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BOSIE: I told them everything about Oscar. Even had Hitchens meet with him
upon his return.
Hitchens acquired everything he needed and wrote HIS 'book'.
“The Green Carnation”, it's a scandalous read.
Thankfully, due to the trial it’s been withdrawn.
A small bonus of all of this I suppose.
Such mediocre drivel.
But at least that snake wrote about me, making me important and
justifying that I am worthy of being written about... More than
Oscar ever did.
I was in Egypt for three months.
Whilst there, family and friends tried to fob off some position to
me in Constantinople.
That was NEVER going to happen.
In all that time, I didn't hear from Oscar.
Not once.
His silence was torture.
I had written and telegraphed to him countless times.
But nothing in return, that is until I got one telegram. One dirty,
thoughtless telegram saying “it is best that we do not contact each
other”.
FUCK!
I left Cairo and headed straight to Paris. I sent Oscar countless
telegrams begging for him to meet me there. But when I arrived at my
hotel in Paris there was only a letter from Oscar waiting for me...
it said: “a meeting was out of the question”.
What am I without Oscar? I have nothing without him.
I put every thought and feeling into a telegram for him, it must
have been ten or eleven pages long.
I had BEGGED Oscar to come, normally that would have worked.
So, I added some of that dramatic flair… I told him that my life
wouldn't be worth living without him in it!
That it would be easy for me to lie sleeping for eternity dreaming
of him rather than a life without him.
Oscar is well aware of my family's tendency towards suicide…
And so it was, he hurried to me!

