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Dear Wild Wildeans,  

Once again it is time to put together another review on the life and work of the 

divine Oscar. There is certainly no shortage of interest in Wilde's work but as 

previously pointed out in our last issue quality is very often a concern as we wade 

through this century of crude commerce and winner- takes-all and whatever-sells 

attitudes in art. For Wildeans it is particularly tedious to see Wilde's genius 

sacrificed on the High Altar of vulgar success. None of his popular works appears 

to have escaped this slaughter and, as if this were not bad enough, his life has 

never been his own since they sent him to prison. Indeed, it sometimes seems he 

never came out of prison and that he was in fact sentenced to an eternity of ribald 

caricature! So, we, the faithful, can only persist in our appreciation of his genius 

and the genuine admiration shown by some artists and resist the temptation (did 

I really say that?) to scoff at the ignorant.  

 

The London Sotheby sale results were so popular in the last newsletter that I am 

publishing the results of the December 1990 sale. Of special interest were Wilde's 

bills from J. Dupoirier of the Hôtel D'Alsace and his physician Maurice à Court 

Tucker. Oscar would be somewhat uncomfortable with the commercial industry 

that has grown up around his name. In fact he once wrote about the auction of 

Keats' love letters: 

 "I think they love not art 

Who break the crystal of a poet's heart."  

But then again, there is only one thing worse than being talked about and that is  

not being talked about.  

 

In this issue I am really happy to bring you two previously unpublished letters of 

people in Oscar's life. One is a letter written by his wife, Constance, undated but 

written from Brighton on Tite Street letterhead. The other is written by Bosie, 

dated 1930, and concerns the French version of his autobiography and his objection 

to the Mme Lucie Delarue- Mardrus book which was entitled Les Amours d'Oscar 

Wilde. These letters are the property of Thom Higgins and information on him is 

given on page 7. 
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The Newton Symphony Orchestra in Massachusetts celebrated their 25th year by 

performing a symphony called Wilde.  It was well received by the press and our 

review by Gordon Blackwell appears on page 8 of this issue. 

The long awaited biography of Christopher Millard (Stuart Mason) by H. 

Montgomery Hyde is at last published.  Mr. Hyde died shortly after making the 

final corrections to the book’s proofs.  For those interested in getting a copy it is 

available from Jacqueline Wesley, Antiquarian Book Dealer, 75, Camberley House, 

Redhill Street, London NW1 4AX, England.  Price soft-cover 12.50 pounds plus 

postage.  She accepts Visa and Mastercard which makes the dollar conversion easy.  

Just send card number, expiration date, name and signature.  A catalogue of her 

complete selection of books (many of Wilde interest) is available upon request. 

Enjoy the latest Oscar newsletter and remember, I am always happy to hear from 

anyone who wishes to write or call. 

All the best, 

 

Carmel 
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Previously unpublished [undated] letter written by Constance Wilde 

Property of Thom Higgins 
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Previously unpublished letter of Alfred Douglas [text on following page] 

Property of Thom Higgins 
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The following is the text of the Alfred Douglas letter on previous page:  

May 5th 1930  

Dear Mr. Glass,  

I was over in Paris for 3 weeks, leaving just after Easter. Unfortunately I couldn't 

remember your address. I expect to be over again in about a month and should 

hope to see you if you are still there. My autobiography published by La Nouvelle 

Revue Française will be out in the autumn. Madame Mardrus's idiotic book 

(described by Marsillac the editor of Le Journal whom I saw in his office as "un 

chef-d'oeuvre d'imbécilité *'') caused me a lot of annoyance. I threatened her and 

her publisher Flammarion with legal proceeding whereupon she undertook to 

withdraw the book from circulation and bring out a new edition. My letter to her 

and her reply in which she admitted her errors and promised reparation appeared 

in Les Nouvelles Littéraires about 6 weeks ago. As a matter of fact Flammarion 

then directly withdrew the book and the new edition with (very inadequate) 

corrections came out just when the sale of the book was over. It is useless to take 

legal proceeding in France. You get no satisfaction as the libellees get off with a 

fine of 200 francs! So really there is no redress. The only thing is to answer in 

another book. When my book comes out even the most idiotic people will see that 

the whole of Harris's story (rehashed by madame M.) is a lie from beginning to end. 

I have written a new chapter to the book in which I refer to the Mardrus book. I 

have not attacked her as I saw her and spent two hours with her and we were quite 

friendly. The book was just a pot-boiler and she had absolutely no knowledge of 

any of the facts.  

Yours Sincerely, 

Alfred Douglas 

P.S. La Nouvelle Revue Française has also agreed to do my Poems with  

a French verse translation.  

 

• A masterpiece of imbecility  

 

These letters are part of a large collection of Wilde material owned by Thom Higgins 

of Minneapolis, Minn and produced here with his permission. You may contact him 

at (612) 721 3171 or you may contact this publication - information on page 16. 
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WILDE: A SYMPHONIC TRIBUTE 

 

GORDON BLACKWELL  

 

Sound a fanfare for Charles Fussell, the accomplished American composer of 

WILDE, an evocative symphony for orchestra and baritone commissioned by the 

Newton Symphony Orchestra. Ronald Knudsen conducted the premier last 

November with the highly professional Massachusetts Community orchestra.  

Sanford Sylvan sang the taxing baritone solos in two of the three movements, 

delivering them with conviction and skill. The text is an imaginative construction 

of "almost real" letters from Wilde to Lord Alfred Douglas. In actuality they are the 

expert work of writer-teacher-theatre director Will Graham, director of the Boston 

University Opera Department. Just recently Newton Symphony Orchestra 

General Manager Constance G. Kantar announced that Wilde, A Symphony in 

Three Movements for Baritone and Orchestra, was one of the three finalists for the 

1991 Pulitzer Prize in Music.  

The score's musical support for the soloist, with repeated words or phrases, scale 

shifts and lush orchestration, harks back to the English composer Benjamin 

Britten without being derivative. This symphony is an artistic success in its own 

right, full of brilliant details with touches of poignancy but without sentimentality.  

The first movement pictures Oscar Wilde's thoughts while walking in London in 

February 1895 after the opening of EARNEST but before his trials. Alone, he 

recalls an Algerian holiday spent with Lord Alfred Douglas. Oscar comes upon 

street musicians known as buskers, Singing a bawdy song, with lines like: " ... Her 

skirts were always dirty and her knickers in distress." You may imagine Oscar 

dancing to the catchy folk ballad.  

Wilde hastens along in the London night ("Nothing speeds me like the lack of sun"). 

After an orchestral interlude he is home with his wife Constance, quoting from his 

poem “To My Wife”: 

                         "And when wind and winter harden  

                          All the loveless land,  

                          It will whisper of the garden,  

                          You will understand."  

 

For his two sons he recites a passage from his fable, “The Selfish Giant”. The 

instrumental second movement portrays Wilde after being released from prison in 
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1897, banished in the south of France and Italy. Taut strings, punctuated by brass, 

depict Wilde's desperate mood as he fights illness and an apathy toward writing. 

A discordant interlude represents his former friends rejecting him. A Neapolitan 

waltz with bittersweet stuttering strings suggests his failed reconciliation with 

Douglas. Various themes from the symphony are used intentionally in a balletic 

manner.  

In the third movement, the narrator, again speaking for Wilde, muses on his 

inability "to make my death a work of art." A funeral march accompanies his death 

in Paris in 1900. As the monologue concludes, ominous cords sound his painful end.  

Fussell wrote the following about Wilde: "Oscar was, by nature, a joyful spirit who 

responded to life with ail-embracing sympathy and kindness. Financial ruin and 

the loss of Constance plus his two boys were blows from which he could not 

recover." Setting this life drama to music, he could not avoid a tragic tone, 

combined with "lyric moments ... which recall his wit and humanity ... Of course, 

Oscar's life is an opera! However, I hope in the space of this symphony we have 

done him some measure of justice." Indeed, in music and text it is a worthy tribute 

to Wilde.  

 

 

 

For an audio cassette of the concert write for the Wilde Symphony of  

November 4th, 1990 to; Humphrey Audio Recording, 36 Anthony Rd., N.  

Reading, MA 01864 or call (508) 664-2400. Price $10.  
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WAW Editor's note: the following Oxford University publication is of interest to 

readers of Wilde but is of special value because in her introduction the editor, Isobel 

Murray, considers Wilde from his own Irish background and culture. Wilde was, 

as George Bernard Shaw said of him, "A very Irish Irishman and as such a 

foreigner everywhere but in Ireland" and therefore his life and work can only be 

fully understood and appreciated if this very basic fact about him is completely 

comprehended.  

 

extract from  

The oxford Authors: Oscar Wilde, edited by Isobel 

Murray  

 

... The problem of Wilde's wit remains. His Irish contemporaries were sure from 

the outset that the English would misunderstand it. Wilde's younger contemporary 

and friend W.B. Yeats reviewed Lord Arthur Savile's Crime in 1891 for United 

Ireland - that is, as an Irishman of his time speaking to his countrymen of a fellow 

countryman. This is part of his notice:  

"Beer, bible and the seven deadly virtues have made England what she is," wrote 

Mr. Wilde once; and a part of the Nemesis that has fallen upon her is a complete 

inability to understand anything he says. We should not find him so unintelligible 

- for much about him is Irish of the Irish. I see in his life and works an extravagant 

Celtic crusade against Anglo-Saxon stupidity.  

James Joyce, again with a shared Irish background, thought the comedies 

"brilliant", and placed Wilde along with Irish writers of comedy from Sheridan and 

Goldsmith to Bernard Shaw as "like them, court jester to the English". And Shaw 

himself... teased out more of the implications of what Yeats said above when he 

reviewed An Ideal Husband in 1895.  

"They (the English) protest that the trick is obvious, and that such epigrams can be 

turned out by the score by anyone lightminded enough to condescend to such 

frivolity. As far as I can ascertain, I am the only person in London who cannot sit 

down and write an Oscar Wilde play at will ... To the Irishman there is nothing in 

the world quite so exquisitely comic as an Englishman's seriousness ... and at his 

being shocked, too, at the danger to the foundations of society when seriousness is 

publicly laughed at."  

He (Wilde) was intensely suspicious of the means by which even the great writers 

sometimes made their protests, the rhetoric, the preaching, the moral imperatives, 

and these weapons in the hands of lesser writers he found terrible indeed. Too 

much moral passion, too little light and lucidity; too little reason, too little 
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examination of unthinking habits of mind and language: Oscar Wilde set out to 

right some of these imbalances. If your mental picture remains that of an idle 

dandy with a cigarette drawling clever epigrams at a society audience, the verdict 

"A Writer of No Importance" is possible. If you examine more closely the paradox 

and irony of an Irishman commended by his great Irish contemporaries for ruthless 

undercutting of English complacency, convention and hypocrisy, another verdict is 

more likely. Arthur Symons (English, certainly, but a Cornishman!) sums it up 

thus, as early as 1891:  

"Mr. Wilde, with a most reasonable hatred of the Bourgeois seriousness of dull 

people, has always taken refuge from the commonplace in irony. Intentionally or not 

- scarcely without intention - he has gained a reputation for frivolity which does 

injustice to a writer who has at least always been serious in the reality of his 

devotion to art."  

 

Reprinted with permission from Oxford University Press and available from  

bookshops or OUP tel: 1 800 451 7556 

 

 

THE DISCIPLE 

(From Poems in Prose)  

When Narcissus died the pool of his pleasure changed from a cup of sweet waters 

into a cup of salt tears, and the Oreads came weeping through the woodland that 

they might sing to the pool and give it comfort.  

And when they saw that the pool had changed from a cup of sweet waters into a 

cup of salt tears, they loosened the green tresses of their hair and cried to the pool 

and said, "We do not wonder that you should mourn in this manner for Narcissus, 

so beautiful was he."  

                      "But was Narcissus beautiful?" said the pool.  

                      "Who should know that better than you?" answered the Oreads.  

"Us did he ever pass by, but you he sought for, and would lie on your banks and 

look down at you, and in the mirror of your waters he would mirror his own beauty."  

And the pool answered, "But I loved Narcissus because, as he lay on my banks and 

looked down at me, in the mirror of his eyes I saw ever my own beauty mirrored."  

 

OSCAR WILDE 
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WILDE'S DEVOTED FRIEND: a life of Robert Ross  

by Maureen Borland  

Lennard Publishing  Illus. 288pp 

 

  

Review by JAMES W. STUDDARD  

 

I was barely past the first chapter of Mrs. Borland's book when I realized the book 

was grossly mis-named. It should have been titled: Maureen Borland: Robert Ross's 

devoted friend. From the opening paragraph to the closing remarks, she 

unabashedly mounts the soapbox and shouts encomiums for Robert Ross. The 

cacophony of her panegyrical opinions of Ross do not, however, drown out the fact 

that Ross (as has been demonstrated in more books than space will allow to list) 

was nothing more than a hypocritical, second rate art critic.  

Ross's jealously of Alfred Douglas is extensively chronicled by almost every serious 

biographer, while Mrs. Borland treats the issue with indifference. One of the most 

glaring examples of Mrs. Borland's sacrificing historical accuracy for the sake of 

white-washing Ross, is found in chapter seven of her book. She attempts to discuss 

the circuitous route of Epistola: In Carcere et Vinculis (De Profundis). She states 

the following:  

... Robbie carried out those orders (from Wilde) diligently and compassionately, He 

arranged for a typewritten copy to be made as Wilde had instructed ... lt is to be 

regretted that he (Wilde) gave the letter to Robbie with such precise instructions as 

to its future ...  

For a contrast with the most probable course of events, please consider what 

Rupert Croft-Cooke said of the matter:  

... If a typewritten copy was made during Wilde's lifetime, he (Wilde) never saw 

it...lt would, however, be interesting to know when Ross did have the typewritten 

copy made, certainly not in Wilde's lifetime ...1  

Biographers, including but not limited to, Hesketh Pearson, Rupert Hart- Davis, 

Phillippe Jullian, H. Montgomery Hyde and most recently Richard Ellmann, have 

all practically categorically rejected Ross's version of the handling of De Profundis. 

Likewise, almost all agree that Douglas probably never received a copy of the letter.    

It is extremely difficult to review a book such as this, simply because one is 

constantly distracted by the inaccuracies and blatant partialities to personality 
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rather than history. Consequently I had to constantly fight the urge to correct 

rather than criticize.  

Mrs. Borland, like Ross, never quite understood the relationship between Wilde 

and Douglas and as a consequence her efforts to champion Ross's cause of painting 

Douglas into the dunce's corner never quite materializes.  

1 Rupert Croft-Cooke, The Unrecorded Life of Oscar Wilde, p. 231  

 

 

WAW Editor’s Note: Readers: The Ross vs. Douglas controversy is an old issue as 

Wilde scholars will well know. It will probably never be resolved but it is only fair 

to state that Ross proved himself a true friend to Wilde in his years of rejection by 

former friends and public alike and it was after all, Ross who saw that Wilde's 

works were once again published and performed after Wilde’s death. 
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RESULTS FROM THE DECEMBER 1990 SALE AT SOTHEBY'S  OF 

LONDON 

 

Lot 147 Oscar Wilde, fine photographic portrait signed ("Oscar Wilde May, 92") by            

Alfred Ellis of Upper Baker Street London, showing Wilde three-quarters length 

in coat with astrakhan collar and cuffs. c. 6 1/2 x 4 1/2 inches. Sold for £2,970.  

Lot 148 A House of Pomegranates, first edition, presentation copy inscribed by the 

author to Will Rothenstein. Sold for £4,950.  

Lot 149 Oscar Wilde, Children in Prison and other Cruelties of Prison Life. Scarce 

pamphlet in unusually good condition. Written from Dieppe after he was released 

from prison. Unsold. Valued at £800 to £1,000.  

Lot 150 Oscar Wilde, Poems. Author's edition, number 205 of 220 copies, signed by 

the author. Elkin Mathews and John Lane, 1892. Unsold. Valued at £1,500 to 

£2,000.  

Lot 151 Vera. With extensive autograph deletions, additions and emendations by 

the author. Privately printed, U.S.A. 1882. Sold for £5,060.  

Lot 152 Oscar Wilde Works. 15 volumes including 2 copies of the Duchess of Padua, 

one a presentation copy inscribed by Robert Ross, the editor to Miss Salom. Limited 

to 1,000 copies. 1908. Sold for £660.  

Lot 153 L'Anniversaire de L'enfant. Number 18 of 110 copies. Paris. Black Sun 

Press, 1928. Sold for £880.  

Lot 154 Salome. First edition. One of 600 copies. Paris 1893. Unsold. Valued at 

£800 to £1,000.  

Lot 155 Oscar Wilde Poems. Fourth edition. Presentation copy inscribed by the 

author to Edgar Fawcett. 1882. Unsold. Valued at £1,500 to £2,000.  

Lot 156 A fine and remarkably comprehensive collection of approximately six 

hundred volumes by or relating to Oscar Wilde. Lot included: Works by, with 

contributions by or attributed to Wilde. 130 volumes including Newidgate Prize 

Poem, Ravenna, recited in the Theatre, Oxford, June 26, 1878. Oxford 1878. 

Unsold. Valued at £12,000 to £18,000.  

Lot 159 A collection of periodical and ephemeral publications, including: Dublin 

University Magazine, 4 issues, November 1875, March, June and September 1876, 

The Irish Monthly June 1877. The Woman's World volumes I and II (of 3 published 

under Wilde's editorship). The Dublin University Magazine contained "Chorus of 
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Cloud Maidens" the earliest known of Wilde's publications. Unsold. Valued at 

£2,000 to £3,000.  

Lot 160 Programme for the first performance of the original production of The 

Importance of Being Earnest. St. James Theatre, 14th February 1895. Also three 

others for that production and twelve other programmes for various performances 

of the play. Sold for £990.  

Lot 161 Programme for the first performance of the original production of Lady's 

Windermere's Fan, St. James Theatre, 29th February 1892. Sold for £550.  

Lot 163 Douglas (Lord Alfred) "The Wilde Myth". Corrected page proofs of an 

unpublished work with numerous autograph emendations and deletions, together 

with an acrimonious correspondence between the author and the publisher 

concerning the book. The correspondence is 74 pages in all. Outer wrapper dated 

October 2 1916. Sold for £3,850.  

Lot 168 Autograph letter signed to Andre Raffalovish. 1 Page, no place, no date. 

Sold for £990.  

Lot 173 Collection of eleven accounts from J. Dupoirier, proprietor of the Hotel 

D'Alsace where Wilde lived out his last months and died. Included is a letter from 

Dupoirier to Ross. Sold for £4,950.  

Lot 174 The account of Wilde's physician, Maurice à Court Tucker for 1350 francs. 

(Ross's account of Tucker was that "he entirely misunderstood Oscar's case ... he is 

a silly, kind, excellent man, he said Oscar should write more ... "). Sold for £715. 
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from The Decay of Lying  

 

... Vivian: Pure modernity of form is always somewhat vulgarising. It cannot help 

being so. The public imagine that, because they are interested in their immediate 

surroundings, Art should be interested in them also, and should take them as her 

subject-matter. But the mere fact that they are interested in these things makes 

them unsuitable subjects for Art. The only beautiful things, as somebody once said, 

are the things that do not concern us. As long as a thing is useful or necessary to 

us, or affects us in any way, either for pain or pleasure, or appeals strongly to our 

sympathies, or is a vital part of the environment in which we live, it is outside the 

proper sphere of Art ...  

Believe me, my dear Cyril, modernity of form and modernity of subject-matter are 

entirely and absolutely wrong. We have mistaken the common livery of the age for 

the vesture of the Muses, and spend our days in the sordid streets and hideous 

suburbs of our vile cities when we should be out on the hillside with Apollo. 

Certainly we are a degraded race, and have sold our birthright for a mess of facts. 

 

Oscar Wilde 
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