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A PALK: WITH MR. OSCAR ::WLEDHE

On the morning following the production of ¢ An Ideal Husband ” I met
Mr. Oscar Wilde as he came down the steps of a club at the top of
St. James’s Street, and I took advantage of the occasion to ask him what
he thought of the attitude of the critics towards his play.  Well,” he
replied, as we walked slowly down the street,  for a man to be a dramatic
eritic is as foolish and as inartistic as it would be for a man to be a critic
of epics, or a pastoral critic, or a critic of lyrics. All modes of art are
one, and the modes of the art that employs words as its medium are quite
indivisible. The result of the vulgar spec’alisation of criticism is an
elaborate scientific knowledge of the stage—almost as elaborate as that
of the stage-carpenter, and quite on a par with that of the call-boy—
combined with an entire incapacity to realise that a play is a work of art,
or to receive any artistic impressions at all.”

“ You are rather severe upon dramatic eriticism, Mr. Wilde.”

“ English dramatic criticism of our own day has never had a single
success, in spite of the fact that it goes to all the first nights.”

“ But,” 1 suggested, it is influential.”

¢ Certainly ; that is why it is so bad.”

I don’t think I quite i

“The moment criticism exercises any influence it ceases to be
criticism. The aim of the true eritic is to try and chronicle his own
moods, not to try and correct the masterpieces of others.”

¢ Real critics would be charming in your eyes, then? ”

“ Real critics ? Ah, how perfectly charming they would be! I am
always waiting for their arrival. An inaudible school would be nice.
Why do you not found it ?”

I was momentarily dazed at the broad vista that had been opened for
me, but I retained my presence of mind, and asked—

¢ Are there absolutely no real critics in London ?”

“ There are just two.”

“ Who are they ?”’ I asked eagerly.

Mr. Wilde, with the elaborate courtesy for which he has always been
famous, replied, “I think I had better not mention their names ; it might
make the others so jealous.”

“ What do the literary cliques think of your plays ?”

I don’t write to please cliques ; I write to pleﬁse myself. Besides,
1 have always had grave suspicions that the basis of all literary cliques
is a morbid love of meat-teas. That makes them sadly uncivilised.”

« Still, if your crities offend you, why don’t you reply to them ?”’

“I have far too much time. But I think some day I will give a
general answer, in the form of a lecture in a public hall, which I shall
call ¢ Straight Talks to Old Men.””’

“ What is your feeling towards your audiences—towards the public?”

“ Which public? There are as many publics as there are
personalities.”

¢ Are you nervous on the night that you are producing a new play?”

“QOh, no, I am exquisitely indifferent. My nervousness ends at the
last dress rehearsal; I know then what effect my play, as presented
upon the stage, has produced upon me. My interest in the play ends
there, and I feel curiously envious of the public—they have such wonderful
fresh emotions in store for them.”

I laughed, but Mr. Wilde rebuked me with a look of surprise.

« It is the public, not the play, that I desire to make a success,”” he said.

« But I’m afraid I don’t quite understand +

“ The public makes a success when it realises that a play is a work of
art. On the three first nights I have had in London the public has
been most successful, and had the dimensions of the stage admitted of it,
I would have called them before the curtain. Most managers, I believe,
call them behind.

«T imagine, then, that you don’t hold with the opinion that the public
is the patron of the dramatist ?”

“'The artist is always the munificent patron of the public. I am very
fond of the public,and, personally, I always patronise the public very much.”

“What are your views upon the much-vexed question of subject-
matter in art ? ”’

« Everything matters in art, except the subject.”

When I recovered I said, * Several plays have been written lately
that deal with the monstrous injustice of the social code of morality at
the present time.”

en Women'

. Ah,” answered Mr. Wilde, with an air of earnest conviction, it is
indeed a burning shame that there should be one law for men and
another law for women. 1 think”’—he hesitated, and a smile as swift
as Sterne’s * hectic of a moment " flitted across his face— 1 think that
there should be no law for anybody.”

_ “In writing, do you think that real life or real people should ever
give one inspiration? ”’

“ The colour of a flower may suggest to onc the plot of a tragedy: a
passage in music may give one the sestett of a sounet; but whatever
actually occurs gives the artist no suggestion. Every romance that one
has in one’s life is a romance lost to one’s art. To introduce real people
into a novel or a playis a sign of an unimaginative mind, a coarse
untutored observation, and an entire absence of style.” :

“I’m afraid I can’t agree with you, Mr. Wilde.
types and people who suggest ideas to me.”

“ Everything is of use to the artist except an idea,”

I frequently sce

After this I was silent, until Mr. Wilde pointed to the bottom pf the
street and drew my attention to the “apricot-.colioured palace” which we
were approaching. So I continued my questioning.

“The enemy has said that your plays lack action. R

“Yes; English critics always confuse the action of a p}ay with the
incidents of a melodrama. I wrote the first act of ¢ A Woman of 1\‘0
Importance’ in answer to the critics who said that ¢ Lady Windermere’s
Fan’ lacked action. In the act in question there was absolutely no
action at all. It was a perfect act.”” = : :

« What do you think is the chief point the critics have missed in
your new play ?” . . ; :

« Its entire psychology—the difference In the way in which a man
loves a woman from that in which a woman loves a man, the passion that
women have for making ideals (which is their weakness) and the weak-
ness of a man who dare not show his imperfections to the thing he loves.
The end of Act L., the end of Act IL., and the scene in the last act, when
Lord Goring points out the higher importance of a man's life over a
woman’s—to take three prominent instances—seem to have been quite
missed by most of the critics. They failed to see their meaning ; they
really thought it was a play about a_ bracelet. We must educate our
critics—we must really educate them,”” said Mr.. ‘Wilde, half to hlmsqlf.

« The critics subordinate the psychological interest of a play to its
mere technique. As soon as a dramatist invents an ingenious situation
they compare him with Sardou. But Sardou is an artist not because
of his marvellous instinct of stage-craft, but in spite of it: in the
third act of ¢La Tosca,’ the scene of the torture, he moved us by a
terrible human tragedy, not by his knowledge of stage-methods.
Sardou is not understood in England because he is only known
through a rather ordinary travesty of his play ¢ Dora,” which was brought
out here under the title of ¢ Diplomacy.” I have been qongderably
amused by so mapy of the critics suggesting that the incident of'
the diamond bracelet in Act IIT. of my new play was §uggested by
Sardou. It does mot occur in any of Sardou’s plays, and it was not in
my play until less than ten days before production. Nobody else’s \?’0‘1‘?\
gives me any suggestion. It is only by entire isolation from every-
thing that one can do any work. ~Idleness gives one the mood in
which to write, isolation the conditions.  Concentration on oneself
reveals the new and wonderful world that one presents in the colour and
cadence of words in movement.” ; : g

« And yet we want something more than literature in a play,” said I.

«That "is merely because the critics have always propounded the
degrading dogma that the duty of the dramatist is to please the public.

Rossetti did not weave words into sonnets to please the public, 'a‘n(l
Corot did not paint silver and gray twilights to please the public. lhc.
mere fact of telling an artist to adopt any particular form of art, n ordel1
to please the public, makes him shun it. We shall neyer have a rea

drama in England until it is recognised that a play is as personal and
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“?‘vAh,” answered Mr. Wilde, with an air of earnest conviction, it is
indeed a burning shame that there should be one law for men and
another law for women. 1 think’—he hesitated, and a smile as swift
as Sterne’s “ hectic of a moment ’ flitted across his face— I think that
there should be no law for anybody.”

“In writing, do you think that real life or real people should ever
give one inspiration ? ”’

* The colour of a flower may suggest to onc the plot of a tragedy: a
passage in music may give one the sestett of a sounet; but whatever
actually occurs gives the artist no suggestion. Every romance that one
has in one’s life is a romance lost to one’s art. To introduce real people
into a novel or a playis a sign of an unimaginative mind, a coarse,
untutored observation, and an entire absence of style.”

“I’'m afraid I can’t agree with you, Mr. Wilde. I frequently sce
types and people who suggest ideas to me.”

“ Everything is of use to the artist except an idea,”
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A TALK WITH MR. OSCAR WILDE.

On the morning following the production of ¢ An Ideal Husband ” I met
Mr. Oscar Wilde as he came down the steps of a club at the top of
St. James’s Street, and I took advantage of the occasion to ask him what
he thought of the attitude of the critics towards his play. ¢ Well,” he
replied, as we walked slowly down the street,  for a man to be a dramatic
eritic is as foolish and as inartistic as it would be for a man to be a critic
of epics, or a pastoral critic, or a critic of lyrics. All modes of art are
one, and the modes of the art that employs words as its medium are quite
indivisible. The result of the vulgar spec’alisation of criticism is an
elaborate scientific knowledge of the stage—almost as elaborate as that
of the stage-carpenter, and quite on a par with that of the call-boy—
combined with an entire incapacity to realise that a play is a work of art,
or to receive any artistic impressions at all.”

“ You are rather severe upon dramatic criticism, Mr. Wilde.”

“ English dramatic criticism of our own day has never had a single
success, in spite of the fact that it goes to all the first nights.”

“ But,” 1 suggested, * it is influential.”

¢ Certainly ; that is why it is so bad.”

“T don’t think I quite ?

“The moment criticism exercises any influence it ceases to be
criticism. The aim of the true ecritic is to try and chronicle his own
moods, not to try and correct the masterpieces of others.”

¢ Real critics would be charming in your eyes, then?

“ Real critics ? Ah, how perfectly charming they would be! I am
always waiting for their arrival. An inaudible school would be nice.
Why do you not found it ?”

I was momentarily dazed at the broad vista that had been opened for
me, but I retained my presence of mind, and asked—

‘¢ Are there absolutely no real critics in London ? ”

“ There are just two.”

“Who are they ?”’ I asked eagerly.

Mr. Wilde, with the elaborate courtesy for which he has always been
famous, replied, “I think I had better not mention their names ; it might
make the others so jealous.”

“ What do the literary cliques think of your plays ?”

I don’t write to please cliques ; I write to please myself. Besides,
I have always had grave suspicions that the basis of all literary cliques
is a morbid love of meat-teas. That makes them sadly uncivilised.”

« Still, if your crities offend you, why don’t you reply to them ?”

“I have far too much time. But I think some day I will give a
general answer, in the form of a lecture in a public hall, which [ shall
call ¢ Straight Talks to Old Men.” ”’

“ What is your feeling towards your audiences—towards the public?”

“ Which public? There are as many publics as there are

_ personalities.”

"« Areyou nervous on the night that you are producing a new play?”

“Oh, no, I am exquisitely indifferent. My nervousness ends at the
last dress rehearsal; I know then what effect my play, as presented
upon the stage, has produced upon me. My interest in the play ends
there, and I feel curiously envious of the public—they have such wonderful
fresh emotions in store for them.”

I laughed, but Mr. Wilde rebuked me with a look of surprise. .

« It is the public, not the play, that I desire to make a success,” he said.

“ But I’m afraid I don’t quite understand 44

“The public makes a success when it realises that a play is a work of
art. On the three first nights I have had in London the public has
been most successful, and had the dimensions of the stage admitted of it,
I would have called them before the curtain. Most managers, I believe,
call them behind. :

« T imagine, then, that you don’t hold with the opinion that the public
is the patron of the dramatist ?” .

“'The artist is always the munificent patron of the publie. I am very
fond of the public,and, personally, I always patronise the public very much.”

“What are your views upon the much-vexed question of subject-
matter in art ? ”’

"« Everything matters in art, except the subject.”

When I 2019-03-Ii8sensWomen'sUniversitylLibrany.ve b@&m written lately
that deal with the monstrous injustice of the social code of morality at
the present time.” :




“ Ah,” answered Mr. Wilde, with an air of earnest conviction, it is
indeed a burning shame that there should be one law for men and
another law for women. 1 think ”’—he hesitated, and a smile as swift
as Sterne’s “ hectic of a moment’’ flitted across his face—“1 think that
there should be no law for anybody.”

“In writing, do you think that real life or real people should ever
give one inspiration?”’

“The colour of a flower may suggest to onc the plot of a tragedy: a
passage in music may give one the sestett of a sounet; but whatever
actually occurs gives the artist no suggestion. Every romance that one
has in one’s life is a romance lost to one’s art. To introduce real people
into a novel or a playis a sign of an unimaginative mind, a coarse,
untutored observation, and an entire absence of style.”

“I’m afrai2010-03k4dsen Womenis lUniversitylkibrarylde. 63 frequently sce
types and people who suggest ideas to me.”

fale
“ Everything is of use to the artist except an idea,”



Y el y i =
L ol R T O R I LB X W NI g T I P RO

After this I was silent, until Mr. Wilde pointed to the bottom of the
street and drew my attention to the «apricot-coloured palace”’ which we
were approaching. So I continued my questioning.

“The enemy has said that your plays lack action.”

“Yes; English critics always confuse the action of a play with the
incidents of a melodrama. I wrote the first act of ¢ A Woman of No
Tmportance’ in answer to the critics who said that ¢ Lady Windermere’s
Fan’ lacked action. In the act in question there was absolutely no
_ action atall. It was a perfect act.” :

« What do you think is the chief point the ecritics have missed in
your new play ?”

«Its entire psychology—the difference in the way in which a man
loves a woman from that in which a woman loves a man, the passion that
women have for making ideals (which is their weakness) and the weak-
ness of a man who dare not show his imperfections to the thing he loves.
The end of Act L., the end of Act IT., and the scene in the last act, when
Lord Goring points out the higher importance of a man’s life over a
woman’s—to take three prominent instances—seem to have been quite
missed by most of the critics. They failed to see their meaning ; they
really thought it was a play about a bracelet. - We must educate our
critics—we must really educate them,” said Mr. Wilde, half to himself.

« The critics subordinate the psychological interest of a play to its
mere technique. As soon as a dramatist invents an ingenious situation
they compare him with Sardou. But Sardou is an artist not because
of his marvellous instinct of stage-craft, but in spite’ of it: in the
third act of ¢La Tosca,’ the scene of the torture, he moved us by a
terrible human tragedy, not by his knowledge of stage-methods.
Sardou is not understood in England because he is only known
through a rather ordinary travesty of his play ¢ Dora,’ which was brought

_out here under the title of ¢ Diplomacy.’ I have been considerably
amused by so mapy of the crities suggesting that the incident of
the diamond bracelet in Act IIL. of my new play was suggested by
Sardou. It does not occur in any of Sardou’s plays, and it was not in
my play until less than ten days before production. Nobody else’s work
gives me any suggestion. It is only by entire isolation from every-
thing that one can do any work. Idleness gives one the mood n
which to write, isolation the. conditions.  Concentration on oneself
reveals the new and wonderful world that one presents in the colour and
cadence of words in movemen 4 .

« And yet we want something more than literature in a play,” said I.

«That is merely because the eritics have always propounded the
degrading dogma that the duty of the dramatist is to please the public.
Rossetti did not weave words into sonnets to please the public, and
Corot did not paint silver and gray twilights to please the public. The
mere fact O?ngtﬂ?gﬂﬁsﬁﬁtmmmmmmntmlar foyp of art, in order
to please the public, makes him shun it. We shall neyer have a real
drama in England until it is recognised that a play is personal and



One curious fact must strike anyone who compares Mr. Oscar Wilde’s
new work with “ A Woman of No Importance” or * Lady Windermere’s
Fan.” Everyone expected, and correctly, that the jokes in the latest
piece would show a falling-off in quality, would seem a mere after-crop ;
but, on the other hand, it was imagined that ** An Ideal Husband”
would exhibit a decided advance so far as the actual drama is concerned,
and this proved to be by no means the case. Indeed, one cannot discover
any aspect of the piece in which it does not display great inferiority to
the earlier works. It certainly is surprising that in so young a dramatist
one should find a decided falling-off.

However, it may be remarked that perhaps the relative inferiority
of * An Ideal Husband” is due, to some extent, to change of method.
“ Lady Windermere’s Fan” and * A Woman of No Importance ”’ wére
ingentous plays of character—perhaps not human, but Wilde character—
with stagey scenes rather cleverly handled to give movement to them.
« An Ideal Husband’’ is a mere play of intrigue. . One could believe
easily that it was written by a disciple of Mr. Wilde, who had been
studying, insufficiently, the school of Seribe, as well as the joke-
manufacturing “process of the famous pseudo-epigrammatist. It may
seem strange that Mr. Wilde’s play should be old-fashioned, since the
author is supposed to be ultra-modern ; yet no one could well deny that
the sense of weariness it sometimes causes is due partly to the fact that
it is antiquated 'in :method, and that the T
method is not well handled.

There is hardly a character in the
piece in whom one. detects any signs of
life. Ere now the author has shown
a curious gift for presenting characters
not founded on observation or exactly
truthful, but effective and interesting.’
I should be- very sorry, for instance,
not to have had the pleasure of becoming
acquainted with Mrs. Erlynne. In *“An
Ideal Husband,” unfortunately, there is
no Mrs. Erlynne. Of the four characters
of importance, not one is interesting.

Mr. Clement Scott has already with
force denounced the heroine who falls
away from the man she loves themoment
that disgrace and trouble threaten him.
To me there seems in Lady Chiltern an
effort to reproduce a petticoat Torvald
Helmer. Unluckily, while the husband
in * A Doll’s House ” is' so full of fine
touches of 1i u erstar:ﬂs.his. ;
point of vig‘ih*,%)bgéggs% egn‘}_\%%e%% AlESty L

and is sorry for him. Ladv _Chiltern




individual a form of self-expression as a poem or a picture.”

1 ’m afraid you don’t like journalists ?”” I remarked nervously.

“The journalist is always reminding the public of the existence of
the artist. That is unnecessary of him. He is always. reminding the
artist of the existence of the public. That is indecent of him.”

“ But we must have journalists, Mr. Wilde.” i 3

“Why? They only record what happens. What does it matter
what happens ? It is only the abiding things that are interesting, not
the horrid incidents of everyday life. Creation, for the joy of creation,
is the aim of the artist, and that is why the artist is a more divine type
than the saint. The artist arrives at his own moment, with his own
mood. He may come with terrible purple tragedies, he may come with
dainty rose-coloured comedies—What a charming title!” added
Mr. Wilde, with a smile. I must write a play and call it ¢ A Rose-
Coloured Comedy.”” : g

“ What are the exact relations between literature and the drama ?’

¢ Exquisitely accidental. That is why I think them so necessary. g

« And the exact relations between the actor and the dramatist ?

Mr. Wilde looked at me with a serious expression which ch‘anf,:o‘(}
almost immediately into a smile, as he replied, % Usual}y a171’ttle strained.

¢ But surely you regard the actor as a creative artist?” :

“Yes,” replied Mr. Wilde, with a touch of pathos in his voice;
“terribly creative—terribly creative ! ”’ ; ( 5

¢ Do you consider the future outlook of the English stage is hopeful ?”

¢ I think it must be. The critics have ceased to prophesy. That is
something. It is in silence that the artist arrives. What is waited for
never succeeds ; what is heralded is hopeless.” 3

We were nearing the sentries at Marlborough House, and I sald——)

“ Won’t you tell me a little more, please ? Let us walk down Pall
Mall—exercise is such a good thing.” :

¢« Exercise!”” he ejaculated, with an emphasm that almost w’z:rrauts
italics, “ the only possible form of exercist; is to talk, not to walk.

And as he spoke he motioned to a passing hansom. We shook hands,
and Mr. Wilde, giving me a glance of approval, said— o

“Iam sure that you must have a great future in literature before you.

“ What makes you think so ? ” I asked, as I flushed with pleasure at
the prediction. : ;

“ Because you seem to me such a very bad interviewer. I feel sure
that you must write poetry. I certainly like the colour of your necktie
very much. Good-bye.” GILBERT BURGESS,

/ Sotis I 2.0

orole W"L’z‘

THE IMPORTANCE OF BEING OSCAR.

It cannot be made a reproach against English people (writes a corre-
spondent) that they are unduly influenced by the Press. In theatrical
matters especially they show a resolute determination to judge for
themselves.  Vainly, in various instances, have the critics endeavoured
to silence, by their whispers, wild shouts of applause, or to scold the
Public into going to see a play it does not fancy. But the Public is a
very curious thing ; it is sometimes perverse, and even obstinate, and it
has evidently made up its mind to like the plays of Mr. Oscar Wilde.

The play at present being given at the Haymarket is a great success,
notwithstanding the fact that its point and object have mnot been
entirely understood: I mean the overthrowing of the contemporary
fad about the disproportionate value of woman in modernlife. A man’s
life,” says Lord Goring, in * An Ideal Husband,” *is more important
than a woman’s; it has a wider scope, larger issues, higher ambitions.
A woman'’s life revolves in curves of emotion : it is on the straight lines
of the intellect that a man’s life progresses. . . . . If you can keep a
man’s love, and love him in return, you have done all that we ask of
woman.”  Thus Mr. Wilde places the newest woman in- a very charming
atmosphere of softness, of gentleness, of forgiveness.” And are these not her
raison d’étre? He has shown that, as a man can love, knowing every
fault and folly of a woman—Iloving her, it may be, for these faults and
follies the better—so might she also love without idealising him, without
trying so vainly to deprive him of his natural sins. " After the first shock
of knowing her husband doomed to disgrace and exposure, we see Lady
Chiltern by his side in sympathising fellowship, ready to mourn with his
sorrow, but not toreproach him with his fault. . ** The Importance of being
Farnest,” again, is deliciously, airily irresponsible: an extraordinary
sustained effort of wit and humour. In brilliant dialogue Mr. Wilde is
without a rival ; and how versatile an artist he is! = Not only a poet, an
essayist, a novelist, “an amateur of beautiful things and a dilettante of
things delightful,” but one of the most brilliant playwrights of modern
times. Why carp at * improbability "’ in what is confessedly the merest
delicate bubble of fancy ? Why not acknowledge, honestly, a debt of
gratitude to one who adds so unmistakably to the gaiety of the nation ?

When called-before the eurtain, with almost uproarious applause, at
the St. James's on Thursday night, Mr. Wilde must assuredly have felt,
with a subtle enjoyment, all the Importance of being Oscar.
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seems @ heartless, dull pe;son of mo
quality at all.” The husband 18 the mere
puppet of the dramatist—2 peg to hang

hrases upon; 2 thing to “do this and
that, whenever needed.

The third of the quartet, Mrs.
(heveley the adventuress, seemed more
hopefu\. Surely this disreputable woman,
o thief and liar at school, 2 woman with
many pasts,” who comes b\ackmailing
arme with - an incrim'matinw Jetter
written years before by gir Robert, should
be fasc'mat'mg? Really, she is not @ bit
less clumsy” and wearisome: than the:
ordinary female villain of the Adelphi. . :

She says a few smart things to atone for doing stupid things, and that is
all one can find in her favour.

No doubt, the last of the four is fairly entertaining, and, indeed, by
dint of the prilliant acting © Mr. (Charles Hawtrey, the only member of a

h

strong company who reall made 2 hit, Lord Goring went down very We {30

"There 18 something entertaining in the picture of the rather elderly youna
fop, who malkes one doubt whether heis @ ool with some cleverness Al
zood sense, Or & clever fellow Whor affects folly- Had it not been for the

caused some mnqsement in the last act, 1t would have been very dull.
Speaking, then, of the piece a8 2 whole, for the other characters are
mere conversation-machines, Tam bound to say that it is rather tedious.

This is surprising, or, as @ rule, the works of clever people are rarely |
i frri However, the memory of 10ng |

tedious, however jrritating they

may be.
geenes O empty cackle, in which all the people made jokes, of which not |
more than ten per cent. were amusing, is hard to bear. To listen to lines |

such as Society 18 composed of beautiful idiots and Prilliant unatics,”’
2

« Men can be analysed, women only adored 3 don’t call them clever, |
1 call them stupid——the same thing often,” & is very hard upon those |

who do not like shoddy cpigrams-

No better proof of my remarks can there be than the fact that such ‘\

a poweri\ﬂ company dist'mgu'\shed itself sO little. If anyone had told
me 1 should ever be g\ad to see such a Prilliant actress a8 Miss Fanny

Brough make her exity T should have been 1 credulous 3 but 1 was, for
even her gk'ﬂl prm:ed_ unavailing. Not all the . beauty of Miss Julia

Jisse i
n Women's University Library

69



B i o e i e s B

individual a form of self-expression as a poem or a picture.”

“1’m afraid you don’t like journalists ?”’ I remarked nervously.

“The journalist is always reminding the public of the existence of
the artist. That is unnecessary of him. He is always. reminding the
artist of the existence of the public. That is indecent of him.”

“ But we must have journalists, Mr. Wilde.” i

“Why ? They only record what happens. What does it matter
what happens ? It is only the abiding things that are interesting, not
the horrid incidents of everyday life. Creation, for the joy of creation,
is the aim of the artist, and that is why the artist is a more divine type
than the saint. The artist arrives at his own moment, with his own
mood. He may come with terrible purple tragedies, he may come with
dainty rose-coloured comedies—What a charming  title!” added
Mr. Wilde, with a smile. I must write a play and call it ¢ A Rose-
Coloured Comedy.””’

“ What are the exact relations between literature and the drama ?”’

“ Exquisitely accidental. That is why I think them so necessary.”

« And the exact relations between the actor and the dramatist ?”

Mr. Wilde looked at me with a serious expression which changed
almost immediately into a smile, as he replied, * Usually alittle strained.”

¢ But surely you regard the actor as a creative artist? ”’

“ Yes,” replied Mr. Wilde, with a touch of pathos in his voice;
“terribly creative—terribly creative ! ”’

“ Do you consider the future outlook of the English stage is hopeful ?

« T think it must be. The critics have ceased to prophesy. That is
something. It is in silence that the artist arrives. What is waited for
never succeeds ; what is heralded is hopeless.”

We were nearing the sentries at Marlborough House, and I said—

“ Won’t you tell me a little more, please ? Let us walk down Pall
Mall—exercise is such a good thing.”

“ Exercise!”” he ejaculated, with an emphasis that almost warrauts
italics, « the only possible form of exercise is to talk, not to walk.”

And as he spoke he motioned to a passing hansom. We shook hands,
and Mr. Wilde, giving me a glance of approval, said—

“Tam sure that you must have a great future in literature before you.”

“ What makes you think so ? ” I asked, as I flushed with pleasure at
the prediction.

 Becaus u seem to me such a very bad interviewer. I feel sure
that you mugﬁgfi@%&sﬁq’wﬁw@é‘&qw HPERNEolour G your necktie

very much. Good-bye.” GILBERT BURGESS,
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THE IMPORTANCE OF BEING OSCAR.

It cannot be made a reproach against English people (writes a corre-
spondent) that they are unduly influenced by the Press. In theatrical
matters especially they show a resolute determination to judge for
themselves. Vainly, in various instances, have the critics endeavoured
to silence, by their whispers, wild shouts of applause, or to scold the
Public into going to see a play it does not fancy. But the Public is a
very curious thing ; it is sometimes perverse, and even obstinate, and it
has evidently made up its mind to like the plays of Mr. Oscar Wilde.

The play at present being given at the Haymarket is a great success,
notwithstanding the fact that its point and object have not been
entirely understood: I mean the overthrowing of the contemporary
fad about the disproportionate value of woman in modernlife. * A man’s
life,” says Lord Goring, in “ An Ideal Husband,” “is more important
than a woman’s; it has a wider scope, larger issues, higher ambitions.
A woman’s life revolves in curves of emotion : it is on the straight lines
of the intellect that a man’s life progresses. . . . . If you can keep a
man’s love, and love him in return, you have done all that we ask of
woman.” Thus Mr. Wilde places the newest woman in a very charming
atmosphere of softness, of gentleness, of forgiveness.” And are these not her
raison d’étre? He has shown that, as a man can love, knowing every
fault and folly of a woman—Iloving her, it may be, for these faults and
follies the better—so might she also love without idealising him, without
trying so vainly to deprive him of his natural sins. After the first shock
of knowing her husband doomed to disgrace and exposure, we see Lady
Chiltern by his side in sympathising fellowship, ready to mourn with his
sorrow, but not to reproach him with his fault. = ** The Importance of being
Earnest,” again, is deliciously, airily irresponsible: an extraordinary
sustained effort of wit and humour. In brilliant dialogue Mr. Wilde is
without a rival ; and how versatile an artist he is! Not only a poet, an
essayist, a novelist, “ an amateur of beautiful things and a dilettante of
things delightful,”” but one of the most brilliant playwrights of modern
times. Why carp at * improbubility ”” in what is confessedly the merest
delicate bubble of fancy ? Why not acknowledge, honestly, a debt of
gratitude to one who adds so unmistakably to the gaiety of the nation ?

‘When called-before the curtain, with almost uproarious applause, at
the St. James'9019-03:a8den Womeh:s Univehsity Libranyt assi2dly have felt,
with a subtle enjoyment, all the Importance of being Oscar.




seems 4 heartless, - dull pexjson of no
quality at all. The husband is the mere
puppet of the dramatist—a peg to hang
phrases ‘upon ; a thing to do this and
that, whenever needed.

The third of the - quartet, Mrs.
Cheveley the adventuress, seemed more
hopeful. Surely this disreputable woman,
a thief and liar at school, a woman with
many ¢ pasts,” who comes blackmailing
armed with - an incriminating letter
written years before by Sir Robert, should
be fascinating ? Really, she is not a bit Photo by the Londo
less clumsy and - wearisome than the
ordinary female villain of the Adelphi.
She says a few smart things to atone for doing stupid things, and that is
all one can find in her favour.

No doubt, the last of the four is fairly entertaining, and, indeed, by
dint of the brilliant acting of Mr. Charles Hawtrey, the only member of a
strong company who really made a hit, Lord Goring went down very well.
'here is something entertaining in the picture of the rather elderly young
fop, who makes one doubt whether he is a fool with some cleverness and
zood sense, or a clever fellow who affects folly. Had it not been for the
Fact that he and Miss Maude Millett, as the customary pair of comic lovers,
caused some amusement in the last act, it would have been very dull.

Speaking, then, of the piece as a whole, for the other characters are
mere conversation-machines, I am bound to say that it is rather tedious.
This is surprising, for, as a rule, the works of clever people are rarely
tedious, however nrritating they may be. However, the memory of long
scenes of empty cackle, in which all the people made jokes, of which not
more than ten per cent. were amusing, is hard to bear. To listen to lines
such as  Society is composed of beautiful idiots and brilliant lunatics,”
« Men can be analysed, women only adored 7" ; * I don’t call them clever,
I call them stupid—the same thing often,” &ec., is very hard upon those
who do not like shoddy epigrams.

No better proof of my remarks can there be than the fact that such
a powerful company distinguished itself so little. If anyone had told
me I should m}g_é}\;:_ﬂ}gé%ﬁwgﬁ:{% Sﬁli}hl\}é[)éﬁ\}lll_]iﬁ%tr actress_as Miss Fanny
Brough make her exit, I shou dhary e R dulous’s but T was, for
even her skill proved unavailing. Not all the.beauty of Miss Julia
——— . S— . “ o 1
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MR. WALLER AS CAVA
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THE WORKS OF OSCAR WILDE, Vols. I. to VII.

net each. (Methuen.)

Messrs. Methuen are issuing a uniform edition of the
works of Oscar Wilde in twelve volumes ; the first seven,
which have now been published, contain (1)  Lord Arthur
Savile’s Crime,”’ and * The Portrait of Mr. W, H.” ; (2)
“ The Duchess of Padua ”’ ; (3) Poems; (4) ‘“ Lady Win-
dermere’s Fan” ; (5) “A Woman of no Importance  ;
(6) ““ An Ideal Husband ”’; and (7) ‘“ The Importance of
Being Earnest.” These four comedies of Wilde’s have been
compared, for their wit and epigrammatic brilliance, to
the comedies of Congreve and Wycherley ; there is a good
deal to be said for the comparison—they have the wit, the
sparkle, the gay humour of Congreve without anything of
his occasional unsavouriness; and if they lack certain
robuster qualities of the Restoration dramatists, they have
a subtlety and refin touches of sentiment and
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other three are legitimate and exquisite comedy, mordant

' social satire edged with fantasy and epigram, and with

something of melodrama running through to give them a
warmth and colour of life. They have a good story to
tell, and it is told with so rare an art that we have found
even more delight in reading them than in seeing them
acted ; they are the first comedies that count as literature
since Goldsmith wrote and Sheridan. But for some of
us the greatest of Wilde’s work is in his poems, in one
particularly, “ The Ballad of Reading Gaol,” which is
included in this collection. Perhaps it is because so much
has been said of his flippancies, his affectations, his in-
sincerities, that it comes upon new readers with a shock
of surprise, the profoundly human note that is continually
sounding through his work. It is an elusive undertone in
the comedies, it lives in the fine but somewhat hysterical
tragedy of ““ The Duchess of Padua,” it recurs everywhere
through his poetry, in such sonnets as “ Easter Day "’ and
“E Tenebris,” in ‘“ The Burden of Itys,” in many of his
lyrics, and it throbs in every verse, in every line of *“ The
Ballad of Reading Gaol ’—one of the very few poems in
which the pathos and the heartbreak of human suffering
are so rendered that you literally feel them whilst you
read ; there is no poem in the language more instinct with
the beauty and passion of pity and repentance :
“ The vilest deeds like prison weeds
Bloom well in prison air ;
It is only what is good in Man
That wastes and withers there :
Pale Anguish keeps the heavy gate,
And the warder is Despair.
“And thus we rust Life’s iron chain,
Degraded and alone ;
And some men curse, and some men weep,
And some men make no moan :
But God’s eternal laws are kind
And break the heart of stone.

And every human heart that breaks,
In prison-cell or yard,

Is as that broken box that gave
Its treasure to the Lord,

And filled the unclean leper’s house
With the scent of costliest nard.

“Ah ! happy they whose hearts can break
And peace of pardon win !
How else may man make straight his plan
And cleanse his soul from Sin ?
How else but through a broken heart
May Lord Christ enter in ? ”

This edition of Wilde’s works is a cheap one in the best
way ; the books are as well printed and as tastefully bound
as if they cost double the money. The remaining five
volumes are, we gather, to be published at short intervals
between now and the end of the year.

Jissen Women

garoME, a Tragedy in one Act. Translated from the

French of Oscar Wilde. Pictured by Aubrey Beardsley.

Matthews and Lane, 1894.71 ws < \

It is a mistake to suppose that audacity constitutes
dramatic power, or that fantastic pullincs are all that are
requisite in art; yet into this mistake both Mr. Oscar
Wilde and his illustrator, Mr. Aubrey Beardsley, have fallen.
In Mr. Wilde's previous exercises in drama, if there was no
marked originality, still there was a veneer of epigram
which in proportion to its truthfulness added to the success
of what, apart from that, would have been two not very
remarkable plays. To take an instance, Mr. Wilde's
p;u‘od_\' of Steele's, ‘“to know a good woman is a nvuld!v
class education,” was worth all his other epigrammatic
sayings put together, both in ¢ Lady Windermere's Fan”
and in ““ A Woman of no Importance.” As the former of
these two plays is the best of Mr. Wilde's dramatic works,
so ‘*Salome " is immeasurably the worst. Mr. Wilde would
have been well advised had he been content with such
reputation as could be got from the fact that ‘“‘Salome’” was
originally written in French, and was refused the Lord
Chamberlain’s license—if report be true. However, now we
have a sumptuous and expensive edition in English, and
even the most profound of Mr. Wilde's admirers will admit
that such stuff as the following is not of a nature to
enhance the reputation of any writer—except, perhaps,
Ollendorf :—

“ Herod.—Ah! I have slipped ! I have slipped in blood !
It is an ill omen. It is a very ill omen. Wherefore is there

And this body, what does this body here?
Think you I am like the King of Egypt, who gives no feast
to his guests but that he shows them a corpse? Whose is it?
I will not look on it.

« First Soldier.—It is our captain, sire. It is the young
Syrian whom you made captain of the guard but three
days gone.

“ Herod.—1I issued no order that he should be slain.

« Second Soldier.—He slew himself, sire.

« Herod.—For what reason ? I had made him captain of
my guard !

“ Second Soldier.—We do not know, sire. But with his
own hand he slew himself.

¢ Herod.—That seems strange to me. I had thought it
was but the Roman philosophers who slew themselves. Is
it not true, Tigellinus, that the philosophers at Rome slay
themselves ?

¢ Tigellinus.—There be some who slay themselves, sire.
They are the Stoics. The Stoics are people of no cultiva-
tion. They are ridiculous people. I myself regard them
as being perfectly ridiculous.

“ Herod.—I also. It is ridiculous to kill one’s-self.”

And so ‘“the tragedy in one act’ goes on, enlivened
dully with the jealousy of Herodias, who tells Herod he
looks too much at Salome. At intervals throughout the
play somebody or other is moonstruck. Says Herod, The
“~Re hae a ctranoes lank to-nicht. Has she not a strange
Ollendorfian method). Then in another place (p. 11) Salome
says, ‘“ How good to see the moon! She is like a little
piece of money, a little silver flower. She is cold and chaste.
I am sure she is a virgin.” Again, (p. 17), the page says,
““Oh! how strange the moon looks! Like the hand of
a dead woman who is seeking to cover herselt with a
shroud.

Of Mr. Beardsley’s illustrations little need be said.
They are good enough for Mr. Wilde's ‘“ tragedy,” but
that is about all the commendation which can be given
them. They are neither artistic (except, perkaps, in Mr.
Beardsley's own conception of what is artistic), nor are
they altogether in good taste. Nay, further, even such as
they are, they are not altogether original. Such types of
face as Mr. Beardsley can picture, he pictures to death ;
after that, he apparently has to rely upon utilizing what has
appeared before. Unless memory deceives, the picture
which suggested the face of the left-hand figure of the plate,
‘“ Enter Herodias,” appeared some time ago in the pages
of The Strand, in a series of pictures devoted to the facial
contortions of a Japanese. Of course, the similarity may be
accidental, but none the less the coincidence is remarkable.
The face and pose of the satyr in the tail-piece remind
almost irresistibly of the Satyr and the Goat in the Naples
Museum. Apart from these considerations, however, what
artistic purpose can be served by illustrations which are a
cross between those on Japanese screens and some of those
which appeared in the now defunct ‘ Butterfly 2" It is easy
to see that such work can cloak a lack of anatomical
knowledge, but beyond that it is difficult to imagine any
explanation of the deformities which Mr. Beardsley
‘““pictures.”” Such illustrations as ‘ Salome " contains will
add no more to Mr. Beardsley’s reputation as an artist
than will the play itself to Mr. Wilde's renown as a
“tragic” poet.

ersity Librar

“THE PICTURE OF
DORIAN GRAY.”

A

STAGE VERSION DESCRIBED
BY M. LOU-TELLEGEN.

“The Picture of Dorian Gray,” which is to
be ‘produced at the Vaudeville Theatre on
Thursday week, will follow closely in its
principal situations, M. Lou-Tellegen said
yesterday in an interview with a representative
of THe OBSERVER, the novel by Oscar Wilde,
on which it is founded.

Actor, author, poet and sculptor, M. Lou-
Tellegen, who is only twenty-eight, has been
for some time Mme. Sarah Bernhardt’s leading
actor. Miss Constant Lounsbery, an American
authoress, adapted Oscar Wilde's novel for him
two years ago.  Its psychological power and its
wonderful range. of emotions specially
appealed to him, and he was anxious that it
should be first produced in London before
taking it on his forthcoming tour in America.

In‘the first act of the play, which takes place
in the studio of Basil Hallward, Dorian Gray,
he said, appears as a young boy. Charming, |
sympathetic and natural at first, he begins to
be, towards the end of the act, the reflection |
of Lord Harry’s cynical and worldly intellect:

In the second act is the love scene between
Dorian Gray and Sybil Vane. ‘ This love
scene,” he said, ‘‘is the poetry of the whole
play. Tt is a beautiful scene and reminds me
ve&y much of ‘ Romeo and Juliet.””’

he scene is in the dressing-room of the
theatre. Sybil Vane plays badly that night,
and the worst side of the character of Dorian
Gragé who is now dominated by the influence
of Lord Harry, begins to develop. In direct
contrast to the beauty of the love scene he
throws the girl aside. ** Kill yourself, if you
like,” he says, brutally, when shc telis him that
this must be her end if he should leave her.
In a rage he goes off, and as the curtain falls
she is seen alone on the stage.

In the third act, which takes
room, Dorian Gray notices some e
picture. ‘“Is it possible,”” he ask
can be the mirror of my soul?’” He does not
know yet that Syhil Vane has killed hevself. |

““ At this point,”’ M. Lou-Tellegen said, ““the
real play begins for me.”” Dorian Gray, before
he learns what has happened, declares that he
| will marry Sybil. There is a very dramatic
| situation when the story is told, and afterwards |
| Dorian Gray comes more and more under the |
| influence of Lord Harry. o
| The fourth act takes place in the same room |
twenty years later. y this time :
become thoroughly vicious. The picture
there, and he sees in it the man he has become,
though he himself retains his youth and good
looks. It 18 in this act that, in a fit of frenzy,
he turns on Hallward, the artist, and kills
him, Instantly another change takes place in
the picture. When the body has been removed
and Dorian Gray is left alone with it, he ex-
claims that he is free and intends to start life |
afresh. But first he must destroy the picture.
He dashes a knife into its heart and falls back

dead himself, the picture becoming that of a
/young man again. : ;
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THE WORKS OF OSCAR WILDE, Vols. I. to VII. ss.

net each. (Methuen.)

Messrs. Methuen are issuing a uniform edition of the
works of Oscar Wilde in twelve volumes ; the first seven,
which have now been published, contain (1) ‘‘ Lord Arthur
Savile’s Crime,” and “ The Portrait of Mr. W. H.” ; (2)
“ The Duchess of Padua ’’; (3) Poems; (4) ‘‘ Lady Win-
dermere’s Fan” ; (5) “A Woman of no Importance ” ;
(6) ““ An Ideal Husband ’; and (7) “ The Importance of
Being Earnest.” These four comedies of Wilde’s have been
compared, for their wit and epigrammatic brilliance, to
the comedies of Congreve and Wycherley ; there is a good
deal to be said for the comparison—they have the wit, the
sparkle, the gay humour of Congreve without anything of
his occasional unsavouriness; and if they lack certain
robuster qualities of the Restoration dramatists, they have
a subtlety and refinement, touches of sentiment and
seriousness, and a large sympathy with humanity that are
beyond the scope of their predecessors. ‘ The Importance
of Being Earnest ” is sheer farcical absurdity; but the
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And po‘acc of pardon win !
How else may man make straight his plan
And cleanse his soul from Sin ?
How else but through a broken heart
May Lord Christ enter in ?
This edition of Wilde’s works is a cheap one in the best
way ; the books are as well printed and as tastefully bound
as if they cost double the money. The remaining five
volumes are, we gather, to be published at short intervals
between now and the end of the year.

Jissen Women

SaLOME, a Tragedy in one Act. Translated from the
French of Oscar Wilde. Pictured by Aubrey Beardsley.
Matthews and Lane, 1894.71) wus <
It is a mistake to suppose that audacity constitutes

dramatic power, or that fantastic outlines are all that are

requisite in art; yet into this mistake both Mr. g)s&‘;nl'

Wilde and his illustrator, Mr. Aubrey Beardsley, have fallen.

In Mr. Wilde's previous exercises in drama, if there was no

marked originality, still there was a veneer of epigram

which in proportion to its truthfulness added to the success
of what, apart from that, would have been two not very
remarkable plays. To take an instance, Mr. Wilde's
parody of Steele’s, ‘‘to know a good woman is a middle
class education,” was worth all his other epigrammatic
sayings put together, both in Lady Windermere's Fan”
and in ““ A Woman of no Importance.” As the former of
these two plays is the best of Mr. Wilde's dramatic works,
so *“ Salome " is immeasurably the worst. Mr. Wilde would
have been well advised had he been content with such
reputation as could be got from the fact that * Salome” was
originally written in French, and was refused the Lord

Chamberlain’s license—if report be true. However, now we

have a sumptuous and expensive edition in English, and

even the most profound of Mr. Wilde's admirers will admit
that such stuff as the following is not of a nature to
enhance the reputation of any writer—except, perhaps,

Ollendorf :—

« Herod.—Ah! 1 have slipped! I have slipped in blood !
It is an ill omen. It is a very ill omen. Wherefore is there
blood here ? . . . And this body, what does this body here?
Think you I am like the King of Egypt, who gives no feast
to his guests but that he shows them a corpse? Whose isit?
I will not look on it.

« First Soldier.—It is our captain, sire. It is the young
Syrian whom you made captain of the guard but three
days gone.

& Herod.—1I issued no order that he should be slain.

¢« Second Soldier.—He slew himself, sire.

“ Herod.—For what reason ? I had made him captain of
my guard ! :

¢ Second Soldier.—We do not know, sire. But with his
own hand he slew himself.

“ Herod.—That seems strange to me. I had thought it
was but the Roman philosophers who slew themselves. Is
it not true, Tigellinus, that the philosophers at Rome slay
themselves ?

¢ Tigellinus.—There be some who slay themselves, sire.
They are the Stoics. The Stoics are people of no cultiva-
tion. They are ridiculous people. I myself regard them
as being perfectly ridiculous.

“ Herod.—1 also. It is ridiculous to kill one’s-self.”

And so ‘““the tragedy in one act’ goes on, enlivened
dully with the jealousy of Herodias, who tells Herod he
looks too much at Salome. At intervals throughout the
play somebody or other is moonstruck. Says Herod, ¢ The

moon has a strange look to-night. Has she not a strange
look ? She is like a mad woman, a mad woman who is
seeking everywhere for lovers. She is naked, too. She is
quite naked.  The clouds are seeking to clothe her naked-
ness, but she will not let them. She shows herself naked in
the sky,” &c. (This is a good example of Mr. Wilde's
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“THE PICTURE OF
DORITAN GRAY.”
STAGE VERSION DESCRIBED
BY M. LOU-TELLEGEN.,

A

¢ The Picture of Dorian Gray,”” which is to
be ‘produced at the Vaudeville Theatre on
Thursday week, will follow closely in its
principal situations, M. Lou-Tellegen said
yesterday in an interview with a representative
of THE. OBSERVER, the novel by Oscar Wilde,
on which it is founded.

Actor, author, poet and sculptor, M. Lou-
Tellegen, who is only twenty-eight, has been
for some time Mme. Sarah Bernhardt's leading
actor. Miss Constant Lounsbery, an American
authoress, adapted Oscar Wilde's novel for him
two years ago. - Its psychological power and its
wonderful  range. of emotions specially
appealed to him, and he was anxious that it
should be first produced in London before
taking it on his forthcoming tour in America.

In‘the first act of the play, which takes place
in the studio of Basil Hallward, Dorian Gray,
he said, appears as a young boy. Charming, |
sympathetic and natural at first, he begins to
be, towards the end of the act, the reflection |
of Lord Harry’s cynical and worldly intellect.

In the second act is the love scene between |
Dorian Gray and Sybil Vane. ‘ This love |
scene,”” he said, ‘‘is the poetry of the whole
play. Tt is a beautiful scene and reminds me
very much of ‘ Romeo and Juliet.””’

The scene is in the dressing-room of the
theatre. Sybil Vane plays badly that night,
and the worst side of the character of Dorian
Gray, who is now dominated by the influence
of Lord Harry, begins to develop. In direct
contrast to the beauty of the love scene he
throws the girl aside. * Kill yourself, if you
like,” he says, brutally, when shc tels him that
this must be her end if he should leave her.
In a rage he goes off, and as the curtain falls
she is seen alone on the stage.

In the third act, which takes
room, Dorian Gray notices some

know yet that Syhil Vane has kille

“ At this point,”” M. Lou-Te said,

real play begins for me.”” Dorian Gray, before
he learns what has happened, declares that he
will marry Sybil. There is a very dramatic
situation when the story is told, and afterwar :
Dorian Gray comes more and more unde

| influence of Lord Harry.

The fourth act takes %lace in the same room
twenty years later. y this time he

become thoroughly vicious. The pict 3
there, and he sees in it the man he has become,
though he himself retains his youth and good
looks. It 1s in this act that, in a fit of frenzy,
he turns on Hallward, the artist, and kills
him, Instantly another change takes place in
the picture. When the body has been removed
and Dorian Gray is left alone with it, he ex-
claims that he is free and intends to start life
afresh. But first he must destroy the picture.
He dashes a knife into its heart and falls back

dead himself, the picture becoming that of a
young man again. . -
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THE WORKS OF OSCAR WILDE, Vols. L. to VIL. ss.
net each. (Methuen.)

Messrs. Methuen are issuing a uniform edition of the
works of Oscar Wilde in twelve volumes ; the first seven,
which have now been published, contain (1) ‘ Lord Arthur
‘Bavile’s Crime,” and *‘ The Portrait of Mr. W. H.” ; (2)
“The Duchess of Padua ”’ ; (3) Poems; (4) “ Lady Win-
dermere’s Fan” ; (5) “A Woman of no Importance " ;
(6) “ An Ideal Husband ”; and (7) ‘ The Importance of
Being Earnest.” These four comedies of Wilde’s have been
compared, for their wit and epigrammatic brilliance, to
the comedies of Congreve and Wycherley ; there is a good
deal to be said for the comparison—they have the wit, the
sparkle, the gay humour of Congreve without anything of
his occasional unsavouriness; and if they lack certain
robuster qualities of the Restoration dramatists, they have
a subtlety and refinement, touches of sentiment and
seriousness, and a large symg&chy with humanity that are

beyond the s&gﬂw rb?‘ yersity Librarvyg o Importance

of Being Earnest ” is sheer farcical absurdity ; but the
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other three are legitimate and exquisite comedy, mordant
_social satire edged with fantasy and epigram, and with
something of melodrama running through to give them a
' warmth and colour of life. They have a good story to
' tell, and it is told with so rare an art that we have found
' even more delight in reading them than in seeing them
J acted ; they are the first comedies that count as literature
' since Goldsmith wrote and Sheridan. But for some of
' us the greatest of Wilde’s work is in his poems, in one
particularly, ‘‘ The Ballad of Reading Gaol,” which is
included in this collection. Perhaps it is because so much
. has been said of his flippancies, his affectations, his in-
| sincerities, that it comes upon new readers with a shock
\ of surprise, the profoundly human note that is continually
' sounding through his work. It is an elusive undertone in
the comedies, it lives in the fine but somewhat hysterical
| tragedy of ““ The Duchess of Padua,” it recurs everywhere
i through his poetry, in such sonnets as ‘‘ Easter Day ” and
x, “E Tenebris,” in “ The Burden of Itys,” in many of his
'lyrics, and it throbs in every verse, in every line of ““ The
Ballad of Reading Gaol ”’—one of the very few poems in
which the pathos and the heartbreak of human suffering
are so rendered that you literally feel them whilst you
read ; there is no poem in the language more instinct with
thebeauty and passion of pity and repentance :

“ The vilest deeds like prison weeds
! | Bloom well in prison air ;
It is only what is good in Man
That wastes and withers there :
Pale Anguish keeps the heavy gate,
And the warder is Despair. . . .

“ And thus we rust Life’s iron chain,
Degraded and alone ;
And some men curse, and some men weep,
And some men make no moan :
But God’s eternal laws are kind
And break the heart of stone.

““ And every human heart that breaks,
In prison-cell or yard,
Is as that broken box that gave
Its treasure to the Lord,
And filled the unclean leper’s house
With the scent of costliest nard.

“Ah ! happy they whose hearts can break
And peace of pardon win !
How else may man make straight his plan
And cleanse his soul from Sin ?
How else but through a broken heart
May Lord Christ enter in ? ”

This edition of Wilde’s works is a cheap one in the best

way ; the books are as well printed and as tastefully bound

as if they cosipsgapaNGmens University Li’&}éﬁwremaining five

volumes are, we gather, to be published at short intervals
| between now and the end of the year.




TMotes on TMew IBooks.

MR. HENRY FROWDE.

A triumphant collection of beauty and usefulness lies in |

the pages of the new anthology which the Oxford University
Press has just issued. In a serviceable volume named The
Pageant of English Poetry, and at the mere cost of two shillings.

they have included 1,150 poems and extracts of poems by three |

hundred authors. Everything in the way of alphabetical order, |

indexes, and general arrangement has been done with a view to
making it a handy book for reference. It is certainly admirable
for this purpose, and as a book for pleasure it is equally so.

The contents have not been rigorously selected as examples of
poetic genius, but the standard is high, and many beautiful and |

unfamiliar poems and parts of poems have found a place here.
It is, indeed, a thoroughly fascinating collection to add to the
shelf on which already stand ‘“ The Golden Treasury '’ and
‘“ The Oxford Book of English Verse.”

2deeid3vdBen’'s University Librarg

MR. W. HEINEMANN.

-
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SaLoMg, a Tragedy in one Act. Translated from the
French of Oscar Wilde. Pictured by Aubrey Beardsley.
Matthews and Lane, 1894. Runfrosn. W+ tnced
It is a mistake to suppose that audacity constitutes
dramatic power, or that fantastic outlines are all that are
requisite in art; yet into this mistake both Mr. Oscar
Wilde and his illustrator, Mr. Aubrey Beardsley, have fallen.
In Mr. Wilde's previous exercises in drama, if there was no
marked originality, still there was a veneer of epigram
which in proportion to its truthfulness added to the success
of what, apart from that, would have been two not very
remarkable plays. To take an instance, Mr. Wilde's
parody of Steele’s, ‘“ to know a good woman is a middle
class education,” was worth all his other epigrammatic
sayings put together, both in Lady Windermere’s Fan”
and in ““ A Woman of no Importance.” As the former of
| these two plays is the best of Mr. Wilde's dramatic works,
so ““Salome "is immeasurably the worst. Mr. Wilde would
have been well advised had he been content with such
| reputation as could be got from the fact that Salome” was
' originally written in French, and was refused the Lord
Chamberlain’s license—if report be true. However, now we
| have a sumptuous and expensive edition in English, and
| even the most profound of Mr. Wilde's admirers will admit
that such stuff as the following is not of a nature to
enhance the reputation of any writer—except, perhaps,
. Ollendorf :—
| ““Herod.—Ah! I have slipped! I have slipped in blood !
| It is an ill omen. It is a very ill omen. Wherefore is there
| blood here ? . . . And this body, what does this body here ?
. Think you I am like the King of Egypt, who gives no feast
' to his guests but that he shows them a corpse? Whose is it?
| I will not look on it.
¢ First Soldier.—It is our captain, sire. It is the young
| Syrian whom you made captain of the guard but three
| days gone.
| Herod.—1I issued no order that he should be slain.
| < Second Soldier.—He slew himself, sire.
« Herod.—For what reason ? I had made him captain of
4 my guard!
| ““Second Soldier.—We do not know, sire. But with his
| own hand he slew himself.
|« IJerod.—That seems strange to me. I had thought it
| was but the Roman philosophers who slew themselves. Is
it not true, Tigellinus, that the philosophers at Rome slay
themselves ?
- Tigellinus.—There be some who slay themselves, sire.
" They are the Stoics. The Stoics are people of no cultiva-
tion. They are ridiculous people. I myself regard them
- as being perfectly ridiculous.
% Herod.—1 also. It is ridiculous to kill one’s-self.”
And so ‘“the tragedy in one act’ goes on, enlivened
' dully with the jealousy of Herodias, who tells Herod he
“ looks too much at Salome. At intervals throughout the
- play somebody or other is moonstruck. Says Herod, “ The
moon has a strange look to-night. Has she not a strange
look ? She is like a mad woman, a mad woman who is
seeking everywhere for lovers. She is naked, too. She is

i ked. i g 1 he h ked-
:11:::56’ rl;?lt eshe ‘&mggﬁ@l’%@ gﬂ’ﬁ%@;r:elfe;anlfe; in

the sky,” &c. (This is a good example of Mr. Wilde's

o

s e A PR AR D




ac a efranoe laok to-night. Has she not a strange
/Ollendorfian method). Then in another place (p. 11) Salome
says, ‘“ How good to see the moon! She is like a little
piece of money, a little silver flower. She is cold and chaste.
I am sure she is a virgin.” Again, (p. 17), the page says,
““Oh! how strange the moon looks! Like the hand of
a dead woman who is seeking to cover herself with a
shroud.
Of Mr. Beardsley's illustrations little need be said.
They are good enough for Mr. Wilde's ‘“tragedy,” but
that is about all the commendation which can be given
them. They are neither artistic (except, perkaps, in Mr.
Beardsley's own conception of what is artistic), nor are
they altogether in good taste. Nay, further, even such as
they are, they are not altogether original. Such types of
face as Mr. Beardsley can picture, he pictures to death ;
after that, he apparently has to rely upon utilizing what has
appeared before. Unless memory deceives, the picture
which suggested the face of the left-hand figure of the plate,
‘“ Enter Herodias,” appeared some time ago in the pages
of The Strand, in a series of pictures devoted to the facial
contortions of a Japanese. Of course, the similarity may be
accidental, but none the less the coincidence is remarkable.
The face and pose of the satyr in the tail-piece remind
. almost irresistibly of the Satyr and the Goat in the Naples
- Museum. Apart from these considerations, however, what
- artistic purpose can be served by illustrations which are a
~,cross between those on Japanese screens and some of those
- which appeared in the now defunct ¢ Butterfly ?” It is easy

to see that such work can cloak a lack of anatomical

knowledge, but beyond that it is difficult to imagine any |

explanation of the deformities which Mr. Beardsley
“pictures,””  Such illustrations as *“ Salome " contains will

add no more Ji2@IOWEBARER's| University LilB@ry: as an artist
than will the play itself to Mr. Wilde's renown as a |

“tragic” poet.

1
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to it as to that of Oxford and Cambridge. This is as it
should be, and I hope our new correspondent, having
begun a good work, will carry it on (and hand it on), and
thus let readers of the Guardian and other Church papers
know of the existence and life of the Northern University.

Referring to the said paragraph, it is pleasing to learn,
infer alia, that our good old friend, Dean Lake, is back
again in improved health ; and this information, I think,
is worth knowing. I was under the impression that the
worthy Warden was altogether laid aside, owing to
increasing years and infirmities, and therefore the more
rejoice to hear of his return, and that we have found a

| correspondent to tell us of it.

| Although I reggj T 1 rust we may
| all have the furm%mgs%gg&émg enefit of reading

| a weekly contribution in a few of the leading Church papers.
C.T

e




“THE PICTURE OF
DORIAN GRAY.”

STAGE VERSION DESCRIBED
BY M. LOU-TELLEGEN.

¢ The Picture of Dorian Gray,”” which is to
be ‘produced at the Vaudeville Theatre on
Thursday week, will follow closely in its
principal situations, M. Lou-Tellegen said
yesterday in an interview with a representative
of THE OBSERVER, the novel by Oscar Wilde,
on which it is founded.

Actor, author, poet and sculptor, M. Lou-
Tellegen, who is only twenty-eight, has been
for some time Mme. Sarah Bernhardt’s leading
actor. Miss Constant Lounsbery, an American
authoress, adapted Oscar Wilde's novel for him
two years ago. Its psychological power and its
wonderful range. of emotions specially
appealed to him, and he was anxious that it
should be first produced in London before
taking it on his forthcoming tour in America.

In‘the first act of the play, which takes place
in the studio of Basil Hallward, Dorian Gray,
he said, appears as a young boy. Charming,
sympathetic and natural at first, he begins to
be, towards the end of the act, the reflection |
of Lord Harry’s cynical and worldly intellect:

In the second act is the love scene between
Dorian Gray and Sybil Vane. ‘‘This love
scene,” he said, ‘‘is the poetry of the whole
play. Tt is a beautiful scene and reminds me
very much of ‘ Romeo and Juliet.”

The scene is in the dressing-room of the
theatre. Sybil Vane plays badly that night,
and the worst side of the character of Dorian
Grai\:, who is now dominated by the influence
of Lord Harry, begins to develop. In direct
contrast to the beauty of the love scense he
throws the girl aside.  Kill yourself, if you
like,” he says, brutally, when shc telss him that
this must be her end if he should leave her.
In a rage he goes off, and as the curtain falls
she is seen alone on the stage.

In the third act, which takes
room, Dorian Gray notices some
picture. “Ts it le,”” he a ‘that

) y soul?” He does n

can be the mirror of m
know yet that Sybhil Vane has kille
““ At this point,”’ M. Lou-Tellegen 5
real play begins for me.”” Dorian Gray, before
he learns what has happened, declares that he
will marry Sybil. There is a very dramatic
situation when the story is told, and afterwards
Dorian Gray comes more and more under the.
influence of Lord Harry. x
The fourth act takes %a,ce in the same room |
twenty years later. y this time he h
become thoroughly vicious. The pictura is |
there, and he sees in it the man he has become,
though he himself retains his youth and good
looks. It 1s in this act that, in a fit of frenzy,
he turns on Hallward, the artist, and kills
him. Instantly another change takes place in
the picture. When the body has been removed
and Dorian Gray is left alone with it, he ex-
claims that he is free and intends to start life

afresh. JMMMW{% icture.
He dashes a knife into its hea a.nsafz, back

dead himself, the picture becoming that of a
young man again. :




WHAT A DRESS REHEARSAL 1S LIKE.
SOME FRIVOLOUS GOSSIP.

Many people are curious to know what a dress rehearsal is like. Here
2s a letter which came to THE WESTMINSTER BUDGET Office the other
day, describing one of those interesting functions—at the Haymarket.

NEW YEAR'S NIGHT.

’I‘HE night was bitter ; quite cold. So was Oscar. Throughout

the night the
only part of him that
apparently rose
above freezing point
was the lighted end
of his cigarette.

Ourstalwart souls
were summoned to
the Haymarket at six
o’clock. When the
invitation came I
really wished the
time of year had
been the middle of
the dog days, and
not a {rosty January
night. You know
that punctuality is
invariably a virtue
in the City. Well, |
still as innocents in ——
such undertakings, ] VIVAViVIViViNivAv A
wearrived atthedoor P
of the Haymarket at ﬂ
the appointed hour |
—six. And this is
what happened.

A sprinkling of
the select few—some thirty—are in the stalls. The scene is very
incomplete. The carpenters are busy putting the lamps and
the shades on the chandeliers for the electric light, and altogether
the stage is in a state of déskabillé—really at all corners things
are at sixes and sevens. Mr. Oscar Wilde is on the stage,
gossiping, for the serious-business of the night—the play—has
not yet begun. Your neighbours to the right of you, to the
left of you, in front of and behind you, are chiefly of the
<onfraternity of artists in pen and in pencil, with a sprinkling
of actors and actresses thrown it. Time hangs heavily, and
everybody begins to speculate. The monotony is broken by a
lady—poor little thing ! —who has agreed to describe the millinery
for a penny-a-line, minus the editor's cuts, exclaiming in so#Zo voce,
“Do you think it's a draw?” whilst somebody whispers at the
nape of your neck, *“ What’s up—do you know?” Buta matron-—
a person of comely mien and mellowness directly in front of you
—puts matters on a more sure footing. “ Now, my dears,” she
says in the sweetest contralto, it’s only a telegram ”—alluding to a
wirewhich had just been handed to Oscar. “ If anybody is ill it does
not matter an iota ; they are sure to have an understudy, and what a
chance for her if it’s a girl !” But such ideas are all prognostical,
though to give them weight down comes the curtain. Fortunately
I had in my overcoat pocket that delicious morsel of travel,
Stevenson’s “ Travels with a Donkey in the Cevennes,” to while
away the time with. And
this I found to my ad-
vantage, for, although at
intervals hammering can
be heard from behind the
drop, the curtain does not
rise for about an hour and
a quarter. 7.15—the gas
jets in front of the curtain
jump up, an electric bell
rings, and up goes the
Donkey—no, the curtain.
In this brief space of an
hour and a quarter the
author has aired his irre-
sistible sable-lined coat,
smoked countless cigar-
ettes, enjoyed a two-
minutes’conversation with

ONE OF HIS OWN JOKES.

ALTERATICON.,

Mr. Beerbohm Tree, said “How do you do? How are ‘you.""

to this and that bowing acquaintance, and held a cpunCIl with }.“S
bosom friends, selecting the O.P. stage-box for his open parlia-
ment. But the play has begun. The author (still believing in thi
antidote of a cigarette, the thread of smoke (mn} which cur!s an«‘

flows here, there, and everywhere as he walks, like t\h.e magic web
which the fair Lady of Shalot weaves night and day) is now at th'.a
back of the dress circle—a giant Cupid posed against a lelel;
But he is a Sphinx. Has the vivacious Oscar’s soul sun

within him? No, he approaches nearer to the edge of the
circle.  All the pen and pencil folk begin to twitter like
a bevy of sparrows. But the Sphinx still has a fancy

that “silence is golden.” He utters not a word, but looks on, like
the Ancient Mariner, with “ glittering eye” ; and presently he and
his cigarette retire once more to the corner seat of the O.P. stage
box to pose in a meditative attitude that somewhat recalls the por]i
trait of Raphael painted by himself—a gem of art known to a
travellers abroad.. The monotony, however, is broken by fits and
starts. At one time a Friar Tuck’s broad smile at his own jokes
spreads over Oscar’s otherwise stationary features ; at anothe:1
moment he is busy, lead pencil in hand, jotting down second
thoughts in a little black oil-cloth® covered, marbled-eds\;e
quarto book which rests on the edge of the: box. | W 1mlt
happened during Act I. happens during all ;h_e other
waits, except that as the night creeps on towards midnight mo]rey
cigarettes are lighted, and there are sauntering excursions DY
members of the masculine order for an imbibition of fire water to
keep the bodily frame above freezing point. With those of the
other sex the time hangs heavily, and they are distressed by their
fingers and their toes getting colder and colder ; and their noses
becoming more and more crimson as each quarter of an hour
passes. It was indeed sad. Whisper it not on the house-tops.
But to have this demeaning appearance removed, actually I
observed one lady take a powder-puff out of her muff and
dab her crimson proboscis therewith. Everybody was notvav
donkey, and those that were not of that notable .fratermt%,J
skipped out before the houses closed tosup ; for”there was not fgrru
enough—what a vulgar word !—in “the house” to provide e.\erl\ a
single sparrow with a banquet. Believe me, on this particu ?r’
occasion I was delighted when the career of *“An Ideal Husbanc
came to a finis. For,oh! it was such a night, so proyok}ngly
limitless. It wasn’t Oscar's fault, for the play has c/zc in it. I
fancy the stage carpenters were the sinners. :

I?y the b\i, thepi\liss Morell Mackenzies designed the dresses.
The Miss Mackenzies are certainly adepts at the art of millinery.
Many of the costumes are even beyond the wildest conceptions of
the g'reat Parisian master of the art of dressing. Certainly in not
a few of them Worth’s outshone. OCTAVIA.




"WHAT A DRESS REHEARSAL 1S LIKE.

SOME FRIVOLOUS GOSSIP.

Many people are curious to know what a dress rehearsal is like. Here
s a letter which came o THE WESTMINSTER BUDGET Office the other
day, describing one of those interesting functions—at the Haymarket.

NEwW YEAR’S NIGHT.

THE night was bitter ; quite cold. So was Oscar. Throughout
y the night the
-only part of him that
apparently rose
above freezing point
was the lighted end
of his cigarette. o
Ourstalwart souls
were summoned to
the Haymarket at six
o’clock. When the
invitation came I
really wished the
time of year had
been the middle of
the -dog days, and !
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in the City. Well,
still as innocents in
such undertakings, J
wearrived atthedoor ”
of the Haymarket at ‘,fi l u
the appointed hour |

—six. And this is
what happened.

A sprinkling of
the select few—some thirty—are in the stalls. The scene is very
incomplete. The carpenters are busy putting the lamps and
the shades on the chandeliers for the electric light, and altogether
the stage is in a state of déskabillé—really at all corners things
are at sixes and sevens. Mr. Oscar Wilde is on the stage,
gossiping;- for the serious business of the night—the play—has
not yet begun. Your neighbours to the right of you, to the
left of you, in front of and behind you, are chiefly of the
confraternity of artists in pen and in pencil, with a sprinkling
of actors and actresses thrown it. Time hangs heavily, and
everybody begins to speculate. The monotony is broken by a
lady—poor little thing !—who has agreed to describe the millinery
for a penny-a-line, minus the editor's cuts, exclaiming in so#0 voce,
“Do you think it’s a draw?” whilst somebody whispers at the
mape of your neck, ‘“ What’s up—do you know?” Buta matron-—
a person of comely mien and mellowness directly in front of you
—puts matters on a more sure footing. “ Now, my dears,” she
says in the sweetest contralto, “it’s only a telegram ”—alluding to a
wirewhich had just been handed to Oscar. “ If anybody is ill it does
not matter an iota ; they are sure to have an understudy, and what a
chance for her if it’s a girl !” But such ideas are all prognostical,
though to give them weight down comes the curtain. Fortunately
I had in my overcoat pocket that delicious morsel of travel,
Stevenson’s “ Travels with a Donkey in the Cevennes,” to while
away the time with. And
this I found to my ad-
vantage, for, although at
intervals hammering can
be heard from behind the
drop, the curtain does not
rise for about an hour and
a quarter. 7.15—the gas
jets in front of the curtain
jump up, an electric bell
rings, and up goes the
Donkey—no, the curtain.
In this brief space of an
hour and a quarter the
: N e author has aired his irre-
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Mr. Beerbohm Tree, said “How do you do? How are you?”
to this and that bowing acquaintance, and held a council with his
bosom friends, selecting the O.P. stage-box for his open parlia-
ment. But the play has begun. The author (still believing in the
antidote of a cigarette, the thread of smoke from which curls and
flows here, there, and everywhere as he walks, like the magic web
which the fair Lady of Shalot weaves night and day) is now at the
back of the dress circle—a giant Cupid posed against a pillar.
But he is a Sphinx. Has the vivacious Oscar’s soul sunk
within him? No, he approaches nearer to the edge of the
circle. All the pen and pencil folk begin to twitter like
a bevy of sparrows. DBut the Sphinx still has a fancy

that “silence is golden.” He utters not a word, but looks on, like
the Ancient Mariner, with “glittering eye” ; and presently he and
his cigarette retire once more to the corner seat of the O.P. stage
box to pose in a meditative attitude that somewhat recalls the por-
trait of Raphael painted by himself—a gem of art known to all
travellers abroad.. The monotony, however, is broken by fits and
starts. At one time a Friar Tuck’s broad smile at his own jokes
spreads over Oscar’s otherwise stationary features ; at another
moment he is busy, lead pencil in hand, jotting down second
thoughts in a little black oil-cloth® covered, marbled-edged
quarto book which rests on the edge of the box. What
happened during Act I. happens during all the other
waits, except that as the night creeps on towards midnight more
cigarettes are lighted, and there are sauntering excursions by
members of the masculine order for an imbibition of fire water to
keep the bodily frame above freezing point. With those of the
other sex the time hangs heavily, and they are distressed by their
fingers and their toes getting colder and colder ; and their noses
becoming more and more crimson as each quarter of an hour
passes. It was indeed sad. Whisper it not on the house-tops.
But to have this demeaning appearance removed, actually I
observed one lady take a powder-puff out of her muff and
dab her crimson proboscis therewith. Everybody was not a
donkey, and those that were not of that notable fraternity
skipped out before the houses closed tosup ; for there was not grub
enough—what a vulgar word !—in “the house” to provide even a
single sparrow with a banquet. Believe me, on this particular
occasion I was delighted when the career of “An Ideal Husband ”
came to a finis. For,oh! it was such a night, so provokingly
limitless. It wasn’t Oscar’s fault, for the play has cZic in it.
fancy the stage carpenters were the sinners.

By the bye, the Miss Morell Mackenzies designed the dresses.
The Miss Mackenzies are certainly adepts at the art of millinery.
Many of 1h20193B%etBWomen's-Uriversity Library 185t conceptions of
the great Parisian master of the art of dressing. Certainly in not
a few of them Worth’s outshone. OCTAVIA.




“OSCAR;"

THE dramatic critics are down on Mr. Oscar Wilde again for

the exceedingly slight connexion between the literary fire-
works in his new play and the story which they should be
designed to illuminate. No doubt
the critics are right; but there
is a point of view of the public's
which they sometimes overlook.
The present theatre-going public
has been accustomed by all its
most popular playwrights to
dialogue constructed on the model
of the drawing-room epigram, and
designed for quotation. “The
Masqueraders” is an instance.
The assumption is that the
speeches made by the characters
ought to be above the level of
pzople’s conversation, or they are
not worth hearing. Ibsen, who
never writes a line in a play
which is meant to stand alone, or
able to stand alone, is accordingly
charged with “dull and inept
dialogue ”—and that not only by
the gross public, but by many of
the superior critics. When Mr.
Wilde started writing plays, he
evidently surveyed this situation,
accepted the contemporary English
system, and carried it a little
further.  Frankly throwing over
the connexion of the epigram with
the play, he improved it in itself,
marked it boldly off, and consist-
ently declined to let the plot
interfere with it. The result is
that “ for people who like that sort of thing” (a description which
appears to cover the bulk of the theatre public), “that is about
the sort of thing they like ’—and they get it, undeniably, cleverer
and more amusing than from the other fellows. :
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MR. OSCAR WILDE'S “DORIAN GRAY.*

Mr. Oscar WiLDE's new novelette (it fills a hundred large pages of
Lippincott's Magazine) is compounded of three elements in equal propor-
tions, It is one part Stevenson, one part Huysmans, one part Wilde. But
for “Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde” it would probably not have been
written. We do not mean that Mr. Wilde has imitated Mr. Stevenson in
such a way as to impair his claim to originality. —There is a certain
inverted analogy between the “strange cases” of Dr. Jekyll and Dorian
Gray, but the one might have been, and probably was, conceived without any
reference to the'other. What Mr. Wilde has borrowed from Mr. Stevenson
is simply the idea of infusing a moral lesson into a fantastic tale. Had
not Mr. Stevenson brought the sensational apologue (if we may call it so)
into fashion, it is doubtful whether Mr. Wilde would have had the
courage to be moral. One never knows; Mr. Wilde is so
enamoured of the Unexpected that he might even have taken, of
his own motive, to narrative sermon-writing; indeed his charming
fairy tales might be regarded as preliminary studies to that end.. But
on the whole it seems probable that, had not Mr. Stevenson led the way,
Mr. Wilde would not have ventured along a path which skirts so perilously
near the verge of literary vulgarity.

“Dorian Gray,” then, is to be classed with “ Dr. Jekyll” as a moral
tale ; that is no doubt why the Editor of Zippincott's Magazine holds
himself justified in presenting it to his confiding readers. But its morality
is only skin deep, or rather it is a mere conventional garment designed to
secure Mr. Wilde’s fantasy an entrance into decent Anglo-American
society. The true source of the writer’s inspiration is not the half-
emancipated Puritanism of Mr. Stevenson but the @sthetic paganism of
the French “ Decadents.” It is the picturesque, not the ethical, aspects
of virtue and vice that interest Mr. Wilde. Purity has its
artistic value, if only as a contrast to its opposite; corruption
is scintillant, iridescent, full of alluring effects. To dally with beauty and
horror, luxury and cruelty ; to peer into the Unholy of Unholies in human
nature, and bring back vaguely sinister yet fascinating reports of the
gorgons and hydras and chimeras dire that there inhabit; to pass
languid hours in the hothouse of over-civilization, amid exotic and perverted
forms, intoxicating colours, and steamy aromas, now luscious now
acidulous ; these are the true objects which Mr. Wilde has pro-
posed to himself. He has set forth on a timid tour of
exploration “pres de ces. confins ol séjournent les aberrations et les
maladies, le tétanos mystique, la fitvre chaude de la luxure, les typhoides
et les vomitos du crime.” From the very outset he plunges us in a sickly
atmosphere. The way in which Lord Henry Wotton and Basil Hallward
talk of, and to, Dorian Gray in the opening scene convinced us, for the
moment, that the beautiful Dorian must be a woman in male attire,. We
were wrong; Dorian Gray with his “finely-curved scarlet lips, his
frank blue eyes and his crisp gold hair,” is of the same sex as
his admirers; but that does not make their worship of him, and the
forms of its expression, seem any the less nauseous. And the atmosphere
does not freshen as the story proceeds. The very vagueness of Mr.
Wilde’s allusions to his hero’s vices is exceedingly effective from the Bau-
delairian point of view. We are conscious of a penetrating poison in the
air, yet cannot see clearly whence it proceeds. The literature of peryer-
sion in France is apt to repel by its brutality ; Mr. Wilde, governed rather
by the necessities of the market than by artistic choice, makes it subtle
and insinuating.  But his story is none the less an essay in the
said literature of perversion. He does not even take the trouble
to make his moral logically cohere with his subject-matter. The magic
picture has in reality nothing whatever to do with the corruption of Dorian
Gray. On the contrary the first change which he notes in it is on the
point of driving him, panic-stricken, into the path of self-renunciation,
and nothing but a fatal chance defeats this better impulse. In qther
words the apparent moral is not a moral at all—it is meaningless. Mr. Wilde
may perhaps take refuge in denying that he makes any pretence at
morality ; but why, then, drag in the supernatural? In such a tale as
this, the supernatural has no right of entrance except in the guise of
symbolism ; and Mr. Wilde’s symbolism symbolizes nothing.
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“OSCAR.”

HE dramatic critics are down on Mr. Oscar Wilde again for
the exceedingly slight connexion between the literary fire-
works in his new play and the story which they should be
designed to illuminate. No doubt
the critics are right; but there
is a point of view of the public's
which they sometimes overlook.
The present theatre-going public
has been accustomed by all its
most popular playwrights to
dialogue constructed on the model
of the drawing-room epigram, and
designed for quotation. “The
Masqueraders” is an instance.
The assumption is that the
speeches made by the characters
ought to be above the level of
pzople’s conversation, or they are
not worth hearing. Ibsen, who
never writes a line in a play
which is meant to stand alone, or
able to stand alone, is accordingly
charged with “dull and inept
dialogue”—and that not only by
the gross public, but by many of
the superior critics. When Mr.
Wilde started writing plays, he
evidently surveyed this situation,
accepted the contemporary English
system, and carried it a little
further.  Frankly throwing over
the connexion of the epigram with
the play, he improved it in itself,
marked it boldly off, and consist-
ently declined to let the plot
interfere with it. The result is
that “ for people who like that sort of thing” (a description which
appears to covog]giaarifornen's Oniversity Librdig g7 that is about
the sort of thing they like ’—and they get it, undeniably, cleverer
and more amusing than from the other fellows. :
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is simply the idea of infusing a moral lesson into a fantastic tale. Had
not Mr. Stevenson brought the sensational apologue (if we may call it so)
into fashion, it is doubtful whether Mr. Wilde would have had the
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sion in France is apt to repel by its brutality ; Mr. Wilde, governed rather
by the necessities of the market than by artistic choice, makes it subtle
and insinuating.  But his story is none the less an essay in the
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to make his moral logically cohere with his subject-matter. ~The magic
picture has in reality nothing whatever to do with the corruption of Dorian
Gray. On the contrary the first change which he notes in it is on the
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THE WESTMII

FEBRUARY 22, 1895

‘MR. OSCAR WILDE'S NEW PLAY AT THE ST. JAMES'S.

HE great frost has played
havoc with the play-
houses. Mr. Wilde’s vivacious
comedy, “ The Importance of
Being Earnest,” has been
produced with great success—
a lively farce, accompanied
by roars of laughter.
The Plot.

John Worthing is a wealthy
man, with a house in the
country, and a young, pretty
ward with whom he is not in
love. In order to find an
excuse for his frequent wisits

to London—no reason why he™

MR. OSCAR WILDE. should give any excuses is
suggested — he pretends to
Cecily Cardew, the ward, that he is visiting his young
ne'er-do-well brother Ernest. In town, for reasons undivulged,
he passes under the name of Ernest. He has a friend

named Algernon Moncrieff, a fashionable young ‘“masher,” whose

chief humour—Ilike that of many characters in farce—is his
gluttony. Algy discovers John’s secret, and tries to get an invitation
to the country house, but fails: why Worthing will not let him
come is a mystery. Now John—passing as Ernest—has fallen in love
with the Hon. Gwendolen Fairfax, daughter of Lady Brockwell,
and at Algernon’s rooms he proposes to her. The proposal is a
complicated piece of *“marivaudage,” which leads up to her state-
ment that she loves him because his name is Ernest, “a\ ibrating
name” that fascinates her : he has not the courage to confess that
he is John. Lady Brockwell refuses her consent to an engage-
ment because she learns from him that, though eligible in every
other respect, he is a foundling. From a remark made by Worthing
to Gwendolen, Algernon learns his address ; how, seeing the
intimacy between them, he could have remained till then
ignorant of it, one can hardly say. The second act passes in the
garden of Worthing’s country place. As the most unsophisti-
cated playgoer guessed, Algernon arrives, calling himself Ernest,
and pretending to be Worthing’s imaginary brother. He falls
in love with Cecily at once, and proposes without delay ; she, to
his surprise, says she has been engaged to him for three months,
through hearing what her guardian said of him. Thereis a heavily-
handled scene in the style of Marivaux between them, ending by
her saying that she loves him because his name is Ernest. For
Mr. Wilde, if lavish with verbal quips, is excessively economical!
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with his comic ideas, and duplicates most of his scenes—a

' poverty stricken device practised before his day, but not pushed

by anyone else to such extremes. Since in the first act Worthing
has announced that he intended to put an end to his imaginary
brother no one was surprised to see him arrive in deep mourning
and announce that his young brother was dead, and the humour
of his meeting Algernon posing as Ernest was also some-
what anticipated. Anon, when the stage was free of the
men, Miss Gwendolen arrived and made friends with Cecily, till in
their talk they came to the conclusion that both were engaged to
the same man—Zrznest Worthing. When the others return the
girls discover how they have been deceived, and leave the scene
indignantly. There follows a simple antique comic piece of
business, in which the men eat and quarrel over tea-cakes and
crumpets, and on this the curtain descends. In the last act
the difficulties are solved. Algernon appeases Cecily by explaining
that he stole the name in order to gain admittance to her.
Worthing’s case is more difficult. However, it is shown, by one
of the oldest stage devices, that he was the long-lost son of Lady
Brockwell’s sister, so the impediment of birth was removed.
There remained the difficult question of the name, for, of course,
the prodigious punning jest in the title must be taken into account.
It was suggested that Worthing’s father might have been named
Ernest. Lady Brockwell’s memory failed her, but a search through
Army Lists showed that it was the case, so all troubles came to an

end.
The Performance.

Mr. Alexander as John Worthing showed that he is as brilliant
an actor in the comic as in the sentimental. Miss Rose Leclercq
played excellently as Lady Brockwell, The Algernon of Mr. Allan
Aynesworth was a clever piece of work ; whilst Miss Evelyn Millard
and Miss Irene Vanbrugh acted charmingly as Cecily and Gwen-
dolen. Mr. Oscar Wilde did not make a speech.

Gems from the Dialogue.

Here are some samples of Mr. Wilde’s dialogue—good, bad,
and indifferent :—

To be advanced in years is no guarantee of respectability.

Born in the purple of commerce, or raised from the ranks of the aris-
tocracy.

To wish to be buried in Paris hardly points to a serious state of mind
at the last.

To have lost one parent is a misfortune, to have lost both looks like
carelessness.

Only such people as stockbrokers talk ““ business,” and then only at
dinner.

It is much cleverer to talk nonsense than to listen to it.

Divorces are made in heaven.

I hate people who are not serious about meals.

Ignorance is like a delicate exotic fruit.  Touch it, and the bloom is
gone.

The old-fashioned respect for the young is rapidly dying out.

Nobody ever does talk anything but nonsense.

It is always painful to part from people one has only known a brief
time.

I did not know you had flowers in the country.

If it was my business, I should not talk about it.

I am only serious about my amusements.

The truth is rarely pure, and never simple.

I never saw a woman so altered, she looks quite twenty years younger

No married man is ever attractive to his wife.

The amount of women who flirt with their husbands in London
simply scandalous. It is washing one’s clean linen in public.
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with his comic ideas, and duplicates most of his scenes—a
' poverty stricken device practised before his day, but not pushed
by anyone else to such extremes. Since in the first act Worthing
has announced that he intended to put an end to his imaginary
brother no one was surprised to see him arrive in deep mourning
-and announce that his young brother was dead, and the humour
.of his meeting Algernon posing as Ernest was also some-
what anticipated. Anon, when the stage was free of the
men, Miss Gwendolen arrived and made friends with Cecily, till in
their talk they came to the conclusion that both were engaged to
the same man—~Zrzest Worthing. When the others return the
girls discover how they have been deceived, and leave the scene
indignantly. There follows a simple antique comic piece of
business, in which the men eat and quarrel over tea-cakes and
crumpets, and on this the curtain descends. In the last act
the difficulties are solved. Algernon appeases Cecily by explaining
that he stole the name in order to gain admittance to her.
Worthing’s case is more difficult. However, it is shown, by one
of the oldest stage devices, that he was the long-lost son of Lady
Brockwell’s sister, so the impediment of birth was removed.
There remained the difficult question of the name, for, of course,
the prodigious punning jest in the title must be taken into account.
It was suggested that Worthing’s father might have been named
Ernest. Lady Brockwell’s memory failed her, but a search through
Army Lists showed that it was the case, so all troubles came to an

end.

The Performance.

Mr. Alexander as John Worthing showed that he is as brilliant
an actor in the comic as in the sentimental. Miss Rose Leclercq
played excellently as Lady Brockwell, The Algernon of Mr. Allan
Aynesworth was a clever piece of work ; whilst Miss Evelyn Millard
and Miss Irene Vanbrugh acted charmingly as Cecily and Gwen-
dolen. Mr. Oscar Wilde did not make a speech.

Gems from the Dialogue.

Here are some samples of Mr. Wilde’s dialogue—good, bad,
and indifferent :—

To be advanced in years is no guarantee of respectability.

Born in the purple ot commerce, or raised from the ranks of the aris-
tocracy.

To wish to be buried in Paris hardly points to a serious state of mind
at the last.

To have lost one parent is a misfortune, to have lost both looks like
carelessness. :

Only such people as stockbrokers talk ““business,” and then only at
dinner.

It is much cleverer to talk nonsense than to listen to it.

Divorces are made in heaven.

I hate people who are not serious about meals.

Ignorance is like a delicate exotic fruit. Touch it, and the bloom is
gone.

The old-fashioned respect for the young is rapidly dying out.

Nobody ever does talk anything but nonsense.

It is always painful to part from people one has only known a brief
time.

I did not know you had flowers in the country.

If it was my business, I should not talk about it.

I am only serious about my amusements.

The truth is rarely pure, and never simple.

I never saw a woman so altered, she looks quite twenty years younger
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The amount of women who flirt with their husbands in London
simply scandalous. It is washing one’s clean linen in public.



AN APOSTLE OF THE GROTESQUE.

The youngest, and perhaps, taking one thing with another, the most
original of latter-day geniuses (says a Skefck representative) must still
be sought by a would-be visitor in one of the most orthodox and Py
conventional districts of modern London.  But there is nothing ITHE YELLOW BOOK”
Belgravian about the vast black-and-orange
studio which saw the inception of the PAR LES DIEV X
Yellow Book, and your host would seem to lJVMEAVX TOVS
be rather within hail of Paris than Pimlico LLES MONSTRES
as he sits with a half-open volume of Balzac e g 4
in front of him, while a freshly cut copy of | i bR 2.
de Goncourt’s * Manette Salomon ” is in AR R
quaint, fresh contrast to an exquisitely
bound exemplaire of “Le Pédant Joué,”
from which, it will be remembered, Moli¢re
borrowed, or rather, annexed, one of his
most famous scenes.

But, in answer to a question, Mr. })
Beardsley quickly declares his amity with
London, shown to a certain extent by the
fact that he cannot work in the country.
“T need hardly tell you,” he continues,
bending forward his slight ficure and keen,
clearly cut face, ¢ I need hardly tell you that
I abhor those people who draw the old
Elizabethan buildings in Holborn and call
the result London! Horrible, indeed, is the so-called picturesque. My
ideal London is the sunny side of Belgrave Square on a spring morning,
or any one of the mean streets of Pimlico. The finest of our modern
buildings,” he adds dreamily, * is the Brompton Oratory, a true product
of the town. It is the only place in London where you can go on a

AUBREY BEARDSLEY.
iat 11} years.

Sunday afternoon and quite forget 1t ’s Sunday. As for me, 1 can never
understand why people should seek Egypt in search of the Sphinx and
the Pyramids, when they can visit Euston Station and survey the
wonders of the Stone Arch.”

I D SNCORES -

« And may I ask, Mr. Beardsley, if you consider that the poster, as
understood to-day, adds to the gaiety of London 24 ;

“ Certainly. ~Beauty has now laid siege to the City, and telegraph-
wires are no longer the sole joy of our esthetic perceptions. 3\ hat
would Paris be without her Chéret, her Lautrec, hcr.\\ 1110tt(; P0F
course, the public finds it hard to take serious.ly a poor .pl'mfo(l thing left
to the merey of sunshine, soot, or shower ; still, the artist finds the 'blll-
sticker no bad substitute for a hanging committee, and a poster affords

' —--=~ hath ac reoards colouring and design.”’
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Japanese print. But,’ he observes, smiling, “I have as yet only
produced three posters. I prefer to draw everything in little, though
Just now I am working at a design which will be, when completed,
twelve feet high!”

1 suppose you prefer illustration to poster-work ? ’

*“No, indeed ; so little is that the case, that, however much I may
admire a piece of literary work, the moment I am about to illustrate it T
am seized with an instinctive loathing to the cause of my woe, even if it
be of my own seeking.” ' e

“ You are, I believe, engaged on a fin-de-siécle version of ¢ Venus and 3 POKTRAIT OF MR. sEARDsLEY BY HIMSELF. . FIND HIM.
Tannhéuser’ ?”

“Yes ; it will be a rococo rendering of the old legend. The ':nding : The October number of 7/: Yellow Book (John Lane) is a curious
will be slightly altered, but it will in nowise resemble Wagner’s bastard mixture of fine things and foolish things, of things of beauty and things of
vorsion.” ugliness. Mr. Beardsley’s essays—one and the other—have never

“If T may touch upon a deiicate subject, Mr. Beardsley. in what been surpassed. To Mr. Beerbohm’s clever, but sometimes impudent,
spirit do you receive the criticisms lavished upen each of your works ? "’ “ Note on George the Fourth” we have already alluded. - Mr. John

“1 suffer my critics gladly,” he replies, a touch of hardness com’ng Davidson’s ¢ Ballad of a Nun’’ is excellent, and there is some grace’ul
over his mobile face; ‘ their inconsistencies and futile hypocrisies fill writing in Mr. Lionel Johnson’s ¢ Tobacco Clouds.” Several short stories
me with arausement. The British public, or rather, those who make their are contained in the number, and there is also a set of verses by the new
laws in the Press or on the platform, will forgive anything to a French French Academician—M. José Maria de Hérédia—altogether a curious
artist, nothing to his English comrade. Thus, they go into raptures over mixture, but clever and diverting, as we say.

a most brutally realistic, though admirable, work by Lautree, and hide :
their faces before more innocent art contributions to the Yellow Book
They alone have discovered sthe Unmentionable. The critic desires to
produce not eriticism, but copy, and abuse trips glibly off his pen. I
can give you,” he continues slowly, triumph creeping into his even
tones, “ one or two curious instances of what I mean. ¢The Mysterious
Rose Garden,’ a design which seems to have produced a peculiar feeling :
8 = e == Jissen Women'
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s, each beautified by the little are contained in the number, and there is also a set of verses by the new 4
1 u]”'“:“li and he “.1,“'7 FRIES French Academician—M. José Maria de Hérédia—altogether a curious {
oy s with laughter ! It takes mixture, but clever and diverting, as we say. ' i
On. i g ¥
modern man’s lack of lovely : '7
’
answer, ‘* I consider the average ¢

]
tiful a sight as you will see ;
ss.  He should be a far more
eye than, for example, one of
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AN APOSTLE OF THE GROTESQUE.

The youngest, and perhaps, taking one thing with another, the most
original of latter-day geniuses (says a Skefch representative) must still
be sought by a would-be visitor in one of the most orthodox and
conventional districts of modern London.  But there is nothing
Belgravian about the vast black-and-orange
studio which saw the inception of the
Yellow Book, and your host would seem to
be rather within hail of Paris than Pimlico
as he sits with a half-open volume of Balzac
in front of him, while a freshly cut copy of
de Goncourt’s * Manette Salomon ” is in
quaint, fresh contrast to an exquisitely
bound exemplaire of * Le Pédant Joué,”
from which, it will be remembered, Moliére
borrowed, or rather, annexed, one of his
most famous scenes.

But, in answer to a question, Mr. 3
Beardsley quickly declares his amity with
London, shown to a certain extent by the
fact that he cannot work in the country.
“I need hardly tell you,” he continues,
bending forward his slight figure and keen,
clearly cut face, * I need hardly tell you that
I abhor those people who draw the old
Elizabethan buildings in Holborn and call
the result London! Horrible, indeed, is the so-called picturesque. My
ideal London is the sunny side of Belgrave Square on a spring morning,
or any one of the mean streets of Pimlico. The finest of our modern
buildings,” he adds dreamily, * is the Brompton Oratory, a true product
of the town. It is the only place in London where you can go on a

AUBREY BEARDSLEY.
iat 11} years.

Sunday afternoon and quite forget 1t’s Sunday. As for me, I can never
understand why people should seek Egypt in search of the Sphinx and
the Pyramids, when they can visit Euston Station and survey the
wonders of the Stone Arch.”

—" ——

“ And may I ask, Mr. Beardsley, if you consider that the poster, as
understood to-day, adds to the gaiety of London?” 2

«(Certainly. ~Beauty has now laid siege to the City, and telegraph-
wires are no longer the sole joy of our esthetic perceptions. ‘}\' hat
would Paris be without her Chéret, her Lautrec, hcr‘\\ ﬂlettg s S
course, the public finds it hard to take seriously a poor printed thing left
to the mercy of sunshine, soot, or shower ; Stllll, the artist finds the bill-
sticker no bad substitute for a hanging committee, and a poster affords

s 4 ”
===~ hath ac reoards colouring and design. ; i

Japanese print. But,’ he observes, smiling, “I have as yet only
produced three posters. I prefer to draw everything in little, though
just now I am working at a design which will be, when completed,
twelve feet high!”

1 suppose you prefer illustration to poster-work ? ”’

*No, indeed ; so little is that the case, that, however much I may
admire a piece of literary work, the moment I am about to illustrate it T
am seized with an instinctive loathing to the cause of my woe, even if it
be of my own seeking.”

“You are, I believe, engaged on a_fin-de-siécle version of ¢ Venus and
Tannhéuser’ ?”

“Yes; it will be a rococo rendering of the old legend. The ending
will be slightly altered, but it will in nowise resemble Wagner’s bastard
version.”

“If T may touch upon a delicate subject, Mr. Beardsley. in what
spirit do you receive the criticisms lavished upen each of your works ? "’

“ I suffer my critics gladly,” he replies, a touch of hardness com’'ng
over his mobile face; * their inconsistencies and futile hypocrisies fill
me with arausement. The British publie, or rather, those who make their
laws in the Press or on the platform, will forgive anything to a French
artist, nothing to his English comrade. Thus, they go into raptures over
a most brutally realistic, though admirable, work by Lautrec, and hide
their faces before more innocent art contributions to the Yellow Book
They alone have discovereds¢he Unmentionable. The eritic desires to
produce not ecriticism, but copy, and abuse trips glibly off his pen. I
can give y019-03-1BssémWoments Whiversity ibiarycreepir94 into his even
tones, ““one or two curious instances of what I mean. ¢The Mysterious
Rose Garden,” a design which seems to have produced a peculiar feeling
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The October number of 7/: Vellow Book (John Lane) is a curious
mixture of fine things and foolish things, of things of beauty and things of
ugliness. Mr. Beardsley’s essays—one and

the other—have never
been surpassed.

To Mr. Beerbohm’s clever, but sometimes impudent,
‘“ Note on George the Fourth” we have already alluded.  Mr. John
Davidson’s ¢ Ballad of a Nun’’ is excellent, and there is some graceful

writing in Mr. Lionel Johnson’s ¢ Tobacco Clouds.” Several short stories

are containegniy hs 1SS Women's Uriversity Libraret of veges by the new

French Academician—M. José Maria de Hérédia—altogether a curious

mixture, but clever and diverting, as we say.



N his book, The Eighteen-Nineiies * (Grant
Richards), which everybody must read, Mr.
Holbrook Jackson gives all proper credit
to the so-called Decade of Decadence and its
}‘I:(w(}l!t‘tl\‘c perverts in “art and ideas,” and wish to protest against the inference that
his I‘C('l)l'(-l of the activities of the so-called Decadence died with the Beardsley-Wilde school.
J't‘«‘i_"]t'nt,\ is valuable as fact and as criticism. The ’nineties have no claim to be other than the
Jl;t\mg thoroughly enjoyed the book, it seems |uncomfortable and clumsily rocked cradle of the
ungracious to ‘appear to attack 1it, but as a |art and ideas of true Decadence. They did not 4
Decadent myself, and proud of living in what I even know what sort of babies they \\'ui'c rocking, !—‘<
o
|

regard as the most super-decadent age in which aad two at least of them they allowed to
ma > ave O .. il ¥ ; -
a man could have breath, I protest against the tumble out and be killed, leaving it to the next

giving to the ’ninetie s 4 ; :
‘ ‘ RS Ol two decades to appraise them at their proper value.

019-03-18
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Whose meteoric genius startled the ‘' eighteen-nineties ” with the
now world-famous dl_’mvinas in pen and ink. (Reproduced by kind
permission of Mr. Grant Richards)

Jissen Women's

a glamour to which they
are not entitled. I admit,
as one who passed
ten more or less pleasant
years among them, that
the ’'nineties had much

merit.

eing fin de siécle they

provided those who
were tired and blasé with
a charming chronological
excuse for expressing
those sentiments. The
writers and artists of
the period were free
from all pretence about
reform and  ‘progress.
They just wanted, as Mr.
Jackson says, “to traffic
' the strange, the un-
canny, or anything which
savoured of freak or
perversity.” dihe ... €xc
travagant people—Wilde,
Beardsley, Le Gallienne,
George Moore, Francis
Thomson, John Davidson
—the dandies of the
@sthetic movement, the
producers of the Yellow
Book, the makers of

‘]n}lrplc patches and fine phrases,” just went
their wanton way feeling that the end of the
century gave them a sort of license to be, as they
thought, daring, bizarre, exotic. Some of them
(y\\’lzf)m Mr. Jackson tells us fully about) weakly met
d¢bdcles against the rock of forcible Philistinism ;
others survived the arrival of the new century,
“” be snuffed out, not because Decadence was
dead, but because it was far too much alive
to have room in the ranks for mere weaklings

‘In the cause.

ghteen-Nineties.” By Holbrook Jackson. (Grant Richards)

"versitv Library

The Wilde of the ’nineties was known chiefly to

Piccadilly, the Old Bailey, and to Reading Gaol.
It is to us of the ’teens that he is a living
e ——— literary personality, and
his influence, for good

or for ill, 1s immeasur-

ably greater on the mind

of to-day than it was on

that of the ‘nineties, which

merely jeered and spat

at him. Beardsley,

to-day, his obscenities |

burned or buried, isf§

given a place in art

which the stupid 'nineties

never conceived possible.

“Max,’’ known to the

‘nineties as “Tree’s

queer little half-brother,”

is to-day one of the

greatest critical forces in

our public life. Three

of the typical  ninety ™

men, I say, are more

alive with us to-day than & ;
: |
ever they were to the §

utterly unuppru‘iutivv !
contemporaries of t he
so-called Decade of
Decadence.

Thc ‘nineties a period &8 !
of Paradox? But '
who says the paradox
died with them ? What
of Mr. Shaw and Mr.

Chesterton > What more appreciated in book or |
play than a penetrating aphorism ?  Whatever

was good in the art-world of the ‘nineties is
infinitely more vital now. than then: what was bad
about its personalities is kindly forgotten. That

the 'nineties were any more alive to the absurd, the
sensational, the bizarre, than the nineteen-tens zm(lf
‘teens, I dispute. What of Post-Impressionism, and |
Cubism, and Futurism—cults as * decadent,” surely, |
as any that were favoured by the ™ Yellow ™ period. |
The poet, Francis Thomson, is only known to the ©
generality to-day, and extravagance in fiction, which S°%

i

|
|

1
4
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its
and
so-called
criticism.
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I wish to protest against the inference that

Decadence died with the Beardsley-Wilde school.
The ’nineties have no claim to be other than the
uncomfortable and clumsily rocked cradle of the
art and ideas of true Decadence. They did not j
even know what sort of babies they were rocking,
two at least of them  they allowed to
tumble out and be killed, leaving it to the next
two decades to appraise them at their proper value.
The Wilde of the ’nineties was known chiefly to
Piccadilly, the Old Bailey, and to Reading Gaol.
It of the ’teens that he a living
literary personality, and
his influence, for good
or for ill, immeasur-
ably greater on the mind
of to-day than it was on [§
that of the 'nineties, which
merely jeered and spat
at him. Beardsley,
to-day, his obscenities
burned or burled, is
given a place in art
which the stupid ’nineties
never conceived possible.
“Max,”’ known to the
‘nineties - as  “Tree’s
queer little half-brother,”
is to-day one of the
greatest critical forces in
our public life. Three
of the typical “ ninety ™
men, I say, are more
alive with us to-day than
ever they were to the |8
utterly unappreciative §
contemporaries of the
so-called Decade of §
Decadence.
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the ‘nineties only allowed in exquisite publications,
is now accepted in periodicals of general circulation.
Had. the ’nineties anything of Decadence to
approach classical dancing, the Russian  Ballet,
Reinhardt, -Bakst, Craig? The music of Debussy,
Strauss, Cyril Scott? The * religion™ of Mr.
Shaw ? The Militant Suffragettes? Rag-time?
The Tango-tea ?

he ‘nineties had their Dandy. Have we not our
Nut ? Is the one any more or less * consciously
absurd 7 than the other > If it was then the male
of the species who épate les bourgeois, to-day it
is the female, whose extravagances of tempera-
ment and attire put the earlier attempts of the
“stronger sex” to the blush. The ‘nineties are
singled out by Mr. Jackson as a period ot
excitability and hunger fot sensation.  If, in
that respect, they differ from our own decade,
it is only in this— that ours is infinitely more

sensation-seeking, and
sensation-finding.

oL‘n'sel\'cs. What knew they of the Art of Apathy

On the balance, I am discovered and practised with consummate sl(fll)
Shl ot ol wiiret 1hat ngt by a coterie, but by the whole British nation?

in a Court of Inquiry the \\()}1](1 the ’nineties have performed so splendid
‘nineties would sustain a a feat as our failure in the Olympic Games? I
claim to Decadence at all. rcmcml)Fr theirs as a period of patriotism, and
To their credit they might that Britain should be to the fore in this, that,
point to the dead bodies and the other was noisily and alcoholically insisted

of Wilde and Beardsley, to up 1)11 b_\"fhc man in the street, train, public-house
and music-hall.

the rising Max, to the
poet Thomson in rags, and
John Davidson in despair, "T he distinction of the Decadents of the 'nineties is a
to Yellow Books in bank- despicable one—they tried to be (lccudent; };Lllt
ruptcy and “.Savoys” in were beaten by Public Opinion. We, the splendid
liquidation, to Henley in teens, are decadent, and Public Opinion is with us.

grey hairs and other not spitting in our faces, but urging us forward to new

worthy exponents of and unheard of feats of folly and perversity. We are
‘ decadent ”’ ideas in Queer cleverer, too, more humorous in our Decadence than
: § T Eond ;
Street. Against them, how- the ’nineties, for—we make the gods laugh

ever, we should bring un- masquerading as an Age of Progress ! V. C

by

answerable charges of moral
virtue. ~ We should hurl
Gladstone at them, Cham-
berlain, Salisbury, Rhodes,
Kitchener, Kipling, Conan
Doyle, Jerome K. Jerome,
and should pointedly
remind them that H.M.
Queen Victoria was still
the power at Court. We
should demand of them
how, with so many
vigorous forces of ortho-
doxy, they dared to claim
themselves as  decadent
at all.

n public affairs, th
“ decadent ’ ~ ’nineties
were paragons of active
intelligence compared with
2019-03-18 S
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is the female, whose extravagances

the ‘nineties only allowed in exquisite publications,
is now accepted in periodicals of general circulation.
Had. the ’nineties anything of Decadence to
approach classical ~dancing, the Russian Ballet,

" Reinhardt, -Bakst, Craig? The music of Debussy,

The “ religion” of Mr.
Suffragettes >  Rag-time ?

Strauss, Cyril Scott ?
Shaw ? The Militant

The Tango-tea ?
The ‘nineties had their Dandy. Have we not our
Nut ? Is the one any more or less ‘ consciously
absurd 7 than the other ? If it was then the male
of the species who épate les bourgeois, ‘to-day it
of tempera-
ment and attire put the earlier attempts of the
“stronger sex” to the blush. The ‘nineties are
singled out by Mr. Jackson as a period of
excitability and hunger for sensation. If, in
that respect, they differ from our own decade,
it is only in this— that ours is infinitely more

sensation-seeking, and ___
sensation-finding.
On the balance, I am

not at all sure that
in a Court of Inquiry the
‘nineties would sustain a

' claim to Decadence at all.
' To their credit they might

point to the dead bodies
of Wilde and Beardsley, to
the rising Max, to the
poet Thomson in rags, and
John Davidson in despair,
to Yellow Books in bank-
ruptecy and ¢ Sawoys” in
liquidation, to Henley in
grey hairs and other
worthy exponents of

- ““ decadent 7 ideas in Queer

Street. Against them, how-
ever, we should bring un-
answerable charges of moral
virtue. ~ We should hurl
Gladstone at them, Cham-
berlain, Salisbury, Rhodes,
Kitchener, Kipling, Conan
Doyle, Jerome K. Jerome,

and should pointedly
remind them that H.M.
Queen Victoria was still
the power at Court. We
should demand of them
how, with so many
vigorous forces of ortho-

doxy, they dared to claim

themselves as  decadent
at all.
In public affairs,  the
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were paragons 0

intelligence compared with

ogrselves. What knew they of the Art of Apathy,
discovered and practised with consummate skill
not by a coterie, but by the whole British nation?
Would the ’nineties have performed so splendid
a feat as our failure in the Olympic Games? I
remember theirs as a period of patriotism, and
that Britain should be to the fore in this, that
and the other was noisily and alcoholically insisted’

upon by the man in the street, train, public-house
and music-hall.

The distinction of the Decadents of the "nineties is a
despicable one—they tried to be decadent, but
were beaten by Public Opinion. We, the splendid
‘teens,. are decadent, and Public Opinion is with us.
not spitting in our faces, but urging us forward to new
and unheard of feats of folly and perversity. We are
cleverer, too, more humorous in our Decadence than
the ’nineties, for—we make the gods laugh by
masquerading as an Age of Progress ! A A
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L WilAL >'(IA|.\ LWL A UDaar &
I canna decide at all!
No!
I canna decide at all, at all,
I canna decide at all,
Which to mak’ my bride
I canna decide,
I canna decide at all!
My Sal is true,
For her eyes are blue,
Her friend’s are black as jet;
But oh! they dart
Right thro’ your heart
In a manner ye canna forget.
My Sal’s sedate,
And walks in state,
Every inch a queen!
Jut Sue ’s so cosy,
Chubby and rosy,
And—she’s but sixteen.
A gipsy wee,
In truth is she,
But a bit of a flirt, I 'm told;
While Sally’s fair,
W1’ golden hair,
And I'm verra fond o' gold!
Oh'!
I canna decide at all, at all,
[ canna decide at all—
"Twixt Sal and Sue,
‘What can 1 do?
I canna decide at all!

I1’d like to woo
And wed the two,

I canna see the harm;

But the priest would squeal
If he saw me kneel

Wi' a bride on either arm.
And maybe Sue,

And Sally too,

Would both object to that;
And should they tear
Each other’s hair,

They ’d rumple my cravat !
So there’s but one
Thing to be done,

Lest ’twixt two stools I fall.
I’ve made up my mind,
I'm quite resigned,
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No!
1’1l marry no wife at all, at all.



Lord ‘Alfred Douglas, who described himself as |
an author, poet, and dramatic critic, said that he |
knew Oscar Wilde from 1892 until the time of hig !
death in 1900. He was a good secondary litera- |
leur, aithough he was tremendously over-rated.

Phe hearmg was adjourned until to-day.

4

- LIBEL ACTION DISMISSED.—Lord Alfred Douglas
leaving the Mansion House Police Court yesterda
after a summons for alleged libel had been dlsmxsseff‘

Inseb Mr. H. Savage, complama.nt

e v AR T
the late poet 1mpcraonall\, and any
books published on him are best
valued according to their bearing
on Wilde as a character of
letters. Hence Oscar Wilde and
Myself, by ' Lord ~Alfred

clear the writer of certain charges against him made
in the unpublished portlom of De Pm/zmrizs Wilde,
in the wrath of his prison so litude, is said to have
accused Douglas of indifference and ingratitude
during the time of his imprisonment, and Douglas is at
pains to prove that he did ev erything possible and
more also for his fatal friend. He claims—and the
claim may or may not be challenged—to have financed
and generally befriended Wilde up to, and after, his
death. He accounts for the alleged neglect by saying
that Wilde’s other friends forbade him, in Wilde’s
name, to \151t lnm in prison. He repudiates the

019-03-18
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‘LORD ALFRED DOUGLAS
D()llg']il.\' (]()lm LOI]‘QI I10S. ()[{) ReOD"Jdu%f’dl by kind permission from his book,
: : : 2 d M ., :

Its intention Is, oI course, to T TN T S L N

ord Alfred denies that he was a sharer of the pro-
pensities for which Wilde was conde mned, and i
at pains to suggest to us that he had no l\nowlf;j\gg of
them until the trial. But one is not concerned yjg,
that. Time alone—it is twenty years ago—puts
interest in the question out of court. Possibly Ly
Alfred Douglas’s friendship was, as he claims, y,
more than the ingenuous hero-worship of a youth
for a brilliant celebrity. Possibly his own character
had none of the blemishes suspected at the time,
*
A I'read the book, its authm appears as two things—
(1) As Wilde’s steadfast and unwav ering friend
and defender during life, and (2) as his bitterest enem¢
and vilifier twenty years after death. Nothing
worse has been said of the man by his wildest detractor
than is said of Wilde in the book. Wilde is shown
to have hardly one redeeming quality save his talent
(which is belittled) and his wit (which is said to bs
mostly other people’s). Pecksniff himself could not
have condemned his vices more unctuously than, in
the rectitude of twenty years after, does Wilde's
whilom associate. The reason for Douglas’s attack
is that, only lately, he has become aware of the
act of ‘“ cowardly and abominable treachery” of
De Profundis. Wilde ‘ played the Judas” o
Douglas, so now Douglas plays the—er—well, now
Douglas writes this book about Wilde.
* %
e don’t ride high horses our-
selves, and have nothing
to say as to the ethics of Lo
Alfred Douglas. Our imagination
does, however, conceive a character
similarly situated to his acting
altogether differently.  Such
character has, we will say, been
-the friend of another, the sharer
of most if not all of his secrets,
the observer of every side of his
nature. The friend has been stricken
a fatal blow, and in the madness of
disgrace, has written things about
the other which ought not to have
been written. I canimagine aman
acting otherwise than does Lord

Alfred Douglas, and while protect-

ing himself from unjust attack, re-
fraining from allying himself with
the detractors of the man who, with
all his faults, was his friend at
the time of life when one is usually
considered best capable of forming friendships. All
that Lord A. Douglas says to clear himself in this book
could have been said, and yet the attacks on one who is
unable to reply to them spared. Dirty work, however,
may be exceedingly well done, and it only remains
to say that Oscar Wilde and Myself 1s the most
brilliant effort of bitterness at the expense of a
dead man that has been made since Henley’s attack
on Stevenson. We shall all have reason for pleasure
if this now self-purified nobleman is able to apply
his zeal for righteousness to causes of greater public
interest.
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A POET WHO WEDDED A POET:
LADY ALFRED DOUGLAS.

Photograph by Lallie Charles.
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There

have
Alrew been

Douglas.
i many

marriages of
poets, from the
days of Robert
Browning  and
Elizabeth Barrett
downwards. An
interesting  ex-
ample in our own
time is that of
Lord and Lady
Alfred Douglas.
Lord Alfred has
written verse
both grave and
gay, including a
volume of really
brilliant  non-
sense - rhymes,
signed, if we mis-
take not, “The
Belgian Hare.”
His wife, as Miss
Olive Custance,
was known as
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bears the family
name of Sholto,
is three yearsold.




|
!
{

%
i

019-03-18

T M "393.a03s-1
13007, Uopuoy eyjy—-3sod 10 g
MI00 Iswmly Jogjo ueyy azowm
A3nod (PI0) WI9ay, TVIOIALLA

8.
H onjea [[ny aa1e0a1 pue 9so
AP® 0T 0p oym ‘mig [eutdio eyy
0. ‘€9 ‘sianjovnuem 1eguap
nog  (pro) gisag, 'IVIOLH.LHV
TBL 9S993IR “So1 “op) puw uIng
) 38d gex ders wnule[g ‘pajdao
sod peuInjor spoo3 ‘aprW  sI950
3 eaeA dqrssod 959YS1q nq siago
338 ‘Sou03s snorosd spuomerp
’%}P‘;‘;‘ fuv ‘Yieay, TVIOTATLA
| B19 ‘e€T “0) puw eviwog—
19 93993 pjo ‘mmn?s& ‘syms -
SIAPET ‘ParuLM—uonpuc) AN Y
@ leuyy ied ‘pg ‘sz ‘oyey
Nd OL AziINVMm
£'8 pue ¢ ‘Aep-oy, 1008 Jd0
USURY)—JYIVYH AQY
8 samjoig Sngﬁ‘s}:m;!m

L

Jatuiinog

%:X‘PP!H 3YJ) ., PrOY oYy jo

S1'C SIeg pue spap ‘sie
HOIOA HHL,

0
VTIZHaaNIo
‘g 1% ‘sjeg pue song, ‘saauIy
SNIVINAOW THIL J0 IV THL
0£°2 “18g ‘sony, ‘0¢'g SSA{ ss(py o1
«AEINVA HHI N a
.. LITTNVH ‘08
S 'qad ‘12l g ‘(s
% 3% "Jeg pu® pom ‘IR GOT
JHL ul HOLIAODSOW @OIUNVI
_Sb'g ‘Jug
«BI00d FSIM HAUHL. 058 j®
0€°2 "9¥8 ‘sinyy, ‘seny, ‘s1ely g s
(09vy “1ap)
«"SHHTAOT
‘S1°8

DET wvus witiag, “rom ok
3 quely
CAneg—y1ve DINOWHVYHTIHG | ANVIONA VUV a@uovs ‘or’

S“VIA'IAS w G188 9% 88

('sp9z "19p) -z 1% ‘teg ‘poy

1
I8Y P
Puew ol

H. e :
1834 Q01 Peysiiqeyse | ‘O£ ‘9§ sungy, ‘seng, ‘S1eW NVIN
o jreo | W ANIVHOT JUTHOH 088 ‘SSAG

£ Pue 021 98 ‘XIIV
‘8868 ‘ia

1 aaveOId
‘T 188 POM .-
ang g, 9deoxa) sSan—

SINYJ, ‘Sony, ‘s}wp ‘s

XANaOSWONTT g0
0£°2 9% ‘Aepmieg pue

B Singy ‘pam ‘jel
d - vav

8 n

more than the ingenuous hero-worship of a vouth

ord Alfred denies that he was a sharer of the pry.
A pensities for which Wilde was condemned, anq i
at pains to suggest to us that he had no knowledge of
them until the trial. But one is not concerned yjt,
that. Time alone—it is twenty years ago-—ps
interest in the question out of court. Possibly Ly A
Alfred Douglas’s friendship was, as he claims, y, |

v 8 M illiz selebrity. Possibly his own characte
) iSRS 'VWINID Alod | AWETH T A . iudgoor s 1or a brilliant celebrity. Possibly 1aracter

Hog Ul sunpy fmwog, seaip

OV—YWININ AH3 A
[Sag Y-""P‘lﬂ “PI!H“‘so;;'t‘éoparfN

‘SINTWASAWY N¢

. Sp’8 pue ‘g ‘os'z-wnm
PoM ‘sesunyery ‘CI'8 'sSmYl;Tng
————e -

‘v O
. J0IN Aieq ,, ‘108vuvy JUITIISIIIDA]

‘aopuor;

SDE-MORIUIS - F

DOUGLAS’'S POST-MORTEM ON WILDE

HE friends of the late Oscar Wilde seem to be
engaged in the ultimate occupation of Man-
kind—the taking-in of each other’s washing.

Not that the garments may be
cleaned, but that their wearers’
secrets may be revealed to the
world. Never was such boiling, such
splashing, and such ““langwidge.”
Anybody approaching the washpot
with a critical eye runs the risk of
having it blinded with the murky
soap-suds. "o avoid such a fate,
it is necessary to say *“ Press ” with
a very loud voice, and to be a
ctitic of the literature of the
business rather than the laundry.
* %

air-minded men are of one

opinion in wishing to regard
the late poet impersonally, and any
books published on him are best
valued according to their bearing
on Wilde as a character of
letters. Hence Oscar Wilde and
Myself, by * Lord Alfred
Douglas (John Long: 1os. 6d.).
Its intention is, of course, to

clear the writer of certain charges against him made
in the unpublished portions of De Profundis. Wilde,
in the wrath of his prison solitude, is said to have
and ingratitude
during the time of his imprisonment, and Douglas is at
pains to prove that he did everything possible and
more also for his fatal friend. He claims—and the
claim may or may not be challenged—to have financed
and generally befriended Wilde up to, and after, his
death. He accounts for the alleged neglect by saying
that Wilde’s other friends forbade him, in Wilde’s
name, to visit him in prison. He repudiates the

accused Douglas of indifference

had none of the blemishes suspected at the time,

* %k
*

s I read the book, its author appears as two things— |

(r) As Wilde’s steadfast and unwavering friend
and defender during life, and (2) as his bitterest enemy¢
and vilifier twenty years after death. Nothing
worse has been said of the man by his wildest detracto: ||
than is said of Wilde in the book. Wilde is shown
to have hardly one redeeming quality save his talent

(which is belittled) and his wit (which is said to he |
mostly other people’s). Pecksniff himself could not
have condemned his vices more unctuously than, in
the rectitude of twenty years after, does Wilde's &
whilom associate.

The reason for Douglas’s attack

is that, only lately, he has become aware of the

act of “ cowardly and abominable treachery” of

De Profundis.

‘LORD ALFRED DOUGLAS

Benroduced by kind permission from his book.
* Oscar Wilde and Myself”” (John Long, 10s. 6d.)

interest.

Wilde “ played the Judas” on
Douglas, so now Douglas plays the—er—well, now
Douglas writes this book about Wilde.

*
e don’t ride high horses our-
selves, and have nothing
to say as to the ethics of Lord
Alfred Douglas. Our imagination
does, however, conceive a character
similarly situated to his acting
altogether differently. Such &
character has, we will say, been
-the friend of another, the sharer
of most if not all of his secrets,
the observer of every side of his
nature. The friend has been stricken
a fatal blow, and in the madness of
disgrace, has written things about
the other which ought not to have
been written. I canimagine a man
acting otherwise than does Lord
Alfred Douglas, and while protect-
ing himself from unjust attack, re-
fraining from allying himself with
the detractors of the man who, with
all his faults, was his friend at
the time of life when one is usually

considered best capable of forming friendships. All
that Lord A. Douglas says to clear himself in this book
could have been said, and yet the attacks on one who is
unable to reply to them spared. Dirty work, however,
may be exceedingly well done, and it only remains
to say that Oscar Wilde and Myself is the most
brilliant effort of bitterness at the expense of a
dead man that has been made since Henley’s attack
on Stevenson. We shall all have reason for pleasure
if this now self-purified nobleman is able to uppl'_\'
his zeal for righteousness to causes of greater pul)llc

Jissen Women's Uniye

A POET WHO WEDDED A POET:
LADY ALFRED DOUGLAS.

Photograph by Lallie Charies.
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Lord Alfred Douglas, who described himself as |
an author, poet, and dramatic critic, said that he
knew Osear Wilde from 1892 until the time of his
death in 1900. He was a good secondary litera- |
leur, aithough he was tremendously over-rated.

The hearing was adjonrned until to-day.

LIBEL ACTION DISMISSED.—Lord Alfred Douglas
leaving the Jis2ehowodid®s University Libmryt yesterday
after a summons for alleged libel had been dismissed.

Inset, Mr. H. Savage, complainant.
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“DE MORTUIS.

DOUGLAS'S POST-MORTEM ON WILDE

HE friends of the late Oscar Wilde seem to be
engaged in the ultimate occupation of Man-
kind—the taking-in of each other’s washing.

Not that the garments may be
cleaned, but that their wearers’
secrets may be revealed to the
world. Never was such boiling, such
splashing, and such ““langwidge.”
Anybody approaching the washpot
with a critical eye runs the risk of
having it blinded with the murky
soap-suds. 7o avoid such a fate,
it is necessary to say ‘‘ Press”’ with
a very loud voice, and to be a
ctitic of the literature of the
business rather than the laundry.
¥ %

air-minded men are of one

opinion in wishing to regard
the late poet impersonally, and any
books published on him are best
valued according to their bearing
on Wilde as a character of
letters. Hence Oscar Wilde and
Myself, by ' Lord " Alfred
Douglas (John Long: 1o0s. 6d.).
Its intention is, of course, to

clear the writer of certain charges against him made
in the unpublished portlons of De Profundis.
in the wrath of his prison solitude, is said to have
indifference and
during the time of his imprisonment, and Douglas is at
pains to prove that he did everything possible and
He claims—and the
claim may or may not be challenged—to have financed
and generally befriended Wilde up to, and after, his
He accounts for the alleged neglect by saying

accused Douglas of

more also for his fatal friend.

death
that Wilde’s
name, to visit him in prlson

interest in the question out of court.
Alfred Douglas’s friendship was, as he claims, p,

But one is not concerned yjt,
Is twenty years ago-—puts
Possibly Lirq

more than the ingenuous hero-worship of a yoyy

Possibly his own character |

had none of the blemishes suspected at the time.

ord Alfred denies that he was a sharer of the pro- !
388 “pa, pen>1t1L> for which Wilde was condemned, anq is
at pains to suggest to us that he had no knowledge of
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A\ I read the book, its aut hor appears as two things |

(1) As Wilde’s steadfast and unwav ering friend j
and defender during life, and (2) as his bitterest enemy

and vilifier

twenty

years after death. Nothin;

worse has been said of the man by his wildest detractor

than is said of Wilde in the book.

Wilde is shown

to have hardly one redeeming quality save his talent
(which is belittled) and his wit (which is said to he

mostly other people’s).

Pecksniff himself could not

s have condemned his vices more unctuously than, in

the rectitude of twenty years after,
whilom associate.
Is that, only lately, he has become aware of the
act of * cowardly and abominable treachery” o
Wilde
Douglas, so now Douglas plays the—er—well, noy
Douglas writes this book about Wilde.

De  Profundis.

‘LORD ALFRED DOUGLAS

Reoroduced by kind permission from his book.

* Oscar Wilde and Myself ”’ (John Long, 10s. 6d.)
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-the friend of another, the sharer
of most if not all of his secrets,
the observer of every side of his
nature. The friend has been stricken
a fatal blow, and in the madness of
disgrace, has written things about
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Alfred Douglas, and while protect-
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could have been said, and yet the attacks on one who s
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Photograph by Lallie Charles.
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Oscar Wilde 1n
Paris

By Arthur Ransome

As the years pass by there seems to be an increasing
interest in everything connected with the brilliant but

ill-starred career of Oscar Wilde.

In the following

article, Mr. Arthur Ransome recounts the details of
Wilde's life in France, the country that he loved so well
and with whose people he found so deep an affinity.
After the poet was released from prison, he went to the
little seaside place called Berneval, some eight miles

from Dieppe, and there, with Ernest

Dowson, and

occasionally other visitors, he spent a number of quiet

and happy days.

He is remembered in Berneval by

residents to this day as a kindly, generous man, who was
fond of bathing in the sea and of taking lonely walks

along the beach.

HIS is in no sense an article on

Wilde’s work, nor is it an estimate
or character of the man. The utmost if
attempts is to show how intimately Paris
was connected with his life, to put into
English some anecdotes still told by the
Frenchmen who remember him, and, in-
cidentally, to set right an error of fact
about the writing of Salomé, an error
into which a statement true in itself has
led even the most competent of his Eng-
lish biographers.

Oscar Wilde'’s relations with Paris
divide into three periods, - before, during,
and after his term of imprisonment. He
had travelled in France as a boy, grew
up with an excellent knowledge of French,
wrote The Sphinx in Paris in 1874, and
in May ten years later took his bride to
Paris for their honeymoon. He almost
became a French man of letters, and,
when the Censor refused to license
Madame Sarah Bernhardt’s performance
of Salomé, already in rehearsal at the
Palace Theatre, he threatened to change
his nationality. He was always at home
in Paris, and he died there. On the

As Berneval is so little known to the
British public, | have thought it advisable to illustrate
this article with photographs of some of its most charac-
teristic scenes which will ever be associated with the
name of one of the greatest British geniuses.

Oscar Wilde.
From a pen drawing by
Toulouse-Lautree.

From the *“ Hyperion Almanack

background of that city, rather than of
London, the drama of his life stands out,
cleared of side issues, far enough away
to be seen by us, with its lighthearted,
exuberant beginning, its moment of
glory, when he could say with Tra-
herne :

“] was as high and great

As Kings are in their seat:

All other Things were mine,”
its catastrophe, which he turned into a
momentary renaissance, its defeat and
sombre end.

The Man who carried a Sunflower.

Long before his more general success,
Wilde had projected on the screen of
notoriety that is observed by the public
a flamboyant caricature of himself. He
did this partly for his own amusement,
partly as a means of expression, partly
also as a passport to celebrity. His essay
on Wainwright, that startles again and
again those who know the story of its
author as well as of his subject (the essay
called “Pen, Pencil, and Poison "), con-
7

—
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Berneval le Grand.
The quaint Normandy village some two miles -from Berneval sur Mer where Wilde
stayed after his release from prison.

the Ecole Romane ; none the less, he con-
tinued, by courtesy, his insistence. ‘ Du
Plessys, let us hear your latest verses,’
commanded the master. Leaping up, Du
Plessys trumpeted in vibrant tones, ‘ The
Tomb of Jean Moréas.” Oscar Wilde,
choked, conquered, routed, he who had
silence about him in the salons of
London, asked for his hat and coat, and
fled into the night. It was certainly the
first time that all the incense round a
dinner table had not been reserved for
himself.”

There is a feeling of amused hostility
in that story, read by itself, which is not
present in the man who tells it. Stuart
Merrill, it is well to remember, not only
loved ‘Wilde well enough to laugh at
him, but was also the moving spirit in the
petition for Wilde’s release that was pro-
jected in Paris a few years later.

Wilde and his Fairy-tales.

At this time Wilde preferred telling
stories to talking. They were fairy tales,

like that of “The Fisherman and his
Soul,” or parables, like that.of “Nar-
cissus.” In 1894 a few of these parables
were printed in The Fortnightly Review,
and all those that André Gide mentions
in his little book were so published. I
suspect that when Gide heard them they
had already been written, and that, won-
derfully as he improvised in English,
Wilde did not choose to risk the hesita-
tions of new compositions in French.
Stuart Merrill, the American-French
poet, who tells the anecdote of the dinner
with Moréas’ disciples, remembers the
sonorous, unhurried movement of these
tales, and the powerful music of the nar-
rator’s voice. André Gide, whose ac-
count of them is the best published, is a
little too reticent. I have heard that
Wilde’s narrative was the main thread of
a melody whose accompaniment was made
by Gide, then very young and very im-
pressionable, sobbing distractedly into
his plate. That is all to the credit of
Monsieur Gide, and it is a pity he has
not chosen to remember it himself, as it
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tains a sentence of characterisation that
may, almost without change, be fitted to
himself. “Like Disraeli, he determined
to startle the town as a dandy, and his
beautiful rings, his antique cameo
breast-pin, and his pale lemon-coloured
kid gloves, were well known, and indeed
were regarded by Hazlitt as being the
signs of a new manner in literature, while
his rich curly hair, fine eyes, and exqui-
site white hands gave him the dangerous
and delightful distinction of being differ-
ent from others.” Wilde also possessed
and emphasised this distinction. He was
known for his dress before he was known
for his genius, and he waved before a
multitude of empty eyes the cap and bells
and punchinello of his always decorative
eccentricities. He created a legend of
himself, and did not leave it behind him
when he came to Paris in the years of his
success. Stuart Merrill wrote in a French
paper :—* Certain hansom-cabmen even
say that they have seen him about the
hour of cats and poets, walking with an
enormous lily in his hand.” He was able
to add: “Oscar Wilde rejects, as if re-
gretfully, their testimony, in replying that
legend is often truer than the truth.” In
1883, before this time, when he came to
Paris after his lecturing tour in America,
he carried a jewelled walking stick, in
imitation of the stick that pleased Balzac
by setting the whole town talking of its
owner and itself. And, in 1891, when
André Gide met him, ‘“some compared
him to an Asiatic Bacchus, others to a
Roman Emperor, others to Apollo him-
self.” Wilde was “the man who walked
the streets with a sunflower in his hand,”
and everybody wanted to see him, if only
to look for the sunflower. He was also
“the man who ‘smoked cigarettes with
gold tips,” a luxury of Oriental magni-
ficence in London at that time, and still
more remarkable in Paris in those days
before the bureaux de tabac had begun
to sell Muratti’s little tin boxes beside
the paper packets of the State.

He became known as a talker. André
Gide writes of a dinner: ‘“Nous étions
quatre, mais Wilde fut le seul qui parla.”
His talk was the subject of argument.
He was accustomed to fit it to his widely-
varying audiences, and, sometimes, he

2019-03-18

miscalculated. There are still legends in
Paris that make him a large over-con-
fident man, whose conversation was very
disappointing. Some accuse him of lack
of taste in his anxiety to startle and
amuse. But mistakes were rare with him,
and the main tradition is of an enter-
tainer, the charm of whose talk was only
equalled by that of his personality.

An Uncomfortable Dinner.

There are many records of the dinners
at which Wilde was supreme. Let me
notice one at which e suffered a discom-
fiture only conspicuous because of its
contrast with his usual success. One of
Wilde’s friends was Jean Moréas, the
Greek, whose death on March the 3oth
last year deprived French literature of one
of her most interesting poets. They used
frequently to dine together and to drink
at the café by the Odéon facing the
gardens of the Luxembourg, a café that
has since become a bureau de tabac.
Their youthful admirers used to stand in
the street to see the silhouettes of the
two masters on the café window. Moréas
was the founder of the Ecole Romane, a
school of poetry that Anatole France,
holding him for its Ronsard, called a
New Pléiade. When Wilde was at the
height of his glory, Moréas gave a rather
ceremonious dinner, at which were pre-
sent, beside himself and Wilde, Raynaud,
La Tailhéde, and Du Plessys, three of
his disciples, and Stuart Merrill, who tells
the story. It is in perfect contrast with
the dinner of four, at which Wilde was
the only speaker.

“At dessert, Wilde bent his tall body
towards Moréas, and asked him to recite
some verse. ‘I never recite,’ replied
Moréas, ‘but if you would like it, our
friend Raynaud will recite us something.
Raynaud stood up, and, resting his re-
doubtable fists on the table, announced
¢ Sonnet to Jean Moréas.” He received
our applause, and then Wilde again
pressed Moréas to recite. ‘No; but
our friend La :TFailhede: . . ." In' his
turn La Tailhéde rose, and, his eyeglass
fixed, launched in a clear voice : ‘ Ode to
Jean Moréas.” Wilde grew visibly un-
quiet at the worship paid to its chief by
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is also sad that Pierre Louys, in a won-
derful article in Vers et Prose, should
have to remind him of his desperate
silence in the presence of Verlaine, when
the two young writers of twenty years
ago visited the old bandit in the hospital.
Théophile Gautier, for the trembling of
his knees, had to sit down on the stairs
when he was taken to be introduced to
Victor Hugo. Such tales are all to the
honour of the ashamed.

Fantastic French.

There are slight disagreements about
Wilde’s knowledge of French. He did
not know the language as well, for ex-
ample, as Mr. Arthur Symons, of whom
Frenchmen say that he can talk for an
hour without letting them suspect that
he is not one of themselves. André
Gide says that ‘“he knew French admir-
ably, but pretended to have to look for
the words for which he intended his audi-
ence to wait. He had almost no accent,
or, at most, only what it pleased him to
retain, to give a new and strange aspect
to his words. He pronounced scepticisme,
skepticisme on purpose.” On the other
hand, Stuart Merrill writes of his
speaking French with a fantasy that,
pleasant enough in conversation, would
have produced a deplorable impression in
the theatre. For example, Wilde ended
one of his tales with this delightful ex-
ample of what du Maurier would almost
call Inglefrank : “Et puis, alors, le roi
il est mouru.”

A Literary Tragedy.

All this should be rémembered when
we come to the question of the composi-
tion of Salomé. Salomé among the
plays, and The Sphinx among the
poems, as well as much else of Wilde’s
work, were written in Paris. The Sphinx,
perhaps written as early as 1874 at the
Hotel Voltaire, and published after much
revision in 1894, is dedicated to Marcel
Schwob, whose proof-reading of Salomé
was later to cause the misconception I
have already mentioned. Marcel Schwob
was a writer of subtle criticism and un-
fathomable erudition, whose early death

shattered the lamp he was about to light
in the darkness of the fifteenth century.
He had spent many years in preparing a
life of Villon, and, in the knowledge that
that book was building about him, the
vagabond poet seemed almost to have
become less mysterious. He seemed, at
least, sure of eventual clarity. @ With
Schwob’s death he disappeared again
into the dusk. There are tragedies of
books as of men, and this is surely one,
that the notes of Marcel Schwob, the
whole material for his book, so written
as to be only legible by himself, must
remain a mass of inarticulate paper.

Now, Marcel Schwob, who was a close
friend of Wilde, passed the proofs of
Salomé for press, and made only two
corrections. This is quite true, but a
false deduction has been drawn from it.
Correction in proof does not preclude
correction in manuscript. Salomé was
written in Paris, in French, but not in
the French that now stands as the text,
not in the French that Marcel Schwob
corrected as it went to press. The French
of Salomé is not the language of a
Frenchman, but it is better than the
French of Wilde, whose fantasy in con-
versation would have earned harder names
in print. It is worth while to inquire
into the facts.

Who Wrote Salomeé ?

The truth, as it is accepted in Paris
to-day, among the people who could not
help knowing at the time, is as follows.
Wilde wrote the play in the French he
talked, perhaps in French even less care-
ful. He wrote it swiftly and without revi-
sion. It was a princess clothed in the fine
gold of very simple speech, and in the
tattered rags of colloquialism. He took
it to Stuart Merrill and asked his help in
removing these accidental disfigurements.
Merrill corrected the French, eliminating,
for example, such expletives as “enfin,”
with which it was too liberally decorated.
Almost all the speeches, he says, began
with “enfin.” Wilde, in writing his play
rapidly in a foreign language, would
naturally use any short cut he could find
in carrying the body of the tragedy to the
paper. “Enfin” is an easy way of get-
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Oscar Wilde
Paris

By Arthur Ransome

As the years pass by there seems to be an increasing
interest in everything connected with the brilliant but
ill-starred career of Oscar Wilde. In the following
article, Mr. Arthur Ransome recounts the details of
Wilde's life in France, the country that he loved so well
and with whose people he found so deep an affinity.
After the poet was released from prison, he went to the
little seaside place called Berneval, some eight miles
from Dieppe, and there, with Ernest Dowson, and
occasionally other visitors, he spent a number of quiet
and happy days. He is remembered in Berneval by
residents to this day as a kindly, generous man, who was
fond of bathing in the sea and of taking lonely walks
along the beach. As Berneval is so little known to the
British public, | have thought it advisable to illustrate
this article with photographs of some of its most charac-
teristic scenes which will ever be associated with the
name of one of the greatest British geniuses.

\@ =
Oscar Wilde.

From a pen drawing by
Toulouse-Lautree.
From the “ Hyperion Almanack

HIS is in no sense an article on

Wilde’s work, nor is it an estimate
or character of the man. The utmost if
attempts is to show how intimately Paris
was connected with his life, to put into
English some anecdotes still told by the
Frenchmen who remember him, and, in-
cidentally, to set right an error of fact
about the writing of Salomé, an error
into which a statement true in itself has
led even the most competent of his Eng-
lish biographers.

Oscar Wilde’s relations with Paris
divide into three periods,-before, during,
and after his term of imprisonment. He
had travelled in France as a boy, grew
up with an excellent knowledge of French,
wrote The Sphinx in Paris in 1874, and
in May ten years later took his bride to
Paris for their honeymoon. He almost
became a French man of letters, and,
when the Censor refused to license
Madame Sarah Bernhardt’s performance
of Salomé, already in rehearsal at the
Palace Theatre, he threatened to change
his nationality. He was always at home
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background of that city, rather than of
London, the drama of his life stands out,
cleared of side issues, far enough away
to be seen by us, with its lighthearted,
exuberant beginning, its moment of
glory, when he could say with Tra-
herne :—

“1 was as high and great

As Kings are in their seat:

All other Things were mine,”
its catastrophe, which he turned into a
momentary renaissance, its defeat and
sombre end.

The Man who carried a Sunflower.

Long before his more general success,
Wilde had projected on the screen of
notoriety that is observed by the public
a flamboyant caricature of himself. He
did this partly for his own amusement,
partly as a means of expression, partly
also as a passport to celebrity. His essay
on Wainwright, that startles again and
again those who know the story of its
author as well as of his subject (the essay
and P(i):ilgon ), con-
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tains a sentence of characterisation that
may, almost without change, be fitted to
himself. “Like Disraeli, he determined
to startle the town as a dandy, and his
beautiful rings, his antique cameo
breast-pin, and his pale lemon-coloured
kid gloves, were well known, and indeed
were regarded by Hazlitt as being the
signs of a new manner in literature, while
his rich curly hair, fine eyes, and exqui-
site white hands gave him the dangerous
and delightful distinction of being differ-
ent from others.” Wilde also possessed
and emphasised this distinction. He was
known for his dress before he was known
for his genius, and he waved before a
multitude of empty eyes the cap and bells
and punchinello of his always decorative
eccentricities.  He created a legend of
himself, and did not leave it behind him
when he came to Paris in the years of his
success. Stuart Merrill wrote in a French
paper :—* Certain hansom-cabmen even
say that they have seen him about the
hour of cats and poets, walking with an
enormous lily in his hand.” He was able
to add: ‘“Oscar Wilde rejects, as if re-
gretfully, their testimony, in replying that
legend is often truer than the truth.” In
1883, before this time, when he came to
Paris after his lecturing tour in America,
he carried a jewelled walking stick, in
imitation of the stick that pleased Balzac
by setting the whole town talking of its
owner and itself. And, in 1891, when
André Gide met him, ‘“some compared
him to an Asiatic Bacchus, others to a
Roman Emperor, others to Apollo him-
self.” Wilde was ‘“the man who walked
the streets with a sunflower in his hand,”
and everybody wanted to see him, if only
to look for the sunflower. He was also
“the man who 'smoked cigarettes with
gold tips,” a luxury of Oriental magni-
ficence in London at that time, and still
more remarkable in Paris in those days
before the bureaux de tabac had begun
to sell Muratti’s little tin boxes beside
the paper packets of the State.

He became known as a talker. André
Gide writes of a dinner: “Nous étions
quatre, mais Wilde fut le seul qui parla.”
His talk was the subject of argument.
He was accustomed to fit it to his widely-
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miscalculated. There are still legends in
Paris that make him a large over-con-
fident man, whose conversation was very
disappointing. Some accuse him of lack
of taste in his anxiety to startle and
amuse. But mistakes were rare with him,
and the main tradition is of an enter-
tainer, the charm of whose talk was only
equalled by that of his personality.

An Uncomfortable Dinner.

There are many records of the dinners
at which Wilde was supreme. Let me
notice one at which e suffered a discom-
fiture only conspicuous because of its
contrast with his usual success. One of
Wilde’s friends was Jean Moréas, the
Greek, whose death on March the 3oth
last year deprived French literature of one
of her most interesting poets. They used
frequently to dine together and to drink
at the café by the Odéon facing the
gardens of the Luxembourg, a café that
has since become a bureau de tabac.
Their youthful admirers used to stand in
the street to see the silhouettes of the
two masters on the café window. Moréas
was the founder of the Ecole Romane, a
school of poetry that Anatole France,
holding him for its Ronsard, called a
New Pléiade. When Wilde was at the
height of his glory, Moréas gave a rather
ceremonious dinner, at which were pre-
sent, beside himself and Wilde, Raynaud,
La Tailhede, and Du Plessys, three of
his disciples, and Stuart Merrill, who tells
the story. It is in perfect contrast with
the dinner of four, at which Wilde was
the only speaker.

“At dessert, Wilde bent his tall body
towards Moréas, and asked him to recite
some verse. ‘I never recite,” replied
Moréas, ‘but if you would like it, our
friend Raynaud will recite us something.
Raynaud stood up, and, resting his re-
doubtable fists on the table, announced
¢ Sonnet to Jean Moréas.” He received

our applause, and then Wilde again
pressed Moréas to recite. ‘Noj; but
our . friend La  Taihede: ... ." In his

turn La Tailhéde rose, and, his eyeglass
fixed, launched in a clear voice : ‘ Ode to
Jean Moréas.” Wilde grew visibly un-
uiet at the worship paid tl(:)LBitS chief by
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is also sad that Pierre Louys, in a won-
derful article in Vers et Prose, should
have to remind him of his desperate
silence in the presence of Verlaine, when
the two young writers of twenty years
ago visited the old bandit in the hospital.
Théophile Gautier, for the trembling of
his knees, had to sit down on the stairs
when he was taken to be introduced to
Victor Hugo. Such tales are all to the
honour of the ashamed.

Fantastic French.

There are slight disagreements about
Wilde’s knowledge of French. He did
not know the language as well, for ex-
ample, as Mr. Arthur Symons, of whom
Frenchmen say that he can talk for an
hour without letting them suspect that
he is not one of themselves. André
Gide says that ‘“he knew French admir-
ably, but pretended to have to look for
the words for which he intended his audi-
ence to wait. He had almost no accent,
or, at most, only what it pleased him to
retain, to give a new and strange aspect
to his words. He pronounced scepticisme,
skepticisme on purpose.” On the other
hand, Stuart Merrill writes of his
speaking French with a fantasy that,
pleasant enough in conversation, would
have produced a deplorable impression in
the theatre. For example, Wilde ended
one of his tales with this delightful ex-
ample of what du Maurier would almost
call Inglefrank : “Et puis, alors, le roi
il est mouru.”

A Literary Tragedy.

All this should be rémembered when
we come to the question of the composi-
tion of Salomé. Salomé among the
plays, and The Sphinx among the
poems, as well as much else of Wilde’s
work, were written in Paris. The Sphinx,
perhaps written as early as 1874 at the
Hotel Voltaire, and published after much
revision in 1894, is dedicated to Marcel
Schwob, whose proof-reading of Salomé
was later to cause the misconception I
have already mentioned. Marcel Schwob
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shattered the lamp he was about to light
in the darkness of the fifteenth century.
He had spent many years in preparing a
life of Villon, and, in the knowledge that
that book was building about him, the
vagabond poet seemed almost to have
become less mysterious. He seemed, at
least, sure of eventual clarity. @ With
Schwob’s death he disappeared again
into the dusk. There are tragedies of
books as of men, and this is surely one,
that the notes of Marcel Schwob, the
whole material for his book, so written
as to be only legible by himself, must
remain a mass of inarticulate paper.

Now, Marcel Schwob, who was a close
friend of Wilde, passed the proofs of
Salomé for press, and made only two
corrections. This is quite true, but a
false deduction has been drawn from it.
Correction in proof does not preclude
correction in manuscript. Salomé was
written in Paris, in French, but not in
the French that now stands as the text,
not in the French that Marcel Schwob
corrected as it went to press. The French
of Salomé is not the language of a
Frenchman, but it is better than the
French of Wilde, whose fantasy in con-
versation would have earned harder names
in print. It is worth while to inquire
into the facts.

Who Wrote Salomeé ?

The truth, as it is accepted in Paris
to-day, among the people who could not
help knowing at the time, is as follows.
Wilde wrote the play in the French he
talked, perhaps in French even less care-
ful. He wrote it swiftly and without revi-
sion. It was a princess clothed in the fine
gold of very simple speech, and in the
tattered rags of colloquialism. He took
it to Stuart Merrill and asked his help in
removing these accidental disfigurements.
Merrill corrected the French, eliminating,
for example, such expletives as ‘“enfin,”
with which it was too liberally decorated.
Almost all the speeches, he says, began
with “enfin.” Wilde, in writing his play
rapidly in a foreign language, would
naturally use any short cut he could find
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fathomable erudition, whose early death paper.

“Enfin” is an easy way of get-
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Berneval le Grand.

The quaint Normandy village some two miles -from Berneval sur Mer where Wilde
stayed after his release from prison.

the Ecole Romane ; none the less, he con-
tinued, by courtesy, his insistence. ‘Du
Plessys, let us hear your latest verses,’
commanded the master. Leaping up, Du
Plessys trumpeted in vibrant tones, ‘ The
Tomb of Jean Moréas.” Oscar Wilde,
choked, conquered, routed, he who had
silence about him in the salons of
London, asked for his hat and coat, and
fled into the night. It was certainly the
first time that all the incense round a
dinner table had not been reserved for
himself.”

There is a feeling of amused hostility
in that story, read by itself, which is not
present in the man who tells it. Stuart
Merrill, it is well to remember, not only
loved ‘Wilde well enough to laugh at
him, but was also the moving spirit in the
petition for Wilde’s release that was pro-
jected in Paris a few years later.

Wilde and his Fairy-tales.

like that of “The Fisherman and his

Soul,” or parables, like that.of “Nar-
cissus.” In 1894 a few of these parables

were printed in The Fortnightly Review,
and all those that André Gide mentions
in his little book were so published. I
suspect that when Gide heard them they
had already been written, and that, won-
derfully as he improvised in English,
Wilde did not choose to risk the hesita-
tions of new compositions in French.
Stuart Merrill, the American-French
poet, who tells the anecdote of the dinner
with Moréas’ disciples, remembers the
sonorous, unhurried movement of these
tales, and the powerful music of the nar-
rator’s voice. André Gide, whose ac-
count of them is the best published, is a
little too reticent. I have heard that
Wilde’s narrative was the main thread of
a melody whose accompaniment was made
by Gide, then very young and very im-
pressionable, sobbing distractedly into
his plate. That is all to the credit of

At 12019-03:18 Wilde prdlissenWomehis Univelsityilsibrany Gide, and it is @1pity he has

stories to talking. They were fairy tales,

not chosen to remember it himself, as it
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The Uillage Church at Berneval, where Oscar Wilde had a Pew.
The curé of this church was one of the poef's truest friends during his stay in Normandy.

ting into a speech. He would use it to
get on with his play, knowing that it
would not be difficult to obliterate it in
revision. But Stuart Merrill, although
one of the most delightful of modern
French poets, is American by birth.
Perhaps it was because of this that Wilde
lost confidence in his corrections. He
took the play away, and gave it, on Mer-
rill’s advice, to Adolph Retté, then a
Symbolist and Anarchist, since become a
poet of nature and a Catholic. Retté went
on with the work of revision. The play
was probably at this stage when it was
read at the Théatre de 1’Euvre (origin-
ally the Théatre d’Art) to my very dear
friend Paul Fort, the founder of this
theatre, where it was eventually to be
played. It was not performed at this
time, and Wilde came to distrust Retté’s
criticism as much as Merrill’s, and took
the play to Pierre Louys, the celebrated
author of Aphrodite, who, as Merrill
says, gave it the last touches of the file.
After all this, it was published in Paris
and London, by the “Librairie de 1’Art
Indépendant”  and Messrs. Elkin

Mathews and John Lane, when, in read-
ing the proofs for press, Marcel Schwob
contributed his two corrections. That,
so far as I have been able to discover,
is the true story of the writing and revi-
sion of Salomé.

Petition for Wilde’s Release from
Gaol.

Salomé was published in 1893. The
first period, the flamboyant magnificent
period, of Wilde’s visits to Paris was
nearly at an end. The second period was
when he lay in Reading Gaol. The news
of his tondemnation roused a ferment in
Paris. At no time had he more loyal
French admirers and friends, although in
Paris, as in London, many who had bene-
fited by his acquaintance did not wait the
second crowing of the cock before deny-
ing him. There were many whose ac-
quaintance in the sunshine became friend-
ship under the clouds, and they opened a
Quixotic and hopeless campaign for his
release. Merrill and Deschamps, ignor-
ant of the immutability of our laws, for-

———
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Berneval-sur-ACer.
The tiny gorge leading down to the beach where Oscar Wilde spent many happy hours.

please let Lugne-Poé know that I am
sensible of the honour he has done me.
He is a poet himself.” In that time, when
English journalists only stopped abusing
him to close their lips over his name,
when English mothers forbade “all men-
tion of the man or the writer, when ad-
miration of his books was become a secret
thing, like a half-ashamed religion, if
there is any truth in the saying that we
are where we are loved, then Oscar Wilde
may indeed be said to have been in Paris.

A Fatal Tracheotomy.

As soon as Wilde left prison, he
crossed the Channel to Dieppe, and
settled in an inn at the little village of
Berneval, where he lived as Sebastian
Melmoth. André Gide saw him there,
and has preserved a most valuable con-
vf:rsation, in which Wilde stated, as
d.lrectly as in De Profundis, his concep-
tion of what he had to do with his life.
“I.’rison has completely changed me,” he
said. “I counted on it for that.

One must never take up the same exist-

Jissen Women's University Library

ence. . . . My life is like a work of art;
an artist never begins the same thing over
again . unless he has failed in it.”
.And again, “The public is so terrible that
it never knows a man except by the last
thing he has done. If I returned to Paris
now, they would only see in me the con-
demned. 1 do not want to reappear
before I have written a play. Until then
I must be left in peace.”

At Berneval he took a little chalet, and
wrote The Ballad of Reading Gaol. But
he could not write his play in spite of the
two subjects he had invented in prison.
He was loved by everyone. The curé
offered him a stall in the choir, and he
felt adopted by the place. He found that
the customs-officers were bored, and lent
them the novels of Dumas pére. On the
day of the Queen’s Jubilee in 1897, he
gave a feast to forty children from the
school with their master. But these
pleasures were like the hallucinatory in-
terests that a man takes in insigniﬁcant
things when recovering from an opera-
tion.

The operation had been serious and
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Che Hotel de la Plage, Berneval, near Dieppe, where Oscar Wilde stayed.

joi t is a striking and characleristic
Here he was joined by the poet, Ernest i)owso.n. Inse :
porl:ait of the great dramatist and wit at the height of his fame. Che crosses mark the
rooms occupied by Wilde.

getful that the Anglo-Saxons share‘ at
least one characteristic with the Orient
in their resemblance to the Medes and
Persians, drew up a petition on Wilde’s
behalf :— :

“(1) In the name of humanity, because
public and private witness shows that
M. Oscar Wilde is seriously ill;

“(2) In the name of art, because his
possible death would deprive letters of
works whose value is sufficiently guaran-
teed by the literary past of the authpr.”

The appeal to sign this manifesto
brought curious answers. Sardou, .the
writer of successful vaudevilles, replied,
“C’est une boue trop immonde, pour que
je m’en méle, de quelque facon que soit.”
Alphonse Daudet wished to know in what
company he was asked to protest. Zola
suggested that it was an attempt at ad-
vertisement to which he did not wish to
lend his name. The younger men, among
whom were many since become famous
and then not without renown, were proud

to sign.

Guilt at First Incredible.

Those who had known’ him in szris
couid not believe that Wilde was guilty

of the offence for which he was con-
demned. They remembered the man who
had told them fairy stories round the
dinner table, the man whose courtesy was
characteristic even among a courteous
people, the man whose kindness many
had .experienced, the man who could not
suffer without disgust the ordinary licen-
tious anecdotes of the smoking room.
The trial with its result seemed a fantas-

tic nightmare. When the indiscretions of *

his friends convinced them of the truth,
they replied immediately with other
truths, that Wilde was mad, that there
are few men without a private madness
of their own, and that there are no laws
for men of genius. Henri de Regnier,
the poet and novelist, who has just been
elected a member of the French Acaderr}y,
defended him eloquently and in vain.
Merrill and Deschamps were indefatig-
able without success. The Théatre de
I’Euvre put Salomé upon the stage,
Lugne-Poé playing the part of HerO(.j‘
and Wilde wrote from prison: “It is
something that at a time of disgrace and
shame I should still be regarded as an
artist : I wish I could feel more pleasure,
but I seem dead to all emotions except
those of anguish or despair. However,

e

—

2019-03-18

434 T.P.’s MAGAZINE

successful : a tracheofomy, an opening of
the skull, and a removal of the organs of
will.  For a little while he could pretend
to himself that all would be well, that he
could write a play and then come to Paris
and “be again the King of Life.” But
his will was gone. He could only talk
of his projects, and he came to Paris with
his play unwritten.

“I am so Lonely.”

Various friends tried desperately to
give him confidence. Stuart Merrill gave
a dinner in his honour, but some of the
guests did not appear, and Wilde was
made, perhaps, more miserable by their
absence than if the dinner had not taken
place. It is hard for a King to become
a knight, and Wilde’s power of leader-
ship was gone. With him it was always
the throne ot nothing, and when some
who had known him closed their doors
on him, he would call on no one for fear
of a similar rebuff. Gide and a friend
passed him sitting before a café. He
ordered drinks for them, and Gide was

|

Berneval-sur-Cer.

The beach, cliffs, and casino.

sitting down in front-of him with his back
towards the passers-by, when Wilde
begged him to sit beside him. “Oh! sjt
here, by me. I am so lonely just now.”
He was without the money to pay for the
drinks.

“Afin de Finir ma Semaine.”

In spite of his poverty, for though he
had an allowance, he was frequently penni-
less (Merrill has a pathetic note from him
asking for a very little sum “afin de finjr
ma semaine "), he refused in any way to
profit by his condemnation. Fernand Xau
offered him a weekly article to write. His
messenger imprudently said, “After the
noise of your condemnation you are sure
of a great success.” Wilde straightened
himself, and replied, “Thank you. My
successes before the condemnation are
sufficient for me.”

He went to Italy, to Switzerland, and
to the South of France, returning always
to Paris. During the Paris exhibition he
used to spend two or three evenings a
week in the exhibition grounds. Paul
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LORD A. DOUGLAS’S STORY.

Though Qscar Wilde has been dead fox]
13 years, the notoriety of his name s kept
alive by an apparently 3 ion
quarrels among his friends and his friends’
friends. Ultimately it will be possible to strip
Wilde’s writings of the adventitious int.erest,l
of social celebrity and of scandal, and to '
estimate their intrinsic value. Before this
estimate is likely to be made by the present
generation some measure of agreement will be
necessary on the faects of Wilde’s career ; and
although Lord Alired Douglas’s Oscar Winpg
AXD Myserr (Long, 10s. 6d. net.) is not the
kind of soft answer which will turn away
the wrath of his various opponents, it will
help people to form their estimate of the facts
pr the intimacy and confirm their probable
mmpression of Oscar Wilde’s character and
1 talerits. ;
Lord: Alfred Douglas has a pungent or even
feline literary touch, but his general statement
of the relations between Oscar Wilde and
himself is straightforward and credible. He has
' frankly outgrown any excessive admirati
Wilde either as a writer oraman. The pre 3
‘ disillusionment was completed by the discovery
f Wilde’s attacks in the unpublished portions
of *“ De Profundis.” The writer denies that he
knew the extent and character of Wilde’s vicious-
ness until after legal proceedings had been
begun, and makes some true and incisive
observations on Wilde's craving for notoriety,
which falsified his talent and substituted
imitativeness and shallow epigram for what
’mjght have been independent genius. But the
time has not yet come for a final appreciation,
nor is Lord Alfred Douglas the critic to under-
take it. He is fairly entitled to tell his story
of the relationship, though it would have been
[all the better for ’being told more shortly and
| with less acrimonious reference to a number
of people of very small real importance.
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The Village Church at Berneval, where Oscar Wilde had a Peuw.
The curé of this church was one of the poet's truest friends during his stay in Normandy.

ting into a speech. He would use it to
get on with his play, knowing that it
would not be difficult to obliterate it in
revision. But Stuart Merrill, although
one of the most delightful of modern
French poets, is American by birth.
Perhaps it was because of this that Wilde
lost confidence in his corrections. He
took the play away, and gave it, on Mer-
rill’s advice, to Adolph Retté, then a
Symbolist and Anarchist, since become a
poet of nature and a Catholic. Retté went
on with the work of revision. The play
was probably at this stage when it was
read at the Théatre de 1’(Euvre (origin-
ally the Théatre d’Art) to my very dear
friend Paul Fort, the founder of this
theatre, where it was eventually to be
played. It was not performed at this
time, and Wilde came to distrust Retté’s
criticism as much as Merrill’s, and took
the play to Pierre Louys, the celebrated
author of Aphrodite, who, as Merrill
says, gave it the last touches of the file.
After all this, it was published in Paris

and by the “Lihrairic de 'Art
Indéégn%%%w ind nlssen womens Unpers

Mathews and John Lane, when, in read-
ing the proofs for press, Marcel Schwob
contributed his two corrections. That,
so far as I have been able to discover,
is the true story of the writing and revi-
sion of Salomé.

Petition for Wilde’s Release from
Gaol.

Salomé was published in 1893. The
first period, the flamboyant magnificent
period, of Wilde’s visits to Paris was
nearly at an end. The second period was
when he lay in Reading Gaol. The news
of his tondemnation roused a ferment in
Paris. At no time had he more loyal
French admirers and friends, although in
Paris, as in London, many who had bene-
fited by his acquaintance did not wait the
second crowing of the cock before deny-
ing him. There were many whose ac-
quaintance in the sunshine became friend-
ship under the clouds, and they opened a
Quixotic and hopeless campaign for his
release. Merrill and Deschamps, ignor-

HAYhe immutability of%ur laws, for-
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Che Hotel de la Plage, Berneval, near Dieppe, where Oscar Wilde stayed.

Here he was joined by the poet, &rnest Dowson.
portrait of the great dramatist and wit at the height of his fame.

Inset is a striking and characleristic
G he crosses mark the

rooms occupied by Wilde.

getful that the Anglo-Saxons share at
least one characteristic with the Orient
in their resemblance to the Medes and
Persians, drew up a petition on Wilde’s
behalf :

“(1) In the name of humanity, because
public and private witness shows that
M. Oscar Wilde is seriously ill;

“(2) In the name of art, because his
possible death would deprive letters of
works whose value is sufficiently guaran-
teed by the literary past of the author.”

The appeal to sign this manifesto
brought curious answers. Sardou, the
writer of successful vaudevilles, replied,
“(C’est une boue trop immonde, pour que
je m’en méle, de quelque fagon que soit.”
Alphonse Daudet wished to know in what
company he was asked to protest. Zola
suggested that it was an attempt at ad-
vertisement to which he did not wish to
lend his name. The younger men, among
whom were many since become famous
and then not without renown, were proud
to sign.

Guilt at First Incredible.

Those who had known’ him in Paris

could not beligggsthgt W ild%isgé%swgr}{%tgm
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of the offence for which he was con-
demned. They remembered the man who
had told them fairy stories round the
dinner table, the man whose courtesy was
characteristic even among a courteous
people, the man whose kindness many
had .experienced, the man who could not
suffer without disgust the ordinary licen-
tious anecdotes of the smoking room.
The trial with its result seemed a fantas-
tic nightmare. When the indiscretions of -
his friends convinced them of the truth,
they replied immediately with other
truths, that Wilde was mad, that there
are few men without a private madness
of their own, and that there are no laws
for men of genius. Henri de Regnier,
the poet and novelist, who has just been
elected a member of the French Academy,
defended him eloquently and in vain.
Merrill and Deschamps were indefatig-
able without success. The Théatre de
I’CBuvre put Salomé upon the stage,
Lugne-Poé playing the part of Herod,
and Wilde wrote from prison: “It is
something that at a time of disgrace and
shame I should still be regarded as an
artist : I wish I could feel more pleasure,
but I seem dead to all emotions except

“tlg'%lst(\:/ Ijogra?yngmsh or despﬂg However,
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IN PARIS

Berneval-sur-XCer.
The tiny gorge leading down to the beach where Oscar Wilde spent many happy hours.

please let Lugne-Poé know that I am
sensible of the honour he has done me.
He is a poet himself.” In that time, when
English journalists only stopped abusing
him to close their lips over his name,
when English mothers forbade ‘all men-
tion of the man or the writer, when ad-
miration of his books was become a secret
thing, like a half-ashamed religion, if
there is any truth in the saying that we
are where we are loved, then Oscar Wilde
may indeed be said to have been in Paris.

A Fatal Tracheotomy.

As soon as Wilde left prison, he
crossed the Channel to Dieppe, and
settled in an inn at the little village of
Berneval, where he lived as Sebastian
Melmoth. André Gide saw him there,
and has preserved a most valuable con-
versation, in which Wilde stated, as
directly as in De Profundis, his concep-
tion of what he had to do with his life.
“Prison has completely changed me,” he
said. “I counted on it for that.

ence. . . . My life is like a work of art;
an artist never begins the same thing over
again . unless he has failed in it.”
And again, “The public is so terrible that
it never knows a man except by the last
thing he has done. If I returned to Paris
now, they would only see in me the con-
demned. I do not want to reappear
before I have written a play. Until then
I must be left in peace.”

At Berneval he took a little chalet, and
wrote The Ballad of Reading Gaol. But
he could not write his play in spite of the
two subjects he had invented in prison.
He was loved by everyone. The curé
offered him a stall in the choir, and he
felt adopted by the place. He found that
the customs-officers were bored, and lent
them the novels of Dumas pére. On the
day of the Queen’s Jubilee in 1897, he
gave a feast to forty children from the
school with their master. But these
pleasures were like the hallucinatory in-
terests that a man takes in insignificant
things when recovering from an opera-
tion.
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