off to get ‘_rhe
medicine, which saved their father’slife.

had got half-way down the stairs again
there was Biddy coming behind her
with no candle.

“ Biddy,” said Lady Edgeworth,

“ where’s the candle ? ”

“Qure, and I left it,” says Biddy,
“ sticking in the barrel of black salt.”

Now, even the kind of wax candle that
we use would have been (lang’(*r_ous
enough, but the old tallow candles shed
sparks much more easily. If a spark
from that candle reached the ‘ black
salt,” there would be a fearful explosion ;
half the house would be blown down,
and many lives lost. Straight into the
danger sped Lady Edgeworth. She
darted upstairs to where the candle
stood spluttering and flaring, lifted it
with firm fingers, and carried it out of
the room. Neither she nor anyone else
got any hurt, so her golden deed was by
no means in vain. The heroine herself
lived to be ninety years old and was the
ancestress of Marie Edgeworth.

A LOOK THAT HELPED A FALLEN FRIEND

London to answer the questions of the
judge with reference to his debts. A
former friend of his saw in the morning
paper that his case would be settled on
the following day at the Law Courts, so
he went and stood in the passage leading
to the Bankruptcy Court. _

As the prisoner, escorted by two prison
warders, passed through, with eyes
ashamed and cast down, this 1r1ep(i just
silently raised his hat to him. The un-
happy prisoner saw and never forgotfhat
act. ~ He felt that there was one fr iend
who had not decided to ignore him for the
future, which had seemed so hopeless.

THE NEXT GOLDEN DEEDS BEGIN ON PAGE 1653
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KATE BARLASS OF THE BROKEN ARM
E(m; JAMES the (3, > O R D)3
First of Scotland g
was a good king; but e
when he came to the throne, &
nearly 500 yearsago, the country _
was in such disorder that he had §
to be very stern and severe to
keep the powerful nobles from
wrong-doing ; therefore many of them
were full of hatred towards him.
Then certain of these, headed by
SirRobert Grahame, conspired to-
gether to slay the king.
Now, it happened that the king
went one winter to the town of
Perth to hold high festival, with
his queen and some of her ladjes,
and abode in the Abbey of Perth, while
his followers were scattered over the
city; and here the traitors got
their chance of catching him un-
guarded. Tomakematters easier, some
servants were bribed to remove the
bolts and bars from the doors. And so
it befell one night, when all the king’s
men had gone from the abbey, and he
was sitting unarmed with the queen
and her ladies, that a great clatter of
weapons was heard without. There-
upon he guessed that his foes had
gathered to murder him, nor could
he fight them, being himself un-
armed. But, as he knew that there
was a vault under the chamber where
he was, he wrenched up boards from
the floor, and leaped down; and the
ladies quickly put back the boards
and covered them just before the

% him high and low.
Then the king and
the ladies in = the

/

was passed, began to move the L
boards, so that James might come /
out again.
moment, they heard the clatter
and clash of arms again. For one

of that vault, and they were hurrying
back. What chance of escape was
there for theking ? There would be no
time to cover all up before the con-
spirators broke in ; and on the door was
no lock or bolt tostay them—only the

maidens, named Katherine Douglas,
sprang to the door and thrust her arm
through the rings on the door, crying
out that the men must not enter, since
there were none in the room but ladies
who were disrobing. But the fierce
men outside paid no heed to that, and
beat upon the door ; and how should
a maiden’s frail arm suffice for a bolt
against their battering ? Alas, poor
Katherine’s arm was snapped, and the
wicked men burst in, and, seeing where
the floor had been disturbed, leaped
down and slew the king.

For that brave deed of hers, all
in vain though it was, the name of
Katherine Douglas was repeated in
story and song through the land, and
men called her Kate Barlass—-the maid
who barred the door with her tender
arm, that so, if it were possible, she
might save the good king’s life,

traitors rushed into the room. 'And
they, not finding him, searched for

& chamber, seeing that the danger |&
And, even at that \\
0

: : |
of the traitors had bethought himself "\4

&

iron rings where the bolt should be. o
Quick as thought, one of the queen’s =

h\

{

 The next volume in Mr. John
“Living Masters of Music ” series will be & " yoccon 1o all eritics. Mr.
biography of Richard Strauss, ome of the .. a suocess financially; he
most telked-of composers of the present day. was grudgingly recognised ;
This has been written by that conscientious e minnows shows no bitter- |
‘and erudite critic,

o at Munich in 1864, Strauss was thes.
son of ap instrumentalist in the
‘Orchestra of that city.
Fraulein' Pauline de Ahna, a young singer
®ho had created the principal part in his ¢ ool ooat T e
‘opera, “ Guntram.”
“Salome,” a setting of Oscar Wilde's drama, \ing of the chaff.
‘which was produced at Dreésden in 1905. itory notice of W. G. Wills's
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THE WORKS OF OSCAR WILDE.
| {METHUEN. Two Vols., 12s 6d net each.)

‘ With these two volumes the publication of the
Uniform Edition of the Complete Works of Os‘»ca.r
Wilde is brought to a finish. They are of particu-
lar interest, as they contain literary work which hae
never before been published in book form, and for
. the most part consist of the author's anonymous
| opinions of the work of his contemporaries. The
volume of Miscellanies includes the secol:nq part of
the Essay on “ The Use of Historical Criticism,” the
first portion of which appeared in the volume
labelled “ Lord Arthur Savile’s Crime,” and has

{bem discovered by Mr. Ross since that volume was

| produced; the various lectures the suthor .do-
livered; a fragment of a play, “la .Sambo

Courtesane, * hitherto unpublished; many articles cn
various subjects, letters written to the Press; 'nnd
the volume concludes with a bibli hy, compiled
by Mr. Strart M which eontains every genuine
and autho 1sh edition. This brief dosf:np—
tion is enough to show the reader how full of inte |
rest is the volume. |

But to our mind the other volume, that of anony- |
mous reviews, is the most interesting of all, as
throwing a kight on the author which most authors
of repute woald shrink from. If a men can be
judged from his letters, how much more can he be
judged from his unsigned contributions o jourrals.
Mr. Robert Ross, in a lively and’ably-written pre
face, shows that he is quite conscious of the temerity
of his action in the matter. But he * decided to
err on the side of commission, and to include in the
|umform edition of Wilde's works everything that
could be identified as genuine.” Certain it is thar
lthis volume contains work which the author mever
| intended should be taken from the pages in which
| it was buried, and published under his name, and

'for that very reason we are ~particularly
grateful to the editor for having rescued
them. The reviews appeared in the Pal
| #all Gasette and the * Woman's World ¥ during a

period of five years—1885-1890—years when Lhe
author was publishing much of his own creative
work, which was certainly not spared by the critics

of the day. How did such a man—sensilive to
criticism, gifted with & rare power, of retox.'t, fully
| conscious of his own merit in comparison with that
of his contemporaries—use his opportunity of anony-
mity? Under his own name he hit hard and un-
sparingly. How did he treat his fellow-workers wl.le'n
he had the chance of saying what he thought wxﬂf
out signing his name? In the whole course of t'ahm
vastly interesting volume we find no trace of ;x:al}ce,

‘no stabbing in the dark, no mnkindness, no injustice,
and no desire to break a fly en the wheel. On the
contrary, we find kindness, justice, encouragen':em.,
quick ‘and gemerous appreciation of any merit, a

id a joy in any gleam amid

9
Lans's 8, which does our heart good

Mr. Ernest Newman. no desire to “ score” at‘t,h.o
It is a lesson, and it B
Court.2- When he does strike, be

io 41 he reserves his blows for
53 SN De iand them. To minor poets
enerous, sometimes even one

His last big work was any rate, to the finding
Almost

- T, lollow: ¥y a great tribute to that
author for his play “ Olivia.” It is the fashion.to
{snee: at Wills. Mr. Wilde found high praise for him.

===

But we have no room to mention the innumerable

books on their merits, not from the height of the
supetior person or the “ precious” critie. He p-ayu%
# nohle compliment to the suthor of “ John Hal'fax, |
Gentleman,” and to many authors and authoresses |
with whom one might bave expected him to be
entirely out of sympathy. He never gmmbleg, nor
| seeks o mislead the public taste and betray }fus oW
\atandard, but lie recognises that literature is of all
| sorts, and that good is to be found on various levels.
| Professor Mahaffey comes in for some of his hardest
}knocks, chiefly because in lit,erat,m-e. the p!:ofeasor‘
| tried to enforce unfairly his own particular views on
politics: There is an amusing attack—but whollyi
genial and justified—on Harry Quilter, d}at sl?Qge- {
{hammer among critics who had no special critical |
faculty. There is a splendid article on Henley, a per- |
fect appreciation of Walter Pater, not at all a mere |
act of worship; and scatbered through the pages thex:e |
is mention of most of the books which made any stir |
during those five years. It is needless to say that |
the volume teems with good things, crisp phrases
which vividly recall the auther. He was too great
‘an artist, and had far too acute an mfbellect, to
encourage fustian or lose his head over tinsel. But
it is good to find that he was also too large a man
to sneer at and crush the little ones who were doing
their best, and not to recognise the gold among the
glitter. This volume will keep alive the literary
history of those five years, and show us the conscien- |
tious use a great writer made Of.hls opport}mlt'les:
for pronouncing on his contemporaries. ?‘uil of justice |
Peull of laughter, is this volume in which Mr. Wilde
comes triumphantly through an ordeal most men
would fear to face. It is for this reason that we
consider the “ Reyiews” in some ways the most in-
teresting of all the fourteen m.agrfxﬁ?ent' volumes.
Mr. Robert Ross has performed his intricate task
boldly and well, and in his in§iscre§wn has.ngen us
an imsight into m;m«l which will surprise many
ight ail.
pgople and delig] e
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A few weeks ago, writes a London correspon=
dent, the younger son of Oscar Wilde was “ pro-
fessed *’ as a monk in a Carmelite monastery. W'xth .

| the exception of the prior the community wh.:ch
he has joined is quite ignorant of his ,Jentxtg_r‘.

| As soon as he left the school at which he and his
brother were educated under assumed names he

He shews
great literary ability, and is engaged on a rel;—_

! gious treatise which, it is mticipated,.v?dl mnke
much stir. He is also gifted as a musician. His
fame has roached the Pope, who takes a warm
intorest in this brilliant young son of the Church
of Rome. His elder brother is an officer in the

decided to adopt a religious life.

i
[ people for whom he has a good word. He judges

et

A
N Serze./ L i ek 2§14 or :
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The late Osear Wilde’s younger son has been | i

“professed’’ as a monk in a Carmelite monastery. | {
H%l has great literary ability, and is engaged on a i I
religious treatise which will make much stir. 5 ]
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l ING JAMES thes

First of Scotland N\
was a good king ; but ;
when he came to the throne

LA S

was in such disorder that he had {3\,
to be very stern and severe to
keep the powerful nobles from
wrong-doing ; therefore many of them
were full of hatred towards him.
Then certain of these, headed by
Sir_ Robert Grahame, conspired to-
gether to slay the king.
Now, it happened that the king
went one winter to the town of
Perth to hold high festival, with
his queen and some of her ladies.
and abode in the Abbey of Perth, while
his followers were scattered over the
city; and here the traitors got
their chance of catching him un-
guarded. To makematters easier, some
servants were bribed to remove the
bolts and bars from the doors. And so
it befell one night, when all the king’s
men had gone from the abbey, and he
was sitting unarmed with the queen
and her ladies, that a great clatter of
weapons was heard without. There-
upon he guessed that his foes had
gathered to murder him, nor could
he fight them, being himself un-
armed. But, as he knew that there
was a vault under the chamber where
he was, he wrenched up boards from
the floor, and leaped down: and the
ladies quickly put back the boards
and covered them just before the
traitors rushed into the room. And
they, not finding him, searched for

22
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BROKEN ARM

# him high and low.
Then the king and
. the ladies in the
- chamber, seeing that the danger
was passed, began to move the
boards, so that James might come
out again. And, even at that
moment, they heard the clatter
and clash of arms again. For one
of the traitors had bethought himself
of that vault, and they were hurrying
back. What chance of escape was
there for the king ? There would be no
time to cover all up before the con-
spirators broke in ; and on the door was
no lock or bolt tostay them—only the
iron rings where the bolt should be.
Quick as thought, one of the queen’s
maidens, named Katherine Douglas,
sprang to the door and thrust her arm
through the rings on the door, crying
out that the men must not enter, since
there were none in the room but ladies
who were disrobing. But the fierce
men outside paid no heed to that, and
beat upon the door ; and how should
a maiden’s frail arm suffice for a bolt
against their battering ? Alas, poor
Katherine’s arm was snapped, and the
wicked men burst in, and. segi
the floor had been ¢
down and slew the ki
For that brave d
in vain though it w§
Katherine Douglas w
story and song throug
men called her Kate Bz
who barred the door
arm, that so, if it we
might save the good k
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ITHE WORKS OF OSCAR WILDE.

{METHUEN. Two Vols., 12z 6d net each.)

With these two volumes the publication of the
Uniform Edition of the Complete Works of O§ear
Wilde is brought to a finish. They are of particu-
lar interest, as they contain literary work which has
never before been published in book form, and for
 the most part copsist of the author’s anonymous
opinions of the work of his contemrporaries. The
volume of Miscellanies includes the second part of
the Essay on “ The Use of Historical Criticism,” the
first portion of which appeared in the volume
labelled “ Lord Arthur Savile’s Crime,” and has
%been discovered by Mr. Ross since that volume was
| produced; the various lectures the author .do-
livered; a fragment of a play, “La Sainte
Courtesane, * hitherto unpublished ; many articles ¢n
various subjects, letters written to the Press; and

the volume concludes with a bibliography, compiled
by Mr. Stnart which eontains every genuine
5T asthorinsd Eaglih edition. This brief desorip-
| tion is enough to show the reader how full of inte |
rest is the volume. |
But to our mind the other volume, that of anony- |
mous reviews, is the most interesting of all, as
throwing a kight on the author which most authors
of repute would shrink from. If a man can be
judged from his letters, how much more can he be
judged from his unsigned contributions o journals.
Mr. Robert Ross, in a lvely and ably-written pre-
face, shows that be is quite conscious of the temerity
of his action in the matter. But be * decided to
err on the side of commission, and to include in the
Ilmﬁform edition of Wilde's works everything that
could be identified as genuine.” Certain it is that
this volume contains work which the author never
| intended should be taken from the pages in which
| it was buried, and published under his name, and
'for that very reason we are particularly
grateful to the editor for having rescued
them. The reviews appeared in the Pall
| Mall Gasette and the * Woman's World ” during a
l period of five years—1885-1890—years when tihe
author was publishing much of his own creative
work, which was certainly not spared by the eritics
of the day. How did such a man—sensitive to
criticism, gifted with & rare power, of retort, fully
| conscious of his own merit in comparison with that
| of his contemporaries—use his opportunity of anony-
mity? Under his own name he hit hard and un-
sparingly. How did he treat his fellow-workers when
he had the chance of saying what he thought with-
out signing his name? In the whole course of tihis
vastly interesting volume we find no trace of _mahlce.
i no sbabbing in the dark, no unkindness, no injustice,
and no desire to break a fly on the wheel. On the
contrary, we find kindness, justice, encmuagen’:ent,
quick and gemerous appreciation of any merit, 2
gentl n ; and a joy in any gleam amid
dulness and incompetenee, which does our heart good
and should be a salutary lesson to all eritics. Mr.
Wilde was not at that bime a suocess ﬁmmcially'; he
was bitterly attacked, he was grudgingly recognised ;

yet this Triton among the minnows shows no bitter- |

ness, no impatience, and no desire %o “ score” at_t;h.o
‘expense of other workers. It is a lesson, and it B
something of a revelation. When he does strike, he
| does so courteously, and he reserves his blows for
| those who are able to stand them. To minor poets
and to women he is ever generous, sometimes even one
feels that his kindness of heart leads him to the
“suppressio veri”; et any rate, to the finding
of the wheat and ignoring ot the chaff. Almost
the first review is a laudatory notice of W. G. Wills’s
* Moalchior,” followed by a great tribute to that
author for his play “ Olivia.” It is the fashion to
{sne=: at Wills. Mr. Wilde found high praise for him.
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But we have no room to mention the innumerable =

| people for whom he has a good word. He judges |
books on their merits, not from the height of the
supetior person or the “ precious” critic. He ?ayal
# nohle compliment to the suthor of “ John Hal'fax, l
"Gentleman,” and to many authors and zuthomseﬂ
with whom one mught bave expected him to be
entirely out of sympathy. He never grumbl@, nor
| seeks (o mislead the public taste and betray his own
standard, but hie recognises that literature is of all
| sorts, and that good is to be found on various levels..
| Professor Mahaffey comes in for some of his hardest
}knocks, chiefly hecause in literature the pz:ofensor‘
! tried to enforce unfairly his own particular views on |
politics. There is an amusing attack—but wholly |
genial and justified—on Harry Quilter, tl?a.t sh‘ad.ge- !
hammer among critics who had no special critical |
faculty. There is a splendid article on Henley, a per- |
fect appreciation of Walter Pater, not at all a mere |
act of worship; and scattered through the pages thexje 1
is mention of most of the books which made any stir |
during those five years. It is needless o say that |
the volume teems with good things, crisp phrases
which vividly recall the auther. He was too great
an artist, and had far too acute an intellect, to
encourage fustian or lose his head over tinsel. But
it is good to find that he was also too large a man
to sneer at and crush the little ones who were doing
their best, and not bo recognise the gold among the
glitter. This volume will keep alive the literary

for pronouncing on his contemporaries. -Full of just'ioe
Peall of laughter, is this volume in which Mr. Wilde
comes triumphantly through an erdeal most men
would fear to face. ’ \
consider the “ Reviews” in some ways the most in-

Mr. Robert Ross has performed his intricate task
boldly and well, and in his indiscretion has given us
an insight into the author which will surprise many
people and delight ail. i
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A few wesks ago, writes a London correspon- -~
dent, the younger son of Oscar Wilde was ““pro- |
fesséd *’ as a monk in a Carmelite monastery. W_ith .
the exception of the prior the cnmmu.."if_v wh.lch
he has joined is quite ignorant of his .Jent:tg_.
As soon as he left the school at which he and hie

brother were educated under assumed names
decided to adopt a religious life. He she

great literary ability, and is engaged on a neh
gious treatise which, it is a.nticipated,. v'ixll mak‘e‘,
much stir. He is also gifted as a musician. H?—c»
fame has roached the Pope, who takes a warm
interest in this brilliant young son of the Church
of Rome. His elder brother is an officer in the

Army.

history of those five years, and show us the consc.ie'r» {
tious use a great writer made of his opportunities

It is for this reason that we

teresting of all the fourteen magnificent volumes.
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The late Oscar Wilde's younger son

aas.

“prefessed’’ as a monk in a Carmelite monastery. |
H%l has great literary ability, and is engaged on a i
religious treatise which will make much stir. i
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'MR. WILDE'S JOURNALISM.

—

“Tae CoMmPLETE WORES oF Oscar WiLpe.”
Two Concluding Volumes. (Methuen. 12s. 6d.
each,) ra
The two concluding volumes in this hand-

{

somely printed edition of Mr. Wilde’s works are

entitled respectively *“ Reviews’’ and ¢ Miscel-

-and they consist mainly of reprints of
res and of gugitive contributions to the
& As usual, each one is accompanied by
f’lf_‘lﬂffo‘reword written by the editor, Mr. Robert
Ross, and also by a dedication that is at one
'and the same time an advertisement and a
panegyric; and, truth to tell, we find our
selves getting rather tired of both these things.
 Let the man speak for himself.”” This would
have been a good, sound editorial principle
in a literary affair of this magnitude. Instead
of that, Mr. Ross pops in and out the
volumes in a wmost iritating fashion; for
instance, thus:—
- “The editor of writings by any author not long
deceased is censured sooner or later for his errors.
omission or commission. I have decided to err
 side of. commission, and to include in the
an -edition of Wilde’s works everything that
could be identified as genuine. Wilde's literary
‘reputation has survived so much that I think it
proof against any exhumation of articles which he i
i or his admirers would have preferred to forget.”
“I would draw special attention to those reviews
of Mr. Swinburne, Mr. Wilfrid Blunt, Mr. Alfred
Augbin, the Hon. John Collier, Mr. Brander
&Stews, and Sir Edwin Arnold, Rossetti, Pater,
ey,

and Morris; they have more permanent
value than the others, and are in accord with the
ser critical judgments of to-day.”
fter all, these observations are really the
-commonplaces of his craft, and they might well
ve been left out of books of this escrip-
n, for they are of a chavacter that would
e certainly set Mr. Wilde’s own teeth on
. Mr. Ross is on safer ground when he

; confides t@».pﬁﬁlain statements of fact—for
-example, how Mr. Wilde told him that, apart
from mere scholarshi is literary and

dramatic talents had « ed slowly ; that
he was never regarded as a particularly clever
L or precocious youth, and that many old family
| friends and contemporary journalists main-
itained sturdily that the talent of his elder
_brother William was much more remarkable
_than his gifts. Mr. Ross is also happy in his
anation of how the manuscript of the

~ completed drama, “La  Sainte
e,”” was left in a cab in Paris and
recovered. The consequence of that acci-

1t, however, was that the passages of the
‘play now reprinted in these books are small
and fragmen

oy

The editor adds:— -
i
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|
|
|

. “The play is, of course, not unlike ‘Salomé,’
though it was written in English, It expanded
Wilde’s favourite theory that when you convert
some one to an idea you lose your faith in it;
the same. motive runs  through “Mr., W. H.
Honorius, the hermit, so far as I recollect the
story, falls in love with the courtesan, who has
come to tempt him, and he reveals to her the
secret of the Love of God. She immediately be-
comes & Christian, and is murdered by robbers;
Honorius, the hermit, goes back to Alesandria to
pursue a life of pleasure. Two other similar
plays Wilde invented in prison, ‘ Ahab and Isabel’
and “ Pharaoh ’; he would never write them down,
though often importuned to do so. ‘ Pharaoh’
was intensely dramatie, and, perhaps, moro original
than any of the group. one of these works
must be confused with the manuscripts stolen from
16, Tite-street in 1895—mamely, the enlarged ver-
sion of ‘Mr. W. H.;’ the completed form of ‘A
Florentine Tragedy,” and ‘The Duchess of Padua’
(which existing in a prompt copy was of less im-
portance thau the others); nor with ‘The Cardinal
of Arragen,” the manuscript of which I never
saw. I scarcely think it ever existed, though Wilde
used to recite proposed passages from it.”
It is also interesting to learn that the fact

that Mr. Wilde's name ‘‘ appeared at the end

of poems and articles was not always a proof

of authenticity even in his lifetime,” but we

wish that Mr. Ross had given better grounds
for his assertion than that single instance where-
in a poem entitled  The Shamrock ’ was in-
advertently attributed by a Sunday newspaper
to Mr. Wilde. Surely that was not a very
serious matter, although Mr. Wilde lashed
himself into a great fury over it! There are,
however, many unimportant things like that
set out in these books; and, viewed dispas-
sionately as a whole, they make us wish that

r. Ross had exercised greater self-restraint
in the multitude of his selections. One of the
most sparklin;

as possible. What the second duty is no one
has as yet discovered’; ¢ Wickedness is a
myth invented by good people to account for
the curious attractiveness of others’’; ‘‘ Dul-

.ness is the coming of age of seriousness’’;

““Industry is the root of all ugliness’; “The
old beliove everything; the middle-aged sus-
pect everything; the young know every-
thing ;. and, finally, “There is something
tragic about the enormous mumber of young
men there are in England at the present mo-
ment who start life with perfect profiles, and
end by adopting some useful profession.’’
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‘necessity, from some odd leaves of a first draft. adame' oot Bl

A l';iﬁn; Play.
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contributions, however, is the
chapter on ‘‘ Phrases and Philosophies for the |
Use of the Young,” in which is &6t out:-——§
‘“The first duty of life is to be as artificial
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A Fine Play. =

“ John the Baptist,” a play by Hermann Sudermann, translated by
Beatrice Marshall, has just been published by Mr. John Lane, of The
Bodley Head (price 3s. net.). The subject has attracted many, notably
Oscar Wilde in his ““ Salome,” and Edgar Saltus in Mary of Magdala,”
but it remained for the German dramatist to write a play which is
not fantastic 2pgpd-—oigedn WomentsyUniversity ilibraryi he48tagedy of John
is finely depicted, and the end is a cilmax full of pathos and
sublimity. & I -

53 ]

i3 ]




SDME years ago a poor peasant lay

very dangerously ill in a small hut
in the mountain valleys of Switzerland.
He was greatly in need of medicine, but
the cost of it was far more than he or his
family could afford.

There happened at the time to be an
English traveller staying at a neigh-
bouring hotel who was very anxious to
secure some eaglets. FEaglets were very
rare in the neighbouring districts, and
he accordingly offered a large sum of
money for a couple. But theonlyeyrie,

ATHER more than two hundred
years since, Lady Edgeworth, the
wife of Sir John Edgeworth, lived at a
' Slace called Castle Lissard. Now, in
those days, there was much disturbance
in Ireland and little law; and though
there were guests staying at Castle
Lissard they knew that the house might
be attacked, so that a barrel of gun-
powder was always kept in a loft.

One evening there was an alarm.
The men got their guns, and Lady
Edgeworth hurried up to the loft to
bring down some powder, for in those
days there were no cartridges, but you
| had to drop the powder into the barrel

of the musket and ram the bullet down
with a ramrod. She took with her a
young servant to carry the light, which
. | was nothing better than a spluttering
1 t{allow candle, without a candlestick,
as was common enough at that time.
| But Biddy the maid knew nothing about
gunpowder, and when Lady Edgeworth

MANY deeds of kindness and love are
associated with the prison. Here
is a story of one very simple little act
of love which helped a poor, disgraced
prisoner to bear up against despair
through the weary years he had to
spend in the solitude of a prison.

A well-educated Englishman had dis-
graced his fair name and been sen-
tenced to a long term of imprisonment,
and knew that all his former com-
panions would never speak to him again
when he came out of gaol. ~After he had
been in prison for a few months he had
to appear at the Bankruptcy Court in

THE NEXT GOLDEN DEEDS BEGIN ON PAGE 1653

THE CLIMB FOR THE EAGLETS

as the nest of the eagle is called, was
on a high crag which was supposed
to be inaccessible, and no one ventured
to attempt to reach it.

When William and Louis, the two
young sons of the sick peasant, heard of
the traveller’s offer, however, they roped
themselves together, scaled the high crag
after risking their lives for three long
hours, captured the birds, and took them
to the traveller, who gave them the
reward. They thenhurried off to get the
medicine, which saved their father’slife.

THE TALLOW DIP AND THE “BLACK SALT”

had got half-way down the stairs again
there was Biddy coming behind her
with no candle.

“ Biddy,” said Lady Edgeworth,
“ where’s the candle ? ”

“ Sure, and I left it,” says Biddy,
“ sticking in the barrel of black salt.”

Now, even the kind of wax candle that
we use would have been dangerous
enough, but the old tallow candles shed
sparks much more easily. If a spark
from that candle reached the ‘ black
salt,” there would be a fearful explosion ;
half the house would be blown down,
and many lives lost. Straight into the
danger sped Lady Edgeworth. She
darted upstairs to where the candle
stood spluttering and flaring, lifted it
with firm fingers, and carried it out of
the room. Neither she nor anyone else
got any hurt, so her golden deed was by
no means in vain. The heroine herself
lived to be ninety years old and was the
ancestress of Marie Edgeworth.

A LOOK THAT HELPED A FALLEN FRIEND

London to answer the questions of the
judge with reference to his debts. A
former friend of his saw in the morning
paper that his case would be settled on
the following day at the Law Courts, so
he went and stood in the passage leading
to the Bankruptcy Court.

As the prisoner, escorted by two prison
warders, passed through, with eyes
ashamed and cast down, this friend just
silently raised his hat to him. The un-
happy prisoner saw and never forgot that
act. ~ He felt that there was one friend
who had not decided to ignore him for the
future, which had seemed so hopeless.

s
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>~ Then the king and

was a good king; but S
when he came to, the throne,
nearly 500 yearsago, the country
was in such disorder that he had
to be very stern and severe to
keep the powerful nobles from
wrong-doing ; therefore many of them
were full of hatred towards him.
Then certain of these, headed by
Sir Robert Grahame, conspired to-
gether to slay the king.

Now, it happened that the king
went one winter to the town of
Perth to hold high festival, with
his queen and some of her ladies,
and abode in the Abbey of Perth, while
his followers were scattered over the
city; and here the traitors got
their chance of catching him un-
guarded. To makematters easier, some
servants were bribed to remove the
bolts and bars from the doors. And so
it befell one night, when all the king’s
men had gone from the abbey, and he
was sitting unarmed with the queen
and her ladies, that a great clatter of
weapons was heard without. There-
upon he guessed that his foes had
gathered to murder him, nor could
he fight them, being himself un-
armed. But, as he knew that there
was a vault under the chamber where
he was, he wrenched up boards from
the floor, and leaped down; and the
ladies quickly put back the boards
and covered them just before the
traitors rushed into the room. 'And
they, not finding him, searched for

2e® out again.

S
e oo the e in the

chamber, seeing that the danger

_“,4\\ was passed, began to move the

i boards, so that James might come
' And, even at that
moment, they heard the clatter
and clash of arms again. For one
of the traitors had bethought himself
of that vault, and they were hurrying
back. What chance of escape was
there for theking ? There would be no
time to cover all up before the con-
spirators broke in ; and on the door was
no lock or bolt tostaythem—only the
iron rings where the bolt should be.

Quick as thought, one of the queen’s
maidens, named Katherine Douglas,
sprang to the door and thrust her arm
through the rings on the door, crying
out that the men must not enter, since
there were none in the room but ladies
who were disrobing. But the fierce
men outside paid no heed to that, and
beat upon the door ; and how should
a maiden’s frail arm suffice for a bolt
against their battering ? Alas, poor
Katherine’s arm was snapped, and the
wicked men burst in, and, seeing where
the floor had been disturbed, leaped
down and slew the king.

For that brave deed of hers, all
in vain though it was, the name of
Katherine Douglas was repeated in
story and song through the land, and
men called her Kate Barlass—the maid
who barred the door with her tender
arm, that so, if it were possible, she
might save the good king’s life.
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¢ The next volume in Mr. John Lanae’s:
“Living Masters of Music” series will be av‘
biography of Richard Strauss, one of the
most talked-of composers of the present day.
This has been written by that conscientious
and erudite critic, Mr. Ernest Newman.
orn at Munich in 1864, Strauss was the *
son of an instrumentalist in the Court?F
Orchestra of that city. In 1894 he marrie
Fraulein’ Pauline de Ahna, a young singer '

who had created t part in his
opera, T W %w%ig‘o [A¥k was

“Salome,” a getting of Oscar W;ldces drama, .
whmb, was produced at Dresden in 1905.
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'THE WORKS OF OSCAR WILDE.
Zt {METHUEN. Two Vols., ‘125 6d net each.)

With these two volumes the publication of the
Uniform Edition of the Complete Works of Oscar
Wilde is brought to a finish. They are of particu-
lar interest, as they contain literary work which has
never before been published in book form, and for

i the most part consist of the author’'s anonymots
opinions of the work of his contemporaries. The
volume of Miscellanies includes the second part of
the Essay om “ The Use of Historical Criticism,” the
first portion of which appeared in the volume
labelled “ Lord Arthur Savile’s Crime,” and has
been discovered by Mr. Ross since that volume was

| produced; the various lectures the author de-
livered; a fragment of a play, “La Sainte

Courtesane, * hitherto unpublished ; many articles ¢n
various subjects, letters written to the Press; and
the volume concludes with a bibliography, compiled
by Mr. Stnart which eontains every genuine
:&mﬁa edition. This brief descrip-
| tion is enough to show the reader how full of inte |
rest is the volume. |

Bui to our mind the other volume, that of anowy-
mous reviews, is the mest interesting of all, as
throwing a kight on the author which most authors
of repute would shrink from. If a man can be
judged from his letters, how much more can he be
judged from his unsigned contributions to jourrals.
Mr. Robert Ross, in a lively and’ably-written pre-
face, shows that he is quite conscious of the temerity
of his action in the bt But he * decided: to
err on the side of commission, and to include in the
unsform edition of Wilde's works everythuing that
could be identified as genuine.” Certain it is that
this volume contains work which the author never
intended should be taken from the pages in which

| it was buried, and published under his name, and |

‘for that very reason we are particularly

|grateful to the editor for having rescued

"them. The reviews appeared in the Pal

Mall Gazette and the * Woman's World ¥ during a
period of five years—1885-1890—years when the

author was publishing much of his own creative
work, which was certainly not spared by the eritics

of the day. How did such a man—sensitive 0

ecriticism, gifted with & rare power of retort, fully
| conscious of his own merit in comparison with that

1 of his contemporaries—use his opportunity of anony-
mity? Under his own name he hit hard and un-
sparingly. How did he treat his fellow-workers when
he bad the chance of saying what he thought with-
out signing his name? In the whole course of this
vastly interesting volume we find no trace of malice,
| no sbabbing in the dark, no unkindness, no injustics,
and no desire to break a fly en the wheel. On the
cent.rv.ry, we find kindness, justice, encouragement,
quiok gemerous a.ppreclat,mn of any merit, a

in , and a joy in any gleam amid
dulnm and moompet.enee, which does our heart good
and should be a salutary lesson to all critics. Mr.
Wilde was not at that kime a success financially; he
was bitterly attacked, he was grudgingly recognised;
yet this Triton among the minnows shows no bitter- |
ness, no impatience, and no desire %o “ score” at the

-expense of other workers. It is a lesson, and it 8
something of a revelation. When he does strike, he
| does so courteously, and he reserves his blows for
those who are able to stand them. To minor poets
and to women he is ever generous, sometimes even one
feels that his kindness of heart leads him to the
“suppressio veri”; at any rate, to the finding
of the wheat and ignoring oi the chaff. Almost
 the first review is a laudatory notice of W. G. Wills’s
* Mslchior,” fo}.lowed by a great tribute to that

author for his?Pldr08ciBia” 1t is (JissenWomen's University Library

Peull of laughter, is this volume in which Mr. Wilde

f2e :I_BB we have no room to ‘mention the innumerable F’:
pe

ople for whom he has a good word. He ]udgem
books on their merits, not from t,he height of the

|eupetior person or the “ precious” critie. He pays\

# noble compliment to the suthor of “ John Hal'fax,

"Gentleman,” and to many authors and authoresses

with whom one mght bave expected him to be
ontirely out of sympathy. He never grumbles, nor
seeks (o mislead the public taste and betray his own
standard, but lie recognises that literature is of all

| sorts, and that good is to be found on various levels..
| Professor Mahaffey comes in for some of his hardest

knooks, chiefly hecause in literature the professor

| tried to enforce unfairly his own particular views on

politics. There is an amusing attack—but whollyl
genial and justified—on Harry Quilter, that sledge-

{ hammer among critics who had no special critical |

faculty. There is a splendid article on Henley, a per: |

fect appreciation of Walter Pater, not at all a mere |
act of worship ; and scattered through the pages there |
is mention of most of the books which made any stir 1
during those five years. It is needless to say that |
the volume teems with good things, crisp phrases

| which vividly recall the auther. He was too great
‘an artist, and had far too acute an intellect, to

encourage fustian or lose his head over tinsel. But
it is good to find that he was also too large a man
to sneer at and crush the little ones who were doing
their best, and not to recognise the gold among the

'glitter. This volume will keep alive the literary
history of those five years, and show us the conscien- |
tious use a great writer made of his opportunities |
for pronouncingon his oontempora,nes Full of justice

comes triumphantly through an ordeal most men
would fear to face. It is for this reason that we
consider the “ Reviews” in some ways the most in-
teresting of all the fourteen magnificent volumes.
Mr. Robert Ross has performed his intricate task
boldly and well, and in his indiscretion has given us
an insight into the author which m.umpna mtuy
ple and dehght a!l.

jsnee: at Wills. Mr. Wilde found high praise for him.

£
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A few wesks ago, writes a London cori-e-spon—
dent, the younger son of Oscar Wilde was * pro-
fesséd ’ as a monk in a Carmelite monastery. With

| the exception of the prior the community which
! he has joined is quite ignorant of his _ientity.
| As soon as he left the echool at which he and his
brother were educated under assumed names he
decided to adopt @ religious life. He shews
grea.t literary ability, and is engaged on a reli-
: gious treatise which, it is anticipated, will make
much stir. He is also gifted as a musician. H-m
fame has roached the Pope, who takes a w&r@x
interest in this brilliant ymmg son of the Church
of Rome. His elder broﬁher is an oﬁioer in the
Army.
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Manchester Guardian ew Age, b1 god o :
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.. . O - Sl ; - Wilde' ¢ ' ; TORDS.
SEWE . By O ; 5 The fact that one of Wilde’s plays is to| MORE WILDE WOR ¢ P
Rﬁ\zethuen andyCO’scagp Zlvlde555 Li’gg"é’d‘ v s REVlEWS. ve produced at the Court Theatre to—mghtg ! In your Passing Hour of yestexd:;_\ F\‘%Ati
| P t 2 : 2 i 2 & Xy Reviews by Oscar i tecalls some of the hundred and one theatri-| | | a correspondent) you tell a good story—anc ’
i & meb. 3 | Miscellanies. By Oscar \\‘.lldC. e v -1 L dal anecdotes in which the author of “*The | 1'50 tar a8 T know, quite a-new ()n(:-—-wh}'rzln
| | MiSCELLANIES. gg Os;a: Wilde. Londm_'x: ! Wilde. Being the concluding volumes }?f the comp g(lle TGhEtGbas W Belng Bxroet . figiives by the | | L i sirhilis encsey With which
| i‘::hﬂen and Co. P. Xvi. 344, 12s. 6d. works. h]gdlted by Robert Ross. Methuen. 12s. . superbly nonchalant hero. There was his { Wilde was accustomed to polish ‘flhe tl?r:
5 S : : net each. Z : appearance at the close of the hrilliant first | details of his playe, an energy no less great,
This fine edition of all (except “Dorian Of Oscar Wilde it appears to be true that hls_leaf night ¢f “Lady Windermeére’s Fan,”” for in- ?;nd just as carefully concealed, as t}:‘;{t ?sihxch
Gray *’) that Wilde wrote has just been closed also shall not wither, and whatsoever he has written L stance—one of the most remarkable premieres | | inspired hie friend and en_erlny“ o h}né“:};
with a twelfth volume, containing reprinted shall be republished. In these two handsome volumes, N London ever \?‘nnessed—wh?n he lo?nged in- | | But there.is another tale which ile ea :ticu-
§ : " 3 % = | diti our ceneration will ! | dolently before the curtain in response to | { great poet and flaneur in an equally metic:
reviews and newspaper articles, mainly from which close the completest edition our ger of & the enthusiastic = call coolly smoking a | | lous ‘mood, and does it more characteristic-
the old “ Pall ngll Gazette,”” and a see of the works of one of the rarest geniuses of any cigarctte, There was the speech he made | 78”.\}_ The scens Wae.a country house—the
thirteenth, filled wlth_ “ miscellanies ’—to generation, have been co}lectcd with “the meticulous : {1 oii that docasion (A" Wilds Tag to % Tanie | | time, ‘dinner—and Wilde’s hostess had ]'.};«t
th,vél)da’longer conclusion, lately discovered, care of the perfect connoisseur the scattered crumbs Play,” “Punch” called it), when he indif- | asked Him how he had spent the day. T
to Wilde’s unsuccessful Oxford prize essay f word We do not com- E ¥ ferently ‘assured the packed and brilliant bt ‘recting the proofs of my poems;”’
g e, g A : the table of a lord of words. e do C - E erently pa have been correcting the )
ga ° The Rise, of Historical Criticism ' ; )% fllZ?x]l that no selection has been made by the editor, . house that he was quite glad they had || g'said he, with asigh; “in the morning, after
fragment of a first draft of a play the rest of P ; o those who demand in a complete : enjoyed themselves, and thought they might{| | hard ‘work, I took a ‘comma out of one sen-
which is lost; (3) some lectures now first SINCE We arc dingng: tHides £ be glad to hear that he, too, had spent quite || temce” “*And in the afternoon?” *In the
printed; and (4) a further mass of journalism edition the. works, the whole works, and as far as pos- : : g o e e St Do | i:{;;ﬁj.}()gﬂ ot i el e
and of signed letters to the press. The sible, nothing but the works. ¢ 1} tude fowards. the enthusiashs “interviewers 8 enders may also be interested to learn {our
prize essay, like most prize essays, is not Oscar Wilde was often, strictly speaking, unpreﬁent- ‘ next morning. ““Congratulations? A great | co¥respondent continues) that Wilde’s affec-
flesh of its author’s ﬂesh, but unassimilated able in his loose ]iterary form. Some of the reviews | 1 g success? Surely you are making gome mis- }ta‘tionA of “contempt fdl’_ ‘che. poor ,gh:amahc
chyme, and not attractive. ~ The fragment here reprinted from: the “Pall Mall Gazette,” for | take. It is the audience you ought to con- ! critic (““English dramatic criticism,” he once
of a play shows, to our mind, little of Wilde’s : P - S PR d insi re plati- gratulate. -« It is they who were suceessful. "I said “ has never had a single success in &pite
3 ; example, are thick with clichés and insincere p ' b8 5 i ot oF S he. staverb ARORE 10 | said, “ has ! © niehts”
quality, and some of the letters to editors are ’ deal Gf his wiiting Foe thee S sty 3 Had the dimensions of the stage admitted i of the faet that it goes to-all the first nig y
deplorably laden with the banal incivilities of tudes. A. good deal of his g d Wl 3 I would’ have had them called before the 3id mot prevent him from forming ome of
the correspondence column; &.0., 5 s & World ” is also banal to the Ia:st cgrees V. ey ; curtain. . ... Most managers, T believe, that * “oibiced - Profession’ himseltc  -His
trouble for any gentleman to have to notice even admit that the essay on “The Rise of H1§torlc2}1 ‘ call them behind it.” ‘ critiques, I remember, used to appear inm
the lucubrations of so ill-bred and ignorant Criticism,” here published in full for the ﬁrs.t time, 1S ’ —AND BEHIND THE SCENES. : “The Dramatic Review” of 1885, and they
:_ persfo!]:.ag Ml{- ‘tvlhlsgerl’ f};ut your publica- scrupulously colourless. Neither by personality nor by | > ’ghat (3\;;}3 h‘lj lsu;vlaen:(?tle rizf'gfffoflfig were invariably I:mdator{.’.‘ T‘txrljx w;e;etsé;ci
n . . 1 . My plays 5 g s ye 3 - ¥ ive; aud to turn
tﬁ): gmté:r‘.”so ejl[ln fhe ll‘e:tur:: l:](;;i};ﬁ;mtgﬁ p'erfef)tlon’ dvvtl}ide’ls \t':ro sclzrﬁl)zrslsooff t?li:t’ p(i(;is (t)}rlle \fl?lsl?:{l ‘ 01:; eanother) fcc:sion; “I think nOﬂng of ;?vsoi?tlg bl:ze;:x?;)tr;e:d b;‘ theuprophetic right-
one “To Art Students,”’ the ‘effect is often rise beyon B x ; them. But if you only knew how much of hie judgments.
that of overdone bluff—of the blowing of too Wilde’s risen, genius has its aque. g | : they ‘amuse me. . . . Most of them are ;A ; HIS MOTLEY
many horns and breaking of too many But these volumes contain little gems of reviewing o the result of bets.” But there. does. exist ; DIVES’I"ED ‘OtF‘ NN,
pitchers in the attempt to cover up a want of as well as here and there passages of such beguty' as ‘ none the less a certain less widely known : .ThGZ‘Ef I:hc:rc:::eilgtﬁOUG b oA
relevant knowledge or completed thought. other English writer has surpassed. Nothing | anecdote which shows that behind the scenes "N ol FRA: Cons 5ty By Wildo's dn-
. : e e no s < W5 A . 3 | i ¥ hat cavalier attitude, roll up | {ds* commonly eupposed to be i
But the journalism, like that of so many men | Wilde ever did in the light vein is superior, for in- [ he ooluld dxop(;c };t ¢ e .lp variable attitude towards his contemporaries.
of genius who have girded at that craft, is ‘s 1 in defence of “Dorian Gray.” 5 his sleeves, and hammer away a e details CALIADIE i Hedistely  Gaterusting peitags
ital, especially where it was anonymous | stance, to his letters 1in : | : of his plays a good deal harder than even 1 Thé>most HIMEeBIAe Ly Fokieliondl et
;:Tl% “'“depe(’o‘ﬂg peacefully rema?n l]lg’msel;; They will certainly be read & lo?g a5 th?.s.tory ' ‘ : the actérs themselves had any etomach for. are those which tfe‘la’u(e)t,o l\ﬁl% gilrgeanl'dmig
and not flog and spur himself intb that other | remembered. Here also are Wilde's first criticisms 9f \ : It was at the rehearsal of “Lady Winder- Mr,wBeerbol.lm‘ "I:leei)- ‘S}sheeis one of%chéisé
Wilde whom he chose to set before the world. | Whistler, Morris, Crane, Burne-Jones, and all his B mere’s Fan.” (At a certain crisis _1.nL§h§ 'mexolveixt(ls’f}ly}i:n;a;:- o fo: her
| [Some of the judgments. 29 doubt, are o brightest contemporaries. Here, too, are his American | 3 dhong act, it hi &;e r'ggle'l;ilb.er:gf Arl;d g;;;i;;cef’feets no el,aborate dialogue, and
tr.avaé%an?ii tﬁartmnm; lelgefwmlllld i lectures, for Wilde, lige Matthew donald, SORaREd i g;ugg‘cl;)n:e\ﬁx;]a\fazos:udlygns*;na:eCl()iz?rth\‘\'as (in for whom the simplest words are_suﬁici_ent.
f:e]; av.;{ls of t?leuveme.S 10!} o?uaprel;er;lgaxfn._ Philistines in their own stronghold. 1 h i Wilde’s -opinion) a bad starter. He tried To whatever character she plays she brm}gjs
husapsor at Rome as if he were a Keats, and On the whole, therefore, even for the eclectic, the 1 starting violently and -he tried starting the infinite charm of her heauty, ,ang the
- e seam of gold in these volumes is rich ; rich enough to - 3 subtly; he started pensively and he ‘started marvellous grace of her movements an %elf'
it always seems to have turned his critical handsomely the labour of extraction. As for the passionately; he started gracefully and he tures. It is impossible to escape from the
head to enter the Lyceum in Irving’s time— R . d with the desire to know all there started ‘jerkily; he ran through the whole éweet tyranny of _her personalily. She
the : calico flowers of W. G. Wills’s poetry rest of us, possessed ¥ . d Mr. Ross for the f gamut of startling emotions; but Wilde re- dominates her audience by the secret of
struck him as “ very exquisite work of art.’ is to be known, we are indetited o Rl v hoi | B mained discontented. At.last.thie perspiring Cleopatra.” And his praise of Mr. Tree is
Wilde, of course, did not pretend to pleasure and responslblll?fy of making our oW CHOICCR 4 3 \  person Jost all patience. . [ Towok here, Mr. just as pertinent and scarcely less enthusias-
be judicial, and so these partialities We can be trusted to disentangle the artist from the Wilde,” he cried, “you ean:lTead 7 horés o tic: “He is the perfect Proteus of actors.
were - not lapses. from an attempted . Tiat the brook, you know; but you-can’t niake He can wear the dress of any century and
standecd of equity, but rather indications A 1sﬁ.m St BT e = e 1 him drink.””  ‘.No,” said .Wilde, wistfully, o : e
of the limits of the value of & certain R ; | L“but you ecan make him pretend to.” 5 © appearance of any age, and has a mar-
deliberately chosen critical method. = To set s ! SEhi

vellous capacity of abeorbing his personality
. into the character he is creating. To have
against them there are many shrewd and 5 A SRt

sure valuations of things to whioch critics had WO r |d« method without mannerist i given only to
then to address themselves with no recorded

2 il : a  few, but _the few is Mr. Tree’”
verdict, of sumpetent orticiem to prompt | THE WORKS OF OSCAR WILDE. Vol 12, f £ | her vore i

o WY

; ‘ Hardly in other words would the critie of
) ] “ced ‘ i . e e &
trem—the earlier verses of Henley and of Reviews ; and Vol. 13. Miscellanies. : | | . T TXEre, ilscltif anly e, fof, e
Mr. Yeats, the acting of Mr. Arthur These are the final volumes of the edition, which is now complete. Their contents p——

an equal ““lord ‘of langiage.” ‘And to read
: : : these little, for ies, wi
We clip the following from the Westminster Gazette :— s;i;i-i‘sl;ttio ﬁrﬁgg;tf:;oei}:g;? ‘c}‘l‘srlxji; I:}; Y‘;VO:II;J:

grad i < : ¢ { sontains owly discovered ' l
i /e never appeared in book form before. Volume XIIIL contains a new a3
edier BF 5. yden uate and of Mr. 1@3&513'«?3 otpihe essay on Historical Criticism. 2 |

Alexander at an age that seems almost im- s Qclr: 27 (099 ‘ il

2 g ! : “The controlling interest in the Academy has been acquired €ave as an ineolent epigrammatist or a man

;’:t“;‘;leﬁvgfet]g‘)kih:ocﬁﬁg no::r,ai:l;dm:}:e Messrs. Methuen & Co. are producing the last. volumes of ther : by Lord Alfred Bruce Douglas, who will continue to edit the of ‘mordant wit. Tt is strange to recall. by ] .
A her thingL:—-at—a P w{enli):was P oorg- ¢ uniform edition *’ of the works of Oscar Wilde. These books are _ gigir la(,)so;niretofore. Lord Alfred’s editorship dates from the way, that Wilde was actually the editor ! ;

rect thing in Londén to pelt Whistler with 2

published under the supervision, and by the authority, of the author's

] : (Tll}:i t)he fent'ir'ei{' competent and satisfactory
= . 2 = : i i Acade i v i editor) o att : i1 int
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o DY Oscar Wilde‘ London 4
Methuen and Co. Pp. xiv. 555. 12s. 6d.

“imet.
Miscerraxies. By Oscar Wilde. London: |

Methuen and Co. Pp. xvi. 344. 12s. 6d.

net.

This fine edition of all (except “Dorian
Gray ') that Wilde wrote has just been closed
with a twelfth volume, containing reprinted
reviews and newspaper articles, mainly from
the old “Pall Mall Gazette,”” and a
thirteenth, filled with ¢ miscellanies ’—to

wit, (1) a longer conclusion, lately discovered,
to Wilde's unsuccessful Oxford prize essay
on “ The Rise of Historical Criticism”’; (2) a

| fragment of a first draft of a play the rest of

which is lost; (8) some lectures now frst
printed; and (4) a further mass of journalism
and of signed letters to the press. The
prize essay, like most prize essays, is not
flesh of its author’s flesh, but unassimilated
chyme, and not attractive. The fragment
of a play shows, to our mind, little of Wilde’s
quality, and some of the letters to editors are
deplorably laden with the banal incivilities of

“the correspondence column; e.g., “Tt is a

trouble for any gentleman to have to notice
the lucubrations of so ill-bred and ignorant
-a person as Mr.. Whistler, but your publica-
tion of his irsolent letter left me no option in
the matter.”” In the lectures, notably the
one “To Art Students,” the ‘effect is often
that of overdone bluff—of the blowing of too
many horns and breaking of tco many
pitchers in the attempt to cover up a want of
relevant knowledge or completed thought.
But the journalism, like that of so many men |
of genius who have girded at that craft, is |
capital, especially where it was anonymous|

i

and Wilde could peacefully remain himself |
and not flog and spur himself intb that other |
Wilde whom he chose to set before the world. |
Some of the judgments. no doubt, are ex-
travagantly partial; Wilde would puff a
friend with the unrestraint of a hurricane;
‘e speaks of the verses of our present Am-
bassador at Rome as if he were a Keats, and

it always seems to have turned his critical
head to enter the Lyceum in Irving’s time—
the  calico flowers of W. G. Wills’s poetry
struck him as “ very exquisite work of art.’”’
Wilde, of course, did’ not pretend to
be judicial, and so these partialities
were not lapses from an attempted
standesd of equity, but rather indications
of the limits of the value of & certain
deliberately chosen critical method. To set
against them there are many shrewd and
sure valuations of things to whioch critics had
then to address themselves with no recorded
verdict of cumpetent eriticism to prompt
them—the earlier verses of Henley and of
Mr. Yeats, the acting of Mr. Arthur
‘Bourchier as an undergraduate and of Mr.
‘Alexander at an age that seems almost im-
possible, he locks so young now; and the
art of Whistler—the Carlyle portrait among
cther things—at a time when it was the cor-
rect thing in Londén to pelt Whistler with
scurrilities. In their combination of light-
ness in hand with available richness of
pertinent knowledge the best of these re-
views are almost perfect models for critical,
Jjournalists.

| [ Tt is impossible to praise too warmly the

devotion and industry, informed by a sound

and bold judgment, with which Mr. Robert —
 Ross 1 oy, Ohyaied Uverd
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Miscellanies. By Oscar Wilde. Reviews by Oscar
Wilde. Being the concluding volumes of the complete
works. Edited by Robert Ross. Methuen. 12s. 6d.
net each.)

Of Oscar Wilde it appears to be true that his leaf
also shall not wither, and whatsoever he has written
shall be republished. In these two handsome volumes,
which close the completest edition our generation will
see of the works of one of the rarest geniuses of any
generation, have been collected with the meticulous
care of the perfect connoisseur the scattered crumbs
from the table of a lord of words. We do not com-
plain that no selection has been made by the editor,
since we are among those who demand in a complete
edition the works, the whole works, and as far as pos-
sible, nothing but the works.

Oscar Wilde was often, strictly speaking, unpresent-
able in his loose literary form. Some of the reviews
here reprinted from: the “Pall Mall Gazette,” for
example, are thick with clichés and insincere plati-
tudes. A good deal of his writing for the “Woman'’s
World ” is also banal to the last degree. We may
even admit that the essay on “The Rise of Historical
Criticism,” here published in full for the first time, is
scrupulously colourless. Neither by personality nor by
perfection, Wilde’s two canons of art, does the essay
rise beyond the lower slopes of the peak on which
Wilde’s risen genius has its abode.

But these volumes contain little gems of reviewing
as well as here and there passages of such beauty as
no other English writer has surpassed. Nothing
Wilde ever did in the light vein is superior, for in-
stance, to his letters in defence of “Dorian Gray.”
They will certainly be read as long as the story is
remembered. Here also are Wilde’s first criticisms of
Whistler, Morris, Crane, Burne-Jones, and all his
brightest contemporaries. Here, too, are his American
lectures, for Wilde, like Matthew Arnold, engaged the
Philistines in their own stronghold.

On the whole, therefore, even for the eclectic, the
seam of gold in these volumes is rich ; rich enough to
repay handsomely the labour of extraction. As for the
rest of us, possessed with the desire to know all there
is to be known, we are indebted to Mr. Ross for the
pleasure and responsibility of making our own choice.
We can béoﬁmv&angﬁmasﬂﬁ ﬁhf‘an?fsgat ot

]ournahst
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These are the final volumes of the edition, which is now complete.

Vol. 19,

Their contents

have never appeared in book form before. Volume XIII. contains a newly discovered

conclusion of the essay on Historical Criticism.
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Messrs. Methuen & Co. are producing the last. volumes of thex ;

‘ uniform edition ** of the works of Oscar Wilde. These books aref
pubhshed under the supervision, and by the authority, of the author’sf
literary executor. The edition is limited to a thousand copies fOIE
the United States and America, and is printed on hand-made paper.f
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ORE THE CURTAIN— 7
hat one of Wilde’s plays is to!
g produced at the Court Theatre to-nightl
1 recalls some of the hundred and one theatri-
cal anecdotes in which the author of “The !
Importance of Being Earnest ” figures ag the
‘tsuperbly nonchalant hero.. There was his
appearance at the close of the hrilliant first
night ¢f “Lady Windermere’s Fan,”” for in-
stance—one of the most remarkable premieres
London ever witnessed—when he lounged in-
dolemtly before the curtain in response to
the enthusiastic  call coolly smoking a
cigarette,  There was the speech he made | |
on that oecasion (““A Wilde Tag to a Tame
Play,” “Punch” called it), when he indif-
ferently ‘assured the packed and brilliant
house that he was quite glad they had
enjoyed themselves, and thought they might
be glad to hear that he, too, had spent quite
a tolerable evening. And there was hig atti- |
tude towards the enthusiastic interviewers ||
next morning, - ““Congratulations? ‘A great
success? Surely you are making some mis- ||
take. 21t is the audience you ought to con-||
gratulate. - It is they who were successful.
Had the dimensions of the stage admitted it
I would” have had them ecalled before the
curtain. . ... Most managers, I believe,
call them behind it.”

—AND BEHIND THE SCENES.

That was his invariable out-of-door atti-
|tude. . ““My plays are not great,” he yawned |
|on another occasion; “I think nothing of |
them. But if you only knew how much
they ‘amuse me. . . . Most of them are |
the result of bets.” But there. does exist |
none the less a certain less widely known |
anecdote which shows that behind the scenes
he could drop that cavalier attitude, roll up
{his sleeves, and hammer away at the details |
‘of his plays a good deal harder than even |
the actors themselves had any etomach for. |
It was at the rehearsal of ““Lady Winder-
mere’s FPan.” (At{ a certain crisis in the
second - act, it will be remembered;  Lord
Windermere has to start significantly. And
the actor who was studying the part was (in |
Wilde’s opinion) a bad starter.  He tried |
Lstarting violently and -he tried starting |
subtly; he started penéively and he ‘started |
passionately; he started gracefully and he
started  jerkily; he ran through the whole
gamut of startling emotions; but Wilde re-
mained discontented. At.last.the perspiring |
Lperson Jost all patience. . [ Look here,. M. |
Wilde,” be cried, “you ean:lead  m horés to |
the hradissenWoRles B8ty Library: niale
him drink.”  “.No,” said .Wilde, wistfully,
.“but you can make him pretend to.”

I
|
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We clip the following from the Westminster Gazette :—

“ The controlling interest in the Academy has been acquired
by Lord Alfred Bruce Douglas, who will continue to edit the
paper as heretofore. ILiord Alfred’s editorship dates from
June, 1907.”

This gentleman, who edits the Academy in such a violently
pious manner, is, we presume, a son of the late Marquis of
Queensberry, who was a professed Agnostic. TLord Queens-
berry was responsible for the hunting down of Oscar Wilde.
We nnderstand that Lord Alfred Douglas was one of Oscar

ilde’ g : ) s
:Z; ;1% :cl:;som friends _I%ﬁ- 2PRears &OLPD%??&tO the religion
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In your Passing Hour of 3esterday (writes
a correspondent) you tell a good story—and,
150 far as I know, quite a.new one—which
| illustrates the scrupulous energy with which
Wilde was accustomed to polish the tiniest
details of his plays, an energy no less greaf,
'l and just as carefully concealed, as that which |
| inspired Hie - friend and enemy Whistler. !
But there.is another tale which: reveals the | |
great poet and flaneur in an equally meticu-| {
lous ‘mood, and does it more characteristic-
ally.. The scene wae a country house—the|
| | time, dinner—and Wilde’s hostess had just
asked him how he had spent the day. “I
haaw been correcting the proofs of my poems;”
s@@d"hg, with a sigh; “in the morning, after
hard work; I took a comma out of one sen-
tence.” *“And in the afternoon?” “In the
afternoon T put it back sagain.
‘| readers may also be interested to le
|| co¥respondent continues) that Wilde’s ;
|| tation of contéempt for the poor dtamatm
critic (““English dramatie criticism,” he once.
said, “ has never had a single success in spite’
of ‘che faet that it goes to all the first nights ™)
did not prevent him from forming one of
that - “deipised ~ profession  himself. His
|| eritiques, I remember, used to appear in
“The Dramatic Review ” of 1885, and they
were: invariably laudatery. They were also
curmusly perceptive; zud to turn to them
now is to be surprised by the propheac rlght-
‘| ness of his ,mémnents

1 Mr. Beerbohm Tree. Over the first he growis
posl.uvely dn‘,byrambm‘ “6he 1s one of

for whom the slmplest mdg are em :
To whatever character sh phys she %g‘s
the infinite charm of ‘hér e
marvellous gmca “of he
tures. It is mi‘pusaﬂ:le
&weet tyranny of her
dominates her audience by the secret. of
Cleopatra.” And his praise- of Mr. Tree is
]ust as pertment and scarcely less enthusias-
“He is the perfect Protena of acbnrg.
Ha can wear the am. of &

these little, for gott

of" motdant wit. it is s%rahg

the en{:rr’eiy ‘competent and sqhsfaCtor:
ory : ch tty magazme of feml;;i;xqq

“The Womap’s W




	v8cover
	v8_444to496



