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“I have saved the bird
in my bosom.”
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PREFATORY NOTE

70 ORIGINAL EDITION

. PRIVATELY PRINTED

=,. The discreet method of publication which has been adopted
3 for this book will, it is hoped, be accepted as deference 1o ils
m , opinion by that section of the public who, because itn a man
: of genius the allied madness once got the upper hand, would
»1 consign kim and the works whick that genius created to the

etermal nmight of eternal oblivion. A more weighty con-
sideration still, whick dictated this course, was to afford no
= epportunity, by causing a public revival of atiention lo his
s name, for those unjust reprisals upon his Rinsfolk fto
) whsch humanity, in s, as in every simtlar case, needs bu;

_ the pretext of an inctement, My first chapler explains
2 why the book was written. In this note I wisk to point
 out that my plea for the fairer consideration of my friend

s | Gy ) T
s § =

Sl —one of the brightest gemiuses of the last century — is
e delivered 4 huis-clos, so that none but those invited need
 listen to it. If any eavesdropper cry “ Scandal,” he him-
4 S seif will be the cause of it.

s-i;? = é*’.{ll l

N ROBERT HARBOROUGH SHERARD.

e

t ¢- Walcote, Upper Norwood, S.E.,
B Awgust 3¢k, rgoa.




Oscar Wilde

]

I was not by him in the poor room of the
poor inn where he died. [ had not the con-
solation of following to the nameless grave
the lonely hearse which had no flowers on
its pall

But, as many hundreds of miles away, |

read of his solitary death, and heard of the

supreme abandonment of him by those to
whom also he had always been good, I
determined to say all the things that I knew
of him, to tell people what he really was, so
that my story might help a little to a better
understanding of a man of rare heart and
rarer genius.

In years to come, people reading his works
-



Oscar Wilde

will want to know more about him than the
evil tradition which his name will evoke:
and the student of literature, amazed at the
splendour of his art, may be glad that at
least one of those who were his friends
thought fit to put on record a story which
goes to prove the eternal truths that no man
who is a true artist can be a bad man at
heart, and that an innate love of beauty will
always keep alive in the mysterious recesses
of the soul a hatred for what is base, a
striving for what is noble.

Of the aberration which brought this
fine life to shipwreck so pitiful, I have
nothing to say. I leave to the physiologists
to classify it, to the psychologists to
wrangle with the makers of laws over the
degree of responsibility which it involves.
It is a question altogether in the domains of
pathology, and my task is with the artist
and the friend alone.

I can disregard, in writing of him, the

10




Oscar Wilde

cruel and devilish madness which, as
people said and to their satisfaction proved,
at times actuated him, with all the greater
ease, that during the sixteen years of our
friendship, by not one word of his, by
not one gesture, by not the fleeting shadow
of one evil thought, did it betray itself to
me in the radiant and splendid gentleman
that he was,

I can say now what, in a letter to Sir
Edward Clarke at the time of his trial,
| offered to say in the Court of the Old
Bailey, that during twenty years of com-
munion with the world, of commerce, by
profession and standing, with men and
women in every rank of life, in many parts
and places, I never met a man more entirely
pure in conversation, nor one more disdainful
of vice in its vulgarity and uncomeliness.

Never there came the faintest suggestion
of an unclean thought from those eloquent

and inspiring lips; no coarse word ever
I
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Oscar Wilde

soiled them: and if behind the wonderful
eyes a demon was indeed crouching, mad-

ness here too allied itself with such
supreme cunning of dissimulation, that for
me, till the very end, he remained the dean
wdéal of a gentleman in all that that
word implies of lofty and serene morality.
Men together, after wine, the world
over, hasten with delight in conversation
~to a certain class of pleasantry. The
topic is the same over the Turkish
cigarette and the white curacoa as over
the clay pipe and the pint of beer, if the
hnm differ. In Oscar Wilde’s presence
it was understood amongst his friends
h Iho Mld so jest would commit an
__ h supreme delicacy of tongue
~ man; M won him amongst women
Mlpn. It is the misfor-
v ter that it is not possible
of ﬁae many friendships,




Oscar Wilde

but the fact remains that his memory will

live long in many a gentle breast as that &

of a man most chivalrous, whose gallantry in-
spired him with that profound respect which
is to all women their most grateful tribute.

A great French actress once said to me,
speaking of him, “ What attracted me to
Oscar Wilde was that he showed me from
the very first that his many kindnesses
were not rendered to me for the sake of
establishing a claim on my favour, as is
the case with nearly every man who comes
near us. | found a comrade in him, not a
suitor, and a deep and real friendship was
possible. It is rarely so between a woman
and a man.”

These words recurred to me, years later,
when, in a smcking-room 1in a country
-mansion, | heard a certain noble person
who had discovered a copy of Wilde’s first
book of poems on our host’s shelves cry

out in horror, and ask to be allowed to
13




Oscar Wilde

throw it into the fire, “as,” he said, “ most

certainly ought to have been done with the
man himselfl” He was a noble person in

and during the previous half - hour, in
language of which his pestering pipers
would have been ashamed, he had. dis.
S capsed the morals “of half the women
of his set, with illustrations from his own

_ experience of their several frailties.

“ Oscar Wilde, as I knew him, was the
purest man in word and deed that I have
i ever met. I wished to say this aloud to
? . his judges at a time when it might have
;* served him. I say it now to other judges.
g And I knew him for sixteen years.

i In the copy of “A Ballad of Reading

Gaol” which he sent me, he wrote—* [n

Memory of an old and noble Friendship.”
 These words were the incitement to this
book, as they are its justification.
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As Alphonse Daudet, in telling me a story
of his youth, once said to me, so must I say
in relating the tale of this my friendship.
As in a forest of pine-trees in Southern
France there are great black, burntup
patches, so too in my memory. I have no
dates to write by, and of documents only a
very few. I can pretend to no biographical
exactness. | can give no complete picture;
only the picture of him as he impressed
himself upon me in the many scenes that
rise up before me.

What year was it in which I first met him ?
I do not know. All I can say is, that it was
some long time before the day on which

Victor Hugo died, and not long after the
I5




visit of Swinburne to the poet's house. For
: ;er;ember that I took Wilde to my friend,
Madame Lockroy, for presentation to her
father-inlaw, and was present when the two
met. How long ago! Jeanne Hugo was
then a little girl, who sat on her grandfather’s
knee, and the bearded George of to-day was
a blushing boy. '

| can recall nothing of this meeting, and
deduce from this that, as usual in his last
days, Victor Hugo, drowsy with incense,
did not otherwise distinguish his visitor, and
that the words exchanged were the exagger-
ated commonplaces familiar to the spot.
For the rest, the peculiar brilliancy of Oscar
Wilde's convers;ation. as | remarked on
many an occasion, appealed far less to
Frenchmen of intellect than it did to English
folk : and the reason of this is, that the richest
wealth of English brilliancy appears to the o
_ Frenchman but the small change of wit. I

_ never hve met an Englishman yet who
16 |
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Oscar Wilde

could distinguish himself in a Parisian salon,. @~
~

I have seen many try to do so, and have
noted their failure. Phrases on which they

seemed to count for certain effect passed as

commonplaces, and no one who reads the

French dramatists, from Moliére to Lavedan,
can wonder at this.

Oscar Wilde, who appeared to me the

most wonderful talker that the world had

ever seen, achieved in this respect no
notable success in Paris. Conscious, no
doubt, of the great difficulty of the task, he
forced the note, o’ervaulted himself, and left
an impression of insincerity. Still, when he
talked in Paris of literature or art in England,
he was readily listened to, and with marked
deference. 1 remember that, that evening
at Victor Hugo's house, an eager group
surrounded him whilst he discoursed on
Swinburne. Vacquerie was most attentive,
and other familiars, amongst whom was a

- Russian. princess who was translating
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B Oscar Wilde

Swinburne’s poems into French, hung on
‘his lips in a way which may have reminded
him of Mayfair. Victor Hugo, however,
was asleep by the fire.

I can also recall a picture of the radiant
youth in the house of de Nitis, the exquisite
painter of the beauties of the streets of Paris,
I can see him leaning against the tapestried
wall under the flambeaux, talking of pictures
to a number of men: amongst whom were

Daudet, with his wife in a group of ladies,
was talking also. [ went from one to the
other. Many years later it fell to me in
London again to leave one for the other.
,Under what tragic circumstances, I will tell
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Degas, Cazin, and the Pizarros. Alphonse

A gross Philistine in those days I could
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« Oscar Wilde

is with what pleasure I noted from my
friend’s face and manner, and the attitude
of the listeners, that he felt that he was
speaking well, and that they were in-
terested.

“1 was quite amazing,” he said to me, as
we walked down the Avenue de Villiers
together that night. In different periods
of his life he had different catchwords.
‘Amazing’ was his word in those first days
to describe anybody or anything that pleased
him. For the contrary, he used the word
“tedious.” * Rather tedious,” applied to a man
or a thing, was the extreme of his condem-
nation.

[f I do not remember the year or the day
on which I first met him, the occasion and
the circumstances are very fresh in my
memory. Before our meeting I felt hostile
towards him, with a petty spirit of trade
jealousy, jalousie de boutigue, for which the

only excuses that I can find are that I was
19




Oscar Wil;;ie

very ,young and very ambitious. I con-
sidered that his reputation and success had
been won by unworthy artifices, although
in my heart of hearts I longed for the
ingeniousness and the daring to force atten-
tion to myself by similar methods, and fretted
that to the ox is not allowed what to Jupiter
1s conceded.
Of this petty and contemptible feeling I
“ made full confession to my friend in the first
days of our acquaintance. ‘ That was very
ﬁfrong of you,” he said, with a laugh ; and with
geniality and bonhomie he gave me, by the
things he said, my first lesson in the acquire-
ment of that serenity of tolerance towards
~one’s fellows without which the life of a man
~of letters is one of constant fretfulness. To
~ delight in the successes of others as a gain
to the commonwealth, to love art for art’s

. sake, and not for the wvaluations of the

Mmm to console oneself in obscurity

s wh the radiance of brother-artists—to these
-ty 20
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Oscar Wilde

things he pointed as the true viaticum on the-
literary way.

e N ey e S

Such, however, was my spite at that time
: against him, that on receiving an invitation
~ to dine at a house in the Avenue de Ségur
‘ ‘at which he was to be present, my first act

was to cry out “I certainly shall not go.”
My second was to write out a telegram of
acceptance.

He had recently returned from America, @
“and was then in what he described as his "’Z
second period. His eccentricities of dress

and coiffure had been discarded in accordance
with the evolution. He delighted in the >
élegances of a Lucien de Rubempré: and £ **
modelled the arrangement of his hair after -
a bust of Nero in the gallery of the Louvre.
He was then twenty-eight years of age.
His affectation of effeminacy, the keynote of
his first period, had been thrown aside, with
its strange accoutrements. Tall and graceful,

one could imagine the athlete behind the 3
21 &
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Oscar Wilde

dandy ; and though in detail his clean-shaven
face was not altogether comely, there was
such beauty in the blazing intelligence of his
fine eyes that if the first impression he pro-
duced was to startle, the second was one of
entire admiration.

When he entered the drawing-room of
that house in the Avenue de Ségur and
| was addressing to our hostess, a beautiful
Greek artist, the usual compliments, I was
taken with a desire of hysterical and

irrepressible laughter, and crossed to a

F |
...

corner where John Sargent, the portrait
~ painter, was in conversation with Paul
- Bourget, to seek a necessary diversion.

- It was bad form, certainly, and a
gesture from the polished American artist
compelled me to master my nerves.

To- day, when I recall the emotion which
‘beset me on entering on a friendship
e ~ which went nigh to wreck my life, I think
. o "ﬁ tht ‘hero of Beaumarcha;s who made

- __;;;i.- 22
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weep. In my case the solace was un- '_
consciously attained. The tears came later. %
We spoke little at dinner. We listened _‘7“2.

. e
oy
g eagerly. He had been received at many -‘_"j"--'f;_...l

houses of prominent artists and writers in ,gﬁ
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Paris, and had delightful things to say. @

! o
| ';,-@
b .r ‘. -- d 4
U e

o 1i_n

His conversation was as exhilarating ﬂ“‘ S ‘
, h-.rﬂ'. ',f'"‘:ﬂ :

wine ; his presence diffused a stimulating
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atmosphere ; we felt ourselves exalted by e

% e
* " his ]Oyous eﬂthusmsms | e - "’"‘
R Y
b [ had been silent throughout the meal,

" but at the close I made a remark, blunt,
surly, and Philistine, which attracted his
attention. He had been speaking of the
Louvre, and describing, with what sincerity
I cannot say, the sheer physical delight
‘which the Venus of Milo caused him, and 4 q
I said, “I have never been to the Louvre. i g

When that name is mentioned, I always
think of the Grands Magasins du Louvre, A
‘where I can get the cheapest ties in Paris.” o

23



g Oscar Wilde

R “1 like that,” said Oscar Wilde ; “that is
2 very fihe.” 28

e It was above all very foolish, and
F perhaps not altogether true, but it appeared
_f_? “*‘ﬁf_ ~ that the psychology of the second period
delighted in materialism as opposed to
ideality, and a silly paradox lured one who
was abler than anyone else in the setting

ofthese snares.
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He thus engaged me in conversation,
~ and attached himself to me for the rest of

~ the evening. Before he left he invited me
~to dine 'mth him on the morrow at the

o When you bluntly disclaimed
: interests i discovered that you £
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Tue hotel where Oscar Wilde was livin
the Hotel Voltaire, on the Quai Voltalre,
in those days in one of the most ¢

Y, i in Paris. That was before the;_ Sover
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- Daudet to me, in the last conversation I" hid; ¥ ; =
with him, “is the writer's true qmrter 1@” ﬁ
Paris. The happiest hours of my youth were | :
~spent there.”
~ Oscar Wilde had a suite of rooms on the

second floor, with a fine view over the Seme_-

.and of the Louvre.

X § remarked upon the beauty of the sight.
25




Oscai' Wilde

~ “QOh,” said he, “that is altogether im-
material, except to the innkeeper, who, of
course, charges it in the bill. A gentle-
man,” he added, ‘““never looks out of the
window.”
“It was a pity for the Huguenots,” I said,
~ after awhile, pointing to a certain window
~ in the palace over the water, “ that Charles,
ninth of the name, did not remember that.”
In the daytime, when he was at work, he
dressed in a white dressing-gown fashioned
~ after the monkish cowl that Balzac used to
~ wear at his writing-table. At that time he @
was modelling himself on Balzac. Besides
the dressing-gown, he had acquired an ivory &
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~cane with a head of turquoises—turkis-stones
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we used to call them—which was a replica
of the famous walkmg stick which Honoré
k Balzac used to carry when love had
mformed the recluse into a fop, and he
‘ﬂ went a-wooing his Polish wife—‘ La Canne @
: f (»de llomxeur de Balzac,” in short, about whtch‘ j, ®
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Oscar Wildet |

-Delphme Gay was so very plen.sant in her
husband’s gazette. »

But he was not borrowing from the master
these foibles of toilette alone. 1 think that
at that time he was striving in eamest t@ “‘N
school himself into labour and pﬂ:«:luat:l'.u:nlj.‘T

J..'.‘III-"
= M

He was sated with social success, and had g :‘:
e ,.‘%3. 3
fixed a high ambition to carve out for himself f -

great place in English letters, the place WM %

he surely might have won had 4
come to him much earlier and in a dlm e '-;;

form. He had msplred hlmself ’mth th:;

.-ri"

\ﬂ

of art as it is the law of life, for a.rt is
creation idealised, and pomts to the fact that

- all great artists have been unresting workers
such as Voltaire in his study and Canova

in his studio. ©
Oscar Wilde was making a real effort
to imitate in his industry and devotion to

his art, the great worker whose foppenes he |
27
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Oscar Wilde

played with. I do not think, however, that
" his résolution maintained itself, for I
remember that, reading La Cousine Belte at

that time, I came across a passage which
follows close on the one in which Balzac lays
down the law of art, which seemed to me I
altogether to apply to my new friend—the i
~ passage where Balzac describes those semi-
artists gut passent leur vie @ se parler. Yet,
then and in later life, he had the desire of
industry, if not the power of enforcing dis-
- cipline of self. He has often said to me ’
- regretfully, after speaking of pleasures and
- tﬁumphs, “1 ought not to be doing this. 1
o ought to be putting black upon white—black
~upon white.” The last time on which he
o md this to me was in his study in Tite -
:-_"}5}. ' - Suu:t. where a notable article of furniture
-;-?' -;*j!u Carlyle’s writing-table. 1 doubt not
~ that when he bought it, it was with the h0pe

f: @ the sight of it, recalling memories of

hw mlght help his wavering
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resolution. In the great pathos of his l(fe e --__-f:-__
and death, I have few remembrances more
pathetic than that of this dmsmg-gown ..‘E_
and that writing-table, symbols of a self- ,'?--
“ _ confessed weakness, for were they not usdn‘* 4_ %
- fetishes against idleness by one ‘who km
only too well the real fetish to use? #
Amongst the books strewed about the e
room on the Quai d'Orsay were blograph.la
of Balzac, books of the gossipy class, full o!' %, ..
L personalia, “ Balzac in Slippers,” and m
~ forth-—text-books with which to study a part. "'_,,;_.,
- On his writing-table, which was decorated -5__ 44
wnth flowers, was, for an ash-tray, a large |
porcelain bowl, for the cigarette never ]eft-— |
him. A pile of sheets of costly paper, - ”ﬂ
covered with delicate penmanship, showed . é
that he had been working. On the mantel-
piece was a photogravure of that picture by A
" Puvis de Chavannes which shows the nude, sl.l.
meagre, nut-breasted form of a young girl '
sitting up on her unravelled shroud, h?r eyes
29
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Oscar Wilde

- wide open in startled wonder,—a village
.~ graveyard indicated on a remote mountain-

side. Hope was it 7—or a Resurrection ?
*He gave me this engraving, and on the
.~ mounting wrote a favourite device, a paradox

also, ‘“ Rien wn'est vrai que le beau.” He
told me in detail how it should be framed,
m grey, with a narrow line of vermilion. I

“noticed how he mouthed the word * vermilion’ "
~  with the keen enjoyment of a man tasting
Imperial Tokay, who rolls the wine on his
tongue, and lingers with delight upon its
_ - perfumed gold. For he always had a very
= endent sensuality for coloured and sonorous
Also, as is the case with many
'- éj ;m in letters, there were words which
* lnm real physncal a.nnoyance—-—those
' sms, for msm:lce, Wthh end in ‘ette.”

S



Oscar Wilde

mental vigour, and, under the mild dscnphne
which he had laid upon hlmself he was work-
ing at his best. During the time that he
spent at the Hotel Voltaire he finished h
play “ The Duchess of Padua,” and wmﬁe

those two wonderful poems “ The Ha.dot-c
House” and “The Sphynx.” I was mth
him all the time that they were bel.ng
elaborated. [ heard him fashion the lim
often repeating, as we walked ahmﬂ Ma ,.?
~ passages that had pleased him in s |
writing. He was agreeably taken thh tbe *’ BE:
sound of the words— - '

IR _.I,‘

““ Am I nof Duchess here in Padua?”

—from his play, and he often quoted them.

I remember that for “ The Sphynx” he

asked me for a rhyme in ‘ar’ for a lagging

verse. I can recall the accent with which

he often repeated his request, and chid me.

- with the question “Why have you brought
" me no rhyme from Passy?” It recurred to

31
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‘me when, after his calamity, first meeting
hlm, he' said in a similar tone and with like

_mstance» ‘Why have you brought me no

- poison from Paris?—poison from Paris—
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On the day when I had found ‘ nenuphar’
for the wanting rhyme, I was made as proud

by his thanks as though I had achieved
~ great things in literature. We may have

~ been precious and ridiculous on the occasion
but I know that we were very much in
earnest. Neither for him nor for me was
there anything outside of literature. We
had desire for nothing but literary achieve-
ment. It seemed the one thing to be

-

________
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custom, and I found him curled and resplea

dent. This delight in beautifying himself
proceeded entirely from the most innocent
joyousness of life. It was a token of

triumph in happy vitality, and in somewise
also the defiance of an artist to the moneyed v ,,,,
bourgeoiste. To ghow amazingly, was to - m
impress the Philistines with due respect Aoy
for letters, ragged and pitiable no longer,
but curled and scented, and in coetly .
raiment. 4
We dined in luxury at Foyot’s in the Rne .
de Tournon, and at the outset of the dinner we
agreed that one should speak of yellow wine,
not white. What our conversation was I
have no recollection, but I fancy that he
must have launched some paradoxes in
connection with the psychology of the
second period, which found interest, and
hence beauty, in everything,—paradoxes
which aroused my surliness, for I remember
rubbing my cigar-end into the coffee in my
' 33 3
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m and a.sking him bluntly if he saw
any beauty ip the mess before him. |
He said, “Oh, yes. It makes quite an
eﬂ'ecnve brown,” quite pleasantly ; but in his
eyes there was just a glint of ill-humour at
my implied doubt of his sincerity—the

- warning, Ne louchez pas g la reine.

- For the rest, that was one of the very rare
occasions during the whole course of our
- long amity in which even the shadow of a
dissension fell between us. Indeed, I can
remémber only one instance when he 'spoke
to me with irritation, and that was once at

dn Café Royal in London, when inadvert-

mly I spoiled a story he was telling by

w its dénouement. :
X i *v After the dinner at Foyot's we went to the -

ﬂ&of the Latin Quarter, and afterwards we
- walked about Paris. Our conversation was
-;-d. literature only. At one time in the night
o 'é m Handmg Opp051te Notre Dame;




_under moonlight. The monstrous
seemed affrighted by i

that I felt that conscience was very
within hlm.

said too, ‘“There is not there one llttle

blackened stone which is not to me a chapter

in the Bible of Democracy.” | -
1 left him at two o'clock in th'e

part. It was agreed between us thax we
were to be good friends, and we fixed a
meeting for the early morrow.




sl . ‘:'.'h..' . - ....I,r‘ 3 - - - S
R . e i e T ;'ﬁ" t": N L gl ‘b‘. - ¥ - )
e o | PRt oy LY Y v
g R o . A e i !
L o -:: . ‘I.; * ';l‘-t ‘ N ".l-l " ‘ Sl = hs
?“T v g "'hf' b W e el ~ .
il | ] r - -*I.h ]..F J-F l1 e ¥ : o
e F #‘. : % - =
. = Ll 4 L
. S 1
m N o i
- 2

IV

: In the sequence, and during the six weeks
which preceded my departure for London,
‘my whole time almost was spent in his com-
pany. It was for me a new and joyous life,
an unending feast of the soul, and each day
' “my admiration for my new friend grew more

~  enthusiasticc. By nature, heredity, and en-
',:j" '*"? ‘-vllmment, disposed to melancholy, viewing
~ mankind and life as Calvin may have viewed
&m\, this joyous Celt showed me the glad-
- ness of things, suggested the possibility of

|’_".“".-

-~=-=*? e w and buoyant happiness -in the world,

f-*"

.‘ﬁq‘ﬁm with his exuberant vitality scattered the
“““ M butterflies that enclouded my spiritual

g lt was perhaps because we were
- alt rer so dissimilar that we were from




the very first so attracted one to the othu'
and I may say that he professed for me tha .
same friendship, and in some degree also
the same admiration, that I most truly f&
for him. Yet I made as little attempt to o 0 ‘”‘
conceal my faults, to tone down the; ﬁ;”'
asperities of my individuality in his pre- .
sence, as though, in reputation, gifts a.ﬂd
qualities, we had been altogether eqﬂ %
Nor did I ever flatter him in his views ami "‘; E

tendencies, where these were dnvqm i
from mine. It was this quality, perhaps,

™ -.F 1 .1',
% -' H..p-" _‘-; '

that attracted him to me. 23 r"l-’.-’"'i;.
.

I remember saying to him one day, "f?l:-

r"""

-""".
'!.
-
f-'.ﬂ.

i

P o

“Your faults and your weaknesses are so =~

apparent, that it would almost be more pro- rﬂ

» -__u-‘;_ﬂ - M "'rﬁ-
.t
. -

fitable to be your enemy than your friend.
It would be so easy to attack you, and
could be done to such good purpose.” '
To-day, when I think of him as he always
was, I wonder what can have been the

foibles which suggested that remark to me,
37



Oscar Wilde

for 1 cannot recall a single point in his
~ character which could inspire or foster
enmity ; and when catastrophe came upon
him, what most of all astounded me was the
volume of the base rancour that in so many
breasts, lying upgathered, then burst forth
~upon him. For I cannot conceive that he
& exeited . jealousy. His superiority was so
- evident that rivalry could not surely raise
~ its head on his path ; and the success he
won, as contrasted with what, by his parts,
he might have achieved, was such as to
inspire condolence rather than envy. Yet,
jﬂlousy of the most mean and petty order
- tan alone have prompted the bitter hate
mt when the statue fell blazed up from
m its feet. I am speaking, of course,
ﬁm who had known him, who had pre-
e ﬁded friendship for him, and to whom his
m had been no secret.




~ambition was a very lofty one.
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itself with the thought that had he chosen
to exert himself, there was, for a man of -

his presence, physique, facundity, and brain,
nothing in the field of honour and rewards
to which he might not have aspired. Yet
he satisfied himself with that mere g‘t"mn ;"'
de salon of which Balzac speaks; and like

Balzac himself, harassed throughout life by T

debt, he never had the fill of his desires. _‘_
- “1 could have become anything,” he :'
said once to me, when we were Spﬁku ‘1"
of his ambition. And he added, “ But have £ t

. z.nm

L'
T o
I-'IH.-.I'

..! i

I not chosen the better part?”

I know that when [ first met him his
Although
defined it to me, he once
described its amplitude. We were speaking
of a whilom friend of his who had thought
fit to turn upon him, because he feared
that the ridicule which * Oscar Wilde's
extravagances.in the sunflower days excited

amongst those who did not understand his
39
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-' motives, might extend to him as his friend,
~ and injure his prospects in life with a
~ statesman who was hls patron.

“What he says,” said Oscar Wilde,
referring to the letter in which his friend
closed their relationship, “is like a poor
little linnet's cry by the roadside, along

;;;;;

- which my immeasurable ambition is sweep-
' i ing forward.” ..
I used to feel that he would achieve
wonderful things; and when I felt world-
‘weary and tired of life, would say to
- myself that life was worth waiting out, if
~ only to see him realise his splendid destiny.
- Well might unexplainable laughter shake
~ my frame at the moment when I saw him

~ first !

- The man who was afterwards branded
“ll a corrupter of youth exerted on me,
u a young man, an influence altogether



compliment that one can pay to society,” a

despondent individualism
I repeated his own words to him at a time
e when he spoke to me of suicide as the only
i ~ possible issue from a terrible fate impending,
but I am certain that he never needed any

stimulus to courage.

The example of his purity of life in such
a city as Paris, of his absolute decency of
language, of his conversation, in which never
" an improper suggestion intruded, the loftier
ideals that he pursued, the elegance and
 refinement which endowed him, would have
compelled even the most perverse and

dissolute to some restraint. The companion-
41
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In which connection I recall, that telhng'
him that the idea of suicide often haunted

L T ot s
- me, he answered “Suicide is the greatest

suggestion which should stir even the most

')
e
2 TAN

into resistance.
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T- motives, might extend to him as his friend,
aud injure his prospects in life with a
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“What he says,” said Oscar Wilde,
~ referring to the letter in which his friend

dosd their relationship, “is like a poor
little linnet's cry by the roadside, along

~ which my immeasurable ambition is sweep-
~ing forwar .

I used to feel that he would achieve
mderful things ; and when I felt world-
mry and tired of life, would say to
nyulf that life was worth waiting out, if
' to see him realise his splendid destiny.
wht unexplainable laughter shake
a;t._the moment when I saw him

'ho was afterwards branded
d' jmth exerted on me,
m mﬁlence altogether

FO Wi -
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~ him that the idea of suicide often haunwd
~ me, he answered * Suicide is the greatest
compliment that one can pay to soc:ety,
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G d&pondent individualism

~ when he spoke to me of suicide as the only

possnble issue from a terrible fate impending,
- but I am certain that he never needed any
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ﬂ - stimulus to courage.

The example of his purity of life in such
a city as Paris, of his absolute decency of
S - language, of his conversation, in which never
__an improper suggestion intruded, the loftier
~ideals that he pursued, the elegance and
~ refinement which endowed him, would have

‘eompelled even the most perverse and
The companion-

dlssolme to some restraint.
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~suggestion which should stir even the most

!mwd his own words to him at a tme*‘f_f

ich makes existence pure misery. -
In which connection I recall, that te&ng
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Oscar Wilde

- ship of Oscar Wilde, in the days in which I
*'._r;f:;-j lived in his imtimacy, would have made a

- bad morals and unclean tongue, A

But his friendship did more than this.

It taught one what friendship ought to mean,

~—a friendship which, going beyond the purse,

is ready to lay down reputation itself. On

~more than one occasion had he so sacrificed
~himself for friends who afterwards turned

- upon bim ; and I remember a dramatic story

gentleman, at least outwardly, of a man of

| it - -whu:h he told me of how he had saved a

hm draughtsman (since dead) from penal
!erh:tude, at the risk of the same to himself,

A HB was goodheartedness embodied. His
' my was his friends’ money, he had no
M ofit. He would exert himself for a

ll a way which, had the exertion been
if, would have appalled his idleness.
inﬂ publishers for unknown poets

‘ﬁ mmg playwrights, even
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: llp before me as I write of men who, 5&
R &t f.'.{",'-'
*  helped by him, were the first to deny him.

A week after we had first met he spent ,,’ 1:4 W -‘ |
whole day walking and driving about m R
~ to find a rare little book, Delvau’s Life d‘ ‘ '-.-.r =
Gerard de Nerval, which he wished me u ffr 5
- read. “ Literary men in England,” he saxd, -
# . “often talk about Gerard de N erval, but

......

; 'He has become a classic; you see, aﬂ
classics are what everybody talks about, but < i 3E
| "ndbody reads. With this little book you
| ~ will be able to write an article which will be
~ welcomed, and which may help your reputa-
~ tion.” And though just that day his purse

was nearly empty, he paid the high price
that was asked for this little book when

%e found it.
 For we interested ourselves in Gerard de

Nerval and the children of sorrow who, like

him ‘trod the path of letters to a very evil
43 Bl
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Oscar Wilde

‘goal—Chatterton, Poe, and Baudelaire : _and

I do not think that a day passed on which
we did not speak, and long, of these un-
- happy poets. The very horror of their fates
seemed to heighten for us the splendour of
 their genius, to call for our greater admir-

‘ation and enthusiasm.

We walked about Paris one night trying
to trace the tragic footsteps of Gerard de
- Nerval, that hopeless lover of the Queen
~of Sheba, on his way to Old Lanthorn
Stmet, where one early morning he was

hmd hanging from the iron railing of an

llvil house. We were glad when we found

to drink deep with the outcasts of the
Ad I felt that Oscar Wilde was

'ﬂ | *H the interest which he professed

-H.
.:pr

m pluﬁ.ll among the many
ﬁe aﬁeursed race of poets,

athy was so strongly



wonder mtxed with fmr, .whether lﬁq
Gerard de Nerval, our sightless souls mlg'h 2
‘not stray to some red hell like his. “ ""' |

And as we walked along, Oscar W:hb; ‘
rcpeated the poet’s lines :

“Ou sont nos amoureuses ? ;
Elles sont au tombeau.
Dans un sejour plus beau, _"’i:{: i
Elles sont plus heureuses. 5 S
- Elles sont prés des anges, o AT
: “Au fond du ciel bleu, 5 e * o
e O elles chantent les louanges T “ el

De la Mére de Dieu.

The radiant dandy, upon whom people
lOOked back as he passed, was hastemng
to no coarse festival. It was a poet on

a pilgrimage to a ragged poet’s place of

. death, and on his lips was the poet’s e

!“f' - elng }-*j
The story of Baudelaire’s life enthralled 5
us even as his poetry enchanted. 1 owe it o

ﬂtogether to Oscar Wilde that I became
45
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Oscar Wilde

familiar with the most wonderful verse which
S was written ja France in the nineteenth
;u century. And though, with ill-masked in-
:’;&. . sincerity, he professed to prefer in Les Fleurs
by du Mal, the horrid realisms of Zke Carcase,
--"" and Zhe Murderer's Wine, he taught me to
e admire, with some degree of his own g
enthusiasm, the organ swell of La Musique,
the stately sweep of the unknown woman in -

deep mourning, to love also Diana in gallant

'; equipage.
: The maladive interest which he showed in
"~ Baudelaire’s slow self-destruction, on which

- anend waited far more appalling than Gerard
~ de Nerval's short struggle in the strangling
- rope, may have proceeded from his inwit of
~ tendencies with him which might lead him to

- the same end. That at least was spared to
& himand us;.

-



mass ; and as he had borrowed from Balzac

his monkish cowl, from Victor Hugo the form

of his paper, so from Baudelaire he took
absinthe ; and if he did not take haschish also,
it was because he could procure it nowhere.
But here his refinement saved him. It was
not in his nature to yield to excess, and
having played with poisons, he cast them
aside. |

I have spoken of the insincerity of his
admiration for La Charogne. Was he al-
together insincere? There was at that time

living in Paris the poet Maurice Rollinat,

_who in those days was laying hands upon his

perishable body and his immertal soul much
in the same way as Baudelaire did, whose
acknowledged pupil in poetry he was. It
was drugs, drugs with him morning and
night, drugs for food and drugs for sleep;
cerebral excitement all the time. The result

as we saw it was a terrible one, and we could
47



fancy the nerve-wreck of Charles Baudelaire
‘before the, bow snapped, from the ravaged
picture before us. To the possible joy of
~ the angels and to the certain gain of France,
""‘ this exquisite poet and musician, Maurice
‘ Rollinat, went only so far and no further.
;;f’f:_ H}e checked himself ere it was too late, and
~ fled to the remotest countryside, and flung
 himself, a shattered and diseased man, at
the feet of Nature, our kindly mother, that
~ she might help him to undo what poison had
~ done. And Nature was good to him, for
R a‘fher some years of silence we could rejoice
in the resurrection of the lost soul. Paris
mded with the echoes of his muse.

'l’ha joy that Oscar Wilde took in the

peumnhty of the poet, who at that
' tube tottering, like a man on a

&
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Oscar Wilde

Hotel Voltaire, and entertained him royally,
and after dinner prayed of him to recite
certain of his verses. Rollinat gave us his
terrible Ballad of Troppmann, a gruesome
and terrifying poem, to which the nervous
excitement of its author, as he repeated it
with wild gestures, lent additional horror.
It was a very revel of the morbid. Poe
would have crossed the ocean to be present.
Oscar Wilde expressed a supreme satisfaction.
On me, that evening produced a feeling of
deep melancholy. I passed a sleepless night,
and I wondered whether my friend had not
felt, in Rollinat’s presence and at the aspect of
his state, a prompting to say a word, to hold
out a hand, to offer help. From a man of
his presence, with the authority of his
reputation and position, an attempt at inter-
ference would not have been resented, and
might have helped. His silence, nay, his
approval, before a spectacle of self-destruction

which to my Calvinistic conscience seemed the
49 -+




. L - u‘ 2 P ""-.
b -l &-—- Fiad "R

~ sin which can never be pardoned, were in my
* : ;ﬁnd when, next day, as we were crossing
ie Pont des Arts, I asked him:
- “If you saw a man throw himself into the
#mru' here, would you go after him ? ” --
- “] should consider it an act of gross
Y mtmhwe to do so,” he said. “His
e would be a perfectly thought-out act;
ﬂedﬁmte result of a scientific process, with

wm I should have no right whatever to
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THERE was no selfishness in this ass:md
‘indifference.  Oscar Wilde was at once a
mpreme egotist and the least selfish #

en,—that is to say, that he combm
complete individualism with a large nﬁ
generous altruism. He had not the masked
selfishness of self-sacrifice where his strong
nature rebelled against the victimization of

himself.

S r i

Wi JORL, T e o B

He could not go against his nature to ,

o oblige another. He would not have divided :‘;
o his last shilling with a friend, but, what : ﬁﬂ
2 is infinitely more rare, he was always A
- ready to give away his superfiuity. This® 3
requires a higher generosity. The bene- -

ﬁ.ctor of the popular image after all,
51 3
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Oscar Wilde

sacrifices a sixpence only. Now, I have

known Oscar Wilde, who never invested

a penny, give away hundreds of pounds.

His comfort had to be assured: and he
made no pretence, as some do, of philan-
thropy which imposed privation on himself.
And no one who knew him, who had
watched his physical life, could expect it of
him, or blame as selfishness what was only
egotism. In his intense joy of life, asceticism
was impossible to his nature. It was a
pleasure to watch his enjoyment at table,
his delight in comfortable clothes, the
bounding gratitude of all his being for all

the good things of existence. 1 remember

~ the childlike glee with which he once put

on a new overcoat. He hugged himself
for pleasure in its comfortable folds and
said, “So nice and warm.” It seemed

- absolutely the right of this nature to have
all it wanted, and it was a real satisfaction

e 52
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Oscar Wilde

life, —a spectacle which was a most re-
freshing relief in these days of sham
Puritans and the bogus self-denials of the
sorriest Tartuffes. His faults of sensuality,
if they may so be styled, were open and

undisguised. You might watch them as |

you might have watched a King of France
at Versailles, for he feasted in public.

But there was nothing coarse or gross
in his sensualism. He was a man of too
- much refinement to overstep the line. 1

never once saw him drink to excess; and =

that he always held a whiphand over his
habits was shown to me by the ease with
which he adapted himself to the prison
regulations. On hearing of his arrest, I
had fancied that the privation of tobacco
would be torture to him, for he was an
incessant smoker of cigarettes. He used
to order these by the thousand, and I
have seen him in Tite Street carrying with

him, as he moved from one room to
53
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- another, a box of cigarettes of the size of &
. hrge blscmt-tm I remembered that
mce in Charles Street, where I was living

in the same house as he, my cigarettes
having given out in the night, I was
driven to get up and go to the sitting-room

where we had spent the evening, to grope
S in the fender and fireplace for any cigar-
ette ends which we had thrown away.
T Whilst I was so engaged, the door opened J
‘stealthily, and Oscar Wilde came in, with a
- look of much concern on his face. He
had, he confessed, come on the same "
md ‘as myself. | | |
* Accordingly, 1 imagined he must be
hﬁumg badly in Holloway Gaol, and
laid the penance of
~ from tobacco for as long on
also. When 1 met him after his
dll bail, I asked him if the privation
red hlm*' as much as many

b, e




said,

that you cannot smoke, and you resign

yourself to the inevitable with ease.” He
was not the helpless slave to his passions

that he has been represented to be.

He had the sheer horror of o
ugliness, and avoided the society of those

who appeared to him ill-favoured. Thﬂ
explains a fatal answer he made in cross-

examination during Lord Queensberry’s
trial, an answer on which the worst con-
struction was put. This repulsion was an

idiosyncrasy—a part and parcel of his artistic
temperament. - It has been observed, with-
out arousing comment, in other prominent
men.

[ have heard him refuse to meet people
who were ugly, however sympathetic to
him, because of the real distress which
their appearance caused to him. I have
heard him excuse himself on such occasions

in accents which left no doubt of his
55
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Oscar Wilde

~sincerity. “I cannot do it—I really can-
= . not.”

- ﬂ ' So it was, that high as was his admira-
A ~ tion for Paul Verlaine, his first conversation
with him was the last also. The two poets
met at the Café Francois Premier, where
- Verlaine used to go for absinthe, and the
- distressful impression which poor Lelian,
& of the satyr's face, produced upon Oscar
'Wilde, was such that he could not bear
. to meet him again. “It was too dreadful,”

P sy -
-.._l* . e g
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e he said to me. Poor Lelian, by the way,
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~carried off from this interview no other
-.; tmpressnon than that the English poet had
a« ~an abundant stock of superior cigarettes,
g whilﬁ he had to content himself with a
pmny screw of inferior tobacco. I suppose

“ all the brilliant things that Wilde said
E mhet upon the simple Verlaine, that child

l-
-
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in hxs enthusmsm forgot for once his mmt o

R Oscar Wllde made no attempt to hlh*

his antipathy for physical defects.

“ Ugliness,” he used to say, “I cormd&r
‘a kind of malady, and illness and suﬁermg
- always inspire me with repulsion. A m
~with the toothache ought, I know, to hm -»,n,‘i
my sympathy, for it is a terrible m
Well, he fills me with nothing but aversion.
.~ He is tedious. He is a bore. I cannot =
stand him. I cannot look at him. I must

get away from him.”
I once tried to enlist his sympathies on
"behalf of a poor old Englishman whom I

had found starving in Paris, and whom I b
: ~ had befriended for years. I took him
" round to the hotel at which Oscar Wilde

g . 57




Oscar Wilde

was staying, but after a minute’s conversa-
tion Wilde pretended a sudden indisposition,
and hurried out”of the room. |

“How could you bring that man here,”
he said afterwards, “ with such a dreadful
complaint?” ‘(my poor friend had some
chronic skin disfigurement). “I could not
bear the sight of him. It made me ill.”
And though nothing would induce him to
meet my friend again, he did much to
alleviate his position. |

I was surprised, after what he had told

me about his aversion to the ill-favoured,

that he should wish for my society.

“Oh, you are wonderful, Robert,” he
said. ‘It is the head of a Roman emperor
of the decadence—the head of an emperor
who reigned but for one day—a head found
stamped upon a base coin.”

He bad addressed me almost from the
first by my Christian name, and had

desired me to do the same towards him.
58
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I confess I had some dtfﬁculty at first ln .
doing so, and this in spite of the fact that L

had lived much abroad, and n . ,,
Southern Italy, where friends mvanably IE!:
this form of address. e

“You mustn’t call me Wllde he Qﬂ. =
“If I am your friend, my name to you il _

Wilde.” =

My Anglo-Saxon reserve, however, rei-
volted against this Celtic expansiveness, and
it was some time before I could acquiesce
in such familiarity. It was, 1 know, all
innocence and warmness of heart on his
side towards his friends, and this also I
offered to say in Court when this habit of
his friendship was raised up, in its turn,
into a charge against him.

Although he never said ill things of the
absent, he had an openness of expression
towards his friends which never disguised

anything that displeased him. Much of the
59
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. Oscar Wilde

'“‘"."- m s ﬁeﬂ:e hatred that blazed up round him
£ ,_'hm he fell, was fed no doubt by
rancorous remembrances of lessons in
~ manners and taste, unhesitatingly delivered,
ind at the time accepted with sycophantic
silmce and submission. Yet he never spoke
il of people, even of bitter enemies, who
m not present to hear him. I cannot re-
ﬂll any more biting remark from his lips

!zhn a humorous answer he made to me on

‘-n ' said Oscar Wilde, “1 am glad
0 see that he has managed to survive it”
it mfd to his enemies, he had a
. miw in speaking of them
w Uﬁlﬂd have sufficed to rank him
S, mmgst natures of election.

= was often attacked and

i mzheard him speak of
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Mqhun. This admirable quality rmM
~heroism in his tragic days. In fhe

R of his responsibility, he blamed no one {m
~ the horror of his fate, he essayed in m

into which he was plunged, never once did T? :
word of recrimination pass his lips. Hﬁ
sought to devolve on no one any fragmm

v’ s,

~ to lessen the crushing fardel of his infamy, by jf,;.?':

 H .thg on to other shoulders any portion of
~ But if one said or did anything in his
presence that displeased his sense of dzen- e

‘ ’;*:
séance, he was not slow to reprove it. Such 33 -
reproofs were delivered with so much dignity ";
and mansuetude, that I cannot fancy natures
.base enough to have harboured rancour, =
=
~ having accepted them at the time. But A
 circumstances exposed many such pitiful Vo
'“nﬁnd& :
2 61
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I myself was once or twice called to order
by him, and I havé no feeling in this connec-
“tion but one of gratitude for the lesson. Like
"‘ - many young men who, while ambitious, are
E"‘“ of insecure position, ‘I sought assurance in

~ boasting. “ Anything approaching self-ag-

- grandisation,” he said to me on more than
one occasion, “is vulgar. You must avoid

= it.”
; . He never relinquished what he must have
- considered the prerogative of his superior
& nature ; and in the days after his fall, when
- some might fancy he would have been
~ desirous to conciliate people, he was as
2 htnlera.nt as ever towards laches of conduct
_in his presence. I remember how at Ber-

pnl. shortly after his release from prison,

«ﬁg med in my presence, a very wealthy
h poet, who had been brought to his

by -a publisher, on certain points of
h'endmz thtch he had seemed to

. 1




VI

Hap his influence indeed been for evil, it was
to certain destruction that that meeting in
the house of the Avenue de Ségur would
have doomed me, for I surrendered to it
entirely. The delight that I took in this
friendship proceeded as much from my nature :
as from the circumstances under which I was
living when we first met. I had laid a severe
discipline on myself and had been living in *
almost absolute solitude in a cottage,
rounded by high walls, in a remote part of
< Passy. Here I wrote, with no companionship

b i

~ but that of my many dogs, and with no visitors 2

- but one strange old woman, a Marquise, who Lieed

~ had been famous for her beauty during the Vi

Saoond Empire, who professed great admira- -
63
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tion for some poor verse of mine, and tried to
prove it by coming to render menial services
in the poet’s neglected house. In her old
imperial days a royal admirer had compared
her to the girl in “La Cruche Cassée” of
Greuze, and indeed she resembled her.
Clesinger had hewn her bust in marble.
Yet she delighted to cook for me and to
sweep my house, and I found her once
darning my hose.

To be taken out of this -hermit's existence
into the gladdest society was to me like a
draught of strong wine. I let myself drift
on the whirling current of this new life, but
never once did anxiety beset me as to whither
it might bear me. 1 felt that his friendship
was all for good ; and disastrous as in wounded
sympathy it proved to be, nothing ever came,
from first to last, to belie that feeling.

Except on the occasions when he was
invited out, the whole of our waking hours dur-

ing those days in Paris were spent together
64



“Passy,” he said, “is a dreadful place m
get to. It is so far off that one's cabman

keeps getting down off his box to ask for
something on account of his gourboire.”

animals. “ Dogs are so fussy,” he said, “ that
they become tedious.” This dadinage con-

cealed a real physical aversion, which I after-
wards found in Alphonse Daudet also.
‘On the one occasion when he came to my
house, he lunched with me. The poor
Marquise had prepared the dinner, and for
the most part waited on us. But she found
~ no favour in his eyes in spite of her kind-
- ness, and that evening he rated me for
mtmg with a person whom old age had

65 5

I think it was rather my dogs who fright-
ened him away. He had a curious dislike to
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We often went to Lavenue’s, near the

Gare Montparnasse, a house of call in those

days for artists of the brush and of the pen.

Paul Bourget used to be there, and one daj

John Sargent sketched the three of us into

the wonderful album which was one of the

curiosities of the house. A year or two ago,

: happening that way, I entered this café, and

asked for the book, hoping to revive for a few

moments the radiant past. But the landlord

of those days was landlord no longer. He had
retired, and had taken his albums with him.

The Café d'Orsay, on the Quai d'Orsay,

often attracted us on our way to the Hotel

Voltaire, and here we also used to meet

~ Bourget. He was then in penurious days,

gr and seemed as depressed and reticent as 1

b Wilde was exuberant and talkative. I think

g at times of these two as they then were in the

race, and as they were twelve years later,

\, w in the palm-embroidered coat of the
A@emy, Wilde in the . . .




I was then living too much out of the -

world, to be able to say what impression he
produced in Parisian society, or what suc-

cesses he achieved. I fancy, though, that

these were less than at the time I imagined,
and as was reported in London. He seems
to have attracted the attention of de Goncourt,

- who refers to the English poet in his diary,

and quotes some of the stories he told of his
experiences in America. [ have described

his visits to Victor Hugo and to de Nitis. [

also accompanied him on two occasions to

Sarah Bernhardt, who showed great liking -
and admiration for him. On the first occa-

sion we called on her at the Vaudeville
Theatre, during the performance of one of
Sardou’s plays, in which she was acting. We
were received in the little salon adjoining
her dressing-room; and Sarah, who was in
evident déshabille, changing dresses for her
part, put her head out between the dividing

curtains to welcome Oscar Wilde with her
67
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most cordial smiles. Jean Richepin and
other men were in the little drawing-room—
the author of Les Blasphémes with his arms
folded—and it seemed to me that our visit,
no less than Sarah’s evident pleasure in it
was somewhat resented.

Some days later we went to her house on
the Avenue de Villiers, and on the way

Oscar Wilde purchased from a street hawker

a large heap of wallflowers, which he
presented to her. It was a poor offering, but

she seemed delighted with it. We found

Alexandre Parodi in her studio, who showed

much deference to Oscar Wilde, and called

him “cher maitre.” Parodi was the author
of that tr;gedy Rome Vaincue, in which
i Sarah secured her first real stage-triumph at
. the Comédie Francaise. [ was much grati-
fied by his attitude towards my new friend,
for 1 knew Parodi’s own worth ; but Oscar
~ Wilde found him rather tedious, and the
 fact was that Parodi, who had fallen on evil
: 68
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English people who were visiting Paris, hn
he did not very willingly accept their 1mw

e #-&3
tions. There was an amusing person staymg e

at the Hotel du Rhin—I believe she was
a woman of great wealth—with whom he
dined on several occasions. One night he :
had appointed me to meet him in the Place
Vendéme at ten o'clock, but it was past
s eleven before he came out of the Hétel du e
| ~ Rhin, and I complained of the hundreds of
o times I had had to walk round the square :'
whilst awaiting him. He said, “Good
Heavens, do you think I have been enjoying
myself ? " and gave me a little glimpse of the
egotism to which I have referred. He then )
spoke of his hostess as a woman who had a .

_.f

 mania for associating the name of any person 5
she was introducing either with some accom-
plishment, or, in default, with some incident

______
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~connected with him which might arouse
interest.

“She introduced a young man to-night as
Mr. John

had his legs so shamefully mangled on the

, whose uncle, poor Sir William,

underground railway the other day.”

_ The advances which were made to him by
~ distinguished people in Parisian society had
g ~ been carefully attracted by himself. He was
; ‘not disdainful of the indispensable arts for
_ ‘_' - fostering' social advancement. On his arrival
in Paris he had sent copies of his volume of
‘ H ‘poems, with letters, to various artists and
- authors. At the time of his arrest 1 saw in
i more than one literary salon, laid out as
 curios of actuality, the volume, with its
“L dedication and its accompanying letter,
o _written twelve years previously. The
g~ j}mdness in the management of his affairs
~ whi thls betokened confirmed me in the
' ﬁlt in their final mismanagement he

| ﬁm' a moment a responsible man,
: . e 70
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ﬁdm,as will be seen later, was his ﬁﬁt

hhhhh

:whion- also.
""‘“-fl have said that our conversation wls £
nlmost entirely about literature. He M **g’t’ :
to me much of Walter Pater and of Swht
burne. For these two his admiration ‘Iﬂ

l' -

...,,,,-}, _“
-

ﬁ
_:r
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supreme. But he interested me, perhaps,
more when he spoke of Carlyle’s Hufﬂy
of the French Revolution, of which he lmew

many passages by heart, and it was wondd‘ﬁ
to hear how beautiful they sounded from ﬁ

-~ lips. Foratthatumelwasaﬁet:tﬁga

* admiration for the sanguinary scoundrels
I had not then watched

the Regubllc at work, and the answer of
ma mere, cest la

Republique,” seemed to me a divine utter-
ance. Also, when Oscar Wilde, writing to
me at Passy, used to address his letters to the
“Citoyen Robert Sherard,” 1 was as pleased

with the envelope as with its contents.
When he talked about himself, it was

of the Revolution.

Enjolras, * Citoyen,



.m an interleaved copy of de la Roche-
foucauld the dons mots 1 had heard from

him during the day. I think that the saying
- of which just then he was most proud was
where he had expressed his disappointment
with the Atlantic to an interviewer in New
York. And he related also, with much
gusto, how in a country-house he had told
his host one evening that he had spent the

day in hard literary work, and that, when
asked what he had done, he had said, “I
was working on the proof of one of my
poems all the morning and took out a
comma.” “And in the afternoon?” *“In

: ~ the afternoon—well, I put it back again.”
B - There was also his remark to a hostess who
reptoved him for coming late. *“What,
. madam, do you think that that little clock
T hows of what the great golden sun is
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- He spoke little of his Amenmwur M

I gathered that it had not been a source d'- S
‘much satisfaction to him, and that the ugliness if:";l'":-'
of American cities had distressed him., m -":.,- g
only incident which he related with pleasure
was that he had discovered in Chlcago a B

- _" -t'.-
" n t

young sculptor of Irish extraction, who m ““:‘f
poor, friendless, ignored, and unhappy ; and l':-'f
that by speaking of him and his work in the s
course of one of his lectures in that city, he
had drawn attention to him, with the rem&
that his position had been greatly unproved.
The sculptor afterwards came to Europe, but
I did not see him by Wilde's side when the
catastrophe had come.

Of colours, magenta, of places, Bayswater,
were his horror. At least, so he said. A
Bayswater view of life meant, from his hps.
a severe condemnation for mediocrity. That
staid London district afforded him an attn-
butive of almost universal application. And

the same may be said of the word ° chromo- _
73 |
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lithographic.” With reference to the colour
magenta, he declared that the sight of it gave
him real péi'n. He was delighted to hear
that a bitter enemy of my youth had been a

boy whom I knew only as “the Magenta
Cad ” from a bag he carried, and with whom
I had fought many battles. I remember that
Oscar Wilde composed a verse “to render

the colour impossible.” It ran something
like this:

“Put yellow lilies in your hair,
But wear not the magenta zone, :
For that would make you out of tone,
I could not love you if you were.”

I heard little of his school or University
days, but when we spoke together of Oxford
there was enthusiasm on his side. His years
at Magdalen seemed to him at that time to

' have been the happiest period of his life. 1
{ always fancied that the fact that I did not
| take my degree seemed to him to draw a line
5 \ between us. There were certain subjects on
< ~ which he would not listen to me; and when
e v 74
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other graduates were present, a vague feeling

of exclusion from his confidence communicated
itself to me.

- He spoke of his parents with high admira-
tion, but I noticed with some misease that,

with reference to his father, he seemed to

have the middle-class contempt for the title
of knighthood. He would refer to it apolo-

getically, yet for more sonorous prefixes he

He introduced

me at various times to noblemen, and each

had a certain admiration.

time 1 noticed with what pleasure he pro-

nounced their names. These things were

the only indications, and those of the very
faintest, that he had risen to a place in society

which was not his mi/zex by birth.
For Speranza he had a sheer veneration,

“and the beauty of his conduct towards her

to the very end, must arrest admiration and

respect from those who most severely

condemn him. In all the bitterness of his

punishment, nothing can have pained his
75
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noble heart more than that he could not be
with her when she died. In France, a con-
demned murderer his mother lying at death’s
door, would be allowed, under escort certainly,
to go to her bedside, but in England the |
. prison regulations are framed with no such
‘, humanity. During the whole day of February
- 3rd, 1896, I had the spectacle before my eyes
of the unhappy man in his cell in Reading
- Gaol, knowing that each moment might be
‘his mother’s last.

He spoke of her to me often in those
radza.nt early days, and with such enthusiasm
tha.l: for it alone I could not but have admired
hm. Her serenity towards life was one of
5 ! :f_' pmnts he insisted upon with most pride,

i d there was a tragic story he used to tell
M when his mother was nursing his
on»lus dying bed, each morning there
m;n the sick-room the veiled and silent
”% : a woman who sat and watched but
and at mghtfall went away, to

N | ‘:fd' s N
- i |

A e

.111 '1' "\I".'.'l-

s ekl ' g i
7 Ilﬁ *:5..." b

SO ER Y 3. A
T E gt DN KY

el o
ks
SR, i

.
:\, ] 5 g =
k |r,'1 s o 4 L
% I:'rl‘,__ ’._
E r-l -hd

;'_ '\..J.Ji" ;ﬂ i'-g;jl

?*‘:




‘retum next morning.
~ stand Lady Wllde in good stead in the hﬂ

suﬁ'enng When the final verdict was m- : ; %
A ~municated to her, and she knew that she 3 : _
3 would see him no more, she only turned M- % -;
on her side in bed and said, “May it help him!”
"~ He was a good son. When he was m,':ﬂ,
London, he never let a day pass without
_visiting his mother. In spite of “his
~ extravagance and generosity to his fne.nds,{' i "Z =
~ and the precaribusness of his income, he 2%
.~ contributed to her support largely and with

“a regularity most meticulous. Nor did he
" limit himself to this allowance. On arriving ‘
- at the house, his first steps used to carry him

2 - totherack by t the side of the fireplace where

ﬁ ~ unpaid bills were put, and if he ever went __ j_‘;_::f
~ away without leaving the money to discharge :
- "Ej:-"_._k-; them, it was because he had bestowed it ﬁ
| though he might not follow EE -

AAAAA

elsewhere. And

hls mother to her grave, he had at least In
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his prison-cell the consolation of the thought
that her sumptuous and honourable funeral
was paid for out of the poor remnant of his
fallen fortune.

He spoke to me also with much affection
and admiration of his brother Willy, and told
me stories of their boyish comradeship which
showed a warm heart here also. And though
in later years the ways of the two brothers
deviated, and a gulf seemed to divide them,
he maintained his admiration for Willy’s
brilliant cleverness to the end, and in the
bottom of his heart the old boyish affection
also. I heard him once after Willy’s death
Scourge a man who had spoken somewhat

slightingly of his brother, as I had never
heard him speak before.

His ingenuousness, his simplicity, showed
themselves in his story of an incident of their

nursery days. “I had given Willy a toy
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Oscar Wilde C e

with him, I used to threaten him with an :“
‘I shall take back my bear, Willy.! It wasa =
saying with us till we were men.” He L
laughed heartily at this remembrance. Ry 'f.' '

When he spoke, as he often did, of thn
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sister who was dead, his wondrous eyq 1

-softened. ‘“ She was like a golden ray d

-’” '.-'-'.‘-. -
IR 31 o

she of whom he wrote in his poems : -

“ Coffin-board, heavy stone, S - % .
Lie on her breast. e S

I vex my heart alone, e

She is at rest.” . P -

The beautiful child “ who hardly knew =

»

sunshine dancing about our home.

She was a woman, i

So softly she grew ”

Yes, under the posturing and the persiflage,
under the scented curls and the cynicism, ..,,
under the native sensuality and the assumed
worldliness, there was in my friend the tender
heart of an affectionate little child. Nor did




7 recalls, as I think back on the days
the friendship dawned. When I
Pans, he remaining behind, I railed




- to London, and grew so strong that on my'
~ arrival there I determined to a

I wrote to him to tell him so, for he had
hng tried to dissuade me from leavmg

, g-:._ He shortly afterwards came to London, A
g d hearing that I had gone to meet the - iy

i - “- I".- -. }‘

e | "*.'“““
,w ng in Westmoreland, he telegraphed to =
: at the cottage where I was living to ask -2 &

1"

rf I could receive him there. [ told him
v = 81 6
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in my answer of the narrow . things at home,
- and warned him that for all the daffodils
~ and violets of my hillside he would find
- the rough North living intolerable. In the
end he decided not to come, but we main-
- tained an active correspondence.

His letters were a constant delight to me,
and I found them so beautiful that, as |
- remember, making my will at that time, I
bequeathed my collection of them to the
~ woman | reverence most of all women in
i the world. I will add this, that when that
it hdy heard that I was writing this story of
' my friendship, she wrote to ask me if I had
- 'y those beautiful letters which my

il m tone and style, evil was found, so

i’b that any man can be hanged on
I give one of these

*m me in Ambleside, after |
hr abeut three months,
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“ DEAR RoBErT,—Your letters are chum .

ing, they are iridescent, and everything you -

see or hear seems to become touched with
colour and tinged with joy. I think of you
often wandering in violet valleys with ym

'”"'-?-

honey-coloured hair, and meditating on thé m

influence of paradoxes on the pastoral mind;
but you should be here. One can only wnte
In cities, the country hanging on one's wam
in the grey mists of Corot, or the opa.l mom-
ings that Daubigny has given us: not Mﬁ-—;-ﬂ
I have written here—the splendid whirl a "_' "{i?f"

swirl of life in London sweeps me from ﬁir--—‘

ﬁ"

l-\-.ui'r #\
"* |

Sphynx. I am hard at work being idle; %
late midnights and famishing morrows follow

one another. | wish I was back in Paris,
where I did such good work. However,
society must be amazed, and my Neronian
coiffure has amazed it. Nobody recognises

., and everybody tells me I look young:
that is delightful, of course.

f My book you will have next week—it is
83
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~a great pleasure to give it to anyone so ‘

sympathetlc as you—poet to poet. I give
you my work because your joy in it makes
it more dear to me.

54 , -
% M NS ",-
S ? o X

¥

. r-rJ: ;‘

P
o

2 R T
ST ek 1
2T WA | 4
Ly Vil e T
- [ H -

Sl “Who is your young man who likes what

¥
. LTy s ' ;
e LA 2 L L Ty ' -
N ":"_ - & ; X = ", 5 1"
L . 4 s B Y
4 bt . _1-,,_%-.3 &
L1

I said of the primrose?
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- temper worse.— Write soon, and come soon

“My pen is horrid, my ink bad, my '
“ ~ to London. “ OSCAR.” i

.._*_'. 1 : |

If the extravagance of his address had
~ evoked from me anything but a smile, 1

-;* mlght have gone as far as to cry out, ‘“ Quel ; ‘
1 7‘; Magmr /” 1 cannot conceive how even
; ‘ the most perverted mind could find wrong

-

. T e ;
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; . -m such letters. 1 was willing, and offered,

_? _'....«to bring these early letters of his into Court,

- :r :;” ﬂ]ow that long before suspncnon attainted

at a time when his sanity could not be
m quwtxon, he used the imagery of his

utify h:s letters to all his fnendg,




